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		Description

Quick note: This story takes place in an alternate continuity created by Jojoleopard, under the umbrella of Sushi's Bizarre Adventure.
---I>>>>>>>
Abacus Cinch has been defeated, and life goes on. It's been a peaceful few weeks for Sunset Shimmer and her friends, but a seemingly random Stand attack plunges their lives back into chaos.
A new threat stalks Canterlot, and some old ones aren't as vanquished as first thought. With Sunset out of action and the mysterious Nowhere Man lurking just out of reach, Pinkie Pie is thrust into the spotlight, leading the charge to save her friend.
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		1: May I Have Your Attention, Please?



We open on the Sweet Snacks Cafe, a thriving small business in Canterlot. Outside, ‘back to school sale’ posters were starting to crop up like patches of mould, and there was a chill in the air of summer starting to turn to autumn. 
The door flew open, as if kicked by an invisible leg, revealing a young woman with a logic-defying mane of pink curls and a wide grin. She took a deep breath, letting the warmth, sounds and smells wash over her, and stepped inside, letting the door swing shut behind her. She made a beeline to a ‘wet floor’ sign, stepping deliberately in the puddle and letting the momentum carry her the rest of the way, and spinning at the perfect moment to slide into her and her friends’ favourite booth.
She had just sat down when a waitress, a slightly older woman with her hair in a bun, skated up to her. Her grin widened, and she pulled out her wallet, ready to buy some of the best milkshakes in Canterlot at 50% off.
Oh, the joys of employee discounts! She might even keep working here when school starts up again.
“Hey, Pinkie. How many usuals today, hun?”
“Just me and Sunset today, Doo Wop!”
Her friend-slash-coworker nodded and skated off, leaving Pinkie Pie with little to do but think.
It had been a little over a month since their final showdown with Principal Cinch. Since she had made two new friends, and they had all lost three old ones. They had mourned them all, of course, but now the four of them left standing felt like they were starting to heal. Pinkie’s eyes flicked over to the front door as she heard it open, and her dramatic gasp was loud enough that some of the other customers turned to look.
Ooh! Speaking of new friends…
“Sushi! Sushi! I’m over here, Sushi!”
Sunset Shimmer, or ‘Sushi’ to her friends, matched Pinkie’s enthusiastic arm-flailing with a more reserved wave and a warm chuckle. She made her way over to their table in a much calmer manner than her friend, stepping around the wet floor sign like a normal person, and joined her friend at their table.
Somewhere in the cafe, a phone started ringing.
“I missed you so much!” Pinkie grinned, leaning over the table to wrap Sunset in a hug.
“We saw each other on Monday, remember? But yeah, it’s good to see you again-”
Too-rurururu~
“-And I know what everyone says, but I just can’t get into The Dazzlings. They just give off weird vibes, y’know?”
“They seem fine to me. Heh. Maybe they’re Stand Users, too-”
Too-rurururu~
“-I started busking in the mall last week, and I’ve saved up enough for a day out. Got any recommendations?”
“Cool! You know, there’s this new theme park opening in April, Equestria Land. They’re gonna have this huge coaster-”
Too-rurururu~
“-I mean, can you blame me for thinking she’d be into photography? By the way,” Pinkie pointed an accusing finger at Sunset’s jacket, “It’s for you.”
Sunset raised an eyebrow and reached into one of her jacket’s inside pockets, pulling out her familiar smartphone, “Not me this time,” she smirked, showing Pinkie the dark touchscreen and then returning it to its rightful place.
Pinkie smirked harder and pointed at a pocket on the outside of Sunset’s jacket that was clearly glowing and making muffled ringing noises, “I think it is~.”
Sunset frowned and reached into the offending pocket, pulling out an unfamiliar old-timey flip phone. She held it cautiously, like long-forgotten milk found at the back of the fridge.
“This is the weirdest looking phone I’ve ever seen. This is a phone, right?” She asked, handing it over to Pinkie for a second opinion.
“Yeah, but these went out of style years ago,” Pinkie frowned, turning it over in her hands before passing it back. “It’s not yours?”
Sunset shook her head and fiddled with the device, and soon managed to flip the cover open, revealing a tiny screen and chunky number pad, “Huh… This name mean anything to you?” She asked, turning the screen to face Pinkie. The phone was too primitive to have apps or a touchscreen, but it could save names and photos for contacts. Whoever was calling Sunset had their name saved as ‘The Nowhere Man’, and their profile picture was a stylised drawing of an eye inside the letter ‘U’. Very dramatic.
“Nope. It sounds a little like ‘Nightmare Moon’, but she’s just a movie bad guy, so it’s probably not her. Probably.”
Sunset looked at her like she wanted to ask more about that, but decided dealing with this potential threat was more important. She glanced meaningfully at Pinkie, who nodded and sent a quick text to their group chat:
‘me n sushi @ SSC, might b under attack lol, get here asap’
And Sunset answered the call.
“...Hello?”
“Ah, good. You finally picked up,” As the caller ID implied, the voice of a young man, about their age if Pinkie had to guess, came out of the phone, a little crunchy from the cheap speakers.  “I’d say it’s nice to finally meet you, Shimmer, but I’m not confident this counts.”
“A complete stranger gets within arms’ reach of me and slips something into my pocket without me knowing, then calls me without letting me know his name, face, or motives. Yeah, I don’t think it does either. Am I speaking to ‘The Nowhere Man’ right now?”
“You are.”
“Okay. I have way too many questions right now, but my biggest question is this: how’d you sneak this phone into my jacket?” 
“Humans are naturally predisposed to stick to their routines, and one of my associates managed to figure out yours. ‘Every Thursday lunchtime, at least two members of their friend group meet at the Sweet Snacks Cafe to hang out, sitting at the table in the southwest corner and ordering their favourite drinks every time. Shimmer herself gets there by parking her motorcycle near the paint store on Thunder Road, so if she needs to buy anything she won’t have to carry it very far. The walk from there to the cafe takes her about three minutes, but if there’s a crowd it’ll take four instead. Foot traffic on her route is heaviest on the four-way intersection two minutes and thirty seconds into her journey’; that’s what she told me. When we had the necessary measures to talk to you in place, all we had to do was have someone cross the road at the same time you did and slip this phone into your pocket.”
A horrified silence fell over their table. Pinkie felt like she was gonna throw up, and Sunset herself didn’t look much better.
“Y-you’ve been stalking us!? And who’s ‘we’!?”
“Oh, no, no, we haven’t been stalking you! We’ve just been monitoring you without your knowledge or consent, and, uh… Okay, maybe we have been stalking you. Sorry. As for who we are, we’re not that important; just some concerned citizens trying to make a difference, that’s all.”
Sunset didn’t look convinced. “And how long have you been ‘just some concerned citizens’?”
“Oh, ah... Just under a month, maybe?”
“So you’ve been planning this for a while, and I’m guessing since you’re making a move now you’ve got some kind of backup plan in place if this doesn’t go well. Any chance you could at least tell me your name? You seem to know a lot about me, after all.”
“So you can go after me and my loved ones? I’m not an idiot, Shimmer. What else do you want? My blood type? My mother’s maiden name? Maybe the three numbers on the back of my card?”
“...Why would I want to do that? This is creepier than anything Cinch or her goons tried and a major invasion of my privacy, but I’m not going to hurt your family over it.”
“I’m not willing to take the risk.”
“...Okay, whatever. Are you going to keep rambling or can we just skip to the Stand attack?”
“I’m not some kind of raging barbarian, Shimmer,” he chuckled; a lukewarm, hollow sound that sounded more like a weird frog than a person. “We’re both civilised members of society, yes? I’d like to at least try to reason with you.”
“Fine. ‘Reason’ away.”
“Great to hear! First things first, I actually wanted to thank you for taking down Cinch. I’m not entirely certain what her goal was, but I got my hands on some of her notes and from what I could piece together it didn’t sound pleasant. ‘Eternal conformity’ this, ‘global legacy’ that; frankly I have no idea how someone like that got a teaching degree.”
Now that raised even more red flags. After they’d won, Jojo had suggested they double back to Crystal Prep to check Cinch’s office for notes; they still weren’t sure how Cinch knew about the Stand Geode, and if she was part of a larger group it was better to find out themselves instead of waiting for her allies to attack them out of nowhere. Sunset and Rainbow had agreed; Cinch had amassed a small army of brainwashed Stand Users, and it was certain there were some unaccounted for who needed to be debriefed. And Pinkie wanted to steal all the doors in the building.
But by the time they’d gotten there someone else had beaten them to it. Cinch’s office had been ransacked, and the closest thing to a clue was that the weight of the heavy desk that had been thrown across the room meant the culprit was either a Stand User or a powerlifter.
“I’ll be the first to admit I’m ill-suited to a Stand fight. From what I’ve heard, Superorganism would have torn me in half, and that’s assuming I could have gotten around her followers. She was a threat beyond comprehension, and I am forever grateful to you and your friends for standing up to her. I’m just sorry for all the lives it took to put her down. Although, I must ask: was what you did to her really necessary? At this point, death would be a mercy.”
“She doesn’t deserve mercy.”
“...Riiiiight. Ah, well, that brings me to the second reason I’m calling you. My conditions are simple: leave Canterlot and never return.”


			Author's Notes: 
Stand User: Pinkie Pie
Stand Name: Golden Ticket
Power: C
Speed: A
Range: B
Durability: D
Precision: B
Potential: B
So! 
This is my first story on this site, and it's a sequel to someone else's fanfic, with yet another author's OC as the main villain, written in a way that I dearly hope isn't OOC, a crossover, and planned to be at least ten chapters long, with a similar-length sequel already in the planning stages.
Never let it be said that I am a man of low ambition.
And I can't guarantee that I'll be able to write for that long at a quality comparable to the originals, or that my ideas will be compatible with Jojoleopard's as both their and my story are being written at about the same time with no communication between us, but with Araki as my witness I'm going to try.
Regardless, I'm forever grateful to Jojoleopard for letting me use the setting they created, and I hope I can finish a story that fits in with the wider SuShi canon.
 Also, those of you already familiar with SSBA probably have a few questions about one name in particular in the character list. I am aware this is the most canon-stretching liberty I'm taking, but I do have a few justifications:
1: While the Shadowbolts had their asses kicked pretty badly and it was considered morally acceptable for the heroes to use lethal force because they were willingly working for Cinch, not all of them were confirmed to be KIA - see the villains in Stardust Crusaders who were listed as 'retired' instead of 'dead'. Don't get me wrong, some of them are very dead -Nugget Run Horizon's plot just straight-up doesn't work if Sci-Twi survived, for one- but a couple of them just got Hol Horse'd instead of J. Geil'd.
2: Begrudgingly-reformed villains are fun.
3: She'll be important for plot reasons and some character arcs, I promise.



	
		2: Attack Of The Nowhere Man



“...Are you still there? Did the phone die while I was talking? Crap. Maybe I should have used a better phone for this…” the Nowhere Man mused. “Convincing Cheese to slip a phone into Shimmer’s pocket was hard enough the first time, doing it again is gonna be a nightmare.”
“N-no, we’re still here, just,” Sunset closed her eyes and started to massage her temple with her free hand. “What in Eque- I mean, what on earth are you talking about!?”
“[Alicorn Fantasy] is a nightmare. An all-powerful monstrosity that has no place in human hands. If you decided you should rule the world I can’t think of a single Stand User, living or dead, who’d be able to stop you. Now, you don’t deserve to die, and I don’t know enough about the Stand Geode to tell if depowering you would let Cinch loose, but if I can just keep Canterlot safe from the threat you present I can sleep with a clear conscience.”
Sunset and Pinkie stared at the phone in mute shock. The worst thing about it was his tone of voice: steady, earnest, and deadly serious, like his words were some immutable fact of life instead of the snap judgement of a paranoiac. Their eyes met, their expressions hardened, and Sunset brought the phone back up to her face.
“Yeah, no. That’s not happening. This is my home. These are my friends. And we didn’t stick together through everything Cinch threw at us just to split up because some crackpot telemarketer thinks I’m gonna grow a god complex! If you’ve really been watching us, then you should already know we’re not going to sit here and let you tear us apart. We’ve already beat one maniac who thought she could control people’s lives, and you’re delusional if you think we can’t beat a second.”
“...So that’s a ‘no’ on leaving Canterlot?”
“I. Refuse.” 
“...Fine,” he said at last. “Hard way it is, then. I’m sorry for what has to happen next.”
With no further warning the ceiling above them cracked open as an orange blob larger than both of them forced its way through the panelling. The translucent hulk tumbled towards them in an avalanche of motion,crashing onto their table and lashing out at its surroundings with several gooey pseudopods. 
The impact knocked Pinkie to the floor, and - thankfully - out of harm’s way, but whether by their enemy’s design or sheer bad luck, Sunset Shimmer had been engulfed completely. Sunset started flailing, fighting against the cloying thickness trapping her in place to claw her way to the surface. Pinkie shook the stars out of her eyes just in time to watch her movements slow, then stop. 
A smaller part of the mass stayed in place, hardening around Sunset and trapping her in a silent scream. The rest of it split off and lurched towards Pinkie, who scrambled backwards on all fours and summoned her Stand. 
“[Golden Ticket]!”
Punching the blob that just swallowed her friend whole was clearly a bad idea, so the dapper spectre instead grabbed a door from inside its coat and slammed it down on the enemy Stand like a magazine on a spider. Through her Stand’s senses she felt the blob flatten and buckle under the impact, but it quickly recovered and began to wrap itself around the door, creeping towards her Stand’s hands. Switching up her tactics, Golden Ticket pulled with all its strength and ripped the door - and the enemy - off the ground. Struggling under the combined weight it flipped the door over so the enemy Stand wobbled around on top like a plate of orange jelly, then slammed it back down. The impact shook the blob loose, and before it could react further the door swung open to the sewers beneath the building. Again it dropped like a stone, clawing at the walls and air but unable to stop its descent, before it slammed into the fast-flowing water below it. Pinkie watched for a moment as the current dragged the writhing mass out of sight, and then pulled the door shut and dismissed it to wherever she had taken it from. 
With her life no longer in immediate danger, she looked back to the person whose life might still be at risk. 
Sunset hadn’t moved, literally still frozen in amber. Humans can survive two minutes without oxygen, and it hadn’t taken Pinkie more than a minute to deal with the Stand itself. She probably had enough time to get Sushi out of there, but attacking the Stand meant touching it, and getting both of them trapped would mean Jojo and Dashie wouldn’t know what happened to them, or how to defend themselves if the Nowhere Man came after them next. But the Stand had split itself in half after engulfing Sunset, and the remains hadn’t moved to attack her after she’d disposed of the rest of it. Maybe the residue couldn’t absorb anything else? A tossed dessert fork bounced off the mass and confirmed her theory, meaning she had freedom to try anything and absolutely no idea what she was doing. Business as usual, then.
[1:37]
Golden Ticket sprang into motion, raining a flurry of punches into the gemlike surface. Even if she preferred winning fights through trickery and creative application of doors, her Stand still had the brute strength to defend itself in a straight brawl. Surely it could crack this glorified paperweight open. But hitting the enemy Stand felt like hitting, well, a rock, and throughout her onslaught it didn’t even look dented. Even then, her Stand kept punching until Pinkie felt the skin of her own knuckles start to split. She took a step back to catch her breath and massage some feeling back into her hands.
[1:04]
Okay. Plan A.
Golden Ticket pulled out the smallest door she had - a type of trapdoor used to access wiring in floors  - and fixed it over Sunset’s face. If she couldn’t dig her out entirely, she could at least give them both room to breathe. But no matter how hard she pulled the door refused to open, as if the mystery Stand had turned fluid just long enough to gum up the hinges. 
[0:32]
She was running out of time, she’d already run out of options, and she wasn’t sure if she was more likely to start screaming or crying. She was seriously considering eating her way through the Stand when a glow from under the table caught her eye: the crappy little flip phone, with the call timer still counting up. Even through the utter chaos of the past minute the Nowhere Man hadn’t hung up, and that gave Pinkie an idea. If she could still talk to him maybe she could convince him to let Sunset go? He’d already shown he wasn’t Shadowbolt levels of killcrazy. If it could save Sunset’s life, she had to try. Golden Ticket grabbed it and held it up to her face, and she almost screamed into the phone:
“I know you can hear me!”
“What the fu-”
“You said you didn’t like how many people got killed because of Principal Cinch, right? You said Sushi didn’t deserve to die. I know she’s still alive, you’ve still got time to let her go! Are you really that willing to go back on your principles?”
“I-I’m not going to kill her! I couldn’t, even if I wanted to.”
The abrupt shift between the level of threat the Nowhere Man posed created such a sense of whiplash that all Pinkie could manage was a bewildered “...Huh?”
“[Mudhoney] doesn’t kill. It… it simply keeps things it engulfs in stasis. The transferral of energy is ubiquitous with the flow of time, and neither is permitted in Mudhoney’s domain. Motion, change, life and death; all are impossible beneath its surface. To Sunset Shimmer, time no longer exists. When I release her, it will be as if she jumped forward in time.” 
“‘When’? You’re gonna let her go?”
“Of course! I’m not a monster, Pie.”
“You know who I am!? Wait, you’ve been stalking us, of course you know who I am, but how do you know what my voice sounds like?”
“I don’t have to, I just have to know what you look like.”
Oh. Long range Stand or not, someone like this Nowhere Man would be too cautious to attack Sunset without keeping an eye on the situation, and if he didn’t have access to a decent phone, he wouldn’t be able to get some kind of hidden spy camera. So he had to be watching them in person, and therefore in direct line of sight to their table. Pinkie sidled closer to the window, checking for anyone suspicious in her field of vision. The sidewalk, the cars parked outside, the park across the street-
There. A young man, about Pinkie’s age, was using one of the park’s rarely-remembered payphones; one hand holding the handset, the other holding binoculars pointed at the cafe.
Something about his clothes looked familiar, but she didn’t let her gaze linger; if he thought his cover had been blown he’d make a break for it, and if he got away they’d probably never see him again. She needed to get closer, get a few more details on his identity at the least, and for that she needed an opening. And for that, she’d have to keep him talking.
“You said you were gonna let her go, right? What are you waiting for? Why not let her go right now?”
“I already told you. The moment I find a Stand user who can, ha, stand up to Alicorn Fantasy, I’ll be happy to let Shimmer go.”
“What happens if you can’t find one?” He fell silent, and she pressed on. “I know you’re scared of what Sushi could do if she felt like it, but she’s not like that, and even if she could be, you don’t need to do this. You can step out of the shadows, we can all talk this out, find some way to answer your questions. Just let my friend go. Please.”
There was a long, tense silence, and Pinkie allowed herself to hope that maybe the Nowhere Man would give up without a fight. Then he spoke.
“I… I can’t do that. I’ll, ah, I’ll think of something. I know I will. There’s no such thing as an unbeatable Stand. I’ll just find a way around her power, that’s all.”
Fine, Pinkie thought, disappointed but not surprised. Hard way it is, then.
He kept talking, offering worthless platitudes about how he’ll ‘gladly let her go once Canterlot is safe for us all’ and he’s ‘willing to cover Shimmer’s rent for as long as it takes’, but she was barely listening now, waiting instead for the perfect moment to make a move. 
That moment came when he lowered the binoculars to adjust his grip. 
Pinkie vaulted over the table, and would have smacked into the window if her Stand hadn’t replaced it with a door. She instead landed in the street in a handstand and let the momentum carry her into a forward roll, then launched herself into a run from the impromptu sprint crouch midway through. Luckily, she’d made her move during a lull in traffic, but frankly she wasn’t certain she would have slowed down anyway.
In the time it took for her to cross the street, the Nowhere Man had finished adjusting his grip, and Pinkie was unashamed to admit his full-body double take at the sight of her apparently teleporting through both solid glass and moving traffic was hilarious.
He fumbled with the handset for a moment, trying to hang it up properly, before giving up and sprinting for another of the park’s entrances; this one leading to a bustling market. 
Pinkie’s world shrunk to just her and her target as she committed every detail of his appearance to memory. If she couldn’t beat him now, she could at least memorise as much about him as possible, making it easier to track him down later.
He’s got light blue skin, dark brown eyes, and neatly styled purple-black hair. He’s Asian - that might be racist but he’s a bad guy so it’s less important. From the way he runs, he’s not out of shape, but he’s not exactly an athlete either. He’s clean-shaven and dressed formally; he’s wearing a grey waistcoat, a tie with that weird eye symbol, a light blue shirt, navy blue pants…
Oh shit, that’s a Crystal Prep uniform.
Their top speeds were close enough to keep him out of her Stand’s range, and she forced herself to move even a little bit faster to close the distance.
Fifteen metres out of range.
Ten metres.
Five metres!
…Seven metres. 
Twelve metres.
She almost had him - she was so close - but the sprint had taken a lot out of her, and she was breathing harder and slowing down. She was no stranger to quick bursts of exertion - cartwheels, tackle-hugs, somersaults and the like, but unfortunately endurance wasn't her strong point. Even worse, it looked like it was his.
The final nail in the coffin came, ironically, from a desperate attempt to slow him down. She’d pulled out another service trapdoor, planning to throw it at his head like a square frisbee. But she’d been forced to split her focus between aiming with her Stand and running with her legs, and she’d stumbled over an uneven paving stone. She’d barely managed to stay on her feet, and by the time she’d regained her balance he’d slipped into the crowd. 
Her eyes swept across the crowd, one last-ditch effort to not lose him completely, but all she got was a glimpse of those dark brown eyes glaring back at her, before a passerby blocked her line of sight for a second, and he had vanished when she could see again.
Pinkie stood there for a long moment, gazing blankly into the crowd. Then she began to pace back and forth, like a switch had been flipped in her brain. She didn't have time to beat herself up over losing the Nowhere Man, not when Sunset still needed her.
In her head she went over his monologue again, picking through every word to see if he'd let slip anything she could work with. There were a few things he said that weren't sitting right, and there was one thing that stood out to her right now- 
The pieces clicked together, and for a moment Pinkie felt like the world had stopped. She spun on a dime and bolted back to the cafe, ignoring her protesting legs. He'd said 'we'. 'Just some concerned citizens'. He wasn't acting alone, and it was possible he'd had someone waiting back at the cafe, that step two of his plan was leading her out here so they could abduct Sunset without her interfering. If there was someone, Pinkie had to beat them there.
She'd already failed her friend twice today.
She refused to do so again.


			Author's Notes: 
Stand User: ???
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Power: ?
Speed: D
Range: A
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Just a heads up: I'll be trying to post a chapter a week, but don't worry if some take two weeks instead. I'm willing to admit I'm not the best at sticking to a schedule.
To tide you over, here's a preview of chapter 3:
 "He was a lot closer to one of my teammates - no," Lemon said before either of them could cut her off, "I'm not telling you which one, but I do think of him as a friend. He's... Quiet. Shy. If he wasn't my friend I'd call him 'soft'. He didn't have it in him to do the kind of missions Principal Cinch sent us on, and you two know firsthand what she did to 'uncooperative' Stand Users. And let me tell you, she may have nearly worshipped the ground Cinch walked on, but that wasn't even an option for her. I think she would have preferred to turn on Cinch instead.
"So we kept him as our little secret. We didn't tell Cinch or the others about him, and as far as I know, she kept the more grisly details of what we were up to to herself."



	