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		Description

After Spike throws a phrase at Twilight she's never heard before, she sets out to document this new evolution in language, and try to master its usage. Unfortunately, that may be harder than she thought.
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"C'mon Twi, you never go out! You can't just hide in the castle every weekend."
Twilight huffed. "Not only can I, but it is entirely within my power to do so." 
Spike rolled his eyes. It seemed as though he went through this every weekend. 
"It won't be once you read this," Spike countered, producing an official letter from Princess Celestia. 
"My dearest pupil,
I've been informed of a new night establishment opening in Ponyville, and it is imperative that the citizenry of the three time winner of Equestria's 'most destroyed town/village' award know that the crown approves of new and exciting ways for them to unwind. As such, I expect you to take a night on the town and have a bit of fun! 
Your eternal, 
Princess Celestia. 
P.S.
I know that you may be hesitant to fulfill my request, so I must insist that you turn down for what."
Twilight squinted at the last line. What in Luna's moon does—
"Oh yeah, I also already talked to Pinkie and Rainbow earlier, and they're on their way to take you to that new club downtown," Spike said.
The color drained from Twilight's face. There was no arguing with, or reasoning with either of them. "You... you what?"
"C'mon, Twilight, it's not the end of the world!" Spike insisted. "Turn down for what, you know?"
She narrowed her eyes, head tilting to the side an inch. "What?"
"Exactly!" Spike smiled. "Now you're getting it!" Before Twilight was able to question the odd new phrase Spike seemed to have picked up, rapid-fire knocks echoed through her library. 
Pinkie, she thought as her assistant answered the door.  Sure enough, two familiar mares stood at her door, ready to hit the town for a fun Friday night.
"Hiya Twilight!" Pinkie said, bouncing into the castle as Rainbow hovered in beside her. "Ready for some fun?" 
She sighed. It wasn't that she didn't enjoy spending time with her friends, but the clubs and bars had never really been her scene. 
"As I'll ever be..."
"C'mon Twi, you'll never bag yourself a stud with that attitude!" Rainbow teased from above her.
"Bag myself a what—"
"Silly Dashie! She meant you'll never get a stallion to plow you if you're a sour puss all night!" Pinkie clarified. 
"Plow me?" Twilight repeated, her reservations about heading out with two of her most unruly friends steadily growing. 
"It was a joke," Rainbow admitted, settling onto her hooves. "Nopony's gonna plow you unless you want them to. Now come out with us and just relax. I promise you'll have fun."
Twilight looked into Rainbow's eyes, searching for a gleam of laughter, anything to indicate this was all just some joke to put her in an uncomfortable situation. 
Nothing. 
"Come on, Twilight!" Pinkie said as she hopped around the three of them. "Turn down for what!"
Twice in ten minutes? she thought. She turned to Pinkie and replied, "What?"
"That's the ticket!" she cheered. "It's almost high moon, let's go before it gets too crowded!"
With that, they were out the door and down the street, Twilight and Rainbow flying low while Pinkie hopped along below them. 
"I'm tellin' ya Twi, this place is supposed to be the hottest spot in town. You're gonna love it," Rainbow insisted.   
Twilight was certainly weary of what Dash considered a 'good time'. In all her years of knowing her, it had only taken three black outs for her to realize their interests in weekend activities varied widely. 
"Yeah, this place is supposed to be Ponyville party central!" Pinkie added happily.
Twilight considered their words for a moment.
"Okay, I'll give it a chance." 
"That's all we're asking," Dash replied. "Turn down for what!" 
"What?" Twilight asked.
"Exactly!" 
"No, I mean I want to know what the heck that—"
"We're here!" Pinkie shouted, zooming to the line waiting to get inside. It seemed like all of town was waiting to get in. 
"Look at this line!" Dash whined. "We're gonna be out here for hours!" She looked to the bouncer and rubbed a hoof on her chin. "Unless..."
One insincere flirting session later...
"Ha, I knew I could do it!" Dash said as they strode into the club. The lights of almost every color pulsed around them as ponies strutted their stuff on the dance floor, or sat around at the bar.
Twilight shouted to her over the music. "How did you get him to let us in, again?"
"Easy, all I had to do was lay on the charm!" She smiled. 
"And give him twenty bits!" Pinkie added before bouncing into the crowded dance floor. 
Rainbow read the nervousness on her friends face. "Look Twi, just relax and you'll have a good time! Tell ya what, let me get us something to drink."
She thought about it, and decided on something that would influence the rest of her night. "Well, I've already come this far... okay."
They made their way to the bar and flagged down the bartender. "Two mind erasers!" 
"What?" Twilight asked, the music obscuring her hearing.
The drinks came and Rainbow slid a glass to Twilight. 
"What's in this?" 
"Just drink it!" Rainbow insisted, holding her glass in a wing. "Turn down for what!"
"What the hell does that even—"
"Exactly!" Dash shouted, downing her drink and extending her other wing to tip Twilight's glass to her lips. The small amount of liquid burned her throat as it settled in the pit of her stomach. 
"Oh Celestia, Rainbow that's awful!" she managed to say before nearly retching. 
"Yeah, it's pretty good, right?" Dash answered over the deafening bass. 
"Rainbow, I think the music is causing us to miscommunicate—"
Before Twilight could finish, a familiar red stallion tapped Dash on the shoulder. She turned around and smiled. 
"Pardon me, miss Rainbow, but would ya care ta dance?"
She made him wait a moment before answering. "You're lucky I'm in a good mood, cowpoke!" she teased, bidding Twilight goodbye momentarily. Before Mac followed her, Twilight tugged at his mane. 
"Mac, you're the last pony I'd expect to see at a place like this! How can you stand the music being this loud?"
The red stallion smiled and turning his head to one side. A small, foam earplug peeked out from inside his ears.
Why didn't I think of that? she wondered as she found herself alone at the bar. She surveyed the crowd and wondered why she let herself get dragged to places like this. Alone at the bar seemed to always be the place she found herself during nights out. Until a hoof on her shoulder nearly startled her out of her coat. She turned to see a ruggedly handsome, square jawed stallion in a fitted pinstriped jacket lean in closer. 
"Excuse me, your Highness, is this seat taken?"
'No," Twilight shouted, a bit louder than she would have liked. Thankfully the music softened her nervous shout. "And please, don't call me your highness!"
"Of course your... my apologies, I mean, Twilight."
Oh my goodness, he's dreamy and he's actually talking to you in a casual capacity! Okay, all your romance novels have trained you for this exact scenario. Just play it cool and...
"May I offer you a drink?"
"Certainly!"
He smiled, and turned to the bartender. "Two gorilla farts, please." 
"Do I even want to know what's in that?" 
"Names can be deceiving, my dear. I once had one on a trip abroad, and have been hooked on them ever since. Trust me, I'm sure you'll love it. Turn down for what, after all." 
"What?"
"Exactly!" 
"No, I mean, do you know what it is that means—"
The bartender interrupted her and delivered two bright green cups of liquid to each of them. 
"Down the hatch!" he insisted. Not wanting to be a stick-in-the-mud, she took her drink as well, although this one was much easier to drink that whatever firewater Rainbow had ordered. 
A few minutes into her conversation, she began to feel the effects of her drinks. She was smiling a lot more, and laughing quite a bit longer and more often. Before long, the music no longer seemed as loud as it was. But, she was determined to get to the bottom of that mysterious phrase that kept getting repeated to her seemingly all night. 
"Okay... but... so, what does *hick* turn what for down mean?" she slurred.
"Perhaps we could go outside, and I could better explain what it—" A blue hoof came crashing across her new friends right cheek. 
"That's enough out of you! That's a princess you're talking' to!" Dash shouted, Mac standing quietly behind her with Pinkie slumped across his withers. 
"Rainbow, what the heck! He was being nice to me!" Twilight protested. "He said he worked for the crown!"
Dash laughed. "The crown? Ha! This clown works at the donut shop! He comes here in his fancy suit and tries to pick up mares who don't know any better all the time at the Horn and Wings."
Twilight looked at the still dazed stallion, then back to Dash. 
"How do you know that?" 
Rainbow's cheeks flushed red. "Don't worry about it, let's just get out of here."
Twilight put her hooves on the ground and realized the alcohol had worked much quicker than she anticipated. She managed to make her way out of the club with her friends and onto the grass outside, plopping down on her haunches. 
"So, listen, Twi, Mac and I are gonna take Pinkie home, and then go to his... I mean... we're gonna go for some ice cream. Are you good to make your way back to your place?"
Twilight forced herself to her hooves, walking around Big Mac to the side Pinkie was facing. "Yeah, I jus' wanna make sure Pinkie's okay." Twilight grabbed her face in her magic and lifted it up, placing a hoof gently against her cheek. "Pinkie! Pinkie are you okay?" she shouted, using her club volume. 
Pinkie focused her eyes briefly. "Don't hoard cat food... Star wars typhoon. We can joke all night, but no no kung foo. No more cartoons, no more kung foo. No no kung foo."
Dash and Mac smiled at each other. "Yeah, I think she's good." 
Twilight charged a teleportation spell, and let it dissipate. "Wait, you guys, I forgot to ask. What does 'turn down for what' mean?"
Rainbow and Mac exchanged looks. 
"I dunno."

			Author's Notes: 
You ever hear a phrase or a word one day, then it seems like you can't stop hearing or seeing it? That is why this fic happened.
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