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		Description

A Collab with RainbowBob, the genius brain that brought you Hades is Such a Great Neighbor and Seriously?

Gordon Ramsay, head of the Hell's Kitchen tournament grows tired of working with humans that are the same every year. The drama of men pitted against women has just grown overly tiring, so he has an idea...
With the help of Celestia and Luna, he brings the show to Equestria for the 11th season! 18 ponies, all of which have different levels of cooking. All have a will to win the ultimate prize: Hell's Kitchen and 250,000 bits. Friends turn against each other as the heat of the kitchen causes heat amongst their friendships.
The team that wins each round is judged by the happiness of the diners, the overall skill that they show in the kitchen, and for the first time, each service will have three judges. Celestia, Luna, and Discord! 
Will their friendships collapse? Will Gordon Ramsay find the power of friendship? Will Derpy ruin everything? Will Discord turn the entire restaurant upside down?
But most of all... Who will win?
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	The town of Ponyville was bustling in its usual splendor. For one of the first times in a while, there was neither a problem nor sign of trouble anywhere. Everypony seemed to be enjoying the peace. At least until a bright flash of light erupted from the west side of town.
Everypony had expressions of detached bemusement at the sight of the new building that was now sitting right outside of the west edge of town. It was a grand building, the size of which wasn't matched by even the city hall. Even though it was only two stories tall, the sheer size of the area of the building was what made it humongous.
Some of the ponies gasped as a skinny Minotaur like figure stepped out of the building. Everything about it said Minotaur, except for the fact it had neither fur nor horns. Somewhere, Lyra yelled something about a human, but they just ignored her and continued to stare at the alien figure before them.
“Hello, Equestria!” Some of the ponies backed away from the figure as it spoke out. “My name is Jean-Philippe Susilovic. I’m here on behalf of Gordon Ramsay to present to you all Hell’s Kitchen!” The ponies all examined the building before them. The craftsmanship was something they had never seen before. It was made of a nice stone and had a strange logo on the front. HK with a pitchfork between the two letters.
“What is it?” Twilight whispered into the ear of her nearby friend, Pinkie Pie. Why she asked her, nopony would ever know.
“Hairless Minotaur? With reversed legs? How should I know?” The two focused their attention back to the front as the creature spoke up once more.
“I assure you that we mean no harm. You see, Chef Ramsay enjoys watching your universe. It helps him wind down after a long day of dealing with wannabe chefs. His favorite pony is Rainbow Dash, so she immediately gets a spot on the blue team.” Rainbow Dash’s eyes widened at the revelation of this news. “Could Rainbow Dash please step forward?”
“Awesome!” Rainbow happily flew to the base of the building and stood next to Jean.
“Thank you. As for the rest of you, we need 17 more contestants. If you are interested, please make your way into the 	building.”
“Question!” Jean looked over the crowd of ponies as the voice broke through. As he scanned over the crowd to see which pony had spoken out, he didn’t see the pony next to him, bouncing happily. “What are we doing?”
“Holy Jesus!” Jean fell over on top of Rainbow Dash as Pinkie spouted her loud voice into his ear. “Where did you come from?”
“A rock farm!” She smiled happily as the Maître Dean stood from the floor, brushing his suit off.
“Well, I guess I needed a shower anyways. To answer your question, pink pony, it’s a cooking competition! Two teams of 9 are pitted against each other with the goal of finishing the food service. Chef Ramsay will give you more information once inside.”
“Ooh, do we win something?!”
“Yes, there is a most spectacular prize. As I just said, Chef Ramsay will give you all the details.”
“Who is this Chef Ramsay guy? Is he a Minotaur? What happened to your fur? Why are your legs straight and not curved? Where did this building come-”
“Please, no more questions!” Pinkie nodded and zipped her mouth up. Quite literally. “Well, I suppose that works. Now, anybody- I mean anypony that would like to be on the show please enter the restaurant?” The crowd began to murmur as Jean stepped aside, allowed any access to the building.
The first one to enter was of course Rainbow Dash. Even though she wasn’t the best cook, she had learned some techniques in her life. Plus, she knew how to use some of the best of Pegasi spices.
The second to enter was none other than the baker herself, Pinkie Pie. After those two, multiple others entered. All were noteworthy for their cooking skill, for their prowess and ability to possibly win this new competition. In total, about thirty ponies ended up entering the building to meet this Chef Ramsay fellow.
As they entered the building, they could help but marvel over the spectacle that was the interior. Posh carpets, smooth stone walls, spectacular lighting. All of these things were some of the major splendities of this new building. They stopped as they all saw a tall man before them.
His attire was composed of a white jacket with buttons keeping it held together, breasted over the other side. Black pants, the likes of which looked to be perfectly tailored for him. Rarity was the first to notice his fashion sense, thinking it to actually not all that bad.
“Good morning, ponies. My name is Gordon Ramsay, but please do call me Chef Ramsay, or just Chef. You probably have a lot of questions as to where I’ve come from and what I am. Allow me answer the second one. I’m a human, from the planet Earth. I’ve come here with the grace of your Princesses, Celestia and Luna.” The ponies began to murmur about themselves, causing Chef Ramsay to clear his throat loudly. “While you are in my restaurant, I demand your absolute respect.”
“You see, in my world I host a show called Hell’s Kitchen. A competition where two teams are pitted against each other to win a chance to be my head chef at one of my restaurants. That and a salary of a quarter million dollars. I’ve had 10 successful seasons; 10 winners. To switch things up, I’ve decided to come here to host the 11th season here!”
“If you’re wondering how I know of your planet, then allow me to summarize that. You’re a TV show on my world. With the help of the top scientist on Earth, I managed to get in contact with your Princesses, who are quite aware of my show. It didn’t take much to convince them to allow me to host it here. So here I am! Now, do you have any questions I didn’t answer?”
“What’s the prize?!” He looked at Pinkie Pie, who was jumping up and down.
“I’ll be giving the winner this entire restaurant to run how they see fit. That, plus the Princesses have allowed me a quarter million bits to give to the winner.” Pinkie fell to the floor onto her haunches and allowed her jaw to drop. She just imagined all of the parties she could throw with that amount of bits.
“So, where is this blue team?” Rainbow Dash stepped forward and began to look around the restaurant.
“Don’t worry, Rainbow. You’ll be given your jacket and be excused from the signature dish challenge. After that, you’ll be just another contestant. Jean will show you to the blue teams’ dorm. Any more questions, or can we start the first challenge?” Silence prevailed over the room, indicating Chef Ramsay to continue. “Jean, please show Rainbow to her room. The rest of you, line up at the serving table.
The remaining 28 ponies did as asked and made their ways to the front of the serving line. They all watched as Rainbow followed the man named Jean into some doors at the back of the kitchen. After they were gone, they all directed their attention back to Chef Ramsay.
“Allow me to explain how this works.” He began to pace back and forth. “You all will cook for me. Some of you with meager skills will be put to the test, while those with the cooking competence of garbage workers will be chopped out. During each challenge you will go through Hell. Your spirits will break. Your hands- I mean hooves will ache. In your dishes your blood, sweat, tears, but mostly blood, will be used to make each dish. And I will be there every step of the way to make sure you don’t burn down this kitchen. Do I make myself clear?”
“Y-yes, Chef.” Most if not all of the ponies were staring wide eyed at the man before them as the realization of what they had gotten themselves into revealed itself.
“Anybody- I mean anypony that knows they are too weak to survive here, there’s the door.” He pointed back at the door with his finger. “And you better well wipe your hooves off on the mat, because I don’t like failure trailing on the floor!” Six ponies immediately darted out of the restaurant, not looking back for one moment.
“That’s six wastes of time I don’t have to deal with. Who else?” he asked, glaring at the remaining contestants with his arms crossed. “And may I remind you this will be televised live, before all of Equestria and Earth. Everyone will see every blunder and idiotic mistake you make. Are you prepared for that?” With a gulp, all of the ponies nodded. “Good, now get into the kitchen and make your signature dishes. Don’t insult me by making utter crap and trying to pass it off as food. One last thing: only 17 of you will be staying.”
“Yes, Chef.” The remaining 22 ponies split evenly into the different kitchens. All the while, Gordon simply stood there with his arms crossed as per usual.
Each of the ponies had a different outlook on the foodstuffs that they had before them to cook with. There was a plethora of meats, vegetables, spices, etc. to choose from. At first, everypony went for the vegetables, since they were more accustomed to it. Upon realizing that Chef Ramsay was looking for those that dared, some started to grab different slabs of various kinds of meats. “Come one, its meat! It’s already dead, so it won’t hurt you!” Still, no ponies ventured further. “Guess we’re eating vegan tonight,” he sighed, facepalming at the implications.
“Come on! You only got thirty minutes to make a marvelous dish! And make sure it’s actually edible! I don’t want my stomach pumped the first day here!” Fluttershy was the last to exit the kitchen, a plentiful amount of vegetables with her. This brought upon a raised eyebrow by Chef Ramsay, but he allowed her a chance to impress him using only vegetables.
For 28 minutes, the ponies prepared their best dishes, all the while stressing over trying to be perfect. The strive for perfection left a few with a single minute left, but their dishes still needing to be plated. And all the while Ramsay would say, “An epileptic first grader can chop this better,” or, “boiled, this feels like it was still in the deep waters of Antarctica!”
As the clock reached the last ten seconds, Ramsay began to count down. “Ten, nine,” terror of failing began to strike the hearts of some ponies as they started to plate their food. “Six, five,” The ones that had plated their food rushed to the front and placed it onto a platter, placing the cover over it. “Three, two,” The ones that had been behind finished plating their dishes and dashed them to the front. “One. Okay, stop!” All of the ponies immediately stepped back to signify they were no longer preparing or plating.
“I’ll be calling you up one by one to present you dishes. If it’s -god willing- good, then you’ll be allowed to go back in line. If it’s inedible or even insulting to my tastes buds to the slightest, you’ll be finding yourself walking your merry flanks out of my restaurant. Now, first up... Lyra. Did I pronounce that right? Hell, I don’t care. Just get up here.”
He sat down as a light aquamarine mare stepped forward with dish wrapped carefully in her magic. “Stop, stop! Wrong! I’ll say this only once, so you better hear me now. I won’t tolerate the use of magic. I’ll allow it to slide this one time, but from now on, no magic! It’s an unfair advantage to those that can’t use it.” Lyra quickly placed the dish onto the table and stood straight as he nodded to her to reveal it.
“I made a Risotto al Pomodoro for you today, Chef.” Ramsay raised an eyebrow at the revelation that she was aware of what a risotto was, let alone how to make it. She lifted the platter lid, revealing a dish with white rice carefully prepared with the occasional tomato thrown within. She pushed it over to him, allowed him to look it over.
“The plating could be better, but it’s not dreadful. You should learn to split your tomatoes up a bit so that the flavor is absorbed in every part of the dish.” That said, he got a fair spoonful of the dish onto a spoon and raised it to his mouth. Lyra held her breath as she put the spoon in his mouth. For about seven seconds, he chewed, his face not indicating whether enjoyed it or not.
“The rice is a bit undercooked, but the use of basil is spot on. I’m disappointed in the positioning of the tomatoes, but you still managed to have the rice absorb the flavor. Overall, it’s not bad, but it’s sure to not be the worst thing I have tonight.”
“Thank you, Chef.” Lyra began to levitate the platter, before stopping and instead placing it on her back with her hooves. With extreme balance, she made her way back to the line, allowing the next contestant to step up.
“Next, Fluttershy.” She squeaked softly as her name was called, but quickly walked to the table with her dish on her back. Gingerly, she placed the dish on the table and took the top off.
“I-I M-m-”
“Darling, could you speak up? I feel like I’m listening to a rat. You’re not a rat, are you?”
“N-No, Chef.”
“Then speak up. If you don’t then I’ll be forced to treat you like a rat. Starting with kicking you out of my restaurant for being a vermin.” She squeaked once more and looked away. “Well?” She swallowed hard and looked back up, forcing her voice to be a bit louder.
“I-I made a salad with boiled carrots and homemade vinaigrette.” He overlooked the green and orange plate. Despite there being a small amount of food, it was plated brilliantly, with almost perfect precision expected of someone with nimble fingers.
“Well, the plating is amazing. Not much work to put an uncooked salad together,” he poked it with his fork. “What’s on the lettuce leaves to make them so wet? They’re almost liquid! I could probably strain enough water out of them to have a bath!”
“They were soaked in water with various spices in it. It was to add flavor and I find it is easier to chew when the leaves aren’t so dry.”
“Daring. I like that, but is it daring that gets you a one way ticket out of Hell?” He looked back down the dish as he impaled a few leaves and a carrot onto his force, dipping the food into the red vinaigrette. He smelled it for a moment before placing it into his mouth. Just like with Lyra, his expressionless face told her nothing of what his opinion was. After the longest eight seconds of her life, he swallowed and placed the fork down.
“While the leaves were sliding around my mouth like very skinny slugs, the flavoring was spot on. For not a moment could my taste buds actually decide on a flavor, which is good for a salad of this caliber. On another note, the carrots were a bit overcooked, which disappointed me, as it killed some of the flavor the vinaigrette and leaves gave. Not a bad dish, but work on your carrots, darling.”
“T-Thank you, Chef.” She smiled and grabbed her dish, returning to the line once more.
“Okay, next disappointment, step forward!” he yelled, drumming his fingers impatiently on the table while giving an executioner’s glare to the remaining contestants. With a happy smile, Pinkie made her way forward, the dish balanced perfectly on her mane.
“I swear, if the chefs back on Earth had one tenth of you ponies’ balancing ability, they wouldn’t be klutzes and drop their dish all the time,” he noted, a grimace on his face when he noticed what Pinkie’s dish was.
“Is- did you bring me cupcakes? Look at them! You could get diabetes by just licking them!” he groaned as he sat back down. Just looking at the sugary delights made him get a sugar rush.
“Diabetes? If that’s a fancy word for happiness, then you’re right!” She happily pushed the plate of six cupcakes to Ramsay, causing him to back away slightly as the scent of them entered his nostrils.
“Dear god, I can taste the sugar just from smelling it! What’d you do, pour an entire bag into the batter?” he exclaimed, while reluctantly reaching for one.
“No, half a bag!” He stopped moving the treat to his mouth as this was revealed to him. Placing the sugary delight back onto the platter, he placed a hand on his forehead.
“First off, this show doesn’t pay dental, so I don’t want all my teeth to fall out from my mouth just by taking a bite from this pink monstrosity you call a pastry. Secondly, any chef that uses half a bag of sugar just for a batch of cupcakes is either un-right in the head, or retarded. For you, I’m guessing a mixture of the two.” He pointed a single finger at the door. “You see that door? Become best friends with it, cause you’re about to be better acquainted. Get the hell out of my kitchen!”
“But...” Pinkie’s eye began to water as they widened, giving her a puppy dog look. With a single high pitched scream of sadness, she began to bawl literal waterfalls from her eyes.
While Ramsay could be called an uncaring asshole (and he would agree with you on that), making an adorable, pink pony cry actually moved him. That, and the water was soaking the floor, and he could not stand wet floors in his kitchen “Oh, Jesus. Fine, I’ll at least try them. But if it’s not the best damned cupcake I’ve ever had, you’re going to be watering the flowers outside.” With extreme reluctance, he reached at one of the cupcakes. “If I pass out, you’re paying the hospital bill.”
He slowly bit into the cupcake, leaving a fair sized bite mark in the side. Even though he tried his hardest to maintain his usual uncaring expression, the extreme sweetness of the treat made the corners of his mouth twist upwards. Upon finishing the treat, he placed the remaining cupcake back on the plate and stepped back.
“While I’m sure my teeth canal has been depleted to almost nothing, it wasn’t the worst sugar related thing I ever tasted. While the over sugary taste destroyed nearly everything with the dish, the frosting was light and fluffy while the cupcake was moist with nice consistency. So overall... not bad.”
“So... I can stay?”
“As long as you promise to never rot my insides away like that again. You’re on a tight leash though, so don’t piss me off either.” Pinkie happily jumped into the air as she grabbed her dish and made her way back to the line,
“Three down, which means I’m bound to run into something horrible soon. Next!” Upon his demand, the next pony stepped forward. His jaw fell slightly agape as a small filly stepped forward. “Alright, who let the child in here?”
“Please, at least let me show you what I made! Maybe I’ll get my cutie mark!” Ramsay sighed and rubbed his hands through his hair.
“Fine, I suppose the rules are a bit different here.” Sweetie Belle smiled and jumped onto a nearby chair, placing her dish on the table in front of her.
“I made some potato soup with plenty of spices to increase the flavor!” She pulled the top of the platter off, allowing Ramsay to see the horror before him.
“Oh god! It’s black as the night! What’d you do, pour ash into it?” He quickly waded a spoon throughout the ash like substance, pulling the spoon out which was coated in a black gooey substance. “It’s fucking tar! I could go outside and make pavements with this! If I swallowed this shit I’ll literally be creating a highway to my bloody stomach! What do you want me to do, make my intestines into an intersection?”
“Oh, dang... Thought I made something good. Oh well, back to the drawing board!”
“Here, take this with you. Maybe you can get your cutie mark in construction! Ridiculous... Next!” He took a seat down as Applejack stepped forward with an apple fritter. As she sat it down and revealed the golden brown fritter, he sighed.
“What’s with you ponies and the sweets? God, I’m pretty sure that if you had diabetes here, the insulin company would be rich!” he sighed as the plate was pushed in front of him. Grabbing his fork, he began to poke gently on the crust.
“You have a glorious crust. A bit overcooked on the bottom, but nothing too serious looking.” He punctured into the shell, allowing gooey apple to slowly seep out. “It’s filled brilliantly. Not too much and not too little.” Swiftly, he scooped a generous amount of the filling with a fair amount of the shell onto his fork and placed it into his mouth.
“Secret family recipe. Ah’m sure ya’ll love it.” He finished chewing and swallowed, placing the fork back down next to the dish.
“There’s something in there. What did you put in there?” He gently tapped his napkin against his mouth.
“Apple and the secret family recipe to add some sweetness.”
“Well?”
“Pears.”
“P-pears... In an apple fritter. You’re either completely insane, or the most glorious culinary inventor to ever make a fritter. Probably both. Either way, I want everypony to come up here and taste this! Come on, don’t dilly dally. This is what I expect of you when you cook for me!” Everypony in line stepped forward and took a bite from the fritter. “Get creative with what you do, but never cross any boundaries. And remember: daring to be great can lead you to be a miserable failure.”
“Thank ya so much!”
“Yeah, don’t get all excited. It may have been good, but it wasn’t the best fritter I’ve had. A big head won’t be able to fit through an apron. Back in line with you. Next!” His eyes glared at Berry Punch as she stepped forward.
“Hello, Chef,” she slurred, as she placed the dish on the table. “Today I made for you a grilled chicken soaked in apple cider to give it a sweet flavor.” Ramsay raised an eyebrow.
“Apple cider? Well, at least it’s meat. I thought I was going to turn into the green giant at the rate of vegetables I was eating.” He poked at the chicken for a moment before grabbing his knife and slicing into it, revealing the inside to be white. “Well, it’s not raw. Feels a bit rubbery though.” He took the piece of chicken and placed it into his mouth. For ten seconds he chewed, before eventually spitting it out into the trash can nearby.
“This chicken is so rubbery that goodwill called and asked for the recipe! Honestly, I don’t even know what to say. It’s sad because the flavoring is really good. But I felt like I was literally chewing a flavored tire! Disappointing.” He picked the plate up, throwing it into the trash can. “Maybe you can use that sorry excuse for chicken to make some wheels to aid your exit from my kitchen.”
“Thank you, chef.” Everypony watched as Berry Punch made her way out the double doors, not once looking back. She stumbled a bit on exit, apparently sampling some of the cider for her dish before leaving.
“If any of the chicken is even half as rubbery as that, I’m starting a fucking tire company. Next!” The next pony up was none other than the baker, Donut Joe. Apparently he had been making a delivery from Canterlot when the restaurant showed up.
“Hello, Chef. My name is Donut Joe, Joe for short.” Ramsay gave the pony the death stare.
“Did I ask what your name was?”
“No, sorry, Chef. I made you a donut upside down cake, infused with apples to give it a super sweet flavor.” He revealed the dish, which looked like a brick of cooked dough with icing on top.
“Is that a donut upside down cake or a piece of burnt bread with icing on top?”
“Donut upside down cake, Chef.” Ramsay sighed and sliced through it with his fork.
“Is it supposed to be this moist?” he asked, while raising the fork, a thin liquid dripping from it.
“Um, no, Chef.”
“Fuck me, you fucking doughnut! A good donut upside down cake needs at least an hour to bake! Look at this!” he yelled, while slicing into the pastry once more. “Fucking raw! There is enough liquid here to quench the thirst of a drought stricken village in the desert! Bugger off, you soggy piece of pastry dough.”
“I’m sorry, chef.”
“Yeah? Well go be sorry for yourself outside. Take this with you so you have something to cry into! It’ll absorb the tears for eons!” He pushed the plate back to Joe, who promptly picked it up, placed it on his back and walked out. “Calls himself a baker and can’t even make a fucking donut cake. Alright, my patience is wearing thin! Next!” Twilight gulped as she walked forward with the dish on her back. Gently, she placed it onto the table before Chef Ramsay. “Well, at least it smells good.”
“Thank you, chef.” She raised the platter lid to reveal a glorious golden brown beef wellington. “Today I have a beef wellington. I ran into the recipe one day while reading a book of ancient Equestrian cuisine. Of course, that didn’t use meat, but I got creative!”
“Sweetheart, I didn’t ask for a history lesson, and I don’t like show offs. The only eggheads I want in my kitchen are the ones that are in a small white or brown oval form, am I clear?”
“Yes, Chef.”
“Good.” He examined the wellington before grabbing his fork. “The outer pastry is well cooked, which is hard to do while cooking it well enough to make the inside cooked too. If I cut into this, is the meat going to be cooked or raw?”
“Cooked, Chef. I wasn’t sure how you liked it, so I cooked it medium rare.” He simply stared at the mare before slicing down the middle of the wellington with his knife. Inside was a well done brown meat with red in the center. “It looks cooked,” he touched the middle with his finger, “and the center is warm. Most of all, it’s juicy.” He sliced off a fair portion and impaled it with his fork, raising it first to his nose then to his mouth. After finishing, he wiped his mouth with his napkin and placed his utensils back down.
“It’s perfect. Everything from the spices to the perfect amount of juices in the meat. I think this may very well be the best dish I’ve tasted all day. Good job. Keep cooking like that and you may just earn my respect. And by respect, I mean I won’t consider you a waste of breathable oxygen.”
“Thank you, Chef.” She smiled as she picked the plate back up, placing it gently onto her back and making her way back to the line.
“Okay, next! If this next one is even half as good as that last dish, then I’ll die a happy man.” He waited as a grey wall eyed mare with golden eyes stepped forward. Despite her ditzy walking, she somehow managed to keep the food on her back.
“Hi, Mr. Chef!”
“Stop, did you just call me Mr. Chef?”
“Sorry, Chef. I’m not used to calling people chef!” The mare clumsily placed the plate onto the table, pushing it to Chef Ramsay. She moved the platter cover to reveal a perfect looking blueberry muffin. “I normally don’t like blueberry, but I thought you’d like the color!” She stepped back as her eyes moved in various directions trying to focus on Ramsay.
“Are you alright? You don’t need to sit down or something, do you?”
“Sorry, sir- Chef. I’m always like this. Don’t worry, though! I know how to cook.”
“I’ll be the judge of that...” He picked up the muffin and touched the top and bottom. “Seems to be the perfect moisture, although the top is a tiny bit rubbery.” With an expressionless glare, he bit into the muffin. A few seconds later, he placed it back onto the tray and looked the mare in her eyes. Or rather the eye that was actually focused on him.
“I’ll be honest. I have no idea how you made something like this when you can’t even focus your eyes. You’re clumsy beyond all regard and it’ll probably be a bad idea to put you in my kitchen. But this muffin is moist, the flavors perfection, so I’ll allow you a chance. Back in line and for God’s sake, try to stand straight!”
“Thank you, chef!” She picked up the plate and somehow made her way back to the line without dropping it.
“That’s two good dishes in a row. If I get a third one, I’ll literally stand on this table and do a backflip in joy and waltz with the frickin’ Princess. Next!” He stared emotionless at the next pony that walked up, this one a mare with three smiling flowers on her flank. Cherilee placed the dish onto the table and revealed a brown stew.
“Oh, God! Did you put mud in there? It’s atrocious looking! Never would I serve that to even a homeless man.”
“Oh, dear... I guess the color settled to the bottom!”
“More like your brain settled into your ass! I’m afraid to even taste this!”
“I assure you that it has flavor.”
“Sure, the flavor of mud and failure.” He reluctantly grabbed a spoon and picked up a small spoonful. “Look at this! The water has separated from the rest of the stew! I could strain the water from this and be left with a spoonful of brown mush that looks like something that came from someone’s arse!” He raised the spoon to his mouth and placed it into his mouth. Fortunately for her, he didn’t spit it out.
“There is flavoring in there, but it’s extremely diluted by the water in there. I have absolutely no idea what went wrong, but it ended up with you walking out of here. Go on, bugger off.” Cherilee frowned and walked out of the restaurant through the double doors. “Actually, I think I’d sooner eat mud than this... whatever this is.” He sighed as he tossed the dish into the trash, taking his seat again. “One more down, leaving us with only 18 remaining. One more of you will be leaving tonight, so you better damn well hope that you cooked something more edible than that.” He gestured for the next pony to step forward.
“Glorious morning, Chef.” Rarity placed her dish gracefully onto the table.
“What are you, Mary Poppins?”
“Uhm... anyways, I have prepared a splendous chocolate trifle with strawberries.” She pulled the lid off of the platter, revealing a marvelous trifle of very high caliber.
“It looks marvelous! As luck would have it, trifles are my favorite dessert. That also means it very bloody well be a damned good trifle.” He picked his spoon up and slowly stuck it down to the bottom of the glass container. “The gelatin at the bottom is the perfect thickness and the sponge cake is perfectly cooked.” he complimented, while digging a fair share of the gelatin, cake, and cream from the container. He stared at the colors of the desert as he placed the spoon into his mouth. A moment later, he placed the utensil down and wiped his mouth.
“The gelatin was excellent and complimented the sponge cake perfectly. The crème however, felt a little heavy for the lightness of the cake, which threw the proportions off. Other than that, it’s one of the most visually pleasing sights I’ve set my eyes on so far. That and it did manage to remove the taste of that mud I had to eat a moment ago. Good job.”
“Thank you ever so graciously, Chef.”
“Go on; fly back to the line with your umbrella.” Rarity gracefully picked her dish back up and made her way back to the line, being careful not to even unsettle the smallest of the dish.
“Alright, since we only have one more pony to eliminate, we’re going to up the rules a bit. Please welcome your judges for this season, Celestia.” The sun goddess herself stepped through a set of double door, sitting down at a table with a smile on her face, “Luna.” Luna stepped from a second set of double doors, taking her seat next to her sister, “And Discord!” Instead of coming out of the final set of double doors, Discord revealed himself as the chandelier above the table, falling down in his seat with a cup of tea.
Ramsay smiled as he walked over and shook his hand with the hooves of the two royal sisters and the hand of Discord, who bowed after doing so. “Thank you three for coming,” he said while turning around to the wannabe chefs, “they will be judging all food from now on, with me serving as the fourth judge. Now, you are to step up one after another if you haven’t gone yet. You’re dish will be tasted by these three judges and each will pick a least favorite dish. If they pick three different ones, I will choose which one leaves. Now, please step up and present your dishes.”
One after the other, the remaining ponies stepped forward and presented their dishes. After the remaining 11 contestants had presented their dishes, they awaited the judges to tell them who was leaving.
Of the 11 remaining, there was Big Mac with his T-bone steak; Time Turner (AKA Doctor Whooves) with his fruit tart; Braeburn from Appleloosa with his apple pie; Spike with his fruit cake; Mr. Carrot Cake with his, well, carrot cake; Soarin with his apple tart; Sombra with his devil food cake; Bon Bon with her chocolate bon bons; Gustav the Gryphon with his chocolate éclair; Sparkler with her glistening cookies; and Shining Armor with a tortellini.
Upon finishing tasting the final dish, the judges began to think upon which dish was the worst. Celestia and Luna both had palettes dating back thousands of years, so they knew what was and wasn’t good. And Discord, well... He made chocolate rain. Out of cotton candy clouds! It goes without saying that he had excellent taste in food. Even if he did eat the plate of one of the dishes instead of the actual dish.
“Celestia, your worst dish and why?” he asked, while raising his fingers in a tented position to his mouth.
“Well, I wasn’t that fond of the glistening cookies. While very colorful and visually stimulating, the actual cookies were just too powdery and dried my mouth.” Ramsay nodded and turned to Luna.
“Luna, least favorite dish and why?”
“I found the T-bone steak to be a bit dry. The sauce managed to luckily save that, but a good steak should always be moist without additional help.”
“Thank you. Finally, Discord, worst dish and why?”
“Those bon bons! Dreadful! You call those chocolate? I’ve had mud that tasted more chocolate than that! Granted, it was mud that was from chocolate milk rain, but you get my point! And how boringly sane were they? Honestly, no attempt to make them fun at all!”
“Thank you, judges. It looks like we have a tie between the three worst dishes. Bon Bon, Big Mac, Sparkler, please step up front.” The three traded glances at each other as they stepped forward. “I aim to only find the best in chefs. You three obviously don’t have what it takes, but two of you will be fortunate enough to be given a second chance. One of you, however, will be leaving and never returning.” Ramsay neared the table and tried each of the dishes, not indicating with his expressions which one he found horrible.
“Judges, a moment of your time please.” The four judges departed into the back room of the kitchen for about three minutes. The longest three minutes of the three unfortunate enough to be on the chopping block. As they returned, Chef Ramsay sighed and looked at the three contestants.
“The one going home tonight is…” He sighed once more. “Big Mac.” The tall stallion sighed and began to step forward.
“Back in line.” His frown turned to a relieved smile as he made his way back to the line.
Everypony held their breath as Gordon Ramsay sighed a final time (dramatic effect takes a lot out of a guy). Everything stopped for the two on the chopping block as he put his hands together and prepared to point. “The one that is leaving Hell’s Kitchen is...”
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	“I’m sorry, Sparkler. But your short time in Hell’s Kitchen is over. Those cookies looked like they could be used in a disco and tasted like the bottom of Elvis’ foot. Matter a fact, that’s all they could be used for. Please exit the kitchen, and thank you for wasting my time.”
“Thank you, Chef.” Sparkler sighed and made her way out of the kitchen. With a sigh, Bon Bon began to make her way back to the line.
“Hey, numbnuts! Where do you think you’re going? I’m not done yet!” Bon Bon stiffened and quickly made her way back to chopping block as Ramsay stood over her. “Let’s get one thing fucking straight right now. You don’t do anything unless I say do it. Likewise, you jump when I say jump. There’s a thousand foot drop, you better fucking dive like  pro when I say so. Am I understood?” 
“Y-yes, Chef.”
“Bloody chipper. Not get your arse back in line.” She nodded and quickly made her way back to the line. “Alright, everypony listen up!” The ponies all gave the cross armed, chef their full attention. Even though he looked slightly angry, he spoke with a lighter tone.
“You all are the best of the best, at least from what I’ve seen so far. Consider yourself lucky, because not everypony has a chance to cook in my kitchen!” he glared at the lot with judgemental eyes, just daring for one of them to step out of line so he can tear them a new one and fuck it good. “Now, I want you all to split into different teams. Since we have a perfectly even number of males versus females, I’m going to split you into teams based on your sex.
“All males are to report to the red team, all females report to the blue team. But wait! Im not done yet! If you’ll turn around, I’d like you to meet you Sous chefs. For the blue team, Chef Andi!” Ramsay smiled wide enough to show his white teeth as the chef emerged from a door in the blue team’s kitchen.
“Hello, ponies.”
“Andi will be the de-facto leader of the blue kitchen, making sure you all get your dishes up when I’m not there. She’ll also teach you anything about cooking that you don’t know. Also, for the red team: Scott!” Ramsay crossed his arms as a fair sized man with a bald head that reflected the light walked out of a door in the red kitchen. “Get used to that blindingly bald head, red team!” 
All of the ponies began to stomp their hooves against the floor in applause, much to the displeasure of Gordon. “Stop! I can hear my dishes rattling from that racket!” he shouted above the cheering, causing the ponies to all stop dead. “Thank God. I thought Graham Elliot was coming down the hall from all that noise. Now, please step up the the judges table one at a time to receive your specially made kitchen utensils.” 
The judges smiled as one pony after the other stepped forward, save for Discord who was juggling knives and not paying any mind to the happenings around him. Still, he gave a slight nod to each pony as they stepped forward, tossing a knife into their kit skillfully as they walked by. As the last pony stepped forward, Discord tossed his second to last knife in their kit, juggling the final knife in one hand.
“Discord, if you could please present their jackets?”
“I still think it’d be funny if you had them wearing tutus, but eh...” he whined, tossing the final knife into the air above the contestants. They all winced as the knife began its dive back to the earth, turning into a set of 17 jackets, 8 red, 9 blue. With a snap of his fingers, the jackets all appeared onto the ponies.
“Alright, sous chefs, could you please show these ponies to their dorms?” Ramsay asked, uncrossing his arms and walking over to the judges table.
“Yes, chef.” the two responded, gesturing their relevant teams to follow them. The ponies looked over the mess that was in the kitchen from their hectic cooking as they walked back through it. Everywhere, there were pots and pans, all covered in some food grime. They felt sorry for whoever had to clean the mess.
“Stop there!” Ramsay yelled, his voice causing almost all of the ponies to jump. “You didn’t think it was that easy, did you? If you did, then you’re in for a shit time in this kitchen,” Ramsay shouted, while crossing his arms once more. “The entire time the judges and I were tasting your dishes, we were keeping score.” This revelations caused the ponies to all stiffen.
“The final tally is three for the red team and five for the blue team,” he announced, smiling slightly at the blue team. “Congratulations ladies! Head up to your dorm and leave your jackets. Come outside once you are ready.” The mares all cheered lightly, following a smiling Andi into the back room.
“Red team,” Ramsay sighed and rubbed his brow, “What an utter disappointment. I’m at a loss for words at this. Out of nine of you, only three were good enough to get a point. Do me a favor and turn around, or are you going to fuck that up?” The red team quickly turned around and looked into the kitchen. 
“Do you see that mess? I want it all completely spotless by nighttime. If there is so much as a stain on my kitchen, you’ll be nothing but a stain in the history of Hell’s Kitchen. Am I understood?”
“Yes, Chef.”
“Piss off,” he snapped, shaking his head as he made his way to the exit. He waited outside while the red team began to slave away at trying to make the kitchen completely spotless. Meanwhile, in the blue dorm, the mares were telling Rainbow of what happened, while they placed their jackets neatly on the beds they claimed.
“That guy needs to take a chill pill, you know? I wasn’t even there, but I could hear some of his yelling from up here.”
“Hey Rainbow, do you even know how to cook?” Applejack asked, tossing her jacket lazily onto the bed. “I mean, you don’t do much other than fly around and sleep.”
“Yeah, I have to cook for myself up in my house.”
“Good, because that guy ain’t no easy pleasin’.
“Yeah, I can tell.” The mares all looked at each other as they finished prepping for whatever Gordon had prepared for them.
“Well, here’s to hoping that he has something good in store for us!” Twilight exclaimed, obviously excited at this coming of events. “If he even talks about the place he is from, I’ll be happy enough to explode! I mean, he traveled from another universe entirely! I can’t wait to ask him abo-” she was immediately cut off by Rainbow’s hoof being shoved into her mouth.
“Can it, egghead,” Rainbow playfully hissed, her eyes rolling. “He’s probably just going to treat us to dinner or something like that.”
“Could you two please stop musing? We’ll find out as soon as we get down there, so sitting up here wondering isn’t going to do us any good!” Bon Bon said, trying to push to two out of the dorm.
“Jeez, would you calm down? I’m leaving.” Rainbow retorted, making her way out of the dorm with a flick of her tail. As soon as she stepped out, the others began to follow soon after. The moment they stepped into the kitchen, they were greeted with the sight of the stallions all cleaning the kitchen like their lives depended on it.
“Having fun, boys?” a couple mares said, with sing song tones. The mares all laughed as they made their ways outside, the stallions all rolling their eyes in annoyance. One by one, they made their ways outside. As they did, they were greeted with the sight of Ramsay, Celestia, Luna, and Discord, who was busy doing a backstroke in mid air.
“Ah, good. You’re finally here. As you know, you won the signature dish challenge. You should know, I reward good cooking. That’s why I’ve prepared a very nice trip for you all, as well as me and the judges.” he announced, smiling as Celestia stepped forward.
“Using all of our combined powers, Luna, Discord, and I will be transporting this group to the planet of earth. There, you will all be allowed to enjoy the pleasantries that earth has to offer.”
“Imagine the chaos that colorful ponies will cause in a world of such dull humans,” Discord chimed in, teleporting himself in front of Celestia. “No offence, Gordon. You’re definitely interesting to say the least.”
“Don’t worry, using our magic, an illusion spell will be cast around all of us, save for Mr. Ramsay, that makes us appear as humans to the people of earth.” she proudly said, Discord groaning in frustration.
“Celly, you never let anything fun happen! Honestly, a bit of chaos will do wonders for you!” Discord replied, squeezing her cheeks. “A bit of chaos a day keeps the sanity away! Or something like that. I can’t be bothered to remember all of these sayings,” he groaned, throwing a stack of papers he inexplicably gained from nowhere.
“You two done?” Ramsay asked, beginning to grow slightly annoyed at the antics of Discord. 
“I’m never done with chaos, but I suppose I can refrain myself for a few moments. Do be quick though, since I grow quite anxious from all this boringness.”
“Right... Anyways, as Celestia just said, we’ll be taking a day long trip to Earth. You’ll all still be in your bodies, but you’ll appear as humans to others. For this trip, we’ll be going to a beautiful city: Las Vegas!”
“Is that anything like Las Pegasus?” Rainbow asked, her wing raised into the air.
“I’ve no idea since I don’t gamble with rich drunkards, so you’ll just have to find out yourself. Judges, if you would?” Before any of the ponies could even protest, they found themselves surrounded in a force field formed by the magic of Celestia, Luna, and Discord combined.
With a stereotypical flash of white light, the group found themselves outside in a strange looking place. Compared to their world, everything was so... Realistic looking. While everything in their world was colorful and bright, this world seemed to have more lighting to it, giving it darker shadows and much more detailed landscapes.
“Whoa,” Rainbow gasped, her mouth open, “this is trippy.” She began to walk forward onto the large straight cement pathway, the one of which had several white lines going down it with a single yellow line going down the very middle.
“Hey, don’t walk there!” Ramsay yelled, pulling the curious pony back just in time for a car to zoom by. “Perhaps I should have explained how things work here... Just follow me and you’ll all be fine, understood?” The ponies all nodded in agreement. “Good. Follow me.” 
They watched as Ramsay looked both ways before crossing the street, none of the metal behemoths coming from either way. As they followed him, none could help but examine the tall buildings around them. Compared to their world, this was incredibly big. And bright. Lights of various colors were coating the sides of buildings, all of which were various hues of all kinds of different colors.
Rarity, of course, was dumbfounded at the sight. “Oh... my... holy... mustache of Celestia.” Her strange comment served to get her a very strange glance from Celestia. “Why have these not been invented in Equestria? Imagine how beautiful my boutique would be!”
“You think it’s nice now, wait until night time. Which is,” Ramsay looked at his watch, “about an hour from now.”
“So, where are we going anyways?” Twilight asked, her thirst for knowledge growing every second as she traversed this new realm of existence. “Ooh, is there a library there?”
“Keep asking questions and you’d make a good omelette, you egghead.” Ramsay remarked with a laugh. “We’re going to Caesars Palace, a very nice building in which you’ll be provided a suitable reward for not delivering absolute shit.”
“What kind of reward?” Pinkie asked, a wide grin plastered on her face as she jumped in front of Ramsay. As you would imagine, the human version of her cast by the illusion looked quite weird jumping up and down.
“You all will be having only the most spectacular of food offered in the dining hall. It’s all you can eat and it’s on me. Don’t go eating too much though, since I don’t want you throwing up in my kitchen when we get back.”
“Don’t worry about me, I once ate an entire cake in one bite! It wasn’t an ordinary cake either, no this was a cake larger than Princess Celestia herself! Actually, I did get a slight tummy ache later that night, but it went away after I had an entire batch of cupcakes!”
“How are you not dead?!” He asked, his expression that of concern.
“You can’t die by sweets, silly!” Pinkie poked Ramsay’s nose, causing him to frown in disapproval. 
“Did... did you just poke my nose?”
“Maybe,” she giggled, “or did you poke my hoof with your nose?”
“I... no words can ever reply to that... Let’s just go get some real food. The dreadful taste of the red team’s food is still lingering on my taste buds like the black plague of flavor.”
Everypony went wide eyed at the sight of Caesars Palace before them, a splendid building that put even Celestia’s castle to shame. A large fountain stood at the front, shooting gallons of water into the air before falling back down into the pool around it.
While this amazed the ponies beyond all reason, they were more amazed by the overall architecture of the building. Compared to their homes, it was a bit plain, but yet it still seemed so amazing to them.
“Welcome to the glorious Caesars Palace, home to some of the best foods you can get in Las Vegas.”
“And I thought Luna’s Palace in Las Pegasus was amazing...” Rainbow gasped, her eyes filled with wonder. “What I wouldn’t give to fly up there and look over this city. Oh, man... That would be awesome!”
“Don’t even try it. What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas, but nobody would be able to keep a flying female with rainbow hair locked away in the secrets of the city.”
“You’re world may be better looking than ours, but it’s soooo boring!” Rainbow said, her eyes rolling.
“Quit complaining and get inside the building, you airhead sour belt,” he ordered, shoving Rainbow into the building. Their reaction to the inside was even more than that of the one to outside. Double that and add the feeling when they had their first Pinkie Pie cupcake, and that’s pretty much their reaction.
“Whoa... It’s so big!” all the ponies exclaimed in unison, the doorman staring at them with a shake of his head.
“Welcome to Caesars Palace! Are you the Ramsay party?”
“No, I’m just carrying their luggage for them. Of course we’re the Ramsay group!” Ramsay yelled, obviously annoyed at the idiotic question.
“Sorry, sir. Your table is waiting for you. Please enjoy yourselves and enjoy your stay at Caesars Palace.” The ponies thanked him as they walked by, Rarity the most of the group.
As they took a seat at their table, a waiter immediately walked up and showed them the menu. Meanwhile, back in Hell’s Kitchen, the blue team was still trying their hardest to clean the mess in the kitchen.
“Remind me again why we’re doing this?” the Doctor asked.
“Because none of you can cook!” Gustav yelled, his feathers rustled (quite literally) by the stress of cleaning such a large kitchen.
“No, I mean why are we in this contest? I just joined because I had nothing better to do.” he replied, still lazily wiping a pot clean of something brown that he was sure said ‘kill me’.
“I’m in it to win this building! Finally I can have a respectable business” Gustav answered, wiping his hands on a nearby towel.
“I’m here so I can spend all the bits on gems! I can just tastes them now... Shame Chef doesn’t have any here. He’s missing out!” Spike said, his hands helping the cleaning along more than the ponies could do with hooves. “What about you, Shining?”
“I had to get away from Canterlot and honestly, Cadence is getting a bit needy lately. I think being the Princess of the Crystal Empire has spoiled her a bit. Just needed a bit of time away, so I thought this would be the perfect excuse to leave. Plus, 250,000 bits sounds amazing!” he explained, his want to use his magic obviously extreme. “I’m more worried about why -and how- he’s here,” he said, glaring at Sombra.
“Crystals...” he snarled, reluctantly cleaning the tops of nearby stoves. 
“Yeah, that helps... I suppose I’m stuck with you, at least until you get kicked off. I’ll work with you, but won’t like it, so watch yourself, Sombra,” Shining threatened.
“Of... course...”
“Anyways, what about you Big Mac? Didn’t figure you much for a cook.”
“Eeyup.”
“Uh... I meant, what are you here for?”
“Help the farm,” Big Mac answered, his large hooves amazingly nimble at cleaning the delicate dishes.
“Ya’ll still quiet as I can see it, eh Big Mac?” Braeburn asked, his usual happy southern accent waking the room from its somberness. “Better learn to speak more if we’re to win this thing! If I win, I’m gonna use the bits to upgrade Appleloosa to a thriving town, while keeping its charm of course. Probably just give the building to Big Man and Applejack.”
“What about you two?” Shining asked, the last two looking at him.
“Well, me and the missus need a place to raise our foals.” Mr. Carrot Cake responded, obviously not at all phased by cleaning the kitchen. He had to clean messes worse than this on a day to day basis on accord of Pinkie Pie. “Plus, we’re thinking of giving the business to Pinkie. She’s helped out so much, so we thought we’d pay her back by giving it to her.”
“That’s kind of you,” Spike said, yawning as he looked left and right to ensure none of the sous chefs were looking, before burning the crust off of a dish. “You’re the last one Soarin. Never thought you knew how to cook.”
“I’m honestly about ready to quit the Wonderbolts, “Soarin sighed. “The fact that we have to remain slim ruins my ability to have as much pie as I want, not to mention that we have to eat fairly healthy enough to maintain good health. If I win, imagine the pie I could buy and the pie I could make with this building!” 
Everypony, or griffin, or basically everything, grumbled as Soarin finished his ranting about his taste for pie. It didn’t seem too important, and now he was making a big fuss about it as they continued cleaning up the kitchen.
“Guess this goes to show that we better cook our best every single time we have to. Who knows what will be a contest,” Gustav said, placing a dish on top of a neatly stacked pile of clean dishes.
“You got that right...” The ponies all continued to clean, hoping to be done soon. Meanwhile, the blue team was revelling in their victory back in Vegas.
“And that’s how Equestria was made!” Pinkie exclaimed, finishing up the final part of her story. Everyone rolled their eyes at the final part, especially the two Princesses and Discord, who knew how Equestria was really made.
“Pinkie, your stories never cease to amaze me,” Discord said. “Honestly, they are all completely mad and half of them don’t even follow a plot! I love it!”
“If you all are finished, I have arranged a surprise for you all.”
“Another surprise?!” Pinkie gasped, quite loudly in fact. “I don’t think this night can get any better! Well, maybe if the building floods with apple juice or chocolate milk, but I don’t think that’s going to happen. Well, Discord is here, so it might.”
“Pinkie, in all due respect... shut up,” Gordon scolded, having had to listen to her talk throughout the entire meal. She had actually talked so much and so loudly that all of the nearby tables were empty.
“But I still haven’t told you about the time I accidentally swallowed a parasprite! Actually, I never told anypony that. It was about seven years ago, back before I had moved to Pony-”
“For the love of god, would someone stuff an entire loaf of bread into her mouth or something?”
“-don’t remember what time of day it was, I think night. I was with a couple of my-” Before she could finish, Discord reluctantly zipped her lips together. Despite this, Pinkie still murmured on through her lips, trying her hardest to finish the story.
“Oh, god... Does she have a mute button?” His fears were confirmed as everyone shook their heads at him. Rubbing his brow, he leaned forward and rested his head in the palm of his hand. “This is going to be a long season.”
“And that’s why I don’t like parasprites. Anyways, what was this surprise you were talking about?” Pinkie exclaimed, somehow breaking even the magic of Discord that held her mouth closed.
“If you shut up for five fucking minutes, I’ll tell you, you overexcited bag of annoyingness.”
“My lips are sealed,” she said, literally closing her mouth so tight that her lips fused together.
“Final fucking lee. I’m a bit worried about how exactly you did that, but frankly, I could care less just to have you shut up for five minutes. Now...” Ramsay stood as he wiped his mouth on his napkin. “I’ve booked us for a late night show in a very nearby casino.”
“Sweet beard of myself,” Discord groaned, “please tell me it’s not fruity ballerinas prancing about in their tutus.”
“Actually,” Gordon replied, “it’s quite the opposite. We’re going to see a comedian by the name of Gabriel Iglesia, also known as the Fluffy Comedian. I’m not a big fan of his routines, but I figured you all might enjoy it.”
“Ooh, is he made out of cotton candy? Marshmallows? What about-”
“Pinkie!”
“Oops, sorry!” Pinkie giggled, zipping her mouth up once more.
“Come on, the show should be starting soon.” Without any hesitancy, the ponies happily followed Ramsay as he exited out into the night air. While everything was dark, everything was so bright; illuminated by the many brilliant lights that speckled the air, streets, and buildings of Vegas.
“This is night in your world?” Luna asked, displeased at the amount of lights that ruined the stars. “All this light just ruins the sky!”
“But at least you don’t run the risk of walking into a wall from how dark it is, yeah?” Ramsay replied, stating the fact that you can’t see your hoof in front of your face half of the time at night in Ponyville.
“The point of night is to see the stars and constellations!”
“Oh, shut up. We’re here.”
“Just saying...”
The group entered into the large casino, the loud noises of machinery and yelling gamblers immediately filling their ears. Despite Pinkie’s protests at a chance to play some of the fun looking games in the casino, Ramsay pushed her forward to a theatre in the back. Upon arriving, they were seated in the front. Moments later, a very well fed latino man in a Hawaiian shirt took the stage.
“Hello Las Vegas! You know, last time I was here, you all were so kind to me that I just had to come back!” As the entire crowd clapped for the comedian, the red team found themselves finishing up in the kitchen.
“Finally!” A voice called from inside the kitchen, probably that of Spike’s.
“Took you all long enough,” Scott yelled, looking over the now clean kitchens. “Good job, now go upstairs and start studying the menu. If there is something on there you don’t know how to cook, just ask me and I’ll show you quickly. Other than that, just memorize everything about the menu like your name. You don’t want to be in the service tomorrow without knowing it.”
“Yes, chef,” everypony said, almost un-enthusiastically. Quickly, they all departed upstairs to their dorm., where they began to settled into their beds.
“These things are pretty comfy!” Soarin said, bouncing on the bed twice before allowing himself to sink into the pillowy mattress.
“Don’t get too comfortable. We’ve got a chance to study the menu before the blue team, which means we’ve got a good head start. If we’re lucky, they’ll be too tired when they get back to even read it.” Shining stated, giving the stallions quite a bit of hope.
“Good point!” Spike said, grabbing a menu from his bedside table. “Anypony want to join me at the fireplace?” A bunch of shaking heads responded, causing him to shrug. “More warmth for me.”
“Let’s see... Scallops?” Braeburn read. “Haven’t made one of those in awhile... Risotto, nothing too hard there.” They all continued to read the menu for three hours, memorizing it as if  it was the back of their hoof. Each time they read over a menu item, it was like they forgot the previous one. But finally, after the longest and most boring three hours of their lives, they managed it.
“What time is it?” Shining yawned, looking for a window to peek the outside.
“8:34 P.M.” Spike answered, pointing at a clock on Shining’s bedside table.
“Oh, I saw that. Just uh, testing to see if you knew where it was,” he sheepishly said.
“Uhuh, sure!” Everypony turned as the mares stepped into the hall outside their open door.
“Have fun, girls?” Shining asked, smirking at the fact that they had already memorized the entire menu and now had time to rest and prepare for the next day.	
“Yes, we did.” Rainbow replied, leaning against the door frame as the mares made their way to the blue team dorm. “Did you have fun cleaning our mess?” Rainbow smirked, her cocky attitude never ceasing to prevail.
“Actually, we had a blast! Thanks for asking.” Soarin smiled, staring at Rainbow.
“Yeah, I bet. Anyways, I can’t be seen with you losers. See you tomorrow, where we’ll be out cooking you.” She laughed, making her way back to the red dorm.
“I bet they’ll all just pass right out.” Soarin stated.
“Yeah, we got this in the bag!” The red team all touched hoof with their nearby partners, before turning the lights off and preparing for the next morning.
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