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		Description

Fluttershy is on her honeymoon with Swamp Thing, her new husband, when a terrible accident befalls him.

Concept and artwork by Telaros.
With apologies to Swamp Thing.
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	Fluttershy stirred slightly in her bed, eyes slowly opening to greet the new day. A soft smile came to her as she caught sight of the rainbows cascading by just outside her window. Beyond the prismatic mist persisting outside was the western edge of Equestria. On a clear day such as this one, one could see all the way to the ocean through that window. The hotel staff had told her that this was one of the best rooms they had to offer, and she was quite inclined to agree. Every time she looked out that window, the view took her breath away. She was so glad she'd chosen Rainbow Falls as the place for her honeymoon.
Speaking of hotel staff, the door opened at that moment to let in a unicorn mare. A metal cart slid in behind her, the handle gripped in the blue aura of her magic. Atop the cart sat a tray containing two silver-domed dining plates and a nice selection of silverware. “Breakfast,” the unicorn said cheerfully.
Fluttershy sat up, pulling the covers up to her chest at the sudden entry. She calmed after seeing who it was, though. "Oh, uh, thank you." Fluttershy gave a tiny wave at the other mare as she walked out of the room, closing the door behind her. The pegasus sighed, turning to the lump lying in bed beside her. “Honey, breakfast is here.”
A dull grumbling came from under the blanket, and Fluttershy responded, "I know you like to sleep in, but we do have a lot to do today."
With a groan, the covers were pulled back. Swamp Thing sat up, blinking his beady eyes tiredly as he scanned the room. His gaze settled on the cart of food, and a bizarre gurgling sound came from his mouth.
"I'll go check." Fluttershy slid from the bed and trotted to the cart, lifting up one of the silver domes that covered their breakfast. "Looks like a Detrot Salad for me," she said, putting the dome aside and opening the second one. She grimaced, putting the plate cover back quickly. "And, um, minced rats for you, just like we ordered."
Swamp Thing removed himself from the bed as well, leaving green-stained sheets behind. He stomped over to the cart, swampy feet sticking to the carpet slightly, and picked up his plate. He tossed the lid away, grabbed up a handful of bloody rat chunks, and crammed them into his mouth. He hummed, smiling and nodding his head.
Fluttershy’s hooves flew to her mouth as he shoveled in another swampy handful. He made a few more gurgling sounds, rat blood leaking out of his mouth and down his chest, and her face started to turn as green as his. “Um,” she said, pausing to wretch, “don't you think that's enough, Swampy?”
Swamp Thing turned to her, one of his leafy brows raised. He looked over at the half-finished plate of rat bits, then down to his own prodigious girth. He reached down a hand, patting his gut as he gurgled thoughtfully.
Meanwhile, Fluttershy was heading for the door. "I think I'll just skip breakfast for now, if that's okay. I have to go take care of something. I'll be back in an hour, okay, honey?"
Swamp Thing made another noise, waving a vine-covered hand at her, and she disappeared through the doorway. He dropped his hand, looking back down at his belly. He had gained a bit of weight since they first started going out. Perhaps he should do something about that.
About a minute later, Swamp Thing stepped out into the hallway, a towel draped over his neck. He adjusted the sweat bands wrapped around his wrists and forehead before walking off down the hall.
Ten minutes and one journey around the whole hotel later, and he was completely lost. He wasn't even sure which floor he was on anymore. He puts his hands on his hips as he stood in an intersection, looking down each hall and trying to figure out where he was, when something caught his eye. A door opened a little ways down one corridor, and a white stallion was shoved out through it by a trio of variously-colored hooves. The stallion seemed to be in a daze as he adjusted his little red vest and rubbed a hoof against his hindquarters with wince, the door slamming shut beside him.
Coming to the conclusion that the stallion worked at the hotel, Swamp Thing jogged down the hallway toward him. He stopped a few feet from the stallion, gurgling at him unintelligibly.
"Hmm, what?" The stallion turned to face Swamp Thing. "Oh, right, you must be that swamp guy. How can I help you, sir?"
Swamp Thing gurgled at him again.
The hotel worked leaned forward a little. "I'm sorry, what?"
Swamp Thing gurgled some more, waving his arms about.
"Sorry, but I can't understand you, Mr. Thing."
Swamp Thing held up the towel. Then he pointed to his sweat bands. Then he started running in place.
"Oh, are you looking for the gym?"
Swampy stopped jogging and gurgled, nodding his head.
"It's on the first floor, right across from the lobby. You have to go through the pool room to get to it, though. A lot of people don't notice it there."
Swamp Thing made another noise and jogged off for the nearest staircase. He pushed open the stairwell door and quickly moved inside. He wasted no time in heading down the stairs, since he'd already wasted enough getting lost. Down to the first floor and out the door he went, jogging his way down the hall toward what he thought was the lobby.
Another five minutes of wandering finally brought him to the lobby. Green swamp sweat was already collecting on his forehead as he shoved his way into the pool room. He was greeted by the terrified cries of swimming fillies, but he paid them no mind. He was used to little ponies screaming in terror at the sight of him, after all. He grabbed onto the knob and swung open the door to the gym. It took him a moment to free his sticky swamp hand from the knob, but once he did, he turned to survey the room.
Exercise machines littered the floor. Wow, what a surprise. He moved over to the nearest open treadmill, slapping his towel down on the control panel as he stepped onto the old-fashioned rubber track. He stared vacuously at the array of big, brightly-colored buttons before him, unable to read Equestrian. He reached a finger up and tapped one. The machine beeped, making him jump slightly.
Growling quietly, he turned to watch another pony as they entered the room. The pale pink mare stepped onto a treadmill, pushed a couple of buttons, and the machine started up. He turned back to his own machine, imitating what the other pony had done. The treadmill started, pulling his feet away from the console. He took a few lumbering steps, looking over at the other pony again as she hit a button a few times and increased her pace. Swamp Thing knew he didn't have much time, so he poked like the wind, ramping up the speed.
Soon, he was at a jog, then a run. His eyes moved to the clock briefly, and he hit the button again. He only had about forty minutes before Fluttershy got back, so he had to make the most of his time. He hit the button again.
The rubbery track shuddered with each step he took, his sticky swamp feet pulling on it as he sprinted in place. Swamp sweat was pouring down from his body, sticking to everything it touched. His wheezing breaths grew more and more labored, a metallic taste building in his mouth. He leaned forward, gripping the control panel for support, his heart thumping in his ear holes.
The other mare he'd watched for guidance stopped her jogging session and stepped off her treadmill, only to freeze in place as she saw Swamp Thing running at full tilt, flinging green swamp sweat all over. She stared, mesmerized by the sight of him. "Hey, Golden," she said, "check this out."
Golden walked over, dabbing her forehead with a towel. "What is it, Holly?" The pink mare pointed at the swampy beast, and Golden said, "Oh, that's Swamp Thing. He lives in Ponyville. I'm pretty sure he's on vacation with Fluttershy, whom he married just yesterday. You wouldn't believe how they first met. You see—"
"No, no, that's not what I meant," Holly said. "Look at how fast he's going!" She raised herself up on the tips of her hooves, looking at the control panel he was leaning on. "And he's been going at it for almost an hour! That's crazy!"
Swamp Thing made an inquisitive gurgle and checked the clock. His gaze swept sideways, looking out into the lobby through the gym's tall windows. With near-perfect timing, Fluttershy stepped into the hotel, a little brown box tucked under one wing. She looked right, looked left, and then trotted off down a hallway.
Swamp Thing looked down at the controls, unsure of how to stop. He tried to reach for one of the buttons, but found his right hand wouldn't move. He tugged a little, but it was stuck in place. He tried the other, but that one wouldn't budge, either. Both his hands were glued to the console by his sticky swamp sweat. He turned to the watching pair of mares. He gurgled at them, and Holly tilted her head.
"What did he say?" Holly asked.
"I dunno," Golden replied, "I don't speak his language. I think Fluttershy is the only one who can understand him."
"Weird." Holly turned her head slightly, waving to another mare as she entered the pool room. She trotted to the door, pushing it open and calling out, "Hey, Derpy, come and check out how fast this guy is going!"
Swamp Thing turned back to the windows, swamp sweat continuing to pour down his body as though he were in a swamp shower. Fluttershy's tail slid just out of sight, no doubt headed to their shared suite. He groaned, wrenching his hands desperately against the console, but they stayed where they were. His legs burned beneath him, the constant strain becoming too much for his swampy muscles. He leaned his head back, spewing swamp saliva as he called for help, but nopony could understand his alien swamp gurgles.
A crowd began to form as he ran on, Holly leaning out and calling more ponies in to see how fast Swamp Thing could run. Minutes went by, and he turned to them, groaning at the crowd. They responded by cheering him on.
He turned back to console, banging his head against it in the hopes of stopping the infernal machine. Alas, it did nothing but give him a headache. The ponies around him began to chant his name.
Finally, he could take no more. With a gargled scream, his heart exploded in his chest, and he went limp. The rubber track ground into his swampy body, spraying swamp bits across the crowd of ponies, some of whom puked in response.
"Is he okay?" Golden asked.
Holly hopped over to the machine and pressed a hoof to emergency stop button, shutting the machine down. The green-stained track ground to a halt under the swampy corpse, and Holly reached a hoof down. "Hey, swamp guy, are you okay?"
No response.
"Uh oh…."
"Um, excuse me," came a soft voice from behind the crowd. Everypony turned to the yellow pegasus standing in the doorway. Fluttershy inquired, “Has anypony seen my husband? He's tall, green, and covered…” but she trailed off as the crowd parted to reveal the fallen swamp monster.
Fluttershy stepped through the clustered ponies in silence, stopping a few feet from the treadmill. "Swampy?" she whimpered, tears filling her eyes. She collapsed to her knees. "Swampy, no…."
She pulled the dead creature into a sticky embrace and wept. They'd had so little time together, and they'd never have any more. Never again would she find comfort in his swampy vines, wrapping around her as he gurgled that everything would be alright.
Because it wouldn't be. Not anymore.

			Author's Notes: 
Blame Telaros. He's the one who suggested this (though he was probably joking).
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