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Chapter 1: The Proposition
Spike sighed. He didn’t know how much longer he was going to be able to put up with this.
“For Pete’s sakes, Midnight, just go over there and talk to her!” The young-but-growing dragon scolded his ‘little sister’.
“You don’t understand, Spike, she probably hates my guts...” Midnight whispered, her gaze casting longingly at a certain red-haired, white-pelted pegasus who was nearby.
This scene had been repeating itself constantly over the couple of weeks since Midnight had returned home to Ponyville. Midnight mooning over her ex-girlfriend, without being willing to do anything about it.
Take this day, for example. Trixie was due to leave on tour the next day, and as usual when the others couldn’t come, they would have a big family meal the night before. Unfortunately, when Spike began preparations for the meal (and he always was the one  who cooked, he never trusted the others after the now-infamous Winter Celestial Festival Incident) he had learned that a shopping trip was in order.
Midnight had volunteered to come with him, and he really should have known better than to accept her help, considering the path took them past the cafe the two had so often frequented.
So, sure enough, she...her name was Shimmer, wasn’t it? Shimmer had been there, and what should have been a five minute trip had turned into a fifteen minute trip: Five to shop, ten for Midnight to fret.
Mooning over a pony, but not doing anything about it, Spike didn’t understand that at all!
“C’mon, Spike, let’s just get going...” Midnight murmured,  and began walking again. The dragon let out a sigh and raced to catch up. This was going to keep up forever at this rate...
“Hey! Midnight!” A voice called out after them, followed closely by a loud crash. The two stopped short, and turned around to see Shimmer trying to extract herself from the tablecloth. “Wait! Wait a second!”
“Shimmer?” Midnight asked, and let out a gasp of surprise as Spike pushed her forwards, helping to close the gap between the two mares. If this would head this silliness off at the pass, Spike was all for it. “W-What can I do for you?”
Shimmer just looked at her, her eyes exploring Midnight’s nervous face.
“How long are you going to keep doing this?!” Shimmer finally exclaimed, frustration evident in her voice. Midnight took a nervous step back, her ears curling.
“Doing what?”
Shimmer flared her wings and she stomped the ground with one of her hooves, grinding it against the pavement.
“Oh, come on!  Do you think you’re being sneaky? I’ve seen you every time!” She said, and Midnight squirmed with embarrassment. “It’s very hard to miss a pony with your profile, you know!”
“Shimmer, I’m sorry, I just...” Midnight sputtered, but Shimmer wasn’t giving her the chance to mount a defense, seizing on the opportunity that she had, and barraging ahead.
“I geeked out over meeting Rainbow Dash! And I got a little scared about upsetting your mother...s. I... I was nervous! Anypony would have been! I don't get a second chance? Please?” Shimmer was practically on top of Midnight now. Her eyes watered and her lower lip quivered pathetically.
Midnight blinked, and soon Shimmer’s blush was joined by Midnight’s own. Her hoof kicked nervously on the ground, stirring up dust.
“I-it wasn’t your fault. I should have warned you. I should have said something. I should have... should have done something. And I didn’t. I just... gave up."
“Then, you mean?”
“Uhm...that I'm willing to give it a second chance if you are. I-I wanted to try after I got back! But I got scared that you wouldn't want to speak to me again after all that happened.” Midnight whispered, having a hard time looking Shimmer in the eye. 
“Oh, you silly filly...” Shimmer reached with a hoof, forcing Midnight to look her in the eye, and smiled. “I’m free Thursday night. It should be a good night for our second first date, don’t you think?”
“Y-You mean...”
“I’ll be looking forwards to it.” Shimmer said with a gentle giggle. With a flap of her wings and a just-slightly-too-flirtatious-for-Spike’s-tastes wave of her hoof, she was gone. He let out a sigh of relief.
“Finally. C’mon, Midnight, we gotta get going...Midnight?” Spike looked over at the purple pony, who was standing there with a stunned, and very, very happy expression on her face.. “Oh no.” 
She couldn’t be...
Not like her...
Midnight began to bounce around, giggling with glee, totally oblivious to the dozen or so weird stares ponies were giving her.
“Yesyesyesyesyes!”
Spike sighed. He didn’t know how much longer he was going to be able to put up with this, either.
Chapter 2: Dress Sense
"This one? No....This? No...Aggh, damn it!"
Twilight Sparkle had learned much in the nearly twenty years that she had lived in Ponyville. She had learned many things; friendship, love, and motherhood prime amongst them. Beyond that, she was a veritable bastion of knowledge, from the magical to the mundane, the esoteric to the everyday. Indeed, it could be said that Twilight Sparkle had more knowledge, had learned more things in her lifetime, than could be contained in the library that was her home.
As she watched her only daughter, the light of her life, bustle around her room in a panic, tossing through her clothing, and trying desperately to comb and style her hair in a dozen different ways, none of the knowledge that was at her beck and call seemed to be applicable for a young, love-struck mare who was desperate to make the best of the second chance she had been given.
"Dear, I think you're worrying too much. I'm sure Shimmer will like you in anything you wear." Twilight half winced as she watched her daughter in the act of brushing her mane with the kind of desperation one normally reserves for, say, fleeing an angry hydra.
"It's got to be better than 'like', Momma! Everything has to be perfect! I've got to impress Shimmer! Everything has to go right!" Midnight babbled with a nervous tone in her voice that Twilight found painfully familiar. Every stroke of that brush was now directed at a single lock, that kept falling back between her eyes, mocking the unicorn's best efforts. "I've already booked reservations at the best restaurant in Ponyville, got tickets to Miss Lyra's recital in the park; Shimmer loves her, and reserved 'our' table at our favorite cafe, but that's not enough! I've got to do this ri-DAMN IT!"
Midnight slammed the brush down on the counter, eliciting a wooden creak of protest from the furniture and a nervous frown from her mother. That stubborn lock still laid between Midnight's eyes, as if mocking her and her efforts to tame it. The flustered unicorn glared at the offending hairs, then slowly turned to look at her mother in the mirror. Twilight felt a chill down her spine.
"Momma, what did you do to impress your dates?"
There it was. The question that she had been fearing most of all. Twilight Sparkle, the smartest pony in all of Equestria, was left without a clue. She tried to hide her nerves behind a small laugh.
"M-Me? D-Dates?" She fidgeted, as Midnight turned to look at her questioningly. "Y-You know I didn't date that much before your Mom..."
At all. She didn't date at all before The Great and Powerful One.
"Well, what about when you two were first getting together? What did you do?" Midnight pressed, her eyes desperate, pleading her ever-wise Momma for some small snippet of information.
"D-Dear, we didn't exactly...fall in love in the normal way, you know that, your Mom told the story..." Twilight’s mind raced. Had they ever been on a normal date? They had been comfortable before they were grandly romantic, and with Trixie being a performer, and the romantic things that they had done didn't seem applicable in her daughter's situation, and she certainly couldn't talk about the...private...things they had done at home, and...
Wait.
At home. That was it!
"Momma?" Midnight tentatively asked. Twilight had been quiet for a few seconds.
"Now that I think about it, dear, I have something that just might be able to help you out after all!” Before Midnight could protest, Twilight ran out of the room at top speed. The young mare sighed and returned to the piles of clothing that she had cast about. Why weren’t any of these good enough?
Fortunately, it was only a few moments until Midnight heard her mother gallop back into her room.
"Here we go, this should be able to help you, why don't you give it a read?" Twilight offered, as Midnight turned to look at her. In the clutches of magic, a peculiar book hung in the air...
No.
No way. It couldn't have been.
Midnight felt heat rushing to her cheeks. Surely not, not the secret Book that her two mothers kept hidden in their room...
Perhaps a little more excitedly than she should have, her horn flared to life, and she took the book, feeling excitement tingling down her spine. Finally, she would get a chance to read through....
"A Young Pony’s Guide To Dating!?"
"I knew I had seen a book on dating somewhere in the library! It’s been kicking around here ever since I moved in, but I'm sure it'll help!" Twilight smiled proudly. Looking at the book, Midnight couldn’t help but be disappointed.
"G-Gee, thanks, Momma..." She forced a smile, and flicked the book open. As if by serendipity, it fell to a page that seemed to offer a solution to her problem...
"You always want to be dressed at least two levels of formality above your date. If she shows up wearing nothing and you show up in a full gala dress then you are in the best possible situation. She will be aware of how much more important and beautiful you are than her and will accept that she would be lucky to have you. The impression is made even more powerful if you wear such a gown to an otherwise unfitting location, like a baseball game."
"That's it!" Midnight exclaimed. "My Gala Dress!"
"Your Gala Dress? Don't you think that's a little much? Besides, you could barely move in that!" Twilight said.
"It's what the book says! The reasoning is a little strange, but I am trying to dress to impress, and what's more impressive than my Gala Dress?" Midnight exclaimed, a scarily familiar look in her eyes.
"I-I guess, but..." Twilight was cut off by Midnight kissing her cheek.
"Thanks so much, Momma! I need to go see Aunt Rarity for the dress, and her help putting it on! Last time it took three hours to get it on, so I need to get started right now!" Without letting Twilight get a single word out in return, Midnight was already heading for the front door.
"You're welcome?"
Twilight Sparkle, the smartest pony in all of Equestria, began to wonder if she had made a mistake.
***
“I must say, darling, I am rather surprised that you wanted to wear this again!” Rarity exclaimed, as she slowly tightened the corset around her wincing niece. “What did you say you wanted to wear it for?”
“It’s for a date tonight!” Midnight managed to gasp out, the air in her lungs in precious short supply. “I’m trying my best to impress her!”
“A date? Ahhh, the romance of young mares! Tell me, darling, where is she taking you?” Rarity hummed, as she finished with the corset, and settled in, applying the layers and layers of that ornate dress onto the fidgeting pony. “Darling, please hold still, or this will take forever!”
“”S-Sorry, Aunt Rarity. And I’m taking her-”
“Wait, dear Midnight. No, no, you’re the lady in this relationship, she should be working to impress you!” Rarity scolded. “After all, you are royalty!”
“I...don’t think it works that way, Aunt Rarity, and I don’t want to her to think of me as royalty!” Midnight shook her head. “No, I’m going to make sure that everything goes absolutely perfectly. Shimmer deserves no less.”
“Well, if you say so, darling...” Rarity said skeptically. “But I must commend you for your fashion sense, at least! My my, I must have rubbed off on you a little more than I thought when you were growing up! Wearing this dress is going to absolutely wow her!”
“Do you think?”
“Oh, my, yes! Just, please, please, please try to be careful with it! It’s one of my masterpieces, you understand!”
Midnight smiled.
“Oh, Aunt Rarity, I’ll take good care of it. I promise.”
Chapter 3: Wining and Dining
“The best things in life come to those who wait. If you rush to your date and arrive too early, she will think you are desperate. However, if you show up late, it will be her who is anxious. She will be worried that you have bailed, and will be grateful when you arrive, regardless of how late you are.
We recommend a half hour up to an hour, any later, and you will be cutting precious time from the date itself. By doing this, it will make it seem like you can get a date from anypony at any time. This helps to solidify the fact that you don’t need to be doing this, and that you are doing more for their sake than yours. If you can get this image into their head, they are practically yours!”
Shimmer fidgeted, and looked up at the clock for a third time.
Twenty minutes.
Where was she? They had agreed to meet at 6 o’clock, and now it was 6:20. Had Midnight stood her up? She wouldn’t have thought so, Midnight wasn’t that type of pony, but maybe she had decided that last time had ended so badly...
Twenty-five minutes.
Shimmer let out a sigh, and kicked a hoof against the ground. This wasn’t like her at all. Had something changed while she was at University?
Thirty mi-
“SHIMMER!” The pegasus nearly jumped out of her skin. The landing was no picnic either: only  a miraculous sequence of wobbling and desperate prayer let her avoid an undignified face plant. 
“Midnight, where have you been? You’re thirty minutes lat-” Shimmer trailed off, as she beheld what her date was wearing.
She had seen it before. Midnight’s Gala had been in all of the papers the day after, and that brilliant dress that the newly-announced Princess had been wearing had been front and center. But this was her first time beholding that lovely piece of dark, delicate, and flowing fabrics, those wings raising high in the air. She looked beautiful, she looked stunning, she looked...
“Uncomfortable. You look really uncomfortable in that...” Shimmer said with concern, and it was the truth. The dress had never been meant to be more than a show dress with limited mobility, and Midnight was clearly suffering that now. She squirmed in the dress, and smiled weakly.
“But d-do I look good? It takes forever to get anywhere in this, that’s why I’m so late!” Midnight fluttered her eyes and half smiled, caught halfway in between apologizing and fishing for a compliment.
“You look great! But now I feel a little under-dressed,” Shimmer said. She had only selected a simple, but cute, yellow sundress. It had seemed perfect for the date that they had planned, but now she wasn’t so sure.  “I didn’t expect that you would be...”
Midnight blinked, and the briefest moment of panic flashed in her eyes.
“I-I just felt like dressing up for you, that’s all! Uhm...you look absolutely wonderful, Shimmer...” Midnight said, a light pinkish hue rising in her cheeks.
“Well, wonderful. Shall we?”
“We shall! I made reservations to the best restaurant in all of Ponyville! Prepare to be wined and dined like you’ve never been before!”





***
“Yes, we have reservations tonight, under 'Midnight'?”
“Midnight...Midnight...no, ma'am, we don't have any under that name. I'm sorry, no reservation, no table.”
“But...I made them three days ago.”
“If you did, then you would be on the list.”
“Do you know who I am?”
“Why, yes.”
“Well, then...”
“You're somepony who doesn't have a reservation.”
“Do you have any tables available tonight?”
“Why, certainly!”
“Great, we'll take a table for two.”
“Excellent, please come back at midnight.”
“...”
“What? Why is this restaurant closed? It was open yesterday!”
“Ma'am, all of my staff just quit. I ain't got no food to feed you with, I ain't got nopony to cook you that non-existent food with, an' I ain't got a waitress to serve you that non-existent non-cooked food with. You and your marefriend just get outta here.”
“I'm...not even going to ask what happened here.”
“Fire.”
“W-We'll be leaving. Good luck with all this?”
“So much fire!”





***
“You must always make yourself appear cultured in every sense. When you go to a fancy restaurant (and you absolutely must go to the fanciest restaurant in town), order "The Usual". It does not matter if you have never been to the restaurant before, by ordering "The Usual", you make it look like you are a regular and know your way around luxury.
Failing that, just glance it over and then say something that sounds French. The waiter probably won't speak French, but he will be too embarrassed to admit it, so he will simply bring you the finest food. Furthermore, you will impress your date. Works every time."
“What use is being a Princess when you can't throw it around a little? Now we're stuck in the last restaurant in town.” Midnight groused as they picked their way through the tables. She tried to ignore the glares that were being cast in her direction, as her over-sized dress brushed against chairs and jostled tables, interfering with ponies’ dinnertime.
Midnight was relatively sure that something had spilled on her along the way, but she wouldn't be able to check until she took the dress off.
“Oh, it's alright. We've been to this place a couple of times, this is...nice.” Shimmer tried her best to be encouraging, as they located an empty table. Midnight's horn glowed, as she pulled Shimmer's chair out for her. 
“That's just it, though! I wanted to be able to take you to a really good place, not a diner that we've already been to...” Midnight said, trying to hide the pout forming on her lips. Once Shimmer was comfortable, she began the long task of settling down herself, her dress foiling her efforts to sit like a normal pony would. It took a few long moments, but she finally managed to get mostly comfortable. Mostly. Shimmer reached across the table, gently stroking one of Midnight's hooves with her own.
“I'm alright with anyplace we go, you know that.” She reassured, and the two mares smiled at each other. Their waitress, an older, grey and white pelted mare, came to take their order. The bags under her eyes betrayed her tiredness, and the terseness in which she spoke revealed that this was a pony  who was reaching the end of her shift, and glad for it.
“Yes, we'll take The Usual, please.” Midnight spoke with refinement, putting on an almost regal air. Both her date and the waitress fixed her with blank stares. Midnight felt her collar heat up slightly. “The...Usual...?”
“Miss, I'm really not sure where you're going with this. What do you want?” The waitress said, lacking in patience and politeness.
“Midnight, what are you talking about?” Shimmer added, confused. Midnight coughed hard, and her cheeks went red. Time for Plan B.
“Yes, two Fleur de marguerite sandwiches, please.”
“What? Look, filly, speak normally, would you? I ain't got all day.” The waitress tapped her hoof in irritation, and Shimmer was blushing in embarrassment. Midnight let out a soft sigh, and gave up.
“Two Daisy Sandwiches, please.” The waitress stalked off after taking the order, muttering something not too flattering, and Shimmer looked at Midnight oddly.
“What was that about?” The pegasus questioned, and Midnight couldn't help but sigh again, feeling a little deflated.
“Nothing, just...nothing. Let's move on. How...How have you been doing since I left for school? We haven't talked in so long, what's new in your life?” Midnight asked, both desperate to change the subject, and out of genuine curiosity. It had been far too long since they had spoken...
Shimmer blushed, and stammered slightly, before murmuring something under her breath.
“What was that?” Midnight asked, tilting her head in curiosity. A slight chill ran through her. Could it have been something embarrassing, that she didn't want Midnight to know about? It *had* been about eight months...
“I said, I'm in talks with a publisher...” Shimmer said a little louder, blushing and looking proud at the same time. Midnight squealed excitedly, and grasped Shimmer's hoof tightly between her own.
“Oh, that's so great! I knew somepony would finally recognize your talent!” Midnight said, leaning towards Shimmer. The pegasus was looking very pleased with the attention that her date was giving her.
“Well, there's nothing solid yet, but it's looking really good.” Shimmer admitted, the two mares staring at each other across the table. Midnight playfully and daringly moved her hoof under the table, to rub against Shimmer’s own.
“So is it the Silver Lining stuff? I love the Silver Lining stories.” Midnight said excitedly, and Shimmer grinned in response.
“You only like the Silver Lining stories because you came up with her name!” Shimmer accused, giving her hoof a gentle kick under the table.
“Hey, that’s not fair, I still would of loved it even if we hadn’t named her after that ‘pegasus’ I drew for my Momma!” Midnight huffed playfully. 
“Well, alright, but no, it’s not the Silver Lining stories. It’s a new series I’ve been writing recently.”
“Oh? What is about?” Midnight asked curiously, and frowned a little as Shimmer squirmed a little in her seat.
“Well, you see, it’s about this Princess, and her adventures in love...” Shimmer said, looking a little flustered. Midnight smiled knowingly, leaning forwards a little.
“A Princess, huh...” She murmured approvingly, and Shimmer nodded, blushing.
Their conversation lapsed slightly, as they looked into each others eyes. The moment was theirs alone, and they slowly began to lean towards one another...
“Attention, please, everypony!” Their waitress announced as loudly as her tired voice could manage, clearly aggravated at having to be doing this. The two gasped in surprise, their heads bonking against one another, Midnight's horn fortunately avoiding impaling Shimmer. Once they recovered, they irately glared at the waitresses direction. She seemed to be plastered tightly  against the doors to the kitchen. From within, Midnight thought she could pick up crashing, and faint squeaks...
“Due to an...unexpected...Parasprite infestation, we regret to inform everypony that the kitchen must be closed! We do have a musician coming in to deal with them, but she won't be arriving for another two hours. Until then, we need to keep the kitchen sealed to prevent them from spreading. We apologize for the inconvenience, but we’re going to have to ask everypony to leave.”
There were groans from the disappointed patrons, and Shimmer shrugged a little, trying to look optimistic.
“Well, maybe we can go have a picnic? That would be nice...” She offered, but Midnight wasn't having anything of it. She swore to herself that Shimmer was going to have a nice dinner at a restaurant, even if it killed her! Surely a minor Parasprite infestation wouldn't be that hard to deal with,  Aunt Pinkie had handled them just fine!
She stood up, and waved her hoof, getting the waitresses attention.
“Excuse me, but I can get rid of your Parasprite infestation!” Shimmer looked at her.
“Really, Mids, that's okay...”
“We're going to have a proper dinner, I promise, Shimmer! Aunt Pinkie's told me a thousand times on how she got rid of the huge Parasprite infestation before I was born, and while I might not have the instruments on hand, I'm sure I can replicate the sounds with my magic.” Midnight explained, already on the move towards the kitchen, forcing Shimmer to catch up with her.
“You sure about this, filly?” The waitress said, sizing the unicorn and the pegasus up. “Hey, you look familiar, ain't you Twilight Sparkle's daughter? Didn't she make that infestation-”
“What's the worst that can happen?” Midnight interrupted. “You're going to be eaten out of all your supplies if I were to screw up somehow or not, and as long as you keep the kitchen sealed, they won't go anywhere else. At the best, I'll be saving you money.” 
“Your funeral, then...” The waitress said with a sigh, and she opened the doors just long enough for Midnight and Shimmer to slip in, before closing them with an ominous slam.
They stepped into chaos. The cooks, the few that hadn't escaped, were cowering under tables as dozens of multi-coloured, flying orbs with mouths devoured every edible thing in sight. Midnight took a deep breath, and stepped forwards.
How did Aunt Pinkie say that song went again?
She began to weave the sound-producing spell, and an infernal racket began to flow from her horn. Shimmer winced, and covered her ears with her wings, and the cowering chefs plugged their own ears with their hooves. Midnight shuddered, as the sounds started to get to her as well. She wasn’t sure if the music she was playing was completely accurate, but the Parasprites seemed to be slowing down, their adorable faces slowly turning towards her. 
“Hey, it’s working!” Shimmer cried out, and Midnight smiled in pride. It was! They would have a lovely dinner yet, and what was more, she had impressed Shimmer! This was what the book was talking about in it’s own unique way, impressing your date! She let out a happy little squeak, before looking up at the Parasprites.
They were all looking at back her.
“Is this what’s supposed to happen?” One of the chefs asked, and Midnight had to admit to herself that she wasn’t completely sure.
Then the Parasprites smiled.
Open, wide smiles.
Showing bright, shining teeth.
So, so many teeth...
“Oh, Celestia.”
CHAPTER 4: AT THE THEATER
"If you and your date go to a performance, remember, the fillies love a running commentary. The louder the better. If you can get your voice louder than the ponies on stage, you have succeeded. It doesn't matter exactly what you say, or how informed your argument is. Just the act of speaking makes you look smart, and provides entertainment to your date and those around you."
Alright, so dinner had been a disaster, and they were never, ever, ever allowed back at that diner ever again. But it was still early in the evening, and there was plenty of time to turn the date around! One bad experience did not a bad date make!
And this? This couldn't fail.
A beautiful summers evening, the stars already starting to twinkle in the sky. The soothing, almost hypnotic sounds of Lyra's harp, as she played for the small audience that had gathered quietly for this outdoor recital.
It was going so well that Midnight didn't even mind the fact that she was almost assuredly getting grass stains on her dress. The stress of the disastrous dinner was starting to evaporate into the night air, and she felt a gentle weight start to press against her side, felt Shimmer's head lean up against her own.
"This is so nice..." Shimmer whispered, looking adoringly up at the lime-green performer up on stage. Midnight felt her cheeks flush with delight. She knew Shimmer absolutely loved Lyra (to the point where if Midnight were a different pony, she might be jealous), so when Midnight had learned that she was putting on a concert on the night of their date, she had spent a long night huddled in a tent to ensure she was first in line for tickets.
And it was worth it! Midnight turned her head, to look at the lovely pegasus who was her company. She was the prettiest thing here, at least to Midnight’s eyes. The gentle music of the harp was echoing through the park, and there were no other noises to interfere in on the atmosphere, not even a cough or a throat being cleared coming from anypony.
Yes, this was it. It was the perfect moment, it was exactly what Midnight had been hoping for, what she had struggled and planned so much for. She leaned in, intent on kissing the cheek that was presenting itself to her...
"Hark, my beloved!"
Midnight flinched back, and looked around fearfully, trying to ignore the chill that ran down her spine. Ponies around her looked about in irritation, trying to find the source of the noise that had interrupted the atmosphere they had been so careful in maintaining.
No, it couldn't be him. He was safely back at Canterlot, far, far, far away from her.
Even if was him, she would simply pretend that she hadn’t of heard anypony! She snuggled closer to Shimmer, who smiled, having been far too distracted by the concert and her company to be distracted by any errant voices. Shimmer turned to look at her, delight sparkling in her eyes, and that chill  was replaced with a delightful warm tingle. They began to lean forwards, their lips about to meet...
"Ah, my beloved! Once again our paths cross. Truly, our fates are intertwined with one another!"
The moment evaporated as quickly as it had begun, as that voice repeated itself, closer now. The two slowly looked up at the pony who had so rudely interrupted them, and Midnight let out a despairing sigh.
He really was the spitting image of his father. Midnight knew ponies took after their parents, she of all ponies was proof at that, but Prince Blueblood II looked so much like his father that Midnight was privately convinced that he had simply, one day, budded off of his father in a strange form of mitosis. It would certainly explain a few things.
"What are you doing here?" Midnight hissed quietly while Shimmer looked confusedly between her and the intruder into their privacy. Blueblood flashed a dazzling smile, one that had enraptured many a young mare that didn't know any better.
But Midnight did.
"Why, I have come to this...delightful little town...to partake in it’s...quaint country charm, of course! I felt it would be a refreshing change from the court.”
“Uh-huh. Your dad put you up to this, didn’t he?” Midnight sighed.
“My illustrious father believed that it would be a good chance to spend time with my fiancee, and  yet here I find you, in the hooves of another mare! How scandalous!"
They were starting to get more of an audience at this point, as eyes turned towards the drama that was unfurling in their midst. Midnight felt her eyebrow twitch, as a slight headache formed behind her eyes.
"Fiancee? Midnight, what's going on? What is he talking about?" Shimmer asked, with what sounded like panic in her voice. Midnight had to head this off at the pass, and quickly.
She sprung to her hooves, as quickly as her dress would allow her.
"Blueblood, you are not my fiancee! We met twice, after the Gala, and that was because your father kept shoving you into my path! I don't know what ideas he's been feeding you, but it's not going to happen! Now, if you'll excuse me, I'm trying to spend some time with my marefriend."
Blueblood tilted his head, looking between the standing, seething Midnight, and the sitting Shimmer. She was looking pleased at Midnight's loud exclamation that they were lovers.
"Marefriend? You are attempting to tell me that this is not some form of youthful experimentation? My Purple-Pelted Goddess, you cannot be telling me that you are a fillyfo-"
"You use that term, and I will force-feed you my bustle. I'm not sure which part of this dress is the bustle, so it might take a few attempts!" Midnight yelled, the anger clear and rising in her voice. Anypony who was looking on, when recalling the incident later, would have sworn that they had seen Midnight's eyes go from blue to green. Blueblood (the Second) took a step back, and Midnight hoped beyond hopes that it meant he had given up.
Instead, however, he turned from the seething Princess, to Shimmer, his demeanor shifting from  romantic, to one of scorn.
"You, filly. What can you possibly have to offer her?" Shimmer blinked at the question, and squirmed with discomfort under his gaze.
“Well...I...I make her laugh, and...” She began, and Blueblood looked at her blankly, as if not even considering that an answer. His silence caused Shimmer to continue groping for an answer.
“And...I’m a good listener...” Blueblood cocked an eyebrow at that. That was a thing? Shimmer coughed slightly, and her eyes traced nervously for a moment from the handsome, intimidating stallion, to Midnight.
Who was blushing hard, a particularly goofy little smile on her face. A soft, pleased giggle escaped from the unicorn, bolstering Shimmer’s courage.
“And I write her poems...” She said, puffing her chest out. Just a little.
"A writer? Well, at the very least, you seem to be a little more civilized than most that live in this...lovely town. Nevertheless,  you gaze upon the visage of Prince Blueblood (the Second), of the illustrious Blueblood line. I can trace my lineage back a thousand years! You cannot possibly believe that you are in the same league as I, do you?"
"I don’t think Mids really cares about that sort of thing. Especially not with her lineage" Shimmer quirked a smile, starting to feel the rhythm. "But she’ll flip over a good poem. And there’s one last thing too, and that’s the most important one of all."
Midnight blushed furiously, the goofy smile spread further across her cheeks, and her eyes were as starry as the night sky her mother was famous for.
“Oh? And what would that be?” Blueblood asked, skepticism evident in his voice. 
“I’d go through anything for her.” Shimmer stated, starting to rise, staring confidently at the noblepony.
At the same time, driven by her words, Midnight had started to moving closer to Shimmer, clearly intent on rewarding the pegasus with some kind words of her own, and perhaps a nuzzle or two before presenting an united front towards Blueblood. Unfortunately, in the meeting of these two romantic gestures, when Shimmer stood, her hoof came down on a part of Midnight's dress just as the unicorn was moving herself, which as it turned out was a very unstable place to put one’s hoof.
Now, Midnight had never been particularly graceful. Oh sure, she could move properly just as long as she put her mind to it, but it really didn't come naturally to her. In fact, she had a second special talent for tripping and bouncing her head off things. But even she couldn't hope to match Shimmer in the four-left-hoof department: the pegasus pony was a master of the ancient art of stepping on things that she shouldn’t. 
And so, the end result of this spectacular moment of dual-klutz was a sickening tear of fabric, and Shimmer being sent stumbling to the ground, her legs somehow getting bound in the strip of silk that she had accidentally torn from Midnight's dress. She began to struggle, which only made it worse.
Midnight stooped to help her, only to hear a soft, derisive snort from behind her.
“I do apologize, my dear diva, for I would never dream of questioning any of your decisions, but I must ask why you’re thinking of choosing that surprisingly graceless pegasus….” He trailed off. “Unless you feel she’d be a way to get further dresses from your parents, but why? Exactly! You need to get more dresses in order to increase your already wondrous beauty to capture my heart!” he said, oblivious to his surroundings.
Midnight’s eye twitched fiercely as she tried in vain to wrap her mind around the fact that this pompous white foal actually believed a word of what he just said. She whirled on Blueblood II, giving his chest a painful poke with her hoof.
"Shimmer has more grace and dignity tied up than you do ever! Get this through your thick head, Prince. You are not my fiancee! I am not, I repeat, not interested in you!"
With that, she turned back to Shimmer, to help untangle the struggling pegasus, an apologetic look on her face. Blueblood was quiet for a long moment.
"Ah, I believe I am beginning to truly understand..." He finally spoke, and Midnight blinked. Had she finally gotten through his thick skull? Did he finally get it?
"Of course, my heliotropic muse! How silly I must have seemed, almost foalish even, as impossible as that may seem! Naturally, a brilliant and noble knight such as myself must win the hoof and heart of such a lovely beauty such as yourself with his marvelous deeds, and not simply with his astute grasp of the noble tongue. So that is what I shall do - I shall go forth on a noble quest, one that this little... writer... of yours would beg me to be able to tell! A quest that all our glorious descendants shall sing my praises! I do not fault you for wanting this lovely, if lowly, filly to keep you from more masculine fare as you wait for me, my lovely lady. I must ask a thousand pardons for having ever thought I could win your beauteous hoof with anything short of the greatest deeds known to pony kind!"
Midnight and Shimmer just looked at him, neither knowing what to say. Midnight felt her head throb as he looked down at the tangled-up Shimmer, flashing her another “winning” smile.
""You, storyteller! I require from you a quest befitting the most beautiful of goddesses that will stun even the most fickle of the royal classes! Being from your... picturesque village, I know it will be a strenuous task for you, but as a teller of tales you must know what might possibly be a fitting task, as of the legends of old that my delicate lady would require of a knight as noble as myself."
Flabbergasted, Shimmer began to do the only thing that came to mind: answer his question.
“Well, let’s see, generally good quests can involve exploring new lands...or maybe coming back with some sort of treasure or exotic gift...some stories have them vanquishing a great beast and bringing proof back of their heroism...” At this point, her mind finally caught up with her mouth, and her jaw went slack.
 But it was too late, as the glimmer of inspiration glowed in the “knight’s” eyes.
"Most certainly, I now know what I must do to win the hoof and heart of my magenta enchantress! Fear not for my well being, for I shall return to you, my wondrous Midnight, with proof of my heroic deeds, and my undaunted love for you! And verily you shall swoon into my awaiting embrace! I am away!"
With one last flourish, the noblepony dove through the crowd, leaving two very stunned mares in his wake.
Midnight let out a sigh, as she finished untangling Shimmer, helping her to her hooves.
"I'm really sorry about that, I...didn't expect..." Midnight’s voice couldn’t hide her disappointment. This was going so well, and now...
"It's alright, you couldn't have...eep..." Shimmer trailed off, her eyes widening. Midnight blinked, and began to look around. It didn’t take long to figure out what Shimmer had been frightened by.
Everypony was looking at them. Not just the audience, but Lyra up on stage, irritation clearly etched on her face, her hooves no longer playing along that harp.
Midnight let out a nervous chuckle.
"Uhm...Encore?"
CHAPTER 5: HUMOUR
“Making jokes can be hard, and if they fall flat it can spoil the entire evening. Nothing is as bad as no reaction at all for your jokes, so it is best to ensure that your joke absolutely will get a reaction of some kind. Few things get as strong a reaction as fear. As such, we recommend using scary things in order to make your jokes work. Remember! Giggle at the Ghostie!”
“I can’t believe that we were kicked out of Lyra’s recital...” Shimmer pouted unhappily, as they began to settle into their favorite outdoor table, at their favorite little cafe. 
Midnight couldn’t believe it either. First the Parasprites, and then Blueblood, this whole date was turning into a disaster! Adding to that, so much of it was her fault, nothing she did seemed to be going right! Shimmer must have been wondering just what she had seen in Midnight now. Honestly, she was surprised that the pegasus hadn’t completely given up on her at this point...
No! 
No, she couldn’t think that way. There was still time to pull this around. First, a lovely hour or two sipping tea and chatting, and then they’d hike up the hill just outside of town, and look out at the stars together. 
It would be perfectly romantic and nothing would go wrong.
“Is your...is your eye twitching?” Shimmer asked, and Midnight shook her head fiercely, clearing her mind of such despairing thoughts. Already a pony was there to take their order.
“No, no! I’m alright. Still just reeling from Blueblood. So what are you thinking that you’re going to order? I noticed that the special is Azure Lily Tea. I hear that stuff is pretty rare, they have to harvest it from the Everfree Forest, but it makes for a really tasty tea.”
“Alright, that sounds good. Two Specials, please!” Shimmer said, and the mare nodded, writing it down and walking off. Shimmer turned to look back at Midnight. “What was with that stallion, anyways?”
“Oh, don’t even get me started.” Midnight groaned. “Him and his father have this delusion that we’re going to be married one day, ever since I was announced as Momma Luna’s daughter. Personally, I think it’s a status thing, at least in his fathers eyes.”
Shimmer giggled softly.
“It sounds like becoming a Princess isn’t all sunshine and roses, unlike in the old fairy tales.”
“Well, it certainly hasn’t helped me with getting into restaurants!” Midnight said with a giggle, and soon the giggling turned into outright laughter, the mood lightening, Their server set down two cups, filled with a brilliant blue tea. She looked at the two laughing mares oddly, and shook her head, walking off.
“So, what did it feel like?” Shimmer asked, once she finally caught her breath.
“What did what feel like?” 
“Being up there on stage at the Gala, being confirmed as Princess Luna’s daughter in front of everypony.”
Midnight frowned, remembering back to that fateful night.
“It was both the proudest, and the scariest moment of my life. The scary came first, and it was pretty bad for awhile, but when I was up there, with all of my family and friends supporting me, being able to show to everypony who I was, who my parents were...” Midnight trailed off, but the smile that had spread across her face was more than clear enough for Shimmer to understand.
“It sounds like it was a great Gala, better than the ones you’ve told me about.” Shimmer remarked, as she lifted her cup.
“It was probably the best night of my life. There’s only one thing that could have made it better.” Midnight said, gathering her own cup up with her magic.
“What?” Shimmer asked, the cup at her lips.
“If there had of been a certain pegasus there on that night, that I could have had a dance with.” 
Shimmer went scarlet.
“Midnight...oh, my, you know I don’t dance very well...”
“That’s okay, neither do I. We’d probably of ended up all tangled together on the dance floor, but it would have been worth it.” Midnight finished, and with their eyes dancing with one another, the two mares took a sip of their tea.
It...It could have tasted better...
“Ugh...” Shimmer was the first to sputter, as Midnight forced herself to swallow. “It’s...so bitter...and sweet at the same time...Is there a little bit of a salty aftertaste, too?”
“Gah! This stuff... Maybe it’s an acquired taste?” Midnight gagged, trying to keep the tea down. It was strange, she had read that Azure Lilly had a smooth, light taste when made as a tea...
The two took another experimental sip, with a result that was much the same as their first: lots of sputtering and coughing, and definitely no pleasure to be had from the experience. The stuff was starting to give Midnight a bit of a headache, centered around her horn.
“Do you...do you think it it’s just ush?” Shimmer asked, her voice starting to have a strange lisp to it. Midnight peeked around, checking out the other patrons. Sure enough, she could make out several other tables, where ponies were grimacing in distaste.
“No, I don’t think it’s just us, I think they must have screwed up, I can see other ponies having problems as well.”
“Thish is awful! I think my lipsh are going numbh...” Shimmer said, pressing a hoof against her aforementioned lips, poking at them as if that would send feeling back into them.
“Your lips are going numb? It’s giving me a headache. What is this, some kind of joke? What cafe would serve such terrible tea?” Midnight exclaimed, perhaps a little louder than was polite, but the headache seemed to be getting worse. Not only that, it almost felt like it was traveling up her horn, and it was starting to make her irritable. She glanced across the table at Shimmer, and she thought it almost looked like Shimmer’s lips were beginning to swell.
“I doub thinb I lib dish jobe.” Shimmer managed. Her cheeks went red, and she tried to hide her face.
“I think I’m going to go check with the barista. There has to be something wrong here.” Midnight stood up, and Shimmer began to follow. They trotted over to the counter, but there was nopony there. They were about to turn away, when Midnight’s ears twitched. She thought she heard voices in the back room, and strained her ears in an effort to make them out.
“What did you say?” One of the voices, a stallions, yelled in anger.
“I-I said, I think there’s been a slight mix-up with the order I gave you...” The other voice, a mare that she didn’t recognize, squeaked in fear  “A-A silly little mix-up, you see, with the Azure Lily. We may have given you the wrong type of plant. We’ll refund your money, of course!”
“Well, with what?” The stallion said impatiently. “What plant did you give us?”
Listening to that conversation, realization was already beginning to dawn on Midnight.
Azure Lily.
A blue plant.
Just like...
“Oh no.” Midnight groaned, and began to examine Shimmer’s face, much to the pegasuses surprise.
“M-Mphph?” Shimmer’s lips were huge and puffy, making it impossible to speak, and as Midnight watched, familiar blue dots began to form.
“I....may...have given you Poison Joke instead. I-In my defense, they look almost exactly the same!” She heard the panicking voice of the mare, confirming Midnight’s suspicions. 
“POISON JOKE!?” The stallion roared, loud enough this time for everypony in the cafe to hear. Ponies looked down at the blue tea that they were struggling to consume. Midnight heard cups smash to the floor. “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?! I’M RUINED!”
“W-We’ll pay for the treatments! I promise!”
Ponies began to shriek and scream in surprise as blue spots began to form all over their bodies, wings were inverted, hooves became tangled, and tongues swelled. Terrified of what she would find, Midnight slowly reached up, and touched her aching horn.
It bent.
“Mmmphp.” She heard Shimmer beside her, and Midnight hung her head, feeling the horn hit the top of her muzzle.
“You said it.” Midnight replied, as her head thumped against the counter. Her horn audibly squished against the hard wood. The door to the back opened, and Midnight winced softly, preparing for the inevitable.
“Attention, please, everypony....”
CHAPTER 6: THE SCENIC LOOKOUT
"While the scenic lookout spot is a staple of many dates, they can also be extremely risky. Firstly, you must never look directly at the sunset; looking directly at a sunset, no matter how pretty it is, can cause permanent eye damage. Unfortunately, many ponies are very badly educated about this and your date may attempt to look directly at the sunset. Bringing up the topic of eye damage can very quickly kill the mood, however, so you should do whatever you
can to prevent your date from looking at the sunset without explaining why."
Instead of a couple of hours settled in their former favorite cafe, enjoying each others company, those precious hours were instead filled with desperate scrubbing, foul-tasting medicines, and desperate dunkings in awful-smelling concoctions.
But at least they were free of the Poison Joke.
Her dress was now in absolutely terrible shape. It was wet, improperly put on after the cleaning, torn in places, and just as she feared, both grass and food stains had formed on the delicate fabric. It was going to take a couple of weeks of hard work for Aunt Rarity to get her masterpiece back into its former showroom condition. She could just see the twitching eyebrow, hear that half-sob, half-laugh.
At this point, most normal ponies would have given up. 
Everything had been a disaster. 
Everything.
It was only by sheer willpower that Midnight was keeping from just running away sobbing, and hiding in her secret place until summer was over. She didn’t even know why Shimmer had agreed to go stargazing with her at this point. When she had asked, she had half-expected the pegasus to flee all the way to Cloudsdale to get away from the Aura of Disaster that had formed around the unicorn.
But here they were, snuggling on a blanket together, looking up on the night sky. It was beautiful one this night,  too. Not a single cloud marred the sky, the moon was a lovely crescent, and the stars seemed to stretch out into infinity, creating a beautiful masterpiece that would be the match of any artist’s works. 
She idly wondered if Twilight had sent a letter to Luna, to get her to make as lovely a night as possible for their daughter.
The only thing that even remotely interfered with this night was the sounds coming from the nearby Everfree Forest, it sounded like the residents of that wild, untamed, and dangerous place were especially restless tonight.
“It’s so beautiful...” Shimmer whispered, practically the only words that had been spoken since they had settled down there. Shimmer snuggled up tightly against her. Midnight felt a thrill of hope. Here they were, just the two of them, and she could almost feel Shimmer’s heart beating in time with her own. There wasn’t any need for words, they both knew what the other was feeling and thinking. It was like a wondrous spell had been laid upon them.
So enraptured by each other, by the night sky that they were sharing, they paid no mind to the noises in the Everfree Forest, the fact that they were drawing closer, and that some of them were beginning to sound like distinctly panicked yelps.
“Shimmer...” Midnight murmured, drawing the pegasus’s attention. The red-maned mare turned, smiling at her, a look that took her breath away. This was it. She leaned forwards...
That was when something else took her breath away: A third pony crashing into them, sending all three of them crashing to the ground in a tangle of hooves and wings. 
“What on Equestria!?” She felt Shimmer squirming, caught within the folds of her dress, trying to break free without causing anymore damage to the poor outfit. Midnight struggled hard, and managed to get untangled enough to come face-to-face with the third pony, who had so rudely crashed into them.
It was the last pony that she had ever wanted to see again.
“Blueblood!? What are you doing here?!” She protested, her horn glowing, starting to untangle the three with her magic, untying the knots that they had managed to get themselves into. Prince Blueblood the Second, looking more than a little haggard and battered, drew himself up as regally as possible, as he hid his rasping gasp under a soft, somewhat unsure laugh, his valiant grin showing at least one lost tooth.
"My lady Midnight! And her consort and scribe! Fancy meeting you here, but then, you must have stole along after my grandness in order to witness my quest firsthand! Admirable, but it is not safe for frail flowers such as yourselves to be out on what is really such a fine evening, so if we can withdraw to a better lit-"
“Answer the question, Blueblood! Have you been stalking us? That’s just creepy! And why do you look like you’ve been crashing through the Everfree Forest?!” Midnight exclaimed, anger starting to simmer again, now that another moment had been lost. Having extradited the two ponies from her, both of them hanging briefly in the air with her magic, she proceeded put Shimmer delicately back on her hooves.
Blueblood, on the other hand, she simply dropped to the ground.
"Ah, it is very... easy to see, my lavender nymph, I was on my grand quest, and quests obviously lead to the darkest and most dangerous lands where the weak and foalish cry for assistance from valiant knights such as myself, and I had of course the grand conception of facing down the most ideal beast to slay. One that has caused your family much trouble in the past, and its pelt would have made for the most perfect dress to drape over your beautiful frame which shines in the night of-"
“GET ON WITH IT!”
“Hour after hour, I hunted the beast, eventually tracking it to it’s lair, where I engaged it in a tremendous clash! A battle for the ages! Let it be said that II fought with the prowess of legends - the strength of a thousand Earth Ponies, the agility of a thousand Pegasuses, and the force of magic of a thousand Unicorns, but due to unforeseen circumstances, and the underhanded and filthily contemptible trickery of the beast's low cunning, I have been forced to make a... tactical withdrawal for the moment to gather my indomitable forces..." He started to stagger to his hooves, looking ready to bolt.
“What is he talking about?” Shimmer whispered to Midnight, and the purple pony shook her head.
“I have no idea what he’s-”
A titanic roar filled the air. 
“Ah, yes. That would be the beast. If you will excuse me, Lady Midnight, I must....regroup. In Canterlot. But fear not, my Lady! I shall return!” Prince Blueblood babbled, and another tremendous roar echoed through the night, nearly causing the noble to jump out of his skin. “Within a reasonable time frame I shall return in time to rescue you, of course! It should not take much longer than six to eight weeks.”
Another roar, and he went so pale, you could see it through his white pelt. The normally relatively unflappable prince stammered as his eyes bulged wildly with the resounding crashes of huge claws tearing through the undergrowth.
“Er..at the head of an army. Yes. Until then, my beautiful Lady, I must take my leave!”
He turned on his hooves, already taking off before Midnight and Shimmer could stop him. Trees crashed behind the two mares, causing the two mares to look behind them.
All they saw was blue, and stars, and teeth.
And those angry, yellow eyes.
“W-We have to get out of here! Run, Midnight!” Shimmer yelped, her wings spreading, and she was already taking off.
But Midnight just stood there, looking at those eyes. She was a little, helpless filly again, tangled up in roots, unable to move, the monstrous celestial bear bearing down on her...
It recognized her. Even after over a decade, it still remembered her. It’s eyes narrowed, remembering the humiliation that it had suffered because of her, but now, there would be no protective showpony this time to save her.
It roared, and Midnight was sent sprawling, terror blanking everything else out but those eyes, and those teeth, and those claws. Just like in her nightmares...
It’s claws raised high, glinting in the moonlight, blaming the purple pony for every humiliation and hurt that it had suffered, intent on paying her back tenfold. Midnight shivered, seeing that clawed death descending towards her for a second time in her life.
A flash of white and red streaked like a bullet, crashing into the Ursa’s eyes, denying that death for a second time! Midnight let out a gasp, the action breaking the hypnotic terror that she had been enraptured in.
Shimmer renewed her assault, throwing her body forcibly at the beasts eyes, crashing into it again and again. The beast bellowed, it’s weak spots being harried by the fluttering, flying gnat of a pony that kept assailing it!
“Midnight! Snap out of it and run!” Shimmer called out, and Midnight forced herself to her hooves again, just in time to see the Ursa Minor swipe at Shimmer. While the beast missed the heroic pegasus with it’s claws, the sheer air turbulence was enough to buffet her, sending Shimmer off-balance. She was sent spiralling to the ground, stunned.
Something snapped inside Midnight. Her hazy vision became cloaked with green.
She slowly turned towards the beast, letting out a half-despairing giggle.
“Boy, did you pick the wrong night to do this.” Midnight felt the anger and frustration welling inside her, bubbling from a deep, dark place inside her, a place she hadn’t realized existed before now. “This was my second chance! Everything was supposed to be PERFECT!”
The Ursa roared, charging once again at the now-defiant unicorn, but Midnight surrounded herself with magic, and made her move. Much akin to her azure mother before her, vines and roots began to pull up from the ground around her, reaching out to lash around the surprised beast’s limbs! Midnight’s face crooked into a mad grin, as she watched the Ursa struggle.
“But no! NO! Lost reservations! Parasprites! Deluded nobles! Being poisoned! Deluded nobles AGAIN! Now Ursa Minor, Round Three! I guess it makes sense, my Mommas both beat you, I might as well too! I’m sure if I have a foal of my own one day, they’ll beat you up too!” Midnight couldn’t help but yell in frustration. It was almost like she was seeing the world through a green haze, watching as the beast strained to get closer to it’s prey. It tugged uselessly at the vines ensnaring it, but for every one that snapped, three took it’s place.
Her horn flicked, and a tree uprooted itself from the Everfree Forest, torn from the ground by her magic. She slammed the tree ruthlessly into his mouth, muzzling the beast’s defiant roars. The Ursa whimpered, now terrified of the wrathful unicorn, who was surrounded by a potent aura of magic. Hundreds of vines and roots wrapped around it’s limbs, pinning it tightly. Ursa was pulled from the ground, it’s limbs starting to flail helplessly as it dangled in the air.
"And the worst part is that it's MY fault! EVERYTHING I did BACKFIRED! EVERYTHING I did made things WORSE!"
The unicorn’s horn flared brightly, a miniature sun lighting up the night. The vines began to stretch taut around the Ursa Minor, akin to a slingshot being pulled back, the helpless monster being drawn closer to her.
"I just wanted ONE NIGHT. I just wanted ONE NIGHT without any DISASTERS! But now! But now!” Midnight yelled, tears starting to drip unbidden down her eyes. The Ursa Minor’s eyes widened, the previous bestial fury replaced by terror, and for a very good reason.
“Just...just...leave us ALONE!”
She released the tension.
Midnight panted hard, her head pounding, the ugly darkness inside her writhing. She watched as  the Ursa Minor was sent sailing, launched like a rocket back deep into the Everfree Forest. Confident that it had been sent far enough, she turned to check on Shimmer, only to see that the pegasus was looking at her, shock in her eyes.
Her anger evaporated. The green cloak was pulled from her sight.
Off in the distance, there was a soft thump, and the ground shook beneath their hooves.
The last of her willpower broke, and Midnight began to snuffle, tears starting to roll actively down her cheeks. 
“I’m so...so sorry...” She whimpered, and her horn began to glimmer once more.
“Midnight!” Shimmer called out, but the humiliated purple pony disappeared with a flash of light.
Chapter 7: After The Date
She just wanted to be alone. She couldn’t go home, Momma Twilight would no doubt want to know how the date went, and she wasn’t willing to face that yet.
No, to be alone, there was only one place she could go.
In her teenaged years, Midnight had chafed under her lack of privacy. A library wasn’t exactly an ideal place for one pony to live and have privacy, let alone an entire family. On top of that, having to share a room with a slightly sarcastic dragon for a “brother” was not what Midnight would call ‘private’.
It also didn’t help that she was convinced that her Momma Luna was able to spy on her during the night. After all, she had known where she was that night she tried to move the moon...
All of this made it hard for a teenaged Midnight to do the things that a hormonal young mare occasionally felt the need to do. So, unknown to her parents, she had secretly used her magic to construct a small ‘hideaway spot’, little more than an underground room with a bed, a table, and a bookshelf, just outside of town. It wasn’t much, but it had served as a bastion of privacy in a life that had little of it.
Here she was again, hiding from the world like a heartbroken filly, sprawled out on her bed with her head buried in a pillow, trying to shut out the rest of the world. She was finally free to unleash her unstable emotions where nopony else could see her.
Shimmer would never want to see her again, that much was certain. She could hardly blame her, you couldn’t exactly call it a successful date when you nearly get your date killed. Midnight bit her lip, her body shaking against the bed. She had been granted a second chance, and she completely blew it!
Her horn flared to life at the same time as her anger, and that book, that absolute failure of a book, was thrown into the wall. Midnight pulled her head up from her pillow, glaring defiantly at the dent it had left. Her magic kept a tight hold on that foul piece of “literature”, and crying in anger, she smashed the book again and again against the wall, until finally pages began to jar loose from it. Satisfied, she let the book fall to the ground, sunk her head back down into the pillow, and began to sob her heart out.
It went like this for an hour, or maybe two. One of the things this little refuge didn’t have was a clock, after all. It was only when her body began to betray her, her stomach protesting against how empty it was, her head suffering from a terrible migraine, did the heartbroken unicorn slowly pick herself up off her bed, and leave her hidden burrow, lamenting the fact that she had forgotten to restock her small cache of sweets inside it.
The walk home was a long, lonely one. 
Her hoof met the door to the library, and she took in a deep breath. She could hear chatting within, and prepared herself for the worst. At least Mom Trixie wouldn’t be there, at least it would only be Momma Twilight and maybe Spike, if he wasn’t someplace else this night. The humiliation was going to be bad enough without a huge crowd trying to comfort her about it.
She pushed open the door, and went wide-eyed as she saw the scene inside.
Settled at the table, being poured tea by her Momma, was Shimmer. She flashed a relieved smile at Midnight, and Twilight turned to look at her daughter.
“What...what are you doing here?” She stammered.
“Oh! Midnight! You’re just in time, I’ve been having a lovely visit with your marefriend. You didn’t tell me she was a writer!” Twilight smiled as she spoke, and Midnight gawked at them both, her eyes flicking between her mother, and her...marefriend?
“So, are all of our dates going to be this exciting? I’m not sure that I can handle fighting an Ursa Minor on every date, but I can work on it!” Shimmer said with a giggle, sipping her tea. 
“I-I don’t understand, I thought for certain that...”
“I think it would make for a good story, you know? A Princess and her consort go out on a date, and end up having to battle the forces arrayed against them!” Shimmer went on, casting aside Midnight’s feeble protest. “Don’t you think, Miss Sparkle?”
“Oh, yes. I know I’d read it.” Twilight said with the sort of smile that only a mother who was in the process of embarrassing her child could have. Indeed, Midnight was already beginning to squirm. Had they been planning this double-team?  “Well, if I didn’t know it was about my daughter, at least.”
“Why, it even will have a happy ending, if the Princess is smart enough to recognize it.” Shimmer finished, her gaze turning back to Midnight.
“Shimmer, I don’t understand...the date went terribly, nothing...nothing went right at all! I tried so hard to make it all perfect, and all that happened was just complete disasters, and me screwing up all over the place...” Midnight sputtered.
“Yeah, but what about between all of that? Between the monsters, and the silly attempts to impress me when you didn’t need to, you missed out on the fact that we were having a good time.” Shimmer said with a playful huff, before standing up, and walking over to Midnight, her expression turning more serious. “Besides, what I said to Blueblood was the truth.”
“That...that...” Midnight recalled back. While at the time, the words had been hidden in the tumble and tangle of the accident that happened seconds later, their potency was starting to burn through now.
“I’d go through anything for you.” Shimmer finished, and Midnight felt heat warm her from her hooves to her horn, her heart beating fiercely in her chest.
“I’d do the same...” She admitted, looking into her eyes, the world starting to close to just them...
So, of course, Twilight took this moment to interject. She cleared her throat, causing the two young mares to squeak in surprise.
“I don’t know much about dating, Midnight, but I do know about love. I know that if you really love somepony, nothing can get in the way of that. Especially not a bad date.” She said softly, her eyes wistful, remembering back to the early days with a certain azure magician. “Just as long as you don’t let it.”
“So what you’re both saying is...”
“I know what I’m saying, and that’s that I have the night after tomorrow free. Would you like to have our second second date?” Shimmer asked, and Midnight blushed hard. She slowly nodded, and a brilliant smile spread across her face.
“I’d love that, more than anything. I’ll tell you one thing, though...” She reached into the folds of her damaged dress, and retrieved the even more damaged  book, and tossed it onto the table. “I’m never following the advice in that book again.”
“A Young Pony’s Guide to Dating?” Shimmer asked curiously, starting to open the front cover. Twilight gawked at the damage the book had sustained, and glared accusingly at her daughter.
“What did you do to that book, young filly? I raised you to treat books better than that!”
“Momma, that book is awful! Half of the advice is just baffling, the other half is apparently completely useless, and all of it is written almost insultingly or cluelessly!” Midnight protested, her hoof stomping on the floor for emphasis. “I think I would have gotten better dating advice asking a dumb rock!”
“Be that as it may, that book isn’t ours! It belongs to the library! You should know bett-”
“This book was written by a Blueblood.” Shimmer interjected. Midnight blinked, and Twilight’s mouth hung open, in the middle of her rant.
“W-What?” Midnight was the first to be able to speak.
“His name isn’t on the cover, but see here, in the bibliographical information? Blueblood Decadion, Prince of Adana.” 
“Oh.” Midnight took the book, staring at the information, before her eyes looked up to meet her mothers. “Momma?”
“I’ll take it out of circulation. You go walk your marefriend home.”  Twilight said, disgust on her face. She took the book by magic, gingerly, as if she was afraid to let it touch her. “It was a pleasure to meet you, Shimmer.”
“Same to you, Miss Sparkle!” Shimmer said, and Midnight nodded, guiding her out the door of the library. As soon as they were outside, Shimmer began to giggle. “Oh, you silly filly. No wonder why you were acting so weird at points tonight, if you were trying to let that book guide you.”
“I know, I’m sorry, I just wanted to make sure that we had a good time, and it’s not like I have many sources for good dating advice...” Midnight let out a sigh.
“Listen, there’s only three things that you need to remember to make sure that we have a good time. We’ll call it Midnight and Shimmer’s Guide to Dating, okay?” 
“What..what are they?” Midnight asked. Shimmer stopped walking, and Midnight followed suit. They were the only two ponies on the street.
“Step 1: Remember to be yourself.
Step 2: It doesn’t matter what you’re doing, or where you’re doing it. All that matters is who you’re doing it with.” Shimmer started out, smiling tenderly at Midnight.
“W-What’s Step 3?” The unicorn asked quietly.
“Step 3: Kiss your date early and often.”
So they did.





    ***
Their dresses were in tatters.
Their hair and makeup were now in disastrous condition.
Their stomachs were grumbling from the lack of food.
The parasprite infestation had spread, forcing all the restaurants in Ponyville to close their doors.
Yet, as they walked home, there was nothing but wide smiles on their lips, and love in their eyes. 
And somewhere else in Ponyville, a certain fashion designer felt a terrible chill run down her spine.




            THE END
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