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		Description

For as long as Pinkie Pie has worked at Sugar Cube Corner, she's never ever taken one of the delicious treats that's made there every day without paying.
The thought of theft had crossed her mind a few times, but does she actually have what it takes to really steal something so frivolous as sweets?
Everypony knows the answer... It's a big, fat MAYBE.
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The flame within Pinkie's belly had been ignited. She wasn't sure where such a dark thought could've come from, or what she was going to really do about it, but Pinkie suddenly wanted a cookie. This time around, however, she'd refuse to pay for it with her very own, hard earned bits.
Her hoof felt the cold, hard surface of the counter, and her heart began to beat faster and faster. All she could think about that day was the thrill of having something like that, and having it for free. She wasn't even going to ask permission from Mrs. Cake. That just wouldn't be good enough for her. Pinkie knew deep down that she had to take it, and she couldn't allow anypony to see her doing it, either.
"Oh," she sighed, thinking about all of the nasty, toxic things everypony would say about her. "They won't, though," she longingly whispered to the glass panel separating herself from the few cookies that were on display. There were so many different kinds of cookies, too. At first, Pinkie wasn't even worried about which kind she necessarily ended up getting. All she really wanted was to steal but just one. 
"Perhaps the bathroom might be a good place to enjoy it. This'll be a pretty big heist," she thought to herself.
There was also all of the customers to worry about. She looked up, and saw several ponies eating their sweets, and enjoying their milkshakes. A few ponies were walking towards the counter so that Mrs. Cake could take their orders. Even though Mrs. Cake was distracted, those two fillies would probably catch Pinkie in the act of committing her heinous crime.
She waited longer than she'd like, but eventually, Mrs. Cake wandered off in order to prepare a sudden, large order.
"Finally," Pinkie Pie whispered. She crept back up to the glass, and glared at it with starving eyes. "Sorry, Mrs. Cake... Sorry, Sugar Cube Corner... but I need this." 
At first, she rose a hoof, but then, she saw somepony walking up to her.
"How'd you know that I wanted one of those?" The clueless customer then also said, "I'll have just one of those delicious looking chocolate chip cookies, pretty please."
Pinkie stared at the customer for a moment. She wanted to tell her that they were out of cookies, and that there's actually never even been any cookies. Cookies are just a myth.
The cookie was pulled out of Pinkie's hoof, and as it entered the customer's mouth, Pinkie sighed. 
"Darn," she thought to herself. "Now what'll I do?" The words of that previous customer echoed within her pink, frail, and fragile head. "Now I've just gotta have one of those chocolate chip cookies, too, but what if I end up getting one with raisins instead?" She reconsidered, "I mean, a raisin cookie wouldn't be all that bad, either. I just really, really, really want one!" 
She slowly opened the glass panel, and closely watched everypony as they all enjoyed their respective sweets and treats.
It became quiet, and as she checked around for Mrs. Cake, Pinkie took her chance.
Her hoof trembled, and time stood still. Was this the turning point in Pinkie's life? Was it all down hill from here if she went through with this?
It was right in front of her, and its reflectively crisp, and chocolaty chunks seemingly mocked Pinkie where she stood. She gulped momentarily, and then reached out for it with a napkin. 
"Alright... Steady..."
She looked around once more to make sure nopony was watching her, and then Pinkie slowly started making her way towards the bathroom.
"No!" 
She stopped, and stood still for a moment. 
"The bathroom might be too risky... Everypony will see me as I go by."
The only other option that was left for Pinkie Pie was for her to sneak into the back of the store where all of the storage was kept. The whole time, Pinkie continuously checked over both of her shoulders just to make sure nopony could see what she was doing. It became eerily darker, and quieter, and colder the further Pinkie went. 
Her bushy tail could just faintly be spotted sticking out from the many stacks of metal, green racks, and if one were to listen closely, they'd hear a series of guilty munches followed by the delightful moans that the mare was occasionally making.
"Oh, hoho... Mmmsh," Pinkie Pie mused to herself in between bites. She gulped, and then mumbled only for a second, "It'sh... Raishins, but... oh well, it'sh still... sho good!"
She took another big, wholesome bite, and then another one. Her belly rumbled nearly the entire time, and just as soon as Pinkie had slowed down to take a quick breather, she inhaled the rest of it like a vacuum cleaner. She shivered as the sugar freely surged throughout her whole entire body.
"I'm... Sho showy, Mrs. Cake, b-but... I just..." She finished eating, and in turn finished saying, "I couldn't help it... I desperately needed that... yummy, yummy cookie..."
She turned around, and considered going back and getting yet another one, but something stopped her. That something was none other than Mrs. Cake. She was standing directly in front of Pinkie Pie, and from the looks of it, she had probably also been there the whole entire time. The light shined behind her which helped darken her complexion. She just ominously stared onwards in Pinkie's direction, and then, Pinkie gasped with undeniable shock. Pinkie Pie had no idea that she was being trailed, and that her boss had been observing her every action from a fairly safe distance away.
"Pinkie Pie," she began. "Did you just... blatantly and carelessly devour... steal one of those scrumptious cookies that we baked together?"
"Umm..."
"You know just as well as I do that those cookies belong to the customers... So, why'd you do it? Did you miss breakfast?"
Pinkie timidly answered, "No..."
"Did my husband say you could have it?"
"No, ma'am," Pinkie responded sadly.
"You didn't even save any for me, did you?"
"No," Pinkie coughed. "I didn't. I ate it all up, and didn't... what? Wait, leave some... for you?"
Mrs. Cake giggled, and brought a hoof up to her muzzle. Afterwards, she flipped on the lights. She held in her other hoof another cookie, and this one was to be shared.
"Here you go, Pinkie... but seriously, if you're ever feeling hungry, but you really don't want to pay even with your employee discount, just come talk to me about it, and we might be able to work something out. Just... not all the time. Alright?"
Pinkie somewhat sniffled, and she then gracefully took a slow and soft bite. It was made with chocolate chips, and she nodded contently at this generous gesture. "Okie, dokie... ammph, I umhh..." She swallowed before continuing, "I really am sorry. I honestly don't know what came over me back there."
Mrs. Cake laughed enthusiastically. Hugging Pinkie Pie, she said, "In that case, talk to your psychiatrist about kleptomania."
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