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		Description

Twilight despises chocolate milk. She hates it. Defiles it. She throws it on the ground, and spits in its puddle of calcium goodness. Chocolate milk has haunted her since her childhood, and Twilight vows to never drink it at all. She can't stand it! However... somepony in the Ponyville community dares to bring this sweet treat before her, and the innocent peace offering doesn't end very well. This is the tragic event that takes place on a summer afternoon in Ponyville.
Author Notes:
~ Pictures are done by GrapeParfait (His Photobucket page.)
~ Inspired by Twilight spilling chocolate milk.
~ [Tragic] because a dairy product was the unfortunate victim.
~ A story to celebrate the first day I registered on this site. [image: :twilightsmile:]
Unfortunately, I couldn't finish this in time for April 25th. [image: :pinkiesad2:]
Still hope you can enjoy it.[image: :derpytongue2:]
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		The Breakfast Group Date Gone Wrong



Nothing can go absolutely wrong today; nothing at all.
Oh how wrong Twilight was when she happily thought of those words when she woke up. She should have stayed in the warm folds and comfort of her fluffy mattress, but the bright sun compelled her to open her eyes and smell the fresh daisies of the morning. It was as if Princess Celestia herself was prodding her favorite student to wake up, and dear Faust she was trying hard.
It was a perfectly nice morning in Ponyville like any other day in the rural town, with the open skies being pretty much blank-blue today. Only a few fluffy clouds were there to dot its canvas like splotches of white paint. The Princess of the Day was also kind enough to make the atmosphere mildly warm, basking the village into a comfortable environment. Twilight loved how unlike Canterlot, Ponyville was relatively calm at the start of each day. As a dedicated lover to books and smarts, she naturally appreciated the peace as it meant there were no distractions. However, Twilight knew today was way too beautiful to be wasting it nesting inside her house, with her purple head stuck inside a book. It was the perfect time to spend with friends.
“Spike,” Twilight softly spoke to the bundle of blankets in a basket next to her bed. “time to wake up.”
The covers shuffled around until a purple, scaly head popped out from underneath. “Come on, just five more minutes?” Spike rubbed his tired eyes.
Twilight giggled a bit. “Don’t be such a lazy bum, Spike. You know we have a lunch date planned today with our friends.”
Spike just groaned softly and crashed his head back onto his pillow.
Twilight gently tapped her chin a couple times, thinking of a way to get the little drake out of his sleep zone. After a moment or two, she decided to point out, “Rarity will be disappointed if you’re not there.”
At the mention of the gorgeous seamstress’ name, Spike swiftly zoomed out of his bed, leaving only a smoky outline of his body behind. Twilight walked into the bathroom where she found Spike brushing his teeth vigorously. “You should have just said that earlier!” Spike quickly spat out the minty foam into the bowl of the sink, and washed out any remaining paste with water.
Twilight simply smiled. “I just wanted to make sure if you remembered.”
The little dragon didn’t really sound amused, and seemed more interested in brushing his green spines to a sleeker style. “Well we’re going to be late if we don’t hurry,” Spike said, now rushing out of the bathroom to put on some suitable clothes. “Do you think I would catch Rarity’s eyes with a tux?”
Twilight rolled her purple eyes a little, unable to suppress her increasing chuckle. “I’m sure you’ll look fine in a suit, Spike.” Twilight finished up her business in the bathroom, brushing her mane, teeth, and everything, and started her decent down the stairs with Spike in a sharp, black, gentlecoltly suit trailing behind her. “I mean, I’m sure Rarity would love you dressed in anything. She liked that apron of yours, didn’t she?”
“That was only for a special occasion,” Spike grumbled, blushing a bit when he remembered the moment Rarity cuddled his cutest wittle chubby cheeks. “The Dragon Migration calls for confections, and I didn’t want any crumbs on my scales.”
Twilight snorted a little as she levitated a saddle bag over her back with telekinesis, filling it with what the bookworm considered to be light reading material. Despite all of the magic in her arsenal, she could never tell when she’ll need a book, and it probably wouldn’t hurt to bring some in case of an unforeseen emergency. She could time travel, but she could only travel back to the past, and the spell never really did any big favors for her.
The back of Twilight’s neck grew cold as she remembered how her mind nearly broke into a state of paranoia when her future self had tried to tell her something drastically important. Future Twilight didn’t have the chance to finish what she had to say, but with the rugged appearance Future Twilight was in, Twilight assumed that something horrible had happened. Like the possibility that the peaceful land of Equestria was going to be bashed into a terrible state of war with another country, or maybe an entire apocalypse was forced upon the land, caused by the means of multiple, destructive mega spells.
Of course, the whole thing turned out to be for nothing as the entire absurdity was all based on false pretenses that Twilight made herself. It was quite the paradox that she had to resolve. And absolutely nothing bad had happened on that Tuesday morning.
“Well Spike,” Twilight said as she opened the front door, revealing the lively day outside. “I’m sure Rarity would like you in the tux. We should probably go now. Rainbow Dash will tease us for being slow if we’re late.”
Spike nodded, and walked out the door before Twilight. “Doesn’t she do that every day?”
With a serious expression strong enough to lift mountains, Twilight responded, “Exactly.”
Before Twilight could follow Spike, a shine had caught her attention from the left side of her vision. She looked to see it was her picture frame propped next to one of the windows. The frame held a huge group photo of her family. The ones that made it on that day the picture was taken had huge smiles on their faces, including her favorite grand-aunt, Creamy Milk.
Creamy Milk was a fantastic business leader in the ever huge milk industry. Her milk was the greatest in all of Equestria. That is… until Chocolaty Milk came into the picture. The old mare that was destined to be Creamy’s greatest enemy had a brilliant, devious idea to put Creamy Milk out of business. Her plan of attack was to have her company buy Creamy Milk’s amazing milk, stir it with her organic chocolate spices, and sell the altered milk in masses.
Creamy Milk eventually caught onto Chocolaty’s plan, but it was already too late as Chocolaty’s fortune had grown into an ocean of golden bits. It devastated Creamy’s role in the milk industry, and slowly placed her out of business. The day Creamy was forced into retirement was the day Twilight vowed to avenge her grand-aunt and rid the land of chocolate milk! Of course, that was a long time ago and today was far too important for the bookworm to start expressing her eternal hatred for chocolate milk.
After taking one last look at the picture, Twilight ran after Spike.
The pair had shortly made their way across the town, arriving at Sugar Cube Corner, hoping that they weren’t late to the planned gathering. Apparently, it seemed that one of them had already noticed. Upon arriving at the front door of the gingerbread house-like shop, Pinkie Pie had made her flashy entry by bursting through the doorway, tackling the purple pony to the ground. Twilight let out a small yelp after the ecstatic party mare rushed into her in a hug that had the force of a hundred soccer balls kicked towards her. Or perhaps it was more appropriate to compare Pinkie’s strength to the might of a couple bowling balls; bowling balls that were launched from several cannons.
“Pinkie Pie,” Twilight groaned, rubbing the back of her head. “you could have shouted a warning.”
Pinkie Pie tightened her hug in response. “Sorry! I was just really excited for today, and you weren’t here, and we all had to wait forever, and then you came along, and I was just so happy you got here, so I–”
Pinkie’s long speech was put to a stop as a purple hoof stuffed itself into her mouth.
Twilight smiled, despite the fact that her hoof was covered in saliva. “I think I get the message, Pinkie.”
Pinkie nodded her head to show she understood, and released Twilight from her grip. The peppy mare then, with a vigorous burst of energy, shook her body, liberating the specks of brown dirt from her cherry-pink coat and the curls of her mane. Twilight covered her face to avoid having a face full of ground-brown dirt get in her eyes. When Pinkie was done, Twilight started to clean herself as well.
Spike aided her with his nimbler claws, able to pick out the tinier dots of dirt out of her striped mane. “Jeez Pinkie Pie, how long were you girls waiting?”
“We jus’ got here about a few minutes ago.”
Twilight’s and Spike’s ears perked at the sound of the new, but familiar voice’s intrusion. They both looked at the Sugar Cube Corner to find an orange mare propped against the inner frame of the doorway. The pony lifted her Stetson hat up, revealing the brilliant, emerald eyes and snow-white freckles she hid. Brushing her golden locks of mane, Applejack called out to Twilight, “You gonna stay out there for jus’ a bit?”
Twilight shook her head, still smiling from what just happened. “No, I think I would prefer to be inside.”
Inside the sweet shop, Twilight saw her other friends sitting at the central table. Some of them were more relaxed in their spots. The light sky-blue mare known as Rainbow Dash was laid back on a cushy beanbag chair, her arms were stretched out as if the pegasus was attempting to cover as much space as possible. Rarity, with a royal-purple mane to compliment her alabaster-white coat, appeared regal in her seat like a queen. Fluttershy, yellow coated and pink maned, silently sat with the peace of a monk in mind.
“Hello, darling,” Rarity greeted. “Glad you could make it.” She took a look at Spike, and formed a small circle with her lips. “Oh Spike, you look absolutely marvelous!”
The small gentledrake’s cheeks turned perky red as his blush pierced his purple scales. “R- Really? Thank you, Rarity.”
“There’s no need to thank me. You always look very dashing.” Rarity motioned him over to sit by her since there was a free spot beside her.
This only produced more red pigments to rise underneath Spike’s face as he blushed. Starting his initiative to be closer to Rarity, Spike took a spot next to her, taking a look at her every few seconds like a nervous school filly having a love crush in the middle of spring. It was very tense to watch in one’s sitting, so Twilight turned her attention to the other mares while she sat down next to Rainbow Dash. In turn, Applejack sat next to Twilight, getting herself as comfortable as possible.
The mares talked amongst each other, recounting the stories and gossip they had to tell. Whether it was about that one time they saw a mare did that, or when they had their crush; nothing was really off limits. They were all free to talk about what they want to say. Of course, there were invisible, iron chains around their chatting. Chains that could be pulled on if one of the girls let something slip out of their mouths, for should somepony in the room accidently let out a dark secret, then the others would demand to know the full details.
“So here’s the thing I found out about my brother last night,” Applejack said, reeling in the others’ attentions. “You know he’s usually silent, calm, and stallionly? Well on that night…” Applejack leaned forward towards the table, prompting the others to do so as well. The apple farmer whispered softly with a mischievous tone, “I saw him having a tea party with a doll, with the little dresses and everything!”
The other mares allowed the information to be absorbed into their minds before bursting out into snorts, laughter, and giggles. Fluttershy was the only one who didn’t really find it amusing at all, and was more intrigued on why a stallion would have a doll. After all, stallions weren’t really known to be interested in filly things. Except for... the mares themselves.
“What did it look like?” Fluttershy asked, trying to hide the pink touches on her cheeks.
“Well, I didn’t catch a good look at it,” Applejack admitted. “but I could tell that it was homemade, like as if my own granny stitched it together. It had mismatched buttons and was grey I think.”
The description of the doll raised Twilight’s ears. Why that that sound so familiar to her? Now that she thought about it, she didn’t remember finding Smarty Pants anywhere after that… horrible incident that happened a few weeks ago. Maybe the doll Big Mac had was really Smarty Pants?
Twilight fiddled her hooves together the more she thought about it. “Um, Applejack? Would you do me a favor and look around for the doll?”
Applejack raised her eyebrows. “Why would you want me to do that? I think it was more than enough to tell you about my brother’s secret.”
“Well AJ, the thing is that I lost Smarty Pants a few weeks ago,” Twilight explained, as if her reason was really obvious.
It didn’t. The explanation passed right over the apple farmer’s head. “I don’t get what you’re trying to say here, Twi. Who’s Smarty Pants?”
Twilight smacked her hoof on her forehead, performing the legendary facehoof expression. “My doll. I think Big Mac has my Smarty Pants.”
Applejack made a small ‘O’ with her mouth, surprised by the new revelation. “Well shucks, I’m sorry Twi. I didn’t know. I’ll look around for Smarty Pants when I come home. I’ll have to give Big Mac lecture too about taking other ponies’ stuff.” Applejack’s eyes wandered upward as she stroked the back of her mane. “Now I’m just wondering why he would keep it. My brother isn’t the type to go around holding dolls and everything.”
“Maybe Big Mac just wanted the doll,” Fluttershy quietly suggested. “Did he receive a lot of gifts when he was a colt?”
“No. Big Mac was learning the ropes when we were little. Ma and Pa were teaching us how to handle the farm so that we can take it over later.”
Fluttershy nodded, understanding the why. “Maybe Big Mac felt like he needed to doll for a little comfort. It sounds like he didn’t have a carefree foalhood.”
“I’m pretty sure Big Mac was fine,” Applejack assured, with a big stretch of a smile on her face. “When we weren’t helping around the farm, our parents would play with us in the fields. I remember that one time when Big Mac scored his first touchdown in hoofball. At the time, I felt like he was the happiest colt in the world.”
It looked as if Applejack was on the verge of talking about her life story, which would pretty much take a while. The mares would probably be senior citizens if they spent the time to listen to every single detail of Applejack’s childhood, and honestly, Twilight wasn’t looking forward to it. Luckily, Mrs. Cup Cake had intervened just in time, delivering a platter of sugary sweets to them.
“I know you all would like to talk some more, but I bet you can’t do it on an empty stomach,” Mrs. Cake said with a motherly smile. Using her mouth, she gingerly picked up the platter off her back and placed it on the table. “Here you are, and don’t worry about paying. It’s on the house.”
“Really?” Rainbow Dash asked with a devilish grin. “Ha ha, don’t mind if I do.”
The cyan pegasus reached out for the delectable, tasty treasure that was a blue cupcake showered by sprinkles. Rainbow Dash could feel the value of its high calorie content just by looking at it, but the possible diabetes causing penalty didn’t really worry her. She could always fly off the calories in ten seconds flat.
However, before Rainbow Dash could even have the chance to deliver the cupcake to her hungry mouth, a disapproving purple hoof smacked it off course, denying it of the tasty goodness. She glared at the hoof’s owner, angry that she was being deprived of the cup cake. It looked really good. Good enough to get huffy over.
“Hay, what gives?!” Rainbow Dash reached for the cupcake again, but Twilight pushed her hoof away again.
“Rainbow Dash, you know that we can’t just take it. It doesn’t feel right to me to take these for free. I insist that we pay for them,” Twilight reasoned, with her morals standing high. She opened her saddle bag to bring out her purse, but her bag was soon closed by Mrs. Cake.
“It’s alright Twilight, there’s no need to bring out your bits.” Mrs. Cake said. “After all, you girls have saved Equestria more times than any other hero in history. I think you’ve done more than enough to deserve these cup cakes.”
Twilight sputtered, “B- But—”
The blue earth pony placed a hoof over Twilight’s mouth.
“No buts, Twilight. I can imagine you’re all hungry right now, so you better eat up!”
Mrs. Cake let go of her hold on Twilight’s lips, and walked away into the interior of the kitchen. With silent agreement, the all of them took a cupcake from the platter and started munching them at their own paces. All of them had a treat, except for a certain unicorn.
Twilight reluctantly prodded one of the cupcakes, her stomach growling in response. She knew that she was considered to be a national hero in Equestria, and that there were probably a lot of ponies who wanted to say their thanks, but it still didn’t feel right to her to abuse their thanks for free food.
Applejack, noticing Twilight’s uncomfortable uncertainty, pushed the plate towards her, encouraging the bookworm to start indulging herself in a free treat.
“There’s no shame in taking in free stuff if you’ve earned it,” Applejack said, her mouth full of heavenly delight. “Heck, I’m pretty sure this was the least Mrs. Cake would do to thank you. If she wanted, she’d probably bake you a year’s worth of cake. Isn’t that right, Pinkie?”
“Totally!” Pinkie shouted with glee, already finished with her pink treat. “Mrs. Cake is really nice, and she’s always wondering how she should thank you, Twilight. If it wasn’t for you, Mr. Cake would still be in the dog house!”
“Mr. Cake was arrested?” Rarity gasped, unable to see the orange stallion as a criminal.
“No, I meant literally in a dog house. You remember ole Dizzy back then, don’t you?”
The fashionista raised her eyebrows. “Ditzy Doo the mailmare?”
“No no, I meant Discord! You remember how he made Ponyville all wonky-donky right? How he caused the sky to rain chocolate milk?”
Chocolate milk.

Twilight narrowed her eyes as she loathed the mention of chocolate milk. Suddenly, she heard something crack in the distance. It was a really quiet crack, but was apparently distinct enough for only Twilight to hear it. She looked around to see what the cause was, but couldn’t locate the source of it. She turned her attention back to the conversation, not wanting to miss out on the details.
“Of course, how could I forget?” Rarity grumbled, aggressively taking a chunk out of her white frosted cupcake. “He had me carrying a rock on my back for half the day. A ten ton rock, Pinkie.”
Pinkie giggled. “Well, Mrs. Cake said that the only thing she remembed was Mr. Cake acting really strange, and that he was hanging around inside somepony’s dog house.”
“Wait,” Applejack interrupted. “I remember Big Mac doing that too! He was acting like a hound as well, digging a bunch of tunnels underneath the farm. It took weeks to fill them up!” She rested her unfinished treat on the table, and then pointed at her orange hooves. “My dogs were barkin’ like mad when we were done. You can’t believe how long those tunnels go! About as long as a stretched neck of a hydra, or even more!”
Pinkie Pie nodded. “You see, Twilight? We helped Equestria a lot! If it wasn’t for us, then Discord would still have been a baddie!”
Twilight stared at Pinkie for several moments, and then looked down at the cupcake in front of her. She thought about her status as a hero before. A lot of times actually, but she never once considered how her actions ultimately affected the course of history. Everything Pinkie said was true. She and her friends did help ponies’ lives, and it was obvious that some ponies (if not all) would be grateful to them. And… she is feeling a bit hungry now.
Still hesitant about the entire thing, Twilight closed her eyes and carefully picked up the cupcake as it if was a very delicate vase, or a bomb that could set off at the slightest of movement. With precision, she slowly drove her teeth towards the fluffy topping, preparing for the incoming taste. As soon as the frosting landed on her tongue, a succulent tidal wave of pleasure washed her taste buds into sugary bliss. The creamy aftertaste was very delightful, and her now insatiable lust for the cupcake yearned and cried out for more to come inside her mouth.
Twilight took another bite, and she was glad to see the second intake of the sweet mini cake didn’t disappoint. Now completely at the mercy of the cupcake, the librarian allowed the flood of sugar envelop her into its control, letting it explore every sense of her body. She didn’t know why she was enjoying this so much, but it was clear to her that free food tasted better than paid food. When the aftertaste slowly faded away, she opened her eyes to take a look at the cupcake.
She only gone less than halfway through the frosting, and there was still the main part of the mini cake to get to. Twilight was about to indulge herself again to the warm sweetness, but she then noticed a few pair of eyes staring at her. She looked up to see some of her friends giving her baffled looks. Why were they staring at her? Did she grow a couple wings while she was munching on the delightful treat?
None of them dared to make the first move, until Rainbow Dash started to snicker. “Wow Twilight. I didn’t know you had a thing for… food.”
“W- What do you mean?”  Twilight stammered.
As soon as Twilight’s word came out, Rainbow Dash burst into a fit of laughter, rolling all over the floor as her giggles overtook her body. Applejack rolled her eyes while Rarity shook her head. “Well darling, how should I put this?” Rarity was tapping her chin as she searched inside her mind for the correct words to use. Finally, she then said, “You were moaning the entire time while you were eating.”
“… Oh.” Twilight sheepishly chuckled, trying to give her friends her best smile. “I didn’t know.”
It was then Pinkie Pie’s turn to giggle. “You still got a bit of white left on your teeth.”
“Really? Where?”
“A bit to the left… okay now up. No, no! Go a bit towards the right now. There you go!”
Twilight slurped up the remains of the frosting that blemished her pearly whites. “Thank you, Pinkie. Err, and sorry for being so rude. You know… about the moaning.”
“It’s alright, sugarcube,” Applejack said, tipping her hat towards her. “It’s not as if we all had our own moments. I’ll admit that I really like these cupcakes too.”
“Did you make these yourself, Pinkie?” Rarity asked.
“Yes and no. I helped Mrs. Cake make these.” Pinkie Pie took a candy cane from her personal candy jar that she pulled out of nowhere, and stuck it in her mouth like a Coltban cigar. The party mare then developed a serious look. “It was a fantastic night; baking cupcakes and all. After we delivered them right out of the oven, we left them out to cool over night underneath the moon. It was a full moon on that night, and was the perfect temperature at the time to cool down the piping hot cakes with. A freezer wouldn’t do these cupcakes justice. The cupcakes that we’re eating right now.” Pinkie Pie took out the candy cane out of her mouth, and slowly blew out some air.
“What are you doing, Pinkie?” Fluttershy asked.
“Oh, I was just doing my monologue!” Pinkie Pie piped up, back into her cheerful expression. “You should try doing that sometimes. It’s really fun!”
Fluttershy took a tiny bite out of the fluffy, sweet bread of her cupcake. “This is really delicious. What did you use to make this?”
“Oh nothing really special,” Pinkie Pie said. “Just some flour, sugar, eggs, milk, some grounded chocolate— ”
*crack*

There it was again! Twilight looked around as soon as Pinkie said chocolate. Suddenly, she clutched the side of her head as a wave of pain flowed through her head. The headache was a level more unbearable than the time she had that time travelling crisis. What was happening to her? Was this headache an omen of bad things to come?
“Twilight? Are you alright?” Spike asked, his face had concern written all over it.
Twilight shook her head. “I’m fine, Spike. It must have been just a tired spell or something. I didn’t exactly get much sleep last night.”
“What were you doing?” Rainbow Dash asked, finishing up her cupcake.
“Well I was… “ Twilight blushed. “I was studying some new spells.”
“Really? I say, Twilight. You have to keep your head out of those books,” Rarity insisted. “I admire your thirst for knowledge, but in all honesty, I say that you need your beauty sleep.”
“I’ll get through this, Rarity. You don’t have to worry about me.” Twilight winced as she rubbed the crown of her head.
But in any case at all, something didn’t seem right to Twilight. Was something coming back from her past to haunt her? It didn’t seem like it before, but now that she was noticing all this talk about choco—
“Agh!” Twilight cried out. The pain was really bugging her now!
“Twilight!” Everybody in the room cried out.
“Maybe you should take a breather.” Applejack took Twilight’s hoof to carry over her back, wanting to help her walk back to her library/house. However, Twilight backed away as soon as the farmer touched her.
“That won’t be necessary, Applejack.” Twilight took some deep breaths. “I am perfectly fine. I’m one hundred percent, girls.” Some of them frowned at Twilight. They didn’t really want to believe it, and wanted to see her well again. “Come on, don’t you trust me? Can’t I just have the time to spend with my friends?” Twilight asked, almost pleading.
Her friends all looked at each other, confused on whether they should agree with Twilight or not. They all agree that Twilight needs some sleep, but the unicorn was rock solid on staying awake to spend her quality time with them.
When none of the mares really wanted to speak up, Spike cleared his scaly throat with a cough to get everypony’s attention. “Twilight, if you really think you’re okay, and then I’m fine with that.” Twilight smiled, but then Spike lifted a claw up to add something. “However, if you’re getting another headache, then I think we all agree that we’re going to taking you straight home. I don’t want to see you like this.”
The others, except for Twilight, all nodded their heads at Spike’s conditions. They had spent a long time planning for this breakfast date. It’s not like they all had time for each other and Twilight was the main leader of this social plan. She was the one who took the time to figure out when was the best possible time they could all hang out together. Shouldn’t it be fair that Twilight should stay? It seemed to be that way right now.
“Well if Spike is fine, then so am I,” Rarity said.
“Same here,” Applejack seconded her motion.
The others said their words of agreement.
“Okay then,” Twilight smiled. “Now, can we just go back to our normal day? I didn’t get the chance to finish my—”
“OH girls?” Mrs. Cake called out from the kitchen. She walked in with another huge silver platter balanced on her back. This time, the platter was carrying an army of glasses full of chocolate milk. “I know you all would be thirsty from the cupcakes, so I brought some chocolate milk!”
*CRACK*
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“Twi. Don’t make any sudden moves now, sugar cube.”
“P- please Twilight, let’s just calm down and have a nice treat. I mean we shouldn’t have to fight like this– ”
“No! I won’t calm down!” Twilight bellowed at the top of her lungs. “I can’t believe you all would betray me like this.”
“Betray you? Now when in the heavens did you get that idea?” Rarity questioned.
“You were about to drink this foul piece of crap, that’s when,” she hissed, holding the platter of chocolate milk high above her with magic.
Things had pretty much escalated very quickly for the gang as Twilight suddenly snapped, grabbing the platter away from Mrs. Cake and jumped onto the table like she owned it. Her posture was tense and sharp like that of a vicious alley cat, an animal that had knew about the cruel horrors of the dark corners of reality, and survives in it. There was a red look in Twilight’s eyes as she glared at them all like an angry mother.
The audience of the room carefully watched Twilight as she separated a glass from its kin, floating it down next to her. She made sure to keep it as far away from her as possible while keeping their attention focused on her so she could tell them the dark secret of how chocolate milk ruined her beloved relative’s life.
“You see this drink? You see thing bucking filth? This thing is bad, and I can’t believe you guys would bother brewing this garbage puddle of liquid.”
“But Twilight, chocolate milk tastes really great! Why do you hate it so much?” Pinkie cried out in utter confusion, slightly more distressed than the others because she was about to grab for that certain glass of delight before Twilight swiped it away from her reach.
“I hate it because it ruined the great Creamy Milk’s career!”
“Wait a darn minute, but who is Creamy Milk?” Applejack interrupted.
“My grandaunt,” Twilight bluntly explained, her face quite devoid of any sort of expression before turning serious once more.
“O-o-o-o-oh. Well why didn’t you tell us about her before?”  Pinkie Pie asked.
“Same thing with Shining: because you guys never even asked me!”
All of them gave Twilight a few blinks before starting to whisper amongst each other.
“What do we do? There’s a bunch of drinks at stake here!” Pinkie Pie asked in a hushed voice.
“I think we should be more concerned about her mental health, y’all,” Applejack pointed out. “Twilight is not being right in the head today, and she needs medical attention.”
“I say that you let me handle this. I can swoop up and grab the platter away from her before she could say ‘Wazza,’” Rainbow bragged, confident that her plan would work.
“I dunno if that’ll work, Dash. We know she can lift a freakin’ two ton Ursa Minor. How do we know if her magical grip isn’t like iron?” Applejack mentioned, referring to the time a Celestial Titan had terrorized their quaint town.
“Well it’s worth a try,” Rainbow shrugged.
“I say we should go for a diplomatic approach,” Fluttershy quietly suggested. “We’re her friends. She should at least hear what we have to say without any more trouble.”
“I agree with you, darling. We must remain in a calm and collected manner,” Rarity said, supporting Fluttershy’s statement.
“Or I can just grab our drinks right now, and worry about Twilight later. I’m really thirsty!”
“Dash, that is just reckless!” Applejack harshly muttered.
“I still say it’s worth a shot! Pinkie would agree with me, right Pinks?” Rainbow Dash asked, looking for the party pony.
She wasn’t among their conversation any more. She was, in fact, up on the table trying to retrieve the drinks all on her own.
“Give it back, Twilight! Please! Momma Pinkie needs her babies!” Pinkie babbled as she struggled with Twilight, trying to reach for the lone drink that was just levitating out of her reach due to Twilight’s resistance.
“G- get off me, Pinkie! You shouldn’t drink it! It’s not even good for your body! You consume too much sugar anyway!”
“But Pinkie can’t live without chocolate milk. Pinkie needs to have it at least five times a day!” Pinkie Pie jabbered out in third person.
A silent agreement was passed among the only sane ponies left in the room: they need to calm Twilight down. The chase started quick and fast and Dash was the first to respond, darting towards her bookworm of a friend with her wings spread far and wide. Seeing Rainbow bulleting her way towards her, Twilight quickly teleported herself out of harm’s way, and dashed out the door with the chocolate drinks in tow.
“After that mare!” Applejack shouted, now chasing Twilight with the others.
The pursuit was on as the five Elements of Harmony, Mrs. Cake, and Spike ran after the Ponyville librarian, threading their way through the market crowd as Twilight flawlessly teleported distance by distance past the townsfolk with that same amount of grace she always had with her magic. The ponies that were caught off by surprise mumbled in shock while others just looked upon the strange event with interest.
The hunt came to a sudden halt as Twilight found her path going towards the top of a small cliff. Twilight thought about teleporting down, but already the overuse of magic was starting to kick in. She could barely hold the platter of chocolate milk in her magical clutch right now. She turned around to find another way to escape, but found herself too late to do so as her pursuers had her surrounded.
“There’s no escaping, Twi! Just give up the chocolate milk, and let us drink in peace. You don’t even have to take a sip if you don’t wanna. Please? Can we just have a nice morning?” Applejack asked, almost pleading.
“Come on, Twilight. I didn’t even know you hated chocolate milk,” Spike said. “Let’s just go back and forget all about this.”
“I agree as well. I would like to get back to the store actually,” Mrs. Cake mentioned.
Twilight heavily breathed to gather the much-needed oxygen to her blood system, feeling as if she was almost choked to death. She definitely needed to have a run once in a while. Twilight felt definitely out of shape. But that didn’t mean she could still hold her hatred for chocolate milk. If not for herself, it was for her grandaunt Creamy Milk.
“I’m sorry, girls, Spike, but I’m not giving this up. I’m going to rid of this monstrosity if it is the last thing I do!”
“No Twilight! Don’t do it!” Pinkie sobbed out.
It was already too late, however, as Twilight tossed away the drinks off the side of the cliff, letting them fall to their inevitable end. Pinkie was about to dive for them, but Applejack pulled her back away from the cliff so she couldn’t hurt herself. Before another sound could be uttered, the sound of glass breaking was heard from below.
“No-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o!!” Pinkie wailed, breaking down into tears. “Life feels bad no-o-o-o-ow! Wa-a-ah!”
“Darn it. Well, it looks like I have to call the local guards now. You’ve gone completely loony,” Applejack muttered, turning away from Twilight to go down to the local guard station an—
Okay Rainbow, stop it right there.

“What is it, Twilight? Didn’t you like my story?” Rainbow asked, holding a manuscript that she was reading from.
Twilight stared at her for a little bit before reaching her hoof out for Rainbow’s story. Gingerly, the prismatic-maned mare passed it over to her.
“Well it was going good in the beginning for the most part,” Twilight explained. “Pacing was nice, and you’ve explained the characters’ relationship quite well and a bit subtly. But there is just a couple questions I have to ask. For one, why is this story about me and our friends?”
“Well I gotta start somewhere. What, can I not write about you guys?” Rainbow asked, looking slightly clueless about the process of writing a story.
“Well unless if you have permission to write an autobiography for them, or you’re on a team for a news report channel, I’m gonna have to say no. Original characters are needed for official, published works.”
“Oh… well what if I rename you guys into different characters? I can change their appearances and everything!”
“I… guess you can do that,” Twilight shrugged, “but I doubt you can make this into a fully fledged story without having the plot crashing down like a bridge of bricks that wasn’t cemented. No offense.”
“None taken, Twi.”
“Either way, I doubt anypony would accept this manuscript. Didn’t you say you were going to sell this as a play?”
“Yeah! I even got a promotional poster for it already!” Rainbow proudly declared, showing Twilight a picture of an angry Twilight in a crimson background, glaring down at a glass of chocolate milk.
“Hmm… that’s a good likeness of me, but like I said: I don’t believe anypony would want to produce it. It’s too… random.”
“Oh… guess I’ll just stick with my Daring Do fan fictions,” Rainbow mumbled.
“Hmm… well anyway, I believe my feedback alone won’t be enough though. Maybe you can publish this on a website for sharing stories,” Twilight suggested. “Just don’t use the same names. It’ll be kind of weird for my and our friends’ names to be on there. Can you promise me that?”
“Oh sure! You can count of me!” Rainbow promised.

Checking on everything, Rainbow submitted her story to the web and waited for a response. To her surprise, comments were popping up in the comment section underneath her story! Most of them mentioned how much of a laugh they had got from the story! With a victory clap, Rainbow shouted with joy.
“Awww yeah! I’m just rolling in attention now!”
Her joy was short-lived however as she scrolled down the webpage and read one of the comments. The user mentioned that she knew the characters in real life. With this surprise notification, Rainbow quickly double-checked the story.
“Oops!” Rainbow laughed out loud. “Forgot to change the names!”



			Author's Notes: 
Yes this is the ending I've planned from the beginning. The reason why this came late cause I was too bothered with my other fics that are obviously more important than this one.
Hope you enjoyed it to some degree? [image: :twilightsheepish:]
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