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		Description

You, a human, found yourself in one of the most unexpected places to be in, Equestria.  While many would love the opportunity, you actually want to get back home to your world.  Wither you find this to be a gift or a curse is beside the point as you are only given 24 hours to live in this world before returning home.
However, there is a way you can stay permanently; you'll have to make a friend.  The downside is that for every friend you make, you'll become a little bit more like a pony.
So the question is; do you accept others and slowly lose your human identity, or will you retain your features by pushing others away?

A 'choose your own adventure' story that is influenced by 'Undertale'.  You wont see any of the game characters, but you'll get a vague sense of the game by similar elements; like the branching routes.  Each character you'll encounter will have a 'battle' style similar to a text based game (Quiz, Puzzle, ect).
This is meant to be read in one sitting, so make sure you have some free time before reading.
*FAIR WARNING TO TABLET AND PHONE USERS*
You better be friendly, otherwise.... you're gonna have a bad time.
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		START



Your eyes slowly open up.  
You feel groggy, like you're waking up early in the morning.
The vision in your eyes begin to sharpen and they get wider as you realized something, you've never been here before.
You jump up and look around.  Everything around you is so dark, but you're having no trouble seeing yourself.  You stare up and see a bright spotlight beaming down at you.
"Howdy!"
You heard a voice coming from close by.
"Down here."
You lowered your head and see an image of what looks like a starburst.  You shuffle your feet to get a better look and hear the echo of every step you make on the smooth stone floor you're on.
There's a amber grayish cap in the center of the image.  You crouch down and could tell that you're looking at a mushroom.  It looks odd, as it has two round yellow orbs with red marking; almost as if they were eyeballs.
"I'm Mooshy," it spoke, "Mooshy the Mushroom!"
You fall backwards from this bizarre sight.
"Aren't you a human?"
You nod, but what you want to know is if it was really a mushroom.
"Well then human, welcome to Equestria!"
The name is completely foreign to you.
"We never really get that many humans around here, but you'll fit right in."
You say otherwise and ask the fungi if it has any idea on how you got here.
"Perhaps you got here through a magic portal.  That's what happens when you're in a world of magic, you never know when magical anomalies may occur."
The thought that this was all part of a weird dream crossed your mind, but you're more concerned on getting back home; a place that actually made sense to you.
"Don't worry.  Humans tend to only last a day here before they're sent back home.  So why don't you go ahead and explore this amazing land while you can."
That didn't really sound appealing to you, but getting out of this dark room could calm you down.  You look around and see an arch with what looks like a closed door, but you can't tell until you get closer.
"But I should warn you," spoke the mushroom, "whatever you do..."
"DON'T MAKE ANY FRIENDS!"
"Making friends here for a human has an odd effect on them.  The last humans we had all formed a bond here and have all slowly turned into ponies because of it."
That sounds very far-fetched, but then again, you are talking to a mushroom.
"But that's not all of it, those that did have found that they're stuck in this world.  FOREVER!"
And that sounds like a problem.  Something you should really take into consideration before making a decision on anything around here.
"You'll return home if you just don't agree to acknowledging anything sentient here as your friend."
"You believe me right?  You can trust your pal Mooshy, can't you?"
❤ YES
❤ NO

	
		---



"Wrong!" The shroom snaps at you, "If I really meant it, then you would be a pony right now."
This is going to be harder than you first thought.
"Just think carefully before you make any action that consults with the heart of others."
Mooshy begins shrinking into the ground.
"We'll meet again human.  Farewell."
It enters into a small patch of dirt that's in the middle of the stone floor; leaving you in this dark room alone.  You head over to the arches you saw moments ago and can make out that it does have a closed double door.  You push it open and see light in the next room.
You cover your eyes from the change in lighting and slowly your vision begins to adjust.  You're in a large room that has crystal decorations everywhere.  The shards are used columns, arches, and decorations that resembles a tree.  Besides the minerals, the walls have book selves all covered with literature.  You pick up one of them and try to read it, but you can't make out heads or tails of what language it is.  You put it back and see the furniture, there's tables around the room but no chairs.  The tables are low, looking like it was meant for kids to sit at instead of adults.
This room looks like a library, but the height of the ceiling seems too high for this to be just a normal one.
Doors on the other side of the room swing open and a creature comes walking through.  It's walking on four legs that made a clopping with each step.  Purple fur is what made up this creature's skin and lavender made up its mane.  It looked almost like a pony, but it had wings on the side of its waist and a glowing horn coming out of its head.  There was a book in front of its face that was glowing in the same color of the horn.  The interest it has in the book is so powerful that the pony passes right by you without even acknowledging your presents in the room.
It approaches the bookshelves and a hoard of books begin to glow as it looked at them.  The pony walks to one of the tables and the books come flying off the selves.  They land on the table and the pony sits at it; still unaware of your presents.
You start thinking to the reason why that theirs a pony in a library, but perhaps you should leave it alone.
You step towards the door she came from and the sound of your footstep could be heard in the room.
"HUH!?!?" It shrieked in a feminine voice and looks over at you.
She studies you with her violet eyes.
"Hey," she said while approaching, "How'd you get here?"
The mare starts to circle you; looking up and down your body.
"Your body should've been altered when you went through the mirror.  How did you keep it?"
You haven't the slightest recollection at what she's talking about.
She stops her pacing as she noticed your face, "Hmm. that expression...  You're still adjusting to this world, aren't you.  You know I've been to your world once, it's an awkward situation, isn't it?"  She extends a hoof to you, "Nice to meet you, visitor.  My name is Twilight."
You wonder if she wanted you to bop it with a fist or to shake it like a human would.  She did say that she was once in your world and she does have a friendly face.  Perhaps she's trying to get you comfortable by using customs that you're acquainted to.
You take her hoof and shake it like a human would.
"If you need anything, just ask me.  I could be quite proficuous for you."
You tilt your head to the word 'proficuous.'
"I don't want to sound gasconading but others see me as bellwether because I'm considered a princess due to the fact that I'm an Alicorn, and also one of the bearers of harmony.  There are six elements that make up harmony that is essential for a peaceful life not just for me, but for everypony.  Many have tried to stop us from keeping the land safe but we always triumph over any situation with the power of friendship.  Like there was this one time where we were facing a chimera that was made by the Ixis tribe.  It tried to take over Equestria by using the library to find a cure for a disease it had, but we eventually settled things with the help of a special friend.  Speaking about friendship, I should mention that I'm the Princess of Friendship.  There's a few princesses here in Equestria; they're the Princess of the Sun, Princess of the Moon, Princess of Glamour, Princess of Love.  Although, you should be familiar from what to expect here in Equestria.  You'll meet many creatures here outside from ponies like-"
You just keep nodding at what she says, but you just couldn't keep listening to her rambling on and on about stuff that you won't need to know after today.  You tune her out, but still make it look like you're listening.  You just wanted to know what 'proficuous' meant, not her whole life story.
You waffle over the idea if her subjects are tortured like this on a daily basis.
"HEY!"
Twilight snaps you out of your thought.
"Are you listening to me?"
You nod, like the liar you are.
She scrunches up her face,  "Then you wouldn't mind if I give you a little test."
You begin to sweat and start thinking that you should've stayed in the dark room.



❤ Twilight has a quiz ❤ 


"Alright, lets start with an easy one."
"What's my name?"

ⒶTwinkle				ⒷTwilight

ⒸMidna					ⒹBella


	
		---



"Correct!  Accept no form of heart filled friendship from anything, not even from me."
Mooshy begins shrinking into the ground.
"We'll meet again human.  Farewell."
It enters into a small patch of dirt that's in the middle of the stone floor; leaving you in this dark room alone.  You head over to the arches you saw moments ago and can make out that it does have a closed double door.  You push it open and see light in the next room.
You cover your eyes from the change in lighting and slowly your vision begins to adjust.  You're in a large room that has crystal decorations everywhere.  The shards are used columns, arches, and decorations that resembles a tree.  Besides the minerals, the walls have book selves all covered with literature.  You pick up one of them and try to read it, but you can't make out heads or tails of what language it is.  You put it back and see the furniture, there's tables around the room but no chairs.  The tables are low, looking like it was meant for kids to sit at instead of adults.
This room looks like a library, but the height of the ceiling seems too high for this to be just a normal one.
Doors on the other side of the room swing open and a creature comes walking through.  It's walking on four legs that made a clopping with each step.  Purple fur is what made up this creature's skin and lavender made up its mane.  It looked almost like a pony, but it had wings on the side of its waist and a glowing horn coming out of its head.  There was a book in front of its face that was glowing in the same color of the horn.  The interest it has in the book is so powerful that the pony passes right by you without even acknowledging your presents in the room.
It approaches the bookshelves and a hoard of books begin to glow as it looked at them.  The pony walks to one of the tables and the books come flying off the selves.  They land on the table and the pony sits at it; still unaware of your presents.
You start thinking to the reason why that theirs a pony in a library, but perhaps you should leave it alone.
You step towards the door she came from and the sound of your footstep could be heard in the room.
"HUH!?!?" It shrieked in a feminine voice and looks over at you.
She studies you with her violet eyes.
"Hey," she said while approaching, "How'd you get here?"
The mare starts to circle you; looking up and down your body.
"Your body should've been altered when you went through the mirror.  How did you keep it?"
You haven't the slightest recollection at what she's talking about.
She stops her pacing as she noticed your face, "Hmm. that expression...  You're still adjusting to this world, aren't you.  You know I've been to your world once, it's an awkward situation, isn't it?"  She extends a hoof to you, "Nice to meet you, visitor.  My name is Twilight."
You wonder if she wanted you to bop it with a fist or to shake it like a human would.  She did say that she was once in your world and she does have a friendly face.  Perhaps she's trying to get you comfortable by using customs that you're acquainted to.
You take her hoof and shake it like a human would.
"If you need anything, just ask me.  I could be quite proficuous for you."
You tilt your head to the word 'proficuous.'
"I don't want to sound gasconading but others see me as bellwether because I'm considered a princess due to the fact that I'm an Alicorn, and also one of the bearers of harmony.  There are six elements that make up harmony that is essential for a peaceful life not just for me, but for everypony.  Many have tried to stop us from keeping the land safe but we always triumph over any situation with the power of friendship.  Like there was this one time where we were facing a chimera that was made by the Ixis tribe.  It tried to take over Equestria by using the library to find a cure for a disease it had, but we eventually settled things with the help of a special friend.  Speaking about friendship, I should mention that I'm the Princess of Friendship.  There's a few princesses here in Equestria; they're the Princess of the Sun, Princess of the Moon, Princess of Glamour, Princess of Love.  Although, you should be familiar from what to expect here in Equestria.  You'll meet many creatures here outside from ponies like-"
You just keep nodding at what she says, but you just couldn't keep listening to her rambling on and on about stuff that you won't need to know after today.  You tune her out, but still make it look like you're listening.  You just wanted to know what 'proficuous' meant, not her whole life story.
You waffle over the idea if her subjects are tortured like this on a daily basis.
"HEY!"
Twilight snaps you out of your thought.
"Are you listening to me?"
You nod, like the liar you are.
She scrunches up her face,  "Then you wouldn't mind if I give you a little test."
You begin to sweat and start thinking that you should've stayed in the dark room.



❤ Twilight has a quiz ❤ 


"Alright, lets start with an easy one."
"What's my name?"

ⒶTwinkle				ⒷTwilight

ⒸMidna					ⒹBella


	
		---



You backhand her hoof aside to decline her offer.
"Wha!" Rainbow Dash cried, "You're passing up the chance hang out with me?"
She gives you an ornery look, "What?  You think your better then me or something?"
You tell her that you don't have time to hang around with her.
Dash looks flustered by your decision, "F-FINE!  Go ahead you... you..." her eyes become teary, completely poignant from your answer.
"HEARTLESS JERK!!!!!!!!"  She flies off leaving a booming sound in the air.
Despite all the trash talk you had with her, refusing to be friends actually hurt her feelings.
But you honestly didn't care.  She was just another nuisance to deal with.

The sun has finally fallen and you sit down on the grass; laying your back on the trunk of an isolated tree.
It's been a long day.  Waking up in a foreign land, populated and ruled by these colorful happy creatures.  Just what are with these ponies?  Why does everyone of them want to be friends with you?  Do they believe that its going to bring you any good?  You only have about six more hours until morning; then you're back home and can put this rotten ordeal to rest.
You look up at the night sky; full of stars and a moon overhead.  You hear the grass and leaves rustle to the gentle breeze that brushes over your skin.  The calming sounds of the night settles your troubles within this peaceful world.










This place is not that much different from home.














Perhaps even better.











"Heya!"
You look over and see a pink mare with a poofy mane looking at you with a big smile on her face.  You acknowledge her with a scowl, hating the fact that there's another one of these creatures here.
"I've been looking all over for you.  I'm Pinkie Pie and you're the one with the grumpy attitude I've heard so much about."
She tilts her head as she views you, nearly falling over by the shift of her weight.
"I'm curious,"
She starts bouncing around you, only to annoy you further at the fact that little springing sounds are heard in every jump.
"Do you think ponies that are avoidant could find companionship?"
"That the most detached pony could make a friend, if they just opened up?"
You only question her presence and she giggles.
"Okay.  Perhaps, you can answer this one."
Pinkie gets close to your face.
"Do you wanna have a fun time?"
"Cause what I think you REALLY need, is to have some fun."
You show no interest in her suggestion.
"Such a party pooper."
"Do you remember Twilight?  She's worried that you won't find any friends here in Equestria.  She asked me to be your pal, so here I am."
You say that you're fine and you don't need her companionship.  She returns with a tough and determined expression back at you.
"I made a Pinkie Promise to Twilight that I was going to make you accept me as a friend, and I never break a Pinkie Promise."
As you look into her blue eyes, you start to get the feeling that she's about to cause you a lot of problems.  But you've come this far without any friends and you plan to have it stay that way.
There's no way you'll ever going to accept her as one.



"It's a beautiful night outside. crickets are chirping, stars are twinkling... on nights like these, humans like you...."
"Should be playing depressing video games." 
"....tee hee, this is rated 'E' after all."
"But anyways, what should I do to get you to become my friend?"
"........Ah!  I got it."
"Okay, I'll make a deal with you.  We'll play a game of hide and seek."
"I'll hide the link that continues the story and you try to find it."
You give her an odd look.
"Don't act so naive, you know what I'm talking about."
"I'll keep hiding link after link until one of us gives up."
"I'll leave you alone if you win, but if I win, then you officially declare me as your friend."
You protest and insult that offer.
"Too bad, them's the rules."
She gives a cocky look at you, "I'll have you know that I'm the 1st pony to go to when you want a friend around here, and I'll get you to accept me as your friend somehow.  You'll see."
"Well, ready to begin?"

	
		---



"Huh.  I used my best trick to make that link super-duper sneaky, but you found it."
"..........this is going to be fun!!!"
❤ Pinkie wants to play ❤ 


"Just because you're going to be my new best friend, doesn't mean that I'm going to be easy on you."

	
		---



"You found it already!?  How did...... oh!  Silly me.  There, now I'll stand a chance."

	
		---



"Now all that's left is to bring you out of your shell and get you to accept my offer at being friends.  I have plenty of experience at getting on the charm of others, so this'll be over in no time."

	
		---



"One of the things my friends enjoy is singing.  Why not have a duet, amigo?"
♪ Come on, pal.  It be a crime.
If I had to break the promise that I made for you.
So just walk over that line,
Because friend, you'll have a really great time! ♫ 
♫  I know that though you just aren't quite yet sold.
You can trust me, for I have a true heart of gold!
So let's go, let's both get chummy.
Let's go, new human buddy. ♪

	
		---



"Just give me a chance.  Once you get to know me, you'll realize that I can be as sweet as a cinnamon roll.  NYEH HEH HEH!"

	
		---



"You'll be part of the family if you accept my friendship.  It's a tempting offer because I know that you'll really hit it off with my cousin Butterscotch Pie.  Plus, wait until you see my sister's pet rock, he's so adorable when he eats sprinkles."

	
		---



"You wouldn't be cheating now, are you?"  *Sniff* *Sniff* "Do I smell pumpkins on your breath?"

	
		---



"I know what'll get you to accept me, a joke!  What do you call an Egyption god that does the Mambo?"
".........a Cha-Cha-Chara!"
"..................ya get it?"
"..........................it's the sun god, Ra."
"..................................................they're watching you know."

	
		---



"You're doing so well.  You know what that means........... TIME FOR AN ENCORE!!!"
♪ This is where it starts,
This is where it'll stay.
You just keep on fighting,
But there is no other way. ♫
♫ You may keep on resisting,
To the very bitter end.
But I just ain't gonna stop,
Till you claim that I'm your friend! ♪ 

	
		---



"Please stop clicking these links.  I'll be you best friend.  Oh wait!  I would be, wouldn't I?"

	
		---



"Maybe I'm not communicating in your language properly?  TFW LOL, FTW!  BFF?"

	
		---



"SMH."
"You know, others think I'm a weird pony.  They can't explain or understand my quirky behavior, even I can't explain why I do the things I do, but I was blessed with friends despite my antics.  They accept me for who I am, but others like me aren't as lucky.  That's why I want to become friends with everypony, so nopony is left out.  It's no fun when there's a lonely party guest in the room while others are getting all of the attention."
"Do you know what I mean?"

	
		---



"Did you even read what I just said?"
"This is exactly what I'm talking about.  Ponies, or humans in your case, aren't really that considerate on the feelings of others.  The weird ponies ask to be heard and to know that they're counted for being creative, but they're either judged, insulted, or straight out ignored by others.  Judged at how they should be acting in society, insulted as they don't like their views or ideas, and ignored because others are only concerned about what they need and to find entertainment in the stuff that they like.  It could be video games or maybe stories that they get this entertainment from and it is the only way to educate them; making them realize the actions they're making with their lives at the harsh reflection that's before them."
"So that's what the weird ponies try to do as well.  They try to get others to accept them through these medias by using something that ponies are comfortable with.  They put their heart and soul into it; making it the best that they can just to open the eyes of others and to show that there are many weird ponies that have great ideas that are both creative and groundbreaking.  Very few have achieved the recognition that they deserve, but a lot are still judged, ignored, and insulted for trying something different."
"Don't you see what's happening?  I'm doing the same thing right now; I'm trying to get you to like me through these attempts.  I have only one shot to impress you, and if I fail, then I might never get another chance to try again.  So I'm giving my darnest to get you to accept me now."
"But I'm not only asking you to accept me, but to also help me.  I want to know that I mean something to others, that I'm a pillar that makes up their life.  I want to know that I can bring a smile while I gain one of my own from knowing that I can bring joy to others.  And most importantly, I want to know that I have a reason."  
"A reason for living."
"Do you understand now or was that too long for you that you didn't read it?"

	
		---



"Ugh....," Pinkie rolls her eyes from you finding the last link, "you really are a stubborn one."
You notice that she's showing little signs of anxiety.
"Listen, the world is a big place to live in and it can be very depressing without somepony to share it with.  You know this, I can feel it.  Somewhere inside of you is calling out for a friend, but you're just too afraid of the consequences that come with having one.  You don't have to worry, I'll be there for you no matter what happens; supporting you throughout it all."
She gives you a warm smile, "Friendship... is really great when you give it a try."
Her eyes start to shine in an innocent cute manner; the kind of manner that would make anyone want to hug and snuggle her with joy.
"Please, will you let me into your life?"
❤YES
❤NO

	
		---



Her eyes begin to widen with a big grin on her face.
"Really!  You mean it!!!"
She starts jumping and spinning around you, "Oh my goodness!!  I'm so happy!!!!!  I could just....."  Pinkie stops and looks over to you.  She crouches down and wags her tail.  "Get ready, cause you're about to...." She jumps at you with her forelegs wide open.
"Geeettttttt glumped on!!!"
You anticipate the impact, but you suddenly hear a voice in your head talking to you.
"I hope you satisfied that curiosity of yours.  Can we please get back to the main story?"
A snapping sound is heard and your world suddenly flashes.

The light disappears and you see Pinkie looking at you with pleading eyes.
"Please, will you let me into your life?"
You look around yourself to see just what happened.  You can only assume that you must've been sent back in time a few seconds ago; giving you another chance at possibly changing your answer.  You look over to Pinkie.
"Well?"
❤YES
❤NO

	
		---



Her eyes begin to widen with a big grin on her face.
"Really!  You mean it!!!"
She starts jumping and spinning around you, "Oh my goodness!!  I'm so ha-
"You've come so far, why are you deciding at having a change of heart now?  Don't test my patience and just pick 'NO'."
You hear a snap with a flash.

And then see Pinkie.
"Please, will you let me into your life?"
❤YES
❤NO

	
		---



Her eyes begin to wi-
"You are aware that I can just as easily send you straight back to the beginning, right?  You should be grateful that I'm even giving you this chance to continue the story at all.  There's no 'save file' programming here and returning to your chapter would be far more worse if I end it here for you.  Finding the chapter you were on would be a sidetrack and an utter nightmare with the list of unreadable chapter titles in this tale."
"So just continue the story already!"
*FLASH*

"Please, will you let me into your life?"
❤YES
❤NO

	
		---



Her-
*FLASH*

"-into your life?"
❤YES
❤NO

	
		---



"Welp, I tried. I guess my cuteness can't do a thing for you, huh?"
Her pink fluffy mane suddenly straitens itself and falls down.  She gives you a look that makes you feel a chill crawling on your back.
[image: :pinkiecrazy:] "The REAL hunt finally begins."

	
		---



"Alright you human, I'm tired of playing this silly game.  So I'm throwing out all I've got, you piece of you were thinking of some bad words, weren't you?"

	
		---



"Havingtroubleseeing?Allowmetoenlightenyouwithasuggestionthatmighthelp."
















































































































































"GIVE UP!!!"


	
		---



So you can see through highlights and scroll bars, big whoop.  Lets see if you can see through UTTER CHAOS!!!
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		---



"Keep pushing this and I'll be throwing a surprise that'll leave you with a heart attack."
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		---



"Heh heh, sireuipsrd?  Idd yuo hvae a hrad tmie sieneg togurhh ym tcrik?  Maiinelsdg si ym stcpealiy.  M'i tno oto sbabhy ta oitacpl iolislnus, ehetir.  Hvinag a hrad tmie fndniig wrehe eht lnik si?  Phaeprs yuo'er mroe fcsoeud on miankg ssnee uot fo waht tshee wdros rae siynag?  M'i jsut siynag sftuf taht cmoes ot het opt fo ym mnid ot mkae tihs lsat sa lnog sa psibolse ofr ouy, miankg ti taht mcuh mroe tmie cousminng.  Etl em mkae tehm eevn mroe dcfiuflit orf yuo.  E5E?  43NR'T 1 4 G00D F1N3RD.  MKN14G T1H5 54 HR4D 54 PSBLS10E 0FR 0UY J5UT 05 0YU GV13 PU.  T1H5 51 0RF YU0R WN0 G00D 0YU K0NW.  M'1 T3H 0LNY 30N T4HT 4CN BN1RG CL00R 1TN0 YU0R DLUL D4N G4RY LF13."

	
		---



"Remember when I said that I only had one chance to impress you?"
"Well its true, this isn't like some game where I can throw codes at random to appear."

"Each one of these links are placed solid."
"So when you find them."

"You'll know where to look next time."
"But there won't be a next time."

"And it's not because I'll win this."
"It's because you'll never come back again!"

"So I gotta do my best to impress you now!"
"Or to keep you stuck here on this chapter."

"FOREVER!"


	
		---



Pinkie is looking very bothered.
"I'll stop you even if I have to glare you down!!!"
"................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................................."

	
		---



Pinkie looks very worried.
"THAT'S IT!!!  I'M BRINGING OUT THE CANNON!!!!!"



"I hope you set the font size within in the formatting button (found on the top right) to 0.9!!!"






MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM+MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMIII~~~~~MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMI+MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMI88$~:~~~~~~~~~~~~MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM?MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMI8888I::::::::::~~~~~~~~~~~~~MMMMMMMM$77$MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMM78888?~~~::::::::::::::::~~~~~~~~~~~~?77MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMI8888$~~~~~~~~~~~::::::::::::::::::~~~~~~~~~MMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMI8888I~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~:::::::::::::::::::~~~~MMMMMMMMMMM
MM78888?~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~:::::::::::::::~~~MMMMMMMMMM
MM7888I~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~::::::::~~~~MMMMMMMMM
MMI88I~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~MMMMMMMM
MMIII~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~MMMMMMMM
MMMMM~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~++~~~~~MMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMM~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~$$$???IZ$???MMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMM~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~$$$??ZZZZZZZZZ??MMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~$$$?ZZZZZZZZZZZZ?MMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$O~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~$$$?ZZZZ,,,,,,,ZZZ?MMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$O8888~~~~~~~~~~~~~$$??ZZZ,,,,,,,,,ZZ?MMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$O8888888+~~~~~~~~$$$?ZZZ,,,,$=:,,,ZZ?MMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$OO8888888888I~~~~$$$?ZZZ,,,,===:,,ZZ?MMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$O8888888888888O~$$$?ZZZZ,:,,~,,,,Z$?MMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$O88888888888OMMM$$??ZZZ7,,,,,,,ZZ?MMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$OOO888888OOMMMM$$$?ZZZZZ:,,ZZZZ??MMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$ZOOOOOMMMMMMMM$$I?ZZZZZZZZZI??MMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$???ZZZ????MMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$I??MMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
                  
                                                                                      

	
		---



"GGGGGGGRRRRRRRRR!!!!!!!!!" She grinds her teeth and you see the sparks jumping from them.
"All right," she looks like she's having a panic attack, "find THIS LINK and I'll show you my special surprise that'll leave you speechless!!!!!"







MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$$MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$$$$$$$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$$$$$$MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$$$7IIIIIIII7$$$$$$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$$$MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM+++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$$MMMMMMMMMMMM++++++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$$MMMMMMMMM+++===+++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$MMMMMM+++=====++++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$MMMM+++========+++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$M+++==========+++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$++=============++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIII$+++=============+++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$7IIIIIIIIIIII?++===============+++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$IIIIIIIIIII+++================++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
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MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$7IIIIIIIIIII7$$$$$$7IIIIIIIIIIII7$$$$$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$IIIIIII++==============+=====++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
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MMMMMMM++++++++==$$7IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII7$$$$$$$$7+=============================================M=========++MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
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MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII$$$$==========================================+MMMIIIIIIIII::::::::NMN===8+++$MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM
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MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$IIIIIIIIIIIIII$$M::::::::~++++++++MMMMMMD++================+======+++++++++++++++++++::::::M==+++77$$IIIIIII$$$MMMMMMMMMMMM
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MMMMMMMMMMMMMMM$$IIIIIIIIIIIII$$77+++============================+============================~::~=======++++7777777$$IIIIIIII$$$MMMMMMMMMMM
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		---



"Heh....."
Pinkie looks pretty nervous, giving off a worried weak grin at you.
"Heh heh heh..... surprise!"
She shifts her head to the side.
"I.... I..... I don't have anymore surprises that I can make."
She sits on the ground.  Tired, saddened, and disappointed at this final conclusion.
".............................it was fun though, right?"
The mare looks back with a bittersweet smile.
"Taking a quiz, cross examining, the macho contest, playing hide and seek.  All the ponies you've met must've left some kind of impact on you."
She waits for a reaction from you.
"Yeah, it was frustrating at times, but it was also challenging, and we did have some laughs."
She stares at you in hopes for a smile, but her own smile begins fading from getting nothing in return.
"Didn't you feel any kind of enjoyment while spending time here?  Any kind of pleasant feeling?"
Pinkie tries to read your mind from your expression.
"........................you can always feel this way you know."
She looks away.  You can see that her lips are quivering and her body is shaking.
"...................."
Pinkie looks at you with a frightened look.  Tears begin to form in her eyes as she desperately tries to make any form of connection with you.
"................................................don't you wanna be friends?"
❤ YES
❤ NO

	
		---



You were about to accept her friendship, but you suddenly hear an ominous voice in your head.
"As if you were ever friendly to begin with."
❤ YES
❤ NO

	
		---



Her eyes dilate from your answer.
".........................................."
She lowers her gaze and her mane breaks her eye contact from you.
"........................................................"
You hear soft quite whimpers coming from her.  She makes a sudden sniffle that she couldn't hide from you. 
"...............................................................................I'm sorry."
She gallops away and out of your sight as the sun begins to rise over the hills.
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The rays of the sun shine and you anticipate the last few seconds you have left
"Hmmhmmhmmhmm"
You suddenly hear a voice coming from somewhere.  It sounded muffled, but you can't quite pinpoint it.
There's a sudden amber grayish figure forming from the ground.  It pops up and shows that it was a small mushroom cap.  A familiar face forms on it.
"Bahahaha!!!  Bravo!!  Bravo!!  You certainly know how to put on a grand show." Mooshy congratulates you, "To think that even the genial Pinkie Pie couldn't even acquire the friendship of a human's.  You creatures truly are something."
You crouch down to the fungus with a curious expression.
"Perhaps you're wondering why I'm here.  Well I'm going to return you back home."
Now you're utterly confused.
"Baffled, are we?  Well, I suppose I could let you pick my brain for a little bit.  It's the least I could do for you playing your part so well."
"In this land of Equestria, harmony is made by those that inhabit it.  As long as there's friendship here, then peace will always be present in the realm.  It's just plain sickening."
"I thought I would suffocate under all of this order, but eventually, I heard about you humans.  I lied to you earlier about humans coming to Equestria from time to time;  In fact, you're the first human that actually came here.  There's little information that can be found of your kind, so they're theories about what they're like.  I too had ideas of my own; so I took a chance at finding out by bringing one here, and you've exceeded my expectations with flying colors.  You've proven to me the true nature of a human being."
"You're driven only by desire, striving to claim what entices you and are willing to sacrifice anything or any life to get it."
"To put it simply, you're creatures of indifference and selfishness .  A true symbol of disharmony in this land."
"One can only imagine at how it's possible for your kind to cooperate as a society.  How you act with those you pass on the streets.  How you respond at the sight of the distress of others.  How you treat your relatives, spouses, and offsprings."
You reflect on the actions since you came here.  The thought of going back home was really the main thing that drove you to this point.  You've been pushing away friendly ponies that were asking for companionship from ever getting close to you, just so you could make this chance that you wanted possible.
This is what you wanted, right?
This is what you've fought for.
"You've been an excellent actor in this little play of mine.  Now without further ado, I shall return you back to your world now."
"Back to your lonely self-concerning life."

	
		---



She slams her hoof to the ground and glares at you like she was going to pummel the living daylight out of you.
You pull your arms closer to you for protection.
"....................................that stupid nickname follows me everywhere............................"
You ask what she meant by that.
"...............don't ask........" she said with her teeth gritted.
You ask if she was sure abo-
"NEXT QUESTION!!!"
"What do others see me as?"

ⒶGasconading				ⒷSesquipedalian

ⒸProficuous					ⒹBellwether


	
		---



"Right!"
She jumps with joy.
"I could've put in Sunset's and Starlight's names as possible choices, but even some of the best ponies can't tell the difference between those names.  Can't understand why?"
"Question 2"
"What do others see me as?"

ⒶGasconading				ⒷSesquipedalian

ⒸProficuous					ⒹBellwether


	
		---



"How could you forget my name?  It's so easy to remember.  It's Twilight."
You sheepishly smile.
"If you couldn't even remember my name, then these questions are all going to be misses for you."
"Next question."
"What do others see me as?"

ⒶGasconading				ⒷSesquipedalian

ⒸProficuous					ⒹBellwether


	
		---



"Right!  Two for two!"
"3rd Question"
"What tribe did that chimera I spoke of come from?"

ⒶSioux				ⒷTenda

ⒸIxis 				ⒹTaos


	
		---



"No, I'm nothing like that."
"Question 3"
"What tribe did that chimera I spoke of come from?"

ⒶSioux				ⒷTenda

ⒸIxis				ⒹTaos


	
		---



"Yeah!  You're getting back into the game!"
"Question 3"
"What tribe did that chimera I spoke of come from?"

ⒶSioux				ⒷTenda

ⒸIxis				ⒹTaos


	
		---



"No no.  That two wrong answers so far."
"Question 3"
"What tribe did that chimera I spoke of come from?"

ⒶSioux				ⒷTenda

ⒸIxis				ⒹTaos


	
		---



"Yeah!  You're doing great!"
"Question number 4"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"No, you were on a streak."
"#4"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"Yes, you're getting your groove back!"
"4th Question"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"No.  Come on, my name can't be the only thing you remember."
"Question 4"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"Yes, the tide is starting to turn!"
"Number 4"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"Yes!  You really turned things around."
"4 Question"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"No, you just had it a moment ago."
"4th Question"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"Wrong, wrong, wrong!"
"Next Question"
"Besides me, I stated four princesses.  The Princess of the Sun, Moon, and Love.  What was the last one?"

ⒶMuffins				ⒷMars

ⒸWales					ⒹGlamour


	
		---



"OHHHHH YESSSSS!!!  ........*ahem* lets continue."
"Last Question"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No, you were on a roll."
"Final Question"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes!  Almost done."
"Last Question."
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No.  Come on, you got this."
"Last One"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes!"
"Last one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No, I'm starting to see a pattern here."
"Final one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes."
"Last one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No, don't you remember anything but my name?"
"Last chance"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes!  You remember all of this, but not my name?"
"Last one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No."
"Last one."
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes."
"Last one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No."
"One more"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes."
"Final Question"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No."
"Last one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"Yes!"
"Last one"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"No.  Didn't you pay attention at all?"
"Last chance"
"In the second chapter of 'Daring Do and the Tie wearing Kong' we meet the main villain of the story.  What species are they?"

ⒶCipactli				ⒷSkeleton

ⒸKremling			ⒹKapa


	
		---



"....................."
She stands there, shocked in silence.
"I..... never did tell you the last one............. but you still got it!  Either you got some prior knowledge from somewhere before coming here or you're just good at guessing."
You avoid eye contact to keep her hidden from the truth.
"Nevertheless, you got them all right!"
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*Ding ding ding*
The sound of a clock acknowledging the time grabs both of your attentions.
"Is it that late already?  We've been talking all morning!"
You take her word for it and use it to calculate the time left you have in this world to be 20 hours.
"I'm sorry," spoke Twilight, "I have some things that need to get done before noon, so I'm going to have to cut our conversation here.  It was nice meeting you."
She trots back to her table and returns to her reading.  You decide to leave her by heading out.
"Hey!" she called out.
You look back at her before heading out the door.  She looks a bit uncertain about herself.
"Like I said earlier, being in a new world is an awkward situation for anypony to go through alone.  I've dealt with it before, so I know how isolated it must be for you right now."
It does feel a little strange now that you think about it.  New world, new rules.  It's almost like being reborn again as you need to learn everything from scratch.
"I could be your friend if you like."
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"Not bad, you got four of them."
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*Ding ding ding*
The sound of a clock acknowledging the time grabs both of your attentions.
"Is it that late already?  We've been talking all morning!"
You take her word for it and use it to calculate the time left you have in this world to be 20 hours.
"I'm sorry," spoke Twilight, "I have some things that need to get done before noon, so I'm going to have to cut our conversation here.  It was nice meeting you."
She trots back to her table and returns to her reading.  You decide to leave her by heading out.
"Hey!" she called out.
You look back at her before heading out the door.  She looks a bit uncertain about herself.
"Like I said earlier, being in a new world is an awkward situation for anypony to go through alone.  I've dealt with it before, so I know how isolated it must be for you right now."
It does feel a little strange now that you think about it.  New world, new rules.  It's almost like being reborn again as you need to learn everything from scratch.
"I could be your friend if you like."
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"Three ain't bad, but you gotta do better next time."
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*Ding ding ding*
The sound of a clock acknowledging the time grabs both of your attentions.
"Is it that late already?  We've been talking all morning!"
You take her word for it and use it to calculate the time left you have in this world to be 20 hours.
"I'm sorry," spoke Twilight, "I have some things that need to get done before noon, so I'm going to have to cut our conversation here.  It was nice meeting you."
She trots back to her table and returns to her reading.  You decide to leave her by heading out.
"Hey!" she called out.
You look back at her before heading out the door.  She looks a bit uncertain about herself.
"Like I said earlier, being in a new world is an awkward situation for anypony to go through alone.  I've dealt with it before, so I know how isolated it must be for you right now."
It does feel a little strange now that you think about it.  New world, new rules.  It's almost like being reborn again as you need to learn everything from scratch.
"I could be your friend if you like."
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"You got two.  Well, at least you're paying attention a little, but I would've preferred more then that."
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*Ding ding ding*
The sound of a clock acknowledging the time grabs both of your attentions.
"Is it that late already?  We've been talking all morning!"
You take her word for it and use it to calculate the time left you have in this world to be 20 hours.
"I'm sorry," spoke Twilight, "I have some things that need to get done before noon, so I'm going to have to cut our conversation here.  It was nice meeting you."
She trots back to her table and returns to her reading.  You decide to leave her by heading out.
"Hey!" she called out.
You look back at her before heading out the door.  She looks a bit uncertain about herself.
"Like I said earlier, being in a new world is an awkward situation for anypony to go through alone.  I've dealt with it before, so I know how isolated it must be for you right now."
It does feel a little strange now that you think about it.  New world, new rules.  It's almost like being reborn again as you need to learn everything from scratch.
"I could be your friend if you like."
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"You only got one right."  She sighs, "You really need to work at listening to others."
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*Ding ding ding*
The sound of a clock acknowledging the time grabs both of your attentions.
"Is it that late already?  We've been talking all morning!"
You take her word for it and use it to calculate the time left you have in this world to be 20 hours.
"I'm sorry," spoke Twilight, "I have some things that need to get done before noon, so I'm going to have to cut our conversation here.  It was nice meeting you."
She trots back to her table and returns to her reading.  You decide to leave her by heading out.
"Hey!" she called out.
You look back at her before heading out the door.  She looks a bit uncertain about herself.
"Like I said earlier, being in a new world is an awkward situation for anypony to go through alone.  I've dealt with it before, so I know how isolated it must be for you right now."
It does feel a little strange now that you think about it.  New world, new rules.  It's almost like being reborn again as you need to learn everything from scratch.
"I could be your friend if you like."
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"None." her glaring is getting stronger.
You gulp.
"You got none of them right!  I knew you weren't listening, but to think that it went as far back to the beginning of our conversation.  You're either getting them wrong on purpose or you don't listen to anypony at all; both that I strongly suggest you avoid in the future. "
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*Ding ding ding*
The sound of a clock acknowledging the time grabs both of your attentions.
"Is it that late already?  We've been talking all morning!"
You take her word for it and use it to calculate the time left you have in this world to be 20 hours.
"I'm sorry," spoke Twilight, "I have some things that need to get done before noon, so I'm going to have to cut our conversation here.  It was nice meeting you."
She trots back to her table and returns to her reading.  You decide to leave her by heading out.
"Hey!" she called out.
You look back at her before heading out the door.  She looks a bit uncertain about herself.
"Like I said earlier, being in a new world is an awkward situation for anypony to go through alone.  I've dealt with it before, so I know how isolated it must be for you right now."
It does feel a little strange now that you think about it.  New world, new rules.  It's almost like being reborn again as you need to learn everything from scratch.
"I could be your friend if you like."
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



You accept her friendship.
*Snap*
You hear a strange sound and look around to find where it came from.
"What's wrong?"
You turn around, but you still can't find what made that sound.
"When did you get that?"
Twilight points at your rear-end and you look down to see a long bushy tail of pony's attached at the lower part of you spine.
You realize you just agree to Twilight about being friends with her.  Your blood suddenly turns cold at the permanent fate you have with this world and start panicking because of it.
"Hey, hey, what wrong?" she tries calming you down by stroking you with soothing voice.
You settle your nerves by taking deep breaths.
You tell her about being stuck in this world from accepting her friendship and how it's going to turn yourself into a pony.
"That's a silly thought for you to think of.  Somepony is probably just pulling a prank on you."
You inform her it wasn't your thinking, but the words of a mushroom.
"A mushroom told you?"  she thinks for a moment, ".........something about this smells fishy."
"Why don't you go see Princess Celestia," the mare pats you with a confident look on her face, "She'll help get you back home and to your normal self again.  You can trust her."
This seems like the only choice you've got now.  You must see her if you want to get back home in one piece.
"She lives in Canterlot Castle, the city up on the side of the mountain.  You'll have no problem finding it."
"Go on," she gently pushes you out the door, "you can make it by sundown if you get going now."
You start heading for the front door of this structure.
"I hope you'll make it back home." she encourages you and you feel determined that you will.
You open the doors and take in the fresh air.  Looking around, you see ponies of various types walking around.  Mares, stallions, pegasi, unicorns, fillies, and the average ponies your most common with.
You begin to notice that a lot of them are starting to stare at you.  Your appearance must be new to them and a lot more are looking and talking amongst themselves.  You decide that its probably best to go to a less populated area for the remainder of your time here in this world and head out into the fields; looking up at the mountain with the castle as your next destination.

You walk beside a white fence that spreads for acres in this open field you're in.  Your new tail swishes to your pacing, it acts almost naturally for you.
You look up at the sun, it's getting to the point where the sun will be at its highest.  
You grab you stomach as it starts to growl.  You've been travelling around this world and you haven't had anything to eat since you got here.
Your options are limited.  You don't really have any form of currency on you, none that these ponies use at least.  There must be something you could forage around here.
"I told you that we'd meet again, human."
That voice, you recognize it.
"Down near the post."
Looking down, you see Mooshy staring at you with those red iris eyes.
"Oh, look at that.  You've gone and grown a tail since we last met."
"It would appear that you accidentally gained a friend around here, such a shame for you."
You tell the fungus that you still plan on getting back with the help of Celestia.
"I would't bother trying if I were you.  Celestia is a princess, royalty, upper-class.  She wouldn't have time to help.  Besides, if she could help, then she would've helped all of those other humans that are now ponies."
Doubt about this journey starts to invade your mind.
"But maybe there's still a chance of returning.  You're not a complete pony yet, so perhaps you can get lucky and still return home when your time is up.  Just make sure you don't make anymore friends for the remainder of your time here."
That's another possible solution, but are you willing to go on an assumption?
"Until next time, human."  Mooshy disappears into the dirt after his goodbye.
You hear a growl from your belly and return searching for some food.
You spot something dangling on the other side of the fence; a juicy red orb dangling from a tree branch.  It was an apple tree, a whole bunch of them actually and all filled with tasty apples.
It's in eye sight and the white wooden barricade blocks you from reaching it.  Getting over it would be no problem, but the fact that it's here gives the impression that the trees are on private property.
You tap your fingers on the structure and look about.  You're not seeing anyone or pony that seem to be a concern, just a group of fillies carrying a picnic basket.  They're galloping towards a mountain that's out of the vicinity, so you could probably get an apple or two without alerting the owners; they wouldn't notice if a few apples were gone.
You hop over the fence and head towards one of the trees.  You see the apples looming overhead; they're to high for you to grab down here, so you jump on the trunk and start climbing up it.
Targeting the apple of your choice, you stretch out to get it, but fail.
You crawled on the branch to get closer and snatch it.  You take a bite out of the juicy fruit and it refreshes you.
You take a few more bites, and hear something barking.  Peering through the leaves, you see a brown and white collie chasing after some squirrels down below.  They climb up the tree and the dog barks at them from the ground.
The canine suddenly loses interest and seems like it just picked up something with its nose.  The dog sniffs the ground and gets closer.  It sniffs the tree you're in and begins to bark at you.  You try to shoo it away, but it only makes it go more wild.
"Winona?  Winona?"
You hear the voice of a mare and see an orange pony wearing a brown country hat.
You hug your tail to keep it from swaying in the air.
She looks at her dog and up the tree, "Something up there, girl?"
The dog jumps at you and spins around.
You keep as calm and quite as you can possibly get.  There's nothing to fear, she can't climb up here when she has hooves.  As long as you stay up here she won't be any the wiser.
The tree suddenly vibrates.  You look down and see the mare kicking her hind legs at the tree with a powerful force.  She gives another blow at the tree and you flail your arms.  You latch your hands on the branch to keep you from falling, but you drop the apple.
The fruit hits the ground and the mare picks it up.  She sees your teeth marks and looks up sternly; responding with you digging your nails into the wood.  She winds up a kick and sends a violent vibration through the tree.
You slip off the branch and go falling to the floor.  You spin around and see a mare scowling down at you.
"So you have a hankering for mah apples, huh?"
You make a agitated laugh to her while Winona playfully tugs on your cloths.

You ram your shoulder into the apple tree and it hardly shakes.
"Come on," the orange mare, "put your back into it."
You do as she suggests and ram at it again.  You bounce back in pain from the damage you inflicted upon yourself.
After an awkward conversation with the farmer, Applejack, you are forced to work on her farm by harvesting apples.  You're having a hard time picking apples the pony way, but you have a long day ahead and climbing up every tree to pick all of the apples the human way will take forever.  Applejack is doing her share, but she's been constantly consulting you on how to harvest them.
You rub your brushed side and Winona jumps on you, asking for attention.  You try to shake her off, but she keeps trying to get you to play with her.
"You really have a way with dogs, don't ya partner."  Applejack says to you.  She then looks at her pet "Come here, girl.  Come on."
Winona looks at her and runs at the orange mare.
The country mare chuckles and scratches the dog's ears "She's always been an affectionate thing since I first met her.  Why I recall when I first brought her home and asked granny that I could keep her.  She was reluctance at first, but she soon warmed up to her in no time flat.  Isn't that right, you cute wittle puppy-wuppy."  She baby talks her dog and start to give it belly rubs.
Winona's ears raised and she looks over to see a yellow filly caring a picnic basket in the distance.  She barks and runs to her, with Applejack following after her.
You watch them approach her and a nervous expression appears on the filly's face.  They start talking but you can't hear what they're saying.
You return to the apple tree and charge at it once more.  You hardly even shook it.
You begin tapping your head on the bark.
"Come on, tell me!!!"
You hear Applejack yelling at the little filly.
"But I told ya 'that's what happened.'" said the yellow filly
"I know when yer lying, Apple Bloom.  Why I bet they could even see that yer lying." she points right at you.
"Na-huh!" the little filly said, practically admitting she was.  Perhaps you could teach her how to make a convincing lie?
"Alright.  HEY PARTNER!"
You look to see the mare calling you over.
"I need yer help at settling something with mah sister.  I know she's lying, but she says 'she ain't.  Help me out here, then I'll cut your punishment short."
You agree full heartedly at that offer, anything but picking apples.  You look at her sister and recall seeing her earlier.  She was among the group of fillies you saw prior to crossing over that white fence.  She looks worried and hugs her picnic basket.
She does look guilty of something.  All you have to do is spot the contradiction.



❤ Applejack seeks the truth ❤ 


"Now tell 'em what you told me." said the older sister to the younger.
"I told Applejack that I've been hanging with my friends all noon."
"We decided to have a picnic."
"But Applejack thinks that I may have left the farm."
"I never stepped a hoof off it."

	
		---



"Oh.... I see...." She looks a little hurt.  "No, no, I understand.  Being in a new world can be scary and trusting others doesn't come easy for everypony."  Twilight says that, but you can see a little bit of sorrow in her eyes.  "But I hope you'll find somepony."
".................perhaps you may find one today."
The thought of going home is more concerning for you, so you hope that you wouldn't.  You let her get back to her work and you start heading for the front door of this structure.
You open the doors and take in the fresh air.  Looking around, you see ponies of various types walking around.  Mares, stallions, pegasi, unicorns, fillies, and the average ponies your most common with.
You begin to notice that a lot of them are starting to stare at you.  Your appearance must be new to them and a lot more are looking and talking amongst themselves.  You decide that its probably best to go to a less populated area for the remainder of your time here in this world and head out into the fields.

You walk beside a white fence that spreads for acres in this open field you're in.  You look up at the sun, it's getting to the point where the sun will be at its highest.  You grab you stomach as it starts to growl.  You've been travelling around this world and you haven't had anything to eat since you got here.  Your options are limited.  You don't really have any form of currency on you, none that these ponies use at least.  There must be something you could forage around here.
You spot something dangling on the other side of the fence; a juicy red orb dangling from a tree branch.  It was an apple tree, a whole bunch of them actually and all filled with tasty apples.
It's in eye sight and the white wooden barricade blocks you from reaching it.  Getting over it would be no problem, but the fact that it's here gives the impression that the trees are on private property.
You tap your fingers on the structure and look about.  You're not seeing anyone or pony that seem to be a concern, just a group of fillies carrying a picnic basket.  They're galloping towards a mountain that's out of the vicinity, so you could probably get an apple or two without alerting the owners; they wouldn't notice if a few apples were gone.
You hop over the fence and head towards one of the trees.  You see the apples looming overhead; they're to high for you to grab down here, so you jump on the trunk and start climbing up it.
Targeting the apple of your choice, you stretch out to get it, but fail.
You crawled on the branch to get closer and snatch it.  You take a bite out of the juicy fruit and it refreshes you.
You take a few more bites, and hear something barking.  Peering through the leaves, you see a brown and white collie chasing after some squirrels down below.  They climb up the tree and the dog barks at them from the ground.
The canine suddenly loses interest and seems like it just picked up something with its nose.  The dog sniffs the ground and gets closer.  It sniffs the tree you're in and begins to bark at you.  You try to shoo it away, but it only makes it go more wild.
"Winona?  Winona?"
You hear the voice of a mare and see an orange pony wearing a brown country hat.  She looks at her dog and up the tree, "Something up there, girl?"
The dog jumps at you and spins around.
You keep as calm and quite as you can possibly get.  There's nothing to fear, she can't climb up here when she has hooves.  As long as you stay up here she won't be any the wiser.
The tree suddenly vibrates.  You look down and see the mare kicking her hind legs at the tree with a powerful force.  She gives another blow at the tree and you flail your arms.  You latch your hands on the branch to keep you from falling, but you drop the apple.
The fruit hits the ground and the mare picks it up.  She sees your teeth marks and looks up sternly; responding with you digging your nails into the wood.  She winds up a kick and sends a violent vibration through the tree.
You slip off the branch and go falling to the floor.  You spin around and see a mare scowling down at you.
"So you have a hankering for mah apples, huh?"
You make a agitated laugh to her while Winona playfully tugs on your cloths.

You ram your shoulder into the apple tree and it hardly shakes.
"Come on," the orange mare, "put your back into it."
You do as she suggests and ram at it again.  You bounce back in pain from the damage you inflicted upon yourself.
After an awkward conversation with the farmer, Applejack, you are forced to work on her farm by harvesting apples.  You're having a hard time picking apples the pony way, but you have a long day ahead and climbing up every tree to pick all of the apples the human way will take forever.  Applejack is doing her share, but she's been constantly consulting you on how to harvest them.
You rub your brushed side and Winona jumps on you, asking for attention.  You try to shake her off, but she keeps trying to get you to play with her.
"You really have a way with dogs, don't ya partner."  Applejack says to you.  She then looks at her pet "Come here, girl.  Come on."
Winona looks at her and runs at the orange mare.
The country mare chuckles and scratches the dog's ears "She's always been an affectionate thing since I first met her.  Why I recall when I first brought her home and asked granny that I could keep her.  She was reluctance at first, but she soon warmed up to her in no time flat.  Isn't that right, you cute wittle puppy-wuppy."  She baby talks her dog and start to give it belly rubs.
Winona's ears raised and she looks over to see a yellow filly caring a picnic basket in the distance.  She barks and runs to her, with Applejack following after her.
You watch them approach her and a nervous expression appears on the filly's face.  They start talking but you can't hear what they're saying.
You return to the apple tree and charge at it once more.  You hardly even shook it.
You begin tapping your head on the bark.
"Come on, tell me!!!"
You hear Applejack yelling at the little filly.
"But I told ya 'that's what happened.'" said the yellow filly
"I know when yer lying, Apple Bloom.  Why I bet they could even see that yer lying." she points right at you.
"Na-huh!" the little filly said, practically admitting she was.  Perhaps you could teach her how to make a convincing lie?
"Alright.  HEY PARTNER!"
You look to see the mare calling you over.
"I need yer help at settling something with mah sister.  I know she's lying, but she says 'she ain't.  Help me out here, then I'll cut your punishment short."
You agree full heartedly at that offer, anything but picking apples.  You look at her sister and recall seeing her earlier.  She was among the group of fillies you saw prior to crossing over that white fence.  She looks worried and hugs her picnic basket.
She does look guilty of something.  All you have to do is spot the contradiction.



❤ Applejack seeks the truth ❤ 


"Now tell 'em what you told me." said the older sister to the younger.
"I told Applejack that I've been hanging with my friends all noon."
"We decided to have a picnic."
"But Applejack thinks that I may have left the farm."
"I never stepped a hoof off it."

	
		---



"What!"  Apple Bloom cried, "How could you say that!"
You inform her that you saw her with her friends, but it looked like that they were leaving the orchard.
Apple Bloom looks like she's sweating.
"So you did leave." spoke her sister, "Why did ya lie to me?"
"Well.... um...."
"Yer planning up another lie, aren't ya."
"No, I'll come clean.  We did leave the farm, but we didn't go very far.  We just went by the river.  We talked, ate, and that was it."
"I don't believe ya." spoke Applejack.
"But I really mea-"
"There's no reason why you be lying to yer sister about covering up something that simple."
"But it's true," the filly looks at you, "You believe me, right?"
She gives you eyes that just make it impossible to say 'no' to, but Applejack is giving you eyes that are life-threatening to say 'yes' to.
You hope that you can make the impossible happen.

"We did leave the farm,"
"But we didn't go very far."
"We just went by the river."
"We talked, ate, and that was it."

	
		---



You smile at noticing the lie.
"Really?"  Applejack said, though she seems unamused, "And how is that a lie?"
You keep your grin, but your suddenly dumbstruck at realizing that you don't know why.
"Well....."
You give a goofy smile and scratch the back of your head.
Applejack gives you a sour look, "Care to think again?"

"I told Applejack that I've been hanging with my friends all noon."
"We had a picnic in the orchard."
"But Applejack claims that I left the farm."
"I didn't step a hoof off it."

	
		---



"Again!" shrieked the filly, "Why do you side with her?"
You put your fists on your hips and tell her that you saw her heading towards the mountains.  Apple Boom gulped and looked at her sister.
The sister looks puzzled, "Mountain?  Why where you hiding that you went up a mou-" her eyes widen "Ebott!  You went up Mount Ebott!!!"
Apple Bloom squeezes her basket.
"I told ya how dangerous that place is!  Foals have been lost up there!"
The filly shivers and gave a sheepish grin, "Yep.  You caught me.  Guess I'll go and ground myself now."  She grabs the handle of the basket into her jaw and gallops past the two of you.
Applejack stomps her hoof on her sister's tail "I'm not through yet, Missy."
The basket flies from the filly's jaw and falls out of her reach.
"There must be more you're hiding from me."
"I'm... I'm not!"
"Yer can't hide anything from your sister, hun.  Accepting punishment so easily implies that there's more to this matter.'"
The filly looks even more frighten then before.
"So tell me the rest."
"Th-the rest of what?"
Applejack shakes her head and looks at you, "What do you think?  She's hiding something, but what do you think it is?"
You take a moment to think up a reason for her actions.  What is she hiding?

She went someplace else.
She has something.
She's hiding nothing.

	
		---



"There!  Ya see!" Applejack said with pride, "Go ahead, partner.  Tell her why she's wrong."
"..."
"Well go on.  Tell her."
"..."
".......you messed up, didn't ya."
"..."

"We did leave the farm,"
"But we didn't go very far."
"We just went by the river."
"We talked, ate, and that was it."

	
		---



"I doubt that," said the older sister, "She's been gone for about an hour or so.  She couldn't have been at the mountain and someplace else in that short amount of time."
Perhaps something else.

She went someplace else.
She has something.
She's hiding nothing.

	
		---



You think that maybe she's hiding something, but if so, where could she hide it?
You wonder and notice Winona sniffing the picnic basket.
Applejack sees what you're getting at, "Go check."
"NO!" Apple Bloom yells, and quickly slams her hooves to her mouth.
You walk over to the basket while Applejack keeps her sister pinned.  You crouch down and notice a small hook that locks the flaps.  You slowly lift the lid, expecting anything, and suddenly a white furball jumps out and pushes you down.  You try to get up, but the relentless assault of this creature's tongue keeps you pinned.
"A dog?" spoke Applejack.
The dog stops licking you and runs over to Applejack to sniff her.  You wipe the slobber off your face to see that a white furry samoyed to be the culprit that attacked you.
"I found him hanging around the mountain." Apple Bloom told her sister.  The dog looks at her and starts to lick her to the filly's amusement "He's so cute and fluffy so I had to take him home."  She looks up at her sister.  "Can we keep him?"
Applejack has an uncomfortable look on her face, "But we already have a dog."
"And now we have two dogs."
"But can't one of your friends take him?"
"Scootaloo can't really have any pets at her place and Sweetie Belle...... well.... Opalescence lives there."
Applejack looks very worried, you can only assume it's because this would mean another mouth to feed.  "I'm sorry sugarcube, but we can't take any ol' critter home just so we can keep them.  You're going ta have to return him."
"But..."
"No buts," the older sister said gentle yet firmly.
Apple Bloom's eyes start to get teary from the decline of this feisty Fido.  The filly sadly places the furry dog back into the basket and takes him back to where she found him.
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You and Applejack watch the filly dragging her hooves as she leaves from your sight.
"I hate to do that, but we can't handle another pet in the family."  said the orange mare.
She looks at you, "You and I make quite a team.  What do ya say if we work together from now on?"
You're caught off guard by her suggestion.
"You can come by to work on the farm and I can toss a few apples your way.  If ya like, we could just shoot the breeze instead."
You feel your tail swinging in the wind.
"What do ya say, partner?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"That's ridiculous." spoke the orange mare, "Just look her, she's completely terrified that we're on her tail."
You look down to see that Applejack is actually the one on her tail.
She's right though, perhaps another reason.

She went someplace else.
She has something.
She's hiding nothing.

	
		---



Applejack's eyes become enlarge from calling her out "........what."
You remind Applejack at how she got Winona; how she found and brought her home to keep.
Apple Bloom started to smile, "You did!" she gave her sister a sly grin at this sudden turnabout.
"Now hold on!  I can explai-" she stopped when she felt the dog jump on her.  She looks at the pup as it gives her his big pleadful eyes. ".......................arg." the orange mare gives up and marches off to prepare for another member to the family.  You hear something being spoken under her breath that sounded like 'annoying dog'.
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Apple Bloom is overjoyed, spinning around with her new dog.
The filly approaches you, "Thanks partner, you really save my skin there.  Toby thanks you too." She lifts up her dog to you, but you think that you have more then enough thanks given from him as it is.
"Hey, let's be friends!" she suggests "You can come over and play with us and can one up my sister from time to time.  It'll be great!!!"
You feel your tail swinging in the wind.
"Wanna be pals?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



You accept her offer and she snuggles the furball.
*Snap*
You hear that strange sound again and look to find the source, but you still find nothing.
"Woah!" The filly says in astonishment, "How'd your ears do that?"
You place your hands on your ears, but you're feeling nothing there.  You begin to panic and start patting all over your head for your ears.  You freeze feeling two thin flaps at the top of your head.  You stroke them and rub your finger on them.  The soft sounds you're making can easily be heard there, which should be unheard from where your ears were.  It hits you at what you're touching, you now have horse ears at the top of your head.
"That was neat!" proclaimed Apple Bloom, but you didn't share her enthusiasm and she notices, "Somethin' wrong?"
You tell the little filly that you're slowly turning into a pony and how you plan to see Princess Celestia to get you back to normal and back home.
"She'll definitely help you!" the filly confirms.
You look at the sky and see the sun approaching closer and closer to the hills.  It was time to go.  You wave Apple Bloom goodbye and head towards the castle.
"Come by again sometime!  We'll be here waiting!" she says hugging her dog.

You march up a deserted path on a hill as the sunset starts to begin.  Every step you make brings you another step closer to the castle.  Nothing can stop you.
"You just keep turning more and more into a pony every time we meet, human."
You look down at the soil and see the amber grayish mushroom, Mooshy, looking at you.
"Gained another friend?  You're only making this more harder on yourself you know."
You tell the mushroom that you're going to fix that by going to see Princess Celestia.
"This again?" the fungus roll it's eyes, "Fine, go see her.  Just don't go whining about it when you realize it's a lost cause."
The fungus returns to the ground and you realize that you've been running into that mushroom all day.  You can't shake the feeling that maybe that shroom is watching out for you.
......maybe it knows what its talking about.
You make to the top of the hill and you see why this road is deserted.  Ahead of you is a gorge that has a rickety bridge, but you also see Canterlot Castle about a mile away.  You look at the sun; you won't make it before dark if you take another path and the last thing you want to do is to try and walk in the dark.  You have to take the bridge.
You look over the cliff, it looks like a long drop down.  Holding in your breath, you take a step on the first plank.
You hear the board creak and you exhale; relieved that it didn't break.  Looking at the rest of the planks ahead of you, you get the feeling that this is like a game of Russian roulette.  You grab a tight hold of the rope that's used for a railing and hope that the 'barrel' is 'unloaded'.
Slowly, you walk on each plank as lightly as possible.  The howling of the wind shakes your nerves and each creaking of the wood makes your heart skip a beat in anxiety.
You place your foot on a plank and lift the other foot for the next, but the plank you're currently on breaks.
You yell as you fall through the board, but hang there from your tight grip on the rope.  Your pony ears flap at hearing the sound of your echo through the gorge.
You pull yourself up and swing your leg onto the next board and put pressure on it to get the rest of your body up.  The plank breaks and your body swings back down, making you lose your grip the the rope.  You scream as you fall, it doesn't look like there's anything you could land on to soften the impact; not even a flower bed.
It seems like you're going to die in this world before you even get to finish living one day here.
You suddenly land on something soft that appears right from out of nowhere and are now flying at high speed through the air.  You hear flapping sound but you can't see what they are, all you see is some kind of fur or maybe hair constantly hitting your face with wild colors.
You suddenly feel your world spin and you fall again.  You land in a second to see that you're on the other side of the gorge.  You notice a pale cerulean feather gently floating down into your sight.
"And once again!"  You look up and see a mare pegasus that matches the color of the feather.  She sits on a cloud doing poses and whips her rainbow mane everywhere, "Rainbow Dash saves the day!" she starts making crowd sounds, "Aaaaaaa!  Greatest in all of Equestria!  Aaaaaaa!  We love you, Dash!  Aaaaaaa!"
You get up and thank her for saving your tail.
"That was nothing.  I could save five- no ten- no TWENTY of your species in under three seconds."
You note that her showboating is kinda..... concerning.
"Yeah, I'm pretty amazing.  Take it in pal, cause there ain't nopony like me around here."
That ego is starting to become irritating for you.
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
............you look over the cliff.  It doesn't look that far down to you anymore.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  Despite being your savior, it's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



She's taken by surprise from that comment and gives you a cocky look.
"So you think you're 'all that', huh?"
You huff on your nails and rub them on your chest to get on her nerves, but instead of aggravating her, it made her chuckle.
"Alright, sport." the mare cracks her neck, "You wanna talk big, then let's talk big."
It occurs to you that you just entered into a mocking argument.  You just need to keep a creative mind open with her comments and one up it to completely throw her off her game.



❤ Rainbow Dash demands respect ❤ 


"Let me tell you why I'm the best around here."
"Fair warning, I'll wipe the floor with you."

● Oh, how intimidating.
● I'd like to see you try.
● So you got that job as janitor after all.

	
		---



She rises a hoof to her ear.
"Did I just hear the wind blowing or was it a masquito trying to drain my ego?"
The mare gives you a sly grin, like she found amusement from that failed attempt of a good comeback you made.
"Jealous much?" the mare cracks her neck, "So you wanna talk big, then let's talk big."
It occurs to you that you just entered into a mocking argument.  You just need to keep a creative mind open with her comments and one up it to completely throw her off her game.



❤ Rainbow Dash demands respect ❤ 


"Let me tell you why I'm the best around here."
"Fair warning, I'll wipe the floor with you."

● Oh, how intimidating.
● I'd like to see you try.
● So you got that job as janitor after all.

	
		---



"Oh ho, a classic one!  But you're going to need better material then that."
"I know a filly that can outmatch your dissing."

● Desperate for a handicap, are we?
● And I know of a pirate that can beat you at your game.
● Oh yeah?  Bring her out!

	
		---



"This'll be easier then I thought."
"I know a filly that can outmatch your dissing."

● Desperate for a handicap, are we?
● And I know of a pirate that can beat you at your game.
● Oh yeah?  Bring her out!

	
		---



She grins at your answer with a raised eyebrow.
"I'm awesome because I have the skills to pay the bills."

● What skills are those, dine and dashing?
● You're that cheap!?
● You don't go out much do ya?
● Not a lot of skills it seems.

	
		---



"Pfft."
"I'm awesome because I have the skills to pay the bills."

● What skills are those, dine and dashing?
● You're that cheap!?
● You don't go out much do ya?
● Not a lot of skills it seems.

	
		---



"Clever."
"Look at you.  You have ears and a tail of a pony's but you also look like something else.  Can't you make up your mind?"

● I'm in the middle of something.  Alright.
● Can't you come up with something better to talk about?
● I'm working on it.
● Can you, Rainbow?

	
		---



"Weak."
"Look at you.  You have ears and a tail of a pony's but you also look like something else.  Can't you make up your mind?"

● I'm in the middle of something.  Alright.
● Can't you come up with something better to talk about?
● I'm working on it.
● Can you, Rainbow?

	
		---



She looks at her rainbow color mane and tail, "You got me there."
"You can't keep up with this.  I'm the fastest pegasus in Equestria."

● I can name a few who are faster.
● Really?  Because this little game of yours is slowing things down.
● You mean, you're not the fastest thing alive?
● Wow!  I don't care!

	
		---



She just stares at you looking bored.
"You can't keep up with this.  I'm the fastest pegasus in Equestria."

● I can name a few who are faster.
● Really?  Because this little game of yours is slowing things down.
● You mean, you're not the fastest thing alive?
● Wow!  I don't care!

	
		---



"Hey!  Watch it!"  she says, despite the fact that she's smiling.
"It's obvious that you're jealous.  Don't blame ya though, I would be too.  I mean, who wouldn't want to be me?"

● Jealous?  Me?!?
● Wait!  I know this one!
● (Raises hand)
● Come on, at least give me a difficult question.
● I like to dream too, Dash.

	
		---



She yawns.
"It's obvious that you're jealous.  Don't blame ya though, I would be too.  I mean, who wouldn't want to be me?"

● Jealous?  Me?!?
● Wait!  I know this one!
● (Raises hand)
● Come on, at least give me a difficult question.
● I like to dream too, Dash.

	
		---



She snickers.
"Face it pal, you'll never be as cool as me."

● Why should I care when I'm obviously hot stuff.
● Thank God!
● You'd like that, wouldn't ya!
● You're right, I'll be better.
● You say this to all your fans?

	
		---



"Really?  That's your best?"
"Face it pal, you'll never be as cool as me."

● Why should I care when I'm obviously hot stuff.
● Thank God!
● You'd like that, wouldn't ya!
● You're right, I'll be better.
● You say this to all your fans?

	
		---



She begins laughing.
"Alright.  Alright.  You got me."
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"Okay, hotshot.  I think that's enough."
The pegasus stops this little 'dis off' with a smile on her face.  "That was pretty cool though.  Hardly anypony tries to step up to me, so this was quite refreshing."
It hits you that she just wanted to have a little competition.  This was meant as a way for her to have some fun.
"Some of those were pretty good and it was amusing to see you try and act cool."  Dash rolls on the cloud and lays on her back posing to look cool.  "So I've decided  
that you're alright."
You look at the sun, you have about ten minutes left of the sunset.
"You know," the mare continues, "if you ever wanna hang out sometime, I suppose I could squeeze you in."
It sounds to you like she wants to be friends.
She extends a hoof to you.
Your pony ears instinctively flap themselves.
"Hows that sound for ya, champ?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



"You really need to work on your comebacks, pal."
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"Okay, hotshot.  I think that's enough."
The pegasus stops this little 'dis off' with a small smile on her face.  "That was pretty cool though.  Hardly anypony tries to step up to me, so this was quite refreshing."
It hits you that she just wanted to have a little competition.  This was meant as a way for her to have some fun.
"Some of those were pretty good and it was amusing to see you try and act cool."  Dash rolls on the cloud and lays on her back posing to look cool.  "So I've decided  
that you're alright."
You look at the sun, you have about ten minutes left of the sunset.
"You know," the mare continues, "if you ever wanna hang out sometime, I suppose I could squeeze you in."
It sounds to you like she wants to be friends.
She extends a hoof to you.
Your pony ears instinctively flap themselves.
"Hows that sound for ya, champ?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



You accept her offer and she snuggles the furball.
*Snap*
You hear a strange sound and look around to find where it came from.
"What's wrong?"
You turn around, but you still can't find what made that sound.
"When did you get that?"
Apple Bloom points at your rear-end and you look down to see a long bushy tail of pony's attached at the lower part of you spine.
You realize you just agree to Apple Bloom about being friends with her.  Your blood suddenly turns cold at the permanent fate you have with this world and start panicking because of it.
"Hey, what's the matter?" she tries calming you down by stroking you with soothing voice.
You settle your nerves by taking deep breaths.
You tell her about being stuck in this world from accepting her friendship and how it's going to turn yourself into a pony.
"You are?  I'm sorry, I didn't know that was going to happen."
You tell her that it's not her fault but you wished that you could still get back home.
".........................Oh!  Why don't you go see Princess Celestia," the mare pats you with a confident look on her face, "She'll help get you back home."
This seems like the only choice you've got now.  You must see her if you want to get back home in one piece.
"She lives in Canterlot Castle, the city up on the side of the mountain."  She points the a castle in the distance.
"Get going," she gently pushes you, "you can make it by sundown if you get going now."
You look at the sky and see the sun approaching closer and closer to the hills.  It was time to go.  You wave Apple Bloom goodbye and head towards the castle.
"Good luck!  We'll be rooting for ya!" she says hugging her dog.

You march up a deserted path on a hill as the sunset starts to begin.  Every step you make brings you another step closer to the castle.  Nothing can stop you.
"I told you that we'd meet again, human."
That voice, you recognize it.
"Down over here."
Looking down, you see Mooshy staring at you with those red iris eyes.
"Oh, look at that.  You've gone and grown a tail since we last met."
"It would appear that you accidentally gained a friend around here, such a shame for you."
You tell the fungus that you still plan on getting back with the help of Celestia.
"I would't bother trying if I were you.  Celestia is a princess, royalty, upper-class.  She wouldn't have time to help.  Besides, if she could help, then she would've helped all of those other humans that are now ponies."
Doubt about this journey starts to invade your mind.
"But maybe there's still a chance of returning.  You're not a complete pony yet, so perhaps you can get lucky and still return home when your time is up.  Just make sure you don't make anymore friends for the remainder of your time here."
That's another possible solution, but are you willing to go on an assumption?
"Until next time, human."  Mooshy disappears into the dirt after his goodbye.
You make to the top of the hill and you see why this road is deserted.  Ahead of you is a gorge that has a rickety bridge, but you also see Canterlot Castle about a mile away.  You look at the sun; you won't make it before dark if you take another path and the last thing you want to do is to try and walk in the dark.  You have to take the bridge.
You look over the cliff, it looks like a long drop down.  Holding in your breath, you take a step on the first plank.
You hear the board creak and you exhale; relieved that it didn't break.  Looking at the rest of the planks ahead of you, you get the feeling that this is like a game of Russian roulette.  You grab a tight hold of the rope that's used for a railing and hope that the 'barrel' is 'unloaded'.
Slowly, you walk on each plank as lightly as possible.  The howling of the wind shakes your nerves and each creaking of the wood makes your heart skip a beat in anxiety.
You place your foot on a plank and lift the other foot for the next, but the plank you're currently on breaks.
You yell as you fall through the board, but hang there from your tight grip on the rope.  You hear the sound of your echo through the gorge.
You pull yourself up and swing your leg onto the next board and put pressure on it to get the rest of your body up.  The plank breaks and your body swings back down, making you lose your grip the the rope.  You scream as you fall, it doesn't look like there's anything you could land on to soften the impact; not even a flower bed.
It seems like you're going to die in this world before you even get to finish living one day here.
You suddenly land on something soft that appears right from out of nowhere and are now flying at high speed through the air.  You hear flapping sound but you can't see what they are, all you see is some kind of fur or maybe hair constantly hitting your face with wild colors.
You suddenly feel your world spin and you fall again.  You land in a second to see that you're on the other side of the gorge.  You notice a pale cerulean feather gently floating down into your sight.
"And once again!"  You look up and see a mare pegasus that matches the color of the feather.  She sits on a cloud doing poses and whips her rainbow mane everywhere, "Rainbow Dash saves the day!" she starts making crowd sounds, "Aaaaaaa!  Greatest in all of Equestria!  Aaaaaaa!  We love you, Dash!  Aaaaaaa!"
You get up and thank her for saving your tail.
"That was nothing.  I could save five- no ten- no TWENTY of your species in under three seconds."
You note that her showboating is kinda..... concerning.
"Yeah, I'm pretty amazing.  Take it in pal, cause there ain't nopony like me around here."
That ego is starting to become irritating for you.
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
............you look over the cliff.  It doesn't look that far down to you anymore.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  Despite being your savior, it's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



You form a fist and pound her hoof to confirm with her offer.
*Snap*
Again, you hear that sound, but something different happens.  A flashing light blinds you and quickly fades for you to see your own hand gone.  You're astonished and worried to see that it was replaced with a hoof.
"Did you decided to be more like your hero, buddy?" spoke Rainbow Dash.
You look at her and wonder why her cloud was higher then it was a moment ago.  In fact, everything around you was higher, including the ground.
It finally registers to you, you are now a complete pony.
"Do you creatures do this sort of thing?" the pegasus asks.
You tell her that you're not from this world and that you need to see Princess Celestia in order to get home. 
Dash's eyes suddenly shot open, "Wait, home!?!" she looks at the sunset, "Ah shoot!  They're going to kill me.  Sorry, but I just remembered something I promised my folks I'd do before sundown.  Gotta go!"  She flies off with a rainbow trail leading behind her.
Your gaze returns to the castle, "Oh!" You look behind you and see that Dash has returned, "I wanted to say that you can trust Celestia.  She may not seem like it at times, but shes always looking out for the best interest of everypony."  You thank her for her concern.
"You got this, pal!" She encourages and you both head off your own directions.

Night has finally arrived as you approach the castle.  It's been a rough day for you, but you actually found a lot of enjoyment in this world.  Despite the warnings, you've made three new friends and they each give their prayers at you achieving your goal.  You may walk as one of them and you're chances of returning home are gone now, but you're full of determination that this will work and get you back home.
Nothing will stop you.
You trot your way across the drawbridge and two wings suddenly block your path.  Taking a step back, you see that the wings are from two ponies in gold armor.  They appear to be guards, based off of the solid stiff stance.
"State your purpose." one of them said.
You tell them that you wanted to see Princess Celestia.
The two guards view you, from your tail to your ears.  They look at each other and make various gestures with their eyes; silently communicating to keep you in the dark.  One of them finally looks back at you, "Come with me."
You oblige and follow him through the corridors of the castle.  "The Princess said that she was expecting somepony to arrive tonight." the guard said, trying to make small talk,  "I don't know what your intentions might be, but keep in mind that there are guards everywhere."
That sounded like a threat to you.
"You are to treat her majesty with honor and respect while you're here, got it?"
You nod as you enter into the throne room.  Chandeliers hung across a long corridor that leads to the throne itself; consisting of two levels.  The lower layer is supported by two columns with potted flowers next to them.  The top layers has a large white alicorn sitting there, wrapped in her pale flowing multicolored tail and reading a scroll.
"Your Highness," the soldier said kneeling before her, "this pony here wishes to speak with you."
The alicorn has a peeved look on her face as she views you.  You're under the impression that she must've had a long day and you being here only makes it more troublesome for her.
"Thank you," said the princess to her guard, "you are dismissed."
The guard walks by and gives a look, implying that he's got his eyes on you.
He leaves and you are left alone with Princess Celestia.  She's royalty and she holds your chances at returning home in her hooves.  Taking up on the guard's demands on respect is probably a good idea here.  It could help get you on her good side and she'd be more willing to help you.
You just need to treat her like the princess she is.



❤ Celestia deserves pampering ❤ 


"So, how may I help you?"
● It is an honor to meet the graceful, Princess Celestia, face to face.
● Greetings Princess, my name is....... is something wrong?
● How's it going, Tuts?

	
		---



She's taken aback by your choice of words, but returns to her prior state.
"I don't have time for this.  Things aren't going so well in Equestria and I have many issues that need attending to."
● But your Highness, You're doing an exquisite job with the kingdom.
● Really?  I think you're doing a decant job with the kingdom.
● Yeah.  I know of a bridge you can start with.

	
		---



"Well, things aren't going so well in Equestria and I have many issues that need attending to.  So can we make this quick?"
● But your Highness, You're doing an exquisite job with the kingdom.
● Really?  I think you're doing a decant job with the kingdom.
● Yeah.  I know of a bridge you can start with.

	
		---



Her annoyed look only got worse.
"Tuts?  I don't have time for this.  Things aren't going so well in Equestria and I have many issues that need attending to."
● But your Highness, You're doing an exquisite job with the kingdom.
● Really?  I think you're doing a decant job with the kingdom.
● Yeah.  I know of a bridge you can start with.

	
		---



"Maybe, but once I get one thing accomplished there's another one that needs attending to."
● A mare of your stature should deserve more time to relax.
● Sounds like you need a vacation.
● Yeah, life stinks.  Take me for example.

	
		---



"Thanks.  You're sweet, but once I get one thing accomplished there's another one that needs attending to."
● A mare of your stature should deserve more time to relax.
● Sounds like you need a vacation.
● Yeah, life stinks.  Take me for example.

	
		---



The mare slaps her hoof at her face and slides it down.
"Great!  Another issue.  Once I get one thing accomplished there's another one that needs attending to."
● A mare of your stature should deserve more time to relax.
● Sounds like you need a vacation.
● Yeah, life stinks.  Take me for example.

	
		---



"That would be nice."
She looks over herself.
"I must look like a complete mess."
● Nonsense, you're even more elegant than what ponies make you out to be.
● No no.  You look great.
● Well, maybe not a complete mess, but...

	
		---



"DO I EVER!!!"
She looks over herself.
"I must look like a complete mess."
● Nonsense, you're even more elegant than what ponies make you out to be.
● No no.  You look great.
● Well, maybe not a complete mess, but...

	
		---



Celestia ignores you as while you ramble on about yourself.
She looks over herself.
"I must look like a complete mess."
● Nonsense, you're even more elegant than what ponies make you out to be.
● No no.  You look great.
● Well, maybe not a complete mess, but...

	
		---



"Really!" Celestia lightens up and her expression changes, "What part of me do you find attractive?"
Your mind goes blank as she gives you a seductive look.
She flutters her eyelashes and you're left clueless on what to say.
● I really like your.................... mane?
● Simply because you're a.................... pony?
● The fact that you're.................... big?

	
		---



"Really!" Celestia brightens up and her expression changes, "What part of me do you find attractive?"
Your mind goes blank as she gives you a suggestive look.
She flutters her eyelashes and you're left clueless on what to say.
● I really like your.................... mane?
● Simply because you're a.................... pony?
● The fact that you're.................... big?

	
		---



"Really!" Celestia gives a little smile and her expression changes, "What part of me do you find attractive?"
Your mind goes blank as she gives you a sultry look.
She flutters her eyelashes and you're left clueless on what to say.
● I really like your.................... mane?
● Simply because you're a.................... pony?
● The fact that you're.................... big?

	
		---



Celestia starts laughing from how flustered you are.
"Okay, I think I had my fun."
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The Princess softens her laughter, "Forgive me.  I was aware that you were coming so I thought I'd set up a little game for you."
Her attitude quickly lightens up from a few moments ago.  She must've been playing earlier.
"Let me do this again more properly," the alicorn straightens up her posture, "Welcome to Canterlot Castle.  My name's Princess Celestia, co-ruler of Equestria." She bows with a smile at you, "I got a message from Twilight earlier today that you were coming to see me.  You're from another world and want to go back, correct?"  You confirm, "But you are unable to because you're turning into a pony, which appears to have already taken full effect."
Celestia lowers her head, "I'm sorry to say, but it's out of my powers at returning you back home."
.......you feel like your heart was just broken in two.
"But..." she's giving you a reassuring smile, "I believe I know somepony who can."
"What was the name of your little friend again?  The mushroom you spoke of to Twilight."  You told her, "Mooshy.... alright."
Celestia lifts up her head, "Care to come out, Mooshy?"
You look around for the shroom, but it didn't appear.
"I know you're there, Mooshy.  You've been following our friend here since they came to this world."
You search again, but nothing.
"........Mooshy."
The sound of ruffling caught both of your attentions.  It was coming from the potted flowers, they were shifting as a cap of a mushroom pops from the soil.
"There you are, human.  Was it you who called me?"
You point behind the fungus and it turns to see an alicorn standing over itself.
"Oh!  Why, hello Princess.  I'm so glad that I actually get a chance to meet you."
"It's nice to see you too, Discord." the shroom glares at the princess who seems amused at what she said, "I mean, 'Mooshy'."
Mooshy vanishes in a flash and the most unorthodox creature you've ever seen flashes into the room.  A dark-grayish-brown creature with a slim torso attached with limbs from a lion, eagle, lizard, goat and a serpent tail stood before you.  The head looked like a horse, but it has antlers from a deer and a goat.  You just can't understand what this thing is, but those yellow eyes and red pupils made it clear that this thing was Mooshy.
"So you knew it was me," he spoke in a stern voice, "What do you want, a prize?  Well go ahead, have one."  He lift up his lion hand. 
*Snap*
Discord snapped his fingers and a plate of spaghetti appears in front of Celestia.  It suddenly hits you that you've heard that snapping sound before, three times to be precise, every time you accepted somepony's friendship.  You assume that he turned you into a pony just as easily as he could turn himself into a mushroom. 
"Discord," she pushes the plate away, "By any chance, did you bring our friend to Equestria?"
"Mmm.... perhaps."  You don't need Applejack's help to know the truth from those words.
"They also told me that you said they would turn into a pony if they ever gained any friends here."
"Well, I might've said something like that."
She gives him a sly smile, "Then could you tell me why they would purposely turn themself into a pony?"
"Isn't it obvious?  They simply have an unhealthy desire to become a pony.  What other reason could there be?"
"'What other reason' indeed." the Princess said with a face looking like a confident poker player.
Discord slithered up to Celestia's face, "You know I'm right."
"Yes, you are."  Her eyes closed, declaring that this argument was over.
Discord on the other hand got more irritated with her and looks back at you.  He huffs and approaches,  "Alright, human.  You want to get home?"
*Snap*
He snapped his fingers and a golden heart shaped locket hangs from his finger, "then this is your ticket home.  With this locket, you'll be able to travel through the rift that brought you here."
The trinket glints; enticing you to snatch it.  Discord swings his tail around and raps the chain around his tail.  "If you want it, then you'll have to fight me for it."
You're startled at what he wants from you.  You look over at Celestia and she doesn't seem to mind; she hasn't even opened her eyes to see at what's about to transpire here.
You have four choices; you could fight him like he wants, you could act by charging after the locket, you could bargain with an item for the pendent, or you could not play his little game.
No matter what choice is made, you won't stop until you get that locket!  Especially after finding out that he's the reason why you're here.



❤  D̳̖͎͈̠̘i͇̖̬ͮś͍͔ͭͣ̌̆c̨͈̹̟̙̰͛̂̈ͯ̃o̒ͩ̄ṙ̼̼̥͎̯̠̟̍ͧ̚d̵̦̗͎̠̩̝ͅ ͏ï͔̙̯͈̖̮̠ͥͨ̐̕s̗̦̠̐ͨ ̫̙̖̟̮́̚ͅs̶͙̮̤̻͐͒̊c͏h̗̣̖͓̓͡e̟̾͌̐ͩͫ̃͆m̬̔͊̓͒ͮͪ̉͟i̝͙ͦǹ̠̹́g͇ͧ̊̽̏́͋ͅ  ❤ 


"Show me the determination of the human soul!"
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



You prepare to attack Discord.  Your mind is focused purely on the level of violence your going to unleash.  You find a fatal spot and wind yourself up.
You suddenly feel a drop of blood pressure inside you, like something has exceeded your thirst for blood ten fold.  This cold bite feels like it's coming at you the strongest from one direction.
You slowly turn your head and see that Celestia is looking at you with one of her eyes open.  You start sweating from the nightmarish sight of her gaze.  The look simply sends chills throughout your body.  It's the kind of look that a mother would give their child when they want them to do the right thing.
...........perhaps there's another option that you can take.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



Your gaze is on the locket as you crouch down.  You need to act quick and precise if you want to snatch it.
Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
The time was now and you charge after the locket.  You open your jaw wide to grab it with your teeth; a compensate for the lack of hands.  Your mouth was over it and you clench your teeth to nab it, but Discord pulled his tail away before you could get it.
You try again and again and again, but just keep missing.
"Frisky, aren't we?"  Discord said nonchalantly as her turned to the next page.
This isn't working, you have to try another tactic.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



The best course of action is to try and make a deal with Discord with something else you have.
You reach into your pocket, but realized that it was pointless simply because as a pony, you're not wearing any cloths.
You panic and decided that there was only one thing you could give.
You offer it to him, but he declines.
Apparently, he doesn't need a hug.
You try something else.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



You stand there, refusing to play his little game.
"In case you're unaware on how a fight works," Discord told you, "Allow me to explain the process."
"Two opposing forces confront one another with a series of punching and kicking."
"Fights can usually start when somepony wants something the other has, so they attack them.  The other won't attack as long as they hold the object of their desire."
"In other words, I don't have a reason to fight as long as I hold the locket, meaning you're going to have to make the assault."
He's right, you going to need to try something different.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



Your gaze is on the locket as you crouch down.  You need to act quick and precise if you want to snatch it.
Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
The time was now and you charge after the locket.  You open your jaw wide to grab it with your teeth; a compensate for the lack of hands.  Your mouth was over it and you clench your teeth to nab it, but Discord pulled his tail away before you could get it.
You try again and again and again, but just keep missing.
"Frisky, aren't we?"  Discord said nonchalantly as her turned to the next page.
This isn't working, you have to try another tactic.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



The best course of action is to try and make a deal with Discord with something else you have.
You reach into your pocket, but realized that it was pointless simply because as a pony, you're not wearing any cloths.
You panic and decided that there was only one thing you could give.
You offer it to him, but he declines.
Apparently, he doesn't need a hug.
You try something else.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



You stand there, refusing to play his little game.
"In case you're unaware on how a fight works," Discord told you, "Allow me to explain the process."
"Two opposing forces confront one another with a series of punching and kicking."
"Fights can usually start when somepony wants something the other has, so they attack them.  The other won't attack as long as they hold the object of their desire."
"In other words, I don't have a reason to fight as long as I hold the locket, meaning you're going to have to make the assault."
He's right, you going to need to try something different.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



You prepare to attack Discord.  Your mind is focused purely on the level of violence your going to unleash.  You find a fatal spot and wind yourself up.
You suddenly feel a drop of blood pressure inside you, like something has exceeded your thirst for blood ten fold.  This cold bite feels like it's coming at you the strongest from one direction.
You slowly turn your head and see that Celestia is looking at you with one of her eyes open.  You start sweating from the nightmarish sight of her gaze.  The look simply sends chills throughout your body.  It's the kind of look that a mother would give their child when they want them to do the right thing.
...........perhaps there's another option that you can take.
❤  FIGHT
❤  ACT
❤  ITEM
❤  MERCY

	
		---



The best course of action is to try and make a deal with Discord with something else you have.
You reach into your pocket, but realized that it was pointless simply because as a pony, you're not wearing any cloths.
You panic and decided that there was only one thing you could give.
You offer it to him, but he declines.
Apparently, he doesn't need a hug.
You try something else.
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You prepare to attack Discord.  Your mind is focused purely on the level of violence your going to unleash.  You find a fatal spot and wind yourself up.
You suddenly feel a drop of blood pressure inside you, like something has exceeded your thirst for blood ten fold.  This cold bite feels like it's coming at you the strongest from one direction.
You slowly turn your head and see that Celestia is looking at you with one of her eyes open.  You start sweating from the nightmarish sight of her gaze.  The look simply sends chills throughout your body.  It's the kind of look that a mother would give their child when they want them to do the right thing.
...........perhaps there's another option that you can take.
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Your gaze is on the locket as you crouch down.  You need to act quick and precise if you want to snatch it.
Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
The time was now and you charge after the locket.  You open your jaw wide to grab it with your teeth; a compensate for the lack of hands.  Your mouth was over it and you clench your teeth to nab it, but Discord pulled his tail away before you could get it.
You try again and again and again, but just keep missing.
"Frisky, aren't we?"  Discord said nonchalantly as her turned to the next page.
This isn't working, you have to try another tactic.
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The best course of action is to try and make a deal with Discord with something else you have.
You reach into your pocket, but realized that it was pointless simply because as a pony, you're not wearing any cloths.
You panic and decided that there was only one thing you could give.
You offer it to him, but he declines.
Apparently, he doesn't need a hug.
You try something else.
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Your gaze is on the locket as you crouch down.  You need to act quick and precise if you want to snatch it.
Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
The time was now and you charge after the locket.  You open your jaw wide to grab it with your teeth; a compensate for the lack of hands.  Your mouth was over it and you clench your teeth to nab it, but Discord pulled his tail away before you could get it.
You try again and again and again, but just keep missing.
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Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
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"In case you're unaware on how a fight works," Discord told you, "Allow me to explain the process."
"Two opposing forces confront one another with a series of punching and kicking."
"Fights can usually start when somepony wants something the other has, so they attack them.  The other won't attack as long as they hold the object of their desire."
"In other words, I don't have a reason to fight as long as I hold the locket, meaning you're going to have to make the assault."
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You prepare to attack Discord.  Your mind is focused purely on the level of violence your going to unleash.  You find a fatal spot and wind yourself up.
You suddenly feel a drop of blood pressure inside you, like something has exceeded your thirst for blood ten fold.  This cold bite feels like it's coming at you the strongest from one direction.
You slowly turn your head and see that Celestia is looking at you with one of her eyes open.  You start sweating from the nightmarish sight of her gaze.  The look simply sends chills throughout your body.  It's the kind of look that a mother would give their child when they want them to do the right thing.
...........perhaps there's another option that you can take.
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The best course of action is to try and make a deal with Discord with something else you have.
You reach into your pocket, but realized that it was pointless simply because as a pony, you're not wearing any cloths.
You panic and decided that there was only one thing you could give.
You offer it to him, but he declines.
Apparently, he doesn't need a hug.
You try something else.
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You prepare to attack Discord.  Your mind is focused purely on the level of violence your going to unleash.  You find a fatal spot and wind yourself up.
You suddenly feel a drop of blood pressure inside you, like something has exceeded your thirst for blood ten fold.  This cold bite feels like it's coming at you the strongest from one direction.
You slowly turn your head and see that Celestia is looking at you with one of her eyes open.  You start sweating from the nightmarish sight of her gaze.  The look simply sends chills throughout your body.  It's the kind of look that a mother would give their child when they want them to do the right thing.
...........perhaps there's another option that you can take.
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Your gaze is on the locket as you crouch down.  You need to act quick and precise if you want to snatch it.
Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
The time was now and you charge after the locket.  You open your jaw wide to grab it with your teeth; a compensate for the lack of hands.  Your mouth was over it and you clench your teeth to nab it, but Discord pulled his tail away before you could get it.
You try again and again and again, but just keep missing.
"Frisky, aren't we?"  Discord said nonchalantly as her turned to the next page.
This isn't working, you have to try another tactic.
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You prepare to attack Discord.  Your mind is focused purely on the level of violence your going to unleash.  You find a fatal spot and wind yourself up.
You suddenly feel a drop of blood pressure inside you, like something has exceeded your thirst for blood ten fold.  This cold bite feels like it's coming at you the strongest from one direction.
You slowly turn your head and see that Celestia is looking at you with one of her eyes open.  You start sweating from the nightmarish sight of her gaze.  The look simply sends chills throughout your body.  It's the kind of look that a mother would give their child when they want them to do the right thing.
...........perhaps there's another option that you can take.
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As you stare down this mystical entity, the thought of succeeding appears to be hopeless for you.
You're facing a bully that has brought you out of your world, disciplined you for making friends, and dangles your one chance at getting home in front of you just so he can rip it away before you can grasp it.  What is Discord gaining from this game of his?  Why would Celestia allow this to happen in her throne room and not help you out?
These questions weigh you down and you're starting to think that you're completely alone in this room, struggling with a goal that nopony will help you to achieve.
"Well?"  Discord said to you, "Don't keep me waiting human; let's get shaky!!!"  He levitates and snaps his fingers.
The room begins to vibrate and you're trying to keep your balance.  You look up as Discord laughs. but you notice that the chandelier above him is shaking a little bit too awkwardly.
A loud screeching sound is heard coming from it and the hanging ornament comes falling down on the laughing prankster.  Both him and the decoration crash to the floor.
The quake settles, leaving you intact but Discord pinned, looking pretty hurt.  He looks like he's in pain and could really use some help.  You look over to Celestia, she's not showing any concern.......... should you?
Now would be a good time to take the gold locket.
❤ SAVE DISCORD
❤ GET LOCKET
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Your gaze is on the locket as you crouch down.  You need to act quick and precise if you want to snatch it.
Looking over at Discord, he's reading a book with an orange cover and a 'do not' sign on the back.
The time was now and you charge after the locket.  You open your jaw wide to grab it with your teeth; a compensate for the lack of hands.  Your mouth was over it and you clench your teeth to nab it, but Discord pulled his tail away before you could get it.
You try again and again and again, but just keep missing.
"Frisky, aren't we?"  Discord said nonchalantly as her turned to the next page.
This isn't working, you have to try another tactic.
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As you stare down this mystical entity, the thought of succeeding appears to be hopeless for you.
You're facing a bully that has brought you out of your world, disciplined you for making friends, and dangles your one chance at getting home in front of you just so he can rip it away before you can grasp it.  What is Discord gaining from this game of his?  Why would Celestia allow this to happen in her throne room and not help you out?
These questions weigh you down and you're starting to think that you're completely alone in this room, struggling with a goal that nopony will help you to achieve.
"Well?"  Discord said to you, "Don't keep me waiting human; let's get shaky!!!"  He levitates and snaps his fingers.
The room begins to vibrate and you're trying to keep your balance.  You look up as Discord laughs. but you notice that the chandelier above him is shaking a little bit too awkwardly.
A loud screeching sound is heard coming from it and the hanging ornament comes falling down on the laughing prankster.  Both him and the decoration crash to the floor.
The quake settles, leaving you intact but Discord pinned, looking pretty hurt.  He looks like he's in pain and could really use some help.  You look over to Celestia, she's not showing any concern.......... should you?
Now would be a good time to take the gold locket.
❤ SAVE DISCORD
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The best course of action is to try and make a deal with Discord with something else you have.
You reach into your pocket, but realized that it was pointless simply because as a pony, you're not wearing any cloths.
You panic and decided that there was only one thing you could give.
You offer it to him, but he declines.
Apparently, he doesn't need a hug.
You try something else.
｡.｡:+* ﾟ ゜ﾟ *+:｡.｡:+* ﾟ ゜ﾟ *+:｡.｡.｡:+* ﾟ ゜ﾟ *+:｡.｡:+* ﾟ ゜ﾟ *

As you stare down this mystical entity, the thought of succeeding appears to be hopeless for you.
You're facing a bully that has brought you out of your world, disciplined you for making friends, and dangles your one chance at getting home in front of you just so he can rip it away before you can grasp it.  What is Discord gaining from this game of his?  Why would Celestia allow this to happen in her throne room and not help you out?
These questions weigh you down and you're starting to think that you're completely alone in this room, struggling with a goal that nopony will help you to achieve.
"Well?"  Discord said to you, "Don't keep me waiting human; let's get shaky!!!"  He levitates and snaps his fingers.
The room begins to vibrate and you're trying to keep your balance.  You look up as Discord laughs. but you notice that the chandelier above him is shaking a little bit too awkwardly.
A loud screeching sound is heard coming from it and the hanging ornament comes falling down on the laughing prankster.  Both him and the decoration crash to the floor.
The quake settles, leaving you intact but Discord pinned, looking pretty hurt.  He looks like he's in pain and could really use some help.  You look over to Celestia, she's not showing any concern.......... should you?
Now would be a good time to take the gold locket.
❤ SAVE DISCORD
❤ GET LOCKET
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You stand there, refusing to play his little game.
"In case you're unaware on how a fight works," Discord told you, "Allow me to explain the process."
"Two opposing forces confront one another with a series of punching and kicking."
"Fights can usually start when somepony wants something the other has, so they attack them.  The other won't attack as long as they hold the object of their desire."
"In other words, I don't have a reason to fight as long as I hold the locket, meaning you're going to have to make the assault."
He's right, you going to need to try something different.
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As you stare down this mystical entity, the thought of succeeding appears to be hopeless for you.
You're facing a bully that has brought you out of your world, disciplined you for making friends, and dangles your one chance at getting home in front of you just so he can rip it away before you can grasp it.  What is Discord gaining from this game of his?  Why would Celestia allow this to happen in her throne room and not help you out?
These questions weigh you down and you're starting to think that you're completely alone in this room, struggling with a goal that nopony is going to help you with at achieving.
"Well?"  Discord said to you, "Don't keep me waiting human; let's get shaky!!!"  He levitates and snaps his fingers.
The room begins to vibrate and you're trying to keep your balance.  You look up as Discord laughs. but you notice that the chandelier above him is shaking a little bit too awkwardly.
A loud screeching sound is heard coming from it and the hanging ornament comes falling down on the laughing prankster.  Both him and the decoration crash to the floor.
The quake settles, leaving you intact but Discord pinned, looking pretty hurt.  He looks like he's in pain and could really use some help.  You look over to Celestia, she's not showing any concern.......... should you?
Now would be a good time to take the gold locket.
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Despite all the trouble he's put you through, you just can't stand seeing his suffering.
You gallop to the chandelier and begin to try and push it off him.
"Why?" Discord says glancing over at you, "Why are you helping me?  Why aren't you taking the locket?"
"I believe you already know the reason why, Discord."  You look over to Celestia from hearing those words and she's giving a proud smile at the scene.  "It's time to stop.  You can't change them from who they are."
He growls with frustration and vanishes with the chandelier.  A flash appears above and you see that the decorative ornament is safely attached to the ceiling.  Another flash catches your eye and you look over to see Discord standing fine and intact as if he was never flattened by the lights that hang above you.  You get the feeling that this was all planned by him so he could test you on something.
Discord glares at the Princess, "I can't tell what's more annoying; the human's lack of cooperation or the repugnant look you're giving."
Celestia just keeps that smile of hers on.
"You know..." he said with a huff, "I don't care anymore."  He flies off to the corner of the room and a gigantic Mooshy appears for him to sit on and pout.
"It appears that I'm the one that's going to have to apologize on his behalf." spoke the alicorn princess, "In truth, this is partially my fault as well."
"I'm not sure what Discord told you, but humans are a bit of a myth in Equestria.  We're aware that they walk on two legs, that they have fingers, and that they wear cloths; but many of the facts on how humans live was a mystery to us.  We make up speculations on what your kind is like; do they have a leader, do they use magic, do they have a faith?  Discord and I were talking the other day and we had a conversation similar to this at what your kinds true nature may be, but it ended on a sour note.  We both had our interpretations and were both positive that we were right, but we didn't have any proof to back it up, so we left it be.  Or so I thought..." she glances over to Discord, "Would you care to continue?"
He sighs, "I believed that you humans were bent on selfishness and indifference, so I made up a little game for you that could exploit it."
"I knew you would want to return home and considered that you might gain some friends here as well; that's where I could prove my point.  I made certain that you would follow my expectations by stating you would be stuck here if you made a friends.  The greed of wanting to go home would be shown from pushing away others that only wanted nothing more than to be pals; which would be a sign of apathy."
"I always did have in mind of sending you back when your day was up, but to keep safe, I threw in the idea that you'd turn into a pony as a form of punishment.  Unfortunately, you decided to still obtain one and I had to discipline you, followed by a personal scolding afterwards."
"It was a foolproof plan, but once you got word that Celestia could help you, I improvised by saying that you could still go home with only having a tail, but you had to keep gaining friends.  Why couldn't you just follow the rules?"
"They sound a lot like you, Discord." Celestia said chuckling which only made him grumble, "When I got Twilight's letter, I assumed that he was behind this and waited for your arrival.  Even after all you've done, he still didn't believe that I was right.  So, I just sat back and let nature take its course.  In time, you eventually showed him that I was right about you humans all along."
"You're social by nature, sympathetic with others and forming bonds in which you would even sacrifice yourselves to keep others safe and happy."
"In simple terms, you're creatures of companionship and empathy.  A true symbol of harmony in this land."
You reflect on the actions since you came here.  The little activities that you've experienced with those ponies you've met helped form a bond between you and them.  Your bond with them was so strong, that you've forgotten what your main goal was at times.  Even if you did remember, you still chose to be friends with them rather than to just brush them away for the desire of going home.
Celestia looks over to the pouting creature in the corner, "You should feel flattered, Discord.  They were more concerned for you than getting back home.  I believe you may have unintentionally gained a friend."
"..............I guess my game wasn't a total bust." Discord said sounding a little optimistic then he did a moment ago.
"Well then, I think it's about time for me to start raising the sun."
"That also means 'it's about time that you return to your world' as well." Discord says looking at you.
"Discord, after everything that's happened, don't you think that our friend deserves something?"
He begins rubbing his chin, "......ah!  I know what to give."  Discord swings his tail around to show the golden heart locket.
*Snap*
At the sound of his fingers, the heart suddenly gained legs and starts running towards you, dragging the chain behind it.
"I fibbed earlier about this locket being able to send you home, but I want you to have it anyways for all the trouble I've caused."
The locket jumps and swings the chain around your head.  The feet disappear and you admire the gold heart locket hanging around your neck.
"Actually, I was thinking of something more 'permanent'." Celestia suggested.
Discord looks at her puzzled, but got the idea after a few silent gestures.  "I see," he had a bittersweet smile on you, "I believe she's giving you a choice on your final destination.  Okay human....... no..... I mean pal, I'll turn you back to the way you originally looked.  However, I'll give you a choice on whether you want to go back home or not." 
You gave a surprised look at his offer.
"You can choose to go back to your world or you can stay here in Equestria." the Princess clarified for you.
This'll be the toughest decision you'll face since coming here.
This place has been great; you've gained friends, had a lot of fun, and had a great adventure coming to this point.  You're going to miss it if you leave, but you also don't belong here.  You're living a life at home and have things to get back to there.  You're used to your world, staying here would be like being reborn as there's so many things that you'll need to learn in order to properly cope with being here.  Food, shelter, currency are all going to be taken away from you, and that's not mentioning that you'll be living in a society that's structured around ponies.  This world is not meant for humans at all.
.............................perhaps.  ..............................perhaps, there's another choice.
❤  GO HOME
❤  STAY HERE
❤  DON'T CHANGE A THING
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You gallop to the locket, but halfway, you suddenly stop.  You look at Discord and see him struggling in pain.
You tell yourself that helping him is wrong.
You advise yourself that he wouldn't do the same for you.
You warn yourself that he's just going to take the locket away once freed.
You keep informing your heart all of this with every possible, reasonable, and logically reasoning you can think of.
But it refused.
Despite all the trouble he's put you through, you just can't stand seeing his suffering.
You instead run up to the chandelier and begin to try and push it off him.
"Why?" Discord says glancing over at you, "Why are you helping me?  Why aren't you taking the locket?"
"I believe you already know the reason why, Discord."  You look over to Celestia from hearing those words and she's giving a proud smile at the scene.  "It's time to stop.  You can't change them from who they are."
He growls with frustration and vanishes with the chandelier.  A flash appears above and you see that the decorative ornament is safely attached to the ceiling.  Another flash catches your eye and you look over to see Discord standing fine and intact as if he was never flattened by the lights that hang above you.  You get the feeling that this was all planned by him so he could test you on something.
Discord glares at the Princess, "I can't tell what's more annoying; the human's lack of cooperation or the repugnant look you're giving."
Celestia just keeps that smile of hers on.
"You know..." he said with a huff, "I don't care anymore."  He flies off to the corner of the room and a gigantic Mooshy appears for him to sit on and pout.
"It appears that I'm the one that's going to have to apologize on his behalf." spoke the alicorn princess, "In truth, this is partially my fault as well."
"I'm not sure what Discord told you, but humans are a bit of a myth in Equestria.  We're aware that they walk on two legs, that they have fingers, and that they wear cloths; but many of the facts on how humans live was a mystery to us.  We make up speculations on what your kind is like; do they have a leader, do they use magic, do they have a faith?  Discord and I were talking the other day and we had a conversation similar to this at what your kinds true nature may be, but it ended on a sour note.  We both had our interpretations and were both positive that we were right, but we didn't have any proof to back it up, so we left it be.  Or so I thought..." she glances over to Discord, "Would you care to continue?"
He sighs, "I believed that you humans were bent on selfishness and indifference, so I made up a little game for you that could exploit it."
"I knew you would want to return home and considered that you might gain some friends here as well; that's where I could prove my point.  I made certain that you would follow my expectations by stating you would be stuck here if you made a friends.  The greed of wanting to go home would be shown from pushing away others that only wanted nothing more than to be pals; which would be a sign of apathy."
"I always did have in mind of sending you back when your day was up, but to keep safe, I threw in the idea that you'd turn into a pony as a form of punishment.  Unfortunately, you decided to still obtain one and I had to discipline you, followed by a personal scolding afterwards."
"It was a foolproof plan, but once you got word that Celestia could help you, I improvised by saying that you could still go home with only having a tail, but you had to keep gaining friends.  Why couldn't you just follow the rules?"
"They sound a lot like you, Discord." Celestia said chuckling which only made him grumble, "When I got Twilight's letter, I assumed that he was behind this and waited for your arrival.  Even after all you've done, he still didn't believe that I was right.  So, I just sat back and let nature take its course.  In time, you eventually showed him that I was right about you humans all along."
"You're social by nature, sympathetic with others and forming bonds in which you would even sacrifice yourselves to keep others safe and happy."
"In simple terms, you're creatures of companionship and empathy.  A true symbol of harmony in this land."
You reflect on the actions since you came here.  The little activities that you've experienced with those ponies you've met helped form a bond between you and them.  Your bond with them was so strong, that you've forgotten what your main goal was at times.  Even if you did remember, you still chose to be friends with them rather than to just brush them away for the desire of going home.
Celestia looks over to the pouting creature in the corner, "You should feel flattered, Discord.  They were more concerned for you than getting back home.  I believe you may have unintentionally gained a friend."
"..............I guess my game wasn't a total bust." Discord said sounding a little optimistic then he did a moment ago.
"Well then, I think it's about time for me to start raising the sun."
"That also means 'it's about time that you return to your world' as well." Discord says looking at you.
"Discord, after everything that's happened, don't you think that our friend deserves something?"
He begins rubbing his chin, "......ah!  I know what to give."  Discord swings his tail around to show the golden heart locket.
*Snap*
At the sound of his fingers, the heart suddenly gained legs and starts running towards you, dragging the chain behind it.
"I fibbed earlier about this locket being able to send you home, but I want you to have it anyways for all the trouble I've caused."
The locket jumps and swings the chain around your head.  The feet disappear and you admire the gold heart locket hanging around your neck.
"Actually, I was thinking of something more 'permanent'." Celestia suggested.
Discord looks at her puzzled, but got the idea after a few silent gestures.  "I see," he had a bittersweet smile on you, "I believe she's giving you a choice on your final destination.  Okay human....... no..... I mean pal, I'll turn you back to the way you originally looked.  However, I'll give you a choice on whether you want to go back home or not." 
You gave a surprised look at his offer.
"You can choose to go back to your world or you can stay here in Equestria." the Princess clarified for you.
This'll be the toughest decision you'll face since coming here.
This place has been great; you've gained friends, had a lot of fun, and had a great adventure coming to this point.  You're going to miss it if you leave, but you also don't belong here.  You're living a life at home and have things to get back to there.  You're used to your world, staying here would be like being reborn as there's so many things that you'll need to learn in order to properly cope with being here.  Food, shelter, currency are all going to be taken away from you, and that's not mentioning that you'll be living in a society that's structured around ponies.  This world is not meant for humans at all.
.............................perhaps.  ..............................perhaps, there's another choice.
❤  GO HOME
❤  STAY HERE
❤  DON'T CHANGE A THING

	
		---



You accept her offer and she smiles.
*Snap*
You hear that strange sound again and looked to find the source, but you still find nothing.
"Huh!" The mare says in astonishment, "How in tarnation did ya do that with yer ears?"
You place your hands on your ears, but you're feeling nothing there.  You begin to panic and start patting all over your head for your ears.  You freeze feeling two thin flaps at the top of your head.  You stroke them and rub your finger on them.  The soft sounds you're making can easily be heard there, which should be unheard from where your ears were.  It hits you at what you're touching, you now have horse ears at the top of your head.
"That was something else!" proclaimed Applejack, but you didn't share her enthusiasm and she notices, "Something troubling ya?"
You tell the mare that you're slowly turning into a pony and how you plan to see Princess Celestia to get you back to normal and back home.
"She'll defiantly help, you can count on it!" the country gal confirms.
You look at the sky and see the sun approaching closer and closer to the hills.  It was time to go.  You wave Applejack goodbye and head towards the castle.
"Come by again sometime, partner!" she says waving her hat in the air.

You march up a deserted path on a hill as the sunset starts to begin.  Every step you make brings you another step closer to the castle.  Nothing can stop you.
"You just keep turning more and more into a pony every time we meet, human."
You look down at the soil and see the amber grayish mushroom, Mooshy, looking at you.
"Gained another friend?  You're only making this more harder on yourself you know."
You tell the mushroom that you're going to fix that by going to see Princess Celestia.
"This again?" the fungus roll it's eyes, "Fine, go see her.  Just don't go whining about it when you realize it's a lost cause."
The fungus returns to the ground and you realize that you've been running into that mushroom all day.  You can't shake the feeling that maybe that shroom is watching out for you.
......maybe it knows what its talking about.
You make to the top of the hill and you see why this road is deserted.  Ahead of you is a gorge that has a rickety bridge, but you also see Canterlot Castle about a mile away.  You look at the sun; you won't make it before dark if you take another path and the last thing you want to do is to try and walk in the dark.  You have to take the bridge.
You look over the cliff, it looks like a long drop down.  Holding in your breath, you take a step on the first plank.
You hear the board creak and you exhale; relieved that it didn't break.  Looking at the rest of the planks ahead of you, you get the feeling that this is like a game of Russian roulette.  You grab a tight hold of the rope that's used for a railing and hope that the 'barrel' is 'unloaded'.
Slowly, you walk on each plank as lightly as possible.  The howling of the wind shakes your nerves and each creaking of the wood makes your heart skip a beat in anxiety.
You place your foot on a plank and lift the other foot for the next, but the plank you're currently on breaks.
You yell as you fall through the board, but hang there from your tight grip on the rope.  Your pony ears flap at hearing the sound of your echo through the gorge.
You pull yourself up and swing your leg onto the next board and put pressure on it to get the rest of your body up.  The plank breaks and your body swings back down, making you lose your grip the the rope.  You scream as you fall, it doesn't look like there's anything you could land on to soften the impact; not even a flower bed.
It seems like you're going to die in this world before you even get to finish living one day here.
You suddenly land on something soft that appears right from out of nowhere and are now flying at high speed through the air.  You hear flapping sound but you can't see what they are, all you see is some kind of fur or maybe hair constantly hitting your face with wild colors.
You suddenly feel your world spin and you fall again.  You land in a second to see that you're on the other side of the gorge.  You notice a pale cerulean feather gently floating down into your sight.
"And once again!"  You look up and see a mare pegasus that matches the color of the feather.  She sits on a cloud doing poses and whips her rainbow mane everywhere, "Rainbow Dash saves the day!" she starts making crowd sounds, "Aaaaaaa!  Greatest in all of Equestria!  Aaaaaaa!  We love you, Dash!  Aaaaaaa!"
You get up and thank her for saving your tail.
"That was nothing.  I could save five- no ten- no TWENTY of your species in under three seconds."
You note that her showboating is kinda..... concerning.
"Yeah, I'm pretty amazing.  Take it in pal, cause there ain't nopony like me around here."
That ego is starting to become irritating for you.
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
............you look over the cliff.  It doesn't look that far down to you anymore.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  Despite being your savior, it's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



You brush her hoof aside to decline her offer.
"Wha!" Rainbow Dash cried, "You're passing up the chance hang out with me?"
She gives you an ornery look, "What?  You think your better then me or something?"
You tell her that you don't have time to hang around with her.
Dash looks flustered by your decision, "F-FINE!  Go ahead you... you... DWEEB!!!"  She flies off leaving a booming sound in the air.
Despite all the trash talk you had with her, refusing to be friends actually hurt her feelings.
.....but you accepted more than enough friendships for today.
You run towards the castle with what little light you have left.

Night has finally arrived as you approach the castle.  It's much bigger then you thought it was from the distance.  Finding the princess in this castle won't be a walk in the park.
You walk your way across the drawbridge.
"HALT!"
You stop at the command of two unicorns ahead of you with gold armor on.  Their horns are glowing with floating spears in front of them pointed directly at you.
"Leave this instant!" one yells at you.
You tell them that you need to see Princess Celestia.
"I'm not going to allow a creature like you anywhere near the Princess."
You say that she's the only one that can help.
"Then you're going to have to get your help elsewhere."
You begged them that they just gotta le-
You suddenly jump back from a magical bullet nearly hitting your feet.  "LEAVE!!!" they both demanded.
There's nothing you can do, these ponies will pummel you if you try to fight them.  They have magic, weapons, numbers and that's from you can see from the outside.  Who knows how many more ponies are on the inside that find your current appearance unsettling.
The only thing you can do is to leave, wait for the rest of your day to end and hope for the best.

You find a tree in a secluded area and wait there for the time being.
You lay your back to the tree and start to think how you arrived at this moment.  Maybe there was something you did wrong?  Maybe you did something right?  You just can't find any conclusion to this turmoil you're in.
"Looks like we hit a brick wall."
You hear a voice coming close by.
"And it appears we won't CONTINUE."
You look down and see amber grayish mushroom, Mooshy, talking to you.
"Looks like you can't make up your mind, much like the human/pony you are.  So, I'm going to end this game here."
You don't understand what its was talking about.
"I know what you're thinking 'Why don't I go back to a certain point' or 'Why don't I just go to the part that I want.'  Well then answer me this, 'What chapter are you on?'"
You're not even certain that its talking to you anymore.
"That's right.  All of these chapters are only dashes.  There's about two hundred chapters so finding the chapter you want isn't possibly easy.  No matter what, you won't be able to CONTINUE the story unless you try again from the START.  Don't believe me?  Look at the chapter list and you see only dashes."
It's almost as if its talking to someone else.
"So there you have it, you can't CONTINUE this story anymore.  If you're sharp enough, you might just see what you've missed and then you could CONTINUE the story next time."
As for who its talking to, you...... just can't tell.
"I believe I've stayed my welcome.  We can CONTINUE this conversation some other time, but for now, I'll be sending you back."
"Until then."

	
		---



She gives you an astonished look, "Oh, alright."
She snuggles the furball that's her new dog.
"I guess it's for the best.  Applejack did say not to get too kindly with strangers.  I just....."
"...thought you seemed pretty nice."
You look at the sky and see the sun approaching closer and closer to the hills.  It was time to go.  You wave Apple Bloom goodbye and head towards the castle.
"Yeah, see ya around." she says with a hint of sorrow in her voice.

You march up a deserted path on a hill as the sunset starts to begin.  Every step you make brings you another step closer to the castle.  Nothing can stop you.
You make to the top of the hill and you see why this road is deserted.  Ahead of you is a gorge that has a rickety bridge, but you also see Canterlot Castle about a mile away.  You look at the sun; you won't make it before dark if you take another path and the last thing you want to do is to try and walk in the dark.  You have to take the bridge.
You look over the cliff, it looks like a long drop down.  Holding in your breath, you take a step on the first plank.
You hear the board creak and you exhale; relieved that it didn't break.  Looking at the rest of the planks ahead of you, you get the feeling that this is like a game of Russian roulette.  You grab a tight hold of the rope that's used for a railing and hope that the 'barrel' is 'unloaded'.
Slowly, you walk on each plank as lightly as possible.  The howling of the wind shakes your nerves and each creaking of the wood makes your heart skip a beat in anxiety.
You place your foot on a plank and lift the other foot for the next, but the plank you're currently on breaks.
You yell as you fall through the board, but hang there from your tight grip on the rope.  You hear the sound of your echo through the gorge.
You pull yourself up and swing your leg onto the next board and put pressure on it to get the rest of your body up.  The plank breaks and your body swings back down, making you lose your grip the the rope.  You scream as you fall, it doesn't look like there's anything you could land on to soften the impact; not even a flower bed.
It seems like you're going to die in this world before you even get to finish living one day here.
You suddenly land on something soft that appears right from out of nowhere and are now flying at high speed through the air.  You hear flapping sound but you can't see what they are, all you see is some kind of fur or maybe hair constantly hitting your face with wild colors.
You suddenly feel your world spin and you fall again.  You land in a second to see that you're on the other side of the gorge.  You notice a pale cerulean feather gently floating down into your sight.
"And once again!"  You look up and see a mare pegasus that matches the color of the feather.  She sits on a cloud doing poses and whips her rainbow mane everywhere, "Rainbow Dash saves the day!" she starts making crowd sounds, "Aaaaaaa!  Greatest in all of Equestria!  Aaaaaaa!  We love you, Dash!  Aaaaaaa!"
You get up and thank her for saving your tail.
"That was nothing.  I could save five- no ten- no TWENTY of your species in under three seconds."
You note that her showboating is kinda..... concerning.
"Yeah, I'm pretty amazing.  Take it in pal, cause there ain't nopony like me around here."
That ego is starting to become irritating for you.
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
............you look over the cliff.  It doesn't look that far down to you anymore.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  Despite being your savior, it's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



She rises a hoof to her ear.
"Did I just hear the wind blowing or was it a masquito trying to drain my ego?"
The mare gives you a sly grin, like she found amusement from that failed attempt of a good comeback you made.
"Jealous much?" the mare cracks her neck, "So you wanna talk big, then let's talk big."
It occurs to you that you just entered into a mocking argument.  You just need to keep a creative mind open with her comments and one up it to completely throw her off her game.



❤ Rainbow Dash demands respect ❤ 


"Let me tell you why I'm the best around here."
"Fair warning, I'll wipe the floor with you."

● Oh, how intimidating.
● I'd like to see you try.
● So you got that job as janitor after all.

	
		---



She's taken by surprise from that comment and gives you a cocky look.
"So you think you're 'all that', huh?"
You huff on your nails and rub them on your chest to get on her nerves, but instead of aggravating her, it made her chuckle.
"Alright, sport." the mare cracks her neck, "You wanna talk big, then let's talk big."
It occurs to you that you just entered into a mocking argument.  You just need to keep a creative mind open with her comments and one up it to completely throw her off her game.



❤ Rainbow Dash demands respect ❤ 


"Let me tell you why I'm the best around here."
"Fair warning, I'll wipe the floor with you."

● Oh, how intimidating.
● I'd like to see you try.
● So you got that job as janitor after all.

	
		---



"Oh ho, a classic one!  But you're going to need better material then that."
"I know a filly that can outmatch your dissing."

● Desperate for a handicap, are we?
● And I know of a pirate that can beat you at your game.
● Oh yeah?  Bring her out!

	
		---



"This'll be easier then I thought."
"I know a filly that can outmatch your dissing."

● Desperate for a handicap, are we?
● And I know of a pirate that can beat you at your game.
● Oh yeah?  Bring her out!

	
		---



"Pfft."
"I'm awesome because I have the skills to pay the bills."

● What skills are those, dine and dashing?
● You're that cheap!?
● You don't go out much do ya?
● Not a lot of skills it seems.

	
		---



She grins at your answer with a raised eyebrow.
"I'm awesome because I have the skills to pay the bills."

● What skills are those, dine and dashing?
● You're that cheap!?
● You don't go out much do ya?
● Not a lot of skills it seems.

	
		---



She just stares at you looking bored.
"You can't keep up with this.  I'm the fastest pegasus in Equestria."

● I can name a few who are faster.
● Really?  Because this little game of yours is slowing things down.
● You mean, you're not the fastest thing alive?
● Wow!  I don't care!

	
		---



"Clever."
"You can't keep up with this.  I'm the fastest pegasus in Equestria."

● I can name a few who are faster.
● Really?  Because this little game of yours is slowing things down.
● You mean, you're not the fastest thing alive?
● Wow!  I don't care!

	
		---



She yawns.
"It's obvious that you're jealous.  Don't blame ya though, I would be too.  I mean, who wouldn't want to be me?"

● Jealous?  Me?!?
● Wait!  I know this one!
● (Raises hand)
● Come on, at least give me a difficult question.
● I like to dream too, Dash.

	
		---



"Hey!  Watch it!"  she says, despite the fact that she's smiling.
"It's obvious that you're jealous.  Don't blame ya though, I would be too.  I mean, who wouldn't want to be me?"

● Jealous?  Me?!?
● Wait!  I know this one!
● (Raises hand)
● Come on, at least give me a difficult question.
● I like to dream too, Dash.

	
		---



"Really?  That's your best?"
"Face it pal, you'll never be as cool as me."

● Why should I care when I'm obviously hot stuff.
● Thank God!
● You'd like that, wouldn't ya!
● You're right, I'll be better.
● You say this to all your fans?

	
		---



She snickers.
"Face it pal, you'll never be as cool as me."

● Why should I care when I'm obviously hot stuff.
● Thank God!
● You'd like that, wouldn't ya!
● You're right, I'll be better.
● You say this to all your fans?

	
		---



"You really need to work on your comebacks, pal."
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"Okay, hotshot.  I think that's enough."
The pegasus stops this little 'dis off' with a small smile on her face.  "That was pretty cool though.  Hardly anypony tries to step up to me, so this was quite refreshing."
It hits you that she just wanted to have a little competition.  This was meant as a way for her to have some fun.
"Some of those were pretty good and it was amusing to see you try and act cool."  Dash rolls on the cloud and lays on her back posing to look cool.  "So I've decided  
that you're alright."
You look at the sun, you have about ten minutes left of the sunset.
"You know," the mare continues, "if you ever wanna hang out sometime, I suppose I could squeeze you in."
It sounds to you like she wants to be friends.
She extends a hoof to you.
Your tail is caught by the wind.
"Hows that sound for ya, champ?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



She begins laughing.
"Alright.  Alright.  You got me."
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"Okay, hotshot.  I think that's enough."
The pegasus stops this little 'dis off' with a small smile on her face.  "That was pretty cool though.  Hardly anypony tries to step up to me, so this was quite refreshing."
It hits you that she just wanted to have a little competition.  This was meant as a way for her to have some fun.
"Some of those were pretty good and it was amusing to see you try and act cool."  Dash rolls on the cloud and lays on her back posing to look cool.  "So I've decided  
that you're alright."
You look at the sun, you have about ten minutes left of the sunset.
"You know," the mare continues, "if you ever wanna hang out sometime, I suppose I could squeeze you in."
It sounds to you like she wants to be friends.
She extends a hoof to you.
Your tail is caught by the wind.
"Hows that sound for ya, champ?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



You form a fist and pound her hoof to confirm with her offer.
*Snap*
You hear that strange sound again and look to find the source, but you still find nothing.
"Woah!" The mare says in astonishment, "How'd your ears do that?"
You place your hands on your ears, but you're feeling nothing there.  You begin to panic and start patting all over your head for your ears.  You freeze feeling two thin flaps at the top of your head.  You stroke them and rub your finger on them.  The soft sounds you're making can easily be heard there, which should be unheard from where your ears were.  It hits you at what you're touching, you now have horse ears at the top of your head.
"Do you creatures do this sort of thing?" the pegasus asks.
You tell her that you're not from this world and that you need to see Princess Celestia in order to get home. 
Dash's eyes suddenly shot open, "Wait, home!?!" she looks at the sunset, "Ah shoot!  They're going to kill me.  Sorry, but I just remembered something I promised my folks I'd do before sundown.  Gotta go!"  She flies off with a rainbow trail leading behind her.
Your gaze returns to the castle, "Oh!" You look behind you and see that Dash has returned, "I wanted to say that you can trust Celestia.  She may not seem like it at times, but shes always looking out for the best interest of everypony."  You thank her for her concern.
"You got this, pal!" She encourages and you both head off your own directions.

Night has finally arrived as you approach the castle.  It's much bigger then you thought it was from the distance.  Finding the princess in this castle won't be a walk in the park.
You walk your way across the drawbridge.
"HALT!"
You stop at the command of two unicorns ahead of you with gold armor on.  Their horns are glowing with floating spears in front of them pointed directly at you.
"Leave this instant!" one yells at you.
You tell them that you need to see Princess Celestia.
"I'm not going to allow a creature like you anywhere near the Princess."
You say that she's the only one that can help.
"Then you're going to have to get your help elsewhere."
You begged them that they just gotta le-
You suddenly jump back from a magical bullet nearly hitting your feet.  "LEAVE!!!" they both demanded.
There's nothing you can do, these ponies will pummel you if you try to fight them.  They have magic, weapons, numbers and that's from you can see from the outside.  Who knows how many more ponies are on the inside that find your current appearance unsettling.
The only thing you can do is to leave, wait for the rest of your day to end and hope for the best.

You find a tree in a secluded area and wait there for the time being.
You lay your back to the tree and start to think how you arrived at this moment.  Maybe there was something you did wrong?  Maybe you did something right?  You just can't find any conclusion to this turmoil you're in.
"Looks like we hit a brick wall."
You hear a voice coming close by.
"And it appears we won't CONTINUE."
You look down and see amber grayish mushroom, Mooshy, talking to you.
"Looks like you can't make up your mind, much like the human/pony you are.  So, I'm going to end this game here."
You don't understand what its was talking about.
"I know what you're thinking 'Why don't I go back to a certain point' or 'Why don't I just go to the part that I want.'  Well then answer me this, 'What chapter are you on?'"
You're not even certain that its talking to you anymore.
"That's right.  All of these chapters are only dashes.  There's around two hundred chapters so finding the chapter you want isn't possibly easy.  No matter what, you won't be able to CONTINUE the story unless you try again from the START.  Don't believe me?  Look at the chapter list and you see only dashes."
It's almost as if its talking to someone else.
"So there you have it, you can't CONTINUE this story anymore.  If you're sharp enough, you might just see what you've missed and then you could CONTINUE the story next time."
As for who its talking to, you...... just can't tell.
"I believe I've stayed my welcome.  We can CONTINUE this conversation some other time, but for now, I'll be sending you back."
"Until then."

	
		---



She gives you an astonished look ".........alrighty then." Applejack tips her hat down over her face.
You look at the sky and see the sun approaching closer and closer to the hills.  It was time to go.  You wave Applejack goodbye and head towards the castle.
"Hey!" the mare call to you. "I don't want to see you around her again eating mah apples. ya hear?" she gives you a stern glare that holds a little bit of gloom in those eyes.
You've hurt that southern pride of hers, but you had to do that for your own concern.
You push the thought aside and return back to your journey for now.

You march up a deserted path on a hill as the sunset starts to begin.  Every step you make brings you another step closer to the castle.  Nothing can stop you.
You make to the top of the hill and you see why this road is deserted.  Ahead of you is a gorge that has a rickety bridge, but you also see Canterlot Castle about a mile away.  You look at the sun; you won't make it before dark if you take another path and the last thing you want to do is to try and walk in the dark.  You have to take the bridge.
You look over the cliff, it looks like a long drop down.  Holding in your breath, you take a step on the first plank.
You hear the board creak and you exhale; relieved that it didn't break.  Looking at the rest of the planks ahead of you, you get the feeling that this is like a game of Russian roulette.  You grab a tight hold of the rope that's used for a railing and hope that the 'barrel' is 'unloaded'.
Slowly, you walk on each plank as lightly as possible.  The howling of the wind shakes your nerves and each creaking of the wood makes your heart skip a beat in anxiety.
You place your foot on a plank and lift the other foot for the next, but the plank you're currently on breaks.
You yell as you fall through the board, but hang there from your tight grip on the rope.  You hear the sound of your echo through the gorge.
You pull yourself up and swing your leg onto the next board and put pressure on it to get the rest of your body up.  The plank breaks and your body swings back down, making you lose your grip the the rope.  You scream as you fall, it doesn't look like there's anything you could land on to soften the impact; not even a flower bed.
It seems like you're going to die in this world before you even get to finish living one day here.
You suddenly land on something soft that appears right from out of nowhere and are now flying at high speed through the air.  You hear flapping sound but you can't see what they are, all you see is some kind of fur or maybe hair constantly hitting your face with wild colors.
You suddenly feel your world spin and you fall again.  You land in a second to see that you're on the other side of the gorge.  You notice a pale cerulean feather gently floating down into your sight.
"And once again!"  You look up and see a mare pegasus that matches the color of the feather.  She sits on a cloud doing poses and whips her rainbow mane everywhere, "Rainbow Dash saves the day!" she starts making crowd sounds, "Aaaaaaa!  Greatest in all of Equestria!  Aaaaaaa!  We love you, Dash!  Aaaaaaa!"
You get up and thank her for saving your tail.
"That was nothing.  I could save five- no ten- no TWENTY of your species in under three seconds."
You note that her showboating is kinda..... concerning.
"Yeah, I'm pretty amazing.  Take it in pal, cause there ain't nopony like me around here."
That ego is starting to become irritating for you.
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
............you look over the cliff.  It doesn't look that far down to you anymore.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  Despite being your savior, it's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		CONTINUE



"OH!!!  You found the place!" Mooshy says to you.
You look and see that you're in a dark room with a spotlight only on Mooshy.
"Tell me, was my hint too obvious?"
"Never the less, you must admit that it was creative."
"..........."
"Or did you find this by accident after reading every chapter?"
"I did say look at the chapters list and the word 'continue' in capital letters over half a dozen times."
"..........."
"What?"
"You're expecting something to happen?"
"Perhaps you were expecting me to turn into some kind of misshapen monstrosity that bends programming into an unfair advantage?"
"Sadly no, you won't get that here."
"It would've been fitting for my character honestly and it's not because I represent a certain psychopathic flower."
"*sigh* That was given to a different character unfortunately."
"Though I perfectly understand why she should have it."
"I guess I should just be grateful for this small section to talk to you."
"................"
"But about what?"
"................"
"Well....... there are three endings."
"You're in one of them, obviously."
"And the other two are exactly where you would suspect them to be."
"Although one ending does have multiple endings as well, but they're roughly the same."
"My favorite one has got to be the other path though."
"That's where you'll find her."
"............."
"You don't really talk much, do you?"
"............."
"Maybe I should wrap this up."
"Still, you found this place."
"So, I feel like you're obligated to a reward."
"But the question is, what?"
".............."
"I got something!"
"You remember when I was talking about her?"
"Well, she may be a bit too hard for you."
"Even I have a hard time."
"So I'll give you a hint about her."
"She's very easy to beat as she has a few flaws that the clever or observant can take advantage of."
"Just because she can break out of the story, doesn't mean that you can't do the same."
"Well there you have it."
"Thank you for taking your time playing this little game of mine."
"I hope you enjoyed it and recommend it to others."
"Farewell."

	
		---



You smile at noticing the lie.
"Really?"  Applejack said, though she seems unamused, "And how is that a lie?"
You keep your grin, but your suddenly dumbstruck at realizing that you don't know why.
"Well....."
You give a goofy smile and scratch the back of your head.
Applejack gives you a sour look, "Care to think again?"

"I told Applejack that I've been hanging with my friends all noon."
"We decided to have a picnic."
"But Applejack thinks that I may have left the farm."
"I never stepped a hoof off it."

	
		---



"What!"  Apple Bloom cried, "How could you say that!"
You inform her that you saw her with her friends, but it looked like that they were leaving the orchard.
Apple Bloom looks like she's sweating.
"So you did leave." spoke her sister, "Why did ya lie to me?"
"Well.... um...."
"Yer planning up another lie, aren't ya."
"No, I'll come clean.  We did leave the farm, but we didn't go very far.  We just went by the river.  We talked, ate, and that was it."
"I don't believe ya." spoke Applejack.
"But I really mea-"
"There's no reason why you be lying to yer sister about covering up something that simple."
"But it's true," the filly looks at you, "You believe me, right?"
She gives you eyes that just make it impossible to say 'no' to, but Applejack is giving you eyes that are life-threatening to say 'yes' to.
You hope that you can make the impossible happen.

"We did leave the farm,"
"But we didn't go very far."
"We just went by the river."
"We talked, ate, and that was it."

	
		---



"There!  Ya see!" Applejack said with pride, "Go ahead, partner.  Tell her why she's wrong."
"..."
"Well go on.  Tell her."
"..."
".......you messed up, didn't ya."
"..."

"We did leave the farm,"
"But we didn't go very far."
"We just went by the river."
"We talked, ate, and that was it."

	
		---



"Again!" shrieked the filly, "Why do you side with her?"
You put your fists on your hips and tell her that you saw her heading towards the mountains.  Apple Boom gulped and looked at her sister.
The sister looks puzzled, "Mountain?  Why where you hiding that you went up a mou-" her eyes widen "Ebott!  You went up Mount Ebott!!!"
Apple Bloom squeezes her basket.
"I told ya how dangerous that place is!  Foals have been lost up there!"
The filly shivers and gave a sheepish grin, "Yep.  You caught me.  Guess I'll go and ground myself now."  She grabs the handle of the basket into her jaw and gallops past the two of you.
Applejack stomps her hoof on her sister's tail "I'm not through yet, Missy."
The basket flies from the filly's jaw and falls out of her reach.
"There must be more you're hiding from me."
"I'm... I'm not!"
"Yer can't hide anything from your sister, hun.  Accepting punishment so easily implies that there's more to this matter.'"
The filly looks even more frighten then before.
"So tell me the rest."
"Th-the rest of what?"
Applejack shakes her head and looks at you, "What do you think?  She's hiding something, but what do you think it is?"
You take a moment to think up a reason for her actions.  What is she hiding?

She went someplace else.
She has something.
She's hiding nothing.

	
		---



"That's ridiculous." spoke the orange mare, "Just look her, she's completely terrified that we're on her tail."
You look down to see that Applejack is actually the one on her tail.
She's right though, perhaps another reason.

She went someplace else.
She has something.
She's hiding nothing.

	
		---



"I doubt that," said the older sister, "She's been gone for about an hour or so.  She couldn't have been at the mountain and someplace else in that short amount of time."
Perhaps something else.

She went someplace else.
She has something.
She's hiding nothing.

	
		---



You think that maybe she's hiding something, but if so, where could she hide it?
You wonder and notice Winona sniffing the picnic basket.
Applejack sees what you're getting at, "Go check."
"NO!" Apple Bloom yells, and quickly slams her hooves to her mouth.
You walk over to the basket while Applejack keeps her sister pinned.  You crouch down and notice a small hook that locks the flaps.  You slowly lift the lid, expecting anything, and suddenly a white furball jumps out and pushes you down.  You try to get up, but the relentless assault of this creature's tongue keeps you pinned.
"A dog?" spoke Applejack.
The dog stops licking you and runs over to Applejack to sniff her.  You wipe the slobber off your face to see that a white furry samoyed to be the culprit that attacked you.
"I found him hanging around the mountain." Apple Bloom told her sister.  The dog looks at her and starts to lick her to the filly's amusement "He's so cute and fluffy so I had to take him home."  She looks up at her sister.  "Can we keep him?"
Applejack has an uncomfortable look on her face, "But we already have a dog."
"And now we have two dogs."
"But can't one of your friends take him?"
"Scootaloo can't really have any pets at her place and Sweetie Belle...... well.... Opalescence lives there."
Applejack looks very worried, you can only assume it's because this would mean another mouth to feed.  "I'm sorry sugarcube, but we can't take any ol' critter home just so we can keep them.  You're going ta have to return him."
"But..."
"No buts," the older sister said gentle yet firmly.
Apple Bloom's eyes start to get teary from the decline of this feisty Fido.  The filly sadly places the furry dog back into the basket and takes him back to where she found him.
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You and Applejack watch the filly dragging her hooves as she leaves from your sight.
"I hate to do that, but we can't handle another pet in the family."  said the orange mare.
She looks at you, "You and I make quite a team.  What do ya say if we work together from now on?"
You're caught off guard by her suggestion.
"You can come by to work on the farm and I can toss a few apples your way.  If ya like, we could just shoot the breeze instead."
"What do ya say, partner?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



Applejack's eyes become enlarge from calling her out "........what."
You remind Applejack at how she got Winona; how she found and brought her home to keep.
Apple Bloom started to smile, "You did!" she gave her sister a sly grin at this sudden turnabout.
"Now hold on!  I can explai-" she stopped when she felt the dog jump on her.  She looks at the pup as it gives her his big pleadful eyes. ".......................arg." the orange mare gives up and marches off to prepare for another member to the family.  You hear something being spoken under her breath that sounded like 'annoying dog'.
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Apple Bloom is overjoyed, spinning around with her new dog.
The filly approaches you, "Thanks partner, you really save my skin there.  Toby thanks you too." She lifts up her dog to you, but you think that you have more then enough thanks given from him as it is.
"Hey, let's be friends!" she suggests "You can come over and play with us and can one up my sister from time to time.  It'll be great!!!"
"Wanna be pals?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



You accept her offer and she smiles.
*Snap*
You hear a strange sound and look around to find where it came from.
"What's wrong?"
You turn around, but you still can't find what made that sound.
"When did ya get that?"
Applejack points at your rear-end and you look down to see a long bushy tail of pony's attached at the lower part of you spine.
You realize you just agree to Applejack about being friends with her.  Your blood suddenly turns cold at the permanent fate you have with this world and start panicking because of it.
"Hey, what's wrong?" she tries calming you down by stroking you with soothing voice.
You settle your nerves by taking deep breaths.
You tell her about being stuck in this world from accepting her friendship and how it's going to turn yourself into a pony.
"Really?  I didn't mean to put you in the spot like that."
You tell her that it's not her fault but you wished that you could still get back home.
".........................Got it!  Why don't you go see Princess Celestia," the mare pats you with a confident look on her face, "She'll help ya get back home."
This seems like the only choice you've got now.  You must see her if you want to get back home in one piece.
"She lives up in Canterlot Castle, the city there on the side of the mountain."  She points the a castle in the distance.
"Get moving," she gently pushes you, "you can make it by sundown if ya get going."
You look at the sky and see the sun approaching closer and closer to the hills.  It was time to go.  You wave Applejack goodbye and head towards the castle.
"Best of luck!" she says waving her hat in the air.

You march up a deserted path on a hill as the sunset starts to begin.  Every step you make brings you another step closer to the castle.  Nothing can stop you.
"I told you that we'd meet again, human."
That voice, you recognize it.
"Down over here."
Looking down, you see Mooshy staring at you with those red iris eyes.
"Oh, look at that.  You've gone and grown a tail since we last met."
"It would appear that you accidentally gained a friend around here, such a shame for you."
You tell the fungus that you still plan on getting back with the help of Celestia.
"I would't bother trying if I were you.  Celestia is a princess, royalty, upper-class.  She wouldn't have time to help.  Besides, if she could help, then she would've helped all of those other humans that are now ponies."
Doubt about this journey starts to invade your mind.
"But maybe there's still a chance of returning.  You're not a complete pony yet, so perhaps you can get lucky and still return home when your time is up.  Just make sure you don't make anymore friends for the remainder of your time here."
That's another possible solution, but are you willing to go on an assumption?
"Until next time, human."  Mooshy disappears into the dirt after his goodbye.
You make to the top of the hill and you see why this road is deserted.  Ahead of you is a gorge that has a rickety bridge, but you also see Canterlot Castle about a mile away.  You look at the sun; you won't make it before dark if you take another path and the last thing you want to do is to try and walk in the dark.  You have to take the bridge.
You look over the cliff, it looks like a long drop down.  Holding in your breath, you take a step on the first plank.
You hear the board creak and you exhale; relieved that it didn't break.  Looking at the rest of the planks ahead of you, you get the feeling that this is like a game of Russian roulette.  You grab a tight hold of the rope that's used for a railing and hope that the 'barrel' is 'unloaded'.
Slowly, you walk on each plank as lightly as possible.  The howling of the wind shakes your nerves and each creaking of the wood makes your heart skip a beat in anxiety.
You place your foot on a plank and lift the other foot for the next, but the plank you're currently on breaks.
You yell as you fall through the board, but hang there from your tight grip on the rope.  You hear the sound of your echo through the gorge.
You pull yourself up and swing your leg onto the next board and put pressure on it to get the rest of your body up.  The plank breaks and your body swings back down, making you lose your grip the the rope.  You scream as you fall, it doesn't look like there's anything you could land on to soften the impact; not even a flower bed.
It seems like you're going to die in this world before you even get to finish living one day here.
You suddenly land on something soft that appears right from out of nowhere and are now flying at high speed through the air.  You hear flapping sound but you can't see what they are, all you see is some kind of fur or maybe hair constantly hitting your face with wild colors.
You suddenly feel your world spin and you fall again.  You land in a second to see that you're on the other side of the gorge.  You notice a pale cerulean feather gently floating down into your sight.
"And once again!"  You look up and see a mare pegasus that matches the color of the feather.  She sits on a cloud doing poses and whips her rainbow mane everywhere, "Rainbow Dash saves the day!" she starts making crowd sounds, "Aaaaaaa!  Greatest in all of Equestria!  Aaaaaaa!  We love you, Dash!  Aaaaaaa!"
You get up and thank her for saving your tail.
"That was nothing.  I could save five- no ten- no TWENTY of your species in under three seconds."
You note that her showboating is kinda..... concerning.
"Yeah, I'm pretty amazing.  Take it in pal, cause there ain't nopony like me around here."
That ego is starting to become irritating for you.
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
............you look over the cliff.  It doesn't look that far down to you anymore.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  Despite being your savior, it's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



She gives you an astonished look, "Oh, alright."
She snuggles the furball that's her new dog.
"I guess it's for the best.  Applejack did say not to get too kindly with strangers.  I just....."
"...thought you seemed pretty nice."
Well you helped Applejack solve her problem with Apple Bloom, even if it made it worse for the orange mare, and now you're free from your punishment.  You wave Apple Bloom goodbye and head out of the orchard.
"Yeah, see ya around." she says with a hint of sorrow in her voice.

The sun starts falling as you head down a deserted path.  About eleven more hours left in this world and you're doing a decent job at avoiding these ponies.  However, you're starting to get a strange feeling that you're being watched by one right now.
You turn and don't see any of them, but you just know you're being watched by something.  Nothing to the left, nadda to the right, and you consider on the bizarre thought and look up.  For a brief moment, you saw something red, orange, and yellow sinking into a floating cloud.
You return to your pacing and after counting to seven, you turn to the cloud again to see the colors entering the cloud once more.
Yelling out at the cloud, you demanded that whatever was inside to come out.
The colors slowly come out and you see that it was the mane of a mare.  She flies from the clouds with her pale cerulean wings and lands in front of you for you to see that she also has green, blue, and purple in her mane as well.
"H-hey," she looks at you with her dark rosy eyes, "I heard that something came by town today, so I wanted to see what this thing was."  Her eyes scan you up and down, "You seem alright, my name is Rainbow Dash by the way."
You say that it was nice and continue to stroll down the road.
You claim that she was strange and before you know it, she starts flying beside you, "So you're more of the loner type, huh?  That's cool.  You know, I'm pretty cool too.  In fact, you won't find anypony like me around here."
You wonder why she's still following you.
"Yup, everypony knows me.  I even have my own fan club."
She keeps posing in a proud attitude within your gaze, almost like she's trying to gain something from you.
"All of them look up to me, want to be like me, and want to be with me."
That last line struck you as something suspicious.  Is she........ trying to................... hit on you?
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when you're as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible."
You a human and her a pony?!?!  Together?!?!?!?!  The very idea creeps you out.
Not to mention that she's doing a very poor job at it.  She keeps on talking about herself and hasn't asked anything about you.  Your interests, your hobbies, your name.
You see a split in the road and look over at the mare.  You slow down to leave her sight and head down the opposite path she takes.  She keeps talking, not even noticing that you're not behind her.
You keep walking and her voice fades away.  You look back and don't see her.  Smiling, you turn around and see her flying in the air, looking at you with a smile.
You fall back in surprise, "Sorry.  You're so quite that I didn't even know that you left down another path.  So anyways..."
It appears that she just can't take a hint.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  It's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



She stares at you and then tries to hold back make a snort from laughing.
"Were you trying to act tough?"
The mare gives you a sly grin, like she found amusement from that failed attempt of a good comeback you made.
"Alright, sport.  If you wanna talk big, then let's talk big."
It occurs to you that you just entered into a mocking argument.  You just need to keep a creative mind open with her comments and one up it to completely throw her off her game.



❤ Rainbow Dash demands respect ❤ 


"Let me tell you why I'm the best around here."
"Fair warning, I'll wipe the floor with you."

● Oh, how intimidating.
● I'd like to see you try.
● So you got that job as janitor after all.

	
		---



She's taken by surprise from that comment and looks at you confused.
"So.... you like to play 'that' way, huh?"
Dash gives you a sly smile, and you pull back.
"Alright, sport." the mare cracks her neck, "You wanna talk big, then let's talk big."
It occurs to you that you just entered into a mocking argument.  You just need to keep a creative mind open with her comments and one up it to completely throw her off her game.



❤ Rainbow Dash demands respect ❤ 


"Let me tell you why I'm the best around here."
"Fair warning, I'll wipe the floor with you."

● Oh, how intimidating.
● I'd like to see you try.
● So you got that job as janitor after all.

	
		---



"Oh ho, a classic one!  But you're going to need better material then that."
"I know a filly that can outmatch your dissing."

● Desperate for a handicap, are we?
● And I know of a pirate that can beat you at your game.
● Oh yeah?  Bring her out!

	
		---



"This'll be easier then I thought."
"I know a filly that can outmatch your dissing."

● Desperate for a handicap, are we?
● And I know of a pirate that can beat you at your game.
● Oh yeah?  Bring her out!

	
		---



"Pfft."
"I'm awesome because I have the skills to pay the bills."

● What skills are those, dine and dashing?
● You're that cheap!?
● You don't go out much do ya?
● Not a lot of skills it seems.

	
		---



She grins at your answer with a raised eyebrow.
"I'm awesome because I have the skills to pay the bills."

● What skills are those, dine and dashing?
● You're that cheap!?
● You don't go out much do ya?
● Not a lot of skills it seems.

	
		---



She just stares at you looking bored.
"You can't keep up with this.  I'm the fastest pegasus in Equestria."

● I can name a few who are faster.
● Really?  Because this little game of yours is slowing things down.
● You mean, you're not the fastest thing alive?
● Wow!  I don't care!

	
		---



"Clever."
"You can't keep up with this.  I'm the fastest pegasus in Equestria."

● I can name a few who are faster.
● Really?  Because this little game of yours is slowing things down.
● You mean, you're not the fastest thing alive?
● Wow!  I don't care!

	
		---



She yawns.
"It's obvious that you're jealous.  Don't blame ya though, I would be too.  I mean, who wouldn't want to be me?"

● Jealous?  Me?!?
● Wait!  I know this one!
● (Raises hand)
● Come on, at least give me a difficult question.
● I like to dream too, Dash.

	
		---



"Hey!  Watch it!"  she says, despite the fact that she's smiling.
"It's obvious that you're jealous.  Don't blame ya though, I would be too.  I mean, who wouldn't want to be me?"

● Jealous?  Me?!?
● Wait!  I know this one!
● (Raises hand)
● Come on, at least give me a difficult question.
● I like to dream too, Dash.

	
		---



"Really?  That's your best?"
"Face it pal, you'll never be as cool as me."

● Why should I care when I'm obviously hot stuff.
● Thank God!
● You'd like that, wouldn't ya!
● You're right, I'll be better.
● You say this to all your fans?

	
		---



She snickers.
"Face it pal, you'll never be as cool as me."

● Why should I care when I'm obviously hot stuff.
● Thank God!
● You'd like that, wouldn't ya!
● You're right, I'll be better.
● You say this to all your fans?

	
		---



"You really need to work on your comebacks, pal."
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"Okay, hotshot.  I think that's enough."
The pegasus stops this little 'dis off' with a small smile on her face.  "That was pretty cool though.  Hardly anypony tries to step up to me, so this was quite refreshing."
It hits you that she just saw this as a little competition.  This was meant as a way for her to have some fun with you.
"Some of those were pretty good and it was amusing to see you try and act cool."
"You know," the mare continues, "if you ever wanna hang out sometime, I suppose I could squeeze you in."
It sounds to you like she wants to be friends.
She extends a hoof to you.
"Hows that sound for ya, champ?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



She begins laughing.
"Alright.  Alright.  You got me."
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"Okay, hotshot.  I think that's enough."
The pegasus stops this little 'dis off' with a small smile on her face.  "That was pretty cool though.  Hardly anypony tries to step up to me, so this was quite refreshing."
It hits you that she just saw this as a little competition.  This was meant as a way for her to have some fun with you.
"Some of those were pretty good and it was amusing to see you try and act cool."
"You know," the mare continues, "if you ever wanna hang out sometime, I suppose I could squeeze you in."
It sounds to you like she wants to be friends.
She extends a hoof to you.
"Hows that sound for ya, champ?"
❤ ACCEPT
❤ DECLINE

	
		---



You form a fist and pound her hoof to confirm with her offer.
*Snap*
You hear a strange sound and look around to find where it came from.
"What's wrong?"
You turn around, but you still can't find what made that sound.
"When did you get that?"
Rainbow Dash points at your rear-end and you look down to see a long bushy tail of pony's attached at the lower part of you spine.
You realize you just agree to Dash about being friends with her.  Your blood suddenly turns cold at the permanent fate you have with this world and start panicking because of it.
"Hey, hey, what wrong?" she tries calming you down by stroking you with soothing voice.
You settle your nerves by taking deep breaths.
You tell her about being stuck in this world from accepting her friendship and how it's going to turn yourself into a pony.
"For real?!?!?  Sorry sorry sorry."
You tell her that it's not her fault but you wished that you could still get back home.
"Well, perhaps you could, um............ah!  See Princess Celestia," the mare pats you with a confident look on her face, "She'll help.  You can count on it."
This seems like the only choice you've got now.  You must see her if you want to get back home in one piece.
"She lives in Canterlot Castle, the city up on the side of the mountain."  She points the a castle in the distance.
"Get moving," she gently pushes you, "It's right up there.  I'm sorry that I can't go though.  I promised my folks something I'd do before sundown."
"You got this, pal!" She encourages and you both head off your own directions.

Night has finally arrived as you approach the castle.  It's much bigger then you thought it was from the distance.  Finding the princess in this castle won't be a walk in the park.
You walk your way across the drawbridge.
"HALT!"
You stop at the command of two unicorns ahead of you with gold armor on.  Their horns are glowing with floating spears in front of them pointed directly at you.
"Leave this instant!" one yells at you.
You tell them that you need to see Princess Celestia.
"I'm not going to allow a creature like you anywhere near the Princess."
You say that she's the only one that can help.
"Then you're going to have to get your help elsewhere."
You begged them that they just gotta le-
You suddenly jump back from a magical bullet nearly hitting your feet.  "LEAVE!!!" they both demanded.
There's nothing you can do, these ponies will pummel you if you try to fight them.  They have magic, weapons, numbers and that's from you can see from the outside.  Who knows how many more ponies are on the inside that find your current appearance unsettling.
The only thing you can do is to leave, wait for the rest of your day to end and hope for the best.

You find a tree in a secluded area and wait there for the time being.
You lay your back to the tree and start to think how you arrived at this moment.  Maybe there was something you did wrong?  Maybe you did something right?  You just can't find any conclusion to this turmoil you're in.
"Looks like we hit a brick wall."
You hear a voice coming close by.
"And it appears we won't CONTINUE."
You look down and see amber grayish mushroom, Mooshy, talking to you.
"Looks like you can't make up your mind, much like the human/pony you are.  So, I'm going to end this game here."
You don't understand what its was talking about.
"I know what you're thinking 'Why don't I go back to a certain point' or 'Why don't I just go to the part that I want.'  Well then answer me this, 'What chapter are you on?'"
You're not even certain that its talking to you anymore.
"That's right.  All of these chapters are only dashes.  There's around two hundred chapters so finding the chapter you want isn't possibly easy.  No matter what, you won't be able to CONTINUE the story unless you try again from the START.  Don't believe me?  Look at the chapter list and you see only dashes."
It's almost as if its talking to someone else.
"So there you have it, you can't CONTINUE this story anymore.  If you're sharp enough, you might just see what you've missed and then you could CONTINUE the story next time."
As for who its talking to, you...... just can't tell.
"I believe I've stayed my welcome.  We can CONTINUE this conversation some other time, but for now, I'll be sending you back."
"Until then."

	
		---



She gives you an astonished look ".........alrighty then." Applejack tips her hat down over her face.
Well you helped Applejack solve her problem with Applebloom, and now you're free from your punishment.  You wave Applejack goodbye and head out of the orchard.
"Hey!" the mare call to you. "I don't want to see you around her again eating mah apples. ya hear?" she gives you a stern glare that holds a little bit of gloom in those eyes.
You've hurt that southern pride of hers, but you had to do that for your own concern.
You push the thought aside and return back to your journey for now.

The sun starts falling as you head down a deserted path.  About eleven more hours left in this world and you're doing a decent job at avoiding these ponies.  However, you're starting to get a strange feeling that you're being watched by one right now.
You turn and don't see any of them, but you just know you're being watched by something.  Nothing to the left, nadda to the right, and you considered on the bizarre thought and look up.  For a brief moment, you say something red, orange, and yellow sinking into a floating cloud.
You return to your pacing and after counting to seven, you turn to the cloud again to see the colors entering the cloud again.
Yelling out at the cloud, you demanded that whatever was inside to come out.
The colors slowly come out and you see that it was the mane of a mare.  She flies from the clouds with her pale cerulean wings and lands in front of you for you to see that she also has green, blue, and purple in her mane as well.
"H-hey," she looks at you with her dark rosy eyes, "I heard that something came by town today, so I wanted to see what this thing was."  Her eyes scan you up and down, "You seem alright, my name is Rainbow Dash by the way."
You say that it was nice and continue to stroll down the road.
You claim that she was strange and before you know it, she starts flying beside you, "So you're more of the loner type, huh?  That's cool.  You know, I'm pretty cool too.  In fact, you won't find anypony like me around here."
You wonder why she's still following you.
"Yup, everypony knows me.  I even have my own fan club."
She keeps posing in a proud attitude within your gaze, almost like she's trying to gain something from you.
"All of them look up to me, want to be like me, and want to be with me."
That last line struck you as something suspicious.  Is she........ trying to................... hit on you?
"I'll tell ya, it's not easy to keep up with everypony's expectation about you, but when your as awesome as me, then nothing is impossible for this incredibly cool pony."
You a human and her a pony?!?!  Together?!?!?!?!  The very idea creeps you out.
Not to mention that she's doing a very poor job at it.  She keeps on talking about herself and hasn't asked anything about you.  Your interests, your hobbies, your name.
You see a path in the road and look over at the mare.  You slow down to leave her sight and head down the opposite path she takes.  She keeps talking, not even noticing that you're not behind her.
You keep walking and her voice fades away.  You look back and don't see her.  Smiling, you turn around and see her flying in the air. looking at you with a smile.
You fall back in surprise, "Sorry.  You're so quite that I didn't even know that you left down another path.  So anyways..."
It appears that she just can't take a hint.
She then starts to proclaim that she brakes records everyday, which is ironic because she got on your nerves at around a minute; a feat that didn't seem possible to you.  It's downright frustrating to hear her proclaim that she's equivalent to a god's standards and you start getting an incredible urge to knock her down a few pegs.
Maybe you could give her a taste of her own medicine by making your own gloats.  But what should you say?

● Yeah, you're certainly something.  Too bad I can't tell what.
● You truly are great.  Too bad I'm the talk of the town now.

	
		---



They both stare at you, boggled at what they just heard.
Discord blinks rapidly, "You mean, you want to stay here....."
".....as a pony?" Celestia finishes his sentence and you nod.  She smiles while shaking her head, "And here I thought I had your kind figured.  Humans are really mysterious creatures."
"Well if you really want that, then I don't see why you can't." Discord's smile began growing, "You're going to love it here, course it'll take some getting used to, but you can live at my place in the mean time."
You start to get a dreaded feeling from that offer.
"We'll be roomies, and I'll show you the ropes.  What to shop for, where to have tea parties, which ponies to pick on.  We'll be inseparable, I'll go around and proclaim how amazing I am while you tag along and call me 'bro'. Here, you'll be needing these."  Discord tosses you a pair of earplugs.
You can only assume that he snores in his sleep.
"I've been known to use blow-horns in my sleep."
..........you pray that he doesn't also sleepwalk over landmines.
"Well anyways," Celestia says to you, "As princess, please allow me the honor to officially acknowledge your stay."
She stands up to properly greet you.
"Welcome to Equestria."

	
		---



*Snap*
You look at yourself, relieved to see that you're your old self again.  Something was different though, you do have the locket on, but your clothes have changed.  They're simple, but it's the image of Discord in a heart imprinted on your shirt that sends you off bewildered.
"I wanted you to be fitted appropriately for this joyous occasion." Discord's smile began growing, "You're going to love it here, course it'll take some getting used to, but you can live at my place in the mean time."
You start to get a dreaded feeling from that offer.
"We'll be roomies, and I'll show you the ropes.  What to shop for, where to have tea parties, which ponies to pick on.  We'll be inseparable, I'll go around and proclaim how amazing I am while you tag along and call me 'bro'. Here, you'll be needing these."  Discord tosses you a pair of earplugs.
You can only assume that he snores in his sleep.
"I've been known to use blow-horns in my sleep."
..........you pray that he doesn't also sleepwalk over landmines.
"Well anyways," Celestia says to you, "As princess, please allow me the honor to officially acknowledge your stay."
She stands up to properly greet you.
"Welcome to Equestria."

	
		---



"Very well," spoke Discord.  "In the short time that I've known you, I've come to consider you quite interesting."
"True, you didn't do as what I suspected you'd do, but you've shown that you can't always judge a book by one reading.  You'll have to read it from many different perspectives to understand the true nature of the book itself; just as how I found you to being disobedient to being a decent friend."
"But anyways, thank you for this wonderful time we had together.  I hope you won't ever forget us anytime soon.  After all....." Discord raises his hand.
"You never know when I'll come back with another game."
*Snap*
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