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please note, this a total re-write form almost scratch, not just a clean up job on my first version of this
Immortals, men and women who live for hundreds, even thousands of years. They have lived among us since the birth of mankind, hiding in the shadows. Some of them cut a path of destruction through the centuries to satisfy their own selfish greed, seeing mortals as mere play things, but others act as heroes and use their gift to protect mankind. There is one thing that binds all immortals, both good and evil, there is a creed that holds for all of them:
There can be only one.
When one immortal challenges another, they fight to the death. The winner takes the losers head, and their strength and knowledge with it. There is one rule immortals must follow, inside or outside of these duels, they cannot kill on holy ground. 
One of these heroes is Duncan MacLeod, a warrior born over 400 years ago in the Scottish Highlands. For centuries he has stood a silent protector, facing evil immortals and protecting the human race. He has fought with freedom fighters to over-throw dictators, and led oppressed peoples to freedom. He even fought in the American Civil War, and helped lead freed slaves to safety. 
Now, an evil from another world sets her sights on him.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					New Prey

					Enter Equestria 

					Update Break(Author's Notes)

					Introductions

		

	
		New Prey



	Joe’s Bar was almost empty, save for a waitress idly counting tips, Joe himself, working behind the counter, and three men sitting at one of the simple wooden tables. One of the three, a young man with slightly curly dirty-blonde hair, signaled the waitress over. “Hey, Irene.”
Irene turned her attention to the table and gave a little grin as she walked over. “What’ll it be, Richie?” Irene asked.
“Just a refill,” Richie replied, a mischievous glint in his green eyes, “and maybe your phone number?”
With a wink, Irene took his glass and turned to his companions. “Anything for you two?”
“No thanks, I’m fine,” the man across from Richie replied.
“I’m still good, miss,” the third man said.
With one last smile, Irene was on her way back to the bar. A groan escaped from the man next to Richie as she left earshot.
“What’s wrong, Methos?” Richie asked.
Methos ran his hands through his short, dark hair and slouched back in his wooden chair.  “I think you’ve been around Duncan too long.”
.    
“Come on, I’m not even that shameless.” Duncan chuckled, taking a drink from his glass.
“Oh yeah, I seem to recall reading about the time you were almost executed for sleeping with a duke’s wife.” Methos gave a coy grin and leaned back further, placing his feet on the table.
“That doesn’t count, I was still young back then,” Duncan answered in a contemplative tone. He idly swished his glass around and stared into the gently swirling amber liquid within.
“Whoa, back up here, guys. I don’t believe I’ve heard this one.” Richie leaned in closer over the table, waiting to hear the tale.
“It’s a long story, and it was a long time ago. My memory of it is a bit foggy,” Duncan said in a ploy to change the subject.
Without missing a beat, Methos interjected, loudly enough for Joe to hear “Not a problem. I think Joe has the whole thing in an old chronicle” 
“I’m staying out of this one!” Joe shouted back with a chuckle..
Before anyone else could speak up, Irene returned to the table carrying a glass on a tray. “Here you go Richie,” Irene said, as she placed the glass on the table, “and here’s a little something extra.” She held out her hand, which held a folded piece of paper between two fingers.
“Thanks.” Richie took the paper and watched as she gave a wink and walked off; he turned and gave a smile to Methos and Duncan as he unfolded the note. “Look what I got.” Richie beamed as held out the paper.
Methos glanced looked at the notes contents as he raised his own bottle to his lips. “The bill?”
Richie frantically put the paper up to his face and scrutinized it; he tossed it down in defeat and slouched back in his chair..
“It’s a number, at least,” Duncan said with a chuckle as he took another drink.

“Dammit!”
A dark figure rose to her hooves. Her beaten and battered form trembled with every pained movement. A long, blue mane fell around her crooked horn and down over her reptilian eyes. Long, gangly, hole-filled legs nearly buckled under her weight.
My plan was falling into place perfectly. How could I be defeated? I had overcome Celestia herself, and my changelings had overrun Canterlot. A scowl fell over her face as she remembered her humiliating downfall. It was all because of Twilight Sparkle. If she had never set that wretch Cadance free, she wouldn’t have broken my spell on Shining Armor, and I would’ve taken over. I’ll destroy them both!
She furiously tried to unfold her powerful, insect-like wings and take off, but collapsed in a heap on ground.
I’m so tired; I need to find someone to feed on.
She finally looked up to see where she had landed: nothing but trees and rocks for miles all around her. There wasn’t a soul in sight, save for a few of her changelings scattered about trying to catch their bearings. The creatures looked not unlike their queen: long fangs protruded from their bony muzzles. Curved horns adorned their bald heads. An almost ethereal blue glow emitted from their eyes, and their wings buzzed as they hovered around the area.  
A lone changeling wearing armor and a helmet flew up to her. It buzzed something in a language only comprehensible to them, while pointing into the underbrush. “I found something, my queen.”
“What have you found, my changeling?” the queen asked.
She followed his gestures to some nearby underbrush. Something was glowing with an eerie blue light just behind the vines and undergrowth. “This better be worth my time,” she said as she raised herself off the ground with a groan. 
As she approached, she reached out a hoof and ripped aside the mass of plant matter to reveal the entrance to a cave, a glowing light emanating from its end a few feet in. Nothing could be seen through the blinding blue light emanating from within. The rock of the cave’s floor clicked under her hooves as she stepped a little deeper inside. A portal to another world? It’s been centuries since I’ve seen one. Maybe it will lead me somewhere I can find easier prey to drain. I have no chance to hunt here; the entirety of that wretched royal guard is probably after me by now.
“My changelings, return to the hive and wait for await my return,” she shouted back at the group of creatures starting the gather behind her before returning her attention to the cave
Slowly and carefully, she stepped inside, closing her eyes as the light enveloped her form. She continued to hold them shut as she cantered further in. Before too long, she once again felt the cool night air on her face, and grass beneath her hooves. Her eyes watered as she slowly opened to them to the sight of a city a few feet ahead, beyond the trees. Stepping out from the forest, she saw a billboard bearing the image of a muscular human with long hair. He wore a blue kilt and held a large sword. Blade of the McLeods was written across it in fancy script. 
Wait, the human world? I haven’t been here in centuries. If they’re as easy to manipulate as I remember, this this should be fun. 
Her hooves clicked on the concrete as she began to venture into the city. The massive stone and brick buildings were awe-inspiring compared to the wood and cloth tents, and mud huts she remembered from long ago. These beings had really made progress. The cry of a police siren screaming in the distance stirred her from her daze as she pressed forward.
Before long she reached a district lined with single story buildings much simpler then the ones she had seen on her trip through the city. Large glass windows gave glimpses into scenes happening inside, she could see humans sitting around talking, playing cards, and drowning their sorrows with various spirits.
She eventually reached a single story building with with a simple steel door. “Joe’s Bar” was emblazoned in huge cursive letters above the door, the neon tubes spelling it out let out a soft glow that painted the building with a calming blue tint, and shown like a beacon guiding wary visitors through the night.    
Before she could even leave the shadows, the door creaked open and and someone stepped out. In the dim glow of the doorway she could make the form of a man. He had his black hair slicked back in a ponytail, and wore a long, black coat. Several voices called out goodbyes, but one voice stood out to her.
“Watch your back out there, MacLeod.” The voice was that of a young man, yet it sounded old and jaded, like that of a warrior who’s seen too many battles. 
She carefully crept across the street as MacLeod ducked into a nearby alley. His footsteps echoed through the darkness until he suddenly stopped. Worried she had been seen, Chrysalis ducked behind a nearby dumpster and watched intently. Something seemed to draw his attention as he carefully looked around the alley.  
A man in a long, tan trench coat emerged from around the corner and approached MacLeod. The two men locked eyes for seemed like an eternity before MacLeod broke the silence.
“My name is Duncan MacLeod of the clan MacLeod,” he said.
“I know who you are, Highlander,” The man replied as he reached inside his coat. 
“I guess you’re not here for a friendly chat.” Duncan began to pull aside his own coat. 
The man merely grinned and withdrew a long sword from his coat. Its blade glinted in the moonlight as he held it at his side.
“Why don’t we take this somewhere more private?” Duncan gestured to a nearby door.
“Sure, I don’t mind letting you chose where you die.”
The two men never broke eye contact as they made their way to the door. 

Crysalis watched intently from behind some crates as the two men stared each other down beneath the dim fluorescent lighting of the old warehouse. Duncan reached inside his coat and withdrew a katana. He gripped its ornate ivory handle tightly as he shifted into a defensive stance, holding the blade almost vertically in front of his body.  
For what seemed what like an eternity, the two men circled around each other, never breaking eye contact. Two warriors sizing up their foe, and waiting for the right moment to strike. The echoing sound of their footsteps in the concrete floor seemed to mimic their slowly beating hearts as they prepared to strike.
In an instant, a scream broke the silence as Riker lunged forward, swinging his sword with all his might. The piercing ring of steel meeting steel filled the air as Duncan blocked the blow. With a twist of his blade, he pinned Riker’s sword downwards. In one fluid movement, Riker slid his sword free and jumped back, bracing himself..   
Duncan gave a spinning flourish of his sword and slashed as Riker managed throw up his sword in defense. 
“You’re pretty good, Highlander,” Riker said as he shoved Duncan’s blade out of the way with his own, “but I’m better!” Without out warning Riker drove his knee into Duncan’s gut as hard as he could, causing him to stumble back. Riker then sprang forward, aiming for his head, but Duncan managed to crouch down on one knee, and hold up his sword, blocking the attack. 
With a swing of his blade, Duncan pushed Riker’s sword away, jumping to his feet. Before he could regain his composure, Riker lunged forward with his sword, Duncan let out a cry of pain as the sword ran him through.
“You lose.” Riker twisted his blade in the wound, and began to pull it out, but he was stopped cold as Duncan grabbed his wrist.
“I don’t think so.” Duncan pulled the sword in deeper, and swung his sword as he pulled his opponent close. The razor sharp blade of the katana cleanly sliced through Riker's neck, and with a flash of light, his limp body fell to the ground as Duncan let go of his arm.
Crysalis watched in awe from her hiding place as Duncan grabbed the handle of the sword embedded in his stomach. A stream of blood ran down his shirt as he slowly pulled it out with a groan. A hollow clang rang through the air as he tossed the blade down on the concrete floor. His breath escaped in deep, labored pants as he leaned on nearby crate. Behind him, Rikers body glowed a brilliant white as an almost spectral mist floated up from the remains. Crysalis could feel an energy in the air, like pure life-force lingering all around her. She felt a fresh rush of power from just being in the presence of what was transpiring in front of her.    
She watched as Duncan stumbled away from the crates and the swirling mist blew around him, temporarily enshrouding his form within its embrace. He spread his arms wide as a spark of electricity buzzed and danced around his form. Without warning, a violent crack rang out as the the overhead lights erupted into a fiery rain; he closed his eyes and turned his head upward as a lighting storm seemed to rage around him, striking him with it’s full force, and then, as quickly as it began, the rage of the storm died to a flicker, and it was over. He fell to his knees in the lingering smoke as the sprinkler system bathed him a torrent of water. 
A small smile spread across Chrysalis’ mouth as she sized up her new prey.  

Duncan walked down the lonely sidewalk with nothing but the cold wind and his own thoughts to keep him company. He had spent so many centuries fighting for his life now and killing to survive, yet it never grew easy. That was a blessing he thanked God for. Sure, fighting became easier as he learned to rely on his instinct to survive and protect those he cared about, to do what he had to do, to let the combat rush take over, but after the dust cleared he always felt that same feeling of regret for having to take a life. The same one as the first time he had to raise a blade to another warrior. The words he spoke to Richie so long ago echoed in his head:
When you stop feeling, that’s when I’ll worry about you, my friend.
It was this honor, this respect life that separated him from those he fought against; what kept him human. 
Duncan snapped back to reality as he reached the old dojo he called home. The heavy wooden double doors creaked as he pushed them open. His footsteps were tired and slow as he made his way to the lift and slid up the gate. A long breath of relief escaped his lungs and he fell back against the wall of the lift. It ascended slowly to the upstairs apartment, stopping with a loud mechanical groan as it reached it’s destination.
The apartment was a small, one room affair with a couch and an easy chair in the middle of the room, a liquor cabinet and dress on the far wall, and double bed in the against the back wall.  Duncan tossed his trench coat onto a nearby chair as he made his way to the coffee pot in the room’s small corner kitchen. As he poured the drink a soft creak sounding out from the nearby window. Quickly focusing on the window with his peripheral vision as he returned the pot the it’s base, he caught a glimpse of the glistening sclera of a pair of large, green eyes staring in the from the darkness. Before he could react, their owner ducked out of view.
He replaced the glass pot to his base before quickly stepping over the window and lifting it open. With a cautious glance outside he climbed out on top the iron floor of the fire escape. As he peered into the moonlit alley below, nothing greeted him but the calm blanket of night falling over a dumpster and a few scattered clumps of metal cans huddled around piles of black garbage bags. Leaning over the rail, he drifted away into thought, trying to make sense of what he just seen. There was no way that set of eyes belonged to a human, or any beast he had ever seen in his long lifetime. Was he going insane? Again? He had picked up on the fact something was following him home, but in his worn out state he decided to just leave it alone unless it confronted him, since he knew it wasn’t another immortal.
Before he could mull it over any longer, he was brought back to reality by the clanging of something moving around amongst the cans below. Without a second thought he instinctively swung himself over the railing and rolled as he hit the ground below. He remained crouched and listened intently for the sound to repeat. Another loud clang drew his attention to collection of cans to his right. The soft scrape of his footsteps on the rough concrete echoed in his ears as creeped towards the sounds source.
“Pl-please, don’t hurt me.” The words drifted out in a tired and panicked sob. Duncan could identify it as the voice of a little girl. 
Duncan cautiously stood up and stepped forward, peering between the cans. He caught sight of the huddled form hiding among the loose bags of garbage.
“Pl-please.” The girl sobbed again.
“It’s okay, I won’t hurt you. Let me help you out of there.” A set of watery blue eye peered up at Duncan as he carefully pulled one the cans aside and knelt down. As his eyes adjusted to the darkness he stared in shock at the creature before him, once again letting his thoughts wander to the state of his sanity. She was an equine as far he could tell, but not like any he had ever seen. She had a soft pink coat, along with a deep red mane and tail: Colors he had never seen on any horse or pony on this earth. He could explain that easily with dye, but not the fact she was clearly speaking to him in plain english. All things considered though, even if she was a manifestation of his mind finally fraying and snapping at the ends for the upteenth time, she was still a little girl that needed help and he couldn’t just leave her here. 
“Wh-who are you?” she asked curiously.”Y-you don’t l-look like a pony, or a g-griffin either.”
Pony, huh? At least I know that she is now. “My name is Duncan, and that’s because I’m a human,” he explained. Looking down, he noticed her hugging a foreleg close to her body. “Are you hurt?”
“I’m R-rosey,” she stammered. “When I j-jumped in here, I h-hurt my leg.
Duncan carefully held out a hand towards her as he spoke. “Here, let me take a look.”
Rosey reluctantly looked up at him. “P-promise you won’t hurt me.”
“I promise,” Duncan said with a smile.
Rosey looked up nervously for a moment, seeming to scan Duncan with her eye, deciding if she should trust him. After a few moments, she cautiously reached out and placed her injured foreleg in his hand. She winced a little as he carefully examined it, gently bending it.
“It looks like it’s just sprained. Here, let me help you inside.” Duncan carefully reached down, gently putting an arm around her back as she put her good foreleg around his neck, and lifted her up. He made his way across the alley and slowly up the creaky stairs of the fire escape. As he reached the window he felt the familiar throbbing, along with the buzz crawling up his spine, almost like the pulsing of static electricity shooting up and down his back. Moving quietly and quickly, he ducked to one side of the window, peering in. 
“Hey Mac, you in here?”. Richie stood in the middle of the apartment with his hands on his waist look around the room. 
Duncan let out a sigh of relief, before looking at the pony in his arms staring up at him. This is going to be hard to explain.  “Hey, Richie, I’m out here on the fire escape,” he shouted.
Richie looked towards the window and squinted. “Why exactly are you out there?”
“Just bring me a blanket and I’ll explain later.” 

“So, you just found a little girl in the alley out back?” Richie said as he looked over at the bundle on the couch.
“Something like that,” Duncan replied as he took a drink of his coffee.
Richie rubbed the back of his head, “What should we do, Mac? Call the police or something?”
“No, she was hiding from something, and I don’t know if it’s something the boys in blue could handle.”  Duncan placed his mug on the counter.
“One of us?” Riche asked.
“No, I couldn’t sense it.” Duncan thought for a moment before continuing to speak.  “Listen, Riche, I want you to go get Methos,  I’ll try and figure out where she came from.” Duncan said as he sat down in a chair near the couch.
“Right,” Richie lifted the gate to the lift before turning around.“Be careful, Mac.” 
“Don’t worry, I will.” Duncan answered as Riche disappeared behind the grate.
Duncan turned to the bundle on the couch. “You can come out now.”
Rosie peeked out of the blanket, looking up at Duncan. “Who was that?”
“It’s okay, he’s a friend.” Duncan stood up and made his way to the kitchen, opening a cupboard and fishing out a medical kit. He wondered what compelled him to keep first aid supplies around as he made  his way over to the couch, and knelt down by the young pony's side.
“Let me see your hoof,” Duncan said as fished some wrap out of the kit. 
Rosie carefully placed her injured hoof in Duncan’s hand. She flinched as he began to wrap the bandage around it. 
“Can you tell me how you got here?” Duncan said as he continued to work.
Rosie thought for a moment before speaking. “Well, it was nice out, so my mom told me I could play outside. I went to play in the forest nearby, but after awhile it started to get dark, so I headed back home. On the way I heard somepony talking, so I went to see who it was. It found these monsters, they were big and black with sharp teeth and bug wings, and one of them was almost as big as the Princess Celestia!’ She walked into this big glowly cave, so I got curious and followed her. It led to this big city. I thought she saw me, so I ran and ended up here.”
Duncan thought for a moment as he closed the first kit. “Do you think you can show me where where the cave is?”
“No, sorry. I got lost on the way here,” Rosie said, dejected. “I wish I could find my way back, I just want to go home to my mom.” 
Well, I guess we’ll have to find it then, so we can get you back home,” Duncan said with a smile.
Rosie’s eye’s lit up at the thought of getting back home. 

Duncan watched the the bundle on the couch move up and down with the sleeping filly's gentle breathing as he thought. Could the creature she followed here be the same thing he saw? What was it? Where did they both come from? If he was to help her get home, and deal with that thing, these were the questions he had to answer. Before he could put any more thought into it, he heard the lift creak it’s way up from downstairs, and felt the presence of its passengers. As he got up and approached the lift, the gate slid up with a clank. 
“This better be good, it’s 2 a.m,” Methos said as he followed Richie out of the lift. 
“Didn’t Richie fill you in?” Duncan asked.
“Yes, but I assume that’s something more than a lost child if you felt the need to get me out of bed at this hour.”
“See for yourself.” Duncan motioned to to the couch.
Methos shot Duncan a glare before approached the bundle of blankets. He carefully peaked at what they held within before shoving his hand his pockets and letting out a sigh as he walked backed over the Duncan.
“I don’t why you have something on your couch that looks like a childrens book artists interpretation of a equine with a bad dye job, nor do I know how it concerns me, nor how you managed to consume enough alcohol to mistake it for a little girl-”
“She can talk” Duncan interrupted.   
Methos simply stared in dead silence, trying to decide how he should respond, questioning if Duncan was still in his right mind, and wondering to himself what the hell he had been drinking back at Joe’s. Finally, without talking his eyes off Duncan, he made his way back to the couch, He slowly turned his gaze to the couch as he leaned over, carefully pulling back the blanket, eliciting a tired yawn from Rosie, who looked at him with curious eyes.
“Huh, who are you?” She squeaked out. 
Methos stood up and stumbled back, nearly missing the chair behind him as he plopped down. 
Duncan gave a grin as he folded his arms on top the chairs back. “Well, is this good enough?”.
“I think we better talk about this in your office”. Methos managed to spit out.
Duncan turned his glance to Rosie. “You’ll be safe here with Richie, okay?”

“Well, are you going to tell me what the hell is going on here?” Methos leaned forward in his chair as he looked across the desk at Duncan.
“I was hoping you knew.” Duncan shot Methos a grin.
“Just because I’m old doesn’t mean I’m a wiseman. I stayed of that career path, to much dealing with other peoples problems. You’d probably enjoy it though,” Methos said with a chuckle.
“Very funny, but we have a problem to deal with.” Duncan retorted.  
“You promised to help her get home?” Methos questioned as he leaned back, folding his arms behind his head and crossing one leg over the other..
“How did you guess?” Duncan asked as he shuffled through some papers.
“Because she’s a child in trouble, and a girl too, and you’re Duncan McLeod of the clan McLeod. Your Highland honor wouldn’t let you refuse to help even you wanted to” Methos said with smug satisfaction. 
Duncan smiled “You know me too well.”
“Five millennia of reading people, McLeod, that’s what being on everyone’s hit list for that long will teach you.” Methos said as he twisted his neck from side to side with a yawn.
“There’s more though, something followed me home tonight.” Duncan said
“Another Immortal?” Methos asked
“No, I don’t think it was even human, it had eyes like something out of a cartoon, big and green, like a lizard.”
“Interesting,” Methos said.
“Are you going to help or not?” Duncan asked.
“Sure, why not. Save the girl, see alien worlds, boldly go where no man has gone before. Sounds like fun.” Methos said as he once again folded his hands behind his head. 
“I think I’m rubbing off on you,” Duncan chuckled.
“I hope not, that could get me killed.”
Both men were interrupted by a knock at the door loudly ringing out as someone seemed to attempt to beat the door down.
“It’s not one of us,” Methos said, “I can’t sense anything.”
“Who’s going to invite them in?” Duncan said as he walked around the desk.
“It’s your house,” Methos said, looking up from his chair.
“Thanks, I’ll remember you, too.”

Outside, Duncan looked up and down the street, trying to search out whatever just tried to cave his front door in. Squinting the down the alley, he caught sight of those familiar green eyes. Without a second though he was off, following them as they ducked down an alley, and the chase was on.
Following the galloping of hooves he ran through the cities narrow alleyways. Reaching an intersection he caught sight of a long blue tail on an almost equine form duck around a corner, and darted off after it. His footsteps pounded on the the pavement to match his frantic heartbeat as he ran through the maze of back alleys and side streets. The thing was fast, but for some reason it seemed to want to him to follow, something that would’ve smelled of a trap if he had not been working on pure instinct and the curiosity to know what this creature was. After what seemed like an eternity of running he broke out into a clearing on the edge of town.
A creature stood before him bathed in the light emanating from a cave's mouth.  
Is this the cave Rosie talked about?
The creature had a horse like form, but anything familiar about it stopped there. From it’s bug like wings to it’s crooked horn and long, stringy blue mane he had never seen anything like it, but the thing that drew his attention was those eyes, those familiar green eyes that stared back at him. He also noticed the the unconscious form of a pink filly thrown across her back.  
“Who are you?” he shouted.
The creature gave no answer
"You want me, don't you? Isn't that why you've been following me all night? Why take her?" he shouted once again. 
The creature merely pulled back it’s lips to reveal a fanged smile as it turned around and stepped into the portal.
Duncan slowly walked towards the bright entryway, his feet clicked on the stone floor as stepped off the grass and inside. He began to feel disoriented and dizzy as the bright light shined in his eyes. Just as he felt the grass under his boots again he collapsed, and his mind grew foggy as everything faded to black.  
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        Methos glanced down at this watch as he tapped his foot on the office floor. Duncan had been gone for several minutes after embarking on the simple task of answering the door. He began to worry he had gotten himself into trouble somewhere out there in the night. Normally he wouldn't worry about a four-century year old immortal being so thick-headed, but he had seen for himself the stupid things Duncan had done in the name of honor. Including offering help to a presumably alien child a few hours ago just because helping her “seemed like the right thing to do.” 
He wondered to himself if he should go out and try and chase him down. Duncan wasn’t his responsibility anymore then he was Duncan’s, but he had agreed to help resolve the current ordeal. Not to mention how much that description of the creature’s green eyes intrigued him and seemed distantly familiar, and going after Duncan could lead him right to the answer of what they were attached to.
Just as he was about to throw in the towel and go out looking, the lift creaked to a halt behind him, bringing the buzz of another immortal with it. As he stood up and approached, Richie came stumbling out holding the back of his head. As Methos helped him to a nearby chair, he saw fresh blood from a newly healed wound staining Richie's hand and head, along with the back of his shirt. Something had clocked him hard, really hard. It probably would've killed him if he weren't immortal. 
“What the hell happened?” Methos asked as he examined the wound.
Richie groaned out a response, “What the hell do you think happened? Something hit me like a freight train. I feel like I’ve been kicked by a mule.”
“What about the child”? Methos questioned.
“Dammit.” Richie groaned under his breath.. 
“I take it she’s gone. Can you remember anything before you passed out?” Methos asked as he paced the room.
“Yeah, not long after you guys went downstairs I saw this pair of huge green eyes in the window, like something out of a bad sci-fi movie,” Richie answered as he rubbed his head. “My head feels someone just set off a hand grenade in it.”
“Having your skull caved in tends to have that effect,” Methos said as he leaned against the wall. “But I think MacLeod is worse trouble right now.”
“What do you mean?” Richie questioned.
“What happens every time someone gets kidnapped around Duncan?” Methos asked in response.
Richie thought for a moment before looking up, eyes wide. “You think someone took her as bait?”
“I’m pretty sure of it. The only question is: where did they lead him?”
_____________________________________________________________________
Duncan groaned as he sat up and rubbed his aching head. He felt like he had been out for hours, but the night breeze and brightly glowing full moon shining a light through the pitch black of night told him otherwise. It really was quite beautiful; he couldn’t remember ever seeing it so bright and vibrant in years. 
As he once again rubbed a hand over his head, he froze as he reached his ear. Something didn’t feel right. Not only did his ears feel bigger then he remembered, and seemed to have moved three inches up the side of his head. He also seemed to have lost the feeling in his fingers. He slowly moved what had been his hands this morning in front of his face and looked in shock at the black set of hooves that replaced them. Slowly, he lowered his gaze over the equine form he had become the proud new owner of, looking at the long black tail laying in the grass in between his back legs, he also took note of his snow white coat. 
Duncan began to go over in his head the events that had lead to him being God knows where and turned into a pony. He had to admit, this was one of the stranger things to happen to him over the last 400 odd years, but he figured the best course of action was to roll with it and concentrate on finding that thing and saving Rosie. 
He slowly got up, gently testing his four legs and trying to get used to his new center of balance. It came surprisingly easier than he thought learning to work a whole new body would. He took a step forward and took a deep breath, surveying his surroundings. The gentle light of the moon and stars illuminated nothing but trees in every which direction. Normally going off into the unknown with no bearings of your surroundings would be a horrible idea, but anything was better than waiting around here for God knows how long until God knows who, or what, came around. He picked a direction and began to walk, the cool grass crunching under his feet.
At least it’s a nice night for a walk...   
_____________________________________________________________
After what seemed like hours of trekking through the woods and forcing his way through underbrush(not to mention the altercation with what he could assume was a demonic chicken) Duncan heard the clopping of hooves and spinning of coach wheels approaching. Following the sounds he broke out of the woods onto the edge of a dirt road. In the distance he could barely make out a horse drawn carriage approaching pulled by two Stallions he only assumed would be considered the “drivers.”
As the carriage approached, a young blonde-maned mare stuck her head the window and shouted at the drivers,“Hey guys, pull it over.” The vehicle slowed to a halt and he finally got a good look at it. The design reminded him of something the higher class would have ridden in back home in his younger days. Bright gold swirls and edgework shown vibrantly against the coach’s clean white paint job, and thicker gold inlays laid along the edges of the windows and door. The same white paint that served as a background to the elegant designs on the sides was faintly visible beneath mud and grime on the spoked wheels. 
The young mare hanging out the window called for Duncan’s attention. “Hey, sir! Do you need a ride!”  
Duncan mulled the idea around a bit, it seemed like it would be a better way of reaching civilization of some kind than following the road that could be miles away from town. Approaching the door he used his hooves (which seemed surprisingly dextrous) to grab the gold handle and pull the door open and climb inside, taking a seat on the red, nearly-overstuffed bench opposite the mare.
“Thank you, miss,” Duncan said with a smile as the coach began to once again move down the bumpy road.
“No problem, my name is Sunny.” She beamed.
“Duncan MacLeod, nice to the meet you.” he answered as he carefully scanned her appearance. She had a snow-white coat along with a long, blond mane and tail, both neatly brushed and smooth save for a subtle bit of wavy curl. He took notice of the fact her hazel eyes seemed to be looking him over just as intently. 
“That’s a strange name, I guess you’re not from around here,” Sunny said.
“You guessed right.” Duncan answered with a smile. 
“Are you from far away? Sunny asked curiously.
Duncan flinched as the carriage hit a large pothole, “You could say that, I was passing through and got a little lost.”
Sunny jumped in her seat as one of the wheels hit a large bump,“Sounds fun, aside from the getting lost part. Where do you come from?”
Duncan quickly thought it over, trying to think of an answer that wouldn’t give him away, he didn’t want to spill the beans just yet. It would be best to keep a low profile since he was on a rescue mission of sorts. “I came here from the city.”
“Oh, I’d love to the see the big cit-” Sunny was cut off by another large pothole. “What are you boys doing out there?” she shouted as she turned and stuck her head out the window
“Sorry, Sunny, this road is really bad, nopony has done maintenance on it in years!” one of the stallions shouted  back from outside.
“Well, please try to be more careful out there!” sunny shouted back. 
“Friends of yours?” Duncan asked as Sunny ducked back in and turned to him.
“My brothers, actually, we’re on our way to see family,” Sunny answered as she sat back down on the bench and brushed her mane out of her eyes. “I love them dearly, but they can be a little clumsy.”
Duncan glanced out the window into the night, gazing up and the moon and stars overhead. “It’s a beautiful night,” he said, trying to stave off a incoming awkward silence.
“Oh yes.” Sunny beamed, “Princess Luna has really outdone herself tonight.”
Duncan thought for a moment at this, wondering to himself what that meant. Was it a figure of speech? Was she a goddess they worshiped? He new the Incas had a few goddesses related to the night, such as Mama Quilla. 
“Are you okay?” Sunny asked with a confused blink, snapping Duncan back to reality and attracting his full attention.
“I’m fine, I was just admiring it,” Duncan answered nervously. 
“You act like you’ve you’ve never seen Luna’s moon before.” Sunny said with a giggle.
You have no idea how close to the truth that is. Duncan gave a nervous laugh, and shifted in his seat, trying not dig himself any deeper. “The city lights make it hard to see, I was just taken back by how beautiful it is out here, unobstructed by the restlessness of the city.”
“Well, then you’ll really love seeing Celestia’s sunrise out here, it shouldn’t be long,” Sunny answered, not staring at the sky herself.
Celestia? I’m going to need to find a book or something if I want to keep my cover. “Sounds wonderful,” Duncan said as he turned away from the mare to look at the sky once more.   
____________________________________________________________________
Ponyville slipped into to view on the horizon as the coach approached. The shapes of the small old-fashioned cottages silhouetted black in front the oranges and reds that painted the sky as the sun rose from it’s sleep. Duncan knew one thing for sure, Sunny wasn't lying when she said the sunrise would be beautiful. It, coupled with this place reminded him of some of his younger days, back when he was barely 100 years old. It was almost like going back in time to see this little village of a town. 
The carriage soon reached the edge of town, and slowed as it entered the town. They seemed to be in a market district, as far as Duncan could tell from inside. He was stirred from his thoughts as the carriage lurched to a halt. 
“Well, this is it, Ponyville!” Sunny said with a smile.
“Thanks, miss,” Duncan said as he pushed up the door and stepped down, out of the carriage. “I hope to see you again sometime.”
“I’ll be staying in a hotel here in Ponyville for a while. So maybe you will!” Sunny said with wink and a wave as the carriage pulled away.”
Duncan chuckled to himself as he turned and trotted away. He never thought he’d sit down in a carriage and have an awkward, yet pleasant conversation with a talking pony. At the very least his stay here would pleasant and dealing with the locals would be one hurdle he didn’t have to deal with(once it figured out the local customs, anyway). There still the matter of finding that thing, though, and that wouldn’t be easy now that it had the home field advantage. 
He pushed his goal to the back of his mind, knowing as much as he liked to he couldn’t jump a step ahead, he had to have a plan, which would have to start with acquainting himself with this world. He finally stirred from his thoughts and took a look at his surroundings. He was correct in thinking he was in the market district. Ponies trotted around “window” shopping, talking, doing business, or even just enjoying the day. What drew his attention, though, was that some of them seemed to be unicorns and pegasi, judging by their wings and horns. This place was growing stranger and stranger. 
Just as he passed a pink pony with a green mane selling various pots and pans, the smell of cotton candy reached his nose. Puzzled, he looked around but saw none of the nearby stalls carrying any such confections. Before he could even attempt the follow the scent a loud gasp sounded out from behind him. 
“Hello I haven’t seen you around before and I know everypony in Ponyville which means you must be new and I like meeting new ponies which doesn’t happen very often because I know almost everypony even more now that I meant Twilight and have been to Canterlot but I don’t like Canterlot ponies as much because they're boring and don’t like my parties oh and I’m Pinkie Pie by the way what’s your name?
Duncan simply stared in confusion at the Pink mare in front of him, trying to decipher what exactly she had just said. “Duncan,” he answered slowly.
“Duncan?” Pinkie repeated quizzically. Without warning she let out another loud gasp. “Are you from far away because I’ve always wanted to see far away places have you ever been the the Griffon Kingdom because I’d like to see it even if Gilda was a meany-pants and made Fluttershy cry I’ve never been further away then Canterlot or maybe Appleloosa which one is further away?” Pinkie turned to Duncan as if posing him the question. 
Duncan simply shrugged and gave an uneasy chuckle in reply.
“Oh! We should ask Twilight at your welcoming party!” Pinkie chirped.
“Wait, what party!?” Duncan asked, stepped back.
“The one I’m going to throw for you, silly!” Pinkie answered, hopping up and down on all four legs.
Duncan quickly stepped back. “I’m really rather busy, I don’t know if I have time.” He let out another uneasy chuckle.
“Awwwwww, No party?” Pinkie plopped down on her haunches and stared up at him with the biggest puppy dog eyes he had ever seen. Her once curly mane fell straight as if someone had dumped a bucket of water on her and her mouth drooped to a frown. She looked like she was about to cry. 
Duncan rubbed the back of his head as she pushed her face closer to his.
“Please can I throw you a party?” Pinkie asked, her eyes beginning to water. 
In that moment Duncan felt like he had let down an eager child, despite never having met this girl before in his life. He thought quickly, trying to cheer her back up. “Say, Pinkie, how about you show me around town for now, and maybe you can throw me a welcoming party later if there’s time, okay?”
Pinkie’s hair suddenly frizzled back out as if she had been struck by lightening. “Really? Thank you thank you thank you, it’ll be the best party ever.” Without warning she threw her forehooves around Duncan, who stood in awkward silence.      
“Okay, okay, but you have show me around first, remember?” Duncan said as he tried to gently push her off, to no avail.
Pinkie shifted to his side, now only keeping a single forehoof around his shoulders as she stood up. “I have to introduce you to my friends. Come on!”
Duncan let out a sigh and followed as Pinkie wandered off, it was going to be a long day, and having a hostage to track down and save weighing on his mind wasn’t going to make it any easier
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------.
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		Introductions



	Rarity barely heard the ringing of the bell signaling the entry of a customer as she rushed about in a blur of scissors and thread, checking a pattern here, trimming sleeve there, or quickly running fabric through a sewing machine. Stopping only every now and then to check a measurement with the cloth ruler draped around her neck.         
Scootaloo happily bounced inside the shop with a stallion not far behind her: a pegasus with with a almost faded charcoal-colored coat and long, shaggy, barely styled white mane to match his tail. He bore a cutie mark consisting of a silver buckler with crossed short shorts placed behind it.
“Hello, darling, may I help you with something?” Rarity quickly asked as she rushed by, nearly knocking him over.    
“No thanks, miss, I was just walking Scootaloo over. I thought since I had to pick up some things, anyway, I’d tag along to Sweet Apple Acres,” the Stallion answered with a smile.
“Oh, that’s right! I believe you’re Scootaloo’s father, Shade, is it?” Rarity said as she carefully clipped some loose thread.
“You believed right.” Shade looked around at the half-finished dresses scattering the room. “Looks like you’re having a busy day.”
“Very busy. I got a very big order from Canterlot, Le Bringé Fantasie wants to carry some of my designs.”
“Well  then I guess we should leave you to your work.” Shade ducked under a pair of airborne scissors being levitated across the room.
“Sorry, dear,” Rarity apologized without turning around, too engrossed in her work to break concentration. 
Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo approached Shade’s side. “Ready to go?” Scootaloo asked excitedly. 
“Sure, come on.” Shade shot the two fillies a warm smile as he left the the shop with the two following close behind.
A mumble could be heard before the door eased closed, “Is your sister always this weird?”
_________________________________________________________________
The bell over Rarity’s door nearly broke free of its hinge as Pinkie Pie bounced into the shop, a white stallion following cautiously behind her and taking note of his every surrounding. 
“Hey, Rarity!” Pinkie Pie screamed, her voice echoing of the walls of the shop, causing Rarity’s ears to flatten against her head as she flinched and allowed the tools she was levitating to clatter to the floor. Duncan merely groaned and shook his head, he couldn’t get used to the sensitivity these new ears were granting him.
“Pinkie Pie, darling, haven’t I told you not to yell while I’m working?” Rarity answered, doing her best to regain her poise.
“Sorry, Rarity, but I wanted you to meet my new friend!” Pinkie said while pulling Duncan forward by his fore-hoof.
Rarity carefully looked Duncan over head to hoof, noting his appearance and scrutinizing it. Carefully considering everything from his mane style to his eyes color and build. 
Duncan cleared his throat, attracting her attention. “My name is Duncan MacLeod.”
“And I am Rarity, “ she answered as she continued to look him over. “Well, Darling, not many stallions can pull of a long mane, but you’ve done it quite well. Your tail is a bit messy though, maybe a slight trim and styling.”
“Maybe later, miss.” Duncan nervously backed away, eyeing the door.
“At least let me make you a suit, you’d look positively dashing in formal wear,” Rarity said as she levitated some dark fabric next to Duncan, comparing their colors.
“I’m really in quite a hurry-” Duncan was cut off by Pinkie before he could finish.
“Can you do it later? I want to finish showing him around, so I can hurry up and throw him a party,” Pinkie said with a frown.
“Don’t you think he should look good for the party, dear?” Rarity said, trying not give in.
“Pretty please?” Pinkie gave the biggest blue puppy dog eyes either of them had ever seen.
Rarity struggled to keep her resolve strong, and to avert Pinkie’s pleading gaze. she failed, “Oh, okay, but I’m finished with you too. I have already have too many great design ideas to let got to waste! Maybe I can start now and adjust the measurements later...” Rarity trailed off as she began sketching something. 
__________________________________________________________________
The smell of apple trees filled the air as the three approached the farm’s front gate. Their sweet aroma was faint at first, floating on the cool breeze, but thickened as they entered the orchard. Its thick scent was owed to the freshly ripened apples ready to be collected. The sound of hooves slamming into wood, and apples tumbling in baskets sounded from further down the dirt path.
A familiar red station came into view as they neared the house. He trotted along the road balancing a large basket of Apples on his back. “Hello, girls,” Big Mac said as the fillies trotted up.
“Hello, Big Macintosh,” They both said in unision. 
“Applebloom’s waitin’ for ya’ll in the clubhouse.” Big Mac gave them a smile.
“Thanks.” They both answered as they ran off. 
“How about Cutie Mark Crusader hang-gliders,” Scootaloo could be heard saying as the two ran down the trail.
I feel like I should be worried by that, Shade thought as Big Mac looked on, his face betraying a similar thought. 
Big Mac finally turned to Shade, “What can ah help ya’ll with?.”
“Just a couple bushels of Apples,” Shade answered, letting out a sigh as the two fillies disappeared from sight. 
“Come on up to the barn, ah can loan ya’ll a cart to get them home.” Big Mac offered
“Thanks, I’d appreciate it.” The two began to head up the path, Big Mac leading the way. 

________________________________________________________________
Bright red apples glinted in the trees lining the old dirt farm path. A red barn with white trim loomed in distance. A large stylized picture of a pink mare’s face adorned the side, smiling a welcoming smile down at vistors. Oversized doors sat wide open, almost greeting the two as they approached.
“Ya’ll can borrow one of the small carts,” Big Mac offered as they stepped onto the soft straw floor of old barn.
“Thank you, that should be helpful,” Shade replied, glad to not have to carry several pounds of apples all the way back across town on his back. 
“Y’all can take the one back there, it’s already loaded up.” Big Mac pointed a hoof to the far corner of the barn, where a old cart loaded with fresh apples sat.
“Thanks again.” Shade made his way to the cart and began to hitch himself up.
_________________________________________________________________


“This place is kinda nice,” Duncan said as he followed Pinkie through the farm’s gate.
“I know, right? My friend Applejack is the best farm pony I know. Of course, I don’t know that many farm ponies...” Pinkie trailed off into thought as the two trotted along.
Duncan merely surveyed his surroundings in silence: half enthralled by the seeming endless expanse of Apple Trees on the horizon, and half worried about the task looming ahead of him. Maybe with Pinkie’s help, he could make allies here and hunt that thing down. Before he could think too much more, a voice caught his attention.
“Hey Pinkie, how y’all doin’?” It was a female voice, bearing a thick southern drawl.
Duncan looked up the path, using a hoof to shield his eyes from the sun. A mare with a nearly pastel orange coat, and long, blonde mane and tail stood at the crest of the hill.  
“Hi Applejack, I just wanted you to meet my new friend!” Pinkie ran up the hill, Duncan keeping his slower pace, not far behind.
Applejack looked on past Pinkie in Duncan’s direction as he approached. “Howdy there, ah’m Applejack and welcome to Sweet Apple Acres, home of the best darn apples in all of Equestria.” She held out a hoof towards him.
Duncan grabbed it as he walked up, getting caught in a surprisingly firm hoof shake, “I’m Duncan MacLeod. Beautiful place you have here.”
“Why thank you kindly, sir. Say, if you don’t me askin’, where are y’all from? Ah’ve never heard a name quite like that before,” Applejack said as she finally let go. 
Duncan shook his aching hoof and gave it some thought. “I’m from a place pretty far away.” 
“What brings y’all here?” Applejack questioned.
“I was looking for someone and got a little lost.” Duncan carefully answered.
“Where were ya’ll supposed to meet them?” Applejack smiled as she spoke, 
Duncan could read her expression as one of sincerity. She just wanted to help. He couldn’t risk spilling the story yet, though. “You know, in all the rush she forgot to tell me.I was hoping I would catch up.”
“That’s wasn’t a very friendly way for a friend to act,” Pinkie Pie interjected as she quickly shot up between the two, “She should apologize for being so rude.”
You have no idea. “She was just in a bad mood for some reason I couldn’t figure out,” Duncan said, trying to not betray the true nature of the situation.
“That’s no excuse to be such a meanie pants.” Pinkie pouted and crossed her forehooves as she sat down on her haunches.
“Now, sugarcube, I’m sure she didn’t mean nothin’ by it,” Applejack calmly said to Pinkie.
I wish that were the truth. Duncan did his best to stifle a nervous chuckle at her words. That thing had meant everything by it. 
Without warning the three were interrupted by by three young voices screaming in unison. Duncan quickly turned his attention to the approaching cries in time to see three young filles dart past in a blur of white, orange and yellow. A deafening roar soon followed, it’s owner quickly approaching. Duncan turned his attention away from the three, who were now hiding behind the two older mares, and to the source of the beastial cry. 
A creature, resembling a massive lion with a scorpion's tail and bat-like wings, charged into view. And I thought this day couldn’t get much worse. Duncan braced himself and glared at the beast. 
“Well, girls, looks like Cutie Mark Crusaders monster tamers wasn’t a good idea,” one of the fillies muttered.
“I swear you three get into more trouble than ah I could ever imagine was possible, and where did y’all find a manicore?” Applejack stepped closer to Pinkie, attempting to further shield the three. 
Duncan quickly jumped back out of the way as the manticore took a swipe at him with a paw full of razor-sharp claws. Not deterred, the creature raised its tail high, preparing to strike. Duncan felt it’s rough armor brush over his side as he narrowly avoided it, causing the stinger to embed itself deep in the dirt. That would’ve been painful.
Dodging another swipe of the beast’s claw, he swung around and let loose a kick with his back legs. His hooves connected with the creatures jaw, dazing it.  Without so much as thinking of what he was about to do, he used the opening to leap on the creatures back. His hooves held firmly around its neck as it kicked and bucked like a raging bull. Looks like that time I spent in the rodeo circuit back in the 1980s paid off.
“What in Tarnation are ya’ll doing?” Applejack called up.
“Who-hoo, ride em’ cowcolt!” Pinke Pie shouted as she bounced up and down.
“Just thought I could use the exercise!” Duncan called as the manticore took off, with him still holding on tight. It was in that moment that he realized there’s  something different about the world when you’re clinging for dear life to the back of a mythological beast. Sure, he had ridden on horseback many times in his long life, even been on a motorcycle a  couple times, or a raging bull, but this was somehow surreal. It was also that he noticed the grove of apple trees straight ahead. 
As the beast reach the first tree it shifted hard to the right, trying to knock Duncan into it’s trunk. With a mighty crack it slammed into the tree, Duncan shifted out of the way, barely avoiding being crushed as smashed bark and wood chips filled the air. He forced his eyes shut, knowing he was in deep trouble if the debris managed to blind him. He flinched as a stray apple made contact with his head. 
“Are ya’ll okay?” Applejack called out.
Duncan looked around, noticing a blur of orange weaving around the trees to his left out of the corner of his eye. She must have caught up.
“I’m fine, where’s Pinkie and those three kids?” he called back, not turning his head or breaking his concentration.
“I told ‘er to get up to the house so I could rescue you.” He couldn’t see her face, but something told him she was grinning.
“What’s makes you think I need rescuing?” he said back with a chuckle, turning his attention towards her. 
“Maybe that tree branch over yonder?” 
Duncan averted his eyes forward in time to see a low hanging branch approaching fast. I’m going to have to time this right. Without even waiting long enough to regret it, he climbed to his hooves and lept forward, gliding over the branch as the beast passed underneath. Without barely a second to spare, he landed hard on its back as he cleared the obstacle, letting his limbs straddle its back and neck once more. 
“If you pardon me askin’, who exactly are you?” Applejack called, curiosity mounting in her voice.  
“I’m a antique dealer!” Duncan called back with smirk. 
“I’ve been to a few of them there shops with Rarity, but  I don’t recall ever seeing the shopkeepers doing anything like this!” Applejack dodged another tree as she spoke.
Duncan gave a chuckle in reply, “maybe we can talk once I get off this thing.”
“Ah have a idea!” Applejack grabbed the lasso draped over back in her teeth, and began to twirl it in the air. With one fluid motion, she flung it through the air, landing it around the beast’s neck. It came to a halt, pulling with all its might to get free. Applejack pulled right back, her hooves dug deep into the earth as he braced herself. It took all her might to even hold the beast at bay, the strength and determination gained from a lifetime of farm work aiding her efforts.
“Get down from there while I can still hold em’!” Applejack shouted through the rope clutched tightly in her teeth. 
Duncan lept down off the beast’s back and darted over to her side. 
Applejack let out a grunt as her hooves dug in even deeper. “Quick, help me get this thing tied up!”
Duncan quickly took the rope in his own teeth and began to pull. He found himself quite impressed by the creature’s strength as well the  mare’s.Even with her help, dragging this thing around was like trying to move a mountain. He couldn’t imagine how much power was in that deceptively small form for her to hold this back by herself. 
Slowly, by working the together, the two managed to drag the rope to a nearby tree. 
“Hold er; steady and I’ll tie this sucker up,” Applejack shouted.
Duncan did his best to nod his head in agreement, and she loosened her grip, picking up the coil of loose rope at her feet. Duncan quickly braced himself, feeling his own hooves dig in deep. Not even the most fiery wild horse back home could’ve put up this fight. 
Immortal or not, he made a mental note not to get on her bad side. She could probably give Amanda back home a run for her money. 
“Ya’ll can let go.” Applejack had finished tying the knott.
Duncan carefully let go, feeling the wind rush through his mouth as the rope jerked tight. “how long do you think it’ll hold?” he asked.
“I don’t know: you and Pinkie better go get Fluttershy.” Applejack winched as the sound a cracking wood silently echoed from the tree. 
“Who?” Duncan gave her a puzzled look.
“She’s an animal expert, she’ll know what to do.” Applejack stared at the rope wrapped around the tree. 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“I can’t wait to introduce you to my friend Fluttershy good thing we needed her help, anyway.” Pinkie chattered as the two rushed through Ponyville, their hooves clicking against the cobblestone paths. 
“Anything I should know about her?” Duncan asked.
“Just that she’s shy, silly!” Pinkie Pie giggled. 
I guess their names are someone meaningful: Pinkie is pink, Fluttershy is shy, and Applejack is a apple farmer. Duncan thought it over, an interesting little quirk of this world. He could understand Applejack being named for the family business, and Pinkie for her appearance, but how could Fluttershy be christened which such an oddly proper name. A lucky guess, or maybe a nickname? 
“She lives in the cottage right up there!” Pinkie Pie pointed to a small building as they reached the edge of town. 
The two slowed down as they made their way across a bridge and approached. Upon reaching the house Pinkie excitedly pounded on the door.
“Who’s there?” a voice softly called from inside.
“It’s me, Pinkie!” Pinkie called.
“Hold on.” The door slowly opened, and a eye peeked out.
“Hello,” Duncan said as the eye scanned him over. As the door opened further, he could see uncertainty in the deep blue eyes peering out from the darkness.
“Hi Fluttershy, this my new friend,Duncan,” Pinkie spoke up, still excitedly bouncing around.
“Oh, hello,” Fluttershy croaked as she finally stepped out.
Duncan finally got a good look at her. A mare with a soft yellow coat and long, pastel pink mane, which she hid the aforementioned blue eyes behind. He also noticed she had a set of wings tucked in at her sides. A Pegasus? 
“Duncan, this is Fluttershy,” Pinkie Pie gestured towards Duncan with a forehoof.
“Pleased to meet you, miss,” Duncan said with a smile.
“Hey Fluttershy, Applejack needs your help at the farm with a wild manticore,” Pinkie Pie interjected excitedly.   
“Wha- Pinkie, I think we better just let Applejack explain,” Fluttershy said in shock.
“Okay,” Pinkie said. 

_________________________________________________________________
“Returning this today?” Twilight happily asked as she took the book titled “Pre-Celestian History” from his hooves.
“Yes, miss,” Shade responded with a smile.
“Did you enjoy it?” Twilight asked as she flipped through her record book. 
“Yes, actually. I learned quite a bit from it,” Shade answered.
“Well this is strange, I can’t find this in the records, and come to think of it I don’t remember loaning it to you.” Twilight rubbed her head in thought.
“It says it’s one of your books right here.” Shade flipped open the front cover and pointed to the writing “property of Ponyville Library” followed by a librarian's signature reading “Moonstone.”
“Oh, this is one of our older books. I can’t say I’ve seen it before. Are you sure you got it here?” Twilight questioned.
“I’m pretty sure, maybe it was the old librarian I got it from?” Shade said.
“You would have to have gotten as a foal, this place was closed for years before I got here.” Twilight laughed, “Everypony just sat and read in the bookstore down the street for the longest time.”
I really, really, need to remember to return these books faster, Shade thought to himself.
“Hey Fluttershy, we’ll catch up, I want Duncan to meet Twilight!” A mare’s voice called from somewhere outside. 
The galloping of hoofs, along with an unnerving dragging noise made its way to the door. Pinkie came bursting in, Duncan barely keeping his footing on only three legs as she drug him by a forehoof.
“Hey everypony! This is my new friend, Duncan. 
Duncan felt a familiar sensation as he and shade locked eyes, one he hadn’t felt since he got here. A feeling all too familiar, and yet completely surprising to find in this alien world. 
“Shade...” Shade said carefully, half shocked.
“Duncan McLeod” Duncan said with caution as he looked on in surprise.       
Both of the stallions had the same thought as they stood there, eyes locked.  It was as if they were both connected on some level deep within their consciousness. 
This is awkward...
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