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Most ponies hate rain. It drives you inside and covers up the sun; what's to like? Fluttershy, however, sees it as an opportunity. Rainstorms give her the chance to withdraw and to think, not burdened by social obligations or pressures. Yet for all it's virtues, rain tend to leave you wet and cold, and if Pinkie can teach Fluttershy anything, it's how to warm up a bit.
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		Puddles



Chapter 1: Puddles

Fluttershy liked puddles. There was something about the little reflective pools that made her feel peaceful. Maybe it was how the sunlight peeking through the clouds reflected off of them, or the cool splash when she stepped in one. Perhaps it was just as simple as what the presence of a puddle implied. Even more than the puddles, Fluttershy welcomed the rain; there was a novelty to it. She enjoyed being alone with her thoughts every once in a while, and the weather gave her the perfect opportunity.
Fluttershy felt a lone drop fall onto her snout. The drop stayed there for a moment, and Fluttershy could just see it in the corner of her eye. It slowly started to roll down her cheek and fell to the ground. She could see the spot where it landed – one wet spot in an expanse of dirt that had gone for too long without it.
She looked up at the sky. The pegasi weren’t quite done with the storm yet, but stray drops were known to fall ahead of schedule. She felt another drop land on the top of her head. Another rolled down her back. She could see the spots all over now, the ground slowly but surely having its thirst quenched. Soon a steady sheet fell downward, everything around her turning a shade darker with saturation. A songbird darted across her vision, taking sanctuary in a nearby pine tree. The ponies took cover as well.
Across the park, she could see her friends Applejack and Rarity, who had spent a good part of the afternoon getting the park ready for the storm. Or at least, Applejack was getting it ready. Rarity didn’t seem to be doing much of anything. But on the other hoof, Applejack’s way of doing things was equally futile. There wasn’t anything for them to fall on.
As the rainfall came harder and harder, the tension between the two mares grew. Even from a distance, she could see the strained look on Applejack’s face and the almost pathetic one on Rarity’s. Then the shouting came, the argument getting heated just as the temperature was beginning to drop. What was a little shivering to enjoy the lovely scenery?
So far, those two had been the funniest of her newfound friends to watch. She’d known Rarity before their adventure in the Everfree from the regular conversation at the spa, but had never thought of her as more than an acquaintance. Yet now she found herself thrown into a group of five other ponies who liked to throw around the word “friend” a lot. She didn’t know how she felt about that yet. It was nice to have friends, but she couldn’t handle that kind of situation. It made her feel awkward, exposed, even.
The wind picked up, and Fluttershy shielded her eyes against it. The rain bit into her, dozens of needles sending a numb feeling from her extremities to her core. She needed to move around a bit. The mud squelched under her hooves as she stepped down from her perch on a park bench. As she walked, she looked over at Applejack and Rarity. The latter was hiding under a bench, clearly not having a very good time. She chuckled at her friends’ antics and their ability to get riled up over the smallest thing.
Suddenly, the sky was filled with a bright flash. Fluttershy shrieked, jumping in fright as a loud boom shook the earth. As gravity tends to do, it brought her back down from her leap, on a collision course with the muddy puddle below. But just before she came crashing to the ground, something caught her. 
Something pink.
“Fluttershy? What are you doing out here?”
Fluttershy’s eyes widened, her head turning to see none other than the pink terror herself, Pinkie Pie. Her usually poofy mane was plastered down from the rain, but her attitude was just as bouncy as ever, it seemed.
“Well, I was just taking a bit of a walk. I’m sorry if I disturbed you … I can just go the other way if you want.”
Pinkie laughed heartily, a noise almost as booming as the thunder. “You don’t need to say sorry for every little thing you do, silly!”
“I know. I’m sorry.”
“See, there it is again! You really need to work on your confidence, Flutters.” With a heave, she lifted Fluttershy up into the air, turned her around, and placed her back on her own four hooves. She managed to do this all on two hooves, a feat that Fluttershy was thankful she could manage.
“Thanks,” Fluttershy whispered. For the first time, she got a good look at her pink friend. She wasn’t nearly as muddy as she should’ve been. But she was covered in something: bubbles of some kind.
“Pinkie, what are you doing?”
“Taking a shower, what does it look like?”
“A shower?” she scoffed.
“Of course,” said the mare, grabbing a previously unseen bar of soap from her saddlebags. “This is how we always used to do it down on the rock farm when I was a little filly. We didn’t exactly have running water.”
Fluttershy decided not to question Pinkie’s reasoning. That often left one with more questions than they’d started with. Another streak of light flashed across the sky, followed by another roar of thunder. “Pinkie, maybe it would be a good idea for both of us to head home,” she said, wincing as the noise died down.
“Yeah, I suppose you’re right. Besides, I’m all squeaky clean now!”
“Aren’t you just going to get muddy again walking back home?”
Pinkie thought about that for a moment. “Well that’s what the hose is for, isn’t it?”
Fluttershy rolled her eyes. Jovial as she was, Pinkie always seemed to be the one who frustrated her the most. As Pinkie gathered up her soaps and shampoos, Fluttershy turned to look back at Applejack and Rarity, just in time to see the run inside the library. Moments later, she saw Applejack walk back out and make a beeline for the hose. Perhaps that really was what the hose was for.
“I’ll see you around Fluttershy!” Pinkie called, already halfway across the park. Fluttershy waved back, wanting to ask something but at the same time too nervous to. A few seconds and another strike of lightning later, she reconsidered, chasing her friend down through the mud.
It didn’t take Pinkie too long to notice her pursuer. “Aren’t you going home?” she asked, peering through the sheets of rain.
Fluttershy wanted to say something, but she didn’t know how. She knew that she didn’t want to have to fly all the way to her house in this weather. She knew that it would be rude to force a third guest on Twilight. She knew that she needed to stay with Pinkie for the night. Her mouth, however, didn’t seem to know any of these things.
“Do you want me to guess? Oh, I love guessing games! Are you lost? Is some evil sorcerer taking control of your brain? Did I forget to give you back your toothbrush?”
“Wait, when did I give you my toothbrush?” Fluttershy asked, perplexed.
“Oh … sorry about that. That might have been a bit of an I.O.U.”
“Look, Pinkie, I just don’t feel safe flying home in this weather, and I don’t really know what to do.”
“So … you need somewhere to stay the night. You could come back to Sugarcube Corner with me if you wanted. I mean, you and me could go … yeah.”
“... Okay,” Fluttershy replied, a bit addled by Pinkie’s sudden shift in mood. “Or we could go to Twilight’s. It’s right over there, if that’s alright with you.
Pinkie blinked, seeming to gain back some of her gusto. “I really think we should go to the Corner. I mean, Twilight’s already got two guests and Spike to deal with, I’m sure she’s got enough on her hooves.”
“Actually, I’m sure Twilight would love to have us over if she’s letting Applejack and Rarity stay. And besides, I heard Spike was visiting Canterlot on--”
“Or we could just go over to Sugarcube Corner, right?” Pinkie asked in a way that Fluttershy could only label as intimidating.
“Well, if that’s what you want, I suppose I can come over,” she mumbled, cowering as she had a bad habit of doing.
“Alright, this is going to be so much fun! Just a good ol’ regular slumber party between two regular friends, right?”
Fluttershy answered the question with one of her own. “What else would it be?”
“... Well, we better get going. I don’t know about you, but I do not want to stay out here and catch a cold … or worse!”
Fluttershy’s eyes narrowed. There was something about the way Pinkie was deflecting questions, and her not wanting to go over to Twilight’s also struck her as odd. If she didn’t know better, she’d think Pinkie was nervous, though it was just as likely Pinkie Pie being Pinkie Pie. The mare had about as much self-control as a drunk griffon, and even more mood swings, that much was evident.

The two mares made their way up the streets, which were quickly becoming less like roads and more like the mud baths at the spa. The spa, however, was warm. At the moment, Fluttershy was having trouble seeing her own breath through the rain, let alone her guide. If they got split up, or Pinkie forgot who was behind her, then she wouldn’t be able to find her way to Sugarcube Corner. Normally, the large cupcake roof would be a distinguishing feature, but the rain made everything grey and dull.
“So Flutters, what do you want to do when we get there?”
“Well, all I really want right now is come hot cocoa … if that’s alright with you, I mean.”
Fluttershy thought she saw Pinkie nod, though she couldn’t really tell. “That sounds good to me. I’m sure there’s some in the storeroom. They don’t usually break it out until winter.”
“They?”
“The Cakes, who else?”
“Pinkie, wouldn’t that be stealing?”
“Nah. I’ll just have them take it off my check if it’s that big of a deal. I pay rent, after all. But is that all you want to do, just sit around drinking cocoa? Boooooring!”
“Well, if Rarity were here, she’d probably give us all makeovers. You want to do that?”
“Nah, I’m just fine the way I look now!”
“You sure? I think you’d look nice with a manecut,” Fluttershy suggested.
“Aw, thanks Fluttershy. But I can’t really imagine myself with a manecut. Seriously, that would just be the silliest thing.”
“I couldn’t hear you Pinkie. What did you say?” The mare didn’t reply. Even her booming voice was being cut out by the rain, so Fluttershy had little hope her voice would carry over the roar. Instead she decided to look around. There wasn’t much to look at, but that was fine with her. Grey was simple, easy to look at. If she hadn’t been so cold at the moment, she’d probably be enjoying herself.
The only thing that wasn’t grey was the mare in front of her, who was anything but simple. She hadn’t really thought about what she was going to do after the rain was done, but she certainly hadn’t planned on spending the night at sugarcube corner, leaving all her animals scared and alone. Of course, she was just as scared at the moment. She didn’t do well in crowds, and to her, two was a crowd.
Faintly, she heard Pinkie’s voice, but couldn’t hear what she was saying. “What was that?” she asked.
“I said we’re here!” Pinkie shouted, though over the rain it wasn’t much more than a whisper. 
Fluttershy looked up, putting a hoof up to block out the raindrops. She could just see the outline of the unmistakable pastry-shaped roof above her, with candles glowing faintly in the gloom. She also saw an overhang in the roof, which she quickly stepped under. Never had Fluttershy been so happy to be under cover. The change was night and day: she could see and hear a bit better, and most importantly, she could start drying off and warming up. 
“Thank you so much for letting me come over ... Pinkie?” There was no sign of the mare anywhere under the roof. She extended her search out into the rain and saw something moving around in a mud puddle across the street.
“Pinkie, is that you?” she asked, using her best outside voice but still not able to cut through the rain. Thankfully, the answer presented itself, as a mud-covered pony emerged from the puddle, carrying something in her mouth.
“Pinkie, what are you doing?”
“Mm mnf mum mumf muh mumm,” she mumbled. Remembering there was something in her mouth, she dropped what she was carrying. Upon hitting the ground, it moved a bit. Though it was still caked in mud, Fluttershy knew an alligator when she saw one.
“As I was saying, you meant to say ‘what was I doing’. I’m already done, so it’s past tense.”
“Pinkie, you know what I mean. Why was Gummy out in the rain?”
“I was just letting him out to play, silly! Little alligators need their exercise, and Gummy loves going out in the rain.”
Fluttershy shook her head. The reptile was wearing the same neutral expression it always did. She’d often wondered about Pinkie’s innate ability to understand what Gummy was thinking. That kind of understanding was something she could relate to, after all. She followed her friend inside Sugarcube Corner, the light and warmth beckoning her like a moth to a lantern.
Pinkie opened the door, and after wiping her hooves, Fluttershy walked in. Pinkie didn’t follow her in. She turned around, intent on asking why, but got a face full of mud instead. She wiped her eyes just in time to see the mare shake the last of the mud off. Then she looked up.
“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry about that Fluttershy.” Pinkie’s tone was apologetic, though Fluttershy could tell she was holding back a laugh, and doing a bad job at that. It was hard to get mad at a pony like Pinkie Pie, and Fluttershy couldn’t help but laugh as well. 
“It’s fine, Pinkie … it’s kind of like the spa, actually.”
“Only without the cucumbers,” Pinkie replied, walking past her friend and into the house. “I’m going to go get some towels so we can dry off. Make yourself comfortable.”
“Well, a towel does sound nice.” Fluttershy closed the door behind her, at last leaving the sound of rain behind her, the heavy cacophony replaced with the light pattering of drops hitting the windows. The one thing that hadn’t changed was the dark. She would have to wait until they lit up some candles to see anything properly.
Despite the darkness, she could see some of the windowside booths, and the only thing she wanted more than a warm fire at the moment was to sit down.
“WAIT!!” A loud cry echoed through the house, followed by a series of bumps and thuds. When all was said and done, Pinkie lay at the bottom of the stairs in a bit of a compromising position, with a dozen towels and one alligator strewn in all directions.
“You didn’t sit down, did you?” Pinkie shouted.
“Uh … no, but you said I could, right? I’m really sorry if I misheard.”
“No! Well, yeah ... but you can’t! The Cakes would get really mad if I got everything all wet.”
“You want some help up?” Fluttershy asked, deciding not to point out that Pinkie could’ve used one of her dozen towels to dry up any mess she made. Pinkie nodded, and soon twelve towels, and one pony were back where they ought to be. Fluttershy had restored order to Pinkie, or whatever order was for a mare who could literally bounce off walls.
“You wanna head upstairs? I got a fire going in the fireplace.”
“Yes, I’d love that, thank you very much.”
After drying off, the pair headed up. Fluttershy couldn’t put a hoof on what it was, but there was something about being inside tonight that felt right. Whether it was the feeling of finally being dry or something else she wasn’t thinking of, she had no idea. As they reached the top of the stairs, Pinkie opened up the door on the right. Fluttershy could feel the warmth of the room from out in the hall. It was splendid.
“Well, are you going to come in or not?” Pinkie asked, grabbing a poker off the wall to push another log into the fire.
Fluttershy nodded, joining her friend next to the fire. The two sat there for a spell, letting the warmth dry out their coats and manes. She closed her eyes, enjoying the bliss as the warmth seeped into her. It got into her skin, her flesh and bones, and in time she felt like she’d never been in the rain in the first place.
“Hey Fluttershy?”
The pegasus jumped. She’d almost forgotten there was somepony else in the room. ‘Yes, what is it?”
“I told you why I was out there, but you never really told me why you were. I mean, yeah, you said you were on a walk, but nopony goes out and takes walks during thunderstorms unless they’ve got a good reason.”
“I … I don’t really know,” Fluttershy answered honestly. She was sure she’d had a reason at the time, but at the moment, it was escaping her.
“How can you not know why you’re doing something? Either you had a reason or you were out there by accident.”
Fluttershy wished Pinkie would go back to making no sense. That was easier to swallow.
“Look, if you don’t want to tell me, just say something,” Pinkie prodded. “Don’t be such a party-pooper.”
“Is it getting warmer in here, or is it just me?”
“Fluttershy, I can’t help you if you change the subject.”
“And who says I need helping from you? I’ve only known you for a few weeks.”
“You didn’t need to say anything,” Pinkie replied, “I can see it in your eyes. You feel alone. You probably don’t even realize it, and you might even think you like it. But believe me, you can’t stay like that. It … just doesn’t work.”
Fluttershy turned towards the fire. It was starting to get too hot in here, and she knew Pinkie could feel it too.
“What would you even know about being lonely?” Fluttershy asked, her voice painted with a few coats of accusation. “You’ve got a bunch of friends and everyone you meet likes you.”
“Well, you don’t seem to like me right now, so that makes one, right?”
The joke deflected off of Fluttershy like rain off of a window. Sighing, the pink mare got onto her four hooves, moved over a few steps, and plopped down next to her friend. “You know, I think you were right about the fire being a little hot. You want to go somewhere else?”
Despite Pinkie’s best efforts, the room and Fluttershy alike were silent, other than the crackling sound of the fire and the storm outside. For once, comedy was not the answer. “Look, I’m sorry I got carried away there. But do you think I was always like this?”
“What do you mean?” Fluttershy asked, her curiosity getting the better of her.
“I mean all bouncing-off-the-walls hyper and stuff. Do you think I always had a bunch of friends, that I was always brave enough to talk to random ponies on the street?”
“Well, I don’t really know. I always kind of assumed you just did.”
“Never assume things like that. It’s just like my father always said: when you assume, you make an ass out of you and me.”
Fluttershy smiled, not a lot, but enough. “Yeah, I suppose your dad was right.”
“Sort of. But the problem was that he decided a long time ago that the best way to not make an ass out of himself was to avoid talking to anypony else. So he moved to a house in the middle of nowhere and start a rock farm.”
“I suppose that sounds familiar,” Fluttershy admitted. “Well, other than the rock farm part.”
“Yeah, he was kind of like you; too shy to admit that he was shy. We never really had that many visitors when I was growing up, and when you grow up with a stallion like my father, you start to feel the same way. I didn’t even like to talk to my sisters, let alone strangers.”
“I can’t imagine you like that. But how did you find out your special talent was making other ponies happy?”
Pinkie smiled knowingly. “That’s a long story, but I’m sure it’ll come up some other time. The point is, I wasted a lot of time being too shy to talk to anypony. That’s why I’m so frantic about it nowadays, so willing to try new things. I’m trying to make up for lost time.”
Fluttershy sat up, for the first time in a while getting a good look at Pinkie. There was a look of sincerity in her eyes she wouldn’t have pictured her having an hour ago. But now, it seemed just as natural as her laugh, just as endearing as her smile.
“So you’re saying I should try new things, get out of my comfort zone a bit?”
“Uh … yeah.”
“What kinds of things do you think I should do? Should I throw parties like you? I don’t think I’d be all that good at that.”
“No, that’s not quite what I meant. You should probably … try for something similar. You can’t keep going in fear of doing something … no matter how much it … scares you.”
Fluttershy looked back up into Pinkie’s eyes. The look of sincerity was gone, replaced with something that she could only describe as fear. It was just like what had happened earlier when she’d asked if she could come over. Fluttershy wasn’t the best as gauging ponies, but she could tell there was something eating at Pinkie.
“Pinkie, are you alright?”
“Yeah … Just fine … why do you ask?”
“You look like you’ve seen a ghost. Is something wrong? You can tell me if you want. It’s the least I can do, considering how nice you’ve been to me tonight.”
Fluttershy wasn’t sure exactly what happened next. She closed her eyes, and when she opened them, all she could see was pink. All she could feel was something on her lips. Time slowed down as a shock ran through her body, as if she’d been struck by lightning. Her eyes shot open with the sudden realization of what was happening. It shouldn’t have been happening, but it was.
Thoughts ran through her head in a chaotic maelstrom, crashing into each other, gumming up the works. Amid the chaos, one thought broke off from the others, shouting at her from the deepest part of her head.
No.
This is wrong.
Stop.
Run.
Do something.
And suddenly, the feeling was gone. Time was no longer slow, if anything, it was going by too fast. Images and colors flashed by, running together into an unrecognizable mess. Nothing meant anything other than her compulsion to run. She thought she could hear a voice behind her, above her, a voice calling her back. The voice was desperate. The voice was wrong.
Presently, she saw something in front of her. A door; a way out. She opened it, running through it into a prison of three walls. She could hear the voice behind her, pleading. There was no other option. She pulled the door shut. A crack of thunder rang in her head, a short instant of noise that seemed to last forever.
It echoed.
It was the only noise.
She was alone.
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Chapter 2: Precipitation

Fluttershy didn’t remember closing her eyes, yet now she had to open them. She rubbed the sleep from her eyes and stretched her sore legs and back. She didn’t feel like she’d just woken up from a night’s sleep. It felt more like waking up after taking an accidental nap on the couch for a couple of hours. As she became more alert, Fluttershy began to wonder if she’d even slept that long . Memories flooded back. She’d run away from Pinkie like she was some bloodthirsty manticore, all because of one little kiss.
“That’s all it takes. One peck to set me off the edge.”
The only thing she couldn’t remember was where she’d ended up. She looked around and saw  a sink and a bathtub in front of her. A few towels hung on hooks on the opposite wall, and a mirror was mounted on the right. She was in the bathroom. Half-heartedly, she pushed into the door behind her. It was locked.
“Oh, how original,” Fluttershy said with uncharacteristic sardonicism. She got up and, after locating the lock in the dim light, opened the door. What little light had been in the house before was gone. Most of the candles had burned out, but she could still see well enough to make her way around. The rain pattered lightly on the windows, a fraction of the torrential downpour remaining as the storm moved on.
The room was dark and cold, and Fluttershy found herself missing the fireplace. It was better than being outside, but not by much. She took a few steps forward. The faint silhouettes of tables and chairs could be just be made out in the dim moonlight. Everything was motionless and silent, like the word had disappeared, apart from some pieces of furniture.
At that moment a sound broke the silence, one so faint that Fluttershy thought she had imagined it. A moment later, she heard it again, a faint scratching that wouldn’t have been too out of place in her own home. The noise came a third time, now from her left. She looked over, and in a faint beam of moonlight saw something green. As quickly as it had appeared, whatever it was vanished into the dark as a dark cloud passed in front of the moon. Even with just a short glimpse, Fluttershy had a good idea of what she’d seen.
“Is that you, Gummy?” Fluttershy waited for an answer, realizing few moments later that Gummy couldn’t respond. She wasn’t even sure if he understood what she was saying. Most animals did, but when all she got was that kind of wall-eyed look in return, she couldn’t really be sure..
“I really hope Pinkie’s okay, Gummy. I don’t know if you saw what happened, but I did something really dumb.” Fluttershy took a deep breath, collecting herself.
“I guess I just can’t bond with other ponies like that. Ever since I was little, I’ve barely had any friends, certainly not a marefriend. And how could that work anyway? Me and Pinkie are completely different ponies. And I know they say opposites attract and all that, but everypony knows that’s not true. Sure, you might like somepony the for a few weeks, maybe even a month, but when it comes down to it and it stops being new, you really don’t love them.”
“Is that a reason not to try, though? Maybe if I don’t try this now, I’ll grow old and lonely without kids or anypony who cares about me. I’ve been trying to work up the courage to ask somepony out for years, but I never thought anypony else would be interested in me. And what does Pinkie see in me anyway?”
Fluttershy glanced down at the baby alligator. Gummy stared up at her blankly. “And I’m really wondering about what she said before about being shy as a filly. It makes perfect sense and all, but she couldn’t really be that shy, considering how she is now.”
“I wish I could just ask her all of this, but I can’t.”
Even as she said those words, she knew they were wrong, knew perfectly well that there was something she could do, and all she had to do was walk upstairs. She looked down at Gummy. The eyes she’d so recently seen nothing in now seemed to be urging her on, telling her what she was feeling was right.
“But I can’t just go up there, Gummy. I wouldn’t know what to say. I’d just make it worse.”
Gummy opened his mouth a little, and Fluttershy responded in kind.
“Well, what do you think I should say then? ‘Pinkie, you’re a great mare, but you came on too strong?’ I ran out of the room like she was a pack of hungry timberwolves! There’s nothing I can say to make up for that.”
Gummy blinked.
“Pinkie’s probably just asleep anyways. The worst of the storm is over, so I should probably just go home, right? I could let this whole thing blow over and talk to her when we’ve both had some time to calm down and think about it. What do you think?”
Gummy sat there.
“I’m not a coward! I could go up there right now and tell her what I think if I wanted to. It’s just not the best thing to do right now, that’s all.”
“You know, sometimes I wonder if you make up all your conversations with your animals.”
In a whirl, Fluttershy turned to see that somepony else was standing across the room. It was too dark to see who it was, but she recognized the voice.
“Pinkie, what are you doing down here?”
“What do you mean, ‘what am I doing’? I can hear you from upstairs.”
Flutershy blinked. “What?”
“You’ve been shouting at Gummy for a while now. I didn’t know you could get so loud.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry Pinkie. I mean, I didn’t know that you… that I would…”
Pinkie stepped forward into a beam of moonlight, illuminating her face in ghostly white. Her mane was as straight as a ruler. “It’s fine, really. It’s not like I had anything better to do.”
Fluttershy nodded nervously, taking a few steps forward. She ran headlong into a table, knocking it and it’s contents onto the floor.
“Maybe I should light some candles,” Pinkie suggested, her smirk visible in the dim illumination.
“That might be a good idea.”
Pinkie Pie went off behind the counter to get the matches, and while she did, Fluttershy was alone with her thoughts. She couldn’t tell if Pinkie mad at her, or was she going to try the same act she’d used upstairs. A bead of cold sweat run down the back of her neck. Now she wished Pinkie really was a pack of Timberwolves. It would be an improvement.
A few moments later, Pinkie came back with the matches and a candle. She set the candle up on a table and struck the match, lighting the wick. The two mares sat down across from each other. The faint light from the candle flickered across their faces, giving them enough light to see each other’s faced. Fluttershy tried to read Pinkie’s face, but it was uncharacteristically devoid of emotion.
Pinkie opened the conversation. “I’m surprised you’re still here.”
“Really? why would I leave?” Fluttershy asked, hoping Pinkie hadn’t heard what she’d said a few minutes earlier.
“I’ll bet there are less reasons to stay than there are to go.”
Fluttershy looked down at the table, trying to avoid eye contact. “Well, it’s still cold and wet out, so I figured it would be better to stay the night.” 
Fluttershy sneaked a look through her mane, which hug in front of her face. Pinkie remained silent, glaring at Fluttershy through narrowed eyes.
“Also, it’s dark out, and I don’t know what could be out there.”
“Don’t lie to me, Fluttershy. We both know you’re not afraid of any of the animals out there.”
Fluttershy gulped. She had to say something, and she had to say it now.
“Well, the other reason I wanted to stay is because I wanted to say… something.”
Pinkie’s stare was blank. “Mm-hm.”
“Are you mad at me?”
Pinkie seemed taken aback. “No, not really.”
“Then why are you staring at me like that?” You look like you’re trying to bore holes in my head.” Now it was Fluttershy’s turn to do the glaring. Was this Pinkie’s idea of a joke, coming down and making her feel bad for no good reason? She didn’t want any part of it.
“Yeah, I’m just not sure what to think right now. Or what to say. I was hoping you would… I don’t know, say stuff.” Pinkie’s frown stood out in the light of the candle, though most of her face was in shadow.
“Stuff?”
“Yeah, stuff. You’re sitting here talking after what I did. That’s really mature. And here I am, acting like I’m angry just to try and blame you for it. I wish I could be more like you.” Now Pinkie was the one trying to avoid eye contact. Fluttershy leaned across the table and put a hoof under her chin. Tenderly, she pulled Pinkie’s head up to face her own.
“After what you did? I’m the one who locked myself in the bathroom.”
Pinkie sighed. “Yeah, but that was the right thing to do. It was really bad of me to just kiss you like that instead of asking. I just thought that with what I was saying and what you were saying… I don’t really know what I was thinking.”
Fluttershy felt a bit of confidence well up in her. “How long have you known?”
“Known what?”
“That you liked me?”
Pinkie smiled nervously. “Oh, that. I think it was sometime after we got out of the Everfree. I’m not really sure. I mean, that wasn’t even a month ago, but you’re just really nice. More than nice. I just never stopped to think that you probably didn’t feel the same way.”
Fluttershy’s words caught in her throat. How, after all that had happened, had she not asked herself that same question? Her mind went back to the kiss, the part before she’d panicked. She remembered a rush in her chest, a feeling of warmth as Pinkie’s lips touched hers. She remembered Pinkie’s hoof on her side and a sensation that ran through her like electricity. Was it right? Was it wrong? She couldn’t decide.
“Fluttershy?”
And then she stopped thinking. She leaned over the table and put her lips on Pinkie’s. For once, she wasn’t worrying. She wasn’t thinking about what Pinkie would think when the kiss was over, wasn’t concerned with what she was going to say. For once, none of it seemed to matter.
When she opened her eyes again and pulled away, Fluttershy was greeted with a pony that didn’t seem to know how to feel. There was surprise, joy, calm, and just a hint of terror on a face that normally sported a simple, carefree grin.
“Well, I guess we’re even now,” Fluttershy said, breaking the silence.
All of a sudden Pinkie’s face lit up, the corners of her mouth turning up in her signature smile, and her mane returning to it’s regular cotton candy state.
“Yeah, I guess we are.”
The two ponies sat there for a while longer, just talking. The conversation had a sense of ease to it, as if something had drained all the tension out of the room, like a vacuum sucking up dust. As for the topic, whether it was the finer points of baking or debating what the cutest animal in Equestria was, it skirted the current situation for as long as possible. Eventually, despite the best efforts of the pair, it came full circle.
“Hey Pinkie?”
“Yeah, Flutters?”
“I suppose I should apologize for waking you up. I mean, it’s good we had this conversation and all, but I’m sure we could’ve had it in the morning just as well.”
Pinkie stared at Fluttershy blankly, but only for a moment. “Oh, you didn’t wake me up, Fluttershy. When I said you were being loud, I meant you were being loud compared to how you normally are. That’s still not very loud.”
“But I thought you said—”
“I said I could hear you from upstairs.”
Fluttershy’s face lit up with a realization. “So you were still awake. Why?”
Pinkie took a moment formulating her response. “There were a couple of reasons.”
“Care to explain?” Fluttershy asked.
“Well, I suppose it couldn’t hurt,” Pinkie replied, her words stretched like a rubber band. “But no saying sorry every time I say something. And no blubbering!”
“Blubbering?”
Pinkie voice held both a serious and humorous air at once, and her face struggled to keep pace. “Yeah, it’s a funner way to say crying.”
Fluttershy shook her head. “Okay, fine, no blubbering.”
“Okay then. Now, where do I start?”
Fluttershy spoke without thinking. “Right after I left, I suppose.” She regretted saying it even before she finished. Pinkie frowned.
“Yeah, right… after you left. You know, I’m not really that sure how much of that I remember. I mean, you were there, then you weren’t, then I was running after you.”
“You ran after me? I don’t remember that at all.”
“Well, I didn’t really shout after you or anything. You got to the bathroom and closed the door before I could get there. I sat there for a while, not knowing what to do. I wanted to try and talk to you, but I couldn’t bring myself to do anything. I even thought of breaking down the door to see if you were alright. You looked so scared running away from me, like a wild animal.”
Gulping, Fluttershy tried to move the conversation into calmer seas. “What happened after that?”
“I chickened out. I should’ve done something, Fluttershy.”
“I’m not so sure. If I was really that scared, it was probably best to just leave me alone.”
Pinkie nodded. “That’s true, I guess. Anyway, I walked around a bit after that, you know, around the house. I didn’t know what to do or anything, and I felt like an idiot. It was the first time I’d ever tried to do something like ask somepony out, and at that point I thought you’d never want to talk to me again or anything. Eventually, I got tired of walking around the same rooms over and over, and I was thinking about what you said out in the rain.”
“What did I say?”
“Well, you said you were walking out there to clear your head and be alone, or something like that.”
Fluttershy was incredulous. “I didn’t say anything like that. And why do you care about why I was out there so much? This is the third time you’ve asked me now.”
“You wanted to say it, though. The second time I asked, by the fire, you almost said it. But you didn’t trust me. That’s both of our problems, really. We’re insecure. I cover it up with weekly parties and you cover it up with animals. Neither of us ever open up to other ponies like this, like we are right now.”
“But it feels nice,” Fluttershy said, picking up where Pinkie had left of. “I mean, it’s scary and all, but for once that’s not enough to deter me. That’s exactly why I was out in the rain. Being around other ponies is really hard for me most of the time.”
Pinkie smiled empathetically. “That’s what I thought. So, I was thinking about that and how I really needed to clear my head. So I went outside and I walked. I can’t remember how far I went. I can’t even remember what I was thinking about. The only thing I remember was how cold and dark it was.”
“Why did you stay out if it was like that?” Fluttershy asked.
“Well, it wasn’t much different than it was inside. It was dark in there, and I was just as cold as the rain, really. In a different sort of way, sure, but… I’m no good with this philosophical stuff.”
“It sounded pretty deep to me,” Fluttershy replied, chuckling. Her eyes met Pinkie’s. “You know, the first time I saw you was also my first day in town. I’d actually moved in a week ago, but I hadn’t worked up the courage to leave my cottage. When I finally did, the first thing I did was go shopping at the market. On the way back, I accidentally stumbled into one of your parties, or I should say the crowd carried me into one.”
Pinkie just nodded at this, remaining uncharacteristically reserved.
“I never actually ran into you at that party, but I did see you. How could I not? You were running around, being a part of at least a dozen conversations and games at once, like you always seem to do. I should’ve been impressed, but the only thought that went through my head was that you weren’t really thinking about anything. I kept thinking that for all this time, at least until tonight. What we’re doing right now… I mean, you’re just sitting there listening to me. Nopony ever does that, and I guess I was selling you short by thinking you’d never be the one to.”
“I guess we both need to work on our self-confidence, don’t we?”
“Yeah, I guess we do.”
“So, should I go back to the part with me in the rain or what?”
Fluttershy’s eyes widened. “Oh, Pinkie, I’m so sorry for interrupting. Of course you can finish.”
“Flutters, didn’t I say no blubbering?”
“Yeah, right, I’m… I’m okay.”
“You were about to say sorry again,” Pinkie said, accusingly but playfully all the same.
“Okay, fine, I was. It’s not that easy breaking a habit like that in one day, you know.”
“I suppose,” Pinkie replied. She turned her head to look out the window at the slow drizzle. It was as if the storm was making one last laudable effort to last a little longer. She gave a small empathetic smile before continuing.
“So, there I was, walking around in the rain, feeling more rotten than, well, rotten stuff. I was muddy, shivering, but I didn’t really want to go back. It was like I had to figure out what I was going to do before I came back inside, but I’m not really sure. I was kind of out of it.”
A small part of Fluttershy wanted to point out how obvious that was, but the rest of her knew that it wouldn’t help, even if she had the nerve to say it. “Well, since you’re here, I’d assume you figured something out, right?”
In the reflection of the moon, Pinkie could see a set of hoofprints in the mud. Her hoofprints. “Well, not exactly. After I walked around for an hour or so, the only plan I could think of was to do nothing and see what you did.”
Fluttershy’s, who had been somewhat emotionless up until this point, frowned. “I feel like that should be offensive, but that kind of makes sense.”
“It does? I thought it was a bit crazy, even for me,” Pinkie said honestly.
“It really isn’t. I didn’t really know what I wanted. You gave me a chance to sort things out without interfering. If you’d tried anything at first, you probably would’ve just scared me more.” Fluttershy followed Pinkie’s gaze out the window. There was a pool of murky water in the middle of the road outside, and in it, two sets of hoofprints.
“Fluttershy, if you know all of this now, then why do you get so scared by things?”
Fluttershy smiled. “Well, have you ever had the feeling that you’re going just a bit overboard on the craziness at one of your parties?”
“Sometimes.”
“It’s the same with me. I can be braver when it really matters, but most of the time I’d rather crawl back into my shell, just like you’d rather bounce around than tie yourself down.” Fluttershy pushed out her chair and walked around to Pinkie’s side of the table. “Maybe the key to making us work as friends, and maybe… Well, let’s just go with friends.”
“Yeah, that works.”
“What I’m saying is we can make this work without changing outselves. I mean, look at how well being ourselves it worked out. In the end, all I needed was a little push from you.”
“I guess that’s true, but I still think you could stop saying sorry so much.”
Fluttershy chuckled. “I suppose I could say that a little bit less.”
“You think?”
“Okay, a lot less,” she clarified. “But one thing I do need to say sorry for is ruining this sleepover. We were supposed to be having fun tonight, or” —Fluttershy looked up at the clock— “Last night, I suppose. Either way, I’m sorry.”
“It’s okay. I’m pretty sure it was both our faults, but at least it all worked out in the end. Also, is it really after midnight?”
“Half past,” Fluttershy replied. “You think it’s time we got to bed?”
“Bed? But we still haven’t had a super-fun slumber party yet!”
Fluttershy narrowed her eyes, “Pinkie, it’s almost one in the morning and you’re thinking about having a party? You might need sleep even more than I do right now.”
Pinkie pushed out her chair and stood up. “Sheesh, Fluttershy, I’m always thinking about having a party. I mean, how long have we known each other?”
“A few weeks.”
“Exactly! And you’ve been living here in Ponyville for long enough to know that when Pinkie says there’s going to be a party, it’s going to happen.”
Fluttershy felt like sighing, but grinned in spite of herself. “You know, Pinkie, for you, I think I can manage it.”
“Really?” Pinkie’s face lit up like a lantern.
“Yeah. You seem like the kind of pony who could show a mare a good time.”
Pinkie blushed. “Or we could just have a pillow fight or something.”
“Yeah, I was kidding anyways.”
The two laughed, sending an echo through the empty rooms of Sugarcube Corner. It may have been dark and wet, but they certainly weren’t alone. As they made their way upstairs, Pinkie Pie looked back out into the rain.
“I wonder how Applejack and Rarity are doing over at Twilight’s.”
“I’ll bet they’re not having as good a time as we are,” Fluttershy said, nuzzling Pinkie to emphasize her point.
“Yeah, I guess you’re right.”
The friends made their way up the stairs and back into the warm light of the fire. There they played games, romped and laughed for as long as they managed to stay awake. Outside, the storm’s hold on the night sky slipped and the rain, at long last, stopped.
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Chapter 3: Petrichor

A mile or so outside of Ponyville sat a grassy hill. It wasn’t anything unique, given the hundreds of other hills that littered the grassy fields surrounding the town. It didn’t have the most beautiful views or vibrant flowers, but blended in with everything else around it, having no need to stick out or differentiate itself from the rest of the landscape. It was, after all, only a lump of loam and roots, and hills were as common as dirt in the rolling plains that surrounded the town.
Perhaps that was what drew Fluttershy to this particular spot. There was nothing special about it, but that fact gave it a charm of its own. It was free from the artificial feeling that comes from the more frequently visited, wondrous works of nature. It was untouched. It was hers to share with no one but the butterflies above her head and the worms below her hooves.
“Wow, this is a really nice spot, Flutters!”
Well, maybe one visitor wouldn’t hurt.
Fluttershy looked behind her to see Pinkie Pie, the infamous party mare, with a picnic basket in tow. The straw container remained perfectly balanced on her back, despite the slope of the hill and the unevenness of the terrain. Though it should have been, none of this was all that surprising to Fluttershy, who in only a few weeks of knowing the mare had seen far stranger things.
In no time at all, Pinkie had ascended the hill, making good use of leg muscles that had been toned from countless hours of dancing. She put down the supplies and went about setting up the blanket and all the food, her hips swaying hypnotically back and forth as she danced around the hilltop.
“Enjoying the scenery, Fluttershy?”
Fluttershy mumbled absentmindedly.
“You know, if you just wanted to stare at my flank all day, we could’ve stayed in Ponyville.”
Fluttershy blinked, looked up, and saw Pinkie stifling a chuckle. And then the words sank in.
“No, I wasn’t … I mean, I didn’t …”
Pinkie’s wry smile only grew. 
“You should see yourself right now. I can barely tell your face from your mane. You’re all pink like me!”
Fluttershy continued to stutter until Pinkie cut her off a second time.
“Look, I’d be more concerned if you weren’t staring at my butt, alright? We’ve got a thing going, you know. You’re allowed to do that.”
For a moment, Fluttershy thought about putting up some last ditch defense, but thought better of it.
“Fine, I was staring at your butt. Happy?”
“Not until you tell me what you think of it.”
Fluttershy shot fire into Pinkie’s eyes, but the mare was unfazed. With no other options available to her, she said the first thing that came to mind.
“I don’t think your butt isn’t attractive.”
Pinkie faked a hurt expression. “Well, that’s a little bit disappointing, but on the bright side, you didn’t say it was fat or anything.”
Fluttershy was about to say something along the lines of ‘no, of course it isn’t fat. In fact it’s incredibly attractive and I wouldn’t mind getting to know it better.’ However, she thought better of it.
If stallions think they’re the only ones who have to deal with loaded questions, they’ve got another thing coming. If she put as much effort into her career as she does making me squirm, she’d probably have her own pastry shop by now.
Instead of replying, Fluttershy opened up the picnic basket and pulled out the food she’d brought along: two muffins, an apple, and …
“Pinkie, are you sure we brought everything?”
Fluttershy looked up at Pinkie Pie, who was chewing on a mouthful of hay sandwich. The mare attempted a muffled reply, but failed. Rolling her eyes, she chewed for a moment, swallowed, and answered.
“Yep. I brought the two muffins from Sugarcube Corner, and I put in all the stuff you made before we left.”
“We’re missing a sandwich, though.” Fluttershy gestured to the now empty basket.
Curiously, Pinkie poked her head into the picnic basket. “Hello in there! Where are you hiding, Mr. Sandwich? Hello!”
Fluttershy couldn’t help but smile at Pinkie’s display. “Maybe we just left it behind.”
“Either that, or one of your animal friends ran off with it.” Pinkie stepped around the basket and held out the remaining half of her sandwich. “You can have this if you want—I’m not really that hungry.”
Fluttershy pushed her hoof away, making a look of disgust. “Pinkie, you bit into that!”
Pinkie paused for a moment. “Well, I guess I figured you wouldn’t mind at this point,” she said coyly.
Fluttershy looked at Pinkie quizzically, her head tilted and her eyes narrowed.
“Do I really have to spell it out for you?” Pinkie rolled her eyes, and closed them soon afterward. And then they kissed. Fluttershy wasn’t prepared for the sudden salival onslaught, but did her best to catch up. Pinkie ended the kiss as suddenly as she had started it. The two stared into each other’s eyes for a few moments. Both of them were smiling, though Pinkie’s grin was more radiant than Fluttershy’s. Her lips trembled nervously.
“So do I have to use tongue this time, or do you get the point?”
While Fluttershy launched into another fit of stuttering, Pinkie grabbed one of the muffins and munched on it nonchalantly. She laid down next to Fluttershy, staring off at the field in front of them as she ate.
“If you don’t want any of the sandwich, you can just eat the grass. There’s plenty of it, you know. It’s an all-you-can-eat buffet, free of charge!”
Fluttershy tried to slap on a quick smile, but her nervousness was still obvious enough for Pinkie to pick up on.
“You know, sometimes I wonder what got into you that night.”
“Um, what night, Pinkie?”
Pinkie frowned. “You know the one I’m talking about. That time where I randomly kissed you and we both freaked out about it?”
“Oh, that one.” Fluttershy smiled at the memory. It was a good one. “I was just scared of how sudden it all was.”
Pinkie shook her head. “No, I mean after that. When you were all, you know, confident, and stuff.”
“I don’t really know,” Fluttershy answered honestly. “I suppose I had a lot of time to think about what I wanted to say, or at least what I thought. And now that I think about it, you helped a lot.”
“How so?” Pinkie nuzzled Fluttershy’s neck, and the tangled magenta hairs tickled her pale yellow ear.
“It was when you talked about how you felt. All of a sudden you stopped being the hyperactive party pony and started being … well, you.”
Pinkie rested her head on Fluttershy, who could feel the warm breath on her chest.
“That makes sense, I guess." Pinkie bit her lip, not as if she were holding something back, but more like a young foal would do while trying to work out a math problem. "You know, I really do like it when you’re confident like that. I get that you’re shy about things—everypony is sometimes. But I feel like there’s this whole other side of you that you don’t share enough, a really beautiful side.”
"That was really, uh, nice of you to say." Fluttershy tried in vain to think of something else to say, but couldn't. Instead, she chuckled. "How am I supposed to follow that up?"
“You don’t have to. I know how you feel about me.”
Fluttershy thought back to the night of the impromptu slumber party. She had gotten a lot of her chest that night, but she hadn’t said anything like that, if she was remembering it right.
“Now that I think about it, I have a question for you too.” Fluttershy moved her hoof a little bit closer to Pinkie’s.
“What?” Pinkie inched a little closer to Fluttershy. Their flanks touched.
“How did you know I’d be interested? I mean, I didn’t even know that.”
Pinkie sighed contently, sending small vibrations through Fluttershy’s withers.
Why do I pay to go to the spa and relax when I can have this whenever I want?
After a pause, Pinkie answered.
“I didn’t know, Fluttershy. That’s just how I do things; I don’t usually think them out before I do them, for better or for worse.”
Fluttershy moved her hoof a little more, touching pink to yellow. Pinkie’s head jerked at the unexpected contact, but she relaxed when she saw what it was. Fluttershy continued to stare at their intertwined hooves. There was something she wanted to say, but she held back.
“I guess that’s a bit of a bad habit, but it’s just how I am.”
Fluttershy took a deep breath. The air was warm, the setting was perfect, and Pinkie was snuggled comfortably at her side. She had nothing to be afraid of, but still something stopped her.
Nervously, Fluttershy ran a hoof through her mane. She’d always found the smooth texture comforting. The long, straight hairs fell just short of the ground, strikingly different than Pinkie’s, which wobbled on top of her head in a tangled mess. You couldn’t run a hoof through that.
“This really is a nice spot you picked out.”
Though she was being genuine, Fluttershy could sense the disappointment in her voice.
Maybe her hair’s always like that because she doesn’t know how to comfort herself.
“Pinkie?”
“Yeah, Fluttershy?”
“I really don’t think that’s a bad habit. If you hadn’t done that, I don’t think we’d have any of this. If you’d hinted at it, I probably would’ve just backed out of it before got to this point. You forced me to make a decision one way or the other, and I chose this. So yes, you made me uncomfortable, but it was really for my own good, and I’d go through that a hundred more times if I knew that I could have this at the end.”
Fluttershy felt Pinkie’s head leave her side, and then it was all she could see. Slowly, their lips moved closer, then came together. This time, Fluttershy wasn’t taken aback, and she returned Pinkie’s kiss passionately. Pinkie wrapped her hooves around Fluttershy’s neck, pressing them closer together, and Fluttershy pressed back as her body both tensed and relaxed from the sensations she felt. Unlike the last one, this kiss was not brief, but it did eventually end. Pinkie was the first to break the ensuing silence.
“Thanks for that.”
Fluttershy blushed. “What I said or what we did after that?”
“Both.” Pinkie started chuckling. At first, Fluttershy thought it had something to do with her joke, but as the laughter went on, she sensed that something else was going on. Fluttershy was Pinkie’s gaze travelling to a point just behind her head, and craned her own head to see.
“Oh, so that’s what you’re laughing at.” Fluttershy turned back to Pinkie, who had managed to contain her laughter, at least temporarily. Seeing Fluttershy’s scowl set her off the edge again.
Pinkie bit her lip, trying to hold back a powerful river of laughter with a few pebbles. “You should see your face right now; it’s killing me!”
Fluttershy sighed. “You act like you’ve never seen this before.”
“Oh, I have, but that doesn’t make it any less funny. And you know, they say those things are like a thermometer for passion in a relationship.”
Fluttershy didn’t answer, glaring at Pinkie in annoyance.
“What are you getting all huffy about? You get magical wings that let you fly around everywhere, and the minute they stop doing what you want them to, you get offended?”
Fluttershy smiled. Her defenses had been compromised. “Unicorns have the worst of it, though.”
Pinkie nodded. “Yep. They don’t call it horny for nothing!”
No longer able to contain themselves, the two burst out laughing, though Pinkie’s thunderous guffawing drowned out Fluttershy’s subtle giggles. After the two calmed down, they turned their attention back to the food in front of them. As they ate, Fluttershy looked over at her marefriend, who was currently devouring the last of her sandwich.
“Pinkie, do you know what else I like?”
Pinkie, having run out of sandwich, was taking her own advice by grazing just in front of the picnic blanket. As she chewed, small chunks of green grass stuck to her muzzle. She looked like a small foal eating food for the first time.
“Is it how good of a kisser I am?”
Fluttershy rolled her eyes. “Not that. I mean the serious part of you. The one who said all that stuff about being unconfident and doing things anyway.”
Pinkie continued chewing her grass. If she was caught off guard, she wasn’t showing it.
“Why do you like that part of me so much?”
“The same reason you like it when I’m confident. It reminds me that we’re not as different as we seem to be.”
Pinkie nodded, finishing her last bite of food. Still standing on the grass, she closed her eyes, relaxing as a light breeze blew across the hill. Fluttershy did the same. The air was warm enough, but the wind was chillier, despite the heated glow of the sun. Every so often, the zephyr would pick up, sending wisps of her mane in all directions, tickling her nose and brushing her coat.
“How long has it been?”
“Three weeks, I think.” Fluttershy opened her eyes. Pinkie stood in the same place she’d been before, apparently having remained still for the last minute or so.
That has to be some kind of record, Fluttershy thought to herself.
There was another wordless pause. Pinkie stood still as a statue, only her tail moving in the breeze. Fluttershy’s body was equally prone, though her mind was fidgety.
“Pinkie, how do you think this will end up?”
Pinkie stole a glance back at Fluttershy, a faint smile on her face. “Well, I figure we’ll pick up all the food, go back home, and give the leftovers to your animals.”
A solitary cloud passed over the sun, and the picnic was covered in its shade. Between it and the breeze, Fluttershy couldn’t help but shiver. “That’s not what I meant.”
“I know.” Pinkie strained her neck to the right, and an audible pop came from it. Fluttershy winced, but didn’t say anything. 
“If you had to ask me right now, I would say that our relationship will probably fail someday.”
Fluttershy squinted as if the movement in her eyes could improve her hearing. “Why do you say that?”
“Because we’re two very different ponies, Fluttershy. We don’t enjoy the same things, we have very different sensibilities, and at the moment, we don’t have much more than a mutual attraction to each other to go on. We have to act a bit out of character to get along: I have to restrain myself, and you have to push yourself out of your comfort zone.”
Fluttershy took a moment to process what she was hearing. She hated every syllable of it, but for some reason she wanted to hear more.
“So is there any real reason to keep doing this if it’s just going to fail?”
Pinkie chose this moment to move her hooves. She turned around, looking directly into Fluttershy’s eyes. There was an uncharacteristic look of seriousness about her, and if Fluttershy had any doubt as to whether she was kidding, it was gone now. It wasn’t the angry look she would have expected, either. It was softer and more sincere, not as if she was delivering bad news, but more like she was just being honest.
“Of course there’s a reason to keep going, Fluttershy. Guesses don’t mean anything. I could say that all of Equestria is going to flood with cheese fondue tomorrow, but it’s not going to happen. The only thing worth thinking about it what’s happening right now.”
Fluttershy just nodded, though she couldn’t understand the relevance of cheese fondue to the situation at hoof.
“You can’t spend your whole life preparing for the future, Fluttershy. If you do, you’ll never enjoy what you have. That’s why I think this is all worth doing. Even though there’s a good chance we won’t spend the rest of our lives together or anything like that, the part before that is still just as good. I don’t know the future, Fluttershy, but what I do know is that what we have makes me happy. And you know, even if it does end, I’m sure we’ll still be friends at the end of all of it.”
“So, um, what you’re saying is that it’s—”
“A compromise,” Pinkie finished. She cracked a smile, and Fluttershy returned it. At that moment, the sun peeked out from behind the clouds, splashing warm radiance over the two mares.
“But this isn’t why we came out here. We came to have fun!”
In a flash, Pinkie grabbed Fluttershy’s hoof and dragged her up off the blanket. Then she took off. She turned her head as she ran, and shouted back a taunt.
“Last one back to the cottage is a rotten egg!”
Frantically, Fluttershy looked at the picnic spread, then back up to Pinkie’s slowly receding pink puff of a tail, then back to the spread again. She sighed, though she couldn’t hide her exuberance, even from herself. She ran after Pinkie, a smile on her face and her heart lighter than a cloud. The supplies weren’t going anywhere; she had a race to win.
As she took off, gliding just a few feet above the ground, she had time for one last thought:
You know, I don’t really mind this side of her, either.
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