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		Description

You wake up to a typical, uneventful Sunday, or do you? This morning just got a little bit more interesting. You have woken up, done your chores, and yet something is still bothering you. Some choices can have life altering consequences, literally. And this is going to change your world completely.
My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic is owned by ©Hasbro and was developed for television by Lauren Faust.
Author's Side note: I truly love Equestria Daily for being soo awesome and bringing us bronies all the pony content that we love. I sincerely hope nopony is offended from reading this fic if I have blasphemed it in any way whatsoever. Some (one or two lines) of the content may be inaccurate to the actual Equestria Daily site.
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		Be careful what you vote for...



	It was a bright and early Sunday morning or, at least you thought it was bright and early. Or at the very least early. You mind rummaged through whatever figment of memory that had retained from the previous night. Ahh so it was indeed Sunday morning. But, you somehow felt something was just a tad bit off. 
You got this feeling ever so often, this sensation where somewhere deep in the recesses of your mind something is gnawing at you, warning you that something was wrong. Despite all your other senses that adamantly affirming you that everything was fine, that feeling of something being wrong still lingered at the back of your mind. 
You decide to brush it off as just one of your many worries. You did tend to be very cynical and paranoid at times and this, was apparently just one of those times. It was a Sunday after all, what could possibly go wrong?
You raise your hand to your chin before scratching it, feeling the rough and prickly surface of the scrawny beard present on your face, before reaching an arm’s length outward to grasp your smartphone, feeling the cold metallic surface. You then brought it up mere inches from your face then pressed a button on the side, the screen immediately lit up, executing your command. 
The clock on your primary screen then confirmed that it was 9:37 am, not a particularly out of the ordinary time for you to be waking up. You slide your lock screen aside, before displaying your home screen, which was decorated with a certain cyan blue coat, multi-coloured mane pegasus that was in a particularly awesome pose. You grinned slightly, the very thought of that mare always brought a smile to your face.
You sift through all the notifications that had popped up over the night, most pertaining to either a friend's game request on social media or some new fan art about some show about ponies that had piqued your interest over the past year or so. Doing so took up about half an hour before you finally decided to shift your attention to making break feast. 
The thought had elicited a rather generic response from your stomach, in a form of a faint, deep, low-pitched growl. Realising how hungry you were, you begrudgingly forced yourself to sit up then, sit on the edge of your bed. Having two feet on the floor, you lifted yourself up and stood there momentarily, then made your way across the room to the bathroom. 
You rinsed you face with water like you do every morning before glancing at the reflection that stared right back at you. You had dark eye bags that rested just below both eyes, an obvious indicator of your lack of sleep. For years now your face has been plagued with acne, now however not quite as apparent or serious as before, that only being a sign of your inevitable aging. Being in your late 20s, you stood at a height of about 5'5". You figure was satisfactory, to say the very least as you were thankful that your height made you look slimmer that you actually were. Letting out a mild sigh, you exited the bathroom to finally make your way towards the kitchen.
After pouring a reasonable amount of water into a glass pot, you slotted the transparent container into the coffee making machine, tinkered with the settings, and then heard a calming hum. You felt something soft and furry brush up against your left leg, then glanced to the floor to see your alabaster feline companion. 
"Mornin' to you too Winter," you said in a sleepy voice then, covered your mouth with your palm, muffling your yawn. 
You took a few steps forward and leaned forwards, against the kitchen counter and opened a rather large olive green cupboard door. In groaned in protest before opening fully, exposing what lay hidden within the storage compartment. 
Rummaging through the contents of the cupboard, you finally let out a gasp of victory, marking your success then, reached out and grabbed a pack of food that provided sustenance for your pet. It was adorned with bold, capitalised writing, in a slightly dark gold cursive font that read, 'PREMIUM QUALITY CAT FEED: SALMON FLAVOURED'. It also had a cerulean background and a picture of a smiling cat on the outward facing side. You retrieved a small dish that resided below the cabinet, pour a significant amount of cat food into the bowl, then bent over and placed it on the floor. 
You knew that the your coffee would be done in a few seconds so, you took a mug from the dish drying rack, placed it atop the counter right in front of the device then, anticipated the machine to finish making your beverage.
Sure enough seconds after that the coffee maker let out a moderately loud ‘Click’ alerting you that its job was done. You poured the steaming hot liquid into the mug then began tearing open packets of creamer and dumped them into the mug. After about twenty packets or so, you felt content and began stirring the mixture you had recently concocted with a metal spoon then, took a tiny sip. Letting out a sigh of satisfaction, you carried the mug all the way across the hall and into your room.
A sight of shelves lined with miniature stuffed ponies of various colours and sizes welcomed you as you entered your room. Placing the mug beside the computer, you hit several switches beside the computer before the monitor emitted a tiny blue glow. Several screens flashed before you before a futuristic overlay was presented before you. You held the mouse within your palm and shifted it around. Corresponding to your motions, the pointer then highlighted a box called ‘Desktop’ and you clicked it.
The image of six ponies of varying colours showed up on screen and you smiled once again. You notice that your Wi-Fi had already been automatically connected; a feature that was relatively new and had only been around for the past week. You immediately clicked on the easily recognisable small red, yellow and green circular icon with a tinier blue circle within itself and began surfing the internet. 
You were immersed in the seemingly endless amount of pony-related items on the internet and you were overwhelmed by the sheer quantity of pony images, fan written fictions, music and so on that existed. You felt as if you could have surfed the internet all day long before you were reminded that you needed a meal. Glancing at the clock on your desktop, you notice that it was already 12:18 noon and your eyes widened in shock. 
“Has it been that long already?” you say, rubbing both eyes with our fingers, still surprised by how fast time went by.
You got up from your chair and once again, made your way across the room, out the door and headed for the kitchen. You opened the shiny silver refrigerator door, squatted down and glanced past the shelf after shelf of nearly empty plastic food containers. To your dismay you found nothing that you could consume at the moment and was about to let up and close the refrigerator door before something caught your eye. 
You pushed aside several rows of food containers and found, to your amusement a single container of spaghetti. You chuckled to yourself, remembering that you yourself had stored the container in the refrigerator a couple of days prior. You then walked a few feet in front of the fridge towards the nearby device. Opening the microwave, you threw the container in, slammed the microwave door shut, and punched several buttons to set the re-heating timer for several minutes then, saw a pale amber glow being emitted in response. 
Returning to your computer in your room, you then visited a website well-known throughout the community of male fans that shared a similar interest for ponies. This site was simply known as ‘Equestria Daily’. Having almost adopted an innate nature to visited the site everyday (as the name suggests), you were all too familiar with what the site had in store for you. What you didn’t know however was that this day was going to be one where Equestria Daily would bring you far beyond what you could have ever imagined. 
Browsing through the myriad of pony related posts, you finally stumbled upon something that came up on Equestira Daily occasionally. A poll. You did not take any of the polls held seriously as you didn’t find any purpose in them. You thought that the polls held was just something the editors of the site used as filler when there was a lack of other pony content. Scoffing, you clicked on the post anyway and that lead you to a screen that provided a few options for you to choose from.
Apparently this time round the poll asked its viewers “You are offered a chance to be teleported to Equestria forever, but have to do it immediately. You also get some options, would you do it?” Glancing through the options available, you randomly choose ‘Yes, teleport and become a male pony’ and hit the ‘Vote’ button.
Seconds after you had made that decision, you heard a faint ‘Ding’ in the distance and you were alerted that your lunch was ready. You headed towards the kitchen hastily, fuelled by a fervours hunger. Little did you know that carelessly made choice would alter the rest of your life.
Whilst away from your computer within that short period of time, a lavender glow had enveloped you entire computer from your monitor to your keyboard, sending sparks of what shared a resemblance to electricity down every square inch of the surface and through all the electrical components present or in anyway, connected to the computer. Yet the display left everything unscathed and unaltered. 
You reached the kitchen and pulled the container filled with your meal out of the microwave and onto the counter. While allowing it cool for a moment, you tugged on the handle of the drawer from below the counter and it glided outwards. You then fished out a spoon and fork from the heap of unsorted utensils and held it firmly in your grasp. 
Deciding that the spaghetti had cooled for long enough, you grabbed the container and utensils and was about to make you way back to your room. Before doing so, you paused for a second, picked out a decent apple from a pile in basket on the kitchen table, and then made your way back. 
You entered your room through the door, had rubbed the apple on your shirt and was very close to eating but then spotted an odd notification on your screen. Holding the apple in your left hand and you mouse on your right, you sat down and read the peculiar message intently, focusing on what it said although there was quite literally only two words present. On the centre of the light amethyst bordered, white background pop-up was a text that read ‘Execute?’ and a selection bar that stated ‘Yes’. Not wanting to waste any more time, you clicked on the ‘Yes’ button and awaited for a response. After a few seconds, you determined that it must have just been another tro…
All thoughts were emptied from your mind as you felt yourself swirling round and round and saw your monitor engulf your entire figure in seconds. You were sucked into a black, opaque void at unimaginable speeds and felt every single atom within your body somehow separate and diffuse in the air. In a torrent of horror and confusion, you let out a long a desperate scream, pleading for help but, no sound had escaped your mouth. All it took was mere seconds for the entire scene to take place and finish. True enough, in almost a blink of an eye everything had settled down but you were nowhere to be seen.
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		In a world of talking miniature equines



	You felt yourself being hurled into a void-like area and enter a sort of space in between two dimensions. You were levitating and was surrounded by a vast expanse of what seemed to be like a collections of all the stars in the known universe. You glance behind you to see where you had previously been and saw a muted coloured mist of blue and green. You then look in front of you and was caught in a bright glare of what seemed to be an array of every colour that had ever existed. You're vision ebbed away and initially began to blur at the edges, before blurring entirely. You feel a very odd sensation as you were engulfed entirely by the glare then, all went silent and dark. 
"Helloo?...Are you okay?...What have I done?..." is all you hear in your unconscious state. 
It echoed in your mind and at the end of each sentence, the speech got softer, before becoming silent completely. The voice was oddly familiar, bearing a striking resemblance to a certain person or rather, creature you knew all too well.
Your eyes open weakly and you feebly attempt to lift your head but instead fail to do so. Your heart dropped as you saw the being that was in front of you. You were staring right into a set of pale amethyst pair of eyes that belonged to a certain lavender coat alicorn.
"Oh thank Celestia, you're alive!" you hear the mare speak in an excited yet relived tone, whilst letting out a sigh. 
"I am so sorry! If I knew there were pegasi flying in the area, I would have never cast a spell like that," you hear the pony speak. 
You were beyond bewilderment, now utterly clueless to what the mare was talking about. 
"Princess?" is all you manage to say in the midst of your quizzical state. 
"Oh of course. Where are my manners? You obviously know me but umm, I am Princess Twilight Sparkle," she began introducing herself and now had a sheepish grin on her face, trying to look friendly.
"C'mon Twilight, he knows who you are already," a new voice spoke. You glanced around you and was surprised to see the source of it was a small purple and green dragon.
"Spike, as a princess, I should formally introduce myself to other ponies. Besides, its basic manners," Twilight spoke, reprimanding Spike.
"Okay, okay. And wasn't your spell supposed to send things from some other dimension here? It looks like it didn't do much other than setting off a huge blast and grounding a pegasus," Spike began to question. 
"It was a high frequency, concentrated velocity, accurately calibrated algorithmic amniomorphic spell to be exact Spike, I explained this to you earlier remember?" Twilight said. 
Wait...a blast?
You then began glancing around, down to the ground you were on and true enough, you were currently lying dead centre, in the middle of a huge patch of scorched earth, charred by some kind of explosion. Some mist still rose, indicating that it was radiating heat, which was only a fraction of what it was previously exposed to. You then began to rub your eyes with your hands... 
Wait, what the...
Your heart then started racing, you realised that both of your hands had transformed into some kind of stubby looking broom-end. An amber, fiery coloured fur had now covered almost every square inch of what seemed to be your new hooves. You then look further than that and saw that you had entirely transformed into a cartoon horse, complete with a broad snout, long ears, a mane and tail that was white and had a grey stripe running through it. 
The only clue that might suggest that you were once a human was the shirt that wore in the previous world had somehow, (by the powers of the all-knowing portal) conformed to your new body. The shirt was a black t-shirt that had the words 'BRONY' in a contrasting white, bold, capitalised letters and the image of your favourite multi-coloured pegasus printed in white. It was printed proudly on your torso, clear for anybo-anypony to see. The piece of clothing stretched beyond your chest and was somewhere behind your neck ending just before your...
Wait, hold on, what did she say earlier? A pegasus... 
You then realise you felt an odd pressure on you back. You then craned your neck, attempting to look at your spine and you were shocked to see what was there. A pair of wings had now sprouted out from your back. You recoiled in horror to see your new body part and your jaw jittered away in fright. 
"I...I...I'm a PONY?!?" You stuttered then screamed at the top of your lungs. 
The only consolation was that your voice had maintained it signature deep pitched style. "Uh Twilight, I think your spell may have more than just downed a pegasus..." Spike said, pointing an index claw to his head then, began spinning it in a circle. 
Twilight glared at the small dragon with a look that could almost rival Fluttershy's 'Stare'. 
"Umm, are you really okay? Do you require any immediate medical attention? I could arrange for you to be transported to the nearest hospital right now," Twilight spoke, glancing at your figure from head to hoof, obviously concerned about your well-being. 
"No, no, I think I'm okay..." you said, trying your best not to freak out. 
"What's this?" Twilight asked and you see her lower her neck to the ground and quite literally, stuck her snout into a container that laid on the ground. 
The fur on your body momentarily stood on its end, before relaxing as you let out a sigh of relief. You would have definitely at least been banished from Equestria, or thrown in a dungeon, or banished you and then throw you in a dungeon in the place that you’d been banished to, if you had been caught with any sort of meat the inhabitants of the world you were formally in consumed. 
"Is this spaghetti?" Twilight enquired, looking at you with a raised eyebrow. 
"You've eaten spaghetti before?” you asked Twilight, somewhat amazed that the pony even knew what spaghetti was. 
"I've only heard about it, and that it is made some country far away" Twilight answered, still sniffing the contents of the plastic container. 
Thank Celestia you were a vegetarian, and you had bought the meal from a place you found that made the vegetarian equivalent of the dish. If it did have even the smallest meatball in it, the consequences would have been quite grave. 
"You can have it if you want, I'm not hungry anymore" you say, offering Twilight the food. 
"No thanks, I'll pass," Twilight replied, smiling sheepishly, kindly declining your gracious offer. 
"Spike, would you like any?" Twilight asked, now holding the container in her magical grasp and levitated it in front of the dragon. 
"I prefer gems but, what the heck", Spike said, shrugging before hold the container in both his claws.
He then brought it up to his face and nostrils then, took in a good and long whiff of it. 
"Smells deli...delici...deliciou...ACHO!" Spike sneezed loudly. 
A stream of luminous emerald flame shot out both of the dragon's nostrils, engulfing the entire container in the blaze. The container was concealed behind the fire and when it dissapated, the container had disappeared. 
"U...oh" Twilight, Spike and yourself said simultaneously. 
"Uh...Twilight...I think I just sent the spaghetti to Princess Celestia," Spike said, twirling his claws together, obviously nervous. 
"Yes, I know that Spike" Twilight replied, head hung low and expression resembling a stone wall. 
It was clear that she was trembling but from what, you were not sure. You then quickly assumed it was out of fear and moments later, you were proven correct. 
"We need to get to Princess Celestia now, are the both of you clear?" Twilight asked in a stern and commanding tone.
Her question was soon met with a frantic nod from Spike and yourself. 
"My magic is worn out from the spell earlier and you are in no condition to fly right now so, we're gonna have to take the next train to Canterlot," you hear Twilight giving instructions. 
Oh this was going to get interesting.

			Author's Notes: 
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	images/cover.jpg





