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		Description

It is the morning after the Royal Wedding, and Twilight Sparkle wakes up to expect it to be like any other day, until, instead of Spike, she meets a little dragonNESS named Spines who claims to be her number one assistant.  She then finds out that her friends, everyone in her village, and pretty much everyone in Equestria, even the two reigning princesses, are all the opposite gender.  What's more, they're claiming this is how it's always been.  Even more so, her "coltfriends" turn out to be harboring romantic feelings for her!  Will Twilight be able to solve this conundrum to change things back to normal, or will she be forced to adapt to her new lifestyle?  Will Twilight's friends (lovers) bring their beloved egghead back to her senses, or will she be driven to do something everyone would regret?
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		Good morning... uh... Spike?



"STOP!"
Twilight Sparkle shoots up from her bed with a start.  She gasps for air from the strange nightmare she had, her eyes darting left and right to scan her bedroom, then, she puts her hoof to her forehead.
"Ugh, what a strange dream that was.  Oh well..."
The purple unicorn gets out of bed, then casts a spell with her magic horn to make her bed and proceeds to prepare for the busy day ahead.  In front of her mirror, she brushes the bedhead out of her violet (with a pink streak) mane, then she smells the delicious pancakes Spike is making for breakfast and decides to head to the kitchen.
"Good Morning, Spike!  Gosh, those pancakes smell-"
Even before Spike turns around to look at her with a confused look, Twilight could tell something was off about the little dragon.  The spines on his head and back are even rounder than normal, and those on his cheek are heart-shaped and drooping a bit.  To top it all off, he has and even shorter snout and abnormally long eyelashes, but the biggest sign is when he says:
"Good Morning, who?"
His, no, her, ugh, the voice is higher-pitched and feminine-sounding.  The dragon in front of Twilight is undoubtedly a girl.
"Spike?  Is that you?"
"Uh, Twilight, my name is Spines."
"Spines?"
"It's the name you gave me, remember?"
"What?!  But, aren't you a boy?"
Spines is quite taken aback from this inquiry.
"Not since I hatched from my egg!  Twi, are you okay?"
Twilight shakes her head in disbelief.
"No... this can't be right, unless...!!!"
Without further hesitation, the unicorn pounces on the little imposter, pinning it to the floor with her four hooves.  Then, she casts a spell on it she used just yesterday on the Changelings that crashed the Royal Wedding, but it has no effect.  Instead, the little dragonness seems even more perturbed.
"OUCH!!!  Twilight, what was that for?!"
"What?  But... I..."
"GET OFF!!!"
With a grunt, Spines shoves Twilight off of herself, then they both struggle back on their feet and take a moment to recollect before Spines began:
"Seriously, Twi, what's gotten into you?"
"Spike, no, Spines... urgh!  Whoever you are, listen to me.  From what I remember, you've been a boy dragon you're entire life up until yesterday.  Now, well, you're not."
"Twilight, that is the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard you say!  Did you bang your head on the floor when you woke up this morning?"
"I did not!"  Twilight sighs, then announces, "Stay here, Spines.  I'm heading out to see my friends to let them know what's going on.  Maybe they can help me sort this thing out."
"Wait!  What about breakfast?  And your to-do list for that matter?  You NEVER skimp out on your to-do lists!"
"I don't have the time or appetite for any pancakes, Spines, and forget about the list.  This is an emergency!"
With that, Twilight gallops out of the library-tree in which they both live to embark on her quest.
"Okay, I guess I'll just keep the pancakes in the fridge and start my cleaning rounds then..."  When she's certain Twilight's out of earshot, she mutters, "I sure hope this isn't another one of her episodes..."

	
		Who are you, and where's Rarity?!



This can't be happening.  Spike?  A girl?  And not even a changeling?  It's just impossible!  Twilight could do some research on this strange phenomenon, but she is too shocked to even think straight.  Thus, her only course of action is to at least let her friends know what is going on, so they may be able to help her, or at least keep it a secret so as not to cause a panic amongst the townsfolk.  Pinkie Pie may be her nearest living friend, but given her unpredictable nature, Rarity's place, the second nearest of her friends' homes, is the safest bet for a start.
Speaking of the townsfolk, as Twilight rushes to Carousel Boutique, she notices an unusual sight: several stallions she passed by look just like mares that live around town, but she thinks nothing of it.  She's on a mission, after all.
As soon as she arrives at the boutique store, she frantically knocks on the door, and before she calls out, it's opened by a stallion.  But this stallion was far abnormal, because he looks disturbingly just like Rarity: same white coat, similiar violet, wavy mane and tail, similiar elegant, blue eyes, even the same cutie mark on his hips!
"Why, if it isn't Twilight!  What seems to trouble you, my dear?"
Twilight sinks further into shock, and stammers, "W-W-What the hay?!  Who are you, and where's Rarity?!"
"Rarity?  Who's this 'Rarity' you-"
Wasting no time to even pin this imposter down, Twilight blasts him with another anti-changeling spell, knocking him onto the table behind him, scattering everything on it with a loud clatter, but just like with "Spines", there was no other effect.
This guy shakes himself back to his senses, then steadies himself back on his hooves before exclaiming, "My goodness, mare!  What possessed you to such an assault?"
"So...", says Twilight, dumbfounded, "...you're not a changeling, either?"
"Of course not!  Wait, 'either'?  What do you-"
"Does this mean you really are Rarity?"
The stallion takes a moment to formulate a response, considering Twilight's emotional state, then delivers: "Twilight, darling, it's me.  Elusive.  Don't you remember?  Since we first met while I was decorating City Hall for the Summer Solstice Festival?"
"But, back then, you were-"
"What the hay?!"  A little colt cries out from the footsteps of the stairs leading up to Rariy -er- Elusive's private dwelling.  He must have heard the noise and noticed the scattered contents of the table.  Also, this boy looks alarmingly like Rarity's little sister, Sweetie Belle: same white coat, similar curly, pink-and-violet mane and tail, and the same blank flank.  "What just happened here?"
"Silver Belle, mind your tongue!" Elusive snaps at the colt, takes a breath, and calmly replies, "...and go back upstairs.  Twilight and I are having a serious discussion."
"Actually, I, er, I think I should go check on the others.  Take care!"  And without another word, Twilight galloped out of the door to who knows where.
"Twilight, wait!"  But she is already gone.  Elusive sighs, and looks back at the table.  "Perhaps I should get this mess cleaned up?"

	
		What in Equestria is going on here?!



	"Okay,"  Twilight thinks, "let us recap.  When we woke up this morning, Spike has transformed into a female dragon named Spines.  Rarity has transformed into a stallion named Elusive, and her- his little sister is now his little brother, Silver Belle.  What the hay?!  How did this happen, and are the others affected as well?  Wait a minute..."
Twilight stops her mad dash through town to scan her surroundings thoroughly, which reveals a disturbing pattern: for every mare she would recognize in town, she sees a stallion who shares a similar appearance; same color scheme, similar styles to the mane and tail, similar eyes, and even the same cutie marks.  It's as if they've also been affected by... whatever has  happened.  Then, the gravity of the situation begins to-
"Hi Twilley!"
"Gyaack!"  Twilight jumps at the voice and turns a rapid ninety degrees to her left.  In front of her is a pink colt with a pink, curly mane and sky blue eyes, grinning widely and in a familiar fashion.
"Are you running a race or something?" he continues,  "I've never seen you so energetic before!  Mind if I join in?  I mean, I've never raced before, but it sounds like tons of fun, and you know how I love fun!  Right, Twi?"
Twilight takes a moment to regain composure before replying, "Uh... do I know you, sir?"
The colt's smile fades a little, then replenishes with a cheerful laugh, "Ha ha ha!  Good one, Twilley!  For a moment, I thought you seriously forgot who I am!"  He pauses, then his smile fades again.  "Uh, did you really forget who I am?"
Twilight looks sternly in his eyes and insists, "I am serious, sir.  Who are you, and how do you know my name?"
He still smiles, but his eyes give an unsettled expression as he states, "Come on, Twi!  It's me, Bubble Berry!"  She just looks more unsure.  "You know, Ponyville's own party pony and the embodiment of Laughter?"
"I'm sorry sir, but those titles rightfully belong to my good friend, Pinkie Pie."
"Pinkie who?  Ha ha, that's a funny name!  Are you gonna start calling me that?  I don't mind really, because it actually sounds pretty nice.  Hey, I know, maybe I should start calling you Dusk-"
"Alright, look, just show me your cutie mark."
"You mean this?"  Without a warning, he shoves his flank in her face, forcing her to lean back a bit, and what she sees sends her mind reeling.  He has Pinkie Pie's cutie mark, which is a trio of of party balloons drifting blissfully into the sky.  So that means...
"No."
"No?  No what?"
"That's impossible."
"What is?"
"YOU'RE A GIRL, DAMMIT!" she screams.  Bubble Berry falls on his rump with a dumbfounded look on his face.  For once, he's actually speechless.  As for Twilight, she starts staring off into space with twitchy eyes, because she is obviously distressed; now she can add Pinkie Pie's name to the list of victims in her head.  Just how many are affected?  How grave is this situation?
Berry stands back up, sincere concern in his eyes, and he asks, "Hey, Twilight?  Are you okay?  You don't look very good.  Have you skipped on breakfast or something?"  Then, his eyes light up.  "Oh yeah!  Speaking of breakfast, how about a chocolate croissant from Sugarcube Corner?  My treat!"
"Sugarcube Corner!" Twilight barks.  "I should check on the Cakes!"  With that, she dashes off again in the direction she was previously headed.  Berry blinks, shrugs, gives his catch phrase, "Okie Dokie Lokie!" and starts bouncing after her at his own casual pace.

As Twilight makes her mad dash to the bakery, she finally begins to understand: all the events that led up to this can't be a mere coincidence.  A sick prank played by fate, perhaps, but not a coincidence at all.  How can it be?  Surely, there must be someone else who's still the same as ever.  At least, that's what she hopes as she enters Sugarcube Corner.
Instead, she's greeted by Berry Bubble, handing her some piece of pastry on a silver platter he got from heaven knows where, while chirping, "One chocolate croissant for Ms. Sparkle, on the house!"
"Ack!  B-bubble Berry!  How did you... never mind."  This is Pinkie Pie, after all, or whatever she's become.
"Heh heh. Like I said, my treat!"
"Yeah, thanks, so are the Cakes in today?"
"Mm, dunno."  Then, he cranes his neck and calls to the kitchen,  "Hey Mrs. Cake!"
She peeks her head out to the store front and replies, "Yes, Berry?"
"Are you and Mr. Cake in today?"
To this, Mrs. Cake gave a confused expression.  "Well, we didn't tell you about any plans for going out, did we?"
Berry turns his head back to Twilight.  "Yep, they're in."
Twilight stares at Berry incredulously, then remarks, "Berry, that's probably the lamest joke you've ever-" and suddenly, her expression falls flat, because she realizes that Mrs. Cake has the same coat and hair color as Mr. Cake.
Mrs. Cake walks in to speak with Twilight: "Twilight, dear, Berry was just telling me about how you seemed, well, perturbed this morning.  Is something the-"
"Sorrytoobusygottago!" Twilight yells, and she grabs the croissant in her mouth and bolts out the door.
The two are left in silence, when Berry states, "I guess she got a full schedule?"

"This can't be happening.  This can't be happening.  This can't be happening!"  At this point.  Twilight is in panic.  There's no doubt that Ponyville, and possibly all of Equestria has been hit by some freak disaster or something, and now she's sprinting aimlessly through town, desperately searching for someone, anyone, who hasn't been affected yet, and drawing quite a bit of attention, too.  In her state of panic, though, she's paying little attention to what's in front of her, and she crashes into something.
When she comes to, she realizes she crashed into a pegasus, who, in turn, crashed into a fruit vending stall.  "Oh my goodness!  I'm so sorry, sir!  I wasn't-"
The pegasus whirls around to yell in her face, "Dammit, you crazy mare!  Watch where you're-"
Magenta eyes.  Sky blue coat of fur.  Athletically toned body.  Mane and tail with all the colors of the rainbow, albeit spikier and messier.  Let's not forget the rainbow lightning bolt Cutie Mark on his flank.  The stallion in front of Twilight is, no, was Rainbow Dash.
"Oh.  Hey Twilight.  Are you okay?"
"Uh..."
"What the hay is goin' on here?"  The fruit vendor shout's from behind his wreckage.  Only, he is Applejack, with the same stetson, blond mane and tail, orange coat with white freckles and apples adorning his flank.  However, he's almost the same size as Big Mac, his hair is a bit shaggier, and he's even wearing Big Mac's oxbow too.  "Twilight!  What's got you so spooked that yer crashin' into stuff?"
"Er..."
"Seriously, girl.  Are you okay?"
"What's the matter with ya?"
"I... Igottalettertowrite!"  With that, she sprints off towards her library, even though she doesn't really know where in Ponyville she is, leaving the two stallions to stare at each other.
"A letter to write?"
"D'you suppose that means...?"
"On it."  The pegasus dashes off after Twilight.

"Hey Twilight!  What's the letter about?"  He is hovering just above Twilight as she's running.
"Can't talk about it!  It's an emergency!"
"Whoa!"  He stomps down in front of Twilight, stopping her dead in the track.  He suddenly looks serious.  "What emergency?  What's going on?!"
Twilight sighs.  "Okay, how do I explain it... did you notice the ponies around you?"
"Uh, yeah, I guess..."
"They're all the opposite gender!"
"...what?"
"Spike is a girl, Rarity, Sweetie Belle, and Pinkie Pie are boys, the Cakes have traded genders, even you and Applejack are guys!"
"Who?"
"I'm talking about 'Spines', 'Elusive', 'Silver Belle', and everyone else!  Heck, you were always a tomboy, but you were never an actual boy!"
"...what are you..."
"Ugh!  I don't have time for this!"  In a flash of light, Twilight teleported to her library, leaving a confused pegasus to stare at the space she occupied.
"No.  Seriously.  What the hay?!?!"

Twilight doesn't waste any time when she reaches her home.  Upon materializing she immediately calls out:
"Spines!  I need you to take a letter!"
Spines walk down the stairs, stating, "There's no need to, Twilight.  I've already sent one out."
Twilight gasps, teleports in front of Spines, who fell backwards, and shouts in shock and rage, "You WHAT?!"
Spines shrinks back, not really in fright but in guilt.  "Well, you're really freaking out about something, so you want to speak with the prince, right?"
"What prince?"
This time, Spines seems surprised.  "Prince Solaris!  You know, ruler of Equestria and your teacher since long ago?"
"But that's Princess-"  Twilight stopped her sentence dead.
"Princess?!"
By the light of the sun, even the princess weren't safe.
"Well, whatever your problem is this time, I think we should get into it soon."
But that can't be.
"I mean, the last time you got this worked up, the entire town got in a huge brawl over that rag doll you kept from your schooldays."
This is Princess Celestia we're talking about!
Without warning, someone knocks on the front door.
"I'll go get it."  Spines remarks, getting up to do just that.
Still dazed from the days events, Twilight cranes her head to the door.
When Spines opens the door, Twilight is dazzled by the presence of a majestic stallion who bore a striking resemblance to her princess.  For one, she was tall, but this stallion is even taller and of sturdier build.  Whereas her ethereal mane had the colors of the rainbow, his mane has the colors of the fire.  His royal regalia has more resemblance to the armor of the royal soldiers than what the princess wore; his crown is fashioned into a kind of spartan helmet, complete with the brush on top, amongst other things.  But he isn't entirely different.  He has the same coat of fur, but more importantly, he has the same blue, gentle eyes that glowed with the care she had for the citizens of her kingdom.  Oh, and he also has the same cutie mark.
He begins, "Twilight Sparkle, I've received Spines letter, stating that you've become quite agitated since... you've laid eyes on her this morning during breakfast.  Is there something you'd like to discuss with me?"
Twilight, somehow, gathers the strength to ask "... Prince... Solaris...?"
True concern creases his eyebrows.  "Indeed, it is I, my disciple.  Whatever causes you to fret so?"
At this point, Twilight simply passes out.
"Twilight!"
"Spines, go get her friends.  I'll contact the local hospital."

	