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		Description

Sometimes it takes a swift, metaphorical kick to the head to realize that what is painfully obvious.
Twilight has always been a tame, bookish pony who preferred the calmness of an afternoon inside with the story of her choice to the chaos of any kind of party or night out. Unfortunately for the violet pony, her new title and appendages have ruined any chance of keeping her life the way it was. Further complicating things, as Twilight struggles to accept her new life and responsibilities, she comes across a chance encounter with a rip in reality. This sends her tumbling into an strange adventure and realization that, maybe, things change for a reason.
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                                                                       Twilight Breaks Reality
 Written by LunaOnTheMOOOON
 Part One: Checks and Balances

She had to admit, it had a nice ring to it. 'Princess Twilight Sparkle, your fateful and trusted ruler'.
Although if you stick 'princess' on the beginning of anything it would sound nice, or at least, slightly better.
Despite the title, being a princess wasn't all it's cracked up to be. There's the fancy cake, the fancy dresses and, of course, the everyone-worshiping-you but as Twilight wouldn't tell anyone: Ruling something wasn't on her 'to do' list. It is an honor, everyone looking up to you like that, an honor. That was what Twilight kept telling herself as she threw her body against the door to her soon-to-be new room in the Canterlot  Castle. 
When the metaphorical waters had calmed about the purple pony's new appendages and title, Princess Celestia had popped in to suggest (demand) that Twilight spend a few days at the Castle so she could learn 'how to be a proper princess'. The Princess of the Sun, of course, had not once asked Twilight how she felt about her predicament. Even if she had, what was Twilight supposed to say, " Sorry, your highness, but  you've made a horrible mistake, please change me back"? Nope.
No, Twilights' friends could not come in for a visit. No, not even for a little one. Of course Twilight could come back to her tree-home soon.  
For the first week, Twilight had shared a room with the Princess, and for that first week she had seen none other than Celestia, occasional glimpses of Luna and this one serving-pony who brought her and the Sun Princess various foods. So far, all Twilight had learned was how to eat cake. Celestia even sent Spike on some important mission, somewhere or other.  This was all pretty suspicious behavior. Maybe the Princess had a secret. Maybe she was some kind of ghost that had to feed on alicorn souls to live and was fattening Twilight up to eat her soul. Or something. Rainbow Dash had warned her about reading to much fiction.
With a cry of fury, Twilight charged the enormous, oak door. Emitting a high-pitched groan, it finally gave and the pony tumbled to the hard floor, sending up a cloud of dust. After a sneezing fit that she thought would never go away, Twilight got up to examine her surroundings. The room looked as if it had remained unstirred for a long time. Now, Twilight didn't take much notice of the latest releases of super uncomfortable modern furniture but it didn't take a Rarity to see that the decor in this room had not been updated in at least 20 years.
It's almost like being transported back in time. Although every inch of the large room was cloaked in a thick layer of dust. 
 The Princesses must not get a lot of guests. It's still a nice room, I guess.
The wallpaper was a kind of hot-pink/purple color, and was coming undone ever so slightly in some places. The middle of the floor was covered with a navy blue, seemingly hoof-woven rug. On the rug sat a delicate glass table with a few mismatched chairs pulled up to it. A wardrobe was still filled with silky, slightly faded old-time-y dresses; it's door hung open and on closer inspection, the doorknobs were little clocks. Much to Twilight's satisfaction, two of the walls were occupied by floor-to-ceiling book shelves. The other two had a console-mirror, the wardrobe which stood by an unmade bed with pink-purple and white sheets, a bureau, some expensive-looking paintings, and a window that overlooked the garden. The window would have a lovely view of the sunset. 
The whole room was a bit chaotic, like someone had gathered their essentials and left on a whim. There was a worn desk in front of the window. It looked to be the oldest thing in the room. As Twilight walked closer, avoiding the glass table, she examined the contents of the ancient desk. Yellowed papers littered the top, some spilled onto the floor. A quill pen, a dried out inkwell, a stack of books, all sat in disarray on the dark surface of the desk. Curious, Twilight lifted a paper to her face with her magic. The swirling, calligraphic writing was almost too fancy to read.
 Hail the sun,
Break away,
Silence,
I need not hold on to my mask in these wee hours,
All is still and I am the only one who exists, living, breathing and waiting for the light to return.
With quick forward motion, all the world still spins despite my directionless joy. 
I could get used to this.
Was this poetry? 
"It's pretty," Twilight said out loud. A name was written at the top: Solera 
"Oooh," Twilights' spark of curiosity became a flame. She wanted to read the rest of the papers, as well as the stack of books and maybe do some investigating to find out more about 'Solera'.
In the alicorns' mind, 'Solera' was a white-coated unicorn with a long mane of baby-blue ringlets that cascaded down her back like white-water. The picturesque unicorn raised her head from her notes to watch the sun retire behind distant hills. At that moment she had a feeling she wanted to capture. Solera set aside her work and levitated a new, clean piece of parchment. Her quill pen danced along the paper, enveloped by her cyan-colored magic. Finished, Solera signed her name, sweeping the tail of the 'a' underneath it.
Twilight sighed at the daydream. Here, in the real world, the room felt so hollow, empty, lonely. Or maybe that was just Twilight. It had only been eight days and four hours since her tearful parting with her friends (yes, she had been counting). Rarity had been in full waterworks mode, sobbing and going on about how the world might just end without Twilight. Fluttershy had hidden behind a curtain of pale-pink hair, only able to communicate in the form of sorrowful squeaks and whines. Pinky Pie had stopped talking entirely. AppleJack hugged Twilight until she felt like her head would pop off. Rainbow Dash was by-far the weirdest. The cyan Pegasus had, at first, refused to say goodbye, saying that it wasn't like their friend was never coming back but as Twilight began to board the train, Dash tackled her to the ground in a hug that rivaled AJ's. 
"Please don't leave, Twi. I... we all need you here. I'll miss you. What can Celestia teach you in Canterlot that she can't teach you in Ponyville?" Rainbow had said urgently when Twilight had wriggled free of the embrace.
"You yourself said that I wasn't even going to be gone that long. Wasn't it you who said that making a scene out of this is 'totally not cool'? I'll be back, really, really soon. You won't even get to appreciate the absence of my 'egghead' comments" Rainbow didn't say anything, just frowned, seemingly looking for a reason for the purple alicorn to turn around and walk back to her old life. 
"I have to go or the train will leave without me. Bye everyone, I'll see you soon with lots of gifts from Canterlot!" Twilight had waved and stepped onto the train. She picked a window seat so she could watch the bitter-sweet expressions of her friends fade into the distance. If she was being honest with herself she would admit that Rainbow's words had struck a chord. Celesitia hadn't even told her what she was going to learn. Why couldn't her friends come visit her even for a short wile? Was this Celestias' way of separating Twilight from her former life or would she return to it within a few days? If she was being honest with herself she would stop telling herself that this didn't change anything because it obviously changes everything. She would tell herself that as she left the train station, it felt as if a checkpoint had been crossed from which she could never go back. Only one checkpoint in a journey that she couldn't turn away from. No matter how much she wanted to turn around and walk back to her old life, she could never do that. 
Twilight Sparkle refused to be honest with herself.
Twilight was whisked back in the real world. She turned away from the old papers filled with made-up memories and walked over to the window to wrestle it open. It was cleaning time, Celestia knew that this room needed it. After that she would go to sleep. In the morning she would wake up to day number nine. Read. Meet Celestia for breakfast and chat with her. Read. Eat Lunch with and talk to Celestia. Read until sleepy. Sleep. Repeat until something changes. What a dull few weeks, maybe Dash had been right.

			Author's Notes: 
Hello there, I'd like to thank you for giving this story a chance, weather you liked it or not. This is the first story of mine to actually be typed and put up someplace for other people to read and judge. That said, I would appreciate as much constructive criticism as possible.
I know that this is a short first chapter, but I assure you that I will update this as frequently as I can.
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                                                                        Twilight Breaks Reality
 Written by LunaOnTheMOOOON
 Part One: Checks and Balances
Twilight tossed and turned in her bed. When she had sunk into its' pink/purple fluffiness she had assumed that sleep would take her immediately. On the contrary, she had been too hot, too cold, uncomfortable, too comfortable (apparently it was possible). Her thoughts just wouldn't slow down and give her peace. Outside, night creatures chirped and peeped up a lullaby that seemed to work on everyone save Twilight. A chilling breeze wafted into the room and ticked the violet alicorns' back.
 I must have left the window open
With a sigh, Twilight rolled to face the window, forcing her tired eyes to open. Pale moonlight filtered in through the window, bathing everything in the same baby-blue she had envisioned  Soleras' mane to be. The window pane framed a milky-white moon, almost as bright as the sun. On the rare instance that Twilight saw her, Luna had told her it would be a cold night.
 I'll have to close that window if I don't want to freeze my tail off.
All the restless energy that had been inhabiting Twilight seemed to leave instantly when she got up, leaving the alicorn stumbling across the room. By some miracle, she managed to miss the delicate glass table but when she neared to window her flank bumped the worn desk. A clink-a-ty-tink echoed in the erie room. 
 Hmm, odd. I could have sworn that I cleared that dest of it's prior contents. Did I leave something there?
Twilight eyes strained against the moonlight. There was nothing on the floor or the desk. Curiouser and curiouser. Twilight pushed the desk with a foreleg and surely enough, she heard the muffled clink-a-ty-tink of something small and metal. On closer inspection, the desk had a small drawer. It was easy to miss, the front panel of the drawer was about the size of a gift box for a bracelet. The handle was identical to the handles of the wardrobe, intricately-made little clocks. How strange, the wardrobe looked to be in pristine condition wile the desk looked like it could crumble to dust if anyone jarred it. 
Without thinking, Twilight reached out with her magic and took hold of the little clock-handle. The drawer didn't move an inch, it must have been locked. Twilight gave it a firm yank. With a dry crack, the drawer fell forward in her telekinetic hold. As Twilight trotted closer to the window, under the direct moonlight, the identity of the thing became evident. It was a tiny key, no larger than half a hoofs' length, as thin and delicate as the legs of a baby bird. It must have been gold, or gold plated, and there were strange swirls of silver that reminded Twilight of Soleras' lovely hoofwriting. A silky maroon ribbon hung from the head of the key, the ends were frayed. 
 It must have been worn as a necklace, meaning that this key was used a lot. Hmm, I wonder what this was used for. 
Twilight loved mysteries, she had been ecstatic to finally get to solve Pinkies' cake mystery. She had, of course, found the culprits.
"Hmm..." 
Twilight slipped on the fragile key, hoping that wearing it would give her a better feel of it's place in the world. It bumped against her ribcage, where her heart was.
Bump
Clink
A strange feeling washed over the violet alicorn, like gears had fallen into place and started working again. Had she really heard the sound, or was it all in her head, a trick of a sleep-deprived mind? One thing was sure, something had changed, started up, thought she wasn't sure what it was. 
Curiouser and curiouser.
Twilight turned to the still open window. Another breeze danced in and played wither bed-tangled mane. Suddenly, the room felt so claustrophobic, like it was shrinking with every breath she took. She needed air, now!
Her head popped out the window, with everything else still attached of course. 
 Ah, that's better... but not good enough.
Outside the window was a thick, stone ledge, the kind most old-fashioned buildings have. 
Twilight couldn't verify what she did next, other than she needed air and she would not trot down several flights of stairs in the darkness to get it. In a matter of moments, a purple alicorn stood on the ledge, looking down at the Canterlot Gardens from her precarious perch. She breathed in gulps of crisp, night air. How had she possibly overlooked how absolutely wonderful breathing was? Twilight was so busy breathing that she didn't hear the crack underneath her hooves. It was followed by another, louder crack, this one Twilight heard. The pony was momentarily stunned by the sound, when the stone ledge cracked for the last time, she had no time to move or even teleport herself away.
At first Twilight didn't understand why had the world around her turned into a blue-black blur. When she finally came to the realization that she was falling, her ear-piercing scream filled the night. 
Down,
down,
down the rabbit hole.
Time didn't slow down, like in the books, nor did it speed up. Although it was a bit like the time she had just come to Ponyville, when she had let go of Apple Jacks' hooves to fall into the grasp of her new pegasus friends. Only this time, there would no one to catch her. Everypony in the castle was asleep and none of her friends even knew she was here. Celestia, why had she stepped onto that ledge? Why had she even thought it was a good idea?
Stupid, stupid, stupid!
Magic wouldn't save her now. Celestia had once told her that if one is moving from point A to point B too quickly, any transportation spell will fail. Most magical transportation spells are about relation. Where is point B in relation to point A? If the space between point A and B is changing too quickly to be altered in the time it takes one to cast the spell, it will ultimately end with a pony in a wall. There is no way it could work out.
All was quiet. Wind whistled in her ear as Twilight fell to her untimely death. It wasn't too bad, if she closed her eyes tight it was almost like laying next to a fan on maximum rotation. 
This is where splat happens. Judging from how far away the ground looked from the ledge. Twilight squeezed her eyes tighter and waited for the pain... and waited... and waited.
 Why can I still feel the wind? I'm pretty sure my calculations were correct. 
Reluctantly, Twilight opened an eye. All she saw was blue, more specifically a light cyan. It took a few moments for Twilight to register the warmth of another body, the security of someponys' embrace. Twilight closed her eyes and pressed tighter to her savior.
This must be her guardian angel, what other explanation was there? No one was even awake at this hour.
"Are you ok, Twi?" murmured the slightly raspy voice of her angel.
What... I know that voice!
Twilights' eyes snapped open. "Rainbow Dash!"
"The one and only," her rainbow maned friend replied, "You are ok, right?" .
"Ya, I'm just peachy... but what are you doing here? Celestia did not tell you were I was, did she," Twilight was still trying to get her head around the fact that she was still alive... and that she had just mentally called Dash her angel. 
The pony in question was now looking down to the cloud underhoof, absently kicking up clumps of it. Fluffy cloud bits drifted about, bouncing harmlessly off Twilights' legs and slowly drifting to the ground.
"I... I didn't think it was that bad. I mean, I knew that this would be boring as heck, but you didn't... I... I didn't think you'd–"
"Wait," Twilight cut off her stammering friend, "you think I jumped?"
"You have wings, Twi," said a confused Rainbow Dash.
It was the violet alicorns' turn to stare at her hooves and stammer.
"I, well, you see... I don't know how to fly." She could feel her cheeks redden and hear Dash explode into laughter. "Hay, It's not my fault that no one ever taught me"
"We'll just have to change that, now won't we!" Rainbows' usual gusto was back, "So if not to... uh, ya... then why did you hurl yourself out of a window?"
Twilight sighed and turned from her friend, "I needed air. I climbed onto the ledge outside my window," she ignored Dashes' wince, " And it crumbled like dust. I think you were right. All this is so strange... I... I don't think I want this. Being a Princess, I mean."
Rainbow silenced her with a hoof.
"Let's go for a fly, I'll teach you."
≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈Ω≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈
Wow, Twilight learns fast. Then again what did I expect from a little egghead... and the new princess.
The sun hadn't gone up and she was already flying shaky circles around me.  She looks up and grins at me. Me! 
What a picture-perfect greeting card moment, behind her the sun had begin to rise, pink, orange and blue, outlining purple perfection. Any moment now she would fly over, thank me for the flying lessons, for being there in her time of need... and kiss me.
Fumbling a bit, Twilight flies over. "Thank you so much, Dash, for teaching me. I don't know who else would have. You are a great friend!"
Everypony aboard the Friend Zone Train to Nowheresville!
"Of course, Twilight, I'd do anything for you." Anything.
She frowns ever so slightly.
"A bit for your thoughts?"
Ahahahah. 
"You're a really good flyer, you better keep you hooves off my 'best flyer in Ponyville' title," I lie. 
"No way! You're too amazing, after all only you can preform the sonic rainboom." 
I just grin and nod. You see, It's my fault, all of it. Ever since I saw her the first day, with her crazy hair-don't, I just couldn't tell her. I wanted to tell her all about myself, show off, make her see how awesome I am. 
I am, no doubt, the coolest pony in Ponyville, and maybe even the whole of Equestria. I even have my own fan club. None of it matters to her, she sees past everypony's looks, attitude, possessions, outer shell, everything, and sees their core. Who they really are. 
She can't see, though, my true feelings. And I can't tell her, because I'm a coward at heart. 
Someday! I promise, Twilight, you'll see. I'll stop being a coward someday, and you'll see how much I love you!
≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈Ω≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈
Twilight, oblivious to Rainbows' predicament, clapped her hooves together, "Alright. How about we have a little race. I want to put my new skills to the test."
Rainbow Dash raised an eyebrow, "Did you forget what you just said? I'll leave you in the dust, little egghead."
 That nickname again, huh. Twilight had never understood the strange nickname, despite looking it up in the urban dictionary.
 Being well read does not make your head shaped like an egg!
"I don't expect to win, besides I have the ultimate teacher."
"Fine, but you asked for it!" 
The cyan pegasus took off before Twilight could reply.
"Oh no you don't," with a kick of her legs, Twilight followed.
At first the violet bookworm swayed side to side but she soon got the rhythm. She had to admit, this was mostly thanks to the key necklace she was wearing. It bumped against her chest between her heartbeats. If she flapped her wings when the key bumped her chest, she would get maximum forward motion.
Bump, flap,
bah-dum-dum,
bump, flap,
bah-dum-dum...
Twilight found herself remembering Soleras' poetic-sounding written words: With quick forward motion, all the world still spins despite my directionless joy. I could get used to this.
I could get used to this. It feels so wonderful, having Rainbow here. I didn't realize just how much I missed that pony.
Bump, flap,
bah-dum-dum,
...
Twilight didn't notice when she passed a rainbow and cyan colored blur.
The air around her began to resist her, push her backward, but she accelerated. 
Bump, flap,
bah-dum-dum,
...
 I can't believe that I never asked Celestia, or even Luna, to show me how to fly, this is great!
Her mane was blasted back against her head, her heart beating in her ears.
Bump, flap,
bah-dum-dum,
...
All at once, the tension in front of her vanished, a large explosion thundered behind her and she catapulted forward. She didn't go far before she slammed into something she hadn't seen before, it felt a bit like glass but somehow softer. It seemed to disintegrate underneath her, the disoriented alicorn fell forward into a world of darkness.

			Author's Notes: 
"Oh, you mean everypony don't you!"
No, no I do not.
When one says 'everypony' it means everyone that is a pony. Right? Right. 
Say the main six are having a picnic to which Twilight brought her lovely assistant, Spike, and Twilight says: "Gee, everypony made such good food!"
This leaves out Spike because he is a dragon. So even if Twilight had wanted to complement Spikes' culinary skills, she would not have and this might make Spike-y-wike-y feel left out. You see, ponies are not the only race that inhabit Equestria, there are dragons, zebras, donkeys, changelings and many others that I don't feel like listing.
Although, if there is an instance that I feel the need to use everypony, I will.
The name Solera: http://www.kabalarians.com/Female/solera.htm
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