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		Day of the Thousand Forms



'There was over one thousand of them!' More than that even, the endless multitudes seemed to stretch into the sky, travelling onward into the starry, infinite beyond.
Or at least that's how the the mornings workload looked to Trixie; having woken up and been greeted by a small stack of papers marked "urgent!" before she could remove her sleeping cap and don her great and powerful hat. 
"This was meant to be my day off!" Trixie cried out, enraged at the injustice of the cosmos. 
Her anger lasted all of five seconds before she heard somepony calmly sipping coffee.
'So that's why it smells in here.' She thought, turning an accusing set of eye's on the witness to her misery. Oh she recognized that slurp, it carried that smug sense of self satisfaction the likes of which only a pony as magnificent as she should display. It was her assistant, Pokey, and he was smirking at her. 
"Morning boss, lovely day isn't it?" he asked, a manure eating grin spread on his face like butter over burnt toast. 'I must be really hungry' she thought, her stomach voiced it's own morning complaints. 
"What is so funny Pokey? And, more importantly, why are there forms on my desk?" she asked through gritted teeth while he continued to loudly slurp down his, or rather her, coffee.
He actually looked a little confused at that question. 
"That's your paperwork boss, I saw them in the slot and thought i'd bring them in, figured it'd be the least I could do seeing as i'll be out of reach for the rest of the day." he replied topping his sentence off by downing the remaining morning joe and leaving the mug on the table. 
"Pokey, that's the how, not the why, do try to keep up" she snapped back, Telekinetically reaching for the coffee pot herself, only to find it completely empty and stained, 'dammit'. 
"Someone's brain fired up this morning, you'll want to get to work before you tire out" he replied sardonically.
Before Trixie could get a word in edge wise, Pokey spoke. 
"What are ya so shocked about boss, it's still a Monday after all; besides, even if you did sleep in, there isn't that much to do, you'll be done before lunch, maybe even brunch." he said, completely missing the point. 
"Pokey, it was meant to be a day off, everypony else gets a day off, that's why it's a public holiday!" she replied, slowing and stressing her words to make the point more clear. 
"Um, little problem there boss, it's not your day off it's everypony else's, Night Court reps, nobles and the like don't get a break." He replied simply.
She stared a moment as his words, and facts she had been hoping to ignore forced their way into the forefront of her mind. 
"C’est des conneries!" 
Pokey looked at her curiously, likely trying to gauge just how offended he should be by her exclamation. The answer was, a lot.
On a technical level, Trixie had known it was not a holiday -celebrating some such a thing- that she would be able to celebrate, after-all, she'd grown up with Luna and she'd not taken that particular day off. "If I, the princess of Equestria does not rest, then neither can my representatives and courtiers, besides it is not truly our day is it?" But just because Trixie had known that did not mean she hadn't been hoping that everypony else didn't or that they'd at least not give her any work, but it seems fate -smarmy bastard that it was- intended to ruin her plans for a day of relaxation. 
Evidently having seen his employers thoughts drifting, Pokey made for the door with a quiet but polite "bye boss" but just as he was about to make his exit the door handle refused to budge, wrapped as it was in a blue telekinetic grip. 
"And just where do you think you're going?" she snapped irritably, eye's flicking back between the empty coffee jar, the paper and her erstwhile assistant in annoyance. 
He turned back and replied "Um, out, it's a day off after all, I was thinking of heading to the ba-" 
"You can't leave me alone with this, If I have to work so do you, you're an employee of the Night Court!" she cried, misery loved company after-all. 
There was a slight cough and Trixie could practically feel her assistant gearing up for a "lesson" where he recited some code or by law that protected him and punished her, 'Luna has to revise some of these sometime' she thought. 
"Technically, i'm just an assistant and if you were merely a representative and not a member of the Night Court itself, then there'd be no problem, but Dame Trixie. you are obligated to serve the crown. While I am not bound by the honorable laws that keep this country running to work today, unlike some newly minted nobles; well I've got a train to catch, bye!" he cried jovially, making another beeline for the door. 
"ggbhuh, if you weren't going to help me out, why did you even come by this morning?" she asked through gritted teeth, every moment spent grilling Pokey was another minute in which her paper work might spontaneously combust. She could dream right?  
His eye's wide Pokey replied "Oh I was actually coming by to steal your hat and cloak then auction them off, i've already made a mint of you're pens and plates, such is the price of fame Trixie." Trixie's jaw dropped, her face started to go from it's usual light baby blue to red as her horn shone. 
"Kidding! I ran out of coffee and your place was on the way; figured I could at least bring your mail in. Oh! you're out of coffee by the way, might want to do something about that" he said happily, blissfully unaware of his near destruction as Trixie's focused vanished and he casually walked out the door and into the autumn breeze, a veritable skip in his step. 
Hopelessly, Trixie made her way to to her office, not even bothering to close the front door as it banged helplessly in the wind, no holiday, no coffee, no assistant and she was already behind on her apparently "urgent" work. 
'Could this day get any worse?' she pondered.  
The first form of which seemed prove that, yes, this indeed could get worse, as it went into great detail regarding a sudden "drought" in town spirit, with the amended note that, yes, she did have to read the whole report because town spirit was very important as was the form's suggestion to make the young representatives home "cheerier." 
Outside her window, with the draft upon her uncaped back Trixie could hear the laughter of foals, the dancing and merry making of free ponies, unburdened the heavy and metallic bonds of royal duties.
The Element of Magic took a small glance at her desktop calender, intent on reminding herself just what awful holiday it was that would punish her with work and reward Pokey with freedom.
And so it read: Administrative Professional's Day.
'To honor all the hard working secretaries and assistance of the noble Night Court and of the business's that keep our nation running; truly you are an inspiration.'
Letting her head drop to the desk with a loud "thunk" she spoke.
"I hate Monday's..."
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		Nopony knows



It had been two hours, two long arduous hours, until, finally, Trixie had made her way through every single inane form and agonizing petition.
"Somepony's abusing the 'urgent' sticker," she grumbled.
But that was fine, a few hours lost was nothing really; she could go to bed, have a power nap, and enjoy the rest of her day. Surely nopony else would think to bring work in. Surely.
Trixie had been utterly convinced of her freedom; right until a light brown old Pegasus mare with a thinning grey mane cantered into her office without so much as a "how do you do". 
Being a good host was not entirely natural for Trixie but she wasn't about to chase the old mare -with her obviously overburdened saddle bags- out of her office too quickly, no matter how much she wanted a break. 
After sitting the old mare down with some tea Trixie opted to hear out what ever her concern was. Who knew it might actually be important, unlike those horrific offers of a photo-shoot in play pony magazine she kept getting. 'I hope Ditzy didn't get any, what if Dinky saw them?!.' 
"Oh! You're too kind Madame, oh I mean Dame Trixie." the mare replied kindly, taking a sip of her tea; Trixie repressed a smirk of pride and instead gave a polite smile, it was nice to be acknowledged. 
"Oh, i'm just doing my part madame." she replied, her tone a mixture of polite humility and barely restrained smugness. 
Shaking her head the mare replied, "Oh no Dame Representative" -two titles!- Trixie reflected happily. 
Unaware of Trixie's internal celebration the mare continued. "Our old representative was terrible, even when he bothered to do any work it wasn't very good and he'd take any chance he could to spend the day skiving off, dozing, eating fatty foods and drinking. Couldn't depend on him to tell us what color the sky was, not that we'd ever need it." she added half seriously. 
'Hah! take that Blueblood, Someponies round here really do appreciate me.' she thought with pride, it almost made sitting through all that nonsense this morning worth it. 'Though if Blueblood really did get forms telling him that he needed a bunny on his mailbox to seem more approachable I can't blame him for drinking.' she mused. 
"Why thank you madame it's always a pleasure to meet a mare such as yourself; so what can I, Dame Representative Trixie, do for you this fine afternoon?" she asked politely, her hoof waving for the mare to come forward with her concern.
The elderly pony shook her head in the negative and rose from her seat, hooves clip clopping against the hard wood floor as she stood on her rickety old legs. Trixie was worried for a moment she'd simply collapse right there. 
"Oh it's nothing much Dame Trixie, I was simply going to drop off a little petition, feel free to look it over when ever you need, it's hardly urgent." she replied sweetly. Reaching back into her saddlebags, the old pony removed a single sheet of paper with her teeth and placed it down upon Trixie's desk.
Smiling, Trixie replied "but of course madame, i'd be happy to, i'll do it right now if you want." she said confidentially, it was a minor thing, no trouble at all really. 
"But there is one more thing, i'm sure it won't be a problem for you Dame, but on my way in I saw some paper, it seemed somepony had left some forms for you on the porch of all things rather than with you, i'm sure it was just a mistake." she aid sweetly, reaching back to her saddle bags.
'It can't be that many, she said only few!' Trixie thought desperately. 
Seeing the old mare struggling and not wanting the Pegasus to hurt herself, Trixie instinctively sent out a light wave of telekinetic energy to aid the old mare and she gripped what felt alike a brick made of paper.  
'There has to be over a hundred of those things!' she thought, her eye's zeroing in on the thrice damned "urgent" tags sticking of the forms sides. Trixie let out an tiny whimper of equal part rage and despair as the papers dropped to her desk with a resounding "thump." 
"Oh thank you Dame Trixie, so kind of you, don't know how much longer I could have held those up; well i'll leave you to your work have a wonderful day Representative!" she said Cheerily, cantering out of catatonic mare's office with far more energy than with which she'd entered.
In the distance Trixie could make could hear her front door swinging shut and accompanying it was the sound of muzzle meeting desk. Trixie idly glanced through half lidded eye's at her now empty tea pot, 'no more tea bags, no more coffee and it's to early for bourbon.' the representatives eye's drifted back to the seemingly mountainous pile of work still ahead of her; Trixie sighed and started humming a funeral dirge.
"Nopony knows the troubles I've seen, nopony knows but me..." 

Far away from the small town of Ponyville, the young knight's sentiment was being mirrored by a monocle wearing and mustachioed archduke, currently residing at his desk and surrounded by a dozen stacks of paper and open folders. Stray paper seemed to spread out on every nearby surface and even onto the light gray floor; practically trapping him behind the dark mahogany desk at the back of his long spacious office. 
'I'd never given much thought to that childish, -the paper work seems to breed- joke, but now I have to wonder.' he reflected, the archduke's eye's almost glazing over as he took in the amount of work ahead of him and just how far behind he'd fallen. 
Repressing a groan of irritation Fisher lifted his head from the tax forms he was trying to revise, money was being wasted on useless projects and he needed to make somepony see it, he thought sternly; as he rolled his neck until he hearing the characteristic pop. 
It had not been a good week for Archduke Fisher, nor a good month in fact, he reflected. Life had seemingly been going downhill ever since the disastrous events of the Gala.
He repressed a shudder, thinking on his princess's ultimatum. He'd been hoping for years for the court to be lambasted for their childish and self serving games, only to have been caught up in the mess himself.
"Damn them all" he ground out bitterly. 
His eye's glancing over his tastefully decorated main office, deeply colored drapes inscribed with his family seal upon the walls, sculptures and trinkets he'd received as gifts or that served as examples of some new magical engineering and enchantment project. 
'How could I have been included in that? Yes, the factory was my decision, the resources were needed elsewhere, couldn't she see?!' no, nopony could see the importance of his work except him. Nowadays he could scarcely get a word in edgewise in most circles. his "tribablist" remarks had left him isolated, socially and politically, somehow they'd even seeped into the tabloids so he was dealing with complaints and accusation that he'd fired none unicorn workers unfairly!
'The nerve!' he thought, puffing out his chest importantly.
He couldn't keep distracting himself though, in a few months everything would surely settle down and he could speak to the princess alone and enlighten her as to the importance of his work, until then he had to continue proving his mettle  and he wasn't going to do that by sulking.
Unenthusiastically he returned his attention to the tax forms in front of him, his entire form completely over shadowed by the piles of paper work stacked up in front of him. 
'Even my own aides have abandoned me!' he groused, telekinetically reaching out for the bottle of water stored in a bucket of ice all the way on the other-side of his office. 
He sighed, idly considering cracking open a bottle of gin he'd received as a gift from one of his factory owners and kept on the desk for when the pony in question came by; but it was far to early to consider a drink, furthermore Fisher had never been able to stand anything but perfectly aged scotch, everything would just leave him feeling ill. 
One might wonder why a pony as practical as Archduke Fisher would agree to take on so much work that he'd have been able to so easily fall behind. 
Normally this sort of work would mean nothing to him, it was why he kept so many aides at his side at all times: all of them were thoroughly trained, intelligent, and able to recite facts and figures at a moments notice. Together those six fine unicorns had allowed Fisher to sort through paper work, both political & business with the ease of a perfectly efficient printing press. 
Much of the work could technically be handled by his employees, at least the business concerns, but if Fisher wasn't there to look over their shoulders every other day they'd make some sort of foolish mistake and it wasn't as though he could trust some commoner with governing a province. The archduke restrained an undignified guffaw at the mere thought of it. 
'Commoners leading a country, ridiculous.' he reflected, before glancing again at the seeming ever growing stack of paper; 'there must be over a thousand of them!.' 
'I could really use my Assistants right now' the the Archduke reflected mournfully. But where were they in his hour of need when the next form could very well determine the fate of the nation and have nothing to do with casual Fridays!
Having a day off! Some ridiculous holiday and unlike normal the offer of a politely sized bonus had not been enough to keep his Assistants at work, instead they'd disappeared off to revel with their fellow commoners while the ponies that did all the real work were stuck signing papers. 
'The injustice of it all!' 
His throat dry, Fisher once again reached out with his natural born magic, finally grasping the elusive bottle the Archduke returned his attention to the paper work, he was done with the the Taxes for the moment, with that though in mind he dragged another form in-front of him. 
But before he could so much as glance at it, his hold on the bottle slacked, just slightly and just enough for it to swing into the largest stack of papers. The expected happened, as a terrific and horrific domino effect ensued.
The archduke desprate to keep at least on thing in his office straight slammed his hoof against the form in front of him -forgetting his water- and watched helplessly as his work fell apart before him. The glass bottle simultaneously released so suddenly from its magical confines spun out of control, leaving a spray of clear liquid over the nobles desk and papers. 
"No, no this cannot be happening, not today of all days" he ground out desperately. Hoping if he could just close his eyes for a moment everything would go back to normal. 
Archduke Fisher was left in the awkward position of quite literally being buried in paperwork, another metaphor he had never before considered. He was tired, dark shadows surrounded his eyes making keeping his monocle in place difficult, but he could not stop working yet, it would make a mockery of everything he stood for! 
Rather than begin the futile task of reorganizing his work in such a state Fisher in stead pulled forth the only form that had escaped the disaster unscathed.
'If I can just finish this one, i'll be back on track.' he thought. Right before his eye's began watering at what met him.
The Archduke could take no more he threw up his hooves and clutched his aching head in desperation "what does it all mean?!" he cried.
"Why is it all in Prench?!" The noble archduke neglected to look at the back of the two sided form. 

Elsewhere seated on a red cushioned silver lined lounge far lager than would be considered practical for anything but five ponies, richly adorned in the finest jewelry and surrounded by some of the greatest artwork and food in Equestria Vicereine Puissance huffed in annoyance. Her lunch break was almost over.
'Soon, i'll have to return to dealing with all of that mundane, minutiae work!' she though irritably, she'd made good headway through the morning but that didn't make it any less boring. Unlike closing a deal of experimenting with one hew newest purchases. 
'One more slice of cake won't hurt and if my lunch break foes a bit longer who will care?' she asked nopony but herself. 
'Even Solar Flare is gone!' She thought with irritation. Looking over from her comfortable seat at the small stack of papers on her desk over in the center of the -throne room-, it wasn't that large, but it was still unreasonable to expect "her" of all ponies to spend time on such horrid work. 
Tragically Her Chief of Staff had been invited by one her other assistants down to the vault where the Vicereine kept her other precious oddities. Normally Puissance was happy to let her Solar Flare off for a day, normally the mare would stay by her side regardless, but this time she'd been invited to some sort of celebration and had not refused.
It was actually rather disquieting since, when not away, Solar Flare would normally be by her side like a loyal hound.  
'A loyal hound that could help with this rubbish they call paper work for me.' she sighed despondently, reaching over to the small table next to her chair and taking a lazy bite out of the cake she had waiting for her. 
Ever since Princess Luna's explosion of childish petulance after the Gala, Vicereine Puissance had been far more restricted in what she could do for entertainment, add in that the princess seemed far more insistent than every that ever noble appear at court meant she was thoroughly overworked! 
'Only 12 hours beauty sleep, i'm going to fall apart!' 
Oh and of course now that her position was weakened in Luna's eye's some of her old rivals and relatives were starting to come forward, causing no end of headaches for her.
Shaking her head, Puissance redoubled her efforts on her cake. 'Maybe I should give the whiners some cake, it would perhaps make them cease their unjustified complaints.' she thought. 
A few minutes fast and the Vicereine slowly and meticulously ate her cake, ensuring not a crumb was missed, she certainly wasn't trying to waste time to avoid work. 
"All good things come to an end" she sighed, looking at the empty plate. "I suppose I really should finish those reports, really nopony knows the amount of work I must suffer through!"

In a small, smartly decorated and meticulously organised office Viceroy Nightlight continued to work, the very model of efficiency.
"Awfully quiet today" he mused, his eye's not straying from his work.  

Duke Greengrass was not a happy noble, he hadn't been in an especially good mood for months now unless he was in his garden, but today was even more irritating than usual, his shadow and most prized assistant had disappeared. He couldn't blame her, not exactly, it was a holiday after-all and it would look bad for him to have seemingly "kept" her working through it. 
Still that left him stuck at home with nothing to do, the two of them had spent the previous day puling double time to get all his work out of the way, sadly this left him with nothing to do. 
So instead he was down in his garden contemplating new schemes, all of which he'd have to run by Notary when she returned. 
A small part of him wanted to simply drop the spade or, more accurately, finish planting the extremely rare flower, then drop the spade gallop out into the streets and engage in a little free for all in the great game of the court and life. Sadly that wasn't an option, not only had Luna clamped down on anything remotely fun about Courtly sports but no one would listen to him anyway he thought miserably, before returning his attention to the newly planted flower.
'Seeing as Notary's not here it's probably for the best' he ruminated, leaving the flower to it's new home and instead pouring himself a light coffee, anything stronger left him jittery these days. 
'After all, last time I tried to get a plan running without going through Notary first it didn't end well.' he reflected. 
It wasn't that he entirely depended upon Notary to aid in any of his old plan's success, but she provided valuable assistance and she could be trusted to carry out her part without fault; even if she could be overly critical and a bit of a killjoy sometimes, it was what he paid her for. 
'Besides, I still remember the first holiday she took' the young Duke reflected with a shudder.
Notary had been working as his primary assistant for two years, and ,as useful as she was, he'd started to feel a bit smothered. It seemed no plan he concocted got away without her at least trying to change something, and, while they always went of without a hitch, even before she arrived he'd been looking forward to throwing something really grand together without needing to justify it to anypony.
'It had seemed like such a good idea at the time too.' He reflected, 'But working with Notary had made me forget how spectacularly incompetent everypony else can be'.
The exact sequence of even which lead to him winding up dangling by his tail from a three story building, while wearing a monster mask and sporting red whelps on his rump, was one he would rather never have to contemplate again.
That Princess Luna, of all ponies, saved him, thankfully without bothering to look beneath the mask, was just a perfectly ironic cherry on top of the embarrassment sundae that day had been. Upon her return Notary had been able to coax him from under his bed by forging no less than four alibi in twenty minutes to safeguard him from further humiliation.
"I think I'll just stay in today," mused Greengrass, "It's probably the safest thing to do."

Normally anypony in Prince Blueblood's office would be able to hear the quiet -tick tock- of an old grandfather clock, or at least it looked old: it was actually made on special order two years earlier and he'd bought it solely to make his office look even more sophisticated.
Sadly when there was no work to be done, no assistants trotting about and generally nothing for Blueblood to do, the infernal ticking was incredibly irritating! So he'd done the only thing that had made sense at the time: he proceeded to turn the wretched thing off. It had taken three tries before he remembered how as normally one of his aides would do the job.
Blueblood sighed, 'I really shouldn't have done that, now I don't even know what the time is. Of all the days to forget my watch.' he thought irritably, barely holding his head aloft as he gazed at the door expectantly.
-Knock knock!- "Bluey, you in there?" a chipper voice called out.
The sound cut through his bored daze like a knife through hot butter. The young Viscount flung himself from his chair and made for the door; completely forgetting his magic.
The door swung open and revealed a bouncing pink earth pony, a large smile on her muzzle, a dark pink fluffy mane and a large bowl with some pink mixture inside it balanced precariously on her back.
Blueblood smiled. "Right on time miss Pie," he said, despite having no idea what time it actually was.
Without missing a beat she bounced into his office cooing at the array of fancy and expensive item he had laid out, though she stopped not far from the door.
"Thanks, I actually thought I was a little late, getting the strawberry frosting ready took way longer than I expected; wow your office is so big, I practically got lost on my way here" she said cheerily.
Before he could say anything she continued on, "Seems kinda lonely though I think you and I are the only ponies here?" she said, sounding half amused and half suspicious as she looked him over; Blueblood gave a rueful smirk.
"Of course my dear, it's a public holiday after-all, well for anypony but we noble members of the Night Court, I simply couldn't bear the thought of such a lonely day without you though, so I got everything in order yesterday. It would be hardly gentlemanly of me to invite you here only to work wouldn't it?" he asked, putting on his most charming smile, his right eyebrow disappearing under his blonde mane.
Pinkie Pie's smile became down right devious as she replied, "So it's just us, alone on the whole floor all night long, right?" he nodded, "with no chance for anypony to interrupt us?"  the puffy pink pony asked slyly, glancing at him through half lidded eyes; Blueblood couldn't hold back a smirk.
"Most assuredly, the whole floor is at our disposal" he replied..
He was pleased to see her break out into a joyful smile, her tail flicking in excitement.
"Then let's get baking!" she cried, slamming the door behind her.
If anypony had been around they could have heard the muffled giggles of the two ponies echo through the empty lobby.
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		Pokey's Peril 



Princess Luna Equaestris let out a relieved sigh as she leaned back into her dark blue throne. Not even twelve thirty PM and she was ahead of herself. Normally she worked at night but she intended to get through everything early, she had plans after-all. 
'I could take the time for an extra long lunch, maybe some pasta, or even a moon pie?' she debated.
Luna loved Administrative Professionals Day, she'd created it after all. 
Luna snapped out of her daydream, feeling the familiar tingle of raw Alicorn magic, fluttering ever closer to the royal pony. 
'Took you long enough' she thought smiling as a sparkling trail of living star dust seeped it's way up through the floor like living shadow and light melded into one.
The star dust slithered through the air like a snake before floating above the Princess' already half-full box of scrolls. The star dust coiled and twisted upon itself, transforming into a sparkling maelstrom from which, as if from the ether, a neatly wrapped pile of scrolls emerged and was politely deposited by dark blue telekinesis in Princess Luna's "out" box.
Luna knew most of her nobles did not enjoy this holiday the way she did, but it really did give her the chance to play with her powers. Besides, Paperweight, and all the other page, deserved such a break after all their good work. 
Luna considered it something of a tribute to all her previous "good" assistants and aids, besides it reminded her nobles of the importance of their assistants and to take their work more on their own withers. 
Bringing her quill up to her muzzle Luna tapped it against her chin, steadily re-adsorbing the information from her clone as it's form melded back into hers. 
'I wonder how Trixie is coping today?'

"I hate this holiday!" Trixie cried out scattering her papers to the floor.
Moving to retrieve her work Trixie began muttering, "What is Pokey doing that is so important anyway?" her voice tinged with bitterness over a day long since lost. 

'On second thought, i'd rather not know.' Luna decided. 
Instead allowing her mind to drift to Paperweight. 'I wonder what Paperweight is doing today?' she idly questioned, allowing another piece of herself to be absorbed.
"They want how much of a tax break!?" 

Paperweight rolled over in her bed, letting out a light snore as she continued snoozing; she had a late night planned so she needed to be well rested. 
Her dreams drifted to what other ponies might spend their time off doing. 

Pokey cantered down the winding streets of Canterlot, shaking off the cold autumn wind as he went, idly wishing he had some more coffee, or perhaps some mittens. 
His hooves clicking against the cold cut stone road as he navigated his way around nobles, commoners, everything in between and the generally confusing layout of Canterlot. He'd only been there once or twice before and it never seemed so crowded, evidently he wasn't the only pony enjoying his time off. 
Once again he levitated the small invitation in front of him; nopony but he could understand it's significance, well him and probably any other pony the note had been sent to. To any outsider it would just look like a random jumble of numbers and letters. Pokey himself had almost dismissed it as such, but curiosity and stubbornness made him plow head long into deciphering the mysterious note.  
The letters and numbers actually stood for markers in a filing system, one he'd been forced to memorize since he started working for Trixie, in this case it was laid out confusingly almost disjointedly, but upon research, he'd found them to be directions.
'A pretty round about way of getting me a message though ain't it?' he asked nopony in-particular. 
'There it is' he thought, the alleyway that would lead to his destiny! It wasn't that impressive, it wasn't even really dark or dirty, just sort of tidy and grey, thinly wedged between a hat shop and a suit shop as if the two buildings weren't on speaking terms and had created the alleyway so they wouldn't have to touch. After all most of the other building had gardens or paths between them. 
Glancing side to side, Pokey then flung himself down an alley -in a calm, subtle way- steadily the unicorn edged his way further down the oddly deep alley way, occasionally hiding behind boxes or pressing himself up against the wall to avoid being seen, by who he had no idea, but he didn't want to take any chances 
His ears twitched slightly, he could hear the murmurs of conversation a low beat of music, just in front of him, bedecked in shadows was a small wooden door, a tiny sign hanging above it reading "legitimate business" 
"Well that's comforting" he muttered, half worried and slightly amused as he approached the door, the sound of conversation and clinking glasses becoming louder as he neared the entrance. 
Before he could so much as raise his hoof to knock the door was thrown open with a mighty swing and he was practically dragged inside, he would later insist that he did not shriek, but instead let out a very mighty yell in order to scare his assailants off. 
"Pokey Pierce, assistant of Dame Trixie, Representative of the Night Court to Ponyville, we welcome you." the oily voice said sinisterly. 
'This is her fault isn't it? I knew she'd get me killed one day!' he thought, his eyes flickering form side to side as he debated escape routes. 
Only upon further inspection the pony speaking to him was a small Pegasus mare, and he appeared to be in a bar filled with relaxed jovial looking ponies, many wearing professional attire that was in a mild state of undress: hats had been discarded, ties loosened and shirts unbuttoned; assuming they were wearing clothes at all, obviously.  
He caught sight a bespectacled pale white mare sipping coco by the fire place, 'wait isn't that the mare that works for?' Pokey knew the name was on the tip of his tongue, 'Blueblood that's it, right?' he wondered, slowly taking in more of his surroundings. 
It looked like a bar, light brown hard wood floors, a roaring fire in the corner where someponies were toasting marshmallows, an unattended bar surrounded by half occupied stools, the liqueur cabinets and ice boxes were filled to the brim, he could also make out the faint odor of various delicious food stuffs, including cake. 
Scattered around the oddly large and windowless bar there were wooden tables, covered with board games, magazines books, card games and generally filled with happy relaxing ponies. Giving the whole location a very relaxed air, like being on holiday at a ski resort. 
His nervousness forgotten the moment his sensitive nose detected his most beloved food, rock candy, he asked. "What is this place?" 
The sound in the room seemed to dull for a moment, the clinking of beer and wine glasses ceased as the various ponies glanced at him.
"This, Pokey Pierce is the Assistant Bar." the small pegasus replied simply before smirking.
"Now Everypony shut up and dance!"

			Author's Notes: 
Once again i'd like to thank Fizzy Orange for editing this story.
I'm thinking the assistants bar may have been a meeting place for disgruntled workers some centuries ago as they planned protests, once what made them angry was dealt with some of the ponies had grown quite fond of the abandoned building and turned it into a secret relaxing hide away. Part of me debated whether it should be underground or not; I rather liked the ending joke, though it might not make a huge amount of sense, it was partially so I would force myself to end the chapter before having the Pegasus delve into mass exposition and break the flow.
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