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A rumor is going around at Canterlot High. Applejack and Rainbow Dash have been spending a lot of time together lately, and they're being suspiciously hush-hush about it. 
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CHS Confidential

By Naughty_Ranko

“Alright, attendance,” Apple Bloom said finally, after spending about two minutes leafing through a stack of papers in order to make herself look more important.
“Is that really necessary?” Scootaloo asked, looking around the largely empty clubroom that she currently sat in with her two best friends. “It's only the three of us.”
Apple Bloom glared at her. “Since the seniors quit the club to focus on their exams, ah became the new club president. So ah'm gonna do this right, even if it's just us juniors left right now. Attendance, y'all!”
Scoots rolled her eyes, and adjusted the collar of her leather jacket. “Scootaloo, reporting and photography, present.”
The third girl, in the designer dress, raised her arm lightly. She knew that arguing with her redheaded friend on this was pointless, and that the sooner she humored her, the sooner they could get down to business. “Sweetie Belle, typesetting and visual design, present,” she declared cheerfully.
“Right,” Apple Bloom checked the boxes on her chart. “And of course, ah'm your Editor in Chief.” There was a moment of silence as the other two dead-panned. “Plus ah manage the printing presses,” she added in a grumbling tone. That had been their deal for the restructuring of the club. Whoever wanted to be in charge, also had to take the most unwanted job to go along with it. Fair was fair after all, and Apple Bloom wasn't usually one to complain about getting her hands dirty anyway.
Now the meeting could begin properly, and Sweetie Belle held up a page proudly. “I'm done with the 'Adopt a Puppy or Kitten' ad that Fluttershy asked us to do.”
“Looks great,” Apple Bloom complimented her. “And the photos are cute as well.”
“Thanks,” Scootaloo replied sheepishly. “Got enough scratches to show for it. Not so cute in person sometimes, I tell you.”
Apple Bloom put one elbow on the table and rested her head in the palm of her hand. “That takes care of most stuff. All we're missing for this month is a front page. We need a real headline.”
Both Sweetie and AB gave Scootaloo a meaningful look. Since their duties required them to spend most of their time at the clubroom, she was really the only one who could get out there and find new stories. “Well, I got a great article, about how awesome Rainbow Dash is, ready to go.”
The others groaned. “Didn't we print TWO articles about that same topic in last month's issue?” Sweetie complained.
Scootaloo was quick to rebut that claim. “No, we had one article about how radical she is, and then there was the editorial about coolness, which cited Rainbow Dash as the prime example. Those are totally different things.”
“No,” Apple Bloom told her flatly. “Ain't there anything else going on at school right now?”
“Well, I do have one other lead.”
“Does it have to do with Rainbow Dash?” Sweetie asked suspiciously.
“Yes?” Scoots held up both her hands, before they had a chance to shoot her down again. “Hear me out first. I heard from the janitor that Applejack has been seen going to the locker room after hours to meet with Rainbow Dash.”
“Mah sister?” Apple Bloom asked in surprise.
Scootaloo nodded and consulted her notes. “I had a talk with the jocks, and they're speculating that she intends to join one of the sports teams. AJ is a pretty athletic, so the teams have been trying to recruit her for years. I was wondering if you knew something, AB?”
The redhead frowned, toying with the pink bow in her hair, as she often did when deep in thought. “She hasn't said anything to me. She never joined a team, because work on our farm keeps her busy.”
“Isn't it a little late in the school year to join a team?” Sweetie mused.
“Maybe Rainbow wants her as a pinch hitter,” Scootaloo suggested. “She's publicly declared that she wants to lead every team to victory in their respective leagues before graduating.”
“But she's the captain of every team. So we don't even know what team AJ would be joining,” Apple Bloom pointed out. “We can't print that.”
“Besides, it's just a rumor at this point,” Sweetie agreed. “I hope you haven't forgotten about the Gabby Gums incident while Diamond Tiara was Editor in Chief.”
All three girls shuddered at the memory. It had been a long and stony road to reestablish trust with all their friends, after they ended their infamous gossip column, and once again be regarded as serious journalists by the rest of the newspaper staff.
“Don't worry,” Scootaloo declared confidently. “I have plan. Once we've confirmed what they're up to in that locker room, it won't be a rumor anymore.”
Apple Bloom looked at her. “How are you gonna do that?”
“Just meet me here tomorrow, before the first period starts. I'll have your headline for you!”
* * *

Applejack was waiting in the girls' locker room like she always did. Her back leaned against one the lockers, her arms crossed in front of her chest and lost in thought with her eyes closed.
The farm girl was wearing a plain t-shirt, a pair of jeans shorts that were easy to move in, a set of brown boots and, of course, her telltale hat. It had almost become a ritual by this point, so she wasn't the least bit surprised, when the door opened.
“Hey, AJ.” With a loud sigh, and equally unsurprised by the other girl's presence, Rainbow Dash walked in, pulled off her soccer jersey and unceremoniously flung it into a corner. 
“Hard day?” Applejack asked.
“Always these days. Everyone is giving it their all, so I can't lag behind, even if I have to split my time between all the teams.”
“Then why don'tcha sit yerself down and relax a bit?”
Rainbow nodded as she sunk down onto a nearby bench, wearing only her shorts and a sports bra. “Sounds like a plan.”
Applejack stood behind her and placed her hands on her shoulders. Wordlessly she began rubbing them.
“Ahh,” Rainbow groaned while her tired muscles began to relax, and her joints popped one by one under the deft touch. Then she drew in her breath sharply and sat up a little straighter. “Oh, that's it right there. Don't stop, AJ.”
“Jeepers, you're tense,” the blonde commented dryly. “It's like I'm massaging a washing board.”
“Then that makes me one happy washing board,” Rainbow said, biting down on her lower lip while enjoying the moment to the fullest. “Thanks for always doing this for me.”
“No sweat, sugarcube,” Applejack assured her. “Though ah would prefer to do this somewhere more romantic one of these days.”
The athlete chuckled. “What's not romantic about the smell of blood, sweat and tears?”
“Hm, ah do love to see you sweaty,” Applejack admitted with a sly grin. Leaning in close, she stuck out her tongue, and ran it along the base of Rainbow's neck, which made her shudder in response.
“Then again, just you and me going somewhere for the weekend, after the season is over, does sound appealing.”
“Ah thought it might.” The farmer leaned in even closer, looking over her shoulder.
As Rainbow turned her head, they shared a long, passionate look and then their lips met. Parting again way too soon, neither could await the second kiss, or the third, or the fourth.
Rainbow opened her mouth greedily as Applejack's tongue began to push forward. While it explored her lover's mouth, intertwining with its counterpart and gently licking the back of her teeth, her hands had ideas of their own. After wrapping themselves around her body, they pulled up Rainbow's sports bra to reveal her perky breasts, intent on continuing the massage there.
“It's not fair,” Rainbow complained lightly, after breaking the kiss, a string of saliva still connecting them. “Why are yours so much bigger than mine?” Applejack's chest was pressing against her back, and even through the t-shirt, she could tell that she wasn't wearing a bra.
“It ain't all it's cracked up to be. Honestly, they get in the way more often than not. Besides, …” Taking a nipple between her thumb and index finger, she tugged at it, which was rewarded by a piercing scream from her lover. “Ah do love how sensitive yer tits are to mah touch.”
Rainbow Dash began to moan loudly as her nipples were twisted this way and that, and her face was soon as red as an apple's. One hand worked its way further down, lingering a bit as it felt the hint of a six-pack on RD's well-defined body. “Go ahead,” she whispered, when it reached the hem of her shorts.
Applejack didn't need to be told twice, and removed them completely along with Rainbow's panties. The athlete assisted by lifting her legs. Upon bringing them down again, she left them spread widely.
“Well, ain't somebody horny tonight,” Applejack commented with a grin, running a finger along her already moist labia.
“Working out hard always makes me horny,” Rainbow moaned. “I thought you knew that by now.”
“Ah do. That's why ah don't mind doing it in here.” Abruptly she stopped her caressing, and stood up.
Rainbow would have objected to that, had she not enjoyed watching her girlfriend getting undressed so much. Applejack pulled off her t-shirt, and dropped her shorts and panties to her ankles with a wink, revealing that wonderfully curved body of hers. Since she was no slouch either, her well-defined muscles also showed through, although not lessening her femininity in any way.
As she stood before her, she pointedly put her hat back on, after briefly having taken it off to get out of her shirt, to which Rainbow cocked her head and gave her a wry smile. “You know the rule,” the farmer proclaimed in her country accent. “Everything else may come off, but the hat and boots stay on.”
“Sometimes you take that cowgirl image way too far.”
“Don't pretend like ya don't enjoy it,” she replied with a naughty smile.
Rainbow did have to admit that if anyone could pull it off, it was AJ. Seeing her standing there in all her naked glory except said accessories, right in front of her, was really turning the athlete on. 
With a smile, she placed one hand on AJ's hips and pulled her closer. Since she was still sitting on the bench, she was in a perfect position to lightly kiss her belly button. Meanwhile Applejack laid a hand on Rainbow's head while the other cupped her own breast.
As Rainbow continued to lick her girlfriend's flawless skin, she ran one finger slowly along her moist lips, before pushing it in with a wet squelch.
Applejack gasped, looking down and locking eyes with Rainbow Dash, who was staring upwards with a peculiar mixture of mirth and lust. “And you're giving me shit about being horny?” she asked, pushing her finger in a little deeper. It was more like it was being sucked in by Applejack's pussy, actually. “Look at you. How long have you been thinking about it, before I came in?”
“The whole day?” AJ replied, biting her lip as she enjoyed the fact that the attention was now on her. “Ah couldn't wait to get here and do this with you.”
“You're always so honest, even when admitting the really embarrassing stuff. Alright, here's your reward.” Bringing her face a little lower, Rainbow blew lightly against her exposed clit.
The farm girl closed her eyes, her breathing becoming more pronounced. It wasn't just the feeling of having her inner folds caressed, the very sound of the motion got her more excited by the minute. “Lie down,” she whispered, not wanting to be outdone.
Rainbow complied with a knowing smile, stretching out on the bench while also fully taking off her bra. Applejack placed her knees on either side of Rainbow's head as she climbed on top of her, giving her a full view of her wet sex.
She moved forward, running her tongue along Rainbow's stomach, until finally reaching her destination, when they ended up in a 69 position. She didn't waste any time in giving Rainbow's private parts a wet kiss, which sent the other girl shuddering for a moment, and then proceeded to lick around the outside.
Dash was momentarily transfixed by the beautiful sight in front of her face. She grabbed AJ's cheek with one hand to hold it in place, then pushed two fingers in without warning.
“Hah!” Applejack brought her head up sharply. “Aggressive today, aint'cha?”
“Just making up for not being able to see you most of the day,” she explained, settling into a comfortable rhythm while thrusting in and out. Every now and again she bent her fingers, wanting to explore every nook and cranny.
Applejack started to move her hips unconsciously, craving more of that feeling. She'd done it herself in the past, but for some reason it just didn't compare with Rainbow's touch. For usually being so brash, she could be extremely sensual in these situations.
Seizing Rainbow's thighs with both hands, Applejack steadied herself. She circled her tongue one last time around the outside, then gently pushed the tip in between the quivering lips.
She could hear her draw in her breath sharply. “Oh, yeah. Do it, AJ. Fuck me with your tongue.”
Applejack didn't have to be told twice and pushed in as far as she could, enjoying both the taste and the texture to the fullest. Rocking her body back and forth while eating out her lover, her nipples once again grew hard while brushing against Rainbow's abdomen.
She wiggled her hips slightly, indicating to RD that she wanted more as well. Yet Rainbow felt like there was something else missing. “Hey, AJ. Let's try something new today.”
The farmer brought up her head, looking over her shoulder. “What did ya have in mind?”
“Just get up and sit on the bench,” Rainbow said with a smile.
Although she didn't really know where this was going, Applejack followed the suggestion, swinging her long, slender legs over and sitting on the bench at a 90 degree angle while spreading them. Her honey pot was overflowing, leaking love juices on the bench. She didn't seem to mind the embarrassing position, as she gave her partner a seductive look.
“Yeah, that's great,” RD mused, sitting opposite of her and running a finger along her own wet sex, then bringing it up to Applejack's face. Without prompting, she began to lick it off. “I really wanna be able to see your face, when you cum.”
Moving closer, Rainbow lifted one leg over Applejack's. The sensation, when their wet sexes connected, was unlike anything either of them had felt before. Sure, using their hands and mouths to pleasure each other was enjoyable, but this seemed much more intimate as they continued to gaze deeply into each other's eyes.
Applejack leaned in close and gave her lover a deep, passionate kiss while Rainbow fondled her large breasts again.
“Mmhm,” Applejack moaned into her mouth as her hips began to move on their own. Slowly they moved up and down, and their secret spots rubbed up against each other, the friction almost negligible on account of how wet they were.
“Ah! So hot. You're burning, AJ.”
Leaning back, Applejack removed her hat and firmly put it on Rainbow's head. “Giddyup, cowgirl. Ah wanna see you shake those hips for me.” Her hand continued to trail down her side and inward, until it brushed Rainbow's clit.
“Ahnn!” Her lower body shot forward like an arrow released from a bow with a loud moan.
Without the need for words, they put their hands together, interlacing their fingers as if they never wanted to let go again. With her other hand, Applejack continued to tease Rainbow's love button, lightly rolling it around between her thumb and index finger.
RD angled her hips, so her labia was rubbing against Applejack's clitoris in return. It was a different sort of pleasure, since there was no penetration, but it made the heat rise inside their bodies ever so slowly, and thus more intensely.
It wasn't long until they had matched each other's pace perfectly. Their scissoring motion didn't produce much sound, a fact which their continued moans more than made up for.
“A … Apple … jack.” Their breaths were becoming ragged, to the point where neither of them was able to speak without having to catch her breath mid-sentence anymore.
Having matched their rhythm, they both began to speed up, feeling the oncoming rush clearly now. “Together … let's cum together, … Rainbow Dash,” Applejack panted, her vision becoming blurred, and rubbing her clit even harder.
Rainbow's voice became higher with every scream, making her sound a lot more feminine than she usually did, until her toes began to curl. “Cumming … I'm CUMMIINNNGG!!”
Applejack could feel her own body tense up, her privates burning from her own passionate desire as well as feeling the heat from her partner through her skin. “AAAAHHHH!!!”
They both fell back, trying to catch their breath, but throughout it all they hadn't stopped holding hands, and even then they enjoyed the touch during the afterglow.
Applejack was the first to get up, climbing atop RD and giving her a light kiss. Not the hot, hungry kind, but one that carried her feelings without the need for words. Even so, it felt good to say it, after already having expressed it with her body. “I love you, Rainbow Dash.”
Rainbow reached up, brushing a strand of blonde hair from Applejack's face while giving her that same, satisfied look. “I love you, too.”
Once again the two girls kissed, simply taking comfort in holding the other close, before they got up and made their way to the showers, walking hand in hand.
The whole time, neither of them had noticed the blinking red light, coming from the top of one of the lockers, where the hidden camera had witnessed the entire thing.
* * *

Scootaloo swallowed hard, her face beet red, after she'd watched the entire thing on the PC in the newspaper clubroom. Placing the hidden camera in the girls' locker room during lunch yesterday, and retrieving it this morning, had worked perfectly.
But she hadn't expected THIS story to fall into her lap. To think that Rainbow and AJ had such an affair going on under everyone's noses, and doing it in school no less. This was the biggest story ever. She'd go down in the history of the newspaper club for sure.
Click.
The door opened, startling the young girl into minimizing the player window, so only the desktop was visible.
“Oh, morning, Scoots,” Apple Bloom greeted. “So what have you got for us?” Of course it was her fellow club members. Nobody else had a reason to come here this early in the morning.
“You're not gonna believe this, …” Scootaloo began, full of excitement at first. But then she looked at her friend. Did AB know? If she did, she could have said something at yesterday's meeting, but she didn't. Unless she was playing dumb. But then why give her permission to pursue this story? Was it really alright for Apple Bloom to learn about her sister's secret like this?
“Scootaloo?” Sweetie Belle seemed worried at her friend's sudden silence.
“Well …” Another thought intruded on Scootaloo's mind as she struggled to find the right words. What about Rainbow Dash? She was under enough pressure as it was. Having her affair with Applejack revealed now of all times, would almost certainly cause her a heap of problems while she had to stay focused on the important games to come. Scootaloo might inadvertently cause her idol to fail in her personal quest.
She looked back at the computer, the incriminating file still sitting there, minimized in the task bar. Then she looked at her friends' confused faces again. Making her decision, she placed a hand on the back of her neck and delivered the most unconvincing, sheepish laugh ever. “Sorry, girls. I totally blew it.”
“What?” Disappointment was plainly written over their faces.
“Yeah, I was gonna place a hidden camera in the locker room, but the janitor caught me. He also told me that Applejack was only there, because she was delivering refreshments for the sports teams from the farm. So, total bust on all fronts.”
There was some cold sweat standing on her forehead while she waited to see, if the others would swallow the story she'd just made up on the spur of the moment.
“Mah sister was working on some new apple-based sports drink,” the redhead thought out loud.
They both looked like they were grappling with a very deep issue. “No choice then,” Sweetie finally concluded.
“Yeah,” Apple Bloom confirmed with a sigh and then looked straight at Scoots. “Alright. You can write your 'Rainbow Dash is Awesome' article.”
“Actually, I was thinking of changing it to an article about Applejack. About how she always thinks about the entire school and helps out where she can. You know, providing the cider for school events and making sure all the sports teams are stocked with fresh drinks and stuff.”
Apple Bloom gave her a warm smile. “Yeah, that sounds nice.” The school bell announced that they had five minutes left until first period. “Well, have it on my desk by the end of the day.”
Scoots gave her a mock salute. “Roger that, Chief!”
As the two other girls turned to leave, Sweetie Belle looked back over her shoulder. “You coming?”
“Go on ahead,” Scootaloo told her. “I'll just finish up here.”
When she was alone in the room, she took a deep breath. Yeah, this had been the right decision to make, and she felt good about it. This wasn't gonna be like back then, when the trio was still collectively known as Gabby Gums. If Applejack and Rainbow Dash wanted to let others know about their love, then it was their decision to tell them, not Scootaloo's.
Only one thing left to do. She closed the video player and right-clicked on the file, hovering over the 'delete' button with the mouse pointer. … Scootaloo licked her lips, then pulled a flash drive from her pocket, making a copy for herself, before deleting all traces of the evidence from the camcorder and the school computer.
Closing her fist around the flash drive, she stuffed it into her jacket pocket. “Well, I've already seen it, so the damage is done. As long as I don't show it to anyone else, this is fine, right?” she told herself as she left the clubroom to start her school day.
The End.

			Author's Notes: 
Note: Applejack and Rainbow Dash are both in their senior year, i.e. they're both 18 in this story.
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Teacher's Pet

Scootaloo and Apple Bloom had been staring at each other in silence for the better part of an hour now. A few chewed-on pencils lay in front of the Editor-in-Chief. One might think that the writing implements had become her main source of nutrition, when really it was just on account of her exasperation.
“Is there anything we can write a story about?”
Scoots consulted her, mainly empty, notebook. “The janitor is thinking about switching the fertilizer for the flower beds in front of the school gates,” she said with little enthusiasm.
AB sighed heavily. “Yeah, that's riveting journalism for you.”
Suddenly the door flew open, and an excited Sweetie Belle entered the room. “Stop the presses!”
They looked at each other, then at their friend. “We ain't got no presses running. They aren't even in this room.”
“Good!” Sweetie declared, sitting down at the table. “Cause I have a real scoop.”
Apple Bloom straightened herself in her chair. “Go on.”
“Right. You know how Big Macintosh has started college and is studying to become a teacher? Well, he's doing his practical stuff here at CHS.”
The redhead dead-panned. “Ah'm generally aware of mah brother's career choice. He started his internship here almost four months ago. This ain't exactly news, Sweetie Belle.”
“Maybe not, but this is. One of the freshmen told me that he went totally nuts during a lecture. He trashed a desk and then threw a chair out the window!”
“For real?” Scootaloo seemed pretty excited by something, well, exciting happening for once.
“No way.” Apple Bloom scoffed at the idea. “That doesn't sound like mah brother at all.”
“Probably not,” Sweetie Belle agreed readily. “Rumors always get blown out of proportion. But there's usually a kernel of truth in them. Maybe he yelled at a student or something.”
Apple Bloom considered that. She couldn't remember her big brother once raising his voice in her presence. But according to Applejack, he could be fairly outspoken, if the situation demanded it.
“So,” Sweetie continued, “I was hoping that you could get some confirmation for us. Straight from the horse's mouth, so to speak.”
The redhead scratched her cheek and looked off into the distance sheepishly. “I doubt it. It's hard enough to get Big Mac to say more than two words at once, and he's actually got a policy not to talk to me about anything school-related.”
“Since when?”
She lowered her head. “Since I asked him whether or not he could get me a copy of the upcoming math test.”
Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle actually face-palmed in near perfect unison.
“It was worth a try,” Apple Bloom defended herself while blushing. “What's the point in having a sibling be a student teacher, if you can't ask them for a favor now and then?”
Sweetie Belle shook her head. “But that's not how you do it.”
“It's not?”
“No. You can't just be straight-forward about it. You have to go through their bag at night while they're sleeping. Or do you think Rarity would just give me her diary, if I just asked her for it?”
“Oh, so that's how it works.”
Scootaloo cleared her throat. “Anyway, how are we gonna confirm this story, if we can't ask Big Mac directly about it?”
There was a moment of silence, before an idea hit Sweetie Belle. “What about Ms. Cheerilee?” she asked, clapping her hands together.
“What about her?” Apple Bloom wanted to know.
“She's his cooperating teacher, isn't she? If something happened during one of his classes, then she'd have to know about it.”
The school bell rang as Apple Bloom nodded. “Alright. Scootaloo, you're on it. I've got a class to get to.”
The team's reporter was grimacing, when Apple Bloom had left. “Something wrong?” Sweetie asked.
“It's just that I wanted to do some interviews with the soccer team, before the big game tonight.”
Sweetie Belle positively glowed. “I'll do it.” Ever since the seniors had left, and she'd become stuck with design work, she'd been on the edge. It wasn't that she didn't like it, but she wanted to break a story once in a while, too. “I've got a free period, so I'll go see Ms. Cheerilee, and you can do your interviews.”
“Alright, seems fair. This is your story, after all.”
With a spring in her step, Sweetie walked out the door. She'd get to the bottom of this, no matter what!
* * *

Standing in front of the teacher's lounge, Sweetie Belle stood ready to knock, but paused for a moment. She wasn't exactly sure how to broach the subject with Ms. Cheerilee. Would it be best to simply ask her about the incident directly? Maybe talking about Big Mac a little first, and then gently leading her into it, would be the better option.
Smack!
Momentarily startled by a strange noise, she lowered her raised hand. What was that? Sounded like a slap of some sort.
Smack!
There it was again. This time she was at least sure that it had come from the other side of the door. Looking around and seeing nobody in the hall, she licked her lips. “I'm just gonna check that I'm not interrupting anything important. That's the considerate thing to do, right?” she told herself and then moved her eye in front of the keyhole with a speed and clarity of purpose that betrayed her lame attempt at justifying the action.
Smack!
Just the two people in question were standing in the teacher's lounge, and they were alone. Big Mac, wearing his customary blue jeans and red plaid shirt, looked like a kid who was getting chewed out, with his head hanging low.
Smack!
Finally the source of the sound became apparent. Cheerilee was holding a large blackboard ruler, and smacking it into the palm of her hand while she silently watched the young man, standing in front of her, squirm under her steely gaze. She was dressed in a green skirt and purple blouse.
“So, let's take this from the top, shall we? Why exactly have three different students approached me about you vandalizing a classroom?”
“Well, you see. It was like this. Ah had the class do some exercises from the textbook.”
“Right,” Cheerilee said in a neutral tone, beckoning him to continue.
“A few students were talking, so ah told them to be quiet.”
“Right.”
He grimaced. “Well, they didn't listen to me.”
Cheerilee rolled her eyes. “Of course they didn't. You're a student teacher. They'll always try and test your limits, but that's no reason to go berserk.”
“Ah didn't. Ah told them again, and when they still wouldn't listen, I got up and did that proximity thing you taught me. You know, walking up and down the aisle, so they'll be quiet as you walk past.”
“I don't recall assaulting furniture being part of that technique.”
“You see, when ah got to the back of the class, ah noticed this chair in the back row. And there was a crack in it, right where the back meets the legs.”
Cheerilee raised an eyebrow. “So?”
Big Mac looked at her with pleading eyes, hoping she'd understand. “Well, it seemed to me that the next student to sit in that chair might get hurt, if it gave out. So ah picked it up and gave it a yank, just to see if it needed to be replaced. And then it snapped in half, just like that.”
She gave him a blank stare, but then the corners of her mouth began to twitch. Before long, she couldn't help but laugh out loud.
Big Mac looked away sourly. “Ah don't see what's so funny. Ah heard one of the students gasp and whisper: 'Mr. Macintosh got so angry he broke a chair!' Then another said: 'I'm telling Ms. Cheerilee.' And now we're here, ah guess.”
When Cheerilee got her laughter under control, she wiped a tear from her eye. “Indeed we are. I'm sorry. It's just that I needed a good laugh. Sometimes this job gets so stressful, so we need to take every opportunity we can get to unwind.”
The young man sighed. “So, now what?”
She tapped the ruler against her chin, pretending to think. “Well, I still gotta discipline you,” she said with a slightly mirthful expression. “Lucky for you, I favor a modern approach over beating bad students, like in the olden days.” Putting the ruler down on the desk, she instead lifted the hem of her skirt.
Big Mac gulped and, to Sweetie Belle's shock, got on his knees in front of her. He ran the palm of his hand along her white thighs, before slowly pulling the exposed panties down to her ankles. Leaning his head forward, he kissed her secret spot lightly.
Cheerilee shivered, feeling his hot breath in that place. She gazed lovingly down, stroking that blonde shock of hair as he began to eat her out. “Oh, you have no idea how badly I wanted you to do this, even when you were still a student here.”
He looked up at her with those honest eyes. “Really? I never knew.”
“Of course not. It would have been completely inappropriate back then.”
He grimaced. “Well, it is now as well, considering you're mah cooperating teacher.”
“Perhaps, hngh!” She stifled a moan as he began to rub her slit with one finger. “But I'm not waiting until you graduate from college. Fate has brought you back to CHS. That's got to be a sign.”
“Or maybe you're just horny,” he observed dryly while pushing one finger in with a wet squelch.
“Ahhh!” she moaned. “Well, maybe that's it. Maybe I'm just abusing my position right now to satisfy my lust. Maybe that makes me a bad teacher.” Grabbing his hair, she pushed his head deeper into her lap, making him lick her again. “But I can't help myself.”
Sweetie Belle knew that she shouldn't be watching this. But her eyes were glued to the act. She'd never seen Ms. Cheerilee like this before, biting her lip with a look of bliss on her face and moaning loudly. She knew that she would never see her teacher in quite the same light ever again.
Cheerilee was gyrating her hips slowly, while his fingers pushed into her walls deeper and faster and he began to lightly tease her clit. Her eyes seemed to glaze over with happiness, but a little guilt as well. “I'm sorry. I bet there's so many girls your age at college that are head over heels in love with you. I just want to know. Did you ever think of me as anything else than your teacher?”
He stopped and stood up, peering directly into her eyes for a time while she looked back worriedly. Then he threw his arms around her and gave her a passionate kiss that made even Sweetie Belle's heart beat faster.
Surprised at first, Cheerilee soon gave in to his sudden movement, slinging her arms across his back as she allowed his tongue free reign to explore her mouth.
“The truth is,” he told her, when they finally broke their kiss, “ah've always loved you. Even back then. When a girl would ask me out, all ah could think about was you. To be able to do this with you, it's like a dream come true.”
Sweetie Belle sighed. She never knew how romantic Big Mac could be, if he spoke more than three words at once.
Ms. Cheerilee seemed to share that sentiment as she beamed at him. “It makes me so happy to hear that.” Her hand rubbed the bulging spot in his pants lovingly. “And I can tell you're being honest.”
He only passively stood there as she unzipped his fly and buried her hands in his underpants, finally pulling out the grand prize. Sweetie Belle gasped, but quickly covered her mouth with one hand, as to not be discovered. She'd always suspected it, but her friend's brother was hung.
“I want you to fuck me hard.” There was an almost pleading quality to Cheerilee's voice, one that Sweetie had never heard from her before.
Even Big Mac's “Eyup” in reply, sounded different. Somehow softer, and conveying a plethora of feelings beyond the simple meaning of the word.
He lifted her up and placed her on the desk, pushing the tip against the entrance as he leaned in to shift her blouse and bra upwards to reveal that glorious chest before him. Unable to control himself, he seized her mounds with both hands and took one of her already hard nipples into his mouth, sucking on it strongly.
Cheerilee in return leaned in and bit his neck softly, which made him grunt slightly, but in a pleasant way. “I can't wait any longer,” she moaned, rubbing her hips against his pride. “I need to feel you inside of me.”
Big Mac wordlessly obliged. Holding her hips in place with his huge hands, he thrust forward, burying himself into her in one go.
“Haah!” Sweetie Belle took a look around during that scream, making sure the corridor was still empty. Surely anyone passing by would have heard that. When nobody came and she returned her attention to peeping through the keyhole, Big Mac was already thrusting in and out of his love at a vigorous pace.
“Yes, harder. I love the feeling of your balls slapping against my ass!”
Wow, Sweetie Belle had never expected her favorite teacher to be such a dirty talker. It confirmed something she'd theorized for a while now. Teachers always had to be role models around their students. So it seemed only natural that all those pent-up emotions would assert themselves in private.
Turning her sideways, Big Mac propped one of her legs up against his shoulders, giving Sweetie Belle an even better view of their love-making. The motion was almost hypnotic. With every thrust Ms. Cheerilee's love juices overflowed, dripping onto the desk below, while his glistening cock kept going in and out of her.
Big Mac seemed so focused on the task at hand, like he always did. Only now all his attention was focused on giving Cheerilee as much pleasure as possible. Every so often he adjusted his angle, trying to find the most sensitive spots inside by listening closely to her moans.
Hitting upon an idea, he placed his thumb on her clitoris and began slowly moving it in a circular motion.
Cheerilee's head snapped back and her eyes were wide open, as if she'd just been struck by and electrical current. “Wait,” she gasped. “If you do it like that, I'll … I'll …”
He smiled at that, taking pride in how efficiently he was leading her to her climax. “Eyup.” Leaning forward, and thus placing more of his body weight into the thrusts, he sped up for the final stretch.
“Ahhhh!!!” Cheerilee's entire body convulsed as she came loudly. Panting heavily, she rested in that position for a minute, enjoying the afterglow as he came to a halt. “I'm such a bad teacher,” she moaned half-seriously. “Cumming around my former student's cock like that, and by myself no less.”
He shook his head. “Nope. You deserve no less.”
But Cheerilee had already made up her mind, as she slid down from the desk and knelt before him, their positions now reversed from earlier. “Oh, no. I won't be accused of being a selfish lover.”
She began to rub the shaft in front of her furiously and took the tip into her mouth. While bobbing her head, she expertly teased his balls, even as her tongue circled around the tip.
Big Mac, already sensitive from the earlier fucking, was breathing heavily. “Cheerilee,” he whispered, placing a hand on her head.
“I want you … slurp …  to cum in my mouth,” she said, locking eyes with him. “Let me taste … slurp … your cum.”
His hips began to move by themselves once more, synching up with Cheerilee's expert blowjob designed to finish him off as quickly as possible. “Eyup,” he grunted, pulling her head closer as he climaxed.
He came in several large spurts, and Cheerilee's cheeks billowed outward. Unable to contain the large stream of seed fully, some of it overflowed from the corners of her mouth, dripping onto her exposed breasts.
But she didn't pull back, greedily taking in as much as she could. After he was done and took a step back, she gulped it down with her eyes closed, before looking back up at him with a happy expression. “Delicious,” she told him simply.
After she'd lapped up the last few drops from his tip to her satisfaction, he knelt back down, and they shared a loving gaze, before he gave her a simple kiss on the forehead. No words were necessary to convey their feelings for each other. It was truly moving to watch them, finally able to be together.
“Ahem!” Sweetie Belle got a start, when she heard someone clear their throat behind her. “Ms. Belle. What are you doing here?”
She whirled around and swallowed hard, when she recognized Ms. Harshwhinny, the math teacher in her purple skirt suit, who was mustering her with a raised eyebrow. Beside her stood Bulk Biceps, the P.E. Teacher, in his customary tank top and shorts.
“Well, Ms. Belle?”
“Uh, I was just gonna ask Ms. Cheerilee something, but she doesn't seem to be in,” she tried to laugh it off.
“Hm. I see. Well, don't just stand there.” Her hand moved towards the door knob.
“NO!” Sweetie cried out. If she went in right now, she'd be seeing Big Mac and Cheerilee in a compromising position for sure. She had to buy them some time to get cleaned up. Hopefully they'd heard the shout and were hurrying it up.
Ms. Harshwhinny stopped, giving the young girl a surprised look. “Sweetie Belle?”
“Uh, … erm … Actually I wanted to ask you something, too.” 
“Well, what is it? I haven't got all day.”
Shoot. She hadn't actually considered how to proceed from here. She was just flying by the seat of her skirt at the moment. “PUNCH!” she yelled in a panic.
“Punch?”
“PUNCH!”
“YEAHHH!!!”
Ms. Harshwhinny shot her colleague an annoyed glance at his outburst.
“Sorry,” the coach said. “I just get excited easily, when others shout. Plus I like punch.”
“Well, that's good,” Sweetie Belle went on. “Because the reason I was looking for Ms. Cheerilee was because of … uh … punch.”
The math teacher didn't look convinced.
Her brain going a mile a minute, Sweetie took a deep breath. “You see, the newspaper club is gonna do a refreshment stand for the next freshman fair. But under article 17, paragraph 12b of the extended school regulations, beverages of all kinds must be approved by at least two teachers, before they can go on sale at school events. So I was looking for two teachers to taste test. Ehehe.”
Ms. Harshwhinny blinked, then leaned in closer to Bulk. “Is that really in the school regulations?” she whispered at him, as to not be overheard by Sweetie Belle.
“I dunno. I never read the whole thing, just the sports section,” he replied.
She coughed, trying to hide her ignorance on the matter. “Well, I suppose Coach Biceps and I can drop by your clubroom later today to taste this … punch of yours. Would that be alright?”
“Yes, that would be fine.”
Just then the door behind her opened, and to her massive relief, Cheerilee and Big Mac emerged fully clothed and with no outward sign of what they'd been up to. “Oh, hello, Sweetie Belle. Did you need anything?”
Sweetie shook her head violently. “No, that's alright, Ms. Cheerilee. It's already taken care of, but thanks anyway. I gotta go.” Then she ran off, before anyone else could get a word in.
“What was that about?” Cheerilee asked curiously, when the three teachers and the teacher to be were alone again.
Ms. Harshwhinny put one hand on her hip. “You know, I have no idea. Are you two done in there?”
“Oh, yes. Room's all yours,” Cheerilee confirmed, stepping aside.
“Can I be on top today?” the coach asked as he walked in.
“You wish,” Ms. Harshwhinny told him, giving him a slap on the butt while following him in. “Now drop your pants and give me twenty.”
Cheerilee giggled as the door closed behind them. Since they were alone in the corridor, she felt safe enough to get closer to Big Mac and draw his strong arm around her shoulders. “Seriously, though. About you breaking a chair and startling an entire class into a terrified silence.”
Big Mac gulped. “Eyup?”
She looked at him with admiration in her eyes. “Can you teach me how to do that?”
* * *

Sweetie Belle had made her way to the gym. “Rarity?” There was no answer. Sweetie Belle walked around the wooden stage that had been erected for the drama club's latest production.
She drew a heavy curtain to the side and peeked her head through into the backstage area. There she was. Rarity seemed to be in the process of organizing the wardrobe on different clothes hangers. The measuring tape around her neck spoke to the fact that she was probably working hard. She'd spent a lot of her free time here lately, since the drama club had asked her to help out with the costume designs.
“Sis?”
She turned around, removing her designer glasses. “Oh, Sweetie Belle. Didn't hear you come in. Something wrong, dear?”
Sweetie walked closer, rubbing her arm. “Wrong might be taking it too far. But I do need some sisterly advice. Do you have a minute?”
“Of course, have a seat.” The pair sat on some chairs, and there was silence for a while. Rarity knew that her little sister would talk, once she was ready for it, so she didn't push it.
Sweetie Belle fidgeted in her chair, thinking about the best way to put this. “You see, it's about a friend of mine...”
Rarity raised her eyebrow. “Sweetie Belle? What have you done?”
“Nothing! Really. It's about a friend of mine.”
“Uh-huh.” Rarity was unconvinced, but didn't prod any further.
“See, my friend has this relative. I've learned something about that relative of theirs, something that might change how they look at that relative, and I'm not sure what to tell them.”
“Is it Apple Bloom?”
Sweetie Belle jumped. “Why would you think that?”
Rarity chuckled. “It's not rocket science. Apple Bloom is the only one of your close friends with a lot of family. Is it about Applejack?”
Sweetie Belle sighed. There wasn't really any point in trying to keep things from Rarity. She simply was too sharp. Sweetie shook her head. “No, it's about Big Mac … and his girlfriend.”
Rarity's eyes began to sparkle. “Big Mac has a girlfriend? Who?”
“I can't tell you that.”
“Aww, come on.”  She looked at her little sister with a pleading look. “I won't tell!”
“No, Rarity. I can't. It might get him in trouble, you see.”
“A forbidden love?”
Sweetie was starting to question whether Rarity had been the right one to ask, seeing that she could practically hear the wheels click in her head, going through the possibilities. “What am I going to do?”
Hearing the sad tone in Sweetie's voice, Rarity calmed down immediately. “So, let's sum this up. You found out about Big Mac dating someone, and you don't know how or whether at all to tell Apple Bloom. Is that it?”
Sweetie nodded.
“How did you learn about this in the first place?”
She looked away and scratched her cheek. “Uhm, by accident, really. I was investigating a story, and … please don't look at me like that.”
“I just can't help but remember the last time you broke a big story. You know, the one involving my diary,” Rarity told her quietly. She wasn't angry, just recalling the feeling of how disappointed she was back then.
“This isn't anything like that,” Sweetie assured her. “I can't write about this. Like I said, Big Mac might really get in trouble. But what about Apple Bloom? Do I tell her?”
Rarity crossed her arms in front of her chest. “Well, try putting yourself in her position. If I was going out with someone, would you rather hear it from me or someone who stumbled upon it by accident?”
Sweetie Belle thought about that. “Of course I'd want to hear it from you. I'd be really happy for you.” She began gnawing on her thumb nail while thinking. “Of course, if you didn't tell me and I learned it from someone else, I'd feel hurt. Like you didn't trust me to keep your secret.”
Rarity gently took Sweetie's wrist, stopping her from gnawing at her nail. “What if I had a good reason to keep it from you? What if simply knowing could end up hurting you, and that's why I'm not telling you?”
Sweetie's eyes widened. If Apple Bloom knew, and Big Mac and Cheerilee's secret came out, what would others think of her? It might not just end up getting Big Mac kicked out of school. It could also hurt her friend's reputation. Surely Big Mac would want to keep this from his sister, so it wouldn't end up hurting her. “I see. If Big Mac hasn't told her, he probably has a good reason, huh? He doesn't want her to get caught up in it, if something went wrong. So I probably shouldn't interfere.”
Having made that decision, Sweetie Belle felt much better already. She stood up and gave her big sister a hug. “Thanks, Rarity. Talking about this with you really helped a lot. Also, uhm …”
Rarity chuckled, knowing exactly what her sister was trying to say. “You can talk to me anytime, and don't worry. My lips are sealed. Nobody is gonna hear of this conversation or Mac's secret.”
“Thanks for understanding. … One last thing. You would tell me, if you were dating someone, right?”
“Of course I would, Sweetie,” Rarity told her with a wink.
Sweetie Belle smiled, releasing the hug. “Thanks for everything. Right now I gotta hurry, though.”
Rarity looked at her. “Hurry to where?”
“The home economics room,” Sweetie told her with a sour expression. “I have to make some punch. See you later, sis!” With a wave, she was gone.
Rarity decided that she didn't need to know why her sister suddenly needed a bowl of punch. She waited a few seconds, making sure that she was really gone, before saying: “You can come out now.”
Another girl by the name of Zile Fixit emerged from the changing room with a sigh. Her white bra and panties were a stark contrast to her black-and-green hair. “I thought she would never leave.” She placed a hand on her hip. “I really should get dressed and finish setting up the stage now.”
“Not so fast,” Rarity told her, coming closer with a grin. She took the measuring tape and lightly threw it around Zile's neck, reeling her in like a caught fish. “I haven't thanked you yet for letting me use you as a model for the costumes. How about you take some of my measurements now?”
Zile blushed. Having Rarity give her those big bedroom eyes, never failed to get her blood pumping. With a laugh, she placed a hand on Rarity's hip and pulled her closer. “I suppose the stage can wait a while longer.” Then she gave her a kiss full on the lips. “When are you gonna tell her about us?”
Rarity giggled. “As soon I write about it in the fake diary I keep in my bag for her to find.”
The other girl arched an eyebrow. “You have a strange relationship with your sister, do you know that?”
“I do. But it works for us. Now, where were we, before she interrupted us?” Rarity asked impishly, guiding Zile's hand into her skirt. “Yes, just about there, I think.”

			Author's Notes: 
To give credit where it's due, I adapted the thing about Big Mac breaking a chair from an anecdote the actor Nathan Fillion (Castle, Firefly) tends to tell at conventions. If you wanna hear him tell the story, here's some links:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=GWXcvprfnf8
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pJKVpeVmBnA
(Skip ahead to 32:00 and 43:00 respectively for the story)
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