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		Description

Let's face it. 
Matt Miller, AKA R4gn0r0k, pretty much has the world at his fingertips. He leads the Deckers, a group of highly intelligent hackers, and is part of the Syndicate, comprised of the Morningstar and the Luchadores.
But it seems that a genius can't catch a break when his computer fizzes out and sends him sprawling into Equestria, which he considers a nightmarish technological backwater at first glance. And if he thought that was bad, his body has also transmogrified to that of a unicorn's.
AN: If it wasn't obvious enough from the cover art or the description, this is a crossover between Saints Row the Third and My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic. I do not own MLP nor do I own Saints Row.
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		Chapter One - The Beginning of Something



It’s not every day that you get time to create a working, portable platform for a sound-based weapon. Especially one that harnesses the power of dubstep and transforms it into a ‘solid’ form when fired. I had ingeniously  dubbed  it the ‘Dubstep Gun.’ Yes, it wasn’t the most original of names, but I wasn’t about to go overboard with the acronyms to give it such a name.  Perhaps I would reconsider if the weapon lived up its full potential.
If so, maybe the Wave Unification Beam or something of equal significance. After all, electronic music is superior to all other genres of music. Anyone else that disagreed with that simple fact was simply ignorant towards it. 
But onto more serious issues. The Third Street Saints were getting very close to destroying the Syndicate, which was a very worrying issue for us all. Philippe had assumed that, since they sold out to be corporate millionaires, the Saints were going to be pushovers in terms of ‘extorting’ their money from them. Even after I’d drained their bank accounts of their money, they didn’t seemed deterred in the least. Just to echo my input from the last meeting with Killbane, Philippe, Viola, and Kiki - “Empty is no longer applicable.”
After their little stunt in Stillwater, which was actually one of the Morningstar’s banks, Philippe had stabbed and killed the leader’s second-in-command. I believe his name was Johnny Gat or something of the sort. From what I heard, he’s about as durable as one of those genetically cloned brutes created by the Morningstar and as strong as an ox. Possibly even more threatening than Killbane, if it was possible. If anything, the Saints were very persistent in achieving their goals. Unlike the Morningstar and the Luchadores, the Deckers were a lot more subtle in their work to attract less attention from the Steelport National Guard. Though, things are starting to become less subtle with the Saints around.
And now, I was quite frankly flustered over the latest edition of my favourite text adventure series, titled Dragons and Tears: Part Two of the Spiralling Darkness Trilogy.
...
What; an individual as talented and intelligent as myself can’t relax every once in a while?
The game itself was well-written and lacked any sort of obvious flaws. A masterpiece worthy of the original if I did say myself. But the section set in the Blighthollow Forest honestly had me puzzled. 
I shook my head, ridding myself of any doubts and hit the enter key on my keyboard to continue.
‘You awaken from your slumber, finding yourself resting against the trunk of a tree. Your surroundings are that of a damp, dark forest. Your senses tell you that whatever is housed in this forestry is evil beyond anything you’ve encountered, a sense of dread welling up in your head. You hear the telltale signs of sorcery and redirect your attention to your right.
A tall, thin man wearing a royal-purple robe trimmed with gold stands in front of several jagged black stalagmites that block a barely visible trail. He clutches an ornately carved staff with one hand and is projecting a stream of restorative magic from his palm at the stone spires, slowly dissolving the unnatural blockade.
What do you do?’
Well, I’m obviously going to ask for help. No sense in wasting the opportunity for a potential ally at my side when the situation escalated.
‘Ask the sorcerer for help.’ I typed in.
‘You approach the sorcerer and ask for his help regarding the forest. The green beam from his hand ceases as he turns around. The hood on his robe keeps his face concealed but you can make out pointed ears and piercing yellow eyes. A dark elf, you note. Not the most trustworthy sort in Inamorta, but they were excellent magic-users.
“This path is the sole entrance and exit to this wretched place. It will take some time to dispel the curses binding these spires. They reek of dark magic, you see. It would be best if you didn’t wander off alone.” He says, his tone sounding as if it was full of wisdom.'
I leaned forward to type in a response when the screen bugged out and displayed an error message. My smile became a slight snarl as my fingers glided over the keyboard, furiously activating firewall after firewall to combat the would-be hacker. Someone had the audacity to hack me, Matt Miller? It couldn’t have been Agent Kensington. She was still under guard in that barge by my associates as far as I was concerned. No, whoever was attempting to test my talent had no idea who they were going up against. A novice, perhaps.
Before I could counteract with my own attack the error message disappeared and left me confused. Interesting that someone would employ the hit-and-run tactic, but it was less effective than it was worth. You could catch your opponent off-guard with the risk of potentially leaving them alert if you failed to hack into their system within the first ten seconds.
“Coward,” I muttered bitterly. “Didn’t even stay to finish it.”
I noticed that the scenario had been changed since the abrupt attack, a perplexed expression evident on my face. The only damage the hacker did was skip a few parts in my game, proving him as a sad excuse for a hacker. Oh, well.
‘The Dark Lord Enigmus stands across from you, a ball of dark magic festering in his hand. The mere sight of the conqueror makes you sick to your stomach as you ready yourself for a fierce battle. His peons lay broken and defeated at the feet of your allies, which is a clear sign that you will succeed in ridding the land of this evil tyrant.
What do you do?’
Wow. So the hacker skipped it to the end, did he? Spoilers, much?  Oh well; at least I got to watch the Season Four premiere of Nyte Blayde quicker than I expected.
‘Draw out the mighty blade Nocturne,’ I typed triumphantly.
‘You reach for the scabbard upon your back and grip the hilt of Nocturne, practically feeling the mystical power of the blade pulsing through your arm. The blade makes a distinct scraping sound as you part the weapon from its sheath, grasping the hilt with your other hand as you bring it out to bear. Nocturne gleams in the natural light that pours through the palace’s windows as if imitating a weapon forged by the Thirty-one gods of Diaz. 
It may as well have been, given the myths that surround the very weapon clutched in your gauntleted hands. Whatever doubts you have are erased by the sheer amount of power emanating off the weapon. You charge forth with the weapon raised, filled with zeal and confidence as you bear down on the Sorcerer-King. He is caught unready at your display of brute force, causing him to send the orb of black magic sailing off away from you and striking a column.
You swing the weapon wide, aiming to behead the horror that is this man with one swift slash.  Enigmus teleports away with a puff of black smoke as you slice through thin air, cursing. Hot pain lances through your back as Enigmus launches yet another magic blast at you. Luckily, your steel plate armour absorbs the blast and keeps you from being incinerated.’
A phantom pain jolted me as I read that last part, feeling like a slight burning sensation. It felt strangely odd, even for a phantom pain that coincidently happened right after I had read the same pain happening to my fictional self. The pain subsided after a few moments, only to be replaced with a numb sensation that spread all over my body. A dulled pain rose in my skull as I staggered out of my chair, holding a hand to my head.
“Oh bugger,” I managed to get out before I collapsed onto the floor, unconscious.

After that completely unexpected and illogical event, I came to from my spontaneous bout of collapsing. I expected to be still collapsed on the floor but the blinding white that filled my vision when I opened my eyes proved otherwise. It was possible that my colleagues had discovered me on the floor and took me to the hospital, which was something any sane person would do if they saw someone’s prone form on the ground. The numb sensation had passed since then and was replaced by aches all over my body. The constant beeping of a heart monitor reassured that I was, in fact, in a hospital.
I blinked my eyes a few times to dispel the blur of colour that plagued my vision. The blur consisted of white, red, more white and blue. A mass of white, red and pink, which I assumed to be a doctor, moved to the centre of my vision.
“Are you alright, sir?” A soft female voice asked.
Correction. Nurse, not doctor. 
“I don’t appear to be in any form of pain, although the painkillers that are most likely being pumped into my system may be negating that,” I replied honestly, still trying to force my eyes to focus. “Strange  was the situation that put me in here, though. I swear I was in my office only moments ago when I passed out unexpectedly.”
The nurse giggled, the reason what for I was unsure of. 
“Well, somepony did find you out cold in the Everfree Forest of all places. Were you practicing magic before the incident?”
Everfree Forest, magic, somepony? The painkillers must’ve been strong because I certainly did not just hear those things. Steelport lacks forests and magic doesn’t exist. I decided to protest against her statement to provide a momentary distraction until my vision returned.
“I’m afraid I don’t know how to use magic, nurse, nor does Steelport have a forest called ‘Everfree’. Would you care to explain that?”
“How can you not know magic? You’re a unicorn and, sorry if it seems stereotypical, your type uses magic every chance you get. And where is ‘Steelport’? I’ve never heard of such a place in Equestria.” The nurse seemed concerned, as if I was clearly mistaken on the fact that Steelport didn’t exist.
Okay, this was getting ridiculous. She was inferring that I, Matt Miller, was a unicorn. Clearly she didn’t deserve the right to be near me nor other patients with working power tools and other sharp instruments. I blinked one last time, and my vision heeded my need for it to clear. What I saw had me utterly confused and shocked. On the other side of my hospital bed was an equine. A white pony with a light pink mane wrapped into a bun under a nurse cap stared at me with concerned blue eyes. Most people in this situation would scream, yell, or generally handle the situation in a calm way.
“You’re an equine. One that’s sentient enough to possess thought and speech, no less. There is no possible way that the government hasn’t found you yet and dissected you like a high school biology class.” I said coolly, raising my arms to rub my eyes.
Instead of semi-pale hands, two grey hooves revealed themselves in my face. I stared at the foreign appendages for the longest time and looked back to the nurse, who gave me a strange look.
“May I have a mirror?” 
“Of course…” She said slowly, trotting out of the room and leaving me to my own devices.
I looked down and saw that I was still wearing my jacket, personalised to fit my own preferences. Like any professional, I wore a tie, although slightly dull and bland compared to the rest of the jacket. Before I could speculate any further, the nurse came back with a handheld mirror in her teeth. While unhygienic, it was the only probable way of carrying items for an pony that was moving. She placed the mirror on my lap and backed away slightly. I reached down with my left hoof and managed to pick it up with ease. Even though it seemed impossible, I now held a mirror with a single-digit appendage.
Honestly, I was holding it with a hoof.
I brought the mirror up to my face hesitantly, expecting my face to be mutilated beyond comprehension. What I saw completely disproved that. My blue eyes were considerably larger, much like the nurse’s. I ran a hoof through my short raven-black mane. True to the nurse’s odd responses, a short, spiralling grey horn poked out from my forehead. Much like a equine’s, my ears had been yanked upward and broadened. I could also make out two of my light blue stud earrings pierced into my left ear.
“Interesting…” I mused, run my hoof through my mane once more. “This isn’t as problematic as I’d thought it’d be. Quite the opposite, really.”
“You’ve got some visitors. The same ponies who saved you, in fact,” The nurse said as I placed the mirror back on my lap, who gestured to the door.
“Could you send them in, then?”
“Certainly.” She gave a warm smile and left the room once more.
After mere moments two more unicorns came clopping in, mares judging by their physique. One had a snow-white coat and a purple mane that had obviously been styled elaborately and the other was purple with a purple mane, streaks of dark pink running through it.
“How are you feeling?” The purple mare asked, her voice carrying the same tone as the nurse.
“Spectacular, thank you for asking. After all, it isn’t every day you end up unconscious in a forest after literally having been in your office moments ago. I believe thanks are in order for picking up my prone form and taking me to the hospital. So, thank you both.”
That must have raised an alarm in the purple one’s head, because she responded just how I expected. “Were you practicing a teleportation spell before the incident? Because that’s the only reason I can come up why you went from an office to the Everfree.”
I shook my head in the negative and said, “No, I wasn’t. Even if I was, I wouldn’t know how to properly utilise magic. The chief factor being that my original body isn’t this one.” I gestured to myself.
“What do you mean, darling? You’re a unicorn, are you not?” The white unicorn said curiously. I could detect a trace of a British accent in her voice, something that reminded me of home.
“I am now, I’m afraid. My previous body was human, though.”
“Are you sure you haven’t been listening to Lyra’s ramblings about humans and you’re just imagining things?” The purple one cut in. “No offense meant to Lyra, but humans are just myths.”
“Twilight,  have you heard this young stallion’s accent? It is quite obvious that he isn’t from Ponyville.” The white unicorn said to the purple unicorn who I assumed to be Twilight. She turned to me. “You wouldn’t happen to be from Trottingham, would you?”
“I believe the place you’re looking for is Nottingham, although this place may have towns and cities named after real-world places, only with a pun-based twist on the name. But no, I’m from England.” I edged myself out of the bed and landed on the marble floor with a soft ‘clop‘. “I never got your names, apart from Twilight here.”
“Oh, how rude of me. My name is Rarity, darling.” Said the white unicorn.
“And I’m Twilight Sparkle,” Added the purple mare. “What’s your name?”
“It’d be considerably easier if we worked on a first name basis, so you may call me Matt. My full name is Matt Miller. Quite easy to remember because it’s alliterative.” I introduced myself, running ideas on how to master quadrupedal movement as quickly as possible through my head, otherwise this was going to be somewhat irritating. 
“Matt Miller?” Questioned Twilight, possibly refusing to accept the fact that I wasn’t what I appeared to be. “That’s a strange name, although it does roll off the tongue easier because of its alliterative nature.”
“Considering my name isn’t an unintentional shout-out to a terrible book-series-turned-dreadful-movie series, it’s perfectly normal.” I idly adjusted my tie as if to mask the fact that I had subtly insulted her. “But onto more important matters. It isn’t that often that people go venturing off into the forest just to rescue someone.”
“Oh that’s easy!” Twilight said, raising a hoof. “Rarity and I were searching for gems when we came across your prone body. Granted, it was a little disturbing to come across somepony’s motionless body. So we rushed you to the hospital and here you are!”
I nodded silently, going over the leg movements in my head one last time before putting it to the test. It didn’t talk long to get the hang of using four legs instead of two, but my movement was still a little shaky. Just as I headed for the door, I noticed a familiar object resting against the bedside table, a hybrid of a high tech camera/subwoofer combination. 
“We found that with you in the Everfree, Matt. I assume it’s yours?” Twilight asked from behind me.
“Mm-hmm,” I hummed as I picked up the Dubstep Gun, running a hoof over its surface before slinging it onto my back.
“Pardon me if it may seem rude, but what is that?” Twilight gestured to the weapon slung on my back as I turned around.
“Just a little project I’ve been working on for a while,” I answered cryptically as I gestured to the door. “I’m afraid I’m not familiar with the locals nor the town. Would you care to show me around?”
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		Chapter Two - Meet the Ponies



So after I signed out of the hospital, Twilight and Rarity gave me a tour around Ponyville. Sadly, I found out that Equestria is a complete technological backwater compared to Earth. Twilight had explained that through magic, it more than made up for what they lacked in modern technology. I thought she was just naïve to the miracles of such things. I mean, look at me. Sixteen years of age, extremely intellectual and I literally have the world at my fingertips, hooves in this case. Tell me one other individual that has the same perks I do.
Also, a mass of pink that constituted itself as a pony gave me one glance, gasped and ran away like I had the plague earlier. I also had come up with a theory that unicorns were the master race among ponies, a fact that I was grateful for. Just listen for a moment, yes? The earth ponies, or commoners as I’ve taken to referring to them, handle the brunt of the physical labour, which reminded me of Killbane and his Luchadores. The pegasi are capable of flight and apparently control the weather, so they’re one step above the earth ponies. Flight would be fine and all, but when you have the potential to burn a foe to cinders with magic, the ability of flight and weather manipulation paled in comparison. 
Once I learned how to use magic, that is. Maybe Twilight, being the more helpful one, could teach me. You know, something interesting was that you could compare the factions of the Syndicate to the subspecies of ponies. Earth ponies would be Luchadores, the pegasi would be the Morningstar and unicorns would be my fellow Deckers.
As we trotted along, I heard the most enrapturing sound known to man. The distorted ubiquitous bass, the volume and the general euphoric feeling it was giving off was just perfect. I had to find the pony behind the music right at that instant. I spun on my hooves, surprising Twilight and Rarity with my sudden activity.
Rarity must’ve caught onto what I was hearing, because she proceeded to comment on such a beautiful thing. “I swear, that noise that Vinyl Scratch calls music is going to be the end of my hearing someday. I don’t understand how Octavia could stand to hear it every waking moment…”
“What are you talking about?” I questioned her without turning back to her, still searching for the source of the music from our position. “By the Thirty-One Gods of Diaz, that is the most awesome thing I’ve ever heard!”
With that, I bolted off in the general direction of the electronic music and aimed to leave the two other unicorns in the dust. Or rather, I had aimed to do so when I felt something grab my tail, leaving me dangling above the ground from an invisible force.
“You can’t just go barging into somepony’s house uninvited, Matt. I want you to Pinkie Promise that you won’t try something like this again,” Twilight warned as I tilted my head up and saw a purple aura surrounding the majority of my tail.
Apparently she had me in a telekinetic grip with her magic. I wasn’t much of a fan of being upside down, so I decided to play along for now. But she would slip up sometime and I would find the source of that music.
“I’m not familiar with the implications of a ‘Pinkie Promise’,” I said calmly.
“Just repeat after me,” She placed her hoof on her ‘heart’. “I promise not to go into anypony’s home without their permission.”
I mimicked her movement and repeated, “I promise not to go into anypony’s home with their permission.”
She crossed her ‘heart’ with her hoof and jabbed it dangerously close to her eye as she continued, “Cross my heart, hope to fly and stick a cupcake in my eye.”
I stifled a snicker from the absurdity and repeated the motions, managing to jab my eye with my hoof, “Cross my heart, hope to fly and stick a cupcake in my eye. Ow.”
She ceased her magic grip on my tail and I dropped to the ground. I double-checked that my Dubstep Gun was still strapped to my back and Rarity excused herself from the tour. She had explained that she was a fashion designer working at one of the buildings called the Carousel Boutique, aptly named because it looked like a carousel had collided with a boutique. She’d explained that after subtly insulting my dress sense. Like hell there was too much neon lighting on my jacket. There’s no such thing as too much of something, especially if its cyberpunk. 
That left me with Twilight, who offered me a place to stay until I found a place of my own. She was a librarian and lived in a house carved inside a tree. It also served as the town’s library. The plethora of books she aught to own would hopefully serve as a momentary diversion until I figured out a way to get out of this technological backwater of a world. It wouldn’t hurt to stay for a while, though. After all, who else can honestly say that they got turned into a unicorn?
“I’m still apprehensive towards your residency choices, Miss Sparkle,” I admitted, gazing over the tremendously large tree/library. “What if the pegasi suddenly brought in a storm and you’re residing in a tree, which is by far the worst thing you could seek refuge in?”
Twilight waved a dismissive hoof as she trotted in, “I’ve got a magical lightning rod on the roof so I can avoid such problems.”
I had mixed emotions about that answer. Frustrated because simple magical enchantments could ward off simple problems, and intrigued because I would be able to do such things when I got around to asking Twilight for magic tutoring. I trotted in and closed the door behind me to be polite.
“Spike, are you here?” Twilight called out.
Spike? Honestly, these ponies had seriously horrible names. I trotted over to one of the many bookcases and ran a hoof over the spines of each and every one, looking for one that would occupy my time.
“Yeah, Twilight? What’s up?” Answered a significantly younger voice from another room, a boy on the cusp of his teenagers years, perhaps?
“I need to send a letter to Princess Celestia, bring a quill and some parchment please!” Twilight said, a sense of urgency in her voice.
“You know royalty, Miss Sparkle?” I asked as I turned around, surprise in my tone. “Colour me impressed. That’s an honour if I ever heard one.”
“Well, not to brag, but I am Princess Celestia’s star pupil.” Twilight said bashfully, waving a hoof.
“Interesting. Anything else of significane you’ve done? Perhaps you’ve slain a demon using the power of friendship?” I joked, snickering.
“Actually, yes,” She said truthfully. “My friends and I petrified Discord, a God of Chaos, recently. But like I said earlier, it’s not something I like to brag about.”
My jaw hung loose at the revelation, and I was flabbergasted at how one could remain so modest after such events. I quickly recovered my composure and was about to return my attention to the shelves when a short bipedal iguana-like creature came into the main section of the library with a quill and a scroll in its claws. It had purple and green scales with reptile-like green eyes.
It also noticed me staring right at it, looking to Twilight for clarification. 
“Twilight, who’s that pony?” It asked in the same voice that had come from the other room, pointing to me.
Twilight turned to the iguana/lizard thing and gestured to me. “Spike, this is Matt. He’s going to be staying here for a while.”
Spike looked at me pointedly. “Your name is ‘Mat’?”
“It’s spelled M-A-T-T,” I explained, receiving a confused look. “My full name is Matt Miller. It’s a pleasure to make your acquaintace.”
I trotted over to him and held out my hoof, which he bumped with his clenched claw. A sly smile adorned his face as he looked back to Twilight.
“I didn’t know you were into those fancy Trottingham stallions, Twi,” He said, which made Twilight and I blush profusely moments after.
Silence fell over the three of us and you could literally hear a pin drop. I needed to defuse this embarrassing situation  as quickly as possible. I deliberately coughed and, with the warm feeling still on my face, replied slowly.
“Be that as it may, my draconic friend, I assure you that Twilight and I aren’t like that,” My voice dropped to a whisper. “Even if she does remind me of Agent Kensington in an endearing, bookwormish sort of way.”
Before he could answer, a blur of cyan dashed through one of the windows lacking a pane of glass, kicking up a cloud of dust as it landed. Ponies, ponies everywhere! THEY’RE COMING OUT OF THE BLOODY WOODWORK!
“Hey Twilight!” Said the cyan blur that was actually a Pegasus with a chromatic mane, her voice raspy and resembling a tomboy’s. “Do ya have the latest Daring Do book yet?”
“Hold on a moment, I think it came in yesterday,” Twilight moved over to one of the shelves, naming off several books as her eyes took in the titles. “Daring Do and the Sapphire Statue, Daring Do and the Raiders of the Lost Ark… Aha! Here it is, Daring Do and the Ankh of Anubis!”
Twilight’s horn was encased with a purple aura, as well as a hardcover book with elaborate cover art that floated out of the impeccably arranged shelf and into the waiting Pegasus’ hooves. I got a better look at the artwork as the ecstatic Pegasus turned the book over in her hooves, most likely opting to read the synopsis for now. The mare on the image looked like a recolour of the Pegasus holding the book, a tan-yellowish coat instead of cyan and a monochrome mane instead of multicoloured. She was dressed in adventurer’s garb consisting of an olive pocketed shirt and a pith helmet, holding a ankh in her teeth as she dashed away from what I assumed to be Anubis.
I was reminded of Indiana Jones at that moment, a feeling of nostalgia washing over me. I wondered what this Daring Do character went up against in her ventures, because the only enemies of Indy were cultists, Russians , Nazis and the Chinese Mafia. And probably some more Nazis because he loathes them so much.
“A treasure hunter against the Egyptian God of the Dead is a little overkill, isn’t it?” I asked no-one in particular, chuckling to myself.
The Pegasus snapped out of her stupefaction and saw me for the first time, taking in my appearance. She looked like she was the athletic type, but I could be wrong.
“It’s Daring Do, she’s more awesome than you think!” Seemed to explain it all. Talk about a fangirl. “Hey, I’ve never seen you before in Ponyville, are you new here?”
“You’re quite right. I’m Matt. Matt Miller,” I offered her my hoof, a gesture she returned by bumping her own hoof against mine. “I take it you’re a friend of Twilight’s?”
“Yep, the name’s Rainbow Dash, the fastest flier in all of Equestria!” She boasted, fluttering above the floor while flexing her legs. “By the way, how’d you your jacket to glow like that? The only other thing I saw that glows like that is that aether-something stuff Rarity has, and it doesn’t even glow that brightly. Well, that and the glowsticks that DJ PON-3 has at those raves…”
I smiled and glanced at the blue lightning on my jacket. “Something called neon lighting, Rainbow Dash. I doubt you’ve heard of it, but that’s what it is. Does this DJ PON-3 character reside her in Ponyville? I swore I heard the most remarkable electronic music coming from somewhere in town earlier, and not many musicians of that quality catch my eye.”
Rainbow Dash snorted as if I had said something amusing. “And I thought you Trottingham and Canterlot types were obsessed with your precious stringed instruments. Yeah, she lives in Ponyville with that cellist Octavia.”
I rolled my eyes. Predictable. Just because I’ve got a blissfully sweet accent and proper vernacular, I’m a snobby, stuck-up rich kid who flings their money at everything that’s ‘in’ and listens to classical music? No, I worked for my hard-earned money. Robbing the Bank of England from right under their noses isn’t a walk in the park, you know. 
“I’m as likely to enjoy the works of many classical musicians as the next man, Bach, Mozart and  Beethoven just to name a few, but to be honest, classical music becomes nothing more than mindless drivel at some point. Dubstep is just the superior genre, I’m afraid.” I replied, straightening my tie.
“I wouldn’t call classical music ‘mindless drivel’ in front of Octavia. Insulting somepony’s passion like that can make one furious.” Twilight added.
“That’s why it’s called a personal opinion, my dear Twilight. As long as this Octavia pony doesn’t take my somewhat mean-spirited comment to heart, she won’t need to get angry.” I countered, going back to browsing the fiction section on the shelves. “Now let’s see here…”
“Alright, I’m gotta get back home, Twilight. I’ve got to be ready for weather duty soon.” Rainbow Dash excused herself, possibly opting to fly out through the same window she entered because I didn’t hear anything from her afterward.
“Twilight, do you have any books you’d recommend, preferably science-fiction?” I asked after a while of silence browsing the shelves., getting tired from seeing book after book on physics or chemistry or something of the sort. "Maybe even something of the apocalyptic genre?"
Twilight didn't answer, but several thick hardcover books floated out of the shelf and dropped into a neat pile at my hooves. I glanced at them curiously before picking them up and heading to a secluded corner in the library to read. I doubted that they had eBooks here, so the original thing would have to do. I picked up the first book from the stack and opened it gingerly, sighing contently as I sank back into the corner.
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