
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		A Gneiss Tale

		Written by TimeForSP

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Rarity

					Spike

					Princess Celestia

					Main 6

					Cutie Mark Crusaders

					Romance

					Comedy

					Random

		

		Description

The prank pulled by Pinkie and Rainbow is the last straw; she would hide the darn rock where nopony would ever find it. 
But what If somepony found it? What if that somepony was a princess? What if that princess fell in love with it?
Note to readers: This was meant to be incredibly silly. You may think it's schist, granite you take it seriously.
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		Introduction: Dumb Rock



	The moon cast its dim light upon Equestria, illuminating a lone pony walking in the outskirts of Ponyville.  The mare was guiding a covered cart along one of the lesser travelled roads; straps secured tightly to her elegant white body.
“Stupid ponies… stupid friends… stupid Rainbow… stupid Pinkie…,” she mumbled, “bringing it straight to my door.”
“Oh, we’ve got a perfect date for you. It’s with a fine pony.” the mare said, mimicking what a certain annoying pink mare had said the previous day.
“Ha. Ha. Very funny girls...,” she said in vexation. “Why can’t they just leave poor L’il Miss Rarity alone?  It’s not fair!”  Rarity stomped her hooves down onto the dirt road in frustration.
After a couple more minutes of hauling the cart, the fashionista decided she had gone far enough.  Blue light emanated from her horn.  The same light shone around the equipment holding her to the shaft as the designer undid the clasps and ropes surrounding her.  Rarity proceeded to gently set down her saddle onto the side of the cart.  As the blue light faded, the mare began to trot towards the contents of the cart.
With a hoof she lifted the spread on the cart and stared at the source of her malcontent attitude.  “It’s all your fault.  You piece of schist.”
The rock didn’t respond.
“Okay, maybe that was a little coarse of me.”  The fashionista let out a little chuckle. “Heh, I guess you could say: ‘I’m rocking these!’”
“Ughhh! Make it stop!” A purple and green dragon yelled.  Being rudely awoken by somepony was one thing, but being awoken by bad puns: that was downright evil. “Too many pu-”
“Wait a sec’, where am I?”  The dragon wiped a layer of crust off his eyes, took a survey of his surroundings, and saw a single mare.  Unable to make out who it was, he said the most intelligent thing he could think of (which would be better if he had higher intelligence than a pony in Elemanetary School): “Is this a ponynapping?  Don’t hurt me!  I’m not good in bed!  I can entertain other ways!  I’m a good juggler!”
“It’s just me, Spike.” Rarity illuminated her horn, making her gracious blue eyes and signature purple mane glow so the startled dragon could see her clearly. “And what was that part about you ‘in bed’?”
“Oh… don’t get the wrong idea, I’m good in- I mean- I don’t wanna- ughh…  just forget it,” he said stupidly, face flushing in embarrassment.
The white unicorn rolled her eyes.  Using her magic, she transported the dragon from his makeshift bed and set him down on the ground.  In addition, she floated out two firefly filled jars for the light her horn couldn’t provide and set them down next to Spike.
One major question was still unanswered:
“Why did you bring me here anyway?” Spike inquired. Maybe she wants a private place for the both of us. That would be so awesome!  Come on, private place, Spike thought, crossing his fingers.
“Well I need someone to dig a hole for me and thought you would be just perfect! ” She said jovially. “Please, my little Spikey-Wikey?”
The librarian’s assistant groaned. “Do I have to? It’s getting late and I probably shou-”
His speech was interrupted by a peck on the cheek from the white mare.  The dragon broke off into incoherent blabber and decided to introduce his face to the ground.  Rarity grinned a bit before regaining her ladylike composure.
“The shovels are in the back of the cart, my dear.” she said and began to look for a suitable spot to bury the dastardly thing.
After Spike’s face and the road had made their proper acquaintance, he pushed himself off the ground.  He then took one of the lamps that Rarity had set out for the two and set off to retrieve a shovel from the cart.  Digging his claws into the wood, he pulled himself up to reach the tools he needed to dig.  What he saw astonished and confused him.
He gazed at a boulder. Not just any boulder, this was that boulder. “Ummm… Rarity, is that-”
“Yes, yes it is Spike.  I want to bury it in a place where no pony will find it.  I do not want to have to go through anything involving that dumb rock again.  This time I’m going to get rid of it for good,” the mare explained.  She trotted over to a particularly clear patch of dirt. “Ah, this is perfect! Bring the shovel here dear!” she yelled to the dragon.
“What did Pinkie and Rainbow do this time?” Spike questioned.  The duo were the only ponies that ever pulled pranks on her without consequences.  Her reactions to the instances where somepony other than her friends pulled a prank on her are too graphic for this story.  The author will let you know that it involved whips, sex toys, and many an inflamed plot.  You may leave that up to your imagination.  The bottom line is that the dragon knew it was by means of the pink and rainbow ponies.
“I don’t want to talk about it.” She gritted her teeth, trying to not be so mad at them as to seek revenge.  The mare didn’t want to remind herself and go crazy… again.
“Pleeeeeeeaaaaassseee?” the dragon asked annoyingly.
“No, and that is final.” Rarity put her hoof down.
“But-”
The mare knew this was not getting her anywhere, so she then offered him something he couldn’t resist: “I’ll give you a real kiss if you drop it and start worki-”
“WHATEVER YOU SAY, MY LADY!”  The librarian’s assistant quickly took one of the small shovels out of the cart and subsequently jumped down onto the dirt road.  He then ran as fast as his little feet could take him.
And now I have to kiss a baby dragon; can somepony please give Rarity a break?   The fashionista trotted back to the cart to retrieve the giant slate boulder.  The light being emitted from her horn was matched by the rock as she hoisted her aggressor up with blue magic.  She started to float it to where Spike was digging.
“Metamorphosize in Tartarus, dumb rock.”

(THANK YOU FOR SITTING THROUGH THIS SILLINESS. Just a fair warning, this fanfic will only get sillier and sillier. So be prepared. AND TELL ME I’M PRETTY.)

[Many a thanks to thegamefilmguruman, MagicLlama, Silver Smith, Timma, Bronyken, The Dragon Warlock, and That 1 Guy for being awesome]

	
		Yes, it does update. Eventually...



	Okay guys, I'm working on a new chapter, but seeing as I haven't updated in three weeks I thought I should at least give you some compensation for having to wait for me to stop being lazy. So I'm posting a bit of the next chapter(unedited), enjoy my bronies.
=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=-=

Another day; another great idea...
“CUTIE MARK CRUSADERS TREASURE HUNTERS, YAY!” Two fillies screamed out in unison. 
The Crusader’s day had been like any other for the most part. The little devils fruitlessly attempting to earn their Cutie Marks, only to end up being covered in tree sap, twigs, and other various items. Which was a considerable feet, seeing as the fillies were attempting to fly a kite. 
“I don’t know girls.” a white unicorn filly, who didn’t seem to share the other enthusiasm, said. “It already took us an hour to get all that sap out of our mane, and FRENCH TOAST POTATO LATKE!” 
Sweetie belle pulled a concealed SMG out if seemingly nowhere, pointing it at the two startled fillies. “DON’T MOVE A MUSCLE!” She shouted. 
“What are ya doin’ Sweetie?!” Applebloom yelled at the offending white unicorn. “Why do y’all have a gun?” 
“Ha. You really think I’m that putrid mare.” the mare was now talking in a smug, dapper, sexy accent. “SCOOTALOO, TAKE OFF YOUR COSTUME!”
Suddenly, the treehouse itself was lifted up, revealing it to be a giant orange chicken.
“Applebloom! Grab my sex!” The white filly directed towards the filly.
“But Applejack said I couldn’t do that until I was older.”
“No, my hoof.”
The yellow filly made a confused face. “That’s not what Applejack said...”
“IT’S NOT WHAT YOU SAID!” The dapper filly screamed in her perfect logic.
“I don’t get this game.”  Scootaloo said, looking down at a replica of the Crusaders HQ from the real HQ itself, resting on the hardwood floor of the clubhouse. Complete with miniature replicas of the trio and an oddly colored chicken who was now waddling off into a corner of the room; the crusaders themselves being in the center. “Can’t we just get some food to Sugercube Corner?”
“But I didn’t even get to kiss Spidercolt yet.” The white filly pouted.
“Ah’m still confused about the sex.” Applebloom said. “Ah thought it were a little hole.” 
“I see Rarity say it to a lot of stallions. They grab onto her hoof and follow rarity to her room.” She replied. “And it sounds like they fight an epic battle!”
“Uggh... enough chit-chat.” Scootaloo cut in. “I wanna get something to eat.”
“Okay, let’s go girls.” The white unicorn said. “Last one to get there is a rotten apple.”
Fast hoofbeats accompanied by a trail of dust and laughter signaled their leave. They couldn’t have known that a mysterious mare was waiting behind their tree fort. 
With nopony in sight, the mare cunningly snuck into the clubhouse; planting a map to an object that wished to be forgotten in a spot where it would be easily visible to the unsuspecting trio of adorable devils. A wicked grin accompanied the mysterious intruder as she trotted slyly out of the Crusaders Headquarters.
At least she would have, if the mare had remembered she was ten feet above ground.
“Buck...” The intruder brushed a silver mane away from her annoyed face. The mare attempted to push herself up, but her attempt was thwarted by an abnormally large orange chicken crashing into her head; planting her face into the ground.
“Going... to... murder... everything...”
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