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		Description

"It's bigger on the inside." I've heard that way too much. They seriously need to stop saying that. Doctor, calm down, you're talking to yourself again...
The Doctor has reached another planet, and it appears to be inhabited by some form of multicolored, miniature horses. It doesn't help that he seems to have become one himself. It wouldn't bother him if his first night on said planet hadn't revealed that he seemed to have already been there...
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		The Beginning



	I'm crashing. Again. Just for once I want the regeneration to happen when I'm not crashing. I stumbled around blindly, my sense of direction thrown severely off due to the fact that it appeared I couldn't stand on two feet anymore and the fact that the guts to my ship had changed drastically. 
I looked up. I'd be lucky to come out of this wreck alive.
The Time Vortex had thrown me to a relatively random location in space, so it seemed. I recognized no familiar celestial landmarks, and I was probably just a few parsecs from a truly massive nebula. 
But the thing that scared me most was the planet I looked to be flying into. 
The TARDIS was burning up, just like it had last time. I need to check that...I thought to myself distractedly. Generally speaking, the TARDIS didn’t catch on fire. Clearly, there was a problem in the system somewhere.
“FOCUS, DOCKIE!” I yelled. I jumped to the console, using the spinning motion of the box to carry me further. Spinning dials and shifting knobs, I set the TARDIS for autoland and hunkered down, preparing for the worst.
---
I sighed, staring up at Luna’s moon, the cause of almost all the discourse in my life. There were good nights, admittedly, but it was mostly bad. 
Tomorrow night was the beginning of the full moon cycle. It always proved hellish for me.
I moaned and walked back inside. I was lucky to have my doctor to help me. 
A tear slipped my eyes and made its way to the floor as I sat down behind my cello. I pulled the bow across the strings in a mournful, slow melody.
Doctor dear
I’ll be needing you soon...
Doctor dear
Before the call of the moon
Can you help me to find
What is right, what is good
Doctor dear
I believe that you could...

I rarely ever sang, but when I did, I tried my hardest to appreciate it for what it was. I let my forelegs go slack, the bow clattering to the floor and the cello leaning heavily against my chest.
My head turned to the window, and a red flare caught my attention. I smiled grimly.
“Welcome home, my dear Doctor.”
---
“BRACE FOR IMPACT!!!” I screamed as my box reached down towards ground level.
There was a resounding crack as the TARDIS hit the ground, probably from more than just the ship.
As it slid to a stop, I let out a moan and rubbed my head. I looked at my hands and flipped them over. They didn’t look any different from my last regeneration.
“Hold on...” I glanced over to the mirror at the other end of the TARDIS. “Nothing’s changed...I haven’t regenerated yet.” As I said this, a faint golden tinge marked the backs of my hands.
“There we are,” I said with a smile. I leaned back and let the process begin.
Knock, knock, knock, knock.
I looked up at the door. “Not this again.” I slowed the process and pushed myself up.
Knock, knock, knock, knock.
“Hold on, hold on,” I grunted, standing up. I clutched my chest as I stood, pain searing acrossed it. Probably a fracture, I thought to myself. I threw my coat off (as it would probably not fit when I finished regenerating) as I made my way to the door. I took a breath and pulled the door open.
“Hello again, my dear Doctor.”
---
“Hello again, my dear Doctor.”
This was the doctor in his earliest form anyone would know him, this I knew. It was still disconcerting seeing him as anything but a pony. I stood up on my back legs, trying to gain some height on him, but he still towered over me. 
“Uhm...ah...I, uh...” The towering Time Lord stumbled backwards away from the door and me. “Who are you?”
I smiled and let myself into the big blue box. As I stepped in, I ran a hoof along the plaster walls of the early TARDIS, which still had faint burn marks from re-entry. “Someone you know very well.” I stopped and thought. “Or you will come to know me.”
He huffed. “You know that’s not what I meant.”
I smiled. “Spoilers.”
All the blood left his face. “How do you know that phrase?” he asked quietly.
“There was once a pony that most knew by the name of Time Turner. I grew to become close friends with him. I was there as he hurt himself, over and over and over once more. I was there as he cried out for help from long dead friends, begging them to tell him their lies. I was there with him as he almost destroyed a lot of things we both held dear.”
I stopped, barely able to hold my tears. “And I couldn’t be there as he professed his love for me. I will regret that for a long time yet, Doctor.”
All at once, the Time Lord simply...stopped. 
“You’re lying.”
I smiled, trying to make the sadness subtly evident in the small expression. “Doctor, I have already seen so much with you, and yet you have no idea who I am. And that makes me sad.” I turned on my hoof and prepared to leave. “Good evening to you, Doctor. I hope all goes well.”
As I shut the door behind me, leaving him behind, shocked expression still catching off the corner of my eye, I let the tears flow.
The distinct sound of the TARDIS engines sputtering alerted me to his departure. I didn’t turn as I usually do for my Doctor and just headed back inside.
---
“Please tell me this isn’t happening!” I screamed to my box, trying to pull levers and push buttons, all that jazz, as my body was reforming itself. 
The odd ‘flames’, that I’d never bothered to learn the real name for, didn’t seem to be affecting anything I was doing, but it was doing a number on the TARDIS. I winced as another shot of pain laced its way down my spine. 
I was looking for the Time Vortex, something that seemed to not exist wherever I was in the universe. I could find traces, but it seemed as though I was in a place where time did not exist. 
This is certainly a compromising situation...
I ran to the other side of the TARDIS, intent on finding a way to quell the flames and the violent tremors that rocked the ship to and fro.
There was a resounding beep, and I glanced up at the screen. “There you are!” I yelled as I saw what flashed on the screen. 
Timestream lock acquired. I flipped the ‘Wibbley Lever’, and the TARDIS slowly evened out in the proverbial ‘Time Tunnel’. It was just a section of space that had more temporal activity, and allowed me direct access to the timestream, which would shield anyone outside of the TARDIS from the regeneration radiation.
Unfortunately for me, it did little to help anyone inside.
A violent explosion rocked the entire ship from behind me, sending me flying. It barely registered with my already dulling senses when I heard the jarring CRACK of breaking vertebrae.
I slid over the railing of my ship onto the floor, ten feet below. A pain-filled tear welled up in my eye. “Not now,” I moaned to myself.
There was a violent explosion of energy from the pit of my stomach, and I screamed as the fire-tinted radiation enveloped my figure.
---
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		The Second Coming



Chapter 2: The Second Coming
(Sub-chapters: The Revelation, The Attack)

“...And that’s how you explained it to me, Doctor. All of it that I can remember.”
He sat there, unmoved and munching on his sandwich. “An’...” He paused to swallow some of the bread. “What m’bout...the part wif...the...the...”
Octavia facehoofed. “Dear gods, Doc. Were you born in a barn?”
He blushed and downed the rest of the bite. “Well, maybe...I can’t quite remember...it might’ve been an armory...or an outhouse...”
“Oh, shut up and eat your sandwich,” she complained,giving him a light, good-natured shove.
The uneven click of hooves falling on marble made her turn her head. The smile that had lit briefly upon her face was replaced instantly by its usual scowl. “Keep, you had better be sobered up...”
The thin stallion rubbed his face with a forehoof. “Mos’ly.” He yawned and meandered around to the side of the center bar in the kitchen, pulling up a chair and leaning his head on his hooves with a heavy sigh. The Doctor turned his look from the other stallion to Octavia, questioning and turning his head to the side like a dog.
She shrugged and quietly said to him, “I’ll explain later.”
He turned his attention back to the hungover alicorn. “Hello.” Octavia blinked. There was something so familiar and homely about the way he said that, that she almost hugged him, right then and there. 
She didn’t.
Keep spoke without looking up. “‘ey Doc. ‘ow’s it?”
He hesitated, again looking to her. She just pushed him on with a wave of a hoof. 
“Um...I’ve been better, but...it’s...it’s good right now.”
She saw Keep flash a smile for a split second before it faded from his face as he turned and walked towards the stairs. “That’s good.”
The Doctor watched her face. He saw too many years lived in this...pony -- Oh, it’s gonna take me a long time to get used to saying that... -- in the mare’s eyes. And not just with him.
There was something else in her eyes. Things he had seen in the reflection of his own eyes. Pain, loss, rage, sadness...loneliness. He mentally filed this away, telling himself to ask her about those reflections of himself. 
“You must know I...” He paused, glancing around. “I’m not from around here, and seeing as you know more about me than most do...” He leaned in and whispered conspiratorially. “you wouldn’t mind tell me your secrets?”
She chuckled. “You’re still pretty bad at that one, Doc.” The grin on her face was somewhere between angelic and haunted, but testified to him the genuine happiness she seemed to be feeling in that moment. “But, I digress. As I said before, I am Octavia Melodyssey. My father was Octavio, my mother was Cavatina Philharmonica. I played with the Royal Canterlot Orchestra from N.L. 998 to 1053, and I had a colt with Vinyl Scratch, but he...he died only a few months after he was born.” She took a swig of whatever drink was in her glass before continuing. “Mother told me the day I was born, a strange stallion came to visit her, and myself, by extension, in the post-natal ward. He said, ‘She will do great things.’ I suppose it wouldn’t take a genius to figure out who that was.” She deadpanned at the time lord.
He lowered his head, grinning like a fool. “I’ll make a note to do that.”
Octavia subtly rolled her eyes. “I grew up with you at my side, Doctor. And you did too.” She swiveled on a hind hoof, waving at her surroundings. “You made me a better person, and I’d like to think I made you a better pony. You helped me find who I was meant to become, what I needed to do to become that. I don’t know that I could ever repay that.”
The Doctor hesitated for moment. “I’m sensing a ‘but’ clause in there somewhere.” His eyes flitted around, a wave of paranoia crashing over him like some sort of precursor to a tsunami of danger yet unseen.
Octavia glanced out the not-quite-closed blinds, stiffening as she felt the moon call out to her from its quarter-night perch. A passing envy of Luna’s ultimate control over the celestial body flitted through her brain, before being swept away in an incoherent fury of other emotions. “Yes, Doctor. There is.”
The Doctor’s eyes widened as hers turned to lock with his. “I’m a ferocious hellbeast, intent on absolutely mutilating everything I find threatening.” He noted with mounting alarm that her fur had lengthened, she had gained perhaps a half-foot of height over his medium-height stallion form, and, rather off-puttingly, her voice had dropped an octave between the two sentences. “And right now, my head is telling me-AGH!” She dropped to her knees as the transformation overtook her muscle control. He dropped off his seat, about to race to help her, but she put in a considerable effort to raise her - now beclawed - hoof and stop him. “My head is telling me you’re a threat.” Her eyes flicked open, slitted pupils glowing golden, black lips pulling back to reveal pointed canines.
“Run.”
The command was all he needed, turning tail and fleeing out the kitchen doorway, looking for the nearest exit that would take him to his TARDIS, his box of respite. He bolted out the back door, which he had left open, he noted with some guilt and some thankfulness, and took a flying leap off the stairs to the backyard. He heard crashing and scrabbling feet on tile as he shoved the door to the time and space machine open. He dashed to the opposite side of the console, intent on locking himself in before the — What do I call her? Ponolf? Wereny? Lycanthropony? He settled on werepony for the time being — could enter. He glanced up as he spun, threw, pushed, and tweaked various knobs, switches, buttons, and settings respectively. His face dropped as he spied her at a full sprint, teeth bared. He panicked, moving his hooves as quickly as the ungainly things would let him.
The sound of crunching grass changing to clicking claws alerted him to the fact that he had not been fast enough. He gritted his teeth. Time for a new plan. “I’m not quite sure how much you know of me, miss Octavia Melodyssey.” His hooves worked manically to change as much as he could in the few milliseconds he had, and when the cellist-turned-wolf had gotten too close for comfort, he darted to the opposing side of the console, again manically flipping and twisting levers and dials. “But if you knew the first thing about me.” Again he darted, pulling, twirling, whacking. “You would know that I never.” Throw. “Ever.” Turn. 
“Run.” Smash.
The TARDIS began its scraping, whirling startup procedure, and the werepony howled, clutching at her head. The Doctor’s head jerked around to face the source of the noise. His mood dropped instantly when he saw the writhing form of the cellist whimpering in pain. That ruined a perfectly good post-monologue high. 
He cautiously padded over to the mewling wolf, keeping his distance but still trying to find a source of her pain. “What’s wrong?” he asked quietly, dropping low and attempting to look into her tightly shut eyes. She rolled pathetically across the floor of his roving home, holding her head with appendages that phased erratically between hoof and paw. He felt the jostle of the TARDIS as it settle into its parking phase 12 hours ahead, and then realized what had happened. The movement of the TARDIS inside the time vortex must have toyed with her natural clock. It would have unbalanced the natural phase length of her transformation, and stuck while she remains inside the TARDIS. He closed his eyes, sighing heavily and settling onto his haunches. Silly old Doctor. 
His eyes opened, and he made his way to the noticeably less active werewolf and threw her onto his back, subconsciously noting his sudden innate strength. The sensation of the body parts changing on his coat felt like nothing he could describe. “Time to go in, wolfie.” He walked to the door, pony in tow, and pushing it open, observed a sunny day, with green grass sprouted happily at his feet. He felt the weight on his back shift, becoming smaller and less active, and heard a light snore. He smiled inwardly, keen to not destroy the moment. 
He paced forward, heading towards the house. Making his way inside, he saw the carnage she had left the previous night. He simply shook his head and made his way upstairs, looking for a bedroom where he could leave his charge. 
The sleeping form of the pseudo-alicorn blacklisted the first bedroom, but it was quickly followed by another bedroom opposite and slightly further down the way. The Doctor gently laid her down on the bed and pulled the covers over over her sleeping form. “You did, Octavia. And I’m sure you’ll continue to.” He patted the covers and looked up wistfully. “But I think it’s time I met someone properly.” 
He stood and made for the door, but hesitated in the sill as he heard her speak. “You made me...Doctor.”
He glanced back and smiled at her. “Sleep well, my little wolfie.” He turned and headed out, not sparing a second glance as he cantered easily downstairs.
If he had been listening, he might not have been smiling as she spoke again. “...But she will make you.”
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Chapter 2: The Child

(No Subchapters)

Cavatina sat on the hospital bed with her foal, dozing in the mid-morning sun. Her body ached with the stress of birthing, but the night had ended happy, with a healthy foal gently nursing in her arms.
Her little Octavia was absolutely perfect in every way she could think of. Her coat was a near perfect blend of her mother’s rich auburn fur and her father’s stately grey. Her mane and tail were a similar story, with Octavio’s coloring and Cav’s natural wave and length. She was healthy but lithe, as well as quiet...at least, as much as a newborn could be. She had no doubt her little octave would grow up to become a fantastic performer. 
Of course, as with most things, the moment only lasted for a fleeting few hours before it was forcibly passed.
A knock on the sliding glass door bumped her out of her lull with a bit of a start. The filly in the crook of her forehooves complained lightly but otherwise did not react.
“Yes?”
An dull brown hoof pulled the door aside, taking some of the curtain with it. “Cavatina?” The somewhat timid voice had a mild, upper-crust Trottinghamian accent, not too dissimilar to her own.
She did not recognize the voice, but something in the way it spoke told her she could trust the mystery stallion. “That’s me, but please,” she whispered, glancing down at the little babe. “Try to keep your voice down. The baby is sleeping.”
The earth stallion entered in full, lifting a hoof to wave dumbly at the new mother. “Hi, uh...” He turned, having entered in full, closing the door behind him. Cavatina opened her mouth to point out his mistake, but he had already made it, his face screwing up as he felt his tail attempt to remove itself from his spine. He gingerly cracked open the door and pulled the complaining follicles close to his flank. She noted his sand timer cutie mark with some curiosity. “Ouch.”
The mare smirked. “Hello, mister...?”
“Doctor. Just...call me the doctor.”
She raised an eyebrow. “Of what?”
Their eyes met as he sat gently on her bed. His eyes held a knowing, humorous glint. “Everything.”
Cavatina released a halfhearted chuckle. “I’m sure. You’d be old and greying before you had the chance to take a quarter of the classes you would need from Canterlot Community, let alone the Royal Academy, Doctor.”
He flicked up an eyebrow slightly, a dark and weary look crossing his countenance. It was so quick, she almost didn’t notice it. “You would be surprised.” He pulled a small, bone-like implement from under his green tie. It had what looked to be a light bulb on one end, intricate detailing along the shaft, and a large circular trigger grip under the end opposing the light bulb. He shoved his hoof into the trigger, tongue sticking out in concentration as he struggled to angle it correctly to use said trigger. He finally figured it out, with a quiet “Aha!” and pointed the bulb end towards the happy pair.
Cavatina stiffened slightly, before the doctor’s offhoof gently stroked the end of her shin. “Relax, Miss Melodyssey. This won’t bring any harm to you or your daughter.” The bulb on the end lit a dull yellow and gave off a semi-harsh whirring, grinding noise. Octavia cooed unhappily, turning to find the source of the noise, but it had already been cut off by the time she had turned far enough. It clicked up, revealing a multitude of what looked like arcane crystals glinting in the afternoon sun, and the doctor held the implement up to his face, muttering softly, before pushing it over to his ear, listening with a look of wonder and nerves as his eyes flitted around, unseeing. Suddenly seeming satisfied with the results of his test, he pushed down on the bulb, locking away the crystals from view.
He turned to the tired duo with a bright smile. “Your filly is in perfect condition. I had no need to even come here.” 
He looked down, the smile wilting on his face slightly, before looking pensively back up. “I’m sure your little Octavia will be a perfect little pony.” The smile cracked into a wry smirk, one side of his lips curling up farther than necessary as he sent a glance down toward said perfect little pony. “And she’ll do great things.”
She smiled, slightly nervous. “How can you be so sure?”
He simply tapped the side of his nose and winked at her. “That would spoil the fun, now wouldn’t it?” Cavatina tried to not notice the extra emphasis on that word.
He stood rather abruptly, flicking a hoof off his brow in a half-salute. “Tell your husband I send him my best regards.” With that, he trotted out, making sure not to catch his tail in the door twice as he shut it behind him.
Cavatina leaned back, confused and now more tired than she’d been after her labor had finished. Who was that stallion? Her eyes closed softly, letting Octavia’s gentle massaging of her teat lull her back to sleep. She noted with some offhoof sleepy humor that Octavia seemed to grumble ‘stupid doctor’.
Alas, twas not to be, as the door to her room again slipped open, admitting a much more recognizable face.
Octavio padded in, quieter than the odd doctor, she mused. “Who was that?” He questioned, glancing behind, incorrectly expecting the strange stallion to reenter the room after him. 
Cavatina shrugged, taking care to keep the foal in her hooves still. “No idea.” She smiled slightly as she thought of his prediction for said foal’s future. “He was very nice though.”
Octavio remained unconvinced, looking perplexed. “Uh...The doctor said he would be in in a moment to examine the pair of you.” He released a genuine, if hesitant, smile as he climbed into the uncomfortable bed, cradling his lover.
She simply leaned into his embrace, drifting off. “That sounds good.” Her eyes drooped.
Before she slipped away into a dreamless sleep against her husband and new co-parent, she heard what sounded like metal grinding against metal.
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Chapter 4
(No Subchapters)

Under the sheets, of a bed, in a bedroom, in a nondescript house, in a modest part of Canterlot, draped upon the Canterhorn, in the central section of the Equestrian Kingdom, under the twinkle of Luna’s ever-deepening night, sat a 14-year-old filly by the name of Octavia Melodyssey. Currently, she held in her hooves, a book. Now, this book was particularly special to little miss Octavia. Specifically, said book was a first edition, hoof-signed autobiography of a one mister Baton Swing. Mister Swing held a particularly special place in the aforementioned filly’s heart as the musical composer for several of her favorite theatrical works. Among them, Star Mares, Supermare, multiple Daring Do movie adaptations, and even Potted Power.
Strictly speaking, the little missus, ever the troublemaker, was up far later than her parents would have condoned, let alone allowed. But her utter enrapturement with the book, wiped any feeling of drowsiness away as she dove further into the story, detailing his escapades as a similarly aged young colt. While Baton was nigh on perfect as a composer to the excitable filly, his ability to craft a tale was hard to beat to her young mind.
Unfortunately for miss Octavia, the terrifying noise of a piano having copper keys dragged across its strings distracted her from her reading and prompted her to throw the covers off of her head, glancing around wildly as the noise reached a fever pitch. She stood, as she ascertained that the noise emanated from the outside, and darted quietly over to the window, careful to not disturb her parents sleeping sound and unaware, in the next room over.
What she saw when she looked outside was unexpected, to say the least.
On her back lawn, sat a blue shed-like structure, with the words “Police Box” lighted and officially lettered adorning the eaves of the two sides she could see. But stranger yet, a brownish earth stallion, wearing nothing but a simple necktie, appeared to be investigating the outside of said box with a small probe-like instrument, jamming it all around the box. She could see him speaking to himself and scratching his head in confoundment. 
It was at this point that Octavia unwittingly made the choice that would change her future, for worse or better.
She turned, pulling off her night clothes and rushing over to her wardrobe to grab her own tie and collar. She hastily shoved the scant clothing over her head as she rushed down the stairs towards the back door.
Shoving it open, she observed two things immediately. The blue box was large. As in, four Octavias, stacked hoof to shoulder, or two average-sized, adult stallions, front hoof to rear hoof, would not be able to reach the roof, and it was the same number of stallions nose-to-tail across. It held a strange kind of commanding, authoritative atmosphere around itself, as if daring anyone foolish enough to attempt to enter its tall, imposing doors.
The second thing she observed was that the apparent occupant of said box was now leaning casually against the side of it, gently picking at a hoof with his teeth. He glanced up as he heard the apprentice cellist’s hoofsteps against grass. “Hello, miss Octavia!” He looked her slight form up and down. “Oh. It appears I may have gone a bit too far back...” He rubbed the back of his head with a hoof, glancing down abashedly. “I could, er, come back later if that would suit you better...?”
“Uh...” Octavia was at a complete loss. This mad/psychic stallion had just appeared out of thin air with what must have been a heavy box. Not much could be levied in her not-yet-completely-formed psyche to explain the situation. It wouldn’t be a prank, since she had very little in the way of friendships, outside of the school orchestra. It wouldn’t be a dream, since she was typically lucid enough to conjure things without the help a unicorn’s horn. Then again, this strange duo had appeared almost literally from nowhere, and Octavia silently wondered where she would have pulled such an image from. “No, no, um...I...You came at a perfect time. Who, um...who are you?”
The strange stallion stood up from his easy lean, bowing with a flourish. “Hello, miss. My name is the Doctor. You can call me the Doctor. This is my ship, the TARDIS. Call her the TARDIS. She may not look like much, but she can move flank if she needs to. I’m here because...” He hesitated, a hoof in the air as if poised to run. “...a close friend of yours said you might want to go and...see the sights, shall we say?” He finished with another bow.
Again, Octavia was at a loss for words. “What sights?” She said after a time.
“Well, wouldn’t you know, this old girl,” he said with a sly grin, knocking the back of one hoof against the side of the TARDIS. “She’s a time machine. And a space machine. Anywhere in time, anywhere in space you could ever go or want to go, she’ll get you there.”
Octavia blinked disbelievingly. “Really? How does it w-”
She was cut off by the Doctor racing over, putting one hoof over her lips and shushing her. “Shhh. Don’t ask how it works. That would ruin the magic, the mystique.” He backed off, but his eyes held a jovial glint in them. He knew he was winning her over.
Octavia rolled her eyes. “Fine then. Show me the sky, or...whatever.”
The Doctor bounced on his hooftips, excitement bubbling. “Oh, this is going to be so much fun! Come on!” He hurried around the side of the TARDIS, disappearing behind the doors on the side facing her right. 
She took a breath. Held it. Is this what I want to do? Release. You know what. Yes. Yes, it is. And with that, she made her way to the side of the imposing box and nosed her way in.
What awaited her was nothing short of mind-bending.
As she stepped through the threshold, what she thought would have been a cramped and dark shed, opened up to a magnificent copper-walled control room, stairways leading off in multiple, seemingly random directions. Its majesty rivaled even Canterlot Palace, and in some ways, surpassed it entirely. “Ah...wha...how?” She backpedaled outside, doing a full walkaround of the box to make sure she wasn’t going crazy. Nope, it was real. “But...it’s bigger on the inside?” Octavia contemplated the Doctor’s poor attempt to subtly hide his mocking and rolling of eyes as he toyed with the controls. “Ha...how? How does it...” She gave up, hanging her head, the lack of logic serving only to agitate her further. A few errant locks of hair dropped over her eyes as she pulled her head up.
“So!” The Doctor spoke at last, making her jump. “Anywhere and everywhere. Where, oh where could you possibly want to go?” He half-grinned at her. “Edge of the universe? Your own birth? Hot tea on the endless plains of Tal’a’kesh? Spa day at the floating resorts of Merthos VII? Dancing in the rain of Sp-”
“Take me to the beginning.”
He paused, again, one hoof raised, and slowly turned to her. “What?”
She nodded. “You heard me. Show me the beginning of everything.” She held up a hoof when he moved to interrupt her. “You want me to believe in your blue box, Doc? Show me the inception, the irrevocable starting point. Genesis. No tricks, no games, no falsehoods, then...maybe...maybe.”
He slowly walked towards her, down the stairs, before stopping. “It will be dangerous.” She nodded. “It will be uncomfortable.” Vigorously. “It would make lessers than me-”
“Oh my days, just get on with it already,” she huffed, shoving him with a shoulder.
He smiled. “Well, aren’t you a feisty one, eh? Alright, you ask, you shall receive.” He turned and sprinted for the controls, tearing at them like a starved griffon going for a meal. The door slammed shut behind Octavia’s rump, and the ship started to vibrate underhoof, making that hair-raising keening screech again, then it began to rock in earnest. 
“Is this supposed to happen?” Octavia yelled over the cacophony, stumbling drunkenly as the ship tilted from side to side wildly. 
“You wanted the beginning? I did say it would be dangerous!” A klaxon blared, and sparks jumped from the console, cutting off whatever the Doctor had been about to say. His manic dancing appeared to do little to defuse the situation to the grey earth pony. 
The roiling of the TARDIS continued for about a minute, before it slowed and settled, a low-pitched alarm bell ringing 3 times off in the distance before falling ominously silent. As he finished with the landing and lockdown procedure, he turned to her. “We have arrived.” He made his way down the stairs from the console, a dumb grin plastered across his face. “First stop, the outse-”
The doors to the time machine banged open, causing the Doctor to stop, and Octavia to spin in terror. Outside the doors loomed a long, intricate hallway, furnished almost exclusively with golden artifacts from what must have been a quintillion different species from perhaps thousands of universes.
Octavia felt a sudden onrush of intense panic and paranoia. What in Tartarus had she signed up for?
The steps across the threshold were some of Octavia’s heaviest in her short life. She stared around at opulence far surpassing both the TARDIS’s interior, and all of Canterlot Castle. Awe kept her quiet, but the feeling of being watched kept her on her hoof tips. 
Meanwhile, the Doctor simply cantered out of the box, sashaying his rump unashamedly. “Beginning of the universe? Ask and ye shall receive, lass.” He knelt before her, kissing one hoof. He straightened up, losing his composure quickly. “So...How is it?” He asked giddily. “Is it beyond your wildest dreams? Out of this world? Well, technically, we are literally out of your world anyway, so...”
“It’s...gaudy. Overblown. Unnecessary.”
He held a hoof up to his chin, scratching it in ponderment. “Yes, yes, well,” he spoke, doing a poor impression of an upper crust fellow from somewhere that might have been Trottingham or the city on the mountain. “It is a bit, shall we say...decadent.” The note of questioning and curiosity did not escape Octavia’s listener’s ear. 
The pair made their way down the hallway, stopping occasionally when the Doctor saw a particular object that piqued his interest. Octavia made a note that the majority of the items were non-threatening in appearance, but she hesitated when she saw what looked unnervingly similar to a pony chestplate. And a serious one, at that. She shivered as she moved on.
After a time, they reached a T-junction. “I’m betting that either path would lead to the same place,” the Doctor said, feeling confident. “We should probably stay together anyway, seeing as this is your first...” He released a snorting chuckle. “Rodeo.” 
Octavia rolled her eyes. “That was awful.”
He released a laugh, eyes bright, as they turned to the left. “That? After seeing what your planet has to offer, that was peanuts.”
She shook her head, but privately agreed with him. 
They plodded on in relative silence, rounding two right-hand corners until they reached another junction, this one in a similar layout to the previous, with the exception of the single hallway being on their left. In addition, that hallway was closed behind two mountainous wooden doors, some of the only things made of non-aurum material in the place, whose individual faces were probably 6 bodies across, nose to tail, and whose tops reached far into the heavens, out of their view.
He pulled out his device from his tie again, toying with it until he managed to fit it over his hoof. He aimed it for a second, standing bipedally, before turning back to her. “Oh, uh...this...this is a sonic screwdriver. It does nothing a screwdriver does and then some.” He scratched his head with his free hoof. “I should probably find a new name for it.” He turned back to the door and pulled on the loop of the implement. The bulb on the end lit, and it made a buzzing noise that reminded her of a pet insect she had had, ages ago. 
He swung it from the bottom of the door to the visible top, then inspected it. Seemingly satisfied, he pushed the screwdriver back under his tie. “No locks, the doors are actually wood, surprisingly, and there is a large source of sentient energy on the other side.” He smiled. “Besides the fact that we’ve had no issues getting here, and since it’s a technical impossibility to be here, I’m willing to bet whoever that is wanted us to be here.”
“How much?”
He blinked. Then he grinned. “Fifty bits.” He held out his hoof.
Octavia smirked. “Done.” They shook hooves, before turning towards the door, together. Once more unto the breach, she thought darkly. As much as she was enjoying this, she couldn’t shake the feeling that something would not go completely right today. 
The Doctor reached out with a hoof, and Octavia reached out with hers, and they pushed the door open, shoulder to shoulder. It was surprisingly light, considering its size, opening silently with only the slightest hint of protest from its hinges. 
As it opened, the pair both felt a wave of indescribable energy and power wash over them. Octavia shivered, suddenly feeling as though she had walked into a sauna. It reminded her of the time she had been in the audience when her parents had performed at Gala for the princess – elegance and poise, withholding a devastatingly powerful force. 
They stared in awe, one more so than the other at the sight that they beheld. The outside looked like a full bin compared to the interior of the chamber. The very air seemed to have gold in it, and the rest of the chamber looked as though it had been hewn from a mountain of the stuff. But, unlike the outside, there were no artifacts anywhere. No, in here there was something much more impressive.
Upon a circular dais probably four times the size of the TARDIS control room, again cut from gold, sat the most unbelievably massive pony she’d ever laid eyes upon. She stood 6 stories, hovering slightly off the ground. She was thin but not unhealthily so. Her white fur and blonde mane held upon them both a horn and wings, in addition to an off-putting set of what looked like ram horns, spiralling inwards hundreds of times along their length. As they padded up cautiously, she smiled gently down at the pair of time travelers/home invaders. 
“Hello, little ones.” The being’s voice echoed around the chamber, gentle but with an almost imperceptible edge to it, almost as if she knew something they didn’t. She probably does, she reflected, figuring that such an immense being in such an opulent palace before time had even started would know more than she would ever be able to know about herself.
The Doctor smiled and lifted a hoof, waving lazily. “Hello there. I am the Doctor, and this is my friend, Octavia.” He waved a hoof in her direction before bowing, and Octavia hastily followed suit. 
“H-Hello,” she mumbled, nervous about her typically sharp tongue around what likely was a god in the most actual sense. 
“And to what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?” She asked, twisting a lock of mane around her hoof. I just won 50 bits, Octavia thought idly.
“Well, my friend here wanted to see the beginning of her universe, and my machine led us here.”
“Mhm, yes. Your...TARDIS, is it? The one that likes being called ‘Sexy’.”
He flushed. “N-No...uh...” He glanced towards Octavia. Help me, he mouthed.
She rolled her eyes, annoyed. “He means yes. He came to me in the night and asked me if I wanted to go with him. I told him that I would believe him if he showed me the beginning of the universe.” She glanced around at the gold chamber. “I’m not sure what this is, but it certainly doesn’t seem like that’s where we are.”
The being chuckled a low, hearty laugh. “It would seem, wouldn’t it? Introductions are in order. I am The Maker. Some beings will come to call me God, the Creator, the First Pythia, but you need only address me as Z. I will create your universe, and all its constituent parts. But, seeing as you have arrived before then, I will explain that this is one of a collection of ‘meta-labs’ overseen by the High Z. The purpose of the meta-labs is, as I’m sure you’ve surmised, to create universes. The gold outside is the material I use to craft my own style of universe. Others use different materials, such as...” Octavia blinked. Huh? “...to create their universes. Their properties are typically wildly different from your own, but their creation is almost always the same.” 
She reached around her side, pulling a small globe of light towards them. The feeling of energy increased a thousand-fold as the glowing glob floated towards them. Octavia felt like she was going to be physically pushed back. “This,” Z said, pointing towards it with a hoof. “Is everything that ever will be to you two. In just a few short...” Why does she keep doing that? “...this will expand and become the newborn universe.”
They stared at it in wonderment as she released it from her hoof and it trailed slowly to rest a few hooves above the floor. If Z’s power was immense, the power contained in the small sphere was the amalgamation of all power anywhere. 
The Doctor inspected it closely, eyes wide. His screwdriver had appeared in his hoof, but when he started to scan it, sparks blew off it immediately, causing him to jump and release his grip on it. With a huff, he picked it back up and inspected the readings. “Well, the story would seem to ring true. That is the universe before the Big Bang.” He looked back up at her. “But...how?”
“Do you want me to explain it in detail?” 
He nodded vigorously.
“Ok, but this will take all of your brainpower...To start, some of the material from the future of the universe and...”
Octavia stopped paying attention to the two of them nerding out. The globe had her full attention. She circled it, trying to wrap her head around the fact that this was the entire universe, and it was the size of the frog of her bow. How? How could she be standing less than a pace from her future? Everything’s future? And past for that matter.
She gently reached out a hoof, before Z’s voice snapped her out of her trance. “Please be gentle if you intend to hold it.”
Octavia glanced up. “I swear it.” And she meant it.
She turned back to the globe, holding out her hoof underneath the object. A warmth began to flow through her, a sense of completeness she had not ever felt. It was intoxicating. It gently floated to her outstretched hoof, hovering just above it as she cradled it. I will do everything in my power to cherish this moment. 
I sure hope so, the little sphere said back to her. She blinked. It had spoken to her. And I’ll be sure to remind you if you ever forget.
She smiled. The little thing seemed to search her, floating around her like a fly, but in a less obtrusive manner. She was overwhelmed, knowing that the total sum of the universe was looking her over. Half of her felt joy, half of her felt intense panic that threatened to shut her down right there on the spot. 
You certainly are a strange one. A clean past, and a future of loss. 
Octavia’s smile dropped as she shivered. The warmth suddenly seemed to invert, becoming icy pinpricks of doubt. “Doc...”
His head whipped around. “Yes?”
“Um...Can...can we go?” She tilted her head towards the sphere.
He moaned. “Aw, but she was just getting to the best part!” He padded over. “Let me see the little rabble rouser.” He held out his hoof. The sphere floated obediently over. “Now, what’s your problem, huh? Why are you c–”
He stiffened, going stock still, eyes widening. “No...” he breathed. Octavia made a note of Z’s perplexed and somewhat worried expression. “I did what I could...” His eyes flicked to meet Octavia’s before shutting tightly. “I will do everything I can to save her.”
The ice in her belly had become a glacial plain of worry. “That’s enough, Doctor,” she half-yelled, reaching out to grab the point of power back. Its power invaded her again, but this time, it did not feel quite as exhilarating. 
He dropped to his knees, his posture looking almost reverent, but his expression pained, as if he had been tortured. His breathing was labored to say the least. 
She knelt next to him as the seconds stretched on. “I know it must hurt. But you need to get me home, Doctor. You need to make good on that promise.” She nuzzled his withers. “Come on, let’s go. You’ve shown me enough to make me believe in you.”
He slowly sat up, leaning on her all the way. He stared up at Z, eyes sharp. “I don’t think your child likes me, vortex.” 
Octavia glanced at him as Z laughed. Vortex?
“No, of the few visitors who’ve come through, you’re some of the few he hasn’t physically hurt or attempted to kill.” Octavia cringed, but the Doctor did not visibly react.
“Well, he certainly tried.”
Z shrugged her massive shoulders. “I cannot speak for a sentient being.”
Octavia extended her hoof, allowing the fetal universe to return to its mother. “I think it’s time we took our leave, miss Z.” She hoisted the still winded earth stallion’s leg over her withers. Turning, she waved a free hoof. “Thank you for the little show.”
“One last thing,” the Doctor said, turning his head. “How are we here? My TARDIS can’t possibly travel before the time stream started.”
“Well, as you said to your companion, it’s a time and space machine, correct? Easy. All I needed to do was coax it towards me in both of those, and viola, here you are.” She waved a hoof and smiled motherly. “Now go on, get up to some scrapes. The fruits of my labor should not be wasted here.”
They both nodded, pushing the door aside. “Homeward bound,” Octavia murmured. 
They padded in silence back to the TARDIS. As they entered, the low pitched bells she had heard before entering this strange palace rung out again. Once they climbed the stairs to the control panel, they both flopped on the floor, exhausted. 
“Nothing like that again, Doctor. Please.” Octavia coughed. “Let’s get out of here.”
The Doctor pulled himself to his hooves, nonverbally accepting her statement. As he began to pilot the controls, he gained some more energy, seeming less drained than when they had entered. 
“By the way...” Octavia started. “You called her ‘vortex’ at one point...Why?”
The Doctor looked down at her sprawled on the floor. “You didn’t see the time vortex?”
She hesitantly shook her head. “No...I saw a massive pony. She reminded me of the princess in a lot of ways.”
One of his eyebrows flicked up a hair. “Ah. That’s why she was speaking Old High Gallifreyan. It was a perception filter. It allows whatever it is used on to be viewed as whatever’s appropriate in the situation. It’s why the TARDIS is a police box. Seeing as you could understand both of us, it must have been unbelievable advanced.” He coughed into a hoof. “It displayed itself to me as a manifestation of the time vortex.” 
She merely nodded, comprehending but not fully understanding. “And that’s remarkable...why?” Her head rolled lazily around to focus on him.
He smiled serenely, turning back to his piloting of the mobile construct. “Old High Gallifreyan is interesting in that, inbuilt into both the spoken and written language, it is fundamentally untranslatable. What you witnessed may have been a universal first.”
She merely laughed. “We just witnessed the proto-universe, Doctor. It’s hard to be more of a first than that.” And she began to laugh hysterically, rolling around on the floor of the TARDIS. “Th-That still hasn’t set in...Ah HAH! We just met the universe!”
He simply smiled, carefully stepping over her when the giggling fool went under his hoof. “So we did.” He looked wistfully towards the doors of his time machine. “Hello, big world,” he murmured, being careful to keep the words below Octavia’s range of hearing.
Octavia slowly regained her functions from her bout of mad laughter. “Where next then, Doc?” She asked as she made her way back to her feet. 
When he did not immediately answer, she looked over to where she thought he had been. What she saw frightened her to no end.
The Doctor was on the floor, clutching his head and moaning, slowly rising in pitch and volume to become a keening cry of pain. 
“Doctor!” She raced to his side, kneeling quickly, trying to think of something to do to help. “What’s wrong?” You’re a bleedin’ genius, Octy. She shook him, trying to help him focus. “Tell me what’s wrong, dammit!”
But when his body slumped, going unconscious in her grasp, her blood turned to ice. “No...No, no, no, no, no, no...” The realization hit her like a cargo chariot hitting her at full clip. 
I am alone, stranded with an unconscious stranger, in a mobile time machine, with no way to operate it.
“DOCTOR! PLEASE WAKE UP!”
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