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		Description

Rarity has finally gained the attention of Fancy Pants, and the two have begun to court each other. However, she learns that she is not the only woman he is seeing- even worse, she finds herself nothing but a side mare in his affairs. Her supposed cheapness becomes a hot topic in Canterlot and abroad, and she and her friends have to prove she was not the one in the wrong.
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		A Canterlot Love Story



As much as I thought I would love being adored by ponies with so much social status, I always did have a lingering fear of public disgrace. One wrong move, and suddenly the whole city writes you off as someone not worthy of even bumping into on the streets, and nopony respects you or anypony with whom you socialize. 
That's why I was flattered when the esteemed, attractive Fancy Pants covered my behind when my friends got mixed up with my Canterlot affairs. I didn't even deserve an excuse (I had made some selfish moves back there- what a shameful girl I was in the past!), yet he still stood up for me and complimented my work. And none of those upper class ponies would dare defy the word of anyone more upper class than they! I left Canterlot that night on good terms with everypony thanks to his faith in me.

So naturally, when I ran into him at Princess Cadence's wedding reception, I had to continue our friendship, and possibly advance it.
"Oh, Fancy Pants, how nice to see you here!" I said with the cutest inflection possible. 
He recognized me after a few seconds and smiled warmly. "Rarity! The mare from the garden party. Nice to see you back in Canterlot."
"Yes, well, the groom is the brother of my best friends- Twilight Sparkle, you know her." 
I saw his gaze dart towards Twilight who, thank Celestia, was not dancing as...spirited as at the other party, but enjoying herself nonetheless. 
"Your friends really do have connections, don't they? They'd be lucky enough just knowing a mare as lovely as you." 
I tried to maintain my composure, hoping I didn't make a fool of myself. I also didn't want to throw my friends under the carriage, so I replied, 
"Well, I feel lucky knowing them." 
He seemed to appreciate this. "You all were very bold out there this afternoon. That changeling reveal was a fiasco, but luckily nopony was hurt and the royal couple are safe and happy. It culminated in a nice ceremony." He gestured towards Applejack and Rainbow Dash, who were chattering about who knows what. "Did you make their dresses?"
I smiled proudly. He remembered my work! "Why, yes. Celestia herself invited me to make them. Cadance's- or really, Chrysalis's demands- and the change in bridesmaids made it a bit of a hassle, but I think it worked out nicely. Thank you for remembering my craft!"
He put his hoof on my back. I felt shivers go down my spine. "How could I forget such well-stitched and beautifully blended clothing? I know ponies in the fashion industry who gush about your work, and many ponies in Canterlot have ordered your dresses to wear to the Gala."
I felt honored, so I decided to honor him back. "Well, it's all because of your promotion!"
"You're so humble." We heard the DJ put on another love song. "Say, how do your dresses hold up on the dance floor?" he asked, holding out his hoof.
I sort of stared at him for a second before putting on a flirty expression. "I would imagine pretty well."
We took to the dance floor, performing some graceful moves, even with that blaring pop soundtrack. Granted, I may have come off a bit strong, but in the end he didn't seem to mind. We even got a picture taken together!
Unfortunately, he had to leave for the restroom in the middle of the song, and I didn't see him for the rest of the night.  He did respond when I sent him a letter that night asking if he had been upset with me, that maybe I had bumped him in the wrong place during the dance. He assured me I had done nothing wrong (what an irony that would turn out to be) and he still found me very charming. 
We continued to write each other letters, discussing current events, fashion, and all sorts of high society. I also told him about what went on in Ponyville, since he liked to hear about other cultures. Eventually, we began to flirt more obviously with one another, eventually becoming distant sweethearts.
It felt wonderful at the time, but eventually it would begin to crumble.

			Author's Notes: 
The rest of the story takes place around early season 4, probably only so long after Equestria Girls 1. This is just a short establishing chapter I wrote because I really wanted to write this idea.


	
		Meeting Up



The time finally came for Fancy Pants and I to have a proper date. I expected to return to Canterlot, but he insisted that it would be better to go somewhere new. He thought maybe he could come to Ponyville, as he'd wanted to experience its 'rustic charm' for himself, and meet the new princess as well. I didn't think much of it at the time, and instead fawned over my illustrious lover coming to see me in the flesh and fur! 
I took a trip to the spa, put on my fabulous cyan blue layered dress, accompanied by some new boots, and I waited at the train station for my escort. My friends were there for moral support, and out of curiosity.
"It'll be nice to meet your coltfriend again, Rarity," Twilight said. "Last time we got to talk to him, we were pretty unprepared." Spike stoof next to her, silently scowling (jealous little boy). 
"I can't wait for him to see all of you again!" 
"And you're sure he'll still like us?" Fluttershy asked.
I recalled the dinner party again, and how despite his status, Fancy Pants had found my friends endearing. The gentlecolt he was to me, I figured he'd love them still. "I wouldn't court him if he didn't." I was falling for him all again. 
"You haven't seen him in so long!" Pinkie gasped. "What if he looks totally different? What if he shaved his cool mustache?!?!"
"It's only been eight or so months, Pinkie. Besides, we've been exchanging letters regularly," I reassured her. "He's such a charmer, his appearance won't matter."
Rainbow Dash elbowed me, smirking. "But I'm sure his appearance will bring some good to you, huh?" She wiggled her hips a little and made kissy noises. Applejack snickered. 
I scoffed and smoothed out the wrinkles where Rainbow had elbowed me. "Show some class!" Though she was certainly right. 
The train pulled up, and out walked my Fancy Pants. He sported a dark green tux and a black cap, as well as his usual monocle. And much to Pinkie's relief, his mustache was intact. 
"Ooh, Fancy Pants!" I shouted, possibly a little too enthusiastically. I ran into him, nearly knocking us onto the tracks. 
He smiled, kissing my cheek after we separated. "Rarity, I've missed your enthusiasm." He looked at the girls and Spike. "I see you've brought your friends. Are they, uh, accompanying us?"
"Oh, HAHAHAHA!" (Did I laugh too loudly?) "No, they're simply here for moral support."
"How kind." He walked over and nodded at them. "Nice to see you all again." He bowed to Twilight. "Especially you, princess."
Twilight glanced to the side. It must have felt so strange for new royalty to be treated this way by someone she used to hold in such high regard! "Oh, you can just call me Twilight. But thank you." 
He kissed her hoof. 
I looked at the clock and tapped Fancy's back. "Dear, our dinner is in twenty minutes."
He stopped looking at Twilight and looked back at me. "Oh, yes, well, we can afford to be fashionably late at worst. Not like you need any help being fashionable." I found that smooth. "If you aren't hungry, you can show me around the town?"
I nodded, "Most definitely! I'll see you girls later?" 
They wished us good luck and let us leave. When Fancy Pants had his back turned, Rainbow made some suggestive gestures again. Twilight pulled her tail and she stopped. 
"It's very different from Canterlot," I said to Fancy Pants as we entered Ponyville. "I hope you don't mind."
"Nonsense," he replied, "I love a change in venue. It spices things up a little. You can't spend too much time doing the same thing your whole life." 
Talk about a double meaning!

			Author's Notes: 
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		Dinner Date



After we left the train station, I took Fancy Pants on a quick tour of Ponyville on our way to the restaurant. I gestured him towards the more exquisite parts, such as the spa and the theater, but he enjoyed seeing the lives of ordinary ponies as well. He went on about how life in Canterlot could get repetitive and boring, and said I was the perfect mix of Canterlot dignity and Ponyville humility. He wooed me all the way to the restaurant. 
"Reservation under 'Rarity', sir?" As the waiter got us a table, I bragged to Fancy Pants "This is the best restaurant in Ponyville, but not quite as uppity as those star-studded Canterlot eateries." 
"Sounds perfect." 
He sounded strangely distant. "Is something the matter, love?"
"Oh, nothing. I just always worry about the paparazzi. As you know, my nobility extends beyond Canterlot. That's partially why I didn't want to have our date there." He was walking in front of me, covering his face with his hat. "Those reporters, they love to pry into one's love life."
"Oh. That makes sense."
We sat down and chatted. He complimented my hair and outfit, and I complimented his long tuxedo and hat- "It's not your usual wear." He reminded me how he needed to stay incognito- the tux was long enough to conceal his cutie mark, and the hat helped conceal his face. I was taken aback at how serious he was that no one recognized him. 
"I didn't realize how attacked you are by the paparazzi, poor thing," I said. "The Ponyville news doesn't cover enough Canterlot affairs; I only know what's going on with you by your letters, really."
He exhaled. "Good. The media is full of deceit, but I would never lie to your face." (Well, to be fair, he didn't just lie to my face- he had been lying over his letters as well.) He changed the subject quickly. "I may want to try these hay fries." He smirked. "Anything here is good- I just 
would like to have a meal that weighs more than two ounces." 
I started laughing, which garnered attention, and possibly whispers if they noticed who Fancy Pants was. No one came up to say anything about it, though. 
Fancy must have sensed this risk. "Do you need to wash up? I'll order your food if the waiter comes."
"Oh, yes, that is a good idea." I got out of my seat and headed towards the restroom. "You can just get me some of that rigatoni pasta and salad, maybe with a little wine? Red wine!" 
Once I left the ladies' room, I ran into Lyra Heartstrings, an acquaintance of mine. "Oh, hey, Rarity!" she said when she noticed me. "Nice to see you here. Bon Bon and I are on our monthly dinner date tonight, but I need to hit the can first. Finished my first drink a little too quickly." (TMI, darling, TMI.)
I couldn't help myself. I was so happy and so in love and so proud, and keeping secrets wouldn't hurt anyone. And if it did get out to the press, so what? They deserved to know how much of a sweet stallion Fancy Pants was to me. I didn't think it would get to that point by telling one pony, though.
So I took a chance: "I'm actually on a date with Fancy Pants!"
Lyra's mouth dropped. "No way! The Fancy Pants?? The rich pony from Canterlot??" She rolled her eyes. "I don't believe you." I gestured subtly to my date, who was ordering our food from the waiter, chatting away. The waiter seemed to recognize him, too. Even the ponies sitting behind him recognized him. He talked freely with them all. He seemed fine being out in the open without me there. 
Lyra looked like she could explode. "OMG!" she attempted to whisper. "He really...whoa! And a Ponyville mare, no less." She seemed more to be talking to herself out loud than to me. I couldn't catch everything she was mumbling, as I was still looking out at Fancy, but I really wish I had paid better attention to her now. Then she smiled at me, but her smile had a touch of nervousness in it. "He is quite the catch, I'll 
admit that- but how daring! Never thought you were that kind of mare." 
"What kind?" I questioned her. 
"You know, the kind who dates stallions with-" The bathroom door opened then. "Ooh, finally! Good luck!" She rushed in. I shrugged, assuming she was referring to his money and status, and walked back to the table. The waiter and the ponies sitting behind him were gone. 
The food was delicious, and the wine was relaxing. Fancy Pants, having no idea of what I'd told Lyra, showed no signs of overt affection towards me, besides quiet flirty comments. And I, having no idea of why he was truly so secret tonight, gushed over him. He insisted on paying the whole bill, but I insisted we go dutch. He let me have my way. He even let me put my hoof around him as we left the restaurant. I remember hearing someone's camera snap when we left, but didn't think anything of it at the time.
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