
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Live Without Regrets

		Written by applezombi

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Twilight Sparkle

					Rainbow Dash

					Rarity

					Princess Celestia

					Princess Cadance

					Romance

					Comedy

		

		Description

Rainbow Dash is used to doing dangerous things.  Deadly stunts?  That's just a normal workday.  But illness is something worse.  Something scarier.  Something she can't control.
So even though the diagnosis turns out benign, her brush with mortality has still left Rainbow feeling...
Unfinished.
Time to take a look at her bucket list.  But when a mare has already mastered the skies, what more is their to reach for?
The sun itself?
First place in a Quills and Sofas Speedwriting contest.
Pre-reading and Editing by ninjadeadbeard, as well as the contest participants Bachelor-ette, dziadek1990, Vis-a-Viscera, wishcometrue, PearlescenT, and The Hat Man.
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		The Party and The List



The sign over the map room reads “Get Well Soon RD”.  A bit of a silly sign, because I am well.  I mean, mostly.  The tumor was benign to begin with, and I’m already on the mend from the surgery.
The sign’s not well, though; at some time during the action, Gummy started chewing on one of the knots holding the banner up and managed to gum it loose, so now the top right corner is drooping, trailing the ribbon Pinkie used to hold it up.  Pinkie probably would have stopped it, if she weren’t snoring on top of the map table, a dribble of drool threatening to send Stalliongrad a flood that their grandfoals will still be talking about.
“Killer party, Pinks,” I whisper.  She’s out cold, but I’m sure there’s some part of her awake enough to hear, because her muzzle curls up in a smile and she mutters something before rolling over, her saliva now threatening a natural disaster somewhere in the vicinity of Rainbow Falls.  I smile and move on; Pinkie is not the friend I need help from right now.
Fluttershy went home an hour ago, which took nopony by surprise.  She’s always been a little iffy once the booze starts flowing, even at a small Pinkie party like this one.  Applejack is standing over by the record player, swaying in place, her eyes closed.  Starlight’s nearby, trying to explain something to her about some new teaching method she’s been researching for the School of Friendship.  I can tell AJ’s trying to listen, but I can also see three empty bottles of cider stacked on the ground nearby.  She’s not gonna remember any of this.
Somepony (probably Pinkie) dragged some couches into the map room before the party began.  Trixie and Soarin are sitting on one, lips and tongues and hooves all over each other.  They also are accompanied by several empty bottles of cider.  They’re gonna wake up in Trixie’s wagon together tomorrow morning; I wonder which one is gonna regret it the most?  
Maybe neither; wouldn’t that be hilarious?
Another couch is occupied by another couple, and I’ve finally found my target.  Rarity and Twilight are cuddling, with Twilight as the big spoon and Rarity leaning back against her.
Okay, I guess not all drunken one-night stands end in regret.  Rares and Twi sure seem super happy.
Twilight sees me as I fly over, avoiding the snacks and streamers and empty cider bottles littering the castle floor.  She smiles and begins to try to shift herself and her marefriend, to make room in case I want to sit.
“Nah, don’t get up, Twi,” I say, offhoof.  I land next to the couch and brush away some of the debris with my tail.  “I just wanted to ask you for something.  Bit of a favor.  Both of you, actually.”
“Of course, Rainbow,” Twilight says, while Rarity nods sleepily.  It’s getting late.  Maybe not the best time for serious conversation?  But if I didn’t say something now I was gonna chicken out.  “What can we help you with?”
“Uh, ya see, when the doctors first found the tumor, well…” I shrugged.  It was hard to talk about this.  For Celestia’s sake, it’d taken my therapist at least a dozen sessions to help me get over my fear of having ‘the big conversations’ with my friends.
Yeah, I have a therapist now.  Wonderbolts rules.  Spitfire made me start going as soon as I had my first serious crash, and the x-ray found the tumor.  Said this sort of thing could break a pony if I didn’t talk about it.
But Still Waters is great, and he’s super cool.  Not lame at all.  He’s helped a lot.  He’s even at the party somewhere, though he wasn’t drinking.  It’s a shame… woulda been nice if he’d gotten some kinda drunken hook-up out of all of this.  Maybe I should wake Pinkie up…
Nah.  I’m getting distracted.  “Um, yeah.  Things were rough.  I started seeing Doctor Waters, and we talked about a lot of stuff.  I, uh… made a bucket list.”  I rubbed a hoof against the back of my head, while Twilight gasped and Rarity shook her head.  “When the doctors said it was ‘be nine’ or whatever, just a simple outpatient surgery and stuff, I thought things would start to make sense again.  But I don’t wanna live with regrets, ya know?  And even though I’m a Wonderbolt now, it doesn’t mean there’s not other stuff I’d like to do.
“Doctor Waters says it's normal for ponies like me.  He called it a ‘brush with my own mortality’.  And as long as I don’t go too crazy, it’s okay to start looking into bucket list stuff.”
“And you need our help with that?” Twilight guessed.
I nodded.  “Uh, yeah.  If you can.  Um…” I reached into my dress uniform pocket.  I don’t even know why I wore the thing; this wasn’t an official Wonderbolts event, though most of them were here in some room or other.  Inside was a crumpled sheet of paper full of my own chicken-scratch hoof-writing, with clumsy boxes for a checklist.  “You’ll probably guess which one.”
The note lit up with a purple aura as Twilight took it from me and floated it over.  Rarity sat up, and the two of them looked down the list, eyes alight with curiosity.
“Punch a Maulwarf in the face,”  Twilight read the first one, before raising a skeptical eyebrow at me.
I shrugged.  “What?  How many ponies can say they’ve done that?”
“Moving on,” Twilight sighed.  “Attend a live performance of Hammareton.  Rainbow, that’s easy enough, I’m sure I can get some tickets as a Princess.”
“I don’t know, Twi.  They’re usually sold out months in advance.  But that’s not…”
“Surf in a lava flow,” Rarity reads.  “Darling, didn’t you do that already when you were retrieving Flash Magnus’ shield?”
“Well, yeah.  But I wanna do it again,” I’m getting more nervous the closer they got to the end.  My wings flutter at my sides.  “Besides, that’s not the—”
“Win the Sisterhooves Social with Scootaloo.”
“Write a memoir.”
“Learn to paint modern art.”
With each item they read off, my heart beats faster.  Until finally…
“Go on a…” Twilight freezes and looks up at me, then back at the page again, her eyes drifting back and forth as her jaw slowly gapes.  Rarity peers at the page as well, before her eyes suddenly fill with suspicion.  She drapes herself more closely over Twilight, wrapping a hoof posessively around her.
“You’re not serious.”
“What? Of course I’m serious!” I stand up, I’m too nervous to keep sitting.  My face is flushed.  “I thought I was gonna die, Rarity.  I may not be looking for a fairy tale like you were, but I’ve got romantic ambitions, too!”
“But darling,” Rarity’s normal affectionate affectation is twisted with jealousy.  “Twilight is—”
“Taken, I know,” I say.  “It’s not her.”
“Go on a date with a Princess that ends in smooches.  Or maybe more.” Twilight finally reads from the paper.  Rarity finally relaxes, though they both stare at me in shock.  “Um…”
“It’s a bucket list, okay?” I shuffle my hooves nervously.  “When I talked to Still Waters about writing one, he said it was all about living without regrets.  Even crazy stuff has a place on the list.  And if anypony can accomplish crazy stuff, it’s me, right?”  The doubt on their faces is not encouraging.  “C’mon, you two?  Where’s the faith?!”
“You’re right, Rainbow,” Twilight sighs, trying to recover herself.  “So… this was the thing you needed help with?”  I gulp and nod.  “Okay.  We’ll help.  But… which one?”
“Cadance is taken, too,” Rarity muses.  “Though there are those rumors about—”
“Not Cadance,” Twilight interrupts with a hoof over Rarity’s mouth.  Rarity giggles.  “And not me.  Obviously not Flurry.  So either Luna or Celestia?”
Okay, Rainbow Dash.  Confession time.  I take a deep breath.  “Not Luna.  She’s super cool and all, but uh, well, don’t be weird about this, okay?  But ever since I was a teenager, I’ve… hadagiantcrushonCelestia.”
Of course they are going to be weird about this.  Even when I specifically asked them not to.  Rarity sits right up, making that high pitched sort of squealing noise that meant happiness for her, and absolute disaster for everypony around her.  She’s even clapping her hooves together with glee.  Twilight looked like she’d been bucked in the face by Big Mac, just staring into space and blinking.
“Why, that’s the most wonderful, most romantic, sweetest thing I’ve ever heard!  But, darling, I have to ask, why Celestia?”
“Why not Celestia?” I shrug.  It makes sense to me.  “I’ve always wanted to be the best, to fly the fastest, to rise the highest.  Celestia’s the most beautiful pony ever, the smartest, the most powerfullest—” I heard a snort of disagreement from a nearby couch, but I ignored it.  “ —she’s just the best!  And she’s so kind and caring, and she’s always looked out for all us little ponies, and…” I was gushing, I realized, which was sorta uncool, except it was Celestia so that made it okay, right?  Rarity seemed to think so, because her eyes were doing that sparkly thing.
“You want to… date... Celestia.”  Twilight’s voice is deadpan.  I nod and gulp again.  “No.  You don’t want to just date Celestia.  You want to—” the paper floats right in front of her eyes again.  “—smooch her.  And maybe other things.”  She shakes the paper accusingly, but I nod.  “Just what sorts of other things—”
“Dearest,” Rarity interrupts, leaning up to plant a smooch of her own on Twilight’s cheek.  “I know it’s never happened before, but think about it.  If anypony could accomplish the heroic task of getting Celestia to agree to a date, don’t you think Rainbow Dash could be the one to manage it?”  She makes that happy squealing noise again.  “And wouldn’t you just love to be the pony that helps to make it happen?”  She’s shaking with excitement.  
Oh no.  I may have unleashed a monster.
“Well, to be technically accurate, it has happened before,” Twilight still looks shaken as she’s speaking, but my heart feels like it’s about to fall out of my chest.
“I-it has?  You mean I’m too late?”  It’s okay.  Heartbreak is okay.  I’ll survive.  I’ll move on.  It was a silly dream anyways, just a foal’s—
“A few times, throughout the centuries,” Twilight says, nodding, and her voice drops into ‘lecture mode.’  “She always does her best to keep things subtle, though.  You know she receives about three proposals of marriage a month?  She turns them all down, of course, but can you imagine how they’d flood in if news got out that Celestia even had romantic interests?  Even though she’s retired, she’d be buried in them.  Daily.”
“Don’t you see, though, dear heart?” Rarity is vibrating and bouncing, and Twilight shoots her an annoyed look, pushing away from her overly eager marefriend.  “That’s why Rainbow came to us.  You’re an expert on all things Princess Celestia, and I’m an expert on all things romance.”  Twilight laughs a little, and Rarity’s eyes narrow.  “You think I am, right?”
“Enlightened self-interest dictates that I should say yes,” Twilight answers, and Rarity’s eyes narrow dangerously, before Twilight laughs and reaches out to peck Rarity on the cheek.  “Of course you are, Rarity.”
I nearly make a face.  All this lovey dovey stuff, romance and flirting?  It was cute and whatever, but we need to get back to what was important:  
Me.
“Okay, so, she’s dated other ponies in the past, but she’s not dating anypony right now, is she?”  I need to get an image of my rivals as quickly as I could, so I know how to outclass them as soon as possible.
“No, Celestia’s not seeing anypony,” Twilight says.  “And I’m sure, too.  All us princesses are the biggest gossips.  The rest of them practically knew I was dating Rarity even before I did.  And we found out about Luna just…”
If it is even possible, Rarity’s eyes get even wider and more sparkly.  Clearly she hadn’t known.  Twilight grinned sheepishly.
“Um, could you do me a favor, love, and forget I said that?” Twilight mumbled, and Rarity simply let out a single dismissive huff of laughter.  I shifted from one hoof to another, impatient.  “Right, of course not.  But yes, Celestia’s single right now.  And to preempt your next question, yes, she is into mares.  And stallions.  And non-binary ponies.  And non ponies.”
I’m not exactly sure what we were talking about anymore, but it sounded good.  “So… what is she into?  Athletes?  National heroes?  Rainbow manes?”
“I guess it depends,” Twilight shrugs.  I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, threatening to burst.  Why’d she have to be so vague?
“Well, out with it!  How do I impress her enough for her to say yes?”
“Princess Celestia’s not the kind of pony that’s easy to impress, Rainbow,” Twilight says.  “You can’t woo her with bravado and big flashy displays.”
“But bravado and big flashy displays is all I have!” I moan, feeling the sort of pre-disaster sense of doom that sometimes kicked in before a particularly difficult flight maneuver.  
Twilight and Rarity both roll their eyes in an annoying display of coordinated couple disapproval.
“You’re so much more than that, darling,” Rarity says firmly.  “You’re utterly fearless.  I’d say use that.  What did you sing that one time?  ‘My confidence comes off as cocky, but it gives me the courage to fail’?  You need to have faith that, even if the worst happens and she says no, you’ll get through it.  Other than that?  Just be direct!  It’s what you do best, after all.”
Yeah.  Yeah!  I can do that.  Confidence.  Directness.  I can manage.  Okay.
“So when do I—”
“We can help you with the little details, darling,” Rarity says, and Twilight nods along, a small smile tugging at her muzzle.  That… actually felt really good.  If Twilight was happy with the idea, didn’t that mean I did have a chance?  It certainly calmed my nerves a bit.
“Of course we will, Rainbow.  And if anypony has a chance, I’m sure it’s you.  You are awesome, after all.”  Twilight scratches her chin thoughtfully.  “You know, Celestia did tell me that she and Luna would be stopping by the Crystal Empire to visit Cadance, Shiny, and Flurry next weekend.  What if you dropped in for a surprise visit, yourself?  There’s all sorts of spots in the Empire for a cute date.”
“That’s assuming she says yes,” I laugh nervously, but Twilight’s smile widens.
“I am assuming that, Rainbow.  Because it’s you.”

	
		Impulse and Instinct



Conversations, in theory, are easy.  Putting certain crazy stunts into practice was a little harder.  I was glad for the long flight to the Empire; it helped me burn off most of my nervous dread.
It all came roaring back when I saw Cadance waiting for me, just outside the palace doors.  She’s grinning.  Like, the kind of smile Pinkie has when she finds out it’s somepony’s birthday.  And her hooves are tapping against the ground.
Oh, Tartarus.  I’m bucked.  Sideways.
“Well?” she asks, her eyes dancing with glee as soon as I land.  “What’s your plan?”
That’s it.  No, ‘hi, Rainbow Dash!’.  No, ‘how’s it going, Rainbow Dash?’.  Not even ‘Wow, Rainbow Dash, that was a really slick aileron roll right before a perfect back-wing leading to a seamless soft landing, you’ve been practicing!’

Okay.  Maybe Cadance wouldn’t say that last bit.
“Who told you?” I mutter nervously.
“Rarity, of course.  Come, I’ve already told the ladies at the palace spa that we’re on our way.  We want you to be as relaxed as possible while we plan out exactly how you’re going to wow my aunt.”
So, ‘scared’ isn’t a word I think about a lot.  Especially not in connection with me.  I wasn’t scared when the doctors told me about the tumor.  I wasn’t scared when I went under for the surgery.  But the feeling in my chest as I followed the bouncing princess?
Sheer terror.
I really do try to relax and get lost in the spa treatments.  The hot tub is actually warm, and the crystal ponies buzzing about do their best to keep me distracted. Their hooves are like magic as they start to work my mane with an array of floral scented shampoos. 
“Now let’s talk about your approach.”
Part of me had been hoping she’d forgotten.  
“Uh, approach?” I barely resist the urge to sink under the water.
“Your grand strategy.  Surely you came here with one, right?  After all, one doesn’t woo a princess without some sort of a plan.”  Cadance’s eyes are closed, and her lips are curved in a smile as the attendants work her own mane.
“I…” How am I supposed to tell her I like to wing it?
“Don’t tell me you’re going to improvise.”  She sounds scandalized, and she’s rising out of the water a little bit.
“But… improvising is what I do best…” I whimper.  Cadance shakes her head, much to the consternation of the spa attendants performing her mane and scalp massage.
“Rainbow, please.  You have to do better than that.  Now.  We’ll come up with something better.”
For the next three minutes, Princess Cadance talks at me.  Not to me, or with me.  At me.
I’m not ashamed as I flee the spa, trailing shampoo suds and the protesting shouts of the Princess of Love. 
Cadance is worse than Rarity for making those excited squeaking noises.  I didn’t even know that was possible.  All I know, though, is that when she starts floating ideas about catering and outfit coordination and who’s going to time the release of the doves, I’ve had as much as I can take.  
Is it really this complicated to ask out a princess?
My mane’s still wet from the hot tub as I flee down the crystal hallway.  I don’t know where I’m running.  I’m not even paying attention to where I’m going, just as long as it’s far away from the nightmare princess and her knowing smirk.
But as Spitfire has said before, inattention causes accidents.  And something about eating from a tube.  This time, inattention causes me to crash into a pony.
A tall pony.
Beautiful.
Regal.
“Oh, Celestia, did I just crash into…?”
“Rainbow Dash!”  Her voice is shocked.  Her voice is perfect.  I scramble to my hooves.
“OhmygoshprincessI’msosorryIwasn’t…”
She’s politely holding a hoof over her mouth, holding in laughter.  I notice Luna standing behind her, not even bothering to hide her giggles.  There’s a knowing sort of look in her eyes.  How could she possibly…
Oh right.  Dreams.  Of course I’ve been dreaming about this for weeks now.
“Cadance is a genius,” Luna says, and it looks like she’s talking to herself.  “I’m impressed she pulled it off.”
I have no idea what she’s talking about.  Celestia gives her a confused look, before turning back to me.
“Rainbow Dash, are you okay?”  A perfect hoof reaches down, as if to check me for injuries.  I gulp and nod frantically.  She’s still smiling.  How can she be so perfect?  “What are you running from?”
“Cadance.”  Oh buck oh buck why did I say that out loud?  I have a moment of horror as Luna laughs again.  Wait, is that what Luna meant earlier?  Did Cadance… goad me into this by torturing me with talk of wooing and plans and stuff? Knowing I do my best work improvised?
She really is a genius.
“Why would you…?” Celestia begins.  Luna clears her throat, and both Celestia and I turn to look at Luna.
“I’m sorry, but I’d really like to see little Flurry.  Rainbow, why don’t you keep my sister company for a while.  I’m sure you’d both love a quick walk.  Maybe some fresh air?”
She winks at me, then whispers something to Celestia, earning a puzzled look before trotting down the crystalline hallway.  I steel myself and walk up to the most beautiful princess of them all, the towering monument to pony perfection, the best Princess herself, in the flesh, the very figure of beauty that made my heart beat faster and filled my dreams with—
Um.
Right before I do something stupid, or crazy, there’s this little voice in my head that always screams all the reasons I shouldn’t.  Like how I’m not good enough.  I’m fragile.  I could get sick.  I could fail her.  I could screw it all up.  I could die.  I will die, someday.  How can I possibly…?
Before I can overthink things, I open my mouth and let my brash mouth speak for me, washing away the stupid voice where it belongs.  Impulse and instinct.
“Princess Celestia, I was wondering— wouldyouliketogooutonadatewithmesometime?”
She blinks a few times, clearly trying to work out what my too-fast mouth had blurted.  Then the light of realization breaks in her eyes, she smiles down at me, and speaks.
“Rainbow Dash, I’d love to.”
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