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		Description

Brian Mikkelsen had been looking forward to his two weeks leave after two weeks of working on MAERSK Drilling's Tyra field. Transfer onshore on the 24th of May 2015, after next shift and a good day's sleep. Transfer never came, neither did the 24th of May 2015. Nor did he wake in his own body.
A Ponies after People side story to Starscribe's fine work The Last Pony on Earth.
Reviewed as highly recommended by Present Perfect
Awesome cover art by celestiawept!
Now with a Russian translation by Alkarasu :)
More art! Colour sketch for chapter two by ierf.
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The stench of hydrocarbons was overwhelming.
He couldn't see a thing in his pitch black cabin. The power was out and obviously the air conditioning as well, which explained the splitting headache. Years of safety drills kicked in and made him scramble out of bed as fast as he could, which wasn't very fast at all and led to him faceplanting onto the dusty cabin floor. It hurt.
Dusty. Why was it dusty? Why was he wasting time on thoughts like that? He needed to get out. Now.
His extremities were already numb. He couldn't feel the lock. He couldn't feel the button. He couldn't even feel the handle. He needed to get out. Now.
He lost his balance for a moment and entangled his legs and numb feet in the bedsheets again. No, not the sheets. His jeans that he had slept in, as usual. They didn't fit. At all. Not important. He heard the sturdy fabric tear when he scrambled to his legs again. Not important. He needed to get out. Now.
No lock, no handle, no light. Hydrocarbons. He screamed and threw himself forward. His vision exploded in stars as he exploded through the door in an eruption of plastic veneer and aluminium stiffeners. That should not be possible with ordinary human strength. Not important. He needed to get out. Now.
The fluorescent stripes that lead to the emergency exit were out. This should not be possible, they only needed an hour of light to recharge and they couldn't break. Not important, he knew where the exit was. Safety drills.
He still couldn't feel his hands when he tried to push himself up. His head swam in the toxic air. Not important. Just crawl then. Keep your head low and out of the fumes. Safety drills. The carpet smelled mouldy. Why mouldy? Not important.
His body didn't respond the way it should. Lack of oxygen. Didn't respond the way he wanted it to respond. Yet he was moving. Stumbling, crawling, rolling sideways. Safety.
He couldn't see a thing but he knew this was it. The exit bar on the door had to be working. It wasn't. The door refused to open on its own accord, no matter he was leaning on the thing with all his weight. He pressed again, then he hit it with all his strength. The door flew open with a screech of metal, a shower of rust and a rush of air.
EXIT
He couldn't see a thing in the glaring sunlight. He could taste blood in his mouth. Not important. Air. Fresh air. No smoke. Fresh air and hydrocarbons. Survivable levels. Easily survivable. No long term damage to be expected. No danger. Calm down. Calm down.
Calm down. Safety. Quiet. The whistling of wind and the hiss of waves. Quiet. Too quiet. Much too quiet.
He squinted against the harsh sunlight on the gangway far above the dark waters of the North Sea and looked around. Looked down on the oil sludge covered wreck of a tug boat stuck between support beams of the bridge module. Looked up at the rusty array of pipes and ladders and pumps and windows with it's faded and cracking yellow paintjob on the accommodation platform above him. Looked down at his hands and gaped. Looked down at the hooves at the end of forelegs covered in turquoise fur.
Brian Mikkelsen screamed.
***
The monstrous gas flame, burning forever above its ruptured flare stack to the east, lit up the sky and filled the cafeteria area with its garish yellow orange glow. It lit up the smashed windows and made ghostly shadows dance across the white ceiling panels.
The dark of the overcast night was absolute. Brian sat at a window opening and stared into the flame like a moth. Stared into the flame with his large blue eyes under his grey mane. There was nothing else to do. There was nothing to eat. The fridges and cupboards in every reachable part of this platform section were empty. Smashed. Forced open. Raided long since.
There was dust. Dust that had begun to swirl around his new hooves after he'd shattered the windows and let in the wind. The air was breathable now. Just. There was dust. There was nothing to drink. There was the mummified corpse of another pony curled up behind the counter. It had been purple.
There was oil. Oil that leaked from the riser platform a hundred yards to the southwest along the corroded gangway. Where there were escape pods. Where he couldn't go. Because of his four hooves. The lifts didn't work. The ladders were too steep. It was pointless anyway, the air down there was toxic.
There was oil. Oil that lazily bubbled to the surface from below the blown out wellhead platform one, further along the gangway. There was oil. Oil that almost completely covered leaking wellhead platform two, along the same gangway. There was oil. Everywhere.
There was gas. Gas that crept through the rusting hulk of the processing section of the platform he sat on. Gas that smelled of rotten eggs. He'd bucked out the windows and cut his hooves. He'd live. Not further down though. Where the escape pods were. The rotten eggs were heavier than air. It would be painless. An equine could not access the lower levels. Hooves. Not without power. Without lifts. He'd have to jump. That would hurt. He didn't want to hurt.
There was nothing to do.
***
The pots and pans gave merry little plinks and plonks as the rain filled them with precious water that poured from the acidic clouds high above the helipad. The helipad the pony could reach because of the metal fire escapes clinging to the structure in which it had woken up. The water smelled of hydrocarbons. It was all the pony had. It would have to do.
H
There was the eastern horizon. Forty miles to Esbjerg on the Danish coast. Forty yards to the seabed. There was an oil slick stretching to the eastern horizon, poisoning the air and water and everything for forty miles to Esbjerg. There was the distant glow of burning wellhead platform Tyra Southeast.
A large skeleton of some hybrid bird creature hung in a crane's rusting girder mast to the left. It had embraced the structure with a broken wing. And a broken neck. The crane had a load still attached. It swung in the wind against a railing somewhere down in the depths with a slow beat. Like an inharmonic bell.
The pony sat in the downpour on the helipad and listened to the rhythm of the rain. Plink plonk. The rain ran off the pony's back that glistened with a fine coating of oil. It itched. The hunger was worse. At least there was water. Water that smelled of hydrocarbons.
There was nothing to do.
***
Unseeing eyes scanned the horizon for the thousandth time. It would have been a nice sunny day had it not been for the brown soup that stretched all around. Hydrocarbon soup. The emaciated horselike animal sat still in the baking heat on the helipad. The crane bell rang.
It looked up at the sudden sound of whup whup whup whup from a helicopter that had appeared out of nowhere, right to the east over the platform. Esbjerg transfer service. The helicopter was on a stable landing approach for a few seconds.
MAERSK
Hope lit up the animal's eyes, desperate hope that made it expend the energy to rise to its hooves for the first time in two days. It staggered to the side of the helipad and croaked out something in a voice no longer understandable.
The helicopter's approach became wobbly before the machine veered off to the side and began to spin around in ever faster circles, engines screeching as it dropped. It smashed into the railing and sheared in half, dropping three large canines and a pony to their fates. The front part skidded across the landing pad in a shower of sparks and whirling rotor blades and squashed the horrified animal sitting there.
It didn't hurt.
***
She couldn't see a thing in the acrid smoke. She should have died in a crash like this. She dragged herself out of the wreckage of what had been her helicopter and looked around in a daze. Looked at her hands extended in front of her and gaped. Looked at the claws at the end of the birdlike legs.
Fiona Hughes screamed and passed out.
She came to in the middle of the night.
The stench of hydrocarbons was overwhelming.
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Parts of Fiona Hughes’ Bel Air AW139 littered the helipad at the end of broad skidmarks. Skidmarks that went all the way to the edge, where parts of the helicopter’s nose, roof and rotors had disappeared down into the depths of the platform. The main part of the wreck was perched right over the drop, balancing on its distorted landing gear.
She should be dead.
She struggled to get out of her pilot’s suit, but the sturdy fabric wouldn’t yield. The discomfort was worst at two points close to her shoulder blades. She gripped the suit with both fists and tore at it in frustration. There were strips of pilot suit all around her.
The easterly wind tilted the hissing gas flare in her direction and filled the air with toxic fumes. She rose to trembling legs. Her shadow moved with the shifting orange light, a beaked demon unfurling its shaky wings.
Maybe she was already dead.
Did demons know fear? Could demons feel sick? Her talons made scraping clicks on the concrete surface as she wobbled to the remains of her helicopter. The wreckage reeked of kerosene. A metallic tang accompanied the stench. Kerosene and blood.
The skidmarks turned bloody two yards before the edge. The rotors had hit something there, judging by the few small bits that remained on the pad. Small bits with fur on them, glistening in the shifting orange light. Fiona knew fear. Fiona could feel sick.
Fiona tried to distract herself by looking at her claws. And feathers. And reddish fur. And paws. And tail. It didn’t make her feel better.
There was a distant whimper. A pained whimper coming from below the opposite edge, somewhere on the fire escapes. She staggered to the edge and peered down into the depths. Far below the point where the crashing helicopter had ripped away the railing and the top of the stairs, something moved in the light of the half moon. Something clad in high-vis orange.
***
At daybreak she finally decided to trust the wings she had folded and unfolded a hundred times by now. It wasn’t as if there was any other way of getting down from the helipad anyway.
The hard landing on the metal grid shook her bones, but it hadn’t been freefall. There had been lift. It hadn’t been a miss. She wasn’t drowning in oil, wasn’t dead from impact and had only sprained a muscle in a hindleg.
The creature before her hadn’t been quite as lucky.
MAERSK
The white pegasus mare lay on her belly at the wall below the cafeteria’s windows. There was a long blood smear from where Fiona had dragged her inside. Blood from a wing, broken and split in two places. Blood from an open fracture of a shinbone. Blood from a deep gash across her face. Blood from where Fiona’s talons had unintentionally pierced the pony’s hide.
Her name was Sandra Messner, an electrical engineer from Hamburg. She’d been on the transfer flight on the 23rd of May 2015. Not that it mattered any more.
It gave Fiona something to do though. Someone to care for. Something to stay sane for. Important.
***
There was nothing to drink. There was nothing to eat. She had searched everywhere she could think of. There were no medical supplies. There was bottled water and a first-aid kit in the helicopter. The fire escape up there was gone. She'd have to try anyway.
Talons and claws were good for climbing. Surprisingly good, with a nimble body. A body she was getting used to, one that felt almost human when scaling a network of pipes and ledges. A body that could navigate the insanity. Important. Stay sane. 
H
The wreck was gone, disappeared over the edge it had been perched on. With the first-aid kit and the bottled water. She buried her face in her talons.
When she turned to leave, she noticed some pots and pans filled with stale rainwater. The water smelled of toxic fumes. It would do. It would keep herself and Sandra alive. For a while, at least.
There was a metallic creak. She snapped her head around, squinting against the midday sun. There was a crane nearby. There was a load still attached, swaying in the soft breeze. There was a skeleton in the crane’s girder mast, a skeleton that matched her new form. He or she had to have flown there.
Flown.
She sat down on the warm concrete and stared at the bony remains while the sun inched its way across the sky. Bones. Fleshy bits. Dry dust. A creature like Sandra had shrivelled up in the cafeteria, one had been squashed on the helipad and another had broken its neck in the crane mast.
She sat in the baking heat, staring up at her dead counterpart. Flown.
Fiona flexed her wings. Fiona wanted to live. Fiona was not going to die here. Not if there was a chance. That would be insane. The former pilot did the sane thing. Important. She pushed Sandra out of her mind and stayed on the helipad.
***
The pony begged for water when she returned, her lion part dripping sweat. A small pot, only half full. It was all she had. For the pony.
Forty miles to Esbjerg. Forty miles and three platforms. Forty miles with three helipads to rest. Forty miles, high enough over the toxic fumes of the oil slick stretching all the way to Esbjerg. Forty miles to the eastern coastline. Forty miles. She needed to be prepared. Prepared and ready for when the wind would turn and be at her back. Ready to ride the westerly breeze to Esbjerg. She needed to be strong.
***
Sunlight glinted on the oily soup all around the platform. She hovered on the thermal rising from the sun baked helipad and paid the view no heed. She paid nothing heed. Her eagle sight was blurry with exhaustion and a splitting headache. Not important. Flight. Her gut felt as if it was about to devour itself. Not important. Flight. Steady flight. Steady flight over a thermal. Steady flight, blocking out all sensations but the air currents. Strength.
She would not die here. She landed. Rested. Drank the final drops of the foul smelling water. She took off again. She was so close. She would not die here. Never. She circled the platform and laughed at the pain. She would not die here. Never.
Night fell.
The soft and dry easterly wind changed to a humid westerly breeze.
***
She sat at the window, the everlasting orange glow reflecting in yellow eyes that were full of angry despair. Full of hopeless fury. Her parched tongue felt like it filled her entire beak. Her wing muscles burned and the hunger had turned into empty dizziness. Weakness. She had been so close. Too weak. Too weak to fly. Too weak to ride the westerly breeze to Esbjerg. She would die here.
The dying pony croaked something unintelligible.
The griffon slowly turned its head.
The griffon did the sane thing.
EXIT
There was blood. Everywhere.
There was a bird of prey, riding the westerly breeze to Esbjerg.
There was Tyra B. Waiting.
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