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		Description

Rarity spends her time with Fluttershy in their weekly spa visit.  The unicorn has her reasons for these trips.  Reasons she will not voice to the pegasus.
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Rarity looked over at the yellow winged mare next to her in the sauna.  Fluttershy’s eyes were closed so she let her gaze linger.  The only other pony in the sauna was Aloe who ladled water on the hot rocks to keep the level of steam up to par.
Rarity loved these spa visits with her dearest friend Fluttershy.  Every week the pegasus would unfailing arrive on time.  When the unicorn would allow her work to overtake her schedule the pegasus would come and knock on her door.  Fluttershy’s concern for her wellbeing was precious to the fashion designer.  She always felt ashamed when her friend had to find the unicorn because of her foolishness.
This visit, like most, Rarity confessed all her problems finding that special somepony.  Fluttershy would listen to every word.  The unicorn did talk to her other friends about the problems in her love life, but none of them were as dear as Fluttershy.  Rainbow dash would have to stop talking before she could listen.  Not that the white unicorn wasn’t as guilty of that talkative problem.  Pinkie Pie seemed to listen, but one would lose track of their own conversation.  Applejack always interrupted to clarify some issue, and Twilight always thought she know how to fix anything a pony brought up.
Fluttershy would listen without interruption or judgment.  Only when asked would she share her kind thoughts on your professed troubles.  She didn’t try to fix the problem, but instead showed you a new way to look at the problem.  Rarity’s problem was she could never find her Prince.
The unicorn knew why she always failed to find her Prince.  They could never measure up to her standard.  The standard bearer sat next to her in the steam.  Fluttershy was perfect in every way.  Any stallion she met was compared to the shy pegasus and always found wanting.
She continued to watch the peaceful Fluttershy.  The pegasus was beautiful.  Not just the beauty that graced few models in all of Equestria.  Fluttershy’s beauty transcended the mere physical.  Her beauty was a true beauty that radiated from the heart and shown in her eyes.  Even the sweat induced by the sauna glistened with beauty.  There was her unfailing kindness.  Rarity had been on the receiving end of that many times.  All of her transgressions were met with total forgiveness by the yellow pegasus.  There was so much more bundled within her spa partner.  The list of the positive aspects of the pegasus was endless.  No stallion will ever stand up to the test that is Fluttershy.
Why did she keep looking then?  Why go through failure after failure when the perfect match sat next to her?  Was it because she was a mare?  The unicorn knew her parents wouldn’t care who she choose for a lover.  They were part of the free love generation.  They were as happy as a couple as they would be in a herd.  Could it be Sweetie Belle that held her back?  Rarity knew she was not the best role model for the young filly.  The unicorn’s outlook on life was far to jaded.  She doubted that Sweetie Belle would rejecter her for such a choice, nor did she think that such a choice would unduly influence her sister.
Could it be what her friends would think?  Sadly the mare did admit it would be a problem.  Not the issue they were both mares, but that it was Rarity who looked to woo the delicate Fluttershy.  Her friends were not so quick to overlook the failings of the Carousel Boutique owner.  She too knew those failings and was lost on how to overcome them.
The element of generosity questioned her own generosity.  It was easy to give up what you didn’t need.  What she did need she gave up for something in return.  To Rarity that wasn’t generosity at all.   To be generous was to give without expectation, and to give something that truly meant something to the giver.  Her business did well so she could give to charity money she didn’t need and clothing that didn’t sell.  Even those gifts put her name out there for others to see.  
Time was Rarity’s most treasured possession.  She parted with it grudgingly.  Her dear sister, whom she truly did love, often felt the brunt of that non-generosity.  It was hard to give away that which you don’t own.  Others paid her well for her time.  When she did give time it was for something in return.  Time with her sister to regain her affection.  Time with her friends to gain affirmation for her existence.  Even this time with Fluttershy was given to be with Fluttershy.
In her mind the times that Rarity truly gave up something that mattered for nothing in return are few.  Many times others have thanked her for some generous act, but the words were undeserved in her heart.  Her supposed generosity rang hollow in her ears.
Fluttershy had thanked her many times for the generosity of paying for the spa visits.  Rarity knew it wasn’t generous at all.  She paid so that Fluttershy would be there and the unicorn could share a brief moment with her.  Rarity paid to have a friend.  The pegasus shouldn’t thank her, but instead pity the sad unicorn.
No, Rarity knew the reason she kept looking for a stallion.  Knowing the search would be futile as none could live up to the dream of her perfect pony.  None could live up to Fluttershy.  The reason was she.  It was simple really to the unicorn.  Fluttershy was perfect and Rarity was not.  The unicorn would never be worthy of such a perfect mare’s love.  Rarity closed her eyes and enjoyed this short time they would have together.
Rarity would always be the frog on the lily pad by which the Princess would pass by each day.  At least she got to see the Princess, and on occasion the Princess would notice her and smile.  That would have to be enough.  It would always have to be enough.  A tear slipped from her closed eye.  It must be the steam.
The End
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