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Rainbow Dash's ego gets the better of her. 
On a related note, Flash Senty is about to have an interesting week.
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		Chapter 1



“Checkmate,” Applejack said smugly, knocking Rainbow’s king over with one finger.
Rainbow Dash groaned and pressed her face into the table. “You must be cheating somehow.” She looked around the cafeteria table she shared with her friends. “All of you must have been cheating.”
Twilight, who sat next to her, rolled her eyes. “Everyone here followed the rules of chess exactly,” her eyes narrowed, “except for the six times I caught you cheating.”
“And we all beat you anyway,” Applejack said. “Just face it, Rainbow, you suck at chess.”
“Yeah,” Pinkie said, leaning against Applejack’s side as she laughed. “Like really, really suck.”
Rainbow’s cheeks lit up as she glared at her so-called friends. “I do not!”
“Dear,” Rarity said with a disapproving frown from Applejack’s other side, “you asked me to king your pawn.”
“So?” Rainbow asked.
Rarity sighed. “That’s from checkers.”
“Checkers, chess.” Rainbow waved a hand dismissively. “Those two are so alike I bet people mix them up all the time.”
“You called Uno when I got you down to one piece,” Sunset said from her spot next to Twilight.
“And Yahtzee with me,” Fluttershy whispered at Rainbow’s side.
“Give up already,” Applejack said. “You lost fair and square.”
Rainbow pulled together the tattered remains of her ego and shot Applejack one last defiant glare. “Screw you.”
Applejack laughed. “I reckon I’d be better than you at that too.”
Now, anyone who knew Rainbow Dash knew she didn’t handle losing very well. Even the word sent an uncomfortable shiver down her spine. And losing six times in a row, then getting mocked for it … Well, let’s just say she wasn’t thinking very clearly.
Which was her only excuse for what she said next.
“Want to make a bet on it?”
Applejack leaned back, blinking in confusion. “Make a bet on what?”
An idea was forming in Rainbow’s mind. It wasn’t the best idea—in fact, it might have been the dumbest idea she’d ever had—but she was already committed. She looked Applejack in the face and smirked. “A bet on who’s better at screwing.”
The whole table fell silent, so silent even the cafeteria noise around them seemed to grow dim. Students walked by, or ate lunch at nearby tables, all blissfully unaware of the monumental stupidity taking form just a few feet away.
Of course, stupidity is weak by itself. Much like a lie grows stronger when mixed with truth, stupidity can only achieve greatness when combined with fragments of brilliance. And Rainbow’s mind was suddenly lit up with brilliant ways to coerce her friends into a competition that would forever erase the sting of her losses at chess. 
She grinned and turned her attention to Applejack. “What’s the matter? Are you afraid to admit all that bragging was a lie?”
And like that, Applejack’s fate was sealed. She hemmed and hawed, shifted and shrugged, but it was her pride and her honesty on the line. Absolutely no one was surprised when she finally gave up with a sigh. “Fine.” She glared at Rainbow. “Pick a boy, and I’ll rock his world so hard he won’t even remember you.”
“Not so fast,” Rainbow said, still grinning. “All of you were poking fun of me.” She looked around the table. “I deserve the chance to break even.”
Sunset Shimmer facepalmed. “Rainbow, you can’t expect us all to bang some random guy just because you stink at chess.”
Rainbow did her best to look hurt. “Really? So it’s fine for you all to gang up on me like that, talking about how dumb I am? I guess you meant no offense.”
“None taken,” Sunset said automatically, then she froze. One could almost see her brain grinding to a halt as the dreaded phrase was turned against her.
“I guess I just deserved a chance to redeem myself,” Rainbow said, struggling to hide a grin. “But if my friends don’t want to reach out to me, I’ll just wander off and let them forget me.”
Sunset had to lean on the table as the onslaught of memories pounded her reservations to dust. “That’s,” she muttered, “that’s fighting dirty.”
“So you’ll do it?” Rainbow asked.
Sunset let out a primal scream, making students all over the cafeteria reflexively duck for cover, then she slammed her head into the table and left it there. “Fine, but you owe me big.”
Rainbow just smirked. Another one down.
“I, for one, won’t be participating,” Rarity said, putting a hand to her chest, “and nothing you say will make me.”
Rainbow gave her a long, steady look. “You can design the lingerie I wear.”
Rarity paused, eyes widening.
“Imagine how great it would be to make customized outfits for me, you, and anyone else who wants to make a big impression,” Rainbow said, bouncing her eyebrows. “Imagine your best work getting burned into a guy’s mind so strongly he won’t ever be able to forget that amazing sight.”
Rarity’s whole body quivered. “I-I am only doing this for the sake of fashion.”
That made four.
Rainbow turned to Pinkie, who grinned back. “I’m in. It sounds fun.”
Five.
“Well, I’m not,” Twilight said, blushing furiously. “I’ve never had intercourse with anyone, and I don’t want my first time to be because of some stupid bet.”
“Really?” Rainbow asked. “Do you also turn first drafts into your teachers?”
Twilight gasped. “Rainbow, how could you even suggest such a thing! I would never turn a paper in unless I’d gone over it at least five times to make sure it was perfect.”
“Oh, but you’ll turn in a rough draft of sex to your first boyfriend?” Rainbow did her best to imitate Principal Celestia’s posture and voice. “You get a C plus, for obvious lack of experience with the subject matter.”
“C plus?” Twilight whispered. “That’s barely a passing grade!” Her hair somehow started to curl up into an untamed mess. “I can’t be a barely passing girlfriend!”
“Then join our study group,” Rainbow said, openly grinning. “We can compare notes to make sure you ace your first test.”
“Yes,” Twilight said firmly. “Deal. For the sake of good grades.”
Six down.
The entire group turned to Fluttershy, who was doing her best to hide behind both Rainbow Dash and her own hair, shaking like a leaf the whole time.
“C’mon, Fluttershy,” Rainbow said, propping her up so everyone could see her. “It won’t be a real victory if you don’t join in.”
“Do I have to?” Fluttershy said with a whimper. “Can’t I just cheer everyone on from the sidelines?”
Rainbow put her hands on Fluttershy’s shoulders and looked her right in the face. “Fluttershy, I know you don’t think you can do this, I know you’re scared, but all of us will be there for you. We’ll help you take this step in life, and when you do, we’ll be the ones cheering for you, because we all knew deep down you had the potential to be incredible, and you’ll finally be letting that potential show.” She pulled her into a tight hug. “I believe in you, Fluttershy.”
Fluttershy let out a soft cry of happiness. “Okay. With you all to help me, I can do anything.”
Pinkie sniffed and wiped her eyes. “That was such a touching speech, Rainbow.”
“For a thinly veiled attempt to guilt her into sleeping with some random guy just so Rainbow can feel better about herself,” Sunset said, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, real moving.”
Twilight cleared her throat. “Um, speaking of which, for the experiment to be accurate, the test subject would have to be unaware that he’s being tested, and so unable to form pre-existing biases that would skew the results.”
“So we don’t tell whoever it is,” Rainbow Dash said with a shrug.
“Fine,” Sunset said, “but who are we supposed to be banging?”
Rainbow blinked at her. Even a flash of brilliance as powerful as the one she’d just experienced wasn’t enough to cover everything. “I don’t know,” she said at last. “Some loser, I guess.”
Meanwhile, Flash Sentry sat at the far side of the cafeteria, eating a plate of fish tacos, unaware of how truly ironic his choice of lunch was about to be.

	
		Chapter 2



Flash Sentry was having a remarkably ‘meh’ kind of day. He was a bit tired from staying up late to do homework, and the chorus for his band’s latest song just wasn’t coming together, but it was Friday, and a beautiful spring day outside. So the good and bad all balanced out to meh.
That pretty much summed up his life lately.
There had been some shouting from the Rainbooms during lunch, but he hadn’t bothered to investigate. Sure, they were seven of the hottest girls to have ever lived, but things had been so awkward with them ever since … well, forever. First there was that stupidity about dating Sunset back when she was one twirly mustache away from being a cartoon villain. Then he’d fallen hard for a girl who wrote Sunset daily but had apparently forgotten he existed. Finally, another girl joined the group, one who looked identical to the one he was crushing on, but she didn’t even know his name. So yeah, hot or not, he did his best to avoid the Rainbooms.
At last, the final bell rang, and Flash rushed outside to enjoy the warm sunshine for a bit. Maybe a nice nap on the grass would upgrade the day from ‘meh’ to ‘good.’ Except he’d barely gotten outside when a vice-like hand grabbed him by the arm.
“Hey.”
Flash turned to find Applejack standing just behind him, her cheeks bright red as other students brushed past them. He’d read enough manga to immediately think of those scenes where a blushing schoolgirl confesses her feelings for senpai, and he wanted to slap himself for how incredibly wrongheaded that situation was when applied to Applejack.
She was about as opposite those petite, demure little girls as anyone could get, even if she was insanely sexy in her own way. Skin kissed golden brown from the sun, cheeks sprinkled with freckles that were just plain adorable, eyes so green and deep you could fall into them, all topped off by hair the color of spun gold. She’d be in the running for cutest girl in the school if she weren’t taller than a lot of guys, but all that did was switch her from cute to beautiful in a sort of melt-your-heart way.
And yeah, she had nice boobs. Flash did his best not to stare at them, but he was a guy, he noticed things.
Speaking of which, he noticed they’d been staring at each other for a few seconds without saying anything. “Um, hi?”
“Come with me,” Applejack said flatly and started walking around the edge of the school.
Flash got another vision of those romance mangas he’d never admit to liking. This golden-haired, statuesque goddess couldn’t be about to confess feelings for him or something?
He almost laughed at the thought. No way. At best, she wanted help with her math homework.
Applejack led him around to the track field at the back of the school, all without saying a word.
In fact, the silence was starting to make Flash uncomfortable. He cleared his throat. “Soooo, what’s going on?”
“I’m putting my money where my mouth was,” Applejack said without looking back, her voice terse to the point of anger.
“Um, okay.” Flash had absolutely no idea what she meant by that.
They reached the shed where the track team kept their equipment, and Applejack literally grabbed Flash and shoved him inside.
He stumbled in the darkness, smacking into the big mat they used as a landing pad for pole vaulters. Only a ton of wheeling his arms saved him from splattering out flat on it. Also, he may or may not have let out a girly shriek.
She stepped in after him and slammed the door shut, casting them both in darkness.
Flash put a hand to his chest, struggling to calm his raging heartbeat. This was starting to look less like a heartfelt confession and more like murder. “”Um … Applejack?”
“Sorry about this,” she said flatly as a soft rustling sound echoed from the darkness.
Yup, definitely like murder. “W-we can talk about this,” Flash said, dropping to his knees and fumbling in the darkness for a baseball bat, or a chunk of pipe, or anything, really. There was no way he’d be able to overpower a girl who could lift and throw buses, but at least he could go down fighting.
“There ain’t nothing to talk about,” Applejack said, her voice seeming to come from all directions. “This is happening whether you like it or not.”
Flash’s hands finally brushed against something solid, a baseball from the feel of it. It was better than nothing. He gripped it and stood up, ready face death on his feet.
Then the light clicked on, and Flash wasn’t facing death, but a very naked Applejack with bright red cheeks and hands on her hips, letting him see absolutely everything.
And boy, was there a lot to see ... 

Finally, he flopped back, his whole body exhausted.
Applejack stayed there on top of him, running her hand up and down his side. “How you feeling, sugarcube?”
Flash’s mind was too busy drowning in endorphins to form a good response. All he could manage was a satisfied groan.
She chuckled and kissed the top of his head. “Yeah, I thought so.”
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		Chapter 3



Flash had never been more confused in his life, and that was counting the time his date for the Fall Formal randomly grew wings. Applejack had gotten dressed and rushed out the door long before he was coherent enough to question what had just happened, and it was the weekend, so he wouldn’t even see her again until Monday.
Unless he called or visited her.
Should he call or visit her?
What on earth was the proper follow up to a girl you barely knew dragging you into a shed and banging you senseless?
Flash wondered about that the whole drive home.
Did this mean they were dating now? He hoped so if that meant another wild ride was in their future.
Mini Flash definitely wanted another go.
Eventually he pulled up in front of his house, a humble little blue building, and went inside. “Hello?”
Silence.
Flash shrugged and closed the door behind him, venturing into the kitchen. The battered old fridge had a yellow sticky note on it with the words, ‘Working late again. Put money on your card for pizza.’ He wasn’t surprised. His dad had been working late ever since the divorce ten years ago. In his defense, not many cops had to bust their own wives for selling drugs. Working late probably helped keep his mind off stuff.
Even though Flash was sick of pizza.
He shrugged off his backpack and pulled out a few textbooks and a binder, setting them all on the marble counter. Maybe stumbling through his Trig homework would give him an idea of how to deal with Applejack. After all, how different could calculating the angles of a triangle be from figuring out how to talk to the gorgeous blonde who just rocked his world for no apparent reason?
Yeah, he was in trouble.
Hours passed, and the sun slowly disappeared behind the trees outside, but no answers jumped out at him. Eventually, he put the last of his homework away, gathered some pots and pans, and set about making dinner. Real dinner. Not pizza.
There wasn’t a lot in the fridge, so Flash slapped together rice, a packet of country gravy, and some ground beef, before sprinkling a few spices on top and calling it good enough.
And it was. Good enough, like most everything else in his life.
Except for what had happened with Applejack …
Wait, they hadn’t even kissed.
He reviewed the whole incident, much to Mini Flash’s delight, and confirmed their lips hadn’t ever touched. “Seriously?” Flash ate another bite of his dinner. “I had sex with a girl before I even kissed her?”
And got an erection from thinking about it too, apparently.
Needless to say, Flash took a cold shower that night before bed. Maybe he’d have a better idea what to do in the morning.
#

Nope, he was still clueless. Flash rolled out of his bed with a sigh, yawning widely. He’d heard somewhere that taking your mind off a problem would let your subconscious figure it out for you. Apparently his subconscious was a pervert, because all it had managed was constant reruns of what happened with Applejack.
Not that he minded.
He got dressed and headed downstairs, noting a line of cop clothes going from the front door to his father’s room. This was standard after a double shift. Flash gathered them up and put them in the laundry before heading into the kitchen for breakfast.
Unsurprisingly, the fridge hadn’t generated any new food overnight, and they were all out of milk, so he was left with the question of reheating the cheap pizza his dad had brought home or pouring water on his cereal.
He chose option three, head to the mall.
Flash had always liked the food court at the mall. He didn’t have to know what he wanted before heading in, because anything he could possibly want was there somewhere. It was especially useful on days like this, when his mind was occupied by other thoughts.
He stepped outside and locked the door behind him, stretching his arms as he soaked in another beautiful spring day. A breeze carried the scent of flowers and grass to his nose, compliments of his neighbor’s perfectly maintained yard. Flash’s own yard was shoddy by comparison. Oh well, it’s not like anyone cared.
Back to the matter at hand. Flash hopped into his car and revved up the engine, enjoying the wild feeling it always awakened in his gut, like he could go anywhere and do anything as long as he had this car and money for gas. He knew the feeling was a lie, but sometimes even the illusion of freedom was enough to help.
Soon Flash was cruising down the familiar streets to the mall, listening to an old Journey song on the radio and feeling more optimistic about the day. He’d find something to eat, head over to Sweet Apple Acres, and ask Applejack directly if she wanted to start dating. Flash didn’t like to brag, but he was sure she’d enjoyed herself enough to want to fool around more in the future.
The parking lot was nearly empty, so Flash pulled into a spot right outside the food court and headed inside. The scents of Chinese food, Mexican food, burgers, and more filled his lungs, and his stomach growled its agreement that something in here would fill it up.
Flash paused to look around. “Let’s see, sushi?” His friends made fun of him for liking raw fish, but he knew they’d change their tune if they ever tried it.
Except Sunset worked there.
Yeah, Flash didn’t think he could handle bumping into her right then without having a class-A freak out. Moving on.
“Sandwiches?” he muttered, then shook his head. Today wasn’t an eating-healthy kind of day.
“Burger?” His stomach growled again, and Flash smiled. “Burger it is.”
The best burger joint in the mall was definitely this fifties-style diner. It also had amazing shakes. Flash jogged there, pushing open the door to reveal the cutest retro eatery in town, and speaking of cute …
“Hi there!” Pinkie Pie called, skipping over to him in an outfit that always made his inner anime geek squee; a sky-blue dress, puffy shoulders, white apron with black frills, and a brightly colored bow tied around her waist. It was adorable in all the right ways, even if it was responsible for some less than pure thoughts. “Table for two?”
Flash shook his head, blushing as his memories from yesterday pointed out that if Pinkie looked so good in her work clothes, she probably looked even better out of them. “Table for one, like usual.”
“Aw.” Pinkie led him to the counter and handed him a menu, skipping around to stand across from him. “I was really hoping today would be the day you finally came in with a friend.”
“Sorry,” Flash said, looking around as he took a seat. The diner was empty except for the two of them and an older waitress named Erma, who’d already overheard enough of their conversations that Flash didn’t feel awkward talking in front of her. “You know how my friends are, always expecting me to pay for their meals.”
“Sounds to me like you need better friends,” Pinkie said, ruffling his hair. “You know you can always hang out with me and the girls, right?”
Flash scratched the back of his neck. “Uh …”
Pinkie smiled sympathetically. “So you still feel awkward around the new Twilight?”
“And Sunset,” Flash said, doing his best to smile back. “I guess that makes me a jerk for not putting everything behind me, huh?”
“Nah, it just makes you a sensitive little cutie.” Pinkie tapped him on the nose.
Flash laughed. “I’m the little one?” He gestured up and down at her short, slender frame.
“Hey,” Pinkie said with fake outrage, “at least I’ve got big,” she held up both hands in front of her chest, “hands.”
Flash laughed again.
“I wouldn’t go calling a molehill a mountain,” Erma said with a smirk. “You’re a B-cup at best.”
Pinkie posed dramatically with her fist in the air. “B-cup is best cup!”
Flash wisely decided not to comment.
“So,” Pinkie said, tapping the menu she’d handed him, “what can I do ya for?”
“Right, sorry.” Flash looked down at his menu and quickly decided. “The All-American Burger and a drink.”
“No fries?” Pinkie asked with an adorable pout.
Flash chuckled. “Only if you want to eat them, because I won’t.”
“Fries it is!” She skipped into the kitchen, and a flurry of noise followed.
“You really should ask her out,” Erma said.
Flash jumped in his seat. “What?”
She turned to him, leaning forwards across the counter. “You come in here at least once a week to talk with Pinkie, sometimes for hours, and anyone with eyes can see the way you blush when you see her.”
Speaking of blushing, Flash’s cheeks decided to do just that. “I-I don’t.”
Erma gave him a flat look. “She’s a cutie. You’re a sweetheart. Just take her out sometime.” She smirked. “Or have your way with her in the back room. I won’t tell.”
Flash was sure his cheeks were about to ignite. “What?!”
Erma just laughed and went back to wiping down the counters.
Pinkie reappeared a minute later with a burger, fries, and a large Coke. “Food time!”
“Uh, thanks.” Flash dug into his food, carefully avoiding looking at Erma. In fact, talking to or looking at anyone sounded like a recipe for disaster at the moment, so he just focused on getting through his burger as quickly as possible.
“Wow,” Pinkie said, shoveling fries in her mouth, “you must be hungry.”
“Yeah,” Flash said, chuckling awkwardly. He accidentally looked at Pinkie just as she ran her tongue up the whole length of a fry before popping it in her mouth. He looked away, crossing his legs. Erma’s suggestion was affecting him more than he wanted to admit.
Soon the burger was finished, and Flash honestly couldn’t remember what it had even tasted like. His mind kept imagining what Pinkie would taste like instead.
Stupid mind.
His situation wasn’t helped when Pinkie finished the fries and began to carefully, almost sensually lick the salt off her fingers.
Welp, that settled that. Flash wouldn’t be standing up for at least ten minutes. He awkwardly looked away and drank some of his Coke.
Pinkie, miraculously, didn’t notice. “Oh, Erma, we’re almost out of buns. I’m gonna grab some from the storage room.”
Erma nodded. “Okay, but be careful. Some of those boxes are heavy.”
“Do you want some hel-” Flash noticed Erma smirking at him and froze. Nope, he was definitely not going into the back room alone with Pinkie while Erma was giving him that knowing smile. “Uh, I mean, do you want Erma to help you?” he said quickly. “I can watch the front for a few minutes.”
“Nah,” Pinkie said. “I can handle it. Be right back!” She skipped into the back and disappeared from sight.
“Wuss,” Erma said.
Flash’s cheeks went red again, but there wasn’t anything he could say. He just cleared his throat and looked down at his empty plate.
A high-pitched squeal came from the back of the diner followed by a crash.
Flash was on his feet and over the counter before he could even think about what he was doing. He pushed his way into the kitchen and quickly spotted a large wooden door that was partially open. “Pinkie, you okay?” He rushed to it and pulled it open.
Pinkie lay on the floor inside, with a pile of boxes covering her and more boxes lining the walls. “Ow, ow, owie.” She winced, pulling a hand free of the mess. “Sorry, I guess I wasn’t careful enough.”
Flash hurried to her side and started moving the boxes off her. “Don’t worry about that. Just stay still. You might’ve hurt something.”
The door banged open and Erma stepped in, panting. “Wow, looks like we’ve got a real-life superhero on our hands.”
Pinkie grinned. “It was really heroic how he rushed to save me from the dreaded boxes. I guess that makes me the damsel in distress.”
Flash just rolled his eyes and kept clearing everything off Pinkie. She didn’t have any obvious cuts or bruises, but a bunch of food items had fallen out of their boxes and scattered around. A tub of chocolate syrup sat between Pinkie’s legs, hot dog and hamburger buns covered her stomach, and a packet of sprinkles had somehow landed underneath her head like a pillow. “I think you’re fine,” he said at last, “but be careful. You could still have strained or cracked something.”
“Okay.” Pinkie gingerly sat up and shook her head. “I think everything’s okay.”
Erma sighed in relief. “Thank goodness, but just to be safe, Pinkie, take the rest of the day off.”
Pinkie shook her head. “I can’t leave you all alone on a Saturday.”
“I insist,” Erma said. “We won’t get busy for at least another few hours, and I’m sure I can find someone to come in before then.”
Pinkie stuck out her lower lip. “I know you said you’re sure, but are you sure you’re sure?”
Erma laughed. “Yes, Pinkie. We can get along without you for one day.”
“I can drive you home,” Flash said. “If you need a ride, that is.”
Pinkie nodded slowly, and reached out a hand to him. “Thanks, that’d be extra super nice.”
“No problem.” Flash looked at the mess still covering the supply room. “Uh, I’ll clean this up while you go change.”
“Oh, I don’t have a change of clothes here,” Pinkie said, “but I can help you clean up.” She shot Erma a challenging look. “I’m definitely okay enough for that.”
“Fine,” Erma said, smiling gently. “You two clean up, then make sure Pinkie gets home. I’ve gotta get back to the front.” She stepped outside, closing the door after her.
And now Flash was alone in a secluded room with Pinkie. He was uncomfortably reminded of events with Applejack the day before. “Well, uh, let’s get to work.” He picked up a box full of buns. “Where does this go?”
“On that stack over there,” Pinkie said, taking a smaller box and putting it on a shelf.
The work wasn’t hard, and miraculously, nothing was broken other than a few boxes. Soon the room was clean, and Flash was standing there next to Pinkie. He awkwardly cleared his throat. “Um, I’ll be out front.”
“And I’ll go clock out,” Pinkie said with a smile, walking closer. Then she stood on her toes and pecked him on the lips. “Thanks again for rushing to save me, Mr. Hero.”
Flash could only stare at her in shock as she giggled and skipped out. He shook his head. Okay, maybe Erma was on to something about taking her on a date sometime. He could still feel the ghost of her soft, warm lips against his. They’d tasted like strawberries.
“There you are,” Erma said when Flash made it back to the front. She took one look at his dazed face and smirked. “So you two went at it after all. And here I doubted you had the guts to pull it off.”
“We didn’t do anything,” Flash said a bit too quickly.
Erma’s smirk just grew. “Suuuure. Don’t worry, kid, I won’t tell anyone.”
Pinkie arrived just then. “Won’t tell anyone what?”
“Nothing,” Erma said with a knowing grin. “You kids have a good day.”
“We will,” Pinkie said brightly, taking Flash’s hand. “Where are you parked?”
Flash blushed, but he couldn’t help but smile. Her warm fingers against his just felt right. “This way.” He ignored Erma’s laughter and led Pinkie outside to his car. “You’ll have to tell me where to go,” Flash said, opening the door for her. “I’ve never been to your place.”
Pinkie waited until he’d walked around and climbed into the car himself before she said, “Actually, can we go by the school?”
He turned to look at her. “Uh, sure, why?”
Pinkie took a deep breath. “Well, my mom and dad are sweet, but they can also be really protective, and Marble and Maud are so sensitive too, and I know Limestone acts tough, but she’d be worried if she knew I got hurt, just like the rest of my family would be, so I thought I could spend the day doing something else and go home after my shift would’ve ended, but I only have this outfit, and even though it’s really, really cute, it would be weird to wear all day, but I have a pair of keys to the school Principal Celestia gave me for band practice, and I thought I could get to my locker in the gym and change, because even though gym clothes are kind of weird to wear all day, it’s still better than work clothes, and I can just change back before I head home.” She smiled at him. “Does that answer your question?”
Flash had to wait for his brain to catch up with her mouth before he could answer. “Um, yes, I think.”
“Super duper,” Pinkie said. “To the school!”
Flash smiled at her enthusiasm and started driving. “So, Principal Celestia gave you keys to the school?”
Pinkie nodded. “After we saved everyone from the sirens, she said the entire town’s future might depend on us staying in practice, so she gave us keys so we could use the band room whenever we wanted.”
“Lucky,” Flash said, thinking of all the times his garage band had been forced to practice in a literal garage, or worse, in someone’s backyard. Then again, he hadn’t saved the school from rampaging monsters. “Never mind,” he added. “You aren’t lucky; you earned it.”
Pinkie reached over and ruffled his hair. “Aw, that’s sweet of you to say.”
Flash smiled, soaking in the warmth of her hand. It reminded him of the days when he and Sunset used to drive around town just for the fun of driving. Of course, that was back before everything went to crap between them. He shook his head and turned to Pinkie. “Anyway, what do you think you’ll do for the rest of the day?”
“I don’t know,” she said brightly, “but I’ll come up with something.”
“Maybe you can call some of your friends,” Flash said. Someone should keep an eye on her after that fall, just in case.
“Or maybe I’ll just hang out with you,” Pinkie said, looking oddly nervous. “Only if you don’t mind, that is.”
Flash’s heart chose that moment to start pounding; she just looked so cute! “No, no, I, uh,” he looked away before he could start blushing, “I’d really like to spend time together, and I don’t have anything going on today either, so …” He cleared his throat. “Yeah.”
They reached the school, and Flash pulled into the student parking lot. “Should I stay here while you go change?”
“Nope, come in,” Pinkie said. “There are some things I’d like your help with.”
“Like band equipment or something?” Flash asked, getting out of the car.
“Well, I could use help moving my drum set.” Pinkie skipped to the door and fished a key chain from her pocket.
“Okay, sure.” Flash looked back at his car, trying to figure out if the backseat would hold a whole drum set. “We can try, at least.”
Pinkie unlocked the door and led him into the dim corridor inside. “Follow me, Mr. Hero!”
“Ha, ha,” Flash said, looking around at the endless row of lockers. It was weird to be in the school when it was so dark and quiet. Hundreds of students had been reduced to just him and Pinkie, their steps echoing in the emptiness. “By the way, how are you feeling? Any aches or pains?”
She shook her head. “Just a bit sore from falling on my tush,” she shook her hips for emphasis, “but the rest of me is fine.”
Flash cleared his throat and fixed his gaze anywhere other than Pinkie’s tush. It didn’t help that the bow on her lower back kept shaking with each step, drawing his eyes right to where he both did and didn’t want to look. Come on, he ordered his mind, think about something else!
Luckily, something else came up when Pinkie turned right at the next hallway.
“Uh, Pinkie,” Flash said, “the band room is back the other way.”
“I know,” Pinkie said with a smile. “We’re going to the gym first.”
“Why?” Flash asked. “I could start hauling your drum set out while you change.”
Pinkie whirled around and firmly planted her lips over his, filling his mouth with the taste of strawberries. A few glorious seconds passed before Pinkie pulled back with a smile. “Just trust me. I have a surprise for you.”
At that moment, Flash would’ve gladly followed her anywhere. He nodded dreamily, still lost in a haze of strawberries and warmth. “Okay, whatever you want.”
Pinkie giggled and started walking again.
They reached the gym, but Flash paused when Pinkie led him to the girl’s locker room and opened the door. “Uh, should I wait here?”
“Why?” Pinkie asked, still in the doorway. “It’s empty just like the rest of the school.”
“Well, yeah,” Flash said, scratching the back of his neck, “but it’s just one of those places guys don’t belong, you know?”
Pinkie laughed and pulled him across the threshold. “Now come here,” she skipped deeper in, passing down a row of pink lockers with wooden bench set midway between them, “I’ve been waiting to show you something.”
“You have?” Flash asked, following her. “What?”
“You’ll see,” Pinkie said cheerfully. She opened a locker and pulled out one bottle of chocolate syrup and another of whipping cream. “Hold these.”
Flash took them and was confused to realize the whipping cream was somehow still cold. Maybe she had a tiny fridge in her locker. If anyone could pull that off, it was Pinkie Pie.
“Do you like strawberry or raspberry more?” Pinkie asked, still looking in her locker.
Flash licked his lips. “S-strawberry.”
“Good choice.” Pinkie pulled out a jar of strawberry-flavored pie filling. She put it on the wooden bench between the rows of lockers, then she casually undid the bow on her back. Her frilly apron came off next.
“Uh,” Flash said, taking a step back, “I’ll just wait just wait by the door.”
“Flaaash,” Pinkie said with a grin and half-lidded eyes, “it’s mean to walk away when I’m trying to put on a show for you.” Then she pulled off her dress in one smooth motion.
“Wow.” Flash wasn’t certain if he said the word or if it manifested from the air, but it really was the only way to describe what he was seeing.
Pinkie wore white panties and a bra, both lined with black frills, and they looked amazing on her, complementing her slender frame but drawing attention to her curves in all the right ways. “Do you like them?” Pinkie asked, putting one hand up behind her head and the other on her hip. “I had Rarity make them like my apron, since I know you like that so much.”
Flash blushed. “Well, yeah, but, I mean, just …” He swallowed. “Wow.”
Pinkie giggled. “You flatterer.” She smiled, but it quickly gained a nervous edge. “Um, Flashy, could you do me a favor?”
Flash’s mind immediately went to some rather dirty places, but he forced those thoughts away. He was staring at an insanely cute girl in frilly underwear. His mind was going to twist anything she said into something dirty. “Sure,” he said, reminding himself whatever she was about to say was probably as sweet and innocent as Pinkie herself, “what is it?”
“Could you cover me in chocolate syrup, strawberry pie filling, and whipped cream?”
The words didn’t make Flash freeze so much as they dumped his mind in liquid nitrogen, preserving it for future generations to point at and laugh. “Guh?”

Eventually the electricity calmed, and Flash sagged onto Pinkie, his lips still gently locked with her.
Pinkie was the one who broke off the kiss, tilting so their foreheads were touching. “Thanks, Flashy. You made my first time a treat.”
“Literally,” Flash said, licking a bit of strawberry filling off his lips. He let out a long sigh of pleasure. “Still, cleaning off is going to be interesting.”
“They have showers in here,” Pinkie said, smiling up at him. “I’ll wash your front if you wash mine.”
Flash laughed and kissed her on the tip of the nose. “Deal.”
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The rest of Saturday was one happy, silly blur. It turned out Pinkie actually had wanted help moving her drum set—about two feet to the side so the sun didn’t shine in her eyes. Then, with nothing else to do, Flash had played around on the guitar while Pinkie drummed along in her gym clothes.
Flash wasn’t playing any song in particular, just hitting notes as they came to him, but Pinkie seemed to enjoy making things up as they went. Flash enjoyed it too, and was genuinely sad when it came time for Pinkie to change back into her work clothes so he could take her home.
It was the first time he’d ever been sad to see that uniform.
“Where do you live?” Flash asked, opening the car door for her.
“Past Sweet Apple Acres,” Pinkie said, climbing in. “Head that-a-way and I’ll tell you where to go from there.”
“Okay.” Flash closed her door then walked around to the driver’s side. Sweet Apple Acres. Since he’d be in the area, he could visit-
Flash froze, hand on the driver’s side door. “Ooooooh crap.” He’d read more than enough romance mangas to know sleeping with two girls back-to-back was a terrible idea. He’d even mocked protagonists for doing exactly that, as if anyone could be stupid enough to make that mistake.
Well apparently at least one person was that stupid, and his face was reflecting back at Flash in the window.
“Come on, think,” he said urgently. “What are the biggest mistakes those idiots always make? Not keeping it in their pants, obviously.” He ran a hand down his face. “Too late for that. What else? Uh, trying to cover it up until it all explodes in their faces.” He looked into the car, where Pinkie sat, looking at him curiously.
She had to be wondering what was taking him so long to open the door.
Flash smiled back at her as best he could. He suddenly understood why those protagonists acted the way they did. His mind showed him Pinkie's loving smile vanishing, replaced by anger, betrayal, and disgust. He knew lying would make things worse in the end, but he wanted to do it anyway, just to preserve that smile a little longer.
“No,” Flash said to himself. “She deserves better.” He took a steadying breath and climbed into the car.
“What’s wrong, Flashy?” Pinkie asked, taking his hand. “You look like something bad just happened.”
“Not exactly,” Flash said slowly. “Uh, gosh, there’s no easy way to say this.” He ran a hand down his face. “Yesterday, Applejack came up to me, and we, uh … we wound up …”
“Having sex,” Pinkie said with a nod. “I know.”
Flash stared at her. “Y-you do?”
“Yes indeedy-do,” Pinkie said with a grin. “She told me all about it, and you really are just as good as she said.”
“What?” Flash couldn’t help but smile from the praise. “I-I mean, really?”
Pinkie nodded. “You should do Twilight soon.” She leaned close. “That girl really needs a good orgasm.”
“She does seem really-” Flash froze. “Wait, wait, wait!” He held up a hand. “What? You want me to sleep with Twilight—the new Twilight, I mean?”
“Of course,” Pinkie said with a casual smile. “Unless the pony Twilight stops by, then her too. I think she gets even more stressed out than our human Twilight.”
Flash’s jaw dropped, and he was pretty sure he heard something snap in his brain. “You want me to sleep with the new Twilight,” he said again, just to make sure he’d heard her correctly.
“Uh-huh,” Pinkie said. “Or maybe Sunset first. I know you two still have things to work out, and this might help.”
“I’m not going to have sex with Sunset,” Flash said, a little outraged by the very idea.
“Why not?” Pinkie asked, looking genuinely confused.
“Because, I …” Flash paused, struggling for an explanation. None came. “Why do you want me to have sex with her?” he asked at last.
“Because you’re nice,” Pinkie said, ruffling his hair, “and I know you’ll make her happy, and I bet she’ll make you happy too, and I want both of you to be happy.”
“But, uh,” Flash leaned back in his seat and pressed a hand over his eyes. “You seriously want me to sleep with those two?”
“And the rest of my friends, if they want it,” Pinkie said.
“You know that’s weird, right?” Flash asked, still covering his eyes.
Pinkie gently lifted his hand away from his face, letting him see her smiling face. “It’s okay, silly. We all agreed on this, and I don’t want you to feel guilty for making my friends happy.”
Now, any straight guy could see the appeal of what Pinkie was offering; permission—heck, practically an order—to sleep with seven beautiful girls. But talking with Pinkie was quickly reminding Flash just how confusing a single girl could be. Seven would make his head explode. “Can’t they find guys of their own?” he asked.
Pinkie leaned closer, giving him the puppy dog eyes. “Please? For me?”
He tried to resist, he really did, but nothing could’ve stood against those beautiful, pleading eyes. He sighed and lowered his head in defeat. “Fine, if they come on to me, I’ll try to be, uh, open to their advances.”
“Yay!” Pinkie pulled him into a hug across their seats. “Thank you, Flashy!”
“Um, you’re welcome?” Flash shook his head. “But I’m not going to drop my pants just because they tell me to.” Even though he’d done exactly that with Applejack yesterday. “They’ll have to actually seduce me.”
“Okay,” Pinkie said. “I’ll tell them they’ll have to work for their,” she looked at his crotch and wiggled her eyebrows, “meat.”
“And now this is getting awkward,” Flash said, putting a hand over his junk protectively.
Pinkie giggled. “I was going to say they’d have to pay to get a Flash bang.”
He groaned. “Terrible pun, Pinkie. Three out of ten.”
“Maybe we could call it Flash fu-”
“Anyway,” Flash said quickly, “let’s get you home.”
Pinkie just laughed as he pulled out of the parking lot and headed for Sweet Apple Acres. She did give him directions to her house from there, if one counted ‘follow the road’ as directions.
Regardless, soon he was parking in front of a drab building that actually had those white plaster walls with wooden frames, like a medieval cottage. He swallowed. “H-hey, Pinkie?”
“Yes, Flashy?” Pinkie asked, smiling at him.
“Uh, would you want to go out sometime?” He fidgeted. “You know, like, on a date?”
Suddenly warm lips were pressed against his, and the scent of strawberries and chocolate filled his mind.
“Sounds good, Flashy,” Pinkie said with a wicked grin. “Just don’t schedule it on a day you’re banging my friends.” She bounced her eyebrows. “I’d hate to wear you out before they get a chance to have fun.” Then she opened the door and got out before he could even respond.
Flash watched her skip up to the door, wave at him, and disappear inside. It didn’t occur to him until afterwards that he should’ve waved back.
“Stupid,” Flash muttered, pulling back onto the road, “and is she really serious about me sleeping with her friends?” He shook his head. “Aw, who cares? I’ve got a date! Sort of. More like permission to set dates.” He frowned. “Does that still count?”
#
The next morning, Flash got out of bed and stretched before heading into the kitchen. He’d actually remembered to buy groceries last night, which seemed only fair after forgetting to set a date with Pinkie. He’d need to get her cell number on Monday so he could fix that. And maybe talk to Applejack too.
Maybe.
He wasn’t sure what he’d even say to her.
Breakfast wasn’t anything special, just cereal, then he headed back to his room to figure out what he’d do with the rest of the day.
His phone vibrated as soon as he walked in, almost like it had been waiting for him. Flash unplugged it from the charger and picked it up. “New text from-” He swallowed. “Sunset Shimmer.”
To be fair, things with Sunset had gotten better since their breakup. She no longer threatened him with bloody vengeance, and he no longer thought of her as a blood-sucking monster. In fact, mutual hatred wasn’t the problem at all anymore. Nope, it was something far more awkward.
Flash steeled himself and unlocked his phone, reading the text aloud. “Come over. We need to talk.”
Now there was an ominous text if he’d ever seen one. Flash seriously considered ignoring it, like she’d ignored him all those times, but she was Pinkie’s friend, and the last thing he wanted was to cause problems for her.
“Maybe she wants to yell at me for having sex with Pinkie and Applejack,” Flash said, tossing his pajama pants aside and grabbing a pair of jeans. “That would be the sensible thing to do.” As weird as it sounded, Flash was kind of hoping for it. He couldn’t help but feel a little guilty about banging two girls in a row, like he was cheating on both of them with the other, and getting chewed out for it might convince his conscience he’d been punished enough.
Soon Flash was in his car and driving a route he hadn’t taken in years. Strange that it was still so familiar to him. Get on Main Street, drive until he reached the dentist’s office, turn right, drive two blocks, turn left, find a parking spot.
He climbed out of his car and looked up at the worn old apartment building, complete with faded plaster walls and small piles of dirt and trash in the parking lot. There had been a lot of good times here, but there had also been plenty of bad ones, like when she’d screamed at him for an hour over something. He still didn’t understand what, exactly, just that it had involved an experiment that didn’t work out. That had been the day he finally snapped and broke up with her.
“Don’t hold it against her,” Flash said to himself, heading for the door. “She’s changed, and you were plenty stupid back then too.”
He took the stairs up to her apartment. Flash told himself it was because he needed the exercise, but he knew it was a lie. He stopped at her floor and shook his head, laughing at his own pathetic waffling back and forth. First he wanted her to yell at him, now he was delaying his arrival because he didn’t want to get yelled at. “Grow some balls,” Flash said to himself and marched down the hallway to Sunset’s door, avoiding mysterious dark stains on the plain gray carpet. He knocked firmly and stood there, awaiting his fate.
Except no one answered.
Flash waited for a solid minute, a frown slowly growing on his face. He knocked again.
No response.
Okay, this was getting ridiculous. Flash pulled out his phone and sent her a quick text, ‘I’m here.’
Silence.
“You’ve gotta be kidding me,” Flash muttered, pulling out his phone for another message.
Then the door slowly creaked open, and Sunset peeked her head out, a slight blush on her cheeks and wearing the least convincing smile he’d ever seen. “Uh, h-hey, Flash.”
“Um, hi?” Flash didn’t know what else to say.
Silence fell over them, until Sunset swallowed. “Want to come in?”
“Sure.” Better to get yelled at in private, if that was even still happening. Sunset didn’t look like she was in much of a shouting mood.
Sunset stepped back and opened the door just enough for him to squeeze through.
“You said we needed to talk,” Flash said, sliding in past her. “What’s going on-” He froze, looking her up and down.
She wore what Flash could only assume was lingerie. It looked like a red shirt with orange accents had been sliced up the front, connected only by an inch of fabric between her considerable breasts, leaving the two halves to billow down on either side of her waist, revealing her smooth stomach. Beneath that, she wore the frilliest, fluffiest red panties he’d ever seen.
Flash facepalmed. “You too?”
Sunset’s already strained smile cracked a bit. She gave a forced laugh. “Not exactly the reaction I was hoping for.”
“What reaction were you hoping for?” Flash asked, doing his best to look her in the eyes. At least she was fairly close to him in height, so he could keep his head level and avoid glimpsing her cleavage.
“I don’t know,” Sunset said awkwardly. “Something like what happened with Applejack.”
Flash didn’t know why he was surprised she knew about that. “How many people has she told?”
“Just the six of us,” Sunset said quickly.
“Good.” Flash’s eyes wandered down on their own, and he had to yank them back up. It was hard to concentrate with her dressed like that. “Uh, could you change so we can talk?”
“Yeah,” Sunset said quietly. “I’ll, I’ll be right back.” She practically ran across her small living room to the bathroom door, slamming it shut behind her.
Flash just stood there, looking at the door and feeling just a jerk for some reason. He sighed and walked closer. “You look great in that, by the way. It’s just hard for me to think with all my blood flow being diverted south.”
There was a long pause, then he heard Sunset sigh as well. “That’s what I was hoping for, actually, to skip past the awkward part where we talk about things and just … I don’t know, makeup sex.”
“I know how you feel,” Flash said, standing in front of the door. “I was kind of hoping you’d invited me over to scream at me for what happened with Applejack and Pinkie. That way we wouldn’t have to really talk either.”
He heard Sunset sit down inside the bathroom and lean against the door. “So neither of us wants to talk. I guess that means we need to.”
“Yeah,” Flash said, sitting down against the door as well, one leg pressed up to his chest and the other splayed out across the carpet.
“… So,” she said after a moment, “what should we talk about?”
He took a deep breath. “What happened between us, probably.”
“You mean why we broke up?” Sunset asked. “I thought that was obvious. I was a complete and total bitch, and you finally got sick of me.” She chuckled without humor.
Flash shook his head, then stopped when he realized she couldn’t see him. “No, I mean overall. How did we get from meeting each other in front of the school to … this? I still can’t figure out why you even started dating me.”
“It’s stupid,” Sunset said.
“So?” Flash asked. “Just tell me.”
She was silent for a moment. “I’d just come through the portal.” Her voice was low and heavy. “I didn’t know where I was or what was going on. I’d barely figured out how to walk, and suddenly you were there.”
Flash thought back on their first meeting, how unsteady she’d looked on her feet, how scared, and angry, and so many other emotions he couldn’t identify them all. He chuckled softly, remembering what she’d screamed when she saw him. “Did you really think I was a monster?”
“I’d never seen a human before,” Sunset said a little defensively. “At least I calmed down quickly.”
“After you fell and I helped you up,” Flash said, smiling faintly. “I was surprised you let me buy you something to eat.”
“I forgot to eat before I left Equestria.” Sunset groaned in frustration. “I was such an idiot back then. Leaving for an unknown dimension full of possible danger, and I didn’t even pack a sandwich.”
“Look on the bright side,” Flash said. “You got introduced to hamburgers.”
“True,” Sunset said, laughing softly. “So much better than hayburgers.”
Flash stuck out his tongue. He knew Sunset’s home dimension was weird, but who in their right mind would befoul a hamburger with hay?
“Anyway,” Sunset said, “after that, you did so much for me it’s not surprising I started to fall for you.”
“I didn’t do that much,” Flash said.
“You let me live in your house and hid me from your dad,” Sunset said. “For two weeks until I could find a place of my own.”
“I don’t think I deserve any credit for that,” Flash said. “A teenage boy letting a girl stay in his room with him. You’re lucky I didn’t take advantage of you.”
“I am lucky,” Sunset said quietly. “I knew it at the time, that’s why I asked you to be my boyfriend … I guess I just forgot at some point.”
Flash nodded silently, thinking back on how she’d changed. It had been a subtle thing at first, like the time she spent a week training for the school race only to come in tenth place. Flash didn’t blame her for being a bit moody and upset, and had spent the rest of the day talking and laughing with her until she cheered up. Then, before he knew it, two years had passed, and Sunset was outright blackmailing people into losing the race.
“Can we both agree I was a total bitch and move on?” Sunset asked.
“Sure,” Flash said. “I think we both want to forget as much of that as possible.”
“You have no idea,” Sunset said. “I didn’t even blame you for breaking up with me. I knew I deserved it.”
Flash could remember that day all too well. He’d showed up at her door with flowers and candy. Then the yelling started. “What were you so upset about anyway? Something about an experiment?”
She sighed. “I was trying to develop a way to use magic in a human body. I’d been trying since I got here, but that experiment was my last hope, so when it failed …”
“You were ticked,” Flash said.
“No,” Sunset said quietly. “I was scared. I didn’t know how to open the portal back home, and I thought without magic I might be stranded here forever. I know that doesn’t excuse the things I said, but … yeah.”
Flash tried to imagine what she must have been feeling, and he couldn’t. “I never really thought about it that way.” He chuckled morbidly at how dumb he’d been. “Trapped alone on an alien world, without a single friend or family member to fall back on if things went wrong. Only able to talk to some teenage idiot … who turned around and dumped you.” He shook his head. “I’d want to take over the town too, just to feel safe again.”
“It still doesn’t make it right,” Sunset said quietly.
“No, but,” Flash sighed, “I think I finally understand why you changed, and I’m sorry about the things I said in that last big fight.” The words lifted a weight off his chest. He smiled and added, “You do deserve to be loved.”
Silence, except for the faint sound of unsteady breathing.
“Sunset?” Flash asked.
“J-just give me a minute,” Sunset said, followed by the sound of her blowing her nose. “Sorry, I just-” She blew her nose again. “One second.”
The sound of fabric moving across skin came from inside the bathroom, and Flash stood up to wait.
Sunset opened the door a moment later, hanging her head and wearing an orange t-shirt with a sun symbol on it and purple pajama pants. “Do you want to sit on the couch? Or stay here?” She looked up enough for him to see her red eyes. “It’d just be nice to keep talking like this.”
Flash smiled reassuringly and nodded. “The couch sounds good.”
The apartment was basically one room with a raised loft for the bed. Not the best living quarters, sure, but it said a lot about Sunset that she managed to pay for any kind of apartment while also going to high school. Flash sat down on the worn, powder-blue sofa that divided her living room from her kitchen, shifting around until he found a position where loose springs didn’t poke into his back.
Sunset sat next to him, smiling apologetically. “Sorry, I know it’s a piece of crap.”
“You should see the one in my living room,” Flash said.
“I did,” Sunset said with a hint of amusement. “Remember?”
“Oh,” Flash cleared his throat, “yeah.”
“Yeah.” Sunset swallowed. “So, I feel like I screwed something up between us even after we broke up.”
Flash looked away.
“I did, didn’t I?” Sunset asked, even though her tone said she already knew the answer.
“It’s stupid,” Flash said.
“I used that excuse myself a few minutes ago,” Sunset said. “You didn’t buy it from me either.”
“Fine,” Flash said, “but I feel like a whiny baby even bringing it up.”
“Just tell me,” Sunset said gently.
He took a deep breath. “Remember how you pointed out I may as well give up on Twilight? Pony Twilight, I mean.”
“I know,” Sunset said, putting a hand on his shoulder. “Was I too harsh about it?”
“No,” Flash said quickly. “I’d kind of gotten over her on my own and just needed someone to help me realize it, but then …” Flash paused. This was it. Best get it over with quickly. “I realized I still had feelings for you, so I started trying to flirt with you.”
Sunset’s eyes widened. “You did?”
Flash made a noise somewhere between a chuckle and a sigh. “Remember when I asked you to the Camp Everfree dance?”
Sunset sank back, looking guilty. “The girls and I were going as a group,” she said weakly.
“I know,” Flash said, looking at their reflections on the TV. Just two stupid, angsty teens on a couch. “Then there was the time I asked if you wanted to go to a movie, but you were going with the girls. I asked if you wanted to hang out, cram session with the girls. Study together? Nope, directing the school play, starring the girls.” He shook his head. “Around the seventh or eighth time, I gave up.”
“I didn’t even realize,” Sunset said, then she winced. “And that’s exactly the problem.” She facepalmed. “I really screwed up, didn’t I?”
“Maybe,” Flash said with a self-deprecating smile, “or maybe your subconscious was helping you avoid total losers.”
“You aren’t a loser,” Sunset said, lowering her hand.
“Really?” Flash asked. “Name one thing I’ve won.”
Sunset opened her mouth, paused, then closed it.
“Your honor,” Flash said dryly, “I believe the jury has reached a verdict.”
“Would it be cliché,” Sunset said slowly, a faint blush on her cheeks, “if I said you won my heart?”
They looked at each other for a moment, then both burst out laughing.
“Yes,” Flash said. “Very cliché.” But he couldn’t keep a smile off his lips.
Sunset’s laughter turned into a sad smile of her own. “You did, though, back when you first took me in.”
“What happened since then?” Flash asked quietly.
“I don’t know.” Sunset flopped back on the couch. “I guess things are just easier with the girls. Sure, I was a bitch to them, but I was a bitch to everyone. When I went after you, it was personal.”
“I figured when you uploaded naked pictures of me to the internet,” Flash said.
Sunset went quiet, curling her legs up to her chest and resting her arms on top of them. “Yeah,” she said softly, “stuff like that. Sometimes I look at you and remember those horrible things I did, and I just …” She made a fist and slammed it down into the couch. “I hate myself.”
“Don’t,” Flash said firmly. “That stuff still bugs me sometimes, sure, but I don’t want you to hate yourself over it.”
“Why not?” Sunset asked miserably.
He smirked. “Would it be cliché to say because you won my heart too?”
Sunset still looked miserable, but a hint of warmth lit up her eyes. “Jerk,” she said softly, hitting him in the shoulder.
“I guess I am,” Flash said, rubbing his shoulder. “That’s the second time you revealed something traumatizing you’ve gone through that I was totally clueless about.” He lowered his arm. “Why did you try to seduce me if being around me is so hard for you?”
Sunset looked away. “Do you think, ‘it’s stupid,’ would get me out of explaining?”
“It hasn’t worked so far,” Flash said.
Sunset stayed quiet for a long moment, then she sighed and lowered her head. “I thought maybe it would make up for some of the crap I did if I screwed you senseless.”
Flash didn’t know why, but he suddenly felt dirty. “Uh, Sunset, I’ll be the first to admit you’re gorgeous, but I’m not going to sleep with someone who doesn’t want it.”
Her cheeks lit up, and she looked even farther away. “I never said I didn’t want it.”
“Oh,” Flash said quietly.
An awkward silence settled over the two.
“A-anyway,” Sunset said at last, “I’m sorry. I should’ve realized you wouldn’t want to, uh, yeah, with me after everything.”
“I never said that either,” Flash said, shifting awkwardly in his seat.
Sunset turned back to him, hope and fear warring in her eyes. “R-really?”
“Well, yeah.” Flash blushed and focused on the TV again, though he did reach out and take her hand in his. Her fingers were rough and slightly cold, but beneath that, he could feel her warmth.
They sank back into silence for a time, then Sunset shifted closer to him, tentatively resting her head on his shoulder.
Flash gave her hand a reassuring squeeze. “Mind if I ask something?”
“Go ahead,” she said quietly.
“Why do you want this?” Flash smiled playfully. “Don’t tell me you’re just that desperate for an orgasm.”
She smiled and hit him in the shoulder, but there was no force behind it. “Still being a jerk.”
“It’s who I am,” Flash said, still smiling. “Seriously, though, why?”
Sunset buried her face in his shoulder. “It’s another cliché line.”
“Which one?” Flash asked.
She sighed. “I want to feel close to you again, close like we were before everything went so stupidly wrong between us.”
“Is that a cliché?” Flash asked, squeezing her hand again. “To me it just sounds heartfelt.”
“To me it sounds cliché,” Sunset said, lifting her head so they could look each other in the eyes. She was smiling nervously, her cheeks flushed. “Why do you want it, though?” She smirked. “Just that desperate to see boobs?”
He laughed and rested his forehead against her. “I tried for a long time to hate you, but I couldn’t. Even when you were ignoring me, I couldn’t feel angry, just sad.”
“Wuss,” she said in a loving, comforting tone.
Flash smiled. “I guess what I’m getting at is I can’t stop feeling the way I do about you. I tried, but … I don’t know, I want to feel close to you again too.” He leaned in slowly, giving her the chance to move, turn her head, push him away, or do anything else that would stop his lips from finding hers.
Instead, she met him halfway, her lips smooth and gentle, almost nervous, as they brushed against his.
Flash’s arms went around her, holding her close as he deepened the kiss, running his tongue playfully across her lips. He still didn’t know why that had always made her laugh, but it worked this time too, drawing softy, happy chuckles from her.
She pulled back, smiling at him with the faintest hint of moisture in her eyes. “Are you really sure you want this?”
In response, he pulled her to his chest again and fell backwards so they were lying side by side on the couch, their legs intertwined. Then he kissed her just as tenderly as before, running his hands up and down her back.
Sunset groaned appreciatively, pressing her entire body against his ... 

She lay there, her head tilted to the side so he could see her closed eyes and a soft, contented smile on her face, with her hair splayed out around the bed in an unruly mess, and hints of sweat and goosebumps running along her back. She was, in a word, radiant.
Flash couldn’t help but smile, warmth filling his chest until he said the only words he knew to express what he was feeling, “I love you.”
Sunset smiled wider, nuzzling her face against the rumpled sheets. “I love you too.” And for a moment, everything was perfect.
Then her eyes snapped open and she looked up at him with an expression of pure fear. “Oh no, oh no, no, no. Pinkie’s going to kill me. I-I didn’t mean—well, I did, but …” She covered her face with her arms.
“Sunset, wait,” Flash said, wrestling her arms up above her head.
“You don’t understand,” Sunset said, her whole body shaking. “Pinkie went on and on about how amazing you are, and how she can’t wait to go on a date with you, and she sounded so happy to have you as a boyfriend, but then I had to go and-”
“Sunset!” Flash said loud enough to cut off her panicked rambling.
She swallowed and looked up at him. “Y-yes?”
He paused. “I, uh, I have no idea.” For some reason, admitting it brought a chuckle to his lips. “We’re, uh,” he laughed, “we’re screwed, aren’t we?”
She laughed too. “Yeah, we are.”
It took a few moments for their nervous laughter to burn itself out, and when it did, the two found themselves looking into each other’s eyes once more.
Sunset bit her lip and looked away. “You could, well, you could always … take back what you said.” Her voice was barely a whisper by the end.
“Do you want me to?” Flash asked softly, touching her cheek with his hand.
“Of course not,” Sunset said, leaning into his hand, though she still wouldn’t meet his gaze.
“You could always take back what you said instead,” Flash said. He didn’t want to admit it, but just saying the words filled his chest with leaden ice.
“No,” she said firmly, grabbing his hand protectively in both of her and closing her eyes. “No.”
Warmth filled his chest, even if it didn’t stop the guilt from bubbling up inside him when he thought of Pinkie. “So … we tell her?”
Sunset’s eyes snapped open again. “Are you crazy? I can’t tell one of my best friends I’m in love with her boyfriend.”
“It’s better than lying to her,” Flash said.
She stared up at him for a moment. “You’ve been spending too much time with Applejack.”
“Hey, we haven’t talked since we banged in the equipment shed.” Flash paused as the insanity of that statement clicked with him.
Even Sunset had to roll her eyes and laugh. “Why’d I have to fall for the guy with the world’s craziest sex life?”
“Ask your friends,” Flash said, chuckling helplessly. “They’re the ones who decided to share me. What on earth caused that anyway?”
“It’s a long story,” Sunset said, shifting out from underneath him. She smiled at him, expression slowly going from sad, to grateful, to determined. “One second.” She jumped out of the bed and rushed downstairs.
“Where are you going?” Flash asked.
But Sunset’s only response was to walk into the bathroom and come back with her phone in her hand, already ringing. “Hello?” she said after a moment. “Pinkie? I’m having sex with Flash right now.” She winced and pulled her head away from the phone.
Flash leaned over the edge of the loft. “Is she angry?”
Sunset shook her head, walking up the stairs to join him. “She’s raving about how great it is. Here, I’ll put it on speaker.” She pushed a button on her phone.
“… And whatever you do, make sure he uses his mouth on your woo-hoo! It’s the bestest feeling ever, trust me!”
“Pinkie!” Sunset said.
“Yes?”
Sunset took a deep breath. “Flash and I, w-we just …”
“We just admitted we love each other,” Flash said, waiting for her hurt, angry response.
What he got was Pinkie squealing with joy. “Really? That’s super fantastic! Congratulations, Sunset, you must’ve really rocked his world!”
Flash and Sunset shared a confused look.
“Um, not exactly.” Sunset blushed. 
Pinkie gasped. “What?! Then get back there and finish the job.”
“Pinkie,” Flash said, a blush on his own cheeks, “aren’t you upset? I, I have feelings for Sunset. Like, really strong ones.” He looked at her and smiled sadly. “But neither of us wants to hurt you.”
“Why would I be hurt?” Pinkie asked. “Nothing’s better than love and friendship, right? Oh wait,” her voice turned sly, “were you two inviting me over for a threesome?”
“What?” Flash gasped. “No!”
“Aww,” Pinkie said. “Well, did Sunset need advice on how to get your rocket to launch?”
Sunset’s eye twitched. “No, Pinkie, we were calling because we wanted to make sure you were okay with Flash and I having feelings for each other.”
“Of course I’m okay with that,” Pinkie said. “How many times to I have to say it? Is it three? I bet it’s three.”
Sunset facepalmed. “Pinkie, I’m going to screw Flash senseless now.”
“Okay,” she said cheerfully, “have fun!”
Sunset hung up and turned to Flash, apparently waiting for him to say something.
Flash had no idea what to say. In fact, he was pretty sure Pinkie had damaged his capacity for rational thought beyond repair.
“So …” Sunset said at last, “back to sex?”
“Uh, maybe?” Even Flash had to admit the mood was well and truly ruined, even if his hormones were screaming at him to get back to business. “I understand if you’d rather grab a bite to eat or—whoa!”
Sunset shoved him backwards onto the bed and climbed on top.

	
		Chapter 5



Life was funny sometimes. Flash never thought he’d be able to get a date with Pinkie, and he never thought he’d straighten things out with Sunset. Now he’d done both … somehow. He glanced at Sunset over the pizza they’d ordered. She’d decided to stay naked even after they finished cleaning off, not that Flash was complaining. He couldn’t help admiring her ample curves, the fiery color of her hair, and those eyes that seemed so fierce and commanding but could sometimes reveal an adorably unsure person beneath.
Maybe Flash wasn’t nearly as comfortable with his own body, but he’d slipped back into his jeans and shirt as soon as he could. He leaned back on her couch, balancing a paper plate with pizza on his lap, but he hadn’t taken a bite yet. Something else was nagging at him. “Sunset?”
She took a bite of her pizza, speaking around the mouthful of food, “Yeah?”
“I think I’m ready for that long story now.”
She chewed and swallowed. “What long story?”
“You said it was a long story why you girls all decided to share me,” Flash said, looking down at the pizza slice on his lap. “So … what’s the story?”
Sunset paused. “I can’t tell you.”
“What?” Flash asked, looking up. “Why not?”
“Because I Pinkie Promised I wouldn’t.” Sunset smiled apologetically.
Flash gave her a flat look.
“I know that isn’t a very good answer,” Sunset said, “but hey, you’re eating junk food with a sexy, naked girl. That should make up for it.”
He laughed. “I can’t argue with you there, and you are very sexy.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “Am I just so hot you were too warm for clothes?”
Sunset laughed and took another bite of her pizza. “In Equestria, clothing is usually just for formal occasions. I still feel a bit stuffy whenever I wear it, so around here,” she gestured to her naked body, “yeah.”
“Do you do that with the other girls around?” Flash asked.
She rolled her eyes. “If you’re imagining some sort of naked sleepover party, stop it.”
Flash shook his head. “No, I just heard women are more comfortable with changing in front of each other than men, so I wondered if you’d be comfortable enough to do,” he waved at her, “that with them around.”
“I tried it once.” She took a bite of her pizza. “Sort of. I mentioned at a slumber party that I usually sleep naked. You know, just to test the waters.”
“And?” Flash asked.
“Applejack and Rarity both said I could sleep however I wanted,” Sunset said, “but it didn’t go over as well with the others. Pinkie seemed a little too excited about the idea.” Sunset shuddered. “Twilight—human Twilight—didn’t know if that was normal or not, and was all intimidated for some reason, like we’d give her crap for being an A-cup. Fluttershy did something similar, but she started hyperventilating and curled up in the corner.”
“But she’s got really nice curves,” Flash said, then he blushed, realizing he’d just spoken out loud.
Sunset shrugged like his comment was totally normal. “I know, but it still freaked her out, and Rainbow was all like, ‘Ew, gross!’”
Flash cleared his throat. “Yeah, that sounds like her.”
“Yup.” Sunset took another bite of pizza. “So I guess you’re the only person I can be naked around without it getting weird.” She wiggled her eyebrows at him. “Except when I want to be, that is.”
He laughed and finally took a bite of his pizza. “I’ve missed this. You know, just relaxing together.”
Sunset nodded, a warm smile on her lips. “We should do it more often.”
“Yeah.” Flash chewed and swallowed. “What days are best for you?”
“Well, I’m going to be busy next week with the girls …” Sunset trailed off and her face fell. “I’m doing it again, aren’t I? Ignoring you because of them?”
Flash didn’t know if it was safe to agree, so he just took another bite of pizza.
Sunset looked at her own slice for a moment, then she nodded to herself. “Next Sunday. I’ll keep the whole day clear.” She smiled nervously. “Would that work?”
“Yeah,” Flash said with a smile. He paused. “Why are we even at opposite ends of the couch?”
Sunset paused as well, her eyes sad. “I guess we’re both a little too used to keeping our distance.”
“Well screw that.” Flash stood up and moved over to where she sat, settling down so his hip pressed firmly against hers. He smiled at her. “Why don’t you tell me what you and the girls have been up to lately?”
She smiled back, warm and loving, then she darted in and pecked him firmly on the lips. “Fine, but only if you tell me what you’ve been up to in return.”
A pleasant shiver ran through Flash when their lips met, and his smile turned into a full grin. “Deal.”
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Flash woke up the next morning feeling far better than he had any right to. He didn’t even know how to explain it, just that he felt complete in a way he hadn’t in years. His good mood lasted for an entire ten seconds.
Then he remembered it was Monday, and he’d have to face Applejack, and Pinkie, and Sunset, all at once. The three gorgeous women he’d had sex with, all hanging out together. The thought was nearly enough to give him a fear boner. 
He pulled into his usual parking spot later that morning, drumming his fingers on the dashboard nervously. “Okay, so what do I do here?” He looked around at the other students wandering into the school. “Just head in and act like everything’s normal?”
Flash shook his head. “No, normal for Sunset meant awkwardly ignoring her. We just patched things up. I need to …” He hung his head. “Yeah, I have no clue.”
At least Pinkie would be easy enough to handle. Just act normal and hope she didn’t talk in public about him banging her friends … which she was almost guaranteed to do, and then everyone in school would either think he was a pig or they’d try to murder him out of jealousy. And that wasn’t even mentioning what would happen when Principal Celestia got involved, and the call to his father, and the insanely awkward conversation that would come of that, and- “Okay,” Flash whispered, “so Pinkie won’t be easy either.”
Applejack didn’t come with any relationship baggage like the others, but that was sort of the problem. He had no idea how to talk or act around her normally, even less so after plowing her and two of her best friends.
All his thoughts boiled down to one simple assessment. “I’m screwed.” He got out of the car and steeled his nerves. “May as well get this over with.”
“Get what over with?”
“Gah!” Flash jumped, turning around to see Brawly Beats, the drummer in their band. Or rather, he turned around to see Brawly’s orange t-shirt, because the guy stood six-six and looked like he could bench press a car, then eat it, which only made it weirder that he had one of those rounded, boyish faces girls seemed to go nuts over, with light-green skin and hair that had always reminded Flash of spearmint toothpaste.
“Whoops,” Brawly said, laughing casually. “Sorry about that, doughnut. I figured you would’ve noticed me. I’ve been standing here for at least a minute.”
“Sorry,” Flash said, “I’ve had a lot on my mind.”
“S’all cool.” Brawly pointed a thumb at the school. “So, what’s got you so stressed about going in? You like, forget your homework or something?”
“No, I remembered it,” Flash said, walking towards the door.
“Cool,” Brawly said. “Well, if it isn’t homework, what's got you all freaking out?”
“Girls.” Flash pulled the door open and walked inside. Crowds lined the hallway, like usual.
Brawly chuckled as he followed. “Always with the girly angst, man. You really are a doughnut.”
“One of these days, you’re going to tell me what that means,” Flash muttered.
“You don’t know?” Pinkie emerged from the crowd, wearing a light-blue top and yellow skirt with darker blue balloon patterns emblazoned on it. She skipped over right in front of them. “Well that’s simple. You see, when a doughnut,” she formed her fingers into a circle, “and a banana,” she held up one finger, “love each other very much.” She poked the finger into the circle, smiling sweetly all the while.
Quite a few people in the crowd saw her little display, with reactions ranging from covering their eyes and turning away to pointing and laughing their butts off.
Flash’s jaw dropped. “Pinkie!” He grabbed her hands. “Don’t do that in public!”
She laughed. “Yay, you stopped acting like a doughnut!”
He facepalmed. “Pinkiieee.”
“What? That’s a good thing.” She leaned closer and kissed him on the tip of the nose, wiggling her eyebrows as she whispered, “I prefer your banana anyway.”
“Okay, enough tormenting him.” Sunset walked up, wearing her usual purple shirt, spiked leather jacket, and orange skirt, and carefully pushed them apart. It also reinforced just how much taller she was than Pinkie’s petite frame. She smiled apologetically at Flash. “Apparently Rainbow Dash spent all Sunday teaching Pinkie dirty jokes and innuendos.”
Pinkie nodded. “Hey, Flashie, what’s long, hard, and full of sea men?”
“A submarine,” Flash said flatly.
She laughed enthusiastically. “Yup!”
Brawly chuckled as well. “An oldie, but a goodie.”
“Sure,” Flash said, clearing his throat. “Anyway …” Right about then, his brain pointed out that he was talking to two women he’d slept with and decided to replay all the sexiest moments with both. He flushed. “Uh … h-how’s it going?”
“We haven’t gone anywhere, silly,” Pinkie said. “Don’t you mean, how’s it cummin-”
“Pinkie,” Sunset said. “No more sex jokes.”
She pouted. “Okay, fine.”
Sunset grabbed Flash by the arm and turned to Brawly. “Excuse us, but we’re borrowing your guitarist.”
Brawly got a deer-in-the-headlights expression, like some hint of the truth was suddenly dawning on him. “Uh, o-okay.” He shot Flash a suspicious look. “Dude, talk later.”
Flash didn’t respond. He just let Sunset drag him through the crowd until they were out of earshot. “That could’ve gone better.”
“Tell me about it,” Sunset said, shaking her head. “And this is after I spent the whole morning telling Pinkie not to make a scene.”
“But I didn’t,” Pinkie said, skipping along beside them. “I never even said that we’re all banging-”
Sunset covered her mouth. “Pinkie!”
She chuckled sheepishly. “Oops, sorry.”
Soon they reached the band room, which was empty except for the rest of the girls. Flash couldn’t help but notice Applejack wore an orange plaid shirt and jeans that did wonderful things for her toned legs. Also, it might have been his imagination, but he could’ve sworn her hair looked a bit more cared for than usual. He smiled at how those little changes all added up to really letting her natural beauty shine.
Then their eyes met, and a sense of awkwardness hit him like a runaway train. “Uh,” he waved weakly, “hi?”
She blushed and smiled. “H-hey, Flash.” She fiddled with a lock of her hair. “I-it’s good to see you?”
Okay, something about Applejack acting so nervous and awkward was weapons-grade cute. Flash could practically feel his heart melting in his chest. “Good to see you too.”
“I bet you wish you could see the rest of her,” Pinkie said with a grin.
Sunset facepalmed. “Pinkie, I swear to Celestia, if you don’t knock it off, I’ll stop sleeping with your boyfriend.”
Pinkie immediately calmed down. “Okay, I’ll be good. Sorry.” She pecked Flash on the cheek and went over to her drums, where she sat down with her hands in her lap.
Flash stared after her, utterly baffled. “That worked?”
“That’s Pinkie,” Sunset said. “Anyway, we wanted to talk to you as a group because we know how weird everything is right now, and we wanted to assure you we’re all fine with what’s going on.” She turned to the rest of the girls. “Right?”
Pinkie nodded but stayed quiet.
“You know it,” Rainbow said with a smirk, arms crossed over her modest chest, blocking his view of her shirt. All he could tell was it was black, and her tall, thin frame looked almost childlike in the loose blue jacket she wore over the top. “This is gonna be awesome.”
“Agreed.” Twilight opened a notebook, which fit almost disturbingly well with her white, button-up shirt and a creamy yellow sweater over the top, leading down to a long purple skirt. If she were a bit taller, she would’ve been a perfect example of Hot for Teacher. As it was, she was more like, Hot for Adorkable Nerd. “I have so many things we need to try before I can determine an optimal routine for intercourse.”
Fluttershy stepped out from behind Rainbow, short and curvy where Rainbow was tall and lean. She took a huge breath, accidentally—or so Flash assumed—puffing out her already impressive chest against the loose white shirt she wore over a green skirt. She stepped forward, opened her mouth, then closed it again and hid behind Rainbow.
“Yes, but you ladies will have to wait your turn,” Rarity said. She too wore a white shirt, though a buttoned one and over a more modest endowment. It led down to a pair of black dress pants. It was probably the least formal or eye-catching outfit Flash had ever seen on her, but she still managed to radiate a sense of confidence that far exceeded her average height, like the only reason guys weren’t throwing themselves at her was because she didn’t feel like encouraging them to do so. She turned her brilliant blue eyes on Flash with an almost hungry look. “Tonight, he’s mine.”
Flash took a step backwards. Something about her smile made him nervous. “Uh, what did you have in mind?”
She chuckled in a way that did absolutely nothing to calm him down. “Oh, you’ll see, my dear. You’ll see.”
#

“Moving boxes?” Flash asked incredulously. “I was panicking all day over moving boxes?”
“Not just moving boxes,” Rarity said, gesturing around the sewing room, which was littered with rolls of fabric, discarded pieces of cloth, and big cardboard boxes. “Everything in here needs to be sorted and organized.”
Flash didn’t know whether to be relieved or disappointed, but he walked to the first box, which looked like it had an old sewing machine in it, and hefted it up. “Okay, where does this go?”
Rarity smiled and picked up a box of her own. “We need to take the old machines out back so they can be returned. Follow me.” She led him out the door and through a small kitchen.
“You actually live here by yourself?” Flash asked, looking around. A small counter with a microwave on it, an oven, and a sink on one side, a table just big enough for two on the other, and enough room in between to pass for a hallway. At the other end, he saw two closed doors; probably her bedroom and bathroom.
“Yes,” Rarity said with a proud smile. “Mrs. Hemline allows me to stay here as long as I work for her, and you cannot imagine how much easier it is to get work done without my, shall we say, energetic little sister underfoot.” She led him to the stairs they’d taken to get here and started down.
“You’re right,” Flash said, following her. “I can’t imagine.”
She paused on the steps and turned, giving him a curious look.
“I’m an only child.” He shrugged as best he could while carrying the box. “I always kind of wondered what it would be like to have a younger brother or sister.”
“It’s a rather … interesting experience.” Rarity reached the bottom of the stairs and opened a door leading into the back of the clothing shop where she worked. It was surprisingly sparse, with a stone floor, bare walls, and row upon row of clothes hanging from racks.“In some ways, I’m jealous. Sweetie Belle is such a handful.”
Flash didn’t know if it would be rude to agree or to disagree, so he just stayed quiet.
“But in other ways,” Rarity continued, leading him to the back door, “I treasure that little bundle of reckless energy and wouldn’t trade her for the world.”
“Sounds like I missed out,” Flash said, smiling faintly. “My mom was pregnant with a baby boy at one point, but she miscarried.”
Rarity opened the door and led him into a small alley. “Just put it here.” She followed her own advice and put the box on a platform that looked like it had been designed to hold boxes of stuff. Once Flash did, she took his hand. “And I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to bring up a painful subject for you.”
“It’s not really a painful subject,” Flash said, though he squeezed her hand back. “I barely even think about it, honestly, and when I do, it’s more of an ‘oh well’ type of thing.”
Rarity smiled sympathetically, the fading light making her blue eyes almost glow. “I believe I understand, but please speak up if I ever say or do anything in the future to make you uncomfortable. It’s all too easy to hurt others without realizing it.” She let go of his hand and led the way back inside.
Flash hesitated a bit before following, and not just because of the way her hips shook as she walked. Honestly, he’d never been that interested in Rarity. She was undeniably beautiful, but it was in that way where you could just tell she took an hour in front of the mirror every morning to get that way. His tastes had always leaned towards the more natural kind of beauty, where makeup was minimal or nonexistent. Furthermore, her personality seemed as high-maintenance as her looks, like she’d constantly be demanding gifts and attention, keeping everything focused on her.
Then she’d taken his hand, apologized for something that hadn’t even bothered him, and offered to go out of her way to accommodate him. It was a small thing, sure, but it made Flash realize how little he actually knew about Rarity as a person. “Hey,” he said, following after her.
“Yes?” She stopped and turned back to him.
“Why don’t you tell me more about your little sister? Only if you don’t mind, that is.”
She smiled warmly. “No, I don’t believe I would mind that at all.”
And so the next hour or so was spent hauling boxes out to the alley, stacking bolts of cloth by color, sweeping up scraps of fabric, and just generally taking the chaos out of organized chaos. All the while, Rarity talked about her beloved, infuriating sister with a fond smile on her lips.
“… Then, the three of them tried to enter a catapult full of fireworks as a modern art exhibit,” Rarity said, scrubbing dried paint off a wooden table.
“Wait,” Flash said, putting some junk into a trash bag, “was this two years ago during the summer fair?”
Rarity sat back and nodded, wiping a bit of sweat off her forehead. “I take it you saw the explosion?”
“Saw it?” Flash laughed. “I was in it.” He pulled his shirt’s neck to the side enough to reveal his bare shoulder and a patch of pale skin there. “The doctors said it would’ve been a third-degree burn if I hadn’t been wearing a leather jacket.”
“Oh goodness.” Rarity got up and walked over to him, running a gentle hand across his scarred flesh. “I’m so very sorry.”
“Don’t be,” Flash said, trying to ignore how her fingers sent little jolts of electricity coursing through him. “After that, I started wearing a jacket everywhere I went, just in case, and it turns out people assume anyone who wears a leather jacket is cool, so I suddenly got popular because of it.”
“No, dear.” Rarity ran her fingers over his shoulder and up his neck, sending more bits of electricity through him, before finally reaching his forehead, which she tapped. “This is why you got popular.” She put her hand to his heart and left it there, her purple nails resting against his shirt. “And this. Clothing is like the wrapping on a gift. It might entice people to see what’s on the inside, but it won’t keep them around if they don’t like what they see.”
Flash had absolutely no idea how to respond, and the warmth of her hand against him distracted him more than he’d expected it to. “W-well, uh,” he blushed and looked away, “thanks.”
Rarity laughed softly. “You are simply adorable at times.”
“Thanks, I think,” Flash said.
“There’s nothing wrong with being adorable,” Rarity said, patting him on the chest before going back to cleaning, her hips shaking enticingly as she walked away. “Women have different taste in men just as men have different taste in women, and I happen to prefer my men to be handsome with a generous amount of cute.” She turned and winked at him.
Flash blushed and stumbled around for some more trash, but it looked like they’d already gathered all of it. “I’ll, uh, just run this down to the dumpster.”
She nodded. “Thank you so much for your help. This would’ve taken ages without you.”
“No problem,” Flash said automatically, heading for the stairs. He quickly made his way out to the alley and dumped the trash, pausing for a moment to de-fluster himself. “Okay, so she’s beautiful, nice, and I think she’s coming on to me.” He took a deep breath. “Is this another booty call, and she just wanted some manual labor done first?” He honestly couldn’t decide if he’d be upset at that or not. “I guess we’ll find out,” he said to himself, heading back inside.
Flash half expected Rarity to be wearing lingerie on a bed when he got back, but to his surprise—and Mini Flash’s disappointment—she was still scrubbing the table in the white shirt and black pants she’d had on all along. At least the rest of the room looked world’s better than it had when they’d started. The floor had been swept clean, all those boxes and rolls of fabric were either gone or stacked neatly against the white-plaster wall, and the sewing machines that remained were all polished, cleaned, and looking brand new. Behind her, the room’s large window looked out on a town basking in the yellow rays of early twilight. “Uh, Rarity, is there anything else I can help with?”
“Always the gentleman,” Rarity said with a smile, “but no, you’ve already done so much to help. Please, just take a seat and relax.” She waved at a fancy-looking red couch by the window. “I’ll be finished in just a moment.”
Flash nodded and took half a step in that direction, then he paused, shrugged, and walked over to the table where Rarity sat, taking a seat next to her. “I wouldn’t feel right sitting around doing nothing while you’re still cleaning.” He picked up a spare rag and started scrubbing the remaining paint, flecks of blues, greens, and yellow against the rich brown wood.
Rarity smiled sweetly. “I suppose more thanks are in order.”
“It really isn’t a big deal,” Flash said, putting a bit more elbow into it. The paint was stubborn, but it was getting torn away bit by bit.
“Still,” Rarity said, “I want to assure you your efforts are appreciated.”
Flash smiled at her. “I’m glad to help.”
For a moment, they both went back to scrubbing, then Rarity hummed thoughtfully. “Would you mind terribly if I asked you something?”
“Go ahead,” Flash said, still scrubbing.
“What parts of a woman’s body do you find most attractive?”
He froze. “Wh-what?”
Rarity laughed softly. “There’s no need to be embarrassed. We both know about your recent activities with my friends.”
Flash blushed deeply and looked away. “W-well, yeah.”
“And you should know I’ve taken it upon myself to design the lingerie they’ll be wearing,” Rarity continued, her eyes lighting up. “You have no idea how special of an opportunity this is for me.” She gripped her hands in front of her chest, sighing wistfully. “I very rarely get to design or make lingerie, which would make this noteworthy by itself, but I also know all of the clients personally, letting me create outfits to highlight their strengths and personality. Then there is the obvious benefit of creating something for my friends to enjoy, knowing it will make this special time for them even more wonderful.”
Flash blushed harder. “I-I don’t know if it’s that big of a deal for them …”
“But it is,” Rarity said. “You were Applejack and Pinkie’s first time.”
“Wait,” Flash said, “Applejack was a virgin? But I didn’t feel any-” He realized what he was saying and clamped his mouth shut.
Rarity chuckled. “She didn’t have a hymen? Yes, they can be broken through means other than sex. Some women simply don’t have one to begin with, but in Applejack’s case, she broke it over a year ago trying to ride a horse bareback.” She winced. “The poor girl could hardly sit down for a week.”
Flash winced as well. He couldn’t claim to understand exactly what that must have been like, but it wasn’t hard to imagine his crotch slamming into a hard surface over and over until something broke. He crossed his legs. “Yikes.”
Rarity nodded. “And so you see, the final piece to all this, to making the absolute best outfits possible, to giving my friends the most wonderful gift I can, relies on you.” She tapped his chest. “Specifically, knowing what you find attractive, and designing lingerie to help bring it out in my friends.”
The intensity of her gaze made Flash a little uncomfortable, but he understood what she meant now, and it seemed only fair to help her. “Well, okay.” He chewed on the inside of his cheek for a moment. “I … guess I like breasts.”
“Whose?” Rarity asked.
He stared at her for a second. “What do you mean?”
“It’s quite simple,” Rarity said, “Anyone could say they prefer a C-cup or higher, but few people can truly visualize what that means, how it looks compared to the rest of the body, what sort of clothing complements it best.” She fixed her gaze on him, simple, direct, and professional. “So allow me to be blunt; whose breasts do you find the most attractive?”
Flash started to sweat. “Uh … I don’t-”
“Flash,” Rarity said gently, even sympathetically, taking his hand. “We’re both adults here, and believe me when I say admitting Twilight’s breasts, for example, are rather small doesn’t mean anything bad about her as a person.” Her other hand went up to hover over her own modest chest. “Likewise, I’m not the least upset about admitting I have a B-cup. Thirty-six inches to fully go around my chest, in fact.” Her hand dropped to her stomach. “Thirty inches.” Then to her waist. “And another thirty-six.” Finally, she tapped herself on top of the head. “And five feet, six inches. One hundred forty pounds.”
He really didn’t know how to respond to that, so he stayed quiet.
“A woman’s body is more than numbers and cup sizes,” Rarity continued. “That’s why it’s easiest to work from examples.” She gave his hand a squeeze. “So please trust me enough to be completely honest.”
“Okay,” Flash said slowly. “I guess it’s kind of a tossup between Sunset, Applejack, and Fluttershy.”
“You see,” Rarity said, giving his hand another squeeze. “That wasn’t so terrible, was it?”
“I guess not?” Flash still felt a bit like a pig though.
“Whose body goes best with their breasts out of those three?” Rarity asked. “Applejack has the tall, muscular, athletic look. Fluttershy is short with a soft hourglass figure. Sunset is midway between, average height and moderately toned.”
“I, uh, I don’t know.” Flash frowned and brought a hand to his chin, trying to picture the three of them.
“Perhaps this will help.” Rarity pulled out her phone and brought up a group photo, showing all seven of the girls.
Flash looked at it, trying to both stare and not stare at their chests. “I … I don’t know.” He leaned his head down into his hands. “Sorry, I know that doesn’t help, but all of you look good just the way you are.” He gestured at the phone. “Like Pinkie. She’s probably got the second smallest chest of you, but it’s super cute and looks perfect on her. A bigger chest would just look weird when she’s being all giggly, and energetic, and adorable.”
To his surprise, Rarity smiled warmly. “I’ve always said every woman has her own unique way of being beautiful. It seems you agree with me.”
Though blushing, Flash smiled back. “I guess I do.”
“It seems simple body traits won’t do,” Rarity said. “We will need to go over each of my friends to see what you like about them specifically. Then we can design outfits to match.”
“Okay,” Flash said, “but I’m no designer. The most I can do is look at something and say if I like it or not.”
“That’s exactly what I need,” Rarity said, putting a hand to her chest again. “We’ll start with myself.”
Flash swallowed. “A-are you sure?”
“Yes,” she said firmly. “You clearly have very little experience speaking about what, specifically, you find attractive on a woman. So consider me a warm up, if you will.”
He felt like his cheeks were on fire, but he nodded. “O-okay.”
“Excellent.” Rarity stood up and spun a slow circle for him. “Let’s start with the most difficult part first, shall we? Tell me what part of my appearance you find least attractive.”
Suddenly Flash’s mouth was dry, and his tongue was a solid chunk of lead.
“Flash,” Rarity said gently, “I asked you once to trust me enough to be honest. Please don’t make me repeat that request.”
He looked down. “Sorry, it’s just … you know. I feel like a jerk even thinking it.”
“So there is something,” Rarity said, smiling reassuringly. “Go ahead. Out with it.”
Welp, no way he was getting out of this. Flash sighed and said, “You wear too much makeup and hair stuff for my tastes. I mean, it’s beautiful, sure, but it makes you look super high-maintenance and vain, like dating you would be a nightmare of never living up to your impossible expectations.”
Rarity’s eyes widened and her mouth shrank to a small ‘oh’ of surprise. “Really?”
“I think that’s just me,” Flash said quickly, somehow feeling even worse now that he’d said it. “Pretty much every guy in school thinks you’re gorgeous and would love to date you.”
“But not you?” Rarity asked softly, her voice sad. 
He winced. “I … I kinda prefer a more relaxed look, like the girl and I could spend the day hanging out, or working on something together.” He paused and facepalmed. “Exactly like what we’ve been doing all afternoon.” He groaned. “I am such a tool!”
Rarity giggled, a sound like the chiming of bells in the distance. “No, you aren’t.” She took his face and gently lifted it from his hand until their eyes met, a smile on her lips. “You simply have a preference. You may as well beat yourself up for preferring chocolate to strawberry.”
Memories of Pinkie flashed through his mind, and he felt his cheeks heat up. “I kinda like both of them together.”
“Regardless,” Rarity said, “thank you for telling me.” She let go of him. “I’ll return in a moment. I’d like to see how you’d respond if you actually saw me without makeup.” She was out the door before Flash could say anything.
He sat there, wondering if he’d done the right thing. Sure, she’d thanked him for being honest, but he’d seen the hurt on her face, heard it in her voice. He sighed and shook his head. It was too late to change things now.
Rarity returned a moment later looking … different. Her hair, now slightly damp, hung straight down her back, and her face had changed in a way he couldn’t quite put his finger on. Well, other than the embarrassed smile and faint blush. “W-well, what do you think?”
Flash’s brain took a second to adjust to what he was seeing. Rarity’s eyes looked smaller somehow, less vibrantly blue, and her skin wasn’t as pure white. He got up and walked closer, taking in small details, like the tiniest little freckles just below her eyes, or how her eyelashes looked completely different, now that he was close enough to notice. They’d gone from thick, long, and black, to a light, wispy purple, and so thin they almost disappeared against her skin.
Rarity shifted nervously. “I-I hope you aren’t too terribly disappointed. There is a reason why I use makeup, after all.”
“No, no,” Flash said, stepping so close he could feel her breath against his neck. “It’s just, you look really cute right now.”
Her eyes widened. “Really?”
He nodded. “Yeah, I mean, you were always beautiful, but now you look like,” he swallowed, “someone I’d like to hug, and cuddle up with on a cold winter’s day, talking and laughing.” He blushed. “Uh, sorry. I’m being weird, aren’t I?”
“Yes,” Rarity said with a smile, “a very romantic type of weird. One I’m flattered I could draw out of you.” She took his hand and gave it a squeeze before letting go. “Tell me what else you like and dislike.”
“Are you sure?” Flash asked.
She nodded. “I trust you.”
“Okay,” he said regretfully. “Your eyes have always grabbed me, and now that you look more … I don’t know, approachable?” He blushed. “Anyway, they’re even more beautiful.”
Rarity smiled. “Go on.”
“I think your ch-chest suits you.” Flash looked away. “Man, I feel like such a perv right now.”
“Don’t,” Rarity said firmly. “I want specifics, including your thoughts on my breasts, butt, hips, and so forth.” She brushed her hand against his cheek, gently turning him back to face her. “Not to sound coarse, but please give them all a good look before answering.”
Flash had to hand it to Rarity, not many girls would volunteer to get ogled for the sake of their friends. She was really doing everything she could to help them, and he figured he owed it to her to do the same. He took a deep breath and turned to face her.
She stared back, a faint blush on her cheeks.
Oddly, that made Flash feel a bit better. “I guess this is awkward for both of us, huh?”
Rarity smiled and shrugged. “Yes, and I do appreciate how much of a gentleman you’ve been, but I believe the time for such boundaries has passed.” Then she took his head in her hands and gently tilted it down to stare directly at her chest.
Mini Flash sure appreciated the view. Her buttoned shirt covered everything but he could still see the outlines of two perky mounds with a hint of her bra pressing up against the fabric.
“Well?” Rarity said, a faint quaver in her voice. “Do they need to be larger? Smaller? More round?”
“I like them the way they are,” Flash squeaked out. He cleared his throat. “I-I mean, bigger boob- I mean breasts.” his cheeks lit up, and he had no idea why. It’s not like ‘boobs’ was a swear or anything. He cleared his throat again. “Bigger ones would look weird on you. You’ve got this elegant sort of beauty, and huge breasts would get in the way of that.” He closed his eyes and sighed. “I’m not making any sense, am I?”
“On the contrary,” Rarity said. “I believe I know exactly what you mean.” She put a hand against the side of her right breast, pushing it out slightly. “Are my breasts one of my better features, or do your eyes tend to focus on other areas?”
“Other areas,” Flash said sheepishly. “Y-your butt, before you ask.”
“Really?” Rarity stepped back and twisted around so her rear was on full display. “Why that?”
He blushed more. “The way you walk. I don’t know if you do it on purpose, but that hip shake is like … just, wow.”
“It is on purpose,” Rarity said, looking at him over her shoulder with a proud smile. “I’m glad you appreciate it.” She shook her hips for emphasis.
Flash had to look away before Mini Flash could get control of him. As it was, he could only hope Rarity didn’t notice the bulge in his pants. “A-anyway, I never really looked at your stomach, but you’ve got very nice legs.” He let out a long breath. “I think that’s everything.”
“So, butt, legs, and eyes,” Rarity said, stroking her chin. “I have several candidates for a good lingerie piece to accentuate those. I’ll go change.”
“W-wait,” Flash said.
She paused at the door. “Yes?”
Flash’s mind went blank, though Mini Flash had plenty of suggestions. “I, uh …” He shook his head, forcing the dirty thoughts away. “I’ll help however I can, just don’t be surprised if I have to go stick my head in the freezer or something between outfits, okay?”
Rarity giggled in that same way that reminded Flash of bells in the distance, her eyes warm and mischievous. “You do have the most amusing ways of showing your interest.” Then she was gone.
A few days earlier, Flash might have brushed her behavior off as simple flirting, but he wasn’t so stupid he couldn’t see a pattern emerging. Three other girls had pulled him to a secluded area in the last three days, and every time, it had led to sex. Odds were good that’s where things were headed here as well.
Mini Flash was a fan of the idea. The way Rarity’s hips moved was a convincing argument all on its own, but another part of Flash pointed out it was always best to be clear about these things. If she really was just looking for ideas and suggestions for her outfits, he needed to respect that and keep his hormones in check.
The door opened right then, and Rarity stepped in, wearing-
Flash’s eye twitched, and a disbelieving laugh bubbled up in his throat. “R-rarity, what are you wearing?”
Rarity laughed as well, her hands on her hips, wearing two black pasties over her breasts, a lacy black thong, and nothing else. “Not what you were expecting?”
He had to sit down, still laughing. “N-not even c-close.” Not that the outfit—if it could even be called that—was ugly or anything, there was just something about Rarity, the embodiment of elegance and class, taking the Superman stance while wearing such an outfit that bypassed sexy and went right to absurd.
“Ah good.” Rarity sat down opposite him, smiling and laughing softly. “I felt we could both use something to diffuse the tension, and this outfit would either do so or overwhelm you to the point of insensibility.”
“Y-yeah.” Flash took a long, giggly breath. “I guess it did both.”
“So it seems.” Rarity took a deep breath as well, smiling warmly. “I take it this outfit isn’t to your tastes?”
“Not really,” Flash said. “I mean, if you’re showing off that much of your chest, you may as well go topless.”
“Oh? Would you like me to?” Rarity gripped the edge of a pasty and lifted it just a bit.
Flash’s eyes widened. “I, well- y-you.” He clapped his eyes shut just so he could think. “Rarity, are you trying to seduce me?”
“Of course not,” Rarity said sweetly. “When I seduce you, believe me, you’ll know it.”
“When?” Flash repeated softly.
“When,” Rarity said, “but first, I really do want your opinion of a few outfits.” She stood up and walked to the door. “And Flash,” she turned to him with half-lidded, smoldering eyes, “though I’ve not yet begun to be truly seductive, I would understand if you reach a point where you simply can’t help yourself.”
Flash let out a breath once she closed the door behind her. If this was Rarity not even trying, he was almost afraid of what she’d be like when she decided to get serious. He kept his seat, for obvious reasons.
Soon the door opened, revealing Rarity in a midnight-blue kimono of some kind. Or maybe it was just a robe. All Flash knew was it stopped mid-thigh, and it was made of lace, leaving plenty of small holes that hinted at creamy white skin and silky black underwear. Last of all, a large purple gemstone hung on a chain around her neck. “Well?” Rarity asked, closing the distance between them. “Tell me what you like.”
“All of it,” Flash said, clenching his hands to keep them from reaching out to touch her. “It’s beautiful in a refined way, just like you.”
She smiled. “Flattery will get you everywhere, but what, specifically, do you like about it?”
“How it sort of looks like you’d be able to see everything,” Flash said, blushing furiously, “but you can’t actually. I know that doesn’t make any sense, but-”
Rarity sat down on his lap as she gave him more of that coy smile beneath half-lidded eyes. “So you enjoy an outfit that teases but doesn’t reveal.”
Flash swallowed, fighting to keep his hands from wrapping around her. “I guess?”
“Excellent.” She ran a hand up the back of his neck and through his hair, her fingers sending jolts of electricity across his skin. “What else?”
He wrenched his eyes away from her breasts, focusing on her necklace instead. “Th-that.” He gestured. “It sort of … I don’t know, brings everything together and highlights how beautiful you are-” He gasped in pleasure as she shook her hips against him. 
“Would you like to see me in it but nothing else?” Rarity asked coyly, still rubbing her butt into his crotch.
Flash swallowed, nodding weakly. He really, really wanted to grab her and-
Best not to think about that. Help her now; sex later.
“I believe I know the perfect outfit to make myself truly irresistible to you,” Rarity said, standing up slowly, letting her body brush against his in all the best ways. She leaned closer, her blue eyes practically glowing, her breath hot against his face. “Would you like to see it?”
Flash kept his arms locked at his sides, just barely. “Y-yes.”
“Then I shall oblige you.” She winked. “It’s time I stopped playing around and put forth a real effort at seducing you.” Then she ran her fingers lightly down his chest, sending arcs of pleasurable electricity dancing across his skin. “I hope you enjoy it.” She got up and sauntered to the door.
He didn’t trust himself to watch her go. All Flash could do was close his eyes and focus on his breathing until the door shut. Then he let out a gasp and sank forward in his chair. “Rarity,” he whispered, “you are evil.” Still, he was smiling as he looked at the door, waiting for whatever new ‘torture’ she had in store for him.
A minute passed, and the door creaked open, with just a white hand visible against the frame. “There’s one final lesson you should know about lingerie,” Rarity said, her voice warm and full of unspoken promises. “Obviously, it should serve to enhance the wearer’s natural beauty, but beauty comes in dozens of varieties, even within one woman, and so the piece must select one kind of beauty to enhance, and the wearer must play into that strength for it to be effective. In other words,” the door creaked open a few inches, “the model and the lingerie must work together to reach their full potential.”
Finally, the door opened, and Rarity stood there, wearing a large, baggy t-shirt in a shade of purple so light it almost blended in with her skin.
Flash smiled, torn between relief and disappointment. He’d been expecting something so unbelievably sexy he’d lose his mind and rip her clothes clean off in a fit of passion. Instead, this outfit just made him want to cuddle up with her and watch a movie or something. And why would Rarity, of all people, be wearing a shirt that looked like it was at least a decade old?
“Not what you had in mind,” Rarity said, smirking.
“W-well, no,” Flash said, blushing a little. “Sorry, you look really good, exactly what I said I wanted, in fact. It just surprised me, is all.”
Rarity’s smile got more soft, even tender. “Remember the final lesson. This outfit is meant to highlight one very important aspect of me, one I’ve done my best to hide this entire time.”
Flash glanced at her hips, just barely covered by the shirt, then looked down at his hands, feeling like a pig. “Uh, what aspect?”
“My nervousness.” Rarity took a deep breath and leaned against the wall. “Flash, for this outfit to truly shine, I will have to let my walls down and reveal just how anxious I am about both my work and my body.”
“You don’t have to,” Flash said, still looking at his hands. He clenched them up. “Maybe this is something you should save for, you know, someone special.”
A warm, delicate hand touched his shoulder. “I have saved it,” Rarity said warmly, “and you are special.” Her hand went to his chin and gently guided his head up to her smiling, anxious face. She shifted her feet. “I, well, I know this isn’t what you had in mind, but if you’ve shown me anything today, it’s that you value openness and honesty a great deal, so allow me to share those with you.” Her shoulders hunched just a bit, and she gave him a nervous smile. “Please?”
Flash never thought he had a heart made of ice, but he swore something in his chest melted at the sight of Rarity looking at him with such tender, vulnerable eyes. Warmth filled his whole body, and he couldn’t help but smile. Nor could he keep himself from standing up and pulling her into an embrace. Her moist hair brushed against his face as he leaned down to press his lips to her forehead.
Rarity shuddered then melted into his embrace, pressing herself against him fully. “Th-thank you,” she said softly, her voice cracking, “this means more to me than you know.” She shuddered again, wrapping her arms around him.
“I still don’t think I deserve this,” Flash said, kissing her forehead again. “How can I help you?”
“Just hold me for now,” Rarity said softly, her arms wrapping around him. “I … I just want to feel you here with me.” She swallowed. “I want to feel loved, even if I know it’s just you being a sweetheart.”
Flash opened his mouth to say something—though he wasn’t sure what—but a finger pressed against his lips.
“Your heart is already torn between Pinkie and Sunset,” Rarity said, squeezing him tight. “I couldn’t be so selfish as to pull it in a third direction, nor am I so arrogant as to assume you’d develop feelings for me after a single afternoon.” She looked up at him, eyes warm yet sad. “Just allow a girl her fantasy this once.”
He couldn’t have said no to that look if he’d wanted to, so he kissed her on the forehead again, mind working furiously to catch up with the sudden change in her personality. “I don’t understand,” he said at last. “Y-you’re Rarity. The most beautiful, popular, and confident woman in the whole school. You must’ve had dozens of guys who’d do anything to hold you like this,” he brushed a lock of hair away from her cheek, “to make you feel loved, and special, and … I don’t know.” He chuckled softly at his own stupidity. “You know, make you feel all those good things a boyfriend should make a girl feel.”
Rarity’s eyes shone, though it didn’t touch her lips. “And that, right there, is why my friends are lucky to have you. Being renowned for beauty attracts a great deal of male attention, and very little of it good. I would be shocked if even one of the last dozen men who asked me out was at all concerned about making me feel ‘those good things,’ as you put it.” She buried her head in his neck. “No, the sweet, loving ones like you were always too nervous to approach that popular girl, or found sweet girls of their own to hold.” She sighed. “All I ask is one night.”
Flash had no idea what he could say to something like that. He didn’t even know what to feel about it, but deep inside a feeling was growing. She was right, he’d always been too nervous to even try his luck with popular girls, and now he could see just what that had cost Rarity and others like her. Maybe the popular girls would’ve turned out to be as shallow as they seemed, but was he any better, judging them by their looks and social standing like that? And then there were the girls like Rarity who looked like drama queens, but apparently all she’d wanted this whole time was a guy who treated her well and cared about her feelings.
That just didn’t seem fair, and idiot that he was, Flash wanted to do something about it. He smiled, cupping the back of Rarity’s head with one hand while the other tightened around her waist. “Rarity,” he whispered in her ear, “would you do me the honor of letting me make you dinner?”
“W-what?” Rarity asked, laughing softly.
“Let me make you dinner,” Flash said, kissing her on the forehead again. “A night with a sweetheart means a lot more than just sex.” He leaned down to her ear again. “It means me showing you the love and affection you deserve.” Another kiss, this time on her cheek. “Because you do deserve it, and I hope you’ll forgive me for taking so long to see that.”
Rarity paused for a moment, then she sniffled and squeezed him tight. “A-and to think, I thought I was prone to overly dramatic statements.”
Flash blushed a bit, but he laughed a bit too. “Yeah, well, I’m going to pamper you anyway. So there.”
She laughed too, pulling back to wipe her eyes. “W-would you like me to change?” She gestured down at the large shirt, which revealed the tantalizing outlines of her body. 
He gave them a steady look before meeting Rarity’s gaze. It was only fair to let her know he appreciated her art, after all. He smiled. “Don’t you dare, beautiful. Just sit at the kitchen table while I work and tell me how you got so interested in fashion.”
Rarity smiled back, a faint blush on her cheeks. “Are you certain? I can’t imagine such things are very interesting to you.”
“You are interesting to me,” Flash said, giving her a quick peck on the cheek before heading to the kitchen. “And I want to know how such an important part of your life developed.”
Rarity only hesitated a moment before following. “I-If you really don’t mind, I would be happy to tell you.”
#

Flash would never be mistaken for a gourmet chef, but he’d cooked his own dinner often enough to be at least decent in the kitchen, and soon he was setting a plate of chicken stir-fry in front of Rarity and another in front of his own seat.
“And for the finishing touch,” Flash said, placing a small candle on the table between them. It was one of those little white ones in a tin cup that people put in jack-o-lanterns.
Rarity smirked down at the little thing. “A candle-lit dinner, I see.”
“Of course,” Flash said, lighting it with a match from her cupboard. “You deserve the best, after all.”
She chuckled and shook her head. Her hair had gained some body now that it was dry, its purple mass sliding across the lighter fabric of her shirt. “I’m uncertain if you’re trying to be adorably pathetic or just plain silly.”
“I’ve been called both,” Flash said, taking his seat, “but I am serious about doing my best to be what you deserve tonight.” He gestured at the candle. “Even if it isn’t much.”
Rarity smiled and took his hand. “Then forgive me for what I said. A candle-lit dinner is a lovely gesture.” She took a bite of her meal and nodded. “Quite good.”
“Glad you like it,” Flash said, squeezing her hand back. “Stir-fry is one of my favorites. Well, sort of. It tastes good and is easy to make from whatever is in the fridge, so it’s kind of my go-to dinner most nights.”
“Interesting,” Rarity said, eyes glowing with some secret delight.
Flash gave her a long look. “I’m missing something, aren’t I?”
She smirked and nodded. “Stir-fry happens to be Sunset’s go-to choice for dinner as well.”
“Uh,” Flash said slowly, “I might have taught her how to make it, but you probably don’t want to listen to me talk about other girls. Tonight’s supposed to be about you.”
“To the contrary,” Rarity said. “My friends are extremely important to me, and any boyfriend of mine must be willing to discuss them, their troubles, and their relationships.” She squeezed his hand reassuringly. “Was this when she lived with you?”
“Y-yeah,” Flash said. “She said it was to help her develop fine motor control, but I’m pretty sure it was actually a combination of wanting to help and just wanting something to do.”
Rarity giggled, somehow sounding refined as she did so. “Yes, Sunset has never been very good at sitting idle.” She took another bite of her meal. “I can’t tell you how happy I am that you’ve finally gotten back together with her.”
“Even though I’m with Pinkie too?” Flash asked, looking down at his meal. This wasn’t exactly what he had in mind when he imagined conversation over a candle-lit dinner.
“Yes,” Rarity said simply. “Both Pinkie and Sunset are happier than I’ve seen in a very long time. Why wouldn’t I be happy for them?”
“Because I’m kind of dating two people at once,” Flash said, not daring to meet her eyes. “Maybe three. I don’t know what’s going on between me and Applejack, if anything.” He shook his head. “Anyway, isn’t that sort of thing a huge sign that the guy is a sexist pig?”
Rarity giggled again. “Perhaps with other men, but you’ve been nothing but open and honest with Pinkie and Sunset, and it’s obvious you care about them both. I see no reason why you can’t be with the two of them and Applejack as well, if she’s interested.” Rarity grinned. “And conversation with her strongly suggests she is.”
“Really?” Flash asked, looking up at her. “What did she say?”
“There was a lot of hemming and hawing,” Rarity said, still grinning, “but the essence of it was that she finally found something she enjoys that also makes her feel like a woman, and she isn’t certain what to do about it.”
Images played through Flash’s mind of Applejack in the equipment shed. Images that made him cross his legs under the table. “Uh, she wasn’t exactly feminine. More like fierce.” He blushed. “I-in a sexy way, that is.”
“We’re speaking about a girl who believes wearing lip balm is overly feminine,” Rarity said with a chuckle. “Admitting a man made her feel good is an enormous step for her.”
Flash took another bite of his meal, reflecting on what Rarity had said. “So … should I do something for her?”
Rarity took another bite as well, daintily wiping her mouth before she spoke again. “You must do the single most difficult thing, wait.” She leaned forward. “Applejack needs time to reflect on what you’ve made her feel, but once she’s come to terms with it, she’ll approach you and ask for your help in doing whatever it is she’s decided to do. Be patient until then, and support her decision.”
Flash nearly asked what he’d do if Applejack’s decision was to dump him and find someone else, but his brain kicked in at the last second and pointed out that it would be her choice and he’d need to respect it. Reluctantly, he nodded. “Any advice for Pinkie and Sunset?”
“I think you and Sunset already know what the other wants out of a relationship far better than I,” Rarity said. “As for Pinkie, please remember this is her first relationship.” She sighed wistfully, looking off into the distance. “Treat her well, make her feel important, and forgive her mistakes, but don’t forget to stand up for your own needs and desires.” She laughed softly and shook her head. “I love the sweet thing, but she can be terribly oblivious at times.”
“True,” Flash said with a small laugh of his own. “Do you remember the day she showed up at school with her bra on over her shirt?”
Rarity laughed and nodded. “All too well, though that was actually because she lost a bet with Rainbow Dash.”
“Sounds like something the two of them would do,” Flash said, taking another bite of his meal. He paused. “By the way, is there anything I should know about the rest of your friends? Like, I have no idea what Fluttershy would want out of this arrangement, if anything.”
“I’m … not certain either.” Rarity set down her fork and leaned back, humming thoughtfully. “She does want sex, I assure you, but with how nervous she is …” She frowned. “I’m afraid I’ll have to think about that and speak with you again once we’ve developed a plan.”
“Okay, just let me know if there’s anything I can do to help.”
Soon their small meal was finished, and Flash gathered their dishes, putting them in the sink. “I’ll leave the leftovers in your fridge. It should be enough for a few meals.”
“Thank you, dear,” Rarity said, standing up. “How may I help?”
Flash smiled at her. “By honestly answering a couple of questions.”
She blinked in surprise. “Certainly, but,” she gestured at the sink, “would you like help with the dishes in the meantime?”
“Nope,” Flash said, gently guiding her back to her seat. “You’re getting pampered tonight. I’ll handle the dishes.”
Rarity giggled. “I know several women who would be seduced by dinner and dishes alone.” She tapped her chin thoughtfully. “Would you like their names and numbers?”
Flash paused and actually thought about it. “No thanks.” He went back to the sink and started washing. “Whatever we’re calling this thing between you girls and me, it’s already at the limits of what I can handle.” He shook his head. “Anyway, I still need to ask you those questions.”
Rarity gave him a scrutinizing look for a moment, then she smiled and nodded. “Very well, what are they?”
“Do you have any massage oils?” Flash asked, scrubbing a plate clean.
“W-what?” Rarity asked, cheeks flushing.
“Massage oils,” Flash said, smirking at her. “Preferably of the edible, kissable kind.”
The blush on her cheeks deepened. “Well,” she cleared her throat, “I suppose that tells me what you have planned next, and I don’t have any at the moment, but bear with me a moment.” She got up and headed to the door. “There are several bottles downstairs in our intimate apparel department.” She took a deep breath and turned to Flash with smoldering eyes. “I can pay Mrs. Hemline back for them in the morning.” Then she left with a noticeable spring in her step.
Flash had just finished putting the dishes away when she returned with three small, black bottles cradled in her arms. Their labels showed a cherry, a watermelon, and a vanilla flower respectively. “I wasn’t sure what flavor you would prefer,” Rarity said, blushing slightly as she smiled at him.
“I guess that’s my second question,” Flash said, toweling off his hands. “Does your ideal night of pampering involve me being in charge or humbly obeying my lady’s wishes?”
Rarity paused, rubbing a finger across her lips as she frowned thoughtfully. “I’ve never thought about it before, but I suppose I enjoy the prospect of you doing things of your own accord, rather than simply following my instructions.”
Flash nodded. “Okay, then stay right there.” He went to her bathroom and returned a moment later with a fluffy, white towel, which he spread out on the floor of her newly cleaned sewing room before closing the blinds over the window. “Lie down.”
She put the bottles on the floor next to the towel and reached for the edge of her shirt ...
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		Chapter 6



Flash was late getting back home, not that anyone was there to worry about him. He’d always been jealous of kids whose parents actually cared enough to worry. 
Then again, he couldn’t exactly explain to those hypothetical parents that he’d been late because he’d been having butt sex with one of the most beautiful women in his school and they’d had to clean up a lot of fluids afterwards. 
So overall, Flash figured he broke about even on this. 
He stumbled through the dark house and up to his room, collapsing into bed without even bothering to take his socks off. Massaging Rarity had taken more out of him than he’d expected. Maybe he should start working out or something. Yeah, that sounded like a good idea … 
#

Something buzzed in his pocket, rousing Flash from his slumber. He blearily groped at it, struggling to remember how pockets worked. 
Was his hand supposed to go in through that slit or just kind of phase through the worn denim? 
Somehow, he got the buzzing object free, and muscle memory brought it up to his face. “Hello?” 
More buzzing. 
Right, he had to unlock the stupid thing first. He quickly scrawled his unlock pattern across the screen and tried again. “Hello?” 
“Good morning, you fabulous cutie-patootie, you!” an energetic voice said. 
Flash smiled. “Morning, Pinkie.” He yawned. “What’s going on?” 
“Nothing right now,” Pinkie said cheerfully, “but today you’ll be doing the horizontal hula with Fluttershy!” 
“Uhhhh,” Flash said slowly. “Good to know?” 
“Oh, I bet it is!” Pinkie laughed. “Make sure to bring your hiking gear to school, okay? Oh, and be gentle with Fluttershy. It’s her first time.” 
“I’ll do whatever she’s comfortable with doing,” Flash said, sitting up in his bed. “Just one question; why hiking gear?” 
“For hiking, silly!” Pinkie said. “See you at school!” Then she hung up. 
Flash stayed there for a moment, looking at his phone like it would give him the answers Pinkie hadn’t. “Okay,” he said at last. “I guess I should get up.” 
It said a lot about his life lately that a phone call like that hadn’t even phased him. 
His morning routine went quickly as he stumbled into his clothes, ate some toast for breakfast, and stepped outside into the gentle morning light. 
Then he headed right back inside to change, muttering under his breath. “Stupid.” 
He’d put on jeans and a his leather jacket out of habit. 
A few minutes later, he stepped outside in a pair of green gym shorts, a white shirt, and a baseball cap. Hopefully that would work for whatever Fluttershy had planned. 
If it was Fluttershy who’d planned this. 
Flash hopped in his car and started it up, reflecting on his scheduled … uh, date, with Fluttershy. 
Yeah, ‘date’ sounded a lot better than ‘sex appointment.’ 
Regardless, Fluttershy was so timid he honestly didn’t think she’d set up a ‘date’ by herself. Heck, just yesterday Rarity had said she’d likely have to get involved and get back to Flash with a plan. Which actually gave him an idea. Flash pulled out his phone and flipped to his contacts. 
That’s also when he realized he didn’t have Rarity’s number. 
“I’d better get that at school today,” Flash muttered, pulling up Sunset’s number instead. 
“Hello?” Sunset said a few seconds later, followed by a yawn. 
“Hey,” Flash said, starting up his car. “Any idea what’s going on with Fluttershy today?” 
“Fluttershy?” Sunset yawned again. “I haven’t heard from her since she logged off last night.” 
Flash paused. “Logged off of what?” 
“Our chat group,” Sunset said. “We were talking while you were over at Rarity’s and …” She sighed, long, low, and sad. “A-anyway, how’d things go with Rarity?” 
Something in her voice sounded alarm bells in Flash’s head. He pulled out of the driveway and started driving toward her apartment. “Sunset, what happened?” 
“Nothing,” she said a little too quickly. “Nothing I didn’t deserve. I-I’m fine, really.” 
Flash grit his teeth and decided to go for a cheap shot. “I thought we decided to be honest with each other from now on.” 
He swore he could hear her wince. 
“It’s okay,” he said gently, pausing at a stop sign. “Just tell me what happened.” 
She was silent for a moment, then she sighed again. “I told them about everything I did to you back when I was the bitch queen. They, uh, they weren’t too happy with me.” 
Flash didn’t speak for a moment either, torn between wanting to comfort her and feeling happy that the others were standing up for him. “Is everything alright between you girls?” he asked at last. 
“Maybe in a few days,” she said quietly. “For now, it might be best if I gave them some space to cool off. Rainbow and Pinkie were seriously ticked.” 
“Let me talk to them,” Flash said. “By the way, I’ll be at your place in five minutes. You might want to get ready.” 
“What?!” Several loud thumps came through the speaker, probably Sunset falling out of bed. “Flash, wait. I’m not sure if I should even go to school today, let alone show up with the guy they’re all pissed at me for abusing.” 
“Four minutes,” Flash said, then he hung up. He knew Sunset well enough to know she’d yell at the phone for a bit then get up and get ready, plus it gave him some time to think. 
Pinkie was pissed at Sunset. It was another situation right out of a romance anime where two girls are fighting over a guy. He took a deep breath. “Okay, so what usually happens in those shows?” 
Well, in harem animes, the characters might be upset for a few episodes, but then they’d get over it. Harem animes were also the ones Flash always thought were the least realistic. Most other shows with a love triangle usually used something like this to shatter the bond between one character and the other members of the triangle. 
Flash swallowed. “So, worst case scenario, this ruins Sunset’s relationship with a few friends, possibly forcing me to choose between them.” He groaned. “Okay, Flash, you’ve got four minutes to come up with something. Think fast.” 
#

Apparently his brain wasn’t a fan of thinking fast. Or thinking in general. Flash was still utterly clueless when he reached Sunset’s apartment and knocked. 
She opened the door in her usual purple shirt and leather jacket, looking a crazy combination of annoyed, grateful, hopeful, and depressed. “H-hey.” 
Flash easily slipped into his ‘Chill Dude’ smile. “Hey, ready to go?” 
“I guess.” She brushed some of her still-wet hair out of her face. “Any idea what I should say to the girls? It doesn’t really feel like apologizing is going to cut it this time.” 
“I’ve got some ideas,” Flash said confidently, leading her back toward his car. 
He had no ideas. 
At all. 
“Okay,” Sunset said, looking slightly more cheerful as she followed. “So what’s the plan?” 
He faked a sly smile. “Just leave that to me.” 
Moments like these were why Flash firmly believed he was an idiot. 
They reached the school far too quickly, and Flash could only accept that he’d dug his own grave. Still, he did his best to look calm and confident as he walked Sunset to the door. The usual crowd of students had already gathered around the front of the building. Flash was nearly at the steps when a voice called, “Hey!” 
He and Sunset both whipped around to see Rainbow stalking out of the crowd towards them with a glare. The rest of their group was behind her. They must have been waiting next to the statue when Flash and Sunset walked by. 
Rainbow jabbed a finger at Sunset. “You’ve got a lot of nerve making Flash give you a ride to school today after-” 
Everyone froze when Flash grabbed Sunset and pulled her into the deepest, most passionate kiss he could manage. Like, deep enough he tasted her breakfast cereal, as his hands roamed up and down her body, pressing him against her. And yeah, he might have squeezed her butt too. 
Eventually he came up for air, leaving a panting Sunset staring at him in shock. He winked before turning to Rainbow. “Heya, Rainbow. As you can see, Sunset and I have already kissed and made up.” 
Flash didn’t know if that line was incredibly smooth or incredibly stupid, but he thanked his brain for it anyway. 
Rainbow seemed about as confused as he was, just staring at him with her mouth open. Behind her, the other girls weren’t doing much better. 
Except Pinkie, who grinned. “Wow, that was hot!” 
The other kids around the school started cheering their agreement, a few calling out indecent suggestions. 
Pinkie ran over to Sunset and pulled her into a hug, the top of her head resting comfortably under Sunset’s chin. “I’m super-duper-mega-extra sorry I yelled at you last night! Forgive me?” She looked up with weapon’s-grade puppy-dog eyes. 
Sunset smiled and hugged her back. “Of course I do, Pinkie. I’m just sorry I did all those terrible things in the first place.” 
“Don’t worry, I forgive you.” Pinkie turned to Flash with a sly grin. “Hey Flaaashie, want the two of us to kiss and make up too?” 
If anything, the other kids cheered louder this time. Meanwhile, Flash was busy trying to wrestle a rogue ‘yes,’ from escaping his lips. 
He was only human, after all. 
Sunset just rolled her eyes and broke off the hug. “Sorry, but no. Just guys for me.” 
“Aw well.” Pinkie smiled anyway and hugged her once more. “Let’s not fight again, okay?” 
“Okay.” Sunset patted her head with a smile. She looked up at Rainbow; who was still staring at her, looking like her train of thought had been derailed. Then fallen off a cliff. Then exploded. “So,” Sunset said nervously, “we good?” 
Rainbow looked at Flash. “Are you two good?” 
Flash nodded. “Yeah.” 
“Then yeah, we’re good.” She did one of those informal salutes with only two fingers before heading to the school door. “You should hurry. The bell’s gonna ring soon.” 
“Somehow I doubt she cares,” Rarity said, walking up to Flash. She was in a simple white t-shirt today, with jeans that hugged her hips wonderfully. “I do apologize for that. It seems yesterday, while we were occupied, something of a tiff occurred between Sunset and the others.” 
“Y-yeah,” Flash said, more than a little distracted with memories of the last time he’d seen her in a t-shirt. “I got the basics from Sunset.” He cleared his throat. “You look r-really nice, by the way.” 
She smiled warmly and leaned forward. “Thank you for noticing.” Then she pecked him on the cheek, her hot breath tickling his skin. “Be sure to sit with us at lunch.” She smiled again before walking to the door as well, while the crowd stared at Flash in surprised awe. 
Flash felt their eyes boring into him, but he didn’t mind too much, considering he had Rarity’s lovely, swaying backside to keep him occupied. He didn’t feel the least bit bad about looking either. In fact, he got the feeling she would’ve been upset with him if he hadn’t. 
“Wow,” Pinkie said, watching as well. “Do you think she’d teach me to walk like that too?” 
“M-maybe,” Flash said, his mouth feeling very dry all of the sudden. “But I kind of like the way you walk already. She’s got the sway, but you’ve got the bounce.” 
“You charmer.” Pinkie jumped up, draping her arms around his neck, and kissed his cheek as well, drawing more gasps from the crowd. 
Flash smiled at her for a moment, then a few brain cells kicked in. He’d just kissed Sunset and been kissed by Pinkie and Rarity, all in front of a fairly large crowd. A crowd that was still watching him and would definitely spread word of this through the entire school before the day was out. He cleared his throat. “U-uh, Pinkie, people are watching.” 
She glanced over his shoulder. “They sure are.” She smiled and shrugged. “Oh well. We decided to not bother hiding things from the rest of the school. I mean, I’m sure not gonna give up all the kisses and cuddles we could have during school.” She paused, and her cheery grin faded to a nervous smile. “Is that okay with you? Please say that’s okay with you. Please?” 
The stares pressing against his back suddenly felt much heavier. Images ran through his head of calls to his father, visits to the principal's office, getting expelled, or having the entire football team beat him to a pulp in a jealous rage. Yet somehow, Pinkie’s brilliant blue eyes made all that seem trivial. “Yeah,” he said at last, “that’s fine by me.” 
“Yay!” She jumped into his arms, peppering his face with kisses while he laughed. 
“H-hey, that tickles!” He pulled her closer anyway, pressing his cheek against hers as one hand slipped under her armpit. 
“Wh-wha!” Pinkie flailed back, laughing enthusiastically, and Flash stumbled forwards, fighting to keep them both upright. 
“Easy there, Pinkie,” Applejack said, grabbing Pinkie with one hand and Flash with the other. “Let the poor fella breathe.” 
“Aw fine.” Pinkie kissed him on the tip of the nose. “See you at lunch, sexy!” Then she skipped off. 
Flash’s eyes couldn’t help but notice the wonderful way her blue skirt bounced along with her, almost like it was teasing him with what lay beneath. “Definitely got the bounce,” Flash said quietly. 
Applejack gave him a confused look. “What?” 
“Nothing,” he said quickly. “And, well, sorry.” He shook his head. “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about what happened between us ever since, but, you know,” he gestured after Pinkie, “things keep happening.” 
She looked at him for a few long seconds, expression unreadable, before nodding. “Yeah, I guess we do need to talk.” She took out her phone. “Give me your number.” 
Flash did so. 
“Thanks.” She put her phone away and took a deep breath. “I’ll call you tonight, or try my best.” 
He nodded. “Thanks.” 
She nodded back. “You’re welcome.” Then she too headed for the school. 
Flash was pretty sure he heard someone in the crowd mutter in disappointment that she hadn’t kissed him as well. 
Twilight and Fluttershy both waved nervously before following Applejack inside, leaving Flash and Sunset standing next to each other. 
Sunset let out a sigh. “That went a lot better than I thought it would.” 
“How’d you think it was going to go?” Flash asked. 
“I … I don’t know.” Sunset shook her head. “It wouldn’t be the first time I’ve done something stupid and driven away people I care about.” 
Flash hugged her. “Yet we keep coming back.” 
She smiled gratefully. “Yeah, you do.” She looked over his shoulder at the crowd, and her smile faded. “Maybe we should head to class before they get brave enough to start asking questions.” 
“Good idea,” Flash said quickly. He knew for a fact Brawly and Ringo were going to have a million questions for him, and he wasn’t sure where he’d even begin answering them. 
	#

The rumors spread faster than Flash had feared. People he barely knew were flooding his phone with texts before first period even finished. 
‘Are you really dating Sunset’s whole friend group?’ 
‘You’re so lucky, man!’ 
‘How many of them have you banged?’ 
‘A hundred bucks if you hook me up for a threesome with Rarity.’ 
Flash deleted that last one and blocked the sender. Then he turned his phone off. 
It felt like an eternity before lunch rolled around and he could retreat to the safety of his corner … Nope, never mind. Over a dozen guys were crowding around his usual table in the corner, all looking at him meaningfully. Flash had been debating if he actually should sit with the girls during lunch or not, but it looked like circumstances had chosen for him. He got his food as quickly as possible and made his way over to the table where Sunset, Rarity, Applejack, and Fluttershy were already waiting. 
“Rough morning?” Sunset asked with a sympathetic smile. 
“Rough morning.” Flash sat down between her and Rarity, across from Applejack and Fluttershy. “How about you girls?” 
Rarity shuddered. “A number of ruffians tried to convince me to abandon you for a, quote, ‘real man.’” She shook her head. “I don’t suppose you’re secretly a master of karate and could forcefully convince them otherwise?” 
Flash laughed. “Yeah, no. I’ve never taken a karate class in my life, or any other martial art. I’m not much use in a fight except as a punching bag.” 
Fluttershy mumbled something too quiet for Flash to hear, but Applejack, who was sitting next to her, nodded. 
“Those fellows over there look ready for a tussle.” Applejacked jammed a thumb in the direction of his old table. 
“Yeah,” Flash said slowly. “I guess it’s a good thing I have a high pain tolerance.” 
Sunset nudged his shoulder. “Please don’t tell me you want us to sit back and watch you get pummeled because of some nonsense about men needing to fight their own battles.” 
Flash cleared his throat and looked down at his food, a chicken sandwich. “No, nothing like that. I just don’t want any of you to get hurt.” 
Sunset facepalmed. “That’s sweet, but stupid. I mean, you do know we all have superpowers, right?” 
“W-well, yes,” Flash said, blushing slightly. 
Applejack gave him a flat look. “You forgot all about it, didn’t you?” 
He focused on his food again. “Maybe, but it isn’t like mind reading will do much if those jerks turn violent.” 
“He does have a point,” Rarity said. “Not all of our abilities are well suited to combat.” 
Applejack smirked. “So leave the busting heads to me.” 
“Maybe don’t,” Flash said, still staring at his meal. “I mean, yeah, you could kick those guys to the moon and back, but then I’d have a bunch of embarrassed jerks coming after me for revenge.” He swallowed, just imagining them cornering him in the locker room. “My odds of survival are better if you let them pound me once to get it out of their systems.” 
Rarity took his hand. “That’s very noble of you, but there’s no need to develop a martyr complex. I sincerely doubt violence is inevitable.” 
“I could read some of their minds,” Sunset said. “Talking them down would be easy if we know what they’re thinking.” She nudged Flash with a smirk. “Even if my power isn’t too useful in a fight.” 
He smiled back. “Point taken. Okay, so let’s figure out a way for you to brush past them without it looking suspicious.” 
A hand tapped his shoulder. 
Flash turned around and saw Fluttershy standing behind him. He blinked in surprise. When had she even left her seat? 
“Sorry,” she said quietly, “I don’t mean to interrupt, but I talked to those boys, and I don’t think they’ll bother you from now on.” 
“Huh?” Flash leaned over to look around her. 
Every last guy at his old table was sobbing. Like, tears rolling down their faces, shoulders shaking, huddling against each other for comfort, sobbing. 
Flash’s eye twitched. “W-wha? You? T-they?” He blinked a few times. “H-how?” 
Fluttershy blushed and hid her eyes behind a lock of hair. “I told them being mean was the reason they had trouble finding girlfriends and asked them not to lash out at you just because you were nice.” She brightened a little. “I think I really got through to them.” 
“Uhh …” Flash looked at the crowd of sobbing jocks again. “Thank you?” He shook his head. “I mean, thank you, Fluttershy. That was really nice of you.” 
“Not to mention amazing,” Sunset said. “Great job!” 
Applejack whistled. “Gotta say, I’m impressed.” 
“As am I,” Rarity said, getting up and guiding Fluttershy, who’d gone completely red, back to her seat. “You really should have more confidence in yourself, dear. You resolved in minutes a conflict that would have taken us days.” 
Fluttershy hid further behind her hair and mumbled something Flash couldn’t make out. 
“Yes, it was,” Rarity said, returning to her own seat, “and I won’t hear you say otherwise.” She leaned over to Flash and whispered, “Is your phone off?” 
“Yeah,” Flash said. “Why?” 
“Add me as a contact,” she said before taking a bite of her meal. “Some things are best explained in silence.” 
Flash pulled out his phone and turned it on. He quickly got Rarity’s number and added her, ignoring the countless texts that had built up since first period. Seconds later, he got a message from her. 
‘I apologize for being late with this information, but I was finally able to discern the full nature of what happened yesterday.’ 
Flash blinked. Rarity was calmly eating her lunch right next to him with one hand under the table, yet she’d sent him that text so quickly, without a single error. Impressive. 
‘It seems Sunset’s revelation and the fallout it caused led the others to elect Fluttershy as today’s, shall we say, date. The understanding being that her sweet, gentle nature would help any emotional scars remaining after your time with Sunset.’ 
He winced and quickly typed out a response. ‘So they forced her into this?’ 
‘They encouraged her, yes,’ Rarity sent back, ‘but private conversation with the poor dear has revealed that she truly does wish to be intimate with you. She simply needs gentle pushes in that direction.’ 
‘Are you sure?’ Flash glanced at Fluttershy, who was hunched over her food, not eating a thing. 
Rarity smiled at him. ‘I spent all of first period confirming her desires. I was even able to procure a list of things she would like to attempt and gained permission to share it with you.’ 
Flash’s eyes widened. He never would’ve seen that coming. 
‘Please use it with discretion. She would feel simply awful if she thought you were inconveniencing yourself by only doing things she had approved beforehand. That said, she does have a rather active imagination. Most anything you could imagine will be on her list somewhere.’ A link to something appeared on his phone. 
Flash was about to press it when a hand covered his eyes, and an energetic voice called, “Guess who!” 
He smiled. “Hi, Pinkie.” 
“Right on the first try.” Pinkie pulled her hands back and disappeared. 
Literally. Flash looked behind him and couldn’t see her anywhere. 
Then something warm and soft settled on his lap. “Oooh, chicken. Want me to feed it to you?” 
He whipped around, and somehow Pinkie had gotten onto his lap and made herself comfortable, sitting bridal style so her side pressed against his front, and her frizzy hair brushed against the bottom of his chin. 
None of the other girls seemed too surprised by whatever had just happened, so Flash did his best to brush it off as well. “Thanks, Pinkie, but I can feed myself.” 
“Yeah, but where’s the fun in that?” She held up a plate of pizza with a slight frown. “I was hoping they’d serve hotdogs. I bet I could’ve given you suuuch a huge boner eating one in front of you.” 
Applejack and Sunset facepalmed. 
Rarity cleared her throat, looking away. 
Fluttershy blushed and sank farther beneath the table. 
“Maybe don’t say things like that in public,” Flash said, feeling his own cheeks heat up. 
“Fine, so long as I get to keep cuddling with you during lunch.” She nuzzled into his chest. 
He smiled and hugged her. “Deal.” 
#

The rest of lunch passed quickly thanks to Pinkie’s antics, but Flash never forgot about that link Rarity sent him. He got to his next class as quickly as possible and clicked on it. 
A document opened with text at the top that read, ‘Here are some things I wouldn’t mind if Flash wanted to do, but it’s okay if he wants to do something else. I don’t want to be boring when he’s being so nice and doing this for me.’ 
“For me?” Flash mouthed. She made it sound like he was doing her a favor, and, well, he tried to make sex with him as good as possible for his partner, but he thought it was pretty obvious that he was the one who should be grateful to them for all the good times lately. Still, he scrolled down the document to the first entry. 
‘Him going into my, um, front area.’ 
He laughed softly. She’d actually spelled out ‘um.’ Now that was just adorkable. 
‘Him going into my back area.’ 
Huh, he never would’ve taken Fluttershy as the kind to try something like that. Flash crossed his legs and kept reading. 
‘I could try using my mouth on him. I don’t think I’d be very good, but I practiced a bit last night with that toy Rainbow gave me, and I managed to get the whole thing in, even if the buzzing felt strange in my throat.’ 
He didn’t know why he was surprised that Rainbow would have a vibrator, but there it was. He also had a mental image of Fluttershy he didn’t think he’d ever be able to erase. Not that he minded. 
‘I hope he holds me close. It would feel really nice to have him there, pressed against my heart. Maybe I’m being silly. It would be okay if he doesn’t want that.’ 
Note to self, hold her a lot. 
Flash spent the rest of the class reading through her document, and the class after that, as the entries got more and more descriptive. 
‘And it would be really nice if he was kind of dominant our first time. Not mean or violent or anything, but if he took charge, I wouldn’t have to wonder what to do. And it would feel really nice to have him firmly undress me, strong hands roaming all over my skin as he pulls away the last bits of fabric separating us. In a dark place, so there’s nothing but the feel of his skin against me and his powerful, loving voice breathless, like he just can’t wait to take me for his own. He could do anything he wanted to me, anything at all, and it would feel amazing because of the raw passion he shows. Just knowing that he wants me that badly, that fiercely, that powerfully. I … I really want him to do that.’ 
Maybe Fluttershy had a future as an erotic author, because he’d had one continuous erection since he started reading this. He moved to her next entry. 
‘Maybe he wouldn’t want to be dominant though. He sounds very nice and gentle from what everyone else says, and he might feel bad taking charge. I don’t think I’d be very good as the dominant one, but I think it might be fun to pretend to be in charge. Only if he didn’t mind, of course. I’d stop as soon as he wanted me to, but even though I’d be acting dominant, I’d definitely do my best to make sure we only do things he’d want. I don’t know. It would be nice to feel in charge, but I need to ask him what he’d want. I don’t want to accidentally make it bad for him.’ 
That was the last entry. Flash checked the time and stared in shock. It was a few minutes until his last class of the day got out. He also had no idea what his last two classes had been about. Like, at all. 
He shrugged and pulled up his text conversation with Rarity. ‘I finished reading through her notes. I won’t be walking straight for a while, but I think I know how to make this good for her. Where are we supposed to meet up?’ 
A response popped up almost immediately. ‘That’s wonderful to hear. Fluttershy worried you’d think her notes were silly or childish. In my estimation, it would be best not to acknowledge that you read through them yet. She won’t know how to respond, and it will just make things awkward. Instead, simply act as though those behaviors are coming naturally to you. I believe Fluttershy expects to meet you by the door to the parking lot. Allow me a moment to verify that.’ 
Flash waited the last few minutes until the bell rang, then he packed up his unused notebook and headed for the door. Part way there, his phone went off. 
‘I just confirmed with Fluttershy. Meet her by the door, and as a personal suggestion, try to act calm but slightly nervous. Fluttershy is often a difficult mix between wanting to follow a confident leader and feeling useless if that leader is too confident. She also has rather low self-esteem. Compliments and reassurances will go a long way with her. Best of luck.’ 
He smiled and put his phone away. Rarity was easily the best wingman he’d ever heard of, and it was time to put her suggestions to use. He reached the door and stepped outside, soaking in the warm sun and gentle breeze. Yup, this was definitely good hiking weather. Fluttershy was nowhere to be seen, so he leaned against the brick wall and idly watched the stream of kids pour out. 
Soon Fluttershy emerged, holding a stack of books as she looked around nervously. She locked eyes with him and froze, making the kids behind her stumble and bump into her. She jumped. “O-oh, sorry!” Blushing furiously, she hurried to his side. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to make you wait.” 
“Don’t worry,” Flash said with what he hoped was a friendly smile. “I just got here too.” 
“Oh, g-good.” She looked down, clutching a stack of books to her chest. 
Flash kept up the smile as his mind scrambled for something to say. Should he suggest they head out? Tell her she looks nice? Wait patiently for her to say something? Rarity said she preferred following someone where possible, but she’d also said too much confidence could intimidate her. He cleared his throat, making Fluttershy jump again. “Sorry,” he said quickly, “should we, uh, head out?” 
She smiled gratefully. “Y-yes, if you don’t mind, that is.” 
“Not at all.” He started towards the parking lot with Fluttershy following behind. “By the way, where are we going? All I know is Pinkie said we’d be hiking.” 
“There’s a trail I know,” Fluttershy said quietly. “Um, hiking is okay with you, right? You wouldn’t rather do something else?” 
“Hiking sounds nice,” Flash said, turning back to her with a smile, “but what I care about most is spending time with you.” 
She actually let out a small “Eep!” and hid behind her hair. 
Flash felt an ache in his chest and a near-overpowering urge to hug her. He clenched both his hands, fighting to keep himself under control. 
Fluttershy lifted the books she held to cover more of her blushing face, sliding past him. “Uh, th-the van is over h-here. We can r-ride together, i-if you don’t mind.” 
“I don’t mind,” Flash said, following her. It occurred to him that he’d never consciously seen Fluttershy’s vehicle before. Apparently it was a van. 
Sure enough, she led him to an old, gray van, the kind that looked like it had been made of real metal. Dents and scrapes covered it, with a sign on the side that read, ‘Canterlot Pet Sanctuary.’ 
Well, that explained a lot. She must have borrowed it from work. He walked around to the passenger’s side and got in, setting his backpack down on his lap. 
Fluttershy put on her seatbelt and took a few deep breaths. “S-sorry,” she said at last, hands tightening on the steering wheel. “I … I hate that I get flustered so easily.” 
“I don’t know if this helps,” Flash said gently, “but it’s really cute.” 
She smiled, though her cheeks were flushed red. “Thank you.” She took another deep breath before starting the van. “We aren’t going far. There’s a little trail through the Whitetail Woods I like to walk sometimes, and no one except my mother and me ever uses it, so I thought …” She shrank behind her hair again and slowly backed out of the parking spot. 
Flash stayed quiet as she navigated her way out to the road and towards the woods; partly because he worried about getting his driver too flustered. Still, her unfinished sentence hung in the air, taunting his imagination. Did she want to go at it out in the woods? That seemed like a very Fluttershy thing to do, but he hoped she’d at least packed a blanket. Nothing would kill the mood like rolling over a deer turd or getting a stick jammed up where the sun doesn’t shine. He glanced into the back of the van but only saw a thick black curtain a few inches behind their seats. 
Soon Fluttershy pulled onto a dirt road leading into the woods. Flash wasn’t familiar with it, but then again, he didn’t come out to the woods very often. It was obvious no one had maintained the road in a long time; grass and other plants grew right up through the middle of it, tree branches scraped across the sides of the van, and potholes shook them every few feet, but Fluttershy kept driving calmly. 
At last the trees opened up to a small area. Flash would’ve called it a meadow if not for the gravel covering the ground. Fluttershy pulled up to a log on the far side and parked, not looking over at him or doing much of anything. 
Flash undid his seat belt and turned to her, unsure what to say or do next. 
Fluttershy slowly undid her seat belt as well, though she kept her eyes on the steering wheel, hunched over so hair covered most of her face. 
It was hard to believe this was the same girl who’d written all those pages of sexy stuff she wanted to do with him. Maybe she was fine imagining those things but couldn’t bring herself to do them in real life. Maybe she’d been imagining some other guy. Maybe this was all just stage fright, and she’d open up in a second. 
Except she wasn’t opening up. And Flash couldn’t help this growing feeling that he’d done something to upset her. 
At last a soft murmur caught his attention. He blinked. “What?” 
Fluttershy tensed. She stayed that way for a few long seconds before slowly turning to him, face bright red as she chewed on her lip nervously. “I-I don’t know what to do next.” 
Okay, maybe wanting to be the gallant knight meant Flash was secretly some kind of sexist pig, but he couldn’t have cared less at that moment. He slipped out of his seat, kneeling on the hard metal floor next to her, and took her hand as gently as he possibly could. “What do you want to do? We’ll do that, whatever it is or isn’t.” 
She looked away, though her hand tightened around his. “S-sex,” she said in a quiet squeak. “In the back of the van. With you in charge. P-please.” 
Huh, he’d been expecting a hike or something first. “Are you sure?” he asked. “I don’t want to make you feel uncomfortable.” 
Fluttershy shrank down in her seat a bit. “It’s okay if you don’t want to do anything. I’m sorry I bothered you with it.” Her hand went limp. 
What? Flash had no idea where that had come from. 
“We can just go for a hike instead.” Fluttershy took off her seat belt without looking at him. 
“Wait,” Flash said quickly. 
She paused, hand partway to the door. 
Crap, crap, crap! He had no idea what to say next. 
Let’s see … Rarity had warned him about her low self esteem. Fluttershy had said she wanted him to take charge their first time. Maybe she’d taken his hesitation as a sign that he didn’t want to sleep with her and was trying to be nice about turning her down. 
Maybe? How could he convince her otherwise while still being romantic? 
He took a deep breath. “Fluttershy, I …” This was the part where his brain was supposed to give him a great line that made her swoon. Except apparently his brain wasn’t in the mood. He gently but firmly tightened his grip on her hand. “I’ll stop if you want me to. Otherwise, I’ll do exactly what I want.” He brought his other hand up, gliding across her leg, then the green skirt she wore, and finally along her white shirt until it came to rest at her cheek. 
Fluttershy didn’t move at all for a moment, then she closed her eyes and leaned into his hand. “Thank you.” 
Flash nodded, standing up as much as he could in the cramped van. He turned to the black curtains separating the front and back of the van, pulled them aside. 
A thick black mattress sat on the floor inside, sandwiched between a raised area on either side. Or maybe ‘taco’d’ would be a better term, because it did kind of look like a big, black taco shell with just enough room on the bottom for two people to lie side by side. If they didn’t mind cuddling. The raised area held some straps and things he guessed were used to hold pet cages in place, but there weren’t any cages at present. Instead, a collection of candles, oils, lubricants, and sex toys filled box after box. 
“R-rarity, Twilight, and Pinkie lent me everything,” Fluttershy said, swallowing. “I-I didn’t know what you’d want, s-so I-” 
Flash cut her off with a firm kiss, holding her tight against him with one arm as the other roamed up and down her back. “I want you,” he said, kicking off his shoes. “Nothing more, and nothing less.” Then he went in for another kiss. 
Fluttershy practically melted into his arms, kicking off her sandals as her arms wrapped around his shoulders tightly. 
If he was being honest, Flash felt a little weird going from zero to sex so quickly, he’d at least gotten to know all the other girls before they went at it; well, except for Applejack; but he especially felt weird being so forward with Fluttershy of all people. Seriously, if there was any girl he might pressure into sex without meaning to, it was Fluttershy. 
But then again, Rarity had assured him that she wanted this, and Fluttershy herself had written entire pages of things she wanted to do with him. Not to mention how hurt she’d been at just the hint of him not wanting to sleep with her. 
And yeah, he did. Maybe that was just hormones talking, but Flash definitely did want this. He ran a hand up and down her back, savoring the feel of her. 
Fluttershy hugged him tighter, moaning softly into his mouth. 
The last of Flash’s worries evaporated at how eager she seemed. He tightened his grip, carried her into the back of the van, and closed the curtains behind him, leaving them both in utter darkness ... 


At last it ended, and he went limp on top of Fluttershy, using the tiny fragments of his strength to hug her gently. 
She hugged him back, sighing happily. “Thank you for the wonderful first time.” 
“Thank you for letting me share it with you,” Flash said, weakly nuzzling her cheek. 
They stayed that way for a few minutes, just breathing deeply with their bodies pressed together. 
“Did you still want to go for a hike?” Flash asked softly. 
“Yes,” she squeezed him to her. “Only if you don’t mind, that is.” 
“I’d love to spend more time with you,” Flash said, nuzzling her cheek again. “A walk doesn’t sound bad either.” 
Comfortable silence fell over them for a few more seconds. 
“I suppose we should clean up,” Fluttershy said regretfully, giving him another squeeze. 
Flash squeezed her back. “Yeah. I'm guessing you have baby wipes or something in here somewhere.” 
“Yes,” Fluttershy said, “they’re in the box to the left- My left, I mean. It’s to your right.” 
Flash smiled, groping blindly for the box. She sounded adorable even when flustered. “I’m not sure if I’m looking in the right area. Should I open the curtains?” 
She made a quiet, anxious sound. “I, um, would it be okay if we cleaned up and got dressed first?” 
Now, Flash knew he wasn’t the brightest person in the universe, but he wasn’t an idiot either. First she’d wanted to have sex in pitch blackness. Now she wanted to cover up before they let the light in. Conclusion, she was worried about him seeing her body. 
Probably. 
It was possible he had it all wrong and Fluttershy was actually terrified of a sunburn on her butt or something, but Flash didn’t want to pry. He seriously didn’t want her to clam up on him from embarrassment again. So he leaned down and kissed her again. “No worries, I’ll leave the curtains closed.” 
She sighed in relief. “Thank you. I … I really enjoyed this, but …” 
“But?” Flash asked, pulling on his shirt. 
“Nothing,” Fluttershy said quietly. “Thank you.” 
Now, if Sunset had said something like that, he would’ve pushed her to admit whatever the problem was, but he didn’t know Fluttershy nearly as well. He honestly had no clue whether pushing her would help or just made things worse, and so he just shrugged and said, “It was my pleasure.” Maybe that was cowardly of him; he didn’t know. 
Silence fell over them as they finished getting dressed. Flash took her hand and helped her sit up, giving her a kiss on the tip of the nose. Like with Pinkie, it made her giggle, and the sound was just as heartwarming. “Are you ready?” Flash asked, parting the curtain just slightly. The light on the other side looked blazing after so long in darkness. 
“Y-yes,” Fluttershy said, sounding almost sad. 
Flash slowly pulled back the curtains, blinding them both with the sun’s rays. He clenched his eyes shut automatically and had to force himself to pry them open again. Agonizing seconds passed as his eyes adapted to the glaring light, but at last things returned to normal. He turned to Fluttershy and literally d’awww’ed at what he saw. 
Her long pink hair had gone all frizzy, leaving it sticking out in random places; her clothes were rumpled and uneven; and her cheeks still held the rosy glow of what must have been an amazing blush. All those were adorable by themselves, but what truly made his chest ache was the look of sheer, nervous hope on her face, as though she desperately wanted him to like what he saw but didn’t think he would. In fact, Flash was pretty sure that’s exactly what she was feeling. 
And so he did exactly what he wanted to do; sat next to her, pulled her into a tight squeeze, and kissed the top of her head. “Goodness, you’re adorable!” 
She froze up with a gasp of surprise. 
“Sorry,” Flash said quickly, letting go. “I didn’t mean to scare you. You just, you looked so beautiful I had to hug you.” 
Fluttershy turned bright red, covering her cheeks with her hands and ducking beneath her hair. “I-I don’t …” She lowered her head even more. “I … don’t mind.” 
Flash gently hugged her again. “I’m glad.” He got up. “So, which trail are we taking?” 
She smiled through her blush. “L-let me show you.” She grabbed a backpack from one of the boxes and slipped into it before climbing into the driver’s seat and going out through the door, with Flash following behind her, shivering a little as the chilly air touched his bare arms. Maybe he’d been wearing his jacket too much lately. At least the birds singing in the distance took his mind off it. 
Fluttershy led the way to a shady trail head marked only by an old, dead tree, it’s gray branches sticking out in all directions. 
Flash nodded and slid a hand under one of the backpack straps. “Mind if I carry the pack?” 
He’d half expected her to jump in surprise, but she just blushed and looked down. “T-that would be nice. Only if you don’t mind, of course.” 
“Not at all.” Flash slipped the backpack off her shoulders and put it on, adjusting the straps so it fit right. “How long of a hike is it?” 
“Not long,” Fluttershy said quietly, leading him down the path. “It’s only a few miles, and there’s the cutest little meadow at the end.” She looked back with a nervous smile. “I hope you like it.” 
Flash smiled back. “I’m sure I will.” 
They fell into silence, following the thin dirt trail as it wove through a forest of pine and oak trees. At least, Flash was pretty sure they were pine and oak. He wasn’t exactly an expert on trees. 
Minutes passed in peaceful quiet as they walked, Flash regarding Fluttershy’s back the whole time. He’d always known she was shy--it was right there in her name--but something else seemed to be going on here. Something was eating her, but how on earth was he supposed to help when he had only the vaguest ideas about the problem? 
He lined up all the evidence he had; she was probably nervous about him seeing her naked, she thought she was fat, and she basically panicked when he even hinted at not wanting sex with her. 
Huh, the answer actually seemed pretty obvious once he lined it up like that; Fluttershy had terrible self esteem, exactly as Rarity had said. Now how to help her? 
Sex stuff seemed to work last time. Maybe he should compliment her body- 
“Um, Flash?” Fluttershy asked as they walked. 
He paused. “Yeah?” 
“I’m sorry for worrying you.” She turned back to him and smiled weakly. “I’m okay, though. I promise.” 
Flash could almost hear the squeal of metal as his train of thought derailed. “Huh?” 
“You looked worried,” Fluttershy said, shrinking behind her hair, “and it’s probably because I’m acting strange. I’m sorry, but I promise I’ll be okay.” She smiled again, a little stronger this time. “I know I shouldn’t compare myself to my friends, but I can’t help thinking how amazing they all are.” 
“I, uh, well, they are all pretty special,” Flash said slowly, stalling for time. This felt like a metaphorical minefield, and he didn’t have a clue what was and wasn’t a safe zone. “But, I mean, you’re pretty special too.” 
She stared at him in shock. “Wh-what?” She shook her head. “No, I’m not. I-I just follow them. I’m not brave like Rainbow Dash, or smart like Twilight, or a leader like Sunset. I’m just …” She gestured down at herself like that was all the explanation needed. 
“Just what?” Flash asked seriously. “Just Fluttershy?” 
She nodded silently. 
Flash put his hands on her shoulders. “What’s wrong with that? Even I know how hard you work taking care of animals at the shelter, and how you tutor anyone who asks you for help, and how you always reach out to people who look upset or like they need someone to cheer them up.” He tilted her head up to look at him. “Don’t sell yourself short.” 
“But …” She lowered her head. “I’m not … sexy like they are.” 
Flash arched an eyebrow. “You’re way sexy, Fluttershy.” 
“I’m really not,” Fluttershy said quietly. “I weigh more than I should, my breasts are too small, and I’m so short.” She sighed and leaned against him, her head fitting in right under his chin. “See?” 
Flash instinctively held her close, mind working furiously. “I don’t get it,” he said at last. “What’s wrong with being short? I think it makes you cuter. How are your breasts too small? They’ve gotta be on the high end of B-cup, at the very least. And what on earth makes you think you’re fat?” He shifted enough to let him run a hand up her leg, across her stomach, between her breasts, and up to cup her cheek. “You’re in great shape.” 
Fluttershy leaned into his hand, looking conflicted. “Y-you haven’t …” She chewed on her lower lip. “J-just-” She took his hand and put it on her stomach, “-Just feel.” 
He did so, gently tracing the curve of her stomach down to her crotch then up to her ribs. Her soft, warm skin felt amazing, even through her shirt, and he may have lingered longer than was strictly necessary. “I still don’t see the problem, unless you’re trying to get me turned on.” He smirked. “In which case, it’s working.” 
She flushed and stepped back, staring at him like he was crazy. “B-but didn’t you feel how fat I am? My stomach is, it’s,” she made an exaggerated round motion with her arms, like how someone might pantomime being nine-months pregnant. “I didn’t want you to be disgusted by it, so that’s why …” She sighed. “You haven’t seen it.” 
Now Flash was starting to get legit worried. “Fluttershy, I would never be disgusted by you or your body.” He did his best to smile casually. “I mean, I haven’t seen your stomach, but I felt it back in the van and again just now, and, well, it seriously turned me on both times.” 
She blushed, slowly looking up at him. “R-really?” 
He nodded. “Not to be gross or anything, but you're giving me a serious boner. I hope that counts for something.” 
“Yes,” she said quickly. “I, I mean, it does.” She hid behind her hair again, though he could just make out a nervous smile between her pink locks. “W-we could go back to the van, if you want.” 
Flash smiled and pulled her into a hug. “After the walk. I want to see more of you out here in the sunlight.” 
She squeezed him back. “Are you sure?” 
“Very.” 
“O-okay.” She took a deep breath and stepped back. “I’ll try to stay out in the sunlight with you, but could you promise not to be disappointed if I’m not as nice to look at as you expected?” 
“Deal,” Flash said confidently. He’d felt more than enough of her to know nothing about her looks would ever disappoint him. 
“Okay,” Fluttershy said again, smiling weakly. “Then maybe we could walk side by side? I want to know more about you, if you don’t mind.” Her eyes widened. “Oh, unless you were walking behind because you wanted to look at my butt. I’m sorry. You can keep walking behind me.” 
Flash didn’t know whether to blink, chuckle, shake his head, or smile, and wound up doing a mixture of all four. “I, uh, I’d love to walk next to you. I mean, your butt is amazing,” he added quickly, “but I didn’t want to be a pig and stare at it.” 
She played with a lock of her hair. “I would kind of like it if you did.” 
Huh, well it would be rude to say no, but Flash also wanted to talk with her. He hummed thoughtfully. “How about this? We walk together and talk, and I’ll look at your butt however much I can?” 
She smiled and nodded. “Okay.” 
Flash approached her and reached out. “Uh, do you want to hold hands as we walk?” 
Fluttershy silently took his hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, walking down the trail with him in tow. 
“You said you wanted to know more about me,” Flash said, falling into stride next to her. “What would you like to know?” 
“Oh, um,” she looked away. “I … I wanted to know what kinds of things I could do to make you happy.”
Flash gave the question a few moments of serious thought. “Happy in what way?” 
She hunched her shoulders. “I-It’s really selfish.” 
He squinted in confusion. “Uh, how exactly does wanting to make me happy qualify as you being selfish?” 
“Because,” she whispered, “I w-want to make you happy so you’ll want to do something like this again next Tuesday.” 
His squint became a full blink. Several, in fact. “I’m still not seeing the connection there.” 
“My friends are keeping you so busy,” Fluttershy said. “How could it not be selfish to take up more of your time?” 
He actually laughed at that. “Fluttershy, before all this started, a normal day for me was sitting alone in my house, writing music for a band I stopped caring about years ago, waiting for something to come along and make me feel like I was actually living again.” He shuddered at the memory. “Trust me, I don’t want to go back to that.” 
Fluttershy paused and looked at him in surprise. “B-but, how could you be alone? You’re the most popular boy in school. You must have had lots of girlfriends.” 
He shook his head. “Just Sunset before last week.” 
She stared at him. “B-but … You’re like Tuxedo Mask.” Her eyes widened and she looked away. “U-um, Tuxedo Mask i-is-” 
“The guy from Sailor Moon,” Flash said with a smirk. “Should I give you a hard time for comparing me to the college guy who puts the moves on a fourteen-year-old?” 
She flushed. “N-no, no, I didn’t mean it like that! A-and besides, I think that’s more culturally acceptable in Japan, so …” 
Flash chuckled. “Don’t worry, I know you didn’t mean anything bad by it. I’m just surprised. I never knew you were into anime.” 
“I mostly read manga,” Fluttershy said quietly, “but anime is fun too.” 
Flash could practically hear a choir of angels singing hallelujah. Not only was this a much safer topic than letting Fluttershy dwell on her own fears, but he’d never been able to talk manga with anyone before. “What’s your favorite manga?” he asked, gently tugging on her hand as he started walking again. 
She took the cue and matched his pace. “W-well, it’s kind of a strange one. Have you ever heard of One Punch Man?” 
“Are you kidding?” Flash grinned. “I love that one!” 
“Really?” Fluttershy’s face lit up in awe. “None of my friends will read it.” 
“Seriously?” Flash shook his head. “Okay, that’s it. We’re holding a movie night sometime and showing them the first few episodes of the anime. I know Pinkie and Rainbow would love it if they just gave it a shot. Maybe Applejack too.” 
“And Twilight,” Fluttershy said. “She says she likes smart stories, and One Punch Man is all about humorously deconstructing the overpowered protagonist trope.” 
“Exactly,” Flash said, pulling her into a hug. “We’re gonna turn them into anime geeks for sure.” 
Fluttershy giggled sweetly, hugging him back. “You’re so wonderful,” she said wistfully. “It’s like you walked out of the pages of a romance manga, the kind where the girl is just some ordinary person but the boy is almost perfect in every way.” 
“Don’t put me on too high of a pedestal,” Flash said. “I screw things up like everyone else. I mean, my grades are just okay, I’m not that good at writing songs, and I sometimes have trouble seeing other people’s points of view.” He smiled sadly. “And I’m sure there are a bunch of other flaws I’m not even aware of.” 
“M-maybe,” Fluttershy said slowly, continuing their hike, “b-but I’d still like to get to know you better.” She smiled. “What’s your family like?” 
Flash winced. “Hooo boy, that’s a landmine right there.” 
“Oh no.” Fluttershy’s expression fell. “Y-you don’t have to answer if you don’t want.” 
“Nah,” Flash said with a smile that was only a little forced. “It’s not a secret or anything; I just don’t bring it up much; but anyway, my Mom was always a bit unstable. She’d be sweet one minute, then blowing a gasket the next, then back to sweet. I think they said it was Borderline Personality Disorder, but she started taking drugs to try and self-medicate, and that must have turned into dealing drugs too, because one day Dad got home from work and found her with over a hundred pounds of stuff, mostly meth.” Flash shrugged. “Dad’s a cop and had to turn her in. She’s been out of our lives and in and out of jail for about a decade now, and I don’t think Dad ever forgave himself for his part in everything. He’s been burying himself in his work for as long as I can remember.” 
Fluttershy stopped, tears building in her turquoise eyes. “I-I’m so sorry, Flash.” 
Flash shrugged again. “I do my best not to dwell on it.” 
The first tears rolled down her cheek as she pulled him into a hug. “Is that why you work so hard to make us happy?” 
He hugged her back, gently stroking her hair. “You’re really giving me too much credit here. I mean, a bunch of gorgeous women ask me for sex--basically demand it in Applejack’s case. I’m not doing anything incredible by saying yes.” 
“But you aren’t just having sex,” Fluttershy said, hugging him tighter. “Pinkie told everyone how you took care of her after she fell at work, going so far out of your way to help her. Sunset told us how you took her in when she had nothing. You helped Rarity clean out her apartment then cooked her dinner and gave her a massage.” She pulled back enough to look up at him. Tears stained her cheeks, but there was something firm and unshakable in her eyes. “Flash, tell me honestly, when’s the last time someone has gone out of their way to do something nice just for you.” 
He smirked. “Today. You planned out a nice nature hike and sexy fun times with me, even though we barely knew each other.” He tapped her on the tip of the nose. “And you can’t tell me it wasn’t something nice for me. The sex was incredible,” he smiled at her sudden blush, “and the hike has been a great chance to get to know you better.” 
“B-but, I didn’t …” She leaned into him. “I did it because I wanted to feel loved, like how you made the other girls feel. I was selfish and not thinking about you at all.” 
“Fluttershy,” Flash said gently but firmly. “How about you tell me honestly, when’s the last time a guy went out of his way to do something nice just for you?” 
She blinked in surprise, then smiled warmly. “Today. You knew how nervous I was, and you did everything you could to make me feel more comfortable and reassured me when I felt bad.” 
“I mean something special,” Flash said. “Today was just me trying to be … nice …” He shook his head. “Okay, so we each did something nice for the other today and neither of us think it was all that much.” 
She hugged him. “Maybe next week we could plan something together to make sure we both enjoy it?” 
“Sounds good,” Flash said, stroking her hair. “There’s always that anime night with your friends, but then again, maybe not. You know Pinkie would spend the whole night hitting on me, and this is supposed to be something for you and me to enjoy together.” 
“I wouldn’t mind,” Fluttershy said, smiling sweetly. “It makes me happy to see my friends happy, and I’ve always wanted to get them to watch anime with me.” 
“Still,” Flash said, “I’ll ask Pinkie to tone it down. I want to spend that night cuddling with you.” 
She squeezed him tight. “Thank you.” Then she let go and took his hand. “Let’s keep going.” 
Flash squeezed her hand, walking beside her. “Just promise you’ll tell me if I ever say or do something that makes you uncomfortable.” 
“O-okay.” She took a deep breath. “I promise, but promise me you’ll let me know what you do and don’t want.” 
“Deal.” 
She smiled. “Thank you.” They walked in comfortable silence for a few moments, then Fluttershy turned to him. “By the way, what’s your favorite manga?” 
“Honestly? I’ve got like three.” He shook his head. “I never could pick just one to be my favorite.” 
She giggled. “Would you tell me about them?” 
“I’d love to,” he said with a smile. 
#

“ … So yeah,” Flash said, “the whole show is basically those five wandering around, butting heads and dealing with the monster of the week while the bad guy sits around doing nothing of any importance.” 
Fluttershy looked both amused and confused in equal measure. “And that’s one of your favorites?” 
“Hey, Inuyasha’s a classic,” Flash said. “You’ve gotta appreciate it warts and all.” 
“I think I understand,” Fluttershy said, ducking under a low-hanging branch. “Like how Sailor Moon always puts in those long transformation sequences for no reason.” 
“Pretty much.” Flash let out a satisfied sigh. “Anyway, you have no idea how nice it is to finally have someone to talk to about manga and anime. My friends act like anyone who watches that stuff must be into crazy tentacle-sex hentai or something.” 
Fluttershy blanched. “Rainbow thought the same thing when I told her. She even …” she looked down and blushed, “got me a tentacle-shaped dildo last year.” 
Flash’s eye twitched and a laugh bubbled up his throat. “W-wait, seriously?” 
She nodded. “I, um, only used it once to be polite.” 
“You used it?” Now there was a mental image, and a disturbingly hot one too. “Uh, what was it like?” 
“It was,” she cleared her throat, “strange. I really preferred, um, you.” She blushed harder. 
“Flatterer.” Flash smirked. “Though in all seriousness, I’m more surprised Rainbow would do something like that.” 
“Me too,” Fluttershy said. “I think she was even more uncomfortable than I was. She couldn’t stop looking at it and shuddering.” She looked ahead and smiled. “Oh, we’re here!” 
Flash followed her gaze but only saw the same dirt path and endless trees. “We are?” 
“Well, almost.” She squeezed his hand and walked a bit more quickly. “It’s right around this bend.” 
They followed the trail in a half circle around a cluster of pine trees, and exactly as Fluttershy said, the woods rolled back to reveal a sunlit meadow full of tiny white flowers and long, flowing grass. 
“Wow,” Flash said softly, looking around. “It’s beautiful.” He knelt next to a flower and stared at the delicate white petals leading to a yellow center. “How did you find this place?” 
“I didn’t.” Fluttershy smiled fondly. “My mother loves to hike. We’ve come here at least once a month since I was little. We always eat lunch and talk.” She played with her hair nervously. “I-I hope it isn’t weird that I took you to the same place I go with my mother.” 
He shook his head. “No, it isn’t weird. I’m glad I got to share something like this with you.” 
Fluttershy smiled in relief. “W-well, there’s a meal in the backpack too, if you’re hungry.” 
“I am a bit munchy.” Flash slipped off the backpack and opened it, pulling out a big gray blanket and spreading it on the grass. Beneath the blanket, he noticed several tupperware containers, which he put on the blanket. 
Fluttershy knelt on the blanket next to him and started opening the containers, filling the air with all sorts of wonderful scents. “I wasn’t sure what you’d like, so I brought mini pork pies, Japanese scotch eggs, vegetarian spring rolls, watermelon salad, lemon tarts, and brownies.” She chewed on her bottom lip, looking up at him through her pink hair. “I-I hope there’s at least one thing you like.” 
Flash, who’d been nearly drooling since the first item, could only stare at her in shock. “All of those sound incredible.” He shook his head. “I mean, wow, it must have taken you forever to make all this.” 
She shrugged, hiding behind her bangs. “It’s okay. I like to cook.” 
“And it looks like you’re amazing at it.” Flash reached into a container and pulled out one of the mini pork pies. It was the size and shape of a muffin, but with a texture that reminded him of pizza crust and a glossy finish. The scent of sausage and bread filled his nose. “May I?” 
She nodded, a shy smile on her lips. 
Flash bit into the pie, and those scents exploded into glorious tastes, even adding new ones like basil and egg to the mix. He moaned appreciatively. “Okay, you absolutely have to teach me to bake these.” He took another bite. 
Fluttershy grinned through flushed cheeks. “I’m really glad you like it. They were a new recipe, and I wasn’t sure how they’d turn out.” 
“Perfectly,” Flash said between bites. “That’s how they turned out.” He shoved the last of the pie in his mouth and chewed happily. “Remind me to give you at least two orgasms for that alone.” He paused. “Sorry, was that too much?” 
She giggled and shook her head. “It’s strange, but it makes me happy to hear you say things like that.” 
“Oh, good.” Flash picked up the next item, what Fluttershy had called a Japanese scotch ball, and dug in with another happy moan. “Yeah, you’re definitely getting a lot of orgasms after this feast.” 
The rest of the meal was quiet aside from moans of pleasure and promises of just payback, but at last Flash lay stuffed on the blanket, soaking in the warm sun. Their leftovers had already been put away, giving them plenty of room to stretch out, though Flash certainly didn’t mind that Fluttershy had curled up next to him instead, her head resting on his shoulder. 
“This … this has been wonderful.” She sighed contentedly. “Thank you, Flash. This is everything I ever hoped for.” 
“You hoped to have sex with some dork then feed him the best meal of his life?” Flash asked, idly running his fingers along her scalp. “Set your sights higher, because we both know you could do far better than me.” 
She shook her head. “No, I couldn’t. Everyone else gets frustrated with me when I talk about how fat I feel, or tells me to grow up and stop being so shy.” She sighed again and shifted closer. “Flash, are you sure it’s okay if I spend my Tuesdays with you? I’ll be trying to make you fall for me the whole time.” 
He wrapped an arm around her and held her close. “I’d love nothing more than to spend my Tuesdays with you, as long as you’re okay with me having feelings for Sunset and Pinkie, and kind of Rarity too.” 
“I don’t mind,” Fluttershy said. She squeezed his arm then sat up next to him. “Um, Flash? Are you sure you want to see me naked in the sunlight? I’m not as beautiful as the other girls.” 
Flash stopped and thought--not about her request, he very much did want to see her naked, but about whether he was up for some more sexy times right after a meal. One look at Fluttershy’s nervous yet brave face, generous curves, and form-fitting shirt was enough to make up his mind on that one. “Fluttershy, I would absolutely love to see you naked right now.” 
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		Chapter 7



It was safe to say Flash’s life had been interesting lately, if by ‘interesting’ you meant he’d had sex with five women in as many days and was probably well on his way to being murdered out of jealousy by half the guys at school. As such, he wasn’t exactly surprised when he got home from his date with Fluttershy to find a rather unusual email from Twilight. 
“Sexual preferences survey,” he read aloud, giving his laptop a flat look. “Why am I surprised?” He shook his head and opened the email. 
Flash, 
I hope this message finds you well. Allow me to first thank you for your efforts with my friends. I’m told you made them all feel extremely loved and appreciated. Your future significant other will be fortunate to have such a caring boyfriend. Unfortunately, it seems I must take advantage of that same caring side of you. You see, I wish to experience almost everything related to sex, including my own preferences and talents. Unfortunately, I have no experience at present and so will have to build up from zero assuming the willingness of my partner. 
Sorry, I’m slipping into technical terminology. I sometimes do that when I’m nervous. I’ll just say it as clearly as possible: I want to try nearly every form of sex there is to try, but I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable or do anything you’d dislike, so here’s every sexual activity I could find in my research; at least, the ones that didn’t disgust me completely. Please respond as quickly as possible with the items on this list marked yes or no to indicate your willingness to try them. 
Thank you, and I apologize again for the inconvenience! 
-Twilight Sparkle. 
Flash scrolled down the list … then scrolled down some more … and some more, staring in awe. He hadn’t even known there were this many ways to have sex. At least she’d been nice and clear, listing every item with a description of what it entailed. He shrugged and went back to the top of the list, dutifully reading through a long, detailed explanation of what was basically just vanilla sex. He marked that yes and moved on. 
And on. 
And on some more. 
Flash blinked to clear his eyes and kept working … 
	#

*Bzzz! 
Flash nuzzled deeper into his pillow, hoping whatever was making that noise would shut up. 
*Bzzz! 
Any time now. 
*Bzzz!
… This wasn’t going to stop, was it? 
*Bzzz!
“Fine, you win,” he mumbled, reaching for his phone. He didn’t recognize whoever was calling. “Hello?” 
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Twilight said on the other end. “Did I wake you?” 
“Yeah, but it’s fine.” He yawned. “What’s up? Did I miss some answers on your survey or something?” 
“No, no,” she said quickly. “In fact, I’m extremely grateful you got through it all last night. I thought it would take you much longer. So … Thank you.” 
Flash shrugged as much as he could while lying down. “You’re welcome.” He yawned again and sat up, running a hand through his hair. 
“Did you stay up late filling it out?” Twilight asked. “Your response was sent at one in the morning.” 
“Well … yeah.” Flash shrugged again. “It seemed rude to just leave it halfway through.” He cleared his throat. “Maybe I should’ve, though. I can’t remember most of what was even on there.” He laughed nervously. “So, uh, sorry about that.” 
“You don’t need to be sorry,” Twilight said. “It was sweet of you to try so hard. I mean, I’m not surprised you did. The way my friends are all talking, they make it seem like you give everything you have into helping people. Rarity says most guys would do the minimum effort and then brag to everyone at school about sleeping with so many women, but you’re doing the complete opposite without falling into the stereotypical ‘nice guy’ persona. I’m curious if it’s because you see yourself as some kind of beta male, and …” she cleared her throat. “I’m sorry. I need to stop treating people like things to study, and if you do feel like a beta male sometimes, I hope you know that you aren’t. No such thing exists in human society, in spite of what you may think, and now I’m rambling again.” She sighed. “I’m really sorry. I talk excessively when I’m nervous.” 
“It’s fine.” Flash smiled a little. “I feel nervous too, and so have all the other girls.” 
“Thank you,” Twilight said softly. “Though … never mind. We can talk about things when you get here.” 
Flash blinked. “Uh, get where?” 
“You don’t know?” There was a sound he could only assume was Twilight facepalming. “Right, you must have been half asleep when you reached the end of the survey. I’m sorry again about forcing you to do that, but there was a note at the end saying for you to come over to my house first thing in the morning. Our experiments are going to take all day.” 
Flash blinked again. “What about school?” His brain tried to come to terms with Twilight of all people skipping school, and it promptly exploded. 
“Don’t worry,” Twilight said, sounding genuinely happy, “I gathered all lesson plans and materials from your classes for today. We can go over them together as a fun break between sex sessions.” 
“I- Uh, okay.” She thought studying would be a ‘fun break’ from sex? Flash’s brain somehow exploded again. “B-but what about your parents? They can’t be okay with some strange guy showing up and boinking their daughter all day.” A daughter who also looked identical to an old crush, a fragment of his brain pointed out. 
“You don’t have to worry,” Twilight said cheerfully. “They’re both out of town today, and Spike is at my brother’s place.” 
“Spike?” Flash asked, getting out of bed. 
“My dog,” Twilight said. “I don’t want him asking too many questions. He isn’t old enough to know what’s going on yet.” 
“O-kay.” So apparently Twilight thought her dog could talk. Then again, maybe it could. It wouldn’t be the weirdest thing Flash had seen in this town. He shrugged out of his pyjama pants and grabbed a pair of jeans off the floor. “You’ll have to text me your address.” 
“Oh, I forgot, you don’t know where I live,” Twilight said. “I’ll send it right away. And Flash?” 
“Yeah?” 
“Thank you for being the kind of person I could trust with this.” 
He paused, smiling as warmth built up in his chest. “Thank you, Twilight. I hope I’m worthy of that trust.” 
“I’m sure you will be, and I’ll see you when you get here!” 
“Okay, see you then.” Flash hung up and finished getting dressed. He scarfed down a bowl of cereal before checking his phone, typing in the address Twilight had sent him, and heading out. 
Apparently she lived in the upper-class part of town, where the houses were all nearly twice the size of normal ones, and they all sat behind ornate fences that probably cost more than Flash’s car. He pulled up in front of a two-story white house with a sinking feeling in his gut. 
“So her parents are rich.” Flash took a deep breath and got out of his car. “No problem. Just don’t get intimidated by the fact she could probably buy your entire house with her allowance.” He took another deep breath and walked up to the ornate metal fence, full of swirling patterns. He hesitated at the gate. Should he just walk in or what? 
Well, he didn’t see any intercom or anything else to contact the people in the house, so it looked like walking up was his only option. He quickly crossed the walkway to her door and knocked. 
Agonizingly long seconds passed before the door swung open, revealing Twilight in her usual shirt and skirt outfit, made all the more adorkable by a sweet smile and glasses. “Good morning, Flash. Thank you so much for coming!” 
“N-no problem,” Flash said. “I, uh …” What was he supposed to say? ‘Thanks, I look forward to screwing you senseless?’ 
Yeah, nope. 
Pinkie walked into view in the marble hallway behind Twilight, grinning. “Oooh, you’re here! Come in and take your clothes off!” 
Flash froze, and he was pretty sure one of his eyes twitched. “Uh, Twilight, why is Pinkie here?” 
Twilight fidgeted. “Oh, w-well, we’re going to try for a threesome. You marked it ‘Sure, why not?’ on the survey.” 
“Uhhh.” He searched through his memories and found a faint hint of such a question. “I … I guess I did.” 
“Yup,” Pinkie said, hurrying up to him. She grabbed him by the arm and pulled him in. “Now come on, let’s have sex!” 
“W-whoa, Pinkie, hold on!” Flash struggled to regain his balance. “I mean …” He turned to Twilight. “A-are you, you know, sure?” Some part of his brain wanted to throttle him for even asking. What guy hadn’t idly dreamed about having sex with two beautiful women? It was one of those things that he’d always brushed aside because the odds of it happening were basically zero, and he definitely didn’t want to be the guy who tried to pressure his girlfriend into something she didn’t want. 
But if these two were up for it, then it was a dream come true, right? 
Twilight just stood there, smiling nervously. 
“It’s okay if you aren’t comfortable with this,” Flash said gently. 
“I-it’s fine,” Twilight said, shaking her head. “I won’t know my limits until I’ve pushed them, and this is what every guy wants.” Some of her confidence returned. “If I can do this, I’ll definitely be an A+ girlfriend, and besides,” she took Pinkie’s hand, “I trust my friends.” 
Pinkie nodded, giving Twilight a big hug. “And I’ve been wanting to try this forever! Or since Wednesday. One or the other.” 
Flash couldn’t help but smile at Pinkie’s antics. “Well, okay.” He looked around. Only the entryway was marble. Past that, the floor turned into gray carpet with a set of stairs at the end. “So, uh, what would you like to do now? Do we, um, jump right in or what?” 
Mini-Flash definitely liked that idea, pointing out how Pinkie’s light-blue shirt gently cupped her chest, hinting at the alluring curves he remembered so well. 
Twilight gripped her hands in front of her. “M-maybe not right away. There are a few things I’d like to ask you about first, if you don’t mind.” 
“Not at all,” Flash said. He didn’t know why he felt glad about the delay. Maybe it was just that he needed time to get used to the idea of doing that with these two. 
“Okay, you can leave your shoes there,” Twilight said, pointing at a shoe rack next to the door. “We’ll talk in my room.” 
Flash took his shoes off, following her up the stairs and through a door. He thought they’d gone into a study hall or something at first; the walls were covered in whiteboards and notes, with papers held on by magnets at least every square foot. There was even a cupboard next to the window, open to reveal beakers and test tubes. He noticed an entertainment center in one corner, complete with a huge flatscreen TV on the wall, and an absolutely massive bed in front of it. Seriously, it had to be a king at the very least, and it was covered in purple sheets the same color as Twilight’s hair. He had to pry his eyes away from the bed to focus on Twilight herself as she sat down at a writing desk and gestured for him to sit in a white loveseat across from her. 
Pinkie flopped down across his lap as soon as he was seated, wiggling her butt across his crotch in a way that couldn’t have been accidental. He went to put an arm around her shoulders but hesitated, unsure if it would make Twilight uncomfortable to see him cuddling with another woman. 
It was probably a good call, as Twilight blushed, looking at Pinkie’s butt against his groin, and clearing her throat. “W-well, I just want to start by thanking you both again for this. I’ve always believed the best way to learn about something is to study it, but this subject,” she frowned, “I keep getting conflicting points of data, meaningless statistics, and suggestions that have no basis in reality. The only solid advice I’ve found is to try everything out and see for myself what I like. I’d also like to see what I’m good at, regardless of my personal enjoyment. Having a list of skills I can use to impress a future significant other seems like a good idea.” She blushed and looked down. “At least, I hope it’s a good idea.” 
“I think it’s great,” Flash said, fighting to ignore Pinkie’s firm, toned rear against him. “I mean, I never really thought about what things I’m good at. I just did my best at whatever my partner wanted and hoped it was good enough.” 
“Aw, but you’re great at sex,” Pinkie kissed him on the tip of the nose, “and doing what your partner wants is really sweet too. That’s why all of us want to take another ride on the Flash train.” 
Twilight flushed. “Y-yes, well, be that as it may, I still want to try as much as possible. H-hence why I invited you even though I’m … not interested in girls that way.” She clenched her hands in her lap. “Um, no offense intended.” 
“None taken,” Pinkie said lightly. “What do you want to start with?” 
Twilight self-consciously crossed her legs. “Well, maybe we could talk about foreplay. I understand the basic theory, but I’m not exactly certain how to put it into practice.” 
“Oh, that’s easy,” Pinkie said, turning to Flash with a sly smile. “It’s all about making the setting right, looking for the perfect moment, then jumping on it.” She turned back to Twilight. “That’s why I’m getting Flashy all ready to go. He’s super-duper nervous, just like you, so I’ve gotta get him worked up a bit before he’ll be in the mood to do much of anything. Otherwise he’ll just sit here feeling awkward all day.” She smiled and stroked Flash’s cheek. “Sexy surprises are nice too, but it’s a lot easier to feel comfortable if everyone knows what to expect.” She turned to Twilight. “Maybe you could go change into that sexy, fun-times outfit Rarity made for you.” Pinkie wiggled her eyebrows. “I bet he’ll be way turned on just seeing you in it.” 
Twilight shrank back a bit. “I, um, are you sure?” She cleared her throat. “I-I mean, maybe you two should go ahead without me, and I’ll … gather data?” She finished in a whisper. 
Flash paused, taking in the way she was gripping her own arms and the tension all over her body. “We really don’t have to do anything if you don’t want to.” 
“No,” Twilight shook her head, “I do want to do this.” Though nothing about her voice or her face backed that up. 
“I don’t want to make you uncomfortable,” Flash said simply. 
“I appreciate that,” Twilight said. “I really do, and yes, I am uncomfortable, but I want to get over it. It’s just so … weird.” She swallowed. “Me being like this, I mean. I’m not, well, a very sexual person. Or I didn’t think I was, but reading through all those accounts of sex did have … an effect on me, and thinking about doing those things with you, likewise.” She tightened her grip on her arms, blushing heavily. “I didn’t expect myself to feel this way, and I don’t know how to act. I can’t be as casually sexual as Pinkie.” She gestured to her friend. “She’s so open in her enjoyment of it, and I really envy her for it, but I don’t …” She sighed. “I don’t know how to be like that without looking like a complete fool.” 
“Oh, Twilight,” Pinkie said gently, getting up and pulling her into a hug. “I’m sorry!” 
“You didn’t do anything wrong,” Twilight said, hugging her back. “In fact, you’re an inspiration to me. I just wish I could think of a way to be more like you while still remaining like, well, me.” 
Pinkie broke off the hug and stared at Twilight, humming thoughtfully. “Oooh,” her face lit up. “I know! It’s the perfect thing!” She ran to the door. “You two need to have sex!” 
Twilight flushed. “Um, yes. We were always planning on that.” 
Pinkie shook her head. “No, no. You need time to figure out who you are without comparing yourself to me, and Flashy is great at letting people be happy no matter who they are. So you two have sex, and I’ll be back with cupcakes once you’re ready!” Then she rushed outside and slammed the door behind her. 
Twilight froze, hands still reached out towards Pinkie. “I … Um …” She lowered her hands and slowly turned to Flash, looking like she was about to bolt. 
Flash tried to look as non-threatening as possible. After Fluttershy, he didn’t want to keep offering to not have sex, it might just make her feel worse, but he couldn’t stay quiet either with her standing there like a deer in the headlights. “What would you like me to do,” he asked gently, “if anything?” 
“I want …” She took a deep breath. “I want to go change into the outfit Rarity made me. We’ll have sex when I get back, though I’ll be relying on you to guide me through it.” She stiffly walked to another door and went through, revealing a bathroom before she shut and locked it. 
Flash had a minor flashback to when Sunset had retreated to a bathroom to change. Was he supposed to go after her now too? Maybe not. Twi was obviously nervous, and he didn’t think cornering her in the bathroom was going to improve things. So he waited. 
And waited. 
And waited some more. 
Eventually Flash cleared his throat. “Are you okay in there?” 
“Y-yes,” Twilight answered quickly. “It’s just … weird.” 
“What is?” Flash asked. 
“This,” Twilight said. “Me, this outfit, everything. It’s really, really weird.” 
What was he supposed to say to that? Maybe the truth? It was better than nothing. He cleared his throat. “W-well, you aren’t wrong.” He laughed softly. “I mean, we barely know each other, but I used to have a huge crush on your twin from another dimension. Now we’re supposed to have sex, which I’m definitely not against. I mean, you’re attractive, or hot, or sexy, or whatever your preferred description is, but it still feels so sudden and … well, weird.” 
Twilight let out a shaky laugh. “Especially when you put it like that, yes.” She laughed again. “I’m sorry, the stress is making me laugh inappropriately.” 
“I don’t think it’s inappropriate,” Flash said, laughing softly as well. He took a big breath. “So honestly, how do you want things to go from here?” 
“I don’t know,” Twilight said. “I have an entire checklist of things I want to try at some point, but I don’t know how to transition from item to item naturally.” 
Flash hummed. “We could just go down the list, if you want. Try things long enough for you to decide what you think of them, then move on.” 
“Would that be okay?” Twilight asked nervously. “I considered that, but it doesn’t seem very romantic, or like something you’d enjoy.” 
He laughed again. “Can I be totally blunt for a bit?” 
“Of course.” 
“You’re sexy,” Flash said. “It turns me on to think about doing any kind of sexual thing with you. I guarantee I’ll enjoy whatever we do, so I’m more worried about making sure you get everything you’re hoping for out of this.” 
Twilight was silent for a moment, then the door opened to reveal her blushing face, still covered in glasses, and a blue dress-like outfit so thin it was nearly see through. Her arms folded anxiously across her body, perking up the faint curves of her breasts against the fabric. “I don’t want to be selfish,” she said quietly. “I sometimes get caught up in experiments and forget the feelings of the people involved, but I don’t want to do that now.” 
Flash struggled to pull his eyes away from her, admiring how the royal-blue outfit complemented her skin and hugged her body so invitingly, almost like it was daring him to remove it and press himself against her instead. “I-I’ll tell you if I want to do something or stop doing something, but, uh,” his eyes trailed down her wonderfully petite body again, “right now, it’s hard to think about anything other than how sexy you are. So just tell me what you want to do, and let’s do it.”  
She smiled and hugged herself a bit tighter. “I want … I want to have sex. With you.” 

They lay together for a few minutes, cooling off. Flash ran his hand along Twilight's cheek. "What would you like to try next?" 
“How about a threesome?” Pinkie asked. 
Twilight yelped in surprise, covering herself with her arms. “P-Pinkie! Where are you?” 
“Outside, silly!” Pinkie opened the door and leaned in with a wave. 
Luckily, Twilight was facing away from the door, but she still flushed. “How long have you been standing there?” 
“Just a few seconds,” Pinkie said, walking in with a plate of cupcakes. “I finished making your cupcakes, but I didn’t want to interrupt while you were still,” she wiggled her eyebrows, “busy.” 
Twilight somehow blushed even harder. “Th-thank you for your consideration, but could you look the other way while we get dressed?” 
“I thought you wanted to try for a threesome,” Pinkie said, approaching the bed. “That means you’d have to get used to being naked in front of me sooner or later, right?” 
Twilight swallowed. “W-well, I guess?” 
“You don’t have to,” Pinkie said, handing Flash a strawberry cupcake, “but it will probably be harder to try again later.” 
Flash awkwardly took the cupcake. “Uh, maybe, but I think you’re really freaking Twilight out right now.” 
“Oh,” Pinkie deflated a little, “I’m sorry.” She turned around to the nearest wall. “I guess I got too excited and forgot how uncomfortable Twilight is about me. I would give you a hug, but I think that would just make things worse.” 
Twilight sighed. “Thank you, Pinkie.” She carefully pushed herself up, sitting beside him. “I'm sorry I didn't give you a second orgasm.” She leaned over the side of the bed and grabbed a wet wipe, holding it out to him. 
Flash shrugged, sitting up and taking the wipe. “It's fine.” He quickly cleaned himself off. “I'm not sure how many times I could go off in a day anyway, and you still have lots of things you want to try, right?” 
“You're right,” Twilight said, taking a deep breath, “but Pinkie is also right. If we're going to attempt a threesome, it would be best to avoid putting it off until my nerves get the best of me.” She braced herself on the bed, clenching the sheets tight. “Pinkie, you can …” She swallowed. “You can look at me, i-if you want.” 
Pinkie turned around quickly and froze, staring at her in awe. “Wow,” she said softly, “you're really, really, really beautiful, Twilight.” 
Twilight blushed, fidgeting a little. “I, well, um … thank you, Pinkie.” 
Flash scooted next to Twilight and put an arm around her shoulders. “She's right, you are beautiful.” 
“Thank you too, Flash.” She took a deep breath. “This is still very weird for me. Is it at least sexy for you, Flash?” 
“Very,” Flash said, fighting the urge to cover himself from Pinkie’s gaze, “even if it is a bit weird for me too.” 
Pinkie gave them both a concerned look. “How can I make it less weird for you two?” She blinked. “Actually, I think I know!” 
“Don’t take your clothes off,” Flash said quickly. 
Pinkie laughed. “No, no, not that.” She put the cupcakes down, climbed into the bed, and held out a hand to him. “We should hold hands.” She extended her other hand to Twilight. “All of us. I’ll even look away from Twilight so she doesn’t get all scared” 
Twilight looked at Pinkie’s hand for a moment before gingerly taking it. “Okay.” She gripped Flash’s hand on her shoulder. “I can … do that much.” 
Flash squeezing her back while he reached out with his other hand and took Pinkie’s. They both felt so warm against his fingers, but also different in their own ways. Pinkie’s hand quivered with energy, almost like it would leap free if he didn’t hold her tight; while Twilight’s was steady but also tense, like she was clinging to him to keep herself from falling. Slowly, though, her grip relaxed. 
“This is … nice,” Twilight said, sighing gently. “Weird, but … nice.” 
“Yeah,” Flash said. “While we’re on the subject of weird, would you mind if I asked something?” 
She laughed. “Go ahead. I’m curious what could be considered weird compared to this.” 
“I guess that’s true.” Flash smiled. “Anyway, my question is do you like it when I look at your body like this, or does that make it weirder?” He very pointedly looked her up and down. “I mean, I can’t promise to stop looking completely, but I can at least try to do it less.” 
Twilight lifted a hand like she was going to cover her breasts, but she paused. “It’s … weird, and I’m still adjusting, but it does feel nice to know you enjoy what you see.” 
Flash smiled. “And I definitely do.” 
Twilight smiled sweetly. “Thank you.” 
“What about me?” Pinkie asked, fidgeting with her eyes down. “It would probably make you all uncomfy and weird feeling if I looked at you while we’re touching, right?” 
“Well,” Twilight looked down too, “yes.” She gripped Flash’s hand tightly. “But, i-it’s okay if you want to look.” 
“Really?” Pinkie asked, looking up hopefully. 
Twilight opened and closed her mouth wordlessly for a moment, then she swallowed. “Yes.” It came out in a whisper. 
“O-okay,” Pinkie said, grinning. “Thank you, Twilight! I know this is hard for you, but I really, really appreciate it!” 
Twilight managed a small smile. “You’re welcome, Pinkie. I … hope you enjoy …” She hunched her shoulders. “Why is this so hard?” 
Flash could only lean over, letting her rest against him. 
Twilight did, eyes downcast. 
Pinkie squeezed both of their hands then let go, crawling around to Twilight’s back. She slowly, carefully leaned forward until she rested against Twilight’s back. “Is this okay?” 
Twilight nodded. “I'm sorry for making this so difficult.” 
“Don’t be sorry,” Pinkie said, slowly wrapping her arms around Twilight’s shoulders. “I always wanted to share a special moment like this with Flash and someone else I really care about. You’re one of my bestest friends in the whole wide world, and you’re pushing yourself super extra hard to let me have that special moment. I really …” She pulled one of her arms back and wiped her eyes, “I really appreciate it.” She lifted her eyes to Flash, smiling broadly in spite of the faint tears on her cheeks. “You’re both being so nice to me!” 
Flash couldn’t help but wrap his arms around both her and Twilight, holding them tight. “Darn it, Pinkie, you’re gonna make me cry too.” 
Twilight laughed softly, wiping her own eyes. “I … never imagined a threesome would be such a touching experience.” She hugged Pinkie’s arms, still around her shoulders. “Thank you, Pinkie.” She took a deep breath. “You … you can take off your clothes now.” 
Pinkie gasped. “Really? You're sure?” 
“Yes?” Twilight laughed softly.  “I think it's now or never, at least.” 
“Now! Now!” Pinkie practically ripped her shirt and bra off, wiggling out of her skirt and panties before tossing them away and hugging Twilight's back once more. 
Twilight froze, even her breathing hissing to a stop. 
“It's okay,” Flash whispered, stroking her hair. “We're both here for you.” 
Pinkie nodded. “No matter what.” 
“Thank you,” Twilight said weakly. “Both of you.” she let out an unsteady breath. “Whoooo, this is so weird.” 
“A sexy kind of weird?” Pinkie asked.
“A weird kind of weird.” 
“I bet it's sexy-weird for Flashy,” Pinkie said with a smirk. 
Flash cleared his throat. “Uh, no comment.” 
Both Pinkie and Twilight laughed. Surprisingly, Twilight laughed harder. “Thank you, Pinkie,” she said after a while, “I needed that.” 
“Everyone needs to laugh sometimes,” Pinkie said with a smile. “I’m glad it helped.” She hugged Twilight’s shoulders. 
Twilight leaned into the embrace, smiling faintly. “So … what do we do now?” 
Pinkie shrugged and turned to Flash expectantly. 
“Hey, don’t look at me,” Flash said. “I’m just trying to help Twilight feel comfortable.” 
“And Twilight is just trying to make you feel good,” Pinkie said, bouncing her eyebrows. “So what would you want to do now that you’ve got two sexy, naked girls in bed with you?” She paused and frowned. “You know, it’s a shame you don’t have two ding-a-lings.” 
Flash facepalmed, even though he was laughing. “Thank you, Pinkie, very romantic.” 
Twilight giggled too. “Tactless though it may have been, Pinkie was right about my wanting to make you feel good.” She looked down, hugging Pinkie’s arms around her shoulders. “This is still … very weird, but if you have anything you’d like to try, I’d like to at least attempt it.” 
Flash’s heart burned warmly at the selfless offer. His brain, on the other hand, was it’s usual self. 
Which was to say, useless. 
“I have no idea,” Flash said. “I mean, what could we even do that would involve all three of us? Like Pinkie said, I only have one, uh, you know.” 
Pinkie hummed thoughtfully. “Oooh, I know! We can all lie down like this. You hold Twi-pie from the front, and I hold her from the back. That way she doesn't have to see me naked." 
Twilight swallowed. “That, actually, sounds okay for me, but what about you, Pinkie?” She turned just enough to look at her. “How would you get anything from that?” 
Pinkie smiled and patted her head. “Silly Twi-pie, of course seeing you two happy will make me happy.” 
“But- Ack!” Twilight gasped as Pinkie yanked them both down to the bed. 
“How’s this?” Pinkie asked, spooning up to the other girl, arms around her shoulders. 
It was kind of adorable to see the tender concern on Pinkie’s face and the trusting, but still anxious, look on Twilight’s. And yes, it was sexy. 
Like, really sexy. 
“I’m okay,” Twilight said, gripping Pinkie’s arms as she looked up at Flash nervously. “I hope this looks good.” 
Pinkie smirked. “His thingy sure seems to think so.” 
Flash covered himself, blushing heavily. “Sorry.” 
“For what?” Twilight asked. “Arousing you is the point, after all.” 
“Well … yeah, that’s true.” He carefully laid down next to them. “Sorry, I guess I’m still thinking it’s rude to stare.” 
“Silly Flashy.” Pinkie tousled his hair. “Now start making Twi-pie feel good.” 
That, at least, was an order he could get behind. He squeezed Pinkie’s hand before turning his attention to Twilight, gently squeezing her hand as well. “Let me know if you ever need us to stop, okay?” 
Twilight smiled nervously. “I will ... Thank you.” 

He didn’t even remember when it ended. One moment he was as deep in Twilight as was physically possible; the next, he’d collapsed back, lying on the bed in a haze of warmth. 
“That was …” Twilight gasped. “That was wonderful.” 
Flash moaned something that even he couldn’t understand. 
Pinkie giggled. “I think you broke him.” 
He nodded weakly. 
A soft hand brushed his cheek, though he couldn’t tell whose it was. 
“I have some energy drinks, if you want one,” Twilight said. 
Flash wrangled together his thoughts enough to whisper, “Okay.” 
“I’ll be right back.” Someone, he assumed it was Twilight, got off the bed and walked away. 
Pinkie cuddled up next to him, resting her head on his shoulder. “Thank you, by the way. I always wanted this, to be with a boy and a girl I love, but I didn't think I could tell anyone about it until now.“
He wrapped an arm around her, his hand resting against her stomach. “You can tell me anything, you goofball. I hope you know that.“
Twilight slowly approached, a can of Rockstar in her hand. “Should I come back later?” She looked down, smiling weakly. “You two are certainly entitled to some alone time.” 
Pinkie shook her head. “Nuh, uh. Today is for you, and cuddling after sex is almost as good as sex.” She pushed herself up. “You haven’t had a chance to see how great it is yet, so I can go if you’re too uncomfortable to cuddle with me around.” 
“No,” Twilight said softly, wiping her eyes. “You’re doing it again, Pinkie.” 
She tilted her head to the side. “Doing what?” 
“Giving up what you want to make me happy.” Twilight wiped her eyes again. “I might not be sexually attracted to women, but I do love you, Pinkie, and I can’t stand seeing you do all this for me when I can’t even bring myself to reciprocate.” She crawled onto the bed and spooned up against Pinkie’s back, hugging her shoulders. “So, no. You’re not going anywhere.” 
Pinkie didn’t move for a few seconds, then she hugged Twilight’s arms, tears welling up in her eyes. “Awww, Twilight, I love you too!” She sniffled. “Y-you don’t have to do sexy things with me to make me happy. Just being here with you and Flashy is enough.” She rubbed her cheeks against Twilight’s arms. “And seeing him make you happy made me happy too.” She paused for a moment then flipped around, gently pulling Twilight’s head down to her shoulder. “Sorry, this probably makes you uncomfortable, but hugging you from behind doesn’t feel as lovey.” 
“It’s okay,” Twilight said quietly, hugging her back. “I just … I want to feel like I’m doing as much for you as you’re always doing for me.” 
“But you’re already doing even more for me than I’ve done for you,” Pinkie said. “You’re the one that’s super stressed and uncomfortable.” 
Flash spooned up against Pinkie’s back, planting a kiss at the base of her neck. “Pinkie, stop arguing with her and just enjoy the fact that both of us love you and are here for you.” 
Pinkie sniffled. “I-I love you too, Flashy.” She rolled onto her back, hugging Flash to one side of her and Twilight to the other. “Y-you two a-are so wonderful!” 
Flash hugged her side as best he could and shared a smile with Twilight. “I’m not sure about me. Twilight’s definitely wonderful, though.” He looked up and down her naked back appreciatively. And yes, it turned him on a ton to see her half-lying on another incredibly sexy naked girl. 
He was only human. 
Twilight blushed, hunkering down against Pinkie. “I’m flattered you think so highly of me, and … I truly enjoy how you appreciate my body, but don’t discount everything you’ve said and done to make this special for me.” 
Pinkie smiled. “Flashy always makes us feel special. It’s one of the most specialest things about him.” 
Twilight nodded. “So that’s why I want you to have sex with her next.” She looked down at his crotch, which was still limp. “Um, as soon as you’re able, that is.” 
Flash shifted uncomfortably, fighting the urge to cover himself. Two orgasms had taken a lot out of him. “Maybe in a few minutes. For now,” he cuddled up against Pinkie, “I just want to stay like this.” 
Twilight smiled and nodded. “Okay.” 

When at last it ended, he collapsed, listlessly pulling Pinkie down next to him so they both lay on their sides. 
Twilight lay flat on her back, covered in sweat and juices, panting softly. She smiled. “I … I hope that was enjoyable.” 
“Mmmm hmmm,” Pinkie said, eyes closed and a dopey smile on her lips. She pulled Twilight into another embrace. 
Surprisingly, Twilight let her, rolling so her back pressed against the other girl’s front. “Have you enjoyed yourself so far, Flash?” 
He hugged Pinkie with one hand, reaching over her with the other to stroke Twilight’s stomach. “I really,” he yawned, “truly hope you already know the answer to that.” 
Pinkie giggled. “It is kind of a silly question.” She squeezed Twilight. “Silly Twi-pie.” 
“I suppose you’re right.” Twilight giggled, then sighed happily. “By the way, Pinkie, why do you keep calling me Twi-pie?” 
“Oh, that.” She giggled nervously. “I gave Flashy a nickname the first time we made love, since it meant so much, and I wanted to call him something special to help remember it. Then you were pushing yourself extra super hard for me, and it I thought you deserved a nickname too. She shifted up a bit. “Would you rather I called you twily?” 
“Um, no. Definitely not.” Twilight shuddered. “My brother is the only one who calls me that, and I’d really rather not think about him in the current context.” 
“Are you sure you should give her a nickname at all?” Flash asked. “No offense, Twilight, but I’m not sure if you’d want to be reminded of, well, this every time Pinkie calls you by your nickname.” 
“No offense taken.” Twilight hugged his hand against her stomach. “Pinkie is right, though.” She hugged Pinkie’s arms. “After everything the two of you have done for me, it would feel … wrong to act like this didn’t mean anything.” 
“So,” Pinkie asked nervously, “Twi-pie?” 
Twilight laughed, hugging them both. “Only for you, Pinkie, but yes, Twi-pie.” 
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