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		Description

The gala was now over, but Luna could not help herself from being quite annoyed at her young nephew, Blueblood.
Luna decides to talk to him over a nice walk in the gardens.
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	The flowers were blooming, the birds were chirping, the garden was warm…
And still Blueblood could find something to complain about.
It’s not that Luna didn’t like her nephew. He could be charming in his own way. He was smart, and quite good when it came to politics and government. 
But he was just so stuck-up!
1000 years on the moon tends to humble a pony, Luna thought. She was quite down-to-earth after her banishment, and loved mingling among her subjects. Apparently, such was a task that Blueblood despised. 
It wasn’t the that she was annoyed at him either. Of course he got on her nerves from time to time, but she wasn’t annoyed. She saw herself in the way he acted.
And she feared what his future might be if it turned out like hers had.
Blueblood huffed and turned his nose up.
“This garden is filthy, auntie.” He complained. Luna sighed and grimaced. “I don’t understand why you brought me here.”
Luna rolled her eyes and walked down the stone path through the gardens. Her obsidian shoes clicked against the path and nudged her nephew along with her wing.
“We simply believed thou spend too much time alone in thy room.” She explained.
“I like my room.” He protested.
“Yes.” Luna sighed once more, “We know. We did the same as you many years ago.”
Blueblood gave her a confused look.
“I do not understand what you mean, auntie…”
“Pay no mind.” Luna quickly added. She walked along the path and stopped in front of a bed of roses. She smiled softly and plucked one from the bush. Blueblood watched the rose twirl in the air in his aunt’s magic and huffed.
“So how have you been recently, auntie?” Blueblood asked, kicking the dirt beneath him.
“Fine.” Luna responded, levitating the rose up to her nose to smell it. “How have you been, dear nephew?”
“I have been okay auntie.” Blueblood said, a bit nervous. He could tell Luna was annoyed about something. “How has auntie Celestia been?”
Luna smiled and giggled softly, “Oh, you know our sister. She is overworking herself as always, though she is quite content.”
Blueblood nodded idly and looked at the rose bush in front of him.
“What are you doing with that rose, auntie? You could prick yourself on it’s thorns.”
Luna frowned and sighed.
“We are simply admiring the garden.” Luna said, looking up the bright, cloudless sky. She smiled at the warmth of the day and opened her wings a little. “1000 years on the moon, and you too would miss the flowers.”
“I suppose that is correct…”
Luna frowned once more.
“Do you remember the gala?” She asked.
“Of course.” He replied, brushing a hoof on a rose and smelling it.
“You remember Rarity, do you not?”
“Why yes, I do.”
“Quite the lovely mare, is she not?”
“I suppose.” Blueblood sighed and looked up at Luna, “Where are you going with this?”
“We are simply curious as to why you treated her so horribly.” Luna grumbled, brushing her mane back. The recent gala was a disaster, but Rarity’s tale of Blueblood’s cruelty was by far one of the worst things she’d heard from the night. Blueblood was supposed to be a fine gentleman, and although she had hardly known her nephew for a few months, he did seem stuck up.
Blueblood rolled his eyes and sighed.
“She herself was quite rude to me.” Blueblood turned his nose up and away from Luna. Luna had never wanted to smack somepony so much in her life.
“We do not believe that, nephew.”
“Oh, so you would believe that harlot?”
Luna recoiled and stood up, extending her wings. 
“A harlot, you say?! Thou think much of thyself. For thou art a pig, dear nephew.” Luna huffed and fluttered her wings. 
“A pig? A pig am I?” Blueblood was practically bursting with anger. “You spent 1000 years on the moon for high treason, auntie! You have no ground to insult me.”
Luna snarled and lifted the rose she had in her magic. 
“Twas our own stupidity that lead to our banishment. We repented for our mistakes, and were forgiven by our loving subjects. Can the same be said of you and the lovely Rarity?”
Blueblood grabbed the rose in his own magic and yanked it from Luna. The rose was a symbol of his bloodline. He was descended from Princess Platinum, and as such his bloodline was associated with roses and beauty. 
“It is not my fault if she does not find me charming, aunt.” Blueblood stated, staring the intimidating princess in the eyes. “Every rose has it thorns, and it seems Rarity found the way to prick them.”
Luna sighed and rolled her eyes. 
“Every rose has it thorns, yes. But it does not go about trying to prick others. Should it prick somepony, it apologizes with it’s sweet scent and lovely petals.” Luna said, tapping Blueblood’s horn with a smirk. “It seems you still have much to learn, nephew.”
Blueblood stared at Luna with an open mouth. She stood up tall, walked away from him, and took off into the sky, most likely to raise the moon for the night. 
He picked up the flower again and looked at it closely. 
He knew what he had to do.


Rarity watched as her magic levitated a few spools of thread over to her. She smiled as she continued her work. She was making a lovely red dress for a customer in Canterlot. It was due in 3 days, and Rarity still had much to do. She expected an all-nighter or two should be in order. 
A knock on the door snapped her out her stupor.
“Who is it darling?” Rarity asked loudly. When no answer came, she checked the time. 10:30 pm. Who would be at her boutique at this hour?
She stood up and opened the door a crack.
“Sweetie Belle, if this is a prank again, it’s not funny-”
Rarity looked out the door to see no one there.
She frowned in confusion and looked down to see a rose, with the thorns cut off. A shiny red ribbon was tied in a bow around the flower, and a note was set under it.
She picked up the rose and smelled it, smiling at the sweet scent. She set it down on a nearby table. She looked back at the ground. It had an unmistakable compass rose, the cutie mark of a stallion she wanted to forget.
Nevertheless, Rarity picked the letter up in her magic and went back inside to read it.

			Author's Notes: 
And this was a prompt I finally got around to. This one was hard, Blueblood is such a weird character to write. Hope you guys like it!
You can give me a prompt over here- http://www.fimfiction.net/blog/559401/prompts
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