
Chapter 1: Breakfast at Applejack's

        Rarity funneled magic into her sewing machine, the needle bouncing up and down as it stitched together two pieces of particularly beautiful, soft fabric. A dress-like shape was beginning to form as swath after swath was added and stitched down.
        And yet, Rarity didn’t look relieved as the dress came to fruition. Instead, she simply looked tired and worn. Her hair was frayed and the bags under her eyes turned darker as the night wore on. Rarity let out a heavy sigh as she finished the somewhat simple dress. Floating it in front of herself to look it over, she found it free from errors and folded it telekinetically, setting it aside inside of a box with many similar styled dresses.
        She glanced at her schedule - it was loaded with deadlines and due dates, of which she’d only crossed off a small portion of.
        One down. Dozens to go.
        Rarity set to work on cutting fabric for the next outfit.
) ( ) ( ) (
        “Oh. Applejack.”
        “Ah... hey there, Sugarcube.” Applejack smiled wide and leaned forward, setting the basket she was holding in her mouth on the doorstep. “Jus’ wanted to come by an’ check on ya. A couple of us were kinda worried ‘bout ya when ya didn’t show up at the park with Opal earlier...”
        Rarity shut her eyes, silently berating herself in her head. She’d completely forgotten about the little event her and her friends went to on a weekly basis - they’d bring their pets and let them play with each other, and everyone had a good time. Worked to an extreme, the days blended together after a while. “Oh! I’m sorry, Applejack. I didn’t intend to worry anypony. I’ve just been so... so busy.”
        “Ah, yeah, I noticed.” Applejack glanced around Rarity’s side, looking into the boutique. Which, at the moment, was a complete wreck.
        “Yes... sorry about that, as well. I haven’t had any time to clean. But, ah, please.” Rarity shook her head and stepped back, allowing Applejack to enter. “You’re welcome to come in.”
        “Yeah, sure. If ya don’t think I’d be a bother.” Applejack bent down and lifted the basket she’d brought with her, following along behind Rarity as she entered.
        “Oh, darling, you know that none of you are ever a bother here.” Rarity took a curious glance behind her, eyes landing on the basket in Applejack’s mouth. “What’s that you brought with you, hm?”
        “Well, Ah figured ya’d be wantin’ somethin’ ta maybe give ya break or... somethin’... so I fried ya up some apple fritters.” Applejack smiled wide and set the basket down on the boutique’s front counter, pushing it closer to Rarity with her nose.
        “...Apple fritters?” Rarity immediately broke her attention away from any sort of work involving dresses, turning towards the basket and trotting over to it with an excited bounce in her step.
        “Yeah. I figured ya’d like ‘em.” Applejack wasn’t able to finish the sentence before Rarity had torn the cloth from the top of the basket, exposing the fritters to the boutique air, and stuffed one in her mouth telekinetically. “Ya know. Considerin’.”
        Rarity narrowed her eyes as she stared at Applejack, glowering as she finished off the first of the fritters. “What’s that supposed to mean, hm?” She angrily floated and bit into another.
        “Er, nothin’! Ah didn’t mean that. ‘S nothin’, don’t worry ‘bout it.”
        “You mean my weight, don’t you?”
        Applejack gulped. She’d been meaning to tread around that social landmine, only to stumble and trip right over it. “Rarity, that ain’ what Ah meant. An’ ya know that. Those were y’all’s words, not mine. Don’t... don’t start doin’ this.”
        Rarity huffed and plopped her widened rear down on the boutique floor as she bit into another fritter. There was really no hiding it - the pearly white unicorn had put on weight recently. A good deal of it ended up in her hind quarters, and most of the city had noticed the fashionista piling on pounds. Her flanks widened considerably, her already generously curved rear legs becoming more so. Her stomach, too, was more pronounced - what used to be a slim, easily covered belly was now poking out below Rarity, rounded and bouncing the slightest bit between her legs as she walked.
        Even still, she couldn’t help it. While some ponies turned to alcohol or drugs to solve their stress, Rarity turned to food. She was, as she learned, a stress eater. And a fairly severe one, judging by how fast she’d ballooned up.
        “No, maybe not. But it’s what you were thinking.” Another fritter quickly found its way from the basket and to Rarity’s mouth.
        “It is not what Ah was thinkin’. Not at all.” Applejack shook her head, walking next to the pudgy unicorn. She lowered herself down onto her haunches, sitting next to Rarity. “Ah  jus’ wanted to do somethin’ nice fer ya. Ah know ya been busy with work an’ all, an’ Ah jus’ figured ya could use a friend. Someone ta lean on while yer stressed.” Applejack shrugged. “Ah mean, Ah know we’ve had our differences. Even an argument - or a hundred - before. But yer still a friend.”
        Rarity pawed at the floor with a hoof for a few moments before she let out a heavy sigh, biting into another fritter. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t bite your head off like that.” Rarity nodded, leaning to her side to press against Applejack. “You didn’t do anything wrong. And I do appreciate the treats, despite me being on a diet... or, supposed to be on one.”
        Applejack smiled as the unicorn leaned against her, feeling Rarity’s pudgy side squish against her. Feeling brave, she raised a foreleg up and wrapped it around Rarity’s shoulders, hugging her in closer. “Diet? Bah. Ya don’ need one.”
        Rarity scoffed, wrapping another fritter in magic. “I don’t? Please, Applejack, you don’t need to lie to me. I know I could use one.”
        Applejack snickered. “Yer bein’ hard on ya’self. Yer fine.”
        Rarity raised an eyebrow, turning to glance at the orange pony to her side. “You are saying that to make me feel better. Which is fine... I’ll take it. I can use the cheering up.” Rarity shrugged, biting into yet another fritter. She’d lost count, and couldn’t see from where she was sitting how many were in the basket. Rarity had little doubt that she wouldn’t devour them all, no matter the number.
        “Now, why would ya go an think Ah’m jus’ sayin’ that?” Applejack leaned farther against the unicorn, squeezing her into the foreleg hug harder. “Ah’m bein’ honest. Yer way too hard on yaself, Rares.”
        Rarity stuffed the rest of the fritter into her mouth, tugging another one out of the basket with her magic. “I am not too hard on myself, I am just honest. I can’t exactly go out looking like...” She huffed, jabbing herself in the soft flank with a hoof. “Like this.”
        “Why?”
        “W-well, because!” She gulped down a bite of the fritter, pausing for a moment. “Because.”
        “Because why?”
        “Because, it’s... ah...”
        “...It’s...?”
        Rarity dropped her eyebrows, growling to herself as she finished off the fritter and scooted her back hooves to the sides, giving her growing stomach a bit more room to hold the next treat that was being floated up already. “I hate it when you’re right, you know that?”
        “Ah’m jus’ sayin’, Rarity, there ain’ nothin’ wrong with bein’ a bit... fuller figure, ya know?” Applejack shrugged, giving the pudgy unicorn a squeeze with her leg. “Yer still just as pretty as ya were. Ain’ nopony gonna tell ya otherwise.”
        “I can think of one,” Rarity said, grumbling to herself as she dropped her head slightly, the comments a particular Rainbow Dash had made running through her mind again. Though it was meant in light hearted fun, the unicorn had taken it very, very personally and run off, cheeks wet with tears. Nobody saw her for over a day afterwards.
        “Rainbow Dash didn’ mean it like that. She didn’ know it was such a soft spot fer ya.” Applejack nodded. “Honest ta Celestia, Rarity, the poor girl was a wreck when ya stomped off cryin’ after her comment. She’s been meanin’ ta come by an’ apologize, but I told ‘er tah jus’ give ya some space fer a bit.”
        Rarity sighed, dropping her head farther. Regret knocked any kind of anger out of her, Rarity’s face softening from its contorted, frustrated visage. “Gah. I’ll have to talk to her later, then. She came around to the boutique earlier today... I shut the blinds in her face. I figured she was coming to taunt me more.”
        “She ain’t doin’ nothin’ like that, naw. But, hey.” Applejack gave Rarity a nudge. Rarity picked her head up, looking over. “Now, don’ take this the wrong way... but if ya really bothered by ya weight and want some help with it... why don’ ya come by the farm sometime? We’ll set ya ta work ‘round there, buckin’ trees or somethin’.”
        Rarity chuckled a bit at the offer, shaking her head as she magically fed herself another fritter. “You want me to work? On a farm?” Rarity raised an eyebrow, glancing over at Applejack. “Come, now. I’d get... dirty and sweaty.”
        “Well, yeah. Ya would. But, ya keep gripin’ about yer weight... we’d knock those pounds offa ya real quick like!” Applejack nodded.
        “But what about the others? Everyone will make fun.” Rarity pouted, lower lip sticking out farther as she took a bite. “Having let myself... go like this is bad enough. But everyone watching me try to work on a farm? Just... ugh.”
        “Ain’t nopony else ta watch.” Applejack nodded, smiling wide. “‘Cos they’re all off sellin’. Gonna be gone fer a few days, at least. It’d be just us, an’ ya know I ain’ gonna make fun of nothin’.”
        “Well... that does sound better.” Rarity gave a little shrug as she floated another fritter her way, biting into it. Rarity briefly wondered how many there were in the basket - she was starting to feel pretty full... but they were just divine. “Alright. I’ll come over tomorrow. Early morning. I’ll help, I can use the exercise.”
        Applejack smiled wide and nodded! “Alrigh’, Rares! Ah figured you’d be up fer it. I’m lookin’ forward to it, then! This’ll be fun!”
        Rarity nodded, shuffling herself backwards to release herself from Applejack’s foreleg hug. “Yes, I think it will be. We don’t spend nearly enough time together, Applejack. You’re a good pony.” Rarity, now standing, snuck her snout into the basket and snagged another of the fritters even as her swollen middle swayed from the motion. She was hit with conflicting emotions about this being the last in the basket, but it didn’t stop her from wolfing it down.
        “Aw, thank ya much, Rarity. Ya are too. Anyway,” Applejack said, standing herself up and giving a tip of her hat. “I’ll be seein’ ya bright and early tomorrow.”
) ( ) ( ) (
“Rarity! Good! I was hopin’ ya’d come by right around now.”
Rarity’s nose was already being flooded by the scents of an absolutely amazing meal. Her head was pushed into the doorway, nose pointed up and sniffing at the air. It took a moment for Rarity to realize that she was pushing Applejack farther and farther to the side to catch the whiff, stopping and pulling herself out of the door with a slight amount of red rising up in her cheeks. “Ah...”
“Heh, it’s alright!” Applejack smiled wide, showing a genuine nonchalance. “There’s plenty fer you, too.”
“Oh, good!” Rarity stepped forward, pushing herself into the doorway again. This time, however, Applejack stepped to the side and allowed the squishy unicorn to enter, snickering to herself as she followed her nose straight into the kitchen.
“Hungry, huh?” Applejack asked, following right behind Rarity as she was led around by the aroma.
“Well, I didn’t eat breakfast. I figured we’d just have a few apples, but... well, this is much better than I expected! What... what is that smell, anyway?”
“Why don’ ya see for yerself?” Applejack snickered again, pushing a hoof against the door leading to the Apple family dining room, exposing the breakfast feast to Rarity.
“By Celestia,” Rarity said, eyes widening in response to the table loaded with calorie-laden food being revealed right in front of her eyes. As if in a trance, Rarity stepped forward towards the food, eyes flicking back and forth over everything that was waiting the pair.
There was probably enough food laid out across the table to feed the entirety of Sweet Apple Acres - but the amount didn’t concern Rarity (after all, it never did, until she had eaten far too much and was berating herself for it). Begging with her eyes, Rarity turned around to glance at Applejack. “May I?”
“Aw, of course, sugarcube!” Applejack gave a wide smile, nodding in response along with her words. “Dig right in! It’s here for eatin’, go right on.”
Letting out a happy squeal, Rarity trotted right up to the table. A soft magical glow gripped one of the empty plates set out alongside the meal, levitating it up as her telekinesis gripped food next. In a flurry of magic, the plate Rarity held was quickly filled with a slight bit of everything - in no time at all, it was loaded down by pancakes, waffles, french toast, several spoonfuls of scrambled eggs and last, but not least, a very generous helping of hash browns.
She floated her literal mountain of food down to the table, the plate resting with a heavy thump on the wood. Eager to dig in, Rarity plopped herself down on the ground by the table, flanks first. Finally seated, Rarity floated her utensils up into the air, fork stabbing and knife cutting into her first target: the pancakes.
Ready to devour, Rarity floated the fork loaded with more than a mouthful of pancakes up to her open mouth... only to pause. She froze in place as her eyes glanced down at the plate in front of her. Pancakes, french toast, waffles, eggs, hashbrowns...
No apples. Not a thing on her plate, on Sweet Apple Acres, prepared by Applejack herself, had apples in it. There weren’t even any on the table.
“...There somethin’ wrong, Rarity?”
“Are you feeling okay?” Rarity asked, her eyes glancing up from her food for the first time since she entered the home. “There’s... no apples. In anything.”
Applejack laughed, grabbing a plate with her mouth and setting it down before speaking. “Rarity, just ‘cos I wanted somethin’ that ain’t got apples in it don’t mean anything is wrong. I eat them all day long, sometimes I want a break from them.” She gave a wink, jerking a hoof towards a jug sitting on the table as she mouthed a spatula to serve herself some pancakes. “Though, try the syrup.”
Rarity cooed as she gripped the heavy jug in her magic, drizzling a healthy coating of it onto the pancakes speared by her fork before levitating the food - finally! - into her mouth. Almost instantly, Rarity’s eyes rolled up, moaning as the strong, yet delicious, flavor rolled over her tongue and coated her mouth. “Apple cinnamon...”
“Hehe... yup.” Applejack let a sly grin pass over her mouth as she finished serving her own - and much smaller - plate. “Of course I was gonna have somethin’ with apples in it. I mean... come on. It’s me we’re talkin’ about.”
        “I knew you were up to something,” Rarity replied, giggling to herself the slightest bit as she turned the jug of apple-y maple syrup almost entirely upside down, drenching everything on her plate in the sugary topping. Nothing on her plate was spared in the attack - every last bit of food in front of her getting drenched in the onslaught of sweet.
        Her plate looking more like a pool for breakfast foods than a meal, she finally turned the jug upright and set it aside.
        “Gosh, Rares. Want some pancakes with your syrup?” Applejack teased, grinning as she pulled the much lighter jug towards herself, gripping it between both her hooves to turn it over on its side, drizzling her own food with a much lighter application.
        “Quiet, you. It’s your fault for making it so delicious.” With a grin, she forked another large bit of the slightly soggy pancakes into her mouth, eliciting the same moan the first mouthful did.
        “Glad you like it,” Applejack said, lowering her head down to munch on her own food at a much more reasonable pace than Rarity had.
        Rarity was a unicorn on a mission - or so it seemed as she rapidly devoured the plate in front of her. While still managing to keep herself completely clear of gluttonous debris, she piled forks high with the heavy breakfast before eagerly stuffing them into her mouth. To keep from coming across uncouth, each mouthful was met with a dab of a napkin across her lips even as her cheeks bulged from her pace.
        In a record pace, the pancakes had fallen before Rarity’s enlarged appetite, every last one of the syrup bathed breakfast cakes having disappeared into Rarity’s stomach. Her hind legs already began shuffling out to the sides to make room for the incoming food as her glowing utensils attacked and sliced into the french toast, next.
        Applejack stared ahead with a raised eyebrow, slowly eating at her own plate. She remained silent, mostly out of awe from watching her usually picky friend simply plowing through breakfast like she hadn’t seen food in a week. A small chuckle rose up as her friend knocked over the tower of french toast like it was nothing, turning her attention onto the defenseless pile of eggs resting where the pancakes had taken up space before.
        Half way through the eggs, Rarity’s breakfast onslaught paused briefly. Reaching a front hoof down lower, she pawed lightly at her stomach. Her belly had expanded enough to push her back legs even farther apart, the bloated paunch dangerously close to resting on the ground. She stifled a small, dainty burp with the hoof, turning away from Applejack with a blush on her cheeks, rubbing at her lips with the napkin again. “Ah... sorry.”
        “Sorry?” Applejack asked with a mouthful of eggs, a small chunk of yellow spraying from her mouth when she did so. Catching herself before she made an even bigger mess, she swallowed before speaking again. “Fer what?”
“I’m... this...” Rarity huffed, shaking her head, curled mane bobbing along with the motion.
Her hoof set itself back on the ground with a clop. “I’m behaving so... rude. Like... like a glutton.”
        “Oh.” Applejack tried to keep the smile she felt rising up off of her face, but she was powerless to prevent it. The corners of her mouth pulled up, and she couldn’t help but giggle. “Ya ain’t behaving rudely, Rares. Eatin’ this much of my food? It’s a compliment, really. Ah mean, we both know yer usually a pretty picky eater, so... I’m kinda impressed - and flattered - that ya like my cookin’ so much.”
        “A... complement?” Rarity mulled the idea over in her mind several times, bouncing the thought side to side. Exploiting the revelation to further her own goals, - in this case, more delicious breakfast food - she latched onto the idea. “Well, if you are taking it that way... I was worried I was offending you.”
        “Offendin’... oh, Ah know you know me better than that!” Applejack laughed out loud, pounding a hoof lightly against the table as she did. After only a few seconds of Applejack’s mirth, Rarity found the frown on her face being flipped upside down, and quickly found herself giggling right alongside her friend. “Yer gonna have to try a lot harder than liking my food to offend me, Rarity.”
        “You’re right. I do. I... was being silly.” Fears dispersed, Rarity focused her attention back onto the cooling food on her plate. Too much longer and the waffles would start to fall apart from the syrup bath they were submerged in, and that would be a simply tragic waste of food. Rarity’s fork once again found itself loaded with a barrage of breakfast foods, aiming for her mouth which was eagerly accepting more.
        “Thank you, by the way,” Rarity said between bites of eggs.
        “Hm?” Applejack pulled her glance up from her own plate, setting her eyes back on Rarity. “What for?”
        “Just... all of this,” Rarity said, waving a hoof at the bountiful breakfast laid out in front of them. Between sentences, Rarity managed to finish the eggs as well, gulping down the last of them before her fork speared the soggy waffles. “And, you know... being there.”
        “Aw, shucks, Rares. It ain’t nothin’.” Applejack shrugged as she bit into another of her own waffles. Lacking magic - and so the use of utensils - she gulped it down one bite at a time before she spoke again. “Yer a friend. This is what friends do. Yer stressed... I don’t mind helpin’ blow off some of that steam.”
        Rarity nodded, the big smile remaining plastered across her face as she gobbled up the waffles. Her gorging finally slowing down, she only nudged with her fork at the remaining food on her plate: the hash browns. Having devoured, so far, everything else, even Rarity was feeling full.
        Slouching forward a small bit, Rarity cringed as she felt the lower swell of her overfed stomach nudging the floor beneath her. She knew she’d already eaten far more than she should - hay, she’d eaten far too much after the first few pancakes - but the remaining hash browns, coated in the simply divine apple cinnamon syrup called to her. Though her stomach protested being filled farther, Rarity found herself forking the chopped potatoes into her mouth.
        Applejack wasn’t complaining. She’d finished her own meal minutes ago, and was staring silently at the mare across the table, stifling her giggles as she watched Rarity’s own battle of the bulge take place in her head.
        The tall pile of hash browns fell quickly before Rarity’s seemingly unending hunger. With a groan, Rarity forked the last bit of the potatoes into her mouth, slumping forward fully after they were swallowed. Plate clean, Rarity’s chin rested against the table as her stomach rested against the ground, the bloated belly stuffed to its maximum.
        “...Full?” Applejack asked, teasing Rarity.
        “Ergh. Stuffed,” Rarity barely edged out, shutting her mouth immediately after to keep an uncouth burp from rising up out of her overfed stomach.
        “Heh. Kinda figured.” Applejack stood and grabbed her own empty plate in her mouth, walking around the table to set it atop of Rarity’s syrup bathed dish. She couldn’t help but steal a glance down at Rarity’s stomach as it came into view, quickly pulling away her gaze before she had a chance to notice she was staring.
        Applejack nudged at Rarity’s flank as she stacked the dishes higher. “We’ll get to the apple buckin’ soon, Ah gotta get these dishes washed up first. Couch is out in the livin’ room, take a breather. Much more comfortable than the table.”
        Too full to even muster a response, Rarity pushed herself to her hooves. From a standing position, her belly still had quite a bit of room before it hit the ground, but she was bloated enough for it to give her problems while walking. She took careful steps forward. Each step with her back legs gave her stomach an uncomfortable nudge.
        Applejack bit her bottom lip as she stood in the dining room, Rarity’s pudgy flank swaying with an exaggerated arc as she attempted to walk without jostling her enlarged stomach too much. As the pudgy unicorn broke her line of sight entering another room, Applejack caught herself and couldn’t help but smile, glancing at the empty plates.
        Everything was going according to plan.


Chapter 2: The Cider House Fools

        Applejack sat across the living room from Rarity, eyes fixed on the unicorn’s body. Her breakfast feast had left her in something of a coma; Rarity hadn’t managed to stay awake for very long once she laid herself out on the couch. Applejack couldn’t pass up the opportunity to steal a glance at her pudgy friend, taking in the sight of Rarity’s widened form. Her gaze wandered all over - belly, flanks, legs... everything.
        Applejack sat in place with a dumb look of pure joy on her face: jaw slack, eyes wide with curiosity as she took in all of Rarity sprawled out on her couch. Though disappointed, Applejack had positioned herself so Rarity’s more private areas were obscured by tail and legs - were Rarity to awaken, she could explain away sitting here, but not having her eyes locked on plot.
        Applejack’s jaw tightened back up, closing as her mind wandered to fantasy. Her teeth bit at her lower lip as the thought of reaching out and just being able to touch Rarity’s delicious, soft flank rolled through her head. That has got to feel good, Applejack thought, welling up every last bit of self control to keep from pouncing Rarity right then and there.
        The thoughts weren’t even anything suggestive wandering through her mind. No, all she wanted was a touch. Just a brush with a hoof, maybe even just half a second of laying her head on Rarity’s flank. It looked so soft, so delicate and so cuddleable - like a cold pillow lying on your bed after a long, hard day of work. She was sure that Rarity’s agonizingly well kept coat only made it softer, as well. By Celestia, it probably even smelled amazing.
        She could get away with this. She could totally get away with it. Just a touch. That’s all, then it’s back to chores while she sleeps.
        WHUMP.
        The loud sound of something colliding against her door snapped Applejack right out of any fantasies she was indulging in, head whipping toward the entrance faster than a her lasso at a rodeo. Her expression soured as she heard Rarity stirring from her sleep just after the abrupt sound, eyes narrowing as a much more reasonable knock echoed from her door.
        “What was that?” Rarity asked, eyes still half lidded from her sleep. Her forelegs pawed at the sofa’s cushions, attempting to push herself back over onto her hooves. Eyes fully open, she glanced at Applejack who, in the aftershock of such a sudden sound, was still sitting a little too close to Rarity’s resting place, hoof raised and pointed towards her flank. “And what are you doing?”
        Applejack jerked her glance back towards Rarity, realising that this was perhaps a bit too close to be sitting without appearing creepy. “Uh... n-nothin’!” Applejack dodged, mustering up the biggest smile she could manage. “I was just... uh... ya know, Ah should probably go get that.” Applejack immediately rose to her hooves, trotting away before Rarity could prod any further with her questions.
        Applejack fiddled with the lock on the door, mouthing and nosing them open before nudging open the top half of the door to peer at whoever had needed their attention so badly - Rainbow Dash’s eyes locked with her own, but flicked to the side and focused on Rarity a moment later.
        “I knew she’d be here!” Rainbow Dash yelled, grinning wide with pride as her assumptions were proven correct.
        “Well, hello to you too, Rainbow Dash,” Applejack said, tilting her head to the side. “Can Ah help ya with somethin’?”
        “Actually, I was looking for Rarity. I stopped by her boutique earlier and she was really not there this time. So, I couldn’t help but wonder where she was.” Rainbow Dash grinned, looking at Rarity again. “And I thought - ‘oh, I know’!” Dash’s forelegs threw themselves into the air, faking surprise. “Probably with Applejack.”
        Rarity cocked an eyebrow, glancing between Rainbow Dash and Applejack with mild suspicion. “Why would you think I was here?” Rarity asked, her gaze finally resting on Rainbow Dash.
        “Oh, Applejack didn’t tell you?” Rainbow Dash’s smile visibly melted right off of her face as she turned her look toward Applejack. Her eyes narrowed - it was probably subconscious, but it was just enough for Rarity and Applejack to notice, the latter looking none too pleased. “Well, see, Applejack here kind of has a t-”
        Rainbow Dash’s speech was cut off - whatever it was she was trying to say would now have to go through Applejack’s hoof first, and all that was coming out was a few very angry, very muffled grunts.
        Rainbow Dash swatted the hoof out of her mouth, backing a step away from the door as her wings rose up to the sides. She lowered herself closer to the ground, hind legs bending as her forelegs stretched out, looking ready to pounce. “How long are you going to keep this up, Applejack? This... this isn’t fair!”
        “Rainbow Dash, Ah think ya need to take a step back and really think about what yer doin’, here.” Applejack’s expression didn’t budge, her stubbornness not wavering in the least, despite Rainbow’s intimidating stance. “This ain’t the time, nor the place for this. Ah really think ya need to jus’ go home.”
        Rainbow Dash snorted, nostrils flaring as her temper rose even higher. The next few moments were tense - nopony moved. Rainbow Dash visibly shook with anger, Applejack stood strong in the doorway and Rarity kept off to the side, eyes wide as she glanced between the two of them. She didn’t dare say anything, lest she anger either of them further.
        After what felt to the trio to be an eternity, Rainbow Dash snorted once more and spun around on her hooves, turning away from the door. She kicked off of the ground, wings flaring out to their full span as she took off into the air. Rainbow Dash yelled something back at them - Rarity couldn’t make out what it was.
        Applejack let out a massive sigh, dropping down from her leaning position on the door with a clop of her hooves. “By Celestia, that girl has a temper.” She ducked her head, looking up at Rarity as she turned around. “Ah’m mighty sorry ya had to see that, Rares.”
        “It’s... all right, Applejack.” Rarity nodded, reassuring her friend. Now that the tension was over, Rarity quickly realized that she was still sporting a rather nasty case of bed-mane. Her face cringed and her horn glowed, eyes focusing onto what she could see of her mane to try and sort the mess out. “Though... I do have a number of questions after your little altercation, there, that I couldn’t help but overhear.”
        “Yeah. Kinda expected ya would...” Applejack raised a hoof and rubbed at the back of her head, eyes facing toward the ground.
        “She sounded like she was trying to inform me of... something. It looked like you didn’t want her to,” Rarity said, voice friendly despite the accusing nature of the words. “Do you know what she was talking about?”
        “Yeah, Ah do. But... don’t, Rares. She’s twistin’ it around and makin’ it into somethin’ it ain’t. She’s... misunderstandin’ a lot of things.” Applejack nodded, glancing up at Rarity. Seeing that she was still focused on cleaning up her mane, Applejack kept her head held high for the moment.
        “Well... what was it, then? That she wanted me to know?”
        “Rarity... that ain’t... she’s a little crazy right now, that’s all. I thought she was comin’ over to apologize, ‘s why I let her talk at all.” Applejack let out another sigh, pushing the bottom half of the door open. “But, come on. We’ve gotta get started on these trees or we ain’t never gonna finish gettin’ them apples down. We can talk later.”
        Rarity grumbled at the answer she was given, but ultimately decided not to prod any further. What happened was likely a personal problem, and she just happened to be there.
        But, on the other hand, Rainbow Dash did seem to be specifically talking to her, at some points...
        “Rarity! Come on, girl, sun’s burnin’! We gotta get movin.”
        “Right!” Rarity snapped herself out of her thoughts, trotting up alongside Applejack next to the door. “Let’s get to it.”
        “Atta girl!”
        ) ( ) ( ) (

        “...I don’t think it’s working.” Rarity glanced up at the tree behind her - what she thought was a mighty buck in reality did not throw even a single apple from the tree.
        “‘Cause yer not buckin’ hard enough. Watch, scoot over.” Applejack nudged Rarity’s flank with her own, bumping her aside so she could line her hind legs up with the tree. Rearing up on her forelegs, she released a strong kick, slamming her hooves into the trunk and sending apples tumbling down into the buckets below. A single apple remained in the tree, wondering where everyone else went.
        “See? That’s all there is to it!”
        Rarity huffed and furrowed her brow. Despite multiple attempts, she’d yet to get even one apple to fall. “Of course that’s all there is to it for you! You are a professional!”
        “Hey, hey! Calm down, Rares. It’s alright, yer new to this. You’ll get it. Come on, give it another shot.”
        Eyebrows wrinkled, Rarity lined herself up in front of a new tree. She glanced to Applejack for encouragement, who gave a nod of approval in response. With a bit of difficulty, Rarity managed to fully lift her rear legs off the ground - a first - and threw them against the tree’s trunk. Several apples tumbled out of the branches and into the baskets below. It was nothing like an Applejack kick, but it was an improvement.
        “Yes!” Rarity cheered, stomping her hooves rapidly out of excitement as soon as she realized that at long last she’d managed to buck an apple tree with some success. “I got a few, at least!”
        “Yeah, there ya go!” Applejack cheered right along with her, grinning wide at her pudgy friend. “I’m mighty proud of ya, Rarity. Never thought Ah’d see ya excited about farm work.”
        “Oh, me neither, Applejack! But I have to admit, this is exhilarating once it works!” Rarity giggled and turned her head towards the baskets under the tree. “Ha! Take that, apples!” She barked at the fruit.
        “Heh... alright. Yer gettin’ the hang of it, Rares. Ah’m gonna let ya have this part of the orchard to yaself, alright?” Applejack said, waving a hoof around the surrounding trees. “Not too many fer a beginner, but enough ta give ya a work out.”
        “Alright. Got it!” Rarity nodded enthusiastically. “Will you be somewhere around here?”
        “Sure will!” Applejack nodded in response. “Jus’ around the corner. Give me a holler if ya need anything, alright?”
        “Of course!”
) ( ) ( ) (

        The sound of a loud bell ringing through the trees startled Rarity awake. She immediately felt her hooves ache something fierce - even faster, she noticed that the sun had almost disappeared behind the trees surrounding her.
        Still in a bit of a daze from her rest, she attempted to locate the bell from behind her squinted eyelids. Between rings, she heard a faint version of Applejack’s voice calling from the barn the day had started in.
        She winced as she stood and put weight down on her back hooves - so much bucking on such dainty, well-mannered hooves was tough work. After only a few trees she’d elected to simply cheat and harvest the apples with magic; after all, Applejack wasn’t around to stop her from doing it, being in her own section of the orchard.
        This left her with plenty of time left over to do as she liked. Time which Rarity had chosen to fill with snacking on apples and - apparently - falling asleep.
She didn’t even remember dozing off, but she sure remembered those amazing, sweet apples. She’d devoured a good number of them (though she’d lost count around eight or so) and that craving hadn’t passed. A quick look of her surroundings alerted her to the fact that all the baskets of apples she’d harvested were gone. A blush teased at her cheeks, knowing that meant she was caught napping.
The bell rang again, and Rarity realized that she was still standing in the orchard just staring at the empty ground. She broke out into a trot, wincing with each step her back hooves took.
Reaching the barn after a short walk, Rarity found the door wide open and, not wanting to keep anypony waiting any longer, she went inside, panting slightly from the jog back to the home.
“Well, howdy, Rarity!” Applejack was more than eager to welcome Rarity back on her return, smiling wide. “‘What’s that bell’, right? It’s the dinner bell!”
“Dinner... bell?” Rarity asked, words parted by panting.
“Well, yeah! When everyone is out in the orchard, how else is little ol’ Granny Smith gonna get all’a us to come back?” Applejack nodded. “Dinner bell, that’s how.”
Rarity scrunched her nose at the idea of being called around by a bell like a wild animal - but it was part of the Apple family’s home and lifestyle, so she suppressed the urge to say exactly that. “So, does that mean d-”
“Hay yeah it means dinner! Come on, Rares, it’s gettin’ cold!” Applejack didn’t even give her a chance to respond - as soon as her sentence was finished, she spun around and trotted back into the kitchen, leaving Rarity alone with no company but her appetite.
Naturally, it did not take Rarity long to come to her senses. The idea of dinner (especially considering she missed lunch due to napping) had Rarity just about galloping into the kitchen right behind Applejack, nose raised to the air as she attempted to catch a whiff of anything she could. She could pick up scents, that was for sure, but exactly what still evaded her.
It did not take long, however, for Rarity to discover exactly what was awaiting the pair. With her rushed step, she poked her head into the kitchen and immediately widened her eyes at the sight waiting for her on the table.
A spread of food far more than the either of them could ever eat was set up in all its glory. From Rarity’s position at the doorway, she could spot all kinds of foods. Potato fries, bowls loaded with leafy greens, all sorts of pastas, and a treat that caught Rarity’s eye in particular - a large plate of several kinds of apple delicacies: fritters, tarts, cupcakes and muffins, each lovingly hoofcrafted and doused with sugar.
Eyes wide and pleading, Rarity turned to glance at Applejack beside her, who was standing in place with a massive smile on her face. She was downright proud of her ability to crank out so much food in such short little time with so few guests. It was enough to give Rarity the slightest twinge of suspicion - there had to be more behind that smile - but the food laid out in front of her was distracting enough to make her disregard it instantly.
Rarity trotted up to the dinner table, a large plate being wrapped in her magic as soon as it was within range. She disregarded the salad, opting instead to begin her meal with much more satisfying food: within seconds, her plate was loaded high with the potato fries and a small mountain of pasta, every inch topped with tomato sauce, cheese and butter.
Scrunching her eyebrows as she concentrated on the somewhat complicated move, her telekinesis gripped a cheese grater and a block of cheese. The grater floated in a circle around Mt. Pasta, raining down heavenly shreds of stringy cheese on top of the already loaded plate, weighing it down even more with delicious country food.
Rarity snapped her head up as soon as she heard a giggle coming from Applejack. Concentration lost, the block of cheese and the metal grater fell to the sides and landed on the table. “What?”
“Wow, Rares, calm down!” Applejack tried to stop the flow of snickers coming from her snout with a hoof, but couldn’t. She was enjoying the show just far too much. “I’m jus’ glad ya like my cookin’ so much. Would have hated ta have you come all this way to help me on the farm, only to not like the food.”
Still defensive, Rarity stuck her nose up in the air as she levitated her plate to her side of the table and set it down with a heavy thump. “I only have such a large plate because I napped through lunch.”
“Did’ja?” Applejack teased with a smirk on her face as she grabbed a plate of her own between her teeth, setting it down to dish herself out some of the dinner. “‘Cause something ate a bunch of apples out of yer baskets, an’, well, left all’a the apple cores sittin’ around ya, so...” Applejack tossed a small wink Rarity’s way, lifting a spoon with her mouth to scoop some of the pasta onto her own plate.
“W-well!” Rarity stuttered as she attempted to tape together a defense in her mind, only for it to fall apart faster than Twilight after missing a Friendship Report. “...Well, I couldn’t help it. They’re absolutely divine apples, Applejack.”
“Well, o’course they are!” Applejack giggled again, dropping the pasta spoon back into the bowl before she nosed a fritter onto her plate. “After all, it is my job ta make good apples. Wouldn’t be in business very long iffin’ they weren’t good!”
“Yes, true!” Rarity nodded, any guilt washed away by her friend’s words. No longer worried, Rarity plunged her utensils into the food, wrapping a large wad of pasta around her fork before she hovered it to her mouth. “I was afraid that you’d be upset by my snacking. Didn’t know if you were trying to reach a quota or anything of the sort.”
“Oh, naw. Jus’ gotta get ‘em down. Besides, that’s what apples are for! Eatin’! Ah don’t mind.” Applejack nodded, then widened her eyes. “Oh, an’ for drinkin’! An’ speakin’ of drinkin’...”
Applejack trotted away from the table and toward the other side of the kitchen. She bit onto a small, visibly perspiring chest and tugged it towards the dinner table, setting it off to the side. With a quick swipe, she knocked the latch open and tossed the top off of its hinges, revealing its contents: a very well stocked ice box, complete with over a dozen long neck cider bottles. With a wide smile, Applejack bit the lid of one of the bottles, sliding it out of the ice and in front of Rarity.
“Special brew cider. This is the strong stuff... had a bit of it lyin’ around the storeroom when I went lookin’ fer stuff ta make fer dinner, figured that I’d share some of it.”
Rarity swallowed the huge mouthful of fries she’d stuffed into her muzzle while Applejack was pulling the chest, wiping the grease off her mouth with a napkin as she eyed the bottle. “Special brew, hm? Well, I very much appreciate it, Applejack. Let’s see, then...” Focusing her magic, she bent and popped the lid off, a small mist of cider spritzing from the open container.
Rarity floated the bottle up into the air and tipped it back, taking a sip from it. The moment it hit her tongue she cringed, but swallowed it nonetheless. She coughed as soon as the bottle pulled back, wiping at her lip with a napkin again. “That... that is strong, Applejack,” Rarity said, wiping a tear from her eye. “...But I do have to admit that it is a fine drink.”
“Aw, shucks! Ah’m glad! Brewed it mahself!” Applejack said, smile widening even farther than it had been all night. “Drink up! Ya deserve it after all the hard work an’ all.”
“Oh! ...Right! Hard work, of course!” Rarity levitates up the bottle. “To hard work and a delectable dinner, then?”
Applejack pulled a bottle out of the ice chest with her teeth, holding the lid against the table edge with a hoof. Her other hoof slammed down on top, popping off the lid as she scrambled to catch the bottle before it hit the ground. Watching all of this, Rarity was suddenly very thankful for her magic - otherwise, there was simply far too much physical labor involved in opening bottles.
Applejack was skilled at bottle opening, however, and caught the bottle before a drop was spilt and any glass was broken. Rarity scooped up another large mouthful of pasta while her friend readied her cider, before clinking the rims of their bottles together and taking long drinks. “To hard work and food, yee haw!”
Applejack downed the entire bottle in one breath - Rarity had to cut herself off after a few good gulps, turning the bottle right side up and panting as she did so. She was far from a heavy drinker, that was clear, and even less experienced with drinking out of a glass bottle.
Applejack, on the other hand, was already pulling out a second bottle for herself. She popped the lid off and sipped at it, before opening a third and sliding it next to Rarity’s still half full bottle.
Rarity cocked an eyebrow, looking at the two bottles as another forkful of pasta was levitated to her mouth. “Another? I really shouldn’t, Applejack. I’ve got to get back to the boutique - there’s still a lot of work to do.”

“An’ there’s a lot of work to do here, too, but yer not gonna see me not drinkin’.” Applejack nodded and clamped the bottle between both hooves, tipping it back and taking a drink. “An’ besides, if ya want, jus’ stay here fer the night and go home in the morning.”
“I’d have to admit that is a bit tempting,” Rarity said, scooping up several fries in her magic. “But I can’t help but think I’d just be in the way.”
“Oh, horseapples! Yer welcome here any day, Rarity.” Applejack took another long swig from her cider bottle, almost finishing the second off. “An’ besides, yer already experienced with nappin’ here on my couch and the orchard.”
Rarity huffed and glared at Applejack. “Those were extenuating circumstances! The couch was because of how early I had to get up to make it all the way out here, and the orchard was because, well, I was working hard!”
Applejack laughed, already reaching for a third bottle out of the ice chest. “Ah’m just teasin’, Rarity! No reason to get all defensive. Farm’s plenty big enough fer a few unicorns to lay around. Besides, the magic kind of comes in handy sometimes.”
“Well, of course it does,” Rarity said, floating another hoofful of fries to her mouth to be devoured like the others. “After all, things like this pasta would be just dreadful if I couldn’t use utensils.”
Applejack’s head tilted to the side as she pulled back from her plate with a mouthful of pasta, snout covered in the red sauce that topped it. She nudged her nose against a napkin on the table, but really only succeeded in smearing it around. “Why’s that?”
“Missed a spot, darling,” Rarity said, pointing at her own unmussed snout, before drawing her hoof in a circle around her face. “Well, several spots. And that’s exactly why.” Rarity chomped down another several bites of her pasta, finally beginning to make a dent in the massive pile sitting in front of her. Forkfuls were interspersed with sips of her cider, first bottle now empty.
“Eh, so it’s a little messy.” Applejack shrugged, going in for another bite. “‘S still good.”
“Can’t argue with that.” The tower of pasta stood absolutely no chance against Rarity’s hunger mounting a full attack. The pair of forks levitated by magic spun one after another, each collecting strands of spaghetti into a neat, tidy ball which was floated into her mouth. A third magical field lifted a napkin into the air, a fourth continued to deliver sips of cider, and a fifth floated fries up several at a time.
Applejack, having no magical powers of her own, found herself somewhat impressed by Rarity’s skill. It was rare to see a unicorn levitating more than one thing at a time - yet here Rarity was with two sharp pieces of metal and a glass bottle, each one hovering directly next to her face, all without injury. Even more impressive was how Rarity managed to keep herself completely free of any debris, coat completely spotless of sauce or cheese.
A bottle of cider inside the ice chest began to glow, finding itself lifted up and out of the collection and floated before the unicorn. Rarity’s now empty second bottle was placed aside, the third opening. As the alcohol dulled her senses, Applejack noticed Rarity taking bigger and bigger drinks of the booze - what were dainty sips before were now full gulps as she became accustomed to the harsh flavor.
“Tell ya what,” Applejack said. “If ya end up not goin’ home, Ah’ll come over to the boutique tomorrow and help ya get yer work done.”
Rarity paused for just a moment, eyes looking up from the plate of pasta. “You... would help me make dresses?” She stuffed another bundle of fries into her mouth before letting out a quiet chuckle. “I thought you didn’t like doing ‘girly’ things, Applejack.”
“And Ah thought you didn’t like doin’ ‘hard labor’, Rarity, but you’ve been hangin’ around the farm buckin’ trees for an entire day.” Applejack grinned at her own comment, grabbing a napkin in her hoof to try and wipe some of the sauce from her face.
Rarity shrugged and made an exaggerated frown as she stuffed another two forkfuls of pasta into her mouth, finishing off her bottle of cider before levitating another out of the ice chest. “Fair enough,” Rarity finally answered. “I suppose you do have a point. Applejack, you are more than welcome to come to the boutique tomorrow and assist me, though I’ll have to find you something to do. Somewhat difficult to run a magic-powered sewing machine with no magic.”
“Aw, shoot, Ah’ll find somethin’ ta do, Ah’m sure.” Applejack’s face was now clear from sauce, except for the slight red stain that latched onto the coat around her muzzle. Face and plate clean, she nosed her empty dish to the side and glanced at what remained on Rarity’s own dinner plate. “Heh, don’t fill up too much on pasta, now. Still plenty of dessert, too!”
“Right, of course! Don’t... fill up too much.” Rarity smiled wide, yet Applejack detected hesitation in the grin. She didn’t push the subject, and Rarity continued her pasta feast, forks revving up and spinning to collect more spaghetti. Little remained on her plate - where the proud pile of pony pasta stood before now sat a decimated hill.
Gulps of cider snuck in between bites of the remaining pasta and fries, and it wasn’t long before a fifth bottle was finding itself levitated in Rarity’s magic fields. The large mixing bowl where the pasta originated remained roughly half full with spaghetti, but Rarity made no motion to refill her portions already in front of her. With a final swirl of a fork and a stifled burp from Rarity, the last piece of pasta disappeared into her distended stomach.
Rarity stared at her empty plate for a long moment, silently remaining still. The utensils she attacked her meal with found themselves returning to the table, the napkin made one last pass over her lips and the now empty bottle of cider floated over to sit with the rest. Applejack caught Rarity’s eyes flick towards the towering dessert tray, but without fail they jerked back to the empty, sauce stained plate.
“Er... somethin’ the matter, Rarity?” Applejack asked, head tilting to the side.
“What? No. Nothing.” Rarity’s speech became short and quick, as if she were trying to avoid answering. She let out a sigh as her horn ignited with magic, a fritter floating from the tray and to her mouth. She ate, taking big bites from the treat, but it was no longer a glee-filled devouring like her feast moments ago - this was slow, sad, almost defeated looking.
“...Somethin’s botherin’ ya, Rares. What’s goin’ on?” Applejack rose to her hooves. There was a short sway in her stance as she caught her balance - she may not have had as much cider, but there was significantly less food in her stomach to absorb the alcohol, and its effects on her were noticeable. Without another misstep, she trotted around to the other side of the table and plopped down next to her puffy friend. “Come on, don’t gotta hide nothin’.”
Applejack caught the slight glare of a tear welling up in Rarity’s eye, but it was whisked away by a hoof before it was able to escape. “I’m fine,” she said, stuffing the rest of the fritter into her muzzle. She swallowed, followed by a short sniffle.
“Are you... yer cryin’, aren’t you?” Applejack leaned in, inching herself closer to Rarity.
“No! No, I am not crying.” The force behind her words squeezed out another tear, this one managing to make a break for it and roll down her cheek before she caught it with a very precisely levitated napkin. The same napkin dabbed at her lips before she telekinetically grabbed onto a particularly large cupcake, topped with cinnamon swirls and a slice of apple. As large as it was, it didn’t stand a chance against Rarity - four bites, and it was gone.
“Fine. Ya aren’t crying.” Applejack frowned, reaching a hoof across the table to drag the dessert tray closer. “But yer still pretty clearly bothered by somethin’.”
Rarity bit her lower lip, turning her head to look at Applejack. As soon as their eyes met, she glanced away for a brief moment before looking back up to her friend. “I’ve just... gone and made a pig out of myself, haven’t I? I’m not even... trying, anymore. I just eat anything you put in front of me.”
“Yeah, and?” Applejack cracked a tiny smile, the corners of her mouth teasing their way up. “Ah told ya this mornin’, Ah like it when people appreciate my cookin’.”
“This is farther than ‘appreciating’, Applejack!” Rarity’s frown deepened and her ears pinned back. Her lip quivered and larger, sincere tears built up in her eyes before tumbling down her cheeks. She sniffled and tried to inhale, finding her breath getting caught in her throat. “I-I’m just a huge... glutton! It’s disgusting!”
“Woah, woah, woah,” Applejack said, immediately reaching out with a foreleg to wrap around Rarity’s shoulders. She tugged her in close, feeling Rarity’s side squish against her own in the hug. There were no complaints. “Now, what has gotten into ya? Ya were havin’ a great day, weren’t ya? Ah was.”
“No, Applejack, I am not having a great day!” Rarity yelled, voice rising as the flow of tears became wider, dripping onto the ground when they met at her chin. The flood gates were fully opened - she was full on bawling. “Just... look at me! I’m not Rarity anymore! I’m just a big... fat... MARSHMALLOW!”
Applejack’s mind reeled, attempting to swim through the alcohol flowing through her and latch onto something to diffuse the situation. Rarity’s condition was rapidly dwindling, and though she was still stuffing treats into her mouth - Applejack noticed a large piece of pie being eaten between sobs - this was not how she had wanted the night to end.
“But... Ah like marshmallows!” Rarity did not even have a chance to respond before Applejack regretted every word. Even tipsy, she was able to realize just how absolutely absurd the line sounded, but only after it had escaped her mouth.
“You... huh?” Rarity blinked, still sniffling loudly as she turned her head to look at Applejack once more. Her face wore more confusion than it did shock or fear, though Applejack was very happy to see it at least temporarily stopped the crying, reverting her back to her on-the-edge state.
“Ah... uh... what Ah mean is, just ‘cuz ya put on a few pounds don’t mean ya aren’t as pretty as ya ever were, sugar cube.” Applejack nodded, impressing even herself with how smooth that came out. “I-In fact, maybe ya look even prettier!” The impressed feeling faded - too far.
Rarity sniffled once more, yet Applejack could see the beginnings of a smile appearing on Rarity’s face. The corners of her mouth teased upwards, though she tried her hardest to suppress her grin. Though the tears were sincere, Applejack knew she was dealing with Rarity and expected the drama. “M...maybe? Maybe I look prettier? W-what is that supposed to mean?”
Applejack huffed loudly, reaching with her other foreleg to knock a cupcake off of the tray and onto the table in front of Rarity. As soon as it entered her line of sight, it was wrapped in a magical glow and floated to her mouth where it was devoured. Rarity was back. “Yer right. There is no maybe.”
“Ya are prettier.”
Rarity nearly squealed with delight at the compliment, a small squeak rising up out of her. Whatever her true feelings about the situation were, she was not about to deny herself the satisfaction of being buttered up with compliments. She couldn’t hold back the smile any longer, and it broke out across her face. “Oh, you are just saying that!”
“No, Rarity! Ah ain’t ‘just sayin’ that,’”  Applejack said, attempting to mimic Rarity’s voice with the last few words. She raised a hoof up - swaying slightly as she attempted to balance herself, using Rarity as a support - and nudged a few more treats off of the tray. Another cupcake, the remainder of the apple pie and several apple tarts slid across the table and came to a stop in front of Rarity.
Applejack couldn’t help but smile along with her as she felt Rarity’s back legs inching out to the side. She’d seen this several times, now, and knew it meant that she was making room for more. Much more.
Her guess immediately proved to be correct - as soon as she felt the legs moving, both the cupcake and one of the tarts were floated into the air, wrapped in a magical glow that slowly shrank in size as they were eaten in tandem. She bit at each one after the other, chomping bites off back and forth. The treats were devoured in no time at all. She may have been full of pasta and fries, but there was always room for dessert.
“I think it’s the alcohol talking, personally,” Rarity said. She was teasing at this point - Applejack couldn’t determine whether or not she was actually accepting the compliments or just humoring her, but either way she was happy to see the tears disappear. It stung more than she was willing to admit to see Rarity cry like that. It was true, Rarity was as famous for her dramatic pouty faces as she was for her dresses, but there was more to it than that.
Applejack couldn’t help but giggle as she watched the slices of pie disappear one by one. Still holding Rarity in the hug, she used her other hoof to push the whole pie closer - less time floating meant more time eating. Not a whole lot of it remained as it was, only about half of it was still in the tin, the rest having found its home in Rarity’s belly. “Pft, ain’t the alcohol, sugarcube. It’s true! I ain’t the element of honesty fer nothin’, after all!”
“A convincing argument,” Rarity responded, a little surprised at her ability to still form words that long with as much cider as she’d consumed. “I suppose I have no choice but to take your word for it,” she finished, though Applejack could still notice the smallest waver in her voice.
Applejack only snickered, going as far as leaning her head against Rarity’s shoulder as she continued to plow through the pie in record time. Drunk as she was, she considered reaching down and poking - or even being brave and rubbing - Rarity’s overfed stomach, but decided that might be going a bit too far too soon. She backed off, opting to rest there instead.
The pie was gone, and Rarity sat proud as she floated small chunks of remaining crumbs up and out of the tin and into her mouth. As always, the napkin was not far behind and, though quite sticky and stained from all the smears of sauce and pie filling it had collected, it wiped her lips clean of gluttonous debris.
“Still hungry?”
“No,” Rarity answered with honesty. “But there’s still more to go, isn’t there? After all, it would be just rude to not try a little of everything... wouldn’t it?” Rarity asked, her feeble attempt at justifying eating more being humorous to Applejack.
Applejack smirked and nodded. “Uh... well, Ah wouldn’t call it rude, but at the same time, Ah’m not gonna say no.”
Rarity squeaked with delight at the reassuring words, leaning forward slightly to move her horn within range of her next selected treat - a delicious looking pan of apple cobbler. She felt her stomach nudge against the floor as she leaned, but ignored it. That cobbler was going to be devoured, and she wasn’t going to let something as silly as stomach capacity get in the way.
Rarity’s first attempt to get cobbler into her mouth ended in a mess. Her magic gripped a good lump of it and floated it into the air. Levitation, however, was not so good at keeping something so viscous together and the runny parts of the cobbler dripped along the table and floor as the wad was carried to her mouth. By the time she was able to wrap her lips around it, it was almost all gone.
Rarity was not one to be defeated so easily, however. She opted for a plan B - she scanned the table with her eyes and caught onto a large serving spoon. She assumed it was for the spaghetti, but now it was for cobbler as neither of them had used it previously. The massive spoon quickly found itself submerged into the sticky dessert, lifted up into the air.
Rarity slurped happily, guzzling down the jellified parts of the sugary treat before licking the apple chunks and graham cracker crumbs out of the bottom of the spoon. She didn’t slow down in the least - even as her stomach filled out to accommodate the far too large dessert. Her belly expanded far enough to rub against the ground as she sat, just a hair, but she noticed.
Even still, there was room. She may have been on the verge of stuffed, but she was determined to finish the cobbler. It was taunting her, now - she was not about to leave it half eaten. The spoon buzzed through the air, moving so fast it appeared as a glowing blur to Applejack, though she mostly chalked that up to the alcohol.
Applejack’s eyes followed the spoon as it transported mouthful after mouthful of cobbler from the table to Rarity’s mouth. She bit her lip as she watched - she’d never admit it when sober, but watching Rarity binge like this was really something else. The desire to reach out and nuzzle into that taut stomach was nearly overwhelming, but she just barely managed to keep her cool.
There was a brief struggle, but Rarity had managed to swallow the last bit of cobbler. She was tempted to start scraping the bottom of the tray it was contained in, but she knew her limits - she was stuffed. Her stomach was taut as a drum. Even as she shifted her back legs out farther to accommodate her new girth, her belly remained in place, only squishing slightly against the ground.
“Full?”
Rarity opened her mouth to talk, immediately shutting it to keep from releasing the burp that was threatening to erupt out of her. Raising a hoof up, she paused for a moment before speaking. “Full does not even... begin to cover it.”
“Ah take it yer not gonna go back to the boutique tonight, huh?”
“No. No I am not.” Rarity leaned herself forward, chin resting on the table. Her eyes drooped shut - the combination of being incredibly overfed and the alcohol was making it dangerously hard to stay awake. She felt her head droop to the side and her horn clink against something, but it didn’t matter - she probably just knocked over an empty cider bottle.
“Uh, Rares?” She felt a nudge at her side, strong enough to wake her out of her drowsy state for just a moment.
“Hmm?” Rarity opened her eyes again, looking over at Applejack.
“Yer horn’s ‘bout two apples deep into that pasta, there.”
“It’s what?” Rarity jerked her head off of the table, hooking several strands of spaghetti with her horn and sending them flying across the room. They landed with a wet slap against the walls and floor, and Rarity cringed with her whole body as the sensation of cooling sauce overwhelmed her horn. “Ah! It’s going to stain!” Rarity cried out, frantically looking around for something to wipe it off with.
“Hold on! Ah got this!” Applejack attempted twice to stand up - the first was a miserable failure which resulted in her stumbling over her own forelegs and bumping the ground with her chin. She eventually made it to her hooves and picked herself up on her hind legs, forelegs landing on the tabletop.
She, too, searched for something to use to wipe the sauce off, finally tossing several forks aside to grab at a tablecloth with her hooves. She shoved her left foreleg against Rarity’s shoulder, using her as a support to prop herself up to horn level. With her remaining foreleg she hooked the towel and pressed it against Rarity’s horn, rubbing into it with her hoof.
Pain shot down her horn and jabbed Rarity in the skull, causing her to immediately jerk her head to the side. “Ow! Applejack! No!” She lifted a leg up to paw at Applejack’s chest, softly trying to nudge her away. “Don’t use your hooves! It’s far too sensitive to be ramming those rough things against it!”
Applejack grunted, unsure how to take her hooves being called ‘rough.’ On one hoof, it could have been an insult - on the other, well, she did have a point. “Fine! What else can Ah...” Applejack jerked her head side to side as she searched for something softer to rub Rarity’s horn down with.
“Applejack, please! Quickly! It’s going to staiiiiiin!” Rarity’s front hooves clopped up and down against the wooden floor, the unicorn clearly growing frantic even with the calming effects of alcohol.
“Ah... Ah got it!” Applejack’s face lit up like a spark as an idea popped into her slurred thoughts. Without wasting a moment longer, Applejack opened her mouth and drew her tongue from the bottom of Rarity’s horn to the tip, leaving a wet trail of saliva where the sauce used to be.
“APPLEJACK!” Rarity yelled, shivering under Applejack’s embrace. “What do you think you are doing?!”
“Ah’m cleanin’ off yer horn, Rares! Just hold on, Ah’ll save ya!”
“Yes, but don’t do t- ahhhaha...” Rarity’s voice caught in her throat as Applejack’s tongue wrapped back around her horn, the limb shooting signals of pleasure straight down her spine, arcing out across her entire body. She shuddered, again, her forelegs almost sliding out from under her as the sensation spread.
Rarity shivered, hooves clicking against the ground as they vibrated against the wooden planks beneath her. There wasn’t anywhere for her to go - not that she wanted to move, really. Applejack had quite the grip on her, forelegs wrapped around her neck as her head bobbed up and down, slurping up the tomato sauce from every last inch of her horn.
A brief pause opened itself up as Applejack pulled her head back from Rarity’s, the earth pony giggling to herself. Rarity could feel a drop of saliva roll down the tip of her slick horn, meeting with the rest of the moisture at the top of her soaked horn base. She let out a shuddered breath, still feeling the effects of Applejack’s touch.
“Gosh, Rares, you sure got a lot of sauce on there,” Applejack said, leaning farther against Rarity. Rarity felt Applejack’s hot breath blow across her damp horn as she inspected, the cooling sensation rolling down her shoulders as she kept perfectly still. “Gonna take me some time to get it all off! It’s all in that... spiral thingy.”
“That ‘spiral thingy’ is a f- Ahh! Applejack, come on!” Rarity’s explanation halted right in its tracks as she found her horn engulfed in Applejack’s mouth once more. Rarity couldn’t help but be impressed by Applejack’s drunken dexterity - not once had she felt a tooth or the back of her throat against her horn, something that most experienced ponies couldn’t do sober.
The idea that perhaps Applejack was experienced with this and this was very much intentional briefly popped into her train of thought. It was steamrolled flat by another rolling wave of pure pleasure as Applejack’s tongue ran itself along the spiral ridge that fluted Rarity’s horn. Her horn barred any thoughts about anything but itself from entering her mind.
A low moan escaped Rarity’s chest as her horn activated, the hard shaft beginning to radiate heat as Applejack continued to assault with her mouth. It’s warmth teased along the entire length and across Rarity’s scalp, heating everything as it crawled along. Rarity felt the node responsible for unicorn magic swelling at the base of her horn, pressure inside her head beginning to build.
Applejack pulled back for a brief time and in the heat of the moment, Rarity nearly cried out as she felt her horn be released from the confines of Applejack’s mouth. She bit her bottom lip, sealing in the sound before she embarrassed herself. “Why’s yer horn doin’ that?” Applejack asked, staring at the faint glow surrounding it. Rarity felt her face light up red when she glanced up behind her, accidentally meeting eyes with Applejack.
“Don’ matter, keep doin’ it. It’s bright enough to see the spots Ah missed!” Rarity cringed at the announcement, tensing up as she felt the warm sheath of Applejack’s mouth slide back over her horn once more. Applejack had managed to take the entire length into her mouth - Rarity felt her lips and tongue teasing at the top of her scalp where a build up of pasta sauce still remained. 
Rarity felt a pull at her horn. She didn’t know what Applejack was doing up there by actually sucking on her horn, but she was not about to stop her. A small moan escaped her lips, Rarity slumping forward against the table and resting her chin against it. She was about to lose control - she felt the release of a tiny spark of magic escaping her horn. It trickled out and dripped along the shaft for a very short moment before it was caught up somewhere along its path by Applejack’s tongue.
Sparks sputtered from her horn’s tip, sparkling against the back of Applejack’s throat. Rarity expected to feel cold air blowing over her horn as Applejack recoiled in shock or disgust, but was instead pleasantly surprised to feel the moist grip of her mouth remain latched around her horn. Nothing in the world mattered to Rarity in that moment except her horn and the sweet release of magiculation. Her eyes fluttered shut and she stopped attempting to hide her pleasure. Excited moans escaped her own mouth as Applejack’s head bobbed up and down, slathering her scalp in more saliva, drenching her horn and forehead.
        One last wave of pleasure rolled through Rarity’s body and she clenched her jaw, biting down hard to prevent herself from screaming out as her horn finally exploded with built up pressure, pure, concentrated magic spewing forth from the tip. It took just a second for Applejack’s mouth to fill with the sticky, brightly glowing goo, which she reflexively swallowed as it slammed against the back of her throat. Given Applejack’s position over Rarity, gravity pulled a good amount of the magiculate downward. Rarity felt large globs of it dripping against the top of her head as Applejack jerked her mouth off of her horn.
        Caught completely off guard, Applejack stumbled backward as Rarity’s horn sputtered out. Immediately, she let go of Rarity’s shoulders and landed back on her own hooves, nearly choking on the glittery goo that remained in her mouth before she coughed, spraying the floor with a spattering of magiculate which quickly dissipated into the air, rising and blowing away in flakes.
        No longer being held up by Applejack, Rarity’s legs gave out after a brief struggle. Rarity swayed like a small branch in a stiff breeze before toppling over onto her side, overfed stomach spreading out across the floor a small amount as its contents shifted. Every once in awhile a leg would kick out, spasms of pleasure from her horn still shooting through her body. A small spark would fly from her horn intermittently.
        Rarity was completely and utterly spent. The combination of alcohol, physical labor, far too much food and the attention that was just slathered onto her horn was overwhelming to her stressed body. She attempted to will her eyes open, to no avail - she was done, asleep right there on the kitchen floor.


Chapter 3: 28 Muffins Later

        For the first time in her life, Rarity regretted not drinking more the night before.
        Sure, she had a headache and her mouth was dry - but she remembered everything. Every last detail. The look of shock on Applejack’s face when it was over, the whines of pleasure, the magiculate getting everywhere... it was downright embarrassing, and she felt awful about the whole thing.
        And there was no way she was going to be here, taking up all of Applejack’s sofa when she woke up. On the other hoof, she wasn’t exactly sure how she was going to get out of the farmhouse without waking her up. Creaky, wooden floors covered the floor, and she wasn’t exactly the lightest thing on four hooves anymore.
        To her delight, on the other hoof, the sounds of rain falling outside covered the home in a soft noise that would be just enough to mask her escape... she hoped.
        Rarity winced as she very carefully reached out a hoof, setting it down on wooden plank closest to the sofa. As expected, it whined as weight was applied, causing Rarity to pull her hoof back onto the couch with the rest of her. She shot a look up toward the stairs leading to Applejack’s room, staying quiet - she didn’t hear anything and assumed Applejack hadn’t woken up.
        “Alright, I’ve got this,” Rarity whispered to herself. “Slow... and steady.” Drawing in and holding a breath, Rarity planted her hoof onto the floor again. It creaked, but she slowly pulled the rest of her body off of the sofa until all four hooves were planted on the ground. She silently cheered; the first step of her escape was complete.
        Rarity trotted over to the door as quietly as an overweight unicorn could - which wasn’t very. Still, it wasn’t loud enough to wake Applejack, and right now that was all Rarity was concerned about. A magic glow wrapped around her saddlebags as they were lifted and dropped onto her flanks. Rarity squirmed under their weight, trying to reposition them so they would stay in place, but they didn’t fit quite as well as the day before.
        Rarity cringed as she stepped up to the door, already upset by the concept of stepping out into the rain. She’d been funneling magic into her mane for almost the entirety of the day before, trying to keep it in place - and it was still a ragged mess by her standards. But rain? That would take hours to fix.
        She tossed the lock open with a brief flick of magic, nose bumping against the door to swing it open. The humidity of the outside air hit her face like a wet towel, causing her to whine. Oh, she could already just feel her mane’s curls unfolding and the ends of her hair splitting!
        She stepped out of the farmhouse, closing the door behind her. A few raindrops pelted her back, the cold water stinging her skin - but she immediately realized that she was not getting rained on nearly as much as the ground around her was. She squinted and looked up into the air, finding a small empty patch in the clouds where she could see into the dawn sky directly above herself. In fact, she noticed the entire path leading away from Sweet Apple Acres was clear from rain, a trail of empty sky snaking through the storm.
        She’d never known the pegasus weather ponies to carve intricate patterns in their work to appease grounded ponies before, but she wasn’t about to argue. Glad that she would neither have to get soaking wet or, arguably worse, run home, she set off down the path, able to breathe normally after her escape.
) ( ) ( ) (

        “Rarity, we need to talk.”
        She heard the clop of hooves landing on the ground behind her, spotting Rainbow Dash as she turned around. She hadn’t yet made it into Ponyville, still on the outskirts and standing on the road that lead from Sweet Apple Acres. She wondered how Dash had found her out here - the sun hadn’t even risen yet.
        Rarity felt her heart speed up and her stomach drop - their last meeting hadn’t been on good terms, and Rainbow Dash looked downright angry. Rarity took a step backwards, frowning at the pegasus in front of her. “What about, Dash?”
        “I think you know exactly what about,” Rainbow Dash said as she took a threatening step forward. There was quite the scowl on her face and she made absolutely no effort to hide her anger. Something had ruffled her feathers.
        “Rainbow Dash, I haven’t a clue what you’re so upset about, but I can assure you that it was not of my doing,” Rarity said, taking another step backward before she turned on her hooves, back now facing Dash.
        Rainbow Dash growled and flared out her wings, giving them one hard pump. She launched forward, head down, butting Rarity in the flank with the top of her head. Rarity yelped as they collided, stumbling forward a few steps before whipping around and shooting a glare of her own at the assaulting pegasus. “Watch it, Dash!” Rarity warned.
        “No! I’m not just letting you walk away from me - not now!” Rainbow Dash stood with her wings flared out to the side, only a nose away from Rarity’s face. She was close and angry, and Rarity couldn’t help but feel a little intimidated.
        Rarity narrowed her eyes, staring into Dash’s. “All right, fine. What is it then, hm? Just say it, if it’s got you this worked up! What is your problem?”
        “You’re my problem, Rarity! You’re... exploiting Applejack! You know exactly what you are doing!” Rainbow Dash’s voice rose. Rarity folded her ears down as she became louder, but stood strong.
        “I am doing no such thing! Have you been watching us? Is that what this is?” Rarity snorted, narrowing her eyes farther. “I’ll have you know that what happened between us last night was simply a miscommunication!”
        “Not that! This!” Dash yelled, moving a hoof to jab at the air pointing at Rarity’s belly, still slightly swollen from her massive dinner binge the night before. Her saddlebags helped to hide this slightly, but it was still apparent. “You... you’re doing this on purpose, aren’t you?”
        Rarity blinked, turning her head to see what Dash was pointing towards. A small blush teased at her cheeks as she realized it was her stomach that the pegasus was attempting to draw attention to. “W-what do you mean by that? What are you implying, Dash? Just say it.”
        “You,” she said, pulling her hoof around to prod Rarity in the chest. “Are doing this,” she said, hoof returning to jabbing at the air towards her belly. “On purpose.”
"You mean... that's absurd!" Rarity turned her head to glance at her rounded stomach, before looking back to Dash. "Why in Tartarus would I intentionally start packing on weight until I looked like a... like a big..." Rarity swallowed hard, unable to squeeze out the word.' "...Like this!"
"Like what? 'Fabulous'?" Dash shouted, making 'air quotes' with the tips of her wings. "Come off it, Rarity! You ALWAYS look great, no matter what, and you know it! You gained every single pound on purpose, and you made sure it went all in the right places. Every curve was planned, wasn't it?"
"B... but why would I ever do that, Rainbow Dash?" Rarity looked astonished by the accusation - eyes widened, mouth just a touch agape.
“To take Applejack away from me!” Dash shouted, stomping a hoof against the ground as her wings flared out again. The source of her agitation was becoming obvious - Rarity took another tentative step backward away from her.
“Now what would ever give you that idea? How would that even help me in that endeavour? Not that I am, of course!” Rarity yelled in return, raising her voice out of sheer frustration. “There was nothing to our meeting. I was just helping on the fa-”
“Oh, cut it out, Rarity!” Rainbow Dash interrupted. “I saw the flash from the windows from a thousand feet in the air! I saw the cider bottles, and I saw you sprawled out on the floor, and Applejack’s mouth filled with... you know what. Glitter.” Dash practically spat the last word, saying it as if it were a horrible curse.
Rarity felt her face heating up at the mention of last night’s indiscretions, which her pearly white coat did little to hide. “T-that isn’t fair! You don’t understand!”
“Oh, I understand it all, Rarity!” She stamped a hoof again. “And... and I don’t know how you found out, but you did. And you’re using it! You know Applejack likes bigger mares.”
"She... what?" Rarity's expression went completely blank. Her mind cranked to put together the information it was just fed, and things suddenly fell into place as she worked it over in her thoughts. The mass amounts of food, being left alone in the orchard, the heavy cider. The compliments on her appetite, the praise that was laid on her as she gorged herself. The comments about her beauty, the drunken attention that was lavished onto her... Applejack had been intentionally hitting every one of her buttons.
Rarity didn't notice, but her expression soured as she realised what was going on. Wordlessly, her brow creased and her mouth set into a firm line that tugged at her dimples.
As Rarity's expression became fouler, Rainbow Dash's heart sank lower. She'd realized her mistake a sentence too late.
"She does, does she?" Rarity asked, though her voice came out more as a growl than the posh voice she normally used. She was angry - and even in the pre-sunrise glow, Dash could plainly see.
"T-that's... it's... oh, no." Rainbow Dash's stomach was in a knot as she realized how badly she’d blown it - blown Applejack’s trust, and with it, her chances to win her back. Dash mumbled something to herself as she took a step backwards, her wings dropping to her side.
With a firm beat of her wings, Rainbow Dash rocketed into the air and blazed a path straight up, disappearing behind the stormy clouds above. A small hole punched through the gray, and she was gone, leaving Rarity alone. With an angry stomp in her step, she turned and continued toward her boutique.

) ( ) ( ) (

        Rarity spent most of the morning staring at her door, fixing it with an angry glare despite its inanimate nature.
        She had work to do. Lots of work. In fact, there was a half-finished dress currently sitting on the sewing machine, calling to her. Her calendar was marked with red bars, symbolizing late commissions and dresses. She’d made a little progress on a couple of orders, but not enough to catch up - especially with her day off yesterday.
        Even still, she knew that Applejack was going to come by. It would be awkward; she knew that Applejack would remember what happened last night, but she was also aware that she was not going to break a promise. It just wasn’t possible.
        Sure enough, the door cracked open, pausing before it was pushed open fully. The bell above the door jingled and Rarity was ready, frustrated stare immediately laying itself on Applejack as soon as she came within view.
        Applejack blinked a few times, the stare making her feel a little uncomfortable. Her saddlebags bulged with something and she held a basket in her teeth. Standing just inside the boutique, she set the basket down on the ground and tilted her head. “Iffin’ yer riled up about last night...”
        “No, that’s not it.” Rarity cleared her throat. “...Well, not entirely, anyway.”
        “O... okay,” Applejack said, confusion evident in her voice. “Ah jus’ wanted to say, Ah didn’t know that thing there with yer horn... didn’t know that was a thing.”
        Rarity huffed, eyes narrowing as she stared at Applejack. “That isn’t what I meant either.” Her glare tilted downward to the basket, which found itself wrapped in a magical glow as it floated towards her. “I had a talk with Rainbow Dash this morning.”
        Applejack sighed, shaking her head as she stepped off to the side of the door, doubling over to bite at and unbuckle her saddlebags, sliding them off of her flanks and onto the ground with a heavy thud. “Ya did, did ya? That mare ain’t thinkin’ straight, Ah told ya that.”
        “Mmhmm. Yes, well, after our little chat, I don’t think she’s the only one ‘not thinking straight.’” The napkin set atop the basket was torn off in a flurry of magic, revealing the small pile of apple cinnamon muffins below. Rarity took a very angry bite out of the top treat after magicking it to her mouth. “I don’t like it when a pony takes advantage of me, Applejack.”
        “...What?” Applejack sat on the floor of the boutique, a clearly confused look crossing over her face. “Who’s takin’ advantage of ya, Rares?”
        “Don’t call me that,” Rarity snapped, taking another bite from the muffin. “And I think you full well know what I am talking about. All the food, ‘helping’ on the farm...? You never actually needed help on the farm, did you, Applejack?”
        “Now, hold on jus’ a minute, here...” Applejack paused. “Y’all were a big help on the farm.”
        “Oh, yes, I’m sure I was - after all, what would you have ever done with all that pasta if I weren’t there to eat it all, hm?” Rarity grumbled, though neither was sure who her anger was directed towards.
        “Rarity, Ah...” Applejack sighed, looking down at the floor. “Alright, maybe Ah haven’t been entirely honest with ya.”
        Rarity stuffed the last of the first muffin into her mouth, chewing it roughly as she stared Applejack down. She swallowed before speaking. “I already know that. In fact, I think that’s the first time you’ve actually been honest about this whole situation.”
        “T-that ain’t fair!” Applejack said, voice raising a bit higher than she had intended. Her head shot back up, but as soon as she met eyes with Rarity her gaze lowered again. “Ah... wasn’t lyin’ when Ah told ya that yer still beautiful an’ all last night. Maybe Ah was drunk, but that was not a lie. Was bein’ completely honest.”
        Rarity’s expression softened at Applejack’s words, but she quickly returned to her angry glare just as fast as it disappeared. “Oh, I am not letting you flatter me to get your way two days in a row.” Another muffin found itself floating in the air, headed straight for her mouth.

        “Ah ain’t tryin’ ta flatter you!” Applejack replied, head lifting up and staying up. “Ah was bein’ sincere! Yeah, drunk, but still honest. Maybe even a little forward, yeah, Ah’ll give ya that.”
        Applejack let out another heavy sigh, hoof scuffing at the floor before she started talking again. “Rarity, Ah’m the Element of Honesty, but yer right. Ah’ve been all kinds of secretive an’ all... The truth is, Rares,” Applejack said, pausing for a moment to see if she’d be snapped at again. “Ah’ve just always been... scared of talkin’ to ya.”
        “Scared...?” Rarity blinked, turning her head to the side. It wasn’t intentional, but her hardened glare fell from her face as Applejack spoke - Applejack’s admission stung. “Why would you ever be scared of talking to me, Applejack? We’re such good friends... In fact, I think how close we are makes this whole situation even harder.”
        “Yeah, Ah know.” Applejack chuckled, reaching up to swipe her hat off of her head and set it on the floor. “Ah feel ya on that one. It’s just... Ah dunno, Rares. You’re so... you know... fancy.”
        “Sophisticated,” Rarity offered. “And fashionable,” she added.
        Applejack nodded quickly. “Yeah, that! An’, ya know, Ah mean... Ah ain’t.” They both chuckled, and a pair of small smiles cut through a little of the tension in the air. “Honestly, it’s always been a little... intimidatin’. Ah kinda figured Ah’d never have a chance with ya.”
        “...Chance?” Rarity raised an eyebrow, biting into the muffin again. “As in...?”
        “Yeah,” Applejack said. “Yeah, chance as in a date chance.” Applejack swallowed hard as she released that information, keeping her eyes locked on Rarity to gauge her reaction. She only gave a small nod and kept quiet, hiding any further emotion with another bite of muffin.
        “An’... well, Ah didn’t really think we had a lot in common.” Applejack shrugged. “An’ opposites attract an’ all, but there’s gotta be somethin’ there. Past couple’a weeks, though, Ah’ve been noticin’ that, well, we kinda do! You an’ me, Rares … we’re the hardest-workin’ mares in Ponyville, and that’s sayin’ somethin’.  Shore, you make dresses, Ah grow apples, but that don’t matter.  When you’ve got a job to do, you git’er done, no matter how big it is.  Shoot, Ah seen you: bigger a job is, the more you’re chompin’ at the  bit to tear into it.  Ah admire that, Rares; Ah admire the hay outta that.”
        Rarity blinked.  Despite her protests about being complimented into submission, she had to admit that Applejack was good at it.  This was no hollow flattery, though, and now, it wasn’t just hard cider and a late night speaking.
"You jus' seemed so ... unapproachable.  So ... carefully-cultivated, like a fancy garden, you know?”  Applejack swallowed.  “But when ya got so stressed out, an' put on a few pounds..."
Rarity snorted, eyes ice cold again.  "... suddenly I was flawed?  An acceptable target?  Imperfect?"  She felt tears welling up, and fought them back with a few solid blinks, wiping a hoof across her eyes.
"No!  Stop puttin' words in my mouth!”  Applejack wasn’t holding back; her eyes were wet with the tears Rarity wouldn’t show.  “That's not what Ah mean at all!  You were ... you were ... real. Honest."  Applejack took a deep breath.  "Sugarcube, don't take this the wrong way ... but before, you were always kinda … artificial, you know? Ah hate to say it, but ... phoney."
Applejack looked like she’d just said the most awful, insulting word in her vocabulary.  She rushed on, continuing before Rarity had a chance to argue.
"But you let that slip, an' you thought it made you less than perfect.  You thought it made you less than you.  An' Ah... Ah wanted to tell you … to show you ... that you were still beautiful.  More beautiful, even. That if you pushed past all the fake an' the frou-frou an' the fashion, by gum, an' jus' let yourself be Rarity ... that you'd be more Rarity than ever."
The two sat staring at each other.  The half-eaten muffin floated in the air, forgotten. 
"Well, I'm certainly more Rarity than ever.  Quite a bit more," Rarity said, breaking the silence as she grinned a tender, teary smile. She laughed with a sound that could have been a giggle or could have been a sob - neither was sure, but Applejack giggled along with her anyway.
        “Ah wouldn’t put it that way, but... well, yeah.” Applejack chuckled, reaching up with a hoof to dab at the tears still in her eyes, though no more came. “An’ Rares, Ah am just so sorry that Ah didn’t come clean about this all earlier. Ah really should’a.”
        “It’s fine,” Rarity said, the muffin floating in the air suddenly catching her attention again as she bit into it between words. “Though, if you’re apologizing, I suppose that I should too.” She rolled a hoof around in the air as she chewed, pointing at her horn. “I... probably should have warned you about... you know.”
        “...Would’a appreciated a warnin’, yeah.” Applejack snickered and ducked her head, a blush teasing at her cheeks. “That really caught me by surprise, lemme tell ya.”
        “Oh, I’m sure it did,” Rarity said, a red tinge appearing on her cheeks as well. “You know what else was surprising? Getting stopped in the middle of the street by Rainbow Dash - I think I mentioned that to you.”
        Applejack swallowed hard - even after coming clean about everything, not knowing exactly what her angry ex had said was still nerve wracking. “Yeah... Ah bet that was a shocker. What exactly did she go on about, anyway?”
        “Mm, well,” Rarity said, lifting another muffin into the air as she bit into it. The basket’s population was dwindling already. “Judging by the look on her face when she told me, I think she assumed I already knew... so I have to admit that I feel a bit guilty about knowing. She told me that you’re, well... into bigger mares.”
        Applejack bit her lip and retreated slightly, eyes falling towards the ground out of sheer embarrassment before they snapped back up to Rarity. “...Well, Ah mean... yeah.” Applejack rubbed the back of her head with a hoof, snickering to herself once. “Ah’ve only told ya that yer prettier now that you’re bigger like... five times, now, kinda thought ya were catchin’ on. It don’t bother ya, does it?”
        Rarity floated the muffin closer, taking another big bite out of it as if for emphasis before speaking. “Well, no. You’re free to like what you like, Applejack, I’m not going to tell you that you can’t. I may not share your... preferences, but I’m not going to be bothered by them.” Rarity shrugged. “If anything, it’s cute.”
        “Aw, shucks, Rares,” Applejack said, scuffing a hoof against the floor as she looked away, head turning to the side to attempt to hide her raging blush. “Honestly, Ah always thought it was kinda weird...”
        “There’s plenty worse. Besides, the big, strong farmpony falling for a... larger fashionista? Almost something out of a good book, really.” Rarity chuckled, biting into the muffin before levitating the last one out of the basket. “Anyway, how could I hold that against you when you were so gracious with the... horn... problem. Call it even, hm?”
        “Sounds fair to me,” Applejack said, blush beginning to fade after Rarity’s reassuring words.
        “Now, then, I believe you tossed around the word ‘date’ earlier in this conversation, didn’t you?” Rarity took another bite out of the last muffin before continuing. “You weren’t just saying that to calm me down, were you? Exploiting my hopelessly romantic side?” Though her words were tough, the big grin on her face - at least, what could be seen of it around muffin - betrayed her true emotions: she was just teasing.
        “Aw, now, Rares, ya know Ah’d never do that,” Applejack said, swiping her hat onto her hoof and placing it back on her head. “Ah was bein’ serious! Ah mean, if ya wouldn’t mind bein’ seen out in some fancy place with me at yer side an’ all...”
        Rarity couldn’t help but giggle, shaking her head as the last bit of muffin disappeared into her mouth. “Oh, darling, there’s absolutely nothing wrong with being seen with you. You don’t give yourself nearly enough credit... tell you what,” Rarity said, gesturing with a hoof at her overloaded calendar. “If we knock enough of my overdue things off the list and get them delivered before they are late, I’ve got tonight free. How’s that sound?”
        “Aw, shucks, Rares,” Applejack said, looking down at the ground before flicking her gaze back up to Rarity, scuffing the floor with a hoof. “Yer not just sayin’ that ta make me happy, are ya?”
        “Now, why ever would I do that?” Rarity asked, chuckling as she did. She stood up, moving to the other side of the room to begin setting up the next dress for stitching, levitating fabric patterns into the air in groups as she looked them over, attempting to determine the correct one. “I’d like a date with someone who understands me as much as you do. Truth be told, it’s been a long while since I’ve been on a date I actually enjoyed. You sound like I’m doing you a favor.”
        “Ya sure do know how ta make a mare happy, is all I’m sayin’.” Applejack gave a snicker of her own as she pushed herself up to all four hooves, trotting deeper into the boutique. “Now, then. Ya mentioned deliveries. Let’s get to ‘em.”
) ( ) ( ) ( ) (

        The unicorn mare’s eyes widened as soon as the door opened to see Applejack standing on her porch, delivery in mouth.
        “By Celestia, what are you doing to it?”
        Applejack looked down at the hastily wrapped package in her mouth. She attempted to speak but could only make muffled groans as her mouth was full of wrapping paper and fabric.
        “Ah! No, stop doing that!” The mare’s horn began to glow, wrapping the dress in a magical aura which immediately tugged the clothing out of Applejack’s mouth.
        Applejack simply stood in place, jaw still slack as she watched the mare pull the dress right up to her eyes, staring daggers at the area where Applejack had bitten it. “‘M sorry, just deliverin’...”
        “Well, perhaps you should find a way that isn’t covering my dress in bite marks and drool!” Before Applejack had a chance to respond, the unicorn had taken a step back into her home and slammed the door shut in her face.
        With a huff, Applejack turned on her hooves and started back onto the streets. Most of the deliveries had gone the exact same way. As it turns out, Ponyville’s high class - Applejack giggled at the thought of such a thing - was particularly picky about the way their clothing was handled, and very few were alright with the idea of teeth being used as a transport.
        There wasn’t any time to wrap the dresses in appropriate packaging - though typically, Rarity had made sure to box, tape, decorate, wrap and tie a bow around each and every individual piece of clothing, time didn’t allow it. Each dress was hastily wrapped in fancy rice paper and tied with a particularly frilly piece of ribbon, and that would have to do.
        Her saddle bags were growing very light, and her pre-planned path through Ponyville had led her right across Sugarcube Corner, as she intended. Even from outside, the air was filled with the scents of all kinds of desserts - specifically, Applejack noticed the heavy scent of chocolate hanging in the air this day. She allowed herself a break, veering off her delivery path and nosing open the door to the bakery.
        “Welcome to Sugarcube Corner!” Pinkie belted out immediately upon hearing the small chime from her door opening. She was nose deep in an oven, hoofmitts slid over her forelegs as she reached in and grabbed a pan between her hooves. “What can I g- Oh, Applejack!”
        Applejack smiled wide as Pinkie turned and recognized her, giving a curt nod. “Howdy, there. How’s things?”
        “Oh, we’re doing great!” Pinkie nodded, placing the hot pan down on the counter, allowing it to begin cooling before she started to frost it.
        “Er, we?” Applejack questioned, looking around the bakery’s lobby for any other ponies around, only to spot absolutely nobody but them in the area.
        “Yeah, we! I’m teaching Fluttershy how to bake! She’s right...” Pinkie said, turning to look around the bakery for Fluttershy, only to come up as empty as Applejack. “...Huh, actually, I don’t know where she ran off to! She was right here...” Pinkie ducked low to begin checking under the countertops, flattening herself onto the floor to peer under the oven. “Fluttershy! Oh, Fluttershy! Where’d you go?”
        “Ah’m... sure she’s around here somewhere, just not under the oven,” Applejack said. “Anyway, Pinkie, Ah’m here ta discuss somethin’ with ya, actually.”
        “Oh! Okay!” Pinkie immediately shot back up to her hooves, standing straight up. “What’s up?”
        “Well, Ah know about how ya’ll rent out Sugarcube Corner fer parties, sometimes, and Ah was wonderin’ if ma-”
        Pinkie let out a long, shreiking gasp as she leaned farther across the countertop. Her eyes were wide as dinner plates, jaw slack. Applejack couldn’t help but feel just a little weirded out as she was regarded in such a manner. “Are you...” Pinkie said, voice barely above a whisper before she exploded with the last few words: “having a party?!”
        Applejack stumbled backward at Pinkie’s shouting, clamping a hoof down on her head to keep her hat from blowing away in the wake of her voice. “Well, Ah wouldn’t really call it a p-...” Applejack clamped her teeth down on her tounge to keep herself from saying anything else - she knew that if she told Pinkie it was a date rather than a party, she’d never be able to get her to leave them alone over it. Her intentions would have been only the best, of course, but she was not looking for the full-blown invite-all-of-Ponyville-party that Pinkie would have thrown for their date.
        “...Uh. Yep. Ah’m throwin’ a party. Fer... Uh...”
        “Oh, it’s okay, Applejack! You don’t have to tell me!” Pinkie giggled. “Lots of ponies throw private parties, and I don’t say a word! Now, normally, I have to charge enough to make up for what I’d lose for closing for the evening. But for you,” Pinkie said, an even bigger grin appearing on her face. “Just base cost! So, let’s say... forty bits and we’re even.”
        “Jus’ forty? Oh, Ah got that!” Applejack turned in place, reaching the saddlebags at her side with her mouth. She grabbed a small sack inside her bag with her teeth, pulling it out and placing it on the countertop. Slowly, she counted out the golden coins one at a time by mouth, eventually making it to forty as she closed and replaced the bag.
        “One, two, three,” Pinkie counted out loud. After getting to “seven” she just became impatient and swiped a foreleg over the counter, spilling the bits into a bag. “Forty. Good enough, I trust you, Applejack!”
        Applejack chuckled. “Fair enough. What time ya’ll close, then?”
        “Well, now, probably around seven!” Pinkie ducked under the counter, biting onto a key held on a hook, lifting it up and dropping it on the countertop. “Here’s the key! You’ll need it to get in - but the whoooooole place is yours after that! Even the Cakes are out of town, visiting relatives! Okay?”
        “Got it!” Applejack latched onto the key with her own mouth, turning around to drop it in her bags along with the few remaining dresses. “Thanks a lot, Pinkie! Sure means a lot to me. Have a good rest of your day!” Applejack turned toward the door, headed out.
        “Yeah, you too, AJ!” She tapped her chin with a hoof as Applejack exited. “Hm. I wonder who she’s having a party for... oh well, doesn’t matter. Hey, Fluttershy! Where’d you go?!”
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        Applejack nosed open the door to Carousel Boutique, letting loose a heavy, but satisfied, sigh as she stepped inside. The bell above the door jingled as she entered. From the plies of neatly folded and wrapped packages stacked around, it looked like Rarity had made a huge dent in her backlog. That wasn’t all Rarity had made a dent in, either - Applejack caught Rarity with her snout in one of the saddlebags she’d left here just out of the corner of her eye, which the unicorn quickly corrected by pulling her nose out, an apple clamped between her jaws.
        Rarity glanced between the apple and the saddlebag on the floor, before gripping the fruit in a layer of magic and smiling. “Oh, hello, Applejack! I take it all your deliveries are finished, hm?” She paused, then added, “I hope you don’t mind, but I had a little snack while you were gone. After all, I assume the saddlebags crammed full of treats weren’t all for you...”
        “Oh, naw, of course not!” Applejack snickered to herself as she dropped the empty delivery saddlebags to the ground, picking them up with her mouth and hanging them up in the appropriate spot. “Ah mean... if ya want everything in ‘em, it’s yers.”
        The bags that Applejack had brought that morning had, as Rarity expected, been full of all manner of treats and desserts. Absolutely no expense was spared, it seems, as there was a little bit of everything in the bags before Rarity decided to start in on it. Cupcakes, fritters, pound cake, tarts, even a few plain apples - as was usual for the Apple family, it was all apple flavored, with a few spatterings of cinnamon and vanilla flavored items.
        All that remained now were the apples.
        “So! Anyway, I was thinking while you were gone,” Rarity said, turning around and trotting back towards the store’s counter. Applejack’s eyes were latched onto her friend’s engorged middle, swaying much lower than it was when she left. Snacking the entire day had left quite an outward dent on the unicorn’s belly, and Applejack couldn’t help but feel a twinge of regret at missing what she was sure was an astounding show of gluttony. After all, those were no small saddlebags. “I had an idea for a location for our date.”
        “Yeah,” Applejack answered, but it wasn’t really an answer; she was far too distracted to really mull over a true response. Her eyes remained latched on her friend’s body - that low, swaying belly that rounded out between her back legs. Rarity threw her hips side to side as she walked, teasing her earth pony friend with an agonizingly attractive display. Applejack knew she was being taunted... and she loved it.
        “It’s a fairly new place that just opened up very recently, and I wanted to go see what all the rage was about. Everyone is raving about it, you know,” Rarity said, her slow canter finally ending with her behind the front desk of the boutique, breaking Applejack’s line of sight on her rear end. “Would you like to go?”
        Applejack’s eyes snapped up to Rarity’s face as soon as her body was out of sight. She’d stopped to find Rarity simply staring at her, head slightly tilted as she waited for an answer, but the question had completely evaded the distracted pony. “Uh... sure!” She replied.
        “Great!” Rarity grinned wide, which let Applejack start breathing again, suddenly realizing she was holding her breath in hopes that she wasn’t going to offend her by giving a wrong answer. “That’s... great! Oh, I’ve been so looking forward to this... I haven’t been on a nice date at a fancy restaurant in... MONTHS!” Rarity let out a small squeal as she turned around, purple curls bobbing in the air as she did.
        “F...fancy restaurant?” Applejack asked. She already didn’t like the sounds of this, silently kicking herself for being so easily manipulated into distraction to the point of completely forgetting to even mention her reservation at Sugarcube Corner.
        “Of course, a fancy restaurant! Oh, I’ve heard just the most amazing things about their Fillydelphian cuisine, Applejack... I think you’re going to love it just as much as I do,” Rarity said, trotting side to side as she urged dress supplies into their respective storage containers with magic.
        “Jus’ how fancy are we talkin’?” Applejack inquired, images of her spending the next hour with makeup pads being slapped against her cheeks and hair curlers being lodged into her mane rushing through her mind’s eye.
        “Exactly as fancy as you’re hoping it isn’t,” Rarity said with a big smile. “But, come on. It’ll be fun. Us two, all dressed up, looking just fabulous. Out on the town, the two best looking in the room... Trust me on this one, Applejack.” She paused for a moment, gauging Applejack’s reaction. Just as she began to speak, Rarity started again. “And besides. I’ve spent the past two days eating your favorite things. I think one evening we go somewhere I like is more than a fair trade.”
        Applejack couldn’t argue with Rarity’s logic - and her comments about them both being the best looking in the room were fairly flattering. Perhaps one night, dressing up wouldn’t be so bad. “Oh... all right.”
        “Yes!” Rarity squealed out of pure delight again, front hooves clipping against the ground in an excited trot. “This is going to be an absolute blast!”

