Sunlight pouring in through the window warmed the scales of a sleeping little dragon curled around the rung of a ladder, an occasional snore breaking the smile on his face. The support of his outstretched claw was beginning to slip away from the book that teetered on the edge of its shelf. When the dragon's arm fell to his side the book was still for a moment before making its descent. The ears of a passing unicorn pony perked up in the direction of the dull knocking sound nearby.
"There you are! I--"
Her knit brow relaxed, the corners of her lips curling into a smile as she emitted a soft giggle. The pair had been cleaning the massive mess she'd made for three days now, and with the project at last coming to its completion, her assistant had earned himself a long rest. Sorting through the towering colossus of tomes and texts, he voiced no more than the occasional sarcastic comment for his troubles. The moment he saw her immersing herself into a new volume, he would pester her about keeping her focus on the task at hand. Looking at Spike now reminded her that he was still the adorable baby boy she'd raised as a hatchling.
"From the way you nearly burned my mane off this morning," she said, a magic aura enveloping her horn, "I'd almost thought you'd gone back to bed."
The aura appeared around Spike, swaddling him in a magic cloud. Faint mumbling could be heard from him as she levitated Spike off of the ladder and onto her back. Wrapping his arms around her neck and snuggling into her mane brought him close enough for the unicorn to make out a little of what was being said.
"Twilight...I couldn't..."
"Shh, it's okay Spike. You should sleep."
Spike was always trying his best for her, and after the incident with Owlowiscious, she felt rather foolish for not seeing how much effort he put into pleasing her. Before he was able to do most things on his own, Twilight had fed him, bathed him, taught him everything she knew, and loved him with all her heart. Now that he was older, she supposed he felt as if he had to pay her back for all of that somehow. Perhaps, he'd just grown accustom to working by her side and doing a poor job meant letting Twilight down. Spike was her very first and dear friend, but after everything she had learned about friendship from the time she'd spent in Ponyville, Twilight hadn't done a very decent job of treating him like one. Always studying and making demands of him day in and day out must have been so taxing for him. There had to be something she could do to make it up to Spike.
Pulling back the comforter on Spike's bed, Twilight placed Spike onto the cushion, the plush material easing around his form. Residual magic from the aura covered him up with the blanket as Twilight leaned over him, placing a kiss on his head.
"Goodnight, Spike," she nuzzled him for a moment before exiting the room, the door creaking to a slow close behind her.
Returning to the aisle where she had first discovered him, the book he had been holding onto was lying open on the floor before her.
"Cupcake Delights," the silver text glimmered as she levitated the book before her. "From simple to advanced recipes, we know you'll delight in devouring these delectable pastries."
Cupcakes would be the perfect surprise for Spike when he woke up from his nap. It would make an excellent reward, though sweets were more of a guilty pleasure for Twilight. She knew she shouldn't have too many, but one cupcake would always lead to another. Before she knew it, she'd end up eating five of them by herself. Maybe they would have a cupcake for more health conscious ponies. She flipped through page after page of the volume, trotting towards the kitchen. This would be an excellent opportunity to try her hoof at baking. If her cupcakes were a success, she might even send a few to the Princesses.
"Princesses."
The word tumbled around her mind, the final 's' lingering on her tongue for a moment. She paused and repeated the word before placing the book onto the kitchen counter. She wondered how long it would be before everyone would adjust to saying "princesses" instead of "princess". Twilight could almost hear Princess Celestia's voice.
"My faithful student," she would say, "nothing is going to change. You really shouldn't worry so much. Now, how about those cupcakes, hm?"
Celestia was her mentor and even they shared a stronger bond than Spike and Twilight. Ruling all of Equestria was a much larger job than running a library in Ponyville, and yet she was still able to give Twilight as much love and affection as her parents had. Had she failed Spike in some way by not making more time for him?
"Now Twilight, those cupcakes aren't going to make themselves," Celestia's voice echoed through her mind.
A sigh escaped Twilight as she turned the pages back to the first recipe.
"Easy-peasy Vanilla Cupcakes."
The list of ingredients and steps were spelled out before her in simple and easy to follow instructions. Confident that she wouldn't burn the library down on her first attempt, she preheated the oven to the proper temperature and began gathering the dry ingredients. Using her magic, she opened a cabinet just above her head, revealing a bag of flour and and a bag of sugar. The two bags tumbled out of the cabinet, Twilight wincing as they collided with her head and horn. Flour and sugar exploded around her, covering Twilight in a cloud of white and fading her violet coat and mane. Coughing little puffs of flour into the air, she stumbled back as the haze settled, almost slipping across the sugar that trailed before her.
"Well, that could have gone better," she said, rolling her eyes.
Her horn aglow with magic, what remained of the ingredients was lifted onto the counter. The aura vanished from the bags, appearing again around a container of baking powder, a mixing bowl, and a stack of measuring cups and spoons as they took their place next to the flour and sugar. With the dry ingredients in order, Twilight headed towards the refrigerator, her magic taking hold of a metal whisk from a drawer as she passed.
"Butter, eggs, vanilla extract," each ingredient floated beside her as she spoke its name, "and milk."
Setting the wet ingredients opposite of the dry, Twilight's gaze fell upon the book once more.
"Now that you have your ingredients, remember that cooking is a lot like science, but with food."
Twilight paused, pressing the tip of her hoof to her lip. If that's all that baking was, maybe this wouldn't be as difficult as she imagined. She was somewhat of a scientist herself, after all.
"It is important that you take the correct measurements of each ingredient before mixing them together. Once you become a more advanced baker, you'll be able to experiment with the measurements depending on your particular tastes or the tastes of those you wish to serve. But for now, sticking to the recipe would be best."
Shutting an eye and sticking out her tongue a little, she measured each ingredient with a steady focus on her magic and expert level precision. As the last drop of vanilla extract plopped into the teaspoon, the liquid threatening for a moment to spill over the edge, a gasp filled Twilight's lungs. When the liquid steadied, she exhaled, her body easing as she poured the ingredients into the mixing bowl. Once the batter was nice and smooth, she retrieved a cupcake pan from a cabinet next to the stove. After filling each slot a little over half full as the book had instructed, careful not to spill batter over the sides, she placed the cupcake pan into the oven and set the timer.
"Now to clean up this mess," her ears drooping at the devastation covering the tile.
Cleaning the floor had taken her a bit longer than she would have liked and it didn't help that the kitchen was getting warmer and warmer as she progressed. Her coat and mane were now sticky and sweet with perspiration, sugar, and flour. A bath was looking more enticing by the second, but to her misfortune, the cupcakes were also ticking nearer to being finished. Satisfied with her work, and looking forward to at least a bit of reading, she trotted back into the library.
"Well, at least the kitchen is clean. Maybe now I can rel--"
She raised an eyebrow and directed her attention to a knocking at the front door.
"Who is it?" she asked, frowning as she rubbed her eyes.
A blur of pink collided against her body and sent her tumbling across the floor in a flurry of confetti. When she stopped, the world around her spun into focus, clearing her vision to view a smiling earth pony pinning her to the ground, the curls in her magenta mane as large as the grin on her face. The sweet aroma of cookies floated into nose from the baskets hanging off of the pony’s sides.
"Hiya, Twilight!"
Twilight returned the greeting with an icy stare and said, "Hello, Pinkie Pie."
"What's got you in the downie-dumps?" Pinkie Pie frowned and began to sniff around the library, darting through the aisles of shelves. "I smelled cupcakes and you were nearby so I thought I'd take a brake from my delivery and drop in to see if it was you. At least I thought it was you, but no one can be in the downie-dumps when there's cupcakes around."
Her muscles aching and sore, Twilight struggled to stand.
"Sorry, Pinkie Pie. I guess I'm just a little tired from all the cleaning I've been doing lately."
Pinkie Pie's wide baby blues took in every glittering inch of the spotless library and she let out a long "Ooh".
"I'm baking cupcakes for Spike as a reward for helping me. You're welcome to stay and try some if you like."
"That explains why this place is so super clean," Pinkie Pie said, sniffing around Twilight, "and why you smell so good. They should call you Tasty Sparkle, or Twilight Pastry!"
Twilight giggled. Pinkie Pie was always such a bouncing ball of pure joyous energy. Her infectious nature flowing through Twilight, easing the pains in her body and bringing a smile to her face.
Ding!
"That's the cupcakes," Twilight trotted into the kitchen. "I hope they came out alright."
Pinkie Pie giggled bouncing behind her.
"Oh Twilight, you're one of the smartest ponies I know. I'm sure they'll be extra delicious."
"I hope you don't mind, but I haven't made any frosting for them yet. I sort of got caught up in cleaning the mess I made making them."
Twilight's horn burst to life with magic and the cupcake pan was set onto the counter. Fresh vanilla and sugar wafted into Pinkie Pie's nose and she took a long deep breath. She savored the smell for a moment and stood before the tray, mouth watering at the thought of consuming the sweet morsels.
"Are they ready to eat yet?" she asked, never taking her eyes off of their glistening golden brown tops.
"They should be. I set the timer to go off when they were done cooling. Go ahead."
The word "go" hadn't even left her mouth before Pinkie Pie was chewing away on her first bite. The moist and spongy texture almost melted in her mouth. Its flavor was an endless stream of elation to her taste buds that filled and warmed all the way to her cheeks.
"Twilight! Mmm! These are--" Pinkie Pie swallowed, eyes closed and smiling, "--okay I guess!"
"Just okay?" Twilight raised an eyebrow.
Twilight bit into a cupcake of her own and her eyes widened as she devoured every last crumb. As soon as she finished she couldn't wait to dig into another one, but Pinkie Pie's knit brow and frown stopped her.
"What's the matter Pinkie Pie?"
Pinkie Pie framed her hooves in front of her face, giving the cupcakes a through examination from all directions. She popped up from one side of the pan to the next, giving one of the cupcakes a light lick, devouring it once more, and swallowing before turning her gaze to Twilight.
"Hmmm, did you really make these cupcakes for Spike?"
"Of course, I did."
"Really really?"
Pinkie Pie's piercing gaze bore into Twilight as she towered over her. She wasn't sure what Pinkie Pie was trying to get at. The cupcakes had been a reward for Spike and herself for cleaning up the library. It was something for them to share together. If Twilight hadn't made the cupcakes for two of them, then who else was there?
"What does who I made them for have anything to do with how good they are?"
"Twilight I'm surprised at you!"
Pinkie Pie turned around, picking up one of the cupcakes, and faced Twilight again with a bushy gray moustache and eyebrows, and wild gray hair standing up away from her face. Her eyes were closed and she cleared her throat for effect.
"Zee most important sing in making cupcakes, is to alvays remember zee one und most important ingredient!"
Her furry brow knit together into a caterpillar above her stern gaze.
"Love!"
"Love?"
Twilight raised an eyebrow at the answer. Pinkie Pie couldn't be serious, could she? With Pinkie Pie, Twilight was never sure.
"Wunderbar! You see, Love ties all zee flavors together und makes zee cupcake an unstoppable force zat no one can resist. Now, ven you were baking zee cupcakes, were you sinking about Spike," Pinkie Pie leaned in closer, "or zee cupcakes?"
Twilight lowered her gaze. As much as she hated to admit it, she had been so focused on making the cupcakes perfect, making sure she went by everything in the book and that they came out the way she wanted them too, that Spike hadn't once crossed her mind.
"I guess I was a little distracted," Twilight flashed a sheepish grin as she looked up at Pinkie Pie, who had changed back to normal.
"You know, Twilight," Pinkie Pie smiled, placing the costume back into her basket, "the great thing about love, is that there's no step for adding it in a recipe. You can just throw it in any time you like, and the cupcakes always come out amazing...unless they're Baked Bads."
Pinkie Pie stuck out her tongue and winced as the taste of them was refreshed in her memory.
"I don't think any amount of love in the world could make those taste good."
The two ponies giggled for a bit and Twilight placed the cupcakes onto a plate, a magic aura holding it in the air next to her.
"Come on, Pinkie Pie, we've got cupcakes to deliver!"
Climbing up the stairs to the bedroom, Pinkie Pie bouncing ahead of her, Twilight kept nothing but Spike in her thoughts. She could recall every time he had fallen asleep on the job without fail. Every sarcastic comment, funny or otherwise, was fresh in her mind along with the expression of disdain or snide smirk that went with it. Twilight couldn't stop herself from hearing his laughter or laughing herself at the memories of his clumsy accidents. The pace of her trots quickening, she found herself standing over Spike as he slept, pausing for a moment as he mumbled through his dreams.
"Spike," Twilight said, nuzzling against his cheek, "it's time to wake up."
"Whassat?" Spike sat up, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.
"Wakey-wakey sleepy head," Pinkie Pie nudged the cupcakes before him. "Twilight made you a super sweet surprise."
"Cupcakes?!" Spike beamed as his eyes fell upon his treat. "Alright!"
His claw reached for one of the pastries and brought it close to his mouth, pausing once he saw the Pinkie Pie was staring at him and bouncing with an enormous grin on her face. Spike directed his gaze towards Twilight.
"I'm not gonna die if I eat these right?"
Twilight laughed.
"No, Spike, you won't die if you eat them. I made them and Pinkie Pie showed up after they were finished cooking."
"You made me cupcakes?" Spike raised an eyebrow.
Twilight's face flushing with a lighter purple, she said, "I know you've been working hard lately, so I thought I'd make you something to thank you for all your hard work. I came here to learn about friendship, but with everything I've been learning and all that's happened since we've been here, I haven't been the greatest friend to you Spike."
She smiled, stroking his spikes with her hoof.
"My very first friend."
Warmth spread through his scales and into his face as Twilight fawned over him. She could be a real pain when she got all emotional like this. He dismissed any snide remarks that passed through his mind as a response. Twilight was his first friend as well, and as such, she deserved more than his usual sarcasm when she was confiding in him. Still, couldn’t she have been a little less sappy about it?
"Alright, enough of the mushy stuff," Spike smiled as he brushed her away. "You've got a lot to do being Celestia's student and I know that means you can't always make time for you old pal Spike."
"I just feel so guilty about bossing you around all the time," Twilight began as Spike chomped into a cupcake.
"No arguing with you there," Spike said through a mouth full of sweets.
"You never show him the appreciation he deserves," Pinkie Pie nodded, chiming in.
"It's awful." Chomp. Munch. Munch.
"Thank you Pinkie Pie,” Twilight’s glare having no effect on the grinning pony before turning back to Spike. “And I can't imagine how lonely you must have been all those times I left you by yourself back in Canterlot."
"Man, that was boring.” Chomp. Munch. Munch.
"And I never," Twilight paused, frowning at Spike. "You're not even listening are you?"
"Cupcakes," Spike was grabbing two at a time now. "So good!"
"Spike!"
The baby dragon swallowed down a large chunk of cupcake and said, "We're friends, Twilight, and we'll always be friends. No matter what."
Twilight was leaning in to nuzzle against when Pinkie Pie squeezed the three of them together in a spine-crushing hug, bawling as she said, "I love you guys so much!"
"We love you too," Spike and Twilight said struggling to breathe, "Pinkie Pie."
Pinkie Pie released them as Owlowiscious perched himself atop her mane with a bit of cupcake in his mouth.
"We love you too, Owlowiscious," she giggled.
He hooted and devoured the cupcake piece with a wink.
"Hey, that lousy bird stole my cupcake," Spike reached for the owl who proceeded to fly out of the bedroom.
“Thanks for the cupcakes, Twilight,” Pinkie Pie said, trotting out of the room. “Mind if I take one home for Gummy?”

Taking a cupcake off the plate, Pinkie Pie balance the treat on the end of her nose.
“That goofy gator loves cupcakes almost as much as I do.”
“Sure,” Twilight giggled watching Spike chase Owlowiscious around the library. “Owlowiscius seems to like them.”
“Thanks a lot, Twilight,” she waved as she left the library, “and don’t forget the secret ingredient.”
Crawling towards Owlowiscious’ perch, Spike collapsed with a wheezing gasp, his face falling to the floor. Owlowiscious peered down from above him, turning his head upside down with a hoot.

“Not in a thousand years,” Twilight giggled.
