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	The Herd Evolved
Chapter 1 - Revelation


Sleep. A deep period of thought and recollection, a journey through an alternate reality existing purely in the mind experiencing it. Something accomplished by most beings during the dark period of the night. 
This period rushed away quickly, which was unusual for me. Most mornings, I had to use some crazy means of motivation to even convince myself it was worth it, or let my body get myself out of bed some time later, when I felt rested and ready.
Feeling began to return to me. I was now aware of my bodily state, but something seemed unusual. A foreign sensation told me that I couldn’t feel my fingers or toes. There was another muscle as well, located at the bottom end of my back.
This fact confused me. I tried moving the new appendage, and felt something hairy brush past my leg. Apparently, I had grown a tail overnight, which I hadn’t imagined as even scientifically possible. Unfortunately, I was unable to look at my new body, partly due to the fact that it wasn’t morning yet, and my room was clouded with the looming fog of darkness itself.
I slid out of bed gently onto the floor, making sure not to hurt myself. Usually, I would roll out of bed into a combat maneuver, getting up to my feet with one deft motion. This time, I noticed a difference in my anatomy, as I failed to stand up on two legs like I always had. Light shifted to the top of my list of priorities, and it didn’t take long to remember the light switch by the door of my room.
Giving it my best attempt, I tried to crawl across the space, which I knew like the back of my hand. My eyes had adjusted just the tiniest bit, and I was able to make out the immense, white figure of my door, not at all contrasting from the paint on the walls of the same color. The large wooden panel seemed larger than I remembered, and the jet-black door knob seemed to be much higher off the carpeted floor. The light switch was located on it’s same level.
Using the wall for support, I was able to get myself up to a fair height, but still not enough to change the polarity of the switch. I got back down, and did my best to sit. Almost naturally, my tail obediently moved out of the way, and my legs spread and curled up in a manner that felt strange, while at the same time completely natural. The position reminded me of a pony sitting on it’s haunches. My tail swished from side to side as I thought of a way to cast the room into illumination.
I remembered the flashlight that I kept on my nightstand, or even better the lantern on the bottom shelf of the same piece of furniture. Crawling again, I made my way over to the other side of my bed next to the window, curtains closed. A small spike in my curiousity told me to open the window, but my current mission still remained. When I reached the nightstand, I used the shelf, which was about a foot off the ground, to support myself as I felt around for my lantern. Eventually I found it, and I brushed it off the ledge, sending it plummeting to the ground.
The small grey button on the side of the lantern was easily located, and I pressed it quickly with my numb hand. The blinding illumination caused me to close my darkness-adjusted eyes to avoid temporary blindness. After letting the light seep into my head through my eyelids, I slowly began to open them, looking away from the illumination device.
Once my vision had completely adjusted to the new light level, I looked down at my legs, or rather, where my legs should’ve been. Instead of the long, skin colored legs concealed by my black and white tie-dye pajama pants, I saw light grey, furry legs much shorter than I was used to. At the end, they came to a flat plateau.
This revelation stirred up a sea of questions and emotions inside my mind. Stuttering, I looked at my hands, which had also turned into light grey hooves. My tail, which was indeed a tail, was a red and white form that swayed from my feelings of curiosity, confusion, and fear.
Against all points of logic and common sense, I diagnosed my current form in the truest way possible. I was a pony. And with that out of the way, I brought rationality back and began to think of the way that this had occurred.
Nothing worked within the boundaries of reason, so I came to the assumption that I was simply having a lucid dream. The concept of such an experience was simple. I was still very much asleep, my mind knowing that I was in such a state, and allowing me to control the environment around me. My sense of fear turned to interest, and I decided to enjoy this dream while I was having it. However, a small sense of doubt still lingered in my mind, and I had to think of a way to prove that this was just an alternate dreamscape, and my current form was nonexistent in the waking world.
More thinking and sitting on my now-proven haunches followed. I had a small amount of knowledge about lucid dreaming, so I consulted that memory bank and eventually came up with a technique to determine the reality in which I currently abided. I would look into a mirror, and if I saw no reflection, then my existence in a dream would be proven.
First I needed to get through my bedroom door, then my bathroom door. Knowing that I could control my dream, I stood up, closed my eyes, and imagined a mental setup of the space around me. Focusing on the doorknob, I thought of turning it and swinging the door open to grant me passage.
When nothing happened, I slumped down onto my haunches to think of another solution to my dilemma. Knowing I was a pony, there was a small chance that I was indeed of the unicorn variety, capable of levitation magic. I used my hoof to feel around my head, touching one ear, then the other, and finally discovering the pointed, spiraling appendage poking out from between a small split in my mane. I smiled, and with my newfound knowledge I decided to test out my telekinetic ability, if I had it at all.
My lantern seemed to be a good test subject, so I crawled back over to it and closed my eyes, once again creating the image of my surroundings in my head. What I did differently was focus my horn, which began to buzz the tiniest bit. The more I focused, the more it buzzed, and I then began to feel the surface of the object with my magic, almost like I was touching it. I shifted my thought process, and tried moving the lantern over to me. I poured more focus into my attempt, and eventually felt it brush up against my forehoof, informing me that I had been successful.
With a now positive mindset, I practiced moving the lantern around the room, floating it up and down, around the space as I slowly gained experience with my clumsy, amateur  telekinesis. When I had sharpened my ability to an acceptable degree, I cast my gaze at the door knob once again, and closed my eyes. When I felt the click! of the doorknob and the gentle squeaking of its brass hinges, I gasped in amazement and satisfaction. My crawl resumed and I ventured out into the hallway.
The bathroom door was no more of a challenge, and I dragged the lantern along on my short, slow journey. The four-legged shadow cast before me when I was ahead of the light was a little bit unnerving, but I couldn’t remember if having a shadow was an indicator of existence in the real world. I tried hitting the switch with the hovering lantern, and with a click the bathroom was bathed in a warm glow. I switched off my portable light source and took in the view of the room before me.
The toilet and countertop seemed much larger, and the showerhead very well could have been in orbit from my new vantage point. From the same viewpoint, I was unsure whether I should’ve been able to see my reflection in the mirror that spanned the length of the countertop on my right side. Determined even more from being so close to discovering the looming question of which reality I truly existed in, I started to form a plan on how to get up to the countertop to view my reflection, if I had one at all.
I telekinetically closed the lid to the toilet and used it as a ledge to help me get up onto the counter. Once I was firmly standing on the white stone surface, I rotated myself ninety degrees to look at the reflective glass fixture.
Instead of the back wall of my bathroom reflected cleanly in the mirror, I was met with the gaze of my pony self. My muzzle was straight and angular, indicating I was a male and hadn’t switched genders during my transformation into a small, colorful equine, and my horn was smaller than I had imagined it. My ears perked up once again at my mix of confusion and several other thoughts, as if they functioned on their own. Curious, I tried to move them by my own will. Crazy enough, I was able to change their position independently, something I hadn’t been able to accomplish as a human.
Realization set in, and I backed up quicker than I would have liked, I tumbled off the counter and onto the tiled floor of the bathroom, which shot a quick jolt of pain up my back. If I was dreaming, the pain would’ve snapped me back into the real world as a human, warm in my bed. Instead, the bathroom still existed around me and I was still the same form I had been just moments ago.
“I-I-I-I-” I stuttered. The words wouldn’t come out, and hearing my new voice, which in the long run wasn’t much different compared to my human voice, just a bit higher in pitch, did nothing to help my feelings return to their usual calm state. I backed up to the wall and looked at my hind legs, my whole body shaking from the discovery I had just made.
My words finally came out, just a high-pitched squeak that surprised me. “I’m not dreaming!” I repeated the phrase several times, each one in succession, calming myself down to a more relaxed state. I mouthed the phrase again. “I am not dreaming,” I admitted, letting out a heavy sigh. For a while I sat on my bathroom floor, failing to process my realization, even with the large mental capacity I possessed.
“What the hay is going on here?” I whispered, taking short pauses between each word. When I processed what I had just said, my heart rate ascended again. “Did I just say hay?” I asked myself with wide eyes.
I did indeed, and I now realized my mind had changed as well, to the point where my vernacular was that of a small, colorful pony, just as I had become. Calming down this time was a tad bit harder, as I had a somewhat different mind then I had going to sleep. After the struggle of once again calming my spirits, I willed myself into a positive mindset, which proved to be quite difficult. The list of experiments I wanted to conduct started to compose itself inside my mind.
My first priority was to make quadrupedal movement a second nature, as it would prove a crucial skill required for my new form. Deciding the bathroom probably wasn’t the optimal place for re-learning to walk, I made the educated decision to make the living room my temporary classroom, and gravity my teacher.
Wanting to remain as unharmed as humanly- I mean ponily possible, I continued in my crawling state to transport my body to the living room, where I began the bothersome task of moving my various pieces of furniture aside to make room in case I made a rather large misstep. For safety reasons, I wanted the chance of injury to be as scarce as possible. I wasn’t willing to risk banging my head on the sturdy leg of a plush futon.
Now ready to begin my learning experience, which I assumed was going to be quite a strenuous mission, I stood at the middle of the room on all fours. Closing my eyes to think, I tried to imagine the typical walk cycle of the pony that I now was. I lifted up my front left hoof, put it a few inches forward, and leaned on it. The immediate reaction of attempting to balance myself caused my body to wobble a little bit. Eventually catching my balance, I then lifted up my back right hoof and moved it forward the same distance as I had my previous limb.
I repeated the motion with the opposite hooves, and sure enough I had made my first true step as a pony. Smiling, I moved my front left and back right hooves in the same manner as I had before, moving me even further across the learning space.
Even though I had moved a mighty few inches in the last five minutes that I had spent learning to walk like a pony, and the sequence I was using was relatively ungraceful, I was beaming with pride that I had even been able to accomplish that much in the time that I had. I spent the next long while practicing my steps, streamlining the process until I was able to move around the circular learning space quite quickly. Eventually, my amateur walk cycle morphed into something much smoother, and I was walking like an experienced pony.
I stopped confining myself to the carpeted room and started to stretch my hooves a bit. I trotted back into my room where I had been failing to walk earlier, laughing at my past, inable self as if he were still sitting there on his haunches, thinking about how to open the door to my bedroom. I revisited the bathroom as well, looking at my smiling reflection in the glassy surface of the mirror, drastically varying from the scared look I had given myself upon finding out I wasn’t dreaming. 
A feeling nagged at me suddenly, introducing itself from inside my gut. That feeling was hunger, and a need for food urged me to trot to the kitchen pantry, where I kept my delicious sustenance.
I levitated the pantry door open and settled on a crunchy granola bar, which sounded like it would cure my sudden case of the munchies. I fumbled with the ever-annoying wrapper until I tore it open, and I then levitated the delicacy into my mouth, biting down with a satisfying crunch! It tasted no different as a pony than it did as a human, and I enjoyed the bar bit by bit until there was none left. Hunger dealt with, I became oblivious on what to do now.
Practicing my movement again, I made my way to the glass sliding door which led out to my balcony, several stories above the city streets. A gentle, black sky loomed overhead, devoid of stars due to the presence of the city’s light pollution. The diamond-towards headlights of the tiny cars far below made me feel small.
The thought of the adjective brought another question to mind. How tall was I in this form? With a new challenge, I left the ambiance of the city atmosphere behind me and made my way back into the apartment, where I pondered the location of my tape measure. Having a faint idea of where it might be hiding, I trotted back into the kitchen to a particular drawer which I had dubbed my “junk drawer”. I enveloped the silver handle in my magic, and I slid it out of the counter so I could examine its contents. I quickly opened my eyes and caught a quick glimpse of the aura before it could fade away entirely, and was a little surprised by the color, which was a deep green similar to the tint of my irises.
I was able to get up onto the granite countertop using a nearby stool, which was pushed underneath the stone overhang to save space. I looked down into the drawer, confused as I always was by the supernova of infinite junk that resided within. Pencils, erasers and the like were pushed aside by my hoof as I searched for my prize, which I eventually located at the very back of the drawer, tangled in a mass of paper clips.
I levitated this, as well as a pencil, down with me to the ground, practicing my use of magic with my eyes open, as well as using my telekinesis on multiple objects, which overall was turning out to be quite successful. I found a nice spot on the wall near the door to the apartment, and stood as flush with the wall as I could. The pencil hovered above me until I could feel it brushing against the top of my mane, and then I pushed it sideways and held it there as I stepped back to examine the light, grey mark which I estimated to be about three or four feet off the ground. I unrolled the tape measure, extending the long, marked, yellow strip until it was a little more than the length I had estimated, and held it up to my mark to figure out exactly how high off the ground it was.
As I had predicted, I stood at a height of three and a half feet tall, which as I thought back to a fan theory about the precise height of the kind of pony I resembled, I realized that I wasn’t big enough to match the size of most full-grown ponies, but at the same time not small enough to be considered a colt. I decided that my height was not an accurate estimate of my age, as I was well past high school with a few years of college under my belt.
A quick feeling reminded me how late it probably was at night, or how early it was in the morning, if that much time had passed. Curious, I made a quick glance at the digital clock on my oven, it’s neon green time read that it was a few minutes after eleven. Strangely, no feeling of sleep invaded my mind. I was completely rested, and had the energy I usually had during a normal afternoon.
I returned to the balcony where I once again looked over the railing. Less cars ruled the long valley-like streets, but the feeling of insignificance still remained. I was just one being in this world, which brought another question to mind. Was I the only miniature, colorful pony on this planet? Had any other people experienced the transformation as I had? I guessed once more that I would have to wait until the next day to answer my inquiry.
I was about to return back to my apartment when something in the corner of my vision grasped my attention, dragging me to the very edge of the balcony. I scanned my eyes through my entire window of vision until I spotted something inside an apartment across the street, through the only window that was lit on that building.
Whether it was a hallucination or pure luck, I could’ve sworn that I saw another pony, I couldn’t pinpoint its distinct features, but I could tell the general shape of the being. I rubbed my eyes, looked again, and the pony was still there. Maybe I wasn’t the only one here!
With a determined mind, I decided my new mission was to get the attention of the pony below.
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	The Herd Evolved
Chapter 2 - Test Flight

It was time to test the limitations of my telekinesis. I located a few sheets of paper and a marker in my desk drawer, both of which I levitated out into the living room for another experiment. I manipulated the cap off the marker, and pressed the felt tip to the paper, where I attempted to write the letters of the English alphabet. My new hoofwriting was somewhat legible, just enough that I could make out the message written on the page. Satisfied, and a little surprised, I tossed my first paper aside and spread out a fresh sheet, where I scribed a simple message with the black marker.
Look Up! Hello!
The concise message was sufficient for its cause, so I trotted onto the balcony, paper wrapped in the green net of my telekinesis, and looked down at the apartment where I had seen the pony earlier. Sure enough, it was still there.
I closed my eyes and began to focus, knowing that I would need all the concentration I could muster to achieve the distance the message would have to travel in order to wedge itself in the pony’s window. The paper started to gently float over the gap between the buildings, flapping lightly in the faint autumn wind. Sadly, I lost my concentration when it had travelled a little more than halfway, and the paper drifted lazily from side to side, descending to the city floor below.
My determination hadn’t faded, and I practically ran back into the living room where I repeated my note-creating process. When I had produced another message, I returned to the balcony to attempt my levitation again.
Once again, the page hovered slowly across the gap between our apartments. A few feet further than my previous attempt, I lost grasp of it, and it fell down to the street, just as the previous one had. Since I had made it further this time, I figured the range of my ability was gradually increasing, and set off to create another sign.
Many times I repeated this process, running back and forth between my balcony and living room. My ability to walk was definitely improving, and my hoofwriting was more legible every time I scribed the message on the white surface. There were a few times that the occasional person below me would notice the papers floating down, and do as they instructed by looking up. On these occasions, I ducked out of view, afraid to spook any innocent passersby.
Finally, I was able to get the page over to the pony’s window. Unfortunately, I was unable to wedge it in the space between the glass and the frame, so I held it there instead. With my eyes closed and all of my focus directed towards keeping the paper afloat, I didn’t know what was happening on the page’s end. What I did know, however, was that I was losing grasp quickly, and that soon this attempt would end up failed as all the others had.
Suddenly, I felt the paper being thrust outwards at a slight angle. I assumed the pony had noticed, so I opened my eyes and felt the note slip out of my control and start to fall. I then trotted to the edge of my balcony and looked down at the pony, who was now attempting to visually locate the source of the message.
I did my best to balance on three hooves as I waved the fourth above my head as humans normally did to signal a greeting. “Up here!” I shouted. The pony scanned his vision frantically, and he eventually rest his gaze on me.
“Oh, hello up there!” he yelled, waving back with the same amount of caution I was using.
I wanted to continue the conversation. “How are you?” I asked.
“Good!” the pony replied rather casually. “Could I come up?” he asked.
“Sure! Fly on up here!” I yelled, excited to be in the company of another equine being.
Nervously, the pony replied. “I’m afraid I would fall, we’re rather high right now.”
This was probably a true fact, as flight was theoretically much more complicated than telekinesis, and if he had endured my same transformation just tonight, I assumed he was no Rainbow Dash.
I quickly thought of a way to help him up. “Here, I’ll try to lend you a hoof!” I yelled, closing my eyes to focus my telekinetic aura around him. I felt the pegasus flap a few times, now aware of his advantage against the forces of gravity. His position shifted and I felt him in the air. The result on his end was the beginning of his first flight higher off the ground than a foot or so, and the result on my end was an awareness that my telekinesis had limitations, as I was having trouble doing more than just removing a small bit of gravity’s influence over the pegasus. I made a mental note to work out my magic on bigger objects at a later time.
After what seemed like hours, but really only equated to a few minutes, the pegasus was standing firmly on my balcony, around two stories above where he had been earlier. I opened my eyes and let my net of magic dissipate. I now caught a good look at the pegasus, who was tan with a chocolate brown mane. His wings were naturally folded up on either side, which I assumed was a reflex that came with the form, like my sitting position when I had sat down in my room before I had proven that I was, indeed, still in the real world.
“Hi,” I gestured with a hint of shyness in my voice.
He looked at me. “Hi,” he replied. “I’m Test Flight-”
I watched as the the pegasus suddenly became distressed after saying his name. He shuddered at it, looking around for an explanation that would never reveal itself physically.
After watching for a few seconds, I mustered the courage to ask the cause of his anxiety. “What’s wrong?” I inquired, concerned.
Test Flight stopped and looked at me. “That’s not my name! My name is, uh, I can’t even remember! Test Flight is the only name that comes to mind!” he exclaimed.
“Strange,” I admitted. “Anyway, my name’s Wires.”
After processing what I had just said, I almost fell into the same distressed pattern that Test Flight had just moments before. “Wait-”
“Let me guess, that’s not your name either,” he assumed.
Indeed he was right, but every feeling told me that was the name I had been given, that it was the name I was supposed to go by in this world. The small knowledge that existed in the back of my mind told me otherwise, and I’m glad it did. I didn’t want to forget who I was before, but all the memories were still there! Everything where it should be, all except for my name.
I shook my head. “No.” There was a small moment of silence, intruded only by the ambient noise of our current location. I then suggested we retreat to my living room, as it was getting colder by the minute as night reached it’s peak. In agreement, I shut the door and we settled down on the carpet, my furniture still surrounding us from my learning experience before.
“Hungry?” I asked. Test Flight nodded, so I returned to my kitchen and carefully lifted a bowl out of the cupboard, which I filled with some potato chips shortly after. I returned, still thinking of how I could determine my pre-pony name.
“So,” Test Flight began, “what was your life like before you became a pony?”
I thought for a second, making sure I had all of the details correct. First and foremost, I was a fan of My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic, which I assumed was a rather important fact to inform my friend of. Thinking of the show sent a rather strange and far-fetched idea into my head, and I started to think about how it could be the reason for my sudden transformation.
With my thoughts gathered, I had my reply - in addition to another question - for Test Flight. “Well, I enjoyed watching My Little Pony-” I started.
“Me too!” Test Flight exclaimed, answering my question which I hadn’t even gotten the chance to ask yet. “So you were part of the herd?”
What he was referring to was the Brony fandom, a group of older men who enjoyed My Little Pony. We weren’t exactly accepted into society, so I usually didn’t tell people that I was a Brony at the time of introduction in fear of hurtful judgement. I guess I felt at ease with it in this case, probably due to the fact that I was talking to a person who had become the very kind of pony I enjoyed.
I smiled. “Were? As far as I know I still am!” I exclaimed.
“Awesome. So, um, I was wondering about the meetups. Are they still going on?” Test Flight asked.
Nearby members of our fandom met at a coffee shop a few blocks away from my apartment every Monday. There were usually around fifteen to twenty people that attended. I haven’t missed a meeting in several months, so I was pretty good friends with most of the frequent attendees.
“Yeah. Are you new to the area?” I asked.
Test Flight nodded. “I moved here last week. New job, needed a change of scenery.”
I levitated a chip into my mouth. “Where’d you move here from?”
I looked at the bowl of crisp snacks, and then to Test Flight. I remembered that he didn’t have any way to eat them without plunging his whole muzzle into the white dish, so I levitated one up to him, which he munched happily. “Alaska,” he informed after swallowing.
Visiting Alaska had always been a dream of mine. The landscape was beautiful, mostly untouched by humankind. “Wow! That’s amazing! I’ve always wanted to go there,” I admitted.
“It’s not as great as everyone thinks,” Test Flight continued as I fed him another chip. “Really cold all year, hard to get around.”
“But beautiful and untouched!” I looked at the pegasus, and then something in my mind clicked into place like a piece of a puzzle. A possible way to figure out my human name. My laptop!
“I’ll be right back,” I said, rushing into my bedroom where I searched for my portable computer. After a while, I found it on my desk, and tried lifting it down to me. It was fairly heavy, and I had a little bit of trouble getting it to the door without dropping it.
I quickly devised another plan, and slid a piece of stray cardboard underneath it. I gave it a gentle push, and the makeshift sled glided gently across the floor without much effort. I smiled and continued to push it all the way back to the living room, where Test Flight was watching me with interest.
My idea was this: I would log onto my computer, which was registered under my human name, and find out what it was before turning pony.
“Alright,” I declared, opening my laptop and pushing the power button with my hoof.
Test Flight looked confused. “What’s your plan?”
“This computer is registered under my human name, so if I login, I can figure it out!”
Time seemed to slow down around me as the loading screen remained for a minute before actually getting me to the login screen. I used a marker on the keyboard like a finger to enter my password.
For a long time it loaded, and when I saw the message displayed on my computer afterward, I couldn’t believe my eyes.
Welcome, Wires!
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	The Herd Evolved
Chapter 3 - Sighting
I sat in awe as the greeting faded away to reveal the usual image of my desktop, a colorful rendition of the characters from My Little Pony dressed like characters from another show I enjoyed. Amazement still lingered, as my computer’s data had changed with me!
Test Flight either knew, or had made a very close guess as to what was going on. “So I assume that didn’t always say ‘Wires’?” he inquired.
I shook my head. “No! But how is this even possible!” I stammered.
It seemed that none of us could come up with a plausible theory, and even my lucid dreaming explanation wouldn’t work in this situation.
I eventually mustered the courage to open my web browser and do some of the normal things I did when I used the computer, such as check my email. I was able to use the keyboard to navigate the interface up to this point, but when I was required to move the cursor using the trackpad, I realized I had a problem. My hooves probably wouldn’t work with the device, and I had forgotten where I had stashed my external mouse. 
I decided to use the most skin-like surface I could think of, which was the tip of my muzzle. Thankfully, it functioned just like a finger on the trackpad. I promptly brought up my email inbox.
When the page finished loading, I noticed that the typical name indicator on the top-right corner of my screen now bore the name ‘Wires’, and composing a new message displayed my address as wires@themailplace.net, drastically varying from the original.
“Wow,” I muttered, scanning through the list of unread messages in my inbox.
There was a few from various websites, telling me people had replied to my comments or forum posts and stuff like that, but what really grasped my attention was a message from my cousin in Park City. When I opened the letter, I was almost not surprised when I read the message greeting.
Wires! How’ve you been?
I sighed, wondering if my cousin had actually typed that, or if whatever force that had changed my computer and email account had messed with this as well. Regardless, I continued reading.
Hey, there was a news story I thought you might be interested in that I saw a few minutes ago. I don’t know if you’ll be checking your inbox in the middle of the night, but I’ll put the link in below. It was about the pony show you watch.
        Stay awesome!
        -Cousin Jeffrey
The message was heartwarming, as Jeffrey was one of those people who didn’t really judge my enjoyment of My Little Pony like most people did. It was good to hear from him.
Test Flight’s voice snapped me out of whatever small trance that had shifted me into deep thought. “What are you waiting for? Open up the news story already!”
I used my muzzle to open the link, which redirected to one of my favorite news services: GNN, or Go News Network. The story headline immediately caught my attention.
Unknown 'Pegasus Sighting' Closely Resembling Characters from Children's Show!
What did I just see? I pondered in shock.
There was not only an article, but a video on the subject as well. As quickly as I could, I pressed the play button and settled in next to Test Flight.
The video opened up with the typical news website opening, showing their logo followed by some generic music, eventually fading to either information or a shot of the anchorman or anchorwoman. This time, it was the latter on both accounts.
I payed no attention to the appearance or ethnicity of GNN’s particular anchorwoman, as I was determined to learn about the possible sighting I had been sent. 
“This just in, a Salt Lake City resident swore he saw a pegasus pony near his home, stretching out on a neighbor’s balcony. Here’s Jean Anderson with the details.”
I silently thanked the newswoman for being short and to-the-point, although I noted that she was doing her best not to laugh.
The screen switched to a view of a quite bundled-up reporter dressed in a purple coat, standing next to a middle-aged man with a dark colored beard, who was also wrapped in warm winter clothing.
The woman’s breath could be seen condensating as she spoke, due to the cold weather of Salt Lake this time of year. “This is Jean,” she began, “reporting live from Salt Lake with eyewitness Thompson Hughes. How are you tonight, sir?”
The man smiled, and Jean held the microphone up to him. “I’m doing quite great, Jean, how about yourself?” he asked politely.
“I’m doing quite well, although it’s a little chilly right now,” Jean said, shaking a little bit to exaggerate the temperature. “So tell us what you saw tonight,” she continued.
Thompson smiled as he fumbled around in his pocket for his phone, which already had the camera app pulled up to a photo he had taken at the time of the sighting. He pointed to a dark figure in the shape of a pegasus, contrasting only the slightest bit from the black night background. “This here’s the pegasus,” he informed as the camera zoomed into his phone, “Saw it stretching it’s wings a little bit and just standing there. I came out for a bit of fresh air because I couldn’t sleep, and there it was! I thought I was dreaming!”
I looked at Test Flight. I wasn’t doubting the man, as he probably had actually seen a pegasus with his own eyes.
Jean laughed a little bit, “And you’re sure it was a pegasus that you saw?”
“I swear it,” he said seriously, staring at the camera. “I’m no fan of My Little Pony, but I know a pegasus when I see one.”
Jean wrapped up the report. “Well there you have it! Thank you, Mr. Hughes.”
“My Pleasure,” Thompson said before waving goodnight to the device.
“No contact has been established to the house in question, but local investigators are going to try in the morning. Back to you.”
The screen faded back to the reporter in the newsroom. “Well we’ll have that story for you when it becomes available,” she stated, “Pegasus sightings: you heard it here first on GNN.”
The video ended, leaving me and Test Flight astonished at the information we had just come across. In no way did I doubt the words of Thompson, how could I? I was a pony, I was sitting next to a pegasus myself!
“Well, it’s getting late,” Test Flight finally admitted, standing up and stretching his wings. I followed shortly after, extending all four of my legs and orienting myself vertically. He trotted out onto the balcony, and I followed closely behind.
I smiled at him for the last time that night. “So I’ll see you tomorrow?” I asked.
“Oh yeah, there’s that Brony meetup. Want to meet here on your balcony?”
I thought about it for a minute, and hoped that a pegasus flying in broad daylight high above the city streets wouldn’t be the next sighting reported on GNN. “Yeah. Text me when you get up, I’ll give you my number, if you can even figure out how to use a phone-“
“I’ll figure it out,” Test Flight laughed. “Good night.”
“Good night,” I yawned. I gave Test Flight my number and wrapped him in a magical net of energy. He gently glided down to his apartment, where the window was still open from his previous adventure up to my home.
Tucked into bed once again, I pondered what the next day would be like, and what events it might bring.
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