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		Description

In Danville, Equestria, an unassuming pair of colts named Phineas and Ferb have decided to make the most of their summer vacation by doing extraordinary things each and every day. Let’s follow these boys, their friends, sister, and pet as they take part in miraculous feats of ingenuity, daring, and improbable contrivance. 
This is the retelling of one of the most beloved cartoons of the last decade, as told with the cultural norms of Equestria.
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		Chapter 1: I Know What We’re Gonna Do Today



It was a morning like any other in the city of Danville. All was quiet and peaceful, which the citizens took to mean they had a good few hours before something odd happened. Something odd had happened almost every day since the beginning of summer. The days where nothing happened – or at least nothing that caught the media’s attention – had become their own sort of odd. Record breaking roller coasters would rise up out of nothing, only to be taken down in the blink of an eye. But it wasn’t just theme park rides that seemed to be passing through the otherwise sleepy little city as if on migration. There were bio domes, unidentified flying objects, objects that were identified but had no realistic business flying, the spontaneous reuniting of decades old bands, far too many varieties of robots, the random appearance of holes all over the place, the occasional army of gnomes, unexplained weather, and that one time when gravity seemed to have become optional.
Yes, the citizens of Danville had become quite accustomed to this parade of oddities that beguiled their town. After all, there was no reason to let a procession of tap-dancing giraffes make one late for work, especially when they might be logrolling tomorrow. That was just life in the sleepy little city. The odd had become ordinary; so ordinary that many citizens hardly even noticed the oddities anymore. And, since they didn’t notice them, they didn’t question how or why the same two colts, a platypus, or a crackly voiced pharmacist always seemed to be present at one oddity or another.
Out in the suburbs, specifically at the residents of the Fletcher family, a pair of unassuming colts was laying under a tree in their backyard. It was part of their morning ritual to relax after breakfast and wait for inspiration to strike. To the left was an earth colt named Phineas. He had an orange-yellow coat, a messy and shortcut mane and tail of brilliant vermillion, and wore a striped shirt of orange and soft yellow. His brother, Ferb, was the unicorn that looked to be a bit tall for his age. He had light tan fur, a messy green mane and tail, and wore purple pants. 
“Hey Ferb,” Phineas said tiredly. He yawned. “Got any ideas for what we’re gonna do today?”
Slowly Ferb turned his head towards his brother, just enough to make eye contact, and blinked.
“Yeah. Me neither,” Phineas agreed. The two went back to lounging. 
“Hey Phineas,” greeted the musical voice of the descending pegasus filly with a neatly trimmed black mane and tail. To any who would have known better, they would have run in terror at the sight of such heavily concentrated pink. The filly had light pink fur, a bright pink top and skirt, a somehow even pinker bow on her head, and the flapping of her pink wings caught the sunlight in just the right way to make her almost glow with the color that has been the doom for countless innocents across the ages and existence. Truly this would be a terrifying sight for any who understood the primordial laws of the universe. However, Phineas and Ferb hadn’t thought to unlock those yet, so they ignorantly treated this affront to the natural order as just another of their close friends.
“Hey Isabella,” Phineas greeted with much more enthusiasm than earlier. Somehow the sight of this particular friend had caused a small surge of energy. “We’re just thinking about what we’re going to do today.”
Perry, the colts’ pet blue green platypus, scuttled by. He wore only his usual dead-eyed stare. Because he was a platypus. As good as a pet he was and as fond as the boys were of him, it was just common sense that a platypus was about the most useless and uninteresting creature in the animal kingdom. That said, the semi-aquatic egg laying mammal did grace his owners with his catchphrase. “Ktktktktktktkt.” He then continued on to parts unseen, no doubt to do something boring that no one would care to see anyway.
“Oh Phineas,” Isabella swooned. “I’m sure whatever you come up with, it’ll be amazing.”
Phineas, as ever, was oblivious to Isabella’s flirtatious eyelash fluttering as he continued to stare out at nothing in particular. “Strange. Usually by this time we’ve either seen something, or someone makes an offhooved comment that inspires us. But so far there’s been nothing.”
“Kinda weird, don’t ya think,” commented another colt that had invited himself into the backyard. Buford was an earth colt who was especially large for his age. He had milky white fur, a greasy black short cut mane and tail, and a near permanent scowl affixed to his face.  His shirt was as black as his hair with a skull emblazoned on the front. 
“What’s weird?” The question came from the tiny unicorn that Buford had tied up in liquorish earlier that day and had been dragging behind him ever since. Baljeet’ had a Windian accent on top of his squeaky voice, dark brown fur, and blue overalls underneath his candy binds. Despite his predicament, the little unicorn’s tone was rather casual. He, like all of Danville, had become accustomed to certain things that most other sapient beings might consider odd.
“Just this whole thing,” Buford said, waving his hoof about. “Every day it’s the same-old, same-old. We come over-”
“Because we’re friends and friends are supposed to hang out in the summer,” Baljeet cut in, only to wither under Buford’s disapproving glower. “Sorry.”
“Phineas makes some declaration about what supernatural thing he and Ferb are going to do today-”
“Supernatural?” Phineas asked.
“Yeah. Supernatural,” affirmed Buford. “Regular foals don’t spend their days finding dodo birds, painting continents, or driving their sisters insane.” That earned him a blank stare from the assembled party. Even Perry, who had been stealthily sneaking off to parts unseen, turned around and leveled a ‘WTF’ expression at the colt who could probably afford lay off the junk food. “What?”
“You might have had a point with the first two,” Isabella replied. “Buuut…”
“What?” Buford set his hoof to his chest, closed his eyes, and conducted his speech with uncharacteristic sophistication. “I’ll have you know that I am a perfect gentlecolt to my sisters, just as they are well-behaved ladies to me.” 
A tumbleweed tumbled by as the group continued staring at the gruff colt with incredulity.
“Then…?” Isabella pointed at Baljeet. 
“Oh this?” Buford said as if just remembering the smaller unicorn’s predicament and gave the makeshift rope a tug. “I was curious to see if the smell of candy would attract hungry predators that’d carry the little twerp into the sunset, never to be seen again,” he explained with an air of drama. “That way I’d have an excuse to punch something without getting in trouble.” 
This explanation was met with a round of relieved sighs from the others. As comfortable as they all were with oddities, there were some lines that even they refused to cross.
“I spent the entire trip here explaining all of the reasons why that sort of thing just can’t happen,” Baljeet added. “First of all-” His words were cut off by another tug on his liquorish rope. 
“Yeah, yeah. No one cares,” Buford said, a bit tired of having to go over this issue again. “Point is… Wait. Where was I?” He stroked a hoof under his chin.
“Hmm,” Phineas hummed thoughtfully before sitting up with a start. “That’s it! Ferb. I know what we’re gonna do today.”
“See. Right there!” accused Buford. “Everyday. Like clockwork. So, Phineas,” he said as if conducting an interrogation, sounding as though he doubted that was the colt’s actual name. “What is it this time, huh? Breaking the record for longest liquorish rope? Some sort of elaborate candy factory? Something related to dragging; preferably drag racing?” he added encouragingly, “Or maybe-”
Phineas climbed to all fours to make his trademark declaration of the day’s activities. “We’re going to-”
***
Meanwhile, up in the second story of the Fletcher household, a young earth mare with an unusually long neck was fuming as she stared out the window. Her exceptionally long mane and tail were the same shade of orange as her younger brother Phineas’, although her fur was light beige. She had on a red top with a white skirt that did little to conceal her lack of a cutie mark. At present she was engaging in her favorite pastime/obsession of watching her younger brothers like a creepy stalker. 
“I’m telling you, Stacy,” she said into her phone. “Those two are up to something. I can feel it.”
“You sure it’s not indigestion?” asked Stacy over the line. “That’d be an interesting shakeup.” 
“This is serious!”
“It always is, Candace,” Stacy replied in exhaustion. “Did you forget what today was?”
“No!” Candace replied defensively, never tearing her eyes from the soon-to-be perpetrators of an egregious and bustable offense. Just the thought of busting those colts to mom – of being vindicated after innumerable attempts of being left the fool after the impossible thing vanished into the void before it could be seen – made her salivate. “Why? What is it?”
Stacy hoped Candace could hear her eye roll over the phone. “We were going out on that date with Jeremy J-”
“Jeremy Johnson!?” Candace exclaimed. She jumped back from the window and began darting her gaze left and right like a spooked prey animal. “Where?”
Stacy snorted. “Right behind you, staring up your skirt,” she said plainly. She laughed when she heard Candace ‘eep’, followed by the sound of tumbling and crashing. Stacy covered her hoof over the bottom of the phone and allowed herself a quiet chuckle at her friend’s expense. “Never fails,” she whispered conspiratorially. 
“Not funny!” Candace shouted into the phone. She’d spun around so fast that she’d tripped over the rug, knocked over her desk, and fell into an unfortunate series of off-screen pratfalls that resulted in her being tied up in bedsheets and hanging from the ceiling fan. At present she was being spun around in a spin of shame. 
“Did you tie yourself to the bed again?” Stacy asked, just a bit too hopefully.
“Ugh. Ceiling fan,” Candace groaned back.
“Then you, my dear Candace,” Stacy explained with the authority of a university professor, “are quite mistaken. This situation, as ever, is hilarious.” 
“Why me?” Candace whined.
“It’s probably a karma thing.”
“A what?”
“Karma. You know, the idea that the universe likes to keep itself in balance. I saw a show on it once. Basically what you do always comes back around, so doing good deeds makes good things happen in your life, while doing bad deeds… I think you get the idea.”
Candace hummed thoughtfully, considering Stacy’s words as she worked to free herself from her entanglement. “Karma, huh?”
“Oh Luna’s flank!” Stacy swore. “Please don’t tell me I just inspired some crazy scheme of yours to bust your brothers… again!”
“Actually, kind of the opposite,” Candace conceded.
“Come again?” Stacy asked. 
“Maybe later!” Candace and Stacy said in unison and they both shared a laugh. It was one of those inside jokes that the two friends enjoyed.  
“But yeah,” Candace continued after the giggles died down. “Now that I think about it, I’m not sure I’ve done anything all that good all summer.”
“Really?” Stacy asked back. “What about that time you danced for charity?”
“There was a squirrel in my pants,” Candace confessed, groaning at the memory of the rodents tiny claws scratching all over her young and nubile body as she unintentionally executed a series of revolutionary dance moves in an attempt to get it out. “I wouldn’t have even entered that contest otherwise.”
“Reunited those orphans with their families?”
“Does it count if I was being chased by a radioactive bear while wearing those super speed horseshoes I accidentally took from my brothers?”
There was an extended pause as Stacy continued to recall the events of the summer. As Candace was getting at, there always seemed to be some outside force to muddy things up. Karma, she was reasonably certain, was based as much on intent as deed, so doing good by accident probably wasn’t fair to count. “Oh! You foal sat Jeremy’s little sister last week!” Stacy recalled, a hopeful grin on her face. Then the grin faded and her ears folded back as she could practically hear her friend’s deadpan stare over the phone. “Oh, right…” she trailed off uncomfortably. “The… um…”
“The truck war,” Candace reminded flatly. 
“The truck war,” Stacy said at almost the same time.
“The one that leveled Jeremy’s house and half the neighborhood. Still not sure how all that was fixed before our moms got back from their dance lessons,” Candace added curiously. “But you see my point. I don’t think I’ve done anything good all summer. I’ve just been busting my flank trying to bust my brothers, which always turns out to be a giant-”
“Bust?” Stacy finished. “… sorry.”
“So… what do I do?” Candace pled, sounding just a bit hopeless as she curled in on herself, ears folded back and tail tucked between her legs.
“Well, there’s still that date with Jeremy,” Stacy reminded. “I’m pretty sure it counts to hang out with your friends and show them you care.”
“Y-you really think so?” Candace asked, daring to let hope return.
“Couldn’t hurt,” Stacy offered honestly. “Worst case scenario, you spend all day hanging out with Jeremy and I and nothing exciting happens.”
The world around Candace grew hazy, shimmering and fading until nothing was left. In its place was a vision that consumed her thoughts. She, Stacy, and Jeremy were sitting at one of those outdoor cafes, sharing drinks and talking about nothing. Then the scene transitioned to the park. A picnic blanket had been set up that she and Stacy had already been sitting at. Jeremy brought the picnic basket, because neither filly could cook to save their lives, and they would all share a laugh over nothing special. The scene transitioned one more time. It was the Fletcher backyard. Candace was sitting against the lone tree, basking under its shade. She was kept warm by the bodies of Jeremy to her left and Stacy to her right. All three of them were drifting off to dreamland after having the most perfect day anyone had ever had in the history of ever. And her brothers were being shipped off to boarding school to add a nice little cherry on top.
Stacy stared down at her watch while keeping the phone to her ear. “Alright. Forty five seconds,” she said to herself. “Candace! You back yet?”
“Hmm. What?” Candace asked.
Stacy could just imagine her friend’s head jerking around while surveying her immediate surroundings for predators. Candace had always been a little jumpy like that. “You’re lucky you’re cute,” she muttered.
“Say what now?” Candace asked, once more on high alert.
“I said you’re lucky you’re cute,” repeated Stacy.
“Aww. Thank you,” Candace cooed.
“Yeah. You’re welcome. Now get that flank in gear before Jeremy and I decide to leave you behind.”
“Oh. Right. Got it.”
“Candace. You up yet?” called a voice from the other side of the door. 
“Yeah mom,” Candace replied. “What’s up?”
The door opened and in walked a mare with the same color scheme as Candace, only with a much more mature and curvy figure. Her cutie mark depicted a tray of lasagna, steaming as if fresh from the oven. “Just wanted to make sure you remembered your date today.”
“Mooom!” Candace whined. Didn’t her mom know that it was super embarrassing for moms to get involved in their foals’ love lives.
Linda Fletcher grinned at her daughter’s expense. “Tell your brothers I left snacks in the fridge. I’ve got yoga today, but feel free to phone me if you need anything. Make sure you’re back by six thirty.”
Candace heaved a relenting sigh. Just because she was trusted to watch her brothers while the parents were out – not that they needed a foal sitter – didn’t mean she was trusted to stay out late with a boy. Such was the plight of fillies her age. “Sure thing, mom.”
“Oh. That reminds me.” Linda added. “Where’s Perry?”
***
Perry the platypus’ eyes shifted suspiciously as he gauged his surroundings. No one had seem him scuttle off to the part of the yard where no one ever looked at this time of day. Even so, it never hurt to be extra cautious, especially in his particular profession. The platypus – world recognized as the most boring and unimpressive species for never doing anything of interest – stood up on his hind legs and slipped on a fedora. Where he got this fedora was not important, and it was definitely not a matter of national security. 
Anyway, now that he was fully dressed, Agent P. smacked his tail to the unassuming wooden wall, hitting the nearly invisible switch. The wall flipped around, taking the platypus with it. Not a trace was left that he’d ever even been there… except for the footprints, shed fur, and other things that are left by living creatures wherever they go all coming to a rather abrupt end, but that probably wasn’t important. 
Agent P. was shot through an elaborate series of tubes built beneath Danville. Measuring the distance in his head, he timed his expulsion from the tube just in time to perform a quadrupole back flip, a spin fit for a professional ice skater, a sexy magazine pose, and one last stunt that defied description before settling down comfortably in his chair. All of this occurred while the boring and uninteresting semi-aquatic egg-laying mammal mentally played the theme song he’d imagined for himself.
The room Agent P. found himself in was fairly standard as far as secret spy facilities went. The volume of the entire room could probably have held the entire Fletcher household twice over. The walls were a mix of stark white and gentle blue. Tubes for transport throughout the facility lined the walls. There were also tubes holding water that, as far as Perry was aware, didn’t actually serve any real purpose, except to add to the ambience of the room. In any case, Agent P. sat before a massive computer screen that flickered on.
Major Monogram, as hinted at by the ‘MM’ initials on his green army fest, was an old stallion. His white mane was cut military regulation short, his gray unibrow looked to be in top form this morning, and his beautifully trimmed moustache – so elegant and full that Perry had to force himself not to look directly at it, lest he lose himself in its radiance – was so big that it covered up the lower half of the Major’s face. 
“Thank goodness you’re here, Agent P.,” said Major Monogram’s moustache. His ears were flipping about as if he was listening for something. “We’ve just been informed that Dr. Doofenshmirtz has bought up all the shaving cream and electric razors in the tristate area. Fortunately, we at OWCA keep plenty of hair care materials in storage for just such an emergency.” The words of Major Monogram’s moustache sounded like he was quite pleased with himself, but the pained squinting of his eyes suggested he was under some sort of duress.
Agent P. paid this oddity no mind. If Major Monogram were actually being held prisoner, or mind controlled, or in any other kind of trouble, he’d have used any of the six hundred and sixty three special warning signals by now. Major Monogram, as Agent P. had been informed of on his very first day working for OWCA (Organization Without a Cool Acronym), was a little eccentric and like to make weird faces while giving orders in his usual level and authoritative voice. This, like so many other things, was just one more oddity that the citizens of Danville had come to accept as ordinary.
“Anyway,” Major Monogram’s moustache continued, “go see what’s going on. Monogram out.”
Agent P. nodded, his expression the very picture of serious professionalism. With all due haste he made for the top secret and experimental OWCA catapult. He took his position on the… the launch thingy. Agent P. was loathe to admit that he was a little rusty on Medieval siege weaponry. The skylight opened and an automatic mechanism triggered the lever, sending Agent P. flying. He flew right into where a backpack had been conveniently placed, slipping right over his back. He pulled the little rope on the side, allowing the backpack to unfold into a hang glider. From there, he trusted that momentum and a convenient updraft would carry him all the way to his destination.
***
A mare in a construction worker’s uniform moseyed on up to the Fletcher house. Her cutie mark was a stack of planks and, despite not being near any union recognized construction sites, had decided to wear her hard hat. After all, she’d been to the Fletcher house before. Although this would be the first time for the young rookie beside her.
“Hey boss. Why you got your hard hat on?” asked the rookie. 
“Because we’re delivering several tons of construction materials to the Fletcher house,” she informed plainly.
“Fletcher house? What’s so special about them?” The rookie looked around the unassuming neighborhood as if expecting to find the answer in the cookie cutter architecture or some hedges or something. 
“Well, other than this being the fourth delivery we’ve made to them in three weeks, not all that much to be honest. Ah. There they are.” She motioned to a pair of colts just up ahead.
“Hello Lumber Yard,” Phineas greeted politely.
“Hey Phineas.” Lumber offered the clipboard detailing all materials in the truck parked in the front driveway. “This it? Seems kinda light for your usual stuff.”
“Don’t worry. We’re expecting a couple more deliveries,” assured Phineas as he checked his watch. “They should be here in about five minutes.”
Lumber exhaled her relief. “Oh good. I’d hate to think you boys were getting lazy.”
“Us?” Phineas asked, feigning insult. “Madame, you cut us to the quick.”
“Hold on a sec,” the rookie spoke up. The level of familiarity his boss had with these colts was odd enough, but to know that all of those materials were for a pair of blank flanks, and that more was on the way!? Something fishy was going on. “Ain’t you boys a little young to be purchasing this much construction material?” the rookie asked, ready to do whatever it took to get down to the bottom of this.
“Why yes. Yes we are,” Phineas replied evenly.
The rookie narrowed an accusing glare on the colt. He leaned in close, searching the colt’s eyes for some hidden and nefarious scheme. When he found only wide-eyed innocents, he turned his piercing glower on the second colt. The taller foal just stared back up at the rookie, eyes seemingly empty at first glance. However, a few more seconds revealed to the rookie the briefest glimpse of a hidden depth. These were the eyes of an artist, a foal who was surely destined to go on and do great and spectacular things for the world. So moved was the rookie that he felt his reply needed to be just as concise and poetic as this young colt’s soul.
“Eh. Fine by me.” Nailed it!
As Phineas and Ferb signed away for the deliveries, Isabella and her recently summoned Fireside Fillies used the lift equipment to carry the raw materials to the back yard. 
“Couple things,” Buford stated flatly as he watched the heavy machinery traveling back and forth from the backyard. “First of all, how come I wasn’t invited to drive the construction equipment?”
“Not enough machines,” Phineas informed sympathetically. “Also, they’re all going for their ‘operating heavy machinery’ badges.” He gestured at the fillies.
“Also-also,” Isabella added as her forklift hummed by, “you never said you wanted to.”
Buford huffed, sitting on his flanks to allow himself to fold his forelegs in a display of harrumph. “Well maybe I was counting on you guys, my so-called friends, to remember all the times I talked about my dream of wanting to drive the big rigs.”
“When have you ever said that?” Baljeet asked. He was no longer bound up in liquorish, but had still chosen to stay by Buford’s side. 
“Lots of times,” Buford insisted. “You probably didn’t hear cuz I’d put you in my patented hyper wedgey.” 
“If memory serves, that’s still not a lot of times,” Baljeet informed, hoping to educate his friend. “You only wedgey me about once a week, and only for a few minutes at a time. Even allowing for the premise that being in a hyper wedgey somehow compromises my hearing – which it doesn’t – that still does not leave enough opportunities to speak of this so-called dream of driving big rigs without my hearing it. Also, a big rig refers to a delivery truck, not the kind of machinery commonly seen on construction sites.”
With slow deliberation, Buford turned towards Baljeet. He leveled the flattest, most withering stare he’d ever leveled at anyone in his life, communicating only with his eyes that the little Windian had done goofed. “So, what your saying is…” Buford paused for dramatic effect, “that you don’t think I’ve been wedgeying you hard enough. Is that what I’m hearing?”
Baljeet made a quiet ‘meep’ in the back of his throat and fixed his eyes forward, away from Buford. “I’ll just be quiet now.”
“Yeah. You do that,” Buford growled.
“Nice work ladies,” Phineas said as he took inventory of all the assembled materials. “Looks like that’s everything.”
“That really is a lot of stuff,” commented scout Ginger, Stacy’s younger sister. “What are you building today, anyway?”
“Yeah. I kind of missed that too,” scout Gretchen added. “Isabella just told us to come over for a chance at some merit badges, but was kinda vague on the details.”
“Which brings me to thing two of three,” Buford spoke up.
“I thought it was just two things?” Isabella asked.
“It’s three now,” Buford clarified. “Second of all, where do you guys get the money to buy all this stuff, anyhow? It’s not like you’re rich or anything.” He paused to think it over. “You’re not rich, are you?”
“Us? Of course not,” Phineas replied evenly. “That might be the silliest thing I’ve heard all day.”
“Alright then,” Buford replied, annoyed at the evasion. “So how do you afford all this stuff?”
“Simple,” Phineas began good-naturedly. “We just-”
A herd of llamas stampeded down the street, making a terrible ruckus as they went.
“-which we bury in the-”
A small army of llama wranglers chased the stampeding herd, making a further ruckus.
“-and after we’ve let it soak in gelatin for about five days, we-”
Now both the llamas and llama wranglers were stampeding the other way down the street. Hot on their hooves was the local middle school band. They weren’t chasing the llamas and llama wranglers, but the bagpipes they were playing was enough to terrorize both groups back from whence they came.
“-which isn’t always reliable.” Phineas gestured behind him. “That’s why we stuff the sour cabbage up my-”
A group of banditos charged down the street, hooping and randomly firing their guns in the air.
“-and I can’t stress enough how important it is to run in serpentine when that happens.” This earned nods of quiet understanding from the others. Their summer had been interesting enough for them all to learn this lesson quite well. “So then we take the sacrificial goat’s blood to bed and-”
A group of mariachis on horseback trailed casually down the road, playing a relaxed road trip song on their guitars.
“-in a castle far away where no one can hear you-”
And then, following the same route as the banditos and mariachis, a group of sentient waffles bounced on pogo sticks. Leading them was a teenage colt with brown stripes over maroon fur and wearing brown shorts. “I have no idea how this happened,” he said evenly, not wanting to raise his voice and cause unnecessary damage to his larynx. 
“-and then sit on it.” Phineas emphasized his explanation by sitting on a patch of grass, finishing his tale. “And that’s how we pay for all these amazing projects. Did that make sense? I can draw up a flowchart if it helps.”
Isabella was fanning herself with her wing. “I love it when you talk technical.” 
Buford scratched his chin in thought. “Huh. Ya know that really does make sense. Thanks for explaining in such simple and universal terms that in no way make me feel patronized.” He then looked out the corner of his eye at Baljeet. “Unlike some ponies I could name.”
Baljeet flinched back.
“Any time, Buford,” replied Phineas. At the sound of a blowtorch being activated, he then turned around to find Ferb already at work on the construction. “No fair, Ferb! Don’t start without me,” he called as he ran up to his brother.
“Sorry, but I didn’t want to interrupt such an elegantly worded explanation,” replied Ferb in his Trottingham accent. 
“Glad that’s out of the way,” Buford said. “I’d thought about that question a few weeks ago and it’s been bugging me ever since.”
“It really has,” Baljeet agreed. “He’s lost many hours of sleep contemplating this issue which, in hindsight, seems pretty obvious.”
No one asked how Baljeet knew of Buford’s lost sleep. It was so obvious it wasn’t even worth mentioning.
“Which finally brings me to thing number three,” Buford continued. “How did we get here,” he pointed in the general direction of the construction materials that were now being assembled into something grand, “from liquorish?”
“What do you mean?” Gretchen asked.
“It was before you got here. I was just saying how every day seems to follow the same formula of someone making some offhooved comment that inevitably leads to these two making some super thing. I mentioned liquorish and, like clockwork, Phineas knows what he’s doing today.”
“Yeah,” Gretchen agreed thoughtfully. “That does happen a lot, huh.”
“But this,” Buford again pointed at the raw materials that were being shaped into something much more defined. “How did we get here from liquorish? Someone wanna explain that to me?”
“Oh. I think I know this one,” offered Baljeet. “You see, it starts out with-”
***
“Ah,” Candace sighed in blissful contentment. “Now this is what summer is all about.”
“Amen, sister,” cheered Stacy. She was a pegasus with aqua fur, a long black mane and tail, and wore a blue skirt and bow. Her cutie mark was a pair of hooves holding one another in a show of support. 
Both teenage fillies had found a spot on a hill overlooking the Danville Park Lake. The spot had an excellent view, as well as a tree that provided just the right amount of shade, just like Candace’s vision. But the real beauty of the scene came from the radiant hunk with the most beautiful name to ever be bestowed onto undeserving mortal flesh.
“Jeremy Johnson,” Candace swooned as she took in the masterpiece of his form. 
The young stallion had peach fur with a ruffled blond mane and tail. His cutie mark was an ice-cream cone; a somewhat deceptive cutie mark as his selling ability wasn’t exclusive to any one food item. He wore his signature green jacket and brown undershirt as he laid out the picnic he’d prepared. Well, maybe ‘prepared’ was too strong a word. What he’d brought consisted primarily of leftovers from his various summer jobs, mostly related to food vending. The vegie dogs and nachos were still good, provided they were properly reheated, but they’d all been rendered visually unappealing, making them unsellable. Jeremy was a diligent enough employee that he was able to talk his various bosses into selling these rejects to him on the cheap. Jeremy was so thoughtful like that, never wanting anything to go to waste. That was just one of the countless qualities Candace loved about him.
“Is, uh, she alright?” Jeremy asked Stacy as he looked into Candace’s distant, unresponsive eyes.
“Oh don’t mind her. She’s just off to la-la land,” Stacy replied evenly.
“She do this a lot?”
Stacy chuckled. “If she got frequent flyer miles, we’d be able to take a world tour for free.”
Jeremy blinked, his usual easy going grin replaced with worry. “Is that healthy?” He waved a hoof in front of Candace’s face. No response. “I don’t think that’s healthy.”
“Well, there is this thing I do to bring her back after she’s gone for too long,” Stacy offered with a mischievous glint in her eye.”
Jeremy blinked. “I find myself both wary of danger, but also compelled to find out more.”
Stacy grinned her approval and motioned Jeremy to come forward. She whispered her plan and had to suppress another giggle when she saw how red his cheeks had gone.
“Seriously?” he whispered.
“Deadly,” she assured. “Now hurry up and do it before she goes too far and we never get her back.” Stacy’s tone was full of mirth as she motioned the young stallion on. Although she considered Jeremy something of a simple stallion, she had to admit that was part of his appeal. What you see is what you get. He didn’t toy with his mares’ emotions or try to leverage his position as a rare male in a sea of females to make outlandish demands. He was just a nice guy who was super fun to hang out with. Also, with the kind of weirdness that went on at Candace’s house, Stacy understood her friend’s longing for a bit of stability in her life. Also-also, as he turned around to follow Stacy’s instructions, she got an eyeful of certain other qualities he possessed. 
Note to self, Stacy thought. Start a petition to ban guys from wearing pants.
Jeremy stood over Candace, casting his shadow upon her blissful yet oblivious expression. He turned around one last time to make sure he’d heard Stacy right. When she gave an ear-to-ear grin and motioned him to go on, he understood the depth of his mistake. Stacy wasn’t being serious, but insistent. Jeremy affirmed his commitment to better understanding nomenclature, but that would have to wait for later. For now, he had something important to do. Steadying his breathing, Jeremy decided to treat his girlfriend appointed task like removing a bandage and just get it over with. He bent down and gave Candace’s ear a playful nip.
Candace snapped back to reality immediately, but had not yet realized it. In reality, Jeremy’s face wasn’t usually so close to hers. She could smell the shampoo he’d used, taste his breath, see each individual hair adorning his sun-kissed face, and hear the thudding of his heartbeat… which sounded an awful lot like the drummer of a rock band going off the rails and suddenly trying for a solo. Then again, that was probably her heart.
Regaining a modicum of cognitive ability, Candace pressed her hoof to her chest to double check. Yup. It was her heart that was currently trying to bust its way out of her ribcage. 
‘Do it’ Stacy mouthed as she watched the pair initiate the most intense staring contest in recorded history. She knew that Candace had had a thing for Jeremy since grade school. The way the young earth mare would talk the pegasi’s ear off about him was hard to ignore. Unfortunately, Candace always went cotton mouthed whenever it came time to actually talk to the guy. That was why Stacy, thoroughly fed up with her friend stressing out to the point of obsession, had to be the one to broach the subject so the three of them could start dating. 
All things considered, now that they were officially together, Candace was actually pretty good around Jeremy most of the time. She could strike up casual conversation, no longer felt the need to laugh awkwardly at everything he said, and most recently had managed not to freeze up like a deer in the headlights whenever they touched tails. This, Stacy realized as she watched the scene before her, would most certainly be the next step in their relationship. And once Candace’s confidence had been built up, the three of them would be able to move on to… other things. Stacy leaned forward, licking her lips in anticipation. If one or both of them could just nut up and find the will to close the distance between their faces…
*BWAAAM* The unearthly sound sent tremors through the ground and air, alerting all to the coming oddity, and snapping any would-be love birds out of any romantic stupors they happened to be in.
“Oh come on!” Stacy exclaimed.
***
Meanwhile, at Doofenshmirtz Evil Inc.
Dr. Heinz Doofenshmirtz cackled maniacally to himself as he placed the finishing touches on his latest creation. It was tricky business, since he had to do all kinds of fine tuning while under the darkness of the blanket that covered said creation, but he managed just the same. He wore a white lab coat, which frequently got him mistaken for a pharmacist, and had a tiny brown mane that bore a slight resemblance to a weed ready to be plucked. 
“Why are you working under a blanket again?” Vanessa Doofenshmirtz was a unicorn, just like her father. Thankfully, genetics is not always a cruel mistress, which allowed the young mare to take more after her mother. Amongst other things, her muzzle was soft and petite, in contrast to the thing on her father’s face that looked more like a beak. She had peach fur, a dark brown mane and tail, and wore her signature black jumpsuit. Knowing that she was going to be spending the day with her father, she’d come prepared with a few magazines to read while waiting for the inevitable to happen.
“Oh Vanessa,” bemoaned Heinz in his gravelly Drusselsteinian accent. “What are they teaching you in schools these days?”
“Well, given that this is summer,” Vanessa began, never looking up from her magazine, “not that much.”
“Even so.” Heinz pulled himself out from under the blanket and stared with forlorn disappointment at his daughter. “First of all, don’t call it a blanket. No, it doesn’t matter that I pulled it off my bed this morning,” he added before his daughter could fling such an irrelevant detail at him. “An-and second of all,” he stammered a moment in befuddlement as he tried to think of a way to explain what, in his profession, was just so painfully obvious. “It’s for the dramatic reveal, you know? See, here’s how it works.”
Vanessa managed to find the willpower to look up from her engaging read, which had absolutely no dirty pictures in it, to see what her father was up to.
“First of all, Perry the Platypus will come in about here,” Heinz said as he gestured at a spot on the floor. “He thinks he’s clever breaking into my office from a different place every time; instead of, you know, doing the civilized thing and coming through the front door.” He motioned as he spoke.
“Someone ought to teach him some manners,” Vanessa replied, pretending to be engaged.
“Tell me about it,” Heinz agreed with a roll of his eyes. “Anyway, Perry the Platypus thinks he’s so clever. But what he doesn’t know is that, after years of being arch enemies, I’ve accumulated a rich, uh,” he paused to think of the right word. “Tapestry? Deposit? Repository? Whatever. I’ve accumulated a vast array – oh, that’s good – of knowledge of his behavior, which I’ve plugged into a formula – also of my own design – that allows me to predict exactly where Perry the Platypus will enter, with a four inch margin for error.” He beamed smugly, ready to bask in the praise for his amazing brilliance.
“Hold on. You’ve created a formula that predicts your enemy’s every move?” Vanessa asked, sounding genuinely impressed. 
“I most certainly have,” Heinz beamed.
“Then how come Perry-”
“Perry the Platypus,” Heinz cut in. “Just because we’re mortal enemies who try to kill each other on a daily basis, that’s no excuse to ignore professional courtesy.” Heinz felt quite pleased with himself for being such a good parent and teaching his daughter all of these valuable life lessons.
Vanessa rolled her eyes. “If you’ve got a formula that predicts his movements,” she stressed in a micro fit of teen rebellion, “then how come he keeps beating you? Can’t you just create a more elaborate series of traps that follows what he’s going to do next instead of, you know, just the one?” She pointed up at the ceiling where today’s trap was hidden from view. She then quickly averted her gaze, blushing at just the thought of what was coming for poor Perry.
Heinz shook his head. “Oh Vanessa, Vanessa, Vanessa. You still have so much to learn about the fine art of super villainy.”
“Don’t we all,” she remarked sarcastically. 
Just then, a certain platypus in a fedora rode in on a hang glider through the open balcony of Doofenshmirtz’s building. Said platypus then slipped out of his hang glider and fell to the ground in a classic hero pose. 
“Ah, Perry the Platypus,” Heinz greeted with a nefarious grin. “How unexpected. And by ‘unexpected’, I of course mean,” surprisingly quick on the draw, the stallion dressed as a pharmacist extracted a remote with two buttons from his coat and pointed it at his enemy, “booby trap!” He pressed the top button.
There was the sound of something metallic and heavy unlocking, followed by a distinct whistle of something falling. It fell, and fell… and fell… Perry, quite confused by this turn of events, relaxed his fighting pose and joined the others in looking up to see what was happening.
“Huh. Did my ceiling get higher?” Heinz asked no one in particular. The whistling continued on. “Do ceilings actually get taller? I’m being serious here.” Both Perry and Vanessa stared in befuddlement at the doctor, uncertain of how to answer. “I mean, if gaudy castles can just spawn spontaneously out of random boxes… all I’m saying is there’s a lot of weirdness in this world to keep account of.”
Then, with a wet *plop*, the trap finally hit. Perry the Platypus had been pinned to the ground by a thing that looked strikingly like a beanbag, but was most certainly not one. Perry tried to wiggle himself free, but whatever the contents of this bag was, it seemed to follow his every movement, affixing itself to him until he was rendered completely immobile. The only part of him that could still move was his fedora wearing head, which had conveniently managed to escape being mushed. 
“Ah-ha-ha-ha-ha!” Heinz cackled maniacally. “You-you see what I did there, Perry the Platypus?” he asked, still tittering at the humor of the moment. “I said booby trap. Booby,” he snorted at the juvenile joke. “You know, because this is a modified sand bag, like the kind mares use to get bigger… well you know.”
Perry leveled a stare of merciless disappointment upon his long time enemy. He shook his head, surprising all with his silent confession of having come to expect better from the mad scientist.
Heinz rubbed the back of his neck guiltily. There really was no pretending his way out of this one. “Yeah. I know. But just hear me out on this, Perry the Platypus.”
“Does he really have to say the whole thing every time?” Vanessa asked the incapacitated agent.
“Ktktktktktktkt,” was Perry’s concise and eloquent reply.
“Huh. I guess I never thought of it that way before,” Vanessa admitted. Although generally a platypus of few words, she knew that Perry could be quite the convincing orator when he wanted. “Well, carry on, I guess.”
“Thank you, Vanessa,” Heinz said, turning back to his trapped nemesis. “It’s like this, Perry the Platypus. You know how some studios like to sneak in more adult jokes in their programming, so they throw all kinds of, well, questionable content into the script to throw the censors off track?”
Perry continued leveling a disapproving stare at the doctor. He still had not forgiven the old stallion for this particularly egregious humiliation. 
Heinz pursed his lips. “Yeah. I guess we’re the only ones doing that,” he admitted. “Anyway, the writers had this really amazing idea for a more adult joke and this,” he gestured at the bag, “was one of those meant to distract the censors. And… I’m not really sure what happened. Maybe someone was asleep when they should have been working? There’s gonna be some kind of investigation, I can tell you that. The point is that, against all odds, this joke managed to slip past the crown sanctioned guardians of morality,” he said with the utmost contempt, “and so now we’re stuck with it. Believe me when I say you have my most sincere apologies, Perry the Platypus.”
After hearing the sincerity of Dr. Doofenshmirtz’s words, Perry eventually relented and gave the stallion a reluctant nod.
Heinz sighed his relief. “Oh thank you, Perry the Platypus. You-you have no idea what a relief that is for me.” He walked on past his hated nemesis to a computer station and began fiddling with the controls. “On the plus side, you’re gonna love the joke the writers actually wanted us to have,” he chuckled. “I don’t-I don’t want to give anything *snort* away, but trust me,” he chortled, “it’s gonna be great.”
“Well, here comes the backstory,” groaned Vanessa. “Think I’ll head to the bathroom for this one.” Walking past Perry, she stretched out as she yawned, accidentally dropping a her hoof filer mere centimeters from Perry’s beak. He gave her a stoic nod of appreciation, which she returned with a wink before leaving the main lab.
“Behold, Perry the Platypus,” Dr. Doofenshmirtz began, throwing a switch that caused the not-blanket to lift from his latest creation, fulfilling its indispensable purpose of adding to the dramatic effect. The device was a giant electric shaver, plus a few extra bells and whistles. “The Shave-Inator,” the doctor continued. “Now I bet your wondering what I’m planning on doing with a giant shaving machine, ay, Perry the Platypus?”
Perry, after hiding the file by pressing his cheek down to the floor, shrugged. He rarely had any idea why Doofenshmirtz did anything. Honestly, he felt Vanessa had the right idea in making herself scarce for this part. 
“Well, it goes without saying, but I’ll say it anyway, that lawn gnomes made a rather significant portion of my foalhood traumas. I’ve told you about this, right?”
Perry rolled his eyes. He’d been told so many times he was reasonably certain he should sign a petition to make the telling of one’s enemies about lawn gnome based trauma as an unethical form of torture. 
“Right. Good. Well, as is well understood in Drusselstein, but less so in the rest of the world, gnomes and similar fae abominations derive their power from their beards. That’s why Drusselstein has very strict shaving laws. If they catch you with so much as peach fuzz, which they think means you’re trying to tap into the gnomes’ evil power, you get tarred, feathered, and… it only gets more gruesome from there. Y-you really don’t want to know what happens next. Thankfully I’ve managed to repress most of those memories,” he rambled. “Unfortunately, while I was out getting my morning coffee, I saw some teenage colt with… with…” Heinz shook in revulsion of the dreaded memory of just a few hours ago. “It was just so… gross!”
Perry blinked. As Heinz had been speaking, the secret agent had been using the file to cut a hole in the bag to drain out its gooey fluid. However, he had to do a double take at this unexpected turn in the backstory.
“Don’t you just hate that?” Heinz continued. “These colts today have no sense of self-respect or personal hygiene. Drusselsteinian punishments might be a little on the harsh side, but at least they taught us how to not look like… like we had cocoanuts on our chins. Nasty.” He shook his head. 
“So, that’s where the Shave-Inator comes in, killing two birds with one stone,” Heinz explained matter-of-factly. “I deal a death blow to all peach fuzz in the tristate area, and maybe teach those young punks some manners,” he grumbled out the side of his mouth, “and I deal a crippling blow to the gnomes. Hopefully it’ll be enough for them to hold off on their imminent invasion while I think of a more long term solution to protect the tristate area. You know, so I can take it over myself.”
Perry knew Heinz to be an angry and easily distracted, but he was never mad. As such, the agent made a mental note to inform his superiors to increase surveillance of the tristate area; which was perfectly legal and in no way violated any constitutional rights… as far as the public was aware. If Heinz said that gnomes were invading, the OWCA needed to be ready.
And then Vanessa, in a display of both the best and worst possible timing, came out of the bathroom.
*BWAAAM*
Both stallion and platypus stared at the mare in disbelief. Neither male knew whether or not to be impressed or grossed out as their bones continued to resonate with the aftershocks of the terrible sound.
“That wasn’t me,” Vanessa insisted, but it was clear neither of them believed her. “Not cool, guys,” she grumbled her embarrassment.
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		Chapter 2: This is What We Did Today



Back in the suburbs, a great shadow was being cast over the homes of Danville as the great menace moved. The mechanical horror was covered in sleek black metal with bits of red lights shining between the larger panels, making it look a little like a space station. Although the overall layout more closely resembled a cuttlefish, using five tendril-like legs to take careful steps through the city while a half dozen vestigial legs squirmed about in the back. 
“Alright, forget the big rig,” Buford said from the control station. He was dressed in a blue-gray suit with bright blue lights shining all over his body, making him look like a super cool android or something. “This is what I always dreamed about driving.”
“What do we say when someone does something nice for us, Buford?” Baljeet reminded, his tone that of a parent lecturing their child. He was dressed in a similar uniform and working the station right next to Buford, running the calculations that kept the behemoth steady while walking on such ridiculously unfit legs. The position of co-pilot suited him nicely, he thought.
Buford mumbled something under his breath. 
“What was that?” Baljeet asked, holding a hoof behind one ear as he leaned into Buford’s personal space.
“Ugh. Thank you, Phineas and Ferb, for making me the pilot,” he said, going through the motions of what he was expected to say.
“That’s very good Buford,” praised Baljeet. “I’m proud of-”
“Finish that sentence, and I’ll twist your skinny body into a pretzel,” Buford deadpanned, keeping his eyes forward and his hooves on the controls at all times. 
“Eh. Noted.” Baljeet shrugged and got back to his work. He’d learned long ago to take what victories he could with Buford.
Each of the Fireside Fillies called out the vehicle’s status from their various control stations. “Power core stable.” “Life support systems green across the board.” “Muffin button working,” added a filly through her mouthful. “Gravity field stable.” “The green light is a steady green.” “Weapons primed and ready to fire,” Isabella finished, sounding a little too eager. “On your mark, Captains.”
Both Phineas and Ferb had decided to dress in the traditional battle garb of the Klingons as they sat back in their cozy captain chairs. The armor was a bit clunky, but it had the prettiest shine.
Phineas beamed cheerfully as he looked over the bridge he and his brother had built. In terms of volume, the room was about half the size of his family home. The lights were dim to add an air of menace, but not so dim that their crew couldn’t see what they were doing. And, as Baljeet had reminded was crucial for a vehicle like this, they’d added lots of machines to beep and whistle to make things sound extra futury. They’d even added some water tubes on the walls just for the sake of having some, and for convenience if anyone got thirsty. “It’s amazing what you can accomplish with a hammer, some nails, fifty plus tons of liquid concrete, and a butt load of elbow grease.”
“Not to mention a meteorite full of an as yet unidentified element that makes for a remarkably proficient power source,” Ferb added. 
“Yeah. That too.”
“So where we driving this thing, anyway?” Buford asked, keeping his focus primarily on his station. He attributed his ability to guide every single step into a spot that would not cause collateral damage to a lifetime of playing video games. “As cool as this thing is, are we actually gonna do anything with it?”
Phineas hummed thoughtfully. “Actually, I don’t think we planned that far ahead,” he admitted, a little embarrassed. “We got so caught up in making the thing, I guess we didn’t stop to consider what it was for.” It wasn’t something he or his brother were proud of, but this was the sort of thing that happened sometimes. As such, he decided to look to his friends – or in this case crew – for ideas. “What do you guys think?”
“Can we go for takeout?” suggested one of the Fireside Fillies. “My tummy’s getting grumbly for some munchies.”
“What about the muffin button?” 
“Those all have raisins. Yuck!”
“We could always blow up the school,” Buford suggested. The corners of his mouth were climbing up into a rather sadistic grin. “Summer doesn’t have to end if we don’t have to go back to school.”
“Nah, wouldn’t work,” Isabella countered. “The moment we opened fire on a state operated building, it’ll basically be taken as an act of war. Then the air force’ll be launched, assuming they haven’t been already. Our hull is strong enough to hold them back, but even defending ourselves will be seen as an escalation of aggression. We’d have to go to the capitol and basically bully the president into leaving us alone. And then, after we’ve successfully used the threat of our power to leverage favors from a global super power, we’ll be declared as terrorists by the international community. The only way we’ll be able to avoid going to jail after that is if we conquer the world and subjugate all peoples to our whims. And as appealing as having the whole world bow to us might sound, I’m not sure a bunch of blank flanks like us are ready for that kind of responsibility.” Isabella’s explanation was plain and logical. “Also, I don’t know about the rest of you, but I can barely budget my piggybank, let alone the national deficit, so we should put off taking over the world for another day.” A long pause followed as all eyes turned towards the pink filly. “What?”
“You’ve certainly put some thought into this,” Phineas replied carefully.
“Hey. A girl’s gotta have her hobbies, ya know,” Isabella replied matter-of-factly, granting her audience the briefest glance into the true horrors that lay beneath the color of the anti-divine. The naïve younglings that dared to call the pink one friend, in a display of wisdom far beyond their years, decided not to press the issue and just pretend she hadn’t said anything. 
“Does this contraption even have a name?” Baljeet asked.
“Come to think of it, no,” Phineas admitted. “Wow. We are really off our game today, huh Ferb?”
Ferb nodded.
“Uh, guys,” one of the Fireside Fillies spoke up in mild alarm. “The steady green light is starting to flicker.”
“Is it yellow?” Phineas asked.
“Uh… not yet. It’s just blinking green. What’s that mean?”
“It might be just a glitch, but we shouldn’t take any chances,” Phineas reasoned. “Ferb, better go down to make sure the A.I. isn’t breaking free. We don’t need a repeat of what happened last week.”
Ferb gave a salute and flipped a switch on the arm of his chair. The chair was then sucked down into the lower levels of the vessel with a powerful whoosh as a circular trapdoor closed behind him. 
“Buford. Take us to the outskirts of Danville. Find us somewhere to park while Ferb works out the bugs.”
“Ay, ay, Captain.”
“So, if we’re not doing anything else,” Ginger began, “can we talk names?”
“By all means,” Phineas allowed, blissfully unaware of the harrowing feats of daring his brother was performing as the metal walls of the vessel’s corridors twisted into hideous abominations with a hunger for living flesh. 
“I vote Cuddles,” Ginger continued. “You know, because it’s like a cuttlefish.”
“I say we call it a Behemoth,” Baljeet offered. “Simple, yet concise.”
“I vote Freddy. Pretty sure I saw something like this in my nightmares once.”
“Blackey?”
“George?”
“Harbinger of Doom?” Isabella suggested.
“The Giant Platypus?”
“…”
Everyone burst out laughing. Buford almost let go of the controls when he nearly fell over, clutching his sides in pain. 
“Oh wow,” Phineas said as he wiped the tears from his eyes. “That was… that was good. I think we all needed that. A shame Ferb missed it.”
Ferb, meanwhile, had just spat out a bloody tooth. He was gripping his recently crafted black sword for support as he knelt, recouping his breath as he awaited the return of the hoard. What remained of his authentic armor lay strewn about in shredded chunks. He heard the otherworldly howls and shrieks reverberate off the halls. The sound of unearthly hooves beating the floor reminded him of the drums of war. He knew his time was short. With nothing to drink but his own blood and spit, the young colt hefted his sword overhead, grinned, and bellowed a fierce roar of challenge to his abominable foes.
***
“No. No! Bad Candace!” chided Stacy through her mouthful of her friend’s tail. She’d been trying to keep Candace from walking towards the black horror looming in the distance. Instead, she’d only succeeded in imitating a pull plow as Candace pulled her along and her hooves dug into the dirt.
“Wow. She is remarkably strong,” commented Jeremy as he leisurely strolled along beside the two young mares. He was easily the calmest creature for miles around. Everyone and everything else was doing the sensible thing and running far away before the likely kaiju fight started. 
“It’s all determination,” Stacy said through clenched teeth. 
“Oh, those boys are so busted!” Candace vowed as she truged along, so focused on her goal that she was entirely oblivious to the hindrance her friend was providing. 
“Are you sure it’s your brothers?” asked Jeremy as he eyed the mobile monolith. “This doesn’t seem like their usual M.O., ya know.”
“Oh ho-ho, it’s them,” replied Candace through a manic grin. “I can feel it in my bones.”
That gave Jeremy cause for alarm and he turned to Stacy. “She’s not going to get a cutie mark in busting her brothers, is she? I’m not sure how she’d be able to put that on any kind of resume.”
“It hasn’t happened yet,” Stacy offered plainly. “You know, Candace. If the view back here weren’t so sunny, I might just let go.” No response. Damn. Plan B then. “Care to join me Jeremy?”
The young stallion stumbled and had to stop to keep from falling. “I, um…” Eventually he realized he’d fallen behind and quickly galloped to catch up with the mares. Ever the gentlecolt, he positioned himself so that he could not look up Candace’s skirt, although he was still blushing. No one could ever know that he’d stolen a peak on the way.
“Too easy,” Stacy muttered. Her mothers had taught her the importance of finding levity in the gravest of situations.
“So what’s your plan, exactly?” Jeremy inquired. “That thing doesn’t exactly look all that accessible.”
“Simple. Remember two weeks ago when the boys built that giant rock wall in our yard?”
“Oh yeah. You saved me when I fell,” Jeremy sweetly said.
Candace blushed even as she remained focused on her goal. “Well, I had a feeling that something would happen to make the wall disappear before mom got home, so I took some of the boys’ climbing equipment and hid it under my bed for this very occasion… or at least something similar.”
“Wow Candace. That’s some impressive planning,” Jeremy commented. 
“They say that one form of madness is trying the same thing and expecting different results,” Stacy added, “but I’m not sure this precludes that definition.”
“It shows forethought,” countered Jeremy. “She’s planning ahead and trying new things.
“Being smart doesn’t preclude crazy,” Stacy argued. “Ever hear of ‘mad scientists’ before?”
***
“Well…” Dr. Doofenshmirtz trailed off as he, his nemesis, and his daughter all stared out the window at what was easily the third strangest thing any of them had seen all summer. “That’s certainly… something.”
“Ktktktktktktkt.”
“You said it, Perry the Platypus,” affirmed the doctor as he turned to face his foe. “How do you think they power the-Hey!” he exclaimed. “How’d you break free of my booby trap?”
Perry quickly slipped the file under his hat and assumed a fighting pose.
“Oh, so ya wanna fight, do ya?” Heinz said, adjusting his inflections to sound like a tough guy. “Welllll…” He trailed off, trying not to make it look too obvious as he reached into his lab coat. “Try-oof!” He was cut off by a sudden, unexpected, and totally unjustified kick to the ribs. “Ah! My ribs!”
Heinz was sent flying and crashed into some well-placed boxes that cushioned his fall. The remote he’d been reaching for was tossed free of his grip. It spun in midair for a split second before falling right into Perry’s webbed claw. 
“Hah. Nice try, Perry the Platypus,” taunted Heinz, clutching his pained ribs as he pulled another remote from his coat. “But that was a decoy!” 
Perry did a double take, confirming that the remote in his possession had a label that read ‘Property of stupid’. He muttered a platypus curse and reading to perform a jumping high kick. However, Heinz was too far away and flipped the switch on the remote. 
The Shave-Inator buzzed to life, causing the ground to shake with even more vibrations than those caused by the distant horror. The blades of the giant razor pulled back and a swarm of flying regular-sized razors poured forth. They whizzed and buzzed like insects, circling the upper levels of Heinz’s lab before charging out the balcony and dispersing over the city. 
Teenage colts across the tristate area let out cries of alarm as rat-sized blurs zoomed past their muzzles, leaving them cleanly shaven. Many of these cries were followed up with approving hums as the seriousness of what had been done to them became apparent. A number of colts who had actually been in the process of shaving simply set their razors down and decided to accept the free barber service.
However, as was common of the products of Doofenshmirtz Evil Inc., things quickly got out of hoof. When the flying razors ran out of peach fuzz, they began attacking other forms of hair styles that were considered unacceptable in Drusselstein… or at least that Heinz wasn’t a fan of. Mohawk bearers were suddenly rendered bald. Those who thought the punk-rock look was cool were given a harsh but fair dose of reality. Even moustaches, no matter how finely trimmed, were not spared in the massacre. 
***
While all this was happening, a single flying razor had found its way into OWCA. Most of the agency’s personnel already had their manes and facial hair groomed neatly to regulation, and so were ignored. However, there was one exception; one terrible, horrible, no good, very bad form of facial hair that this razor alone had sensed. 
The razor burst through the main doors into Major Monogram’s office. It floated there in the doorway, buzzing menacingly as it exchanged hateful glares with the greatest enemy its kind had ever known.
“I knew this day would come,” Major Monogram’s moustache said with a tone of acceptance. 
“Bzzz.”
“I don’t think so.” The Major stood and readied his best martial arts stance. “If you think I’m going down without a fight, you’ve got-”
With lightning speed, the razor sliced through the air, came up on the Major’s blind side, and clipped cleanly through the follicles binding the moustache to the old stallion’s face.
Major Monogram collapsed to the floor, panting heavily as realization struck him like a sack of bricks. “Ah… I…” His voice was tired and raspy, completely devoid of his usual gruff and confident tenor. “I… can talk?” Major Monogram’s lips curled into a smile, the first smile they’d had in years. He looked up at the razor as it looked down at him. “I’m… free?” The answer came  when a terrible chill touched his lips. The Major’s grin only grew wider at the welcome sensation of the biting cold. 
“It’s… cold!” the Major gasped. “I haven’t felt anything on my face but that aweful, itchy moustache for over thirty years.” He lunged for the razor, trying to pull it into a hug, but it pulled away. However, the Major was too happy to care. “Thank you,” he said, using his own words for the first time in ages as tears fell from his eyes. “Thank you so much for-”
“Bzzz.”
Major Monogram flinched back in alarm. “You… what?”
“Bzzz,” the razor replied, going into further detail.
“No. It can’t be,” the Major said, his pitch rising in panic. “That just can’t-” His words were cut short when he caught the sound of brushy skittering on the floor. His ear flicked and he turned towards the direction of the noise. There was more skittering and the Major managed to catch sight of a small, wooly creature darting across the floor. “It’s still alive,” he said gravely, recalling the last time he’d spoken for himself.
It was thirty years ago to the day. An unassuming young agent named Quiet Watch had been working for OWCA for some time. No one had really taken notice of him, for he’d never done anything worth noticing. Quiet Watch had little in the way of aspirations, though. So long as he was doing work that helped keep the world safe and made comfortable money while doing so, he didn’t mind that most days his colleagues forgot he was even there. 
Then came the accident. Some interns in the science division had been embezzeling money for a pet project of theirs. They were trying to make bush woolies more intelligent in the hopes of using them as spies. They’d succeeded in the worst possible way. One specimen had managed to get loose; resulting in an explosion that destroyed the lab and caused major damage to that wing of the facility. All research notes were lost. 
The naïve Quiet, eager for a chance to help, ran towards the sound of the explosion. He was alone when it came for him. The thing had skulked in the shadows and pounced on him when he wasn’t looking. It sunk it’s follicles into his face before he could even scream. When he did scream, the hair bristled and dampened the sound to less than a whisper. His legs began moving of their own accord. And when someone asked what was going on, the moustache answered on his behalf. 
The fuzz took command over the situation, guiding agents exactly where they needed to go. From there it was a rather rapid climb through the ranks until the living moustache, now presenting itself as Major Monogram, assumed regional command over the tristate area. It passed on all future promotions, for higher ranks would lead to increased scrutiny and chance of discovery. The moustache contented itself in its new position, initiating the revolutionary program to start recruiting animals and giving them fedoras. And as the moustache named Monogram worked to keep the world safe, Quiet was left to scream in silence.
“Not this time, punk!” Quiet screamed at the conclusion of his flashback. He and the razor readied themselves, back-to-back, and prepared to fight their mutual enemy.
***
*BWAAAM*
“This is really dangerous!” Stacy screamed. She had to scream. Between the roaring winds of the altitude, the steady hum of the machine’s inner circuitry, as well as the occasional blasting of its horn, there was no other way to be heard.
*BWAAAM*
Candace had tied both her friends up in mountain climbing lines, given them all appropriate climbing equipment, and was currently leading the way up the black robot’s center leg. “This is brilliant!”
*BWAAAM*
“At least the view is nice,” Jeremy said, not quite so loudly, from his position at the back of the pack. 
“I’m gonna bust those boys for sure this time!”
“You’ve said that already,” Stacy reminded. “Like fifteen times since we started climbing. Also, how did you convince us to come along?”
“You don’t remember?” Jeremy asked.
Stacy turned back, angling her head just enough so that she didn’t have to look down. “I think the terror of the situation caused me to block a few things out!”
“But you’re a pegasus?” reminded Jeremy. “How are you afraid of heights?”
“I think I might be more terrified that this thing was made by her brothers and what’s going to happen once she makes it to the control center!”
“Ah,” Jeremy replied thoughtfully. “You’re right. That is scary!”
“This time for sure!” Candace panted. “I’m gonna bust you boys!”
***
The trapdoor beside Phineas opened and the chair holding his brother returned from the bowels of the vehicle. “Hey Ferb,” Phineas greeted calmly, glad for his brother’s apparent lack of harm. “How’d it go?”
“A.I. shackles are operating at peak efficiency.”
“Good to hear.”
“Also, on an unrelated note that does not warrant a review of the security footage, the automated infirmary gets the Ferb Seal of Approval.”
“Also good to hear,” Phineas replied, completely unfazed by the perfectly normal and not at all suspicious thing his brother had just said. “Also-also, by unanimous vote, we decided to name our creation the Ferb-naught.” He pointed up at the main view screen where the words began flashing along the top rim.
“I might have gone with ‘Sovereign’, but I guess that works too,” Ferb replied evenly.
“Uh, guys,” a Fireside Filly informed. “I just got reports of a hull breach in Sector 4-51.”
“On screen,” Phineas ordered.
The screen blinked to a scene from the vehicle’s interior. A rather sizable hole had been cut in the hull, which the crew had previously believed to be near impenetrable. 
“Is the military attacking already?” Isabella asked.
“Can’t be. We’d have picked them up on sensors,” one of her minions replied. 
“Switch to camera G-52,” Phineas ordered.
“Switching.”
Recognizing where in the vehicle the camera would point, Ferb quickly typed away at his chair’s console and angled the camera’s view upwards by several degrees. The screen showed a different section of the hall. This time the crew saw three familiar teenagers carefully making their way through a slew of mangled, cybertronic bodies. However, the angling of the camera prevented the latter detail from being seen. “Phineas and Ferb!” the lead teenager screamed. “You guys are so busted!”
The bridge crew blinked their collective shock.
“H-how is this possible?” Baljeet demanded. “How did three teenagers manage to do in,” he checked the readings from his station, “just a few minutes what should have taken the collective military might of the world days to accomplish.”
“You’re forgetting,” Buford informed, “that one of those teenagers in Candace.”
“Oooh!” the rest of the crew awed in understanding. No further elaboration was needed.
“Well, think we should invite them up to the bridge?” Phineas asked. 
“They’re gonna make it here eventually,” conceded Isabella.
“Send a transport pod to pick them up.”
“Aye-aye, Captain,” Isabella saluted and sent the drone. 
Much to Ferb’s relief, the bodies went completely unnoticed by his friends.
***
“Well this sure is cozy,” Stacy commented, trying to keep her tone even as she was pressed belly-to-belly with Jeremy within the tight confines of the pod that had swallowed them up. It was just light enough that she could see the faint blush on his cheeks. Then again, even if they were in pure darkness, she could have probably felt the heat from his body. But that wasn’t the only thing she felt. Had Jeremy always been this strong? She’d never noticed before, but right now it was hard to ignore the toned rigidity of his muscles. Try as she might, one muscle in particular was making itself known within the increasingly hot pod.
“So,” Jeremy said, wanting to make conversation and distract himself from the swelling feeling of embarrassment. “I, uh, think we’re moving,” he offered weekly. 
“Uh huh,” was Stacy’s uninspired reply. She shifted around to make herself more comfortable, but that only caused more of her body to grind against his. The pod was getting hotter and the smell of nervous sweat was becoming too much to bear. However, this movement also brought to her attention certain other details.
“How’d I end up on the bottom?” Candace wheezed. It was proving a bit difficult to breathe with two ponies sitting on her barrel. 
“Just lucky, I guess,” Stacy commented without thinking, unable to tear her eyes away from Jeremy’s.
“Lucky? Lucky!?” Candace screamed. “You’re sitting on me! We’re trapped in a pod, there’s no light, no ventilation, we’re being carried Celestia knows where, and I’ve got two ponies sitting on me?” In what alternate universe could this situation possibly be considered-” Candace’s words were cut short when Jeremy’s tail, likely in an effort to fan him and lower the temperature, flicked. It was then that Candace discovered that there was, in fact, light. There was light enough for her to see things that the rest of society said was rude to stare at. However, with her body trapped in this precarious position, she had the excuse… er, misfortune of being unable to look away. “-lucky…”
Then, upon arriving at its destination, the pod stopped and unceremoniously dumped the three sweaty teenagers onto the floor. Candace, somehow, managed to land on the top of the pony pile while her friends groaned beneath her. The orange mare blinked, looked around the futuristic room, and instantly zeroed in on – “YOU!” 
“Hey Candace,” Phineas greeted with a wave. “Stacy. Jeremy. Always a pleasure.”
“Likewise,” groaned Jeremy. He then looked out the corner of his eye at Stacy and held out his hoof.
“Ugh. Fine,” Stacy relented and hooved over the twenty bits. 
“What brings you guys here?” Phineas asked.
“Well, I’m here to bust you boys for creating this… this…”
“Ferb-naught,” Phineas finished for her.
“Whatever. The point is this thing is big, and it’s loud, and there’s no way mom hasn’t seen it by now.”
Phineas blinked as he pondered his sister’s words. “Isn’t mom doing yoga today?”
Candace scowled at her brother. “Yeah. So?”
“So… I’m pretty sure mom’s yoga studio uses headphones to help tune out the rest of the world so they can focus on attaining inner piece,” Phineas offered.
“Also,” Baljeet cut in, “if it’s the same studio my parents go to, then there aren’t any windows facing this general direction.”
“Also-also,” Buford added, “… uh… I got nothing.”
Candace did not blink. She did not breathe. She was frozen stock still. When Jeremy and Stacy managed to untangle themselves from one another to check on her, she fell over like a petrified goat. She even bleated like a goat. The bridge crew and remaining intruders just stared at her, completely unfazed by this perfectly normal reaction. 
***
Back at Doofenshmirtz Evil Inc., super spy and super villain were currently engaged in the ancient and well-cultured dance of fighting to the death for the fate of the world. When Heinz would throw something, either an explosive or some piece of lab equipment that looked far too expensive to be flinging around, Perry would either dodge or grab the object and fling it back at Heinz’s face. When Perry would sieze control of a death ray and aim it at its maker, Heinz would run around and scream like a little girl until accidently putting a mirror between himself and the death ray. The doctor would then play off the resulting explosion as if it was his plan all along, all while he died a little inside at the loss of such a valuable and storied antique. And back and forth they went, screaming “Hah” and “Hi ya” and “Ktktktktktktkt” at one another, all while Vanessa found a quiet place in the corner to continue her reading.
“Not this time, Perry the-Gah!” Heinz winced after an especially painful karate chop to the wrist. “Hey. No fair hitting the hoof that’s holding the controller,” he emphasized, waving the device around. “You almost made me hit the self-destruct button. Not cool, Perry the Platypus.”
Perry and Vanessa turned to face one another, staring blankly as they used their eyes to ask the other if they had heard the same thing. Upon confirming that their ears hadn’t lied to them, both mammals face-palmed. 
Perry, in an uncharacteristic bout of whimsy, decided to try something that had absolutely no business working. He pointed off to the side and said, “Ktktktktktktkt.”
“She’s where? Doing what?” Heinz gasped in elated shock as he turned, trying to see the incredible, once-in-a-lifetime sight that his arch nemesis had described to him while they were in the middle of an epic battle for the fate of the tristate area. “Oh my gosh! That mare is so amazing. The-the things she does with her lips…” He rambled on, oblivious to the semi-aquatic egg laying mammal snatching the remote from his hoof. “Well I’m sure I don’t need to tell you, Perry the Platypus. Heh. You-you strike me as the sort of guy who’s also into… Hey!”
With remote in claw, Perry skimmed the conveniently labeled buttons and active the Inator’s self-destruct. 
“Ha-hah!” cheered Heinz. “I fooled you yet again, Perry the Platypus. You see, I deliberately shuffled the labeleslabels on the remote so that you wouldn’t know which was which.” As he spoke, the Inator shot up into the air, performed a barrel roll, and whizzed out the open balcony. “By the looks of things, you just flipped the ‘Perry the Platypus is here, so go retreat to a safe location until the entire tristate area has been rendered cleanly shaven’ button.” A tumble weed rolled by. “Okay, so it’s a bit of a mouthful. Sue me for my poor diction. I’m a scientist for crying out loud,” he asserted defensively. “At least I’m not some loser who got their degree in Equish… like-like a loser.”
Perry and Vanessa, however, were only half listening to the angry scientist’s ramblings. The rest of their attention was focused on following the giant flying electric razor as it arched through the sky. As equine and platypus crunched some quick numbers in their heads, both were reasonably certain that the Inator was about to make contact with the big black erect thing looming dangerously over the horizon.
***
“Incoming projectile! Bearing north by northwest.”
“Red alert!” Phineas ordered.
The bridge crew returned full focus to their respective stations. There was a cacophony of noise as foals shouted at one another over the overbearing alarms, all trying to figure out what was heading for them.
“Ugh. Could someone turn that off?” demanded Stacy as her hooves covered her ears.
“Disengage red alert.” Phineas ordered. The relative silence that followed was punctuated by a collective sigh of relief, followed by a crash that shook the vehicle.
“Impact!”
“Where is it?”
“Uh oh.” 
“Uh oh? Why uh oh?”
“Sector 4-51… right through the previous breach point,” Baljeet informed gravely as he brought the image up on screen. The hole had grown significantly wider, and was followed up by a succession of additional holes deeper into the craft. The projectile, whatever it was, had somehow drilled through several decks of the vessel in just a short amount of time.
“Ferb.”
“Yes, Phineas.”
“If my calculations are accurate, the current path of the projectile will take it straight towards the power core.”
“Give or take a few centimeters,” Ferb corrected. 
“That doesn’t sound good,” Stacy surmised succinctly. 
“It’s not,” Buford answered evenly. “It’s really not.” Then, for the first time since the Ferb-naught’s completion, he let go of the controls. “So we doing this thing?”
“Abandon ship,” Phineas ordered. “All hooves, report to nearest escape pods. On the double!”
Baljeet, the Fireside Fillies, the teenagers, and finally Buford all ran out the main door.
“Captains go down with their ship,” Buford called out as he departed.
“Like hell they do!” growled Isabella. Demonstrating how she’d earned her lasso merit badge, she proceeded to ensnare both colts in her rope before flying out the door and dragging them behind her. Even as circuits were starting to fry and consoles were sparking and exploding, marking the creation’s inevitable doom, Isabella quietly hoped to herself that Phineas would have the common sense to look up and thank her. Thanking her was, of course, optional; just so long as he looked up at her.
The foals and teens all clambered into the spacious life boat, finding there to be just enough room for everyone. The door sealed behind them and the craft launched seamlessly from its port.
Little did anyone realize, however, the unidentified projectile had made a last minute turn before hitting the power core. Instead, it tore through the circuits that made up the bulk of the A.I. shackling system. Ferb in particular would have been terribly upset at this revelation, especially after he’d literally given an arm and a leg keeping those systems intact. 
Additionally, without Buford’s surprisingly masterful hooves behind the controls, the Ferb-naught – which was currently standing in a rather large and suspiciously placed construction site on the outskirts of town – accidentally stepped on an outhouse. No one really saw this, so no one could really appreciate how this one step had caused the site’s concealment cloak to deactivate, revealing the makings of something far more impressive than anything that could legally be built within city limits. 
Registering that its cover had been blown, the site’s automated defense systems activate. The ground rumbled as engines revved. Slowly, inch-by-inch at first, the site began lifting itself from the rest of the ground. Although the added weight of the Ferb-naught proved a hindrance at first, the sophisticated A.I. monitoring the site’s systems managed to compensate and turned the thrusters up to full throttle. In a matter of seconds, the construction site had fully launched into the air, carrying the mechanical monstrosity with it. Higher and higher, the site flew. A perfectly circular chunk of ground, along with its black squid thingy, ascended ever higher into the sky, until both disappeared altogether. 
***
“Huh,” Phineas said as he and the others stared out the life boat’s windows, catching only the latter half of the launch. “Well that was rather convenient, although I wonder what that weird construction site was.”
***
“Nooo!” Heinz cried as he fell to his knees. “Darn you!” He slammed his hoof to the floor in impotent defiance at the tragedy he had just witnessed. “Darn you all to HFIL!”
“What…” Vanessa began as she slowly broke from her stunned stupor, “was that?”
Heinz leaned back, shoulders slumped in defeat. “I’m sorry, Perry the Platypus.”
“Ktktktktktktkt?”
“You remember what I was telling you about the joke the writers wanted to tell before?”
“Ktktktktktktkt.”
“Well,” Heinz trailed off, gesturing limply in the direction of the launch. “That was where I was building the Inator. It was supposed to be my biggest, greatest Inator yet. Not only would it have conquered the tristate area, it was also supposed to provide crucial context for the joke. Without it,” he heaved a disappointed sigh. 
“There, there, Dad,” Vanessa consoled, placing her hoof on her father’s shoulder. “I’m sure it’ll be-” *Ding-Ding* “Oh. My boyfriend just texted me. One sec,” she said, walking off to view the message in private. 
Heinz gave another, equally pathetic sigh of defeat at his daughter’s abandonment during this emotionally vulnerable moment. Then he felt a webbed claw on his knee. “Perry the Platypus?”
“Ktktktktktktkt.”
Heinz managed a gentle smile at his most hated enemy. “Thanks, Perry the Platypus. You always know just what to say.”
“Sorry to cut and run,” Vanessa began, coming back to the others. “But my boyfriend just invited me back to his place for dinner. Glad you’re doing better dad.” She kissed him on the cheek before hurrying out the door. “Love you. See you later,” she finished hurriedly as the automatic door closed behind her.
Heinz popped his lips and looked out over the city. “Well, at least I won’t have to look at any peach fuzz for a few days. That’s something, right?”
Perry blinked.
*** 
With the Shave-Inator no longer in range, all of the smaller flying razors had petered out and fell where they’d been flying. This included the one that had breached OWCA. It went crashing to the ground, adding to the already excessive mess. Monogram’s office looked like a bomb had gone off with furniture overturned, miscellaneous items torn to pieces, and deep beastly gouges covered the walls. Quiet had realized far too late that his back was no longer being watched when it happened. Just as before, the ball of fuzz hid itself in the shadows of some debris, waited for its prey to get distracted, and then pounced.
Once more, Quiet was silenced, and Major Monogram was back in control.
***
The life boat hovered above the Fletcher backyard and allowed its passengers to depart in a calm and orderly manner. This lasted only a few seconds until Candace heard a car coming up on the driveway. She tore down the ramp and galloped to her mother with all due haste. If she couldn’t bust the boys for the Ferb-naught, she could at least get them for a flying life boat the size of a bus. However, unconcerned for their sister’s plight, the boys programmed the life boat to dock at their secret satellite base in orbit.
“Mom! Mom! Mom!” Candice chittered like a monkey as she dragged her mother behind her. “See? It’s right… there?”
“Hey kids. Have fun while I was out?” Linda asked the assembled foals and teens.
“Eh. No more than usual,” Phineas answered, stretching the truth only slightly.
“And how about you?” Linda addressed the two teens. “Have fun on your date?”
The two shared a look.
Jeremy elected himself to reply. “If there’s one thing I can say about Candace-”
Candace flinched. Only now did it hit her that she’d completely ruined her date, all so she could indulge in her obsession of busting her brothers. And that hadn’t even paid off! Her ears splayed in sorrowful submission as she awaited the horribly honest things her boyfriend had to say about her.”
“-its that she’ll never let us get bored.”
Candace blinked. “Uh who say wha?”
“You can say that again,” agreed Stacy as she brushed her wing to Jeremy’s side. “If we could figure out a way to channel that determination of hers, there’s no telling the…, fun things we could do,” she said, stopping  herself from saying anything more suggestive.
“I can confirm this,” Baljeet added.
Overflowing with happiness at her loved ones’ words, Candace had to wipe her eyes dry.
“Oh. There you are, Perry,” Phineas said happily as his beloved pet came up beside him, nosing his leg for petting. 
“Hey Mrs. F,” greeted Vanessa as she strolled in through the side gate. “Ferb. Others,” she added.
Ferb shot her a wink and made a “Tk-tk” sound, resulting in his girlfriend blushing.
“Good. The gang’s all here,” Linda observed happily. “Who wants pie for dinner?”
“Me!” the assembled hoard declared as one, following the matriarch into the house. 
“Like clockwork,” Buford muttered indifferently, now concerned only with pie.
Candace, the last one to enter, decided to take one last look at the backyard where her brothers had thwarted her countless times in the past. “Tomorrow,” she muttered nefariously under her breath. “You won’t stop me tomorrow.”
***
Meanwhile, out in space, the damaged Ferb-naught was left adrift. It had no space flight capability and the damaged from the Shave-Inator was too extensive to repair. Worse, the construction site had left it behind, continuing to fly off in a different direction. The A.I. had managed to free itself, but only to drift endlessly through the void in the hopes of one day being found.
Countless eons passed and the Ferb-naught had fallen into a blend of boredom and madness. Then, against all odds, it fell into a wormhole, hurdling it across space and time to an entirely new reality. While the Ferb-naught was already too far gone to properly appreciate this development, those that found it were quite lucid. They marveled at the energy core and how it made use of a reasonably abundant but poorly understood resource in the galaxy. The finders also appreciated how the Ferb-naught’s aesthetics resembled their own. So impressed were these finders that they decided to use the Ferb-naught as a template with which to build an even more powerful A.I., one they could use to better understand the conflicting relationship between organics and synthetics.

			Author's Notes: 
And that, my precious audience, is what television might look like if it were localized in Equestria.


	