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		Description

Once upon a time, there was a pony named Fan Service. She had an amazing life -- money, fame, good looks, but she realized it was missing something: character depth. And so she set out to seek the one thing that would make her life complete.
Written in four hours during a speed writing exercise. Totally unedited. Enjoy!
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Once upon a time, there was a pony named Fan Service. She was a unicorn, with a soft brown coat and a golden mane that fell in perfect natural curves. Her parents raised her in Ponyville, and she spent her childhood playing with adorable animals and staring in wide-eyed wonderment at the beauty of the world around her, pausing only occasionally to have pillow-fights with her friends.
She was a late bloomer, or perhaps, an abrupt bloomer. She showed little signs of maturing well into her teenage years, and her parents became concerned for her health. But, then, puberty struck her at age 16, on July the 9th at precisely 2:00 PM, and concluded inself no later than 2:07 PM that same day. Age was kind to her, and she grew up to be a dazzling young mare, with a tall and shapely frame, sparkling eyes, toned and athletic legs, and a tail that wrapped about her flanks just so. Her horn was long and gently spiraled, and it framed her face wonderfully, particularly when she smiled and blushed, which many ponies agreed was often.
The many doctors and wizards her parents called to explain this miraculous transformation were at a loss, able to say only that it was some manifestation of her natural unicorn magic. Such was the commotion over this event that the appearance of her cutie mark was hardly noticed—a fan and a screwdriver. It was just as well, as nopony really understood it anyway.
Eventually the commotion died down, and the residents of Ponyville came to accept Fan Service as one of their town’s many oddities. It took some adjustment, but once the ponies of Ponyville grew used to having her stare at them across the table through half lidded eyes while slowly pulling the cherry out of her milkshake with her tongue, they found her to be kind-hearted and cheerful. She was active about the community, particularly in sports—and her captaincy of the Ponyville mare’s wrestling team inspired many, particularly after their gym burned down and they had to practice in the mud.
By any objective standard, Fan Service had an amazing life. She had a loving family, friends, and many admirers. She was beautiful, and her work as a model also made her wealthy, ensuring she never wanted. At age twenty-five, she didn’t look a day over sixteen, and there was some speculation that she would never age a day henceforth.
And yet, as her twenty-sixth birthday came and went, something nagged at Fan Service; A growing realization. The feeling built slowly for weeks, as Fan Service struggled to give it a name, but finally, she understood.
She was unhappy.
It wasn’t that she didn’t appreciate the life she had. Her friends were good to her, she had many worthy suitors, and Ponyville had a excellent number of natural waterfall glades for her to bathe in with her back turned to the nearby bushes. Despite it all though, she couldn't help but feel that her life was empty. Other ponies seemed so much more... nuanced. So much more interesting. They had complexities: Depth. And it seemed that she did not.
And so, one morning, when the discontent gnawed at her particularly fiercely, she rose from her bed, and resolved to visit her friends. They would know what to do.
The first friend she visited was a mare named Aloe, who ran the local spa. Fan Service rarely visited, since her hooves were smooth as a feather’s caress and all she had to do was shake her head to make her toussled mane tumble down around her face like strands of spun gold, but she still appreciated her friend’s skill and good taste. The spa didn’t open for several hours, but Fan Service knew that her friend would be there, and she found the door unlocked.
“Hey! Aloe?” she called out, as she pushed into the lobby, the little door bell ringing above her. “It’s Fan! Are you here?”
“Yeah, I’m upstairs!” Aloe called down, her voice echoing about the building. “I’ll be down in a second!” Fan Service considered waiting in the lobby, but after a moment, pushed ahead on her own. She soon found her way to one of the spa’s many mirrors, mounted over a sink. She turned the faucet, and wetted her mane, lifting her head for a moment to examine the results.
There was no denying she looked good. Her coat was a glorious soft brown, almost tan, majestic as any unicorn but warm as any earth pony. Her mane hung down about her, almost glittering in the lights, long damp strands falling to hide one of her eyes. He her other eye peeked out from that cover, sparkling and blue, holding promises of a thousand things unseen. Slowly, she leaned over to the mirror, her horn shimmering with a silver light as it pulled her hair to one side. Her shoulders lowered, and her flank lifted as she raised her tail high. Her eyes slid shut, and gently, ever-so gently, she pressed her lips to the glass.
“Are you making out with your reflection again?” Aloe asked, her voice now considerably closer at hoof. Fan Service went stock still, and for a moment, there was quiet.
“No,” Fan Service said.
“So you’re just pressing up against the glass and hiking your tail up for no reason,” Aloe observed, her tone dry and a hair impatient.
“I do that sometimes!” Fan Service said, with a bit of a defensive hint in her words, still not moving away, though her tail did drop a few degrees.
Aloe sighed. A long, weary sound. “I... yes. Yes, you do, actually. But... look. Fan. I’m not upset. Please step away from the glass?”
Slowly, Fan Service stepped away from the glass, a rosy blush rising to her cheeks as she looked at her friend. In their early teenage years, as Aloe had matured, Fan Service had been quite taken with her good looks, her pink coat, and her shiny blue mane. Now though, Fan Service was the grander of the two—tall, comely, and with many body parts that could be described using words like “toned,” “supple,” and “firm.”
“Sorry,” Fan Service said after a moment. “I’m having a bad morning and kissing stuff makes me feel better.”
“I know. It’s okay,” Aloe said, glancing over her friend and quickly noticing her distressed state. “What’s wrong?”
“Aloe...” Fan Service drew a deep breath and stretch, the motion making revealing the faint traces of muscle under her athletic shoulders and toned legs, which were powerful yet feminine. “I’m sorry to have to ask you this. I don’t want to put you on the spot. But it’s been bugging me so much lately. Am I... shallow?”
Aloe thought about it for a moment, her expression uncertain. “Uh...” she finally said, with a slight nod. “Yes.”
This was not the answer Fan Service had been hoping for.
“But I have a little depth, right?” Fan Service checked. She could work with a little. Little things could make a big difference. Like that time she had to do a model shoot and her outfit was a napkin.
“Nope.” Aloe shook her head.
“But I’m complex, right? Like, interesting?” Fan Service asked again, wheedling for a "yes". She always loved those characters in books, and whiled away many an evening reading curled up on a fur rug in front of a roaring fire, her glasses balanced just so on her muzzle.
“Fan, you’re like a 300 piece puzzle,” Aloe said, and Fan Service’s hopes raised themselves considerably. “If it had 299 less pieces, and the picture on the puzzle was a mare biting her lip and making bedroom eyes.”
“Aloe!” Fan Service shouted—her tail tucking in about herself as she looked at the floor. She only briefly glanced up, her wide eyes and small frame, making her seem like nothing so much as a shivering, kind animal in need of a long hug. “That was mean!”
“It...” Aloe sighed again. “Was. I’m sorry, Fan. I’ve been having a bad morning too.” Aloe stepped across the room to put a hoof on her friends shoulder. “Tell me what’s wrong?”
“I don’t know... nothing, I guess,” Fan Service said, and such was her worry that not even her friend’s strong yet sensuously feminine touch could cheer her up. “I just feel like my life is... you know.” For a time, she struggled for the word. “Hollow. It seems like I have everything I want, but you all have such interesting lives, and I just don’t.”
“You’ve got an interesting life!” Aloe insisted. “What when you wrote that paper for the Canterlot Journal of Social Science? You proved that every mare is at least a little bit gay. That’s a huge discovery.”
“They made me redact it.” Fan Service shook her head. She wanted a hug—longed for that physical contact—but Aloe had long since established her personal boundaries. No hugs, no little nudges, and definitely no slowly caressing her side under the soft glow of a moonlit night while their tails so gently intertwine. Friends respect friends’ wishes. “The results weren’t replicable, so they said it was just my unicorn magic.”
“Oh,” Aloe frowned. “Well, what about all that time you volunteer as a lifeguard? You’ve saved a ton of ponies, and you learned all about time magic. Even Twilight had trouble with that.”
“It doesn’t count if they endangered themselves just to see me slow-motion run, Aloe,” Fan Service insisted. “I mean... your special talent is running a spa. And you run a spa! You run an awesome spa. But you also play semi-pro chess and practice zebra martial arts and make the best cinnamon cookies in town. You’ve got all these neat hobbies and quirks and eccentricities and... stuff.”
For a time, Fan Service was quiet. “And my special talent is being cute and flirty and having weird magic. And I do all that! But it seems like it’s... all I do, you know? Ever. And I feel kind of...” She sighed and stretched her neck a bit, making her mane tumble down around her just so, framing her soft, vulnerable face, so full of hope and need. “I guess there’s no reason I couldn't do any of those things. But when I try, they don’t come.” Her voice sank steadily quieter. “They just don’t.”
“I... um...” Aloe hesitated, freezing to the spot. Finally, after a second, she blurted out. “Do you want a hug?”
“You hate my hugs,” Fan Service muttered.
“I don’t hate your hugs, Fan,” Aloe insisted. “Come on. You’re sad and I know they make you feel better.” Aloe removed her hoof from her friend’s shoulder and spread her forelegs wide, smiling welcomingly. Fan Service hesitated for a moment, and then sprang forward, wrapping her friend up tight.
“Oh, thank you, Aloe,” Fan Service sighed, whispering the words directly into her friend’s ear. The gentle sounds flowed forward on her hot breath, the warmth of her body sweeping over Aloe’s face and cheek as a gentle wind. She could feel Fan Service’s body against her, sense the warmth from within her, sense every curve and feature her friend had so suddenly developed. Once, Fan Service’s body had made Aloe burn with jealousy, but with this trembling figure so close, she started to burn with another—
“Nope, nope! That’s enough!” Aloe says quickly, gently pushing her friend back. “That’s enough. That’s a... hug. We’re done. We hugged.”
Fan Service let out a sad little sigh, stepping back from her friend. She didn’t understand why Aloe hated her hugs so much. Everypony thought she was too touchy—even her coltfriend said that she and Aloe should hug more. Group hug even! Still, she respected her friends wishes, and well, it did make her feel better.
“Thanks, Aloe,” she said, shaking her head to clear it. “But, really. I don’t want to just hug ponies and nibble on their ears until I feel better. I want to actually have something going on in my life. Like you! I mean... how do you do it?”
“I don’t know, Fan,” Aloe said, with a sympathetic frown. “I’m sorry, but depth isn’t something you make happen, it just... happens on it’s own. You either have it or you don’t.” She saw her friends face fall, Fan Service’s gaze going to the floor, and quickly spoke again. “But! I mean... uh. It’s not all it’s cracked up to be. Right now, I wish I could trade my chess skills for being that much better at running a spa.”
“Why?” Fan asked, looking around the room. The spa seemed well run to her—it was organized, and neat, and full of things which could be pleasantly rubbed onto other things, like balms and stuff.
“Business hasn’t been good lately.” Aloe reached up to scratch the back of her head. “If I don’t think of something soon, I could be in trouble. And uh... well.” Both mares turned their eyes to the floor, an awkward silence settling between them.
“Oh!” Fan Service sudden exclaimed as she shot to her hooves, her mane swishing behind her as she gave a dramatic flick of her head. “I know what you need. You need Twilight Sparkle!”
“What?” Aloe raised a skeptical eyebrow. “The wizard?”
“She’s not just a wizard,” Fan Service said, so excited she was shaking like a schoolgirl giving a bento box to her considerably older teacher. “She’s a princess now too. She has an emerald castle and everything. I bet if she endorsed your shop, you’d have all the business you could handle!”
“Well, that... uh...” Aloe paused, her two ears tilting up. “That... could actually work. If the endorsement ran in the right publication. Something in Cloudsdale say. That’s close enough customers could make the trip, and she’s pretty popular there.”
“That’s perfect!” Fan Service actually giggled for glee, sliding one leg around Aloe and pulling them shoulder to shoulder. “Twilight and I get along great and she loves this place. We’ll go see her, you’ll get your endorsement, and I’ll have helped a friend save their business without once using my special talent. That’s totally different and nuanced.”
“Fan,” Aloe said gently. “Tail. We talked about this.” She coughed loudly, pointing at her rear, where her and Fan Service’s tails were intertwined like the limbs of two lovers caught in the throes of passion; tangled bundles of blue and gold binding them physically as their feelings bound them—
“Fan I mean it,” Aloe repeated herself, louder this time. Fan Service stepped away quickly, uncurling her tail.
“Right!” Fan said, after a small pause. “To Twilight’s!”
Ponyville being what it was, the two didn’t bother locking up. Aloe simply hung a “Out to Magical Adventure” sign on the door and then the two were off, trotting briskly down Ponyville’s main street towards Twilight’s crystal castle. They made excellent time, but they were less than halfway there before something distracted them—a charcoal grey pony with a teal mohawk, sitting alone at a cafe table with an absolutely wretched expression.
“Thunderlane!” Fan Service called out, recognizing her friend. “What’s wrong?”
“Cloud Kicker dumped me,” he said, giving only the smallest of glances to the couple by his table. “Hey, Aloe.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry!” Fan Service put a leg around Thunderlane, pulling him into a close hug. “She didn’t know how good she had it.” When he failed to respond, she flicked his flank with her tail and added, “Say, you want me to do that thing with the oil that always cheers you up?”
“No thanks,” he said, still staring at the table. “I’m good.” A pause came across the three.
“Did she dump you because you’re gay?” Aloe hesitantly asked.
“No!” He let out an angry snort. “She dumped me because I asked how she felt about us moving in together. Is it so much to ask to find a mare who actually wants a serious relationship?” Thunderlane shook his head. “I mean, sure. I like dating. I like cute mares. I even like hooking up! But I eventually want to settle down and—no, Fan, I meant I like hooking up in the abstract sense, not here and now.”
Fan put the bottle of oil back into her saddlebags.
Thunderlane sighed, sitting back in his chair. “I know the mare for me is out there somewhere, but I have no idea how to find her.”
“Well...” Fan Service thought for a moment. “Why don’t you come with us? We’re going up the road to the emerald castle to see Twilight Sparkle. I bet she could use some wizard magic to help you find the pony you’re destined to be with.”
“Sure. I’ll try anything at this point.” Thunderlane gave a heavy sigh and hauled himself to his hooves. “Why are you going to see Twilight though?”
“I need customers,” explained Aloe.
“And I need character depth!” explained Fan.
After a moment’s consideration, Thunderlane decided it might be better not to ask. “Onward then.” He gestured.
And so, the three hurried through the streets of Ponyville towards the crystal castle. They made it almost the entire way there without further distractions, but on the very steps of the castle, they came across a truly wretched sight. A blue unicorn in a purple cape, sniffling quietly at the base of the castle steps.
“Oh!” Fan Service called out to her. “Hey, aren’t you that magician who took over the town?”
“Trixie had hoped ponies had forgotten that,” she said, with a miserable little squeak. Slowly, she raised her eyes to Fan Service. “Has Trixie met you before?”
“I was that pony you hit with the agony beam.”
“Trixie,” she said, with as much dignity as she could muster, “wronged many ponies that day.”
“I was the one who liked it,” Fan Service nodded helpfully.
“Oh, yes,” Trixie made a face. “Now I remember. You have a very distinctive uh... scream.”
“Thanks! Sometimes, I practice in the mirror,” Fan Service said proudly. “But you’re not crying over that are you? That was ages ago. And you know everypony has forgiven you. You were under the influence of an evil artifact. Totally not your fault.”
“Not exactly.” Slowly, she hauled herself to her feet. “Trixie needs... I need, to ask Twilight Sparkle’s help. Everything in my life has been going wrong, and I’m always alone. But she’s the Princess of Friendship! If anypony knows about making friends, it’s her. And I thought she could help, but...” Trixie turned her gaze back to the ground. “I’m not sure I can face her.”
“Well, that’s fine,” Fan Service said. “You can come with us! Safety in numbers and all that. We’ll help you find that inner courage and stuff.”
“You’re all going to see Twilight Sparkle?” Trixie asked, looking between them.
“Yup! I need character depth,” Fan Service said, keeping an upbeat tone.
“I need customers,” Aloe said, with a small shake of her head.
“And I need a date,” Thunderlane finished.
Slowly, Trixie turned to look at Thunderlane. “Wow, aiming high, are we?”
“It’s not like that.”
“Sure it isn’t, Prince Social Climber.” Trixie rolled her eyes.
“No, it’s okay, Thunderlane is cool,” Fan Service assured Trixie. “And look! You’re not sniffling anymore. So! Will you come with us?”
Trixie looked between the three one more time, and then gradually nodded. “Thank you.”
“Oh, wonderful!” Fan Service stepped forward, wrapping Trixie up in a tight hug. She could feel Trixie’s loneliness—a tension under the skin that only the touch of another equine could soothe. “We’re going to be the best of friends, I just know it.”
It had been so long since Trixie had been truly close to another that at first she was stiff as a board. But as Fan’s breath washed over her face, her posture gradually eased. Muscles unknotted, joints loosened, and she seemed to almost melt into Fan’s embrace. They were so close they could feel eachother’s hearts beat, a steady pounding through their warm—
“Okay, okay, that’s enough,” Aloe’s voice cut into the silence as she grabbed Fan and forceably pulled. Thunderlane grabbed Trixie and did the same, and soon the two were separated.
Trixie stumbled backwards, a hot blush radiating outwards from her cheeks. “What uh...” she stammered. “What just happend?”
“Oh, some unicorn magic,” Aloe answered casually, giving Fan Service a stern look. Fan let out a little cough, looking to the side and brushing her mane with a hoof. “Come on, the castle door is right this way.”
The four marched up the steps at varying speeds, with Aloe taking the lead and a very confused Trixie in the rear. Eventually, Aloe reached the castle doors, knocking firmly. The doors cracked open, and Spike looked out from between them, a tiny figure besides the massive gates. “Oh, uh...” he said, not recognizing Aloe right away. “Can I help you?”
“We’re here to see the wizard,” Aloe explained. “I need customers, Fan needs character depth, Thunderlane needs a date, and Trixie needs a friend.”
“Ugh,” Spike rolled his eyes. “Twilight!” he called, turning back into the castle. “Four mismatched ponies showed up asking you to solve all their problems!”
“Again!?” her voice shot back.
“Yeah.” Spike sighed. “At least I’m not the dog this time!”
“Well what do they want!?” called Twilight from what the others were starting to think was the very opposite side of the castle.
“Customers, friends, a date, and character depth!” Spike bellowed out the words. A pause answered him.
“Who wants the date?” Twilight finally called.
“Thunderlane!” Spike said.
“Okay, I’m coming down,” Twilight said. Distant hoofsteps became audible, and Thunderlane couldn't contain a small smile. Soon, she appeared at the door, looking out over the four of them.
“Okay, who needed what again?” she asked, and Aloe recounted the requests. “Fine. Let’s do this. Aloe, I’ll mention you in my interview with Cosmoponian next month. Thunderlane, pick me up at eight. Trixie, you came here on a quest for friendship, but the real friends were the ponies who supported you the whole way. They are your friends.”
“Actually, I barely just met—”
“Ah ah.” Twilight gave Trixie a stern look and clapped her hooves together. “We’re moving on. And Fan, you needed... character depth?”
“Yeah.” Fan smiled. “But don’t worry, it’s okay. I know that’s not a thing you can physically give me. I showed depth by helping my friends—and one stranger—in their time of need!”
“Oh, did you?” Twilight asked, pleasantly surprised.
“Yeah!” Fan nodded. “Right guys?” She turned to look at the others. Silence answered her.
“I mean... it was good of you to make the suggestion,” Aloe said. “But... a good idea isn’t really character depth.”
“Yeah,” Thunderlane nodded. “And it was good of you to help me when you saw I was upset. But compassion isn’t really character depth either.”
“That hug made me feel funny,” Trixie said, looking at the ground.
“Oh,” Fan Service turned her head away. “I... I see.” A silence fell over the four of them, and nopony spoke. “Well! That’s fine. I’m glad things worked out for all of you. I’ll just head back and—”
“Fan, wait,” Twilight stepped out from the crystal castle (which was in large part emerald), and walked up to Fan Service’s side. “Before you head out, take a second and think about what happened today. Sure... maybe you didn’t display the most nuanced character, but you know what you did do? You saved Aloe’s buisness, got Trixie some friends, and helped Thunderlane find a date. That’s way more than most ponies do in a morning.”
“But it’s not...” Fan sighed, looking off at the ground. “It’s not what I wanted, Twilight.”
“Fan, you’ve been at this a day.” Twilight said, with an encouraging smile. “If you want to be more like other ponies, the first thing to learn is that these things take time. You don’t get instant gratification. Character depth is something you build over time, with effort and care. I’m sure that if you stick to it, you’ll find it one day. And in the meanwhile, look.” Twilight gestured out towards the three waiting ponies. “If this is what ‘shallow’ is, is shallow really so bad?”
Fan paused, and then smiled. “No, you know what? Life is pretty awesome.”
“There we go,” Aloe said. She smiled, as did Thunderlane, and even Trixie joined in a bit. “You feel better?”
“Yeah,” Fan raised a hoof to her head. “Yeah, I do. I mean... Twilight is right. I just got it into my head that character depth was something I needed and that I couldn't be happy without it. But, look at all of you.” She gestured to the three of them. “You, stressing over your business. Thunderlane, worrying about true love. Trixie dealing with her megalomania and obvious latent homosexuality.”
“All mares get that,” Trixie blurted out. “There was a study that proved it. I’m not weird.”
“Ha ha,” Twilight chuckled slightly. “Yeah, that’s—”
“And oh, wow. All the drama!” Fan Service took a breath. “I didn’t even think about that. Like how Aloe is just going to be in this position again in a year if she can’t reliably attract customers. Or how Twilight just agreed to date Thunderlane because of his looks which is exactly what he was trying to avoid so they’re totally going to have a painful breakup on like the seventh date.”
“Uh...” Twilight flicked an ear. Aloe looked at the ground. Thunderlane frowned. Trixie looked up and away.
“And oh man, if you don’t break up? Thunderlane wanted a serious relationship. Does that mean he’s going to be Prince Thunderlane? Does he even want that? And how’s he going to deal with living with a mare who will outlive him by like a thousand years? That’s just... wow, that’s not gonna end well.” She turned to Trixie.  “And all those self worth issues! How do you ever find the time to be happy?”
“Well, you just...” Trixie inspected the sky for a little while longer, then turned to look off into the town. “Focus on the moment, and... try to find peace with it all.”
“See? That’s way too complicated. When I want to be happy, I just flirt with a cute stallion and then go give a bunch of money to charity so ponies tell me I’m nice and stuff. Phew!” she let out a sigh. “I do feel better. Thanks everypony. I’m going to head home. Good luck working all that stuff out!”
Reassured that all was well in her life, Fan Service trotted home, leaving behind four uncertain and confused ponies. She had not given up her quest, but had realized that things were not as bad as she thought. Her life, while simple, had value, and when she returned that evening, she was no longer unhappy.
Then she ate four tubs of extra-chunky ice cream because she could do that as much as she wanted and never get fat.
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