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		Description

Honouring The Conversion Bureau's first anniversary I bring a story that is in no way a self insert.
Waking up and feeling oddly refreshed at five in the morning. My dog seems to have played a trick on me, stapled a note on my cheek, no less. Maybe I can find my way out of this if I play along...
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		Chapta One



SOMEWHERE IN THE EASTERN HEMISPHERE

I wake up and notice it’s still dark outside. No wonder, ‘cause it’s five o’clock in the morning. How can I still feel so refreshed? I’ve only slept for... 20 minutes! What the hell woke me up?

I lie on my side with my eyes toward the door, adjusting themselves to the darkness. It’s open, my dog has apparently opened it and is now staring me in the eyes less than a half a metre away. “What’s the matter, dog?” I ask and he takes a step closer and licks my nose. His tongue is hairy. I hope he hasn’t eaten anything too bad... And damn, my nose, it’s swollen! I touch it and it’s huge -- have I been in a fight or something?
Besides my overgrown facial appendage, I feel another thing that’s out of place: there’s a piece of paper stuck on my cheek. No, it’s fucking STAPLED onto me! With three staples, no less. What a jolly day is this one becoming. I try to get them loose from the inside with my tongue. After ten minutes of relentless effort, I manage to get the staples off, one by one, the salty combination of copper and blood filling my mouth. I savour it for a while and finally spit the three staples off the edge of my bed into the garbage bin.
The piece of paper falls on my pillow and I read the shaky writing:
I’m sorry, I had to use the stapler since I couldn’t find any tape and it’s crucial that you read this. I give you the short version: I found a small bottle of purple liquid and decided to inject it to you while you slept. Yes, it’s that simple. Don’t try to find the needle or the bottle, they’ve been taken care of. Thrusting random stuff into people shouldn’t be as fun as it is, but hey, what can you do about it?

So I’m guessing you’re feeling a little off right now. I don’t know exactly what that thing does because I couldn’t read the label since I spilled raspberry tea on it. Y’know it’s really hard to try, make, and drink that stuff with no thumbs...

First of all, try to remember the dream you had, it’s important that you do, or at least that’s what my homies have told me. But then again, most of my homies aren’t even smart enough to read. Second of all, try not to eat meat for awhile, preferably forever, it’s really good for the environment and your wallet too.

Time to wrap this up: whatever’s happened don’t freak out or panic. The dream must’ve given you some sort of advice how to deal with the situation, and you really have to take that dream seriously. I’m telling you it was REAL! And so is this note.
Love, your dog Hamsterjelly

PS. Feed me you lazy bastard, or next time I’ll use a nail gun.

I turn my head away from the note only to see that Hamsterjelly is no longer there. A second later I hear the familiar sound of my car’s engine bursting into life, and then it drives off. My dog just stole my car... I’m finding it hard to believe that this isn’t the dream.
The dream. Remember the dream. I burrow my face into the pillow and try to recall the imagery. There was... pizza, no, that was last night’s dinner. I have to go deeper. I press my nose hard against the fabric and envelope my whole head with the pillow. Then I finally see it: pink, winged, unicorn-elephants parading around in my head, singing a song to an upbeat techno rumble with oriental undertones. The crude caricatures leave trails of letters behind them as they walk, run, fly, ski, and ride unicycles.
Look out! Look out!
Pink elephants on parade
Arrayed in braid, our DNA
The last time is our day an’ age
Look out! Look out!
Pink elephants on parade
I couldn’t stand the sight of man
I’ll do what I can, when shit hits the fan
But technicolor pachyderms
Is really much for me
You’re not the type to faint
But seeing things you know that ain't
I'm afraid you need my aid
Pink elephants!
Pink elephants!
Uniphanticorns!
This is what happens when you drink too much!

That purple liquid-whatever packed some heavy shit.
I pull my head back up. This all feels just a big load of crap -- I should’ve known about the devious nature of that mutt. The way he looked at me when I ate, the way I looked at him when he ate. Hamsterjelly was always such a charmer and apparently an evil, insidious, son of a mongrel to boot. Whoever taught him to read and write deserves a medal, though.
I slowly crawl my way out of the bed and head for the bathroom for some damage evaluation. I must look terrible. My body hair has grown incredibly fast: now I can’t see any of my skin through the dark brown covering. I probably look like Bigfoot or something... but a lot smaller, as I quickly notice that I can barely reach the handle of the bathroom door with my chin. But you gotta make do, and I open the door. The mirror shows me nothing. I’m too damn tiny.
I jump a few times in order to get a brief look at my face. Unfortunately there’s little I can deduce from the glimpses, except that someone has dyed my hair; it’s green, very lightly, but still green. Thanks a lot Hamsterjelly.
I’m confused is all I can say right now. I’d go back to sleep, but I’m not tired, and it certainly is too early to get drunk -- it even might be Sunday, I don’t really know. I decide the kitchen is the best place to continue my search for answers. My current stature only gets me a limited view of the contents of the table, so I hop on a chair and start perusing. Indeed, someone’s had pizza.
The odour of ham and cheese coming from the three empty boxes is alluring, and I start licking the cardboard for clues. Grease, fat, oil, call it whatever you want, but it has never tasted this good. After going through all the three boxes I put them aside. Under them lies an assortment of random-looking papers, out of which the most brightly colored one catches my attention.

It’s wonderful! It’s miraculous! It’s safe and totally free!

Ponification changes your life for the better. There are thousands of happy converted, who are not regretting their choice. Just go and ask any of them, you can never go wrong with asking!

We at Tikkurila Conversion Bureau are always excited to have new attendees, and you are, of course, welcome to join. Remember to bring your friends as well. The more the merrier!


The inside of the advertisement contains lots of instructions regarding the Conversion Bureaus, the ten days one was to spend inside, and some info about Equestria in general. But more importantly: WTF!? They’re STILL sending me these things!? I’ve been throwing them away for the last... three months at least, but no, a new one every week.
I move the Bureau advertisement away and find another similar-looking flyer. Unlike the previous one, this one’s a bit older, I can smell the ink has aged for awhile.

Extremely Awesomerific Day To You! You Have Won!

What? You didn’t participate in any contest? The thing is that nopony has to participate in the Equestria Daily Raffle. The Raffle participates for you! And as it reads on top: You Have Won!

With this message comes a full 3 ounces of ponification serum. Awesomerific, is it not? Of course it is! With this, you, George Calooney, can be converted into a pony in twenty minutes FLAT! This new set is even 20% cooler, for it comes with instructions and 50 easy steps of adjusting to your new pony body!

The Pinnacle of Everyone’s Revolution wish you a happy day and an even happier new beginning!

The Pinnacle of Everyone’s Revolution and the PER logo are both registered trademarks of The Ponification For Earth’s Rebirth and should only be used in circumstances involving (preferably forced) ponification.

Who the hell is George Calooney? The odds of someone with that name living around here are next to nothing. Two words pop instantly to my mind: Hamsterjelly -- it’s his doing. He’s stolen some poor man’s mail. Tell the dog to fetch the paper and this is what you get. I know I’m going to catch him and then he’ll be sorry.
The last piece of paper on the pile fits the current theme quite nicely. The dust in its edges reveal this flyer to be the oldest one of three. I never got this one by mail -- my cousin handed it to me in person about six months ago:
The world is changing fast, and humanity is going to change with it, but it’s YOU, who chooses the direction. Will you:

Do nothing? -- Ask first, answer later.
Go to the nearest Conversion Bureau? -- Live your life as a talking horse under absolute dictatorship.
Or join The Human Liberation Front? -- Ensure the survival of humanity, save Earth from the pony menace and become a hero.

If you choose yourself and the ones you love, you choose The Human Liberation Front. We encourage everyone to join! Bring your dog, bring your grandma, for humanity needs everybody’s contribution.

When he handed me the flyer, he was excited. His anger and youth, after multiple failed attempts by him as well as others, finally finding a true calling. He wanted it to be dangerous, he was there to show humanity’s tough side to the ponies and succeeding. I haven’t seen him after that day, or maybe I have but always hidden under a uniform. He’ll fight to the last breath.
How could THIS be on the same table I scattered pizzas last evening? I’m not that disorganised -- though I totally have no idea where I had this flyer stored. Hamsterjelly obviously has a clue, somehow. And somehow he’s able to steal my car.
No... That’s insane! He can’t drive a car! He can’t even make tea without spilling it! But the sounds I heard couldn’t have come from any other vehicle than the tiny Renault I use as my means of transportation. It still beckons investigation.
I get off the chair and make my way to the front door which I notice is slightly ajar. What a careless dog I have; he leaves doors open in cold wintertime, a real nuisance. It really is a bit cold outside, but I decide not to bother with any extra clothing as this shouldn’t take too long. Where are my clothes, anyway? I feel... naked.
My car isn’t in the parking lot as I expected. Instead there’s a black poodle sitting in its place -- a very familiar-looking poodle. “Hamsterjelly, you dimwitted dog! Where’s my car!?” His ears perk at the sound of my voice, but other than that he stays still. Even yelling him to come over doesn’t yield anything. I walk up to him and drill my gaze into his deep brown eyes. “A dog obeys its master.” The only effect I had was quite disturbing, and that’s an understatement.
“Master? You sound the same but look a bit... different.”
I’m lost. Flight Whatever’s taken me to The Island, where fat people stay fat and polar bears shit in the woods.
“You can’t talk, you’re a dog.”
“You can’t talk, you’re a pony.”
“No.”
“You don’t feel even a little strange this morning?” I raise my hand up to eye level, as far as I can tell it still looks like a hand. I wave it in front of Hamsterjelly’s eyes.
“See this, dog? Whatever you injected wasn’t the serum.” Though I am, as they say, “tripping balls”. Hamsterjelly shook his head as if someone was playing ping-pong with a meatball.
“You didn’t get any clues from the pink aliphants?” So that’s what you call them. How could that black bastard know? Besides, I think the only clue anything pink and aliphant-shaped could possible give is a sign of going mad or watching Dumbo too many times. And I’m not close to either of those -- my logic fails me.
Still, I have an odd feeling all around me. I twiddle my fingers and my toes, they seem to be there, but I can’t test their grabbing ability since I seemingly don’t have any clothes on. I try to grasp my hair, but it’s too short. As my hand brushes over my scalp it indeed manages to cling onto something: my ears. Maybe they move around some more than they should...
“Is this some kind of sick game which lets you watch a guy touching himself like he’s just reached puberty? You can’t really talk, so this must be a mirage of sorts.” But what kind? A lucid dream’s supposed to be under my control, so not that. Hallucination seems like a viable option, being my first an’ all, but hallucinations can’t drive my car away.
“Mind is a powerful tool, and as far as we both know, yours is a prime example. Somebody’s set us up in this mental trap, y’see, and you gotta find out what and why it is.” For a dog, Hamsterjelly’s getting quite pensive. Or is it just my projection of Hamsterjelly?
This makes a lot more nonsense by the minute.

	
		Chapter zero. Subconspiracy



THE LAST CHAPTER: SUBCONSPIRACY

“So where can I find a mirror? Or am I too self-conscious to have any mirrors?” Hamsterjelly finally acts like a proper dog again and, while completely ignoring me, goes to a pile of snow to mark his territory. “And now you choose to shut up...”
When I look down at the ground and my feet, I’m met by a peculiar sight. That is, I see very little in between my hands and the frozen soil, very little meaning too little. I have to bow down significantly to see my legs, which are covered in thick, brown hair. Some bald medicine I’ve had, a monkey-style cure to boring legs. Now what to do next?
In case I’m in some deep level of my conscious, or perhaps subconscious, it’s only clear that it’s free of clutter and therefore should be all action, so to speak. My parents probably aren’t there, and the same must also apply to my sister; my mind wouldn’t miss an opportunity to portray something more original. After all, I do see my relatives quite often, something not true for characters like-
“Hello there!” The male voice coming from behind me is nasal to the extreme. I turn around to see a man sitting on the wooden fence that separates our yard from the neighbours’. He’s wearing a dark, boring suit with no tie. His face is mostly hidden behind his black trilby hat and purple-tinted coke bottle glasses. Also, his nose is comically ginormous.
“You weren’t there a second ago,” I say as I walk over to him.
“That’s what I get paid for. I’m Jack, Jack O. Falltrades. I’m a substitute.”
“Who the hell here needs a substitute.” A stupid question to ask.
“You. You need a Yoda to your Force, a Miyagi to your Karate, a Celestia to your Twilight Sparkle, and so on, and so on.” Ponies... I don’t wanna hear about ponies. It was just another day and nothing special. But that one visit to 4chan changed everything. In May, in 2011.
An innocent image of a white pony hugging an orange one with a hat, followed by a friendly proposition to go to the deepest pits of hell, burn, maim and kill oneself until it gets boring and then start all over again. Have my attention, all of it. And for some reason, I never got it back.
“You’re for, not against.”
“That’s what I get paid for. Look, I know the aliphants failed most miserably, so I hired myself to give you guidance.” His tone, that stupid nose, who knows he might have a few sore spots very soon... “From my glasses you see your reflection.” I chuckle at his job description, he’s here to act as a mirror? So damn useless. However, I do need the chance.
My reflection is fine, almost: my hair is still green and my skin coated with hair. The glasses distort my eyes, which look too large and the colour is off as well due to the purple tint. I look like a cartoon character. Actually it’s worse; I look like a furry. And this guy, Jack the substitute, wants me to play along.
“You can see it, but you can’t see it seen.” Seriously, fuck this guy. I mean, he’s a sketch character, his reality is based on a single line. I put up a vicious grin.
“Yet, what I can see is your future Mr. Falltrades. It’s filled with stars and a pool of red.” He whines and protests, but my fist still finds its way deep into the soft piece of tissue he calls his nose, and as the laws of physics require, Jack the substitute falls off the fence and out of my sight. My hand is shaking; a sudden cramp makes me unable to release my fingers. This tasty, tasty violence. I wonder who’s next to bother me with more unbound wisdom I’ve hidden from myself.
I also got fears slowly crawling up my gut. What I see here is all fiction that probably only covers a very brief moment of my life which I’m spending asleep. Yet this dream, or whatever, gives me time to think and time to really experience things – and that’s a first. This environment is both controlled and uncontrolled at the same time, a fact I don’t really fancy. I’m afraid just to chill out, and I’m afraid to go all out too.
“You look terrible, cousin.” Cousin? I can’t recognize the voice coming from behind the fence, from the very spot Jack the substitute just fell off to. No cousin of mine has that kind of powerful, deep voice. A medium-sized – or from my viewpoint, stupidly tall – young man, about my age, climbs smoothly over the fence and steps in front of me. He seems to be wearing a batman suit, just without the mask. “You look like a furry.”
“Takes one to know one.” The prolonged boyish laugh that follows gives away the mystery man’s identity. He is my cousin, but he shouldn’t be this old, this big, this imposing.
“You’ve hit puberty. Nice. Now what the hell are you doing here?” Cousin smiles at me.
“I thought you wanted to see a friendly face.” He spreads his hands like he’s showing me something. “A friendly face in a friendly dress.” The batman suit? The suit, the figure, maybe even the face... this is getting more meta than I thought.
“It does look so wicked on you it really might be mine. How does it feel?”
“Graphene nanosuit, very itchy in certain places, but I’m not here to model for you. I’m here to test you, check on your progress.” My progress on what? Deciphering the message by the pink aliphants? He damn well knows not to mention those things, or I might have to kill my own kin. I subtly try to evade the topic.
“What fucking progress!? I feel like I’m being mind raped by a herd of whales, any progress they make can’t be beneficial.” He laughs again. I just hope it’s for the metaphor and not something else. He draws out a handle of sorts from which erupts a long blade, much like a light saber but less glowing and more silent. He turns the sword around, holding it from the pointy end, offering me the handle.
“Take it. Let’s see what you’re made of.” He’s challenging me to a swordfight?
“You kinda have the high ground, y’know.”
“Test is a test just take it.” I put on a threatening face and grasp the sword. The results are not that good, cousin just smiles sardonically and shakes his head. “There’s a thing wrong with this.”
“Wath’ wong?” I can’t speak too well with the handle in my mouth.
“Time to swing it!” He swings a piece of firewood to uppercut the sword loose from my mouth. It spins a couple of times in the air before landing in my cousins hand. “Seems to me you can’t fight.”
I can fight, just not with a sword in my hand – or mouth. But I can swing a sword. He’s gonna be in a surprise. The sword wrenches itself off his hand, floats still for a second, and then lunges toward his chest. His normally squinted eyes open wide with awe.
“You cheater,” he says while fighting off the continuous strikes with the piece of firewood he had, “you’re giving in. The pink aliphants are getting you.” Again with the aliphants!? You’re not real, cousin, but you’re soon to be dead. I swing, spin, and thrust the sword in every possible way I can imagine, shattering the remains of his wooden protection. Just as I’m about to toss the final hit in between his eyes, he manages to parry the strike away and do something to the handle that retracts the blade. Out of real options I decide to let go of the handle and it falls down to the trampled snow. He just smiles at me.
“You’re doomed. I’m sorry but that’s how it is. You’re about to wake up just the way they like you to.” He kneels down and takes his sword. “I’ll fight to another day. And please, swat off the fly, will ya.” Cousin turns away and leaves. A buzz enters my auditory canal its effects being the normal annoyance. There’s a fly. Flying in the dim, cold winter morning there’s a fly. Time to swat it, swat it dead.
The noise closes up on me from behind. I ready myself, but then I remember my cramped fingers; how am I supposed to kill it without them? Though, when the moment arrives there’s only a singe thought in my mind: end of the road my little insect. *SWAT* I just killed a winter fly, but how? A female voice interrupts my thought.
“What’s with the tail swinging?”
“TWILIGHT SPARKLE! This is your doing you... ASS!” Her ears perk at the negative compliment and she frowns.
“No need to be so rude. Is something wrong with you? You look a little shocked to see me, though we agreed-”
“We haven’t agreed on ANYTHING!” My fingers finally free themselves from the cramp, and I waste no time grabbing that lavender unicorn by the shoulders and pushing her horn first into my mailbox. She’s effectively stuck. “You are fiction! Everything I’ve seen here, FICTION!” Twilight follows my clamour with terror in her eye. She’s scared? This isn’t what she expected? A pity.
“Oh dear, something’s gone awry here.”
“Enlighten me, my little pony, please. A word about something pink and aliphant-shaped might net you some more purple in your eye.” It takes a lot to threaten an innocent little pony like that, even though in my mind she’s not innocent. Heh, in my mind... what a quip.
“The pink-” she begins but quickly refrains from saying the rest as my right hand clenches to a fist. “Those creatures were a fail safe in case something would go wrong, which has obviously happened.”
“EXPLAIN! Why did I-” Things had changed from a couple of minutes ago, gone was that fur coat, gone were the cramps, and I now tower over the pony stuck in my mailbox – my height has returned.
“Something got you pushing to the wrong direction. I can see it, you’ve lost control. All you wanted was to show me where you used to live as a child. And to be honest, I’m not enjoying the sights right now.” Seeing the empty street with one eye and me with the other, I wouldn’t have complained much myself. This is where I grew up, after all. “A human with the most peculiar deformities: a functioning tail and a horn in the forehead.”
What’s that? A tail for swatting flies and a magical horn to sword fight without fingers? Well isn’t that-
The few times I get a reason to scream I take it up profoundly. This is one of those cases. The sounds can only be vaguely described. If a thousand typewriter monkeys found out the true meaning of letters, if a momma-whale had to watch her offspring get hit by an explosive harpoon, and if a full orphanage burned down in front of a dozen Jesus Christs, their combined howls of terror couldn’t compete against mine.
While I’m declaring myself to the universe, I realise a bunch of things – desperation sure brings out your extremes. There’s another thing; Twilight’s words. The pink things were a backup? Why would I ever want to show my old home to a cartoon pony? I stop screaming and watch as she manages to pull herself free. I also purse my lips and maybe smile a little: it’s time to call out the bluff.
I grab Twilight once more and instead of pushing her through the neighbours’ mailbox I squat down and pull our lips together. Normally I’m not this impulsive, not even close, but this is all in the name of science. If Twilight is – as I suppose she claims to be – real, she’ll act accordingly, perhaps even kick me in the balls or something, but if she’s a projection I’ve now given my subconscious something it probably cannot handle very well – a surprising situation, that is.
I wait, but my balls stay intact. Even worse, she kisses me back, and I start to feel like a devoted furry or something like that. This... this just takes me back to having no clue at all.
“Get your filthy hands off my girl!” The male voice startles us enough to break the embrace, not that it was breaking any time soon on its own. I quickly find the source for the interruption. It’s a unicorn pony with light green mane and brown coat, which strike a ridiculous contrast together. “Wow, I never thought I’d get a chance to say that but... wow.”
Who the heck’s this thing? I haven’t seen him anywhere, ever, and if I was to imagine a random pony I sure wouldn’t coin up something that looks like this. The new pony’s appearance makes the horn and tail disappear, and I hope it’s for good.
“Well... this is awkward,” Twilight says and trots over to the new unicorn. The two exchange a few words I can’t make out. It’s of course obvious that they know each other, though they shouldn’t. The brown pony makes a bunch of very familiar pensive face and hoof gestures before taking a deep breath and speaking:
“I think it’s better to address the both of you, given that you’re quite lost. What you see here, my dear Twilight, is my old home.” She nods, and I cross my arms. Give me something I don’t know, mystery pony. “And its old inhabitant as well. Twilight, meet young me, my projection from ten years ago. I believe the shit was just about to hit the fan around this time.” The realisation is not mine to make, not this time, but it still almost brings me down to my knees. It’s impossible...
“A projection cannot have experiences on its own! You lie! There’s nothing you can do to prove yourself.” Is there? I don’t know what all this confusing shit means: a talking dog, a pimped out version of my cousin, pink things – it can be anything.
“My being here is enough proof. I’m sure Twilight can cover for me, right?” She looks befuddled for a moment, but regains her composure quickly.
“Yes, I think I can,” she begins and turns to face me, “this is your past, just like the spell should’ve taken us.”
“But I did screw up a little,” the mystery pony, the older pony version of me, intervened, “I only wanted the scenery, but it seems my subconscious disagreed with me.” The final straw, the smallest extra burden that crashes the plane, the last drop of air keeping the kitten from drowning... I can’t be just a memory residing in somebody else’s head, even if that somebody is me. “It drew out means to fight off the spell, and their incredible discretion is just fitting for a powerful mind such as mine. I had my hunches, so I had a backup made of one of the earliest memories I possess.”
“The pink elephants... I do remember those.”
“But a failed plan is a failed plan, I’m afraid. Twilight, I propose we leave. I think we’ve caused enough damage to my little brain.” She rolls her eyes, but is definitely with my pony self. I guess I should be angry, but instead I feel strangely coy.
“What happens to me? How can I look like that in ten years?”
“Reality breaking, my friend. About right now I’m not quite sure. I can promise I’m not forgetting this, but memories aren’t meant to have lives of their own.” I’ll be gone, though I never was to begin with. Is there anything I have to lose? I’m facing an eternal void of being a lingering memory in my subconscious. I can’t compare it to being dead, but it irks me nonetheless. This is the reality I’ve been let to. It might be nothing but a dream to those two, but, as they say, mind is a powerful tool.
“Hold on a second!” They turn at me one last time. “Don’t think about elephants.”
“What–” He gets cut off by an elephant falling out of the sky. It wasn’t even pink this time, just a regular, grey, five ton elephant that almost crushed the unicorns. “HOLY SHIT!” I look at the sky: thousands upon thousands of elephants flying about in every direction imaginable. However, it still isn’t enough.
“You mustn’t be afraid to dream a little bigger, darling.” Their expressions contort to new dimensions when they see me pulling a hefty grenade launcher out of my back pocket. I take aim and pull the trigger, splatting the elephant into a million chunks of bloody gore, recoloring the ponies in the process. Next I point the grenade launcher straight at pony me, causing his face to spin another three-sixty – the following decade seems to have really cost me my touch with bubbling insanity. I mean, when you’re facing explosive weaponry what’s there not to enjoy?
I silently spell the letters “GTFO” with my mouth, and pony me’s horn begins to glow. That sissy disco glitter must have only meant good with that spell of his, and Twilight Sparkle, well she’s even more innocent. I shoot them anyway.
I drop the smoking gun to the ground. I can’t see their remains, but it’s probably for the best that they got away, they really didn’t deserve it. Or did they?
“YOU FUCKING ASSHOLE SON OF A BITCH!” It’s my pony self, a little pissed I presume.
“I don’t normally condone this sort of language but WHY IN THE FLYING FUCK DID YOU SHOOT US!?” And there’s Twi, charming as ever.
“I’m sorry. I couldn’t stand the upcoming loneliness. You guys alright?”
They answer me in unison: “YOU PUT US IN A COMA FOR WHO KNOWS HOW LONG!”
“Possibly forever?” I lick up a drop of blood from the corner of my mouth. Who would miss a chance to play with himself for an eternity – or possibly longer. I also have to ask Twilight if my kiss was any good.
Teh bitter end
TCB 1st anniversary – yay
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