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		Description

Hearts and Hooves Day is here!  You know what that means—scam artists looking to exploit love and romance for a quick bit!  
Flim and Flam have a new scam with their S.H.I.P.P.I.N.G. Machine, promising to bring couples together.  Of course, just because it's a scam doesn't mean it won't occasionally bring a couple together.  A little help from Pinkie never hurts, either.
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Although it got the occasional passing glance, nopony paid much attention to the large, self-propelled cart rolling through Ponyville. It finally came to a stop smack-dab in the middle of the town square where it opened to form a stage. With a big smile on his face and a megaphone in his hoof, a unicorn stallion stepped up on his hind legs in the middle of the stage. He had white-accented red hair and a red mustache. Straightening the black bowtie accenting his blue and white vest, he took in a deep breath and spoke up through the megaphone, “Happy Hearts and Hooves Day, Ponyville!”
As soon as he started speaking, a small, yet growing crowd of ponies gathered in front of the stage. Most of them wore frowns or raised their eyebrows at the show. After all, everypony in Ponyville had met this particular pony before. It was Flam of the scamming Flim-Flam brothers.
“Now I bet you ponies are wondering why I’m all by my lonesome here on this day of love and romance, and, let me assure you, I’m already spoken for,” Flam said, serenading the crowd. He even threw in a wink at the end. “However, I do know the pain of the poor ponies who don’t have a very special somepony to share this wondrous day with, and that, my friends, is why I’m here!” He pulled a hanging rope, which rolled back a curtain and revealed a large, metal box.
“I would like to introduce you to the Super High-tech Ingenious Pony Pairing Instant Nuptial Garnering Machine!” he announced, making the nonsensical words seem somehow impressive. “The S.H.I.P.P.I.N.G. Machine!”
The ponies of the now-large crowd were less than impressed.
“It’s just a box.”
“Probably just another scam.”
“Where’s the cider?”
Flam wasn’t deterred. “Now, I bet you’re all wondering what this magnificent machine does! Well, let me tell you that this machine can match up any single ponies with their ideal date for Hearts and Hooves Day! For a nominal fee, you get to spend Hearts and Hooves Day with someone who will assuredly give you a date to remember for the rest of your life! Step right up!”
The crowd murmured amongst itself for a moment before a lone pony jumped up on the stage. “Now you listen here, buster,” an orange earth-pony in a Stetson said, “we already learned our lesson with that last scam of yer’s. We ain’t about to fall for another of yer schemes.”
“Surely you misunderstand me, miss,” Flam replied, keeping his voice honey-sweet. “There was no scam. We offered you cider and at a faster rate, and we delivered.”
“W-well, it sure wasn’t very nice of yah to try ‘n’ run us Apples outta the town we founded!” Applejack shot back, stomping a hoof.
“My deepest apologies, my fair, young filly—surely we just a got a bit carried away in our desire to bring tasty cider to all of Equestria! Tell you what, as a way of apology I’ll let you try your hoof at the S.H.I.P.P.I.N.G. Machine for free!” Before Applejack had a chance to protest, he whisked her over to the strange, grey box. In a flash, a table assembled before them with a stack of paper and an inkpad on top of it. “This is how the machine works! You just put your hoofprint on a card like… this,” he said, taking one of Applejack’s hooves and pressing it into the pad. Then he clopped her hoof onto the blank sheet and shoved the stained sheet into a slot hidden on the side of the machine.
“Then, the S.H.I.P.P.I.N.G. Machine analyzes the hoofprint and assigns it a symbol!” On the opposite end of the machine, a card fed out of another slot. Flam grabbed it and held it up for all to see. “And there you have it! A red apple!” He proudly held the card high for all to see. “Everypony that tries will get a card. Then, all you have to do is find the pony with the matching card and you will have your dream date for Hearts and Hooves Day!”
Handing the card off to Applejack, he set out a small staircase to allow the crowd easy access to the stage. “So, step on up! For just five bits you can have the S.H.I.P.P.I.N.G. Machine find your match!”
“I… I don’t know about all this,” Applejack said, her fire from before all but gone.
“Tell you what,” Flam replied, “to sweeten the deal I’ll even throw in a bits-back guarantee! If your special date doesn’t go well, you can come back tomorrow for a full refund!”
The crowd was sold. In short order a very long line assembled as ponies waited for their chance to get paired up with their very special somepony. Unseen by the crowd and everyone on stage was the inner machinations of the mysterious S.H.I.P.P.I.N.G. Machine. A dim, green glow resonated from Flim’s horn as he idly shuffled a deck of cards with random pictures on them in his aura. Each time a hoofprint-stained card slid in and fell haphazardly to the floor, he would jam one of the picture cards out of the opposite slot.
Applejack just sighed, letting her card fall to the ground as she made her way through the crowd. She wasn’t about to fall for Flam’s newest scam, not to mention it was getting very noisy with so many ponies shouting out their cards in an attempt to find their mate. As she waded through the crowd, she found somepony she didn’t expect to see there. Two of them, actually. “Rarity? Fluttershy? What’re y’all doin’ here?”
“It’s not like I couldn’t find a date on my own,” Rarity defensively said, pressing her card to her chest. “It’s just that Hearts and Hooves Day is one of my busiest. I simply haven’t had time to go searching for a date, but now that everypony has picked up their order, I, um, well I thought this would be the quickest way to find a date.”
“I’ve never really had the courage to ask anypony out,” Fluttershy said, transfixed on her own card. “I’m surprised I even had the courage to get a card.”
“A pink heart! That’s gotta be a good omen,” Pinkie enthusiastically said, bouncing through the crowd looking for her companion. She halted in her search when she saw her bestestest friends huddled together with their own cards. “Hey girls! Look at mine. It’s a big, pink heart.”
The group smiled at Pinkie. “You got roped in, too, huh?” Twilight asked.
“What did you get?” Pinkie asked.
“Here.” Fluttershy held out a card with a green balloon.
“Ooooh! A balloon. That’s as good as a heart. Better even!” Pinkie said, placing her flank next to the card to compare it to her cutie mark. “Well, we’d better get to finding our dates!” Just as quickly as she had appeared, Pinkie vanished, bouncing off into the crowd.
Fluttershy just stared at her card and sighed. She summoned the courage to get it, but, now that she had it, she didn’t have the courage to find the matching card.
Pinkie, meanwhile, continued her quest to find her card’s mate. It was slow going, considering she was compelled to stop and say hello to every pony she knew—and she knew everypony from Ponyville! After several terse greetings, Pinkie finally found an earth pony that wasn’t from Ponyville. Of course, that didn’t stop Pinkie from recognizing her.
“Hey, Octavia!” Pinkie ran up to the grey mare with the charcoal mane sporting a pink bowtie.
Octavia cringed at the sound of Pinkie’s voice. The uncomfortableness was increased exponentially as the pink pony wrapped her up in a bear hug. “H-hello… Pinkamena,” she managed to choke out.
“How’s my favorite cousin doing? Oh, wait! Did you know we might actually be related to the Apple family?” Pinkie prattled on, swinging Octavia back and forth in her vicelike grip. “It’s amazing!”
“Can’t… breathe…”
“You didn’t tell me you were coming to town!” Pinkie said, releasing the mare. “I could’ve thrown you party!”
“It’s quite all right, Pinkamena,” Octavia said dismissively, dusting herself off and making sure her mane was still in place after the unsolicited hug. “I’m just in town to perform at a party at city hall tonight.”
Pinkie’s face-splitting smile fell as she gasped. “Don’t tell me you don’t have any plans for Hearts and Hooves Day!”
Octavia sighed. “I just told you: I have a performance tonight.”
“That’s not what I meant!” Pinkie argued. “You need a date!”
“W-well, I may have gotten one of these.” Octavia held out her card. “I just don’t think that I’ll have time to—”
“Time, shmime!” Pinkie said, grabbing the card. It was a pink heart. “What? There’s no way that machine is working right!”
Octavia sighed. “I know I’m going to regret asking… What’s the matter?”
“We got the same card. But we’re cousins. This isn’t right at all!” Pinkie said, handing Octavia her card back. “Oh!” she exclaimed as something caught her eye. “I know!”
In a flash, Pinkie headed over to a white unicorn with a messy, two-tone mane of striking blues. She was scrutinizing a card in her hoof. Approaching from behind, she tapped one of the mare’s shoulders. Before she turned around, Pinkie zipped to her other side and swapped out her card.
“Oh hey! She has the same card.” Pinkie said, pointing to Octavia.
“Hmmm?” The unicorn looked over to Pinkie. “Oh, hey, Pinkie!” she said, tossing her card aside. “Where’s my match?”
“Right here!” Pinkie rushed over and pulled Octavia until she was pressed up against her. Pointing at her with her other forehoof, she introduced the duo. “This, is Octavia Melody! She’s my cousin from Manehattan. Octavia, this is Vinyl Scratch. She lives here in Ponyville!”
“Heh, for a cousin of Pinkie’s, you don’t seem like much of a partier.” Vinyl scrutinized the grey mare.
Octavia finally squirmed free from Pinkie’s grasp, also tossing her card away. “She is… the family oddball, trust me,” Octavia said, giving Pinkie a glare that clearly said: “I shall kill you for this.”
“What about Grampa Odd Ball?” Pinkie asked ignoring—or not noticing—the searing glare, eliciting a frustrated facehoof from Octavia.
Vinyl chuckled. “Well, what do you say we get outta here? Grab some lunch or something?”
Sighing, Octavia hung her head a bit. “Oh, all right.” She finally relented, rolling her eyes. “Just know that I have to get ready for a performance this evening in a few hours.”
“Oh, cool! You’re a musician, too?” Vinyl asked, leading Octavia away from the crowd.
“Yes, I prefer the cello, though I can play a variety of stringed instruments,” Octavia said, her mood already improving.
“So, like classical music and stuff?” Vinyl asked. Receiving a nod from Octavia, she continued, “I’ve made some remixes using Beethoofen before. It turned out well enough, but I don’t think I got it just right.”
Octavia raised an eyebrow. “Remix?”
“Maybe I should play cupid more often!” Pinkie said to nopony in particular as Vinyl and Octavia disappeared into the crowd. “Oooh! Oooh! Does anypony else need help finding their very special somepony?” Much to Pinkie’s chagrin, most of the other ponies had already coupled up and began to disperse.
“Awww…”

Just as quickly as the crowd had formed, it vanished. Despite many random couples trying to find their happiness on the most romantic day of the year, one pony was left all alone. “I probably wouldn’t have had a good time anyway,” Fluttershy said as she finally forced her hooves to move. Her animal friends needed checking on, anyway. In spite of what she kept telling herself, she just couldn’t stop staring at her card.
As she started to trot off, she accidentally bumped into somepony. “Oh! I’m so sorry,” she said as she reached down to pick up her dropped card. As she started to reach for it, she found an identical card right next to it and a cerulean hoof. Looking up, Fluttershy let out an “Eep!” and recoiled, hiding behind her mane. All she could see of the pony in front of her was two violet eyes peering out from darkness.
The hooded figure studied the two cards on the ground a moment before looking back to Fluttershy. “You are the pony with the matching card?” a feminine voice asked, her voice laced with indignant disbelief.
“No. Well, I mean, yes,” Fluttershy meekly replied. “I mean, we can just forget the whole thing, if that’s what you want.”
A pink aura removed the hood, revealing a unicorn with a white-accented blue mane. She cocked an eyebrow as she studied the cowering pony. “You seem familiar. Does Trixie know you?”
“Tr-Trixie!” Fluttershy shouted, though it sounded a little more like a hoarse whisper.
Trixie frowned as she pulled her hood over head again. “Looks like everypony here remembers Trixie,” she said, her voice thick with disappointment. “Trixie was hoping that machine might find somepony suitable for her.” She hung her head as she began to slowly walk away. “I should have known better.”
After watching Trixie walk away for just a moment, Fluttershy just had to speak up, “Wait.” Trixie didn’t even hesitate, she just kept marching forward. With little other choice, she trotted up alongside the forlorn unicorn. “Um, are you feeling better? Since the Alicorn Amulet thing, I mean. I was worried that the corruption might not all go away.”
Trixie stopped in her tracks as she took measure of Fluttershy for a moment. “I—Trixie is as good as new.”
Fluttershy smiled. “I’m glad.”
Trixie appreciated the fact that her cheeks were hidden under her cloak. “Would you… still like to do something with Trixie?”
Fluttershy hesitated a moment before putting her smile back on. “Picnic?”
“Trixie would enjoy that.”

“I’m not saying it’s not music! I’m just saying that I don’t care at all for that sort of noise,” Octavia said.
Vinyl raged, slamming her hooves on the table. “There you go again!” The outburst got the attention of the jam-packed café, but it didn’t faze Vinyl at all. “You just called it noise again!”
Octavia sighed heavily as she rolled her eyes. “Look I… No, you’re right. I’m sorry,” she said. “Though even you have to admit the only place you hear that ‘music’ is in seedy clubs.”
“Any nightclub is better than some snooty orchestra,” Vinyl retorted. “Seriously, how’re you supposed to have fun at an orchestra?”
Octavia scoffed, not even noticing the wary waiter setting out their food. “An orchestra isn’t about ‘fun’—it’s about the music!”
“See? At a club you can do both!”
“Hmph, be that as it may, it’s not much of a career. You’ll never get to perform anywhere worthwhile with that music,” Octavia haughtily said, straightening her bowtie. “Why, I played at the Grand Galloping Gala last year.”
Vinyl smirked as she leaned back and crossed her forelegs over her chest. “Oh? The Grand Galloping Gala, huh? Yeah, that’s impressive,” she said in a very unimpressed tone. She accented her nonchalance by rubbing a hoof against her chest and staring at her reflection in it. “Me? I only got to play… at the royal wedding!”
Octavia’s eyes were wide and her jaw agape at the revelation. After being frozen like that for several moments, she finally blinked a couple of times. “I-I, you’re lying! There is certainly no possible way somepony like you…”
Vinyl held up a hoof to silence Octavia, got up, and trotted off. A moment later she returned with a somewhat irritated Twilight in tow. “Tell her.” Vinyl pointed at her date.
Twilight sighed. “Vinyl DJ’d at my brother’s wedding,” she said with a roll of her eyes. She took a couple of steps away before looking back over her shoulder. “Oh, and maybe you two should debate just a little more quietly? Everypony here is trying to enjoy themselves.”
“There you have it! From the Princess’s mouth!” Vinyl gloated as she retook her seat, once again reveling in the ridiculous look on Octavia’s face. “You know, at least you’re pretty cute.” Vinyl couldn’t help but to laugh as Octavia’s expression exaggerated. “Ahahaha! That worked perfectly!”
A deep blush set in Octavia’s cheeks as she regained her composure. “Y-you’re just teasing me!”
Vinyl snickered. “A little, but I meant it,” she said before finally turning to her food. “Now, let’s eat.”
Octavia suppressed her desire to facehoof. “Do you even take anything seriously?”
Raising a hoof to her chin, Vinyl considered it a moment. “Nah!”
The urge became too much to resist. Octavia sighed as her hoof met her face.

With the revelation that Vinyl had actually performed at the royal wedding, Octavia had quickly warmed up to her. With just a little goading, Vinyl had even convinced Octavia to go back to her place and check out some of her tracks. The instant Octavia stepped into Vinyl’s house, she regretted the decision. “Th-this is a house?”
“Yeah. Excuse the mess,” Vinyl said without a care in the world. Stepping effortlessly through the sea of garbage and laundry, she led the way. “My studio is back this way.”
“I would, but I’m not sure there is any actual floor or… walls?” Octavia replied, trying not to step on any of the discarded clothes… and food… and…Octavia couldn’t even identify most of it.
“Come on!” Vinyl urged having already traversed the junk wastes.
Octavia took one step and felt something cold and squishy under her hoof. Her eyes widened as she drew her hoof up to watch what appeared to have been, once upon a time, a slice of pizza slowly ooze its way off of her hoof. Flinging the rest of the cheese and sauce from her hoof, she lost her balance and fell into a pile of the all-consuming mess.
“Gyaa!” she shouted as she resurfaced out of the sea of mess. Octavia fell deathly silent as she noticed that there was something draped across her nose. Tentatively pulling it away, she finally got a look at it. It was a blue and black striped dirty sock. “Aaaah!” she screamed again, flinging it away and taking shelter on the small island of floor just in front of the door. “How can you even live like this?”
Vinyl busted out laughing. “You are a riot!” 
“It wasn’t rhetorical!” Octavia shot back.
“I’ll get around to straightening up,” Vinyl said. “Just follow the paths!”
“No. No!” Octavia stamped a hoof, again finding that slice of pizza. “This is ridiculous!” she decried, flinging the slice from her hoof. “You need to clean this up right now! Is there even any furniture under all this?”
Vinyl squinted a moment before pointing at an exceptionally large pile of junk. “There’s my couch.”
“There is no excuse for allowing your home to become so disheveled,” Octavia said as she carefully stepped through the mess. “You can’t even tell that there is a couch under here.” Pulling a throw pillow off of the pile, she met the face of a mare! “Ahhh!” Once again, she recoiled and crashed into a nearby pile of mess.
As Octavia clawed her way out, the earth pony on the couch sat up, rubbing her head. As she moved, stuff fell off of the couch, clattering to the ground. Octavia was pretty sure she heard glass breaking.
“Hnng.” The purple earth pony groaned as she blinked and glanced sluggishly about.
Vinyl raised an eyebrow. “Berry Punch? I thought you left this morning?”
Finally looking over to Vinyl, Berry Punch stopped rubbing her head. “It’s not morning?”
Vinyl chuckled, “No. You missed it by an hour or two.”
“Not again,” she muttered as she got up. “I’ll see you around, Vinyl.”
“Okay! You lost a pony in this mess!” Octavia scolded as she brushed the debris from her coat. “You have to do something about it this instant!”
Vinyl didn’t seem to be paying attention. She snickered as she pointed at Octavia. “You got,”—she pointed to the top of her own head—”right there.”
Octavia blinked before hesitantly reaching up. She felt something atop her mane and she slowly pulled it free, bringing it in front of her. “Gah!” she shouted as she dropped it. It was the dirty sock! The same one from before! She shuddered before glaring at Vinyl. “We’re cleaning this. Now.”
Vinyl laughed. “You gotta be kidding!” Her smile slowly faded away as Octavia continued to glare at her. “You’re… not kidding?”
“This isn’t healthy!” Octavia said. She would have stomped to emphasize her point, but at this point, she was afraid to. “Now, go get some soapy water, and… you wouldn’t happen to have a dumpster, would you?”

Vinyl put on her music early into the disaster relief operation, and, surprisingly, Octavia found much of it to be tolerable. Some of it might have even been good. After just a few hours of work, the room was actually clear of clutter and looked halfway presentable.
“What is this one?” Octavia asked as she tied off another sack full of garbage.
“Believe it or not, this is a remix of one of Sapphire Shores’ songs. There’s no vocals, I just used it for the basic beat,” Vinyl replied. She was busy manipulating a rag in her magic to wipe down a wall. “This is one of the songs you use early in the evening when most of the crowd is more interested in popular stuff. You always save the good songs for later.”
Octavia let out a chuckle. “Really? Well, this is certainly better than one of her actual songs.”
Vinyl stopped as she turned to Octavia. “What was that?”
“Hmmm?”
Vinyl beamed as she pointed a hoof. “You just laughed!”
“Well, yes,” Octavia replied, raising an eyebrow.
“This whole time I haven’t heard you laugh. I was starting to wonder if you could.”.
A blush touched Octavia cheeks. “I, well… I suppose I have been in a rather… bothersome mood.”
“I’ll say,” Vinyl said with a smirk. “I’ve been on a lot of dates, but I can honestly say that nopony I’ve ever brought home has made me clean my house. At least not on the first date.”
Octavia blinked a couple of times. “Oh, oh my goodness! I completely forgot we were supposed to be on a date!” Her ears folded back as she pawed at the floor. “You must think so poorly of me.”
“I’ve been on much worse dates, trust me,” Vinyl said, dismissing it with a wave of her hoof. “And I think you’re pretty awesome. You’re funny and really cute with all your ridiculous expressions.”
Octavia’s blush deepened. “Y-you’ll have to let me make it up to you.”
“So long as it doesn’t involve cleaning another room,” Vinyl joked.
“I just… I cannot believe I got so carried away,” she said, continuing to apologize.
Vinyl tapped a hoof to her chin a moment before coming up with a solution. “Why don’t you make it up to me by buying dinner?”
Octavia’s eyes widened as her jaw dropped. “Wha-dinner?” Octavia said, spinning around as she glanced across the room. “What time is it?”
“Uh, a little past four, I think.”
“Oh no! I completely lost track of time!” Octavia said, anxiously trotting in place. “I have to be ready and at town hall in less than an hour!” She looked down at her dusty, sweaty, and matted hide. She just knew that her mane had to look a sight, too.
“Don’t sweat it,” Vinyl said. “Town hall isn’t even five minutes from here. Just take a shower and head over.”
Octavia fussed with her mane a moment before shaking her head. “But, my cello, I left it at the train station!”
Vinyl just shrugged. “I can grab it for you while you hop in the shower.”
“R-really? You would do that for me?” Octavia asked, her panicked expression relaxing just a bit.
“Sure, why not?”
Octavia wrapped her hooves around Vinyl’s neck. “Thank you!” she exclaimed, pulling back. “You will have to let me make it up to you!”
It took Vinyl a moment to wrangle her thoughts after the impromptu hug. “Heh, well, how about another date? One without any cleaning.”
“Deal,” Octavia agreed with a smile. “Now, about that shower…”
Vinyl pointed. “Back that way, on the left.”
After a hurried shower, Octavia dried herself with the cleanest available towel and helped herself to a brush to wrangle her mane and coat. With everything else in order, she slipped on her bowtie and rushed out of the grungy bathroom. Cleaning the living room wasn’t nearly good enough. Vinyl’s house was a stye through and through!
When Octavia came back into the living room, she found Vinyl lounging on her couch eating a sandwich. “Vinyl? You’re back already?”
“You were in there forever,” Vinyl replied, floating over a sandwich identical to the one she munching on over to Octavia. “Sandwich?”
Octavia blinked a couple of times. “What time is it?” she gravely asked.
“About ten ‘til five,” Vinyl replied, completely nonchalant.
“Ten—that only gives me a few minutes to get there!”
“Chill, Octy. I got your cello right here,” Vinyl said as she pulled the case from behind her couch. “You should go ahead and eat. You don’t wanna be starving during your performance, trust me.”
Octavia scrambled to pick up her cello and attach it to a specially-made harness. “Thank you so much, Vinyl. You’re a life saver!” She grabbed the sandwich and took a ravenous bite before something Vinyl said sank in. “Wait, ‘Octy?’”
“Yeah, Octavia’s a mouthful. Octy’s way easier,” Vinyl said.
“No,” Octavia tersely denied between bites. “It sounds like a… an octopus or something.”
Vinyl touched a hoof to her chin for a moment. “Okay! How about ‘Tavi’ instead?”
“What’s wrong with Octavia? It’s a lovely name.”
“Not saying it’s not. But I like ‘Tavi’ better,” the DJ said.
Octavia sighed as she finished her impromptu meal. “Thank you for the sandwich and getting my cello for me. We can talk about my name when I have more than three seconds to talk.”
“No prob,” Vinyl said dismissively as Octavia headed for the door. “Break a leg!”

Although Octavia had made it on time, it didn’t help her performance in the least. For some reason she just couldn’t focus and get in the zone. Maybe it was her stress from almost being late. Maybe it was that too-mayonnaisey sandwich not setting well with her. Maybe it was a certain blue-maned mare that kept popping up in her mind’s eye.
It was probably the sandwich.
“What a disaster,” she muttered as she walked the moonlit streets of Ponyville. There were several couples sitting out, enjoying the stars and the romantic light they emanated. She sighed heavily as she continued her march to the train station. She had to hurry if she wanted to make the last train, but she could barely muster the motivation to keep marching forward.
Instead of ruminating on her mediocre performance in front of Ponyville’s elite, all she could think about was how terrible she had made her first date in months—maybe even years! She argued with Vinyl about how bad her type of music was, even though it turned out that her music was far more tolerable than her preconceptions led her to believe. Then, when Vinyl finally managed to convince her to come back to her house, she made her clean it! Even Octavia was at a loss about how exactly that fiasco had happened.
In spite of her terrible company, that blue-maned mare still helped her make it to her performance on time. Not only did Vinyl let her use her shower, she went all the way to the train station and back to retrieve her cello. Vinyl even made her dinner, sort of.
What in Equestria did I do to deserve all that? Octavia wondered as her trudging ground to a halt. She stared up at the twinkling stars, pondering just how this day made any sense at all.
Her reverie was rudely shattered by the sound of a whistle. 
A train whistle.
“Oh no! Not yet!” she said aloud as she galloped to the train station. She arrived just in time to see the train pulling away. She raced out to the edge of the platform in a futile attempt to somehow catch the train.
“Tough break, ma’am,” a lanky, stallion worker said. “That was the last train until the morning.”
Her ears folded down as her frown deepened. “Great.” She just stood there a minute before trotting after the stallion. “Excuse me. Can you recommend a hotel?”
The stallion chuckled at the question. “A hotel? In Ponyville?” Seeing that Octavia was anything but amused, he changed his tone. “S-sorry ma’am. The only lodgings around here are a motel on the other side of town. You’d be lucky to find an open room on Hearts and Hooves Day.”
“I-I see,” Octavia said, dejected. She wasn’t going to hike all the way across town for a room that might or might not be there. That just left… Octavia shuddered at the thought. That just left Pinkamena Diane Pie.
“I wonder if there are any bridges I can sleep under,” she mused as she slogged her way out of the train station and back towards town.
As she neared Sugarcube Corner and a much dreaded meeting with her cousin, a subtle thumping noise reached Octavia. Her ear twitched as she recognized the sound. It was Vinyl’s music! Looking up, she found herself right in front of the DJ’s house. Her head tilted slightly as she heard something else beyond the thumping. It almost sounded like… an orchestra?
She sighed as her gaze shifted from Vinyl’s door to the street that led to Sugarcube Corner and back. After a few moments of hesitation, she slowly approached the door and gave it a few sharp raps. For several seconds, she wondered if she’d been heard, but finally, the music stopped. After another short wait, the door opened.
“Wha? Tavi?”
Octavia sighed. “I, um, well… I missed the last train back to Manehattan.”
Vinyl smirked. “Need a place to crash, huh?”
She hung her head, looking away from Vinyl. “Yes.”
“You’re in luck, I just happen to have a free couch,” Vinyl said, stepping aside.
“You don’t think it’s too much of an imposition? I mean, we just met and—”
“Are you kidding?” Vinyl interrupted, shoving Octavia inside. “Having a pretty mare spend the night at my place? It’s my pleasure!” After shutting the door, she whipped around to face Octavia again. “Hey, how long are you stuck here? You still owe me a date, you know.”
Octavia considered it a moment before smiling. “Well, I was going to take the first train home tomorrow, but if you insist, I don’t have any performances for a few days yet…”
“Sweet!”
Setting her cello gently next to the couch, Octavia hopped up and laid down. “So, Vinyl, when I came at the door I could’ve sworn I heard one of Beethoofen’s symphonies. I thought you didn’t like classical?”
“Oh, yeah,” Vinyl muttered, rubbing the back of her neck. “I told you before I tried to make a mix of classical stuff and that it never quite worked out. After our date I thought I’d give it another go. It’s, uh, it’s not going so hot.”
“That’s a shame—”
“Hey! I know!” Vinyl suddenly perked up. “Why don’t you help me? Instead of using a bunch of old records I can just have you play the instrumentals. You said you play lots of instruments, right?”
Octavia looked to her cello and back to Vinyl. “I much prefer the cello, but I am capable of playing several instruments. But I only have my cello with me.”
“That’s cool. I’ll work out all the parts in the meantime and—oh! Can you give a list of all the instruments you can play?” Vinyl fervently said.
“U-um, sure,” Octavia said, her head tilting just a bit to the side. “I’m afraid I don’t quite follow. Are you saying you’re going to… record me?”
“Yeah! I got some good equipment in my studio,” Vinyl said, tilting her head to the side. She then led the way as Octavia followed after her. “It’s not as good as the stuff an actual record company has—no way I’ll ever earn enough bits for that—but it’s good enough for me to make my mixes and stuff.”
Unlike the rest of her house, her studio was pristine. It was completely spotless. On the far wall there were shelves full of records. A wall to the side had a turntable. The wall opposite that had microphones, stools and recording equipment.
It was clear just by looking at the room. Vinyl might’ve been very laid-back in most things in life, but there was at least one thing that she took seriously. This room was a shrine to music and, even if that music was something Octavia didn’t quite appreciate, it showed that she had something in common with the wild unicorn. They really did both love music and put their hearts and souls into it.
“This is…” Octavia trailed off.
“Pretty sweet, huh? Next to the house itself this stuff has eaten up all my bits,” Vinyl said, using her aura to pull out some of the recording stuff to the middle of the room. “I can use this stuff to record your playing, then put all of your instrumentals together. You’ll be a one-pony symphony!”
If Octavia was speechless before, she was breathless now. She’d never actually been recorded before. Though, if Vinyl was doing her recording, her one-pony orchestra would be drowned out by that thumping beat. Still, it could actually be fun.
Octavia found her voice as she smiled at Vinyl. “Thank you, Vinyl. I would love to play for you.”
Vinyl blushed just a bit. “Cool. I-uh, I can’t wait.”
Octavia’s smile widened just a bit. “Oh? But if I go back to Manehattan to get my instruments, we can’t have our date tomorrow.”
Vinyl looked surprised for a moment before adopting a smile of her own. “You, Tavi, are pure evil.”
Octavia covered her mouth with a hoof as she let out a giggle. “Yes, I am an evil temptress here to rip you asunder with your own desires.”
Vinyl chuckled. “Ha! Just like a true villain! You just told me your whole plan! And I’m not even tied up or anything.” 
Octaiva turned and began to walk out, swishing her tail at Vinyl. “Oh, I didn’t need you tied up because I know there’s nothing you can do to stop my evil plans.”
Vinyl just laughed as she followed Octavia back to the living room. “No, but seriously, I’d rather have that date,” she said as Octavia got back on the couch. “The recording can wait.”
“It doesn’t have to be done all at once, does it? I can at least play my cello for you tomorrow, right?” Octavia asked as she got comfortable.
“Oh, yeah,” Vinyl said. “H-hey, let me get you a pillow and blanket.” She rushed over to a nearby closet and opened it up. Immediately, an avalanche of junk buried her. She emerged a moment later gasping for air. The moment she recovered she found Octavia giving her an amused look. “I, uh, I might’ve taken a shortcut or two when we were cleaning.”
Octavia didn’t say anything. She just pointed a hoof to the top of her own head.
Reaching up, Vinyl felt a fabric there stuck in her mane. Pulling it free, she found a blue and black striped dirty sock. “Ehehe…” She laughed nervously as she tossed it to the side. “I’ll, uh, I’ll clean this up. I promise.”
“You’re lucky I agreed not to include cleaning on our next date. Though I must say, if you keep this up our third might be nothing but cleaning.”
Vinyl couldn’t help but to smirk at the mention of a third date. “Y-yeah. I’ll get on it. No prob.”
“I look forward to it.”

	
		Fluttershy's Date



“You don’t live in Ponyville?” Trixie asked as Fluttershy led her towards her cottage.
“My animal friends prefer it out here where it’s nice and quiet,” Fluttershy replied. “I like it, too.”
Trixie watched in wonder as a couple of birds swooped down to greet Fluttershy. She held out a foreleg, and the pair landed there, sharing a nuzzle with Fluttershy before flying off. “Trixie is glad that you did not challenge her during her show,” she said in awe. “How do you get wild birds to come near you?”
“Oh, they’re just happy that I’m home,” Fluttershy said, turning back to Trixie. “They are really very friendly. You just have to be nice and kind and gentle.”
Trixie frowned a bit. “No wonder Trixie has never been able to touch a bird,” she muttered.
“Would you like to?” Fluttershy asked. “Hold a bird, I mean.”
“Do you think Trixie is able?”
Fluttershy smiled and nodded as she led Trixie into her cottage. While Trixie hung up her cloak, Fluttershy flew over to one of her clusters of birdhouses. She leaned in close and whispered to the inhabitants. As she went back to Trixie, several birds flew out after her. “Here, hold your hoof out. Like this.” Fluttershy demonstrated, extending her foreleg straight out.
Trixie raised an eyebrow, reluctantly complying. As soon as her foreleg was fully extended, several colorful birds swooped down, roosting on the makeshift perch. Trixie’s eyes widened a bit as she cringed away from the birds. “They… don’t feel like Trixie had imagined,” she said. “They’re heavy.”
Her foreleg wavered a bit, urging the birds to scatter. All but one flew back to the little birdhouses adorning the cottage. A single bird stayed on Trixie’s fetlock. Trixie drew it close to her face. It was a small, green bird. Trixie blinked at it a couple of times before turning her attention to Fluttershy. “What is this one?”
Fluttershy took note of the bird, smiling. “Oh, that one is called a leafbird. Do you like him?”
“The Great and Powerful Trixie is capable of many wondrous things, but flying is something even she can never achieve,” Trixie said, smiling at the little bird on her leg.
Fluttershy drew out one of her wings, looking at it a short time before looking back to Trixie. “Why don’t I get things prepared for our picnic?”
Trixie put her leg down, urging the green bird to fly off to a nearby perch. She nodded her approval before looking around the cottage. “If that’s what you would like. This place seems wild enough for a picnic on its own.”
“Actually, there is this little spot in Whitetail Woods that is just absolutely wonderful this time of year. I was hoping we could go there,” Fluttershy replied. “You don’t mind, do you?”
Trixie shook her head, ushering Fluttershy to start gathering things. “You have… many pets,” she spoke her thoughts aloud as she watched a few mice scurry out of a wall and up to a little mouse-sized food dish.
Fluttershy closed her closet door, a checkered blanket in her hooves. “Oh, you misunderstand, Trixie,” she said. “None of these animals are my pets. Well, except for Angel Bunny.” Fluttershy tucked the blanket into a wicker basket before turning and pointing to Angel. The snowy bunny was relaxing on a specially made bed munching on a carrot. “This is Angel Bunny. I’m sure you two will get along just fine.”
Trixie cocked an eyebrow. “If they are not your pets…?”
“They are my animal friends,” Fluttershy said, matter-of-factly. “You know, most of them would just love to have somepony adopt them.”
In a flash, several furry, scaly, and feathery critters assembled in front of Trixie. Each and every one of them were doing their best to look as cute as possible. Being a showmare, Trixie was used to being the center of attention. This audience, however, unnerved her. “Trixie is not in a position to be adopting pets.”
“That’s too bad,” Fluttershy softly said as the animals scattered back to their own niches. “I’m going to go pack the food. Why don’t you introduce yourself to Angel Bunny?”
As Fluttershy left the room, Trixie leered at the white rabbit. “The Great and Powerful Trixie hates rabbits. She once tried to use a rabbit in her act,” she spoke as she towered over Angel. “It bit Trixie. Now, Trixie is willing to put her feelings aside…”
Taking the last bite of his carrot, Angel threw the stem at Trixie’s face. It bounced harmlessly off of her brow. Trixie’s eye twitched slightly as she frowned.
“Look here, rodent,” Trixie derisively spat, “Fluttershy wants us to get along.”
Angel reached a little paw into the bowl of carrots. Instead of pulling one out, he flipped the bowl up. As the carrots spun in the air, he whipped around and kicked the carrots. The carrots pelted Trixie’s face with surprising accuracy.
After the first few hit, Trixie summoned her telekinesis. All of the carrots stopped dead in the air before orienting themselves point-first at Angel. Trixie smirked as Angel stood there, flabbergasted.
“Trixie!”
Turning to face the harsh voice, Trixie found Fluttershy frowning at her. The carrots fell harmlessly to the floor as Trixie pointed at Angel. “He started it!”
Angel responded by running behind one of Fluttershy’s legs, staring puppy-dog eyes up at her.
“Even if that is the case, you should know better,” Fluttershy said before looking down at Angel. “And you, mister, know better than to be mean to guests. You two make up, right now.”
Angel shook his head as he glared up at Fluttershy. Fluttershy returned the glare with one of her own. Finally, Angel’s ears drooped and he marched over to Trixie. He held out his little paw as he refused to so much as look at Trixie. Trixie rolled her eyes as she shook his paw.
“Good,” Fluttershy said, her voice returning to its usual sweet-as-molasses tone. She smiled as she picked up the picnic basket, looping the handle over her wing. “Now, let’s get going,” she suggested before turning to Angel again. “Would you like to come along, too?”
“Trixie thought this was supposed to be a date?” she said, frowning at Angel.
Angel’s jaw dropped. He glanced back and forth between the two mares before he crossed his forelegs over his chest as he snapped his head to the side. He then grabbed one of his carrots and plopped back down in his spot. Turning his back to the duo, he idly munched on his carrot.
Fluttershy giggled. “Well, if that’s how feel.”
Trixie grinned, happy that the devilish bunny wouldn’t be coming along. Grabbing her cloak in her aura, she draped it over herself. As she moved to cover her head with her hood, a yellow hoof halted her.
Fluttershy smiled as she shook her head and removed her hoof. “You don’t need to worry. We won’t be going through Ponyville on our way to Whitetail Woods,” she said. “And even if we did, most of the ponies there are really very nice. I honestly think you should try to apologize to everypony. I’m sure that they would forgive you.”
Trixie scoffed. “Not everypony is as… forgiving as you and Twilight Sparkle.” A wisp of pink magic untied the cloak and set it back by the door.
Fluttershy’s smile faltered a bit as she led the way out of the cottage. “I’m sure they would understand if you just explained that the Alicorn Amulet is what made you so, um… cruel.”
Trixie sighed as she followed Fluttershy out. I can’t tell her that some part of me enjoyed having power over everypony… Can I?
After Fluttershy and Trixie left, Angel Bunny dug a green officer’s cap out of a closet and donned it. He rallied a few animals around as he pointed to a chart using a crop. It had a small, cartoon picture of Fluttershy and Trixie. He then traced a path through an overhead view of Whitetail Woods before slapping the whip against a clearing marked with a big, pink heart. Jumping up he snatched the heart off of the chart and ripped it in half before holding the shredded remains high.
The animals gave a salute.

“No, I completely understand you,” Fluttershy assured, her ears drooping a bit.
Trixie’s head tilted a bit. “Trixie doesn’t see how. Can a pegasus even use the Alicorn Amulet?”
“Do you remember when Discord first broke free?”
Trixie shook her head. “Trixie heard about it, but she wasn’t around to witness it. You defeated him along with the other Elements, right?”
Fluttershy looked away. “Actually, that was mostly Twilight. She saved us after Discord turned us into the opposite of our true selves.”
“Opposite of your true selves?”
“Yes,” Fluttershy confirmed, hanging her head a bit. “I became an awful brute, just awful. I hurt my friends and… and I enjoyed their suffering.” Chancing a glance at her companion, she found Trixie staring at her—eyes wide and mouth slightly agape. “B-but that’s not the real me!”
“I know what you mean. I mean—” Trixie cleared her throat “—Trixie knows how you feel. It is the same for her with the Alicorn Amulet.”
Angel’s teeth gnashed as he surreptitiously watched Fluttershy giggle at that lagomorph-despising, no-good, third-person-speaking seductress of a unicorn. Dramatically, he turned and pointed at a nearby snake before pointing back out at the duo.
The snake gave a nod and slithered into the brush. He carefully slithered near the duo and matched their pace. After a moment, he found a bush that arced out partway into the walking path—the perfect opportunity. Using the leafy foliage as cover, he rushed out and wrapped around Trixie’s hooves.
Trixie’s forward momentum came to a dead stop as something tangled up her hooves. In a futile attempt to stay standing, she ended up tumbling not forward, but off to the side.
“Guh!”
After the rough fall, Trixie realized something other than soreness in her jarred joints and muscles. She was on top of something big and warm. Opening her eyes, she found a sea of brilliant cyan. It blinked. Regaining her senses, Trixie found herself on top of Fluttershy, her muzzle mere millimeters from Fluttershy’s.
Fluttershy blushed as she looked away from the unicorn. “U-um, could you let me up, please?”
Trixie scrambled away before lifting Fluttershy in her aura, gently setting her down on her hooves. “S-sorry! Something tripped Trixie!” she said, looking back to the barren dirt path.
“It’s okay,” Fluttershy replied, checking on the basket.
Trixie abandoned her search for her mysterious assailant and helped Fluttershy. “Trixie is very sorry, Fluttershy,” she said as she telekinetically draped the picnic basket over Fluttershy’s wing again.
“You shouldn’t feel bad. I’m sure it was an accident.”
“Trixie is sure it was intentional,” she said, leering back to where she had fallen. “Something tripped her.”
Fluttershy drew her wing across Trixie’s side, brushing the dirt from her hide. “You shouldn’t let it bother you.”
Trixie sighed before turning around. “You’re right,” she said. The duo trotted along just a short distance before Trixie looked back over at Fluttershy. “You have beautiful eyes.”
Angel angrily wrung his little commander’s hat as he watched Fluttershy blush. Curtly donning the hat again, he pointed to a pair of beavers before thrusting his paw in the direction Trixie and Fluttershy were going. The beavers gave a salute before rushing off into the forest.

“Oh, my…” Fluttershy muttered as she came to a stop.
Trixie’s eye twitched as she looked at the sight before her. There was a massive pile of logs blocking the path. It was like a dam, but it was smack-dab in the middle of the path!
“Um, I could fly over, but I just don’t know if I could carry you with me,” Fluttershy suggested. “Maybe we should just go around?”
Trixie smirked. “Hmph! As if such a minor obstacle could stop the Great and Powerful Trixie!” she said, firing up her horn. She aimed her horn at the towering wall of wood and the logs glowed with a soft, pink aura. At first, one log at a time gently floated away from the wall, but soon two, three, and four logs were gliding away at a time. In a matter of seconds, the wall was no more.
Fluttershy sat back on her haunches and clapped her front hooves together. “That was amazing! I didn’t think anypony but Twilight could do something like that.”
Trixie scoffed between heavy breaths. “That was foal’s play for the Great and Powerful Trixie,” she claimed, wiping her brow. “And do not compare her to that cheating Twilight. Of course, Trixie was doomed to lose—even she cannot best a princess.”
“It’s still very amazing,” Fluttershy said. “Why didn’t you do anything like that during your show?”
Trixie’s ears drooped as her gaze fell. “I couldn’t,” she said, chancing a glance back at Fluttershy. “The Alicorn Amulet showed Trixie that, as powerful as she was, she still could go far to improve. So, Trixie has been refining her magic ever since. She was hoping to improve enough to challenge Twilight again, but then Twilight went and became a princess!” Trixie breathed out a heavy sigh. “Now, Trixie doesn’t know what to do with herself.”
“Is that… why you’re here?” Fluttershy asked, idly tracing a hoof across the ground.
“Well, yes,” Trixie admitted. “She heard of the machine to find love in Canterlot, but, by the time she got there, they had already left for Ponyville.”
Fluttershy looked away from Trixie. “S-so you came to Ponyville, where a lot of ponies are still sore with you… for me?”
Trixie’s cheeks flared red as she averted her gaze. “W-well, I suppose.”
Fluttershy let out a giggle as she looked back to Trixie. “I like it when you do that.”
Cocking an eyebrow, Trixie managed to fight the heat in her face away. “When Trixie does what?”
Fluttershy fought her giggles away, though her smile remained. “You stop saying ‘Trixie’ when you get nervous.”
Just like that, the fire in Trixie’s cheeks returned. “D-don’t be ridiculous! Trixie doesn’t know what you mean,” she insisted as she started down the path again.
Fluttershy quickly caught up, smiling all the way. “Of course not.”
Safely hidden in the brush, Angel Bunny threw his hat on the ground and stomped on it. The few animals around stared expectantly at him. Angrily snatching his hat up off the ground, he plopped it back on his head. He put a paw to his face as it scrunched up in contemplation. Suddenly, he smiled as he thrust a paw in the air.

The forest finally opened into a small, meadowy hill. Trixie and Fluttershy had spread out the blanket and refreshments upon the apex. As Fluttershy poured tea from a thermos, Trixie helped herself to a peanut butter sandwich. “You know, Trixie has never really been on a picnic before.”
“Really?” Fluttershy asked. “But they’re so nice and peaceful. It’s always so relaxing to get away from Ponyville and enjoy a quiet afternoon with your friends.”
Trixie’s ears drooped as she lowered her head. “Trixie… has never been one much for friends.”
“That’s so… sad,” Fluttershy muttered. “I just don’t know what I would do without my friends.” Trixie looked away, taking the last bite of her peanut butter sandwich. “Well, you have at least one friend.”
Trixie blinked a few times before giving Fluttershy a smile. “Thank you, Fluttershy.”
Back just behind the treeline, Angel was angrily spying on the duo. He watched helplessly as Trixie scooted ever-so-slightly closer to Fluttershy. Behind him, a bird warbled out a greeting, spurring him to turn ‘round with a big smile on his face. Above, a group of songbirds, hawks, eagles, and even a bat had corralled a small raincloud. Angel Bunny eagerly pointed them towards the two mares.
In a matter of moments, a shadow fell upon Fluttershy and Trixie. Fluttershy flinched as a drop hit her square on her forehead. “Rain?” she quizzically said, holding out a hoof. Just as a downpour started, it stopped. Hearing rain splatter just above her, she looked up to find a pink sheen blocking the falling rain.
“Who put that there?” Trixie said, sitting down just a hair’s breadth from Fluttershy. “Is somepony from Ponyville trying to interfere?”
“Oh, I couldn’t imagine anyone from Ponyville doing something like this on purpose,” Fluttershy said.
“You’re a pegasus. Can you move it?” Trixie asked, lowering her gaze to the yellow pegasus.
“Me?” Fluttershy asked, glancing up at the clouds before looking back at Trixie. “Um, I’m not really qualified to do that sort of thing.”
Trixie raised an eyebrow. “Qualified?”
“I’m not a part of Ponyville’s weather patrol.”
Trixie tilted her head a bit. “We’re not even in Ponyville, and it’s just one cloud.”
“Oh, um… All right. I’ll try,” Fluttershy agreed, taking wing. She zoomed up and around, pressing her forehooves into the cloud. As she did, she felt a static surge arc between her hooves. Oh no!
A flash of light preceded a deafening noise.
Fluttershy found herself hovering a little ways away from the cloud. There was a constant ringing in her ears and her vision was a blur. What did I do? she panicked as she shook her head. Diving down she found Trixie still on the blanket. Only now the blanket was soaked, and Trixie was very clearly charred.
Coughing out a lungful of smoke, Trixie shook her head, dispelling the charred dust from her face and mane. “That… that is Trixie’s trick!” she said, glaring over at Fluttershy.
“Oh my goodness! I’m so sorry!” Fluttershy quickly apologized as she swooped into the rain and next to Trixie. “I’m not used to handling clouds! I never meant to hurt you. Are you okay? Does it hurt?”
“Trixie is fine,” she tersely said, getting up and walking out of the rain. Free from the downpour, she shook the water from her hide.
“I’m so sorry,” Fluttershy apologized again, also stepping free of the rain. “Please don’t be mad.”
Pulling a hoof through her soaked mane, Trixie sighed. “No real harm done,” she said, and just as she did, a lingering static charge arced from her horn to her hoof. Trixie yelped at the sudden discharge, shaking her hoof. “M-mostly.”
Fluttershy whimpered as she looked back to the picnic. Without Trixie’s shield, the entire thing was soaked. “I’m sorry. I’ve ruined everything,” Fluttershy dolefully said, her ears drooping down.
Trixie stood next to Fluttershy, angrily staring at the scene before them. “Just look at that,” she said, growling.
“I really didn’t mean—”
“Not that!” Trixie interrupted. “The cloud.”
“The cloud?” Fluttershy asked, looking up. The cloud was just sitting there over their picnic, pouring out a seemingly endless stream of rain.
“Trixie knew somepony was trying to interfere! First, something tripped her, then that wall of logs, and now this proves it!” Trixie fervently said.
Fluttershy’s head tilted as she adopted a puzzled expression. “I don’t understand. What does this prove?”
“Just look! That cloud hasn’t moved an inch!” Trixie said. “Clouds don’t just move on their own; somepony put it there on purpose.”
“But, who would do such a horrible thing? Why?”
“Because of me!” Trixie retorted. “Is it not obvious? Somepony is trying to get back at Trixie!”
Fluttershy shook her head. “No, I don’t believe that. I can’t,” she said. “It’s not just your date—it’s ours. I just can’t believe that anypony from Ponyville would try to get back at you if it meant hurting me. They just aren’t that cruel and heartless.”
Just behind the treeline, Angel looked around at his cronies. Not one of them looked unabashed. Slowly reaching up, he pulled his hat off. He sighed and led the group away from Trixie and Fluttershy and back towards the cottage.
Unaware of the animals’ antics, Trixie flopped down and sighed. “Somepony had to have done it. They did it to get revenge on Trixie,” she muttered, looking down at her front hooves.
Fluttershy sat next to Trixie. “You don’t know that,” she said, placing a hoof on Trixie’s shoulder. “Maybe it was just… an accident?”
Trixie looked away. “Trixie is very sorry. She should have known better than to come back to Ponyville.” Giving a frustrated grunt, she stepped away from Fluttershy and aimed her horn at the loathsome cloud. A burst of pink magic sent it flying off and out of sight. “Trixie won’t bother you again,” she said, marching away.
Fluttershy scrambled to catch up. “Wait! You’re not bothering me. I mean—so far this date with you has been wonderful,” she claimed. “The picnic might be ruined, but the time I spent with you… I really enjoyed it.”
Trixie halted. “You did?”
“Of course,” Fluttershy replied with a smile and a nod.
Blushing a bit, Trixie idly pawed at the ground. “Trixie liked it as well. It was… nice having somepony to talk to.”
Fluttershy beamed. “We could try this again, if you would like.”
Trixie turned back to her, raising an eyebrow. “Another date?”
“Oh! Um, if that’s okay with you,” Fluttershy said, her blush deepening as she looked away.
Trixie grinned. “How about this time next week? We can meet here.”
“Out here?”
Trixie nodded. “It’s far enough from Ponyville that nopony will bother Trixie. We can try again,” she explained, looking over to the soaked and ruined picnic. A pink glow encased the picnic, and everything levitated neatly into the basket. “Unless you don’t want to.”
“I want to,” Fluttershy replied, just a bit too quickly.
“Good. The Great and Powerful Trixie wouldn’t have it any other way,” she proclaimed, leading the way back towards Fluttershy’s cottage.
Fluttershy scrambled to catch up. “Um, you’re coming back to my cottage?”
“What kind of pony wouldn’t walk her date back to her front door? It could be dangerous in those woods,” Trixie said, smirking.
“Oh, Whitetail Woods aren’t all that scary. Now, the Everfree Forest—that’s scary.”

The trek back to Fluttershy’s cottage was far less eventful than the journey out. Of course, Trixie spent much of the time boasting that her righteous anger had scared off whatever pony had been sabotaging their date.
The true saboteur, meanwhile, had been waiting eagerly for Fluttershy to return—alone. Seeing two ponies approach from the forest only served to rekindle his jealousy. He jumped up on the windowsill as he watched Trixie walk Fluttershy right up to her door. His little, bunny ears twitched as he heard their voices. After a moment, he held one paw on his stomach, and the other over his mouth as his face turned slightly green.
That blue unicorn was flirting with Fluttershy!
What was that? Did Fluttershy just giggle?
She did! She’s enjoying it!
Unable to stand it for even one more second, Angel Bunny hopped down and rushed to the front door. He was in such a hurry, that he dashed out and crashed right into Fluttershy. As he bounced head-over-heels backwards, Fluttershy stumbled forwards. Shaking off the impact, he looked up to Fluttershy’s muzzle pressed up against Trixie’s! He immediately fell back, flat on his back.
“Oh my!” Fluttershy fretted, withdrawing as soon as she realized what had happened. “I’m sorry! I didn’t—!”
“Trixie underestimated you!” Trixie said, licking her lips.
“Oh, no, I…” Fluttershy tried to explain as her face burned.
Trixie leaned in and gave her a peck on the lips. “Trixie looks forward to our next date,” she said, winking at Fluttershy.
Given the situation, Fluttershy had but one recourse—she fainted.

When she awoke, Fluttershy found herself on her couch. Angel Bunny was… floating above her? She blinked and rubbed her eyes, but it just made it clearer. Angel floated above her, emitting a soft, pink aura. “Angel! Are you… an angel?”
“Ah, you are awake,” Trixie’s voice drew Fluttershy’s attention over to the blue unicorn. She was idly playing with the same green bird from before. Once she had Fluttershy’s attention, she lowered Angel into her hooves. “Trixie and the rabbit do not get along,” she bluntly said as Angel motioned angrily at her. “It kept trying to bite her.”
Fluttershy gasped. “Angel!” she said, giving the bunny a disapproving look.
“Are you feeling better?” Trixie asked, turning to face Fluttershy as the bird landed on her back.
Fluttershy tilted her head to the side a bit before snapping back to reality. “Oh! Oh my goodness!” she said, touching a hoof to her lips as her cheeks lit up.
“Did Trixie… overstep her bounds?” she asked, looking down as she pawed at the floor.
“No, not at all,” Fluttershy said, shaking her head. “I, um, I started it, sort of.”
“Good,” Trixie said, looking up and smiling. “If Trixie knew her kisses had that much impact, she would have set up a kissing booth instead of a magic show.”
“Oh, yes,” Fluttershy mumbled, her blush spreading.
A tense silence befell the duo for several moments before Trixie spoke up again, “That means we are still going on another date next week, yes?”
Fluttershy nodded and smiled. “Of course,” she said, setting Angel down and getting up.
Trixie struggled to keep from prancing in place as a big smile spread over her muzzle. “Great! I can’t wait!”
Fluttershy stretched a bit. “Um, how long was I…?”
“Not long.” Trixie shook her head. “Still, Trixie should leave soon if she wants to make the train back to Canterlot.” Her cloak floated up from the rack and draped itself over her shoulders. The green bird only flew above Trixie long enough for her cloak to get in place and straightened before landing again on her withers.
Fluttershy pointed at the bird. “He seems to have gotten attached to you.”
Trixie nodded, holding out her foreleg. The bird quickly flew over to land on her outstretched leg. “Trixie has grown fond of him, as well,” she said, nuzzling the bird.
“I’m sure he would just love to go with you,” Fluttershy said, smiling at the duo.
“Trixie would not mind that,” she said, lowering her leg and prompting the bird to move back to her shoulders. “Not at all.”
Fluttershy walked her to the door while Angel fumed. “I’m sure you two will make a great pair.”
“Oh, and what of the other pair?” Trixie asked as she stepped outside, looking back to Fluttershy.
“What ‘other pair?’”
“Us,” Trixie deadpanned.
Fluttershy’s eyes widened a moment before she blushed and looked away. “Oh, right. I’m sorry,” she muttered. Trixie didn’t immediately respond. So after a few seconds, Fluttershy spoke up again, “I’m not completely sure, but I think they might make a great pair, too.”
Trixie smiled before throwing her hood up. “Trixie can’t wait,” she said, swooping in just long enough to plant a kiss on Fluttershy’s cheek.
Just after that, there was a puff of smoke, and she was gone. Angel Bunny kicked the dirt in the direction of the puff of smoke, as if to say “good riddance.”
Fluttershy looked down at the feisty bunny, smiling. “I can’t wait for next week!”
Angel Bunny double facepalmed hard enough for him to fall flat on his back.
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