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		Description

Bulk Biceps liked the time he spent with Fluttershy while qualifying for the Equestria Games. He liked it so much, he’s set his eyes on her.
First, he’s going to have to get past her friend. He’s a nice stallion, why wouldn’t she accept him? It isn’t like he’s just trying to bed Fluttershy, a mare who can’t say no. He isn’t just being friendly as a ruse, so he can add another notch to his bedpost, right? After all, a big, strong stallion like him must have to beat off the mares with a stick. He certainly doesn’t have an ulterior motive. He isn’t a violent, evil, red-eyed stallion with a lecherous heart.
Right?
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Some Things Cannot be Lifted

~~~~~

She sat at the edge of Ponyville’s pond on her haunches, looking down into the placid water. It looked like she just stared at her own reflection. She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve seen in my entire life, he thought. The mist hung over the lake in languid curls, evaporating in the pale dawn’s light. Cattails, bunched around the water’s edge, jockeying for position, clattered their unique song in the morning breeze. Her yellow coat stood out against nature’s blues, browns, and greens.
Bulk Biceps crept closer to Fluttershy, like a tiger on the hunt. He stopped closer than ever, crouched within a mass of overgrown cattails. She tilted her head, looking at the water, but her ears remained pointed forward. A gnat buzzed under Bulk Bicep’s nose, making his snort. He kept the sound as quiet as he could, but Fluttershy straighten up at the sound with a tiny gasp. “I-is somepony there?” she asked the cattails. She spread her wings, and Bicep’s heart quickened. At the same time, the breezed shifted, giving him a whiff of her unique scent…
~~~~~

Before the Equestria Games…
He focused on the ceiling. He pumped iron like he always did, but today he had an assistant. Fluttershy sat on his barbell, adding additional weight for his workout. He swallowed and prayed to Celestia his body didn’t betray him. He most certainly did not think about looking down in the hope he could see under her tail. That would be wrong, especially to a nice pony doing him a favor. Nor did he shudder with pleasure every time he lowered the barbell and her pink tail tickled his neck. And most importantly, his sweating was entirely due to the workout, and not his proximity to the gorgeous, petite form staring him right in the face.
Nope, he thought to himself, this is all just nerves because of the Equestria Games. I’m fine. He swallowed again, and pushed the barbell and the wonderful tail up and away from himself, sweat glistening on his coat. With a grunt, he set the barbell down on the rails just as one of Fluttershy’s friends trotted up.
“Fluttershy, darling, I need to take your measurements for the new uniform,” said the white mare. He didn’t know her name, but she always seemed to be around at the least opportune times.
“Don’t you already have my measurements?” Fluttershy asked with a little blush.
“They might have changed since I last took them. Come along now,” Rarity replied, beckoning Fluttershy. With a shrug, she hopped off the barbell and flew away. “Um, good job, Mr. Biceps. Keep up the good work!” she called over her shoulder.
“Yeah,” he whispered. It was the most listless, weakest, puniest ‘yeah’ he’d ever said in his whole life. His massive forelimbs dropped apart, one on either side of him. He swallowed again, trying to get the sawdust out of his mouth. He idly ran his right forehoof over his sternum and tried to keep the world steady. His breath came out ragged, and he felt sure that if his hoof weren’t holding it in, his heart would hammer its way out of his ribcage. Must be the cardio, he thought. 
~~~~~

Splat!
Leaning forward to catch her scent while standing in the mud didn’t end well. In fact, he ended up falling face first, well outside of his concealed position. He scrambled to his hooves with his face covered in sticky mud. “Hello!” he blurted out.
“Eeeep!” Fluttershy took the the air, hovering out of reach. She put a forehoof to her chest, trying to calm her breathing. “Oh my, Mr. Biceps, you frightened me. I didn’t see you there,” she said between breaths. Her cheeks flush, she took a moment to compose herself before settling down again near the edge of the water. She folded her wings to her sides perfectly. Bulk Biceps swallowed again, still not believing such grace actually existed in the physical world. “Um, can I help you?” she asked, her right forehoof nervously rubbing her left foreleg. Her eyes darted down and to the left.
“YEAH!” he shouted back. Idiot, you don’t need to shout at her, he thought. He cleared his throat and glanced around. Why don’t I have a flower or something? he asked himself. “Um… I want—” he began softly. Too softly. His voice died in his throat before he could finish. He felt a familiar weight on his back. A tightness in his chest that pushed him down, and made his legs turn to water.
They shivered in the cool morning mist, neither looking at the other. The sun peeked over the mountains, bathing everything in warmth, but still the two ponies shivered in silence. Standing only a stride away, Bulk Biceps felt the distance between them growing by the second. She’s a mirage, he thought, no matter how close I get, she’s always going to vanish before me. Why waste my time chasing something so perfect, so impossible, so unreal? He tried to open his mouth and speak, but he couldn’t even manage to get his lips apart, much less say anything. The sunlight banished the night’s shadows over the lake, drawing his eye. He couldn’t look at her, so he ended up looking at the water’s surface.
“Um…” Fluttershy began, her voice halting, “did you come here to check on the tadpoles, too?” Bulk Biceps looked out over the water, watching it lap against the shore in a steady, quiet beat. A frog croaked out a languid call, then jumped off of his perch on a lily pad and into the water with a splash, like a cannon ball idly dropped into the water. Bulk Bicep’s eyes followed the ripples back to their origin, and his eyes lit up. “Mr. Biceps? Are… are you alright?” Fluttershy asked.
With a flap of his miniscule wings, he took off over the water. Fluttershy let out a surprised squeak, but didn’t move. Bulk Biceps hovered over the lily pad just as the ripples in the water died. He had to invert himself, keep himself hovering in the air without falling, so he could pluck his prize. Dripping mud into the water, he carefully bit down on the stem of the water lily bud, a tiny white bulb, and pulled. It popped out with a minor effort. He returned to the bank and landed, towering over Fluttershy with a wide grin. He said nothing, but leaned closer to her.
“Eeep!” Fluttershy squeaked again and squeezed her eyes shut as he drew closer. Leaning away, she felt the wet mud stuck to his face nuzzle her right cheek. She quivered, waiting for it to end. It did, after only a moment. Cracking her eyes open, she found him standing a respectable distance away, smiling, with a mud caked face. “Um…?” she felt something stuck in her mane, just over her left ear. She blinked, then peeked at herself in the water. Her face stared back at her with a water lily bud resting in her mane, and a smudge of mud on her cheek. She smiled at it, then looked back at Bulk Biceps.
She stifled a giggle at his muck-covered face.
“I want… Would you...” was all he managed to say before his throat constricted and his voice left him again.
Fluttershy quirked an eyebrow. “Um… Mr. Biceps, are you…” she blushed a deep crimson, “...asking me on a date?”
“YEAH!”
Fluttershy shut her eyes as the force of his voice blew her ears, mane, and tail back. “Oh my, you’re so… enthusiastic,” she muttered. She took a moment to adjust her the flower bud in her ears, smoothed her mane, then turned to him. She couldn’t look at him, instead she looked at the ground between them. “I’m sorry, I can’t go on a date with you tonight.”
“No?” he asked. His voice sounded tiny, as if from a colt. “Um, how about tomorrow?” he asked. His voice held a tiny glimmer of hope. Fluttershy looked up and their eyes met. He smiled. She frowned. His smile faltered, and he felt a weight settle onto his back that pressed down on him with far more force than any barbell.
“No, I’m sorry, but I’m busy tomorrow.”
“Oh…” he said, as his shoulders drooped. He looked like a melting wax candle. “You’re probably busy the next day too.” His eyes slid down, while mud dripped off of his face.
“Oh, yes, actually I am. I’m glad you understand,” Fluttershy replied with a smile. She ducked her head to better see his expression. “Um, are you alright? You look so sad.”
“I’m fine,” he said with a shake of his head. “I’ll… just leave you alone. Excuse me, I’ve got something in my eye.” He looked away, and wouldn’t meet her gaze.
“Why don’t we meet for tea the day after?” she asked innocently.
“Wut?” he replied, dumbly. “You’re… not busy on Monday?” he looked up and met her gaze. He didn’t blink, as if she would vanish in an instant if he did. His red eyes bored into her.
She gulped and replied, “No, I’m not. Um, we could have tea at the Green Leaf, if that’s okay with you?”
He nodded slowly. “O-of course! I’ll treat you. Should we meet there at sundown?” His heart soared, he could hardly believe his luck.
She nodded. “It’s a date,” she said with a smile. Suddenly, she blushed, frowned, and looked down. “I-if that’s okay with you.”
“YEAH!” He cleared his throat and replied, “I mean, yeah, that would be great,” he said airily. “I’ll see you then…” he mumbled. His eyes glazed over, and a stupid grin appeared on his muck-covered face. He fluttered his wings, and he drifted away, like a giant, white, plastic bag caught in an errant wind.
“Um, I’ll see you then,” Fluttershy mumbled after him. She watched him vanish over the hill with a weak smile.
“FLUTTERSHY!” Rarity called, trotting up behind her.
Fluttershy squeaked yet again. She blew out a sigh to calm herself. “Why does everypony sneak up on me like that?” she mumbled to herself. She turned and smiled. “Hello Rarity, are you—”
“Out of your mind?!” Rarity said, as she came to a halt with a stomp of her hind hoof, leaving a deep print in the mud. Glancing down at her own hooves, she sneered at them. “Why are you standing here in this mud? Never mind that, why are you cavorting with… with… THAT!” she said, pointing in the direction Bulk Biceps went. “Dirt on the outside is one thing, but this! He’s… he’s so—”
“—Nice?” Fluttershy said, although her tone sounded more like a question than a statement.
“Excuse me? Do you remember the last time you… interacted with him?” Rarity said, aghast.
Fluttershy nodded as an emerald-colored dragonfly darted between them. “I do. He seemed nice then, as well.”
Rarity stomped a hoof in the mud again. “He’s just a filthy stallion, and he only wants one thing. I heard the end of your little conversation. How could you agree to a date with that… that…” The dragonfly hovered over the water for a moment, wings buzzing madly. Without warning, a speckled trout burst out of the lake and swallowed the dragonfly in one bite. The fish returned to the depths, all in the span of an eyeblink. “Albino!”
Fluttershy tilted her head at Rarity. “But Rarity, aren’t you albino?”
“Argh, not this again!” Rarity cried. “Don’t you remember what I said last time?”
~~~~~

Before the Equestria Games…
“Fluttershy, darling, I need to take your measurements for the new uniform,” Rarity called. She didn’t know the name of the massive, albino stallion paired with Fluttershy and Rainbow Dash for the games, but she found him near Fluttershy constantly. And his red eyes followed her everywhere. Rarity was acutely aware of the the gaze of ponies, stallions in particular. The left side of Rarity’s mouth twitched while she watched him.
“Don’t you already have my measurements?” Fluttershy asked with a little blush.
“They might have changed since I last took them. Come along now,” Rarity replied, beckoning. With a shrug, Fluttershy hopped off the barbell and fluttered away, like a leaf on the wind. “Um, good job, Mr. Biceps. Keep up the good work!” she called over her shoulder.
The two mares made their way past a few other Ponyville teams towards the mare’s sleeping car. Everypony focused on training hard, but Rarity’s lustrous mane still turned a few heads. She batted her eyes at Thunderlane when they brushed by him. He grinned at Rarity as she glided by, in her element. Once they entered the private car and closed the door, Rarity snorted. “You’d best keep your distance from that one, Fluttershy. I don’t like the way he looks at you.”
“Who? Bulk Biceps? He’s a nice stallion, and he’s harmless, don’t you think?” Fluttershy asked. Rarity snagged a pin cushion, measuring tape, a dull pencil, and a notepad in her aura from one of her many, many pieces of luggage. All of the items hovered around her, like feathers around a peacock. She looked at Fluttershy with a critical eye.
A shiver ran down Fluttershy’s spine. She didn’t like to be looked at by a large number of eyes, but at the moment, Rarity’s eyes felt as if they looked at her from a million directions all at once. “Stallions can be dangerous, darling,” she said quietly. “Especially stallions that can’t control themselves.”
The measuring tape ran from Fluttershy’s withers to her forehoof. She tilted her head and asked, “Can’t control himself? What do you mean, Rarity?”
Rarity’s magic grabbed Fluttershy’s head and head her upright. “Hold still, darling,” Rarity said, as the measuring tape wrapped around Fluttershy’s neck and tightened in Rarity’s aura. “I just don’t want you to fall in with a rough sort of stallion like Bulk Biceps.” Rarity’s voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. “Rumor has it he takes steroids, and you know what that can do to a pony.”
Fluttershy gasped past the measuring tape around her throat. “No, what can they do?”
They were the only two beings in the train car, but Rarity still leaned closer to Fluttershy, and whispered into her ear. “Steroids can make a pony crazy if you take too much. They can shrink a stallion’s you-know-what and make them violently aggressive. They can become raging maniacs. You don’t want to get involved with a stallion like that do you?”
“Um…” Fluttershy chewed her lower lip. “I don’t know if I should listen to rumors. Remember Gabby—”
Rarity silenced Fluttershy by tugging on the measuring tape around her neck. “Yes-yes, I remember. But what about his… condition?” 
Rarity released the measuring tape after making a few notes. Fluttershy took a deep breath as a bit of color returned to her cheeks. “What condition?” Fluttershy asked. She dared not move as Rarity wrapped the tape around her barrel.
“He’s an albino. I always thought they were a bit shady,” Rarity said with a firm nod of her head.
Fluttershy glanced at the odds and ends Rarity had unpacked the previous day. On her rumpled bed, there were eyelash curlers, compacts, lipstick, horseshoes, pots, potions, and more. A couple of novels caught her eye. They sat on the nightstand, the second with a bookmark halfway through it. The spines bore the titles “The Invisible Mare” and “The Da Vinci Codex.” Fluttershy had read neither, but Rarity liked to read before bed, and these looked to be her latest reads.
“I thought albino meant they weren’t shady at all. I thought it meant they were all white. Does that mean you’re albino?” Fluttershy asked.
Rarity let out gasp and dropped the measuring tape and pencil. Gathering them up again, she replied, “I most certainly am not! Look at my eyes, sparkling blue, yes?” Fluttershy didn’t see any sparkles, but Rarity’s irises were blue. “Now what eye color does Bulk Biceps have, hmmm?” Rarity asked with a knowing smirk.
“Um… red?” Fluttershy replied tentatively.
“YES!” Rarity said, giving Biceps a run for his money. “That’s right, red! That’s a sign of albinism!” she said with triumph.
Fluttershy blinked and nodded. “Oh… I guess you’re right.”
“Of course I am, darling,” Rarity said, beaming.
“So what?” Fluttershy asked with a little tilt of her head.
Rarity scoffed. “So what?! So he’s… he’s…” like a light bulb breaking a filament, Rarity faltered. “He’s… different, yes, different!” she stomped a hoof to drive her point home. She floated a bolt of cloth from yet another suitcase and pinned several folds into it. “I don’t want any of my friends getting involved with a pony who isn’t one-hundred percent, inside and out.”
Fluttershy hung her head. “So… he’s wrong on the inside because he’s all white with red eyes on the outside? Rarity… don’t you think that’s a shallow way of thinking?”
“B-but he’s… shifty!” Rarity cried, flailing both her forelimbs and her logic. “Please, Fluttershy, there’s plenty of handsome stallions out there. Finish the Equestria Games and forget about Bulk Biceps. You’re the Element of Kindness, you deserve the best specimen ponykind has to offer.”
Fluttershy looked down. “I don’t know…”
~~~~~

Back in the present…
“...And I still don’t know about him,” Fluttershy replied. “I remember what you said, Rarity. I just… think it would be cruel to turn him down.”
Rarity brightened up instantly. “Oh! I see, this is just a pity date! I must say, all’s fair in love and war. You don’t have to spend any more time with him after this little faux date. At least you’ll get a decent meal out of it. Try not to break his heart into tiny pieces afterwards.” Rarity said with a sigh.
Fluttershy gasped, “Rarity, why would I do that?”
Rarity quirked an eyebrow. “Because you have to cleanly break this infatuation he has for you. You don’t want any ambiguity. This isn’t the time for you to be overly kind. Could you imagine what it would be like for somepony to love you, but you never said anything about it?” 
Fluttershy blushed and said, “But Rarity, what about Sp—”
“Stop worrying about me, you need to look after yourself. You can’t just lead him on like this.” Rarity looked out the window, into the distance, instead of Fluttershy as she spoke. 
Fluttershy looked down. “That seems… cruel.”
Rarity pupils narrowed as she looked at Fluttershy and snorted. “It’s better than he deserves. I watched him sneak up on you in the cattails, which makes him a stalker. Hopefully he just wants a little attention from you, then he’ll go away. Otherwise we’re going to have to take some drastic measures.” Rarity nodded, as if Fluttershy had simply agreed with her.
Fluttershy looked down and allowed her mane to hide her face. “It isn’t a pity date,” she mumbled under her breath.
Rarity smiled, then giggled. “This is going to be perfect, I think you need a new dress for this event. Something to really draw the eye.” And it’ll be easier to follow you if you’re wearing something flashy, she thought, as she looked Fluttershy up and down. “I’m going to need to take some measurements.”
Fluttershy sighed. “Um, I’m a little busy today. I don’t think—”
“Come along now. You can read one of my favorite novels while you wait,” Rarity said, as she grabbed the sputtering Fluttershy and dragged her to Carousel Boutique.
~~~~~

Thunder rolled across the town following the rain. Thick sheets of the stuff splattered down relentlessly. Everypony stayed indoors this night, with few exceptions, because the schedule called for heavy rain. The Everfree Forest decided to add the thunder to the mix at the last minute, creating a miserable night for anypony watching.
“This is the worst, possible, thing,” Rarity muttered darkly. Spying on Bulk Biceps wasn’t her most noble idea, but she’d never let anypony hurt Fluttershy. She stood in the shadows of an alley across the street from Bicep’s house, watching from under the brim of her hat. At least I had the foresight to wear something appropriate for this weather, Rarity thought to herself. She wore a tan rain slicker with a matching hat. Without it, the rain would have made short work of her meticulously stylized mane. However, the cold seeping into her coat made her want to quit this adventure.
Shivering, Rarity turned away from Bicep’s house, only to do a double take. A ghostly, equine form glided through the rain across the street and went right up to Bicep’s door. Rarity crouched deeper into the shadows and held her breath. “Oh ho, what’s this?” Rarity mumbled, her eyes unblinking at the sight.
knock-knock
Rarity watched as the door opened, spilling light into the street. Bulk Biceps stood in the rectangle of warm light, his massive silhouette unmistakable. The pony on the stoop appeared to be a white mare, with unkempt blue hair. Rarity couldn’t see her face, but once she spoke, Rarity could all but see the tears. Her voice had a particular, manipulative quality to it. Rarity knew it well, because she used it on occasion.
“I need some help, big guy,” the white mare said. Rarity strained to hear through the sound of the raindrops.
“I don’t have a spare room, or any spare bits,” he replied. His eyes looked hard and intense. The rest of him just an amorphous shadow.
“We can sleep together, just like old times,” the mare said casually.
“WHAT?!” Rarity whispered harshly. “It’s inappropriate for a single stallion and mare to be sleeping together like that… one thing leads to another and… he couldn’t… he just asked Fluttershy to a date…” Rarity watched the two ponies across the street with laser-like focus.
“I don’t know…” Biceps replied.
“C’mon, you know you can’t say no to me,” the mare said sweetly. She leaned in and gave him a wet, rain-soaked hug and a kiss on the cheek. “You owe me, especially after what I’ve done for you. You can’t deny it felt pretty good, right?”
“Felt good?” Rarity mumbled under her hat. “What’s this mare done for you, Mr. Biceps?”
Bulk Biceps heaved a sigh and said, “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”
“And you love me, right?” she asked.
“Yeah, of course I do,” Bulk Biceps answered. “It’s just…”
Rarity’s stomach felt as if it would drop into her hooves. “How can he ask Fluttershy on a date when his heart is given to another? He’s… he’s just a no good philandering pig! I’ll have to put a stop to this, for Fluttershy…” She had to keep her voice quiet while the gears in her head worked in overtime.
“Re-lax, big guy, I won’t cramp your style, I promise. You don’t have a special somepony over right now, do you?”
“No,” he said, and shook his head. The white mare giggled.
The two ponies disappeared inside, closing the door behind them, as Rarity’s mouth fell open. “And Fluttershy won’t be your special somepony, Mr. Biceps. Not if I have anything to say about it.”
~~~~~

Three days later…
“YEAH!” Bulk Biceps yelled at himself. Standing in front of the full length mirror in his bedroom, he flexed and put on his plastic smile. He tried to look friendly and jovial, but most ponies would agree his smile held a certain… ‘axe-crazy’ quality. The red eyes did him no favors either.
Glaring at his own reflection he lifted his chiseled chin and looked down at himself. Massive pectoral muscles rippled under an alabaster coat, and tiny wings fluttered on his back. With a snort, he nodded at himself in the mirror. “Okay! It’s show time!” he shouted at himself.
He licked his hoof and used it to slick his mane back one more time. He tightened the plaid necktie around his throat and smoothed the blade. It rested above his massive pectoral muscles instead of gently draping down, but his thick neck took up the rest of the tie’s length.  Sweat beaded on his brow. With a ragged intake of breath, he stared at his reflection. His thick brow looked like the cherry on top of this mountain of muscle. “Remember, don’t yell all the time,” he whispered, almost too quietly to hear. “But don’t sound nervous, be confident!” he shouted at the mirror.
He wiped the sweat off his brow and said to himself, “There’s nothing to worry about.” He snagged his old bowler hat off the nightstand, flopped it on his head, and exited his bedroom.
A loud, rumbling snore echoed from the couch in the living room. The town-home of Bulk Biceps was modest by any standard, and cramped by most. Stuck in an old, blue collar neighborhood of downtown Ponyville, and designed for a single occupant, it size made Bulk Biceps look comically large in comparison. His furniture felt worn, his decorations sparse, his pantry usually empty, and his couch was under constant threat of braking under his weight. The mare on his couch had no such threats.
“See you later, beautiful,” Biceps whispered.
“Mmmhmmm?” The mare stirred and sat up. A wild, electric blue mane with bed head, greeted him. The mare’s white coat matched his own. With a groan, the mare rubbed her eyes with a hoof and fumbled for her glasses with the other. Bulk Biceps picked up the rose tinted specs, and slipped them over her eyes. “Mmmmm… thanks,” she said, her voice raspy with sleep.
“Last night was fun, but I don’t think you can stay here,” Biceps said with a forced smile. “This stallion needs what little space he’s got.”
“Hey, it’s okay, Vinyl Scratch knows when she’s not wanted,” she replied, yawning. “Looks like it’s getting late, time to get out there and shake my money-maker; gotta bring in those bits, right?”
“You’re not unwanted,” Biceps replied. He wrapped his massive forelimbs around her.
“Uh-huh,” Vinyl Scratch mumbled. “I had fun last night too, but I still didn’t get a kiss.” Biceps smirked and rolled his eyes. Vinyl fished for affection without subtlety. He leaned closer and smothered her cheek and neck with kisses. She giggled the entire time. “That tickles!”
“I love you, Vinyl Scratch,” he said gently.
She sighed and nodded. “Don’t you have a date to get to? Gotta share that love, yeah?” she said with a snicker.
He glanced at the clock and gasped. “You’re right! Gotta go!” he said as he started for the door.
“Um, I kinda need those bits, like, right now,” Scratch called out.
“Oh yeah, sorry, I almost forgot.” Bulk Biceps galloped into his bedroom and returned with an envelope. “There you go, that should be enough.” He galloped out the door.
Vinyl shook her head at the front door as it closed. She tore open the envelop and looked inside, jiggling the contents. Several bits clinked together. She shook her head and mumbled, “Goddess, how blind ponies can be sometimes.”
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~~~~~

“I’m just worried about you!” Rarity said again. “Are you sure the dress isn’t too tight? I’m not blind you know; it looks too tight.”
Fluttershy stood on the small platform in the middle of Carousel Boutique, Rarity on one side, mirrors on the others. She wore a flowing, red satin dress with black trim. Rubies and diamonds studded the entire piece, making the light refract in a dazzling display. She felt like a poinsettia in bloom, which would be nice, if she wanted ponies to gawk at her. Frowning at her reflection, Fluttershy slowly turned in a circle. “No, the dress isn’t too tight.”
“Oh, I almost forgot, did you enjoy the book I let you borrow?” Rarity asked playfully. By ‘borrow,’ Rarity meant that she had all but forced Fluttershy to read it by waxing poetic about the author’s abilities and subtly threatening to quiz her about it at a later date. Apparently, it was pop-quiz time.
“Yes, I managed to finish it. It’s in my saddlebag, you can have it back,” Fluttershy said, pointing at her saddlebag, carelessly tossed over the back of Rarity’s red divan.
Rarity looked to the saddlebag, and the whole thing glowed with her magic. A pair of books, along with a half eaten carrot and a set of old, worn horseshoes, floated out. “What did you think of the book? What did you think of the main character, Griffelda?” A small, white paw reached out of Fluttershy’s bag and snapped the half-eaten carrot out of the air before retreating.
“I don’t think I cared for The Invisible Mare, very much,” Fluttershy replied, and instantly regretted it. Rarity scowled.  Fluttershy saw the gears turning in Rarity’s head, so she decided to preempt the quiz. “I thought it would be about an invisible mare who acted like a superhero. No, the invisible mare was the villain. I thought the author comparing her to a vicious, predatory griffin was… a little speciest, but it did match with my limited experience.” Fluttershy looked away; she felt like a filly back in grade school giving a book report, one of her most painful memories.
Rarity smiled at Fluttershy’s explanation. “I totally agree, darling. Griffins can be real brutes. What did you think of the twist ending?”
Fluttershy shook her head. “I didn’t like it at all. Once Griffelda got caught, she was just a regular mare at the mercy of the townsfolk. Did they really have to buck her to death? I can’t imagine being so cruel…” Fluttershy teared up as her voice cracked.
“There-there Fluttershy!” Rarity said, giving hugs and looks of concern in equal measure. “It’s just a book, pay it no mind.”
“B-but…” Fluttershy sobbed once, “They were so cruel. And Griffelda being an albino didn’t make sense as a twist.”
“Well, if she didn’t have a white coat, the formula wouldn't have worked,” Rarity replied. Still rubbing Fluttershy’s back, she sighed and said, “I thought it was a good analogy to real ponies. It shows how we hide from each other, never revealing our true selves.”
Fluttershy sniffed and wiped a tear away, smearing her make up. “We don’t hide ourselves, do we? I don’t feel like I’m hiding who I am. I’d just prefer it if other ponies didn’t look at me. It makes me nervous.”
Rarity cringed, took up a fresh bit of cloth in her magic, and wiped away the blemishes under Fluttershy’s eye. “I don’t know why you’re scared of being looked at Fluttershy, honestly I don’t. You’re beautiful, talented, kind… all qualities that ponies should admire. You have nothing to be nervous about. Other ponies have much more to be worried about. Unkind ponies in particular, who think nothing of those they might hurt...” Rarity let her words trail off.
The two mares broke apart, Rarity fussing with the dress, Fluttershy trying not to move. “Can we hurry? I going to be late.”
“Nonsense, darling. You’ll be fashionably late, that’s all.” Rarity snapped off the final thread and began removing pins. “Make him wait, I always say.”
Fluttershy’s ears fell. “That seems… mean. Why is everything about dating so… mean?” she asked.
Rarity huffed. “They don’t call it the battle of the sexes for nothing. There! All finished. You look gorgeous!” Rarity exclaimed.
Fluttershy felt silly, overdressed, and a bit light-headed. “Okay, thank you, Rarity. I’ve got to go now, I’m late— fashionably late,” she quickly added. She slung on her delicate saddle bag over her left flank and trotted out.
Once alone, Rarity smiled a devilish grin. “And now to begin operation: ‘Keep Fluttershy Safe from the Player.’ Hmm… I really should come up with a better name.” With a shrug, Rarity idly bucked a wall panel. It flipped around, revealing a black dress, almost a costume. Rarity grinned and said, “Now to don the Mare-Do-Well two point oh!”
~~~~~

“Mare’s first,” Bulk Biceps said, holding the door open for Fluttershy. She trotted inside with a sheepish smile.
“Thank you,” she mumbled.
Bulk Biceps saw another mare trotting up to the busy restaurant, and kept the door open for her as well.
“Thank you.”
“Thanks.”
“Thank you.”
“What a gentlecolt.”
“Thank you.”
“Thank you.”
“Thanks big guy.”
“Thanks.”
“Thank you.”
“Oh thank you, young colt. Everypony, look at this kind gentlecolt, holding the door open for an old mare like me! You don’t see these kind of manners anymore in this day and age. Why in my day…”
Bulk Biceps blushed. Holding the door open and letting in a dozen ponies seemed like a nice thing to do, but the old mare who was last in line took her thank-you to an extreme. Nervously, he trotted inside and looked around for Fluttershy, while the old mare continued to go on and on about his measly kindness. He tried his best to ignore her.
The restaurant had class in spades. Right down to the polished oak tables, soft firefly lighting, and chessboard tiles. Every hoof clicked smartly on the floor, and every glass had been polished and cleaned. The other patrons created a soft buzz of conversation, muffled between the occasional area rug and the booths they sat in. Waiters flit between tables, carrying spirits and entrees with exotic scents Biceps couldn’t identify. His eyes spun, until a yellow hoof peeked out from the back and shyly waved at him. He trotted past couples and business mares until he found Fluttershy seated in a corner booth.
“H-Hi!” he stuttered. The booth’s seating ringed a circular table, which caused Biceps to sigh quietly in relief. Now, he didn’t have to ask if he could sit next to Fluttershy; he simply sat and scooted around until he sat next to her. The seating creaked in protest as he settled next to her, his weight causing the bench to sag and Fluttershy slid in his direction. She shied away from him, until she could sit without sliding into his flank. He blushed and looked away.
Fluttershy put both hooves on the table to steady herself until his ‘seat-quake’ ended.“Um, are you hungry?” she asked.
“YEAH! I mean… ah-hem, yeah,” he replied. He blushed again, thinking She’s right there, you don’t need to shout. He cleared his throat and picked up the glass on his place setting. Without thinking, he put it to his lip and tried to gulp the ice cold water… Fluttershy giggled at him, because the waiter had not yet arrived and the glasses were empty. “Ah, heh-heh…” he mumbled, and put the glass down.
“Are you warm? You’re face is all red,” Fluttershy asked. He swallowed and tugged at his necktie.
“I-I’m fine, just fine. Th-that dress is beautiful,” he replied, trying to change the subject.
She glanced away and grimaced for a fraction of a second. “Oh, yes, it’s nice.”
“You don’t like it?” he asked.
Her eyes focused to him. “Wh-what makes you say that?”
“Your face said so. You don’t have to wear it if you don’t want to,” he answered.
“Um, is it okay to just take off my dress right now? I can hardly breathe in this thing.” Fluttershy winced.
He nodded. “YEAH! Uh… y-yeah, just take it off. You shouldn’t have to hurt yourself to make other ponies happy.”
She leaned forward until her chest hit the edge of the table and exposed her back. She twisted her head, as if she tried to look at her own wings. “Um…”
“I’ve got it,” he said. Pinching the zipper just below the nape of her neck with his teeth, he unzipped the dress down between her wings and stopped just above her flank. He did not glance down the crevice in back of her dress, following the lines to her tail. He did not watch in awe as her wings unfurled out of the dress like sails. Nor could he feel her physical softness or warmth radiating off of her in waves. Nope, everything is just fine here in denial-land.
Gasp! Bulk Biceps looked up. He’d heard a gasp, but nopony seemed to be paying attention to him or Fluttershy. The couple in the next booth chattered away, oblivious. The single mare in the booth across the way hid behind a menu. He saw only her white hoof and a purple tuft of mane behind a white horn.
He shrugged and looked back to his date. Fluttershy sighed, and the dress flopped over his face. He pulled it away, folded it, and looked at her again. He swallowed. Her mane tumbled out of the dress, giving her a messy look, which he enjoyed immensely. She rubbed her hooves together. “Oh, my hooves are so sore from all the trotting around I did today.”
He frowned and asked, “That sounds terrible. Do you have any horseshoes?”
“I do, but I shouldn’t wear them. They’ll clash with the dress,” she replied. She sighed and looked down, studying the grains in the table.
“But… you’re not wearing a dress anymore, so why not wear the shoes you want?” Biceps asked.
“Um… well… I…” Fluttershy’s eyes darted left and right. Blushing, she glanced at her saddle bag, sitting between them like a cushion.
“They’re in here?” Biceps asked, unbuttoning her saddlebag. She let out a tiny gasp and watched him root through her personal effects. It felt… well... personal. She watched him as he picked out her old, worn shoes. He held them in his right forehoof, looking between her and the shoes with a stupid grin on his face. She reached out to take them—
“I can do it!” he said with sudden enthusiasm. Fluttershy tried to pull her hoof back, when he caught her at the pastern. He slipped one of the shoes on before she could say anything. He released her, and the shod hoof retreated to her barrel.
“Um…” she looked down at her now shod hoof and froze.
“I can’t put the other one on until you give me your hoof,” he said casually. She looked up. The stupid grin hadn’t moved. She gingerly offered her other forehoof. After a moment, she looked at her forehooves and smiled. The shoes fit like old leather. She closed her eyes and sighed. A moment later, she nearly jumped out of her seat, her eyes wide.
gasp!
A muffled gasp sounded from both Fluttershy, and from behind the menu held in the booth across from her. She couldn’t fly out of her seat, because her left hind foreleg was locked in place. Wildly, she looked around for Bulk Biceps, and couldn’t see him. With a glance under the table, she saw his mass hidden in shadow behind the tablecloth. “Uh… um… it isn’t… you don’t have to… oh!” She twitched once as heat rose to her cheeks, and her breath hitched in her throat. He slipped the shoe on, his hoof going up her leg, perhaps just a bit further than necessary to do the job. 
Perhaps… maybe… possibly… nahh... it was just her imagination.
Her hoof dropped to the floor with a dull thud on the carpet, heavier now than a moment ago. Her other hind hoof rose into the air before Fluttershy could react, then he caught it in his grip.
Under the table, Bulk Biceps smirked. She’d raised her hoof for him without asking. That was a good sign, right? He didn’t enjoy touching her, nor did his heart skip in his chest as he did so. He most certainly wasn’t tempted to look up her legs to see the more private parts of her. And he most certainly didn’t notice when a white bunny rabbit hopped out of the saddle bag on the seat at his eye level. He didn’t watch with mild alarm as that rabbit spat out the remains of a carrot, twitched his nose, and rocked off out from under the table and towards the kitchen.
Denial-land was full of sunshine and rainbows today.
“Angel!” Fluttershy cried, as she watched from the wrong side of the table. Her pet rabbit darted, unnoticed, between the legs of a waiter and into the swinging doors of the kitchen.
THUNK!
“Oh-my!” Fluttershy gasped out as the table jumped.
“Ow…” Bulk Biceps mumbled. Based on the force of the blow, and the way the table jumped, Fluttershy assumed he had a concussion. “I’ll get your bunny for you!” he said, as he crawled out from the other side of the table. He stood with his mane mussed from the blow, but otherwise he looked unharmed.
“Oh, that’s alright. You don’t have… too…” her reply was lost on him. He had already darted off in the direction of the kitchen.
“This is intolerable!”
Fluttershy yelped as Rarity slid into the seat on the other side. “Rarity? What are you doing here?” she asked.
Rarity appeared well dressed, even by her standards. She wore a clingy black dress with a plunging V cutout on the back, to better show off her mane and tail. It even had diamonds sewn into it, making the hemline sparkle. Her hair looked like a young mare’s, ready for prom night, and her eyeshadow appeared deeper than usual. “I’m here for you, despite what it might look like. I’ve been concerned about this… stallion...” she said delicately, “...and I believe my guest will show you exactly what kind of pony he is.”
Fluttershy’s ears fell. Her eyes darted left and right, searching for an escape hatch. “Guest? What are you talking about? Rarity, you’re not supposed to be here,” Fluttershy whined.
“Nonsense,” Rarity replied. “This is a public establishment; anypony can just waltz right in… if they have a reservation of course!” Rarity tittered. Fluttershy shook her head, and rolled her eyes.
“Rarity, this is a terrible time. Angel is missing, and I’d like to spend some time alone with Bulk Biceps,” Fluttershy said. She swallowed the lump in her throat and looked away, blushing furiously at her careless words.
Rarity gasped for the third time this evening. “Fluttershy, I’m hurt. I’m your friend! One of your closest, most special friends—”
“Ah, it’s so nice to see couples such as yourself! I apologize for the wait, we’re a bit short staffed tonight.” A chocolate-colored earth pony stallion with a thin moustache and a smart, black vest stood on the other side of the table and smiled at them. “I assure you, I’ll do everything in my power to make your evening enjoyable. Can I get you anything to start? Water? Tea? Spirits? Appetizers?”
Fluttershy stared, open-mouthed at the waiter. Rarity recovered much faster and replied, “I’m not dating her. We need water. Yes, ice-water. Something to cool the blood. Four glasses please.” The waiter nodded, but before he could leave, Rarity continued. “And bring me the wine list. I suspect somepony will be drinking before the night is over.”
The waiter smiled and gave a short bow. “My apologies; I misunderstood the situation. This was billed as a couples table, and I just assumed… Nevermind, I’ll get you everything you require,” he said as he hurried off.
Rarity smiled at his retreating form. Fluttershy groaned and looked down. “What’s wrong, darling?” Rarity asked.
“This night isn’t going quite how I imagined it.”
“It rarely does,” Rarity said, her voice forlorn. She put her hoof around Fluttershy and held her close. “I’m here for you, when everything comes crashing down. I want you to remember that.”
Fluttershy looked at Rarity. “I don’t know what you mean. Who’s your guest? Why do you hate Bulk Biceps so much?”
Rarity sighed. “Just trust me, Fluttershy. Once Spike returns with the pony in question, you’ll understand exactly what kind of pony Bulk Biceps really is. I Pinkie Pie Promise,” she said, making the required motions.
“Ah-hem. Is this yours?” Fluttershy and Rarity looked up. The waiter stood on the other side of the table, next to Bulk Biceps, looking cross. Biceps had Angel in his mouth, who had a fresh carrot in his mouth. “I’ll just add the carrot to your tab. Please stay out of the kitchen, guests aren’t allowed in there,” he said, glaring at Angel. He set down four glasses of water, and four menus, then smiled once more before he left.
Bulk Biceps stood like a giant, obedient puppy dog, waiting for a treat. Angel squirmed out of his mouth and landed on the table. He darted to Fluttershy and climbed her like a big, yellow mountain. He nested in the pink snow on top. “Oh, thank you Mr. Biceps for finding Angel. He can be hoofful sometimes.”
Biceps nodded with a big, stupid grin plastered on his face. “No problem! Say, who’s your friend here? I’ve seen her hanging around with you before, maybe you should introduce us?”
Rarity sniffed and lifted her nose into the air. “I may be introduced to you, but you do not need to be introduced to me. I’m well aware of who you are, Mr. Biceps.” Rarity glanced at Fluttershy, who blushed and shrank in her seat. Rarity snorted. “You may call me Lady Rarity,” she said simply.
She coolly offered her hoof. A moment passed in silence before the light went off in Bicep’s head. He took her hoof and kissed it. “You look beautiful, Lady Rarity!” he almost shouted. His red eyes stared at her, his expression dopey.
“Beautiful? Do you say that to many mares?” Rarity asked. Her voice and expression were as cool as the ice-water she asked for and still didn't have.
“Only the mares I care about!” he barked. Calm down, dude! You don’t need to shout! There’s nothing to be nervous about, he thought.
“Uh-huh,” Rarity intoned. “Oh look, our guest has finally arrived!” she said, pointing to the front door.
Spike entered first, leading a white mare with electric blue hair. She wore rose-tinted glasses, and sported a pair of beamed eighth notes for a cutie mark.The waiter made a detour and intercepted the pair of them. He spoke, to the mare in particular. They replied, animated for a few moments. The waiter pointed to the table in the back and Fluttershy shrank under his gaze. Rarity waved, her toothy smile the only one at the table.
“There they are,” Spike said as he approached. “I found her just like you asked, Rarity. I had to help her set up some sound equipment first, but I got the job done.” He waddled past Bulk Biceps with a sideways glance and under the table without bumping his head. He hopped up onto the seat next to Rarity. He plopped himself down, his eyes level with the table. “Um… does anypony have a cushion or something?” he asked.
Rarity’s brow went flat as she looked at Spike. Her attention didn’t linger; Bulk Biceps went left, and the new mare went right. She tracked the two of them with a dour expression. Once they settled into their seats, the seating ended up cramped. The table was set up for a group of four. Starting on the left, Bulk Biceps took up the end seat, his girth consuming copious amounts of cushion. Next to him, Fluttershy sat, looking down, red-faced. Spike squeezed in the middle between her and Rarity. Last, but not least, the new mare sat on the right end. Only a cozy opening allowed the waiter to slide in between them, his grin ecstatic. “Is everypony having a good night?” he asked.
“Fine,” Bulk Biceps said, his voice small.
“Oh, yes, everything is just… fine,” Fluttershy continued.
“This place is swanky. Don’t you think, Rarity?” Spike asked, his brows bouncing, trying to get Rarity’s attention.
“I’m fine,” Rarity said, staring at Bulk Biceps. He looked as miserable as she expected.
“I’m great! Also, I have no idea what I’m doing here, but that’s par for the course,” the new mare said. “Although, things look like they’re gonna get interesting,” she said, eyeing Rarity from behind her shades.
“Wonderful,” the waiter said, oblivious. “Can I start you off with some drinks?”
The silence from the table hung heavy for several moments. No pony seemed to want to say anything. “Can I get some mineral water?” Spike asked.
The waiter sighed. “One more water, coming up.” He trotted away, mumbling, “cheap-skates.”
Once he left, Spike turned to Rarity and smiled. “Isn’t this nice and romantic, Lady Rarity.”
“It most certainly is,” Rarity said, staring at Bulk Biceps. “I’d say there’s plenty of… ‘romance’ in the air. Why don’t you introduce us to your friend, Mr. Biceps. She is a special friend of yours, yes?”
Bulk Biceps looked at Rarity in the eye for the first time tonight and swallowed. “Uh… yeah, I guess she is. She’s a very special pony to me.” He cleared his throat. “This here is Vinyl Scratch,” he said, gesturing across the short gap in the seats to the white mare sitting across from him.
Fluttershy looked up, watching the conversation between the others. “I didn’t expect to see you so soon, big guy,” Vinyl said with a toothy grin. “How’s your date going?”
Fluttershy gasped. “This is… um… we were just...”
“Relax sweetcheeks, a pretty mare like you should have the world in her hooves. He’s a great stallion, you should get to know him better,” Vinyl said, pointing at Bulk Biceps. Her words did little to calm Fluttershy. In fact, ‘sweetcheeks’ put blush onto her face.
“I have no idea what’s going on,” Bulk Biceps nearly shouted. “Can you help me out here, beautiful?”
Rarity’s eyes went wide. Biceps asked Vinyl the question, and called Vinyl beautiful, not Fluttershy. With a smirk, Rarity asked, “I think I can explain what’s going on. The special relationship between the two of you is obvious. Mr. Biceps, why don’t you give her a kiss? Show us all how special you think she is,” Rarity said, gesturing to the other two white ponies.
“Uh… well… that’s kinda private,” he said, stumbling over his words. Fluttershy looked on, her mouth agape.
Spike grinned. “Are you in a kissing mood, Rarity?” he asked hopefully.
“I’d like to see a kiss,” she replied, without breaking eye contact with Bulk Biceps.
He blushed, frozen in place. Vinyl laughed and said, “Ha-ha, you wanna see a kiss? Okay, if it’ll make you happy.” She leaned across the table and planted a chaste kiss on Bicep’s cheek.
Rarity’s left eye twitched. “That’s not exactly what I had in mind. I want to see the truth. You two are perfect for each other, why don’t you leave us and… pursue each other. You two would make a nice couple.” Rarity crossed her forelimbs and waited. Fluttershy looked on, confusion written on her face.
Vinyl settled back into her seat and let out a belly shaking laugh, while Bulk Biceps entire upper body flushed. “Me? Date him? Oh boy, there’s at least two really good reasons not to do that,” she said, laughing again.
“What do you mean?” Rarity asked, looking at Vinyl.
“Well,” Vinyl replied, placing a hoof softly on Rarity’s leg under the tablecloth, “for starters, my barn door doesn’t swing that way.” Rarity cut short a yelp, and now her face burned red as well.
“Ah-ha-ha-ha,” Rarity laughed nervously. “That’s… quite unexpected.”
“Second, if we had foals, they’d be totally messed up! Can you imagine how retarded they’d be?” Vinyl asked Biceps. “Our genetics would make the doctors cringe!” She laughed again.
Rarity regained her composure and cleared her throat. “You mean, a foal from two albinos would be… defective?”
Bulk Biceps suddenly wrapped his forelimbs around himself, as if giving himself a hug. He shuddered once, and squeezed his eyes shut. “Shhh… it’s okay, big guy,” Vinyl said, putting a hoof on his shoulder. “I’ll take care of this."
“I’m not small, I’m not weak,” Biceps mumbled to himself. Fluttershy wrapped a wing around him, and he nuzzled against her, like a foal. Rarity’s eye twitched again; this wasn’t going according to plan.
Vinyl carefully pulled her glasses off, folded them, and set them in front of her. She slowly opened her eyes, revealing red irises. She glared at Rarity, and spoke softly, but her voice held an edge like steel in it. “He isn’t defective. I’m not defective. Our foals won’t be defective. Maybe I can’t see you so well. Maybe my vision is bad because of my genetics. So what, I wear glasses, problem solved. I’ve watched prissy fillies and colts like you pick on him since he was just a yearling. He was small, so what? He was albino, so what? Look at him now, look at how big and strong he’s become. He’s got the biggest heart of anypony I know. And I love him. I love my brother.”
All of the color drained out of Rarity’s face. She appeared whiter than normal. “Ah… I’m sorry… did you say—”
“FURTHERMORE!” Vinyl thundered, cutting her off. “We’ve had to deal with nasty colts and fillies ever since we were little. I’m not about to stop protecting my little brother now. So you can just say you’re sorry, or I’m going to kick your hot flank up and down the wall!”
Rarity and Fluttershy sat, stunned. Biceps cleared his throat. “Sis, you don’t have to defend me anymore. I’m a big stallion now, I’m okay.”
Vinyl looked at him, and blew out a breath. “Okay-okay. I’ve gotta go anyway. The party is supposed to start at mid-night, and I’ve only got a few more hours to set up. Thanks again for letting me stay at your house, bro.” She stood, grinned, and winked at him, then whispered into his ear, “good luck scoring with this one. I wouldn’t mind seeing her walk around your apartment tomorrow!”
Bulk Biceps blushed again, and took a sip of water. Once Vinyl left, he turned to Rarity and asked, “Well, does that clear things up for you?”
“Oh yes, it really does!” Fluttershy chirped. “You were right, Rarity. Your guest really did reveal his character.”
Rarity scooted out of the seat, her mane drenched in sweat. “I-I-I seem to be… unwanted. I’m… so sorry, Mr. Biceps.”
Biceps looked down at the table, as if the wood’s grain held answers. “It’s okay, I’ve dealt with a lot worse as a colt. I forgive you. It’s the right thing to do, anyway. I’m sorry about Vinyl; she can be a little prickly. After all these years of the looks, and the comments, and the stereotypes, she can be a little sensitive about the whole albino thing. Please forgive her.”
Rarity swallowed and bowed her head. “It seems I’ve judged a book by it’s cover. I won’t trouble you anymore. Please, excuse me,” she walked away, dragging her hooves.
“Wait up Rarity!” Spike called, chasing after her. “Say… what did she mean by barn doors swinging the other way?” The two of them left, Fluttershy giggling behind a hoof at the conversation Rarity was stuck in now.
“What happened to Vinyl Scratch? Why is she staying with you?” Fluttershy asked.
Biceps turned to her, and his ears fell. “She tried to make it big in Canterlot as a D.J., but she didn’t get too many gigs. She… lost the contract for a big club, her only sponsor, after a new owner bought it. She needed a place to stay to get back on her hooves, so I’m helping her out.”
“Oh, that’s so kind of you,” Fluttershy cooed.
“I guess so. I owe her so much. She wasn’t kidding about defending me as a colt. I got picked on a lot, because I was small.”
“And albino?” Fluttershy asked.
He nodded. “And albino, yeah. I’m lucky, I don’t have the vision problems Vinyl does. Figures she’d be into music, her ears work just fine. It makes dating hard, so… uh… this is pretty special to me.” He frowned and thought, Too much information dude! She’s gonna bolt on you now!
“Oh, that’s terrible. Why does it make dating hard?” she asked innocently.
“Well, being albino is genetic. I guess mares think… you know what, nevermind. I don’t care what they think. It’s a recessive trait, and I happen to like my coat color.” He flexed his ample biceps. “And I love my body.”
Fluttershy giggled, heat rushing to her face. “It is a nice body…” she mumbled, tracing his chest with her eyes. Angel pointed the remains of his carrot at Biceps like a gun and glared at him.
“Five waters,” the waiter said, holding a tray. “Hey, where did everypony go?”
~~~~~

They trotted up the path to Fluttershy’s front door, fireflies scattering around their hooves. “I had a nice evening, Mr. Biceps,” she said with a sigh. “Even if the pre-dinner entertainment was… unusual.”
“Entertainment… that’s one way to put it,” he replied. “I’m… sorry I didn’t tell you about being an albino earlier. I just—”
Fluttershy shook her head. “It doesn’t matter. Or at least, it shouldn’t matter. I’m not looking at the pony on the outside, but the pony on the inside,” she said with a grin.
The reached her front door. Here we go, this is it dude. This is as far as you go. You had a nice evening, but she’s gonna close the door and never call. At least you know now, and she’s such a kind mare. She went all the way through with it, smiling at you the whole time.
They stopped at the door, and Fluttershy opened it. She lifted Angel off her back and set him on the other side of the threshold. “I’ll just be a minute, Angel,” she said, as she closed the door on the yawning rabbit.
“Uh… well… I guess this is it,” he said lamely. He cleared his throat and waited. They stood there, under the starlight for a moment, not moving. He drew in a breath and leaned forward. Here goes nothing, he thought. He placed his lips on her cheek and brushed her, like a breeze flitting through a window.
He leaned back, breaking contact. Well, that wasn’t so bad, he thought. He watched her for a reaction. Her eyes looked glassy and lidded, but he couldn’t tell much more in the weak light. “Uh, I guess I’ll see—”
She slammed him in a spin against the door frame with a strength that would put Biceps himself to shame. Too stunned to react, she leapt up like a hungry timberwolf…
And kissed him right on the lips. He couldn’t breathe! He felt like dying, exploding, and falling all at once. It seemed like an eternity, but was only about five seconds. She broke away from him, opened her front door and said, “call me!”
The door slammed shut, and Biceps sank to his flank, unable to stand, his mane disheveled. His heart slamming in his chest, and his body shaking with excitement, he asked aloud, “What in Tartarus just happened?!”
Fluttershy hummed to herself as she settled into bed. The last thing she saw before drifting off was a lily flower, blooming on her nightstand.
FIN
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