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Chapter 1: Invasion

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Finally!” Jeff screamed as he landed on the bed. A gleeful smile spread across his face. He sat back up and looked around his new bedroom. It was clean, spacious, and most importantly, his. Jeff was finally free from his parents and brother. No more “be back before nine.” No more younger brother and his constant “Jeff! Jeff! Can I use the Xbox? Jeff! Come on, lemme have the Xbox. Jeff, Jeff I wanna play!” And best of all, no more sociopathic pets constantly clawing and biting him at a moment’s notice. Flying paws of furry fury swiping at his legs and arms had become such a common occurrence that he stopped bothering to keep track and simply accepted that they just hated him.
It was quiet in the room since his friend Brian had left after helping him move the last of his possessions in. Wanting to see the rest of his new home now that he had a moment’s peace, Jeff leapt off of the bed and maneuvered around the few empty boxes he’d used to transport his stuff. Stepping carefully to avoid the occasional LEGO he’d neglected to pick up, he made his way out into the small living room. He smiled and glanced over his few furnishings sitting in the room. A single, overly orange couch literally brightened the room; the lights reflected off the starburst-like color, giving the surrounding area an orange-y tinge. 
Aside from the couch which dominated the room was a small TV on a wooden stand in front of the couch, and a small glass table in between the two. Curious how long it had been since Brian left, Jeff reached into his pocket to check the time on his cell phone; 7:40 P.M. 
Connected to the living room was a small balcony, which he’d yet to go out on. Walking towards the sliding glass door, slightly fogged from the cool night air, he paused for a moment as he slid the door open. The cold night air embraced him, causing a refreshing shiver down his spine as he stepped out onto the balcony proper.
The balcony handrail was cold to the touch as he leaned on it. He gazed down upon the dull road below. It was a rather quiet night, not that Jeff had any complaints. The peace and quiet was a welcome change from the grating of his parents’ nagging or his brother’s constant intrusions. Staring off into the night sky, his thoughts drifted to all of the new possibilities and responsibilities that come with living on his own. The feeling of such sudden independence was odd and unfamiliar, but he was confident that he would grow comfortable within time. 
Comfort, however, was still an inconsistent luxury as he was jarringly snapped back into the present by his cell phone, demanding his attention to answer. His ringtone blared louder as he pulled the device from his pocket displaying Mom on the screen. With a quick groan of annoyance at being bothered so soon after leaving his parents’ nest, Jeff answered the call.
“Hey, Mom.”
“Jeff?” responded a high-pitched voice on the other end. “Are you ok? Did you get all settled in?”
“Yes, Mother, I did. Brian came by and helped me move everything in and unpack. He left about ten minutes ago.”
“Oh, good,” his mother replied. “Now don’t forget you have work tomorrow, so get to bed soon.”
“It’s not even eight o’clock yet,” Jeff deadpanned. “Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll go to bed when I need to, alright?”
“Alright dear, I love you.”
“Okay, Mom.”
“And your father loves you too,” his mother continued.
“Uh huh. Alright Mom, love you too,” Jeff said, half annoyed. “I need to get going, but I’ll talk with you later. Bye.”
Quickly ending the call before his mother could reply, Jeff let out a sigh of relief to be alone with his thoughts again. It wasn’t that he hated his mother; far from it. He just wasn’t one for small talk and hated her tendency to talk at great lengths on the same topic over and over again, as if she’d forgotten that she said the exact same thing not five minutes before. Jeff checked the time once more before putting his phone away. With one final look at the night sky he turned to go back into the living room to catch the 8:00 news.  
Jeff flopped down onto the putrid orange couch and got comfortable, both enjoying the warmth of the apartment and missing the coolness of the night air. The remote control was sitting on the far end of the table, which he begrudgingly got back off the couch to retrieve. Pressing the large red button on the top, the television came to life and the various sounds of different programs and static could be heard as Jeff cycled through the channels before settling on the news.
Let’s see what craziness the world’s gotten into today, he thought to himself.
A man in a blue suit sitting at the news desk was speaking. 
“ -police captured the robber, finding him two blocks away from the scene of the crime. In other news, scientists have discovered odd anomalies in the lower atmosphere above California. A representative of NASA has released a statement, saying ‘The anomalies are being caused by a minor solar flare and are nothing to be concerned about.’ Even so, some citizens are stocking supplies of food and water in fear of a greater danger.”
Atmospheric anomalies? What’s the worst that could happen, cotton candy clouds? Or the end of the world? … Again. 
Jeff changed the channel before the anchor could say anything else. After flipping through a few more channels, Jeff grew bored and decided maybe bed wasn’t such a bad idea. He shut off the television and carelessly tossed the remote aside.
After some standard preparations for bed, Jeff walked into his bedroom. He shut off the light on his nightstand, and rolled over to face the window. He laid there for a moment until his eyes shut on him, and before he knew it, he was asleep.
~~~~~

Golden rays filtered in through a large stained glass window, painting the room with a multitude of colors. A white Alicorn sat by a large marble fireplace, attempting to relax in the warmth of her sun as the colored lights danced across her hide. Her eyes were closed in concentration, shifting occasionally as thoughts raced through her head. The tinge of magic and the soft sound of wisping smoke suddenly drew her attention. The smoke and dust quickly drifted in front of her and gathered together, coalescing into a scroll in a flash of fire. A golden aura enveloped the scroll, seizing it in the air before it fell, and quickly unrolled the paper.
As she began reading the letter, her face contorted in confusion and concern. Her eyes darted back and forth across the paper at an alarming rate, attempting to understand what it was she’s reading. Satisfied with reading the letter, she set it aside with her magic and summoned parchment, a quill and some ink; the Alicorn used her magic to hastily write on the parchment.
“Dear Spike, 
I thank you for sending me the urgent letter, I am on my way now. Stay in the library.
Princess Celestia.”
Princess Celestia set the quill down. Then, with one fluid motion, rolled up the scroll, sealed it, and the letter disappeared in a flash of white. Celestia rose to her hooves and walked out of her room, flinging open the large double doors leading to the hall. The two guards snapped to attention at the sudden kerfuffle*, not expecting the sudden appearance of their princess as she jaunted pass them without a word.
Closing the doors behind them, the guards attempted to follow Celestia but were quickly stopped in their tracks by the princess’s magic, immediately understanding her need to forgo formalities. They stood stoic as Celestia turned down another hallway towards the main entrance hall. Her brow furrowed in concern, repeating the message Spike had sent her over and over in her head; each word searing into her mind. 
“Dear Princess Celestia,
Twilight! Applejack! Rainb-, Flutt- …. You need to get here now! Like now, now! Like yesterday now! Something terrible has happened!”
The rows of royal guards stood at attention along the main entrance, watching as the Princess hastily walked by, unblinking and unmoving as she passed. Celestia’s grand wings unfurled as she exited the confines of the royal building, taking to the sky with a single massive beat. 
“The last thing that I heard was Trixie saying she learned a new spell. She threatened Twilight!”
Another powerful stroke of her wings angled her towards Ponyville and quickened her speed, her wings fueled by her divine strength of body and magic.
“Twilight said she would talk to Trixie to make things better, but they didn’t get better. Trixie told Twilight to meet her by the Everfree Forest along with Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Applejack, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie. I followed Twilight there in case she needed some muscles to help her out …. I’m always having to look out for her now …. 
“Because I didn’t want to blow my cover, I hid in a nearby bush. After that, Twilight began to talk with Trixie. Trixie said this was revenge for being humiliated. And.. And she used some magic spell on them! There was a bright flash of light, and then they were all gone. After that, I um, ran back to the library to write this letter to you. It totally wasn’t to hide or anything. Please come soon!”
The airspace above Ponyville was devoid of life. Multiple clouds were floating about unmanaged and with an odd slightly pink hue. Focused on the important task at hoof, Celestia dismissed the oddity and banked towards the Ponyville library. Several passersby gawked at her unexpected arrival as others looked warily about at the sky. 
Spike was inside the tree house, pacing the wooden floor. His teeth were munching on his claws; he’s nervous. A loud thud was heard from outside the library. Spike perked up and raced to the door. 
“Princess Celestia!” Spike cheered as he opened the door. “I’m so glad you’re here!”
“Spike,” Celestia said urgently, her voice filled with the strength and conviction of a true commander; a voice she used only under the most stressful of situations. “I need you to take me to where Twilight and her friends were when they disappeared.”
“Oh, right!” Spike exited the library and waddled towards the Everfree Forest, Celestia in tow. Spike started rambling off the myriad of “possibilities” that could have befallen his friends, culminating in another hypothesis of exploding twice. Celestia did her best to assuage his fears, but gaffed at the double explosion theory.
“Nopony else know’s that spe ... er..um, nevermind.”
But before Spike could question what the Princess meant, they reached the forest and approached the scene of Spike’s concern.
“There!” Spike yelled pointing near the entrance of the forest. A large black scorch mark smothered the ground of where the six equines had once stood.
“They were right here.” Spike pointed to the charred dirt.
Celestia examined the black stained ground. “Spike, do you know where Trixie is?”
“No,” Spike answered. “She ran off after she used the spell, she looked worried.”
“Worried?” inquired the Princess. “Hm. Spike, where did Trixie run off to?”
The small purple dragon scratched his scaly head and pondered a moment. “Uh, I think I saw her run into Ponyville.”
“Thank you Spike, now run along back to the library. I think that Twilight will need someone to watch it while she is away.”
“Oh yeah, I guess you’re right. Will they be okay Princess?”
“I don’t know Spike,” Celestia replied. “All we can do is hope.”
~~~~~

“Hi again, Mom,” Jeff said picking up his phone.
“How was your first week in your apartment, sweetie?” his mother kindly inquired.
“It was fine. Look Mom, I had a long day at work, and I would like to get some sleep,” Jeff reasoned. “Tomorrow is Saturday. I’ll talk with you then, okay?”
“Well alright sweetie,” his mother replied. “You have a good night now, love you!” 
“Yep.” Jeff hung up the phone and sighed. He looked at the night sky again, the brisk cool air soothed his body. 
Jeff moved the side of his balcony to check the flower he'd been growing. A silly 'housewarming gift’ Brian gave him as a joke, but one he decided to keep anyway if only to occupy some of his abundant free time. 
After several days the bud had finally begun to bloom and a sweet aroma tickled his senses as he leaned in close to examine it. Something caught his eye, a small cocoon hung from a leaf. Jeff looked over the delicate home. The delicate structure wiggled as he turned the plant to get a better look.
“Looks like you have a friend ... ” A pause.
I’m talking to a plant ... I need a hobby.
Quickly distancing himself from the plant, Jeff gave it one last look and sighed as he left the balcony and strolled back into his apartment. He walked passed the living room and into the hall, passed the spare bedroom, and into the bathroom to ready himself for bed. 
Jeff picked up his tooth brush and set it to work. As he brushed his teeth, Jeff felt a light brush against his toe. Figuring it was just a piece of lint or something floating he didn’t take much notice of it and continued brushing. He spit and filled a nearby cup of water to rinse his mouth. 
Another warmer, firmer touch on his toe caused him to flail back. The cup of water flung into the air and splashed water all over the floor. Recovering from the unexpected sensation, he leaned down to search for whatever it was that caused his minor panic attack ... and found nothing. 
“The heck was that? I better not have any rats in here or I’ll do ... eh ... probably nothing.”
After spending a few more minutes searching the bathroom for ... whatever it was he thought he felt, Jeff dried the water off of the floor and left; shutting the light off as he did. He stepped into the hallway and into his spare bedroom. Flicking the switch, the room brightened, displaying the many opened boxes of stuff he’d yet to unpack; including the black backpack next to his computer desk.
Reaching into the pack, he pulled out an old worn book, Where the Red Fern Grows, and zipped the bag closed before proceeding back towards the door. As he reached the light switch, what sounded like whispering briefly gave him pause. He turned around, but saw nothing out of the ordinary. With a shrug, he turned the lights back off and walked to his bedroom.
Plopping down onto his bed and getting halfway under the covers, Jeff turned on the small lamp next to him. He sat up against his bed rest, an extra pillow behind his back for added comfort, and started reading from where he left off. This had been how he spent most nights, enjoying a good book on a quiet eve. Jeff wasn’t the biggest reader in the world, however, with what little he did read, he enjoyed quite thoroughly. 
Unbeknownst to him, a small blue figure was peering around the - compared to it - large door observing him. 
“What’s that thing?” asked the curious little creature.
“I don’t know,” responded another, “but I think it’s reading.” A purple figure peered further into the room for a better look.
“Reading?” questioned the small blue figure. “Reading is for eggheads.”
“Now be quiet both of ya,” a small orange pony, no taller than three inches, stammered at the two miniature filles. “We need some sort of plan.”
A small pink filly jumped up next to the orange pony. “What kind of plan?” the curious pony asked.
“Ah dunno,“ replied the orange filly, “but we can’t let that thing see us. Who knows what could happen?”
The small colorful fillies continued to watch and comment about the ‘thing’ for another fifteen or so minutes, trying to figure out what to do as Jeff started to yawn. Folding the corner of the page he left off on, he closed the book. Meanwhile, the small purple filly clutched her chest in discomfort for a reason she didn’t know. He set the book on his nightstand, and adjusted himself in bed, throwing the throwable throw pillow through the air onto the thrown objects destination ... the floor. He yawned once more, turned off the light, and laid his head down onto his pillow, facing towards his window.
“AH!” cried a small yellow filly. 
The blue filly pegasus quickly shut the crying filly’s mouth. “Shh, don’t blow our cover!”
Jeff rolled halfway over and glanced back at his door again thinking he heard something.
I swear I’m starting to hear things …. Is that a sign of something? I’ll Google it tomorrow if it keeps up.
The small equines dared not move a muscle until the strange thing rolled back over after a few seconds. 
“That was close,” whispered the small purple unicorn. “We need to be more careful.”
“I- I’m sorry,” replied the small yellow pegasus. “It’s just.. I-it’s so dark.. and scary.”
The orange pony walked up to the yellow filly. “It’s alright, we’re all here for ya.” A little smile grew on the yellow filly’s mouth. 
The blue pegasus groaned. “Can we stop all this sappiness please? We still need to figure out what to do with that giant ... eh ... thing!”
The purple unicorn walked to the center of the tiny ponies. “We could look around,” she shyly suggested. “It wouldn’t hurt would it?” 
“Yeah!” agreed the blue pegasus. “Maybe we can find something to vanquish the beast!”
The purple unicorn filly turned to face the blue pegasus. “Why? It hasn’t done anything to us.”
“Yet,” replied the pegasus. “It can still hurt us; we can’t trust it.” 
“Ah think ah’m goin’ ta have ta agree with her on this.” The orange pony walked to the purple unicorn. “Like she said, that thing can still hurt us; but that don’t mean we need to destroy it.”
The purple filly looked around. “What do you all think?”
“I think it could use some nicer curtains,” said a small white unicorn. “Those are hideous.”
The blue pony groaned. “We don’t have time for this, I say we take action now!”
“What do you suggest?” inquired the purple filly.
The blue pegasus pondered for a moment. “Let’s take a closer look at it.”
“Are you crazy?!” questioned the purple unicorn. “I thought you said that thing could kill us?”
“True, but everything needs sleep, and that’s what it’s doing,” the blue pegasus said confidently. “Now is the best time to get a better look at it.”
“Ah reckon it can’t hurt none,” added the orange equine. “Ah mean, it is sleeping. Besides, we can easily hide from it like we did before.”
“Well, I suppose so,” the purple unicorn felt unsure, but she knew they had to find out what this “thing” was. “Wait, weren’t there six of us?” 
The purple filly began to count the ponies, “One ... two ... three ... four ... five ... Where’s the pink pony?”
“Over there!” The blue pegasus stated. 
The pink filly was near the edge of the things bed, nearing its nest. The other small equines raced to her. The small blue pegasus practically body-checked the pink pony; and halting her ascent, brought her back down to the ground.
“What do you think you're doing?” questioned the blue filly. “You could get us all caught!”
The purple unicorn came up next to the two. “She’s right, if we go, we all go at the same time.”
The other fillies agreed, and they all set to work. The large bed stood before them; it was massive compared to the tiny fillies. The purple filly walked to the beds perimeter until she came across some of the mattress sheet hanging close to the floor.
“Hey!” The purple filly motioned back to the others. “We can climb up this way!”
The fillies all began to climb the mattress sheet, aside from the blue filly who seemed to prefer flying everywhere she went and made the trip in some seconds.
While waiting for the rest of her newly met acquaintances, the blue filly curiously looked over the strange creature from the air before landing on the pillow in front of its face. The other fillies had 
begun to converge near the pillow. 
“Hey!” she whispered. “You should look at it closer; it’s so weird looking.”
~~~~~

The next morning, the sun shone brightly through Jeff’s window, warming his face and slowly bringing him back to consciousness. Much to his chagrin, the small noises he thought he was hearing the previous night had returned with a vengeance; small taps and murmuring filled his ears. At this point he figured he was just still dreaming. He certainly still felt tired enough to be asleep and seeing as it was Saturday he had no qualms with simply going back to it. The sun however was having none of it and continued to shine straight into his closed eyes causing Jeff to roll over to make it go away.
“Woah!”
Again with the sounds. Slowly opening his eyes and wincing at the bright light, he sleepily glanced around, noticing small splotches of color through his hazy vision. With a mighty roar of a yawn he closed his eyes once more to try and get some more sleep. A buzzing sound soon filled his ears and, thinking it was a fly that was buzzing about his head, he swung his hand in the general direction of the sound to try and scare it off.
“It’s attackin’!” cried the orange filly. “Run!”
The large beast had hit the blue filly, sending her hurtling to the other end of the bed.
Jeff’s eyes darted open. He checked his hand to see if there were fly guts. However, only a small blue feather was obtained. 
“What the ... ? Did I ... hit a bird?” Jeff rubbed his eyes to try and clear the sleep out of them before looking about the bed for whatever it was he’d hit. “Hm ...”
“Hi there!”
The small voice rang in Jeff’s ear, he looked from left to right, but saw no one.
“No, over here silly,” the small voice laughed.
Jeff looked at his right shoulder. His eyes focused in on a small pink pony.
“Hi there!” the pink equine said cheerfully. 
*A beat*
“AAHH!” Jeff screamed and jumped out of his bed, the pink filly hanging onto his shoulder and laughing like he was some carnival ride. Jeff looked on his bed and saw three more splotches of color, which he now realized were other ponies. A blue one with wings was lying down unconscious, while an orange pony was looking over the fallen blue pegasus. A white unicorn sat on the edge of the bed looking back and forth between him and the two ponies.
“Wha- What are you things?” Jeff frantically asked.
The pink pony on his shoulder giggled, “We’re not things, we’re ponies.”
Jeff screamed again. “Talking miniature ponies?! This ... this doesn’t make sense, and you’re all so colorful.”
Stupid ADD ... Jeff thought back at himself.
“Well,” continued the pink pony, “maybe you’re just a giant! And you can like- OH! Can you make a giant cake?! I love cake!”
Jeff was speechless to what the pink filly had just said. 
Words finally found his mouth. “Ok ...” Jeff composed himself. “I have small ponies in my bedroom ... and they can talk, what else can you do?”
“I can use magic!” a small voice chirped.
Jeff followed the voice to his nightstand, finding yet another colorful pony. This one, a small purple unicorn who sat in front of an open book, the book that Jeff had been reading ... She was already more than halfway through it.
“Have you.. Have you been reading that story?” Jeff inquired of the small purple equine.
“Yes I have,” She cheerfully responded. “I really like it!”
Jeff pondered a moment, and glanced at the five ponies he saw. “Are there anymore of you?”
“There was a yellow pegasus with us!” the pink pony shouted in Jeff’s ear with a volume far greater than something her size should be capable of producing. 
With his ear now ringing, Jeff was preparing to yell at the pink pony like he would do at his brother whenever he overly annoyed him, but something prevented him from doing so. For one, the pink pony had disappeared from his shoulder. Secondly, he noticed some movement from the ponies on his bed. The white filly was moving over to the orange and blue ponies. The blue pegasus, now in a daze, was muttering something about an “airship’s registry number”.
That’s what I must have hit this morning, the poor thing, Jeff thought to himself. He walked to the bed and sat down, making sure he didn’t crush any of the ponies.
“Is she ok?” Jeff asked.
“Ah dunno,” the orange pony responded. “Ah think so.”
“Look,” Jeff said, “I didn’t mean to hit her.” Jeff reached over and picked up the small pegasus in his hands, gently raising her to his eye level. Her body felt small and fragile, though he got the oddest feeling she’d try and attack him had he voiced such an opinion. However, she was just a filly, as were as the rest of these colorful equines.
The pink pony curiously looked at Jeff’s hands and began to climb over to them, where she went or how she got back without notice Jeff would never know. She crawled across Jeff’s arm, causing him to chuckle from being tickled until she made it into his palm where she looked at the blue pegasus and then at Jeff’s hand.
“Ooo, what are these?” the curious filly asked.
“Those are my fingers.”
“What do they do?”
Jeff was a bit slow to respond to the filly’s question. “Um… they help me grab things, write, type, push buttons, eat, pick my--”
“EAT?!” The pink pony exclaimed. “You have food?!”
Jeff was shocked at the pink filly’s shouting, but answered her anyway. “Yeah …. What do ponies like you eat?”
“Do you have cake?” questioned the pink filly.
“Um.. no,” Jeff said bluntly. He was afraid this pony may receive one hell of a sugar rush if he gave her anything with sugar in it. “Do you like fruit? Like apples?” Wait doesn’t fruit have sugar too? Nah it’s healthy stuff, it should be fine.
The orange filly perked up and ran over to Jeff’s knee. “You have apples?” she asked.
“I have one or two, I think that should be enough for all of you.” Jeff set down the blue and pink fillies onto the bed.
“I’ll be right back.” Jeff got up and walked out of the bedroom and into the hallway; his thoughts were racing.
I’m taking this a lot better than I should be. Most people would have overreacted and probably called pest control, or worse. I wonder if people would really call the FBI? Does the FBI have a number? Then again I think they’d just call me…. I really hope I don’t get a phone call soon. It’s probably just over theorized. Then again, people are crazy, like Brian. Or even worse, my brother. What am I going to do with five colorful ponies? I can’t just have people come over willy nilly anymore. I’ll probably have to hide them.
No, I can’t do that, that will probably lower their self esteem. Wait, do ponies have self esteem? I don’t even know. Ok, I’m sure that after I give them these apples, I can get them out of here. It shouldn’t be too hard. They must have parents of some sort, or names for that matter. Hm, I probably should have asked them for their names.
 Do they even have names? If they don’t then that’ll be weird. OH NO! What if they don’t and they ask me to name them! Then I’ll end up being stuck with these fillies for the rest of my life. I can’t get married, or even have a girlfriend! What would I tell her?
Jeff reached the kitchen and walked towards the fridge. He opened the door and began his hunt for the apples.
I mean I can’t just say to her, “Oh yeah, since you’ll be dating me, I should let you know I have magical colorful ponies living in my home. I’m not weird or anything, they just showed up one day!” Because that would go swimmingly. Then again though, I suppose someone would have to watch them. Now where are those apples?
Jeff scrounged through his refrigerated products. 
“AHA!” he exclaimed in mock triumph. “There you are!” 
The apples sat towards the back of the fridge, as if trying to hide from Jeff’s searching eyes. Jeff grabbed the two apples and set the on the counter. After closing the fridge door, he glided over to his silverware drawer in search of a knife.
After heroically retrieving the knife, he grabbed a plate and set the fruit upon it. Jeff made quick work of the apples and set the knife in the sink. As Jeff walked towards the kitchen door, he heard a small melodic voice, as if something was singing. Jeff stopped his movement and listened to the subtle voice.
The voice was coming from his windowsill, where a small yellow pegasus was looking through the screen into the bright outside world. Jeff set the plate down on the counter and slowly approached the small pegasus. As he got closer, he could see a few birds had gathered by the window, joining the small filly in song like some harmonious chorus from a cartoon. 
Jeff stood a few feet back, and watched the filly sing to the birds. Her voice soothing and graceful; relaxing, almost making him forget that six tiny ponies had invaded his home…. Almost. As her song soon ended, she began to actually talk with the little birds he thought would have flown away.  
“That was a lovely song,” Jeff complimented the filly.
The filly jumped back and looked at the strange creature. She fled to the corner of the windowsill, trying to hide. The birds flew off from the sudden intrusion.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Jeff apologized. “I didn’t mean to scare you. I liked your singing.”
The small filly only hid her face with her wings. 
“So, do you have a name?” He smiled.
The pegasus’s only response was a bit of trembling and squeaky noises he assumed were whimpers. With a sigh he walked back to the counter and picked up a piece of apple. He set it down on the corner of the windowsill opposite the frightened pegasus before leaving the kitchen with the remaining apples slices.
Once the creature had seemingly left, the small filly lifted her wings from her face. She opened her eyes and looked around to see if the beast had indeed left. She sighed in relief and looked ahead of her, spotting the thing that the creature left behind, a slice of apple. Her stomach growled at her for being empty and she walked precariously over to the luscious fruit. 
She eyed the food and cautiously leaned down to take a bite, expecting the giant to return at any moment as if it were a trap. Munching down onto the apple slice, a sweet sensation filled her mouth. She smiled. With no sign of the creature returning, the filly sat on the windowsill and peacefully ate her breakfast, looking out the window at the birds that still fluttered about outside.
Jeff opened the bedroom door and saw the five fillies looking at him anxiously. The blue filly had finally gotten her senses back and didn’t look all too happy. Jeff approached the bed and sat down on the edge, being careful not to crush any of the ponies. He set the plate of apple slices next to him, and watched the ponies rush over to them like wild animals. The blue one arriving first despite her previously rattled noggin and wariness of him. 
Hopefully giving her food will make her like me ... Wait, do I want them to like me? 
Putting the thought away for later, Jeff couldn’t help but laugh at the sight of three-inch ponies eating apples off of a plate. He watched as the curious little creatures devoured the apples with haste while chattering amongst themselves about the the food. The orange one seemed to have a rather odd opinion about them as if she could grow better apples herself.
“You must be hungry,” Jeff chuckled. “What were you doing last night?”
The pink pony Jeff had acquainted with earlier hopped up on his knee. “We were trying to vanquish you!” she said with the largest smile ever on her face.
“You were ... trying to what?” Jeff questioned, flabbergasted by the response that was given to him.
“To vanquish you! Oh it was funny, the blue pony tried to crawl up your nose an--” Before the pink filly could finish her speech, the blue pegasus raced to her and shut her trap.
“Hehe,” she nervously chuckled. “You don’t need to hear about that; but that still gives you no reason to hit me like you did!”
“Well I’m sorry,” Jeff melodramatically proclaimed. “But if something flies by my face, I’m bound to hit it. It’s a natural reaction. Besides, all that matters now is that you’re ok.”
The orange filly devoured her meal and then walked over to Jeff. “He has a point. An’ besides, he gave us food. Ya can’t argue with food.”
The blue pony thought for a moment, before having an odd reaction to the pink filly. “Did you just lick me?!” she exclaimed.
The pink pony burst out in laughter and started rolling on her back. Jeff and the orange pony laughed as well. 
“That’s not funny!” the blue pegasus yelled back. “What if I get sick?”
“She’s right you know. You can get really sick if someone licks you,” Jeff wryly said. 
Concern grew on the blue filly’s face; her ears drooped behind her rainbow mane. “R-Really?” she asked concerned.
“No,” Jeff chortled. “I was only teasing you ... um ... you know, I’ve been wondering. Do you all have names?”
The fillies all looked at each other, and shook their heads. 
Oh no! Jeff thought to himself. I’ll have to name them ... I’m going to have to have affection for these things ... There goes my love life. Perhaps a small price to pay. Though, fillies like these must have parents; really tiny… pony ... parents.. 
“Did you have parents?” Jeff asked the fillies.
“I think so!” the pink pony burst in. “But I can’t remember.” A smile spread across her face.
And if one doesn’t remember then I’m sure the rest don’t either. Just my luck. Well, I suppose it can’t be all bad. What’s the harm in raising small, colorful, magical ponies with no known origin? 
Jeff ended his thoughts. 
“You know,” Jeff began, “I’m probably going to regret this, but I suppose I can name you.”
The small ponies cheered. The pink filly started bouncing up and down on the bed. “Pick me!” she yelled in excitement. “Pick me!”
“Ok,” Jeff hesitantly said. “Um, well you sure are really pink; how about Pinkie?”
I’m so terrible at this.
The pink filly gasped, then smiled. “I LOVE IT!” She jumped onto Jeff, and started to climb up his arm.
The blue pegasus raised her front leg high. “Me next!” she exclaimed.
“Well, ok,” Jeff sat there for a second.
This is bad, I’m blanking on a name for her. I could use sky. She is blue. Nah, too cliché; even for a pegasus. Ok, I’ll just look over her once more and something will come to mind ... And nothing does, great. Ok, ok, it’s fine, I’m sure something will come. Hm, what an odd mane color scheme: rainbow. Well, I don’t want her to be automatically stereotyped as a lesbian. Wait, can ponies be lesbians? I don’t even want to know. She does seem quick with her wings ... Wait, I think I got it.
“You like flying don’t you?” Jeff asked her.
“Yes!” the pony replied enthusiastically. “Oh my gosh, are you going to name me Flying? That would be so cool!”
“I was thinking something along the lines of ... ”
Pause for dramatic effect.
“Dash,” Jeff said, trying to sound as cool as he possibly could, but failing miserably.
The little pegasuses eyes lit up. “I love it!” she yelled. “Dash! It’s just so awesome!”
Good thing she’s easily pleased. I’m sure that will change with time.
Jeff turned to Pinkie, who was now sitting on his shoulder looking down at the other ponies. Jeff simply smiled and turned to face the other ponies.
“Who’s next?” The other ponies were quiet for a second, before Jeff went ahead and picked one. “How about you?” he asked the purple filly.
“Ok.” She said with a gleeful smile. Jeff pondered for a moment.
“Hm, well what do you like to do?” Jeff inquired of her.
“I like to read. Oh, and write notes!” the filly said happily.
“You mean like studying?” Jeff asked.
The filly nodded.
She’s like school in a cute little purple package, Jeff thought to himself.  I wonder if I’ll have to teach them? That would be horrible; I wasn’t the best at school. The C’s and D’s on my report cards can attest to that. At least I don’t have to worry too much about people finding out about these ponies; I don’t know that many people. The only person that’s at all likely to show up is Brian. I wonder what he’d think about me caring for colorful ponies.
He’d probably laugh like he did when he found out I used Sparknotes for just about every school assignment I could. He didn’t let that go for months. I never looked at that website again. Which probably explains why I never went to college ... wait.
A smile grew on Jeff’s face, “I know, how about Spark?”
The little filly giggled, “That sounds silly. How about--oh! How about Sparkle?”
“Sparkle?” Jeff asked the unicorn “Do you really like that?” 
“Uh huh!” nodded the purple unicorn.
“Ok then, as long as you like it,” Jeff sighed to himself in relief. 
Okay, I’m on a roll. I got this. Only two more-- wait-- three. Three more ponies and I am done naming them. This isn’t so bad, I thought I would do horribly and pick stupid names like Jeff ... wait, that’s my name. Stupid brain! I meant names like Princess, Twily Sparkle Shine, Frank ... 
“Oh, could you give me a name next darling?” the white filly asked in a cute little accent. 
Darling? That’s adorable! Oh no ... I’m starting to like these ponies ... Especially the pink one, er, Pinkie. What is she even doing right now?
Jeff looked to his shoulder to find that Pinkie had disappeared. He looked about to his other shoulder and around the bed, but couldn’t spot her. Suddenly atop his head, he could feel something warm. Slowly raised his hand above his head, Jeff gently set his hand down feeling a soft, small object on his head.
“What are you doing up there?” he asked Pinkie.
The pink filly remained silent and slept peacefully atop Jeff’s head. He gently picked up the pink filly and then set her down on his pillow. 
How did I not notice that? Am I seriously so focused on naming them that I couldn’t feel Pinkie climb up my neck? Well, I will say that she’s just a gem ... wait ... 
“I think I have a name for you little miss,” Jeff smiled. “Gem.”
“Gem?” the white filly asked.
“Gem,” repeated Jeff.
“Gem?”
This is going nowhere fast, Jeff thought to himself. Then again, she is young. I don’t even know how old these ponies are. What are ponies this young doing on their own? More importantly, why are they in my apartment? 
“Because banana!” Pinkie suddenly shouted in her sleep.
Well that was oddly convenient ... Eh, I’ll worry about this later. I know this will come back to bite me in the end whether I worry now or not.
“Do you know what a gem is sweetie?” Jeff kindly asked.
The white filly shook her head.
“Well a gem is ... um,” Jeff began to search for the right words. “A gem is a shiny rock, something of value. Um ... oh! Here.”
Jeff turned around to the nightstand next to his bed. Opening the top drawer, he pulled out a small purple crystal that shimmered in the morning sunlight as he gave it to the white unicorn.
“Something similar to this-- wait,” He thought for a moment. “Maybe a gem is something different, I’m not sure. Either way, it’s something similar this.”
Jeff watched the small unicorn, her eyes glistened as she looked into the lovely object. 
“Oh,” Jeff said. “How about Crystal?” 
“It’s beautiful!” the unicorn proclaimed.
“Really?” Jeff asked surprised.
“Hm? Oh, not that. I meant the crystal.” 
I thought she would like that name. I spent a good amount of time making it… sort of.
“So Crystal it is then?”Jeff asked once more.
“Ok,” replied the white pony, her eyes fixated upon the purple crystal.
It’s clear she has a taste for shiny objects; I hope she isn’t the spoiled type. Then again, I like shiny objects. Am I spoiled? I’m not too sure. I mean, my parents gave me what I wanted for the most part. Ah! Being distracted. Ok, now for the orange one.
“What about me, partner?” The orange filly asked in her country accent. “Ya got a name fer me?”
OMYGOSH! Her accent is so cute! ... I am SO glad no one can hear my thoughts ... Ok, I can do this. I’ll just look over her like I did the others or learn her personality. Hm, well she does remind me of my friend Jack. Jack has that accent, drives a giant truck, and has horses. Maybe I can ask him how to take care of small ponies? Nah, he’ll just laugh. Well I can’t just name her Jack. What about Jacklyne? 
“Um, Jacklyne?”Jeff asked unsure.
“Nah, it’s sounds too frilly,” the orange pony replied.
I thought Jacklyne was a good name; at least it would have been normal. Not some weird name like Sparkle, or Pinkie. Then again, at least those aren’t acronyms or nicknames, like JD or AJ. Then again, she may like that.
“What about AJ?” Jeff inquired of the orange filly.
“What does the A stand fer?” she questioned back.
“It ... stands for,” Jeff looked around the bedroom.
Oh come on! I can think of a simple name with “A”. Annabelle, Anna, Arianna, Ariel, Alice,
“Apple.”
APPLE?! Am I stupid or something? I just based her name off of the food I just fed them! Even worse now is that everytime I think of her name, I’ll be thinking of cereal ... Speaking of which, I haven’t eaten today, maybe I should.
“Ah kinda like that. Ok then,” the pony began, “from now on, Ah’m AJ.”
... Really? Ugh, ok now at least I’m done naming them. Now What? Oh wait, I still have that other pony to talk to.
“Ok,” Jeff started, “we have AJ, Crystal, Sparkle, Dash, and Pinkie ... Who’s still sleeping on my pillow ... What was she even doing last night?”
Sparkle walked to Jeff’s knee, and looked up at him. “She said something about snow angels.”
“But I don’t have snow in my room.” Jeff look to the far end of his bed. He spotted small little angel figures imprinted on his mattress.
Pinkie sure is something. I wonder when she will wake up? Oh well, I have that other pony to attend to.
“Alright girls, I have one other pony to go name so I will be right back.” Jeff slowly got up from the bed, making sure not to wake Pinkie. He glided across the room, and out the door.
This won’t be easy. I saw how shy she was when I first complimented her. She hid from me like I was a beast, or monster. Then again, I am like 3,000 times their size. That’s a little bit of an exaggeration . Well let’s see, I’m about 5’ 10” and they were 3”. So if I ... You know what, screw it, I’m not working out math in my head. 
All I need to know is that I’m bigger than them, so I need to take responsibility. This is reminding me of movies I’ve seen like this. Jack and The Beanstalk, wait that was a horrible example. Spiderman? “With great power comes responsibility.”  With small ponies, come great responsibility ... or maybe retrotsibility ... I’m such a dork. 
Jeff quietly entered the kitchen and look to the windowsill where he’d last seen the small yellow filly. She was no longer there, and the apple was gone as well.
Well that’s good, at least she ate the apple. But where did she take off to?
Jeff looked around his small kitchen, his eyes scanning the layout but failing to find her. Jeff exited the kitchen, and glanced around the living room. A small yellow flicker caught his eye as the pony walked behind the couch near the glass door to the balcony.

			Author's Notes: 
*Kerfuffle is just an awesome word is all. Edit: Just letting folks know that the story has received a major overhaul over the last ridiculous amount of months, and it's nice to be working on it again.


	
		My Shy Little Butterfly



Chapter 2: My Shy Little Butterfly
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The sun hung high in the sky, filling the air and ground below with warmth and light. The bright, springtime flowers were in full bloom; with bees buzzing about collecting pollen and nectar, and colorful birds singing their various songs. Squirrels scurried about and a bunny hopped into the bushes.
Inside the building nearby, a little yellow filly gazed at the outside world through the sliding glass door. Her eyes looked past the road towards the small park, watching the strange creatures move around as smaller giants like the one that fed her earlier chased them and each other. More of the things came out of weird boxes with wheels, accompanied by the bigger giants. All of them were smiling and laughing, and the bright colors of the flowers and animals captivated her.
While the filly was seemingly entranced by the outside world, Jeff approached her quietly, hoping not to scare her. He passed the couch, and sat a few feet away from her on the floor. He admired the view with her for a moment, the sight giving him a small smile while the small pegasus looked on in awe.
“It’s pretty, isn’t it?”
The small filly visibly flinched, turning slowly to meet the sight of the creature from before. Despite his best effort to seem less threatening, she darted off in a panic, hiding under the putrid orange couch. 
Jeff turned and looked under the couch.
“It’s ok,” he assured her, “I’m not here to hurt you. Come out please?”
The small filly just scooted further back under the couch with a whimper. The darkness, a substance she normally feared, brought comfort to her now, hiding her from the beast.
Jeff sighed in defeat and looked back out through his glass door. Watching a family at the park across the street, laughing and playing together, he developed a bit of whimsy and sighed. 
“I know you’re scared, I guess I can’t blame you. Humans - my kind, I should say - probably look pretty scary to you. We’re big and loud, go everywhere and take everything and we're not the nicest beings on Earth. We fight and yell ... and sometimes hurt one another, but that’s only some of the time. Most of the time we get along, or try to ignore what we don’t get along with. When we do get along it’s really nice. And even if something bad does happen we usually manage to focus on those small and happy moments in life that make the bad stuff tolerable.”
Jeff sat silent for a moment, letting his words linger. Figuring his speech would have won her trust or a chance he looked down expecting to see her ... 
Nothing.
Well that didn’t pan out at all how I expected ... And I took a second to actually think that out.. Am I just that bad of a speaker? Maybe I am ... Who knows? Well, let’s see here, she really liked looking at all the plants and animals outside ... Ah! I think I’ve got just the thing.
Getting up to put his new plan into action, he waltzed over and opened the sliding glass door.
“I have something to show you,” Jeff kindly said.
Curiosity overcame the small filly’s fear and she peeked out from under the couch ever so slightly, her legs poised ready to duck back under just in case.
Jeff grabbed his small potted plant on the porch table, the flower he had been trying to grow, and re-entered the apartment; shutting the door behind him quietly. Slowly walking back over to the couch, Jeff kneeled down next to the edge.
Once more, the small filly quickly ducked under further under the couch; hiding from the creature and what she figured was an instrument of doom.
Jeff set the plant down gently, and sat next to the couch.
“Take a look at this. Don’t worry, it’s just a little flower,” Jeff soothed. “But I want you to look at what’s on the flower.”
From her position the small filly could see it was a plant of some sort and slowly peeked her head out from under the couch. Her eyes adjusted to the minor light change, and she saw before her, a yellow flower. Underneath a large leaf hung a small ... thing. 
Curiosity overwhelmed her fear, and she crawled closer to the curious object, confusion plastered on her face. 
“It’s a cocoon,” Jeff said softly. “Do you know what a cocoon is?”
The little filly flinched his words, but didn’t run into hiding. She simply whispered,
“No.”
Yes! I got her to speak! ... I’m too happy about that. 
“A cocoon, is a.. sort of home,” He started. “Um, you see, there’s a little creature inside of it.”
“Is ... Is he stuck?” the worrying filly asked.
“No,” Jeff replied. “He’s sleeping.”
“Sleeping?” 
“Yeah,” Jeff nodded. “You see, the creature sleeping, is called a caterpillar.”
“Why is he sleeping?” The filly leaned closer to the cocoon. 
“Well,” he started, “the caterpillar was sad. Everyone kept making fun of him for looking so silly. He didn’t have the strength of the ant. The beautiful songs of the grasshopper. He wasn’t as pretty as the ladybug, and he was definitely not fast. 
“The caterpillar was sad, and went to find someplace where he could be left alone. He was so ashamed of himself, so he built this cocoon where no one would have to see him ever again. The caterpillar fell asleep inside of the cocoon, with sadness in his heart. He longed to become beautiful, like the birds of the air. 
“After a long time, the caterpillar woke up. He didn’t want to wake up, but he.. um, started to get hungry. So Mr. Caterpillar left his cocoon, in search of food. He wriggled and forced his way out of that cocoon. He was soon free, but something was different about him; he had wings and was now made up of so many different colors.”
“Was he pretty?” the filly asked.
“Yes,” Jeff continued. “He was so happy, he flapped his wings up and down with joy. And for the first time in his life, the caterpillar smiled. After that, everyone who saw Mr. Caterpillar no longer laughed at him, or made fun of him. They all wanted to be like Mr. Caterpillar, and be his friends.”
That has got to be one of the cheesiest stories I ever made. I mean come on, Mr. Caterpillar? Ugh, this is why I don’t write. I hope that the pony at least liked it. Oh, I still need a name for her.
The small yellow filly smiled as she gazed upon the cocoon.
“Don’t worry, Mr. Caterpillar, I will make sure you get your sleep.” The filly looked back to the strange creature that had shared the tale of Mr. Caterpillar. “Will Mr. Caterpillar be ok all by himself?”
“Yes he will,” Jeff reassured her. “But if you want, you can make sure Mr. Caterpillar is safe everyday, and you can even talk to him while he sleeps. That way he will know that he isn’t alone”
The little filly smiled, and looked back at the cocoon.
She sure is timid at first. She doesn’t take too well to first impressions, but once you get her to talk, she’s quite kind. She sure seems to love creatures.
“Do you have a name?” Jeff asked the yellow pony.
The filly shook her head.
“Can I give you a name?” Jeff asked her.
The filly looked unsure, but said, “Ok.”
“Well then, let’s think here.” Jeff pondered a moment. “How about Fluttershy? You are pretty shy; and since I didn’t want to copy butterfly, I went with flutter ... because ... you flutter around?”
I am terrible with this. ‘Because you flutter around?’ Really?! That’s just stupid.
“I like it,” whispered the small pony. 
She likes it. I should stop doubting myself. His chest slightly filling with pride. This was too easy naming them. I thought I would spend hours on the computer looking for awesome names. That or end up on some baby naming website. Glad this worked out, but it still bugs me as to why they are in my home. How did they get here?
Jeff watched Fluttershy eye the cocoon, circling the plant and fiddling with the dirt in the pot to make it more even. Her little manipulations and the look of happiness on her face made him smile.
I suppose I can worry about that later. I mean, this isn’t so bad. All I have to do is feed these small ponies some fruits and vegetables and give them water. Plus, they talk too! That’s like every pet owner’s dream. Though, I guess that makes them more like roommates than pets.
“Well, Fluttershy, I have to get back to your other friends, please take care of Mr. Caterpillar, and the flower will you?” Jeff said standing up.
“Mhm.” Fluttershy nodded.
“If you need anything just come find me or one of the other ponies.”
Jeff walked away from Fluttershy and Mr. Caterpillar, and back towards the bedroom.
I’m actually kind of glad I made that analogy with Mr. Caterpillar, er the caterpillar. It actually applies rather well to Fluttershy. I mean, she is shy, and that can represent Mr. Caterpillar. After she emerges from her shy little cocoon, she will be one amazing little butterfly ... 
~~~~~

A light blue mare stood before a statue. The unicorn wore a majestic purple cape littered with stars. Her silver-blue mane shone brightly against the sun while her hate-filled eyes burned at the odd statue. 
“Trixie has done everything you demanded!” the mare shouted. “Now return to Trixie what Trixie was promised!”
The statue chortled, “A deal is a deal.” The statue remained motionless as it spoke. 
The creature encased in stone was an odd creature indeed. It had two horns, one being a deer antler and the other being a goat horn. The statue had one fang that stuck out of his mouth. There was a bit of facial hair at the bottom of its chin which drooped down, about a foot in length. 
Its right arm was a lion’s arm, yet its left arm was actually an eagle’s claw. The statues legs were mismatched as well; the right leg was similar to that of a lizard, and the left leg was goat-like. In addition, it had a bat's right wing, a pegasus' left wing, and the tail of a snake. 
With a flash of white, a large wagon appeared as well as a hat that matched the cape worn by Trixie. The wagon had her cutie mark: a magic wand over an eclipsed moon.
“There you are Trixie,” the statue said. “As promised, here are your goods. I even restocked your fireworks supply with some of my own special designs,” the statue told her, laughing near the end as if mocking her.
Trixie placed her hat atop her head and entered her wagon in a huff, slamming the door behind her. Within moments the wagon began to glow and vanished in a bright flash of white and purple, teleporting her to wherever she deemed worthy of her presence. 
The statue chortled. “Perfect ... ”
~~~~~

Jeff entered his bedroom beaming with his success. 
“Ok girls, I’m ... back?” Jeff looked around the room and saw that the the colorful equines had vanished. The smile on his face vanished just as quickly.
Oh now where did they run off to? I told them to stay here, wait no I didn’t. I should have. Stupid me. Ok, they couldn’t have gone far.
Jeff began searching the room for the hiding fillies, checking in the bed sheets, under the bed and pillows, in the closet, under the table, and behind the curtains. All results came back negative; the only thing he found was a pair of shoes oddly placed behind the curtains. Without any other obvious places to look through, Jeff scratched his head and gave the room a last eyeing, hoping to catch some sort of clue as to the fillies’ whereabouts.
“Ok, ok. They’re like inches tall, there is no way they’d be able to open a door let alone get out of the building ... although Dash can fly ... and Sparkle can use magic ... oh this is-”
*Thud*
The spare room!
Following the sound, Jeff rushed towards the spare room, doing his best to not start panicking. When he entered the room he saw the small fillies searching through a box labeled: “Old stuff I never have time for anymore, but keep anyway.”
Why do I still have that box? I thought I threw it out during the move. I bet Brian stashed it in here when I wasn’t looking. Oh well, there’s nothing important in there ... I think.
A muffled shout was heard from inside the box. “What’s this?” Exiting the box, Dash dragged a small yellow figure along the ground.
“That, Dash, is a Lego.” Jeff sat next to the blue filly. “You build with them.”
“Build? Build what?” 
“Well, anything really, or almost anything. Here.” Jeff reached into the box, and scrounged around for some more Legos. Pulling out a few colorful blocks, Jeff set to work. With a few clicks, the bricks were arranged into a misshapen ... thing.
“You see, these bricks come in a whole bunch of sizes, shapes, and colors; and you can stack them together and build all kinds of stuff ... though I usually just stuck to the directions ... or square castles ... lots of square castles ... ” Jeff set the small wall down next to Dash as he started drifting into his memories of crappy lego castles.
Dash was quick to grab a few more bricks, and place more of them together. A smile grew on her face and she flew into the box to find more. The rustling of the Legos snapped Jeff back to the present.
“So where is everyone else?” Jeff asked.
“I’m up here!” Pinkie furiously waved her hoof at Jeff from the computer desk.
“Did you turn the computer on by yourself?”
“Oh is that what this thing’s called?”
“What did you think it was called?”
“A flashing block,” Pinkie replied gleefully.
“Heh,” Jeff chuckled to himself. “Well that’s a good name for it, but it’s a computer. It’s supposed to help with work. You can make pictures, talk to people, create videos, and a lot of other stuff.”
Pinkie sure learned how to work the computer real quick. This scares me. Note to self: create something more complex than “qwerty” for a password ... maybe “password1”.
“Hey!” Pinkie shouted. “What are all these little picture things?”
Jeff sat down in his computer chair, and looked at the screen. “Those are icons, Pinkie. They represent the programs on your computer ... You don’t know what programs are, ok. Programs are.. um. They’re like rooms.. They have different things in each room, and each room is made to do something specific.
“Like this one goes to the internet.” Jeff grabbed the mouse and clicked the icon. “It takes you to this room; the internet. The internet is ... Um, the place where you can look at pictures, moving pictures, talk with other people ... um.”
This is why I hate the internet. INTERNETZ WHY U SO COMPLEX?! This is probably a bad idea as well, but it can’t hurt ... much ... 
“You know what, Pinkie, I’ll let you explore the computer on your own.” Jeff pulled out the keyboard and showed it to her. “The computer and internet are something you have to explore yourself. It’s because it’s so complicated I can’t explain it all.; but look at this.”
Jeff typed “Pinkie” into the search bar and pressed Enter. Pictures of pink balloons, pink cake, the color pink, and “Pinky” from “Pinky and the Brain” appeared as well.
“So all you have to do is type here for what you want,” Jeff pointed to the keyboard.
The small pony had fallen asleep from boredom; a small snot bubble had grown on her small nose.
Oh great, she fell asleep. Wait, what is ... ? Ew, a snot bubble ... I’ve never actually seen that before. That’s funky.
“This is why I sell toys, not computers,” Jeff mumbled to himself.
A small pop was heard, and Pinkie jumped up. “You have toys?!” She questioned.
Jeff jumped back. “Well yeah, some. I work at a toy store, so I bring home toys on occasion.”
“You have to take me!” Pinkie screamed.
“Well, I um, can’t. Sorry,” Jeff apologized. “You see, people don’t take well to um, talking ponies.”
“Why not?” Pinkie inquired.
Crap, how do I explain to a pink talking pony that: ponies don’t talk, aren’t pink, and definitely aren’t three inches tall. 
“Well,” Jeff started, “ponies normally don’t talk ... and they aren’t pink ... or your height.”
“Why?”
“Um ... I don’t really know.” Fumbling through his thoughts, Jeff attempted stitching something together. “Well because ... Um, you’re something special.”
“Special?”
“Yeah, one of a kind. There is nothing on Earth like you.” Jeff smiled. “So, Pinkie, I’m going to check on the others. You can have fun on the computer. Wait, can you read?”
“I think so,” chirped the pink pony.
Well that’s sure comforting. At least I know she won't be searching up bad sites, or worse creating accounts on sites ... I should probably clear my browser history ... and max out the safe search functions ... just in case. This was probably a bad idea introducing her to the computer, but what can go wrong? Wait, everytime someone says that, something does go wrong ... Ugh, I’m just overreacting. 
“I’ll leave you to it then, Pinkie; have fun.” Jeff turned and left the pink filly to her new toy. As he stood to leave, Dash flew in front of his face, halting him.
“Hey,” she said. “Do you have anymore of these?” In her hooves she held a small Lego brick. 
“Yeah, I have a lot more actually.” Jeff smiled. “I’ll just go and get them.”
The little filly smiled and flew back down to her Lego creation, a simple wall. The multi colored wall wasn’t anything special, other than being slightly higher than the rainbow-maned filly; and twice as long.
Jeff departed the room and entered his bedroom. Walking past a few empty boxes on the floor, he approached his closet and opened it. Using the sun's light to illuminate the space inside, Jeff read the various labels written in black marker on the boxes until he found the one marked: Legos. 
I’m glad I kept all these Legos, I knew they’d come in handy someday. Once more, Mom, I’m right. All these toys I kept can be used for the ponies. Well, at least Dash. I don’t know about the others.
Jeff picked up the hefty box and turned to depart the room. He halted before the door and saw Sparkle sitting on his nightstand with another book in front of her. Like any other person, Jeff was curious as to what she was reading and set the box down to investigate.
The filly was so enraptured by the finely written words on the book that she didn’t even notice Jeff sit on the edge of the bed next to her.
“Are you reading another book?” he inquired.
The filly looked up, suddenly aware of Jeff, and smiled. “Yes!” She eagerly responded. “I finished the other one a while ago.”
“You ... finished Where The Red Fern Grows already?” 
“Yep!” she beamed. “So once I finished that, I went into your closet and found another book.”
Jeff looked at the words on the top of the page, the words read: Harry Potter and the Philosopher's Stone.
She’s reading that?! How smart is she? I didn’t read that book until high school. 
“This book is very different from the other one, a lot more ... fantastical ... I think.; but it’s very informative too! I’m learning all sorts of things about magic.”
“Oh, that’s good that you’re learning about ... ” Hold on a minute ... “Sparkle, are you able to use magic?”
The filly slowly nodded. “But, I haven’t learned that much yet.”
... I ... I don’t know how to respond to that ... So these fillies can actually use magic? I mean, I know I thought them magical, but not in this way. Uh oh, she’s still looking at me. I need to think of something quick!
“‘That much? What can you do?” Jeff uneasily asked. 
The filly pondered a moment. “I can turn a page in this book.”
Sparkle stepped off of the large book, and her horn began to glow. Her eyes shut as she focused her concentration upon the book. Soon, a faint purple glow outlined the page of the book; Sparkle’s face contorted in strain as the page turned over.
*Pant* “See? How’d I *pant* do?”
“That was ... very impressive. I wish I could do that.”
“You can’t? I thought that was why you had this book. To learn how to use magic.”
“Nooo, books like that are just entertainment for me and others like me. We read about magic because we can’t actually do magic.”
“Oh. I see.”
“Well I had better get back to Dash with these legos before she kills me ... or something.”
“Wait.” The filly spoke up before Jeff could leave. “Do.. Do you have a name?”
“Yes,” Jeff responded slowly. “My name is Jeff.”
Sparkle smiled as Jeff shyly blushed.
I’m such a dork ... Why am I embarrassed to tell my name to Sparkle? Which is still a weird name to me, but that’s beside the point.
“Well Sparkle, it was nice talking with you,” Jeff finally said. “Enjoy your reading; and if you ever need me, just shout my name.”
The purple filly smiled and returned to the book. Jeff picked the box back up and walked back to the spare room. Upon entering, he could see Pinkie and Crystal on the computer, while AJ had joined Dash next to the multi-colored wall.
“I’m back!” Jeff called to the fillies. 
The fillies looked at him, Dash’s eyes lighting up at the box. Jeff set the large box down by her and opened it, putting the box on its side to dump out some of its contents. Glancing at the computer, he saw that Pinkie was jumping up and down on the keyboard, making a lot of gibberish in the search bar.
“Pinkie, what are you doing?” Jeff asked.
“I don’t know,” she chirped. “You said to type stuff, and I did.”
“Yes, but not by jumping up and down. The internet doesn’t know what you want unless you spell it correctly.”
“Well that’s silly, I think it should know what I’m typing! That way I don’t have to type, and I can search everything from balloons, to ice cream, to sundays, to sasparillas, to--”
“I get it Pinkie,” Jeff interrupted. Before Jeff could continue, his stomach roared; the room silenced and the fillies looked at Jeff.
Of course ... I create the awkward silence. Ugh. It’s just like working with the quiet kids at work. Always just sitting there and staring at me ... Much like they’re doing now. I might as well go and eat; I haven’t eaten today and my stomach is kind of getting mad at me.
“Heh, girls,” Jeff said, “I’m going to go and eat something. In the meantime, you play with the Legos. I’ll be in the kitchen ... which is where I’ll be if you need me ... in the kitchen. You know, if you need me for something ... and ... yeah ... Did I mention the kitchen?”
“Nooooo, what is this ‘kitchen’ of which you speak” Dash chimed in with some rather impressive sarcasm.
I’m such a dork ... 
Jeff exited the room, leaving the group of now giggling fillies behind, and walked to the kitchen. Opening the fridge, Jeff saw nothing appetizing before him. Sighing, he pulled out a carton of milk and grabbed the box of cereal from on top of the fridge. He placed both on the counter and went to the cupboard for a bowl and spoon. 
After pouring the Applejacks and milk into the bowl, he ate away at the orange and green rings. 
I’m eating Applejacks ... I have a filly named after this ... kinda ... there is absolutely no way to make a joke out of this ... None at all. Ok, what am I going to do after I finish eating? I will ... probably just go back and watch the fillies; it is Saturday after all. Nothing eventful is happening today, from what I know. No one has any reason to come visit me.
*DING DONG!*
Jeff perked up and looked towards his front door. The sound of the bell came again, causing Jeff to panic and run down the hall to his bedroom, knocking his bowl into the air. Checking the clock perched behind Sparkle he screamed. 
“OH NO! I didn’t!”
Jeff grabbed his cell phone from under his pillow. Probably not the best place to leave it, but he never wanted it out of his sight ... which seemed rather counter-intuitive since it was - in fact - out of his sight. Frantically checking the phones screen, it read: Seven missed calls. He opened the phone and saw that Mom was listed seven times. Meanwhile, the doorbell continued to ring. 
Jeff’s pupils shrunk, and he ran into the spare bedroom. Sparkle turned and looked at the clock behind her, the time reading 3:12 PM.
Jeff entered the small room panting, “Girls!” he screamed. “You need to hide!”
The fillies all gave him an odd look. The doorbell rang again, Jeff quickly turned his head to the direction of the door. 
“No time to explain!” Jeff stated. “You need to hide!”
“Like hide and go seek?” Pinkie questioned.
 ... Why does she have to ask questions ... wait!
“Yes!” Jeff exclaimed. “Just like hide and go seek! Ok, you go hide and I will find you!”
“What are you going to count to?” Pinkie inquired.
Pinkie, you’re not helping me!
“I will count to ... two hundred thousand ... and five. Now go hide!”
The fillies cheered, and ran about the room trying to hide. Jeff ran to the front door. The doorbell rang again.
Standing on the other side of the door was Jeff’s mother. A short woman, graying hair, and a light hearted smile. A loud thud was heard. She looked at the door worriedly, and rang the doorbell again.
The door opened, revealing a flustered Jeff. His hair was a bit messy, and he was still in his pajamas. 
“Mother!” he frantically said. “I- I.. What are you doing here?”
“What was that noise?”
“Oh, that,” Jeff hastily stated. “I sort of ran into the door, but that’s beside the point, Mother. What are you doing here on this fine Saturday?”
“Well, you said today you could talk. But after I called you over and over, you didn’t answer.”
“Oh we- I was um ... busy.”
“Busy with what?” she inquired.
“Um ... well it’s a long story.”
“Who were you shouting at earlier?”
Jeff froze, blinking a few times he regained his composure. “Oh ... the um ... TV. One of my favorite shows was on.”
“Uh huh,” his mother skeptically replied. “You were playing hide and go seek with your television?”
“Oh, you know the modern shows they have on now; so ... life-like and interactive, you remember Blues Clues right? Think of that, but for grownups,” Jeff nervously said, the biggest forced smile plastered on his face. “W-would you like to come in, Mom? I was just eating some ... food.”
His mother nodded, and she entered the humble abode. She saw it was fairly clean, the one item that stood out to her was the brightly colored couch. As she surveyed the rest of the room, Jeff guided her to the couch.
“I thought you were watching TV?” she asked.
“Oh well, you see I heard the doorbell, and shut the TV off,” Jeff lied. “Look, Mom, I’m sorry for not answering your calls today, I just woke up a bit late. I, um, had a long day at work yesterday.”
“Did you have a bad day?”
“Hm? Oh no,” Jeff replied. “Just long with a few unexpected things here and there.”
Ok, all I need to do is get rid of Mom before she sees the ponies, it shouldn’t be too hard ... I hope.
“Have you eaten today, Jeff?”
“Um ... I was actually eating when you rang the doorbell.”
“Oh?” She asked. “And what did you have for lunch today?”
“Applejacks ... ” Jeff mumbled inaudibly.
“What was that?” his mother inquired of him again.
“Applejacks ... ” he mumbled once more.
“Come again?” she asked, seemingly half annoyed at the answers she was given.
“Applejacks,” Jeff flatly said.
“Have you eaten at all today?”
“ ... No,” Jeff replied sheepishly.
His mother groaned and stood up, “Come on.”
His mother walked to the door.
“Wait what?” Jeff questioned.
“I’m taking you out to eat. Now go get dressed, I’ll be out in the car.”
Jeff’s mother left him alone on the couch, while she walked to the car. Jeff sat there a moment, trying to piece together what had just happened before bolting to the spare room.
“Hey girls!” he called, no reply. 
Dangit!
Hustling into his bedroom, he spotted Sparkle sitting on the nightstand. She was glued to the pages of the book she was reading. Her eyes never left the page. 
“Hey, Sparkle,” Jeff called. “I have to go somewhere.”
Sparkle stopped reading the book and turned round. Her eyes looked to Jeff.
“What do you mean?” She asked.
“Well it’s just that my mother came over. Now she wants to take me to lunch.” 
Jeff took off his shirt, revealing his lightly toned body. Opening the closet, he collected a pair of pants and a clean shirt.
“Well,” Sparkle began, “how long will you be gone?”
“Maybe an hour?” Jeff guessed as he took his pants off. Not even thinking about Sparkle, who was watching him.
“Ok look,” Jeff started, “I shouldn’t be gone long, Sparkle, I promise to come back.”
Jeff put his pants on, and looked at the clock reading the 3:22 PM, embossed in light. 
“I should be back when this says, 4:22 PM, or somewhere around there,” Jeff stated. “For now you ... um, go find everyone.”
“Wait what?” she asked.
“I sort of told everyone we were playing hide and go seek, and since I’m leaving, I won’t be able to find them,” Jeff said as he put his shirt on. “So since you’re the only one I can find, you're in charge, and you’re also in charge of finding them. Good luck soldier!” Jeff saluted. 
After a split second, he was out the door.
It shouldn’t be so bad leaving Sparkle in charge. I mean she reads, what can be so bad about that? This should be ...
Jeff stopped halfway down the hall.
DID I JUST CHANGE IN FRONT OF HER!? ... Oh no, I’ve probably scarred her, she’ll never be the same. No wait, it might not be so bad, she is a talking pony. Also she’s always naked ... That ... That means ... Pinkie was sleeping on my head, and crawling all over me ... NO! NO NO NO! that thought ends RIGHT there!
A car horn blared from outside. Thankful for the appropriate distraction out of his thoughts, Jeff ran to the door of his apartment.
Sparkle sat on top of the nightstand trying to reason out what just happened. 
Did he just leave me in charge? she thought to herself. “I suppose I should find the others.” 
Her horn glowed as her magic enveloped a piece of paper located next to the book. Placing it neatly between the pages, she closed the book, leaped onto the bed, and slid down the sheets to the floor to begin searching.
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Sparkle walked into the spare room and, finding nopony in sight, raced to the middle of the room and shouted, “OK! I know you expected Jeff, but he had to leave and left me in charge. So come on out!”
…
“I said come out!”
A slight rustle, so soft and quick it almost didn’t register, came from Jeff’s backpack.
“Alright, then I’ll play your game. Prepare to be found!” she proclaimed, as she raced to the backpack.
Unzipping the top with her now mildly developed magic, she saw a white blur at the bottom trying to cover itself with some of the stuff in the bag.
“Aha!” Sparkle beamed. “I found you, Crystal.”
Crystal looked up from the bottom of the black bag.
“Oh darn,” she pouted. “I thought this was a good spot, especially after getting Dash to zip it up.”
Crystal hopped out of the backpack and joined Sparkle on her adventure. The two ponies wandered about the room looking for other places somepony could hide. Noticing a box in a corner, they approached it quietly and noticed a strand of rainbow inside. Feeling a bit giddy and mischievous, Sparkle charged into the box screaming like a madmare.
“YAAHH!”
“Ahh-oof!” Her yell startled Dash to jumping up and hitting her head on the top of the box.
“Ow!” she cried. “You didn’t have to go and scare--I mean, you didn’t have to startle me like that.”
Sparkle giggled at her prank and Dash groaned before grinning and joining Sparkle and Crystal. The three fillies traversed the large room and searched for AJ and Pinkie. 
~~~~~~

Nevil Mitchells sat in his blue recliner. After adjusting his large glasses, he grabbed the remote and flicked the TV on. Skipping through the many channels, he found what he was looking for; “Iron Chess” 
The narrator of the game was quiet, whispering whilst the two combatants dueled it out on the chessboard. Their eyes scanning the battlefield, glancing from left to right deducing each of their moves.
The board was still untouched, the pieces still in their starting positions. The anticipation of the first move drawing on and on. Suddenly it began; the starting player reached for a pawn slowly, drawing nearer and nearer the piece. Inches, centimeters, millimeters! Any second now the match would truly begin and ... and ... and!
The player put his hand back down ... 
“Gah! Woo, man that was intense, that would have made for a horrible opening move and ... Oh! Here he goes.”
The player again reached for his pieces and chose a different pawn to move forward two spaces before pressing the timer button. The other opponent quickly reacted, countering with his own pawn and hitting the timer. Back and forth the two combatants went moving a piece and hitting the timer, each round becoming faster and more aggressive against both the pieces and the poor timer as it was repeatedly beaten upon by the two chess players.
Nevil leaned in close as the match neared its end, the two opponents now slamming their hands on the timer enough to make the chess pieces shake slightly. Sweat began to seep from his greasy brown hair as he gazed at the battle before him. It was like nothing he’d ever seen. 
*CLANG!*
Nevil jumped back in his chair, glasses almost fleeing his nose. Glancing around, he could see nothing out of the ordinary. Again the sound came, it was metallic, and sounded as if something was crawling in the vent. Afraid it might be rats Nevil hesitantly got up out of his chair and walked underneath a vent. 
Glancing up, he could see a small ... eh, pink ... thing.
“Must be lint, I’ll have to have the manager inspect the air filters aga-”
“Hi there!” the lint ball exclaimed.
“AHH!” Nevil screamed as his vocals hit the highest pitch possible for anyone. He fell to the floor and stared up at the vent. The possesed pink package pertaining puffed pique particulate pieces giggled at him before being cut off by a heavily echoed voice ringing through the vent.
“Pinkie!” came the voice. 
The pink creature looked back and ran to the voice. Nevil rubbed his eyes and adjusted his glasses. Rushing to stand up, he ran up to the wall and tried to listen for the voices that called.
“There you are Pinkie,” a muffled voice proclaimed. “Is this where you were hiding?”
“Uh huh, there’s a funny looking thing over there!”
Nevil jumped back from the wall. Rushing to the door, he flung it open, and ran to what was Jeff’s apartment, but not before tripping over his own feet ... twice. He tried to peer in from the small window beside the door, but the blinds were closed. Nevil raised a fist and went to frantically hit the door before catching himself. He paused and adjusted his suspenders and bow tie, straightening his appearance so as to look presentable and not crazy, then began frantically knocking upon the door like a madman.
“Jeff!” he cried. “Jeff! Are you home?”
Silence was the only response obtained. He leaned his head up against the door and heard some whispers and rustling inside. Again, he banged on the door.
“Jeff, what are you hiding?” he demanded. “You know the landlord won’t like this!”
Nevil stood silent for a second, hoping for a reply. However, he was met with none.
“Ok Jeff, You brought this upon yourself,” he stated hesitantly. “I’m going to get the landlord.”
Another brief pause.
“I’m going now ... Slowly walking to the landlords place.”
He slowly started to walk away from the door. He started to walk down the stairs before doing a double-take to the door and window. Still nothing. Nevil ran down the stone stairs and across the parking lot. 
~~~~~

Celestia eyed Spike as he slowly walked back to the library. Once he was out of sight, Celestia bent to the ground. Her horn glowed with her magic as she scanned the stained ground. Small wisps of energy whipped about as her scan continued. Suddenly, the energies converged into a signature she would forever recognize. Her eyes lit up in worry and disbelief.
“No ... ” she whispered. “No, it can’t be!”
Her horn flared even more and, in a flash of white, Celestia vanished. The sun itself seemed to flare slightly over Canterlot as she reappeared afront the mighty palace. Not a single cloud floated over the plastidial mountain town. The Canterlot Castle stood tall and quiet as Celestia hovered before the mighty fortress. 
Celestia took no time to rest; her wings spread open and she rose above the ground beneath her. Her wings beat against the air at a rapid rate, quickly propelling her to the Canterlot Sculpture Garden. Celestia landed and stood before the many lone statues. She gasped in fear at what immediately stood out to her.
Her mouth was agape at the sight before her; a plain foundation, with a missing statue. She wanted for nothing more than to close her eyes and have the statue be returned, but an unfamiliar fear nagged her to not even blink. 
“Honey! I’m home!” the all too familiar voice rang through her ears. 
Celestia turned and gazed at the nightmare that had returned to Equestria once more: Discord.
~~~~~

“Mr. Jonas! Mr. Jonas!” Nevil screamed as his fists pounded upon the brown door. 
Nevil repeatedly pounded on the door over and over. Frantically, he didn’t notice the door fling open. So instead of beating a door, he was hitting Mr. Jonas’ chest.
“Oh,” Nevil nervously chuckled.
Mr. Jonas let out a heavy sigh. “What is it now Nevil?”
“Oh, i-i-iti-its-it’s-its just th-that I.”
“Nevil,” Mr. Jonas said in his deep voice. “Just tell me what it is.”
“It’s J-Jeff sir.”
“What about him?” 
“I think he’s hiding something in his apartment.”
Mr. Jonas groaned, “Is it fairies again?”
“No!” Nevil stammered. “I think it’s tiny animals, but these ones can talk.”
“Talking animals, Nevil? Really?” Mr. Jonas rubbed his short brown - and thanks to Nevil - thinning hair. “Are you sure you aren’t reading too many comics?”
“B-but I actually saw them this time! Just come with me real quick and you’ll see!”
Mr. Jonas groaned at the idea of intruding Jeff’s home. Nevil meant well, but was often more trouble than he was worth. He turned and re-entered his home to grab his keys off the rack in his office. He exited his home, shut the door, and followed Nevil to Jeff’s apartment.
~~~~~~

“What were you doing in there?” Sparkle questioned Pinkie.
“Well when I was walking by, I was like, ‘Oh my gosh! What a great hiding spot!’ Because I knew nopony would find me there, I opened up the front metal thingy, and ran inside. It was like a long tunnel with no end, so I kept walking. Then I found some holes and saw another creature!”
“What did it look like?” Sparkle questioned.
“I think it had an ear on its neck.”
“WHAT?” The other ponies exclaimed.
“Yeah!” Pinkie exclaimed. “It was freaky, oh, it also had like, glasses and it sounded funny.”
*Knock knock*
The fillies turned their heads to the door, the knocks came again.
“I’ll get it!” Pinkie sang, she hopped towards the door. 
“Wait,” Sparkle said. “We don’t know who that is. Dash, go the the window and check it out.”
Saluting, Dash flew to the window located beside the door, landing softly upon the windowsill. She peeked her head precariously through the blinds. Outside stood two large creatures, much like Jeff. 
~~~~~

“Open the door, open the door!” Nevil demanded.
“Give me one good reason why I should enter Jeff’s home. He’s clearly not-”
“THERE!” Nevil screeched. “IN THE WINDOW! LOOK!” Nevil’s finger pointed to the small blue filly who immediately hid at Nevil’s screaming.
Mr. Jonas looked to the window and saw nothing. “What?”
“Didn’t you see it?” 
“No,” Mr. Jonas said plainly.
“Well, I saw it! It was a small, blue pony!”
“ ... Uh huh. Well Nevil, I can see you’ve had a long day.”
“What?”
“Why don’t you go back to your apartment, sit on the couch an-”
“No! I saw it!”
“ ... and take a nice long nap.”
“But, but I-I saw it!”
“Nevil!” Mr. Jonas stated. “You’ve been obsessing over weird stuff lately, like the time you thought Mrs. Williams cat was an alien.”
“I had proof of that!”
“The point is Nevil,” Mr. Jonas sighed. “I think you’ve been watching too many sci-fi movies. Now look Nevil, you’re a good guy. You always want people to follow the rules, regardless of how ... unique your manners of enforcement may be; and you always intend good. But I think you just need to take a nice long nap.”
~~~~~

“What did you see Dash?” Sparkle asked.
“Some more weird creatures, one of them screamed and pointed at me.”
“Oh, let me see! Let me see!” Pinkie screamed.
What happened next, nopony was sure. But somehow, Pinkie was now on the windowsill, looking through the blinds. She gazed the the two creatures talking. The funny one she saw earlier spotted her, and pointed his finger at her. Pinkie simply waved back.
~~~~~

“There’s the pink one I saw earlier!” 
Mr. Jonas rubbed his temples, “Look Nevil, I need you to calm down.” Mr. Jonas grabbed Nevil’s shoulders. “Just take a deep breath, and close your eyes, the pony will be gone.”
“But I-”
“Nevil, just do it.”
Sighing, Nevil closed his eyes, and took a deep breath. 
“Better?”
Nevil opened his eyes, and looked to the windowsill. The pink equine had vanished leaving Nevil with a dumbfounded expression.
“Now Nevil, go home and take a nap. You need it.” Mr. Jonas quickly took a few whiffs of the air. “And take a bath; you wreak.” 
Mr. Jonas departed, and glided down the steps. Nevil sat there and stared at the window. He quickly rubbed his eyes, and looked once more. The window remained empty. He then lifted his arm, and allowed his stench to fill his nostrils. After his lovely aroma therapy, Nevil looked once more the window. 
“Oh you’re good,” he snickered, “but mark my words, little ponies, I will catch you! And when I do, I will prove to everyone here that I’m not crazy!”
A woman passed by, and glancing him a skeptical look in reply to his statement. Nevil ignored her, and ran back into his apartment.
~~~~~

“What were you thinking?” Dash questioned as she dragged Pinkie down from the window.
“I just wanted to say hi,” she smiled.
Sparkle groaned, “We need to be more careful. We don’t need to get caught by anyone else.”
“Why not?” Pinkie asked.
“I ... I just don’t like the idea of meeting anyone else.”
~~~~~

Jeff and his mother entered a busy burger joint. The hustle and bustle of so many people made Jeff a little uneasy.
This is probably going to take way too long. By the time we get our food twenty minutes will have gone by. It’s already been fifteen. I don’t know how they will last without me if I’m more than an hour late. Then again, I don’t even know what the heck they’re going to be doing when I’m gone ... I hope I don’t return to a house fire.
“Jeff?” his mother inquired. “Are you alright? You seem worried.”
“Oh, I ... well I just really want to know what happens in that show I was watching. I was so caught up in it.”
“Are you still talking about the ... um, Blue’s Clues one?”
“ ... Yes, Mother. Yes I am.”
Anything to get my mind off of the ponies. I really hope they’re ok.
~~~~~

Slamming his door behind him, Nevil grinned wryly, as if on a mental breakdown.
“Oh, I will show them all!” he maniacally stated. “I’m not mad, and I know that Jeff is hiding something! I will just have to wait until he gets home. I will wait here all day if I have to!”
Once inside, I will search his apartment. He won’t suspect a thing, and once I find those ponies, I will show Mr. Jonas that I’m not mad! I’ll probably get a reward or something; maybe a better apartment!
The thoughts of the mad man continued and lingered onwards, as he dreamed of the honors and awards that would be bestowed upon him.
~~~~~

The six small equines returned to the spare room, continuing what they had been doing before the commotion. Sparkle curiously looked at Dash’s creation, a small colorful Lego building; incomplete of course, but still distinguishable as a building.
“Dash,” Sparkle inquired, “what.. is this?”
“Oh, these are Legos. You build with them,” she stated, smiling.
“Yeah, but what are you building?”
“A fort!” Dash proclaimed.
“A fort?
“Well yeah, why not?”
“Oh please,” Sparkle scoffed. “I could build a better fort than that.”
Dash raised a sceptical brow, “Oh please, Sparkle. No offense, but I don’t think you know anything about forts.”
“Do too!”
“Do not!”
“Do too!”
“Do not!”
“I know I do!” Pinkie interjected.
*A pause*
“ ... What were we talking about?” Pinkie asked.
~~~~~

“Thanks again for lunch, Mom.”
“Oh, it’s no trouble. I’m just glad you ate today.”
Why are mothers so concerned about their kids eating? Jeff thought to himself. I always eat ... well, most days. Today was just a bit ... odd.
The traffic light in front of them changed to green and Jeff’s mother stepped on the gas. The car sped down the busy street and Jeff watched the car pass the small shops and homes dotted throughout the small town. 
“What are you thinking about, Jeff?”
Jeff snapped out of his thought trance. “Hm? Oh, nothing.”
“That show still?”
“What sho- Oh, yeah. Daphne was so close to being found ... Anyway, how’s Dad?”
“He’s doing well; he just got another promotion at work.”
“That’s good. What about Tommy?”
His mother paused a moment, “Oh, you know Tommy, same old same old ... he misses you.”
That doesn’t surprise me. My brother always wanted to do stuff with me, regardless of what is was, where it was, or who it was with.
The rest of the car ride was made in silence, neither mother nor son said a word. Jeff glanced at the clock in the car; 4:02 P.M. 
Well, at least I’ll be home just before the time I told Sparkle. I wonder what they’ve been up to for the past hour. Well, not hour; but might as well be.
Soon the car parked, and Jeff stepped out.
“Thanks again for lunch, Mom. I’ll talk with you sometime soon.”
“No problem, sweetie. Now, be safe and have a good day.”
Jeff shut the car door, and his mother drove off to home. Jeff gave a sigh of relief, and walked up the stone steps to his apartment door. Reaching into his pocket, he pulled out his few keys.
“Jeff, my good friend!” Came a nasally voice from behind.
Oh no, not him.
“ ... Hello, Nevil,” Jeff dully stated.
“So, Jeff,” Nevil grinned, “how go things?”
“Just fine, Nevil.”
“Oh, ok then. I thought I should let you know I heard some ... things in your apartment.”
Jeff halted his motion. He eyes darted open.
“Oh really?” Jeff asked, doing his best to act calm and cool.
“Yeah, I also think I saw something in your window. Something… pink.”
“Sounds like someone has been reading too many comics, Nevil.” 
“Hey, I haven’t read that many this week! I know you’re hiding something, Jeff,” Nevil said, getting closer to his face. “And I’m going to find out.”
“ ... Nevil,” Jeffed gagged, “when was the last time you brushed? Because your breath is stanky.”
Nevil stepped back, and breathed in his hand. He smelled the funky stench, and backed away a few inches.
“Well, Nevil, I’m glad we had this chat. But next time, brush your teeth beforehand.” 
Jeff unlocked his door, opened it, and shut it in Nevil’s face. 
“I will find out what you're hiding Jeff! No matter what!”
Breathing yet another sigh of relief, Jeff leaned his back against the door, listening intently to hear when Nevil would leave his doorstep. Soon after, Nevils steps could be heard leaving and entering his own abode. After Nevil’s door shut, Jeff stood back up and walked through his living room
“Girls,” Jeff called. “I’m back.” Glancing around the living room, he could see none of the fillies were in there. 
“Attack!” a small shout echoed from down the hall.
Jeff scurried down the hall, and looked into his spare room. Looking to the floor, he saw a colorful Lego building, looking more like a square than anything else. In front of said building, stood a book fort. Charging towards each other, were the fillies. Dash and AJ came from the Lego fort and were charging towards the book fort.
Sparkle stood her ground atop of her precariously placed books.
“You shant defeat me!” Sparkle yelled from atop her fort.
Jeff remained silent, and watched the scene unfold before him. Dash ran head first into the book fort, causing one of the walls to fall. AJ ran over to the opposite end, and forcefully kicked down another wall. 
Sparkle watched from above and threw cuetips down at the two fillies. Dash tuck-n-roll’d, dodging the flying cuetips while AJ simply jumped out of the way. Grabbing a few cuetips, Dash took to the air. She circled the tower which Sparkle stood upon, bombarding the top with her cuetip projectiles. Despite her athleticism, she was a lousy shot and missed Sparkle, who grabbed yet another cuetip with her magic, and threw it at Dash. Dash evaded once more, and then returned fire. 
AJ again charged and hit another book,. This book was rather large, and didn’t even budge upon the impact. She turned round and bucked the large book, only to achieve the same result. Meanwhile, Sparkle continued to throw cuetips as Dash carried on dodging. 
“Dash!” AJ yelled. “Ah can’t break in! We’ll never get the treasure at this rate!”
“Don’t worry I have a plaaaan-!” Dash screamed as a cuetip hit one of her wings. She plummeted the small drop to the floor below, landing beside AJ.
“AJ ... my old friend,” Dash exasperated. “I’m not going to make it. Carry on the mission.”
“But,” AJ stuttered, “but ah can’t just leave ya. We have plans after we get that treasure.”
“I know,” Dash replied. *Cough* “But you’ll have to do those plans without me. Avenge me, AJ. Avenge me!” 
With that, Dash did a terrible impression of dying, and stuck her tongue out. 
“None can pass my walls!” Sparkle screamed. “They are made of solid book!”
“Oh yeah?” Jeff screamed, he ran towards Sparkles fortress, and made monster like noises.
“Roar!” Jeff said. “I am here to steal your treasure!”
“Never!” Sparkle yelled.
Sparkle threw more cuetips at Jeff. 
“Roar! You cannot defeat me!” Jeff roared, doing his best to impersonate a giant monster. “I am invincible!”
He knocked over some books near the fortress..
“He’s too strong!” Sparkle proclaimed. “It’s time for the secret weapon!”
Secret weapon? Jeff pondered.
“Pinkie!” Sparkle screamed.
All Jeff saw was a wisp of pink, and Pinkie stood before Sparkle, wearing a helmet.
“Yes sir ma’am sir!”
“Pinkie,” Sparkle grinned. “We have a new foe. He is strong, and really really tall. We need an elaborate plan to-”
“Oh oh oh oh!” Pinkie exclaimed. “I have an idea!”
“But, Pinkie, I.”
“But it’s a good plan,” Pinkie pouted.
“Fine. What is your plan of action?”
“I say we tickle him!”
“Why?”
“Because it’s fun!” Pinkie chirped.
Sparkle paused and just stared at Pinkie for a moment. “Very well,” she finally said. “Onwards, Pinkie! Tickle him!”
Pinkie saluted and disappeared just as suddenly as she appeared.
... Oh no.
Jeff swiftly jerked to the right, and started to giggle. A jerk to the left and he was soon laughing. Sparkle herself began to laugh at Jeff.
“Noo!” Jeff laughed. “My one weakness!”
Sparkle hopped down from her tower and joined Pinkie. Dash and AJ galloped over and started tickling Jeff as well. By now, Jeff had tears rolling down his cheeks. 
“Ok, ok,” Jeff panted. “You got me, I give up.”
The fillies stopped their torture, and let Jeff regain his breath. 
~~~~~

Nevil sat in his blue dull arm chair. His hands fiddling away at a small device. The small black box had a small lense located on the front. He gave a sigh of relief, and set the small object down.
With this, I can easily see what Jeff is hiding. I know that he’s got something in there, and I will find out! 
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Chapter 4 - Pinkie Goes to the Store!
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Night had returned to the California valley. The air was cool and the sky vacant of clouds; allowing the stars to shine brightly through the window of Jeff’s apartment. Jeff smiled to himself as he settled the ponies into a small, padded dog bed he had purchased earlier that day.
It feels kind of weird having them sleep in a dog bed, but I’m not going to buy a whole new bed for six small ponies, he thought to himself. Plus, this way they can sleep at the foot of my bed ... and not get crushed by me.
He covered the fillies with a small blanket; they squirmed slightly before resettling in the newfound warmth. Each of the colorful equines were fast asleep, breathing softly; with the exception of Dash and Pinkie’s loud snoring which had filled Jeff’s bedroom. He chuckled quietly, and slowly got into bed. After adjusting himself to a more comfortable position Jeff opened the small drawer on his nightstand and pulled out a small brown leather book. It was crisp, new, and the word, “Journal,” was beautifully engraved in gold filigree on the cover ... or he liked to think anyway, it was just shiny gold colored foil.
Grabbing a pen that was resting upon his nightstand, Jeff opened to the first page, and began to scribble his thoughts,
“Dear Diary,”
... That’s just stupid. 
Scratching out the previous words, he scribbled onward.
“Dear Diary,”
“April 29, Sun 2012.
“It’s interesting, really, how lively these ponies are. I’ve only had them since yesterday, and it’s crazy how active they are regardless of their new surroundings. I’m sure it must be different here than where they came from…. wherever they came from. Note to self: Find out at some point where they came from.
So today Pinkie tried to eat a cupcake shown on the computer screen. I told her not to do that. One, because she probably would destroy my monitor either from actually eating it, or slobbering all over it and short circuiting it, and two ... She’s Pinkie.
Anyway, I finally convinced her it was a picture and that it wasn’t real. She almost started to cry when I said that. Without thinking, I said, “Hey, I have an idea.” And boy, was it an idea. “Let’s make cupcakes!” Oh, did that turn out to be interesting. Of course, everybody, er everypony. I’m still deciding what term I should use. I mean “everypony” sounds so weird, but they are ponies; and smart ones to boot.
Thankfully I had some cake mix in the cupboard ... can’t remember when or why I bought it though. I wish I could describe how the baking went in detail, but let’s just say that Pinkie broke out into song, Dash was flying around gathering the ingredients, and Sparkle and Crystal used their magic - which I had no idea that Crystal could use as well. They were a big help. AJ read off what we needed, and Pinkie just kept singing, and occasionally helped me mix and stir things. I swear it seemed like she’d done this before. 
Fluttershy was off to the side of the counter watching us. I’m glad she at least joined us after a few minutes though. She’s so shy, but she’s opened up a little bit  today. It was awesome really. I never thought that seeing somebody, err some.. pony. Yeah, fine, pony for the ponies, body/one for humans. It’s amazing watching somepony so shy begin to open up to people, ponies, and begin to talk. After the making of the mix, I put the cupcakes in the oven, and set the timer. Luckily Sparkle noted the need for those little cupcake paper things, I almost forgot them.
Then Pinkie became impatient, After a good twenty seconds, she kept asking over and over and over and over and over and over and over again, “Is it ready? Are they done yet? What’s your favorite color? Do you have any sarsaparilla? 
Yeah, even though the last two questions weren’t related to cupcakes ... I don’t even know what sarsaparilla is ... she just kept asking me questions, and wouldn’t you know it, Sparkle started asking me questions as well Like:”What’s the name of our princess”, “What are those big shiny things that she saw flying in the sky”, and get this, “Do you have anymore books?” Yes, she read through my whole collection. Regardless of it being five books, but still! That collection took me some months to read! She read it in a day and a half!
I mean come on! Really Sparkle? I shouldn’t be complaining though, She’s a smart pony. Maybe she can help me with my taxes. I’ll have to go and buy her some more books soon. Oh, and another pony asked me some questions today also, Crystal of all ponies. So here came Crystal, trotting up next to me on the counter, “So do you have any clothes for me to try on?” Yes, she asked me if I had clothes for her to wear. As if I have clothes for ponies to wear!
Then again, I suppose that’s not too bad of an idea, I mean the ponies are technically naked. Well aside from all of my complaining with their persistent questioning, I had a great idea! I’ll have them watch a movie. I really need to get more movies, I only have like twenty total. After searching around, and Pinkie trying to play “I Spy a movie, guess which one.” I found an old favorite movie of mine: Spirit, Stallion of the Cimarron. 
And of course, I played the movie. I could not believe how quiet they all were. That made my day. Seeing them all sitting together watching the movie, until five minutes in. “Hey, are the cupcakes done yet?!” You’ll never guess who asked. So, after I calmed Pinkie, she went back to watching the movie. About halfway through ... ish. I really have no idea. The cupcakes dinged, yay! So I pulled the tray out, and set them on the counter to let the cool.
I walked back to the couch, and I discovered Pinkie was missing. I asked the others, but they were too caught up in the movie. So I went to the one place I could think of. The kitchen. Immediately, I spotted her eating a cupcake. Which I found shocking, they had only been out of the oven a minute, and she was eating one,  fully iced! I had assumed they’d be blistering hot.
She must have been crazy, and even more crazy is that she was on the counter, how the heck did she even get there? Note to Self again: Keep an eye on Pinkie, at all times. So I of course do the stupid thing and try a cupcake as well ... I burnt my tongue. Pinkie laughed at me, and kept eating. After the tongue fiasco, I first asked Pinkie how in the heck she ate the cupcake, and how she did it in ten seconds. Then I told her she should have waited. Of course I let the whole issue slide, and we returned to the movie.
The rest of the day was spent in the spare room, building legos, and watching Youtube. Yes, I showed them Youtube, but only the child friendly stuff. Then again, I don’t really know what is considered child friendly anymore. Oh, something I completely forgot about, Nevil came over today as well.
Nevil was acting really strange today, he was nervous too. He kept on stuttering, and was trying to tell me something. Anyway, I made sure the ponies were well hidden from him. I was finally able to get him to go home after a few minutes. After that, I went and made us all some dinner. I had no idea what to make them, so I cut up some more fruits and vegetables. They seemed to enjoy it. 
After dinner, most of the ponies, except Pinkie and Dash, were getting tired. Since I didn’t have a bed, I went to the store and bought a small dog bed. It was only five dollars, and it actually fits them all perfectly.” 
Taking a moment to rest his hand from the constant writing, Jeff set down the pen next to his leg, and rubbed his dreary eyes.
Holy crap ... How much did I write?
Jeff had written three pages of thoughts into his journal. He rubbed his sore hand once more, and returned to the book.
I had better finish this off already, I don’t need to be up till midnight writing this.
“So I came back home and set them to bed, and now I’m writing in a journal I bought along with the dog bed. I know I’m the only one who’s going to be reading my journal, but it seemed like a good idea at the time. At least I’ll have memories of each day I spend with them; and if anyone ever starts thinking I’m crazy I can just say I’m writing a book.”
Sighing, Jeff set the pen down on the nightstand beside his bed. He rubbed his eyes once more, and closed his journal. After setting the journal in the top drawer of his nightstand before shutting off the light, and Jeff closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep.
~~~~~

Sunlight seeped into the dim room, lighting the walls and other furnishings. Pinkie yawned furiously, scratching her face much like a dog would. She suddenly perked up and looked around the room; everyone was still asleep. After a moment of silent contemplation, as if remembering something, her eyes widened to cartoonish levels and she darted out of the small dog bed and over to Jeff.
“Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Jeff! Jeff!” she said, bouncing up and down upon him.
“What?” Jeff groaned. 
“Can we have cupcakes?” 
“ ... Pinkie ... ” Jeff said drowsily, “You ate them all.” 
“Oh, can we make some more then?” she chirped.
Jeff yawned, “Not today Pinkie, I have work.”
“What’s work?” she inquired.
Ugh, I’m not in the mood for this..
Jeff slowly sat up, stifled a yawn, and rubbed his eyes. Glancing to his clock, the time read, 7:06AM. 
Oh crap!
“It’s what I’m about to be late for, Pinkie,” Jeff said, scrambling out of bed. He fell face-first onto the floor. 
A muffled “Ow” was heard. 
Jeff jumped back to his feet and ran to his closet.
“Oh, what are you doing now, Jeff?” Pinkie inquired. “Gasp! Are you playing a game? Oh oh! Can I play?”
“No, Pinkie,” Jeff said putting on his work shirt. “I’m getting ready for work. I have to be there before that clock says 7:30 A.M.”
“Maybe I can help!” Pinkie volunteered. 
“No Pinkie, it’s quite alright.” 
“But I want to help.”
Jeff sighed, and walked over to his bed. He sat next to Pinkie. “I know you do, Pinkie, but you can’t help me with work, because ... well it’s a game only certain people can play.”
Her eyes widened. “Really?”
Oh no, what have I done?
“Yeah, but like I said, only certain people can play.”
“And you’re one of those people?”
“Yes, I am.”
“How can I join?! How can I join?!” She’d become quite excited now.
Jeff stood up, and buttoned his shirt. 
“You can’t. It’s so secretive, that it’s almost impossible for anyone else to join ... also the teams are full.”
Pinkie pouted and sat on the edge of the bed. Jeff waved her goodbye, and left the room. Walking to the kitchen, Jeff grabbed a sticky note and a pen, and scribbled a few things down.
“Sparkle, I’m leaving for work, and I’m sure you at least know what work is. I will be back late, sadly. Around 6:00 P.M. I’m leaving some fruits and vegetables out for you all. Stay safe and stay inside. I’ll get home as fast as I can. Also, you’re in charge again, Sparkle.”
She seems to be the one pony capable of leading them really.
Setting the pen down, Jeff grabbed the note, and returned to his bedroom. He gently set the note on his nightstand, and departed his home. He shut the door, locked it, and walked down the stairs to his car. Entering his Passat, Jeff placed the key into the ignition, pushed down on the clutch, and the engine roared to life ... before sputtering and switching back off.
“ ... Oh, no you don’t,” Jeff  said as he turned off the A/C, removed and reinserted the key, switched the car on once more and reved it into obedience.
~~~~~

Sparkles tiny eyes slowly opened as she woke up this beautiful Monday morning. A tiny yawn escaped her tiny mouth. Looking around, she saw her friends all sleeping next to her. Save one. Pinkie Pie was nowhere in sight. She rubbed her eyes once more, and searched for Pinkie around the bed. Possibly disturbing some of her slumbering friends.
“OW!” Dash screamed. “You stepped on my tail!” Make that definitely disturbing some of her friends.
“Sorry,” Sparkle apologized.
“What are you doing anyways?”
“I’m looking for Pinkie, have you seen her?”
Dash stifled a yawn. “Not since last night. Hey! Can we have more cupcakes?”
Sparkle gave her a look of disapproval. 
“What’re ya’ll talkin’ about so early in the mornin’?” AJ drowsily questioned the two.
“Well, I was looking for Pinkie. I can’t find her.”
AJ stood up and stretched. She looked around the bed spotting that there was a missing member of their peanut gallery. 
“Has anyone seen Jeff?” AJ asked.
Sparkle and Dash quickly looked to the other end of the bed and saw no sign of the giant man. 
“But, where did he go?” Dash asked.
Sparkle looked to the nightstand and spotted some paper placed before the clock. Exiting the small dog bed, Sparkle trotted to the nightstand. She jumped onto the stand and approached the note Jeff had left behind to read it.
“Sparkle, I’m leaving to work, and I’m sure you at least know what work is. I will be back late, sadly. Around 6:00 P.M. I’m leaving some fruits and vegetables out for you all. Stay safe and stay inside. I’ll get home as fast as I can. Also, you’re in charge again, Sparkle.”
“Why are you always in charge?” Dash questioned.
“‘cause she reads,” AJ smugly replied.
Sparkle glanced to the clock; embossed in light was, “7:40A.M.” 
“Alright, girls,” Sparkle said, hopping back onto the bed. “Jeff will be home late, but in the meantime I say we find Pinkie.”
“Maybe she’s playing hide and go seek again,” AJ suggested.
“Or eating cupcakes; you know how she was last night.”
Sparkle pondered a moment, giving herself some time to reflect the situation at hoof. Returning to the small dog bed, she looked to her friends.
“Come on, we have to find her.”
Her friends concurred and left the warmth of the bed. AJ, Dash, and Sparkle all glided down the side of the bed and exited the bedroom. The three colorful fillies trotted down the large hall. The surrounding walls cascading above to the lofty ceiling. The dim house was beginning to brighten as the sun continued to rise in the blue sky, slowly shining through the sparse windows in the house. 
“Dash, I need you to go up there and check for Pinkie. AJ and I will check underneath.” Sparkle said, as they neared the bright orange couch.
With a quick salute Dash flew to the cushions above, leaving AJ and Sparkle to the darkness before them. After walking around several dust balls and finding a lost coin, Sparkle and AJ began climbing up into the under-couch while Dash checked between the cushions and pillows for the pink filly. The group reunited after several minutes and all had a look of dismay upon their faces. Dash quickly wiped the defeat from her face, however, and encouraged the others to keep looking. They proceeded to spend most of the morning searching in every possible location they could think of.
~~~~~

Jeff bolted through the busy parking lot of the local Toys Я Us in his town, dodging the many shopping carts left throughout the lot by the lazy inconsiderate people who couldn’t walk a few feet to the many return aisles. The blue doors hissed open as Jeff entered the sensor and he rushed inside.
It’s ok, maybe he hasn’t noticed yet. I’ll just quietly walk on back to the toy aisle and-
“Excuse me, sir.” A feminine voice rang from behind. 
Jeff slowly turned and faced the woman. Holding her hand was a little girl, presumably her daughter.
“Yes?” Jeff replied. “Can I help you?”
“I was wondering where you got that little pink pony from?”
“Little pink pony?” 
Jeff halted a moment and followed the woman’s pointed finger down to the pocket on his shirt. There, waving her hoof, was Pinkie, a large smile plastered on her face.
GAH!
“My daughter here noticed it, and I was wondering where I could find one.”
“Oh w-well you see, this ... ” Jeff scrambled something together in his mind. “This is a ... special toy. It hasn’t hit the American stores yet. I, um, purchased it over the internet. It’s more of a good luck charm really.”
“What site did you get it from?
Oh, great! Now I have to lie to a customer! AHHH!
“Well I don’t really remember, might have been Craigslist but, i-it was so long ago. I’m sorry, but I have to go clock in now before I’m too late, excuse me.”
Before the lady could respond, Jeff dashed over to the men’s restroom and burst through the door. He quickly checked all of the stalls to ensure they were empty and that he was alone before reaching into his pocket and pulling out Pinkie.
“Hi, Jeff!” she exclaimed.
“Pinkie!” Jeff shout-whispered. “What are you doing here? You, you can’t be here!”
“But, why?”
“Because, little pink ponies don’t belong in a toy store.” 
“Why-WAIT DID YOU SAY TOYS?!”
“I ... yes, toys; but Pinkie people aren’t used to seeing tiny, talking, pink ponies.”
“Why?”
Ok, this is getting old.
“They just don’t ... You shouldn’t ... ugh. Look, Pinkie, if I let you stay in my pocket, do you promise to not move or say anything?” Jeff said, rubbing his eyes in frustration.
…
“Pinkie?”
Opening his eyes, Jeff saw that Pinkie had disappeared. 
…How did she ... ?
“Pinkie?! Where are you?”
Jeff scrambled to the floor to see if he accidently dropped her, but found no sign of her. He went back to the sink and looked around before checking inside the stalls ... Nothing. 
“Ok, Pinkie, this isn’t funny, where are you?”
~~~~~

Snoring filled the bedroom of Nevil Mitchells. He lay sound asleep in his bed, a sleeping mask covered his eyes, and a curler lay nested in his hair.
“I’ll get you yet,” Nevil mumbled. 
The hectic room was filled with dirty piles of clothes, various pieces of paper taped to the wall, and a pile of coffee cups on a disorganized desk to the left of Nevil’s bed.
“FAIRIES!” Nevil screamed as he lurched out of bed and fell to the floor.
“Ah! What the hay now?
Pulling off his night mask, Nevil sat upright on his messy floor.
I’m having those weird dreams of being an elementary school teacher again. I should stop drinking pickle banana juice before bed ... 
Standing up, Nevil stretched and yawned. He scratched his hind quarters as he walked to his kitchen. The brown painted walls, and possibly wood rotted cabinets, created a dreary ... and unpleasantly smelly ... atmosphere. The room looked so poorly kept that words were very difficult to find to describe it. Scrummaging through the nearest cabinet, the door nearly falling off the hinge, he tried to locate breakfast ... and found only a can of peas. 
Closing the wooden cabinet, he opened another and found some spider webs and a chocolate bar inside.
Well, it has been a while since I went shopping. I’ve been too distracted with those ponies. They’ve caused me nothing but trouble. And I was so close yesterday! 
Nevil grabbed the chocolate bar and walked to the living room unwrapping it as he sat in his dull brown recliner.
But today, I will get a camera inside Jeff’s home! I just need for him to go to work and ... Wait a second, today’s Monday. That means Jeff is at work!
On that thought, Nevil leapt out of his recliner and rushed to the front door. Throwing the door open wide, he looked to the parking lot, and spotted the empty space which Jeff’s silver Passat was normally parked.
“Excellent, he’s already gone, now I can begin. AH HA HA! AH HAHA HAHAHAHA!..eh”
Quickly composing himself after his mild outburst, Nevil ran back into his apartment, slamming the door shut as he went.
This is perfect! Now I can sneak into Jeff’s home and find those ponies! But first I need to prepare, and plan.
~~~~~

“Did you find her yet, Dash?”
“Sorry, Sparkle,” Dash apologized. “I haven’t found her anywhere.”
“What about you, AJ?”
“Same, Sparkle, I ain’t found her yet.”
“I’m sorry as well,” Crystal spoke up. “I searched the whole spare room and couldn’t find any sign of her.”
“I hope something didn’t happen to her,” Fluttershy said worryingly.
“Well this certainly isn’t good,” Sparkle stated. “But we can’t give up.”
Sparkle walked to the edge of Jeff’s bed. She gazed out of the clear window, when she had realized something.
“Oh no.”
“What?” Dash asked.
“Is that window open?”
The fillies all turned their gaze to the window located some feet from the bed. A slight breeze was blowing through it, causing the curtains to drift back and forth slightly. Dash quickly flew over to the window and inspected it.
“Yes, Sparkle ... it is.” 
~~~~~

Ok, it’s ok. Pinkie could not have gotten far, after all, she’s only three inches tall ... 
Jeff exited the restroom, and started moving throughout the store, inspecting high and low; making sure it looked like he was actually working as he searched through some toys.
She has to be here somewhere!
“Whatcha doin’, Jeff?”
Jeff froze what he was doing, and looked to his left. There stood Pinkie right in his face. 
“Oh! Are you playing a game? I love games! OHMYGOSH! Are you playing hide and go seek!?”
“No ... ”
“OK, on three!”
“No no no ... !”
“ONETWOTHREE GO!”
“No no nononono! Pinkie, come back!”
And in a flash of pink, she was gone, leaving Jeff dumbfounded and speechless. He groaned and began to reorganized the shelf he had rummaged through. 
Well at least with her hidden, she won’t be found ... I hope.
Jeff finally finished restocking the various toys and trinkets, and went out to search for Pinkie. He started in all of the toy aisles, considering that he was already there. With no luck, he walked to the Lego section and began searching behind the many boxes and pre-built example sets. Thankfully, lego’s weren’t normally pink, so it didn’t take long to inspect the aisle and again come up empty. With growing  haste and panic, Jeff moved from aisle to aisle, checking everything from Barbies, to Nerf guns, to educational toys, to the small comic book section in the back.
I can’t believe that I haven’t found her yet! Where could she have gone? I hope she’s not somewhere like the clothes ... Why did Toys Я Us start selling clothes anyway? I mean, it’s a toy store.
Jeff sighed and departed the last of the toy aisles. He started passing the electronics section of the store when something caught his eye ... something pink. Looking to the screens, he could see Pinkie ... inside of the television.
... Why me?
Hastily walking into the electronics section, Jeff walked to the television and started pushing through the small crowd that had gathered before it.
“Hey, what’s everyone looking at?” Pinkie asked.
The crowd before her stood hushed as they gazed upon the wonder that was Pinkie as Jeff slowly made his way through the crowd.
“Jeff!!” she gasped from inside of the television, “You found me! Great job!”
The crowd turned and looked to Jeff. 
“Eh hehehe …. Um, hey folks! I see you found our ... gag television loop. I knew Chuck forgot something ... ” Jeff nervously chuckled. “I’m sorry everyone, but I’m going to have to shut this tv off.”
“Awe, but why Jeff?” Pinkie asked.
I swear, when I get my hands on you!
Jeff quickly reached behind the tv, and unplugged the television set. The crowd seemed to have bought the lie, and began to disperse.
I’m so glad that’s over with.
“Wow Jeff, I can’t believe you found me!” Pinkie exclaimed. “I mean, it took me a whole thirty seconds to find that spot, and I thought you’d never ever ever ever ever find me!”
Jeff quickly grabbed Pinkie in his hands, and tried to quiet her down.
“Shh, Pinkie. I have a new game for us, ok?”
Her eyes lit up, and she quickly shut her yap. Jeff looked around, to make sure that no one was around.
“We’re going to play.”
“Yeah?”
“One of the most.”
“YEAH?”
“Amazing games ever!”
“YEAH!?”
“Do you want to know what it’s called?”
Pinkie was now squirming with excitement.
“More than anything in the world!”
“Ok, it’s called the quiet game. Ok ok, this is how you play Pinkie; both of us will be quiet for as long as we can. The winner of this game, will get cupcakes when they get home.”
Pinkie bounced with excitement. She mimicked zipping her lip and throwing away the key, Jeff did the same. Jeff placed Pinkie in his shirt pocket, and returned to work.
I just hope she doesn’t get any ideas ... 
~~~~~

“Aha!” Nevil cheered, reaching underneath his bed. “Just what I needed!” He pulled out an old worn out butterfly net from underneath his bed. 
“This should make catching those ponies easy. Then, once I do, I’ll show the world ... that I’m not crazy!”
Nevil giddily raced to his bathroom and rummaged through the drawers. With a victorious “Aha!”, he found what he was looking for: a bobby pin. Once he retrieved his treasure, Nevil raced to the front door and flung it open. 
Kneeling down in front of the door, he placed the bobby pin into the keyhole of the door. His ears listened intently as the bobby pin wiggled inside of the door. 
*Click*
“I can’t believe that actually worked!” Nevil proclaimed. “I should bring this up at the next inspection meeting.”
He hesitantly reached for the doorknob, and opened the door. The dark home was quiet, and void of ponies from what Nevil could see. He left the door open and tip-toed into the kitchen, scanning from left to right for any sign of the ponies and finding none.
He left the kitchen and entered the small living room. He checked under the couch, then behind the tv. Still nothing. He tuck and rolled out of the living room and reached the hallway. He set his back against the wall, and crept to the spare room. He did a double take into the room, trying to be as much of a spy as he could. He slowly walked into the room, but still managed to trip over a lego fort. 
A small piece of paper rested on the bricks he destroyed.
“What’s this?”
“This fort was captured by the mighty Sparkle, lest we forget the brave Dash and-”
Nevil stopped mid-sentence and ripped up the small paper (which, in hindsight, seemed very counterproductive of his goal to remain undetected). “I don’t have time for this, I need to find those ponies!” He stood up and looked around the room, all was quiet still. Nevil saw at the other end of the room, a computer, and a small closet to his left. He walked to the closet, and sung it open. (That’s right, he sung it open, his singing voice was so shrill and painful that the doors opened just to make it stop.)
“AHA!” he screamed.
Only some clothes and boxes greeted him. 
Where ... where are they?
He left the spare room, and entered the bathroom directly across the hall. It was also empty. Nevil hastily opened drawers to try and locate the ponies. 
These ponies are craftier than I presumed. They must have known I was coming ... 
Nevil rolled out of the bathroom, and jumped into the bedroom. His eyes searched the bare room. Everything was clean, much cleaner than his own room.
... Maybe I should really clean my house, perhaps make a base of operations.
Nevil’s eye glanced to the nightstand, and spotted some paper. He picked up the paper; it was a note. He read it.
“Sparkle, I’m leaving to work, and I’m sure you at least know what work is. I will be back late, sadly. Around 6:00P.M. I’m leaving some fruits and vegetables out for you all. Stay safe and stay inside. I’ll get home as fast as I can. Also, you’re in charge again, Sparkle.”
Nevil looked to the clock; 4:23P.M. 
… How long was I asleep today? Oh well …. Wait a minute, Sparkle? That name has been mentioned twice. Once on the small fort, only big enough for something just barely larger than three inches, which is much taller than a lego ... I think. This note marks the second. And so, with this conclusive data, this must mean that Jeff has, FAIRY GODPARENTS! ... Wait, that’s not right. Those dreams are really tripping me up.
Nevil pushed aside his thoughts for a later time, and set to work exploring the room. He checked under the bed, in the closet, under the sheets in the drawers, inside the lamp ... everywhere. In a short few moments, the room was in total chaos and disarray. Clothes, blankets, and even some salted crackers were on the floor, making Nevil regret not eating lunch even more; but lunch could wait for the greatest discovery of the century.
Nevil popped out of a pile of clothes and crackers.
Where could they be? I’ve searched every inch of this room, and the rest of the house. 
“Ponies! If you’re here, then come out!” Nevil shouted. “Ponies!”
Only the silence responded to his cries. Sighing, Nevil stood up. He patted his pants of the salt and began to walk back to the front door. Just before reaching the front door, his ears were met with sirens. Flashes of blue and red filled his vision.
“Slowly step out of the apartment with your hands on your head!”
Oh poopy ...
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	Chapter 5: They're Gone!
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Well what do we do Sparkle?” Dash asked while anxiously hovering over the group.
The purple filly stared around her for a moment before looking back to her friends; each of them showing concerned for their missing pink friend.
“I don’t know,” she responded, casting her gaze downward.
“We can’t jus’ go outside,” AJ stammered. “Jeff said to stay put.”
“But if Pinkie’s out there, then she could get into even bigger trouble,” Dash rebuked. “What if she gets lost?”
“That’s why we should stay,” Crystal added. “What if we get lost too? Then who’s going to find us?”
“Who’s going to find Pinkie then?” Sparkle replied. “Look, we have until that clock says 6:00 P.M.”
The ponies all looked to the clock which read 1:07 P.M .
“Dash, can you carry me over to the window?” Sparkle asked.
“I guess,” she replied.
Dash hovered over the tiny unicorn and wrapped her hooves around her. Flapping her wings harder, Dash slowly lifted Sparkle, straining to get them both airborne. The two staggeredly approached the window shortly thereafter, and made a not-so-soft landing.
“Ow!” Sparkle cried.
“Sorry,” Dash apologized.
With a final wince Sparkle brushed herself off and walked over to the glass in hopes of spotting Pinkie outside. Through the window she saw the grass far below her tiny hooves and scanned through it for a pink filly bouncing around. Failing to find anything in the immediate area, Sparkle looked more closely at the bushes, trees, crevices, and small holes; anything that might have a tinge of pink fluff.
“Do ya see her?” AJ called from afar.
“ ... No,” the purple filly cried back.
~~~~~

Jeff smiled as he handed a small boy a plastic soldier, eliciting a bout of giddy jumping and cheering from the kid as he went back to his mother.
“Look, Mommy, look!” he exclaimed, as they walked out of the store.
As Jeff watched them leave, he quickly stretched his arms before looking to his watch; 11:53 A.M.
Finally! It’s almost time for my lunch break. 
Jeff rang up one last purchase before closing the register lane and walking off to the staff lounge to dine in peace. Feeling his pocket, Jeff made sure Pinkie hadn’t left yet; thankful to feel the small lump sitting in his pocket. He did not want another fiasco to unfurl like this morning. 
Good, she’s still there ... I think …. Please actually be her.
Jeff reached the lounge which was completely devoid of people, which wasn’t that unusual as most employees preferred to eat at one of the fast food shops nearby. He sighed in relief that this was another such day, and walked to his locker for his lunch. After retrieving the brown paper bag and sitting down, he reached into his pocket to pull out his pink fuzzball. Pinkie was curled into a ball, asleep.
How long has she been out, and how in the heck do you sleep in someone’s pocket? ... Oh well, all questions that I will never know the answers to.
Jeff set Pinkie down onto the table, and began to munch away at his sandwich. After a few bites Pinkie awoke with a scream.
“Jeff! That was scary!” Pinkie hollered. “I was in this really, super duperly strange place, with pink clouds and-and there was soap! Soap everywhere! So much soap ... ”
Pausing a moment to get his reaction, she looked up at Jeff when one was not given. His face contorted and strained, beginning to change shades ... which caused Pinkie to burst into laughter. 
“Oh, Jeff,” she giggled, “You look so funny!”
Jeff flailed his arms and pointed to his throat, his face now turning red from panic. Pinkie laughed more, rolling onto her back and snorting while Jeff balled his fists and began to beat on his chest. Pinkie continued her laughing, until finally speaking up.
“Is this a new game, Jeff?! Can I play?!”
Jeff continued to pound his chest until he lost his balance and fell backwards in his chair, a small chunk of sandwich flew out of his mouth as he landed. Jeff gasped for air as he lay there, his panic receding and his face returning to it’s normal hue. He looked up at the table for a second to see Pinkie laying at the edge staring at him before jumping up to mimic his actions coughing up a hairball at the finale. Pinkie just giggled as Jeff stood up, the only thing he could do in his bewilderment was stare at the pink filly.
“ ... How?” Jeff began to ask, but thought it best to forget about it. “N-nevermind ... ”
“That was a fun game Jeff,” Pinkie chirped. Can we play another?”
Before Jeff could respond, he could hear a voice outside the lounge door. His heart skipped a beat, knowing whom it belonged to. 
Pinkie gasped, “People!”
“No!” Jeff responded.
He quickly grabbed Pinkie and shoved her down his shirt. Jeff quickly righted his chair and sat down, again eating his sandwich while trying to act calm as the door casually swung open; a women, about Jeff’s age, walked through the door. 
“Oh hey, Jeff,” she said kindly.
Jeff choked a little on his sandwich ... again, “Oh hey, Anna. What brings you here?”
... Did I seriously just say that? Then again, with how long she’s known me she should know how often I think … Which is more often now than it was back then.
“Um, Jeff,” she chuckled, “this is the break room. What do you think I’d be doing?”
“ ... Robbing a bank?”
I’m such a dork ... 
Anna laughed as she walked over to her locker. She opened it and began adjusting her dark blond hair in the mirror. Jeff continued to munch on his sandwich, the slow and methodical chewing making scarcely a sound. The look of contentment on his face was matched only by the contemplation in his eyes, calculating his next move to contain his pink problem and keep Pinkie safe ... and then he started giggling.
“What’s so funny, Jeff?” Anna questioned.
Jeff coughed. “Nothing it’s jus-” He broke out into laughter again, spitting out some of his sandwich in the process … gross.
Anna giggled and sat across from him placing a tupperware of salad on the table.
“Whatever is in that sandwich, I want some,” Anna joked.
Jeff laughed even more; after another moment or two, began to settle down. He scratched his shirt and whispered under his breath, “Pinkie, stop moving.”
“What was that, Jeff?”
“Oh nothing! Ya know, just talking ... to myself ... again. Anyway, it was just an inside joke, you wouldn’t get it ... *cough* So ... how have you been, Anna?”
“Oh you know, wake up, come to work, go home, that sort of thing.” She munched down on her lunch.
“Sounds like a complex life to me, I don’t think I could handle such a hard and arduous lifestyle,” Jeff sarcastically stated.
Anna chuckled, “And what about you Jeff? Has anything new or exciting happened to you recently? Besides talking with yourself?”
“Hey! Never underestimate the intricacies of talking with oneself ... ” Jeff took another bite of his sandwich, “Anyway ... I ... um ... moved into that apartment finally. That’s been interesting. Brian helped me move in.”
“Oh nice, so how’s living on your own for the first time?”
Jeff took another bite, pondering a moment as he swallowed. “It’s been ... weird.”
Anna took another mouthful of lettuce, and swallowed. “Yeah, I remember the first time I moved out. Parents all concerned, worried about murderers, gangs, that kind of thing.”
“Ah, well, that’s a bit different from mine. I mean, my parents are concerned. But they’re alright with it. It’s just what happened like the day after I moved in.” Jeff ate the last bites of his sandwich.
“Neighbors?”
“Hm?” Jeff queried. “Oh, well there is this one guy, Ok, get this. So apparently this guy is a major nut. I mean, he thinks that fairies are real! This guy is a lost cause. He suspects me of harboring some miniature ... ponies or ... somethin’.” Jeff sheepishly finished his sandwich.
“Haha,” Anna laughed, covering her mouth. “He sounds like a total nut.”
~~~~~

“This place is huge!” Dash exclaimed. 
The fillies stood upon the lawn below Jeff’s apartment. The blades of grass nearly engulfed the small equines; their tiny heads poking out just above the blades
“Let’s not just stand around here,” Sparkle stated. “Let’s find Pinkie.”
“Pinkie!” Dash yelled.
“Oh, Pinkie, dear,” Crystal called.
The group scattered as they began their search, AJ walked to some bushes near a wooden fence, Fluttershy cautiously searched the grass in front of her, and Dash did flyby’s over the general area. Despite their best efforts there was a serious lack of pink to be found.
While looking along the fence, Sparkle ran across a small hole in the wall, large enough for one of them to fit through.
“Girls, look at this.” She called out, Dash spreading the word to those too far to hear, and the fillies proceeded to halt their efforts and join Sparkle at the fence.
“You don’t think she went through do you?” Crystal inquired.
“I don’t know.” Replied Sparkle, “I just hope that wherever she is, she’s ok.”
“We can’t just let her be on her own.” AJ interjected, “We should go after her. As long as we don’t lose sight of this place, we can find our way back.”
“I say it’s worth a shot!” Dash said.
The fillies all nodded in agreement and entered the hole in the fence, not noticing Fluttershy try to object. With a meep she followed through with the group.
~~~~~

Jeff, having finished his lunch, checked his phone for any missed messages before placing it back inside his locker and shutting it. He saw Anna closing her locker after storing the empty containers from her lunch inside. The two exited the lounge as Jeff, using his mighty powers of chivalry and honor, opened the door for Anna.
“Why thank you, kind sir,” she said through a giggle.
“You’re welcome.”
“So Jeff, when are you going to let me see your place?” Anna asked.
Why Anna, why?!
“Oh, well ya see ... ” Jeff paused scrambling for words, “I just moved in, and it’s a mess some other time maybe. Alright?”
“Oh, ok then.”
“I’ll talk with you later, Anna.”
“Bye, Jeff. See you later.”
The two began to walk in different directions, returning to their posts, a simple wave goodbye, and they lost sight of one another. Finally out of sight and earshot, Jeff sighed in relief and walked into a toy aisle. Checking once more to ensure no one would show up unexpectedly, he reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out Pinkie. She was eating a sandwich. 
“ ... Pinkie.”
“Yeah?” she asked, her mouth munching on the delectable sandwich.
“ ... Where did you get that sandwich?”
She looked to the food, then to Jeff, then back to the food before taking another bite, and shrugging. “I have no idea!” she said, a smile on her face.
“Nevermind, Pinkie, do you think you can keep quiet for another …, ” Jeff looked to his watch: 1:05PM, “five hours?” He held up five fingers. “And then, I promise you, the best cupcakes you’ve ever had!”
“The bestest?”
“Yes, the bestest cupcakes ever!” 
Pinkie’s eyes lit up, dropping her sandwich, she leaped up and latched onto Jeff’s nose.
“Thank you so much!” she cried.
… Just what she needs, more sugar; but if it keeps her quiet until I get home, a sugar rush is a small price to pay.
“You’re welcome, Pinkie ... now ... can you let go of my face?”
*pop* She popped off of his nose and fell back down into his pocket.
With Pinkie back out of site, Jeff resumed work, going up and down different toy aisles showing kids some of the amazing new toys released. Demonstrating the new helicopters, propping up dolls next to their play sets, showing off the new Lego sets, especially the Star Wars ones, those always sold well. While looking at the Legos he considered getting some for Dash and thought of what other toys he could get for the others, Magical Fairy Kingdom toys perhaps.
The kids were all enthralled with Jeff and his many failed attempts at controlling the small RC toys. Pinkie often grew curious and watched the little people watch Jeff. She saw their smiles and laughter and wanted to join in, but she couldn’t. Jeff told her she would get the “bestest” cupcakes ever if she was quiet.
Jeff was entertaining some little girls using a fairy in his right hand and a pony in his left.
“And I grant thee, the gift of flight!” Jeff said as the fairy, his voice high pitched.
“Like, oh my gosh,” Jeff, the valley girl pony, replied. “This is like, the bestest day evar!
The girls and their parents giggled at the show. Jeff sat in front of a small table, various toys and props spread out upon the canvas. The pony and the fairy were flying side by side in Jeff’s hands.
“I’ve never, like, been so alive!” 
“You must promise me to only use these powers for good,” the fairy said.
“Alright,” the pony replied. “I cross my heart and hope to fly ... ehhh..”
“Stick a cupcake in my eye!” a muffled voice shouted out. 
Jeff froze up for a moment as he realized who said that before noticing that the girls were laughing, Jeff did his best not to sigh in relief, lest he ruin what ended up as pure genius.
“ ... A cupcake ... in your eye?” a young girl asked.
“I really like cupcakes!” the muffled voice shouted.
The audience again broke out in laughter. Jeff as well, not being able to control himself, joined in. Some muffled giggles and snorts emanated from his pocket as well. 
You know, these fairies remind me of Nevil ... Wait a second ... Does Nevil even have a job? ... I can’t imagine who’d hire him, and I left the ponies alone in the apartment next door to that mad man!? Wait, I locked the door ... Wait no I di- yeah, yeah I did. Oh well, I just hope he doesn’t find where I hid my spare key.
~~~~~

“I said come out with your hands on your head!” the officer shouted into the apartment. “I will not ask again!”
Nevil sat against the bedroom wall, his knees were shaking and his teeth chattering.
The fuzz? What are they doing here? How did they find out? ... I can’t let them know what I was doing. I must hide the evidence!
Nevil scrambled to his feet and hid the butterfly net and camera underneath Jeff’s bed. 
“Alright!” he shouted. “I’m exiting the bedroom!” He did so. “I am now walking in the hallway! I have passed the bathroom! I am now-”
“Sir!” an officer yelled back. “Please just get out of the building already!”
Nevil walked through the opened front door, hands resting on his head. Nevil slowly walked down the stairs, and then promptly fell down them, almost seeming to bounce down the steps with an ‘ah!’, ‘ooh!’ or ‘eeh!’ at each impact before landing face first on the ground. An officer came over and picked him up, handcuffing him in the process. 
“You have the right to remain silent, and all that other stuff.” The officer said.
“ ... I think you missed a-”
“Quiet you!”
Nevil shut up and was placed in the back of the cop car. A second officer arrived from Mr. Jonas’s office.
“Hey, Frank, go ahead and take the loon. I’ll stay here and let the owner know what happened,” he said.
“Alright,” came a gruff reply.
Frank entered the squad car and drove off, Nevil just looked out the window towards the apartment. Soon, the car left the complex and was on the street towards downtown. Looking at the park as Nevil rode by, something caught his eye; a few colorful figures, walking into a bush. They were small, and even more so, pony-like.
NOOO! My chance! Drat! Why? Why today of all days to get arrested?
He placed his head on the window and watched the park pass by.
Don’t you worry my little ponies, I will catch you! As soon as I get out of this mess, which will be soon! … ish ... And then! I shall prove, once and for all, that I’M NOT CRAZY!
“Do you hear me?!” he shouted.
“Yes!” the officer grumbled back. “Now just shut up until we get to the station! We’ll be there in about ten minutes.”
You better watch your flank, Miss Sparkle …
~Ten Minutes Later~

The car never arrived at the station, massive fires had broken out all over the nearly destroyed city, the rampaging monster having- *Snore-pop* “Huh who, what?”
“I said get out of the car, we’re here,” the officer repeated to the now awake Nevil.
The officer in the driver seat killed the engine, and followed the first cop in escorting Nevil out of the car and into the building. There wasn’t anything spectacular about the station, it was a normal police station that was more or less unchanged from the previous times Nevil had seen it ... for various reasons.
Well at least they cleaned the floors ... 
~~~~~

Setting his thoughts aside for later, Jeff returned to the customers and spent the rest of his time entertaining them by showing off new products. Various products attracted different crowds, but there were always children. They were, after all, the primary demographic. How often does a child’s entertainment attract a huge following of adults? As with most days at work, Jeff spent the majority of his time demonstrating the toys to the kids; the best way to sell merchandise is to make others want what you have after all.
As Jeff’s shift ended and he clocked out, he thought about Pinkie; who amazingly had stayed quiet most of the whole day. 
She must really likes cupcakes. 
Jeff exited the toy store and walked down the nearly empty parking lot towards his Passat and took Pinkie out of his pocket, setting her on the roof of the car as he pulled the key out.
“Oh wow! What’s this thing?” Pinkie questioned.
“This,” Jeff proudly stated, “is my car. It will get us home.”
“How?”
“It’s ... a magical chariot, Pinkie. It shall take us to the cupcakes first, then home! So we can bake them!”
Pinkie jumped up and down, overjoyed at the idea of eating the cupcakes. Jeff opened the door and set Pinkie on the passenger seat.
“Now sit here, and don’t fall off, that would be bad.”
“Okie dokie lokie!” Pinkie said. 
She was so ecstatic, she was bouncing up and down and looking all over the car seat; she even licked it. Jeff, ignoring her, turned on the ignition and drove out of the parking lot.
Alright, just get some cake mix stuff and icing, and then go home. Not too hard. As long as Pinkie stays in the car, everything should be fine.
Jeff glanced to Pinkie, seeing that she was now rolling the window up and down.
“Ooo.”
“Pinkie, could you roll the window back up? It’s a bit cold outside.”
“Okie dokie lokie.”
The sun was now setting upon the small California city. Cars filled the streets, their headlights illuminating the dark roads. The small silver Passat entered a small parking lot of the local S-Mart.
“Now stay here, Pinkie. I’m going to get cake mix, I will be right back.”
Jeff left the radio on for Pinkie, so she wouldn’t sit in silence. He didn’t like the thought of Pinkie sitting alone in silence. He shut the car door and walked into the store. 
Pinkie sat alone in the car. It was making some weird noise. A voice. It was … talking? 
No, it was singing.
“Got a surprise especially for you,
Something that both of us have always wanted to do.
We've waited so long, waited so long.
We've waited so long, waited so long.”
Jeff meandered through the maze of products, his eyes reading the signs above looking for baking goods or something similar. Jeff finally found what he was looking for: Cupcake Mix Batter Thingy!™ (Best product ever) He grabbed the box and walked to the front of the store. While standing in line, he looked to the small TV above the checkout displaying the news. Jeff never cared much for watching the news; it was always about some failed robberies, murders from the neighboring city, or the latest hold up in congress.
“Earlier today there was an attempted robbery,” the women on the television stated.
Shocker ... Jeff thought, rolling his eyes.
The women continued, “Thankfully the trespasser was caught, and nothing appears to have been stolen. The culprit, Nevil Mitchells, is currently in police custody under charges of breaking and entering.” 
Jeff’s eyes shot open, his heart skipped a bit and the dark shadow of concern spread across his face. 
Oh no. No no no no no!
“Sir?”
If they searched my home, then! This is bad, really bad!
“Sir.”
Alright, I need to get home quickly. Oh man, this is definitely not good.
“Sir!”
Jeff looked up, and saw the cashier looking at him, she was a bit annoyed. Jeff sheepishly grinned, and made his purchase before rushing out of the store to the car. He opened the door and got in before looking to the seat next to him ... something was missing.
“ ... Pinkie?” Jeff called out.
“Oh Piiinkiiie.”
“Oh oh! What did you get?”
He heard the voice, but couldn’t locate the filly. He looked on the floor, the back seats, before hearing some rustling and looked to the bag and saw Pinkie.
Oh, thank goodness.
Jeff sighed and placed the key in the ignition. The car soon roared to life, and Jeff raced home. By now the sun had set, and the town began to slow down and prepare for sleep. 
Pinkie had finally gotten out of the bag, and turned the radio up. Ironically,  one of Jeff’s favorite songs came on, and it felt like a racing song ... to him at least.
“I've been drivin' all night, my hands are wet on the wheel.
There's a voice in my head that drives my heel.
My baby call said I need you here.
It's half past four and I'm shiftin’ gear.”
Traffic had died down which made getting home a lot quicker for Jeff; especially with the current song blasting in the car. Jeff shifted the car to third, the engine quieted, then grew louder as Jeff pushed the gas pedal against the back wall. The car speed down the empty street, its engine now screaming; much like Pinkie was. Pinkie began to sink into the back of the seat as the car roared through the quiet town.
“When I get lonely and I'm sure I've had enough,
She sends comfort coming in from above.
Don't need no letters at all.
We got a thing that's called radar love
We got a line in the sky
Radar love”
Jeff was, and probably had been the whole time, singing the song and enjoying the speed of his car; it was no Formula 1 car, but it had a turbo engine. Fast enough for him at least. His turn was coming up, he slammed on the brakes, and Pinkie flew into the windshield, her body flat as a pancake now; the screaming was now muffled because of the glass. His tires screeched, and he skid onto the last straightaway before his home. Sadly the song ended.
Aw, I like that song.
The radio switched to a new song; a more appropriate car song. 
Aw yeah!
“Oh yeah!
Aah Haa!
Jump back, what’s that sound?
Here she comes, full blast and top down!
Hot shoe, burnin’ down the avenue!
Model citizen, zero discipline!”
Pinkie now flew back into the seat, still screaming at the top of her lungs as Jeff sped up once again. First, second, third, fourth, fifth. Jeff loved shifting gears, it felt like he was actually doing something other than sitting and pushing a pedal with his foot. But sadly Jeff’s home was coming up, and he had to slow down once more.*
Jeff turned the corner into his apartment complex, found his parking spot, and parked the car. He shut off the radio with a sigh. 
“Pinkie,” he said, “I want you to know that, well. Just be ready for whatever we find. Ok?”
Pinkie tilted her head, unsure of what Jeff meant. “Okie dokie lokie!” She smiled.
Jeff grabbed Pinkie, placed her in his pocket, and then grabbed his bag. He exited the car, shut the door and locked it. He walked up the stairs to his door, where he was greeted by an officer.
“Are you the owner?” the officer asked.
Jeff simply nodded.
“I’m Officer Steve.”
... Officer Steve? That just sounds stupid; now I just need to meet Officer Johnson.
“Earlier today we got a call from one of your neighbors about someone breaking and entering into your home. I just wanted to let you know that nothing was in his hands or pockets, so it appears that nothing was stolen. Though, he may have vandalized your couch; we’re not sure how he got it that shade of orange though. I hope you have a pleasant evening.”
“You too,” Jeff replied.
Seriously? He stood here until I got home just to tell me nothing was stolen? I mean, that was nice of him, but do officers have nothing better to do in my town? ... Wait did he just insult my couch? The jerk! I shall never forget his name, for many reasons ... mostly because it’s a stupid name. I mean seriously? Officer Steve?
The officer departed, and Jeff opened his door. The lights sparked to life and illuminated the small abode. Nothing was out of place, but it was quiet. Far too quiet. Jeff walked into the spare room.
“Hello?” he called out. “Sparkle? Dash?”
Silence.
Pinkie now poked her head out of his pocket, “Hello?” she sang. “We have cupcakes!”
Once again silence answered them. Jeff went into his bedroom and walked to the bed; he set the cupcake mix and Pinkie on the bed. He looked around, and saw nopony. Then he looked to the window ... it was open.
Oh no ... 
~~~~~

“Sparkle, we’ve been looking for hours!” Dash complained. “We should probably head back and get Jeff to help us!”
Sparkle stopped, and looked back to her companions; they were tired, and hungry. It was getting late, and the cool air was beginning to sweep in. She sighed and looked ahead; the end of the park was so far, almost as far as their home.
“But, what about Pinkie?”
“Ah know you’re concerned Sparkle,” AJ said. “But don’t ya think that Jeff will be even more worried with all of us missing?”
“We’ve come this far, we can’t just give up.”
“We’re not giving up, Sparkle!” Dash insisted.
“We simply cannot stay out here all night though, it’s so ... not indoors.” Crystal whined. 
“Would you stop complainin’, Crystal. It’s all you’ve been doin’ since we left,” AJ said.
“I am not complaining. I am lamenting; and at least I didn’t fall down a hole!” she stammered back at AJ.
“Ah told ya I didn’t see it!”
“Girls!” Sparkle yelled. “This isn’t getting us anywhere. We need to make a decision. Do we go home, or keep looking for Pinkie?”
“Ah vote home,” AJ said.
“I must agree, I need a bath.” Crystal added.
“I say we go back and get Jeff to help us,” Dash stated.
Sparkle pondered for a moment, and then turned to Fluttershy, her head was downcast, and she was tapping one of the grass blades.
“Well Fluttershy? What do you think?” she asked.
Fluttershy sighed, and looked to the other fillies. She squeaked something inaudible to them. They all tilted their heads and look at her. She ducked lower into the grass and squeaked something again.
”Louder!” Dash yelled. “We can’t hear you!”
“I want to go home!” Fluttershy cried. “It’s dark and scary out here, and I just want to go home!”
“Oh there there.” Crystal sympathized. “Sparkle, let’s just go home. We can search in the morning.” She walked to Fluttershy, comforting her with a hug.
Sparkled sighed, “Alright, let's go then.” 
~~~~

Nevil sat in his jail cell, alone ... or so he thought.
“Gah!” he screamed. “Who are you?”
An older gentleman in a pink robe sat on the bed. His hair was thinning, reminding Nevil of Mr. Jonas.
“Wait, you seem oddly familiar, do I know you?”
“What? No!” the man said. “I’m just a stranger that you have never seen before in your life.”
“What’s your name?” Nevil queried.
“ ... Tommy,” the man said.
He seems like a real creep to me, Nevil thought to himself.
Nevil looked to the bed; a green comic caught his eye. “What are you reading there?” he asked.
“Hm? Oh, just the Cosmopolitan.” 
A slam was heard, a door swung open, then closed.
“Which one is yours?” An officer asked.
Nevil looked out of the cell. He could see an officer guiding an older woman half Nevil’s height through the jail.
“Oh no!” Nevil screamed.
“That one!” the woman said pointing to Nevil.
“Mother! What are you doing here?” Nevil questioned.
“I saw you on the news! I knew you’d be on television one day!”
Nevil groaned, and the officer opened the cell.
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Chapter 6 - Interlude 1 - The War Begins
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Celestia stared into Discord’s eyes. A smug grin engraved onto his face while glee filled his lemon-colored eyes as he stared back at her.
“What are you doing here, Discord?” 
“Oh, Celestia, you know I’m not one for sitting around doing nothing. As much as I loved being a statue, I felt it was time to stretch out the old muscles.”
Celestia continued her glare as the scenery around them began to warp. The very fabric of reality was slowly bending to Discords very presence; altering its shape and form to all manner of unnaturals. Many of the hedges began changing form and material, turning into oddly colored wool while others slowly lifted to the now pink sky above. Statues were turning to hard candy, the tall grass now made entirely out of licorice. A dark rain poured onto the new landscape as screams arose from Canterlot once its citizens realized that the chocolate milk that was pouring down upon them was ... sour. Chaos had returned.
A bright light flashed, flooding the immediate area around Celestia and forcing Discord to flinch for the mere second it lasted before noticing that Celestia had vanished. 
Discord chuckled, “Let the games begin, ‘Princess’.”
Royal Guards stood ready at the entrance of the castle. Their golden armor shone brilliantly as a bright light enveloped the room. Shielding their eyes, the guards grabbed their weapons in preparation for possible danger, before relaxing and showing great relief at the sight of Celestia.
“Guards, rally every member of the reserves and summon the generals. I want a regiment out on the streets aiding any ponies who need it. Escort as many ponies as you can to the castle for protection. You two, make to the Magi-collage. I want every professor and advanced student in the labs awaiting my instruction. Oh, and send somepony to wake Luna. I’m going to need her,” Celestia commanded, sending the guards stationed into a flurry of activity. 
Screams echoed across Canterlot. The streets were crowded with ponies running and fleeing from the pursuing chaos. The pegasi all took to the sky, fleeing the city and the ever-expanding wave of chaotic energies vortexing around them. Earth ponies and Unicorns alike fared badly as they flailed about across the soapslicked ground now mixed with sour chocolate rain. Those close to the city gates made to flee while those farther in followed the paths and guards to the Castle, looking for guidance from their imperial leader. Celestia hustled down the large hall, something something, exiting onto the large balcony before her few subjects standing below, awaiting her orders.
“My subjects, I have dreadful news. As you may have noticed, Moo.” Celestia said.
“Woof,” replied the subjects. 
... That didn’t sound like I had hoped it would, Celestia thought. “Discord has returned. Which means, the return of marshmallows ... I mean chaos.” 
The crowd fell hushed - save for the children who were happy at the thought of marshmallows - and listened intently to the words of their ruler. Her voice echoed throughout the court; power, grace, and sincerity emanating from her as she spoke.
“It is best to not panic, we have to remain strong and steadfast against our foe. We are not defenseless. Stay calm, aid each other, and be ready for anything; because there is nothing that can’t come our way.”
~~~~~

Luna’s blue eyes shot open; a loud rumble and a violent shake jolting her awake. She rose from her bed with a quick motion, her ears attentive to the screams and noises coming from outside. Concerned, she rushed herself out of bed and towards the large blue doors of her room. Blue auras surrounded the handles as she opened them to reveal of scene of  pure controlled panic and motion. Dozens of guards were running up and down the halls, spears and swords at their sides and armor clanking as they ran. Workers were moving just as quickly, carrying anything from scrolls to food to ensure the castle was prepared for anything. As she observed the commotion, a sole guard approached her.
“What beeth this?” Luna called out. “A war?”   
“Yes, my Princess,” the guard replied, bowing. “It is a war.”
“Against whom?”
“Chaos.”
Luna’s face grimaced. She sighed. “Where is my sister?”
The guard pointed down the hall. “Her majesty is on the terrace addressing the people. She sent for you. 
“Thank you,” Luna replied. “Has my lunar guard been summoned? If not, do so and tell them to prepare for the Neighmerian gambit.”
The guard bowed once more, and ran off as Luna rushed towards the terrace, passing the many guards running about. As she neared the balcony, her eyes caught glimpse of the rampant chaos outside; trees were now lollipops, buildings were made entirely out of cheese, the sky was every possible color except the ones normally found in it, and clouds were forming shapes of great inappropriateness spewing liquids that were anything but rain water. Standing next to her sister as she finished her speech, Luna observed the frightened crowd before her; though mellowed by Celestia’s words, the fear in their eyes was all too apparent. 
“Fear not, our subjects,” Luna proclaimed. “We have defeated the chaotic cretin before and we shall do so again. Thou shalt not live in terror for long, thou hast our word.”
With that, both sisters bowed to the crowd and turned to depart. Luna looked at Celestia with concern as they reentered the castle.
“He has truly returned? So soon?” Luna asked.
Celestia nodded, and simply continued down the hall with Luna in tow. 
“Shall I summon Twilight and her friends?” Luna queried.
“You can’t,” Celestia stated. “They’re gone.”
“What do you mean ‘gone’? They cannot simply disappear.”
“They can, and they did.”
“But ... how?” 
Celestia halted. “I assume Discord had something to do with it,” she sighed. “Spike told me the last time he saw them was with Trixie. I believe she has some part in this.”
Luna thought for a moment. “Shall I send troops to find her?”
“No,” Celestia replied. “I’ll find her myself. I want you to stay here and keep things under control.”
“But, we are not prepared for a war.” 
“We don’t need to be. Discord isn’t one for killing, just mischief. Keep the subjects calm as long as you can; the guard have always been trained more for peacekeeping than for combat. I shall find Trixie.”
Luna nodded and left her sister.
“And, Luna,” Celestia added, halting her sister in place, “please try and hold off on the Neighmerian gambit.”
“But I never get a chance to try it,” Luna complained.
“And I pray you never do,” Celestia said as she turned and trotted to the balcony once more before teleporting away. 
~~~~~

Trixie grunted, her legs straining as she pulled her wagon through the forest. The thick trees and their roots did not aid in the blue unicorn’s endeavors. 
“Trixie can’t believe this,” she muttered, stopping in frustration.
“Oh, Trixie, why so down?” called a distant voice. “Isn’t this what you wanted?” it laughed.
“Trixie wouldn’t mind so much if you could help me get out of here.”
A tree, sporting bright yellow eyes and a mouth with one long tooth, turned to answer her, “I’ve already held my end of the bargain, Trixie; just as you have held yours.” The tree grinned.
“Trixie feels her end of the bargain was worth more than what she has received.”
A flash of white.
“Oh does she now?” a caterpillar said, perched on a branch near her.
Trixie snorted.
“Oh don’t be that way. I’m sure you’ll love it here.”
Another flash of white and Discord vanished, leaving Trixie alone to continue her journey though a candy cane forest; grumbling all the way.
~~~~~

With a brilliant flash of light, Celestia appeared in a pile of snow, the cold arctic winds chilling her wings forcing her to press them tightly to her body. A short distance ahead of her she saw her destination, a rather unassuming crystal archway leading into the heart of the Crystal Empire; and its seat of power, The Crystal Spire. With a few powerful flaps she passed over the city limits into the magical barrier which kept the cold at bay, allowing her to fly more easily towards the Spire.
Cadance stood on the castle’s balcony overlooking the large city, the crystal buildings dotting the crystal lined streets, lit by crystal lamp posts so the crystal ponies could sell their crystal goods in proper crystal lighting for their crystally needs …. She was starting to see why Sombra had so little to say … their was so little here that wasn’t crystal. A reverberation above snapped Cadance out of her contemplation and sent her into a bit of shock as she saw Celestia flying towards her at great speed.
“Princess Celestia,” she gasped, “what brings you here?”
“I’m sorry to have come unannounced, Princess, but there’s trouble in Canterlot and soon all of Equestria. Discord has returned.”
A hoof raised to Cadance’s mouth. “What about Twilight and her friends? Are they fighting him?” she worriedly asked. 
“They’re missing,” Celestia sighed. “We don’t know where they are.”
“What do you mean they’re missing? Are they alright? And what of the Elements of Harmony?”
“It seems Discord was more clever in planning his third return. I believe he used another to send Twilight and her friends away before he revealed himself. As for the Elements, they’re currently unaccounted for. I assume they’re with Twilight and her friends.”
A brief silence. 
“What will we do?”
Celestia pondered a moment and looked out to the Kingdom before her. Her eyes cast back to Cadance. “We need to hold Discord back until we find out where Twilight and her friends were sent.”
“How are we going to do that?”
“Hold him back? Or find Twilight?”
“Yes,” Cadance responded.
“Ugh, I hate when ponies do that. I have an idea on how to hold back Discord though I need to work out a few details first. When the time comes, I’ll need your help and that of the Empire. As for finding Twilight, first I need to find Trixie. I had hoped to track her from the site Twilight was last seen, but the magic is too warped by the spreading chaos to do so.”
“So, how did he get rid of them?”
“ ... I’m not sure.”
“You don’t think he ... killed them, do you?”
“No, not likely,” Celestia replied. “Even a millenia ago, after ages of his reign, Discord never killed. He’s reckless and uncontrolled, the embodiment of chaos; he takes away hope, order, and sense. All he wants is a good time. So, I think we should grant him that ... for now.”
~~~~~

“Oh this is just lovely!” Discord sang. His feet were tacked onto his tail as he slid down a chocolate mountain side. Just ahead of him lay Candylot, as he liked to call it. Cheese-filled gingerbread housing, taffy roads, candy cane towers, gumdrop rocks, and chocolate covered everything!
On his descent Discord hit a green candy rock and shattered into a million pieces. Duplicates of the beast stood some distance away applauding, many holding up tens while one held an upside down two. A hang gliding Discord flew over the scene, his parachute being made of birds and ropes made of licorice. “This day cannot get better.”
He landed, the birds departed, and the licorice exploded into mints which turned into parasprites. 
“However,” he mused, “it can get worse.” He snapped his fingers and the mountain exploded into the shape of Discord’s head. (It’s really quite something, I wish all of you could see it.) He pouted. “Though it still needs something ... Ah-hah!” He snapped his fingers once more, and the word ‘Candylot’ became embroidered in chocolate below his glorious head. “Perfect.”
Another group of Discords applauded, holding up numbers again; tens all around, except at the end of their small table sat a small gray wall eyed pony. She held up an upside down eleven.
“Thank you,” Discord replied to the table. He bowed, and then vanished in a flash of white. 
Mentos piled high above one another, forming the walls of the once luscious castle; the roof of which was topped off with oozing caramel. Many guards were frantically running about the castle’s halls while Luna stood in the main chamber. Her gaze set to the outside window, watching the chaos that was unfolding. 
She sighed as hoof steps echoed behind her. “Well?” she asked.
Celestia walked to her sister’s side. “Cadance had an idea for finding Trixie. Meanwhile, I have a few auxiliary plans to put into motion.”
“So Trixie still eludes you?” Luna queried.
“Yes, though I assume she won’t be going too far in this chaotic mess.” 
Luna nodded. “Do you think she ... you know …?”
“No, I examined where the ground where Spike saw them last. It bore all the traits of transportation spell, but not one I’m familiar with. She must have sent them somewhere the Elements won’t have an affect on Discord.”
“ ... The moon?”
Celestia turned, a pained look flashing across her face for a moment. “I don’t think so. It would be somewhere so far away, no pony would find them.”
“You always were the smarter one, Celestia,” a grim voice echoed in the room. “So then the question is my dear princess, what are you going to do about it?”
A laugh emanated from the walls. Celestia and Luna looked around, their eyes searching for the disfigured creature. 
“Show yourself, you cretin!” 
“Ah ah ah, Luna, watch that temper of yours. You got banished for it last time.” Discord snickered. “Now, I suppose you’ll be wanting to know where they are. Do not fret, they are safe, for now. A year is a day and a day is a year. Long ago banished and forgotten, their hearts tarnished and rotten. Oh so smart and wise with their tongues full of lies, their toys changing lives on a whim. Hopes and dreams, turned to infinite greed, with these creatures you will find them. I’m not going to give away anymore hints, in fact I feel I gave too many, I do so hate when I wax overly poetic. It’s just such a talent for me sometimes, wouldn’t you agree? Of course you would, and I’d just make you agree if you didn’t. Now the game is afoot and I need to stay ahead it, ta-ta.” The voice faded and silence filled the room.
“Why that-”
“Let him go Luna, we have bigger things to worry about.”
“Sister, he is toying with us. We do not have time to play his game.”
“We will find Trixie first. I need to know what spell she used on Twilight. Though, for now I’ve brought the area of land the spell was cast on to the college. I need you to oversee their work on reverse-engineering the spell. Perhaps they can figure it out if Trixie proves ... unattainable.”
“And after we have the spell? What then?” Luna asked.
“We use it on me.”
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Chapter 7 - The Parties
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

What?! Where could they have gone? And what could have made them want to leave? Was I a cruel host? Did a burglar come in and snatch them up? ... What if Nevil - dear Lord, I pray that it wasn’t Nevil.
“What’s wrong, Jeff?”
And now I have to tell Pinkie what may be going on.
“Well, Pinkie, you see.” Jeff paused. “Sparkle and the others may or may not be missing ... and by may, I mean are.”
“Oh oh! Are they playing hide and go seek?!”
Does she know the meaning of missing?
“I don’t think so, Pinkie.” Jeff picked Pinkie up and set her on the bed. He sat beside the filly. “I will be right back. I’m going to go try to find them.”
“Why? Where are they?”
“Somewhere. Tell you what, Pinkie, you can start the cupcakes, and I’ll go and get the others, okay?” Jeff smiled.
Pinkie returned a blank expression, which shortly transformed into a smile. “Okie dokie lokie.”
Jeff picked up the pink filly and walked to the kitchen. After setting the bag and filly down onto the counter, he took his leave. A slight cool breeze greeted Jeff as he jogged down the stairs of his apartment.
~~~~~

“This is just so dreadful!” Crystal stated. “It’s cold, I’m filthy, and my hooves are aching.“
“Stop yer yamerin,” AJ said. “Ah think we’re almost there … right, Sparkle?”
Sparkle paused and looked back to her little gang. Four pairs of eyes settled on her, awaiting promise and hope. Before she could reply, rustling came from a nearby bush. The fillies turned and looked; Fluttershy screamed. Big yellow eyes returned their gazes.
“W-what is t-that?” Dash questioned.
A growl emanated from the bush, ringing through the fillies’ ears. The yellow eyes glanced over each of the equines. A chorus of gasps replied to the growl, the ponies all watching onwards to their mysterious foe. Creeping out of the bush, a gray feline eyed the ponies. Her tongue licked her lips as she circled them.
“Don’t panic,” Sparkle said; her voice quivering.
Sparkle turned, her friends had run off screaming.
“Hey!” she hollered to them. “Where do you think you’r-
The cat growled, interrupting Sparkle’s train of thought.
*A beat*
“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!” Sparkle fled.
Her little legs beat upon the damp earth beneath; heart pounding, mane flailing, and her eyes continually glanced to her rear. The cat was on the attack. Her claws tore into the soft dirt as her pace quickened, soon beginning to overtake Sparkle. 
Sparkle dashed left, fleeing towards a bush. She dove into the shrubs, hitting something orange upon entering. 
“Ow!” AJ shouted.
“AHH!” Sparkle screamed.
“AH!” a cry yelped out, it sounded like Dash.  She jumped out of the bush, frightened. “Sparkle! You scared-”
A soft purr interrupted her rant. She turned her head, there stood the cat. Dash’s ears drooped. 
“Hehe,” she nervously chuckled.
In a split second, Dash was now running as fast as she could away from the beast. After a short running distance, she flapped her tiny wings, taking flight and departing from the ground. She cheered triumphantly, leaving the cat behind. As Dash began to calm down-
*SWAT*
She was now hurtling towards the ground, her wings failed her, and before she could correct herself her face planted onto the ground. The landing wasn’t as soft as she’d hoped. A soft paw touched her, trying to get her to move. The paw caressed the blue filly, attempting to evoke it. 
“HEY!” Sparkle yelled out. “Stop that!”
The cat’s head turned and eyes darted in Sparkle’s direction. Sparkle stood frozen as the beast gazed at her. 
*A beat*
The cat turned back down and continued to pet the pegasus.
“Hey!” Sparkle yelled once more. 
The cat turned to the voice. Sparkle charged toward the beast, her eyes shut and mouth agape, screaming. The cat crouched down, preparing itself for an attack. As the tiny filly drew nearer and nearer, the cat began to wiggle its rump. The feline leaped into the air, trajectory aimed at Sparkle.
~*!!BAM!!*~

 (Fancy, isn’t it?)

The cat felt her body shift dramatically to the right, a strong pain enveloped her side. Sparkle opened her eyes in time to see the cat take its first flight. The journey was short, but the cat got the message and ran off once hitting the ground. In her place now stood Jeff.
“Sparkle!” he cheered. “Where have you been?” He bent down on one knee, and picked up the small filly. A gleeful smile spread across her face.
“We went out looking for Pinkie, you see, and then arguing and dirt and that cat!”
“Whoa, slow down, Sparkle. How about you tell me about it back at home, ok?” Jeff smiled. “Where are the others?”
~~~~~

“Here you are, Nevil dear!” Nevil’s mother stated.
“Don’t patronize me, Mother!”
“Oh, Nevil.” she replied. “Now be sure to stay safe, and don’t get into anymore trouble!”
Nevil groaned and slammed the door of his mother’s old Corvette. The engine roared, and she was soon out of Nevil’s hair. 
Finally, now I can set to work on my newest plan!
Nevil climbed the steps to his abode.
First, I’ll get some string. Then, I’ll get some candy and tie it to one end, slide it under the door, and when the ponies see it they’ll be all over it! Then I’ll slowly drag it back out from under the door, and capture them in the butterfly net!
Nevil opened the door to his home. With a gleeful smile on his face, he ran to the kitchen. Slamming face first into the cabinets.
“Cabinets, of course.”
He opened one and reached inside, scrounging for chocolate. Dust and cobwebs greeted his fingers, latching on to them like a pig to mud. Soon, his hand had located the sweet, dusty, old, misshapen, gooey, old, smelly, and old bar. With a triumphant “Huzzah!”, Nevil fist pumped into the air and cheered aloud.
“I knew it was a good idea to save this! Now then, to set my plan to work!”
~~~~~

Jeff sighed in relief, all the ponies had now been gathered together and wanted to head home.
Jeff placed the fillies in the warmth of his shirt pocket and started walking back to his apartment. The ponies giggled all the way home. Jeff slowly climbed the steps towards his apartment slowly, being sure not to jostle his luggage. Opening the unlocked door, he sighed in relief. Upon entering, the smell of baked goods wafted through the air.
Jeff and his small companions all took a deep breath, allowing the smell to linger in their noses. He entered the kitchen and set the ponies down upon the counter, their muddy hooves touching down upon the yellow tile. 
*A beat*
“You know what?” Jeff started. “Let’s get you girls cleaned up before I set you down on anything else.”
Jeff picked up the fillies and carried them to the bathroom. The light flicked on, illuminating the small room. A sink, a toilet, and a shower filled the otherwise vacant space. After setting the fillies upon the counter, he then turned his attention to the sink’s faucet. The small ponies watched over Jeff and his adjustments to the sink. Soon he turned the nozzle, and water began to pour from the glossed pipe. 
The water’s level and temperature were soon enough adequate enough for Jeff. The fillies cautiously entered the pool of water, giggling on the way in. The warm water lapped against their muddy coats, and their sweaty manes sifted gently in the water. Jeff then walked over to the bathtub and grabbed a bottle of shampoo.
I’m not really sure what I should use to clean them, but I guess this’ll work since they’re covered in hair, and then more hair for their mane’s. So much hair ... 
Jeff settled his thoughts quickly and returned to the task at hand. The bottled produced shampoo as Jeff squeezed it into his palm. One by one, he scrubbed the small fillies clean, laughter and giggles being exchanged during the process. 
~~~~~

The moon’s shine cast down to a dark figure crawling along the rooftop. Dressed in all black, and white socks, was Nevil; his face had been adorned with war paint. Or so he’d like to think. Nevil actually just grabbed some mud and smeared it on his face. For now though, let’s let Nevil have this moment.
At this rate, I should be over his back door in a few minutes. With this disguise, no one should be able to spot me up here.
Nevil ventured forth on the roof, his clothes scrapping the damp roof tiling. In his right hand, a stick with string. Attached to the end of the string was the candy bar he had attained on his kitchen adventure earlier. Nevil giggled as he crossed the rooftop, his mind wandering to all the reward possibilities for the capture of the ponies.
Maybe they’ll give me money, or name a planet after me! Maybe they’ll take my mother away!
His desired location had been reached, he perched himself just above the rear door to the apartment. The string slowly descended the delectables down from the roof. The descent ended, and the candy hovered just above the ground ... some feet.
Oh no! I didn’t bring enough string! I knew I shouldn’t have used my shoelaces ... It looks like I’ll have to retreat for now.. but mark my thoughts! I will get you eventuaaaAAL-
~*!!THUD!!*~

Nevil groaned as his senses came to. Sudden realization revealed that he was no longer on the roof, for his rump had settled upon a lawn. His downstairs neighbor’s lawn to be precise. The lights to the home flickered on.
Oh no ...
~~~~~

The small fillies curled into balls as they slumbered beneath the warmth of a blanket. Jeff smiled and walked over to his side of the bed. The cushions gave way to his body and settled him comfortably as he sat. He reached over and grabbed his journal and pen.
"April 30th, Mon 2012"
“Well, today certainly has been interesting. I never imagined I’d have the fillies join me at work, well at least Pinkie.”
Jeff continued to scrawl in his book when a large ~*!!THUD!!*~ grabbed his attention. He set down his journal and made his way toward the commotion. Opening his window, Jeff looked outside. Nothing but the night sky and street lights from what he could see. He looked down and spotted something on the ground.
“Who’s there?” Jeff called out.
“Gah!” it replied.
“ ... Nevil?”
“ ... No, I’m uh ... The Masked Marauder.”
*A beat*
Jeff shut his window and returned to his bed. He grabbed his pen once more, and continued his scrawling.
“Note to self: avoid Nevil no matter what. Maybe I should get a security system installed. Then again, that’s a lot of money. Knowing me, I’ll set it off everytime I try to leave the building. All I can do for now is keep the ponies inside; it’s probably the safest place for them. Then again, it may not be. At some point, I’ll move out of this place, get a nice country house, with plenty of land for them to run around on. Maybe find myself someone who will help me care for them; especially during the week. I think they’ll be fine for now though, just as long as they don’t do something stupid ... and they stay inside. Today was a bit scary, however, that cat was really close to getting them. I’m glad I showed up when I did.”
Jeff stifled a yawn, his eyes were growing heavy. 
Perhaps it’s time I head to bed. Tomorrow will be a long day at work. 
Jeff set down his journal and pen upon the night stand. 
~~~~~

“Dear Diary, today was another failed attempt at capturing those ponies!”
Nevil’s hand scraped along the pages of his torn diary. The purple hue of the cover was now faded and the spine was bent and stained.
 “But I won’t give up! I can’t give up. I’ve already pictured what my rich life would be like; a big house, money, an actual car, and no mother around because I could afford a restraining order!”
Nevil grinned at his fantasies as he scribbled on the page. A small lamp on a night stand illuminated his room, revealing his piles of clothes and various other items like food, plates, and a plastic apple all strewn across the floor.
“Tomorrow will be the day, or so help me I will clean this room! Which should have probably been done a long time ago. So tomorrow, I will get longer string, and maybe a better disguise..”
Nevil’s hand continued to scrape letters onto his diary throughout the night.
~~~~~

A month had now passed for the inhabitants of Jeff’s home. A routine soon developed; Jeff would leave to work, the fillies stayed and played, and Nevil schemed. His schemes took longer to develop, but became much more elaborate. 
The morning fog lifted, the sun now illuminating the sleepy little town nestled in California’s central valley. Another day had arrived to the abode of Jeff and his small roommates. An alarm buzzed and rang into the ears of the inhabitants. Jeff sat up, his muscles stretched, and his mouth gaped with a yawn. At the foot of his bed he could see the bodies of his small friends moving in the dog bed.
The fillies rose from the comfort of their sleep, yawns shared amongst them. Pinkie scrambled out of the bed quickly and hopped over to Jeff.
“Good morning!” she chirped.
“And a good morning to you, Pinkie,” he replied. “I take it you want breakfast?”
She nodded vigorously. Jeff chuckled and got out of bed. His eyes glanced to his clock; 6:45 A.M. 
Good, he thought. I’ve got some spare time before work. Maybe I can explain my schedule to them; perhaps set something up for them, because I don’t know what they’ll do for lunch.
Jeff entered his small kitchen, the sun’s light beginning to illuminate the room. Obtaining an apple and a knife, he soon set to work cutting the fruit into cubes. When he finished the deed, he journeyed on back to his room. The fillies gathered near the edge of the bed, eager to end their hunger. 
“Alright, I have to go to work today too, girls,” Jeff began. “I know it seems like I’ll be gone a lot, but I’ll always be back every night before seven o’clock. I’ll leave out some fruits or vegetables, and then when I get home we can have whatever you want for dinner.”
The fillies said nothing in return and continued to munch away at their morning meal. Jeff simply smiled and trekked to the closet to prepare for his day. He had soon finished preparations and departed his home, wishing the fillies safety in the house while he was away. Soon he was galloping down the stairs and into his car. 
Meanwhile, a small yellow filly had her own little habit develop. She would sit in the sun, and care for her small plant. However, more important than the plant itself was what was on it. She patiently awaited for the arrival of her little friend: Mr. Butterfly. Jeff said he should hatch soon-ish. The cocoon moved now and again, signaling the arrival of a new butterfly to grace the earth. 
The timid little yellow pegasus sat below the small plant, the stem graced with a beautiful little sunflower. The darkened seeds sat warmly in the rays of the sun shining through the glass door. Gracing a leaf with its presence, was the cocoon. Now and again, it would shake and rustle. The filly had been sitting there watching the curious thing all day; she knew the time was soon, and she was ready to meet her new friend.
The little home shook again. The filly held her breath. Her little wings fluttered up and down with anticipation. She began to inspect it from side to side, her cyan eyes watching the small home shake to and fro. Soon, a crack, then a split, and then head popped out. She gasped, amazed as she watched the creature emerge. What a beautiful sight, she thought, If only the others coul- The others!
She quickly turned to face the direction of Jeff’s room. “Girls,” she said daintifully. “Girls come look.”
…
No reply.
The small filly sat quiet for a moment, looking towards the direction of the room. Her gaze soon returned to her newly hatched friend. The creature’s head darted right, then left, and then right again; the tiny brown feet gripping the small branch where its previous abode hung. The small filly slowly walked closer to the branch.
“Hello there,” she said. 
The creature crawled up and down the branch. 
“My name is Fluttershy.”
He fluttered his wings, faint dust flying off of them. Fluttershy grew eager still, and flapped her way to the small branch. She drew ever closer to Mr. Butterfly; just short of a hoofs reach.
“Fluttershy!” a small voiced called from across the spacious room. 
Cyan eyes guided Fluttershy to the source of the sound. A small purple filly was galloping towards her.
“Hello, Sparkle,” Fluttershy greeted her calmly. “What are you doing out here?”
“I came to get you. I need assistance in guarding my fort. Crystal refuses to play with us, and Pinkie just stares at the computer all day. I think she’s lost her hearing.”
“Oh… Well, I don’t know. I mean, Mr. Butterfly just got here and-”
“Wait!” shouted a muffled voice. “He just got here?” The two fillies looked around for the source.
“That means he’s new!” Pinkie’s head shouted, poking out of the dirt in the potted plant. “Oh my gosh!” she yelled, climbing completely out of the dirt. “We should throw a party!”
Sparkle stared at her befuddled,”Pinkie, how did yo-”
“We can have streamers, and cakes - oh, and games, balloons, food, and Jeff can tell funny jokes!”
“That sounds like a lot, Pinkie. Where do you plan on getting everything?”
“We can just ask Jeff”
“But Jeff won’t be home for a while,” Sparkle replied to the pink filly.
“Oh, I know!” Pinkie quickly scampered away towards the kitchen, leaving a very confused Sparkle and Fluttershy with the newborn Mr. Butterfly.
“Over here, girls!” Pinkie yelled from across the room. “Come here!”
The two shrugged, and trotted in the direction of the pink filly. Entering the tiled kitchen, they saw Pinkie next to a, uh, thing.
“What is that?” inquired Sparkle. 
“This, is a thingy! But not just any thing, it can let you talk to people. I saw Jeff use it the other day!”
“How does it work?”
Pinkie smiled. “I have no idea!”
Sparkle spent a few minutes examining the odd device. She pushed a button.
*Beep* the device said.
“I think you have to push these numbers and letters,” Sparkle stated, looking at the pad of numbers on the receiver. “So if we just spell “Jeff”, we should be able to contact him; if you’re right, Pinkie. Let’s see; 5 ... 3 ... 3 ... 3 … Now what?”
“Perhaps, um, maybe you push the green button?” Fluttershy piped in.
“Good idea!” Pinkie cheered.
The device beeped and booped, rang a few times, and filled with buzzes. The room remained fairly silent for a moment until Pinkie spoke up.
“Hello, Jeff? Hey, Jeff, it’s us! We wanted to tell you about this great party, and how we need you to get all kinds of stuff; like cake, and candles, and balloons, and streamers, and party stuff, and cake - did I already say cake? I think I did - but I like saying, cake; cake is delicious. We should have cake every night! You know what Jeff, just get a cake or two for every night of the week, that sounds fantastic!”
…
“I don’t think he’s there Pinkie.” Sparkle replied.
“Oh, how about we push more buttons? That always works for me on the computer!”
“Well, I guess it can’t hurt,” Sparkle said.
She precariously pressed a few more keys, this time dialing, 867-5309. Then pressing the key that said ‘talk’. The phone echoed in the kitchen, singing its song. The fillies listened closely, they heard a click, then a voice.
“Hello?”
“Hi!” Pinkie replied. “Is Jeff there?”
“Jeff? I’m sorry, you must have the wrong number. This is Jenny.”
“Oh, ok then. Do you know Jeff’s number?”
“ ... Um, what’s his last name?”
*A beat*
Sparkle pressed the “end call” button. “You know Pinkie, I don’t think that this is going to work.”
~~~~~

Meanwhile, in the adjacent apartment, sat a tired and worn out Nevil. His dull arm chair supported his slouching body, his hair was a mess - which wasn’t too out of the ordinary - and his apartment stunk - which was also quite the norm for the man.
I don’t get it! he mentally yelled. I’ve spent over a month trying to get these ponies and I’ve still no results! He stood up abruptly, almost losing his balance. He paced the floor, thinking of another plan; which for some reason often included string and a hammer of some sort. 
“ ... Wait,” he said, halting in his tracks. “Wait a second, what’s today?”
Nevil scrambled over to his digital clock, which lay still upon his nightstand near the blue arm chair. A thought popped into his head, but not just a new plot; a scheme in which to set into motion. 
This is brilliant! Why hadn’t I thought of this earlier? He rubbed his hands together, First things first, though; let’s look presentable for the occasion. 
The maniac rushed to his filthy bedroom and slammed the door.
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Chapter 8 - Time Together

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Stars hung in the dark night sky, shining down the little light they could for Jeff as he climbed the steps to his home. His keys jingled as he pulled them out of his pocket and a few clicks later, he entered his apartment. To his surprise, Sparkle and Fluttershy greeted him as he walked through the door.
“Hi, Jeff!” Sparkle said. “We’ve been trying to get a hold of you.”
“ ... What?” Jeff asked, shutting his front door. “How?”
“Well, Pinkie saw you using this strange thing to talk with someone.”
“Thing?" Jeff questioned.
“Mhm,” Sparkle said, nodding.
“Um, could you show me this ‘thing’?”
The purple filly nodded once more and led Jeff into his kitchen. Standing above Jeff’s phone was Pinkie, her hoof harshly beat down the buttons on the device. It beeped and booped in pain. Her mane was disheveled as she frantically talked with the phone.
“Tell me your secrets!” she screamed.
The two fillies and Jeff watched as Pinkie continued her onslaught of not-so-harsh words to the device.
“Please,” she pleaded, “I just want to talk to Jeff!” Pinkie sat back up and dialed another sequence of numbers.
‘202-456-1111’
*Ring, ring* 
A click sounded from the other end of the line and a young woman answered the phone, “Hello, and thank you for calling the White House. How may I help you?”
“Pinkie,” Sparkle stated. “Jeff’s home.”
The pink mare turned and looked up at the towering Jeff. Her eyes lit up and she bounced over to his leg.
“Jeff!” she giddily yelled. 
“Hello?” questioned the woman on the phone.
Hopping up on his pant leg, she began her ascension towards his head. Jeff stood as still as he could, making sure that Pinkie wouldn’t fall. He dare not think of her falling. After a quick moment, Pinkie’s task was complete and Jeff walked to the counter. Placing the filly on the surface, he bent down, picking up Twilight and the phone and set them upon the counter as well.
“So you were trying to call me, Pinkie?” Jeff inquired of the filly as he ended the call.
~~~~~

Meanwhile in D.C.

“So who was it this time?” a woman asked the other woman next to her.
“Some little girl.” replied the White House Phone-Answering Person; also known as the WHPAP.
“Probably just another prank call, or terrorists,” the other remarked.
~~~~~

“Yep!” she chirped in return. “We wanted cupcakes to celebrate Mr. Butterfly’s birthday!”
“Mr. Butterfly?”
Pinkie nodded her head vigorously. Looking around the kitchen, however, Jeff saw no sign of this Mr. Butterfly nor Fluttershy.
“Do you know where Fluttershy is? I’d like to see what kind of butterfly Mr. Butterfly is,” Jeff said. 
Shortly after, a small brown moth came into Jeff’s view. He eyed the flying beast for a moment, steadily watching its movements. With a swift strike, he caught the creature in his palm. 
“Darn moths,” he stated.
“Moth?” Sparkle questioned.
“Yeah, they’re mostly a nuisance and just tend to bug people, myself included. I’ll just throw it outside.”
Opening the front door, Jeff released his loose grip on the moth. However, instead of flying away, the moth looked back to Jeff, as if about to cry.
“Ew,” he said, shaking the moth out of his hand. On his return to the kitchen, he saw Fluttershy had united with the group on the counter. She seemed worried about something.
“Hello, Fluttershy,” Jeff said.
“Oh, Jeff,” she began, “it’s just terrible: Mr. Butterfly has gone missing!”
“Well that’s not good,” he responded. “Can you tell me what he looks like? Maybe I can find him.”
“Well, he’s brown.”
“Butterflies aren’t normally brown, Fluttershy,” Jeff chuckled.
“Well that’s just silly!” Pinkie interjected, “Mr. Butterfly is brown, and if butterflies aren’t brown and he is, then that would mean that he isn’t a butterfly! Or that could mean he’s a new type of butterfly. Like a special, radioactive butterfly with super powers and shoots ice cream from his eyes! But, that would just be silly, since his name has butterfly in it!” Pinkie’s tail had begun to wag. 
*A beat*
The others sat for a moment, trying to make sense of the pink perky party pony’s perplexing passionate myriad of potent words.
“Pinkie,” Sparkle began, “that doesn’t make any sense.”
Jeff was still trying to comprehend what the filly had just said. After another moment, he gave up and decided to worry about more important things, like what to make for dinner tonight, global warming, the next presidential election ... 
Jeff turned towards the front door, a realization slowly dawning on him. Pardoning himself from the group, he went back to the door and opened it. The light fixture hanging a few feet away from his doorframe had at least a dozen moths fluttering around it - maybe even a baker’s dozen. That, or fourteen moths. The point was that it was a lot more moths than he wanted to count. After a second of staring at the sight of mindless drones in horror, Jeff was about to close the door again when a dark spot on the not-so-white door caught his eye. Normally, Jeff would have thought this to be a stain, which was quite common on the doors of the apartments. Upon closer examination, movement made the spot known as a moth.
About to slam the door, Jeff took a moment to consider the moth. Moths were attracted towards light, but this moth wasn’t swarming the light like some mindless drone that had been brainwashed by evil people or something.
Suddenly, the moth exploded … not really.
What it actually did was fly right by Jeff and into his apartment. Jeff stared at it in confusion before closing the door and following it. It led Jeff back to the kitchen, much to Fluttershy’s enjoyment.
“Mr. Butterfly!”
Jeff gave them a moment for a reunion before speaking up. “Uh, Fluttershy… that’s not a- You know what? Nevermind.” I won’t ruin this moment for her. Besides, what’s the harm in a little identity crises? The moth can have his own movie and it’d probably be a big hit, like that racing snail movie…. wait, what? Jeff thought to himself. Jeff was very confused by this, mostly because he was thinking of a movie that hadn’t yet been released.
As his thoughts ranted on about some stupid movie about a snail, another thought popped into his cranium. “Where are AJ and Dash? And Crystal for that matter?” he inquired. 
The three fillies looked up to Jeff, then back to each other. All shrugged mightily at once, confirming Jeff’s worst fears: that he can’t leave these equines to take care of one another without getting distracted. 
*Knock knock*
Speaking of distractions; Jeff and the ponies all glanced to the direction of the door. 
“Who could that be?” Jeff mumbled to himself. “Go hide girls, I’ll see who it is.”
The fillies took off in different directions, quickly escaping sight. Opening the front door, Jeff was greeted by none other than Nevil, the Great and Nerdy! He was adorned in a faded black sport coat, with a white shirt laying underneath a Star Trek tie; best of all, he was wearing blue jeans, which were decorated with a few holes and stains of … something?
“Good evening, Jeff!” Nevil greeted him.
“Evening, Nevil… can I help you?”
“Oh no, Jeff, I was just wanting to invite you to my Fourth of July party.”
“Nevil…. it’s only the second week of June. We still have another two weeks left.”
Nevil paused for a moment. I should really fix my clock… 
“Well, Jeff, you can never ask too early! That’s what my mom always says at least. Though, I’m pretty sure she’s talking about dating in that regard. Though, I’m not asking you on a date or anything like that, but it still kinda applies to this. I mean fancy party, food, drinks, perhaps some music. Maybe a mime? Do mimes do Fourth of July parties? I know I had one at my birthday last year, but I didn’t ask. How would he even respond? For that matter ...”
Taking advantage this opportunity, Jeff decided it best to leave Nevil to his thoughts. Quietly, he closed the door, finally able to focus on more important things once again.
Walking back to the kitchen, Sparkle trotted out into the open to greet him.
“So, who was it?” she asked. 
“Just Nevil again,” he replied. “He tried to invite me to a party he was throwing.”
“PARTY?!” a small, muffled voice shouted from … somewhere. 
Looking around didn’t help, because they obviously couldn’t find the filly. 
“Pinkie?” Jeff asked, taking a good guess as to whom he thought it was. 
“I’m under here!” she shouted once more. With a sudden pop, a tile flew off of the counter, and crashed to the floor below. In place of the tile was Pinkie. While Sparkle screamed from the sudden randomness that just occurred, Jeff was a little more concerned for his countertop.
“Pinkie,” Sparkle asked, “how did you get under there?” 
“It was easy once I -”
Meanwhile, Jeff kneeled to the floor and began collecting the broken pieces of his tile. Thankfully, it wasn’t that large of a mess. 
“And then I thought, toaster? Am I crazy?” Pinkie finished off. 
Jeff was slightly confused, but decided it best not to ask. 
“ ... Ok then.” Sparkle replied to Pinkie. “Who’s Nevil, Jeff?”
“Oh, he’s just my crazy neighbor. He’s been trying to get me in trouble for ... almost two months now?”
“Why?” 
“I think it’s because I told him to get a job just before I moved in here, to which he was greatly offended. Apparently, Nevil already has a job.”
“What does he look like?”
“He’s a scrawny fellow, a little shorter than me, often wears a white collared button up shirt. Usually wears a thin black tie, glasses, and for some reason, his ears are lower than most humans’… It’s kinda creepy.”
“Oh! I waved hi to him once!” Pinkie interjected.
“Why? Wait, when?!” Jeff questioned.
“You remember when you left to work and we played hide and go seek?” Sparkle remarked.
“ ... Barely.”
“Well, he came by knocking on the door with some other person.”
“He seems nice,” Pinkie said.
“Ah, right. Well, for now, let’s ignore Nevil and get ready for bed. How does that sound?”
The rest of the evening was spent discussing possible plans for Mr. Butterfly’s birthday party, and what kind of job Nevil could possibly have. 
Bread scientist? Penguinologist? Kissogram person? Telemarketer? Jeff’s thoughts thought.
Once all the ponies were settled down, Jeff set them into their bed, but not before being asked an odd question.
“Can you read us a story?” Sparkle shyly asked.
“A story?”
“Yeah!” Pinkie shouted louder than she needed to.
“I suppose… um, let me go and see if I can find something.”
The ponies all giddily laughed humorously, except Dash; she was fast asleep and snoring, of course. Jeff exited the room and walked into the spare room. He rummaged through several of the boxes that were littered around the room. Jeff navigated his way to a box labeled, Misc. Since Jeff wasn’t the biggest fan of reading in the world, he was able to conveniently fit all of his books into this one box. Other things also lay neatly with the books; such as a boleros cup, some paper clips, a broken pencil, an old Gameboy Advance, as well as his old digital camera.
Hey, my old camera.
Jeff lifted the camera from the dusty old box and examined it. Opening the battery compartment, he saw that some batteries sat there. He pressed the power button and the small camera hummed to life. He set it aside for now and continued his search for a book. 
Surely I have something! he thought, continuing to search through the few books he had. He continued to search through the random items and nicknacks littered in the box, when his eyes settled on a dusty cover to an old book of his; The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe.
Jeff examined the book and decided it was good enough for now. That, and he felt lazy and tired and lazy and didn’t want to continue to search through junk; also tired. Jeff returned to his room and sat on the bed. The small fillies all gathered around him. “What did you get?” they asked.
“It’s an old book I read a long time ago; The Lion, the Witch and the Wardrobe,” he replied. He opened to page one and began the story.
~~~~~

The sun shone brightly into Nevil’s brilliantly disgusting room. He groaned and yawned as he awoke to the new day that had met him. Throwing off his covers, Nevil marched over to his bathroom and started a bath for himself. Pulling out a small notebook from a nearby bathroom drawer, Nevil scrawled on the page. A little over a week had gone by since his exchange with Jeff, so he thought he might set to work now on the party planning.
“Ok,” he said to himself, “first, clean self. Then, clean house. After that, all I have to do is clean up, wait. No, that’s second. Ok, then I prepare the house for a party. I should call more people to come over other than Jeff.”
Shortly after turning on the bathtub faucet, Nevil sat on the toilet seat and chewed his pencil whilst he contemplated what to do for more guests. 
I could always pull a Kevin McCallister and just use cardboard cutouts in the window. Actually, that wouldn’t work. I want Jeff to come over here, and if he sees a bunch of cardboard cut outs, then he’d question me and my sanity; which, in retrospect, he probably already does. But, I don’t know that many people…. Maybe I could hire a bunch of homeless people ... 
While Nevil continued to think and enhance his 110% full-proof fantastic plan of wonders that no one else could have thought of, Jeff was preparing for work this wonderful Monday morning. Releasing a great and mighty yawn, Jeff looked over to his clock; the time was 6:00 A.M. It was a bit odd for him to wake up this early, but he decided it was a good time to write in his journal since he didn’t do so yesterday.
"June 25th, Mon 2012"
“Yesterday was interesting. First off, I went into work like usual and saw some decorations that took me a while to recognize. It was worse because they had been up there all last week, and I only just noticed. The 4th of July is coming up next Wednesday, which means no work for me and I’ll get a chance to spend some time with the fillies. Then again, I think Anna asked if I was going to the fireworks show at the lake. Maybe I should, but I can’t just leave the girls here by themselves. I mean, Nevil has that silly party thing he’s trying to set up. Does he even know anyone outside this apartment complex? I still don’t even know what he does …. What would Nevil do?
I still don’t understand any of this pony business and I’ll probably die of old age before I ever come close to understanding it. Maybe I should go with Anna; maybe tell her about the fillies as well. I mean, I can’t just keep raising them by myself. I’m boring, and they’ll probably want to meet less boring people, like Anna … or even Nevil. I’m also not that bright ... So today should be a good day. People don’t really shop for toys around July June. And since we don’t sell fireworks or anything all too related at Toys Я Us, it shouldn’t be terribly busy. Also, note to self: learn to cook more vegetable related meals for the fillies. Sure fruit is good for them, but it’d be much nicer to serve them meals rather than cuts of fruits and vegetables. I also think the sugar in the fruits has gotten to Pinkie. Either way, I should probably get ready for work, and prepare breakfast for the fillies.”
Jeff closed the journal and gently got out of bed. After placing the journal down on the nightstand, he left the room and prepared for a shower. Soon after the shower, he found the fillies bouncing around the bed, as awake as a person being shot out of a cannon. They were hyper and wanting breakfast, which was usual for most mornings. Jeff prepared the fillies some vegetables and fruits for the day and he left for work shortly after. 
He arrived at work on time and headed to the employee lounge to place his lunch in his locker.
“Good morning,” Anna chimed in from behind Jeff.
Jeff turned from his locker and returned her good morning. “And a good morning to you, Anna. How are you?”
“Good.”
“Well that’s good.”
“So… are you going to see the fireworks at the lake on the Fourth?”
Jeff paused a moment to think about it. He closed his locker and turned around to face Anna. “I’m not sure,” he replied. “I mean, there’s a lot going on for me, you know? And plus, it’s always crowded at the lake; can’t find parking, snacks are over priced, and people tend to just smell funny…”
“Oh, I see.” she replied, sounding a bit disappointed.
“Look, maybe, it’s just that ... I’m not sure is all.”
“That’s understandable. I mean, if you don’t want to go just say so. I just wanted to know if you wanted to hang is all.”
“It’s just, I have some things going on at home, I mean I’d love to go.”
“Well then come, silly.”
“Well yeah but, I can’t ju-”
“Just come,” Anna interrupted. ”It’ll probably do you some good to get away from your apartment.”
Jeff thought for a moment; “Maybe you’re right, but there’s a bit more than that.”
“Well, what is it?”
“Um, if you have some time after work, I ... I can tell you a little about it.”
“Well alright, Jeff. I guess I’ll see you after work.”
Anna gave a smile then left Jeff alone in the room. 
This probably won’t go so well… what do I tell her? I had to find some way to get out of that conversation. 
“You could have just said no,” Jeff remarked to no one in particular.
Well yeah, but I want to go.
“But I can’t leave the fillies at home.”
You leave them at home five days a week for eight hours at a time.
Jeff’s thoughts were right! He could have easily just gone to the fireworks and left the fillies at home for a few hours, but he didn’t think things through. Now all he had to do was worry about what to say to Anna; that, and Nevil’s evil conniving plans. 
Speaking of whom, let’s get back to him.
“I’ve got it!” Nevil proclaimed to the roof above his head, “I’ll get a bunch of hippies to come over, and once they’re here, I can….. No, wait. That’s a stupid plan! Where did I even come up with that?”
Nevil grabbed the paper he had been scribbling on and threw it against a wall. It gently bounced off and landed amidst dozens of other crumpled papers on the floor.
Why is it so hard to think of a decent plan? I mean, I have all the inspiration I need: the brains, the looks, the charisma; and besides, it’s not like Jeff suspects me of knowing… I think. I think I’ve been pretty discreet so far. I have been called a ninja in the past, but then again the only sneaky thing I’ve really done is throw Mr. Jonas a surprise party; and he called the police on me for that. I guess setting everything up while he was in the shower and then taking a picture of his surprised face was a bit much. At least I still have my camera for tak- …
Nevil looked around his room. “Where is that darn thing?” Getting up off of the floor, he glanced at his surroundings, looking for the device.
“I know I had it when I went over to-” Nevil’s mind flashed back to when the police arrested him.
“Jeff’s house. My camera is at Jeff’s house. This is perfect! I can ask to go inside and get my camera back. And while I do, I can look for the ponies at the same time. I guess breaking and entering has its perks after all.”
Taking time to look up from his notebook of scribbles and oddities, Nevil noticed his bathtub had overflown … a lot. And actually covered his apartment in a good few inches of water.
“ ... Fantastic,” he sighed. “I’m sure that Mr. Jonas will love to hear of this little incident. Perhaps he won’t notice. I mean, he never really leaves his home.”
Nevil switched the faucet off and hopped into the tub, causing more water to spill out over the sides. “Soon everything will be just peachy.”
*KNOCK KNOCK*
“NEVIL!” a muffled voice roared from the entrance of his abode. “GET OUT HERE NOW!”
“C-co-coming, Mr. Jo-onas!” Nevil stuttered from fear.
This probably won’t end well. 
This probably won’t end well… Nevil thought.
Thinking it best to not keep Mr. Jonas waiting, Nevil decided to get out of the tub and chat with the lovely Mr. Jonas; though, “lovely” may not be the accurate word to describe the landlord in his current state. However, Nevil always thought he had this ... alluring tone in his voice when he shouted at folks. Sometimes, he could see veins in his balding head. He always imagined one exploding, so he feared for the man’s health. Though, Nevil wasn’t the most helpful human around so he doubted he could do anything if such a disaster occurred. Because of this, Nevil never really talked with Mr. Jonas nor his three sons.
Nevil stepped out of the tub and wrapped a towel around his waist, wanting to appear somewhat decent before his landlord. His feet splashed against the few inches of water as he waddled his way towards the door. As he opened the door, Nevil could swear that steam was coming from Mr. Jonas’ feet as the water lapped against them, fleeing Nevil’s stinky home.
“What is this, Nev- Oh dear merciful Bieber!” Mr. Jonas shouted, shielding his eyes. “Put a shirt on, you’ll kill someone! “
Nevil nodded. He quickly ran back into his watery home, grabbed a shirt, and put it on.
“Now then, Nevil! What is this?” Mr. Jonas asked, in the voice of an angel of course. A Hell-bound angel with flaming coal in his mouth.
“W-w-w-w-w-w-well, you see, Mr-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r Jonas, I was taking a bath and sitting on the toilet-”
“At the same time?” Mr. Jonas rightly asked.
“No, I was writing down some stuff on paper, when I accidently got too caught up in my work and the tub overflowed….”
Mr. Jonas remained silent and raised an eyebrow.
“... This is about the tub right?”
“ ... No.”
“Oh…” Nevil replied.
“ ...” Mr. Jonas said.
“ ...” Nevil remarked.
“I just came here to tell you that you were short five dollars on rent last Friday. I was wondering if you could just pay me the money now,” Mr. Jonas finally spoke up.
“Ah… right… um, one second.” Nevil left his houseguest and ran into his bedroom. After locating five dollars, he returned to Mr. Jonas.
“There you are, sir. I apologize for the startle.”
“That’s alright, Nevil. Just don’t ever go out in public without a shirt…ever…. I think I’m going to go wash my eyes out with chlorine. I’ll see you later, Nevil. Oh, one last thing, if you’re really struggling that much, take a laxative.” 
Nevil simply nodded, shutting his front door. “Well this sucks. I was going to use that five dollars for lunch today!” Sighing in defeat, Nevil walked on back to the tub to finish his bath.
 ~~~~~

The sun was beginning to set over the Equestrian sky, a blue mare was trudging through a thick forest of candy canes, thankful to see the edge of the forest in site. 
Thank goodness, she thought. Dragging her wagon into the open, she panted in success.
“Good evening, Trixie,” a voice rang from behind her.
With a sharp turn, Trixie gazed at the mare behind her: Princess Celestia. Trixie jumped back, “How did you find Trixie?”
“I have my ways.” Celestia replied. “Now Trixie, before you do leave, I have a few questions for you.”
“N-no, Trixie does not have to answer your silly questions. She has more important things to do.”
Celestia raised a brow and marched towards the blue mare. “Well, that’s the thing Trixie, you don’t have a choice in the matter now. Because of you, eternal chaos has returned to the land.”
“Trixie wants nothing to do with this.” Trixie started backing away slowly, soon bumping into her carriage.
“It’s too late for that,” Celestia responded. “Now tell me, Trixie, what spell did you use on them?”
“I, I don’t…”
“Trixie!” Celestia shouted, a voice so boisterous it made everything around them seem eerily quiet. “The fate of our world is at stake and you can’t tell me what the spell was?!”
“I-it was Discord. He- he had Trix- me touch his talon. I felt this surge of power, and I- I just knew the spell. But, as soon I used it the power disappeared.”
Celestia turned round, now facing the almost set sun. She sighed. “Then where, Trixie? Where have you sent my little ponies?”
“I… I think it was called Earth..”
“What did you say?”
“Earth….”
The air fell silent between the two mares. Celestia heaved a sigh, walking away from the carriage, and gazed at her setting sun.
“ ... Do you know of it?” Trixie inquired.
“ ... Only from legend.” Celestia sat upon the damp purple grass. “Long ago, before pony-kind - before our world - there was another. It was home to another sort of creature. These creatures had no magic, unlike us. However, they were smart, and inventive; building great machines and devices to aid them. They couldn’t fly naturally, so they made machines so they could. They couldn’t travel across the sea safely, so they built ships. It is said that all technology we now know of had come from this place.” 
“However,” she continued, “everything changed when the Fire Na chaos entered their world. They were so easily corrupted, so easily lost to the darkness. The creatures began to fight one another; war and hatred soon broke out over their world. Man against man, friend against friend; their world was said to have ripped apart long ago. Before the destruction of their world, however, the one who created the chaos had escaped and fled to the other worlds of our realm.”
“What do you mean our realm?” 
Celestia closed her eyes for a moment, reaching down to the dirt beneath, she began to etch something into the ground.
“Our realm, Trixie, consists of many worlds.” She drew one circle, and to its left and right, she drew two others. “Equestria, our home, is said to be the source of happiness and joy. Earth, the home of the human race, was said to house all knowledge and creativity. Fairy World, the home of the fairies, is said to contain the source of the magic in our realm. The magic we use here does not originate on this world, but another. These three worlds are the ones we know of from legend. There are, of course, many other smaller worlds out there. Such as Mattress World, Parking Lot World, Pizza Planet- Anyway, Equestria, Fairy World, and Earth were said to together house the power of this realm.”
“The power?”
“It is said that if these three worlds should die, then so would our realm. Each affects the other in more ways than one.”
“Have these worlds interacted with each other?”
“From my knowledge, not for some time.”
Trixie trotted up beside the princess, sighing, she sat down and joined her. “How come I’ve never heard of these worlds?”
“It’s all legend; a myth. It’s from an ancient time in our history. A scarce few ponies know of the legend nowadays.”
“ ... Why don’t these worlds interact anymore? I mean, assuming they’re actually real.”
“Maybe you’ll find out on your own someday.”
Trixie paused for a moment, contemplating what the princess had reiterated to her. “But how d-” When Trixie turned to face Celestia, she had vanished. As had the sun. Trixie sat back up, looking around the nearby area for her.
“Celestia?” she called out.
No response.
The blue mare grumbled some, then returned to her wagon. Looking back at the ground where Celestia had sat, Trixie noticed something else had been scribbled into the dirt. Upon closer inspection, Trixie saw two words; Head south. The moon was just beginning to rise and Trixie had a long journey ahead of her.
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Chapter 9 - Interlude 2 - Meeting Place
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

“Twilight are you crazy?!” Spike huffed whilst trying to keep pace with Twilight.
“But Spike, you heard what Trixie said,” Twilight huffed in reply, “I have to go and stop her.”
The purple dragon heaved a sigh, a look of concern and worry grew on his face. “Ok, but why are we running? I mean, it’s not like I can’t keep up with you,” Spike panted heavily as Twilight slowed down for him, “Trixie challenged you, it’s not like she’s going anywhere.”
“That’s what she wants you to think Spike, we have to get the Elements of Harmony, it’s the only way to stop her!”
“No it’s not, you can just talk with her.“
“No time for that Spike!”
“But she’s right there!” Spike stated, pointing into the distance towards the Everfree Forest, the outline of a pony scarcely visible. It was none other than, Trixie! While Twilight gathered the Elements of Harmony, Spike went and retrieved his sword and shield. His armour gleamed in the brilliant light of Celestia’s sun---
“Is this exactly how you remember it Spike?” Celestia mused.
“Uh, yeah. I mean, I had to convince Twilight that the Elements of Harmony were not necessary. Otherwise, she would probably have just obliterated Trixie.”
“Riiiight... So what happened next Spike?” Celestia continued, she stood in her resting chambers by the window as Spike sat in a nearby chair, which was made of pretzels. A small bowl of gems were located to his left upon a chocolate nightstand. He grabbed another and continued with his tale.
“So there I was, battling against Trixie alone-”
The doors to Celestia’s chamber suddenly burst open, “Objection! I’ll handle this sister.” Princess Luna declared.
Celestia glanced at Luna. “Can I help you with something?”
“I shall ask the questions here!”
“One moment Spike.“ Celestia excused herself, stood up and walked to her sister, “What are you doing Luna?”
Luna leaned and whispered into her sister’s ear, “You know I’ve always wanted to question the subjects. Plus, I haven’t had a chance to do anything yet. At least let me do this.”
“If you promise to not eat anymore of the castle walls.”
A pout formed on Luna’s face. “Bu-...Fine,” she agreed, “I shall not… for now.”
Celestia sighed and turned towards Spike, “Luna shall take things from here Spike. I have some important matters to attend to. Now play nice you two.” With that said, Celestia gracefully left the chambers, shutting the door behind her, causing part of a nearby wall to crack. Spike and Luna, now alone with each other, shared an awkward glance.
“Well that was sudden.” Spike chuckled nervously.
Luna trotted near the purple dragon and sat beside him. “Continue your tale dear Spike,” she stated.
“Well as I was telling your sister, I was battling Trixie alone. My brilliant sword-”
“Lies!” Luna shouted, slamming her hoof into the floor, “You do not own a sword!”
“... Um… no not really. But you se-”
“Tell us the truth dragon!” Luna slammed her hoof into the plush marshmallow carpet, to add more effect, Luna had lightning crack in the background, singeing a portion of the carpet to golden brown. Spike curiously looked around the room.
“Where did the lightning come from?”
“Oh, I carry around this personal cloud. In case of emergencies. Now carry on dear Spike.” Luna replies trotting towards her sister’s bed. The once luscious and hoof woven sheets of velvet and cashmere were now strands of licorice. The carved grained wood now chunks of graham crackers, which Luna promptly took a chunk for herself. Grabbing the few pieces, she dug them into the golden brown carpet of molten marshmallow goodness before grabbing the chocolate nightstand. Smashing it to pieces, she tossed them into the pile of marshmallow and graham cracker.
“....... Right. Well.. You’re right. I don’t really have a sword… or shield. Or large muscles, and I’m not all that brave. I’m not as special as Twilight or her friends… I just... You know, wanted to do something when Trixie sent them away. And… and all I could do was run. Just run!”
Tears had begun to take shape below the lids of the purple dragon. A flood came rushing in causing Luna to look up at the young whelp mid bite of her furniture sized confection.
“I really wanted to help Twilight and sound like I did something! Like I didn’t just run, I wasn’t a coward, that I… that I could be someone special. Like Twilight and her friends.” Spike grabbed onto Luna, his tears running down the dark mare's coat, cascading towards to plush marshmallow flooring.
Luna herself just stared at the dragon, unsure of what to do. “...There there.. Um, You’re special Spike, you… You send letters to Celestia. No other pony does that like you do.”
“But I could do so much more!”
“Packages as well?”
Luna patted the baby dragon atop his head, providing what comfort she could. Mostly just confused at the little dragon’s sudden outburst. A slight creak sounded from the door, slowly opening to reveal Celestia.
Luna looked towards the white mare, her lips mouthing the words “Help Me”. Celestia raised a brow, befuddled at the scene that was playing out before her.
“Am.. Am I interrupting somet-- What happened to my bed!?” She stammered at Luna, passing a glance towards her sister’s now white lips.
“Go away please, we’re mourning.” Spike sobbed.
Celestia blinked. “But my bed is…” Celestia stopped, and looked towards Luna, eyes filled with malice, “I’ll just.. Come ba-”
“No!” Luna stammered, “I mean, it must be important dear Sister, I can’t just shrug off my royal duties. Especially in this time of crisis.”
“No No Luna, I couldn’t pull you away from helping the needs of the citizens.”
“Does not many outweigh the needs of the few?” Luna pondered a moment. “Guard!” She shouted.
A guard came rushing into the chambers,  “Yes your highness?” he inquired bowing.
“Sit here and comfort the dragon, I shall return.”
Before the guard could rebut the authoritative word of the princess, Luna and Celestia departed the room, though not before grabbing another chunk of the giant s’more, leaving the guard and Spike alone. The guard just looked at the dragon.
“So… You like Jenga?” The guard asked.
-----

Celestia huffed down the hall, her long legs powerfully strutting forward. Luna followed close behind, trying to keep up with Celestia’s pace whilst simultaneously eating the sticky morsel.
“Where are we headed sister?”
Celestia stopped, “You ate my bed?”
“Well...” She gulped, finishing the last of the bed. “Maybe?”
“The Crystal Empire.”
“I didn’t eat the Crystal Empire!”
Celestia sighed, “No, I feel we need to meet with Cadance and see if there’s a way to slow Discord’s chaos from the Crystal Empire.”
“You can… slow chaos?”
“I’ve been thinking about that, and may have an idea.” Celestia trotted out onto the balcony of the castle, her grand wings spread opened as she dove off the side of her once luscious castle, the great walls now Mentos and Tic Tacs. Luna mimicked her sister, following her north.
~~~~~~

The howls of the windy air filled Trixie’s ears. The hot desert sun scorched the land beneath her as she trotted forward. Her hooves trying to find some sort of footing on the soft sands.
“I can’t believe this,” she mumbled to no one in particular. “Why did I even listen to her? I mean, I should have just headed west. That’s where I wanted to go….”
Her thoughts continued to bounce and run around her head, trying to piece together the details. Trying to understand what she had truly done. It seemed odd however, the chaos hadn’t spread here yet, the desert remained largely untouched by Discord’s spreading chaos. Soft rolling dunes stretched across the vast landscape, a blue sky loomed overhead, and perhaps a mountain in the far distance. No oddities, however, like that she had witnessed back near the Equestrian border.
The blue mare carried herself through the expansive sea of sand, and her mind carried her thoughts far away. Soon the dunes of sand reached for the sky, Trixie slowly trudged her way over them, however, her cart had grown heavier in the thickening sand. The mare halted, looked back to her wagon and sighed. The door to the wagon gave way to her hoof, squeaking with content to see its owner return home.
Trixie looked all around and gathered her thoughts…. her memories. So many had flooded her mind when she walked in. Walking to the bed towards the back, she reached underneath and pulled out a bag. A bit dusty, but it’d be enough for her supplies out here. For now at least. She didn’t know how long she’d remain out here. She had hoped to at least run into some nomadic Zebra or possibly Earth ponies.
The inside of the wagon home was small. A simple bed located to the back, a bookshelf on the adjacent wall with her many books on magic. Many she intended to read at some point. To the opposite wall was a small ice box with some provisions in it for long journeys that she often took when traveling from city to city. Opening the box revealed some carrots and celery neatly bundled together, a bag of chips, and a few bottles of water.
After placing them in her bag, she closed the box and walked to the bookshelf. She glanced over the dozens of books, recollecting where each came from. Her eyes landed on a blue covered book, gold leafing graced its spine, and the words, Origins of Magic, were written on its spine in white. Her purple aura consumed the book, levitating it towards her. Gently she placed it in her bag, and continued her search.
A few other books had grabbed her eye, all of which had been set in the bag as well. The small nightstand near her bed had a frame resting on it, a picture of her and Celestia. She was but a filly at that time. Opening the one drawer on the stand, she reached in and took out a few letters that were lying nestled in the clothing.
Trixie spent another few moments, looking around. Memories were swelling her brain and emotions were flaring about. The wagon had been a part of her life on the road since she was young, and now she had to leave her home, hopefully to find another.
The young mare stepped out of the door, shut the door behind her, and took a step back. It looked almost at rest here in the sandy dunes of the Palomino Desert. By now the sun was just past midday, Trixie was unsure though if that was the time. Surely the sun had been altered from the spreading chaos by now? She halted her thoughts from the events that were unfolding and returned her focus to her home. She simply patted the side of the wooden wagon, and pressed onwards.
~~~~~

The dark clouds rolled and boomed over the sisters of the sun and moon, their strong wings beat upon the frigid dark air around them. Ice and snow pounded against their coats causing frost to build onto their forms. Not too far ahead lay their destination, The Crystal Empire. The shield enveloped the alicorns, and the air calmed all around them once inside the barrier.
“It appears the chaos has not yet reached the Crystal Empire.” Luna remarked.
Celestia pondered for a moment, “Perhaps Discord doesn't know about the Crystal Empire’s return just yet. If that’s the case we must take advantage of this opportunity.”
Luna nodded, following her sister with haste toward the Crystal Spire ahead of them. The princesses landed, in unison, upon the balcony of the Crystal Spire. Cadance was already there, awaiting what news Celestia had obtained for her.
“What news have you obtained for me?” Cadance asked redundantly.
Celestia heaved a sigh, folding her wings to her side, “Discord’s magic is spreading far more rapidly than I first thought it would. It seems we need to come up with a way of holding him back here and soon, before he discovers the Empire’s return.”
“You mean he doesn’t know we’re here yet?” Cadence asked.
“Indeed.”, said Luna.
“Why not? It’s been prophesied for millennia basically. Everypony knew it would return.” Cadance retorted.
“Discord was defeated after the Crystal Empire had vanished and he never bothered to ‘pay attention to the puny, pathetic prophecies of ponies’. His words, not mine.” Celestia explained.
“Right. So, have you come up with a plan to hold back Discord’s magic?” Cadance asked.
“I have an idea, but we may need the Elements of Harmony to do so.”
“You said they were unaccounted for.” Cadance remarked to Celestia.
“That is true.” Celestia sighed, “However, I believe they may have been recalled to the Tree of Harmony, right in the middle of Discord's new realm.”
“Wouldn’t he know of the tree’s location?” Cadance asked.
“No”, Luna replied, “the tree was more of a legend than a known fact and he never bothered to listen to ‘the lame, laughable, lunatic legends of losers’. His words, not mine.”
“So what is your plan?” Cadence queried.
Celestia looked to the Crystal Empire, “I believe that the Crystal Spire would be able to channel and amplify our magic to create a barrier of anti-chaos. This would allow us to stave off Discord’s advance and hopefully buy time to find and rescue Twilight and her friends.”
“Ok”, Cadance began, “but would it be strong enough if Discord focused his attention on us?”
Celestia lowered her head somberly, “Likely no, but if we can find the Elements of Harmony, we could use them to enhance the spell and perhaps even begin reversing Discord’s...changes. Normally the Elements would be more than capable of doing this, but with their bearers absent we may not be able to draw out enough power to defeat him outright.” She sighed, “This won’t be an easy task to accomplish, but I see no alternative if we are to stop Discord.”
The two princess nodded their heads in agreement with Celestia. A brief silence filled the air.
...
Luna looked to the two mares, “..So… now what?”
“Well Luna,” her sister began,  “I believe that you should go and find the Elements for us. Cadance and I need to plan out how we will channel our magic through the Spire.”
“Where should I begin my search for the Elements?”
“You have a long journey ahead of you dear sister. I believe the Elements could have dispersed across Equestria… Or possibly returned to the Tree of Harmony…. I’m honestly not sure, but I know you will succeed in your mission.”
The other two princesses shared a glance, Celestia just stood and smiled. After another moment, Luna slowly nodded her head. “Okay,” she replied, “I guess I’ll just… go now.”
“If you could sister, do check on Spike while you’re out there and see the status of Canterlot as a whole.”
Luna was befuddled. “I thought it was called Candylot?”
“Candylot?” Cadance rightfully asked.
“Long story,” Celestia stated, ending that topic. “Now Luna, please, Cadance and I have much to discuss about saving the world… again.”
“Of course.” The blue mare nodded, jumping off of the balcony, her strong wings unfurled in the air, and carried her off towards the chaos that awaited her.
~~~~~

“And that’s how I became a royal guard.”
Spike sat before the grey pegasus, his eyes filled with wonder and awe at his new hero. In his arms sat a small empty bowl, some glittering shards of gems remained nestled at the bottom of the dishware. The pegasus sat silent for a moment at the edge of the marshmallow bed, his helmet removed, revealing his brown rugged mane.
“Wooow!” Spike shouted in amazement, “That was incredible! The way you killed that manticore, and the cyclops!”
“Well, I don’t mean to brag, but it’s not about what I’ve killed, but who I’ve helped.”
“Imagine that all this came from a game of Jenga. Too bad no one else will know.”
“It’s a burden I must carry alone.”
Then Luna burst through the doors. “SPIKE! ARE YOU ALIVE?”
Silence befell the room.
…
“Ah.” Luna spoke up, “Yes, well, I’ll leave you two to your game of Jegna.”
“Jenga.” Spike corrected.
With  that, Luna slammed the door, and returned to more important matters. Like the fact that most of Candylot was eaten, or burned by flaming marshmallows and let’s not mention the lake of Pop Rocks. The moon pony heaved a sigh.
I can do this. She began mentally, All I need to do is give a heartfelt and calm speech. Something to calm the ponies. I’m sure all will be well.
The balcony stood before the mare, awaiting her royal presence. Luna was ushered in by two guards, regal and proud to serve the empire and protect the ponies of Equestria. Luna herself closed her eyes and took in a deep breath. The world fell silent before her as she focused in on herself, and what words were needed at this hour. This time and place. This moment, to save all of her subjects from fear, and evil gummy creatures.
“Equines of Equestria! I come forth to give you a message, a message from my sister.” Silence emanated around her. “Tonight, is not the night we lose to chaos. To disorder and fear, tonight, we live! We strive for what was and what will be again! This is our time ponies, to stand up and fight back against Discord and his wrath, to bring forth peace once more to this land. I know it’s hard to see the light in the darkness we stand in today. But there is a light, and it shines for us. For Equestria! Will you stand together with me my ponies?”
The princess sat still for a moment, waiting for a multitude of stomps and applause. Then another moment went by in silence. She decided to wait one more moment. Still nothing. Suddenly, a light clap of some hooves came from behind, the princess looked to see one guard applauding her.
“Um… I thought that was a great speech your highness.” He mumbled under his breath.
“Where’s the roaring applause from my subjects?”
“Well, you had them evacuate.”
….
Luna looked down to the courtyard below, the chocolate fountains and licorice grass were desolate. The creak of a door groans slowly as a lone pony stumbles out. He looks up noticing the Princess and waves before beginning to sweep the courtyard, for he is only the janitor.
….
The princess's’ cheeks blushed, “oh…. Well then. Now that I have you two rallied, let’s go and find the Elements of Harmony!”
And so the heroic trio set out on an adventure. An adventure like none other that had been adventured before. A tale so epic and glorious in the making that the old editor died while editing it. So it was cut out.
Luna and her guards stood before the Golden Oaks Library in Ponyville, well, in what was left of the town. Much of it appeared to be made of toys small colts and fillies would play with.
The guard to Luna's right, Steve we'll call him, asked, "What horrible monster would do such a thing?"
Luna and the other guard just eyed Steve, who was still looking around at Fillyville. At least that's what the sign drawn with crayon stated, it was crudely scotched taped to a couple sticks jabbed into the playmat earth. Above no longer floated the beautiful puffy clouds brought from Cloudsdale, instead gray and white diapers had filled the pink air.
“Do you like it princess?” Chortled a bottle of talcum powder. The bottle turned, yellow eyes gazed towards the Princess and her guards. “I had you especially in mind for this little set up.” The lid burst open with a white poof, out came a white Discord, with his rear decorated in a diaper as well. Which he in turn grabbed and tossed into the air. Having it join the other heavenly undergarments in the sky.
“Me?” Luna quired.
“But of course! I haven’t been around for at least a couple thousand years, I thought you were still but a young mare. My how does time fly so fast?”
“Fast for you!!!” Screamed Steve the guard, his hoof flying through the air, his wings flared open, lunging his body forward and towards the heinous beast.
“Wait Steve!” Shouted Luna. However, her order had been given too late.
A loud smack rang through the air, silence emanated around the equines as Discord’s body contorted heavily to the left from the sucker punch he’d received to the jaw. And with a ‘pop’, Discord’s body popped. Confetti descended to the playmat floor, around Steve.
“I guess he couldn’t handle the… Pressure.” Steve said.
…..
He looked around, “You know, pressure… pop… Nevermind.”
“Bravo, oh I say, bravo!” Cheered Discord from the background, his head turned backwards facing away from the group of ponies. Sweat seeped from Steve’s brown coat and cascaded towards his hoofs. “You know Steve, you’re the first pony to hit me in at least a thousand years. That, I don’t appreciate. One bit.”
Discord raised his claws, a scowl morphed onto his face, “You know Steve, I actually kind of liked you. So tell you what.” Steve lifted from the ground to the air, dark magic circling around him ferociously. Discord slashed his claws through the air, ripping it in twain. A blue sphere filled the air where Discord sliced, inside the sphere a pink landscape could be seen. Horrific monsters of untold horror lurked inside this realm. “I’m sending you on vacation!” Discord’s demeanor changed quickly to one of excitement.
Steve looked on in horror, before his eyes stood an abomination. A large pink pony, the likes he had never seen, a huge jaw, with an even brighter shade of pink for a mane.
“Oh it’s just a wonderful dimension Steve, ponies who sing, dance, have tea and love fashion.”
Before Steve could comprehend the misshapen hellish figures that lurked on the other side of the portal, a bright light engulfed him, forcing his eyes shut. Upon reopening them, he found himself before Luna and the other guard, we’ll call him Billy.
“Steve,” Luna whispered, “are you well?”
“I… I think so… Just might have a few nightmares.” He heaved heavily in reply.
“Good, we still have much to do here.” Luna stated, looking around the dark room.
“Good? Where are we?”
“Golden Oaks Library.” Billy answered, “Luna believes this is where the Elements of Harmony could be.”
“This I wish to be true. I couldn’t bear the idea of having to search the Everfree. Who knows how out of control that could have gotten.”
Steve shuddered. Not from the Everfree comment. Oh no, he shuddered from seeing the other dimension. Taking a quick sigh of relief that they stood in relative safety, Steve gazed at his surroundings. Plastic toys filled the shelves that once held a large mass of books, a crib lie still up above the ponies on the visible second level.
“So, what will the Elements look like?” Steve asked, as he trotted towards the upper level of the home.
Luna threw down a shelf. The shelf in turn shattered upon slamming into the plastic floor below, “They should look like necklaces.” She replied searching the debris. “Each of them containing the cutie of its master, for Pinkie Pie, a balloon. For Applejack, an apple. For Rainbo-”
“I found one!” Steve shouted into the air.
“Let me see.” Luna stated, walking towards Steve.
The princess looked at the beautiful jewel, her eyes looking over each feature, trying to find flaws. Her magic enveloped the necklace so that she could closer examine it.
“Neigh!”
…
“Nigh.. That I was I meant.” Luna said quickly retracting her previous statement. “This is but a replica!”
“Wait… What? Really?”
“Indeed Sir Billy.” Luna tossed the necklace to the floor, and with a loud crunch she had shattered the necklace with her powerful hooves. The shards dispersing across the wooden floor. “Discord has laid a trap for us.”
“Oh my Luna, you seem to have seen through my ruse.” Laughter echoed across the empty library, alerting Luna and her guards.
Their eyes thoroughly searched the room in detail, trying to discern the beast.
“Show yourself Discord!” Steve yelled, “We’re not afraid of you!”
“It’s not me you should be fearing Steve. There are far bigger creatures than I playing at this game.”
“What are you speaking of Discord?” Luna protested.
“You know as well as I do about the realm in which our world lies Luna. Something's about to happen that hasn’t happened in millennia.”
“You mean like every other year here?” Steve quipped.
“And hasn’t that been interesting Steve? Haven’t you noticed how everything so recently has been almost world ending?” A multitude of toys plummeted from the ceiling above Steve, swallowing him whole as they fell on him. A small toy discord popped out of the pile, his arms and legs moving across the floor towards the center of the room in a robot like fashion.
“Luna, what is he talking about?” Bob asked, eyeing the plastic discord walking across the floor towards him.
“Yes Luna, please do tell the tale. I do so love to hear it told.” Discord cheered, the small toy clapping his small plastic toy arms together.
“If I must.” Sighed the Princess. “It all began so long ago, from a legend. An old tale Celestia and I were told as young fillies thousands of years ago. It was said our world was not alone, and that there were many worlds among the stars with life. Of the thousands of worlds, there were two other worlds so intertwined with ours, if they had split, our worlds would be thrown into chaos.”
~~~~~

Bright aura emanated from the Crystal Spire, golden pink rays of light and energy danced across the skies of the Crystal Empire flickering across the magic dome above. The streets of the city remained silent however as they had fled to their homes, fearing the oncoming chaos waiting outside their heaven.
Celestia grunted, her horn’s light dissipating and her body relaxing. “Great work Cadance. This may hold off  some of the chaotic energy, but I don’t know for how long.”
Cadance panted in reply, “How much longer do you think Luna will be?”
“I cannot say for certain, but I know she will get her task done. Cadance, I must ask you about something.”
“What is it?”
“Do you remember the old story I told you about when I saw... fairies?”
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