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		Description

High Flyer is hopelessly in love with Ditzy Doo.
He plans on asking her out the next time she delivers a package to his door.
He's basically a huge coward. He buys more packages. He plans more. He becomes broke.

Inspired by the absolutely incredible song from the Wasteland Wailers! Go give 'em some love!
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		The First Encounter



	High Flyer always dreaded the ringing of his cloud home's front doorbell.
The sound, usually—thankfully—a rare one, always signified the coming of some random stranger vying for his attention and pestering him with something terrifying, like the census or the local baking competition. There was something that inwardly scared High Flyer about other ponies, something that he was pretty much too nervous to mull on. Maybe that's why he'd bought his house in the sky, when there were plenty of much nicer ground homes for considerably less prices. Up here, only Pegasi or incredibly resilient party ponies could bother him, which generally meant that he could spend most of his days in a relaxing bout of isolation, far away from anyone who could wish to bother him.
Why would anypony in their right mind want to talk to him anyway? He wasn't rude, per say, just... awkward...?
Talking wasn't something he was really, well, good at, whenever it came up. Not to say that he had different interests than the other residents of Ponyville—if he could even call himself a resident of the town—who loved talking about how proud they were of housing the legendary Elements of Harmony themselves, or how often their lives were in danger, but he had different... things to say about them. Weird things, apparently, if the odd looks and quiet whispers at his rare social events meant anything. Even if he hadn't said a word, ponies tended to turn their heads and murmur things to each other. Maybe they were just surprised to see the town hermit finally standing on the dirt. Maybe they wanted to be his friends, but didn't know how to approach him.
In the end, though, there was an underlying reason why he'd decided to buy a cloud house instead of a ground one, and that was because he didn't like to be around other ponies. The doorbell, and the door it accompanied, was his last connection to the outside world, and with its deafening ringing always echoing through his many halls, he remained attached to the world of Equestria no matter how much he didn't like it.
A small orange filly dressed in a weird skirt with a rainbow maned psycho next to her asking about cookies? He'd seen them.
A yellow mare with a pink mane asking if he'd seen her crows? He'd closed the door on her.
Some deranged goat thing with snapping claws and suddenly appearing chocolate milk? He'd hid in the closet from him too.
He'd like nothing else than to simply ignore his doorbell, but, well, he had to receive checks from his mother somehow.
Today was no different. It wasn't a check—no, he'd gotten that Sunday—so his normally swift step was much less so. He'd recently realized that he had enough money to buy one of those cool blenders that could mix whatever you threw in it into a smoothie, and so he'd scoured through his old Save More's catalogs to order one. To be honest, he thought that the whole idea of such a thing sounded super dumb, but, hey, he had leftover fruits and vegetables. Why not do something with them? If there was anything better than eating, it was eating a lot of things at the same time, and he could do that with one of those blenders.
So, scraping together the courage to go outside his front door, he stuck a check into an envelope, scribbled the store's address down hastily on top of it, licked it closed, and threw it into his mailbox. Already exhausted, with his mane and wings sweatier than a bulldog on a summer day, High Flyer returned to the inside of his home and waited for the mailmare or whoever to retrieve his letter.
A full week had gone by since that Tuesday, which meant that he'd be getting his new machine at literally any time. He'd prepared himself for the second he heard the ring ring ringing of his doorbell and devised a scheme so well rehearsed he was practically a member of the Canterlot Symphony, and when it finally came, he promptly forgot everything he'd planned and scurried carefully toward the front door of his house.
He pressed his back against the wooden closet containing all his food, inched to his left side, and peeked his head out to stare down the stairs. From behind the circle of glass embedded in the middle of his door, he could plainly see the blurred silhouette of the mailpony, who stood almost like a statue as if trying to look back at him from his front porch. His breath caught in his throat as the figure cocked their head to their left, and then to their right, before seemingly raising a foreleg and staring at it. Oh no, they were wearing a watch!
They had better things to be doing today, and here he was prolonging their busy schedule by hiding from their gaze like some meek house cat. He swallowed a lump down his throat and felt a chill crawl up and down his spine. Bearing his teeth, he felt his mind go blank, and he stayed rooted to the fluffy floor where he stood.
The figure suddenly disappeared.
He blinked rapidly. Where... were– were they gone? Had they flown off, unsuccessful at rousing him from whatever he was doing? Maybe they'd left his package on the porch. He gave a half-hearted, tried smile. That would be the best case scenario, if anything. He didn't have to talk to somepony, and he still got his box. The mailpony did their job, and could continue doing it without meeting him! Everypony wins!
Creeping out from behind the corner, he began to descend his steps with a chuckle escaping his wobbly lips. He'd done it! Now, he could go and start blending some stuff. If he remembered, he had some bananas and apples lying around in his fridge somewhere. He could probably start his blending frenzy with the most common of–
DING DONG!
He froze, his heart going into a crazed fever as his chest heaved and ho'd. His eyes grew wider than the dinner plates in his cabinet when the figure reappeared in the window of his front door.
From what little he could see of them, they leaned over to their right and... waved at him!
They saw him!
He turned about frantically, looking for a way out. Maybe he could pretend to be a statue, or, or, or, maybe he could pretend to be deaf! Blind? Maybe he was having a hard time finding the front door because he couldn't see! Then again, a blind guy wouldn't go and buy a blender now, would they? Unless they had a household aid or something like that. Somepony who came over everyday to help him do daily stuff like walk and brush his teeth. He'd seen commercials for–
DING DONG!
His voice, unrehearsed and heavily underused, came out in a terrified stammer. "I–I'm coming!"
He was in the middle of the staircase. There was no getting out of this. Sucking in a breath, he slowly trotted down the last few steps, raised a shaky hoof up to his doorknob, and cracked his door open just enough for his package to slide through. The least amount of skin he could show was the best amount, for both him and whoever was waiting for him on the other side.
High Flyer poked his head out, a quickly made-up excuse on his tongue, when his jaw dropped to the floor by his hooves.
The most... beautiful mare he'd ever seen in his entire life was sitting patiently before him, her mail bags bursting with envelopes and letters and her brown delivery hat tilted slightly on her heavenly, blonde mane. She cocked her bluish-gray head at him with a drop-dead cute smile tugging at her lips, then waggled her eyebrows with a little hum that caused his heart to stop. He'd never seen this mare before! It was usually the brown stallion with the thick beard, who looked at him with curiosity and talked up an unwanted storm! Was she new? Was...
...he shook his head and found the mare holding a large rectangular cardboard box in her hooves. It looked almost too small for it to be a blender. Maybe it was just in pieces, y'know, some assembly required.
The mailmare craned her neck to her right and bit down on the top of a clipboard, then placed it in her grasp and hummed at it.
"I think I'll need a signature..." she began, effectively ceasing High Flyer's train of thought with her Gods-sent voice that he swore was the first thing you heard when you died, "...but I'm not..." she trailed off again, narrowing her yellow eyes and scanning the paper in her hooves, "...really sure where..." She scrunched up her nose in obvious annoyance, her eyes going wobbly as she continued her aggressive search. High Flyer, realizing that he wasn't breathing, sucked in a breath of air with the unmistakable sound of a hot dog mortar. If he so happened to pass away at this exact moment in time, this angel of above fuming in front of him with his blender by her side, he wouldn't have made a huge fuss.
The mailmare, expression softening, tilted her head, let out a low note, then suddenly giggled and turned her clipboard completely upside-down. "Whoops!" She laughed sweetly, "I had it upside-down! Sorry!"
"It's alright, gorgeous," High Flyer tried to say.
"What, you, yeah, y-you too," High Flyer stuttered out instead. He pressed his lips against his cheeks as he realized his mistake, and was about to correct himself when the mailmare thrust the clipboard toward him.
"Alright! Just sign on the bottom, please!"
Reaching forward, a dumb, googly-eyed expression plastered on his face, High Flyer grabbed at the pen haphazardly taped to the side of the clipboard, tried his hardest to wrestle it free, and succeeded in doing so as the mare simply stared at him patiently.
Coiling his hoof around it, he brought its tip over to the paper...
...and suddenly dropped the pen to the floor.
"I'll–"
"I'll get it!" He claimed, bending over to retrieve it so that she didn't have to.
Feeling something hard contact with his skull, he ground his teeth together and grabbed at his head, recoiling back with a wince and a short, astute, "Ouch!"
Rubbing at his injury, he cracked open an eyelid and found the mare doing the same. 
Oh Gods, he'd just hurt her!
"I'm sorry–"
"Sorry!"
They looked at each other in silence, still assessing their heads.
High Flyer sucked on his bottom lip, thinking up another, better, apology. The mailmare mirrored him.
She turned away for a few seconds, eyes still half-lidded in pain, before she straightened her back and gasped. "Oh no! I'm late again!" Scurrying to her hooves, she gathered up her clipboard, fluttered her wings, and stepped away from where High Flyer still sat in a dumbfounded daze. "Have a good day!" Flapping now, she lifted off his porch at a really weird angle, turned her head, and gave him a little wave and a smile, then flew away at a speed that definitely didn't show any sign of panic.
High Flyer continued staring at where the mare had disappeared from his sights, heart beating out of his chest.
His eyes flickered down to the ground in front of him, finding her pen still lying where it had fallen.
Bending over and finally picking it up, he gazed back to the sky with a goofy grin stretching to both his ears, chuckled, and spoke to the clouds.
"I love you."
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		The Hardest Part Of Waking Up



	High Flyer dreaded his front door's doorbell. That much was easy to say.
It was the scariest tether to the rest of Equestria that he still had. He could close the blinds on his many windows and shut away the sun and the other clouds floating routinely around him. He could grab the hammer from his closet and tear down his mailbox bit by bit until nothing but its small wooden post remained next to his porch. He could even grab some cumulus and stratus clouds and bury his entire house underneath them, effectively hiding his residence away under the very convincing disguise of a gargantuan cumulonimbus.
If he could muster up the courage to even grab hold of his door knob, he could go off and do all three of those right now, even.
But the door and its doorbell were a terrifying force, one to both cower and shy away from, in that exact order if he was able.
His wobbling, glazed eyeballs slowly focused on the lone item lying in front of him on his kitchen table.
This pen—this... daunting pen—with its dark blue exterior lined with golden lightning bolts and the title Ponyville Postal Service, was something else entirely. The horrifying beast with huge teeth and a taste for Pegasi that lived under his bed when he was a colt. The nightmares that woke him up every hour, on the hour, after his first day of school. The letters and reports, with their big red notices, filling his house after high school. He had been equally, gravely scared of each and every single one of them, and no matter how much he tried to fight them back, and no matter how many times he thought he'd succeeded in doing so, they still turned up right in front of him.
This was a more literal example, but he still shrank in his wooden chair and gulped all the same.
His height now reminiscent of his days as a child barely able to look over the counter of the local confectionary, High Flyer brought a shaky hoof up and inched it toward the writing tool now angrily glaring at him from its position next to his glass. Oh Gods, what if it had a tracer like those old spy movies?
High Flyer retracted the hoof with a breath of air sucking violently back into his troubled lungs. He turned his head and regarded the pen with a downturned flashing of his teeth. What if the post office knew where it was right now? He cleared his throat, not even realizing he was sitting up until he felt his leg press against his cheek. Their pens were pretty important to their jobs. It was the only way they could sign off packages. They couldn't just use any old pen. They probably had hundreds of these pens back at their headquarters!
What if they counted all of them? What if they had to take a tally of each and every one of these little itty bitty pens that came back day by day? What if they were checking off the pens for the day yesterday, humming along and waiting to get home and eat a nice bowl of ravioli, and when they reached Pen #36, they received nothing but a silent room and a shifting of beautiful golden eyes?
Oh Gods he'd gotten her in trouble. He'd dropped the pen and caused her to leave, and she'd left without getting it because he'd just hit her on the head and probably gave her a concussion or something and she wasn't thinking right. It was his fault. She was gonna get fired, or lose her week's pay or salary or whatever, and he was to blame. This one customer, this one shut-in with a dumb blender had been her downfall. She'd probably been working there for years, with not a single problem bothering her her whole career until the day she'd been sent to deliver a blender to one High Flyer in his isolated cloud house too high in the sky.
He flew back to reality when he realized he was touching the pen again. He shot back. Right. Tracking device. They probably had hoofprint detectors as well.
He decided that a monitor tiny enough to fit inside the pen would've been too expensive, so he craned his neck around, tilted his head, and simply stared at the writing—neigh, checkmarking—tool with a hint of anxiousness plaguing his brow. He could return it, couldn't he? He could go out and put it in the mailbox, couldn't he? He'd done it before with the blender form just last week, right? He could do it again! 
Wait how was he gonna get it into the mailbox if he couldn't touch it.
Oh Gods.
He flicked his head around and stared into his kitchen.
Eyes narrowed when they landed on their mark, and so, hopping off his chair with a new mission on his mind, High Flyer walked toward the pair of tongs nestled peacefully inside the bucket next to his microwave, grabbed at them with his wings, missed, toppled the entire bucket to the floor, yelped a very girly yelp, stepped back, cleared his throat, looked at the nopony staring back at him in the microwave's reflection, bent over, grasped the tongs in his teeth, and promised he'd pick up the spatulas, scrapers, tossers, rubber chickens, and knives now littering his fluffy floor later.
Turning about, he walked back to his kitchen table with the tongs now tainting his tongue with a very gross taste of rubber. He opened his mouth and lulled his tongue out which, as expected, sent the tongs back to the ground where they honestly should have stayed. He stopped in his tracks, leaning over and picking it up in his teeth yet again, and finally reached the end of his table, where he now stood in silence.
His mane a horrible, stress tussled mess, his forehead matted with drops of sweat, his eyes wobbling violently in their homes, his hooves shaking on the spot, his mouth clenching down on a pair of rubber-tipped tongs, and his kitchen table bearing nothing but a small blue pen, High Flyer stared. His dining room seemed a lot larger than he'd thought right now. Since when did he make his current spot thousands of miles away from where he'd be eating? That was definitely gonna be a blinding headache—a lot like the one he was having now, actually—when he next made some mac 'n' cheese.
He wiped his brow with a hoof. He turned to the thermometer next to him on the wall. When did he crank it up to a thousand degrees? Was it getting hot in here? It definitely wasn't him, so he couldn't say that, but he was sure he would've noticed.
The pen lying on the table in front of him glared back with all the ferocity of the sun he didn't look at.
He shirked away, then realized he was about to run and hide from a pen.
He shot a burst of air out of his nose, cleared his throat, and leaned forward. As one would expect with a lack of opposable thumbs and the forced use of a mouth, using a pair of tongs to grab a pen on a table was looking to be a pretty difficult task. Only when he was in the most uncomfortable positions—his neck straining, molars crunching on the rubber tips, and his jaw surging with exhaustion—did he find success, and as he walked out of the kitchen, he realized all too late that he didn't know what the address for the delivery company was.
High Flyer halted, still in his position. Ponies came by and checked the mailbox though, didn't they? It wasn't magic that took his blender letter last week. Somepony had to fly by and get it, otherwise he wouldn't be not using it right now. They'd recognize their pen if he just threw it in there and left it. They had to. Their pens were one of a kind, with their own name printed right on it. Then again, he could very easily just get one at the actual building itself. He'd never been, but he was sure they had a little tin of them sitting on the counter for ponies to use if they needed them. People probably left with a lot of them by accident. He couldn't have been the only one to have one in his house. Maybe they needed a pen because they didn't have one at home. Maybe they had just forgotten they were holding it. He'd done that a few times with food. French fries especially.
He danced his eyes around and focused on the pen sitting crookedly within the iron grasp of his tongs. 
Maybe they wouldn't take it. If it doesn't have an address, they can't take it. Return to sender.
He blinked. The pen reappeared in front of him each time.
He thought back to the mailmare in all her gorgeous glory. Her blonde mane and soft yellow eyes. Her cute little delivery cap with the company's logo sewn into it. The way she talked to him with the bubbly attitude and bunched-up grin of somepony who didn't know who he was. He didn't wanna get her in trouble. She obviously loved her job. You couldn't really enjoy talking to other ponies on a daily basis, because it didn't make much sense to him, but she clearly did. Maybe she liked the excited looks on a pony's face after getting letters from loved ones they hadn't talked to. Deliveries of flowers, or birthday presents, or food. Always with smiles, to and back.
She needed this pen.
High Flyer, very lightly, let go of the tongs and reached a hoof up to grab at them. Placing the cooking utensil onto his nearby couch, he looked at his coffee table and saw something that made his heart stop for longer than was considered still alive.
Trotting ever so slowly toward it, he knew exactly what it was and what it presented him. 
Bringing up a hoof, he coiled his foreleg around and began staring at his Save More's catalog.
He could buy something else, and thereby have somepony to explain the whole situation to. They'd take the pen, and give it back to their boss, and she wouldn't be fired. He'd save her career, and feel good about himself.
What to buy, though? He wasn't really in a desperate need for something like he had been for the blender.
He blinked.
The catalog in his hold blurred as he looked behind it and at the table it had been sitting on.
Coffee.
Why did he even own a coffee table if he couldn't make coffee?
...
That's it!
Plopping his rear on his couch, he threw his available hoof against his catalog's pages, looking for a coffee maker. There had to be one! Save More's sold everything! Wait stop, there's one! Going back a few pages, he narrowed in on one such dastardly machine... and promptly felt his heart sink when he saw the price.
His mouth hung open and would begin attracting flies.
The catalog shook.
It didn't even take him a second before he took out an envelope and began scribbling down the address with her pen.
He was gonna save her, and he was gonna do it with nothing but paper, spit, and the courage of stepping out his front door.

	
		The Longest Kind Of Waiting



He'd dropped it on the floor.
The cloud floor. Was that still a floor? It was up high in the air, which meant it was in the air, because he'd just said that and so it was. But it was the bottom of his house, what he stepped on every day he made the mistake of waking up. Clouds made up part of the sky though; if they were on the ground, they'd be fog. That's how that worked, right? Fog was just a collection of thick clouds close to the ground? Gods, no wonder he wasn't part of the weather team. He didn't know what fog was even made of.
Actually, there were a whole heap of things that marked him unfit for the duty of kicking clouds and moving them around. What little he could stomach of that letter from the weather company was pretty much full of such things, but he'd thrown it away and hid in his room as far away as was possible from the envelope, so he didn't get to see the full, two-maybe-five-page list.
His mind, scurrying about like a squirrel of some aerial kind which didn't exist as far as he barely knew, rushed back to him with the ferocity of a train, and the force of one too.
High Flyer promptly fell to the floor. The cloud floor. In the sky. It was maybe sky fog.
His forelegs were stuck to the sides of his body. It was like he'd gone outside, stretched out his wings, and careened toward the cold surface below, creating a long, fat line of a trench in his wake. If one were to take a look at his figure, the comparison to a scurvy-ridden pirate ship—and more specifically its dreaded plank—could be easily made, and the victim would only be able to frown and stare at his sky fog cloud floor in silence.
His vision, blurry, dazed, and confusing him to no end in sight, focused on the pen now lying next to him. It took awhile for his mind to properly register just what he was looking at, and even then—with first one eye blinking slowly, almost deadly, and the other struggling to follow suit—he could only stare, and stare, and blink and stare until he suddenly realized he was crying and wiped his wet cheeks with a furious hoof. Now was not the time of day, place of day time or place... of... day, to be reliving and acting out his early days after high school on his floor, now was the time to take action, and suck in a deep breath he'd regret later and do what he'd set his mind on course for.
He unfolded his left foreleg—his weaker one, but, then again, all four of his limbs kind of held similar titles—and poked the pen.
It moved up about half a bare millimeter and quietly cursed him out for his disturbing it.
At the same time, the other very much inanimate but still very much alive, grumbling, and bumbling adversary of his leaned its wooden head back as far as it could—probably the same, record-breaking distance of its new friend newly on the old floor fog cloud thing—opened its mouth—probably... hm, probably the little windows he always wanted to board up, or maybe the mail slot he'd glued shut and couldn't pry apart—and laughed at him with the ferocious, mind-gobbling, mind-boggling silence of every class presentation he'd ever given. 
"Hahaha!" It, essentially, being a door and all, didn't laugh.
What was a door?
Besides the thing newly in front of and above his deep, deep scowl, that is. 
What, really, was a door, but a gateway to the sun, and the moon, and the grass and the trees and the hills and the streams? What, really, in the end, was a door, but the beginning—the start, so glorious and tremendous—of a winding, wondrous path leading to a happy, bright life? What was a door, but the answer to the things that so ailed him day in and day out and sometimes day upside-down if he tossed and turned the right way (wrong way?) in his sheets the night prior?
What, really, was a door but something to quickly slam shut, tightly lock closed, cover with awkwardly nailed boards, and hide from as far away as was possible in one of the tucked-away corners of his much-too-big house, pushing aside a nice drawer and spilling the lamp previously atop it into pieces onto the floor thing to achieve his desired gap?
What was a door, but something to be ignored?
He crinkled up the end of his muzzle and narrowed his eyes, still lying like a worm on the floor. Sky worm?
A staring match, then.
He knew what a door was.
An enemy; an opponent; a threat. His current opposition in a battle rivaling the almighty Gods regretting their observations above him and behind him in terms of intensity. It was like a Wild West duel he'd always fetishized and been hopelessly enamored with when he was younger and thinner, with tumbleweeds blowing through the middle of their proving ground and rolling across the plains, never to be seen and looked at again. Which sounded kind of nice, to be honest.
Eyes—not the door's, his, if that wasn't made clear—darted around the battlefield.
He rose a bit off his stomach and brought up both forelegs, collecting a small bit of his floor into a ball that kept uncoiling and unwinding in his hoof as he stared at it quietly. Perfect.
He belly-flopped back onto the ground, held his right foreleg out like the L shape he'd always seen those griffons in school give him, and lightly tossed his little cloud poff between him and his opponent.
Because of the cloud isolation and cloud layers and cloud everything, the wind blowing and kicking outside didn't enter his home and help the little cloud-tumbleweed-demon-spawn roll across the "town".
He pressed his straight frown against his cheeks and bunched it up.
Leaning over, cracking a few muscles in his neck, and pursing his lips, he sucked in a large breath and expelled it the same way it came in. Swiftly settling back into position, he couldn't help but crack a grin as the scene was finally complete.
The cloud stopped about halfway, a complete neutral-party just trying to keep the two participants from going to blows.
Okay this was enough now.
He lightly crushed the cloud poff beneath his hoof and lifted his chin with a grunt.
He would win this battle.
The door was a door, and even though he acted a bit like the mat lining the front of it many times, he wouldn't be lying down this time!
DING DONG!
OH GODS HIDE!
He reverted—devolved—to a turtle shooting straight back into its shell in the wake of a massive explosion. His eyes darted around left and right in a panic. His heart was beating out of his chest, and then it was crawling up his tight throat and trying its hardest to burst out and leap from his mouth and look up at him and, with a top hat and cane, do a little dance to let him know he was probably losing it. He looked about frantically, feeling his breathing catching up to his head and sending his surroundings in a spinning, discernible, rapidly unintelligible blurry mess. On one side, his coat rack with one jacket, no hats, and actually that was a sweater not a jacket. On the other side, which was his right, a wall.
He had no options.
It was time for desperate measures. Measures he wished he'd never have to take as long as he barely lived.
He slapped his ears back against his skull, grit his teeth, and hid his eyes behind his forelegs.
Nopony would ever be able to see him now!
In the corner of his eyes, a blurry object materialized in between the various glass pieces fixated against his door. It leaned to and fro, then stayed. From what little he could see, it appeared to be waving at him lightly.
Oh Gods what if it wasn't her?
Oh Gods oh Zacherle oh no no no no no no what if it was that super talkative mailpony and he wouldn't be able to find an excuse to get back inside his house this time and he'd have to nod and make little noises barely resembling actual coherent answers and he wouldn't be able to find peace and quiet and have to shower again because of the contact and he always hated showering because after all the nice heat against his body he'd have to step onto his floor again all cold and miserable like usual but this time he was literally dripping with water and even his towel wouldn't be enough because he couldn't reach all his parts and–
DING DONG!
"I'm not here!" he croaked hopefully.
The figure in the glass cocked its head. It was wearing a little cap.
"Are you sure?"
His heart promptly stopped. He'd read about this kind of thing, and had actually experienced it already, and, by this point, it should have been starting back up by now to continue its duties.
...
...
Was he alive?
A giggle, muffled but still easy to place.
"Well, if the pony who lives here shows up at some point, could you give this to him?"
His eyes dwarfed those dinner plates he hadn't washed in his sink.
He sprang to all fours and, in his attempt to very coolly, very pleasantly, very politely, very gentlecoltly, very smoothly coil his hoof around his doorknob and pull the whole thing open, he completely pancaked against the wooden entryway, slammed his head against the glass as if to hammer a screw into it, and, the sound ringing in his eardrums, could only mutter, "Uh."
He realized that he was experiencing a sudden influx of wind, and turned his head to find a beautiful pair of golden eyes blinking at him quietly.
He swallowed a lump down his throat and pulled himself from the evil clutches of his main enemy. He landed on the floor—well, his front porch, now—and scratched his mane.
I need to act cool.
"..."
You're doing terrific.
Thankfully unable to see the storm brewing in his head, the angel in front of him burst into a huge, unrivaled grin, a pretty large box in both her hooves that she proudly presented him, like those crayon drawings that never made it to the fridge and always ended up in the garbage bin for some reason by some kind of mistake.
"Hello!" she chirped, beautifully befitting her perfectly-chosen race. Her brown cap was fitted snugly over her head, and her gorgeous blonde mane spilled out like a breathtaking waterfall and made a gentle wave in the soft gust. Her soft, gentle gray hooves fidgeted again, and the box jittered in place like he was probably doing right now. "Special delivery!"
...!
Special delivery?! Like, special as in him?! She thought he was special?!
Huh huh huh huh huh huh huh huh huh...!
He blinked.
Special Delivery was stamped on the top of the box in bold, black letters.
He barely blinked.
Then he shot up, whipping out one of his own forelegs and showing her the object teetering atop it before he could stop himself.
"I, well, that is to say, this is your, we, but, this is your... I think it's, um, you left it, um... y-you too?"
The mailmare tilted her head, then transferred the heavy-looking box to one hoof and let him drop the blue pen onto the bottom of her other one. She was quiet for awhile, as if studying for a test without crying or hyperventilating or hiding in a corner, and then, for a split second, she appeared to be looking at both it and him at the same time. Taken aback, he shook his head and, turning back, realized it had all been in his head as she continued glaring at her pen.
Suddenly, the sun broke through the clouds; the rain stopped falling; the grass stood perfectly still; the lake became a mirror; the storm ended; the stars and universes and galaxies and cosmos aligned.
She smiled.
"Oh! My pen!"
She looked back at him, nodding wildly. "Thanks!"
She clutched the pen in both her teeth, brought out a little bag on her right side, opened up one of its flaps, and stuffed the writing tool inside.
Craning her neck over to her left, she pulled out a clipboard with her mouth and, with a wing, pulled out another pen that dangled a string from the top of the metallic clip.
He suppressed the urge to scream.
"Just need your signature, if you don't mind!" She passed the clipboard to him and, waving her newly free hoof, added, "And don't worry, it's right-side-up this time! I promise."
It was not.
He still scrawled his mark on the provided line as if it was, though, even if the action proved to be more difficult than he'd thought. He gave it back to her and idly placed his hoof atop his boxed-up coffee maker. 
She took a few seconds, and then a few more, and then more than that, and then about thirty seconds to verify everything, then perked up and saluted him cutely. 
"All right! Everything looks good!" Unfurling her wings with a flex of her foreleg and a grin, "Take care now!"
She parted the winds with her lazy flaps; she scooted through the air with ease; she gracefully bumped into his mailbox at full speed, then, after hurriedly trying to close it again to no avail, laughed to herself without looking at him, and tip-tapped her two front hooves together. Realizing he was still looking her way, she shrugged her shoulders to nopony in particular, droned a low note, then waggled a hoof at him in a wave.
He returned the gesture, not even realizing it. His body seemed to be on unstoppable auto-pilot.
Her smile became more genuine as she dipped her chin and seemed to shrink between her bunched-up shoulder-blades. Flapping her wings a bit harder, she sped away across the sky.
Left in the middle of his expression, he watched as she zoomed away at a breakneck speed toward Ponyville in the distance. He suddenly noticed his very labored breathing, and placed a hoof against his heart to quiet it down. After what felt like hours, it fell back to a gentle drumbeat, and, feeling oddly tired, he caught sight of his mailbox as it cooed to him with ear-shattering creaks across the way.
It was at a bit of an odd angle, but, despite the fact that the front slot seemed to be irreversibly bent outward and left the insides to the mercy of the wind, it looked to be okay for the time being.
It suddenly swayed with a roll of the breeze, then snapped in half and disappeared beneath the cloud it sat on. Daring the motion, he leaned forward and peered over the edge of the front of his house. A small, very mailbox-esque figure was getting smaller and smaller and smaller as he watched it until it faded into the dark greens and browns of the dense forest below.
Blink.
He'd need a new mailbox.
A smile met his face.
He'd be seeing her again soon.

			Author's Notes: 
Wouldja believe it? [image: :raritywink:]


	images/cover.jpg





