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		Description

After reports of magical happenings, Daring Do comes to Canterlot in her A.K. Yearling persona.  Having become estranged from her friends, Sunset Shimmer has plenty of time on her hands and is more than willing to spend it with her favorite author.  The fact that it's been about a hundred moons since the last time she had a chance to geek out about magic is just a bonus.
The two talk about magic, life, the universe, and everything.

This is very low on my list of priorites, given how many other stories I have that are in need of an update, so don't start reading unless you're ok with infrequent and sporadic updates.
I made the cover art; it took an absurdly long time.
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Some things would never make it into a Daring Do book.  Sometimes it was because of time, or pacing, or keeping the books young-adult friendly, sometimes it was simply a matter of certain things, like walking around while repeatedly looking at a compass that didn't point north, not being particularly interesting or exciting.
Daring Do thought about that as she walked around while repeatedly looking at compass that didn't point north.
She thought about that, she thought about how studying two and a half to four and a third thousand year old texts gave one a tendency to repeat long phrases, such as "walking around while repeatedly looking at a compass that didn't point north," which would raise the hackles of one's editors like nothing else, she thought about whether coming here chasing what might turn out to be an undomesticated goose would turn out to be a mistake, and above all else, she thought about what the compass might be pointing at.
As for what she did . . . well, the signal was strong, so she followed it.   Part of her worried that her compass had started to pick up electronics again (why were those so frequently false positives for magic detection?), and she'd end up in an arcade, but at the same time she felt reasonably sure that the signal was moving, which should be a good sign.
She caught up with the source just in time to see a young woman enter an elevator.  If the magic in the area really were connected to a high school, finding someone of her age made perfect sense.  Daring joined her in the elevator.
The teen had kept her eyes on the ground --looking up no more than absolutely necessary to hit the button for the next floor-- but, just as the doors closed she glanced at Daring.  Her eyes opened wide. This could be a good thing, but it could also--
“Oh my God, you're AK Yearling!” the teen shouted.
Bad thing.
“I'm--” the teen stopped.  “Sorry,” she said. Then took a step back and returned looking at the elevator doors.  “Sorry. You're trapped in a metal box with me, and I shouldn't take advantage of that situation.”
Could you please teach that lesson to the rest of my fans?
“I appreciate that,” Daring said.  “I seem to be at a disadvantage. You know my name, but . . .”
“Sunset Shimmer,” the teen said.  She tried to offer her hand, dropped what she'd been holding, dropped into a squat, picked it up, immediately shot back into standing upright, and finally actually offered her hand to Daring.
Daring cautiously shook it.  “So you're a fan?”
“I'm like your-- yes, I'm a fan,” the teen --whom Daring tentatively dubbed, "Sunset," instead of, "Shimmer," or, "Do I really have to say both names every time?"-- said.
“I didn't see you at the reading,” Daring said.  But I did pick up readings that might have come from you.
Ok, that had made the girl uncomfortable.  Good going.
“I'm sorry,” Daring said, “it's not as though you have to--”
“You don't have to be sorry,” Sunset said.  “It's nothing to do with you. I wanted to come, but . . .”
“You don't have to tell me anything,” Daring said.  Please tell me things.  Even if this is the slowest elevator in the world, it'll let us out soon.
“One of my former friends is also a huge fan,” Sunset said, “and that's exactly the kind of drama I don't need in my life right now.”
“I apologize for bringing it up.”
“I did actually almost go anyway, made it,” the elevator stopped, “right to the bookstore's doors,” bingo, “but--”
The elevator dinged and Sunset stopped talking.
The doors opened and Sunset said, “Um, nice meeting you,” Sunset said.  “I should stop bothering you.”
“Sunset Shimmer,” Daring said.
“Yes, Ms Yearling?”
“If you want to finish what you were saying,” Daring pushed the 'door close' button, “I don't have anywhere I need to be.”
Sunset just looked at Daring in shock.
Daring gave an encouraging gesture.
“I was just going to say that I went there hoping I'd find a way to hear without being seen, but in the end, especially with the way the crowd would restrict movement, I couldn't see any reliable way to avoid her.”
“That's unfortunate,” Daring said.
“So, now that I've finished my tale of woe,” Sunset said, “what's going on?”
Daring raised an eyebrow.
“You don't interact with the public,” Sunset said.  “When the first book became a bestseller you used the money to buy a house in The Middle of Nowhere, which happens to be located outside Vanhoover, just so you wouldn't have to deal with people.
“You never do public appearances, yet you showed up to do a book reading here.  You avoid fans like the plague, and you're encouraging me to keep talking to me after my introduction was incoherent fangirl squeeing.”
Have you met my other fans?   Daring thought.  That was not what incoherent squeeing sounded like.
“I suppose it does look quite odd,” Daring said.
Sunset raised one of her eyebrows.
“I'm here doing research.”
“There aren't any ancient ruins around here,” Sunset said.
True, but you might be surprised by some of the places that do have them.
“Before the aquifer was tapped,” Sunset continued, “this area couldn't support permanent settlements.”
Or not.
“That's what makes it so interesting,” Daring said.  “Usually reports of large scale magical events,” Sunset's eyes widened ever so slightly; Daring continued as if she hadn't noticed, “come from places with a certain atmosphere.  Places steeped in folklore and tradition. Old places.
“Claims of magic in modern industrialized cities usually have a different flavor to them.  Secrets and shadows and hidden things.
“Yet, here in Canterlot, there have been stories of two major magical happenings,” Daring said.  “That piqued my curiosity. Would you happen to know anything about that?”
“Are you asking me if I know anything about magic?” Sunset asked.  It was smooth and easy and with a natural feel.  If not for the barest hints of guilt in her eyes and her posture, Daring might really believe that Sunset didn't know anything.
It was clear that Sunset was a practiced liar, but it seemed she didn't want to lie.  That was something Daring could work with.
The question had been asked in a way that indicated the only reasonable answer was 'no'.  Daring said, “Yes.”
Sunset looked a little bit too surprised by that.  She wasn't taken aback; she was trying to look taken aback and overshooting.
Trying too hard, kid.
Sunset said, “I know there's no such thing as magic.”
It was too practiced, and the twinges of guilt were still there.  Still, if Daring hadn't been specifically looking for the signs, Sunset's oblivious act would have fooled her.
Daring glanced at her compass.  It was definitely pointing at Sunset.
“Sunset Shimmer,” she asked, “may I share a secret with you?”
This time Sunset's surprise was genuine.
“I . . . I guess.”
“It's something I'd have to show you,” Daring said.  “And I'd prefer a place where it takes more than the push of a button for someone else to open the doors.”
Daring pushed the door open button.
Should have done that when I said, 'push of a button'.
“We're in a mall,” Sunset said, “there aren’t a lot of private rooms.”
Daring walked out.
“That's where you're wrong,” she said.  “There are plenty of private rooms, if you're willing to be a bit dishonest.”
“Dishonest how?” Sunset asked.
“As but one example,” Daring said, “dressing rooms are intended to be places where potential customers try on clothes, not private meeting rooms for people with no intention of changing.”
~ * ⁂ * ~

Sunset followed A.K. Yearling into the changing room, holding clothes that would almost certainly fit if not for the fact that neither of them intended to actually try anything on.
By the time Sunset had deposited the clothes on the room's bench, Yearling had closed the latch.
“So . . .” Yearling said.  Obviously Sunset didn't have a lot to base the assessment on, but the way Yearling said that sounded uncharacteristically awkward.
Yearling blinked, then said, “I suppose the first thing you should know is that I don't need glasses.”  Yearling set her glasses on the bench. She took off her hat, let loose her hair, and shook her head.  When her hair stopped moving, the result looked uncomfortably like Rainbow Dash to Sunset. It was all shades of gray, but it had the same style and pattern as Rainbow's hair.
At the back of her mind, though, was the niggling feeling that Sunset should recognize the hair from somewhere else.
Yearling shed her shawl, and Sunset's mind shut down.
Sunset was looking at Daring Do.  Daring Do was a fictional character.  There was no way that Daring Do could be standing in front of Sunset.  Sunset could not be looking at Daring Do.  Sunset was looking at Daring do.
She wasn't in her trademark outfit, but the fact that she was wearing a short sleeved shirt meant that Sunset could see some notable scars.  Very definitely real scars. The remains of long healed wounds.
Daring-- Yearling-- whoever, looked the slightest bit uncomfortable Sunset's attention, but Sunset couldn't help appraising each, soaking in every detail.  She recognized some of them. For example the arrow that hit Daring in chapter four of--
“That can't be . . .” Sunset said.
Daring smiled.
“That's not . . . That's not possible,” Sunset said.
“Kid, you'd be surprised at how much is possible,” Daring said.  She smiled. Then she said, “And thanks for skipping the part where you accuse me of cosplaying as my author insert.”
Sunset still wasn't at a point where she could really process new input in any detail, so she said the first thing that came to mind:
“You're not in costume.”
“True,” Daring said.  She picked up a shirt Sunset had brought in, took it off its hanger, and shook it, and dropped it.  It landed back on the bench in a crumpled heap. “Now, I've just revealed my greatest secret to you,” she repeated the process with another shirt, then turned to Sunset, “are you still going to tell me that there's no such thing as magic?”
“I . . . um,” Sunset said.
Daring picked up a skirt this time and repeated the crumplification process.
“We should . . .” Sunset said.
Daring crumpled a pair of pants.
“. . . go to my apartment and talk there?” Sunset finished, the sentence having somehow turned into a question.
Daring nodded.
“That sounds good,” she said while fiddling with her hair.
Sunset just stared.
Something seemed to occur to Daring and she said, “. . . unless you're propositioning me, because then the answer is definitely, 'No.'”
Sunset shook her head.
Daring looked Sunset over, picked up one of the shirts from the store, and held it in front of her so that it would give Sunset some idea of what Daring would look like in it.
“What do you think?” she asked.
Sunset looked on blankly for a couple of seconds.  Then she realized that she had, in fact, been asked a question.  She said, “Oh, uh . . . great.” A moment later she added, “You'd look good in anything.”
“In anything, huh?” Daring asked.  She dropped the shirt and put on her hat, “I must not be dressing frumpy enough.”
Sunset laughed.
“So you are still capable of experiencing human emotion,” Daring said playfully.  “That's good.” Daring put on her glasses, then looked at the bench. “You think we've tried on enough clothes to be realistic?” she asked.
“I think the people who work here would probably prefer it if you just put the rest back,” Sunset said, “since, you know, none of them have been worn.”
Daring put on her shawl, and she was A.K. Yearling again.  Then they left.

			Author's Notes: 
I think this is showing its age given that it's now well recorded that A.K. Daring does book signings.  I don't know when I wrote it, but I know it was more than nine months ago, because nine months and a few days ago the computer i was writing it on died.  I hadn't added to it recently at time, though, so it could be significantly more than nine months.
I wasn't planning on releasing this any time soon, but I got a bad idea for the May paring contest, and that bad idea involved Daring and Sunset.  Unlikely event I finish and publish that story in the next 41 hours, I wanted this Daring and Sunset story to be out first.  Partially because it was written first, but mostly because I think this one is better.  (Note the use of "bad idea" above.)
Beyond vague and general, "I think this one is better," there are some other points in favor of this "Daring meets Sunset" story.  Unfortunately I haven't slept in 24 hours, and FIMfiction ate my original author's note, and as a result I've forgotten them except foR he glib one I tacked onto the end of the list: there's no time travel in this one.  Also, C² will love this, this one is shipping free.  Mind you the other one was going to be a subdued "You can see where this is going, but it won't actually get there, because this story is (mostly) about how they met.
Regardless, here's the first installment of this, the thing I believe to be my superior take on Daring Do and Sunset meeting at a time when Sunset has a lot of free time on her hands.
Unfortunately, part of the reason I hadn't published this and wasn't planning on doing so in the near future is that the nicer bits of this (not many and not incredible, don't get your hopes up) are ... isolated parts rather than a cohesive whole.  The story lacks connective tissue.
So, for example, I have Daring Sunset dialogue that I really like, but it takes place after Sunset gets over being starstruck, and I haven't written the part were Sunset gets over that yet.  I'm strongly considering something like:
Over the course of the walk to Sunset's apartment, came to know Daring Do the person instead of "A.K. Yearling, the author I squee at," or "Daring Do, the action hero."

and just skipping the character development part of getting to that point.  Except, one would hope, better, since I plan on getting sleep and whatnot.
Finally, in a case of, "You're so lucky I didn't go with my first Idea, the original thinking re:this chapter's title was to reference the:
This program is being presented as fiction to protect those people fighting in the Resistance.

 from Dark Skies and Marcus Brody's 
deadpan dig at Indiana Jones in Raiders of the Lost Ark:
I'm sure everything you do for the museum conforms to the International Treaty for the Protection of Antiquities

and this:
Presented as Fiction to Protect Those Who May Violate the International Treaty for the Protection of Antiquities in the Course of Saving the World

was the shortest title I could come up with that did those two things while also acknowledging Daring isn't just a looter.  She isn't merely a looter because, for example, Ahuizotl was planning on ending the world in his first appearance and was only stopped because Daring was there to destroy a temple.
Ok, technically 800 years of sweltering heat wouldn't end the world, but a large portion of the biosphere isn't prepared to wait 800 years for the next winter.  The die-off would be catastrophic.
As an aside, the creators of Friendship is Magic really screwed up on everything about Ahuizotl.  Having the resident genocidal manic be the spokesman for protection of cultural heritage* was not cool.
In case it wasn't glaringly obvious:
	This story is going to touch on archeological ethics, though (probably) not by directly showing any digs.**
	I am absurdly loquacious† when sleep deprived.

I tentatively plan to edit (read: trim the fuck out of) this when I'm fully aware.  Hard as it is for some people to believe I can't make things shorter in my present state.  Any attempt to trim results in either cutting out some stuff, but compulsively adding even more elsewhere while I do, or never publishing.
~ * ⁂ * ~

* I swear that there's better, shorter, and more ring-having name for movement to make people stop going to countries (always ones with less powerful militaries, do note), stealing all their shit, shipping it off to (usually) the Smithsonian and/or British Museum, and then, in perpetuity, keeping it far away from the groups that actually made it.
**The other Daring and Sunset team-up fic is going to be much more in the "running, jumping, climbing trees, putting on makeup while you're up there saving the world, watching ancient temples collapse in widescreen without a pang of guilt" vein of storytelling.
† Figuratively.  I'm typing this; not dictating it.
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