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Pebble Pie and Pinkie Pie, both preparing for their dates, ponder, perchance, the plight of the pleasantly, pleasingly plump pony pudge problem. The pink ponk pontificates profoundly, perplexing Pebble Pie. 
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With a deadpan expression, Pebble Pie watched her Aunt Pinkie Pie as the pink mare stared into the mirror. Pinkie Pie inflated for a moment, taking a deep breath, and then deflated with the flatulent sound of a  pinched balloon. She made an attempt to smooth out her riotous pink curls, but then gave up when the curls made it clear that they had their own plans, thanks for trying, now please go away. As Pinkie retracted her hoof, a curl reached out and gave her a parting slap.
“I swear, Pebble, as I grow older, it grows fussier,” Pinkie Pie said and then she sighed again. Reaching out, she touched the mirror, tapped on it once, twice, and then before her hoof rapped upon it for the third time, she pulled away with a shake of her head. The curly mess on her head now seemed even worse than before, perhaps because they had been startled by the knocks on the mirror.
“I’m supposed to go out for dinner and a movie tonight with Twilight and Seville.” Pinkie sighed again and this time, when she exhaled, several of her curls deflated. They hung there, limp, looking tired, and Pinkie scowled at her own reflection. “I’ve never really bothered with looking pretty before, but I want to look pretty, Pebble… but look at me. My mane is a mess and”—she reached down with both front hooves and squeezed a roll of belly-pudge between them—“there’s this. A sure sign that I’ve eaten too much fudge and now I have a pudge and now I can’t budge.”
As a sign of solidarity, Pebble nodded, then reached down and pinched her own roll of belly-pudge through her dress. It was considerable, or seemed that way when she squished it between her two front hooves and gave it a tug. For a brief second, Pebble’s face contorted as she seethed with frustration, knowing all too well that she was losing an important battle in her own life, but after grimacing and narrowing her eyes, her face relaxed back into her usual deadpan expression.
Pebble too, had a date tonight, but she wasn’t keen on going. No, at this point, at this particular moment in time, she wanted to hide in a dark room somewhere and eat a whole gallon of butterscotch triple-ripple ice cream. It seemed like the only option, really. Since she couldn’t defeat it, she might as well give in to it and embrace her future self.
“I don’t know what happened,” Pinkie said to her reflection in the mirror. “I used to be able to gobble down whole cakes, entire pies, brownies, sodas, and all of the sugary treats I wanted. Sure, I was always a little bit chubby, but I could live with that. Now look at you”—she paused to scowl at her own reflection—“when you sit down on the floor your belly button is touching the floor. And I can’t even recall the last time I could see my own teats when I peeked back between my front legs. No, now I have to lift and lean back in front of a mirror if I want to see my old friends. They don’t even write letters, they just up and left me.”
“Letters?” Pebble said to her aunt. “I can’t even see my own mail slot without backing up to a mirror and hiking up my tail.”
“Oh, that’s bad, Pebble, that’s bad.” Pinkie Pie began nodding and there was quite a look of alarm in her bright blue eyes.
“I want to upgrade my postal box for package delivery, but I feel so fat and gross.”
“Pebble… um…” Pinkie squirmed and stared at Pebble’s reflection in the mirror.
“Can a filly be too fat to fronk?”
“Pebble…” Pinkie turned away from the mirror and Pebble looked up while her aunt looked down at her. “Oooh, Pebble, why’d you have to say that? Now I have an entirely new worry in my head and it is awful!”
“Misery loves company,” Pebble deadpanned.
Her aunt seemed at a loss for words, and though she didn’t show it, Pebble felt kind of bad for being a buzzkill. Sometimes… sometimes the only time she felt better was when everypony was as miserable as her, which made her the Anti-Auntie Pinkie. Long ago Pebble had observed that her Aunt Pinkie was at her best when she made everypony as happy as she was.
“Cheer up, Pebble.” Reaching out, Pinkie delivered a light, reassuring tap on Pebble’s chin and then did her best to have a convincing smile. “We have to trust that those who care about us and love us mean what they say. Maybe they don’t see us the way that we see us—”
“I’ve heard this before.”
“I know, and maybe you need to hear it now. Maybe I need to hear it now. Twilight and Seville are very dear to me. I’m still sorting out my feelings and I don’t know where all of this is going and I don’t know how all of this will end. What I do know is, I need to trust what they say and how they feel about me. It’s hard though, because there is all of this doubt—and let’s face it, the pony in the mirror isn’t exactly my friend these days, and we just sort of tolerate each other—but I just sorta hold on to the trust that I have in my friends.”
Sighing, Pebble considered her aunt’s words and tried to take them to heart. She poked her pudge with her front hoof, sighed again, and then was washed over by a flood of deep and abiding shame. “I can’t even reach back there to rub one out without having to do scrunches that wad up my flab and that gives me horrible cramps in my sides and makes it impossible to breathe.”
“Pebble—”
“When I was little, it was so hard to relate to you and you and I didn’t exactly get along and I did a lot of things that made our relationship difficult and I still feel bad about that because now I feel closer to you than I do my own mother sometimes. I sort of resent my mother, sometimes, because she really can eat all that she wants and she never ever whatsoever packs on even a single extra pound. My mother is the mare that I wish that I could be, but you, you… I can talk to you about things that I can’t tell my mother about, because you know what it is like.”
Sucking in a shuddering breath, Pebble was about to say more, to blurt out everything, but was interrupted by a sudden, crushing hug. Nopony could hug another pony quite like Pinkie Pie. Nopony could make the sweet, crushing embrace of certain death so enjoyable or welcome. It could even be said that Pinkie Pie had a body made for hugging, and there was a most delightful squish to it.
Much to Pebble’s amazement, the hug really did make things better, and she hoped that it wouldn’t end any time soon. Limp, she hung there like an overstuffed rag doll and she let her aunt try to squeeze all of the rotten feelings out. Eyes shut tight, it occurred to Pebble that if her Aunt Pinkie could give perfect hugs, then maybe, just maybe, she could too. It was a small, but welcome consolation, and the corners of Pebble’s mouth were tugged upwards as her cheeks drew tight.
“The other day, I found not one, but two grey hairs.” Pinkie’s voice was husky with strain and she squeezed even tighter, tight enough to make Pebble’s eyes bulge. “I’m such a silly pony… I broke down and I cried for about an hour and I thought about the fact that not only am I a pudgy, pudgy pony, but I’m also getting old. This really bothered me, and it hurt me, and all I could think about was, what if things don’t work out between Twilight, Seville, and I? There’s a whole lotta mares out there and so few stallions and I really started to worry. Who’s gonna want a chubby grey maned mare when somepony younger and fitter and not grey maned could be found? And oh boy, that scared me and sent me into a tizzy and I pretty much emptied out the fridge and then I cried some more because I felt so bad about eating so much and then I ate even more to cheer myself up and well, I think you know how this turns out.”
“The other day, I got a pumpkin sundae—a pumpkin filled with ice cream… first I ate the ice cream, and then, I ate the pumpkin. Sly watched me do it, and it made me feel weird, but I didn’t care. The pumpkin seeds were all toasted and salty and delicious and the pumpkin was all cold and creamy… mmm, mmm.” Something crackled in Pebble’s spine and a look of near-ecstasy could be seen on the filly’s face as Pinkie kept applying more and more pressure.
“Oh, that sounds good, we should get one of those and share it—”
“Get your own,” Pebble said in a voice that was too warm and emotional to be a deadpan. It was more of a… lifepan, really, brimming with affection and feeling.
“No, no, we should share,” Pinkie Pie insisted and she pressed her muzzle down into her niece’s mane. The chocolate brown filly in her embrace just sort of hung there, limp, not doing much of anything, but there was a twinkle in her eye and that was enough to motivate Pinkie to keep squeezing.
Pebble, no longer a little filly, but more of a big filly, wouldn’t be smaller than her aunt for much longer. Even though she would never, ever admit it, she treasured these moments, these delightful distractions, and she knew that when she was all grown up, things would be different in ways she could not even begin to conceive. Growing up would suck, but Pebble was certain of one thing: she would always have somepony to talk to with her Aunt Pinkie.
“You know what,” Pinkie whispered into Pebble’s ear, which caused it to twitch. “I don’t think I need to do anything to get ready. I’m pretty certain that I’m fine just how I am and I’m also pretty sure that you’re also fine just how you are, and that everything is gonna be fine for the both of us.”
A selfish pony who wanted—who demanded—attention, Pebble didn’t want this moment to end. She wanted her aunt all to herself, she wanted to be greedy, she wanted to indulge her selfishness, to wallow with it like a pig in a sty. But she also wanted her aunt to be happy, and so the two opposing forces began to wrestle with one another. Heaving a conflicted sigh, a sigh that was the distinct essence of everything that Pebble was and could only be summed up in such forceful exhalations, she arrived at the conclusion of what she had to do.
“Do you think Sumac and I could tag along with you, Twilight, and Seville?”
“Uh—”
“Not together, just along. So we can give each other supportive looks from across the room.”
Still holding her niece with one foreleg, Pinkie raised the other and began to rub her chin while thinking about Pebble’s ponderous proposal. When Pebble didn’t get an answer, she knew that she had to raise the stakes in order to get the compromise that she craved.
“If Sumac and I are left on our own, we’ll probably just make out a whole bunch and who knows what that might lead to. And you know how Sumac is—”
“Pebble, I know how you are and I hate to say it, but I trust Sumac more than you do on this issue. I still remember the hot springs and your cunning little plan.” With a stern expression, (for her, anyhow) Pinkie put her niece down, turned her around, and looked her in the eye. “I ended up blaming Sumac and so did Applejack and I still feel really bad about that.”
After listening to everything her aunt had to say, Pebble could feel a bad case of the sulks coming on. She was, after all, the Incredible Sulk, prone to fits of sulking out. All she had to do was become hormonal—that was her secret—and as a filly in the throes of perilous pony puberty, she was always hormonal. Muscles tensing, veins bulging beneath her dress, she could feel a fit of ennui coming on strong. In a sweaty fever of inspiration, Octavia had written music about Pebble’s little episodes: the Weltschmerz Waltz. It was, oddly enough, the perfect music to sulk to.
“You can tag along,” Pinkie said with a half-smile-half-smirk that made the corners of her eyes crinkle. “But you have to keep a respectful distance. I don’t know how Twilight and Seville will feel about this. Deal?”
“Deal.” Reaching out, Pebble extended her hoof and offered it to her aunt.
With wary, narrowed eyes, Pinkie hoof-bumped her niece to seal the deal. Even though the two of them were so remarkably different, for a moment, they shared a startling similarity. Both were ponies on the verge of something else, both teetered on the very cusp of change, the precipice of profound alteration that would lead into a new phase of life.
Pebble was on the verge of transitioning into a young mare and Pinkie Pie—she had matured. No longer youthful, but neither was she old, Pinkie Pie had hit maturity with fine fettle. Though she did not realise it, she had turned out much like her idol, Mrs. Cake, a mare filled with vim, vigour, and a lust for life.
“So, later tonight, we’ll get together and check up on one another?” Pebble asked and the hopefulness in her eyes was noticeable.
“Sure thing, Pebble,” her aunt replied with a jaunty nod. “Now let’s go have ourselves a good time with those who love us just how we are…”
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A million, billion stars twinkled overhead, turning the sky a soothing shade of royal purple with clouds of lighter hues. Beneath them all, two ponies sat together. The pink one stood out, almost as if she glowed with her own inner light, her pinkness remaining vibrant somehow in defiance of the darkness. For the chocolate brown one—nearly a coffee brown—she was almost unseen in the darkness, a condition that she often exploited for personal gain.
In their eyes, the reflections of the stars sparkled like a sea full of diamonds and the moonlight caressed them with silvery shimmers. Sparkles, glimmers, gleaming, shines, shimmers, these were things that ponies liked a great deal, things the fuzzy little quadrupeds treasured. While not all of them could be rich, or have endless wealth, any of them could have bedazzled rhinestone eyes, or flowing manes, tails, and pelts. They were creatures that celebrated beauty wherever they found it, treasured it, and named themselves such things to remind themselves of it.
“What do you think is out there?” Pebble asked her aunt as she looked up at the stars.
“Dubious,” her aunt replied with a shrug.
“That is a strange answer.” With a sigh, Pebble did not press the issue any further. When Pinkie chose to be cryptic, she remained that way and not even the command of alicorns could make her spill the beans. “The movie was sappy.”
“It sure was!” Pinkie yanked her eyes away from the stars to look at Pebble. “I loved it!”
“You seem happy.”
“I am happy!” Pinkie Pie blinked a few times, her eyes seeming to glow with their own inner light, and the corners of her mouth stretched into a wide grin. “Are you happy, Pebble?”
“I guess I am.” Pebble took a moment to reflect upon the question and her answer. “I am happy and also a little disgusted.”
“Disgusted?” Pinkie’s smile showed signs of strain and the tips of her fuzzy ears quivered in tight little circles.
“When I was kissing Sumac I tried to lick the dangly thing in the back of this throat and he almost barfed into our popcorn bucket.” If Pebble had any feelings about this, she didn’t show them, not at all, not even in the slightest. “I felt his throat clench around my tongue and I was really grossed out.”
“Oh.” Pinkie’s ears splayed out in opposite directions, and while her smile remained, it was now a perplexed one. “Pebble, I don’t know what to say. And even if I did know what to say, I don’t know if I would say it in front of you. I just don’t know what to say.” Taking a deep breath, Pinkie’s barrel rose and fell.
“Neither did Sumac.”
At this, Pinkie Pie began to giggle and her whole body started to jiggle. The ghost of a smile haunted Pebble’s face along with the spectre of amusement. Her aunt’s bemused expressions were something Pebble treasured, because not everypony laughed when she tried to be funny. But Pinkie… sometimes, Pinkie did laugh and for some reason, it made Pebble feel better about things. It was nice, Pebble supposed, that the Element of Laughter found you comical.
“Aunt Pinkie…” Pebble saw her aunt hold her breath to contain her laughter, holding it back so that she could listen to whatever it was that was about to be said. Hesitating, Pebble began to chew on her lip, wondering if she was ready for this subject, but she was having a moment where she wanted to take a crack at being grown up. “Aunt Pinkie, are you in love?”
“I don’t know, Pebble!” Pinkie blurted out, and then she folded her front legs over her barrel in a self hug. “I want to be, I think? But I made foolish choices for so long and I tried to hold on to what was unobtainable, and I really hurt myself, and now, I don’t know if I trust myself to know what is right for me… and even if this is love, it is really confusing because I’ve never felt anything like it. It scares me and no matter how much I try to giggle at it, the fear doesn’t go away, so I am having to actually face up to it and that’s super hard!”
Perhaps from solidarity, or maybe to show that she was listening, Pebble nodded. “I don’t understand love either and it scares me. Love from you, from my parents, the love I have for my siblings, and of course, Sumac…” In the dark, Pebble’s cheeks turned a ruddy, darker brown.
“Like, I don’t even know if I am into Twilight in that way, and that scares me, because I don’t want to hurt her, ever, but I have these doubts and they conflict with my desires, because I want to be with Twilight and Seville… I do… the idea of spending the rest of my life with two of my best friends sounds great—it would be like a party that never ended.”
“You know, Pinkie, you can be with Twilight without actually being with Twilight. Just think of my parents. All of them. They’re together, but separate.” Pebble thought she had more to say about the subject, but the words on her tongue vanished like a bird on the wing. She thought about her own hidden desires, what her heart wanted, and she began to wonder if she was the one that should be giving her aunt advice. Pebble had her own heartfelt confessions that needed to be given voice.
With a gasp, Pinkie Pie flopped over onto her back and then wiggled in the damp grass while shooting out exuberant little giggle-snorts. At some point, a distinct ‘oink’ could be heard, but Pinkie continued with reckless, gleeful abandon. Pebble watched her aunt and was content with the moment, just one moment of many that had been her night. Some of them had been pretty good, others were exceptional, and some, like right now, were just satisfying.
Worried for the state of her dress, Pebble did not follow her aunt’s example, but she longed to do so. She wanted to be naked and free beneath the stars, she wanted to feel the cool, moist grass against her skin. Sometimes, it felt good to be a mindless pony, even if those moments never seemed to last long enough. The burden of consciousness was a real downer sometimes.
“You know, Pebble,” Pinkie Pie said as she rubbed her generous rump against the grass and waggled her tail about to get the kinks out of her dock, “it would be a very Twilighty thing to do to have a lasting bond based on friendship alone. A binding friendship forever ceremony? I don’t even know, but it sounds nice. I have so much to sort out, but tonight, tonight, everything was magical. Just about perfect. Just three friends hanging out together.”
Sitting on her haunches, Pebble watched as her aunt went still in the grass. The way that Pinkie’s barrel rose and fell as she panted was almost hypnotic to Pebble, the visible indicator that this beloved pink pony was living and breathing. Above her, a shooting star went streaking across the sky, unnoticed, and had Pebble seen it, she might have mused about how the falling star represented life in general.
“Once Twilight and Seville got over being so nervous and shy, everything felt so natural.” Pinkie Pie sighed out these words and while she did so, she rubbed her own rotund tummy. “You know, Pebble, it’s funny. You’re in such a rush to grow up and be an adult… you’re in such a hurry to put your foalhood behind you so you can be a grownup… and me… I did the opposite. I refused to grow up and I acted foalish for as long as I could get away with it. I guess I’m still trying to get away with it, because being a grownup scares me, but now that I’ve got these grey hairs in my mane, the time has come to face the facts. My foalhood is over.”
“It doesn’t have to be,” Pebble replied, showing surprising gentleness, warmth, and understanding. “Be like Sumac and go down with the ship. Never surrender. Never give in. Go down in flames if you have to—”
“Pebble?”
“Hear me out.” Pebble took a moment to collect her thoughts and she lifted her head skyward so that she could look up at the stars once more. Her lips pursed into a tight pucker of concentration—an unusual look for her—and her ears fell back against her head. “Once you know what you want, just be an earth pony and run with it. Do what we do. Maybe have some foals, Pinkie, and then you’ll have playmates and you won’t have to deal with the pressures of growing up. Or maybe you will, but it might not be so bad if you had somepony to stay young with.”
“Do you know how many grey hairs I gave my mother?” Pinkie asked in a low voice that sounded as though a laugh or two was lurking within.
Shrugging, Pebble could think of only one thing to say: “It’s a risk you have to take.”
“The future is so scary and uncertain. Bad things are happening. Really bad things. Twilight goes off and vanishes for days—weeks! Weeks at a time. I have trouble dealing with that now, and I’d have even more trouble dealing with it if we all settled down together. It’s all I can think about. I know a lot about what is going on because Twilight talks with me and she needs me to cheer her up and keep her hopes up, but sometimes, sometimes I need somepony to share a little hope with me.”
Again, Pebble said, “It’s a risk you have to take.”
If the night sky was a sparkling, endless sea, the moon had to be a beautiful, perfect pearl, a rare and priceless treasure. Or, Pebble mused, the night sky was Princess Luna’s treasury and she was sharing all of Equestria’s wealth with her subjects, those who dared to venture out after dark. She gazed upon the vast, infinite tapestry above her and tried to think of meaningful things.
On near-silent hooves, another pony arrived and announced her presence with profound, stony silence, a sound that few could hear. Without looking away from the precious, wonderful stars, Pebble listened as her mother sat down in the grass. When she heard the crinkle of fabric, her ears perked, but she kept her focus skyward.
“Out to catch Sly?” Pinkie Pie asked.
“Nope,” Maud Pie deadpanned in reply. “It’s Tarnish’s turn. Although the little stinker did ‘meep meep’ me. I was tempted to give him a good what for, but I decided that I couldn’t be bothered. I did, however, have another colt that I had to find when my daughter didn’t come home at the scheduled time.”
Pebble suffered a dreadful internal cringe and her stony exteriour showed no sign of the suffering within. With her mouth dry and her tongue clinging to the roof of her mouth, she realised that she had forgotten to inform her mother of the change in tonight’s plans. Biting her lip, she said nothing, but focused on calming down. She hated little slip ups like these because they made her look foalish, and she couldn’t stand appearing to be foalish.
“I had the most illuminating conversation with Sumac after I interrogated him,” Maud remarked, and Pebble knew her mother’s voice well enough to notice that she was irked. Surely, she had to be joking, she hadn’t actually interrogated Sumac, had she? It was a joke, something to make Pebble sweat, and it was working, because there was a growing uncomfortable moistness beneath the fabric of her dress.
“Uh oh.” From the sounds of it, Pinkie Pie had also cottoned on to the faint, almost unnoticeable waver in Maud’s voice and Pebble wondered just how much trouble she was in. When Pinkie Pie said ‘uh oh’ that way it meant that trouble was ahoof. Pinkie knew.
For a moment, Pebble thought about pulling a Sly and making a run for it. No, she realised, no, that wouldn’t work, her mother was too well-conditioned from the daily marathon runs to try and keep up with Sly. It also occurred to her that this might be the reason her mother stayed so perfect and trim. Perhaps it was time to chase after Sly herself.
“I hugged him, said ‘hello,’ and he folded like a house of cards.”
Pebble winced, not knowing what Sumac might have given up to appease her mother.
“So, Pebble, any confessions to make?”
This was a dangerous game, because Pebble didn’t know what Sumac might have spilled. The back of her mane grew sweaty, along with her frogs, and she wondered how far she might make it if she took off running now. More running would be great for her physique. She was still full from dinner and all of the junk food she had eaten in the theatre. How much had Sumac betrayed her? She couldn’t blame him, he had to save his own skin, just like she had to save hers.
“Hey, Pinkie, you want to know what Pebble and Sumac were doing in the movie theatre tonight?” Maud asked.
To which Pinkie replied, “Well, I know that Pebble tried to lick Sumac’s tonsils.”
“Oh.” Something about the way Maud said this chilled Pebble’s blood. So much so that her joints went stiff and running was no longer an option.
Daring to look at her mother, Pebble gulped and listened to the eager sound of Pinkie’s breathing. Whose side would her aunt take? Would Pinkie save her? In desperation, Pebble went on the offensive. “You did more than hug him and say hello, I just know it.”
“You’re right,” Maud replied without skipping a beat. “Twinkleshine and Lemon Hearts were already working him over when I arrived and they made him tell me what the two of you had been up to. As it turns out, Lemon went up to his room to talk to him about some of his homework. And do you want to know what Lemon found?”
“Puddles of magical colt custard?” Pebble replied, taking a great risk.
Pinkie Pie exploded with laughter and clamped her hooves over her mouth. She tried to hold it in, but it escaped as little piggy snorts and she rolled over onto her side as her whole body convulsed with hoots and grunts of laughter. Well, the shot was fired and went wide. It was time to face imminent destruction. Sucking in a deep breath, Pebble prepared to face oblivion.
“Okay. Fine. Sumac and I looked at an issue of Sapphic Happenings together in the theatre. I had my reasons and I don’t think we did anything wrong.” Pebble set her jaw in defiance and locked eyes with her mother, the first move in the Great Game. Studying her mother, she tried to read for any signs that might give away her mother’s reaction.
Alas, there was none, as Maud was in good form tonight.
“How can you see a porno mag in a theatre?” Pinkie asked from behind her hooves.
A hot flush crept over Pebble’s face. “Sumac has a horn.”
“Tell me your reasons,” Maud said in such a way that left little room for refusal.
When she turned away, Pebble lost the Great Game. She stared into the grass for a while, then up at the stars, and then she focused on her Auntie Pinkie for a time. Every inch of her skin burned with a dreadful prickle and she was sweaty in all of the wrong places. Turning her head about, she looked every direction except her mother’s.
“Sumac wouldn’t say, but he did tell me to talk with you, and to listen.”
Hopeful, Pebble’s ears stood up.
“So tell me, Pebble Pie, the sweet little pie from my very own oven, why were you looking at 'The Tender Touch of Tribadism special edition of Sapphic Happenings?'”
When Pebble went to answer, all that came out was a squeak and a flood of self-loathing almost overwhelmed her. “I wanted to see if I responded…” She didn’t like how foalish her voice sounded right now, how emotional and vulnerable it was. Even worse, all of the laughter within Pinkie Pie seemed to have died, and this left Pebble in a bleak place.
“Rainbow Dash bought it for him,” Pebble confessed and these words seemed a little bit easier to say. “Sumac was aware of my problem and he tried to find a way to help me and Rainbow Dash helps him get stuff all the time, and I was really embarrassed about it, too embarrassed to talk about it with anypony, really, even to Octavia and Vinyl, and so Sumac told me that Rainbow Dash wouldn’t think it was too strange for him to request something with lesbians in it.”
“Oh my gosh… Dashie…” Pinkie breathed out these words and then her heavy breathing became strained huffs.
“I have plans for my future and they involve a big family…” Pebble gulped and then tried to say more, but no more words seemed forthcoming. Her mother’s expression was stony, statuesque, unreadable—and this scared Pebble something awful. Feeling frantic, she turned to look at her Auntie Pinkie instead, and she gazed into those warm brilliant blue eyes that flashed silvery in the moonlight.
“And so you looked into a magazine to see if it woke up anything inside.” Maud blinked once and then her face seemed to freeze.
In response, Pebble nodded, but her throat was too tight to say anything in return.
“Did it?”
“Maud, maybe now isn’t—”
“Quiet, Pinkie.”
With an agonised expression, Pinkie Pie went silent and Pebble continued to stare into her aunt’s eyes, sharing her pain. There was no running from this and Maud, her mother, expected an answer. At the moment, it felt as though she had been ripped right down to her soul, leaving it exposed and bare. This was, perhaps, the most awkward moment in Pebble’s young life and the only thing that kept her rooted in place was Pinkie. Their shared stare was a strong, powerful connection, a tether.
Pebble shrugged.
“You don’t know?” Maud asked.
Again, Pebble shrugged and tried to make as honest of a gesture as possible.
“Pebble Pie, you blockhead… if you would have just asked somepony—”
“I couldn’t!” Pebble blurted out in a pained whine.
“Get over here.” Maud made a come hither gesture with her hoof, trying to lure Pebble over. “You’re not in trouble, but you are in trouble… come here and let me and my sister save you from yourself.”
Pebble didn’t need to be told twice, and she launched herself at her mother. There was a sound, a terrific whump, as if two slabs of fuzzy, cuddly granite had collided with one another. Pebble felt two powerful forelegs wrap around her, and things felt a little better. When another set of forelegs encircled her—pudgy ones—Pebble felt the protection that she craved and she closed her eyes, secured in the embrace of those she trusted most.
“You know, Pebble… most of the problems that you and Sumac have happen because you won’t come to an adult and ask for help,” Maud said as Pebble buried her face into her mother’s smock.
“Maud, to be fair, Sumac did go for help… we just weren’t the adults he went to.”
“Pinkie, you make a stunning point.”
“I do that about once every blue moon or so. Surprises Twilight too. And me. Me as well. Perhaps me most of all.”
Together, the three Pies sat there, holding one another beneath the stars. Pebble welcomed this moment, this catharsis, the circumstances had played themselves out just right to bring all of the emotions up to the surface and there had been a delightful burst. Now, all she had to do was recover, and that would be easier with her Auntie Pinkie and her mother, Maud.
“Pebble, you are in such a hurry to get everything sorted out and to grow up,” Maud began, and in a rare moment, she let heave a troubled-sounding sigh that made Pebble feel weird. “I know how competitive you are. This isn’t a race and adulthood isn't a finish line. It’s a beginning. I don’t know why you are in such a hurry.”
A foalish case of the sniffles crept up on Pebble and she had to fight to hold them in. For a time, she thought about answering while wondering if silence might be best. Silence had brought her to this point, however, and now seemed to be the time for words. If only she had something to say. Clinging to her mother, she agonised over how to express herself, and then, as if by some miracle, she knew how to start.
“Mother, you said that your life began when you found Father and had me.” A sniffle escaped, left the door open, and the others began to make a break for it. “I want my life to start. I want it now. I’m sick of waiting. It’s like I’m the most earth poniest of all earth ponies and there are times when I just ache inside with needs that I don’t understand.”
“That is true, I did say that.” Pebble felt her mother’s heart through her ribs and her ears strained to listen to her mother’s voice. “But Pebble, before that point, I was lonely. Isolated. I really didn’t have friends, or somepony who loved me, or a special somepony. I was… I was crippled with loneliness and when I found your father… when I found Tarnish, I made up for lost time. Life began in earnest for me at that point, and I wanted to experience all of the things I had missed.”
“Yeah, Pebble… this is true.” Pinkie’s embrace grew tighter and there was a sympathetic sigh. “When you think about it, you already have a special somepony. You have friends. Pebble, you have all of those things that your mother, my sister, was missing in her life. You don’t need to make up for lost time, you need to slow down and make the most of the time you have.”
Inside of Pebble’s head, something clicked. This wasn’t a metaphor, as one might believe, but there was a distinct mental click from within Pebble’s ears as her Auntie Pinkie’s words settled into place. As more sniffles exited in a neat, orderly single file, Pebble knew her aunt’s words to be true.
“You’re right. You’re absolutely right.” With a shudder, Pebble went limp against her mother and told the Incredible Sulk lurking within to go away for a while, because she was in the mood to be a foal for a bit.
“Hey, you know what, Pinkie?”
“What’s that, Maud?”
“I think you’d make an incredible mom, Pinkie.”
“Really?”
“Yes. Really. You’ve had a lot of practice. The Cake twins, foalsitting with Fluttershy, all that time you spend with Sly and Alto Clef, and Pebble… Pinkie, you’re the best sister a pony could hope for and I think you’d make a terrific mother.”
“Gee, Maud, when you say it like that… I mean… well, you know… uh…” Pinkie began to stammer and it sounded to Pebble as though her aunt was having a hard time finding the right words. “I had all of these doubts and all of these arguments and they’re all gone now. Where’d they go?”
“Pinkie, try not to worry about it. For now, we have each other and we should make the most of it.” Maud’s voice, a seeming deadpan, held a surprising amount of warmth for those who knew what to listen for, and Pebble could hear it now, just as she was certain that her Auntie Pinkie could hear it as well.
Holding one another, two sisters looked up at the stars, holding a troubled filly between them…

			Author's Notes: 
And so it ends.
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