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		Description

There always comes a moment in one's life, a moment, when you have to decide. A moment when you realize that you can not delay any longer. That you must do what has to be done. There is no one else, but you. No one is going to help you do it, either. Sweeping the floor is a duty one must always carry out. But be wary of the consequences, for who knows where it might land you...
And never let go of your broom.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Chapter 1. Why did I do this...

					Chapter 2. Pleased to meet you.

		

	
		Chapter 1. Why did I do this...



"Okay, screw it!"-I toss my headset to the desk and slam my keyboard. "That's it, I'm done!"-I can hear my teammates laugh uproariously at my rage quit, but I don't really give a damn. It's always me charging the enemy lines and to surprise of absolutely no one, I'm also the first to go down and miss all the fun. I kick my computer block aiming for power button but miss completely and only succeed in hitting the table with my toe. Proving to be a quick learner, I simply turn the machine off. By pulling the plug. All of this gaming was actually merely a distraction from something I knew was coming-something I kept putting off by occupying my mind with anything at all in order to avoid that one thing. This less than stellar end to my stress relief session was not helping matter. For I had to face the tedium that is weekend cleaning.
Grumbling about my defeat and sore toe, I walk to the corridor, take a broom and start half-heartedly sweeping the floor in the corridor. Just as I was about to move into rooms, I hear a rapping sound at the entrance. It is weird, since I have a door bell, and the only one who knocks is my neighbor from the apartment below. Usually when I leave water running in the bathroom and she claims I'm trying to drown her cats because water sips through tile cracks.
Peering through the eye hole the first thing I note is that it's dark on the level. And that's when my first alarm bells start ringing-our house is not exactly prestigious, but we never had any problem with the lights. So, I can safely assume that whoever's on the other side of the door is using a palm to keep me blind.
"Who's there?"-unconsciously, I grip my broom a little harder. That thing is far more sturdy than most people expect and might come in handy as... Something. I wasn't thinking clearly.
"Hello? Zecora, is that you?"-unmistakably female voice, teenage. Pranksters?
"You've got the wrong home"
"Zecora, open up! You've been gone for almost a week now, we're getting worried!"
Okay, definitely pranksters. Only those idiots are that persistent. Well, them, and those 'do-you-want-to-hear-how-god-will-save-us-all' kinda guys. It seems it's time to play a little prank of my own-I shift my grip on the broom so I can hold it horizontally at my waist level and prepare my best Vader impression before swinging the door open.
The first coherent thought that runs through my mind is "This is not my house". The second was to go and tell that junkie from the apartment to the left to stop feeding his cannabis with steroids-the whole place is overgrown! And then comes the realization that he's probably burning half his stock right now and I'm hallucinating. I'm apparently standing in the middle of a doorway in a tree. To the left and right of modern steel door is bark-and to my right is a set of african-looking masks. It also appears that I'm somehow in the middle of a forest-dark and creepy, with weird looking plants all over, while still standing in a middle of my corridor's doorway. I glance over my shoulder and see my coat rack-yup, definitely my home in the middle of a forest. I wonder if my electrical stove is still working...
"Um..."
I can feel hairs on my neck begin standing up. There is someone, or something right in front of the doorway-something that's either below my eye level, or invisible. God, let it be something small, fluffy, cute and harmless! I slowly lower my gaze and see a little purple unicorn staring at me.
It blinks. I blink.
It's still there, still a small purple unicorn. Yup, definitely high-although that's quite an imagery. I wonder what it says about my mental state? That would make for an interesting trip to a psychologist. 'Hello, doc, I kill people in video games in my spare time, and apparently I'm also seeing purple unicorns standing in dark forests whenever I get high or drunk!'.
"Uhm... Hello?"-I can see its mouth move. It's absolutely surreal-seeing something that's not human and yet speaks so clearly. Tripping balls or not, I can't help but stare at it in wonder-it's first contact! Even if it's just a long overdue one with my head.
It blinks. I blink. Somewhere to the left I can hear crickets.
"My name is Twilight Sparkle," it ventures, if somewhat hesitantly. It's face is surprisingly easy to read-confusion, fear, curiosity... At that moment I decide to just say "screw it, let's see what happens", roll with the changes and refer to the unicorn as a female. I've never been on drugs, and never plan to, but since I am high anyway, why not have some fun?
She falls silent after that little attempt at conversation while I still stand there. In a half opened doorway to my apartment. Wearing a pair of yellow shorts and a tank top. Gripping a broom with a single hand while using the other to lean a bit against doorframe. In the middle of a forest, facing off against a purple unicorn.
She blinks. I blink.
"So... Uh... Sir?"-Twilight continues somewhat even more hesitant then before, if that was even possible. After my slow nod, she continues-"I was here looking for my friend... See, she used to live here, in this very tree..." She once again drifts off into awkward silence, and it takes me about half a minute to realize just what tree she's talking about. More blinking happens. She tries to continue her previous thought: "Well, if she moved out, didn't she leave any note, or tell you where she was going?" The unicorn is slowly building up speed of speech, and with it grows her resolve, "Everfree is a dangerous place, and I'd like to be sure that she's alright..." By that point, her pose is much less relaxed-she looks like she's over the initial shock and is ready for a conversation. The same cannot be said for me.
I blink. She looks at me expectantly. I'm pretty much sure that I'm hallucinating. I start slowly shutting the door in her face-that's enough crazy for today. However, door gets stuck halfway and I can see it faintly glowing some sort of ethereal pink color-the same color that surrounds the horn of miniature horse standing on my welcome mat. "Please, I just want to see her! Is she still here?" Unicorn's eyes are practically begging for me to tell her that her friend is okay, that I didn't skin her and eat the meat. I, however, only see the pink glow, and panic.
Now, a little bit of interlude-I grew up in a country side with the most kickass granny EVER. Literally. That was her favorite pastime, regardless of people she was kicking. I've once personally seen granny beat the crap out of lousy burglar with a broom-by the time police got from town to our house, he was pleading with them to take him to prison and away from 'she-devil'. The same broom I was holding at the moment. This is no cheap plastic trash you'd find in modern stores-sturdy as the very oak it was carved from, this stick has more tales to tell than how-to-basics kitchen counter. Well, instead of a big'n'tough robber I had a small cute purple unicorn who was currently using some sort of warp power to hold my door ajar. I understandably panicked. Completely understandably. What happened next I remember almost as if it happened in slow motion. I swung my broom around to bring the business end (the one with the mop) above unicorn's head and, holding the thing with my right hand for leverage, flicked the handle up with my left. I could hear the resounding 'crack' from the hit and saw mop fibers go all over Twilights face before she slumped down. Ouch, I was not the one hit, and my dignity still suffered.  The force of impact was enough for me to lose my grip on my trusty weapon and send it flying-hey, I never fought before, let alone with a broomstick! I quickly rush over to check up on her-no cracks as far as I can tell, a little bit muddy, but that can easily be remedied. After that, I turn towards the unconscious unicorn. She seems unharmed as well, but I can tell she'll have a wicked headache when she wakes up.

			Author's Notes: 
Yeah, I don't know either. Please be harsh-it's my first story, so tell me what you think without sugarcoating it. And if you plan on following simply to see where it goes-don't. I myself have no idea what my point here is outside of having a little fun and getting this random idea out.


	
		Chapter 2. Pleased to meet you.



Resounding crack on the floor was the first indication that she awoke. I reclined further in my arm chair and lowered the newspaper that I was skimming through to peer at my unusual guest. By this time I sort of accepted the fact that I was in a middle of a forest, I had a unicorn intruder that I knocked out and put on my couch, yes, indeed my electrical stove was still working, but no, I had no internet, and there was apparently a lion just outside the door. Or I think it was. Not too sure since about a minute before when I could've sworn I heard a couple of wings flapping. Apparently, the horse was used to larger beds, as she wasted no time rolling right out of the couch and landing on the floor with a very loud bang that drew my attention moments before. I winced in sympathy. Headache, that she's no doubt having after taking a fall like that after being hit with a broom, has got to be almost as unpleasant as... Actually, that might be one of the most unpleasant things ever. Alongside weekend cleaning. I mean, see where it landed me?
She pulled her front appendages to her head and whimpered quietly while squeezing her eyes tightly shut.
"Celestia, I hate mornings... Please forgive me."
"You're forgiven. Want some aspirin?"
Her eyes shot wide open and with surprisingly quick jerk she was on her hooves, staring at me with wide eyes.
She blinked. I raised an eyebrow.
"Alright, no aspirin. Paracetamol?"
Her eyes narrowed, but she still said nothing. After several seconds of silence, she blinked. And again, rapidly. Then she crossed her eyes to look at her forehead: "What did you do to my horn?" She uses her front legs to carefully poke around her forehead.
I shrugged, fixed my newspaper upright to fake disinterest and responded in a voice as level as I could manage "Well, I wanted to talk to you, so I used a device that will keep your connection to the fade suppressed for the time being." Worldwide inflation leads to a drop in prices on cheese... Curious.
The creature glared at me for a little bit before letting out a sigh, slumping on her butt and saying "You mean, you suppressed my magic."
It worked. I soo had this in the bag. Whatever weird stuff was going on, who better to ask for information than a spawn of that weirdness?
"Well, first I'd like to know..."
"Now", the unicorn surprisingly interrupted me, completely ignoring the fact that I began talking first. "I will be asking questions, and you will answer me." I felt a twinge of worry and stole a glance behind my armchair, just to make sure my trusty broom was still there. It was the only sorta-ish weapon in the house aside from kitchen knives, and I was not using those. Even in an emergency like this. The girl's voice was absolutely calm and perfectly even, totally unlike what I expected a kidnapped person-horse to sound like. "I want nothing from you, but you've already refused me answers about my good friend and attacked me in front of her home. Or what used to be her home. Anyway, I merely want her back. Tell me where she is, and we can go our separate ways." With that she looked me squarely in the eyes. Gotta give credit where it's due-girl's got will. Neither of us turned away or wavered in our clash of stares... That's what I like to believe, anyway. I responded in a slightly lowered tone "And what about your 'magic', missy?"
She shrugged and tore of the tinfoil hat I made for her with her hooves.
I blinked. She blinked.
"What, you seriously thought that would work?" Her expression is almost amused now. I could only shrug in response.
"It was worth a shot. I have no idea how this magic", I made air quotes "thingy works. So I improvised." I sighed and leaned forward in my chair, resting my elbows on my knees and cupping my hands. At this point it was obvious that I was not fooling anyone with the whole conspiracy master gig. After all, I'm merely a dude with a broom, so I decided to just play clean. "Alright, you want to know about your friend. I just want to understand what is going on. An answer for an answer, sounds fair?"
Once again I found myself a recipient of cute unicorn's glare. I could tell that she was trying to see if I'm playing some sort of trick, so I gave her my best smile and opened my arms in what I hoped was a disarming gesture. You can never tell with aliens, for all I know it could have been an "I will murder your family" sign in her culture. However, she quickly relents, sighs once again and nods in agreement: "Sounds fair". With that she starts climbing onto my couch. After standing in front of my door, in the middle of the forest, and probably walking through a whole lot of dirt before it. I hadn't even realized what I was doing when I stopped her: "Hey, watch it! Your legs are muddy, bad enough that I will have to clean the floor again, don't you dare go staining the sofa, too!"
She blinks. I glare at her before comprehending what just happened. Then I blink.
She slowly turns around without taking her eyes off of me and awkwardly crawls up the bed, flank first, with her hooves dangling of the edge before squirming a bit to find a more comfortable position. I nod in appreciation and utter a quick 'thank you'.
After settling a bit, she starts with the first and most obvious question:
"Well, I think it's fair to start with the first and most obvious question-what are you?"
"A human. You?"
"A pony. What is your name?"
"Broom-man. Yours?"
"Tooth-fairy. Now..."
"You're pulling my leg. No way you're actually called 'Tooth-fairy'".
"Broom-man is not your true name, either."
"Fine, you got me. Name's Bond. James Bond." Just don't grin, just don't grin, just don't grin...
"Very well," she nods, "I am Twilight Sparkle. It's a pleasure to meet you, James Bond."
I can feel the corners of my mouth turn up in a little victorious smirk. I am already liking this conversation.
"Now, where is the zebra that lived here, mister Bond?"

			Author's Notes: 
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