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Both doors to the royal bedchambers flew open with a bang. The very expensive wooden doors swung all the way open and the equally expensive crystal door handles slammed against the wall. Twilight winced at the sound, hoping she hadn’t broken anything. She still wasn't quite used to being gentle with all the fancy royal stuff they let her touch.
“Woooooo~” Cadance shouted, whooping enthusiastically as she was carried over the threshold.
Cadance tore the crown off her head and flung it at the nearest couch. Next came the veil, which she whipped as hard as she could after the crown. As she no longer had a mane with physical substance, the veil had been secured with a headband that had been partially hidden beneath her crown. The whole thing was sheer lace, and despite her mighty throw, the veil didn’t go further than the reach of her arm before fluttering slowly onto the carpeted floor. Cadance watched it slowly drift to the ground, and the moment it touched down she threw out her hooves and waved them energetically, giving another excited cry of, “Woohoo!”
“Please stop wiggling!” Twilight wheezed, red-faced and sweating as she carried Cadance in her arms through the door, balancing precariously on two legs. She teetered as Cadance writhed and bounced, falling back two steps before managing to keep them both vertical. Cadance was a bit larger than she was, and so carrying the spoiled princess was a little like carrying an unwieldy couch that bounced, gyrated, and kept trying to kiss you – though she would never, ever make that comparison out loud.
Twilight grunted and walked Cadance in the last few steps before setting her bride down and collapsing onto her sore haunches. She panted, trying to catch her breath as she shrugged out of her chakram holster and started undoing the buttons on her now wrinkled and sweat-soaked dress uniform.
The wedding had gone off without a single thing going awry, save for the massive blunder that had kicked it off. Princess Celestia had apologized profusely to Twilight and Cadance for her mistake, and even though they’d accepted it with a laugh, the older princess’ cheeks were permanently flushed with embarrassment through the ceremony – wedding and coronation, both. Luna had stood off to the side, grinning the whole while, but whether it was because Celestia had committed such a hilariously public faux pas or because she was happy that there were going to be new additions to the family, Twilight couldn’t tell.
The ceremony, photo session, and reception had been held in the courtyard beneath the palace, with the newly formed Crystal Heart as the wedding’s centerpiece. While the reception had started as a quiet, reserved affair, the festival happening in the rest of the city had eventually penetrated the velvet-roped barrier separating the private party from the public one. The two celebrations had blended together, until the Canterlot elites that had been invited out of formality were eventually swept away only to end up dancing in fountains and abandoning the gourmet dinner in favor of stuffing funnel cakes into their mouths. It seemed like no one – noble or common, pony or otherwise – could resist the whimsical magic of the Empire.
It was already nearly two in the morning, but Twilight would still have been downstairs, attempting to drink Spitfire, Basenji, Spike, and half her new guards under the table, if Cadance hadn’t leaned over and whispered that she wanted out of her wedding dress. The sultriness in Cadance’s voice hadn’t been lost on Twilight, and she immediately conceded the contest, hacking and coughing the cider she’d inhaled at the subtle proposition.
She was excited to get her new bride in the bedroom, but the coldest of waters was dumped on that enthusiasm as Cadance said she wanted to be carried across the threshold… all of the thresholds. Everyone single one between the courtyard and their new chambers, which took up the majority of the seventh floor of the palace.
“Aw, look at you, sweetie,” Cadance said with an eager coo. Her horn lit with magic, and a series of buckles hidden somewhere under the ruffles and folds on the back of her dress clicked audibly as the train fell to the ground with a silken and lacey huff. “You’re all tuckered out from the party. Are you sure you’re going to have enough energy for me? Where’s that famous Royal Guard stamina?”
“It… it fell out of me on… on the fourth floor… along with the rest of my soul...” Twilight said, gasping anew as she stood and began reeling the rest of the train in from the hallway.
Twilight took a few more deep breaths to compose herself, then stuck her head back out the door, checking up and down the hallway for signs of guards or maids. Twilight had specifically ordered the entire floor emptied out so they could be alone. There wouldn’t be anyone else in the room, but making love while two armored stallions stood outside the door always felt a little weird. Even with silencing charms up, it sometimes made them feel like they were teenagers in one of their parents’ house, trying not to make the bedsprings squeak as they screwed one another when they were supposed to be doing homework. They’d gotten used to it, and sometimes even used that specific scenario in roleplay, but tonight neither of them wanted anything even remotely distracting.
“I’m going to take a shower before we get started,” Cadance said in an oddly matter-of-fact way.
“I’ll be right there,” Twilight said as she locked the door and started carefully removing her uniform. Even if it was wrinkled and sweaty she still wanted to properly hang it up. Military fastidiousness was ground into her bones, especially where her uniform was concerned.
“Oh, no, no, no,” Cadance said, clicking her tongue with a reproachful little tisk. “If I let you get in with me then one of us – probably me –  is going to get gropey before I can get everything in order and my plans will be ruined.”
Twilight froze in the middle of peeling off her jacket and tilted her head in suspicion. “Plans?”
Cadance tossed a grin over her shoulder as she flicked her tail at Twilight’s face. It hadn’t been long since her full ascension, but Cadance finally had some control over her magically flowing mane and tail – those first few days were the worst, as her hair seemed to have a mind of its own, sometimes even wrapping fully around her own head and leaving her in a blind panic until it decided to move out of the way. Now, she could more or less direct the way it moved, though sometimes Twilight wondered if maybe it really did have a mind of its own. There were chubby little hearts that seemed to swim around in the field of glittering stars in her mane like fish in an aquarium, and Twilight could have sworn that she once saw one of the little hearts float out of Cadance’s mane before quickly darting back inside, like a minnow that had wandered off from its school.
As Cadance’s misty tail swept across Twilight’s face, she felt the tingle of magic gently brushing against her fur like a warm, ghostly caress. There was something extra in the way it felt, as if Cadance’s lips had just peppered her with hard kisses. Cadance must have learned a new trick.
“You’re going to have to wait and see,” Cadance said, her grin widening. She started for their in-suite bath, rolling her hips with every step and lifting her tail just high enough to flash little teasing glimpses of her other smile.
Twilight watched her bride sashay across their chambers, swallowing down the saliva that had built up in her mouth at the sight. She was already feeling the heat in her own groin, not yet aching, but definitely at that pleasant, heady build up of arousal.
She hurried and undressed, hanging the uniform up in the armoire, the one next to the walk-in closet that housed Cadance’s impressive collection of dresses and designer accessories. Twilight owned a fraction of the clothing items that Cadance did, so she’d refused to take the closet space that Cadance had offered her, choosing instead to house her few clothing items in an old dresser that had been rescued from her parents’ dusty basement.
It was a nice piece of furniture, hoof-built by one of her great-great-uncles for her mother’s grandmother as a wedding present, and Twilight had always liked it. Shortly after her engagement, she’d asked her mom for it and they’d made it something of an early wedding gift. Cadance had offered to have it restored, but the condition was surprisingly good for its age, and the little nicks and scratches gave it character. There was even a dent near the bottom where her mom, as a filly, had been chased by one of her cousins into the armoire, leaving a tiny mark from where her horn had gotten stuck. The slightly beat up armoire, and the military-issued trunk next to it that held her armor, were a bit out of place in the fancy room, but neither of the room’s occupants cared. No one was allowed in here without their permission, anyway.
Twilight hung up the uniform, and the holster for her chakram joined it on its own hook. The weapon itself floated across the room at her command to sit on the nightstand on her side of the bed. She made a quick search of the drawers, finding what she needed in the very bottom one. She placed the decorations she’d worn during the ceremony back into their velvet-lined cases. She didn’t own many, as she hadn’t actually been an active servicepony for very long, but she’d won a few awards in her ludicrously short career and she was careful as she put them away.
As she was about to push the drawer back in, she had a second thought, and with a surge of magic she wrinkled her brow in concentration and summoned a large hatbox to her side with a pop of teleportation. The box had been a gift from Cadance, one of the first she’d ever gotten, come to think of it. It was bright red, with white bows and stars painted on it. It was something she’d asked Cadance for in passing, and Cadance had immediately chosen one for her from the collection in her closet. It wasn’t anything special, but it was made special by the things it contained.
Twilight pulled the lid off, releasing a warm, flowery scent that she was all too familiar with. The smell of Cadance’s perfume had faded over time, but the stack of love letters – held together with a length of pink ribbon – still smelled lightly of it. Atop the stack was yet more letters, thanks from ponies she’d helped, and congratulations from teachers she’d had back at the academy. There were also snapshots of dates she and Cadance had had, some Hearth’s Warming cards she’d received, and a pair of sketches that she and Cadance had done of one another on a particularly playful night. Cadance was astonishingly good at drawing, and the sketch was really good – most especially so compared to the crooked stick figure that Twilight had done.
Twilight carefully placed the cases with her medals into the hatbox, replaced the lid, and slid it across the shaggy carpet with her magic until it was under her side of the bed. The medals were just memories now – memories of the pony she’d wanted to be as a child. She’d realized that dream, and then found something beyond that dream that she realized she wanted even more. Now they, like her armor and her dress uniform, were things she’d only take out and wear as necessary, for when she needed to look as impressive as others said she was.
Now unburdened by tight, itchy, military dress, Twilight sat down and scratched herself all over, groaning happily at the feeling of cool air against her sweaty coat. Maybe Cadance had the right idea about a shower.
The muted pop of airborne detonations pulled Twilight’s attention. Even as high up as she was, she could still hear the sounds of celebration reaching a new pitch, the roar of cheering partiers rolling across the city in response to flashes of dancing fire and glittering sparks. Someone had gotten ahold of more fireworks, and the long bank of windows and the stylish glass doors leading out to their private balcony gave her a perfect view. She watched for a while, smiling at the enthusiasm of the crystal ponies – her subjects – in the grips of revelry. The party would easily last until dawn.
Twilight’s magic closed the wall-length blackout curtains once she’d had her fill of the noise, and the sound of jubilant crystal ponies died as the enchanted drapery put up a magical sound barrier. The permanent charm on the curtains was another piece of Cadance’s interestingly complicated spellwork.
Twilight looked around the room at the rest of the details she’d missed, taking it in for the first time since Cadance had finished decorating it. This was going to be their first night sleeping in these chambers, as Cadance had insisted that they wait until she’d had a chance to redecorate. The room had originally belonged to King Sombra, after all, and his sense of decor definitely wasn’t in keeping with Cadance’s sensibilities.
Cadance had even ordered that the bed be replaced, and had the original burned in a field outside the city.
The room actually looked at lot like a much larger version of their chambers back in Canterlot, now that she had a real look at it. Lots of pinks in varying shades, decorative this and frilly that. Thankfully, Cadance had added a bit more color, throwing in little splashes of lavender and gold here and there in the form of throw pillows, rugs, and the odd lampshade. It was a mix of their coat and mane colors, and the effect when viewed against the cloudy blue of the crystal walls and flooring was surprisingly nice.
Twilight wandered around the room, inspecting everything with a critical eye. Cadance had had all their furnishings from their temporary room moved in over the course of the day, but they hadn’t had much when they’d come to the Empire, so a lot of their stuff still had that odd ‘new couch’ smell. She nudged picture frames perfectly straight, rearranged the couch cushions, fluffed the pillows on their enormous bed – anything to distract herself from what was going on in the bath.
With the curtains closed, the only sounds in the room were the ones made by her and Cadance. The sound of a running shower was like a siren’s call, pulling her gaze towards the open door every few seconds. By the time Twilight had swapped the lace doilies on the same two tables a fourth time, the urge to peep was too strong to resist for even a second longer.
She carefully tip-hoofed across the shaggy carpet, worried that Cadance might somehow hear her muffled steps over the sound of the shower. Not that Cadance would mind being peeped on – she’d probably even like it – but Twilight knew that if she got caught she’d never hear the end of it.
Just as she was pressing herself against the wall, inches from peeking her head around the corner, the water suddenly stopped and Twilight heard the sound of the shower door opening.
Twilight leapt into action, pushing off the wall and scrambling to get away before Cadance could notice. She ran for the couches in the sitting area, hoping to play it off like she’d been lounging in wait, but in her haste she stumbled over the ottoman in front of Cadance’s makeup stand.
“Sun damnit!” she shouted as her graceless tumble ended with her stumbling painfully into her own armoire.
Twilight got to her hooves and hurried to the sofa, her shoulder throbbing dully the whole way. She leapt the last few strides and landed on the couch in a repose, on her side, her head supported by one hoof.
Cadance stood in the bathroom door, wearing a fluffy cotton robe, bunny slippers, and a towel wrapped around her head that was surely useless as her mane no longer had enough substance to hold moisture.
“What’s up?” Cadance asked, smirking.
“Nothin’,” Twilight said, lightly tracing her free hoof up and down her side with aloof seductiveness. “Just bein’ sexy… What’s up with you?”
Cadance hummed mischievously, her head slowly turning as she glanced sideways at the ottoman that was laying on the floor.
“That was… like that when I got here…” Twilight lamely explained.
“Just get in the shower, you nerd,” Cadance said, snickering into her fuzzy slipper.
Twilight rolled off the couch and landed on all fours with the grace of a jungle cat. She trotted to the bathroom, eager to get to the fun part of the night.
Twilight let out a yelp as she felt something slap sharply against her rump as she was passing Cadance. She looked back to find one of Cadance’s slippers floating behind her, and the owner of said slipper giving a sly wink.
“Scrub up real good, hon,” Cadance added. “I want you clean so I know what parts I got dirty.”
Twilight again found an excess of saliva in her mouth. She swallowed down, nodding mutely as she hurried into the bath.
Cadance always ran her showers cold, so there was still a slight chill in the air. That inborn pegasus temperament of hers preferred the lower temperature whenever she wasn’t sharing the shower. Twilight was actually a bit suspicious that Cadance might have been a bit disappointed that all the snow had melted when the Empire’s magic had returned. A few times since they’d taken over, she’d caught the silly pink alicorn staring wistfully at the snow-blanketed mountains to the north, mumbling something about going skiing.
The bathroom was new, finished only a few days ago as part of Cadance’s renovations to the palace. The building was over a thousand years old and beautiful as all get-out, but like the rest of the city, it had lacked some of the conveniences that modern society enjoyed. A flood of plumbers and other tradesponies had come to the city, and with the help of the crystal ponies, who seemed to be natural builders, the construction and renovation was being done at a blistering pace. There was still a lot of work to do, but at least the palace was fully modernized. They even had electrical outlets in most of the rooms.
There was an open jewelry case next to the sink, with Cadance’s golden wedding band glinting in the light of the bathroom’s bright fixtures. Twilight had almost forgotten about that, and removed her own from around her horn, placing it in the slot next to Cadance’s in the case. The ring weighed next to nothing, but she was suddenly very aware of its removal.
She put that thought aside and floated her toothbrush out of its holder on the sink as she cantered by, quickly applying a bit of toothpaste even as she magically twisted the shower knobs to get the water started. The shower was about the size of the one they had in Canterlot – large enough for several ponies at once – and separated from the rest of the room by a clear sheet of glass, or perhaps crystal, that left the bather in full view of anypony else in the room. The wall was already steaming up by the time Twilight opened the door and stepped inside.
Twilight brushed her teeth as fast as she could without cutting corners. The inside of her mouth tasted like party food and had a slightly bitter note from all the cider she’d been drinking, and she wanted to be kissably fresh for Cadance. Cadance’s mountain of haircare products somehow hadn’t lessened despite the fact that she now had less hair to wash – if anything, the amount and range of products seemed to have grown – and Twilight couldn’t locate her own all-in-one shampoo amidst the clutter. She’d had to fight tooth-and-hoof to get Cadance to stop throwing her favorite shampoo away, and now that she needed it she couldn’t find it. For all she knew, Cadance had ordered one of the maids to ‘misplace’ it while cleaning the shower. The promise that she'd painstakingly extracted from Cadance had, after all, only prevented Cadance herself from throwing it away.
With a grunt of annoyance, she just levitated a few bottles at random and squirted them onto her back and in her mane. The variety of fruity and perfumed scents all mixed together into something that smelled a little like pears, which was honestly fairly pleasant. She scrubbed fast, lathering up like a big wooly sheep as she continued brushing her teeth. She spit out the foam in her mouth and applied more toothpaste as her vigorous washing moved on to her tail. Her heart was already pounding in anticipation of what awaited her in the other room.
They’d been together for almost a year already, and it was no secret that she and Cadance had been sharing a bed the entire time. They’d shared a cabin on the airship ride back from Zebrica, after the battle against Anubis, after all the death and the terror they’d experienced in the ancient city of Basenji’s ancestors. After that, it was just easier to continue sharing their sleep-space. They were more comfortable together, and they both agreed that they slept more soundly when they were side by side.
But contrary to the rumors making the rounds in Canterlot Castle, they may have been sleeping together, but for quite a while they hadn’t actually been ‘sleeping together’.
Sure, there had been some really, really heavy petting and some world-class flirting, but their relationship had been pretty chaste for the most part. Their first time being together sexually hadn’t actually been until the week of Hearth’s Warming, on the night that Twilight had proposed. On that random rooftop in the city, overlooking the glittering streets and merry-making families, they’d made an agreement to bind their futures together, and sealed the deal with a celebration of physical intimacy.
With the genie out of the bottle, she and Cadance hadn’t seen a reason to hold back their attraction anymore, and they’d enjoyed a very healthy sex life since then.
Tonight was different, though. Tonight Twilight wasn’t sleeping with her girlfriend, she was bedding her wife. Twilight wasn’t just some lucky Royal Guard banging someone way above her station, she was the Princess Consort making love to her Princess.
And thanks to some crazy ancient love magic of the Crystal Empire, Cadance was carrying their baby – that was different, too.
Twilight’s legs felt weak at the thought, and too weak to resist after the ordeal of carrying Cadance up so many stairs, they buckled under her. Her belly hit the floor of the shower with a wet slap. It had only been a few hours ago that Cadance had sprung the surprise on her – or more precisely, her own mother had spoiled it – and happy though she was, she hadn’t really had time to digest it.
After Celestia had cut the cake and released the banner announcing the pregnancy, a lot of things happened all at once. In fact, Twilight had barely had time to understand what she’d been told before the ceremony had started. The ponies of the empire were going crazy, so Cadance had decided to go ahead with the ceremony on schedule, before the celebration got too out of hoof. Then, after the ceremony, there was the photo stuff, speaking with the guests, the reception, the reignition of the party...
This right now, this shower, was the first moment of solitude she’d had since she’d heard the news. Even after Cadance had left, Spitfire and Basenji had been by her side, congratulating her and helping her with the last minute stuff for the wedding. This was the first moment where she could take a deep breath and realize just what Cadance’s announcement meant for her.
She was going to be a mother.
Of a baby.
Her baby.
Her’s and Cadance’s.
Twilight knew what it was like to be responsible for the lives of others, and she knew was it was like to be loved and looked up to… but this was different. This was a child.
Would it be a colt or a filly? Would it be beautiful and loving like Cadance? Or strong and inquisitive like her?
Cadance would be an amazing mother, that went without saying. But what about her?
Would… would the baby like her? It was a silly thought, but… what if the baby didn’t like her? What if their baby hated her? And with that completely irrational, entirely baseless thought, something hard dropped into the pit of Twilight’s stomach.
The toothbrush dangling from her mouth fell to the floor with a clatter. The unexpected noise startled Twilight, and the slight movement caused the huge puff of suds on her head to drip into her eye. She grit her teeth, sucking air through her grimace as she rubbed at her stinging eye.
“I’m being stupid,” she muttered to herself, her voice tinny from the echo off the walls of the cavernous shower stall as she stepped back under the water to wash the soap out of her eye. The grim panic that had settled into her stomach was already falling away as her rational mind calmly explained to her that babies didn't just randomly hate their own parents.
Twilight held the toothbrush under the stream and banished it back to the sink before rinsing herself off.
She didn’t have time to be sulking all alone in the bath. She knew Cadance had to have been asking herself the same, or at least similar, questions. How could she not?
Something like this was joyous, but it was also frightening in a way that Anubis’ curse could never have been. It was the sort of thing that you needed the support of others to shoulder, lest the weight of it crush you. Cadance had a whole empire of ponies who could support her, and Celestia and Luna would be amazing aunts to their child, but before all of that was Twilight. Twilight was her family now, first and foremost. That’s what their promise to one another had meant, that they were committed to becoming one another’s support in everything.
Tonight was the night that they were going to celebrate that promise to one another. Whatever may come after tonight wasn’t as important as this moment, right here and now.
Twilight quickly shut off the water and pushed open the door, stepping onto the plush bath rug and summoning a towel from the shelf next to the stall.
There was a clamor from the other room, the dull sound of panicked hooves ending with a heavy thud and punctuated with a sharp cry of “Sun damnit!” A second later the lights shut off, plunging the bedroom into darkness save for what the bathroom light illuminated.
Twilight laughed and summoned two more towels, controlling all three and adding a drying charm to finish as quickly as she could. Her wife was waiting for her, and it wouldn’t do to make a lady wait. She cantered excitedly towards the bedroom, but stopped to wipe the fog off the mirror and check her appearance.
Her mane looked awful, and a quick check over her shoulder confirmed that her tail was likewise poofy and disheveled from the hurried toweling. With a groan she levitated a couple of brushes and beat the unruly hair back into serviceable shape. It didn’t need to be perfect. Cadance was just going to muss it up again in a minute or two anyway. After one last check of her breath and a rinse with the mouthwash, Twilight was finally ready.
Twilight stepped into the darkened bedroom and the moment her hoof touched the carpet dozens of candles, all surrounding the bed, came to life. Some of the candles were floating, doubtlessly charmed by Cadance to stay there until dismissed and to somehow not drip wax onto the carpet. The fires danced and flickered on their wicks, but the sheer amount of light sources meant that the light was a steady glow that illuminated the bed and its occupant. There were rose petals on the ground, having been blown off the bed by Cadance’s dash to get into position.
And what a position it was.
Cadance was laying on the sheets, on her side in imitation of the pose that she’d found Twilight in earlier. She was wearing something lacey – a virgin-white girdle, held in place by ruby red ribbons that criss-crossed her body, offering little tantalizing peeks of what was beneath. Her forehooves were bare, but her rear legs were covered with a pair of white stockings.
“What’s up?” Cadance asked.
The question, and the click of the bathroom light switch flipping off, only vaguely registered in Twilight’s mind, fixated as she was on her wife’s appearance. She tried to ask something, but her voice cracked pubescently, bringing a huge smile to Cadance’s lips. Twilight cleared her throat, never taking her eyes off Cadance, and finally managed to ask, “Where’d you get that?”
“A wedding present from Rarity and Spike,” Cadance said nonchalantly. A tweak of her magic lifted one of the garters and released it, snapping the bit of stretchy lace against her rump. “Rarity gave it to me in the bride’s room, said it wasn’t something to open in public.” Cadance laughed at the complicated look that flash across Twilight’s face. “Don’t worry, I don’t think Spike knows what was in it. I’m pretty sure he just signs his name on whatever Rarity tells him to.”
“That’s, uh, probably going to get him in trouble eventually,” Twilight said, her eyes fixed on the spot where Cadance had snapped her garter.
“Fun trouble,” Cadance replied, mischief dancing in her eyes alongside the flickering candlelight. “She’s going to make a great little sister-in-law some day. I need to get her to hang out with me and your mom.”
Twilight shifted uncomfortably. “Can we not talk about my mom right now?” she pleaded.
Cadance giggled. “Okay, then how about I show you the new trick I learned?”
“What trick?” Twilight asked.
Cadance’s face screwed up in concentration, the way it did when she was about to try and cast a difficult spell, but the shimmer of magic around her horn was so weak it was almost unnoticeable in the candlelight. Her hair began to rapidly shimmer and glitter, undulating ferociously. She grunted daintily, her wings and back legs going stiff as she gave one last push, and her hair – both mane and tail – seemed to shrink back from its cloudlike, ethereal form, becoming solid again.
Twilight gaped at the sight. Cadance’s hair was noticeably brighter than it was before, the pink and gold and violet now an array of electrically vivid shades. Strangely, the glittery motes of light still twinkled, and the chubby little ghostly hearts still swam and bobbed around like blobs in a lava lamp.
“Whoa,” Twilight said breathily. “Just… wow…”
“Do you like it?” Cadance asked, pulling a length of her mane over her shoulder to examine it. There was a sort of nervous energy to the way she kneaded the hair between her hooves. “I was hoping you would. I know it’s not the same, but it does look nice, right? Aunt Celestia showed me how to do it. It took me over a week to get the hang of it. It’s a weird feeling, like trying to hold in your gut, but it surprisingly isn’t tiring. I can probably hold this all night. At least now my mane won’t try to smother you in your sleep anymore.”
“It’s beautiful,” Twilight said sincerely.
Cadance flipped her mane back over her shoulder, her pink cheeks reddening with a blush. “Shut up,” she muttered as she drew little circles in the sheets with her hoof.
“It’s true,” Twilight insisted. “But more than that, I love that you put in the effort you put in just because you thought I would like it."
Twilight stalked her way across the room hungrily, like a predator approaching a wounded animal.
Cadance must have been pleased by the sight, because she gave a throaty growl and an, “Oh my,” as she rolled onto her belly. A rose petal had stuck to her hoof, and Cadance licked it off slowly, with exaggerated eroticism. “What’re we going to do on the bed, Twilight?”
The bed was quite tall, but Twilight was already more than used to alicorn-sized furnishings and climbed onto it effortlessly, crawling across the covers with naked hunger.
“What do you think we’re going to do?”
Twilight crawled closer to Cadance, who laid on her back in the middle of the enormous bed, watching her approach with collected anticipation. Twilight knew it was an act, though. Cadance was trying to maintain her poise, but there was a glimmer of impatience in her eyes that Twilight knew like the back of her hoof. She could already see Cadance rubbing her own tightly pressed thighs together, trying to stimulate herself inconspicuously.
Twilight loomed over her wife, standing astride her and looking down. She held out a hoof and lifted a few strands of Cadance’s hair to her face. She hadn’t smelled Cadance’s hair in almost two weeks, not since she’d awakened into full alicornhood after the fight with Ammit, and she savored the light, flowery scent. This certainly explained why her collection of shampoos and conditioners seemed to only grow.
“I love it when you sniff me like that,” Cadance said, her voice quavering with an aroused shiver. She licked her lips. “It’s so creep. You’re like a horny puppy.”
“Well, I am technically a diamond dog,” Twilight said, laughing as she imagined Basenji nodding his head and proudly stroking his chin approvingly in that wizened manner of his.
Twilight let the strands of Cadance’s hair slip away, spilling back onto the bed. She leaned in, kissing her wife hard on the mouth. They’d shared a very public kiss earlier, at the culmination of their wedding ceremony, but that had been just a chaste little peck on the lips. Now, away from the eyes of their friends and family, away from the reporters and their subjects, they no longer had to be reserved.
Their lips touched only briefly before their mouths were opened to one another, their tongues entwining. Twilight let out an involuntary hum of delight as her wife pulled back a bit, and the tip of Cadance’s tongue wound around her’s with supernatural dexterity. Some mares showed off their oral talents by tying cherry stems into knots, but Cadance had once boasted that she could make a friendship bracelet if you gave her enough stems and some time. Twilight thought it was a joke... until she actually did it. It wasn’t very big, and it took about ten minutes, but damned if she didn’t prove it.
Twilight jumped as she felt something brush against her sex. Cadance had lifted one of her back legs and was slowly rubbing against Twilight’s slit.
“Ah, someone’s already wet,” Cadance said as she pulled away from the kiss.
Cadance lifted her hooves and toyed with Twilight’s hair, touching her all over her head and further messing up her untidy mane. She always said that you could tell how well someone got fucked by how messed up their hair was afterwards.
“Why are you so beautiful?” Twilight asked as she allowed herself to be molested. She gasped, her eyes squeezing shut in pleasure as Cadance pressed a little harder against her vagina.
“Lots of people call me beautiful,” Cadance murmured, “ponies, griffons, minotaurs. Nobles and diplomats, businessponies and celebrities… but you’re the only one I’ve ever believed it from.” Cadance’s hooves slid down from Twilight’s mane, delicately brushing past her ears, and wrapping around the back of her neck. “You’re the one that’s beautiful.”
Twilight felt herself being pulled down, back into a kiss. She allowed herself to be guided, but as Cadance’s hooves started drifting south, pulling on her back in an attempt to get their bodies closer, a thought cut through the haze of lust, making Twilight stand up straight and step away from her wife’s hungry mouth.
“What’s wrong?” Cadance asked in concern. There was no hurt in her eyes at the rejection, just curiosity.
Twilight stood awkwardly on the bed next to Cadance, digging the tip of her hoof nervously into the covers, unsure of how to phrase her concern. Finally, she decided to just come out with it.
“I didn’t want to put my weight on you. Because of, um...” Twilight left the sentence unfinished, but her eyes darted downwards, towards Cadance’s belly.
Cadance snickered, rolling her eyes as she stroked her tummy and plucked at the ribbons holding her lingerie in place. “Twilight, I’m not even showing yet. We can still be kind of rough.”
Twilight sat on her haunches, her warm nethers touching a cool spot on the covers, sending a pleasant shiver up her spine. She rubbed sheepishly at the back of her neck. “Are you sure…? Buh... I just wish I could have had time to do some reading about safe positions or see if there were some stretches or something…”
Cadance huffed. She turned onto her side spread her legs, showing off her pussy for a brief second before hiding it again beneath her own hoof.
“It’s fine, Twilight,” Cadance said, her voice soft with patience as she slowly played with herself. “Seriously. Do you think I wouldn’t have asked the doctor everything I needed to know? I definitely don’t want anything to happen to our baby. Do you not trust my research skills?”
“No, I do,” Twilight admitted, a little ashamed even as her arousal returned from watching Cadance manipulate herself. She knew Cadance was playing her, the exact same way she was playing with her own pussy, but it was a compelling argument even without the distracting diddling.
Cadance lifted her hoof and brought it to her lips. Her fur was soaked, glistening in the candlelight with the moisture from her sex. She stuck out her tongue and licked it clean with a single motion. “Then believe me when I say that it’s perfectly fine for you to get over here, climb directly on top of me, and fuck my little royal brain right out of my skull.”
Twilight was no stranger to foul language. She was a soldier, and sometimes that meant mingling with ponies that spoke in a less-than-refined manner. Cadance, though, had been raised as a princess by the finest tutors in the country and taught diction and elocution until it was practically engraved into her bones. But Cadance hadn’t always been a princess. There’d been a time before she was an alicorn when she was just the daughter of a humble fisherpony, and even though it wasn’t something she ever showed outside of the sacred privacy of their bedroom, she had a surprisingly firm grasp of profanity.
Twilight didn’t need much more convincing. Her ability to think rationally had shriveled and died without resistance at the sight of Cadance licking her own fluid off her hoof. It hardly helped that it was always a turn on for her when her cultured and elegant princess started cursing like a dockworker.
Excited as she was, though, she knew the importance of foreplay, so rather than jump right in, Twilight lowered her head to kiss her new wife on the stomach. Cadance hummed in appreciation of Twilight’s opening move and rolled onto her back, her wings unfurling beneath her on the bed as Twilight continued to pepper her tummy with kisses. The ribbons holding her saddle in place were a little in the way, but Twilight didn’t let that stop her and just went around them. She stuck out her tongue, giving a long, slow lick over Cadance’s exposed belly, leaving long wet furrows in her coat.
Cadance shivered again, her thighs pressing together again as she arced her back. A musical giggle bubbled up from deep in Cadance’s throat, and Twilight felt the tip of Cadance’s wing stroking against her side encouragingly. “Yeah, that tickles, keep doing that.”
Twilight would have done so even without being asked. She licked and kissed her way across Cadance’s stomach, eliciting giggling fits and moans as she went. A few times, Cadance gasped as Twilight sucked on her belly, not hard enough to leave a bruise – love bites, Cadance called them – but enough to certainly feel it.
As she moved further south, Twilight could feel Cadance’s belly growing warmer. The back of her mind, where all the reading she’d done about the physiological effects of sexual arousal had been temporarily relocated, told her that the increase in temperature was due to elevated blood flow into the genitals through a process called vasocongestion, which served to increase sensitivity in erogenous zones. The fore of her mind, which was the part in driver’s seat right now, told her to quit thinking so much and mash her face against her wife’s pussy.
Twilight was just about to move on when something odd happened. She’d been skillfully avoiding the bright red ribbons tying Cadance’s lingerie in place, bringing to bear the skills she’d honed from a long childhood of coloring between the lines with almost mechanical precision, but her tongue just happened to brush against one. She stopped her oral ministrations to stare before giving another very deliberate lick directly on the ribbon.
Twilight sat up, smacking her lips as her brow knitted perplexedly. “Is this… is this a fruit snack?”
Cadance laughed. “I was wondering how long it would take you to notice.” Her horn lit and tugged at her fruity bindings, which stretched a bit before snapping. She balled up the piece of ribbon and floated it into her mouth, chewing loudly. “It’s edible ribbon. Rarity says she makes it herself. There was a pair of panties, too, but I’m saving those for your birthday. Unless I can get her to make me a full body catsuit out of this stuff, in which case that will be for your birthday.”
The ribbon had been one unbroken length, so removing a piece had undone the whole girdle, leaving the ribbon dangling loosely from the little silver rings that held the girdle in place. Twilight tore a piece for herself and sniffed it. She’d noticed that Cadance’s coat had a lightly fruity scent earlier, but she’d just assumed that her wife had changed up her body shampoo again.
She popped the bit of fruit leather into her mouth and chewed. “Hmm… s’good,” she commented.
Cadance’s magic worked at undoing the ribbon, which she wadded up and set onto the nightstand on her side of the bed, atop a silver platter which held a big round water pitcher and a pair of drinking glasses. She wiggled on the bed, her magic tugging at the girdle until she was free of it.
“Oh no, I’m naked~” she half-sang, giggling as she tossed the lingerie carelessly across the room, knocking over a lamp somewhere in the darkness beyond the candlelight.
Twilight grinned as she surveyed her wife’s body with hungry eyes. Free of the girdle, Cadance was now only wearing the garters stretched tight against her hips, and the sheer stockings on her back legs.
Twilight crawled her way across the bed and into position to please her wife. Cadance smiled at her, a mischievous, wild look in her eyes as she tightly crossed her legs. She lifted her back hooves straight into the air, giving Twilight a good view of her wet slit.
“What’cha gunna do now, huh?” she asked, her tone challenging.
In answer, Twilight grabbed those wonderfully long legs. Cadance's stockings stopped just below the hock, and Twilight put her tongue right against the divide, dragging it over the back of her fleshy thigh and curving around the side to trace the heart of her cutie mark. Twilight took the garter between her teeth, pulling it taut and then snapping it against Cadance’s hip, the way Cadance had done earlier.
Cadance moaned, her legs going weak, allowing Twilight to pry them apart with a hoof. “When’d you get so good at this?”
“You know me,” Twilight said as she leaned in and sucked lightly at the inside of Cadance’s thigh, “always training.”
Cadance snorted with laughter even as Twilight grinned at her from between her splayed legs. “You and your smart mouth. Why don’t we see how smart it is with a little oral examination?”
Twilight looked up from between her wife’s legs, cocking an eyebrow in mild disbelief. “Oral exam? Really? Is that your way of asking for ‘bad schoolfilly’ roleplay again?”
“Oh, be quiet and lick me,” Cadance muttered, rolling her eyes.
Twilight ignored the request and moved her ministrations further up her wife’s body, holding Cadance’s legs in the air by bracing them against her shoulders. Just above the temptation of the vagina was the place on Cadance’s belly where her coat was thinnest, where her breasts were. They were small, the rosy pink of her nipples blending in perfectly with her coat.
Twilight wrapped her lips around a nipple, sucking on it hard, until Cadance let out a little squeak of pain. She knew from experience that Cadance liked her to be a little rough, and when she released the suction she was rewarded with a shuddering sigh from her lover. Cadance lifted herself high enough to grind her snatch against Twilight’s collarbone, smearing her with musky arousal as Twilight abused her tits.
“I know you’re having fun down there,” Cadance said with a groan, “but I am not looking forward to having teats. I’m probably just going to wear maternity dresses the whole time so nobody sees my udders.”
“Should be interesting, at least,” Twilight commented, pulling off of Cadance’s nipple with a loud, wet smack of her lips. “You’ll only have them during your pregnancy and as long as you’re nursing, so we might as well see if we can enjoy them.”
“You really think we’ll still have the time for humping with a baby keeping us up all night?”
“I’m naively optimistic,” Twilight said, tilting her head in a sort of half-shrug.
Cadance’s horn lit, summoning a couple of pillows that she used to prop herself up so she could watch what Twilight was doing. She reached down between her legs to play with Twilight’s mane some more.
“Well if we like that kind of play we could always just get me pregnant again,” Cadance suggested. “All we have to do is smash the Crystal Heart again and then make out until the Empire’s magic gives us a new one and a baby to go along with it.”
Twilight blanched at the thought. “I, uh, don’t think that’s a replicable phenomenon.”
“Oooooo~ I love it when you talk dirty,” Cadance said, cooing seductively.
“Plus,” Twilight continued, “there’s probably only a fifty-fifty chance that you’d end up with the baby again even if that did work. For all we know I’d get pregnant next time.”
Cadance sucked in air through pursed lips, her hooves fluffing Twilight’s mane frantically. “Oh, honey,” she said, moaning, “yes. I want to see you pregnant and fat. Get some jiggle in that perfectly toned little ass of yours.”
Twilight lifted an eyebrow again, her mouth already moving to deliver a witty sexual bon mot, but at the last second she decided on a better way to use her mouth. Cadance’s other nipple was already hard, despite having been left mostly unmolested, and Twilight quickly took it between her teeth, giving it a nice firm tug.
Cadance’s hooves wrapped around the back of Twilight’s neck, her body curling up as she let out a sound that was part squeak, part moan, and part scream.
She held tight for a few seconds more, letting Cadance ride out the small orgasm that was currently dripping down Twilight’s chest. She let go, tenderly licking her wife’s abused nipple as Cadance slowly relaxed. After months of practice, Twilight was confident that she had a winning rhythm – a victory pattern that would get Cadance off without fail. She was going to pull the stops out tonight.
Twilight didn’t give her lover a chance to catch her breath, going in for the kill while she was still sensitive. She moved further down, back to the main event. Cadance’s sex was still twitching, her thighs glistening in the candlelight from the small climax she’d just had. The heavy musk of her excitement had soaked into her tail, and the mattress beneath her had an ever growing wet spot.
Twilight ignored the growing ache in her own loins, focusing on doing her best to service her princess. She pursed her lips, blowing cold breath at the little nub peeking out from the hood at the top of Cadance’s slit. Cadance’s twitched again, and Twilight began licking.
Twilight pressed her tongue flat against Cadance’s pussy, licking upwards, maintaining contact with Cadance’s clitoris the whole way, ending with a hard flick with the tip of her tongue. Her lips wrapped around the stiffened organ and she gave it a suck, not quite so hard as what she’d done to Cadance’s nipples, but definitely hard enough to let the mare know she was there.
Her face was a mess, come doubtlessly matting the fur against her face in a most unattractive manner, but the heady aroma was filling her senses, uplifting her own excitement the way Luna’s moon lifted the tides. Twilight licked her chops, savoring the thick, salty taste. She let out a sigh, her breath huffing against Cadance’s vagina, bringing another moan from the mare.
Twilight spared a glance up at her wife, who was now laying back, her eyes fully shut as she writhed with Twilight’s affections. Cadance’s left hoof was tangled up in her own mane, giving her the haggard, wild look of someone who hadn’t brushed her hair in weeks. The other hoof snaked along Cadance’s body, wrapping back around Twilight’s head and firmly pushing her face back into Cadance’s crotch.
Twilight smiled as she allowed herself to be guided back into position. She resumed her licking, her eyes fixed in utter fascination as Cadance’s orgasm built. Twilight dusted off one of the first tricks Cadance had taught her and began spelling her own name out with her tongue against her wife’s pussy in long, firm strokes. When that was done, she started writing out the alphabet, and by the time she was about to begin her second lap of lapping, Cadance’s breath had gone ragged, a slight wheeze in her voice telling Twilight she was in the home stretch. She thrust her tongue into Cadance’s snatch as deep as it would go, wiggling frantically as she reached a hoof up and gently stroked Cadance’s belly, as if coaxing the orgasm out of her.
The hot walls of Cadance’s vagina twitched and contracted around Twilight’s tongue, another modest gush of come dribbling into her mouth. Cadance was now pushing down on Twilight’s head with both hooves, her mouth agape in a nearly silent cry that leaked out of her with a demure squeak, like a child’s balloon with a leak.
Twilight kept licking, a tremble of pleasure shambling through her own pussy at the mere sight of Cadance’s orgasm. Without direct stimulation it wasn’t much of a peak, but she still felt her slit twitching in response, her own wetness growing. She hummed into Cadance’s snatch, pleased at having successfully pleasured her wife. Cadance had finally stopped forcing her head down, her arms having lost their strength and flopping onto the bed at her sides like overly cooked noodles. Twilight pulled away, swallowing down the salty fluid still in her mouth. She spread open Cadance’s vulva to admire the sight of frothy white mare-come dribbling out of her hole and onto the bed.
Cadance was laughing, snorting nerdishly and panting as she rode out the high of her orgasm. She found the strength to lift a hoof, gesturing for Twilight to come closer. “Come here,” she whispered breathlessly. When Twilight was finally close enough she threw her arms around the smaller mare, kissing her deeply. She released her lover’s mouth only long enough to add, “I love you so much,” before resuming their kiss.
The itch between Twilight’s legs hadn’t been abated by her small orgasm, and the need she felt was becoming unbearable now that she didn’t have the distraction of Cadance’s pleasure to worry about. The way Cadance was sucking on her tongue wasn’t helping any, but Twilight knew she wouldn’t have to wait long, so she remained patient, kissing back with gusto while quickly Cadance shifted gears from recipient to benefactor.
Twilight felt something silky against her nethers, causing her to squeak into Cadance’s mouth at the despicable sneak attack. Cadance had flicked against her sex with her tail, dragging the hair across her slit with almost painful delicacy.
“Lie on your stomach,” Cadance demanded as she took Twilight’s place lower on the bed.
Twilight eagerly did as she was told, her ears twitching in anticipation. The familiar tingle of Cadance’s magic wrapped around her midsection, and Twilight allowed herself to be lifted a few inches off the bed so a pillow could be placed under her. She wiggled until she was settled into the pillow, her rear hanging in the air as her tail swished excitedly.
Cadance’s magic tugged at her tail suddenly, holding it still so Cadance could wind it around her hoof. Cadance pulled, yanking Twilight’s tail aside roughly, full exposing her nethers.
“I can’t believe this is all mine,” Cadance muttered. She put her hooves on Twilight’s ass, kneading her buttocks like she was making bread before spreading her open to get a look at the goods. “You’ve got such a pretty little gash. I want to just shrink down and use it as a summer home.”
Twilight’s cheeks – the ones on her face – burned at the compliment, surprisingly. She wouldn’t have suspected that she had enough blood free for such a reaction, but there you go.
She sucked in a rush of air, her belly tightening involuntarily as Cadance yanked her tail again, harder this time. Twilight may have been a quick study when it came to expressing her love physically, but Cadance’s learning curve for the art of sex was almost – probably literally, actually – supernatural. If Twilight knew how to play Cadance like a fiddle, then Cadance was a conductor, directing a hundred piece orchestra towards a symphony of sexual delights.
Cadance’s tongue stroked lightly against Twilight’s dock – the little bit of flesh beneath where her tail connected to her spine – barely touching her. Her tongue lowered, flickering past her anus and drawing a circle around the tight little ring before plunging in.
“Eeep!” Twilight squeaked as Cadance suddenly intruded in her backdoor. “Hoooo – that’s new!”
“You like it?” Cadance asked, tilting her head to the side and waggling her eyebrows. “Been saving it for something special.”
Twilight’s ears flattened against her head sheepishly. She did like it, but she was a little embarrassed to admit it, even to her own wife. “It’s dirty…” she protested lamely.
“I love you, Twilight Sparkle,” Cadance said firmly. “How could I say I love all of you if I didn’t love this part, too?”
Cadance could be remarkably poignant when she wanted to, but Twilight still wasn’t sure about this new kink.
“Cadance... I love you too–hoooohooohahaa~” 
Twilight’s hooves pawed at the bedding as Cadance interrupted by jamming her tongue back in. Cadance’s own oral gymnastics put Twilight’s alphabet trick to shame, and the full scope of those skills were currently being retooled in pursuit of a new perversion.
Not one to do a job by half-measures, Cadance’s free hoof pressed against Twilight’s clitoris. Twilight buried her face into the bedding, the silk held firmly between her teeth as Cadance pushed her buttons. She’d already been pretty worked up from eating out Cadance, but now, between the yanking, the diddling, and the rimming, Twilight knew she wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer.
Twilight rubbed her cheek against the covers, the oncoming orgasm turning her whole body into an erogenous zone. Even the light friction of her face rubbing against the satin bedding was enough to drive her wild.
She didn’t even last five minutes.
“Haaaaaah... Cadance,” she said breathily, “I’m almost there.”
To Twilight’s surprise, Cadance’s tongue slipped out of her, and the hoof that had been toying with her clit was likewise retracted. Before she could ask why Cadance had stopped, Twilight found herself being flipped onto her back.
The pillow under Twilight was tossed aside, hitting the wall hard enough to spill out a few goosefeathers. Cadance practically threw herself atop Twilight, maneuvering herself so her fleshy, come-slicked thigh was pressed against Twilight’s pussy. It was one of their favorite positions. Sometimes Twilight was on top, sometimes Cadance was, but it didn’t matter because in the end, they’d both be able to get off.
“I want to see it,” Cadance said hungrily, her voice throaty, nearly growling. “I want to watch you come.”
Cadance licked her lips and began thrusting, humping herself against Twilight’s snatch.
The feeling of Cadance’s leg against her sensitive organ was wholly different from a tongue or hoof. Her coat added a bit more friction to the motion, and the amount of lubricant that Cadance had on her thighs made for an incredible ride. Sometimes, Cadance would thrust at just the right angle so her garter would drag across Twilight’s clit, the silky, textured lace adding to the feast of sensations.
Cadance’s mane hung down like a curtain, the little glittering stars sparkling ferociously and the hearts quivering and pulsing like they were alive.
“Come for me,” Cadance whispered.
The smell of Cadance’s shampoo and sweat and come hit Twilight full in the face, and all at once, the tension that had been waxing in her loins burst. She lifted her pelvis, grinding her pussy against Cadance as hard as she could as she came.
Twilight’s mouth went tight, and a light whimper sounded in her throat as she started up into Cadance’s wide-eyed and lust-addled face.
Cadance didn’t let up, even as Twilight’s excitement was peaking. Her breath went ragged, her own gyrations becoming desperate as she fucked herself against Twilight with renewed vigor. She licked her lips again before lowering her head to lick Twilight’s throat.
“You’re so beautiful,” Cadance muttered as she lapped at Twilight’s neck. She repeated the words like a mantra, over and over, throwing in a “Fuck!” or two for good measure.
Cadance’s ear twitch against Twilight’s face, and without even thinking, she took it between her teeth and pulled.
Cadance’s body went stiff atop her as she had a third, quivering little orgasm. Small though it was, it still left the mare breathless.
They held one another, panting and sweating, enjoying the warmth of one another’s tired bodies. Cadance finally rolled off her love, her sex pulling away from Twilight’s leg with a sticky sensation not unlike that of climbing off of a vinyl couch on a sweltering summer day. She flopped bonelessly onto the bed next to Twilight, staring at the ceiling as she caught her breath.
“Love you,” Twilight said groggily.
Cadance mumbled something unintelligible that might have been, “Love you, too,” but sounded more like, “Rubfoohooo…”
It was close enough.
They lay there for a while, basking in the glow as weariness seeped into their bones. Twilight spared a glance at Cadance, whose eyelids were drooping as she hovered at the edge of sleep. She was so beautiful, so gorgeous, and so hers, that Twilight could feel the familiar tingle returning to her nethers.
“Wanna go again?” Twilight asked.
“In morning…” Cadance muttered. She lowered a hoof between her legs, rubbing herself experimentally before pulling away from her doubtlessly sore and sensitive vagina with a sharp intake of air. “I think I need at least twenty minutes, but I’m not sure I can stay up that long.”
Twilight rolled over and pulled Cadance’s face to hers for a peck on the lips. “‘Kay.”
Somehow, Twilight found the strength to sit up and summon the pitcher of water from the nightstand. The water was hot, but she happily drank it straight out of the pitcher, gulping it down until it was half gone. She held out the pitcher to Cadance, who also managed to sit up and wordlessly accepted it, draining the rest in a single pull.
Cadance rolled out of bed and walked shakily to the bathroom, the empty pitcher floating along behind while Twilight waited in bed. The wet spot beneath her was already starting to feel nasty, so with a groan she got up and just threw the soiled bedding on the ground, carelessly scattering the rose petals that had survived their activities all over the carpet. There was another layer of fitted sheets beneath the cover, which were cool and comfy and mostly dry.
Watching the shower of petals falling to the ground had reminded Twilight of their presence. In the heat of the moment she’d forgotten all about them, but only now, in the gross, sticky afterglow, did Twilight realize that the damn things were everywhere.
“Damn rose petals!” Cadance shouted from the bathroom. “Never again!”
Twilight laughed, amused by how in sync they were tonight.
The toilet flushed a few minutes later, and Cadance returned from the bathroom, no longer wearing the garter and stockings. The pitcher of water had been refilled from the bathroom sink, and Cadance had been kind enough to bring a moist towel for Twilight.
It was never a good idea to go to sleep with sex juices between your legs. It’s a mistake you only make once. She cleaned the important bits, leaving the rest of her disgusting, sweaty body for a shower in the morning.
While Twilight was cleaning up, Cadance dismissed the candles, sending them all away with dozens of quiet little pops. The light from the bathroom had been left on, so they weren’t totally in the dark.
“That’s a really cool trick,” Twilight said.
“Thanks.”
They climbed back into bed together, snuggling up and yawning in tandem.
“You have a good wedding?” Twilight asked.
Cadance hummed an affirmative. “Mhm. It was fun. Tired, though.”
Twilight buried her face in her wife’s mane, thinking again how glad she was that Cadance had learned whatever she’d learned from Celestia. The hoof what wasn’t currently trapped under Cadance’s body drifted lazily up and down Cadance’s side.
“We don’t have anything to do tomorrow, right?” Twilight asked.
“Nope,” Cadance answered. “Aunt Luna said she’d cover court for a couple of days as a wedding present, and your brothers said they’d oversee the cleanup of the rager going on downstairs. We can just have our meals sent up and spend the next two days fucking each other like animals.”
“That sounds great,” Twilight said, her ears flicking excitedly.
Cadance hummed again, her hoof lightly caressing Twilight’s flank. “Hey, by the way. Did a cute crystal pony filly – about sixteen or so, short mane, sundial cutie mark – talk to you?”
Twilight frowned at the question. “No, why?”
Cadance snickered tiredly. “She came up to me to ask if ‘Her Majesty, the Empress, would be recruiting any concubines’.”
Twilight pulled her face out of Cadance’s mane, her eyes wide as she stared down at her wife. “What?”
“They’re from a different era, honey,” Cadance said soothingly, patting Twilight’s ass. “Apparently she was the representative for a group of her friends who were hoping they could join your harem.”
Twilight’s eyebrows knit in thought as she opened her mouth, closed it, opened it again, and then closed it one more time. After some thought she asked, “How do you know it wasn’t your harem they were trying to join?”
“Because you’re the one they call their Empress of Steel,” Cadance said teasingly. “Plus, she kept shooting you looks while we were talking.”
“What’d you tell her?” Twilight asked, not even trying to mask the suspicion in her voice.
“I told her to leave her curriculum vitae and a headshot with the executive butler, and that we’d keep it on file if we decided that was a position we need filled.”
Twilight frowned. “She’ll probably do it as soon as she figures out what you were talking about… I don’t know how to feel about this.”
“Just be flattered,” Cadance said with a yawn. “All it means is that our subjects are just a little bit completely madly in love with you. It’s just a part of being royalty. Congratulations, babe, you’ve arrived.”
Twilight decided that she’d had enough of this madness and shut her eyes, burying her face back into Cadance’s mane and letting the weariness of the day and the fantastic workout she’d just gotten finally drag her into dreamland. Just as she was about to drift off, she was pulled back from the edge of slumber by Cadance’s voice.
“Twilight...”
“What?” she mumbled groggily.
Twilight forced her heavy eyelids open as she felt Cadance sit up in bed. Cadance was looking down at her with tears falling freely down her cheeks.
“Twilight… we’re going to have a baby.”
It was a simple statement, but it was profound in its simplicity. In her voice Twilight could hear echoed every fear and worry she’d held in her own heart, but there was also excitement and joy so powerful that it made Twilight’s heart ache.
A baby… It was everything Cadance had wanted, and she’d be sharing it with the pony she’d just promised to spend the rest of her life with.
The feeling growing in Twilight’s chest wasn’t anything she could describe. She’d learned a lot about love from Cadance, but every time she thought she had a firm grasp of the concept, she would find them stumbling headlong into some new and awe-inspiring aspect of the thing. Love was a cube with an infinite number of sides, an ocean with unfathomable depths stretching on into the infinite, and yet it was also a world so tiny and simple that she could hold it between her arms every night.
And all of that infinite, boundless emotion, was now coalesced into a new life that was waxing with every passing moment within Cadance’s womb. It was a tangible, real expression of their love which would grow, explore the world, and one day – hopefully – find love of its own.
Twilight didn’t say anything. She just pulled Cadance back down, kissed the top of her head, and held her until the shrill, nasally whine of Cadance’s snores filled the air. Having seen her wife safely to sleep, Twilight allowed herself to drift off as well.
* * *
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		The Honey Plot



It was the little things that made life worth living.
Waking up to the smell of Spike’s cooking. The burble of fresh coffee brewing in the percolator. The warmth of a hug from one – or even all – of his closest friends. The sound of polyhedral dice tumbling on the kitchen table.
In a lot of ways, Shining Armor’s life in Ponyville was much simpler than it had been in Canterlot, but all those things that made life simpler also made it vastly more complicated – just one of the paradoxical aspects of Friendship that made it so worth studying. What had once been a highly regimented schedule of academic self-betterment and professional improvement, had been turned upside down and jumbled up like Spike’s Three Ruby Scrambled Omelette Surprise – which ironically was never a surprise, because the ‘surprise’ was always rubies.
Sure, there was the occasional adventure, or world-threatening crisis, or pie eating contest, but just as often Shining Armor found himself sitting back and going with the flow of small town living. Sundays always seemed to be especially quiet. Whether this was by some cosmic arrangement or the result of observation bias, Shining couldn’t say. Either way, it was definitely his favorite day of the week.
This particular lazy Sunday found Shining Armor in Sugarcube Corner, sitting at the soda bar while Pinkie worked the counter. A tall Triple-Trouble Choco-Chocolate-Fudge Milkshake was on the bar, held tightly in his hooves as he sucked the extra-wide straw Pinkie had given him. His eyes were glued to the comic hovering in the field of his magic. A stack of comics was next to him on the counter, half-a-hoof tall with the week’s newest releases. New comic day was earlier in the week, but the colt at the shop always held his order on reserve to be picked up on the weekend.
Shining Armor considered himself a fast reader, with better-than-average reading comprehension and retention. You read enough books and you tend to get good at it, he always said.
Well, not always. He said it once.
Maybe twice.
Comics, though, he never rushed. A good comic was like a good wine, something you sip and swirl around in your mouth, getting a full taste of the subtle notes. It wasn’t something to be rushed, it was an experience to savor, and so comics tended to eat up the entirety of his Sundays.
The steady stream of chocolatey ice cream and fudge flowing into his mouth went dry, the straw loudly sucking at the last dregs of syrup and guk at the bottom of the glass. Shining Armor tore his eyes from the page to peer down into the cup, maneuvering the straw with his lips to suck up the remains of the shake clinging to the glass.
“All done, Shine-Shine?”
Shining Armor lowered the comic to find Pinkie beaming at him with the usual Pinkie-cheer. He let go of the straw and licked his lips. “Yes ma’am,” he said. “It was good, thanks.”
“Need another?” she asked. The glass was quickly snatched away and stowed under the counter with a clink of dirty glassware.
“I think I’m okay,” he replied, patting his belly. He tucked the comic he’d been reading into a mylar bag – cardboard backed – and placed it atop the pile with the rest. “I was done reading like ten minutes ago anyway. I was just looking at the art on the last page.”
“Okie-do,” Pinkie said, humming as she trotted around the bar and towards the cupcake counter. Pinkie pulled out a serving tray and began emptying the display case, though, on closer inspection, it was already pretty bare. “You don’t want anything else?”
“No, thanks,” he said as he watched her go about her business. Something was off. It was suspiciously quiet for a Sunday, which was often one of the busiest days for the sweets shop. Looking around, Shining Armor noticed that the place was empty save for himself, Pinkie, and Pinkie’s pet alligator, Gummy, who was sitting atop the cash register at the far end of the soda bar. “Where is everyone?”
“They went home,” Pinkie replied, giggling. “It’s late, silly.”
Sure enough, a peek out the windows showed a darkened street. With just a glance Shining could tell it was that magic hour between when nightfall began and when the streetlights were on. The sign on the door was flipped, signalling that the shop was in fact closed.
“Oh, wow, so it is.” Shining Armor laughed, pulling a pair of saddlebags onto the counter to carefully pack away his pile of comics.
Once he was done putting away his reading material, he stowed the bag beneath the barstool and walked around to the back of the bar. Next to the big plastic tub filled with dirty dishes waiting to be carried to the kitchen, was a bucket of soapy water with a goodly supply of clean wash towels soaking within.
Shining set about helping clean up. The work was split between them in silence, under nothing more than a tacit understanding that friends helped one another. And besides, after sitting on a stool all day, Shining Armor felt he could do with a bit of moving around.
“I’m surprised the Cakes are still gone,” Shining Armor said offhandedly.
“I told them they should take the whole day off,” Pinkie explained. “They deserve it. They’re always super-duper understanding when I need to take off on an emergency for adventure stuff. I’m just glad that they trust me enough to mind the whole store by myself.”
“Well you’re great at it, so why wouldn’t they? Where’d they go?”
“They took the twins to a waterpark in Whinneapolis,” Pinkie said. “They’re taking a sleeper train back, so they’ll be home just in time to help with the morning rush.”
“That’s good. At least you won’t have to run the place alone two days in a row.”
Pinkie murmured in agreement, her usual bubbly cheer only slightly dampened with fatigue. It seemed that Pinkie Pie’s reserves were merely near-bottomless.
Shining Armor’s cleaning eventually brought him towards the cash till, where Gummy was still perched, his bulbous eyes fixed on Shining Armor the whole time. Normally, Shining Armor didn’t think anything of Gummy’s stare, since the baby alligator tended to stare at everything, but today he’d been extra attentive to Shining Armor.
“Are you still mad?” Shining Armor asked of the tiny gator. “It was over a week ago!”
Gummy stood there, motionless except for the periodic blinking of his eyes – first one, then the other – and a long, lazy smack of his toothless maw.
“I don’t know how many more times I can apologize,” Shining Armor said as he wiped the counter a little more vigorously. “I told you I wasn’t actually going to do it… It was a bluff!”
Gummy blinked.
Shining Armor threw the rag onto the counter and cantered over to where Gummy sat in silent accusation. “Look, you were there,” Shining Armor said, “you saw what I saw. Two-hundred Pinkie Pies, all bouncing around, tearing the town apart. We needed to find the real Pinkie, and the only thing that separated the magic Pinkies from the real one was their insatiable lust for fun and their complete disregard for the wellbeing of their friends.”
Gummy blinked.
“Seriously!” Shining Armor rose to his hind legs, gesticulating wildly. “Two-hundred Pinkie Pies with sociopathic tendencies! We’re lucky they didn’t start trying to use ponies as pinatas.”
“It’s true,” Pinkie Pie said, chiming in from where she was boxing up the unsold cupcakes in to-go packages with discount stickers for the following day. “I had a dream like that once, so it definitely would’ve crossed their minds eve~ntually. Real ponies probably aren’t filled with Mares Bars and Clip-Clops like the pinata ones are.”
“See?” Shining Armor declared, pointing at Pinkie, his star witness. “Even she knows it was an emergency. We had to figure out which was the real Pinkie, and I thought, hey, why not gather them all up and then announce that I would divide you, their beloved pet, into two-hundred equally sized pieces so that they could all have a Gummy of their own. I knew only the real Pinkie would care enough about your safety to object. It was the only way to know for sure.”
Gummy blinked.
“Okay, yes, I should have told you I was going to have a kitchen knife, but I had to make it look good!”
Gummy blinked. A low, whining mewl rolled out the back of the tiny alligator’s throat. Shining Armor wasn’t sure what that meant, but something about the noise struck him as contrarian.
Shining leaned against the counter, rearing up to put himself snout-to-snout with the baby gator. “Look, buddy, I can’t keep apologizing and we can’t keep going in circles here… How’s about I buy you a whole box of chocolate-covered mice and we call it water under the bridge, eh?”
The slitted pupils of Gummy’s big reptilian eyes narrowed to pencil-thin lines at the mention of chocolate-covered mice. The seconds ticked away, and finally, at long last, Gummy opened his maw and clamped down on the end of Shining Armor’s nose. The little reptile started chewing, snapping his toothless jaws, dampening the end of Shining’s muzzle with gator saliva.
“I… I can’t tell if he’s accepted the apology or if he’s eating me,” Shining Armor said. He shot his friend a sideways glance. “Pinkie? Little help? Are we friends again or is he trying to take my life?”
“You’re friends,” Pinkie said, chipper as could be as she walked over to gently pry Gummy from the end of Shining’s nose. She placed the baby gator on her head, and its body slowly sunk into her voluminous curls – like a quicksand pit of cotton candy – until only its face could be seen.
“Well that’s good,” Shining Armor said with a sigh.
Pinkie Pie smiled, suppressing a little giggle behind her hoof as she picked up where Shining Armor had left off. Wiping down the sticky counter after a day of clumsy spills and messy sundaes was one of her nightly tasks, so within moments she’d already cleaned more than Shining had managed in several minutes.
Shining Armor, seeing that he’d been rendered obsolete to the task of wiping the counter, went to get another rag and find something else to clean, but his attempt was waved off by Pinkie.
“I can handle this,” she said. She tilted her head towards the kitchen door, where cleaning supplies had been left after being pulled from the back. “Could you do me a favor and start sweeping? That’d be a rea~lly big help. It’s the worst part of mopping the floors.”
Shining Armor summoned the broom with his magic and started from the far corner of the shop, where dust bunnies had already started to gather after a long day of hoof-traffic. The work went quickly. With magic and a good rhythm, he made short work of the bunnies.
“So, have you heard from Twilight?” Pinkie asked, talking around the cleaning implement clenched between her teeth. She’d moved on from the counter and was cleaning the display cases with window cleaner, the rubber blade of her squeegee squealing loudly as she worked.
“Oh yeah, a lot.” Shining laughed. “She’s been writing practically every other day.”
“Nervous about the new job, huh?”
Shining Armor nodded. “Understandably so. She’s been running herself ragged trying to keep up with everything she has to learn and she keeps asking me for advice.” A smile found its way to his lips. “I’m actually glad she’s struggling so much.”
The squeak of window cleaning stopped and Shining Armor felt the unmistakable weight of eyes on him at his confession. He cast a nervous look over his shoulder at Pinkie, who was now tilting her head at him, one eyebrow cocked all the way to her maneline in unspoken question. Somehow, even the jaunty angle of the squeegee handle between her teeth looked oddly curious.
“That didn’t come out the way I meant it,” Shining explained, chagrined. “You don’t know Twilight the way I do. She’s…” He frowned, racking his brain to word the way he felt. “She struggles, but not the way normal ponies do. Things come easy to her, always have. It’s great, but it means she’s very self-sufficient. I never really got to be a big brother to her – not the way I was with Spike. Twilight doesn’t ask for help, it’s just not the way she is, but now she’s in this new position and it’s something I understand because of all the diplomacy stuff Celestia made me learn. This is something I can help with.”
“You feel useful,” Pinkie supplied, setting down the wiper.
“Exactly!” Shining Armor tapped the end of his nose. “Exactly that!”
“It is nice to be needed, I get that. I think we all do. It’s a little like that with me and my sisters.” She laughed, rubbing the nape of her neck in a rare display – for her – of self-consciousness. “I’ve never really been good at rock farming stuff, but I can whip up a cake like nobody’s business. It always makes me feel really warm and mushy inside whenever they ask me to cook for them.”
“Well,” Shining began, playfully making a show of tilting his head from side to side as though in deep consideration, “I don’t know about mushy.”
Pinkie laughed again, louder this time, the warmth of the sound filling the room. Pinkie had a great laugh. “Please, Shine-Shine, you’re a big tough stallion, but that’s just the outside,” she teased joyfully. “All big stallions are like that. Rough on the outside and sweet on the inside – like a big old burlap sack full of sugar.”
Shining reeled back in a show of dramatic outrage that would have made Rarity proud. He scoffed, touching a hoof daintily to his chest, scandalized, and said, “Why I never. I’ll have you know that I am, most indubitably, without reproach or peer, the hardest of the hardcore.”
“Oh yes~” Pinkie began, waggling her brows with the enthusiasm of a cat toying with a mouse, “Suuuuuper hardcore~ A mushy-mush would never have bawled like a colt with a chipped tooth at his little sister’s wedding.”
“T-that’s not my fault,” Shining said defensively, his face burning with shame at the memory. “It was a beautiful ceremony... I’m not made of stone!”
“Okay, okay, I’m not saying it’s bad,” Pinkie explained, her laughter tapering down to a soft, nasally chuckle-snort. “It’s very cute. Chicks love that sensitivity stuff, trust me.”
“I don’t know about all that,” Shining Armor said as he returned to his brooming. A few of the bunnies had tried to hop away, so he carefully pulled them back into the pile with the rest of the dust. “It really was a great wedding, though.”
Pinkie put away the window cleaner and moved on to her next task, all the way back across the store, back to the soda counter. There didn’t seem to be any sort of methodology to the way she moved from place to place, but Pinkie being Pinkie, she probably knew what she was doing.
“I liked Cadance’s dress,” Pinkie commented. “Rarity always does a great job.”
“Yeah, and Twilight looked great in her uniform.”
“Do you… yanno… still regret that you never got to wear one?” Pinkie asked.
His friends of course knew about his childhood dream. Conversations over tea and coffee – most often tea for the girls, coffee for him – were like winding roads, twisting and curving, splitting off in unexpected directions. There were very few secrets any of them still had that weren’t known to at least one other in their group.
Shining Armor summoned the dustpan and a bin to tidy up the sweepings as he thought it over.
“Kind of, but no,” he said, shrugging. “Being in the Guard was something Little Shining wanted. Sometimes it still crosses my mind, but no more than any other fantasy, I guess. I’m happy with where I’ve ended up, and it’s not like we don’t see our share of action, yeah?”
“You got that right!” Pinkie said, nodding vigorously in agreement. “But I will admit, I prefer our adventures to whatever that scary alligator thing we helped her fight was.”
Shining Armor shivered at the memory. Twilight had been a little evasive about what exactly the creature she called Ammit was, but from what he’d been able to gather from her and from Celestia, Twilight and that thing had had something of a history. Whatever may have actually happened, Twilight was being tight-lipped about it, which worried him to no end, but he trusted her when she said the matter was settled. To the world at large, Ammit was simply some weird monster, like the Cerberus, or a Tatzlwurm, and Shining Armor was happy to support that view if that was what Celestia and Twilight thought was for the best.
The broom, bin, and pan were sent away with a pop of magic, and Shining went over to reclaim his seat at the soda bar. “Still,” he mused, leaning against the counter with a hoof under his chin, “I guess that it would have been nice to wear one of those uniforms, just once.”
Pinkie whipped the wet rag she’d been wiping the shake machine with across the room, dropping it into a bucket of dirty rags. She joined Shining Armor at the bar, mirroring his sitting posture and swinging her back hooves lazily under the bar.
“Maybe we could ask Princess Celestia if we could have some kind of Special Forces uniform,” Pinkie suggested. “With cute little berets and tactical camouflage.”
“We already tried that,” Shining Armor said, his head lilting tiredly to one side. “We tried to design some like two weeks after our first adventure. Remember? Rarity kept wanting to put spangles and bells on them, AJ wanted stetson hats, and RD wanted flight goggles. We got tired of arguing about it and ended up going out for noodles.”
Pinkie’s brow creased in apparent concentration. “No… I don’t remember that… but I definitely remember eating noodles... What about our Mare Do Well costumes from the time we pranked Dashie? We could all wear those like a superhero team. Plus, we’d get to see you as a girl again. You were super cute as a girl.”
Shining Armor felt his cheeks flush at the compliment. “I wasn’t actually a girl,” he quickly explained. “It was just an illusion, remember? I was still a stallion. I just looked like a mare to anyone looking at me, so we could all play the same character.”
“You were still cute.” Pinkie sniggered, her curls bouncing with her laughter. “You’re just uncomfortable because you got stuck like that for a week and those teenage boys whistled at you.”
“I felt so violated,” he said, his already white coat blanching at the memory.
“Ay, chiquitita, don’t be so cold~” Pinkie teased, laughing and throwing in a wolfish whistle of her own. “You know I actually got kind of girl-jealous at how adorable you were.”
“Girl-jealous?”
Pinkie’s hoof pounded gently on the bar as she raised the other hoof, waving it around dramatically. “‘Curses!’” she said with theatrical intonation. “‘Confound her and her impossible beauty!’ Or something like that.”
“Huh…” Shining Armor scratched his head. “I didn’t know that was a thing…”
“The female heart is a fickle pickle,” Pinkie said with the air of something profoundly mysterious.
“You’re starting to sound like Rarity… kind of.”
“No, if I wanted to sound like Rarity, I would be telling you to get off your keister and go talk to Cheerilee, because that girl walked past the shop window six times today just to look at you,” Pinkie Pie said as she leaned in conspiratorially, wagging her eyebrows.
He frowned, casting a curious glance back towards the window. “Maybe…”
“Come on~ you should go for it,” Pinkie Pie exclaimed, ratcheting up the enthusiasm a few notches. “Or if not her, what about Roseluck? She’s cute and she always smells really nice. Plus, she ordered three sundaes and practically stared a bald spot into your back while she was eating them.”
“Pinkie…” Shining Armor growled in warning.
“Okay, okay, I know…” Pinkie Pie said, sighing as she laid her face against the nice clean counter. “Sorry.”
“It’s alright. I know you girls mean well, just... after what happened with Trixie I think maybe it’s better if we uphold the agreement. The one where you girls stop trying to set me up.”
“I still feel awful about it. We never meant to hurt her like that.” Pinkie’s ears drooped, her poofy curls deflating slightly. “You do know that we just want you to be happy, right?”
“I am happy,” Shining replied.
“I know,” she said wistfully. “We all know. Doesn’t mean we don’t want you to be even happier... And besides, it’s not like any of us has anything going on… except Rarity...”
Shining frowned. Rarity and Spike were the only two in their group with any romantic entanglements, a truth made worse by the fact that they were entangled with each other. By now they knew well enough to keep their… amorousness… confined to private moments out of regard for their unattached friends. Still, it was annoying when they let their flirtations get the better of them in public.
“Well, I guess I can understand that,” Shining Armor muttered. “Not to sound insensitive, though, but rather than living vicariously through my love life, maybe the rest of you girls could, I don’t know, find boyfriends and girlfriends of your own?”
“Ughhhh but I’m soooooo picky~” Pinkie said, moaning in despair at the impossibility of the suggestion.
“Well, that’s not such a bad problem to have,” Shining Armor said as he gave Pinkie a consoling pat on the head. “If you’re picky that means you probably have a pretty good idea of what you want. That’s better than some of us have.”
As Shining gently pat Pinkie’s voluminous mane, something took hold of his hoof. He withdrew the appendage from Pinkie’s curls and found that Gummy had come along for the ride. The little gator’s toothless maw was gnawing happily on Shining Armor’s hoof as its bulbous eyes stared right at him.
“Yeck.” Shining Armor held his hoof out and shook himself free. The alligator dropped to the counter, leaving behind an extra big dab of gator-spit. Shining Armor summoned a kerchief and wiped himself dry. “I’ll just go ahead and assume that was another display of affection,” he said, leveling an amused glare at his attacker.
In response, Gummy rolled over onto his back, exposing his belly and wagging his tail like a friendly dog. Shining couldn’t resist the sight and found himself rubbing the baby reptile’s tummy as Gummy mewled and snapped his jaws in delight. He never much saw the appeal in Pinkie’s choice of pet, but watching it wriggle playfully like this, he couldn’t help but admit that it was actually pretty cute.
Sure, it was an apex predator that would one day grow to a size where it could swallow an adult stallion whole, but right now it was pretty darn adorable.
“You would’ve liked Trixie…”
Shining Armor’s hoof stopped mid-tickle at the unexpected statement from Pinkie. “What?”
Gummy wiggled out from under Shining’s hoof, his nails clicking against the laminated countertop as he skittered back to Pinkie. He disappeared into the forest of pink curls with a sound like rustling leaves.
“Trixie,” Pinkie clarified, her voice oddly wistful. “She was your type.”
“I don’t know that I have a type,” Shining quietly insisted.
Pinkie shook her head, her mouth curling into a subdued, quiet little grin that was wholly unlike her usual million-watt smile. “Nah, you do.”
“I think I would know if I did.”
“Nah,” she repeated. “You do, you just don’t know it. We already decided on it.”
Shining snorted. “Oh, you did, did you?”
“Who knows you better than we do? Celestia? Your mom? If they knew Trixie, they’d agree with us.” The soft, teasing grin quivered, then vanished. “We messed that up, though…”
The slow buildup of annoyance Shining Armor was feeling over Pinkie’s teasing faded at the look in the girl’s eyes. There was a glimmer of regret there that he wasn’t used to seeing in any of his friends, least of all in the indefatigable Pinkie Pie.
“I’m really sorry, Shining,” Pinkie said, her eyes all misty. “We messed up what probably could’ve been a good thing for you, and we really, really embarrassed someone that we all ended up liking.”
Shining wasn’t too sold on Trixie being ‘his type’ or anything like that, but he had to admit, the girls had made a pretty spectacular mess out of that whole scheme.
Their first meeting with Trixie had been anything but friendly. Though Shining himself had had very little direct interaction with the showmare at first, his friends had been rather unimpressed by her braggadocio. He had originally intended to stay out of it, not wishing to draw attention to himself, but fate being what it was, he eventually found himself at odds with the mare. A round of misadventure later and Shining had found himself on the receiving end of Trixie’s impressively broad vocabulary.
He’d been certain that she hated him, judging from the way she’d berated him even as she galloped away, screaming curses at the sky. His girls, however, had taken it another way, and decided that they would play matchmaker for their guy-friend and a mare that, in their eyes, was clearly smitten. To that end, they’d tracked the girl down and become penpals with her, pretending that they were him.
The postal chicanery that followed had ended up rather steamy, from what he’d later been told, though Shining Armor had never seen the actual letters himself. Rarity had burned them in what she claimed was an act of contrition, but was just as likely simply destruction of evidence. They had claimed that the letters were written by committee, but Shining Armor suspected that Rarity was the one pushing for escalation.
That mare did love her smutty romance novels.
From what he had heard of the letters, it was no surprise that Trixie would think she’d snagged herself a long-distance beau. This led to a very awkward meeting in his bedroom, which Trixie had meant to be a grand romantic gesture involving a lot of rose petals, sexy music, a dash of breaking and entering, and a strategically erotic deployment of whipped cream.
Of course, Shining Armor, having had no idea what was happening, had simply walked away from the surprising, if arousing, sight that he’d found himself presented with. He was normally quick on the uptake, but going from a discussion about civil engineering with the mayor to overt eroticism with someone he hadn’t seen in months was too many skipped gears, even for him.
All around, it wasn’t a high-point for anyone involved.
It wasn’t all tragedy, though. After the initial shock – and a quick shower to get all that whip cream off – Trixie had sat still long enough for Shining Armor to get to the bottom of things and explain what had happened. Although she had indeed run off once more cursing his name, she definitely wasn’t a mare to give up easily. A short time later he’d received a letter from the jilted girl, which included the note “Just in case,” written on the back of a photograph that certainly didn’t lose out to the live image she’d presented to him that night.
The girls, of course, didn’t know about Trixie’s follow up letter. That was just for him.
“I won’t tell you that what you did was alright,” Shining Armor said after a moment of thought, “but I will say it’s in the past. We all learned something from it and that’s what’s important… and something tells me Trixie is doing just fine.”
Pinkie fidgeted in her seat, squirming as though she was trying to gather the courage to say something. Whatever it was, it must not have been important. She grunted, softly nodding as she sat up straight, pressing her hooves against her back and loudly popping her spine. She slid off the stool, groaning like an old mare as she settled back onto her hooves.
“Guess I better get back to work so I can hit the hay,” she said.
“Anything else I can help with?” Shining asked.
“Nothing, you’ve done plenty, thanks,” Pinkie replied. “You want to stick around for dinner? I probably don’t have the energy for anything fancy, but how’s jam on sunflower toast sound?”
Shining Armor rubbed his belly, noting not for the first time the distinct rumbling of hunger slowly building inside him. He’d just been snacking all day, and hadn’t had anything even remotely like real food. The lack of a substantial meal was starting to catch up with him.
“I think I’ll just head home and eat some of the casserole Spike left in the fridge,” he said. “It’ll probably go bad if I don’t eat it tonight.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Pinkie said as she trotted over to where the mop was soaking in a bucket of sudsy water.
“Okay then, see you later, Pinks,” Shining Armor said as he pulled on his saddlebag and made for the door. “Thanks for putting up with me today.”
“Shining, wait.”
Shining Armor paused at the door, wondering what Pinkie might have suddenly remembered. She was the most easily distracted of his friends, and almost always had one last thing to tell anyone parting company with her.
Shining Armor had barely a heartbeat to notice that something was flying towards his face. His reflexes kicked in, his magic plucking the thing out of the air and holding it in place. All those long hours of tossing a tennis ball in the air to himself while mulling over homework had finally paid off.
“Never know when you might need some extra cupcakes,” Pinkie declared. “Those are on the house.”
Shining Armor lifted the lid of the white cardboard package. The scent of frosting and sugary cake wafted out, immediately tickling his tastebuds. The cupcakes were decorated with light pink frosting and covered with a generous helping of sprinkles. Oddly, atop each of the cupcakes was a little candy heart bearing a declaration of love that was several months out of season.
“Thanks, but what’s with the hearts?” Shining Armor asked.
“We had a big box of those left over from last Hearts and Hooves Day,” Pinkie explained. “I was feeling kind of festive and the box was already opened, so I wanted to use them up before they went stale. They actually sold pretty well.”
Shining Armor shrugged and moved some things around in his saddlebags to make room for the cupcakes. He said his final goodbyes, with the added promise of meeting the next day for lunch, and stepped out into the darkened streets.
* * *

The nights in Ponyville were very different from those in Canterlot. Canterlot wasn’t as sleepless as a metropolis like Manehattan, or a party town like Las Pegasus, but it was a city that catered to a wide variety of people.
At night, lights were almost everywhere you looked in Canterlot. There were street lights every few paces, and a glowing bulb above every stoop. In the parts of town that were more nocturnal, neon signs flickered like the North Star guiding customers to shops that dealt in the trade of ‘night life’ in its various flavors.
Ponyville wasn’t like that. The sun went down and the lights came on, but they didn’t glow with the blinding false-day of light pollution. The street lamps were spaced far enough apart that the halos of soft orange light barely brushed against one another, and the porch lights only stayed on long enough to let visitors know the residents were still awake.
Canterlot sat atop its mountain, burning throughout the night like a second moon anchored to the earth, while the subdued lights of Ponyville flickered like the glow of fireflies over still water.
It was still early enough that ponies were out and about, off to visit friends and lovers, or out to walk off a full belly before retiring to bed. There was something charming about the nights here, which while less lively than those in Canterlot, were definitely more intimate. It was just quieter. Ponies in the streets spoke in whispers and soft murmurs to one another, considerate of the peaceful night itself as much as for any neighbors that might have turned in early. The only source of raucousness came from the local watering hole at the far end of town. Quiet as the nights here were, you could hear the clamor of music and day-end revelry echoing all over town, but even this was softly muted to white-noise, like the song of crickets.
Shining Armor took the scenic way home, though arguably every route home was scenic. Hungry as he was, he was enjoying the fresh air after having been cooped up in a sweets shop all day. The rumble in his stomach grew every time he passed an open kitchen window or a busy restaurant, and if it wasn’t being so aggressive, he would have been content to simply stroll around town until long past his bedtime.
He rounded a corner, stepping onto the street leading directly home. He could see the top of his tree peeking over the row of cottages – nothing about Ponyville was urban enough to be called a ‘block’ – and the sight of home, so near, lightened his steps.
He’d only lived in the library for a year or so, but it already felt more like home than his quarters back in Canterlot ever had. Maybe it wasn’t as fancy as a tower in the castle, but he loved his library. The old tree smelled of lacquered wood, aged paper, and the sharp, fresh scent of greenery.
He unlocked the front door and pushed it open, shoving aside the small pile of books that had accumulated since he’d left. The library had been closed for the day, but there were always a few returns waiting for him when he got home. He levitated them into a neat stack and dropped them onto a cart to be stamped and sorted in the morning.
At least he had the house to himself. Spike was spending the weekend with Rarity, as usual, and the pair had decided to take a trip out of town while Rarity had some work done on her home. They probably wouldn't be back until well into the next day.
He cantered to the kitchen, happy to be home after a long, tiring day of doing nothing. It was good to be back, and the blessed silence of an empty house was a wonderful respite from the rigors of socialization. Friendship was magic, but solitude was a magic of its own.
He left the lights off as he went. He knew the library like the back of his hoof, and the thin shaft of light pouring in through the window from the bulb above his neighbor’s porch was more than enough to get him to the kitchen.
He turned the corner that separated their living area from the rest of the library and stepped into the kitchen. He paused at the doorway, peering suspiciously into the darkness as his subconscious mind told him something was up. This was his kitchen, site of many midnight snacks, and he could tell that there was something off about the shadows, something that wasn’t supposed to be there. His instincts proved right, as a long, deep, grating growl rumbled out of the darkened kitchen.
Shining Armor flipped on the light, throwing back the darkness and revealing something purple, lumpy, and misshapen atop his kitchen table. The big lumpy thing snorted, groaning and growling as it rolled around on the table in an attempt to right itself.
The thing quickly wiggled enough to expose what it was beneath its outer layer of purple cloth, and to his surprise Shining found himself staring at a mare – and a familiar one at that – in the midst of the oddest table dance he’d ever witnessed.
“Hubbafwubbubabah?” Trixie asked with as much eloquence as could be expected after being caught sleeping on someone else’s kitchen table. She’d fallen asleep wearing her cape, and the long swath of star-spangled cloth had wrapped around her like a cocoon. She tried to rise, only to fall back to the table with a thunk as she was standing on the cape. She quickly undid the knot tying the garment around her neck and thrashed about until she was free. “Aha!” she declared triumphantly.
Shining Armor watched this all play out from the kitchen doorway. His shock at seeing Trixie in his kitchen after all these weeks was quickly replaced by sympathetic chagrin as Trixie had fumbled and flopped about like a clown in a Prench circus.
Trixie grinned, mugging like the whole world was watching, as she looked down at her shed restraints. She wore the pride of an escape artist who had just performed a death-defying stunt as she threw back her head and let out a quick bark of laughter.
“Nothing can hold the Great and Powerful Trixie!” she declared.
“Impressive.”
Trixie went still, every muscle in her body pulling almost audibly taut.
Shining Armor had been turned to stone once and he had to imagine that the look on his face as he came snout-to-beak with a cockatrice wasn’t that different from the one Trixie wore as she stared at him.
Trixie looked at him, then down to her cape. Back up to Shining. Back down to her cape.
She scrambled, kicking the cape aside and levitating her big wizard’s hat atop her head from somewhere beneath the table. “Ah-haha, Shining Armor, you fool!” she cried, rearing up to point a hoof and sneer imperiously at him. It was impressive, but lacked impact without the cape – not that he would say that to her face. That’d be rude. “You have fallen into Trixie’s trap! Trixie knew all she had to do was wait for you, and here you are, like a fly into delicious premium-grade organic honey!”
“Yeah, you caught me,” Shining Armor said, smiling as he played along with her dramatics. He slipped off his saddlebag full of comics, set it down against the wall, and held his hooves up in surrender. “My jig is up! You have made of me your gull!”
“Indeed!” Trixie said, throwing back her head and laughing once more. “Now all Trixie needs is to… to…”
Trixie looked down, an edge of panic creeping into her well-crafted facade of gloatery. She spun around, frantically looking for something. She looked over the edge of the table, letting out a squeal of glee as she found whatever it was she had lost.
Trixie stood again, this time with a piece of jewelry held in the grip of her magic. It was a jewel, blood red, set into an amulet of something that might have been black gold, fashioned in the shape of a unicorn’s head, with a pair of wings jutting from the sides – an alicorn motif, he surmised.
“Behold the Alicorn Amulet, the implement of your doom!” Trixie cried. She took a step towards him, menacingly. “With this, Trixie shall—”
The sound of something breaking cut across Trixie’s diatribe. They both looked down to the empty casserole dish that had somehow managed to escape her earlier conniption, only to be gracelessly kicked off the edge of the table. The broken pieces of ceramic looked spotless, like they’d been practically licked clean.
Shining and Trixie looked at one another, and for the first time Shining Armor noticed the remains of the casserole that was to be his dinner had dried into a crust around the edges of Trixie’s mouth. He looked down at the dish again, his powerful mind easily putting the clues together.
“You ate my dinner,” he said, voicing his deduction.
“I-it was Trixie’s… by right of conquest!” Trixie protested. She faltered, her lower lip quivering. “D-don’t change the subject! You’re still doomed!” She held out the amulet, shaking it at him the way his friend Zecora waved her staff at the bog pixies that sometimes tried to nibble at her herb garden. “She… I… I can still… I can whammy you and then I’ll… ah peanuts…”
Trixie sighed, collapsing onto her rump, teary-eyed and dispirited. She held the Alicorn Amulet between her hooves, her lower lip quivering as she glared at it, as though her embarrassment was its fault.
“I don’t know why I even came here anymore…” she muttered as she tossed the amulet aside. She laid down, pulling the wide brim of her hat and clamping it down with both hooves like it could hide her from the world. “Just go... Leave me to my shame…”
Shining Armor sighed. This certainly wasn’t what he was expecting to find when he came home, but he’d learned over the past year that he had something of an inborn knack for rolling with the punches. Besides, all his best friends were young excitable mares, and so he’d navigated his way through more than his share of dramatic freakouts.
“I’d probably do that if this wasn’t my house,” Shining Armor replied. He conjured a broom and dustpan and started cleaning up the mess. “How do you keep getting in here anyway?”
“Jimmied the lock on the back door with a library card,” Trixie explained. Her words were only slightly muffled by the hat.
Shining paused. “Is that irony?” he asked, to himself as much as Trixie. “Using a library card to break into a library…”
“I think it might be too literal to be irony,” she said, peeking her face out from under the hat. “I’m no expert, though. I’m more of a schadenfreude girl.”
“And I think that might be irony,” Shining Armor said with a chuckle.
Trixie withdrew back into her hat like a turtle pulling into its shell, with a soft nasally sort of groan accompanying the retreat. Shining Armor couldn’t help but remark to himself that it was so pathetic that it was actually incredibly adorable.
Shining Armor dumped the mess into the trash can and sent away the broom and pan. The stool nearest to Trixie was lying on the floor, a victim of her earlier escape trick. He picked it up with his magic and had a seat to examine the amulet thing that Trixie had seemed fixated on.
It was an oddly beautiful, if creepy looking, bit of jewelry. There was no telling what the largest jewel was, but he could tell that the blood-red eyes of the alicorn ornamentation were rubies. They weren’t particularly impressive, but as he tilted and turned the thing in his hooves those simple eyes seemed to follow him. It was actually kind of unsettling...
On a hunch, Shining Armor pouted in concentration and touched the amulet with a spark of his magic. Something in it resisted, then bit back at his probing, leaving behind a cold, angry feeling in the pit of his stomach. He quickly withdrew his magic, blinking in surprise at the feedback he’d just gotten, and asked numbly, “Is this thing evil?”
“Probably,” Trixie said, peeking one eye out from under her hat to watch him. “I bought it from some evil guy who owned an evil shop, who told me it was evil and would give me evil superpowers… but you know, you can’t trust anything an evil guy tells you. It could be evil, or it could be some piece of junk. I haven’t actually tried it on yet…”
“Putting aside the fact that you possibly might have brought something evil into my house, that was pretty poor planning,” Shining surmised as he set the amulet down… gingerly. “I mean what if you put it on and it didn’t actually give you evil superpowers?”
Trixie shrugged meekly. “Refund?”
He smiled. “I’ve got a little experience with evil guys, I don’t know for certain, but I’d guess that they don’t really do refunds”
Trixie sat up on her haunches, still on the table, still holding the brim of her hat over her ears. “I could put on my evil amulet and force him to give me a refund…”
“The evil amulet that doesn’t work.”
“Right… right…” Trixie’s face scrunched up in thought, her brain clearly puzzling over the puzzle of how to get her money back in such a scenario, which culminated in a simple conclusion. “I’d be screwed then. Give it to me, let’s find out.”
Shining Armor set his hoof atop the amulet. “Yeah… about that…” he muttered as he slid the amulet across the table, just out of Trixie’s reach. “I kind of work for Celestia? I should probably confiscate this and turn it over to her…”
“Oh…” Trixie withdrew, clearly dismayed as she stared at the amulet. “I spent a lot of money on that…”
“I’ll angle for her to declare you a temporary agent of the crown and say you purchased it for the purposes of surrendering it to the authorities,” he suggested. He cast a quick spell, sending the amulet to his study upstairs. There was a small safe there, hidden behind the desk, where he kept things of a sensitive or birthday-related nature, especially if they were things Spike might accidentally eat. “That way you’ll get compensated.”
Trixie stared with a look of resignation at the spot where her amulet had previously been. “I guess that’s okay…”
Before Shining Armor could press the matter of why Trixie would bring an apparently evil artifact into his home, the mare in question’s stomach began growling like a cornered wolverine.  Trixie’s grip on the brim of her hat tightened, pulling it back down over her blushing face.
Shining Armor thankfully had enough tact that he could save her this one small indignity by not calling her rude tummy noises to attention. His good manners didn’t spare his own pains, though, as his stomach tightened – thankfully silently – as though answering the call of Trixie’s belly grumbles. He went to the fridge without another word and peered inside.
By this time of the week their larders tended to be pretty bare. Barring any sort of unscheduled adventuring, Spike invariably did the household shopping on Mondays, when he could use the coupons clipped over the course of the previous week. As such, there was very little that could be considered meal-worthy in the fridge and Shining knew the cabinets would prove similarly deficient. They probably still had some cereal, which could be a fun dinner, but it wasn’t very filling.
A search of the freezer proved a bit more fruitful. Someone had taken the last of the frozen waffles and put back the empty box, but hidden behind that and the tubs of neighopolitan ice cream – with only the inedible strawberry left – was one last frozen pizza. They’d gotten a whole bunch of them for a board game night, but Fluttershy had brought plain cheese, so no one had bothered to make it.
“Mama Celestia okay?” Shining asked as he pushed things out of the way to get at the pizza.
“Yeah, I love pizza,” Trixie replied, smiling bashfully as she was finally lured from under her hat by the temptation of food.
Shining set their dinner to cook, reflecting only briefly how odd it was to be cooking – frozen pizza counted as cooking, in his learned opinion – for someone other than himself or one of his friends. The queerness of the scenario ratcheted up a few notches at the reminder of the last time he’d seen Trixie and, especially so, as he recalled the conversation he’d had with Pinkie less than an hour before.
The pizza went into the oven and Shining Armor joined Trixie, who had finally climbed down from the table and taken a proper seat.
He smiled at Trixie.
She smiled at him.
The egg timer counting the seconds until pizza time ticked away like the nervous heartbeat of an awkward colt on prom night.
Shining Armor kept smiling.
“So you came here to kill me, or… what’s the deal?”
Trixie flinched. “Ooooooh, I was hoping that you would have forgotten about that by now,” she muttered.
“It happened literally less than five minutes ago,” Shining Armor bluntly stated. “I mean I’m forgetful sometimes, but that’s goldfish levels of short-term memory failure.”
“Oh-hohoho, but you don’t want to know about that,” Trixie said, waving a hoof and chuckling dismissively like some heiress in a racy play attempting to laugh off questions about her indiscretions. She gave him a coy look, fluttering her eyelashes coquettishly. “Let’s talk about how you’re doing. Are you still the Element of Magic? That’s utterly fascinating, do go on about that.”
Maybe a stallion with less female friends would have fallen in that tiger pit, but Shining Armor knew better. Rarity alone had six black belts in this sort of evasive girlishness and he was well immune to it.
“Well the day started off great,” Shining began. “I woke up early, had some cereal, did my workout, bought some comics, had a couple of milkshakes. Usual Sunday stuff.” He leaned forward, grinning slyly. “And then I came home and wouldn’t you know it? Someone broke into my house and threatened swift, possibly bloody, revenge on me. Then she tried to weasel her way out of telling me why she was so angry. I mean, I would get it if she was angry considering the way she and I last parted, but I was kind of under the assumption that we were cool… because of, uh… a letter she sent me...”
Trixie’s face flushed with the deepest blush he’d ever seen. “Oh, so you did get that…?”
“Was I not supposed to…?” Shining Armor asked, now feeling bashful because she was being bashful.
“No, no, that was for you, it was just that… I was kinda… you know…” Trixie tilted a hoof towards her mouth like she was taking a drink, a pantomime that he assumed meant she’d been a little tipsy at the time. “I wasn’t sure if I wrote your address correctly, honestly. It’s actually a huge relief that you got it. I’ve been worried that some random stranger had a picture of me with my back hooves up behind my ears.”
“No, I got it,” Shining said, the corners of his mouth involuntarily pulling into a big dopey grin. He quickly schooled his expression once he realized he was probably leering and cleared his throat. “It’s upstairs, if you want it back.”
Trixie squirmed in her seat as she chewed her lower lip with almost certainly unintended eroticism. “Did you like it?” she asked demurely.
Shining Armor just nodded silently, afraid to open his mouth lest he let on exactly how much, and how often, he enjoyed that particular picture.
“Then that’s yours,” she said with a happy grin.
“Thanks.” He glanced over at the egg timer. The knob on the timer had barely moved, but it felt like they’d been talking for at least an hour. “I think we got off topic, though. You haven’t explained why you brought that weird necklace here and told me I was doomed.”
“I guess there’s not really any point in hiding it now,” Trixie said as her smile faded. She reached up and massaged her temples. “I was going to use that amulet’s magic to make myself stronger, so that I could challenge you to a magical duel, defeat you, and force you to be my boyfriend.”
Shining Armor blinked dumbly at the confession. It was certainly… a plan… of sorts. It was somehow simultaneously overly complicated and childishly simple.
“You could have come to my house and just asked me to be your boyfriend,” Shining countered, immediately finding the most glaring flaw in Trixie’s plan.
She fixed him with a deadpan look. “Can you honestly blame me for wanting to hedge my bets a little bit, considering how our last meeting went?”
“I guess not,” he replied, reluctantly admitting that she had a point. A completely bonkers point, but still a point. “I suppose I’m just confused that you still think about me in that way. I mean, you do know that wasn’t me writing those letters.”
“Yeah, it was your friends,” Trixie said, her expression darkening for only a brief moment, like a passing shadow.
“So then why?”
Trixie went uncharacteristically quiet. She looked away, seemingly unable to continue meeting his gaze. Her horn lit as she retrieved her cape from the corner of the kitchen where she’d kicked it earlier. Even Shining had forgotten about it. She laid it on the table, carefully smoothing it out and brushing away the dust with a gentle hoof.
“Because I guess, even if it was fake, that was probably the best relationship I’d ever had with a stallion before,” Trixie quietly admitted. “I’m not actually all that great at magic. Magic-magic, I mean. The stuff you can do, the stuff they teach in fancy schools. My talent is in showmareship, pageantry, the ol’ razz-matazz. It’s hard to make it big doing stage magic as a unicorn, because everypony who sees your show just assumes you’re doing real magic to make your illusions work. It’s harder to impress a crowd with sleight of hoof when you’re a unicorn, so you have to work twice as hard as any other street magician. Doesn’t exactly leave a lot of time for socializing. And my shows don’t gain many adult admirers, sadly.”
Her cape now relatively clean and wrinkle-free, Trixie folded it with the care of a veteran folding a flag and set it aside. She leaned her weight against the table, her eyes still cast downward, and licked her lips before continuing.
“I was pretty mad when you embarrassed me the first time, but I got over it. I had it coming, I suppose, for falling for my own hype like that. I was moving past it, but then…” She took a deep breath and let it go with a whuff. “Then I started getting those letters and, after a few back and forth, I started realizing how lonely I was. You get so used to being alone that you stop noticing it. You don’t even realize how miserable you are.”
“I get that,” Shining Armor said. “I felt pretty alone for a long, long time. Right up until this last year, honestly. I never had time for friends or relationships when I was younger, and as I got older I just got so used to being without those things that I never even thought about trying to make those kinds of connections… Looking back on it, I can admit now that I was miserable. I don’t know if I could’ve made it this far without Spike and Princess Celestia supporting me.”
“I know,” Trixie said, stealing a quick glance at him to flash an amused grin. “‘You’ told me pretty much the same thing in our letters. I gotta admit, your friends really nailed their impression of you.”
Shining frowned, deeply and with much conflict in his heart. “I don’t know how to feel about that… proud?” His frown deepened. “No, definitely not that…”
“Be flattered,” Trixie said with a soft, girlish giggle. “They really love you. They wouldn’t have gone through the trouble of mail fraud if they didn’t.”
“I guess that’s one way to look at it,” he replied with a sniff.
“I was completely pissed after I found out it wasn’t you I was talking to,” Trixie continued. “That one girl, Pinkie Pie, she tracked me down a few days later, though. She explained what happened and practically begged me to not blame you for it.”
“Wait.” Shining tilted his head quizzically. Hadn’t he just been speaking with said mare about the other said mare? “You met up with Pinkie? She never mentioned that.”
“I made her promise not to,” Trixie said. “She did some kind of crazy religious dance or something. Said it would seal the deal.”
“She calls it a Pinkie Promise,” he supplied.
She shrugged. “Right, that. Well after that I told her that it was too late. I said that I hated you and that I didn’t want you to know where I was at. She accepted it, prayed to her weird Secrecy God, and went home.”
“So you lied to her?”
Trixie rolled her eyes as she pursed her lips and blew rudely. “Obviously. She seems nice, sexual entrapment aside, so I felt a little bad, but not by much. That pony is kinda intense.”
“Tell me about it,” Shining agreed with a chuckle. “I feel like that can be said about all the mares in my life. They’re all pretty ‘intense’ in their own ways, yourself included.”
Trixie grinned, hope glimmering in her eyes. “I’m... ‘in your life’?”
“I think considering how dramatic our meetings have been so far, I’d have to say so,” Shining said, clicking the tips of his forehooves bashfully.
Trixie’s stomach growled again, and this time Shining’s stomach couldn’t resist the urge to loudly agree with it. There was still a lot of time left before they could eat, but he desperately wanted some sort of buffer – something that would make the inevitable lulls in their conversation less awkward.
The cupcakes Pinkie had thrown at him sprung to mind. He levitated them from his bag and set the box on the table between them as Trixie leaned forward curiously. The lid opened, once more releasing the scent of heavily-sugared frosting. The cupcakes had gotten a little smooshed, but you could still see hints of Pinkie’s artistry with the frosting bag. He levitated the cupcakes out and set one down for each of them.
“Something to tide us over until dinner’s ready,” he said. “Unless you think it’d ruin your appetite.”
“I’d never say no to a cupcake,” Trixie happily declared.
Shining had forgotten about the little candy hearts Pinkie had added. Odd coincidence, but he wasn’t about to complain. For all he knew it was just more of her Pinkie Sense nonsense.
He picked the candy heart up with his magic and squinted at it. There was a tiny picture of a train engine, complete with a trail of smoke billowing out of the stack. He flipped it over and licked the frosting clean, revealing the cramped lettering.
“‘I Choo-Choo-Choose You’...” he read aloud.
Trixie laughed, snorting cutely as she did. She plucked the heart from her own cupcake, which had been pushed into the frosting until it was half-submerged. She licked it and read her own message.
“Oh!” she shouted. She put a hoof to her mouth and tittered. “There’s a picture of a bee on it and it says ‘Bee Mine’. That’s so stupid. Why do you even have these?”
“Pinkie gave them to me.”
“Ah, say no more.”
Shining Armor smiled as he bit into his cupcake. It may have already been a day old, but the cake was still fluffy and moist. Pinkie was an earth pony, but that mare sure had some magic hooves when it came to baked goods.
“So tell me more about being a stage magician,” he said as he took another bite.
“You don’t want to hear about that,” Trixie muttered as she bit into her own treat. “It’s not really anything compared to what you can do.”
“No, I really do,” he said encouragingly. “Don’t you get nervous talking in front of a bunch of strangers? Me? I get nervous, especially in front of dignitaries.”
Trixie leaned forward, giving a smile that showed off the rainbow frosting between her teeth. She still had dried casserole in the fur around her mouth, too. It wasn’t exactly a conventionally attractive look, but Shining’s heart still skipped a beat at the twinkle in her eye.
“Want to know a trick for that?” she asked. She didn’t even wait for a reply. “Just look out into the audience and picture everyone wearing funny hats.”
* * *

Shining Armor sat at the small writing desk in his bedroom, his eyes fixed on the bowl of peanuts sitting in front of him. He picked one up, and cast a quick look over his shoulder at the mare sitting on his bed.
After finishing the pizza, Trixie had loudly complained that she was still hungry, and with their choices of dessert severely limit – it was a pleasant discovery that she shared his perfectly sane views on the uselessness of strawberry ice cream – he had recalled a bowl of peanuts he’d left in his desk drawer upstairs. Trixie had wasted no time before trotting upstairs and making herself at home, sprawling out on his bed and pouting until he offered to feed her peanuts like a servant colt feeding grapes to a reclining sultana.
He’d had mares up to his room on many occasions since moving to Ponyville, but he’d never really been aware of them in the same way he was Trixie. Not when he knew her… her bits… with such private familiarity that he could conjure the image with perfect facsimile in his mind’s eye. It didn’t help that the way she stretched out, her head resting on an upturned hoof, reminded him of that night they’d had their first ‘misunderstanding’.
“So what’s your sister like?” Trixie asked.
“Twilight?” Shining Armor let out a long ragged sigh. “Don’t even know where to start with that girl. She’s a few years younger than me – about a year younger than Spike. She is… was… in the Royal Guard. She’s a tomcolt, and I mean not even a little bit girlish, and she loves reading even more than I do.”
“She just got married to Princess Cadance,” Trixie added. “I saw the pictures in the paper. That was big news. Do you get along with her wife?”
“Cadance is great,” Shining said. “We more or less grew up together in the castle. In those days I wasn’t the kind of pony that really saw the value in making friends, but she was always nice to me and Spike. My mom loves her though.”
The bed frame creaked as Trixie sat up, her ears perking at the mention of Shining’s mother. “Your mom?”
“Oh, they’re best friends,” Shining Armor said with a laugh. “They went drinking once. Twilight said she had to carry them both home on her back, under an invisibility spell, so they wouldn’t cause national shame.”
“Do you think your mom would like me?”
The question was asked so quietly, in such a small voice, that Shining Armor had almost missed it. Even at a whisper, Trixie’s voice hadn’t been so subdued, so… Fluttershy-like. It was a surprisingly fresh new dimension to the girl. He couldn’t help but watch her as she turned her head away, hiding the flash of bashful vulnerability that had oozed around the cracks of her normally playful smirk. One hoof was toying nervously with her mane, flattening it with almost manic purpose.
“I think she would,” he said with total honesty. “My dad says she’s kind of crazy, and Cadance I know for a fact is a total goofball when she isn’t in public. I think they’d both really like you.”
“Cool…” Trixie said, still shyly tugging at her mane, but smiling like she’d just found a hundred bits lying in the street. She looked up very suddenly, her eyes wide as if some terrible, unthinkable thing had just crossed her mind. She quickly asked, in a single breathless rush, “Hey I know we talked about it earlier and we’ve been kind of flirting and stuff and I forgot to ask but do you maybe want to be my boyfriend?”
Stunned for the moment, Shining Armor stared at Trixie, his eyes just as wide as hers. The peanut he’d just tossed into the air landed on his head, bouncing off his horn and rolling away.
“Okay?” he said with an unintentionally interrogative inflection, having summoned his every erg of brainpower just to get that much out.
“You don’t sound sure,” Trixie said. She got up, standing atop the mattress like she was preparing to bolt for the door. The furtively panicked looks she was shooting towards in that direction indicated that escape was certainly crossing her mind, just the way it would for an animal that had been backed into a corner. “Is that yes for certain or did you only say that because I sprung the idea on you without warning?”
“No!” Shining shouted, leaping from his desk chair and onto his hooves. In his haste, he accidentally smacked the bowl of peanut shells, spilling them everywhere. He paid no mind as he hurried to the bed, the shells crunching beneath his hooves as he hurried to the bedside. “I mean yes! I totally want to be your boyfriend. I thought it was kind of… uh… implied in this sort of flirty-flirty thing we’ve been doing all night...”
Trixie’s mouth puckered into a surprised little O-shape. “Oh,” she said, slowly sitting back onto the mattress. “That’s good… still, I mean I kind of suspected, but you should never take things like that for granted. I mean you did say earlier that I should have just asked, and I didn’t, so I thought maybe I should… Is that rambly…?”
Shining Armor couldn’t help but smirk as the cute mare started getting all bashful again. The way she flattened her ears, hanging her head and trying to hide behind her bangs, all the while pawing like a nervous kitten at the bedsheet – it was all just very, very cute.
He climbed up onto the bed next to her and leaned over, planting a kiss on her cheek before she could flinch away. The effect was immediate as the poor girl went all stiff, her face burning red and her breath catching in her chest with a strangled, mouse-like squeal. For a second there Shining was afraid that his new girlfriend might fall over dead.
Life returned to her with a low, nasally giggle, and her face split into a wide, dopey grin. “Cool…” she muttered dreamily.
The clock on the wall chimed once, marking the hour and drawing Shining Armor’s attention to just how late it was. “Wow, I guess we’ve been talking for a while…” he muttered.
“Cool…” Trixie replied, still a little lost in the weeds after the unexpected kiss.
“Do you want to spend the night?” Shining Armor asked. “We’ve got an extra bed down in the basement. It’s a little drafty, but we’ve got plenty of blankets.”
“Cool…” Trixie shook her head, her consciousness snapping back into place with a practically audible pop. “I mean not cool.”
“Oh!” Shining Armor slid off the bed, his eyes turning to the door as he pawed at the floor nervously. “I guess you can take the bed and I’ll just sleep in Spike’s room. Rarity is getting her closets expanded again, so she took Spike to Manehattan for the weekend. They won’t be back until tomorrow afternoon.”
Trixie didn’t respond right away. She just sat on the bed, chewing her lip in apparent hesitation, her ears twitching anxiously.
“So…” she began. She scooted on the bed, backing herself up against the headboard. “Feel free to say no to this, but I was kind of wondering if maybe… maybe you might want to have sex?”
Shining Armor’s first instinct as a good host was to say it was no trouble at all and he was happy to let her have the bed. His brain, powerful as it was, quickly realized this response was not congruent with the question he was just asked.
He forced a smile, his ears flopping almost manically, and asked, “Come again?”
“That’s the idea,” Trixie said.
The joke hung in the air for a moment before Trixie started giggling and tugging at her hair. “Like, you know,” she said in a strangely high-pitched voice. “Like come, like, you know. Like cum… hehehehehehe… hah...”
Shining Armor watched, utterly perplexed, as Trixie seemed to melt, sliding down until she was nearly flat before wriggling under the covers like a cockroach escaping beneath the fridge. She laid there, a perfectly still lump, the only sign of life being the long, steady, high-pitched whine emanating from the lump.
Shining Armor was not suave. He was handsome, sure, and probably desirable, if all the mares that desired him were any indication. But he was admittedly very new to dealing with mares, and the sight of one that he very much liked hiding under the covers, keening like a baby bird with a broken spine, left him a little thunderstruck.
He eyed the door, wondering if escape was the correct move. A very loud voice at the back of his mind shouted at him – with his mother’s angrily shrill timbre – that this was in fact not the right thing to do.
He scratched the nape of his neck, feeling very unsure of himself as he asked, “So… sex then?”
The keening stopped. The lump under the blankets shifted to the edge of the bed, lifting up the covers enough to reveal Trixie’s face half-hidden in darkness.
“Yes, please,” she muttered hopefully.
Shining Armor heaved a sigh and tugged the blanket aside with his teeth. “Come on, now, we’re adults,” he said, ignoring the panicked little eep! Trixie let out at being unceremoniously uncovered. “We can talk about this like big grown-ups.”
Trixie narrowed her eyes, suddenly appearing to take affront at the insinuation that she was anything less than a grown-up. “Trixie is the most grown-up,” she declared sitting up straight and puffing out her chest. “The most Great and Powerful grown-up you’ve ever seen. Why, when Trixie was in school, she was voted most likely to be a grown-up.”
“Okay then, Great and Adult Trixie,” Shining said with a roll of his eyes and smirk playing across his lips, “let’s hash this out. You don’t think it’s a little soon to be engaging in sex just yet? We did just sort of get on the same page about being a ‘couple’ no less than five minutes ago.”
Trixie replied with a pout, as if that was enough of a rebuke to prove her point. When it wasn’t she just sighed. “Well, the thing is, my original plan?”
“The one that involved evil magic amulets.”
“Right, my evil magic amulet plan,” she confirmed, nodding enthusiastically, “that plan had a few steps, with alternate backup steps in case things went sideways, but the whole thing definitely ended in sex. I kind of was thinking about it the whole way here, and I got, yanno, real…” She cleared her throat. “Yanno... horny.”
Shining Armor’s eyebrow lifted, slowly, like a steadily inflating balloon, as he recognized a sticking point in the romance of this explanation.
“Now I know what you’re thinking!” Trixie interrupted, holding out a hoof. “But it wasn’t as sordid as all that, I assure you. I wasn’t going to force you to do anything, because that would be wrong, even if I was under the influence of evil amulet magic. The idea was that you’d see how great and powerful I was and you’d get so turned on that you’d beg to get some of this, and I’d say okay, and you’d just jump on top of me and be like uhn, uhn, uhn!”
Shining Armor watched, positively agog as Trixie got up on her tippy-hooves, bouncing on the mattress as she mimed a very vigorous rutting, thrusting her hips with every grunt.
“That’s, uh…” He swallowed the lump in his throat as he watched his new girlfriend hump the air. “That’s quite a plan…”
“Right?” Trixie plopped down on the bed again, red-faced and slightly winded. She fanned herself with a hoof and let out a heavy sigh. “Phew, is it hot in here or is it just us?”
Shining Armor cleared his throat again, licking his now suddenly dry lips. It was definitely hot in here. Really hot.
“Okay, so,” he began, “you just want an emotionless bang to get the horniness out?”
The look she gave him took hold of his heart and twisted it all up in his chest. “Do you really think I’m that kind of girl?” she asked, her voice tender with hurt. “This whole thing is because I like you. Maybe it wasn’t you I’d been talking to through those letters, but everything in them was you.”
Shame flattened Shining’s ears against his head.
“That day I came over to surprise you," she continued, "it was because I was in love with the guy in those letters. I was in love with the guy who would unwind from reading physics books with the new issue of Power Ponies. With the guy who was a little embarrassed that he couldn’t drink his coffee straight black because it was too bitter. With the guy who had to get his stomach pumped because he didn’t have the heart to tell three little fillies that maybe cooking wasn’t their special talent.”
Shining Armor joined her on the bed, kicking aside the blanket that was already half-hanging off the mattress. “I feel really cheated that you know so much more about me than I know about you.”
Trixie smiled impishly.
“I think you know plenty.” She looked over at the nightstand next to the bed, pursing her lips as she lit her horn and opened the drawer. There was a picture inside, hidden underneath a book. She levitated it out and held it in front of his face. “Knew it’d be there… So tell me, Mr. Too-Soon, how many times have you tugged one out to this picture, huh?”
Shining had the good grace to blush, and the good sense not to answer.
“Don’t be embarrassed,” Trixie said with a satisfied grin. She spared him further chagrin and put the picture away. “That’s why I sent it to you. It makes me glad that I can turn on the guy I like. It makes me feel… marely, I guess.”
“You don’t think it’s too soon?” he asked, lamely.
“I don’t see how making love could ever hurt our chances for falling into it.”
The last of Shining Armor’s resistance crumbled as he leaned forward, pushing Trixie to the mattress. He kissed her for the second time, and this time it was far less chaste. He poured himself into her and she did the same for him, each seeking one another with their mouths.
The world shrank, compressing down to the size of two bodies pressed against one another.
Trixie squealed, pulling away from the kiss and turning her eyes downward. “Whoa, what’s that now?” she asked, giggling as she reached a hoof down to prod at the erection pressed against her belly. “Nice to finally get a look at that thing, seeing as you know mine so well.”
Shining Armor squirmed a little as Trixie dragged the tip of her hoof along his length. The impropriety of showing something so rude to a mare tinged his cheeks a bashful pink, only for his chagrin to be renewed and redoubled as he realized that it wasn’t really anything improper given the context. He had no reason to feel shame, and he felt silly that he did.
Trixie didn’t seem to notice his initial discomfort, having found herself a new plaything. She toyed with his dick, batting at it like a kitten with a cattail and giggling as it swayed.
“How undignified,” she teased, looking up into her stallion’s face. “You boys sure have it rough, don’t you? I can get as turned on as I want and you wouldn’t be any the wiser, and yet all I have to do is a little kissing and this guy tells me exactly how much you like it.”
A flush of competitiveness went through Shining at the mare’s teasing. He may not have been quite so contentious as Rainbow and Applejack could get – especially with one another – but he didn’t get as far as he had in the cutthroat world of academia without a little bit of assertiveness.
Never taking his eyes off hers, he reached down, past where Trixie was now stroking him with both hooves, and pressed his hoof against her mound. Trixie’s eyes went wide, and that mousey little eep! escaped her lips again as he stroked her sex with the soft hairs of his fetlocks.
“Oh, then I guess this has nothing to do with how excited you are,” Shining said as he lifted his hoof and tasted her moisture with a long, hopefully erotic, lick.
Trixie let out a moan, shivering beneath the stallion looming over her. “Fuck me, that’s sexy…” she muttered. She started rubbing him again, faster and rougher than before. “I want you to take this turgid member and thrust it wildly into my fuckbox…”
Shining Armor, who was just about to lean in and reclaim his girlfriend’s lips, paused. Something in his brain started screaming, demanding to be heard over the white noise of lustful brain-death that usually accompanied a rediversion of blood from head to groin.
“What was that?” he asked, tilting his head and trying to focus over the sensation of an admittedly slightly-too-vigorous tugjob.
“You heard me!” Trixie growled. “Take your wanton desires and baste me in them, sexfully, until you spill your hump-honey all over my verdant mound! The Great and Sexual Trixie demands no less!”
Shining sat back on the bed, feeling very lightheaded, and not just because he was now extremely erect. “Verdant?” he repeated. “But… you’re not green.”
Trixie froze. “What? Green?”
“Verdant,” Shining repeated once more. “It’s an adjective, it means green. Like the color of lush grass or plant-life. Like a hillside or a spring meadow.”
Trixie pulled her hooves away from her lover’s cock like it was on fire, cradling them defensively against her chest. “It doesn’t mean like… like fertile?”
“I mean, if you’re grass,” Shining Armor acquiesced, tilting his head in a sort of lazy quarter-shrug. “Pretty sure ‘sexfully’ isn’t a proper word either.”
Trixie shrunk a little further into the mattress. “Sorry…” she muttered, hiding her shame behind her hooves.
“Don’t be,” Shining Armor said, reaching out to stroke his lady’s mane comfortingly. He paused, considered his actions, and decided to use the non-sticky hoof. “I really appreciate that you tried, and it was interesting. I gotta say, I am curious where you heard such… interesting terminology.”
Trixie emerged from behind her hooves like a timid animal peeking out of its burrow. “Well, I mean, I live in a wagon for three-hundred-and-sixty-five days out of the year, and until about ten minutes ago I was officially single. Not really much to do except read the cheapest romance novels I can get my hooves on and masturbate.”
A blush yet again found its way to Shining’s cheeks. “That’s a very candid explanation…”
“Well you just had your hoof up my honey-hole,” Trixie said, clucking her tongue. “Not like I have anything to hide from my boyfriend.”
Shining Armor felt touched, and not just because Trixie was touching his penis again. The fact that Trixie would be that… real with him, was strangely intimate and actually pretty arousing. He crept further up the bed, back to Trixie, and kissed her anew.
As they kissed, they continued their mutual hoof-play, spurred on by every squeak and every moan as they each tried to out pleasure one another. Without even realizing it, their explorations had become a competition, and before long they couldn’t even find the breath to continue kissing. They simply looked into one another’s eyes, sharing breath as they panted with naked hunger.
Trixie’s stroking slowed, and squirmed her way a bit further up the mattress, tilting her pelvis up to rub the head of Shining’s cock against her slit. Up and down, up and down, coating his head with her wetness as she pushed herself just enough to feel him at the very edge of entering her.
“You sure you want it?” Shining Armor asked.
Trixie just nodded, mewling excitedly as she pushed against him.
Shining pushed her hooves away and guided himself in, pushing past her outer lips and into her warmth. He froze, suddenly overcome with the sensation, and he held himself there, half-hilted, as he tried to adjust to the feeling of being inside a mare.
He opened his eyes, slowly regaining a little of his senses, and looked down to see Trixie just as stiff as he was. She was looking up at him with her eyes wide and round, and her lips were pulled into a tight little line.
“You okay?” he asked, immediately concerned.
Trixie tried to nod, but all that she could do was let out a long, shivering sigh. “O-o-o-okay,” she stuttered breathlessly. “Okay. The… the Great and Horny Trixie may have been exaggerating her readiness for… for this. She did not think you would be so… so big and so… inside of her…”
“I can pull out...” he suggested with more confidence in his voice than he felt in his heart.
“No!” Trixie shouted, her voice shrill with panic. She reached up and wrapped her hooves around his neck, pulling his face down into her chest. “Don’t take it out. It feels good, just… just let me get used to it…”
Shining Armor nodded, the soft eiderdown of Trixie’s chest fluff rubbing against his cheek as he did. It felt good, so he kept at it, breathing in the smell of sweat and feminine excitement as he remained half-hilted inside his mare.
“Yeah, this is good,” she said, almost breathlessly. “It’s not exactly what I was envisioning when I thought about this, but it’s good… What about you?”
“What about me, what?” Shining asked, looking up at the mare holding him captive.
“When you look at that picture and touch yourself,” she said, her eyes flicking towards the dresser before returning to his. “Do you ever think about… I dunno… this?”
Shining Armor gave his mare’s chest a long, sensual lick. “I think about that day I walked in on you in my bed. I wonder about what it would’ve been like if I’d just… you know, done it.”
Trixie smiled, all at once suddenly appearing far more comfortable at this confession. “Same for me,” she admitted. “I know it would’ve been an awkward discussion afterwards, but it’s sexy, right? It’s like every teenage colt’s fantasy – he comes home from hoofball practice and there’s some strange mare just laying in his bed, wet and horny and eager. He doesn’t know her, and he doesn’t want to know. He’s just horny, and she’s horny, and they both need to fuck.”
Despite his earlier protestations in regards to emotionless sex, Shining Armor understood that fantasy was fantasy, and Trixie’s attempts at dirty talk were far more effective when she wasn’t quoting the cheapest discount erotica she could find. The idea was certainly arousing, and the way that Trixie had begun to twist and grind her hips, even as he remained inside of her, was stoking the already raging fires in his loins.
“Hey,” Trixie said, taking his cheeks in her hooves and chewing her lip, her gyrations never ceasing. “I think I’m good now. Finish putting it in. But go slow, I want to feel the whole thing.”
Shining didn’t need to be told twice. He pushed himself up, looking down to watch as he plunged further into Trixie. It took all his willpower to do as she asked, overcoming his need to be fully inside her with his desire to make sure he gave her exactly what she wanted.
He adjusted his position on the bed, trying to find better leverage, but the sudden shriek that cut the air halted his movements. In a panic, he scurried away, withdrawing from Trixie’s heat, leaving the freezing air to nip at his mare-lubed shaft.
“What’s wrong?” he asked in concern. “Did I go too far? Was I too big!?”
“You stepped on my mane, you horny oaf!” Trixie whined, rubbing at her tender scalp with both hooves.
“Oh, Trix, I’m so sorry!” Shining Armor said as he fussed over the mildly-injured girl. “I didn’t mean to, I was just really focused and—”
“It’s fine, it’s fine,” Trixie said, brushing away his concern. “Let’s just… let’s just do it this way, okay?”
And with that Trixie lit her horn and grabbed the pillows that had fallen off the bed during their heated make-out session. She piled them up at the headboard and laid atop them, hugging the pile to her chest as she raised her hindquarters in the air. She flagged her tail, exposing her sopping wet vagina.
Shining Armor took the hint and, very carefully, stood up on his back legs and lined himself up. It was a little awkward holding his balance on the mattress, but managed okay and was able to slip back into Trixie’s sex. He grabbed hold of her hips, which helped his balance, and slowly pushed his way inside.
Trixie’s tail flagged and wiggled as he sunk into her. When his hips were finally flush against the surprisingly soft cheeks of her butt, they both let out a pair of long, contented sighs.
“Okay that’s a lot more comfy the second time,” Trixie said breathily. “You good?”
“Super good.”
“Right,” Trixie said as she tossed a sultry look back at her stallion. “Then do it hard! Fuck me dumb!”
And boy did he.
Shining Armor pulled out, with Trixie’s vagina flexing around his member, as if trying to keep it from escaping, and pounded it back in with a grunt of effort. The steady slap of his hips slamming into her rump filled the air like a fleshy-metronome, keeping time for the rhythm of their lovemaking. Every time he hilted inside her, Trixie let out one of those adorable little squeaks.
“Keep going, keep going,” Trixie urged him. She groaned near-orgasmically as he slammed into her with a particularly enthusiastic thrust. “Sweet Celestia, are you big.”
“Please don’t say that name right now,” Shining Armor said, flinching at the mention of his mentor as assuredly as he would’ve from hearing his own mother’s name while mid-coitus. 
“Oh? Why not?” Trixie shot him a look equal parts playful and lusty. “Don’t like thinking about her? Even though she’s so hot? She’s got that big round butt and those sexy eyes.”
Shining leaned forward, hooking his forelegs more securely around Trixie’s hips. He lowered his own hips and thrust hard.
Trixie yelped at the unexpected change in angle. Her legs quivered as her quim spasmed, and a fresh spurt of moisture dribbled down her legs and onto the sheets. The combined burden of minor orgasm and a stallion’s bodyweight was too much for her now that her legs had gone all jelly. She collapsed onto the bed, her legs tucked under her and she moaned out her climax.
Shining Armor didn’t let her escape, not after that kind of teasing. He followed her down, laying his weight fully onto her back as he pumped and grinded into her.
“Okay, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” Trixie moaned as Shining continued to fuck her. “I’ll be good, I promise! Just keep going!”
Shining obliged, redoubling his efforts to please his mare. He could already feel the tension building in his belly and moving down, heralding his fast-approaching orgasm. “I’m going to cum really soon,” he whispered into her ear.
“Yeahyeahyeah!” Trixie said in breathless excitement. “Go go go, do it in me!”
He nodded, and as he pushed himself to the edge, he remembered something he’d read in Cassaneighva’s The Secret of My Sexcess. Taking a gamble that a two-hundred-year-old semi-auto-biographical sex manual was a good source of advice, Shining grabbed the back of Trixie’s mane with his teeth and yanked – just hard enough that she’d feel it.
While stepping on her hair had put a temporary halt to their earlier efforts, this particular maneuver, whether by timing or location of yanking, did the trick. Trixie practically wailed, shaking as the orgasm shuddered through her. Her whole body tightened, and the effect wasn’t lost on Shining. The sudden grip and the feel of her body trembling beneath his weight pushed him that last extra inch. He finished inside her, gritting his teeth for all he was worth as he maintained his hold on her mane.
The lightheadedness of post orgasm euphoria came over Shining Armor like a fog, and he rolled to the side, just to take his weight off Trixie. He left himself hilted inside her, and the way she rolled her hips, grinding her butt against him as she tried to coax out the last aftershocks of her climax, told him that she appreciated it.
They stayed like that for a while, until Shining Armor finally pulled his flaccid and spent tool from Trixie. He scooted up to lay beside his mare properly, pulling her into a tender embrace.
Trixie accepted, burying her face into her lover’s neck. “It’d be weird if I said I loved you right now, right?”
Shining Armor took a deep breath. “I think we can just agree that the dopamine is affecting our judgment right now, so anything we say can’t be held against either of us. I think a ten minute grace period after orgasm is pretty fair.”
“Cool,” Trixie said with a heavy sigh. “Love you.”
“I love you, too.”
They laid there for a while longer, just enjoying the heat of one another’s bodies. They were soaked with sweat, and definitely needed a shower, but that could wait until the morning. Spike wouldn’t be back until the afternoon, and they could just open the library late.
After breakfast at a nice restaurant.
And maybe a morning quickie.
“Hey, feel free to say no,” Trixie said, breaking the silence, “but do you wanna screw again?”
“Oh most definitely.”
* * *

“I can’t believe you’re still mad,” Spike said, trudging along behind his lady love with a pile of suitcases balanced precariously in his arms. 
Rarity looked over her shoulder, glaring at her boyfriend over the rim of the fashionably dark sunglasses she was wearing despite it being three o’clock in the morning.
She had in fact been quite angry, and though her temper had cooled, she knew very well she couldn’t let him know that. No, better to keep up the charade, for the principle of the thing if nothing else. Stallions – and drakes – were like that: you give them an inch, and they take it and they put it in your butt.
“Well I can’t believe you thought it was alright to stick your… your… that in there of all places.”
She pushed the shades back up with a flick of her magic and soldiered on, head held high and chest out proudly. She was careful to stay in range of the street lamps. She would refuse to admit this to Spike, who thought her glasses were dumb, but this new fashion trend was in fact pretty dumb. Still, fashion was fashion, and she wouldn’t dare give Spike the satisfaction of an ‘I told you so’. Not after he’d so rudely helped himself to the forbidden pleasure.
“But you liked it,” he insisted.
“Keep your voice down,” Rarity hissed, scanning the darkness uselessly for eavesdroppers. “Whether I liked it or not is not the issue. The fact is that that is not something you simply spring on a mare. A maiden must prepare her heart for such wanton degeneracy.”
The chirp of crickets singing to the night was the only sound for a long while. Rarity could practically hear the machinery in Spike’s head cranking away in thought.
“So it would’ve been okay…” he mused, “...if I’d told you first.”
Rarity lifted her nose into the air, pointedly ignoring any attempts at logic. “I’ve no desire to confirm nor deny such assertions. This incident and its resulting argument has already cut our trip short, so we will discuss it no further.”
“I don’t see why we had to come home,” Spike grumbled.
“You ruined the mood!” Rarity explained in a harsh whisper. “And since you have trespassed upon my personage so egregiously, you must pay the price. This is what’s going to happen: We will be going back to your house for a nap, you will take your brother and I to breakfast in the morning, and then when you least expect it, we shall see if you enjoy that particular act from the other side.”
“Eh?”
“You heard me,” Rarity said, shooting him another look that would have been positively scathing if the glasses hadn’t been in the way.
“Oh!” Spike seemed to have caught on, perhaps remembering the various bedroom accoutrements Rarity kept in the suitcase hidden under her bed. “Hmmmm….” he hummed.
“And what’s that ‘Hmmmm’?”
“Nothing,” Spike said. “Just a ‘Hmmmm’.”
Rarity narrowed her eyes behind her glasses. “Hmmmm...”
They left it at that, making their way through the empty Ponville streets. Not even the farm ponies were up this early, and the only other souls they’d seen were the few other passengers taking the express midnight train back into Ponyville. Those other passengers had all already gone off, making their way home and leaving the two quarreling lovebirds to walk in silence.
Once at the library, Rarity lit her horn and opened the suitcase positioned at the top of the pile Spike was carrying. She had long ago been given her own key. She stepped inside, stretching out and moaning in relief.
“It is nice to be back home,” she said. “I do so love the big city, but nothing quite beats the comforting silence of Ponyville at night.”
“Hey, we may not be as glitzy,” Spike said as he set the suitcases next to the door, “but it’s plenty exciting.”
Rarity giggled, the relief of finally being home already taking the edge off her earlier prickliness. She cantered over to her dragon paramour and stood up, resting her forehooves against his chest to bring their lips within range, and gave him a quick kiss.
“Certainly so,” she said. She gave him a tap on the snout and smiled. “Truthfully, I did enjoy that thing. Just ask next time, alright?”
“Will do,” Spike replied, returning her boop on the nose with one of his own.
There was a thud above their heads, drawing their attention to the ceiling.
“Oh dear,” Rarity said, “is your brother still awake?”
“Yeah, that’s weird,” Spike commented, idly scratching one of his spines. “He doesn’t really have any major projects in the works, so he doesn’t have any scheduled all-nighters that I know of, and you know how he is about his schedules.”
Rarity nodded in agreement. “That stallion certainly enjoys his structure.”
“Or hey,” Spike said, shooting his girlfriend a cheerful grin, “maybe it’s an enemy attack and he’s up there fighting for his life.”
“Oh, don’t you even say that,” Rarity chastised, though she was also smiling as she swatted playfully at Spike’s chest.
“Ow ow ow! That hurts!” Shining Armor screamed from upstairs.
Spike was the first to move. The sound of his brother crying out in pain was like a starter’s bell, and he quickly dropped to all fours, his lithe, powerful form darting up the stairs before Rarity even registered what was happening.
“I’m coming!” she shouted, breaking into a run as her brain finally caught up to speed.
She followed the direct path Spike had taken, leaping over a cart of unsorted books that the dragon had overturned in his haste, and running up the stairs. She found Spike standing in the doorway to Shining Armor’s room, frozen like he’d just met eyes with a cockatrice.
“What is it?” she asked, shoving him aside and bullying her way into the room.
Inside the bedroom she found Shining Armor sitting on his bed, leaning back against the headboard. This was not strange, but the addition of the bed’s other occupant was very unexpected.
Trixie Lulamoon was atop the bed with Shining, just as stock-still and wide-eyed as the two males. Her face was buried in her bedmate’s crotch as she stared at the two intruders over the top of Shining’s thigh.
Nobody moved. Nobody even breathed. Not until Trixie slowly pulled her face from her lover’s groin, the bulge in her throat sliding upwards as inch after inch of Shining Armor’s erection revealed itself. The head of his prick cleared her mouth with a pop and a smack of the mare’s lips. She coughed, patting her chest as she carefully maneuvered herself to block the poor stallion’s rapidly deflating member from view with her body.
Trixie spread her hooves as though she were on the stage. “Ta-daaaa~!” she sang lamely, awkwardly forcing a smile like she’d just pulled off an astonishing trick.
“We can explain,” Shining Armor said, equally lamely.
“Oh, I think this explains itself,” Spike said.
Rarity was decidedly less chill about the whole thing.
“I have to tell everyone.”
“Wait, Rarity!” Shining Armor called after the mare, whose thundering hoofsteps were already at the stairs. He leapt off the bed to give chase, to stop his friend before she got the gossip mill going.
Trixie was having none of that. With a mighty battle cry and strength that belied her petite frame, she tackled her boyfriend to the ground and held him there.
“Go!” she shouted. “I forget your name – the fancy one – but you! Go! Tell everyone of Trixie’s conquest! Spread her legend!”
“Trixie, let go!” Shining Armor shouted, struggling to free himself from the mare’s iron grip. “How are you this strong!?”
Spike just held up his claws in surrender and walked out of the room. “It’s too early for all this, I’m going to bed.”
* * *
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Well that took a minute to write, didn't it? Sorry I made you wait, those of you who were waiting. You might notice the tone of this one's a little less... sultry than the last one. I wanted this to just be a fun little sexcapade with some fun jizztakes and cum goofs. I hope it was at least fun to read.
As per usual, if you find any mistakes please send corrections to me in a PM so I get an email and can address them quickly.
Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed it, that you'll have a great weekend, and that you'll join me next time!
Please be excited!
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