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		What is this? [Comedy]


			Author's Notes: 
Prompt: 'we didn't start the fire'
Thank you, Red, for hosting this panic!
This story got third place!



Twilight stood before her castle, frowning. “What is this?” she asked, gesturing in a vague direction in front of her.
“Hehe, well, you see,” Starlight, who was currently standing beside the unamused alicorn, looked a bit more nervous than usual. “We decided to hold a cooking class and-”
“And you didn’t have any red flags immediately pop up,” Twilight raised an eyebrow.
“Well, the good news is, you now have two entrances to choose from,” Starlight said, fidgeting.
There were now indeed two entrances to the castle, one slightly more jagged than the other, and it just happened to not include doors. “I can clearly see that,” Twilight said, moving to take the new one, leading directly into the kitchen. Starlight quickly followed her. Unfortunately, her fake smile game was a bit rusty, since she hadn’t enslaved any villages as of late. 
Twilight stood on the edge of her former kitchen. The scene in front of her was… messy to say the least. “I assume you took all the proper safety measures, before starting.”
Starlight looked puzzled, before quickly composing herself, “Oh yes, naturally. We did the… thing, and uhh… closed the-”
“Alright,” Twilight nodded. “Can you run me through exactly what happened?” she asked, taking out a clipboard from somewhere. “This is a disaster worth documenting.”
Starlight cleared her throat, “Well, first off, we decided to make some pies. But then the students couldn’t decide what kind of pies to make, so we ended up making cupcakes.”
“I assume you didn’t get Pinkie to help you?” Twilight asked.
“No. We asked her, but she was busy doing ‘something else ‘cause she isn’t relevant here”. Whatever that’s supposed to mean,” Starlight frowned. “Anyway, so we got Trixie instead.”
“Another red flag,” Twilight muttered, jotting something down on her clipboard.
“So, all was going well, until it was time to take the cupcakes out of the oven,” Starlight said carefully.
Twilight nodded for her to continue.
“Long story short, Trixie turned the working oven into a teacup, causing a teensy tiny electrical fire,” Starlight finished sheepishly. 
Twilight sighed. “Starlight, the oven is right there. Also, you still haven’t put the fire out!”
Starlight nodded. “Well yes, I magicked the oven back, also, turns out this is not a normal fire. I mean why else would it burn through the crystal? I totally had it under control until the crusading cutie markers showed up.”
“Cutie mark- you know what, I don’t even want to know,” Twilight put away her clipboard, her face clearly showing disappointment. That made Starlight even more nervous. 
“Yes, well you see. They told us they had tried to get their cutie marks in firefighting once, and so they dumped a whole bunch of water onto the fire.”
“And…”
“And it had the exact opposite effect as intended.”
“Alright, this is believable,” Twilight said slowly, her gaze piercing Starlight, who at this point was sweating bullets.
After a few moments, Twilight relented and sighed. “You burned the juice, didn’t you?”
“I did.”

	
		Rigged [Comedy]


			Author's Notes: 
Prompt: 'fourth best'
Thank you, Rob, for hosting this Rob PANIC!ᵀᴹ



“Would you like some tea, Cadance?” Celestia asked.
“For the thirty-sixth time, auntie, I don’t like tea.” Cadance glared at her, slowly moving a mug of coffee to her lips.
“Well, I suppose it is an acquired taste.”
“If you can call it a taste.”
“Stop dissing my tea, Luna.”
“Alright, so…” Cadance started, “how’s ruling Equestria, I guess?”
“Fine,” Celestia said. Luna just looked away.
“Alright, I gotta get back to the Crystal Empire, my back is already hurting from carrying this conversation.”
“Wait,” Celestia said slowly, “There was a reason we asked you to meet us here today.”
“I swear if this is another ‘who is best princess’ article, I am going to… fling this tea at you.”
Celestia cautiously lifted her tea with her magic and drowned it all in one mighty slurp.
“I told you to keep me out of this,” Cadance hissed. 
“Well this time, we have noticed an anomaly.”
“Yeah, you were ranked first,” Luna said.
There was a pause when everypony’s brain was trying to register what had just been said. Then Luna burst into laughter. 
Cadance let out an exasperated sigh, while Celestia looked at Luna disapprovingly, while actually holding back laughter herself.
“I’m kidding, of course,” Luna snorted, once she’d composed herself. 
“You were fourth as usual,” Celestia said in a consoling voice. 
“Yes, your daughter won.”
“Wait what!” Cadance’s jaw dropped. There was no way this demon spawn was ranked higher than, well, literally anyone else. “I think my brain stopped working.”
“I call hacks,” Luna said simply.
“Who made the survey again,” Cadance asked. 
“That’d be Twilight,” Celestia said.
Cadance facehooved. “Flurry obviously bribed her. I should not have taught her how to do that.”
“You what?” Celestia asked, her eyes narrowing.
“Nothing!” Cadance said quickly. “So, what else is going on?”
“The usual stuff. Sent a filly to Tartarus,” Luna said.
Cadance nodded understandingly. 

	
		Unwelcome [Sad]


			Author's Notes: 
Prompt: 'foggy morning'
Thank you, Dawn, for hosting!



Zecora picked up a blue flower and put it in her saddlebag. She squinted through the fog. She saw houses, although its inhabitants were curiously missing. Ponyville. The town where ponies chat and run around even in the most horrid of weather. Surely a little fog wouldn’t turn the whole thing into a ghost town.
Zecora sighed. No, it wasn’t the fog. This had seemed like the perfect weather to take a trip to Ponyville. Who would notice a hooded figure slipping around in the shadows? Apparently, a very pink pony would. A very vocal pink pony. 
She moved into the town. To her left, she saw a pharmacy. Not that she needed anything in there, the forest provided all the herbs she would ever use, but she still would’ve liked to step in. Maybe talk to the cashier. 
She turned away from the store. The huge closed sign on the front was enough of an indication that she wasn’t welcome. Looking around, as far as she could see, there were no open doors, all doors bearing a similar closed sign.
Any time she paused, the world would seemingly do the same, holding its breath and watching for any sudden movements. It no longer bothered her. No, she was just used to it.
Her eyes caught a glimpse of purple. She moved towards it, soon clearly making out the flower. It was not on her list, but only because she didn’t believe she could find it. Her hoof moved to grab it, before noticing something that made her heart sink. The flower was in a pot. On somepony’s window. It wasn’t a surprise as the Whispering Petal was truly eye-catching when it bloomed. 
She wanted to sigh and turn away, but her eyes were locked on the flower. Why?
Why couldn’t she just take it? Surely it would do more good when brewed into a healing potion rather than being used as eye-candy? And what did she have to lose? Respect of the ponies who locked their doors at the mare glimpse of her stripes? The ponies who shun her for… for-
No. She might have been an evil enchantress in a cursed forest, but she was no thief. 
Zecora turned away from the flower and trotted deeper into the town. Soft thuds emanated from her hoofsteps. She heard her own breathing as she walked through the street. She was used to the silence. The glares.
At this time, she couldn’t see ponies slamming their doors, drawing their curtains, but she could still hear them. Hushed whispers reaching her from the dark alleyways, where ponies had fled to seek refuge from… her.
She ignored them. She always had.
She reached the town square, grateful that nopony had accidentally bumped into her and ran away screaming. In the past, she had avoided entering the town, not wanting to cause unnecessary panic. But at this time, she had a destination in mind. The only place that promised to bring a glint of sunlight into her somber morning. Well, maybe not literally.
Slowly, she began to make out the sign hanging in front of the store she was planning to visit. A small smile crossed her lips as she looked at it. The Quills and Sofas. The only building she’d ever been inside. Not including the one store when she’d first visited Ponyville, but that was a memory she didn’t wish to relive.
Not that she really needed quills, much less sofas. The reason Zecora headed for the slightly odd enterprise was the owner, Lazy Quill. The only pony knew by name. No, the only pony who knew her by name. He was a nice pony to talk to. He was a… pony to talk to.
When Zecora had returned to Ponyville, everything had turned into chaos. The first time, she’d believed it was some sort of attack from the Everfree. The second time it was harder to believe, although, it wasn’t far from the truth. Soon, she was left standing in the middle of a desolate labyrinth of streets, like every time thereafter. Fortunately, she noticed that one shop hadn’t closed. After about her fifth visit, she had built up enough courage to enter. And she was glad she did.
Zecoras hear beat was accelerating. Last time Quill had talked about handing down his business to his nephew. It was probably a smart decision, as the stallion’s white coat was somehow turning even whiter, and his hips worked about as well as old hinges, desperately in need of oiling. Zecora couldn’t wait to meet the young mare. 
She moved to the door, pushing it with her hoof. 
It didn’t budge.
She pushed harder, her frustration building.
She took a step back, her heart thrashing inside her. She looked around. Nopony was in sight, as expected. 
Looking back at the door, she noticed something. There was a sign, displaying six redundant yet horrifying letters. ‘CLOSED’
Zecora took a deep breath. What were the odds that this store would be closed for ‘normal’ reasons on a Wednesday afternoon? There were no additional signs specifying a time of reopening or the existence of some holiday. 
An irrational fear crossed Zecora’s mind. What if something happened to Quill? She had to know.
She pushed her weight against the door. “Please! Would anypony be so kind as to ease my mind!” she desperately shouted. The fog didn’t shout back. It didn’t even whisper back.
Zecora, sanding in the silence felt her heart sink. 
She turned her head and froze. From inside, she saw a stallion peeking out. It was hard to make out hard his color through the haze of the fog and the tears she hadn’t even noticed before. Even then, Zecora could see his well-groomed mane. 
The stallion locked eyes with Zecora, whose heart was just about to burst out of her chest. She raised a hoof and gave a small wave, feeling her breathing calm down. 
There was no doubt. This stallion was the new owner of Quills and Sofas. It was a shame, Zecora would’ve liked to properly say goodbye to Quill. There was still a chance he was in the store.
Zecora watched as the stallion cautiously backed away. A second later the blind dropped closed.
She was left standing there, in front of the door, stunned, alone.
Wordlessly, she turned around and ran, her choked sobs quickly becoming distant.
Why did she have to be so… different?
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