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		Description

Spring. It's that time of year where all the fillies around start thinking less with their heads and more about doing what nature intended, if you know what I mean. For Big Macintosh, this means a whole lot of headache as he heads into town. With every mare acting like it's an all-you-can-eat special at Sugarcube Corner, how will our stoic stallion fair when he's the buffet?
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Spring Fever

Special thanks to my fantastic editor: MrBackpack

Spring. It brings a lot of nice things. Warm weather. Sunshine. Flowers. Brand new bouncing baby bunnies. All perfectly wonderful. But for Big Macintosh, spring just brought a whole heap of trouble.
See, after being cooped up all winter, critters tend to get a little stir-crazy, what with all their pent up energy and an uncontrollable urge to frolick in the warming weather. Now at any other time of the year, this would be no problem at all. But you see, this wasn’t any other time of year: this was spring. This was the time of year when all the ladies of the world – mares included – get frisky and ready to do what nature intended. 
If you know what I mean. 
Every filly, and I do mean every filly, was getting ready to make with the the birds and the bees, which meant that most colts in their right mind hunkered down and laid low, waiting for the inevitable storm to blow over. Big Macintosh was also one of these right minded ponies. But this year, he just didn’t have that option: Applejack was laid up by a last minute cold and some pony had to bring out the winter store of apples to stock up town shops, at least till planting started. Apple Bloom and Granny Smith were both willing, but the former was way too little and the latter was way way way way way way way way too old.
That meant it was up to Big Mac.
“Now remember,” Applejack sniffled, honking like an angry duck and adding to a rapidly growing mound of used tissues “you jess drop them apples off an’ get back here lickety split, yah hear? I’m too young for folk to be callin’ me Auntie Applejack jess yet.”
“Ee-yup,” had been the big workhorse’s only reply. What else needed to be said?
So it was with a wary eye up and head down low that Big Macintosh quietly plodded towards Ponyville, praying to Celestia that his trip would be a quiet one. He would soon learn that Celestia has a wicked sense of humor.
*****

“Yo Big Mac! How's it hanging?” a familiarly raspy voice called out from above. Looking up, the big red colt  spotted Rainbow Dash lounging on a low hanging cloud, a secretive grin plastered all over her face as she lazily drifted down. “Got a bunch of apples there, I see,” she idly commented, giving her colorful mane a casual flick as she did. "Heading off to Ponyville?"
“Ee-yup,” Big Mac replied, slightly picking up the pace.
“And you’re just gonna… drop ‘em off in town, right?” she continued, innocently rolling her eyes while floating right along beside him.
“Ee-yup,” Big Mac replied again, speeding up once again as the fur on his neck rose in growing alarm.
“That means that once you’re done with that, you’ve got the whole day free… right?” At that, Rainbow Dash dropped right in front of the racing horse, bringing Big Mac to a skidding halt just inches from her smiling face.
“If you’ve got the time,” she grinned, her warm breath gently tickling the tip of his nose, “I could show you a few tricks I’ve been working on. Stuff that’d even have the Wonderbolts saying ‘whoa.’ You in?”
Big Mac glanced to the left. He glanced to the right. He glanced back at Rainbow Dash.
“…Nope!” 
The big colt took off, swerving around the cyan pegasus and racing away as fast as his four legs could carry him. Behind him, he could clearly hear Rainbow Dash laughing as she took to the skies once more.
“Come on, Big Mac,” she called out, her playful tone sending shivers down the big colt’s spine. “I’m like, the fastest flyer in Equestria. Run all you like, but I’ll still catch you in ten seconds flat.”
Well she was certainly welcome to try. Putting on a fresh burst of speed, Big Macintosh pounded his way passed the first row of buildings that made up the outskirts of Ponyville. Unfortunately, the streets were crowded with various fillies on the prowl, and he winced as he bowled over more than a few to escape Rainbow Dash, still hot on his tail. The blue pegasus quickly drew closer, steadily gaining ground till she was almost on top of him. He couldn't get away. She was just too fast...
“Big Macintosh!” a high, urgent voice called out. “Over here! Hurry!”
Following almost by instinct, the red workhorse threw off the wagon, leaving it to spill over in the streets as he jumped through the door the voice had called from. Immediately, the entrance was shut and locked, leaving a very frustrated flyer pounding on the wood from outside.
“Oh, come on! That’s cheating!” she called out, even going so far as kicking the door with her hind legs. 
“Sorry, Dashie,” the cheerful voice giggled. “Looks like you’re out of luck!”
With one last, irritated cry, Rainbow Dash flew off, leaving Big Macintosh to heave a sigh of relief.
“You okay, Big Mac?” the voice called out again. “You aren’t hurt are you?” Looking up from where he’d crashed, the eldest Apple sibling found himself staring into the smiling face of Pinkie Pie. 
“Nope,” he drawled, quietly wishing she wasn’t smiling quite so widely. Or so closely.
“That’s good,” she happily chirped, bouncing away and allowing him room to stand up. “After all, I’d hate if Rainbow Dash had gotten you all… worn out.” 
At these words, the hairs on his coat stood on end once more, even more so when Pinkie Pie turned to give him a very playful smile.
“Of course if you were tired, I’m sure that my extra special cupcake would get you up and going,” she grinned, bouncing steadily closer to the big colt. “It’s nice and fresh, so the inside’s still really warm and moist. Would you like to try it?”
Big Mac felt his rump hit wood. As the curly-maned filly had approached, he’d backed away till he’d finally backed himself right up against the wall. From the looks she was giving him, he wasn’t about to get away.
“Well?” she asked again, her nose almost touching his. “Are you interested, Big Macintosh?”
“…Ee-yup.”
“Really?” Pinkie Pie gasped in excitement. “Oh my gosh, this is the bestest day ever! Wait right here and don’t move: I’m gonna go to the kitchen and get the frosting!” 
As soon as the perky pink pony was out of sight, the red workhorse dashed for the window and heaved it open. He felt powerful guilty about lying to Pinkie Pie like that, but he’d feel even worse if she ended up saddled with a bunch of little foals. So without a backwards look, Big Mac jumped out the window…
…and right in front of Twilight Sparkle.
*****

“Big Macintosh?” the puzzled purple pony pensively postulated. “What are you doing here?”
The farm horse froze, a bead of sweat rolling down his forehead. This was bad. This was really bad. Of all the fillies he could meet, he just had to run into the one with enough magical power to truss him up like a Hearts and Hooves Day gift basket. 
However, his fears were slightly assuaged as Twilight gave him a reassuring smile, a friendly – and in no ways crazy nor dastardly – smile.
“Oh, I get it,” she chuckled quietly so as not to draw attention. “I guess you’re running because some ponies have been going a little crazy with… ‘spring fever.’ Am I right?”
“Ee-yup,” the large colt nodded gravely.
“Well, it doesn’t look like you’ll be able to get out here,” the little librarian replied as she peaked out of the alley. “The streets are full, and I doubt it’ll clear out for a good while yet.”
Big Macintosh sighed: he’d been afraid of that.
“You know, there is another way,” Twilight suggested, just a touch of hesitation in her voice. “I’m not sure it’ll work, but I could try and teleport you out of town.”
The eldest Apple sibling looked up at her, surprise plastered all over is usually placid face. He’d thought that all fillies had gone crazy this time of year. Was he really lucky enough to have run into not only a sane one, but one willing to help?
“There’s no need to stare,” Twilight giggled. “I’m just helping a good friend out of a tight spot. That is, if you want me to help?” she finished as a question. 
Big Mac wasn’t sure he could nod his head any harder.
“Alright then,” the magical filly grinned as her horn charged with purple light. “Here… we… go!”
A brilliant flash of light blinded the red colt and he snapped his eyes shut as the radiance enveloped him. After a few moments, the light faded and he cracked his eyes open to look around.
This wasn’t home. In fact, this wasn’t even outside. Looking around, Big Mac saw twittering machines, beeping consoles, and bubbling test tubes in what looked very much like a scene from one of Apple Bloom’s sci-fi stories. You know the kind, the ones full of humans and other such nonsense.
“Oh, right,” Twilight nodded noting the colt’s confused expression. “I couldn’t make the jump all the way out to Sweet Apple Acres, so I popped into my lab back at the library.”
That made sense. After all, Twilight was a very powerful unicorn, but she was still a young filly. 
“Anyways,” she continued, horn glowing again as several books came floating down from scattered shelves, “you just sit tight right there and I’ll be with you in a moment.”
That didn’t make sense. They were supposed to be getting him out of town: why were they sitting tight now? Big Mac raised a fore hoof to inquire and found that he couldn’t. In fact, he couldn’t lift any of his hooves.
It was only upon looking down that Big Mac realized he’d been strapped to a vertically raised table, strong leather straps binding each of his limbs in a spread eagle pose as a much larger strap belted around his waist. He was stuck.
“By the way, thanks for helping me out with my research,” she smiled as she clapped her hooves in delight. “You see, I’ve been doing a lot of reading on pony anatomy, but I’ve hit a wall in my studies that I just can’t overcome without some practical experimentation.”
That did not bode well.
“Now I know I’m not an expert when it comes to various male appendages,” Twilight giggled as she trotted over, “but I believe I can learn quickly by taking a very ‘hands on’ approach.” It was at this point that her smile became very, very friendly.
“So,” she breathed, her voice dropping into a husky whisper, “are you ready to get… scientific?”
“…Nope!”
*****

The sun was already by the time Big Macintosh wearily clopped into the Apple family ranch house, bits of splintered wood still tied to his hooves by the leather straps.
He almost felt bad about breaking Twilight’s specimen table thing. He almost felt bad that he’d wrecked her lab trying to get away from her. He almost felt bad that the only way he had managed to get away was by dropping a bookcase on her and escaping in the ensuing chaos. But considering what had happened next, he stopped feeling so bad.
Without magical assistance, it had taken him the better part of the day to get out of Ponyville and back to the safety of Sweet Apple Acres. Fillies of every color and cutie mark had been after him, some that he didn’t even know and some that frankly just didn’t make sense. He’d thought for sure that Bonbon and Lyra’s barn doors swung the other way, and still he’d had to jump into a creek to get away from the pair of them. 
Still, everything was over with. The apples had been delivered (more or less), no pony had gotten hurt (unreasonably), and he’d made it back home safe and in one piece (probably). The post trauma stress, he could deal with later.
Kicking off the souvenirs of Twilight’s lab, the farm horse wearily trudged up the stairs to his room walked through the door. He froze.
“Why hello there,” Rarity smiled from where she reclined on his bed, batting her eyelashes, “so good of you to join us.”
The creaking of hinges behind him was the only warning he got. Spinning around, the red colt was twice stunned to see a blushing Fluttershy lock the door behind him.
“Oh, hello Big Macintosh, the demure filly smiled shyly as she pawed at the ground with a fore hoof, “Um…  I was just wondering if it’s okay for us to hold you down against your will for a little bit?”
This wasn’t right. Buck it, this was just plain unfair. He’d made it home and that was supposed to be the end of it: he’d won, for Luna sake! In his dejection, Big Macintosh hardly noticed the glowing blue strands of silk bind his legs, lift them into the air, and drop him onto his bed.
“There, now isn’t that better?” Rarity giggled as she idly played with his blond mane. “You really are a lucky colt, you know, having both Fluttershy and I here to relieve you of all your… tension.” As the shy yellow filly floated through the air to join them, Rarity rolled over the big farm horse.
“Face it,” she cooed, giving him a very warm grin. “Of all the best possible things that could happen, you know this is: The. Best. Possible. Thing.”
Spring fever. It’s rough.
**********
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