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		Description

I'd heard about the TV show My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic from my college roommate who is way too into the show. Disturbingly so, actually, but good gravy I would never watch the darned thing! What am I, five? I've got better things to do with my time than watch a silly little girl's show. However, that didn't stop... something from transporting me into the world of the show, so here I am... in Equestria... trying to get home. This is gonna be interesting.
Special thanks to GuyFace, Jack Kellar, Storm Shaker, Spiffy McSquee, and Goober Trooper for helping me with this one!
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		Prologue



In one of the highest towers of Canterlot Castle, there was a room where few ever trod. It was a private chamber, filled with trinkets and baubles whose purpose escaped the understanding of many. It was a place where no mere mortal would enter of their own volition, at least without supervision.
A small but bright light flickered on, illuminating the room as a tall, white alicorn stepped inside. As she closed the door behind her with a rear hoof, she twisted her neck to relax the hints of kinks in it and fired up her impressive horn, bathing the walls in a gentle white light. A satisfied smile graced her complexion as the ornate regalia floated off of her body. This wasn't the place for that. Here she could be alone. 
A large notebook sat on a nearby desk. Upon seeing it, Princess Celestia picked it up and turned to a middle page. The pages were inscribed with a series of symbols and runes, each signifying a numeric value or mathematical sentence that, when coupled with the extensive scrawls, detailed specific properties of magical fields and flow dynamics. To the normal pony – and even to the most intelligent ones – it would all look like a mess of letter-and-number shaped babbling. It seemed as understandable as a splotch of spilled ink.
Princess Celestia was no normal pony. She had powers beyond the understanding of her subjects. As such, she felt that it was her duty to try and expand all knowledge on magic, all in hope that she could better the lives of her subjects and friends. 
And right at this moment, she was close to a breakthrough.
A second spell was cast by the alicorn, and the room around her faded away, rushing by in an oblong blur of color. The dark blue expanse around her would be normal to the untrained eye – it just looked like the Equestrian night sky, after all – but to somepony like her, this was a whole new plane of perspective. 
As she wandered further into what she had dubbed 'the Limbo', she began to sense the anomalies. Tears in the dimensional fabrics that made up her surroundings. This was far from an unusual feeling, as she had been here many times, and was familiar with them. In fact, it was for those that she had come here. Each one was notably different. The individual tears radiated their own magical aura. Beyond each of the individual rips was a different universe. Each one was unexplored and unique to the Equestrian viewpoint. 
Celestia had discovered the Limbo quite by accident, but ever since she had, she felt that it would be a waste not to explore and study the phenomenon, and reap the intellectual rewards it could offer. If traveling to another realm proved beneficial, it would behoove her to attempt some exploration.
As she continued on her way, she began to sense the precise locations of a number of individual tears. She could not see what was beyond them without actually looking herself, but knowing the locations would help her find out. She let her magic flow through her, powering her presence's movement until it homed in by itself on the closest one. It would be just as good as any.
She stopped just in front of the event and reached out with her magic, attempting to penetrate a small dirty smudge that was almost invisible when viewed against the crispness of the dark and starry landscape. Slowly, the smudge became bigger and more noticeable, until a pinprick of light appeared in front of her. 
She grinned to herself. She was getting better at this. 
With the expenditure of more energy, the point became steadily larger. When it was twice the size of Celestia herself, she stopped. By then, the image was not merely light any longer. It was a full-blown picture. One of an entirely new world. 
To describe what lay in front of her eyes would take more brainpower and a larger vernacular than she likely possessed at the moment. However, this did not faze her as she could always write down what she saw when she powered down to go back to Equestria.
She tentatively reached out a hoof to touch the barrier between worlds, but as soon as it made physical contact, her head was wracked with a jolt of pain. The image wobbled alarmingly even after the headache dulled. A ripple ran through the picture, threatening to erase the portal from existence. With a grunt, Celestia weaved her powers into a stabilizing frame around the edges of the portal. It stopped vibrating. 
For now, it seemed that the immortal Princess of the Sun would have to demote herself to a mere spectator.

			Author's Notes: 
A new microchapter? What?! 
For those of you just joining me with this story, welcome. I hope you enjoy. 
For those of you who saw this updating expecting TD and the Mirror Pool, I apologize but that's not it. I Pinkie Promise that it's still coming. I added this to add a better hook to the story. Hope you like(d) it!


	
		Uh-oh



BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEEP. BEE—
SLAM.
Good morning to you too.
Yawn…
I hate Mondays.
I pull my thick blue comforter off of me and sit up, stretching my arms behind my back to ease some of the stiffness out of them. My trusty black laptop lies dormant on the desk, right where I left it. I scratch the back of my neck, and I reach over to it to begin my morning internet ritual.  
Oh that's right, you all probably want to know who the heck I am and why I'm telling you my morning routine, right? Well, if you insist. 
My name is TD. Simple as that. Both letters stand for absolutely nothing at all. They're just letters. I'm a twenty year old Elementary Education major in a small-town college. I'm a W.A.S.P. Er... White Anglo-Saxon Protestant, as my Sociology professor so lovingly puts it, and... well, that's it, really. I'm not dating anybody, I'm not special, and I’m not particularly successful. I'm kind of boring when I think about it. I'll probably end up marrying someone in a few years, pop out a few kids, and end up teaching fifth graders in a small town not unlike the one I currently live in. That's purely speculation on my part, though. The present is more important, as my father would say.
Speaking of the present, my computer powers on, and I immediately open up the internet to begin my site browsing. It's just all part of the routine, and my life is all about routine. I don't really expect this to change.
I glance over at my alarm clock after idly surfing the web for a few minutes, and see that it is nine-thirty. Well, time to get ready for work.
I hop out of bed and walk over to my closet, where I pick a work shirt off of the rack, as well as a pair of black jeans. As I finish putting them on, I look up at my dear roommate, who is awake and currently surfing the web on his own laptop. 
I roll my eyes when I see where he is: Ponychan.
Yep, my roommate is a brony, and boy does it get annoying sometimes. Don't get me wrong, he's a cool enough guy most of the time. He goes to his classes, he does his homework, and he plays video games on the Xbox he brought up. Heck, he's even an amateur stand-up comedian, and not a half-bad one at that, I have to admit. 
But the ponies... oh man, the ponies. He loves that show more than most things in his life right now, I swear. He has a pair of My Little Pony dolls that he keeps on his desk, and a pair of plushies on his bed, Flutter something-or-other and Pinkie Pie. I only know the latter because of a drawing of Pinkie Pie that he has over his desk in our room with her name scrawled under it. I swear, I'll never understand why on Earth he likes shows like that, or takes his love to that extreme. 
He keeps insisting that I'll like the show myself if I just give it a shot. Well, I did give it one. If a bunch of adult men like it, then maybe there is something in the show that guys like myself can like. It's certainly not impossible for adults to enjoy a kid's show. There are definitely animated kid's shows I've seen that I find hysterical.
Well, as I was saying, I did eventually sit down and watch the first two episodes and... I didn't get it. From the very first minute when the bright images and the cheerful music appeared, I could tell that something was seriously wrong. The narrating voice was far too happy and girly, and the story she told was just… bleagh. It made my skin crawl from the sheer un-manliness of it all. They didn't even give the villain a good backstory! It was just 'she's evil because she's jealous'. That story became cliché in the bible.
Well, after watching the pilot and voicing my well-reasoned and intelligent argument to my roommate that the show was utterly ridiculous and that he should be ashamed of himself for liking it, he admitted that the first two were pretty weak. Without missing a beat, he insisted that I watch past the first few to really get a grasp on what the show is like. Okay, fair enough, I did that too. I watched the one where the purple-haired diva goes to the big city and spends twenty-two minutes lying to everyone before she gets away with it in the end. I also watched the one where the diva manipulates the fire ruby away from the baby dragon who then goes on a rampage and nearly kills everything. Uh huh, I can definitely see the appeal.
It took a while, but my roommate did accept that I wouldn't 'join the herd', yeesh , and he has since stopped bugging me about it. Still, I know he secretly thinks that I'll cave in and love the show as much as he does. Yeah right. Granted, I'm not going to become some troll who goes online just looking to be a jerk to every Brony he finds, either. We at least compromised there.
At any rate, I grab my trusty scooter from its perch inside my closet. My laptop goes in my computer bag, which I then sling over my shoulder before putting my wallet and cellphone, as well as a pen, in my pockets. I have class directly after work and I don't have time to go back to my room between the two.
The warm spring wind hits me as I push open the door to my residence hall, and the omnipresent smell of cows smacks me directly in the face. It's just something that you have to get used to around here. I continue to ignore the cow smell as I adjust my bag once more and hop on the scooter. My left leg propels me forward, and I steadily scoot along towards my place of employment: one of the small take-out places in the University Center, where I work as a dishwasher. 
As my destination draws nearer, I look ahead of me to see, of all people, my sister Kristen walking down the sidewalk. This isn't exactly an odd occurrence, since we both go to this school, but she lives in a completely different dorm than I do. We don't see each other that often. I call out to her and she turns around. We give each other subdued greeting nods, and she slows down slightly while I hop off my scooter so we can walk next to each other. 
"'Sup," she says. 
"Eh, nothin' much. How about you?"
"I'm fine." Kristen motions towards one of the upcoming buildings. "I'm just heading to class."
"Old English Lit or Grammar Nazi?" I ask. 
She gives a small smirk and rolls her eyes slightly. "Grammar Nazi." 
I copy her smirk and add a chuckle to it. "I'm surprised you haven't dropped out of his class based on the horror stories I hear from you about his rules."
She shoves me to the side as an unspoken ‘oh, come on!’. "It's because I actually work on my research papers,” she snarks, “unlike someone I know who just does them at the last minute!" 
"Oh, really? Because last time I heard, you got a little help from that dude who sits next to you in German.” I laugh. “Isn't it sad that a foreigner has a better grasp of our beloved language than you do?" 
"He's not actually German, he just lived there for three years,” she grumbles. “Besides, he didn't help me at all. I actually helped him out more than he helped me."
"Ooh, sounds racy," I reply with a snicker. 
"Isn't it funny that you make the most fun out of me, and I still do better romantically than you do?" She mock-thoughtfully taps her chin. "When was the last time you had a steady girlfriend?"
"At least Mom doesn't lie awake at night wondering if I'm going to get knocked up when I'm drunk at a party."
She stops at this and shoots me a piercing death glare that I have absolutely no trouble returning. Our staring contest goes on for a while until, as always, we break out into laughter. To an outsider, it may seem like we are seriously arguing, but ripping into each other is just our way of joking around.
"'Sounds racy.’ You're in top form today," she says with a grin. 
"You started it with that 'last minute' crack. You didn't expect me to take that lying down, did you?" 
She chuckles and shakes her head. "Nope." 
The two of us fall silent, and I remember the upcoming weekend. "So, Dad’s coming to get us Friday at five then, yeah?" 
Kristen nods. "Yeah, and he's taking us back up after football."
"Nice," I reply with a grin. It used to be a Sunday tradition amongst my sister, father, and and I to set ourselves on the couch in the basement to watch football until there was no more football to watch, while my mom has a day to herself. Of course, that all changed when Kristen and I came up to college, but we still do it when we can. 
After we talk football for a minute or so, Kristen motions that she has to be off. I hop back on my scooter, and we part ways.
I screech to a halt right at the four-way crosswalk and stand restlessly as I wait for the sign to cut across the street. A small group of fellow students converges behind me, waiting for the green light themselves. I drum on the handlebars restlessly, looking onwards as the traffic light finally changes to red and the pedestrian sign changes. Thankfully, that only takes three or four seconds. When it does, I’m off. I need to eat before my shift or else I'm going to be miserable all day. A hungry TD is an irritable TD.
However, the dreams of mediocre, but satisfying, food dancing in my head are interrupted by a screeching noise that is getting steadily louder as the fractions of seconds tick on. It seems somebody didn't notice the red light because, when I look to my right, I find myself just about to get really friendly with the front bumper of an oncoming car.
*  *  *  *

And Jesus wept.
Okay, maybe not Jesus, but I know I sure am about to. Holy moley, I have not been in so much pain since my appendectomy! The side of my head feels like it's on fire, my right elbow refuses to move, and I can already feel bruises forming all over my body.
But hey, if I'm in excruciating pain then that means I'm alive, right?
I swallow the bile that has been building up in my throat and give a small groan of pain. Trying to gauge my immediate surroundings doesn't do me much good.  
"Oh my gosh, I think it's alive!" says a young feminine voice beside me.
It, what a flattering thing to be called as you lay in the middle of the pavement. Pavement that feels like... Grass?
Whoa, did the car fling me that far? I'd be impressed if I wasn't in so much pain. Oh well, it'll make a good story later.
"What should we do?" asks another voice, this one slightly gruffer but still young, and unmistakably feminine.
Uh, calling 911 would be a good place to start. I mean, if that's not too much trouble, that is.
"Ah think we should call Fluttershy," says another one, this one with a heavy southern accent. "Y'all know how good she is with animals. Maybe she could help us!"
...What did she just say?!
"That's a good idea," says the second voice. "You two wait here and guard it, and I'll go get Fluttershy."
"Got it!"
Okay, what the heck is going on?! Forget going to get ‘Fluttershy’, whoever that is, just call 911 and get me to a freaking hospital!
"You think it'll be alright, Apple Bloom?"
Again with the 'it'! I'm not an 'it'!
"Ah don't know Sweetie Belle, Ah ain't never seen nothin' like it before."
Did the car propel me straight into an all-female section of town? If not, that is just a downright ridiculous thing to say. However, that is quite unlikely, so the more reasonable explanation is... uh... actually, that's the most reasonable explanation that I can come up with right now.
I groan once more and begin trying to open my eyes.
"Ah think it's wakin' up!" says the Apple Bloom voice… I think.
"Mgrflm," I mumble.
"Whoa, I've never heard an animal make that noise before!" Is that... Sweetie Belle?
"Stoppit," I mumble thickly. 
The duo gasps. "Did it just... talk?" Sweetie Belle asks.
"No duh," I say, my strength slowly returning. "’Course I talk."
"Oh boy," Apple Bloom mumbles. "This... Ah-Ah don't even know what this means!"
"Hey look, Scootaloo's coming back!" I hear the pitter-patter of footsteps on the grass, and Sweetie Belle's voice sounds farther away when she speaks next. "Fluttershy's with her!"
"Oh thank goodness! She'll know what to do!"
I try to open my eyes again, but the pain in my head means that I should just give up on this foolish endeavor. Great, maybe I have a concussion. 
I hear the two move away from me for a brief moment before eight sets of footsteps approach. Wait, eight sets? Is Fluttershy a medical team? Well, that would be quite nice.
Wait a second... Fluttershy. Fluttershy? I think I've heard that name somewhere before…
"...And we just found it lying there, sprawled out like that," says the second voice. I think that’s Scootaloo, but it’s hard to tell.
"It talks, too!" Sweetie Belle announces excitedly.
"Oh... my," says a nervous fourth voice. 
"Aww, I missed it! What did it say?"
"It said 'stop it', ‘no duh', and 'course Ah talk’," Apple Bloom explains.
"What do you think, Fluttershy?" I feel something poke my chest. "Can you heal it up?"
"I'm not an ‘it’, I'm a ‘he’," I mumble, hoping that they can understand me.
I hear Fluttershy gasp. "I... I... I... I gotta go get Twilight."
Twilight? Where have I heard that name before? Come to think of it, 'Apple Bloom' sounds vaguely familiar too, almost as if...
All of a sudden, it hits me like a car running a red light. 
Oh no, oh no oh no oh no oh no oh no. 
That can't be the explanation. There has to be some other reason for this! Maybe I'm hallucinating. Maybe I'm dead! Heck, maybe I ate too many blueberry bagels for dinner last night and now I'm paying the price, but the explanation has to be something other than what my brain is telling me is the true answer! What are the freaking odds that what I'm guessing is actually right?! This kind of thing only happens in fan fiction or something like that!
"Noooooooo!!" I say with the most drama and conviction that my battered form can muster before I fade into darkness once more.
*  *  *  *

Beep.
Well, that was quite the shocking dream…
Beep.
At least, I hope it was a dream.
Beep.
Thanks to the piercing beeping of a heart monitor thingie and the distinctive smell of a dozen different kinds of disinfectants that only belong in a hospital, I'm going to guess that the incident with the car wasn't quite as fake as my 'died and went to Equestria' dream.
Beep.
"Is he gonna be alright, Doc?" asks an accented voice. No doubt that said voice belongs to a nurse, or some kind passerby, who saw my accident and took interest in my recovery.
"I... I think so. I've certainly never seen anything like this before," says a male. 
Well, that is certainly a comforting thought. Usually when you end up in a hospital and your condition is something that the doctors haven't seen before, that's a cause for concern.
"Ugh," I say weakly.
"Oh my, the Crusaders were right, he does talk!" another female exclaims. 
Wait... Dang it! Okay, it's high time I opened my eyes and saw exactly what the heck is going on here. I've had enough with just hearing what is going on. 
The sheer amount of willpower it takes me to convince my stubborn body to do something as simple as open my eyes would allow me to beat a snake in a staring contest, but eventually my body gives in and my heavy eyelids begin to flutter open.
"He's awake!" yells someone I can tell is hyperactive just from those two words.
My eyes fully snap open and I am greeted with the sights of my surroundings for the first time. There, standing around me with wide eyes and fascinated expressions, are the six main characters of My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic, as well as a male pony who I unconsciously surmise is a hospital doctor, if the lab coat is any indication. The seven of them stare at me for a few moments, without so much as blinking. 
I stare back, also unblinking and unmoving, wondering who should make the first move here. Should... should I say something?
Finally, the purple one, Twilight I remember, clears her throat and speaks up. "Ah... hello. My name is Twilight Sparkle. Can you understand me?"
I blink four times and nod, hoping that I will wake up and this will all be just a nightmare. It still might be just a nightmare. Or that’s what I hope it is. 
Nothing happens. They’re still there and still staring. "Uh, hi," I reply with a bit of unease.
Even in my pained state, I can see the gears turning in Twilight's head. No doubt she has ten million questions that she wants to ask at that moment, if her character in the show is anything to go by, but she can't think of the right one to lead with. She opens her mouth once more. "What's your name?"
"TD," I answer evenly.
"Okay, TD," she nods. "It's nice to meet you."
"Uh-huh," I respond. Am I really happy to meet Twilight? No, I can’t say I am, because that means that I am not on Earth! Why I am not on Earth, I have no idea. I have to admit, it’s freaking me out a little bit.
The room is silent for a moment before the rainbow one clears her throat. "Uh... what are you?"
Ah-ha! There's the ten-million-dollar question. "I'm a human."
"A what?" asks Twilight.
"A human."
"What is a human exactly?" the diva asks.
"Uh..." I begin. How do I contextualize this for them? "I'm just that: a human, I guess."
"Okay, then..." Twilight responds carefully. "What are you doing here in Ponyville?"
"That is an excellent question." My eyes look around the sterile, white room as if the walls will hold some clue to why I am where I am. It just looks like a hospital room, though. "I don't really know. I know for darned sure that I'm not from here, so let's begin there."
Twilight's already comically large eyes grow a bit larger. "What?" 
“Well, I don’t remember my world being this..." I motion around the room, looking for the right word. "Animated.” I decide to refrain from telling them that in my world they are fictional characters in a stupid fictional TV show designed for four year olds and yet loved by grown men. I don't know what that would do to them.
"Then how did you get here?" the rainbow one asks.
I raise my arm in a weak shrug. "I don't know. The last thing I remember is being hit by a car."
Now it's Twilight's turn to cock her head and give me a confused look. "A what?"
"A car. You know..." I stop right there. Of course they don't know what a car is. "Uh... a mechanical carriage." 
"Okay," says Twilight. "That would explain the injuries, then."
I try to shift in the bed a bit and, as if to prove her point, my body screams in pain, which I do myself in response. I tense up until it goes away. Great, so not only am I in this stupid fictional world, I am also in a ton of pain. Gee, this day just keeps getting better and better, doesn’t it?
"Are you alright?" asks Pinkie Pie.
"You tell me, I just got here," I say through clenched teeth.
"I suppose that's my department," says the doctor in a business-like tone as he opens up a manila folder. "You dislocated your right foreleg at the joint and had a minor concussion, plus a hairline fracture in your other foreleg. On top of that, you've been in a coma for the past four days."
My mouth drops open and I stare at the doctor in shock. "Four days?!"
“Indeed, four days." The doctor bites his lip and lifts up one of the pages. It almost looks like he's not even sure of what he's looking at. "We've done our best to patch you up, but frankly, we don't know much about your anatomy."
I look down at my broken body and discover that they've taken my shirt off. I would be irritated at this, except for the fact that a people hospital would have done the same thing. Still... “What did you do with my shirt?"
"Your what?" asks the doc.
I motion to my chest. "My shirt. You know, that dark blue thing I was wearing on my upper half?"
"That was a piece of clothing?" the diva asks with a note of disgust. 
I nod, and she gives a small shudder. I roll my eyes at her antics. "Come on, it's not that bad! But seriously, where is it?"
"We removed it when we examined you." The doctor points towards a chair in the room a few feet from my bed. "We put it there with the rest of your stuff."
I stare in horror for a few moments when I see what used to be my shirt hanging off the back of the chair. What was once a decently well-maintained piece of clothing is now a mangled mess of dark blue fabric that no one in any dimension would ever recognize as a shirt. 
I shoot the doctor an angry glare. "What did you do to it?!"
The doctor glances uneasily at the clothing. "Well, we had to take it off to examine your injuries fully…"
I angrily motion over to my destroyed work shirt. "So you went at it with a weed eater?!"
"No, nothing like that. We simply cut it off." 
I groan and facepalm. It occurs to me that I should try to get over it though, because hey, why bother focusing on small things when there is the bigger issue of me freaking being in ponyland?! I examine the chair once more to see my computer bag is also sitting on it. My scooter is also leaning against the side. At least they aren't totally unrecognizable messes, so that’s good. 
I look down at my arms. "How well do they work?" I ask the doctor. "Can I move them?" 
The doctor opens up the folder once again and scans the inside for a brief moment. "I wouldn't bother trying to move your left foreleg for a few days. The fracture isn't one hundred percent healed. Your right foreleg should be fine, though. The luxation’s had time to heal already."
I gingerly begin to move my right arm, testing it for any pain or stiffness. It's a bit stiff, but it doesn't hurt when I move it. I reach over and grab my computer bag off of the chair. "They're called ‘arms’, by the way," I declare, doing my best to open up the bag with one arm.
"Huh?"
"You're calling them forelegs; they're actually arms."
"Ah." His horn glows and a pencil floats from his coat pocket to the folder, where he jots down some notes. Normally I would have been surprised by a power like this, but since I had seen the show, I was expecting it. "That was one of our theories, but we couldn't really know for sure. I take it you’re bipedal then?"
I nod, finally unzipping the front pocket of my computer bag. The seven ponies watch in interest as I flip the laptop open and turn it on. I breathe a huge sigh of relief when the screen turns blue and begins powering up. No damage as far as I can see. 
Twilight's eyes widen in curiosity and the first hints of a fascinated smile appear on her face, as she leans forward to examine my computer. "What's that?" 
"My computer," I reply as I close it and stuff it back into my bag. "I was just making sure that it wasn't damaged."
"Was it?" asks Fluttershy. 
I shake my head. "It seems fine." I put the bag down beside my bed and look back at the seven ponies. "So, what now?"
"Well," the stallion begins. "I don't see any reason why you need to stay here. You can go home in the morning."
"That would be wonderful," I snark, "but how can I get home?" 
The doctor opens up his mouth for a brief moment, and then closes it again. "I... I don't know. Where do you live?"
"Again, not here," I say. "I don't think I even live in this universe!"
"Well then how did you end up here?" asks Fluttershy.
"Once more, I don't know."
"How do we get you back?" asks Twilight.
"I don't know!" I snarl, frustration slowly rising in my voice. "I was hoping you could tell me!"
"We don't even know where you are from!" Rainbow points out.
"Hence the problem.”
I see Twilight's brow furrow and she taps her lower jaw with her left hoof, deep in thought. I have to admit, the way she bites her lip and taps her jaw makes her look kind of comical. "We could try to ask Princess Celestia about it," she says finally. 
I raise an eyebrow at her and cock my head ever so slightly. "Haven't you told her I'm here already? I mean, don't you two tell each other everything? Did you seriously not tell her that a... ‘thing’ is now on Ponyville’s hospital?"
"Well yeah," she admits. "And you should be thanking her, quite frankly. She's done some serious covering up around here."
"What do you mean?"
"She didn't want knowledge about you to get out until we really knew what was going on. She thought it would be for the best if your existence was kept quiet."
"How very thoughtful," I say sarcastically. 
Twilight frowns. "She didn't have to do that, you know."
"Oh, I think she did," I retort acidly. "She doesn't strike me as the type to do something for no reason, even if that reason is incredibly ridiculous." 
Twilight's scowl deepens. "How do you know anything about Princess Celestia anyway?" 
I open my mouth to reply, but then I close it again. I've already decided that I can't tell them that they're fake. It's an already tense situation, and I don't fancy seeing where that goes right now. Having said that, it would no doubt create an interesting reaction.
"I guess I'm just... uh..." There I go again, showcasing how eloquent and well-spoken I am under pressure.
"Well?" 
I opt for shrugging. "Rulers are all pretty much the same motivation-wise."
Twilight seems to realize that she isn't going to get anything more elaborate out of me, so she walks out of the room to go contact her puppeteer. The two pilot episodes didn't teach me much about this world, but gosh darn it if the end didn't show how manipulative Celestia could be. I sigh and look back at the doctor. "Can I walk?" 
He frowns and checks the folder once more. "I don't see why not," he says after an once-over of one of the documents inside. "Your hind legs weren't damaged in the..." He motions towards me. "Whatever caused your injuries."
"Legs, doc. They’re not hind legs, just legs.”
Using my one good arm to throw the thin hospital blanket off of me, I gingerly sit up. My left arm screams at me to stop being foolish and just lie back down, but I'm determined to actually get out of bed. I don't want to be lying around all day after all. I swing my legs over the side of the bed, and the ponies take a step back as I stand up to my full height. As far as humans go, five-foot-ten is nothing too impressive, but to them I must be a little intimidating. Their heads hardly come up to my chest. 
Thankfully, they have kept my pants and my shoes on. My wallet and cell phone seem to still be in my pockets as well. I don't fancy trying to get reception in this place, but it is still a nice thing to have around, if for no other reason than it can play the music I have stored on it.
I take a few uneasy steps and am glad to discover that my legs seem to have retained enough strength that I don’t collapse immediately. I should have no problems walking around.
"You doin' alright, sugarcube?" asks the accented one.
"I think so," I respond as I stretch my legs out. "What are all of your names again?"
It doesn't take me too long before I have all of their names down. They're nothing too complex. With the names in mind, I walk over to the chair to fully examine my work shirt. Yeah, they totally destroyed it. I know a hospital will cut clothing off if they have to, they cut off a jersey I was wearing when I broke my arm once, but this wasn't cutting it off. It was hacking it to pieces. I count myself lucky that whatever means they used to get it off didn't get my skin as well. I would have woken up as a bloody mess.
I open my computer bag and stuff the destroyed cloth inside, then hang the bag back on the chair. I want to take everything back with me once I find a way back, even the shirt. Hopefully the car crash wasn't actually fatal. If not, things will get really... afterlife-y the moment I return.
I turn back to the ponies, who are watching my every move with interest. I take a deep breath, something that aggravates my fractured arm a bit, and try to think of something to say. "So, how long before Twilight gets Celestia?"
"Ah think you'd better call her 'Princess Celestia', if ya don't mind," Applejack reprimands with a hint of sternness dotting her voice.
My glower returns her sternness. "Why? She's not my princess."
"Well, just outta plain respect!" Rainbow Dash reinforces. 
I’m about to explain to her why I don't have to respect a darned thing about her, but the door to my room opens up and in walks Twilight followed by none other than the object of our conversation. That was quick, wasn't it? A little too quick. Almost as if she was waiting nearby for me to wake up. Immediately the six ponies bow low to the ground. I stay on my feet. I don't like where this is going.
The two of us lock gazes and examine each other. As ponies go, I can definitely see why they respect her. She does admittedly look a tad daunting, if nothing else than for her size. She’s at least two or three inches taller than I am. 
After a few moments of her staring at the new creature in her world and me staring back at the pure white quadruped god-thing, I begin to feel a bit uncomfortable. "So," I say, hoping that will get the ball rolling.
"So," she replies in kind. Dang, her voice is even more corny and girly in 'reality' than on the show. "You are the result of the spell."
I recoil a bit in shock at her statement. Spell? What spell? "Uh... what?"
Instead of responding directly to my reasonable question, she turns back to the doctor and gives a slight nod. The doctor nods back and leaves the room, closing the door behind him. Only then does she turn back to the rest of us. "I want all of you to listen carefully. What I am about to explain is not to leave this room."
"We understand, Princess," Twilight says for the others. 
I narrow my eyes slightly. Now I really don't like where this is going. 
She looks back at me and sighs. "It comes to my understanding that you are an intelligent creature. Am I correct?"
"Eh..." I shrug. "Close enough." 
She nods at the confirmation. "Good. Hopefully, you will take what I am about to say with quiet dignity and grace, then."
Uh-oh.
"Now, before anything, you must understand that not even I am fully aware of what magic is capable of. I do not have total control over it and, like the best of us, I make mistakes sometimes."
Oh, this is not going to be pretty, is it?
"During an experiment, I stumbled upon something."
"What do you mean?" I ask suspiciously. The other six are listening to her with rapt attention.
"Like I said, some things about magic escape my understanding. In simple terms, it was a strong magical pull that began sucking the magic out of my room. I do not understand its nature, nor what caused it to appear, it just did."
This is so not going to be good.
"I used all of my powers to stop the outflow, and I succeeded… in a sense. The pull became a push, if you will, and all of the magic it was absorbing was released all over Equestria. 
“I was, unfortunately, unaware of what the ramifications were at the moment."
"So what you're saying is..."
A presumably rare look of discomfort crosses the monarch's face, and it causes a similar feeling to creep up on me as well. Where is she going with this? "Basically, what I think happened is that portal between our two worlds was formed and pulled you here when the portal on my end collapsed. That is my best guess." 
My eyes narrow some more at the revelation and the first hints of anger begin bubbling up inside of me. "So, in layman’s terms, you were messing around with magic, and thanks to that, you accidentally dragged me here?"
"I believe so," she says simply.
I give a slight nod at the information and walk up closer to her. She is admittedly a little more daunting this close up, but I don't really care about that right now.
Now, before I explain what happens, I must say that I have never been good at handling bad news, particularly the ‘I got in trouble over someone else’s mistake’ kind. Well, this was that situation to the extreme. Her messing around with magic meant that I was pulled into a world full of girlish talking cartoon ponies. Yeah, I was pulled into a little girl's show because she wasn't as good at magic as she thought she was. See, as pissed off and kind of freaked out as I am right now, I've been doing my best to keep that from getting out. I mean, even in situations like this, there’s no need to go freaking out and not acting like a civilized human being. Even situations like this can be looked at rationally. 
At any rate, I take this bit of news exactly like I thought I would. 
With all of the ‘quiet dignity and grace’ that I can muster, I walk up to Celestia and punch her in the face.

	
		We All Make Mistakes...



There are times in everybody’s life where they react to something that happens to them, and based on the reactions of the others involved, the person may or may not know that the reaction they just had wasn’t the wisest one.
I’m just going to go out on a limb here and say that this may or may not be one of those times.
As I lay in a freshly-made crater in the room next to the one I recently occupied, the thought begins to go through my mind. 
“Uh… hbuluhgh,” I say as I attempt to get out of the large dent in the cracked linoleum floor. My one good arm is shaking like crazy, and my attempt to push myself off of the ground is met with no success. The last remaining reserves of my strength 'pull a Judas' on me, and I am on the floor once more seconds later.
Surprisingly, I’m not in as much pain as I thought it would be. Sure, my left arm still hurts like crazy, and I feel like someone is driving nails through my skull, but I’m surprised that I’m not more… dead. Having said that, maybe whatever happened destroyed every nerve ending in my body save for the ones I know are going off, and I am actually in even more excruciating pain than I originally thought, but can’t feel it.
As I lie like an invalid on the cold linoleum that presses against my skin – it’s actually doing a side job of cooling me off, which is nice – I wonder if they aren’t just going to lock the door of the room and wall me in like that one drunk dude in The Cask of Amontillado. Goodness knows that if Celestia is sadistic enough to send her sister to the moon for a whole millennium, she’s certainly capable of that. 
The seconds tick on, and my mind tells my body that it should probably roll over and beg for mercy from the ponies if I want to keep this whole ‘living’ schtick going. Perish that last thought, but I don’t see why I can’t at least roll over. That’s still a skill I possess, right? 
Groaning, I place my right hand on the floor and, grabbing my last bit of strength by the collar to prevent its escape, I push off and roll over so I face the ceiling. Ah, popcorn ceiling, how charming. Didn’t that go out of style in the… was it ever in style? Even when it’s animated, the popcorn ceiling looks absolutely ridiculous.
My senses are slowly returning, which the the metallic taste filling my mouth proves, and I realize I bit my tongue in the beat down. Geez, if that’s the only repercussion, then I got off easier than I thought. Still, I can’t lie here forever, waiting for them to concoct some other form of sadistic revenge for my completely justified reaction to Celestia’s jerk move. I can only imagine the horrors that the seven of them, nay, the whole country, have in store for me. I just punched their goddess in the face. Unless you live in Stalinist Russia, people don’t tend to like it when you punch powerful beings in the face for being morons.
At that moment, I hear the door to my right open and, mustering more strength than I thought I had in me at the moment, I turn my head and look. To my utter lack of surprise, in walk the six ponies and their ‘oh so beloved by me at this moment’ leader. Each one of them has a unique look to them. 
Fluttershy appears to be hiding behind her hair, not even daring to look at anyone in the room for fear of what the reaction to this situation will be from the parties involved. 
Applejack, Twilight, and Rainbow Dash are absolutely livid; their faces are masks of anger that I am not sure will ever come off as long as I’m the object of their attention. Ah ha, Watson, we now have three more suspects for the beings responsible for my current predicament!
Rarity and Pinkie Pie both merely look uncomfortably at me. I don't know whether they're mad or sorry, but I'm gonna go out on a limb and say that ‘a bit of both’ is an acceptable answer.
However, the expression that surprises me the most is that of Princess Celestia. I see that I did absolutely nothing to her. To her credit, though, she does at least look a little concerned. Sort of. "Are you okay?" she asks in that irritatingly serene voice. 
Oh, how desperately I wish I could stand up and flip her the bird, though I imagine my situation is a bit… delicate at the moment. So, I opt instead for a far more intelligent answer. "No."
She chuckles. Oh that's nice to see: my pain brings her joy. How delightful. "Of course. I would imagine you don't feel completely healthy at the moment." 
I roll my eyes at her – thank goodness I haven't been robbed of my ability to do that! – and look around at the other ponies again. "Okay, spill it. Who exactly did what?"
To my surprise, a look of excitement plasters itself on Pinkie Pie's face."Oh, oh, you wouldn't believe what they did! First you hit the Princess and then Twilight put you in a spell and pulled you back through the walls but Rainbow Dash and Applejack both kicked you in the legs but I think Princess Celestia put you under some kind of spell so that Applejack and Twilight and Rainbow Dash didn't break every bone in your body and put you in one of those ‘FOREVER!’ comas and–" 
She only stops when Rarity puts a hoof in her mouth. Holy Hitchcock, Batman, did she ever pause or take a breath throughout that entire thing? "I think he gets the idea, darling."
"Indeed," I reply stiffly.
"That's about the extent of it," Celestia admits. "I put that protection spell over you so that you wouldn't be harmed while they..." She motions over to the hyperactive pink pony. “Well, you heard Pinkie Pie." 
"Why?” I raise an eyebrow at her. “Not that I’m unappreciative, but I'm surprised that you didn't join right in with the beating of the insolent human that just smacked your snout." 
At this, Celestia's face falls a bit. "Well, as much of a surprise as it was to be so blatantly attacked as I was, I still see more coming out of your appearance here. Yes, I cast a spell that brought you here. Yes, you're angry and you lashed out. No, I didn’t appreciate that. But I still want to answer the ‘why’s’ in this equation: why you, why now, why here, etcetera. 
“Besides, I do not imagine that Twilight and her friends would have benefited emotionally from your death."
"Thanks for that," I spit. "Now you just gotta teach your lapdogs how far their chains actually go and you’re golden."
Celestia's face darkens ever so slightly, but she says nothing. She’s probably realized I am perfectly justified in saying that; or she figured that I've just been through enough hell and could use some slack.
I don’t wait for her answer. "Did it hurt? When I hit you, I mean," I explain at her puzzled look.
She breaks back out into her contented smile. Gosh darn it, Celestia, stop that! This is not a smiling situation! "If you could ever strike me hard enough to hurt me even a little, I'd hand over rule of Equestria to you."
"It was worth a shot, I guess," I mumble.
"No, it was not 'worth a shot'!" Twilight snarls. "What in Equestria possessed you?!"
Celestia frowns and puts a hoof on her student's shoulder. "Twilight–" 
"How do you justify attacking Princess Celestia, let alone in the face, huh?!” Twilight just cut Celestia off. Wow. I didn't think she would ever do that. “What made you think that was okay?!"
"Twilight–"
"You're so lucky–"
"Twilight!" Celestia interrupts with a little more force, and Twilight turns to look. She instantly pales and deflates under the stern look she’s getting. 
I decide that now is as good of a time as any to speak up. "To answer your question, I punched your ruler because I am still rather mad that she ripped me from my world. A world where I was perfectly happy and content with how things were going.” I take the time to spit out a mouthful of saliva mixed with blood at the floor. When I speak again, I can’t hide the anger anymore. “I had plans, goals, and ambitions, and now because of her fooling around with stuff she doesn’t know, all of that is gone! I might as well not exist!"
My outburst disarms Applejack, Twilight, and even Rainbow Dash, the one that looked the closest to charging at me again. Their ears wilt and they get out of attack mode. Yeah, they’d better feel embarrassed!
"I had loving parents, cool friends, a pleasant life, and things I was looking forward to! I was going to go down to see my parents for the first time in a month this upcoming weekend! Now I can't do that because of your irresponsible Princess, who has me sitting in a room full of ridiculous talking ponies that have just finished beating the bagels out of me! Does that answer your question, Sparkle?"
The minutes pass without response, though, and the silence is getting kind of awkward. Enough with the self-pity party already, would you? I'm not healing any faster just lying here on the floor! Having said that, though, if Celestia did cast a spell to protect me from the abuse that would have reduced a terminator to nothing more than a weeping pile of junk, maybe I'm not broken all over after all. I try once more to push myself up off of the ground, and I’m delighted to discover that while my joints are stiff, I can stand up just fine. My fractured arm means that I am still in excruciating pain, but hey, nothing more than that is something I can deal with. 
The seven snap out of their fit of depression when they notice me on my feet. All they do is stare, until Fluttershy slowly begins walking up to me, hiding in her hair the entire time, and nuzzles my arm in an apology. "I'm sorry," she mumbles sadly. 
I so desperately want to grimace at the display, but I simply can't. I know she genuinely feels sorry for what the others did. I realize that I can't be mad at either her, Pinkie, or Rarity – all three are guilt-free in this. 
I rub my temples a bit and sigh. "Don't worry about it," I grunt back.
"Oh but we must, Darling!" said Rarity earnestly. "You must let us make it up to you!"
"Unless you can retur–"
"We simply can't let you wander around Equestria when we are the ones who brought you here in the first place!"
"She brought me here,” I retort, with my index finger almost poking Celestia’s snout. Out of the corner of my eye, I see she’s surprised for a tenth of a second as she looks cross-eyed at the tip, but I’m interrupted again before I can process that.
"You have to let us help you through this!" Twilight begs.
Oh dear, this isn't good. I'm going to have to live with them now, aren't I? "N...No, I can find–"
"You must!" Rarity’s eyes grow very large and pleading. "You must, you must, you must!"
"No, really," I press, "I can–"
"You must!"
"OKAY, FINE, I MUST!" I yell out in frustration. Dang it! 
Rarity's face breaks out in a wide grin and she walks over to me. In turn, I take a few steps back. I've seen that kind of look before: she has plans. "Perfect! You can start by staying with me!"
"Uh..."
Her smile widens. "Oh, it’s no trouble at all, darling."
"I think that sounds like a wonderful idea," Celestia adds her two cents. I shoot a glare her way, but she simply returns it with her trademark cool face. 
I desperately want to shout out that I’m sure she is only offering me board so she can get me for some nefarious purpose; I only don’t because I doubt they'll listen. Their expectant smiles reveal as much. Short of punting Rarity out a window, I don't think that I'm going to get out of this. "Fine," I mumble dejectedly.
"Wonderful! You can come over and move in right now!"
"Didn’t the doctor say that I wouldn’t be discharged until morning?"
"Oh, based on that right hook, I think I can get you discharged right now," Celestia jokes. "I don't see any reason to keep you here."
"Of course you don't," I grumble.
True to her word, the doctor comes in and examines me for a brief moment, signing a discharge right afterwards. The Princess tells him that she will foot the bill for the property damage, something that makes him look rather relieved. I wonder if he was doing the math of how much it’ll cost to fix the holes in the building before she soothed him.
I gingerly walk back to the room I woke up in to collect my scooter and computer bag, and reach into my pockets to check my cell phone, hoping it was also protected by Celestia's spell. Good, it was – at least I can listen to my music. Provided the battery holds, that is... which it won't forever. That is a sobering thought for sure. My hospital bill is also covered by Celestia, which is something I wonder whether she’ll hold against me at some point in the future. 
After signing a few papers, I’m out. Man, it feels really great to be out of there. I never liked hospitals to begin with. They're always so quiet, so... subdued. I'm not a huge fan of how white and sterile everything is either, and let's not forget the ever-present sense that death is leaning against the wall in your room, watching you, waiting...
I struggle to hold out against a very un-manly shiver. Now I know why so many horror movies take place in abandoned hospitals. At any rate, the sun shining down on me scares off the chill. 
The temperature outside is pretty nice, something I think I would never experience consistently back where I come from. The smell of cows is gone as well, something that I appreciate beyond measure. In fact, as I take a deep breath, I notice the air is clean... very clean. Air pollution feels like an alien concept right now. Caricaturisms aside, I imagine that, if you put this place back to back against Earth, it would still look far more lush, green, and peaceful than anywhere I’ve ever been.
However, the feeling of relaxation slowly gives way to icy dread when we get into the town proper. My goodness, the ponies are everywhere! Sure, I realized the moment when I would be bombarded with the sight of more ponies then I could ever imagine in my life would come even before I got out of the hospital, but that doesn’t make it any less unnerving. 
Immediately, I miss the sight of college students bustling about like rambling cattle to their next class or off to their rooms. Sure, it may sound similar to what I’m going through now, but at least they’re humans. It certainly makes for a far less alien experience than this. 
I take a small step back, only to get nudged forward mid-step by Twilight’s head. "Easy now," she whispers soothingly. "They're not going to hurt you."
"That's not the issue," I whisper back. "The issue is that they're all ponies!"
"Err… yeah, we are kind of all ponies here," says Rainbow Dash, who is flying alongside us. 
I roll my eyes. "Yeah, I kind of got that. It’s just weird for me is all."
"Oh well, in any case it’s only a few more blocks to my house, darling," Rarity reassures me. "You can hide in there once we arrive."
Oh, how I resent the word 'hide' in this situation. On the other hand, better keep my mouth shut for now. They'll all know all about me soon enough. 
In fact, look, they're finding out about me right now! Yep, I am getting the first of many collective stares as I walk down the street. Each and every resident of Ponyville that I can see is paying me their undivided attention, and boy is it awkward. I don't think I've had so many beings focused on me since my birth.
Nobody does anything but stare. They've stopped walking, they've stopped talking to each other, they've stopped buying and selling, they’ve stopped literally everything just to stare. All attention is focused on me and me alone, the shirtless being walking on two legs surrounded by the six most famous ponies in Ponyville. Thank goodness Celestia returned to Canterlot not long after I was discharged. I didn’t need any more attention than this. 
"I take it they always do that?" I whisper to Twilight. 
She laughs nervously, which doesn't sound encouraging. "They'll get used to you…”
"I sure hope not," I retort. "I really don’t want to be here long enough for that."
"I'm sure everything will be fine," Rarity repeats herself. Of course it will be. "Oh, here we are!" 
True to her word, we have arrived at a tacky-looking building that I can only assume is Rarity's home, since she has the key to unlock it and all. Fancy that being the indicator. She happily steps into her not-so-humble abode, which haunts me with the terrors within. It is the home of a fashion designer from a little girls’ show after all.
Letting myself get roped into this is sounding like an even worse idea than before.
What her home actually looks like isn't nearly as frightening or gag-inducing as I imagined, as I see when she flips on the lights. It looks like... a house. I mean, yeah, there is definitely a room where she showcases her stuff, but it's not too shabby, to be honest. "Nice place," I say as I walk in, followed by the others.
"Why thank you, darling. I've done my best to make it comfortable."
"Yeah... I can see that," I tip-toe verbally. "It does look very... comfortable."
Rarity looks proudly around her abode. "It's a simple enough dwelling place. Nothing more than I need on the whole." 
As if she wouldn't move to Canterlot to become royalty the minute she got the chance. Still, she hasn’t been anything but nice so far and pointing that out would be very rude of me, so I restrain myself from becoming the new Element of Honesty. I instead opt for another compliment, and then another one. She eats them all up. Maybe that’s something I can possibly use to my advantage if I find myself in a tight spot with her…
"So," she says. "Is the basement okay? I'm afraid that I haven't had any time to prepare anything for you."
"The basement's fine," I confirm. "It's where my room was when I was in high school. It'll be just like home."
She grins. "I'll be sure to make it extra comfortable, then."
I nod, but we realize that we don't really have much to say at that point, and the place goes quiet. I want to go home, not make small talk. However, I know that isn't going to happen anytime soon, so, like the rest of them, I try to think of something to say. 
However, the situation goes from bad to worse when Twilight speaks up. "Well, girls, it's been a fun day, but I really think I have to go. I have a lot of work to catch up on. I'll see you later."
"Yeah, same goes for me," says Rainbow Dash. "Gotta clear those clouds up."
My heart sinks as each one of the ponies gives reasons to leave. Not because they sound like excuses – all of them are legitimate ones, as far as I can tell – but because I do not want to be left alone with Rarity. The fact that she was so eager to take me in is still worrying me. Does she have some kind of sadistic plan? However, I don't bother trying to stop the other five ponies as they say their goodbyes and leave the boutique. I may be stronger than Rarity and able to resist whatever she throws at me. I know I will try if I have to.
I set my pack on a couch and fold up my scooter, stretching out a bit afterwards. As uneasy as my current situation makes me feel, it’s good to be up and about again.
"So," Rarity opens up. "How are you holding up?"
"Fine."
Her eyes scan my chest. "How is your upper half? It's not too cold in here for you, is it?"
"Not really."
"Is it usual for males of your species to go around without a shirt on? You didn’t seem to like it when you found out your own was cut up, but haven’t said a thing otherwise." 
I shake my head. Where is she going with this? "Some guys do it every now and then, but on the whole, we keep most of us clothed."
"Oh then you must let me make you a new shirt!" she explodes. “I don’t want you going around town feeling nude!”
"Er,” I stumble. She’s almost unnaturally eager to do things for me, and I don’t know how to react properly. “I'm good for right now, thanks."
"Oh, but you aren't! You need your clothes if you're going to stay here! You can't wear the same thing every day after all."
I uneasily rub the back of my neck and raise one leg in the air as if to take a half-step backwards. "True, but-"
"You have to let me make you some clothes!" I grow even more uneasy when I see a mad glint in her eye. "It would be no problem at all, darling, I assure you."
"Seriously, I'll just-"
“Oh, don't worry about it." She begins pushing me towards what I assume is a workroom. "Now, I haven't designed anything for humans before, so I'll need you to stand still while I take your measurements."
"Don't you just have dressmaking materials here?"
Rarity chuckles. "Oh, I'm sure I can make them work for you. You'll be the talk of the town with your stylish new clothes!"
I realize she’s going to be really insistent about all of this, and my heart sinks. She shoves me into the workroom, which is even worse than I thought: ruffles and frills and pink items strewn all over. Nothing here gives any indication that she even knows what a male is, much less designed clothes for them before. The sheer amount of girliness in this room would make even the most die-hard brony reconsider getting an outfit by this pony. 
I gulp as I turn back to Rarity. "Have you ever even designed anything for males before? You seem to only do dresses."
Rarity scoffs and waves her hoof. "Oh please, dear, of course I've designed outfits for males before." She walks up to a closet and opens it up. "Just look at this outfit I created for Spike! Isn't it just dashing?"
My eyes widen as I stare at the abomination before me. She made that?! I thought she was supposedly a good fashion designer! It looks like something that a 16th century noble would wear… if they lost a bet. It is very frilly, the colors are gaudy, the designs on the outfit are garish, and the whole thing is just an affront to everything that everyone ever stood for. 
She smiles, looking fondly at the outfit. "One of my better designs, I think. I can make one for you just like this if you want!"
I stare at the outfit, and then do the only sensible thing I can think of: run for my life and fashion sense. I make it a whole three feet out the doorway.

	
		New Clothes



"Fun fact: when I get out of here, I'm going to get a job and spend every cent of my first paycheck on gasoline so I can burn this wretched place down."
"Uh-huh."
"Just so you know, when you let me out I'm going to bribe whoever I must to get you name legally changed to Slartibartfast."
"Uh-huh."
With every second that passes as I stand in the middle of the dressing room, I rue the decision to agree to stay with Rarity a little more. She hit me with some sort of freezing spell when I attempted to run, and now here I am being a girly pony’s first human mannequin. 
She’s only taking my measurements now; it’s been an hour so far, though, and I'm starting to get really uncomfortable. That probably has something to do with the fact that I can't move anything below my neck except for the muscles I breathe with. I have long since decided that I was not going to take this with the submissive ‘dignity’ that she intended, and as such, I’ve spent this past hour complaining and thinking up various threats. 
However, they aren't really fazing her.
"When this freezing spell is lifted I'm going to buy as much dye as I can, and then I'm going to dye your coat mustard yellow while you sleep."
"That's nice," she says nonchalantly.
"On a different subject, when I'm free, I'm going to take your cat and punt it so hard I'm going to rip a hole in reality and create the entire Colquitt family, as well as change the Cleveland Browns into a curling team."
"Won't that be interesting?" she responds blankly, however I see a slight look of confusion cross her face at this one. I'll take this small victory.
"On an unrelated note–"
"Would you please just give this up?" she asks with a hint of irritation. "I'm not letting you go until you have a new set of fashionable clothes to wear!"
"Are you doing that as the Element of Generosity or because I'm a new challenge for you?" 
She gives me a small smirk at the question. "A little of both."
"More of the latter, I wager?"
She scoffs and shakes her head. "Honestly, darling, your opinion of me can't be that low."
Oh yeah, after the two episodes I watched that were centered on you, it totally can be.
"After seeing what you made for Spike, yeah, it totally can be."
"Oh hush up about that," she says as she brings a tape measure up to my right forearm. "I promise you, what I will make for you will be far more casual than that. That was formal wear, after all."
"Was it now?" I ask, noting myself to never let her design formal wear for me.
"Of course it was!"
I look around the room. "Aren't all of your clothes formal wear since, you know, you don't wear clothes most of the time and all that?" 
She shrugs. "For the most part, yes, but that certainly doesn't mean I can't create some wonderful casual clothes for you!"
"With what materials, exactly?" I ask as I look around at all of the dress fabrics. "If you make me anything out of this, I'm not wearing it. I’m serious on that one."
"Oh, hush," she repeats. "I'm not so foolish as to think you'll be wearing dresses." 
I breathe a small sigh of relief at that. Okay then, even if she is a bit narcissistic, she's not a total moron. "So, what do your evil plans entail?" I ask. "You've sure taken your sweet time taking my measurements."
"That's because you're so oddly proportioned!" she says with a slight frown and a little poke on my leg. "I mean, really, you're such a thin being, and your legs are so long, and–"
"Y’know, if you want to spend the day trading insults about looks, it's going to be a while before I run out of the actual nasty ones I have for you. It’s not a road you want to walk down." 
Rarity frowns fully and harrumphs, while I sigh in turn. I would have gone back to my habit of rubbing my temples a long time ago if I wasn't frozen in place. We’re going nowhere with this, and fast. "Look, I'm sorry if I'm being sort of snappy today,” I apologize, being the bigger adult. “It's just that, well, I'm sure you can guess what I'm feeling right now."
"Oh of course I can, darling!" she exclaims earnestly as she wraps the tape measure around my left thigh for what must be the sixth time now. "I've been places where it seems like it's a whole different world! For example, there was Appleloosa, and my goodness was it dry and messy and... bleagh." To my amusement, she actually mocks a gag.
"It must have been hard for you," I reply. "Being around all of that icky dirt sure does sound taxing."
"Oh, it was, dear, it was!" She either didn't notice my sarcasm or simply isn’t caring anymore. I can believe either possibility.
A few more minutes of torture later, she sighs and I feel the freezing spell lift. "I think I've gotten everything I need to make you some new clothes," she announces. 
I stretch my right arm and move my legs around. Man that sure stiffened up my joints. Go figure. 
"That wasn't so taxing, now was it, darling?" she asks sweetly. 
It takes every gram of my willpower to prevent myself from presenting her with a death glare that would have told her exactly how taxing that was. "Have you ever been under a freezing spell?" 
She grins and nods. "Of course! It's all part of growing up! One truly isn't an adult until they have been placed under a freezing spell at least once."
Ah, she's trying to beat me at my own game of sarcasm. A duel of wit and snark with this pony would surely be an interesting thing to see.
She chuckles to herself and begins putting her supplies away. "But in all seriousness, yes, I have."
"And you still chose to do it to me?" 
She nods as she begins clearing up her supplies from her measuring assault. "How else would I keep you still?" she retorts matter-of-factly. 
Why, you little…
I shake my head at her so I don’t do it with my fist, and she begins to work on the designs. I can tell she's going to be out of it for hours… leaving me to my own devices… which, now that I think of it, may not be a bad thing! Where is that stupid cat anyway?
Since it’s not in sight, I walk over to my computer and flip it open instead of creating a family of punters. I know that Equestria doesn't have any internet, so that's out. However, I still have some stuff on here to do: I have my music and my entire collection of films – vaguely pitiful as it is – onto the hard drive, and I have solitaire. Problem is, I also have nowhere to plug it into and no spare batteries. The ninety-two percent power left doesn’t look good at all now. 
I take my cell phone and headphones out of my pocket and put the phones into my computer so I can listen to something without distracting her. I don't fancy bothering her while she's in the zone. I click on the music folder while opening up solitaire on my computer, scroll down my list of tracks, click on one of my songs, and begin my game. 
Two aces right off, that’s good.
I have to admit, I can actually feel some of the stress of my current predicament melting away as I immerse myself in the world of virtual gaming and loud music. No more moves, game lost, no matter, I simply move on to singing along. The game goes completely ignored by this point; I’m too busy focusing on the wicked instrumental part of the song. What should I pick, air guitar or air drums? Heck, I'll switch off.
I grab an air guitar and start doing my best to rock out with the music. I'm getting really into it – this is one of my favorite songs after all – and I'm sure that, if anyone was watching, they would surmise that I am having a seizure or something like that. I couldn’t care less; I just let the music take total control and forget about the world as I bang on invisible drums and play wicked cords on a guitar that isn’t there. 
Oh yeah, this is definitely the best moment I've since waking up! It's great to unwind with a little music.
The song eventually ends and I open my eyes. Man that was relax– oh boy. Twilight, Fluttershy, and Rainbow Dash have all walked in while I was zoned out, and are now staring at me like I've lost my mind. Rarity, on the other hand, is still working. I doubt she would even care about what I was doing if she did look up. "Oh, hi there," I say in the most casual way I can muster – which, I must admit, isn't very casual.
It’s Rainbow Dash who tries to start a dialogue. "Uh, dude, are you okay?"
"Yeah, you looked like you were being attacked by invisible wasps," Twilight reinforces.
"Are you sick?” Fluttershy asks with worry. “Did something bite you?"
"No, no, nothing like that," I wave it all off. "I was just listening to my music." 
Twilight's eyes widen as if activated by a switch, and an excited look crosses her face that mirrors the one that she got when she saw my laptop at the hospital. "Music?! You have your music here?!"
"Well, yeah, since I just said I was listening to it."
She claps her front hooves together. "This is amazing! Who knows what kinds of styles that you listen to that we have no idea even exist! I bet I could learn a lot about both you and your culture by listening to some of your music!"
"I'll bet you could," I deadpan.
She pulls a quill and paper out of her backpack that she has resting on her back. "Then let’s listen to it!”
I'm a tad unnerved by the sheer unbridled curiosity, but I shrug it off and go through my computer to see if there is anything the three of them would like. I doubt that I have something all three will appreciate at the same time, but hey, you never know. "Well... this one here is my personal favorite song," I say as I click on the file. "It's easily one of the best of all time."
Twilight just claps in anticipation.
I take my headphones out of the jack, and the song begins. The opening guitar riff gets me lost in the melody almost instantly, and I begin playing the air guitar one more time. 
"He's doing that thing again," whispers Fluttershy, right before Twilight holds up her hoof to quiet her as she listens intently to the awesomeness that is Nirvana.
I'm pretty sure that the two who aren't engrossed in the music are giving me looks like I'm a complete nutter, but hey, if they don't like it, then they don't like it. They're free to be as wrong about their taste in music as they want. I become aware that Rarity has gotten up from – or finished – her work and is now listening to Teen Spirit with the rest of us. My convulsions, as I dance along, become more violent as the song comes to a close. I have long since stopped caring about what the other four think about what I’m doing. I have Nirvana to listen to, dang it!
However, the thrill passes once the song ends and, I become acutely aware that there still are, in fact, four ponies in the room who have watched this entire performance, and I’m quick to drop the pose. Sure enough, they don't seem to have any positive emotions about either the song or my singing along to it. Silence is the ruler of the room until Rarity speaks up. "What's wrong with you, darling?"
"What do you mean?" I reply indignantly.
"What I mean is, I have never seen such a garish display before! I can understand dancing to music, but that was… that was almost embarrassing to watch."
"Well I'll give you that one, I'm sure it was," I concede. "But what did you think about the song itself?" 
"Um...” Fluttershy looks at me uncomfortably, “what's libido?" 
D’oy! I wasn't quite prepared for that question. "Uh, I don't know," I lie. 
Rainbow Dash smirks at me. "I think you know full well what it means."
She gets a pointed look from me. "And do you?" 
She nods mischievously. "Oh yeah. It's one of those words that make immature sixth graders giggle when they hear it." 
Fluttershy’s eyes widen after a brief second of thought. "Oh... my..."
I clear my throat. "Okay, aside from that, what did you think?" 
Twilight has a scowl on her face that shows how deep in thought she currently is. "I don't know. I don't see how you can enjoy the song when you can't so much as understand the lead singer."
"I can understand it all right,” I retort. “It’s a matter of getting used to it. But that aside, I like it more for the tune, the instrumental part of it. What did you think of that?"
"It was very... loud," Fluttershy mutters.
"It was kinda cool, I guess," says Rainbow Dash with a shrug. "But nothing too amazing." 
I am about to explain to her that Kurt Cobain revolutionized the music industry with Smells Like Teen Spirit, thank you very much, when Rarity speaks up over me. "It was perfectly brutish, that’s what it was,” she declares snootily. “I'm not sure I want ‘music’ of that nature to be played in my house."
I glare at her. "It's my music, and I can listen to it in a way that only I can hear it. That said, I'll listen to it if, and when, I want to."
She shrugs. "Perhaps, but while you're here, I'm going to have to indoctrinate you with some of our best classical composers!"
"And I'll secretly indoctrinate you with Andrew W.K. and Deep Purple," I snark back.
"I doubt that, darling. You really need to absorb more classical culture."
A sarcastic smirk crosses my face. "I've watched The Great Train Robbery, does that count?"
"What's that?" Twilight asks.
"A movie," I respond without looking. "Now, Rarity, if we're going to tolerate each other, I–"
Twilight's face lights up again. "You have movies in your world too?"
I sigh and go back to rubbing my temples. "You're not going to stop asking me questions, are you?"
Twilight gets angry at that. "Well excuse me for being curious about a whole new culture that nopony’s ever had contact with before!"
"Yeah, but it's kind of overwhelming. I don't know how to describe what a movie is to you, and I don't think any examples I have on my computer are things that you would find enjoyable!"
"Like your music?" jabs Rarity.
"My music is awesome, thank you very much. But at any rate, I don't know how to answer a lot of stuff, Twilight. I can't describe my whole universe to you!"
Said unicorn looks down, muttering, "I'm not asking you to do that."
"I know you're not, but can't the interrogation wait until I feel good enough to give you decent answers? Give me a few days to get settled at least." 
Twilight sighs and nods. "Fair enough."
"Speaking of getting settled,” Rarity interrupts again, “I have some preliminary sketches of your new outfits. If you'll follow me, please."
My stomach clenches into a knot, but I follow her to my fashion-based doom regardless. It can't be any worse than what she made for Spike, can it? As I slowly trek forward, hoping hell will not be revealed, she uses her magic to levitate half a dozen pieces of paper in front of me. Slowly, I reach out and flip them over. 
I flinch physically at the first design. It’s… a bit too intricate for my tastes. The second is better, but it looks kind of like a watered down tuxedo, way too formal to use every day. 
I glance up at Rarity when a shift of her legs catches my eye. Wow, she’s so stressed out she looks like she's about to have a heart attack. I hold back the urge to roll my eyes at the melodrama and continue scanning her work. 
Design three is a simple combination of jeans and a simple t-shirt. I blink at it, not quite sure I'm seeing it correctly, or my brain is under self-suggestion after a few tacky outfits. I flip the paper around so Rarity can see the one I'm looking at. "It's just this?" I question. "No frilly designs or gaudy accessories?"
"I based it off of what you already have,” she answers nervously. “Is that not acceptable?” Her voice goes down some twenty decibels. “… Are none of them any good?"
I flip the paper back over again and scrutinize it a second time. Then, I nod. "I like this one. It's pretty much what I wore when I was back home."
Her eyes widen and she breathes a huge sigh of relief when she realizes I've just given at least one of her designs a thumbs up. "Oh, you can't believe how happy that makes me feel, darling!"
"It's mutual, let me assure you.”
"What about the rest of them?" she asks, now more curiously than anything. "Are they okay too?"
"Uh, let's just stick with this one. I prefer simpler clothes." Maybe I should keep my real opinions on that issue to myself…
"Very well," she says as she uses her magic to take the papers away from me, already scribbling on the sixth sheet.
"I'm glad we got that settled," Twilight says happily.
I agree. "I was worried, I must admit." And with good reason.
"Thank you for letting me know how much faith you put in me," says an annoyed Rarity.
"You're welcome." 
She rolls her eyes and gets back to work on my clothes. 
"I take it I'll have to get a job to pay you back?" I ask.
She waves a hoof. "No, of course not. I am the Element of Generosity, and my intention is to help. You certainly do not need to worry yourself about things of that nature."
"I really would rather pay you back," I insist. I don't quite want to risk owing this mare a favor.
"I really would rather that you didn't," she replies, a little more forcefully this time. 
My brow furrows and I look back at Twilight, who merely shrugs. What marvelous help she is…
"Well,” I finally say, “regardless, I’d like to get a job. After all, I can't lounge around all day and mooch off other people… or ponies."
Twilight frowns in thought. "I'm not totally sure where you could find employment."
“Oh! Oh!” Pinkie Pie chooses that exact moment to pop out of a nearby flower pot with a huge grin on her face. "How about working at Sugarcube Corner with me?!" she asks with an unnatural amount of unbridled enthusiasm.
I jump back with a loud yelp of shock at the sudden appearance of the hyperactive pony. Thanks to that maneuver, I lose my balance and fall to the floor with a loud crash, smacking my injured arm on the ground as I do. As pain shoots through my whole body, I let out a combination of swear words that I had perfected over the years. It was my go-to string of cusses, though I preferred to think of it as eloquent profanity.
However, my foul tongue earns the shock of the five ponies that were unfortunate enough to be in yelling range. They stare at me with their mouths hanging open as I rub my injured shoulder with an embarrassed grin. 
Pinkie Pie is the first to snap out of it. "Okay then," she says mildly, turning back to Twilight, her normal demeanor returning in an instant. "Like I was saying, he should totally come to work with me at Sugarcube Corner!"
"I don’t know, Pinkie Pie," says Twilight as she watches me slowly stand up, careful not to jostle my bones even more. "Does he even know how to bake?"
"I dunno," I say, "but the guy you’re talking about is standing right here, so maybe you should ask him directly." 
This doesn’t amuse Twilight. "Well then, do you?"
"Not in the slightest," I respond proudly. "I set cold cereal on fire the last time I made it."
"Really?" asks Rainbow Dash with surprise clear in her face.
"Well, not really," I answer, "but I do burn grilled cheese on a regular basis."
"Aw that's okay," Pinkie Pie dismisses the thought with a wave of her hoof. "These are cupcakes, not grilled cheese. I'm sure you'll do fine."
"No, no, what I'm saying is–"
"You start tomorrow!” she continues like I haven’t spoken. “I've already asked the Cakes about it, and they said they'd love to have you on our team!"
"But they know nothing about me!"
"I vouched for you.”
"... You know nothing about me either."
Pinkie gasps. "Of course I do!" she exclaims, slightly scandalized. "I know all about you, because my Pinkie Sense told me!"
"Y...your what?"
"My Pinkie Sense!" She bounces up and down happily as she explains. "Basically what happens is that I get random twitches in my body and they tell me different things. So, for example, if my eyes flutter, my tail straightens, and my appendix folds in like an accordion, that means that I'm gonna meet a trustworthy stranger!"
Appendix? "Oookay… And that happened today?"
She responds with a vigorous nod. “Yeppers-peppers! It happened right after I saw you in that hospital bed for the first time!"
"S...sure, whatever you say."
Her grin expands and she leans in uncomfortably close to me. "So you'll come in tomorrow?"
"Like I said, I can't–"
Pinkie giggles and waves my objections away. "That's when you learn things, silly, when you practice them because you don't know them!"
"Well yeah–"
"I betcha you'll be really good at it by the end of the day!"
I bite my lip and glance uneasily at the floor. "You've clearly never seen me burn orange juice before–"
"Come on, just try!" she implores.
"I–"
"Pretty please with a cherry on top!"
I groan, realizing already that she is going to be very insistent about this. “Fine," I mumble. I gotta learn how to set boundaries with these ponies, or else I'm gonna have a stroke.
Pinkie’s eyes widen with joy. "You'll come in tomorrow?" 
"Yeah," I grumble again. 
Then, to my surprise, she becomes solemn. "Pinkie Promise?"
"Yeah, sure, Pinkie Promise." I have no idea what a Pinkie Promise even is, but after seeing her jump out of a flower pot like that, I'm not too sure how much I want to know about the inner workings of this pony's mind.
The serious air vanishes from her as she replaces it with a face-splitting grin. "Okie dokie lokie! Try to be there before ten in the morning!"
"Sure thing."
"Excellent!" Twilight says approvingly. "That settles your job problem!"
"So it does," I sigh.
"So, this is turning out to be a pretty good day for you, huh?" says Pinkie Pie.
"Uh, no, it really hasn't. I still got ripped from my world today, and that kind of makes everything else a little... not as good." 
Pinkie Pie stares at me, perplexed expression, but soon she breaks out into that large grin of hers. "Just look at the bright side: you could have ended up in the middle of the Everfree Forest!"
Always look on the bright side of life… *whistle*
I look at my watch, another action that draws curious stares from the group, and see that it is nine-thirty PM. I don't normally go to bed this early, but... "Uh, I think I'm going to hit the hay now, guys. It's been a long day for me already, and I'm really gonna need the energy if I am actually going to spend all day burning cupcakes tomorrow."
"Okie dokie lokie!" says Pinkie Pie as she walks to the door. "See ya tomorrow!"
"Have a good night, dude," says Rainbow Dash, who then promptly flies out the door right after Pinkie Pie.
"We're sorry we ripped you into our world," Fluttershy whispers timidly. "We won't do it again."
What? "Yeah, uh... okay…" 
She flies up to me and nuzzles my arm before she, too, is off. Twilight is the last to leave. She stands where she is for a while, looking at me in a way that’s becoming increasingly awkward. "Can I help you with something?" 
Twilight shakes her head and sighs, looking mildly happy for some reason. "I'm sorry for staring, it's just that... well, my scholar part is really excited about all of this!” Oh, so that’s why. “I get the opportunity to learn about a whole new species with a whole new culture! How great is that?"
"I suppose..."
"But,” and then her mood plummets, “the other half of me is sad that you're here just because of everything that's happened to you. I would rather you be here of your own free will than by force of events."
"Same here, obviously," I agree. 
She nods politely and begins walking out the door, but midway through, she stops and turns around. "If there's anything you need, just let one of us know. We're here for you, TD. Remember that, okay?"
"Thanks, Twilight," I say with a wave, quietly hoping I won't have to ask them for things. I'm uncomfortable enough as it is staying in Rarity's house.
"Well, you better get to bed then," she says with a hint of advice. "You wouldn't want to sleep in too late and break your Pinkie Promise."
"I guess so." I briefly consider asking her what a Pinkie Promise even is, but I think I can figure it out based on the title. It's a promise to Pinkie Pie, simple as that. "Goodnight… I guess."
"Goodnight," she says with a smile. That said, she leaves.
I sigh and gather my stuff, moving it down to the basement to find the guest room. It’s already furnished and made up, so I assume Rarity has visitors every now and then. The bed seems to be a bit small, but nothing I can’t deal with. It has a plain purple comforter on it and two fluffy pillows at the head. The room itself is plain white, with a small nightstand on the left hand side of the bed. It's simple enough, really, which is strange considering who owns this place.
I lean the scooter next to the nightstand and put my computer on the furniture itself before I climb onto the bed. It's far more comfortable than it looks, which is nice. Way better than the hospital bed, at any rate.
As I close my eyes, my mind sluggishly begins to wonder if this is just a dream and if by falling asleep here, I'll wake up back home. It's kind of a comforting thought, but it’s pleasant enough to make me relax.

	
		YOU PINKIE PROMISED!!!



My brain wakes up before my eyes open, and I keep them shut as I try to gauge my surroundings. I had a theory last night that maybe this whole experience in Equestria was a total dream on my part and that, if I went to sleep here, I would wake up on Earth. So now that I've woken up, I try to get a feel for the environment I'm currently in.
Inhale… Exhale. No, the air doesn't smell of cows. Not a good sign. Granted, the air doesn't always smell like cows at home, anyway. 
I strain my ears to hear if there is any traffic going past my window. I hear nothing but birds chirping happily, welcoming the day. Again, not a good indicator of this being Earth.
I decide that I've had enough of playing this silly game and my eyes snap open. I gingerly sit up and discover that yes, I am still in Equestria, lying in the same small bed in the same plain guest room in the same house I went to sleep in. Dang it.
I give a disappointed grunt before reaching for my computer. Old habits die hard, it seems. I flip it open and move the mouse over to Firefox before I remember that, since this is Equestria, there’s no internet anywhere, no matter how hard I wish. I instead opt to pull up solitaire and music once more.
I take a second to fluff up my pillow before I glance at my watch. It’s nine oh-two AM; I have plenty of time for a little solitaire before my first day of failure at work. I'll just keep playing until I win and then I'll head right out. Simple as that, right? 
Except it isn't. 
I end up playing for a long time, something I realize when I glance at my watch after a while and see that it is thirteen past ten. Uh-oh, I should have been at work fifteen minutes ago. However, I have another dilemma: I haven't quite won at solitaire yet! I promised myself that I would win a game before I left, and that's just what I'm going to do. I mean, come on; it can't be too long before I win one! When I show up I can just say I got lost around town. No big deal. She won't know I broke my Pinkie Promise – whatever that even means – and I'll be on time tomorrow.
However, the more I play, the more I realize the amount of winnable hands in computer solitaire is a solid zero. I mean, my goodness, I cannot win for the life of me! The clock is ticking, and still no signs of winning. It's kind of getting frustrating to be honest.
However, all bad things do come to an end. I finally win a stupid game, though my losing streak means I’m over a thousand bucks in the red. Further proof that I should never have anything to do with real gambling. Man, I failed at this.
I shut the computer and stretch out. Hopefully I'm not so late that Pinkie Pie won't buy my 'got lost in town' excuse. I mean, how late can I...
ELEVEN FIFTY-SIX?!! 
My mouth drops open as I stare at the watch’s face, hoping it is off by a good two hours… even though I know it isn’t. Oh dear…
I get out of bed as fast as my sore arm will let me and jog up the stairs to the main level, hoping every step of the way that breaking a Pinkie Promise won't get me anything more humiliating than a scolding. Because come on, she's a character from a little girl's cartoon! How violent and sadistic can she be?
As I reach the top floor I see Rarity deeply engrossed in making something, which I realize means my shirts. It actually looks like she's completed one. Temporarily pushing my lateness aside, I go up to her. "Is that one of my shirts?" I ask, pointing towards the folded fabric resting on a chair. 
She looks up from her sewing machine and gives me a smile. "Indeed it is," she says. "I finished it just a few minutes ago." She lifts it up in the air with her magic, letting me see that it is a plain cotton, solid black t-shirt. "Here, try it on!"
I nab the shirt straight out of the air and put it on in a jiffy. It fits perfectly, and I nod happily to convey that to her. "Nice work. It fits perfectly."
"I'm happy to hear that, darling," she says, beaming. "I'm working on a few more right now, so I'm glad to see that I've got the measurements right." She turns back to her sewing machine and begins stitching another shirt. "So, how was your first day at work? Are you on a break right now or something?" 
I shift uncomfortably. "Uh, yeah, about that... I… kind of lost track of time and... haven't actually gone yet." 
As if by a button press, Rarity's pupils expand to the point where they are the only part of her eyes that I see. Her mouth drops open. “You...you broke a Pinkie Promise?" she asks in a horrified whisper. 
I scratch the back of my head a little nervously. "Uh, yeah, I guess I did." 
"What have you done?" she asks in the same terrified whispering, but even quieter.
"Uh..."
All of a sudden I hear a loud bang on Rarity's front door, one that suggests that the contents of the first through ninth circles of Hell are attempting to breach it in attempt to get to... guess who. Rarity's face contorts with fear, and she backs up into a corner until her rump touches the wall. My body agrees with her, backing away from the door all on its own. 
"What...what is that?" I ask.
"Pinkie Pie," Rarity whispers grimly.
"TD!!!!!" screeches a voice that is unmistakably Pinkie Pie's, but with a hint of Reagan from The Exorcist in there. 
I have to find a back exit. It's my only chance of survival. To my relief, I do see a back door to the building as soon as I enter Rarity’s kitchen. I don't hesitate to run through it, hoping that Pinkie Pie will focus on the front door for a while, and maybe even kill Rarity in my place if she succeeds in slamming it open. I really imagine that only the gruesome death of a sapient being will quench her bloodlust at this point.
Against my better judgment, I peek around the corner and see Pinkie Pie banging on the door of the boutique, hoping to gain entry so that she can rip out everything I hold dear. "I KNOW YOU'RE IN THERE!" she yells out, much louder than I thought a pony could. 
Since she’s so engrossed with the door, I should have time to escape my impending doom. Theoretically.
I silently turn around and tiptoe away, hoping that my movements will go unnoticed by Pinkie Pie. The minute that I feel I'm far enough away that she won’t hear a running man’s footsteps, I sprint off for all my legs are worth, towards anywhere but where the fluffy fuchsia-maned ball of fell fury stands waiting for me to turn myself in.
I have to get somewhere where Pinkie Pie won't find me… but where? Where can I go that she wouldn't dare follow? I already know that the answer is 'nowhere', as I'm pretty sure she would follow me into the Afterlife Express, just so that she could resurrect me to kill me again herself. 
The only option remaining to me is to hide somewhere until her wrath has subsided. Maybe then she’s calm enough to accept an apology.
During my sprint, I see a large tree house in the distance. My mind pulls open the “MLP:FiM information” file and it tells me that the tree house belongs to Twilight. That's it! She can hide me until Pinkie Pie stops hunting me! 
I immediately pick up my pace and rush towards my hypothesized sanctuary. When I arrive, I bang on the door several times, hoping that Twilight is home, and I’m rewarded when the unicorn in question opens the door, greeting me with a smile. "Oh, hey, TD! How are you doing to–" 
I don't bother to let her finish her greeting. Instead, I nudge her aside and run into her house. 
I know it's rude but hey, it's that or death.
Twilight follows me, shutting her door behind me after she turns. "What's wrong?" she asks in a tone that's half worried, half irritated.
"You gotta hide me!" I breathed out. "I think I'm in terrible danger!" 
She immediately takes on a tenser stance. "What?! What happened?"
Before I can answer, the very incarnation of infernal fury pops out of one of the bookshelves. I jump back with an undignified scream as Pinkie Pie lands on the floor in front of me. 
"YOU PINKIE PROMISED!!!"
With a second yell I scamper back towards the door of the tree house, without so much as bothering to turn around and look – I know she's behind me, breathing down my neck while she can’t sink her fangs into it. Metaphorical fangs, but still. I’m more determined than ever to give her a workout for that, though, I assure you. 
Outside, I only pause to slam the door behind me in the – probably vain – hope that it will delay Pinkie Pie for a few precious seconds. Since I don't hear her behind me after I don’t know how long running like a fugitive, it seems like it worked. 
Oh good gracious, I'm never going to break a Pinkie Promise again if I ever get out of this alive... which I won't if she catches me.
I continue running for minutes more, until I see what appears to be some kind of farm in front of me, which I recognize as the abode of Applejack. Sweet Apple something or other, I'm not too sure of the name. It doesn't actually matter to me at this point. I'm only interested in it for the theoretical sanctuary it provides.
I run through the main entrance of the farm and spot a house a small distance in front of me. Perfect. Now, normally, I'd hate breaking into a stranger’s house, but self-preservation is a very convincing factor at the moment, and so I have no trouble running in. There’s still the ever-present feeling that Pinkie Pie is right behind me, even though I can't see her. I have to find somewhere to hide in here, and fast!
I run up the stairs of the house, to the floor where all of the rooms seem to be. I randomly pick a room and fling it open. Great, it's empty! The bed is large enough for me to hide under, and that's exactly what I do: I dive under it and curl up into as small a ball as I can, hoping, praying, imploring for Pinkie Pie not to have followed me this far.
 "Dear lord, I am heartily sorry for having offended thee. Please send thy angels to protect me, your humble servant TD Harrison Powell, from the wrath of the evil one. I do offer up this humble prayer in the hopes that you will protect your flock from–"
My mutterings are interrupted when I hear the door to the house bang open. I am relieved to hear Applejack talking. Maybe it's just her.
"Now slow down there sugar cube and just tell me what happened."
"He broke it, he broke his Pinkie Promise!" Reagan MacPinkie Pie yells.  
I can hear Applejack gasp in shock. "He didn't!" 
It horrifies me to hear their voices get louder as their hoofsteps clack on the stairs.
"He Pinkie Promised he would be at Sugarcube Corner at ten in the morning, and he didn't show up!"
I'm never going to play solitaire ever again if I make it out of this. Even with real cards.
"You sure he's here?" 
I hear the door to the room open up. Oh no, oh no, oh no.
"He's in here somewhere. I can feel him, he's definitely here."
I cover my mouth with one hand, hoping that they won't be able to hear my breathing from under the bed. My pupils dilate when I see four bright pink legs standing in front of the bed. Oh gosh, she's going to look under the bed.
"Ah don't think he's in here sugar cube," Applejack tries to placate her. Yes, good, talk her out of this! "Maybe he's somewhere else."
"Just give me a second to check under the bed.” 
Oh dear.
Sure enough, a furious pink head shows up mere inches from mine. Its eyes drill a new hole in my very soul. "I found him!" she hollers triumphantly.
I immediately crawl out from under the bed as fast as I can, hoping that maybe there will be a window in the room that I can jump out of. Yes, I'm perfectly willing to take my chances with gravity over Pinkie. However, as I stand up, I find myself blocked by the mare herself. "There is no escape," she snarls, venom dripping from every word. "You broke a Pinkie Promise!"
I look up at Applejack, who seems just as afraid as I am. She has even taken off her hat and is now holding it close to her chest. It’s clear that I am left to face my fate alone. I back into a corner, and Pinkie advances with every step back that I take. 
This is the end, I'm sure of it.
"Nopony breaks a Pinkie Promise!"
My back hits the wall, and I know I'm trapped. "Uh... uh..." 
"Nopony!"
"Y...yeah, nopony," I whimper. "...please don't kill me."
For a brief moment, her expression changes to mild bewilderment. Then she looks angry again. "I'm not gonna kill you, I want you to apologize!" she says a lot more calmly than before. 
As you might expect, I'm taken aback by this. "Okay... how do you want me to do that? Do you want me to chop off a finger, or commit ritual suicide or what?" I ask very seriously.
Now Pinkie does look dumbfounded… and a bit green in the face. I take that as a good sign. "I don't know how you apologize in your world, TD, but here we say 'I'm sorry'!"
"That's it? You don't want to see me in any physical or psychological pain?"
Aaand she’s mad again. "APOLOGIZE!!!"
I flinch. "I'm sorry, alright?! I’m sorry! I lost track of time!"
Her face comes uncomfortably close to mine. "Do you mean that?" she asks, this time quietly. 
It doesn’t help my panic.
"Of course I mean it!" I insist. "Why wouldn't I?"
Pinkie Pie's eyes narrow so much, I'm pretty sure that she's still going to kill me right here in front of Applejack with just her glare. I won’t be the only one, either: Applejack is herself about to at least pass out. 
However, to my utter astonishment, the rage melts off from Pinkie Pie's face, replaced by her trademark grin. "Okie Dokie Loki! Apology accepted!" 
I dunno if I am more unnerved about her sudden change in mood than her anger. The two are in a tie. “That's it? You're not mad at me anymore?" I ask, hardly able to believe this pony.
"Of course not, silly!" she says happily. "You apologized, didn't you? If a pony is really truly sorry, then you're supposed to forgive them! We don't want hard feelings between us, right?" 
I shake my head vigorously. Never, under any circumstances, will I ever do anything to piss her off ever again. 
"Now that’s enough of that, we have some baking to do!" With that, she turns around and bounces out the door of the room, leaving Applejack and I to stare at her retreating form. Both of us only move when we hear the door to the house slam shut downstairs.
"So... just what happened exactly?" I ask. "I didn't expect such a sudden mood change from her." 
Applejack snaps out of her own stupor, shakes her head and clears her throat. "It's just Pinkie Pie bein' Pinkie Pie."
"But that doesn't make any–"
"Ah have to get back to the orchards now," she states flatly. "You too, best be goin' on to Sugarcube Corner. I don't fancy the thought of you keepin' her waitin', not after what just happened.” She shrugs. “Who knows? This may not be over."
"You don't know for sure?" 
She shakes her head. "Nopony knows. Nopony around here would ever dare outright break a Pinkie Promise."
"Gee, I wonder why…" 
Applejack gives me a faint little smile and walks out of the room. I follow closely behind her, with every intention of getting to Sugarcube Corner as fast as I reasonably can.
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Pinkie Promises.
Oh good gracious, Pinkie Promises are going to kill me one of these days. Very soon, as a matter of fact. I mean, holy cow was that pony out for blood. I don't think even for a minute that she's done with me, not by a long shot. I'll be begging for death before the end, and she still won't lead me to its sweet embrace until she is good and satisfied. That begs the question of whether or not I should still go to Sugarcube Corner today. I mean, why go willingly to my doom if I can avoid it? 
Still, she is a character from a little girl's show, so how insane can she really be? It's not like she has split-personality disorder or anything; that would be ridiculous!
Walking through town, I notice that the stares are coming back again. If anything, they're worse, because I don't have the Mane Six around to deflect them. Oh, and let's not forget the whispers too. 
“What is that thing?”
“What's he doing here?” 
"Is he dangerous?”
“I just follow the crowd!”
Yeah, that kind of thing. I admit I'm at a loss for what to do about it. I mean, I can see where they're coming from: nothing like me has been in their town before. I would have a reaction like this myself if an alien started living around my neighborhood.
On the other hand, though, it's kind of rude to stare!
I glance around me at all of the ponies who are staring at me. Like before, they have all dropped all they were doing in favor of watching me. Seriously, it’s getting kind of annoying here! 
Okay, you know what? Pinkie Pie can wait. I have an example to set here. I look around to see who is staring at me the hardest, and my eyes land on a light-green unicorn with a harp on her flank. Her eyes are so wide that they're about to roll out of their sockets. 
I grin to myself. Bingo.
A quick change of direction and I’m walking up to her. She sees me coming, her eyes widening that much more as the idea sinks in, and she looks around as if expecting somebody to come help her. I have her now; she's not getting away until I've made her feel really uncomfortable for staring. She continues to look wildly around her, but nobody comes. They're all too busy watching me with their breaths held. 
Having to hold back a chuckle at the look of sheer terror or her face, I come to a halt directly in front of the unicorn. She only has eyes for me now, and for a second, the two of us stare at each other, unblinking and unmoving. 
"Hi there," I say casually, suddenly breaking the face-off. 
The pony flinches back as if I've struck her, but she doesn't run. She simply continues scrutinizing me with those wide eyes of hers. 
"Why are you staring at me?" I've decided to be blunt with these ponies. We’re getting nowhere as it is. 
In response, she shakily raises a hoof to point at my hands. "W-what are those?" she asks in an awed whisper. 
I frown and look down at my hands. Shouldn't she know what they are? I mean, doesn't Twilight's buddy have them? "Uh... hands," I respond simply, stretching and flexing my fingers in front of her.
"Hands," she repeats slowly, almost munching on the word.
"Yeah, hands." You know, I've started kind of regretting coming up to this one. Maybe she's the town sociopath and I've just reserved myself a spot in her fridge. 
The situation goes from bad to worse when she suddenly lunges out and grabs my right hand between her hooves. I try to pull away, but her grip is surprisingly strong. 
Wait, grip? How can she be gripping me?! she doesn't even have fingers!
"You have hands." Her voice is loving, and not in a good way. In fact, it’s pretty creepy.
"Yes I do," I repeat, trying to pull away from this madpony. "Now can I have this one back?"
"Hands…" she sighs. "Aren't they the most beautiful thing you've ever seen?"
What the heck is her problem? Why is she so obsessed with my hands?
I finally get fed up and shout, "Seriously, can I have my freaking hand back?!" 
Thankfully she seems to snap out of her reverie at that, and she lets go. I stumble back a bit so as to keep my hands out of her reach, and she seems to realize what she's done. A look of horror crosses her expression. "Oh... erm..." And with that, the unicorn runs off. She does screech her hooves against the ground briefly so that she can get one last gawk at me, but after that, she’s off on her way.
Dude... what the heck just happened? 
I stare at the retreating pony, silently promising myself to never do anything like that ever again, then I turn around myself towards Sugarcube Corner. As soon as the bakery comes into view, my thoughts of the odd unicorn get punted out of my mind. Holy cow, this place looks like a real, giant gingerbread house, with a cupcake on top. Pinkie Pie works lives in a gingerbread bakery with the Cakes. No wonder she seems to be on a sugar high all the time, she practically has roots on the stuff! 
Hm… If I were to hazard a guess, it would be that Pinkie lives inside the cupcake. It just suits her.
I walk up to the door and see that the building is actually empty and dark. In fact, the building looks... closed. Wait, why would it be closed if I'm supposed to be here? Did my incident with that weird unicorn take longer than I thought, and Pinkie's given up on me coming by? No, she wouldn't drag me down from the ends of the Earth to this place just to slam the door in my face. 
I test the door and find that it is unlocked, so I suppose I’m still ‘invited’ and come inside. One look around the dark bakery and I almost have a sugar overload right then and there: for one, the smell alone is so sugary sweet that I can feel my arteries clogging up to ‘fatal heart attack’ levels. One display case near a counter has icing in it. That's it, just gigantic towers of icing. I imagine that there is, in fact, some sort of pastry-like construct underneath said icing, but Lord knows I would need a funded expedition and top-of-the-line digging tools to find it. 
How are none of these ponies dead from pure sugar overdose if Pinkie Pie makes stuff like this here? Seriously!
Oh, speak of the devil... Pinkie Pie walks down the stairs from where I presume is her room and sees me standing there having a mental sucrose overload. She widens her trademark smile and begins bouncing up and down. "Yay, you're here! I've been waiting aaaaaall day!" says the jumping pony.
"Sorry if I'm a little late, Pinkie. I ran into some townspe... ponies that kept me for a bit," I apologize.
Pinkie giggles and responds in a gleefully reassuring tone, "Oh that's ok, you're here now. What's a few more minutes? I've been sooo excited here thinking about all the fun stuff we're gonna do, I haven't stopped bouncing since I woke up! I've almost forgotten to breathe I've been so happy."
Well, that isn't creepy and ominous at all, is it? What on Earth could she possibly have planned that could be so exciting that she can hardly breathe? What sense is there in that? 
Maybe I should be a little more nervous.
"So,” Pinkie tosses my train of thought off its rails, “you ready to get started, TD? I've got everything all ready!"
I try to get a little more psyched up about this. I mean, maybe this could be fun, right? On the other hand, she could murder me here in retribution for the failed Pinkie Promise, so that no one else finds out. Maybe that's part of her code.
"That's cool," is my final answer. Better go with the flow, I suppose. “So what do you have planned?"
"MAKING CUPCAKES!" Pinkie happily announces.
"Baking?" I repeat timidly. "Pinkie Pie, I've told you I'm no good at baking. You should hear about my last time."
“Oh, that’s not a problem at all. I only need your help making them. I’ll be doing most of the work,” Pinkie explains.
I think about it for a second. “Well, alright, I guess that’s OK. What exactly do you need me to do?” 
"That's the spirit! Here you go." 
She hands me a cupcake with rainbow icing. I look at it without understanding the joke. "I thought I was helping you bake."
"You will be,” she reaffirms it. “I just made this one just for you before you got here."
I nod. "So, this is like taste testing or something?"
"Sorta." 
I shrug and pop the cupcake in my mouth. Huh, it actually isn't all that bad… Although, there is a weird flavor in there that I can't quite pinpoint. “Okay, now what?" I ask when my mouth is free.
"Now we’ll go to the basement. If you're gonna be working here, you’re gonna need to know the super-secret ingredient for my Equestria-famous cupcakes!"
"Uh... okay…" Ugh, who turned on the heat? It suddenly feels like it's eight hundred Celsius in here! As I follow Pinkie Pie towards the basement, I shake my head to regain some clarity, to little success. 
She bounces, unfazed, towards a trapdoor  hiding the stairs to the lower level. "Nopony but me ever comes down here, so even the Cakes don’t know what the super-special ingredient is! I'm not too sure how much longer I can keep the secret from them, though."
"Uh-huh," I agree, a little out of it. I'm beginning to feel the strength in my legs fade away; each step presents a new challenge. I almost feel like throwing up, but my throat is so clogged, even my breathing is beginning to become more labored; I don’t think anything would come out even if I wanted to barf. 
Lord Almighty, what did this pony put in that cupcake?!
"Come on down!" Pinkie calls me from the stairs. Wait, why are there two sets of stairs? Why are there two trapdoors? Am I seeing double? What did she put in that thiiiing…? 
I stumble but force myself to stand back up, hoping this is just a spell. It’s got to be.
"You coming or what?" I hear Pinkie Pie ask. Her voice… it seems so far away, like she's shouting it at me from several towns over.
"Uhbrhluh," I utter as I begin to step down to her level. If I can get her to see my state, maybe she'll help me out a bit, yeah?
As I reach the bottom stair, my leg falters completely and I collapse ungracefully on the floor. "Pinkiiie…" I slur weakly. As my vision blurs, I weakly raise my hand up towards the ceiling. 
Black.
*  *  *  *

After who knows how long, my eyes gingerly flutter open.  I feel my jaw hanging open dumbly. It takes me quite an effort to close it. 
What just happened to me? I remember eating a cupcake… and after that, everything just went south. Pinkie drugged me, didn't she?! I should have known it!
I become aware that I’m lying on a cold metal table, still in the basement. I can't move my arms and legs… 
… why can't I move my arms and legs?!
"Pinkie," I try to say. My voice comes out syrupy.
"Goody, you're awake!" a familiar hyperactive voice responds to my right. it's not as enthusiastic as before, but it's no less high-pitched.
"What happened? Why can't I move? What's going on?" Why does it have to be so hard to talk, darn it?!
"I believe that's my department," says another familiar voice to my left.
I sluggishly turn my head to the left and find out that the one who just spoke is the stallion doctor that treated me at the hospital. He gives me an amused smirk. "You know, we really should stop seeing each other like this."
"What happened?" I ask again. "Why am I on the table like this?"
"Pinkie put you there," said the doctor. "She didn't see you lying on the basement floor as a good thing."
"Okay... so what happened?" I ask for the third time. 
The doctor looks at Pinkie Pie, and I do the same. To my astonishment, she is staring at me, with a look of horror etched on her face. "P...Pinkie?"
"I'm so sorry," she mutters. "I didn't... I didn't know!" 
With that, she rushes over to me, wraps her forelegs around me and begins sobbing violently. 
Oh good, I hadn't showered yet today anyway.
Despite my confusion I pat Pinkie Pie's head. She's still crying hysterically into my chest, soaking my new shirt, and it doesn’t look like she’s going to calm down by herself anytime soon. Guess it falls on me to soothe her somehow. "Ugh... Pinkie, listen: whatever you did, I forgive you for it." This had better work. 
Her head shoots up, and I get stared at by a pair of wide, watery eyes. "You do?"
"Yes, I do," I nod weakly. "But, um... you better tell me what you did wrong first." 
She wipes her eyes, sniffling as she does so. "I... I put hay sprinkles in the cupcake I gave you,” she explains with a frail voice. “It's just such a common ingredient in pony food that I didn't think anything of it. It was just for a dash of extra flavor!" 
I turn to the doctor. "Is that all?" 
He nods. "It seems like you have quite the allergy to hay, my friend. Frankly, if your friend here hadn't come and gotten me right away, I'm not sure you'd be alive right now. It was the worst case of glottis edema I’ve ever seen in my career."
I frown and look back at Pinkie Pie. "You saved my life?" 
She nods. 
"Whoa," I utter quietly.
"Whoa indeed," the stallion says with a smile, before he begins walking back towards the basement stairs. "I have to go now, TD, but you should be fine. I gave you an epinephrine shot for the reaction, and you’ve been stable for a while, so I don’t think it’ll come back. Though I'd avoid foods with hay in them myself from now on."
"Will do doc," I say gingerly as I sit up. 
The doctor nods once. "By the way, your arm is healing up quite nicely. You shouldn't feel any pain after another day or two if you don’t go to lengths to really aggravate it. It should be fully healed a few days after that."
"Really? That fast?"
"It is amazing what we can do with magic these days, isn't it?" he jokes with a wink. "The healing process goes much faster with a good spell."
"Well, whaddya know…" I mutter in awe.
"I have to get going now," he repeated. "I hope to see you again under better circumstances, Mr. Powell."
"TD is fine," I toss back dismissively. "Mr. Powell is my father."
The doctor smirks in amusement one final time before he leaves our company. I gingerly stand up off of the table; it takes a few seconds for me to regain my balance. 
Pinkie Pie is immediately at my side, offering her back for me to support myself on, but thankfully, I don't have to. I'm not even sure if she could keep me up if I collapsed again. "Are you okay?" she asks. 
I nod while stretching my legs. Whatever was in that shot pretty much got me back to a hundred percent. "I'm doing fine now." After making sure I won’t trip over my own stiff feet, I take a few moments to look around the basement, trying to get a clue of what it is we came down here for. "So... what's the secret ingredient?" 
Pinkie Pie's eyes light up and she beckons me closer. I lean down and she puts her muzzle right next to my ear. "Sodium and iron enriched flour with a hint of red dye number seventeen."
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"You're doing a great job, TD! This batch was much better than the last six!"
"Right." Well, it's technically true. Yeah, the first batch wasn't amazing, but I have been steadily improving under Pinkie Pie's watchful eye. Sure, they aren't nearly as good as the ones that she has been making, and I don't quite have the flair for multi-tasking that she does, but they're, at the very least, passably edible. 
Pinkie Pie begins icing the cupcakes while I start gathering ingredients together for some more. Based on what Pinkie has been telling me, Sugarcube Corner sees a lot of business, so we're going to need a lot of them. However, she stops me before I can.
"Actually, TD, we're about to open." Pinkie begins scooping icing into a plastic bag. "If you could start working the cash register that would be superrific!"
I nod and put the mixing bowl down. "Yeah, I can do that."
"Goody!” She grins. “I've left a note by the cash register detailing all of the prices, so you shouldn't have any problems there. Let me know if you need anything!"
"Sure."
With that, I exit the kitchen and walk up to the counter. There is already a line of ponies eagerly awaiting their next fructosian assault. 
Before I beckon the first pony towards me, I take a deep breath and crack my neck. Let's get dangerous. "Hello and welcome to Sugarcube Corner! What can I get for you?" I ask, trying to be as polite and friendly as possible.
Instantly, as each of the roughly one dozen ponies in line realizes that there is something strange behind the counter, the cozy atmosphere blows out like a burned out lamp. The staring picks back up from before, and I'm left there, standing like a carnival’s freak show star doing a surprise number on the main tent. "That wasn't a rhetorical question, you know," I say to the pony in front of me, a cream-colored earth pony mare. 
Her mouth quivers a bit, but she cannot say a thing. It’s like her brain has stalled. 
With a sigh and a brief massage of my temples, I decide 'screw it' and stand up on a nearby table. It's time for a little speech. "Alright, you primitive screwheads, listen up! I am a HUMAN!" I end up causing the crowd to jump a foot back. "I was brought here from an alternate dimension when your Princess’ tampering with magic ended up ripping me from my world and dropping me into yours. I am not a dangerous creature, a cruel warlord or a fearsome warrior; I am just a normal person. 
“My name is TD Powell, but you can all just call me TD, and if you have any questions about that, just ask me. I'll be working here at Sugarcube Corner until further notice, so that's why I'm here right now. If any of you know any black magic or any other way to get me back to my world, please speak up. Otherwise..." At that point I hop off the table and back behind the counter. "...What can I get for you?"
The crowd is silent for a few awkward seconds, until the mare at the front end of the line snaps out of it. "… just a vanilla cupcake with chocolate icing." 
I nod at the request and pull the corresponding pastry from under the counter. She pays for it and leaves without another word. 
I grin to myself. That wasn't so hard, was it? "Okay, then, who's the next customer?"
*  *  *  *  

I huff out a tired sigh as I flip the light switch to the main room of Sugarcube Corner. It's been a long day. I don't think most bronies can even begin to imagine how popular this venue is during dinner rush. I mean, the line was out the door and extending all the way back to Twilight's house… or so I think. It's not like I could see the end of the line from behind the counter, so that’s not a very wild guess.
At any rate, the half-day in which I was chased down by pink rage incarnate, was given a tainted cupcake by said rage, and worked with her at the bakery was far more taxing and demanding than my old job at the good ol' Mac and Don's Steak House, as my family jokingly called it. I am quite ready for a good night's sleep.
The clock tower chimes 10 PM exactly at the time I begin sweeping the floor. Man I can't wait to get out of here… but with Pinkie Pie cleaning up in the kitchen, it’s better than closing down in my old job. That one took a little more of a while.
I neatly sweep the pile of dirt that has accumulated during the day into the dustpan right as the front door of the bakery opens. I groan a bit. I’ve had to tell at least half a dozen ponies that we are closed so far. 
I straighten up to greet the new intruders, leaning the broom against a table. "'sup, guys. We’re closed for today, so if you could come back tomorrow…" 
The ponies in question turn out to be a duo of earth ponies, each with a sleeping young pony lying on their backs – foals, that’s what they call them, or something like that. I’m not sure. "Erm, good evening… sir," the male hesitantly says to me. "I'm Carrot Cake, and may I ask why you’re cleaning my home?"
Wait a second: Cakes? "Oh!" I rush to dump out the dustpan. Gotta make sure things look the best for the bosses! "H-hi there, I'm TD. Pinkie talked about me working here… remember?"
I extend a hand, and Mr. Cake hesitantly shakes it. The two of them are looking at me with an uncomfortable degree of uncertainty.  Best to call in the backup. "Hey, Pinkie Pie! The Cakes are here!" 
There’s a squeal of delight, followed by several animated bouncing noises as she exits the kitchen, with her usual gigantic grin on her face. Somehow, it widens when she sees the family. "Goody goody, you're all here! How was your day off?"
"It was fine, dearie. The twins had a delightful time, and we did as well," Mrs. Cake explains. Her small talk is a bit forced – she's nervous around me, I can already tell. Actually, that goes for both of them.
"Isn't that wonderful?" Pinkie leans in to examine one of the sleeping foals. "I'll bet they're both really tired out."
"Yes, Pinkie," Mr. Cake whispered, "and we really would appreciate it if–"
Aaaand he’s cut off by a baby noise. There we go, she woke them up. I flinch back, expecting to hear an ear-piercing shriek split the air…
… but there is none. Instead, the duo seems rather happy, now circling Pinkie and giggling like maniacs, something they share with Pinkie. The three rational adults stare at the giggle trio until one of the foals, the pegasus one, notices me and stops in his tracks. He stares at me with wide curious eyes, and I stare back, half expecting him to pounce on me.
I become aware that the whole room is pin-drop silent now, with everybody else watching my face-off with the baby. I feel like I should reach for a gun or something; it’s like he's going to draw at any moment.
He doesn't draw a gun, but his wings do flap out, and I take a step back as he takes flight. He comes up really close to my face, leaving me to I return his suddenly very, very close quarters gaze. 
The words of Quint flash through my mind, perfectly describing this baby pony (with a few small alterations): ‘And, you know, the thing about a baby pony... he's got lifeless eyes. Black eyes. Like a doll's eyes. When he comes at ya, doesn't seem to be living... until he bites ya, and those black eyes roll over white, and then... ah, then you hear that terrible, high-pitched screamin'. The floor turns red, and despite all the poundin' and the hollerin', they all come in and they... rip you to pieces.’
Yep, that's what went through my mind while I look into the eyes of this young child. I can't even imagine what it would be like if he was indeed evil. Maybe then I can dye his body black and hide him in a dark room somewhere. 
No, that would be wrong. Funny, but wrong.
Feeling a little uncomfortable from being under the piercingly judgmental scrutiny of this tiny little thing that probably isn't even sure what his own name is – not that I am either –, I begin to cautiously back away. 
To my horror, not only does the boy follow me, but his sister levitates herself towards me, and now I have two pairs of lifeless eyes to contend with. "Uh... hi?" I say quietly, hoping that trying some verbal communication will work in my favor. 
It does nothing to faze them. 
I glance worriedly over at the Cakes. "Do something!" I hiss to them through clenched teeth. 
Thankfully, that snaps them both out of their own contemplations, and they grab the twins out of the air. "Now now, Pound Cake, it's rude to stare," Mr. Cake the pony he caught. 
Tad hypocritical, don’tcha think, boss?
Mrs. Cake nods in approval of her husband’s words. "We do not stare at strangers, Pumpkin Cake." 
Yes you do, I've seen you both do it. I've seen this whole town do it! It's practically tradition!
"We're sorry about that," my stallion boss mutters contritely. 
I just shake my head and shrug – it’s not like there’s anything else for me to really say or do. He nods back to me and the duo walks up the stairs to put the two of them to bed.
"That was weird," I comment to Pinkie when the Cakes are done climbing. "Do they always to that?"
"Do what? Stare?"
"Yeah. In fact, does the town always stare like that?"
"Well, sometimes, I guess" she shrugs. "I take it that was why you referenced Army of Darkness earlier today?"
I begin to nod, but stop hallway through as the penny drops. She just returns my gaping at her with her trademark happy face. "H...How do you know what Army of Darkness is?" 
"Ooh, have you met Gummy yet?" she interrupts. "I think you two would be the best of friends!" 
Aaaand she's moved on. I really can't see Pinkie Pie as the kind of pony that can be forced back onto another topic, so I decide to let the issue drop just as the Cakes walk back downstairs. "Are the twins asleep?" Pinkie asks. 
Mr. Cake nods. "Out like a light, the both of them. Thank Celestia." He sighs. "They'll hopefully sleep through the night…"
"I know that feeling," I speak out. " I'll probably sleep through all of tonight myself." 
The stallion smirks in amusement. "It gets worse when you get foals of your own." He stretches out and yawns. "Well, I'm headed off to bed too. Pinkie, are you still okay to babysit tomorrow?" 
Pinkie's eyes widen and she lets out a dramatic gasp. "Oh my gosh, I completely forgot about that! I Pinkie Promised Fluttershy that I'd help her with her animals tomorrow!"
The eyes of both Cakes go wide as well. Apparently having no babysitters is a real big deal for them. "B-but who's going to watch the foals?!"
“Hmmm...” Pinke rubs her chin dramatically, complete with looking up at the ceiling with a one-eyebrow scowl. Two seconds later, that pensive moment is broken when she breaks into a proud grin "Ah-ha, I know! TD can do it!" 
I jump back a bit when I see that she's pointing to me. "Wha... Me?!"
"You!" Pinkie Pie replies with an energetic nod.
Oh no, oh no, this is not good... "But I don't know anything about babysitting kids!"
"It'd only be for two hours and they'd probably be asleep through all of it." 
I, in turn, gape at Mr. Cake, who seems surprisingly okay with the idea of a stranger from an alternate dimension watching his children for someone who was distressed just being in said stranger's presence. Pinkie Vouches have a lot of weight, apparently.
"But–"
Pinkie nudges my shoulder. "Aw, come on, you'll be fine!"
"But..." I'm not going to get out of this, am I? I groan and facepalm, but nod all the same. At least I have nothing else to do that day. "Fine," I mumble with pause.
"Awesome!" Pinkie Pie cheers. "I know you'll do just great!"
"Uh-huh..." I reply, catching a glance of the dark sky outside. "Uh, look, I gotta go now, but I'll see you guys tomorrow, yeah?" 
The three ponies nod happily, and with that settled, I walk out of the shop. As I trudge down the dark streets towards Rarity's house, I begin to wonder if there isn't something that I could have done to get me out of watching the kids. I mean, I'm good with kids and all, but not kids that young. I'm an Elementary Ed major, not a preschool teacher.
I sigh as the boutique comes into view. "Who knows though," I mumble to myself. "Maybe it won't be so bad."

			Author's Notes: 
(1Editor’s note: I added “Fructosian” to my computer’s dictionary. Quite surprised it isn’t a real word yet.)


	
		The Cake Twins



"I'm telling you, these aren't going to be as good as Pinkie's!"
"Honestly, darling, they can't be all that bad! Besides, if you're going to be working at Sugarcube Corner, it's imperative that you learn how to bake."
As Rarity and I look at the tray of practice cupcakes that I have pulled out of the oven, I begin to wonder how much I'm improving. "Look, I know these ones aren't burnt, but that doesn't mean they're suddenly amazing."
"Oh, come now, darling," Rarity says lightly as she levitates a cupcake over to her. "I'm sure they're perfectly delightful." 
I watch uneasily as she takes a very classy bite out of my recent attempt. She freezes, and slowly chews the bite of cupcake before swallowing. Her face is expressionless, which makes me nervous. "Uh, Rarity... are you okay?"
She doesn't respond. She only levitates one of my cupcakes over to me. I sigh and, realizing that I'm not getting out of it, take a bite.
Huh... not half bad.
I look over at Rarity who has actually finished the entire cupcake, and is smirking at me. "See? With enough practice, you can actually succeed." 
I snort and roll my eyes. "I'm sure there's a friendship letter in there, or something like that."
Rarity returns my snort and glances up at the clock. "Well, now, TD, it's time for you to go, at any rate. Do be sure to be careful when watching the Cakes. I heard they made Pinkie Pie cry the first time she watched them."
My mouth drops open at this new development. Maybe agreeing to watch them was not a great idea. "Uh... so would you have any advice on dealing with them?" 
Rarity shakes her head as she puts the dishes in the sink. "Honestly, no. I've never actually done it myself. Pinkie Pie said something about flour, but I don't know what she was talking about."
I frown and tilt my head a little. "She told you her secret ingredient?"
"No, she just said something about how the twins like something about it. You know yourself she isn't exactly the clearest communicator around, yes?"
"Ah..." I shrug in acceptance and peek around at the mess I made in making my practice cupcakes before turning back to Rarity. "You can just leave this and I'll clean it up when I get back."
"Oh, nonsense," she replies, waving a hoof as her horn glows, already sweeping up the remains of the experiment. "You go and watch the Cakes; I'll deal with this."
I would argue but I wasn’t running a little late. So, with that said and done, I rush out the door – only stopping briefly to change shirts – towards the confectionery.
The walk over is much faster now that I am not calling ponies out on bad behavior. Even with my recently aggravated arm, it takes me no more than fifteen minutes from ‘home’ to the job; in fact, it’s more than enough time for the trip. At any rate, I make it early enough that I get to merely lean against a counter, watching the goings on in the bakery. The Cakes are baking something or other in one oven, and Pinkie Pie is baking cupcakes for the day in the other. 
I'd help, but the wholly justified 'I know what my nightmares would taste like' crack convinces me of the contrary.
"Now, TD, are you sure you know how to take care of foals?" Mr. Cake asks as he rushes around, trying to figure out what goes where for some order or another.
"I already said I don't, but practice makes perfect, right?"
It’s enough for Mr. Cake to screech to a halt and give me a look of sheer appall.
"It'll be fine, dearie," tranquilizes Mrs. Cake. "We'll only be gone two hours; the twins should be asleep for all of it."
"Exactly," Pinkie Pie, who just finished putting a batch of cupcakes in the oven and is bouncing over to join the conversation, pipes in. "He'll do fine!"
"If you girls say so." I shrug. "Anyway, when should I take the cupcakes out?"
"The timer should go off in about twenty minutes,” answers Pinkie. “Be sure to take them out right when it does!"
"Twenty minutes...” Mr. Cake repeats. His pupils shrink. “Twenty minutes! Honey bun, we have to be there in twenty minutes!"
Panic mode. Yeah, that's the only term I can use to describe the state both Cakes are in right now. I don't think I've ever seen a duo load so many cake tiers and so many cake boxes in the span of thirty seconds! They’re out the door before Pinkie Pie can so much as say goodbye.
"Well, that was interesting," I remark.
"Yeah, the Cakes sure can move fast when they're catering for a big party." 
I nod and straighten up. "So, any advice on dealing with the twins if they wake up?" 
Pinkie grins at the question, something that makes me uneasy. "If they begin crying, all you gotta do is dump an entire bag of flour on your head and they'll stop!"
I blink. "I have to what?"
"Dump an entire bag of flour on your head," she repeats. "Sometimes I go through about five in an hour!"
"Five an hour?"
"Gotta go now," she says as she puts her bag thingies on her back. "I should get back not long after the Cakes do."
I raise my hand in a sort of wave. "Well, cool then. Good luck."
"You too!"
As she walks out the door, I reflect on the slightly ominous way she said that last part, but that's probably just my nerves getting the better of me. 
I put my hands in my pocket and pull out my long dead cell phone – it died sometime yesterday, and I don't know what it’s still doing in my pocket. Maybe I can get Twilight to re-charge it or something, if unicorns can even do that kind of thing. As it is now, though, I have nothing but an expensive brick in my pocket. I rue the fact that my laptop is not far behind.
I glance at the timer in the kitchen. Ten minutes left before the cupcakes are ready. Hopefully it’s the only thing I have to do today, as long as the twins don’t…
… and now I’m hearing baby noises coming from the upstairs room. The twins are awake. Right as I thought it! Dude, how does that work?!
I groan quietly as I rationalize that just because they're awake, it doesn't mean that they need to be checked on. I mean, they're in a closed room; what kind of trouble can they get into in their own cribs?
At that exact moment, a loud crash alerts me to how wrong I am. 
I bolt up the stairs, hoping not to walk in on two baby corpses crushed under something heavy. I don't much fancy being lynched for negligence, especially by Pinkie Pie.
I throw open to door, and Hell is revealed. Well, the closest thing that I can think of at the moment that is. 
Both twins are not only up and about, but they have turned their crib on its side and are now both zooming around the room at speeds improper for minors. My mouth drops wide open when I see that not only is the pegasus one flying around, the unicorn one is doing the same via self-levitation. 
How does that even work?! Sure, I saw them do it last night, but they’re babies! The effort those actions must take is not supposed to be normal for toddler-age kids, let alone at this speed!
The babies both stop their racing contest in favor of staring down the intruder with those dead eyes that I’ve come to associate them with. They can smell the unease that I am feeling, I'm sure of it. I can only stand as I am, wondering how to get them back into their crib for the next two hours.
Fate is not so kind, and the situation soon goes from bizarre to outright painful. After a few short seconds of peering at me, the twins both rocket towards the open door, which has only one thing in the way: a non-athletic human college student with a healing arm. 
Yeah, guess who won that struggle.
With only one arm to speak of, I only have the opportunity to grab one of them. As luck – or rather lack thereof – would have it, I am so out of shape that my pitiful attempt at a spectacular one armed catch ends with less success than I’d probably have if I tried with my legs instead. Both ponies zoom past me and out the door, leaving me only about a half-second to attempt a turnaround catch. Thankfully, the unicorn pony is close enough that I get to wrap my healthy arm around her. "Gotcha!" I yelled triumphantly. "Now, let's get you–"
Her horn fires up and before I can so much as think of the next literal step, she start to pull me around the room, wakeboard style, to the laughs and cheers of her amused brother as he eggs her on in his own baby way. I do my best to reel the thing in, but seriously, this baby is absurdly strong! 
As we go out the door, it hits me how not in charge I am here. I see with wide eyes as the stairs come closer with each passing second, and I’m forced to make a choice: either let go of the pony and risk not catching her later, or get at the very least sore as I can be as I bounce down the stairs, but not losing my grip on her. As it turns out, I foolishly go with option 'B', and more than pain is gained – the pony doesn't care that I'm currently bouncing down the stairs, oh no; she just wants to drag me along like a shark would drag a river canoe.
I am aware that the pegasus kid has been following us throughout my painful journey down to the lower floor. I figure he might be easier to reign in, since he has no unicorn magic to give him torque, so, with all of the agility I can muster by this point, I let go of his sister and latch on to his legs. He shoots me a not exactly satisfied glare, but it’s as I predicted: without magic, he has nowhere the power necessary to move a human being several times heavier than he is. 
I allow myself a victorious grin as the baby pony struggles to get out of my grasp to no effect. I reel him in and use my sides to trap his wings thus putting him completely under my control.  "Okay," I mutter to myself. "Next time, just leave them in the room, TD."
I look up at the ceiling, where the female is flying around without a care in the world. Her brother gives a sad grunt as he reaches towards her, something I’m having none of. "Oh no, ya don't! You're going back into your room."
I rush back up the stairs with the increasingly angry pegasus oh hand towards the door that leads to his room. When I arrive, I quickly push the crib back to its proper upright position before I deposit the now wailing foal inside. I rush out the door and slam it shut behind me, not having the time to care about how his cries can be heard for miles around the bakery – if I'm going to survive my mistake, I’m gonna have to focus on the other one before I do something about him. 
I am not surprised to see the unicorn still blitzing up high in the main room, just beyond my reach. I groan and grab a chair over to try and catch her. However, before I can do that I hear the one noise that I simply do not need to hear right now
Ding!
The cupcakes are ready.
I look in horror over at the oven, and from it, back at the unicorn. Why did that have to happen now?! 
It’s not really a choice, so with a groan, I direct myself to the oven, grabbing a towel on my way so that I can take the cupcakes out of it. I peer back at the unicorn, with the intention of giving her the harshest glare she’s ever had in her short life… that is, it is my intention until I realize that more things can go wrong than the inconvenient timing of the baked goods. Either because the baby has run out of magical power or because the spell expired on its own, she is now dropping like a stone towards the floor. 
Without thinking, I dive towards the little shape with one arm outstretched in hopes of a last second save. Adrenaline pumps through me, and my perception of time seems to slow down as my outstretched arm reaches to intercept her trajectory. If I can't catch her, then who knows what kind of day I'll have. 
You know, because it hasn't been stressful already.
In the heat of the moment, I don’t realize I overreached, and instead of landing on my hand, the baby bounces off of my forearm and lands not too gently on the floor. 
Great, now both of them are crying.
I scoop up the wailing unicorn and run up to her room, where her brother is crying in the crib. When he sees us come in, he stops, but promptly starts up again when he sees his sister crying. I swear my eardrums are going to burst if they keep this up. 
I don't know what to do with them so for now I put them in their crib and just wait for them to get over it. I can't help them, really, and if the pegasus wants to cry just for the heck of it, then I can't stop him.
I exit the room and shut the door, thankful to be out of the room full of noises of discontent babies. Sure, the racket reverberates throughout the whole building, but at least I'm not standing right next to the source anymore.
I sigh as I walk down the stairs, the cries of the twins ringing in my ears. I think I'm gonna pass if the Cakes ever ask me to do this again. 
Wait, there's something else I had to do, wasn't there? I recall... a burning smell?
Oh no, the cupcakes!!
I rush over to the oven and pull out the pastries. Okay, they’re not totally burnt, but they are a tad singed. I don't know if I should leave them or if it would be better to bake new ones to make up for these. 
However, before I can muse on that some more, the twins’ wails somehow get ten decibels louder, and I realize I can't simply ignore that situation anymore. I go back into their bedroom, pick them up – thankfully to no real resistance this time – and put each on one of my knees, proceeding to bounce them up and down, hoping that the motion soothes them. No such luck.
"Please stop crying," I whimper. "I'll give you each ten bucks every day for the rest of your life if you and just stop crying for the next hour and a half!"
Let it be known that bribery never works on a living thing that doesn't completely understand the concept of sanity.
*  *  *  *

"Shut up little babies, don't say a word, 
TD's gonna buy you a mockingbird. 
I don't know the rest of the words to this song, 
Please don't make me... uh...make up words." 
I swear I'm going to have permanent ear damage from this. The twins haven’t piped down at all in the past half hour, and I'm completely at a loss for what to do by this point. All nursery songs I knew of fell flat, distracting them with toys was futile at best, and the less said about how I tried to convince them to play little baby games, the better. I've tried everything short of feeding them or changing them – they don't need either, as far as I can tell –, so for now, I’ve resigned myself to waiting for the Cakes, or Pinkie Pie, to come back home. 
I rack my brains for the n-th time, desperately trying to figure out what it was that Pinkie Pie said for me to do to. She did say that there is some secret or other to make them shut up for a few minutes, but for the life of me I can't remember what!
"Please just kill me now…" I’m rambling to nobody in particular by now. "If I’d known that I would end up here in this God-forsaken noise factory, I would have hit Celestia in her ovaries. See how she likes that." If only I knew where her ovaries are in her body. "Please, for the love of whatever you hold dear, stop crying!"
No dice, they're still going.
Currently, I'm walking around with them on my arms, hoping that the rhythmic movement of walking will calm them down, but it's not working that well: the two of them are still as upset as they were half an hour ago. I lean against a cabinet with a groan, trying to puzzle out what deity out there has a beef with me and why, and I feel a slight tickling sensation on the back of my neck. I frown – I really could go without having an itch of all things – and do my best to rub my shoulder against the furniture to scratch the spot. It doesn't get any better, like there's something actively brushing against me. 
I turn around to see the source of the irritation, which turns out to be a small stream of flour coming out of a large sack placed on the top of the cabinet. I examine it for a brief moment before my eyes light up. 
Flour! That's what Pinkie told me to use!
It is with renewed vigor that I place the screeching twins down on the floor and grab the flour from up above. To my delight, since their cries aren't as loud now that they see what I'm up to, it seems to be working already. I grit my teeth and, with a great degree of difficulty, seeing as how I only have one arm worth its weight, I upend the bag. 
I drown in the flour. I cannot see two feet in front of me thanks to the flour. My world is flour, my reason is flour, I am flour. All hail the flour.
However, being in a flour shower has obvious disadvantages, particularly when it comes to breathing. I found myself in need to inhale right in the middle of my flour shower, and predictably, upon me doing so, a decent amount of flour comes in through my nose instead of the sweet sweet air that I need. 
The end result is that, instead of striking a silly pose as I had originally planned, I find myself bent over, hacking out a piece or three of my right lung.
I am vaguely aware that the twins have stopped crying, which is a plus, but that doesn't really do me much good if I'm passed out from asphyxiation! I continue to cough for what is a solid minute for sure before my respiratory system decides that it's in the right condition to work properly again. 
I breathe deeply, relishing the feeling of oxygen in my lungs as opposed to unprocessed starch. "Gosh darn it, that was not pleasant..." I wheeze, and since there are still traces of flour in my throat along with the dryness of my throat, my words come out sounding more like Clint Eastwood than TD Powell. Sure, it's cool as it can be, but getting to this point is not a trick I'm not going to emulate ever again.
Suddenly, though, I hear a sound that I haven't heard in eons. A sound I thought I would never hear again. A child's laugh! Or, well, two children's laughs if you apply basic math to the situation.
I look over quizzically at the twins, only to see them rolling on the floor at my funny voice. I raise an eyebrow at their joy and say, "Get off my lawn," in my Clint Eastwood voice. I am rewarded with a second uproarious bout of chortles, and find I myself managing a small smile at this revelation. Bingo.
*  *  *  *

"Well, he should have armed himself if he was going to decorate his saloon with my friend." The twins think that this one is the funniest line yet. I don't really see why, but hey, they're laughing at the voice, not the line. 
I have spent the last hour quoting every Clint Eastwood line I can think of in an attempt to stay on their good side, and I'm extremely glad to say that it has been a complete success thus far: they are having the times of their lives with hearing their babysitter's chatterbox acting silly. I have to admit myself that this little stand-up is kind of fun, if a bit grating on the vocal cords.
"Decorating? Who said something about decorating?" My heart leaps and sings a Disney song at jet engine volumes when I see Pinkie Pie come inside. 
I put the twins in their crib and breathe a huge sigh of relief, something that causes trace wisps of flour to come out of my mouth. "That was just me doing some quotes," I explain to the slightly confused pony. Then, I sigh. "You would not believe how rough this day was... I can still hear the crying."
"Oh, I know all about that," she giggles. "Before you came along, I babysat these two all the time!"
“I suppose,” is my reply. "Thank for the flour tip, by the way. It really helped me out."
"No problem at all!" 
I slowly stand up, feeling some of my joints pop back in place, and discover that the activities of the past two hours have been really quite tiring on more than just my larynx. It seems that hearing nothing but screams for a solid half hour could substitute physical exercise if you want to feel spent. "Sorry if I burned the cupcakes down there," I say as I rub my sides. “I got a big fright at the time, and I couldn't get to them in time.”
"Aw it's fine," Pinkie says calmly with a waving hoof in dismissal. "We'll just go down to the basement and get some more ingredients to make some more!"
"Uh-huh..." I answer numbly. 
In a few moments, we were in her basement for a second time.
"Okay," she says after she places a bag of flour on her back. "I need you to go to that top shelf over there and grab that large jug." 
I look up at the shelf and see a really big jug filled with a blue liquid of sorts. I shrug and reach up to grab it, but fail to take into account just how tired I am. One second I am controlling the jug's movement well enough, the next, it's out of my grasp and turned on its side, drenching me to the bone with its contents. 
I let out a few swear words on accident before I regain my bearings. "Shoot, sorry I spilled that," I say humbly.
"Aw it's okay!" Wait, why is she sounding so upbeat all of a sudden? "We just gotta get you washed up is all. We'd better do it soon, though, that's highly flammable!” 
With a surprised yelp at the idea of being covered in what pretty much sounds and looks like premium unleaded gasoline, I quickly make my way to the basement door...
… which promptly slams shut, encasing the whole basement in total darkness.
"Ooh, it's really dark in here! I'd better light a candle if we're going to find our way out!”
Light a...
A match scrapes against the side of a matchbox, and next thing I know, I'm seeing Pinkie holding the match in her mouth as she attempts to light the candle. "Pinkie, no..." I whisper in full alert, very conscious that I'm dressed in–
And that's when Pinkie Pie tosses the match aside, and by aside, I mean directly at me.
The small embers of death are a SCUD missile from my point of view. I do my best to move out of the way, but it's far too late. 
The match hits me.
If the flour shower meant that all was flour, well, now my whole universe is fire. I scream as I get engulfed in a fraction of a second, dropping to the ground in a roll. I don't care that I can't feel any pain, I more care about the fact that I am a human torch right now!!!
I writhe around on the ground, the stop-drop-and roll thing we were taught in grade school the only coherent action my brain is processing. Oh Gosh, I hope it works before I'm to a mirror image of the cupcakes I so frequently failed at baking!
However, before I can extinguish myself, I feel a splash of water hit me directly. I find myself lying on the ground, barely daring to move.
"How are you doing?" I hear Pinkie Pie ask in that same bizarrely cheerful voice.
All I can do is cough. The last few seconds just beat my already sore throat into submission with a police baton.
"That was really cool, that effect just now! Some hot stuff for certain!"
More coughs. Please don't let me catch bronchitis, the burns are bad enough already!
"Good thing it wasn't real fire, huh? Can you imagine what you'd be like right now if it was?"
… wait... "Not real?" I ask weakly.
"Of course not, silly! Why would I set you on fire for real?"
"You... did that on purpose?!"
"I sure did! I had you watch the twins so you'd be really, really tired when I asked you to get the jug of cold flame down from the top shelf, so you'd be too weak to hold it up and would spill it all over yourself! Why, were you really, really scared?" 
I nod dumbly, making a titanic effort to sit up. However, my efforts are blocked when a pink hoof nonchalantly slams into my chest and pins me to the floor. My eyes widen in fear as Pinkie Pie puts her mouth really close to my ear and says eight words in a tone so filled with malice it would make a convicted criminal on Earth flinch back.
"That's why you never break a Pinkie Promise!"

	
		Show and Tell



"Allow me to see if I understand: Pinkie Pie had you watch the Cake twins so you would be tired at the end of the day, and spill a faux-flammable liquid on yourself, before she ignited it, and you, as punishment for breaking a Pinkie Promise?"
"That about sums it up."
Rarity shakes her head in disbelief as she works on a new shirt for me. "I simply cannot believe that. I adore Pinkie Pie and know she would never harm anypony intentionally, but even I think she went entirely too far."
"Oh, ya think? I'm not going back there if I can help it! I don't even want to see the color pink ever again!” I sigh. “I'll find my hands dirty somewhere else."
"Who can blame you?" she says sympathetically. "And don't you worry; I'll talk to Pinkie Pie about it."
"You really don't have to do that. The two of us are permanently done with each other."
"Well, admittedly, no, I don’t," she shakes her head, "but I want to all the same." 
I groan and rub my temples. Of course she does. I sigh and stand up from the chair I had been sitting in. 
It has been a few days since the Pinkie Promise incident, and I haven’t been anywhere near Sugarcube Corner since then. Heck, I was out of that basement before Pinkie could so much as breathe in to say another thing, and there was a supremely ratty resignation letter on the counter top about six seconds after the flames went out. I was a block away from there by the time I heard my name being called by the maniac. 
If I never see that pony again, it'll be too soon. The only reason I didn't begin wailing on her, right then and there, is... well, Demon Pinkie Pie is scary Pinkie Pie. She got me more focused on flight than fight.
I stretch a bit as I look out the window. "Are there any places you know of that would hire a human?" 
Rarity sighs with a shake of her head. "Honestly, I don’t know. I know Twilight vouches for you, so I'm sure she can find you something to do, but I can't think of anything off the top of my head." 
I grimace at the news. "Well, I gotta find something! I mean, I kinda want to find my own place here soon." 
Rarity nods. "Yes, I can see how you would want to. It must be difficult living with a pair of ponies."
"Uh...yeah, yeah it is."
I think the thing I'm going to love the most about having my own place is having a bathroom all for myself. Rarity's twelve trillion beauty products don't really leave a lot of space for, well, anything else… including my toiletries.
I shake my head at the wasteland that is her bathroom just as Sweetie Belle, Rarity's kid sister who I'm admittedly slightly fond of, comes downstairs for school. "Hey sis, hey TD, how's it going?" 
I shrug at the question. "It goes."
"TD had a rather rough day at Sugarcube Corner the other day," Rarity explains. "Apparently Pinkie Pie attacked him in retaliation for breaking a Pinkie Promise." 
Sweetie Belle gives a small gasp after I give a small conformation nod. "That's terrible!"
I snort in half amusement. "Ya think?"
"I do think!"
"Yes, it was,” Rarity nods, “and I will be talking to Pinkie Pie about it later today. In the meantime, it's time for a certain little filly to get to school. Do you have your show and tell object ready?"
A look of pure horror crosses Sweetie Belle's face. "Oh no, show and tell is today!" she squeaks out.
Rarity groans and face...uh, hoofs...facehoofs at her sister. "Sweetie Belle, how many times have I told you to prepare your schoolwork before it’s due?"
"I'm sorry sis, I forgot!"
"Clearly. So what are you going to do about it now?"
A contemplative look crosses Sweetie Belle's face, right before she lights up and points at me. "Him! I can take him for show and tell!" 
My eyes widen and I back up a step. "Uh, I don't know if that's such a good idea, Sweetie. I'm not really a 'thing' so much as a 'person'. Wouldn't it be awkward to bring a living thing for show and tell?"
"No way!" she responds. "I brought Rarity a few weeks ago!'
I go from surprised to deadpan in half a second. A new record. "You brought your big sister for show and tell."
"Yep," she says proudly. "And she had a lot of fun, didn't you, sis?"
To my confusion, Rarity nods. "It wasn't a chore to be there, and I did get some enjoyment out of being in the classroom setting once again."
"But won't they be freaked out by me?" I ask doubtfully.
"We can't know until we try!" Sweetie Belle insists. "I know Apple Bloom and Scootaloo already like you, so the others can’t be too far behind!"
I am about to flat out say no, but a thought crosses my mind: I legitimately don't have anything better to do today now that I am unemployed, and on top of that, elementary education was my major in college. Maybe it won't be so bad. "Okay, I’ll go."
Sweetie Belle's eyes light up and she promptly rushes up to give me a gigantic hug. "Thank you so much, TD!"
"Uh, yeah, sure, kid." Frankly, I'm beginning to regret it already.
A few steps away, Rarity is smiling. "That was a very generous thing of you to do." 
I frown ever so slightly, as I don't quite want to be generous like that right now. But again, maybe it'll be enjoyable.
Minutes later, Rarity gives me a new set of clothes that she completed the previous night, Sweetie Belle puts her saddlebags on, and we're out the door. Since I am the one walking Sweetie Belle to school, Rarity has told us that she will not accompany us, since she has a lot of orders to fill and she wants to make up for the lost time. Uh-huh, sure. She's just glad that someone else could do dirty work that she wanted to avoid. 
At any rate, it is kind of amusing to see Sweetie Belle prancing happily forward, leading me eagerly to her school. If her expression is any indication, I'm one of her best show and tell subjects ever. To be fair, if an inter-dimensional being was living in my house when I was her age, I'd take it to show and tell, too. I mean, wouldn’t we all?
As we approach the schoolhouse, which is about ten minutes from Rarity's at walking speed, the first word that comes to my mind is... quaint. It looks like a stereotypical schoolhouse, like one would see in a cheesy TV show... 
Oh, right. 
At any rate, it looks quite simplistic and almost inviting, if a bit childish. In the schoolyard, there are a bunch of happy kids, or whatever young ponies are called, playing whatever kid games the few precious minutes of their recess allow. I manage a smile at the sight. It brings back memories.
Sweetie Belle and I walk up to the schoolyard where, surprise surprise, the kids all stop playing and instead move on to staring at me. 
Gosh darn it, not again. "Uh, hi," I said with a nervous half-wave to the collection of kids. 
Their comically large eyes continue to stare at me, all of them unblinking. However, there are exceptions to every rule: I see that Scootaloo and Apple Bloom both have happy looks on their faces. The duo comes up to us. "Hey there, TD,” Apple Bloom greets me. “How's it goin'?"
"I've been better…"
"Pinkie Pie getting you down?" asks Scootaloo.
Sweetie Belle huddles up to them and whispers, "She set him on fire yesterday for breaking a Pinkie Promise."
Apple Bloom is awed by this. "Whoa! Ah knew she didn't like it when you broke a Pinkie Promise, but Ah didn't think she would do that!"
"That makes two of us," I mumble.
She opens her mouth to respond, but instead a highly cheerful voice cuts her off. "All right, class, recess is over! It's time to... oh, hello there."
I turn to the source of the voice to see an adult pony whom I can only assume is the teacher. She walks up to the four of us with a friendly grin on her face.
"Hi," I greet her back.
"You must be TD, right?” she asks curiously. “I've heard a lot about you from Sweetie Belle."
My eyebrow curls a little. "Have you now?"
"Indeed. But where are my manners?” she asks herself with a shake of her head. “My name is Cheerilee. It's a pleasure to finally meet you." 
She extends a hoof in greeting, which I am quick to shake. Finally, a pony who isn't a total sociopath. I just can't see this one snapping and murdering a bunch of ponies like Pinkie Pie might. "Nice to meet you, too, Cheerilee.”
She pulls her hoof back when I let it go. "I take it Sweetie Belle brought you in for show and tell day?" 
"Such is the case," I confirm.
The mare beams. "That is simply wonderful."
"Hope so." 
Satisfied, she turns back to her students. "Alright class, it's time to get the day started! If everypony could go inside, we can begin the show and tell!"
The class sluggishly files into the building, with me and Cheerilee not far behind them. It takes a few minutes for them to get settled in their desks, and when they’re done, Cheerilee motions for me to sit down on the chair behind her desk, which, while still a bit small for me, is better than the desks themselves.
"Good afternoon, class!"
"Good afternoon, Ms. Cheerilee!" they respond in unison.
"As you all know, today is show and tell day, so I hope you all brought something from home that you can give an at least three-minute-long oral report on."
I look around the classroom and see that the students all have various knick-knacks on their desks. Every one of them looks immensely proud of their various items, something that amuses me. Children will be children, regardless of species.
"Alright then, who's first?" Cheerilee asks and, almost instantly, a dozen forelegs shoot up into the air. She stares thoughtfully at them, lingering on a few until she stops on one. "Okay, Diamond Tiara, you can go first."
One of the kids stands up with the most obnoxiously smug look I’ve seen so far on her face. It seems that being chosen as first is a great honor for her. 
That’s one I already dislike.
She stands up in front of the class and pulls her namesake, a diamond-encrusted tiara, off of her head. "This is my diamond tiara," she begins, and boy is her voice even more obnoxious than her smug grin. "My daddy bought it for me three years ago because I was the first in the class to get my cutie mark. It's very expensive and it's my prized possession." 
She points her hoof at the stones in the front. "These are all real diamonds here on the front, and each one of them proves that my daddy is the best dad in Ponyville, much better than all of your dads!"
"Diamond Tiara,” Cheerilee interrupts sternly, “let's not dissolve into petty insults, please."
"Sorry, Ms. Cheerilee." Her voice proves she’s anything but.
The snooty brat continues talking about her stupid headgear, which  is actually something that I've taken a slight interest in after a more in-depth look. Something seems… off about it. 
I tune back in just in time to hear her finish her obnoxious rant. "Any questions?" she says. 
I raise my hand and she gives me a confused look. "Can I see that?" I ask, pointing to the tiara.
"Absolutely not!" she complains, hugging the item close to her chest. "You're gonna break it with those clumsy hands of yours!"
"Diamond Tiara, this is not how we treat guests at our school.” Thanks, Cheerilee. “He's not going to break it, are you, TD?"
“Why should I?” Aside from taking this nuisance down a peg, that is.
The kid downright growls in frustration, but she lets me take the so-called ‘diamond’ tiara, and I begin to examine it. I look at it from above, then spin for a check from below, but I can't quite put my finger on what’s wrong with it. Now all that’s left is to look at the diamonds themselves. 
The big, central one… Ah-ha, that's the issue. 
Despite myself, I break out into a gigantic grin, something that doesn’t go by unnoticed. "What's so funny about my tiara?" Diamond Tiara asks nasally. I do a thorough once-over on the other ‘diamonds’ on the tiara as well, hoping to back up my hypothesis. 
I’m right.
Rhinestones, every last one of them. I wouldn’t be able to see the bedding behind the stones otherwise; a real diamond isn’t that perfectly clear.
"Oh, nothing," I said as I hand the tiara back to her. "Nothing at all." 
She shoots me an arrogant glare before she moves back to her seat. I chuckle quietly to myself as she leans in to whisper to an equally snooty pony next to her. Bless her. If only she knew just how much the 'best dad in Ponyville' spends on his daughter’s personal treasures…
The next bunch of kids is far nicer that Diamond Tiara. Unlike her, they don't use the show and tell to prove that they have better stuff than the rest of the class; they are genuinely proud of their prized possessions. 
Scootaloo shows off her scooter and the class even gets to go outside for a minute for her to give a demonstration, which turns out rather impressive – I know I certainly wouldn't be able to do what she does on my scooter on my best adventurous day. Apple Bloom presents a hammer that she got from her sister for her last birthday. Some boy named Snips shows off a drawing he made. Another one, Snails, shows off his pet – surprise surprise – snail. 
Show and tell continues like that, and I find myself enjoying it. It's interesting to see how these kids act; it reminds me of why I was an Elementary Ed major back home in the first place.
And then, finally, Sweetie Belle's turn comes. She stands up in front of the class and beckons me to stand next to her. 
The class looks at me with awed expressions, like I wasn’t there for the whole day.
"This is TD," she declares proudly. "He's an inter-dimensional being called a 'human' that was brought into our world somehow."
"Somehow?" asks a colt in the back row. 
Sweetie Belle grimaces. "Rarity won't tell me how he got here…” She blinks twice. “Anyway, he walks on his two rear legs and wears clothes all of the time. He has some devices that came with him. He calls them 'computer' and 'cellphone'. But they’re out of batteries right now, so we can’t show them."
They all ‘oooooh’ in unison, much to my amusement.
"He's living with me and my sister Rarity at Carousel Boutique while he gets on his hooves and gets his own place."
"Uh,” I cut her off, “if I may interject, I don't have hooves. These are hands, and those are feet." The explanation, complete with pointing out the corresponding appendages, elicits another awed chorus from the class. I smirk to myself at their interest. It's a nice change from the way the Mane Six have treated me.
"What's your cutie mark?" one of the kids in the front row asks, stopping my introspection episode.
“My what?"
"Your cutie mark. You know, this." The kid points to her flank, which has a kind of tattoo thing plastered on it. "We all get them when we discover our special talents. What's yours?"
"… I don't have a cutie mark," I state with a raised eyebrow. 
Immediately the two snobbish kids break out into smug grins and point their hooves at me, chanting "Ha, blank flank!" in unison.
"That's enough!" Cheerilee angrily quiets them down. 
I sneer hostilely at the two of them. "I don't have a cutie mark because humans can't get them. I've never met a person who magically got a tattoo when they discovered who they were meant to be. I know I didn't."
"What is your special talent, then?" Scootaloo asks.
"Well, I was going to college to become a grade school teacher before I came here."
Apple Bloom seemingly gets excited at that. "You wanted to teach kids like Ms. Cheerilee does?" 
I nod. "That was the plan."
Cheerilee raises her own eyebrow in interest. "That’s very interesting. In this case, would you consider coming back sometime to give the class a full lesson?" 
I shrug and nod at the same time. "I can’t see why not. I don't have anything better to do anyway." 
Saying that earns me a smile from Cheerilee. "It's settled, then. We'll talk later about the details."
"Cool." 
Cheerilee opens her mouth to continue, but gets cut off by the piercing cry of a ringing bell and the following stampede of kids running out of the room. "That's recess time," Cheerilee explains to me. "They'll be back here in about twenty minutes for the second half of the day."
"Ah yes, recess…" I mutter fondly. "I have nice memories of them."
"You had recess back home?" 
I nod. "It was the highlight of my day back when I was a kid. It seems that doesn't change between dimensions." 
"It does seem like it," she says with a quiet laugh. "You can go out there with them if you want. I need to get things organized for the next few classes." 
I nod and follow the class out of the building. As I walk out to the schoolyard, I see the entire class all standing in a circle. They seem to be arguing about something. 
Curious, I move to see what the commotion is about.
"I say we play tag!" someone says.
"But we played tag yesterday," Apple Bloom complains. "Why don't we play hide and seek instead?" 
Diamond Tiara groans. "Not that stupid game again!"
"Hey, I like that game!" That’s Scootaloo.
"But I wanna play tag today!" Snips. I realize he was the first voice.
"Why not both?" I interject.
The crowd of kids looks up at me, unanimously confused. "How can we play both?" asks Diamond Tiara.
"You can play hide-and-seek-tag," I answer matter-of-factly.
"Hide-and-seek-tag?” Sweetie Belle parrots. “What's that?"
"Oh, really?” I utter in disbelief. “Come on, you can't tell me you don't know what hide-and-seek-tag is! Isn't that game, like, required knowledge?"
"How do you play?" another kid asks.
A faint grimace grows in my expression. How on Earth can a bunch of kids not know what hide-and-seek-tag is?! It was my favorite game at their age! Well, guess I’m gonna have to be the one to break it out to them. "Okay, the rules are quite simple. One person is 'it', just like in tag, and they have to cover their eyes while everybody hides, just like in hide and seek. When the person who is 'it' has counted to thirty, they have to go find the people – or ponies in your case – who are hiding. 
“Now, the job of the ponies who are hiding is to get to the home base, where they are safe from the person who is ‘it’. The job of the ‘it’ is to tag as many of the hiders as possible. The first person he or she tags is ‘it’ for the next round."
Scootaloo is beaming by the time I finish speaking. "That sounds really fun!"
"Yeah, let's play that!" Sweetie Belle agrees. "And you can be 'it' first, TD!" 
I shrug. "Sounds good to me. In that case, home base is that tree right there,” I say, lifting a finger to show the place. “Don't go finding a hiding spot right next to it: you gotta give yourself a little challenge." 
The kids all nod, eager to start, and I limber up a bit before covering my eyes. "Alright, here goes. One... two... three..."
I hear the group of kids scatter like leaves in the wind. It only takes a few moments for the surroundings to go completely silent. I allow myself a smile.
"Twenty eight... twenty nine... thirty! Ready or not, here I come!"
I open my eyes to see a completely deserted schoolyard. Dang, these kids sure can hide when they want to. I crack my neck and begin the hunt. 
Unfortunately for them, there aren't too many good hiding spots. Case in point, I aim for a large bush that no doubt houses at least one of them.
As I approach the plant, I hear a rustling noise behind me. I turn around, only to see Snips and Snails desperately bolting towards the tree, and with an amused battle cry, I give chase. It becomes clear that I am the faster being right as I tag both of them, Snips first, before they make it even halfway to safety. The two of them walk dejectedly over to an out of the way spot, but I can see smiles on their faces all the same. They had fun while it lasted for them.
I set my sights once more on the bush, but this time I jog over to it not to waste time. Sure enough, I see Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon hiding behind it, and they see me, too; with twin squeals of fear, they bolt in the opposite direction, with me giving chase. Unfortunately for them, they’re even slower than Snips and Snails, and much to their irritation, I catch the slowpoke duo quite readily. 
However, in my haste, I fail to notice two of the students that take me chasing the girls as the perfect opportunity to run off themselves, and I turn around just in time to see them touch home base. They high-five each other with their hooves, and I shrug; a fair defeat’s a fair defeat. Besides, there’s still half of the class for me to catch, and oh they're all close. I can feel it.
I glance towards the sign in front of the school and see four pairs of hooves behind it. I grin like a predator as I run towards it, and sure enough, Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom are both hiding behind it. They give more playful shrieks than the others when they see me coming, and, also unlike the others, they do the smart thing and split up. 
I dive to the left to try and catch Sweetie Belle, but she jumps over my outstretched arm in a surprising display of agility, and all my fingers close around is grass. I quickly push myself off of the ground and run towards her; she’s definitely faster than her counterparts, too. Apple Bloom has made it to the tree by this point, but I am closing in fast behind my target. 
It's going to be close.
I pick up the pace and reach for Sweetie Belle just as her outstretched leg touches the safe point. There’s only enough time for me to move my hand away so that it simply glances her mane instead of shoving her muzzle into the bark. That would have hurt.
"She's safe!" Apple Bloom hollers gleefully.
"Curses!" I yell theatrically, and they giggle. 
However, I don't have time to dwell on it, as the last kid has just come out of her hiding spot. I grin evilly as I sneak up to her. "It's over, Scootaloo. Surrender now and I will tag you out quickly," I ham in my best Bond villain voice. 
She narrows her eyes as she turns to face me. "You'll never catch me! I am far too fast for the likes of you!" Heh, she's getting into the dramatic side of this too. That’s pretty cool, actually.
"We shall see, my dear. We shall see."
She grins smugly. "I'm standing right here! Come and get me!"
I grin back, accepting the challenge. "Easy money."
"Why don't you put your bits where your mouth is and give it your best shot, slowpoke?" She’s limbering up herself by now.
"Slowpoke?” I mock frown. “Oh, that does it, you're going down!"
I zoom towards the orange pegasus with outstretched arms. Scootaloo licks her lips in anticipation… and dodges to the left just as I swipe at her. She's even more agile than Sweetie Belle. 
Good, I like a challenge.
I recover quickly from catching air and swipe at her again, just in time for her to slide between my legs. I wheel around to see her zooming towards the tree with a speed that only someone being chased by a monster is capable of. But instead of dwelling on my memories of a certain pink menace, I book it after Scootaloo with a dramatic war cry. 
I make a head first dive towards the retreating form of Scootaloo, fully expecting to catch her like the others. However, it seems like that girl has a sixth sense of some sort: she actually side rolls from a running position, something I never thought possible, and it makes me miss her by a mile. I end up sliding on the ground – on my good shoulder, thankfully – with a distinct lack of Scootaloo on my hand. 
By the time I stand back up, she’s casually leaning against the tree with her friends. "Grrr, curse you, Scootaloo! I'll get you next time!" I say with a comical shake of my fist.
"In your dreams, maybe,” she boasts, “but even then, I wouldn't count on it!"
As the class excitedly cheers and chatters, setting up for the next round, I dust off my shirt while looking around the schoolyard for a good hiding spot. One is not what catches my eye, though: instead, that honor goes to a familiar bookworm unicorn with her purple forelegs draped over the fence. I don’t see why she would come to the schoolhouse other than to talk to me, so, with a resigned sigh, I walk over to Twilight Sparkle.
"That looked like it was a lot of fun," she says when I get close enough.
"Some of those little buggers are agile, I'll give them that."
"You really seem to be adjusting to your life here quite well." 
The grin that I had been wearing so far fades fast into a neutral almost-grimace. "There's a difference between ‘I’m having a fun game of hide-and-seek-tag with a bunch of innocent kids’ and ‘I've resigned to stay away from home’, you know. I still want nothing else than to go back to my world." 
Me saying that completely dismantles Twilight’s smile, and she looks down. "I know… and I'm sure the Princess is working on it."
"Uh-huh, yeah, sure." 
Twilight frowns at my disbelief. "You do know she feels bad about it, right?"
"Maybe she does," I state, “but I can't shake the feeling that she sees me as some chess piece right now. Remember when she said she wants to figure out why I'm here, like I have some sort of purpose to her? I don't think she wants to send me back just yet, Twilight."
Twilight keeps silent for a few seconds. "Anyway, I didn't come here to talk about that. I came to ask you to come with me back to Rarity's. We have some important things to discuss."
"Of course we do," I say flatly.
She accepts the answer and beckons me to follow. I give a brief glance back to the schoolyard. The second round has already started without me, but they’re having fun nonetheless. I smile to myself for a moment before I move to follow Twilight back to Rarity's house. They should be fine without me for a little while.
As we get close, I start to get an increasing vibe of dread. Something is up, I just know it. I don't foresee this talk going very well. 
The minute she opens the door, I see all of the other mane six standing in the main room… including Miss Pink Menace. Speaking of her, as soon as Twilight shuts the door behind us, as if by a signal, she starts to approach me in a slow gait, but stops dead in her tracks when I brusquely lift up a finger pointed to her face. "Don't you dare come any closer to me." It’s not a surprise to me that I’m pretty much snarling by this point. 
Her ears curl back. "But I just wanted to–"
"No, you don't get to say anything to me, you lunatic.” I feel my voice begin to rise. “You freaking torched me! I don't give a rat’s tail what kind of promise I broke, that’s not something you do!"
One of her forelegs lifts up in front of her like a shield. "But I–"
"But freaking nothing! Stay away from me!" I jab the finger in her direction, and she takes a step back. Good for her.
"TD, darling,” Rarity politely interjects, “just let her talk her part, please."
I glare at her in turn. "I don't want this psycho to talk, I want her out of my sight!"
Pinkie's eyes begin to water. "I didn’t mean to hurt you!" she cries out. “In any way!”
"That doesn't change the fact that what you did was FUBAR like a war crime!"
"FUBAR?" 
"That’s German, Dash," I say, waving the pony off without looking directly at her. "But that's not important. What is important is that I do not want to be around your friend Pinkie Pyromaniac over there anymore. My days are already messed up as it is without a loon to scare me stiff."
I get a second dose of pleading, teary puppy dog eyes, along with a quiet whimper. 
Rarity clears her throat. "TD, we know you are upset with Pinkie Pie, and you have every right to be, but she is legitimately sorry for what she did."
"Yeah, just like I was legitimately sorry for breaking the Pinkie Promise and still got lit up!" A second of silence later, I stare pointedly at the unicorn playing peacekeeper. “You said you’re upset with her, but you’re still taking her side.”
"We're not taking sides!" Rainbow Dash butts in. "We're mad at her, too!"
"Yeah? Doesn’t seem like it.” I scoff. “You know what, I shouldn’t be surprised. It's not like any of you have any moral ground whatsoever."
"What do you mean?" Twilight asks, genuinely baffled. 
I have been waiting to say this for a really long time. This train is on a roll, and not about to stop. Oh, this is gonna feel great! "What do I mean?” I deadpan. “I mean that, in my first day in Equestria, you,” I jab a finger almost into Twilight’s nose, “threw me around like a rag doll with every intention of causing me more bodily harm than I already was sustaining, and you and you,” I point to Applejack and Rainbow Dash, “joined right in on the fun!"
Applejack steps up. "You attacked Princess Celestia!"
I don’t back down. "And I'd do it again! Notice how she didn't atomize me to the bone at the time, or any time afterwards?"
"We were just tryin' ta–"
"Trying to what, protect her?” I spit out acidly. “You thought the immortal sun goddess of Equestria needed protecting from a half dead human?!"
"But–"
"But nothing!” I cut her off. “You had no need to do that; you did it because you wanted to!"
"So we lost our tempers!" Twilight yells as well. "It's not like you didn't lose yours!"
I give her a withering glare. “Oh, so now you did it because I did?! Rich excuse!”
Before any of us can continue the shouting contest, somepony who’s feeling the tempers rise from outside the argument speaks up. "Please, darlings, must we really do this?” Rarity pleads, trying to calm us down. “There’s no need to be bad blood between us!"
I move my head to stare doom into her eyes. "Too late for that, miss! You already raised the bad blood when you thought using me as a dang mannequin without my permission was a good idea!"
She looks taken aback, most likely because of how her appeasing attempt got turned on its head. "What was I supposed to do?!” she protests. “You ran away from me!"
"I sure did, because for all I knew, you were gonna shove me into a get-up too ridiculous for even a costume party! Of course I’d panic!” She bristles and deflates at the exact same time, but I don’t stop to wonder how she can do that. “You didn't tell me that you would try to make something fitting my tastes; you just froze me instead of trying to explain! All you needed to do was tell me that you would just show me your designs before you would make anything definitive, and we would have been fine! But no, instead you preferred to use me like a talking object!"
Rarity purses her lips in a tight frown, but doesn't say anything.
"The only one out of all of you that I am not remotely mad at is Fluttershy,” I continue, back to a less loud voice. “In fact, she is the only one who really seems sorry for what I went through. But the rest of you? All you kept doing was trying to justify both your actions and Celestia's.” I tap my chest with my index and middle fingers, feeling my mood flare up again. “But you haven't stopped to think about what I am going through here! So put yourselves in my shoes for just one measly second and see how you like the calluses!"
I have to take a moment to wind down after the rant ends, and a lot less straining, too. When I look back ahead, I have no eye contact with anyone; all I see are six pairs of droopy ears on the heads of six sullen ponies that are facing everywhere but my way. Okay, now I do feel that I’ve gone overboard. It makes me rub my temples to relieve the headache that is forming under them. 
"Anyway,” I say much more calmly, which prompts most of them to look back up, “Rarity.”
She faces me, a little unwillingly. 
“Look, despite our falling out episodes, I appreciate the fact that you gave me a roof for these past few days. But I'm going to be moving out as soon as I can find a job and a place of my own. Especially after… this," I finish, a little guiltily.
She nods a little stiffly. "I always assumed that was the plan, darling." 
"That's actually one of the things I wanted to tell you," an uncharacteristically humble voice speaks. 
I have to look twice to confirm it’s not Fluttershy speaking. No, that would be another pony with pink hair. 
I shoot Pinkie a surprised look. "What do you mean by that?"
"Well,” she explains, “when Rarity came to talk to me about how you were super-duper mad at me for the fire prank, she mentioned that you wanted to have a place of your own. So I...” she hesitates for a fraction of a second, and I have the impression that she’s not used to talking slowly. “I went down to the Town Hall to see if there were any empty houses around here." 
She walks over to a saddlebag with her cutie mark on it and gently pulls out a piece of paper with her mouth. "I found this one."
I take the sheet from her, and my eyes widen as soon as I begin giving it a once-over. “Pinkie Pie… this is a lease agreement. You got me a place to stay?"
Said pony nods a few times. "I paid the down payment on the house, too."
I have to admit, she just left me utterly speechless. This is far from any expectations I had for… well, ever. "I'll, er… I'll pay you back when I can," is all I can speak. 
"Okay,” she says back with a faint smile. “No rush, though, I know you don't have a job yet. Unless…” then, she goes back to being unusually meek and hesitant. “… unless you want to come back to Sugarcube Corner?"
Those last two words bring me back to reality faster than a bucket of icy water. "Heck no, forget that. I'm not going back to working with you, house or no house."
Pinkie winces just a little, but looks me in the eyes. Her expression tells me she must have been expecting my answer. "Do you still hate me?" she asks with a hint of resignation.
It’s a very simple question, but one that increases the pounding in my head. "’Hate’ is a bit of a strong word, Pinkie. I didn’t forget that you saved me from the hay allergy, or that the fire didn’t burn. Heck, I can’t even feel that mad at you for all this. But,” I say with a lifted index finger before a grin can grow on her mug, “that doesn’t mean I trust you… at least, not right now. I mean, it’s all a little too recent."
She sighs. "That's fair..."
"Then I think that settles it,” I say with a lame attempt at finality. Why do I have to feel so bad for giving them a deserved chew out, darn it? “Now, I don’t really think we want to be close to each other now, so if you don’t mind, I'd rather get out and go see my new house. What’s the way to this address, Pinkie?"
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"So wait, what exactly is your job title again?" asks Apple Bloom.
I finish tying a hook to a piece of string and reach for a large stick before I answer. "Twilight got me a job working for the city. Basically, I'm an all-around worker: it's my job to make sure Ponyville looks nice, while, at the same time, I help out the townsponies that need a hand. For example, if Quills and Sofas is slammed one day, they call me and I help them out until the rush dies down. Stuff like that."
"Gotcha," she says as she watches me begin tying the string to the stick. "So what are ya doin' right now?"
"I am catching food." I finish tying the rope job and proudly present my makeshift fishing pole. 
Apple Bloom looks at it, confused. "How are ya supposed to catch fish with that?"
"Well, I'm going to put these worms here on this hook, and then I'm going to put the hook in the water and wait for the fish to go after the worms. When they eat the worms they'll be snagged, and I'll finally have some meat to eat." 
As soon as I found out there were fish at the lake we’re in, I ran to get a fishing permit. Finally, after two weeks, something fleshy to munch on! Apple Bloom, being the herbivore her species is, turns a little green at the idea of eating another living thing. I just roll my eyes at her and put a worm on the hook. "I'm not going to eat veggies for the rest of my time here," I say.
"Can't ya try?" 
I put the line in the water and lean back on a nearby tree. "No can do. I love meat too much to go full-on vegetarian, plus I need it to balance my diet." 
"Are ya sure you know how to catch fish?" 
"My dad used to take me fishing all the time," I say with a slight smile. "He was way better than I was at it. It was always him that brought back the real catch: three or four of the biggest fish you could ever lay eyes on. Meanwhile, my older sister and I would be tagging along with pathetic little things that wouldn't make a good meal for any adult human. I remember I caught a bigger one than him once. Man, he was so proud of me that day. He kept talking about it like I had won some kind of grand fishing prize and all. My mom cooked it up for dinner and it fed three of us easily. It was the best tasting fish I've ever had." 
I adjust my position on the ground and keep talking. "Once I actually tried to say a 'Hail Mary' before casting out my line in the hopes that I would catch a big fish just like my dad always did."
"Did it work?" 
A small smirk creeps up on my face with that question. "That was the one time I caught nothing. I prefer chalking it up to coincidence, though."
The lake is dead silent for a few moments while Apple Bloom and I wait for the fish to bite. I can tell she's getting a bit bored; I personally find the silence relaxing, but it tends to have that effect on some people. "So," I begin, wanting to break the silence for her sake, "how was crusading today?"
"We didn't get our cutie marks," she says sadly. "And Ah really thought today would be the day!"
"When do the kids around here normally get theirs?"
"Most of the fillies and colts at our school already have theirs! It's just me, Scoots, and Sweetie Belle now."
"Must be tough," I sympathize. The filly nods.
After a while, she asks, "Do you have anythin' like that back in your world?"
"Nothing quite like that. Sure, there is some stuff like driver’s licenses, academic degrees, stuff that shows our accomplishments, but something that indicates our special talent? Not a chance. So take solace in the fact that, no matter how late you get yours, you'll still get yours before I do." 
Apple Bloom giggles and gives me a playful nudge. "But that's because you can't get one!"
"Exactly! That means you'll definitely get one before me."
"Ah guess…"
"Let me guess," I say as I pull the line in a bit. "You've gotten a metric ton of advice on your cutie mark already."
"Have Ah ever!" she answers with another vigorous nod. "Everypony keeps telling me that it'll come with time and Ah should just be patient."
"I imagine they're right, but hey, what I do I know, I'm just a human from another dimension who won't get one himself." 
The pony nods slowly, and the lake is graced with silence once more. "TD," she asks some time later.
"Hmm?"
"Do ya really hate mah sister and her friends?"
I frown slightly and let out a bit more line. "It's... complicated."
"That's what all grownups say!" she groans in frustration.
"Well, yeah," I say. "Well I don't hate them in the full sense of the word, but saying we’re in good terms is a bit of a stretch."
"Even Fluttershy?" 
I smirk at this. "Nah, Fluttershy is cool enough. She didn't do anything bad. She's kinda like the kids at your school in that she didn't wrong me, and she actually likes me for me – you know, she cares about what I'm feeling and going through. All that just makes her impossible to dislike on any level."
"But the others, they did bad stuff to ya?"
"Well, let's see.” I stretch a finger. “Pinkie Pie tricked me into watching the Cake twins as part of an elaborate plan to set me on fire.” I stretch another. “Rarity put me under a freezing spell just because we disagreed on my clothing, then she used me as a mannequin.” 
The third finger goes up. “Twilight, Rainbow, and Applejack figured I’d be a good training dummy just because I threw a half-excuse of a punch at Celestia."
The last part is new to Apple Bloom, and her eyes widen at the info. "So y’all did hit the Princess in the face!" 
I nod proudly. "Despite the fallout, I'd probably do it again if I had the chance."
Apple Bloom gasps. "Would ya really?"
Her calling me out on my boast causes me to deflate slightly and I scratch the back of my head a bit and sigh. "No, no I don't actually think that I would. I mean, the three of them would have killed me if Celestia hadn't stepped in. Even if she wasn't the sun goddess, It was still wrong of me to do." I switch arms holding the fishing pole and move the recently freed one to loosen it up a bit. "I still think she's worse than the other five put together, though."
Apple Bloom cocks her head slightly. "Why do ya say that?"
"I just can't shake the feeling that she thinks I’m free to be used like a chess piece. When I first saw her, she said she wanted to figure out how I got here, why, things like that. Plus, I don't think she feels even the remotest bit of sorrow or regret for what she did. She just keeps smiling and assuring everyone that everything is gonna be alright."
"Well, we gotta remember that she's been alive for thousands of years, so she doesn't see the world the same way that we do. And since she has to rule Equestria, she has to think about the effects of events, not just here and now, but also what effect they'll have in the future, and who they will affect."
My mouth drops open and I turn to look at Apple Bloom. Surprisingly, she looks a bit sheepish. "Uh, Twilight told me that once," she deflects.
"Ah," I respond. "That makes sense."
"What do ya mean?"
"That's just something I can imagine Twilight saying is all."
She is about to respond when there’s a tug on my line. I immediately spring into action, pulling the string back as fast as I can. "Hold that thought and throw another shrimp on the barbie, Apple Bloom, I think I got something!" Apple Bloom jumps up and down excitedly next to me, cheering me on. Seconds later, I have my fish. 
I pick the flopping animal up and hold it up excitedly almost like I expect my mom to be there to snap a picture and my dad to pat me on the back for a job well done. For a second, I pretend that’s exactly what’s going to happen. 
Apple Bloom notices. "What's with the pose there?"
I snap back to reality and put the fish in a nearby cooler. "Never mind me," I mumble.
"Is that all you're gonna get?" she asks. "How long can you survive just eatin' that one fish?"
"Not very long," I say with a chuckle as I sit back down and throw the line again. "I'll have one meal with that fish."
"Just one?"
"We eat a lot."
I lean back against the tree and Apple Bloom sits down next to me. We both share a moment, looking out at the water. 
"TD."
"Yeah?"
"Do ya like it here?" 
I sigh and put a hand on her head. "I don't know yet."
*  *  *  *

"And would you like a wafer thin mint for dessert, sir?"
"NO! I'm full."
"Very well, sir."
I stand back up – turns out you have to squat down until you’re almost sitting if you want to get at eye level with a sitting pony – and turn back to my current boss. "Is that it for the lunch rush?" The pony in question nods, and I tear off my ill-fitting apron. I’m glad to be free from that particular job. I hate that one the most of all. Seriously, even Ponyville’s “high class” ponies are snobs. 
I am about to go back to my house to get some cleaning supplies when I see a familiar purple shape from across the street. She flashes me a big grin when she sees me looking at her, and it doesn't take too long for her to walk over. "Hello, TD," says the happy unicorn.
"’Sup, Twilight," I greet her without as much enthusiasm.
"How has your day been going?" she asks. 
I shrug and continue walking to my house. "It goes,” I answer without looking at her. “I just got off of the lunch rush at that restaurant back there. Now I'm gonna go get some stuff to clean the windows of town hall."
"Oh, well, do you mind if I walk with you then? I've been meaning to talk with you for the past few weeks." 
I nod and she falls in pace beside me.
"So, how's your arm?" she asks.
"I'll say one thing, magic healing does wonders for me. It's back at 100%."
"Congratulations!" she exclaims. "I expect Pinkie Pie will want to throw a party for that."
"Yeah? Well, have a good one, then.”
Twilight looks up at my face with a frown. "Don't tell me you're still mad at her."
"Okay, I won’t tell, but there’s a little voice whispering in my ear that you're going to come to that conclusion independently."
"Why?" she asks simply, losing her cool.
"She lit me up like a matchstick!"
"She also apologized and bought you a house!" says the exasperated unicorn.
"Yeah, and I admit that did help a lot," I say as the building in question comes into view. It’s a simple house: one story, box shape, dull brown colors, and one tiny window that looks out towards the town. Still, it’s my home, and I kinda like it. "And don't get me wrong, I won't be mad at her forever, at least I don’t think so. But getting over the trauma of being the victim of a pyromaniac is a bit of a hard hurdle to jump over."
"She didn't do it to be cruel, you know. It was just a prank."
I pull the key out of my pocket. "That doesn't make it any less cruel than it was." 
I open the door. "You don't have much, do you?" she observes as I stand aside to give her room to pass. 
It’s true, I don't have much. A bed a bit too small for my size, a comforter and pillow set that Rarity made for me – I’m proud to say that I paid for it –, a small fridge with a few basics inside, mostly my fish and some fruit, and finally, there’s the small table where my laptop, cellphone, computer bag and scooter reside. "What you see is what you get."
"Are you sure you don't want us to help you furnish the place?" asked Twilight. "I'm sure it's no trouble at-"
"I know it would be no trouble for you," I cut her off, "but it sure is for me. I really don't want to accept more charity than I have to to get on my feet."
"But-"
"Were you in my shoes, would you accept everyone making and buying your stuff for you?" 
Twilight is silent for a moment before she shakes her head. 
"Precisely.”
She walks over to the table while I open up the closet I keep the cleaning supplies in. "It's too bad your objects broke," she says sadly. "We could have gotten a lot of data about your culture if they were working."
"Eh, they're not broken," I say as I grab some window cleaner. "They're just out of juice."
"Not sure what that means…"
"They have a power source that needs recharging." I grab a rag and sling it over my shoulder. 
I stand up to see Twilight staring at my electronics with interest. "What?" I ask.
"They’re electric, right? I think I may have a spell to recharge them."
My eyes widen and I move up next to her. "You do?!" 
She nods. I can’t move my computer bag away from the rest fast enough. "Like, in a sort of 'you could get them to work again' kind of way?" 
She nods again, cheerfully. "If you want me to try, I can!" 
"Heck yeah!" I miss my music and movies!
"Okay then, here it goes!" Her horn fires up with the purple glow that I've come to associate with her magic, and she spends a few moments charging it up before she fires a beam that hits the laptop directly. 
The whole machine glows bright purple for a second before the glow fades and I rush up to my precious computer. After checking for possible damage, of which there isn’t any, I flip it open, and to my sheer delight, I see the spell worked like a charm. I instantly become lost in the crystal clear sound that is the opening guitar riff of Smoke on the Water.
All of a sudden, Twilight is hidden from sight by two arms wrapped around her. "Thank you so much, Twilight! Thank you!" 
The unicorn smiles at me and looks at my cellphone. "I can try that one, too.”
"Yeah!" I say eagerly. That way I can listen to my music while I work! “Do it!”
Twilight nods and her horn begins powering up once more. I watch expectantly as the beam of magic hits the cellphone, expecting to see it enveloped in a magical glow like my computer was. 
Instead, I get a loud *POP*, the kind of noise that an electronic like a cellphone makes when someone tries to charge it at the wrong voltage. Twilight and I can only stare open mouthed at the wreckage that was once my precious cell phone, which now looks like someone put a lit firecracker in it. 
Twilight manages to speak up after a few moments of awkward silence. "Maybe if I-"
"No," I say as I hold up my hand to stop her. "It’s too soon."
"Sorry," she mumbles with her head down. I can’t get mad with her, seeing how disheartened she is, but losing my phone is still a big sting.
"... thanks for recharging my computer. You can have the cellphone if you want to study it or something like that."
"Uh..."
I put the cleaning supplies in my computer bag and begin walking out the door. "See ya later."
*  *  *  *

"Dang it, dang, it, dang, it! Of all of the lame brained, miserable things she could’ve done, she had to overload my phone?!"
I squirt copious amounts of cleaner on the window in front of me before I attack it with the rag I have in my hand. I growl in frustration, and the window becomes steadily neater.
"I mean, I know it's not her fault and all since she didn’t know it was a different voltage, but GRAFFRABALFHERIBA!!!" 
Yeah, that about sums up my feelings right now.
I remove the rag from the window to see my thoroughly irritated face staring back at me from where I stand.
Have you ever looked into a mirror and used it to reflect about yourself as a person, like you're seeing yourself from a different perspective? Well, that's what I'm doing right now. I stare at this person, who has been sucked into an alternate dimension filled with cartoon talking ponies, who is currently working for the local pony government, washing windows and serving fat ponies wafer thin mints, when the lunch rush is too busy for the normal staff while all powerful sun goddesses plot his fate and her unicorn lapdog makes his stuff into bombs!
Gosh. Freaking. Darn. It.
I climb down from the step ladder I was previously perched on and examine my work. The windows of town hall look much more sparkly than when I arrived. At least I can get some sense of accomplishment from my work.
"Hey, TD," says a young voice from behind me. 
I turn around to see Cheerilee and the Crusaders standing behind me, watching me work. "Hey guys," I say as I put my cleaning supplies back in my bag. "How's it hangin'?"
"We were just out crusading for our cutie marks! Ms. Cheerilee was watching us!"
"Cool. Any successes?"
The Crusaders shake their heads.
"No dice, huh?"
"No dice," Sweetie Belle repeats.
"Hey, TD,” Cheerilee pipes in, “while I have you here, would you like to come and guest lecture at school tomorrow? I know the children would just love to have you around again!"
I actually perk up slightly at this. I really did have a good time with the kids the last time around, so why not? "I'd love to." 
The Crusaders look up at me with wide grins of their own. 
"Ya mean it?" Apple Bloom asks.
"Sure I do. I like you guys."
"Cool!" Scootaloo says. "I can't wait to tell Rainbow Dash!”
"Speaking of which," says yet another familiar voice to my right. I turn to see the mare in question leaning casually against the podium next to town hall.
Scootaloo rushes up to her idol and Rainbow affectionately pats her head. "Rainbow Dash!" 
"Hey squirt. I'm just here to tell TD that Twilight wants the six of us and you to meet in the library. She says it's important."
"Oh goody," I grumble as I put my computer bag over my shoulder. "I'm coming."
"Cool, see ya in a few."
With that, she flies up in the air and zooms off.
"Well, I guess I'll see you four tomorrow for school then," I say.
"Very well," says Cheerilee. "I'll see you tomorrow.”
"Bye, TD!" the three fillies say.
"See ya."
I wave goodbye to the only four ponies that I legitimately like in this whole crazy town, then I turn to go towards the abode of one of the ponies that I tolerate at best. It’s a short walk to the library, a matter of minutes. 
When I open the door, there are six elated ponies bouncing around happily inside. I admit that I'm a little off put by all of their energy and excitement, something that is unfortunately turned in my direction when I walk in. 
Pinkie Pie is the first to approach. "TD, TD, TD, you'll never guess what Princess Celestia just told us!"
"You're right, I can’t guess so you might as well tell me."
"We're going to organize the Grand Galloping Gala!" all six of them say in unison, looking at me with gigantic grins, as if they expect me to understand what that means. 
I feel the confused frown on my face, and it causes their smiles to falter ever so slightly. "Uh...cool. What's the Grand Galloping Gala anyway?"
"Oh, it is simply the biggest high society event of the year!" explains Rarity. "Everypony who is important goes to the Gala."
I fail to see the appeal. "So, it's just a giant party for a bunch of snobby rich people?" 
“Well, that's what it was last year when we went," Applejack agrees a little reluctantly.
"And why are you so excited this time?"
Rainbow Dash answered that. "Now that we're going to be organizing it, it's going to be a heck of a lot more awesome!"
"I guess.” Time for the million dollar question. “And what does that have to do with me?" 
I was dreading the answer even before I say the last word.
"Princess Celestia invited you to go as well!" Twilight fires up her horn and places a large golden ticket in my hand. I look at it and sure enough, it is a ticket to this Gala thing of theirs. 
Why do I get the feeling that this is going to be more like that one Hellraiser sequel with Lance Henriksen than Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory? If Celestia is going to be there then... wait...Celestia will be there? As in, the one pony who can get me out of here? 
“TD?” I look back at Twilight, who is staring at me uneasily. I must have spent some time staring at that ticket, enough to unnerve them at the very least.
“Yeah, sounds good.” 
It really didn’t, but maybe I could get at least some answers out of tall-white-and-mighty.

	
		They Find Out



"Okay class, settle down," Cheerilee says. "I'm sure you all remember TD here from show and tell a few weeks ago."
"Hi, TD!" chants the class happily.
"Hey," I respond. 
"Now, I know how much you all enjoyed getting to know him, so I thought it would be interesting to have him guest lecture today on a foreigner’s life, what it’s like, where he lives and so forth. If you could all give him your undivided attention, that would be great. Be sure to take notes, as you may or may not be tested on some of the information he gives you,” she adds with a wink. “TD, the floor is yours." 
As I stand up in front of the class, I have to admit that I have a cheesy grin on my face. I have been looking forward to doing something like this ever since the first time Cheerilee suggested it. I was going to be an elementary school teacher back on Earth; this opportunity, of working with children of a culture so radically departed from anything anyone on Earth has ever worked with, is absolutely priceless. 
I am just about to open my mouth when the door to the school bursts open and in walks one frazzled unicorn carrying more writing supplies than I have ever seen. "Have you started yet?” Twilight asks while she sits in a chair in the back. “Please tell me you haven't started yet!"
"Uh... I haven't started yet?" 
She relaxes a bit with a look of relief. 
"Um, well, class, it seems we have another guest with us today," Cheerilee announces a little surprised. 
"Y-yeah... quite," I say with a shake of my head. "Anyway, my culture has a lot of history to it, so what do you want to know?"
"EVERYTHING!"
"Uh, Twilight, I don’t have the time or knowledge of everything. That won’t be possible. Why don’t we start with some basic questions and work from there?"
Instantly everypony in the room, except the only rational adult pony, shoots a foreleg onto the air. 
I tap my hand on my chin before I point to Apple Bloom. "What was your life like when you were back in your world?" she asks.
"Good question," I say. "Well, it was pretty simple, really: I was studying elementary education with an emphasis in History back on Earth before I came here. I... yes, Twilight?"
"What is Earth? Is it the country you lived in, the continent or what?" 
"The planet. It's the name of the planet I live on. The country I lived in is called United States of America."
"America, got it," says Twilight. "So, were both of your parents from America too?" 
I groan inwardly. I imagine that she is going to be asking every question today. Maybe I should have her write me an essay on what I've lectured on... No. I am going to do that. 
"American father, Canadian mother. Canada being the country to the north of mine." 
"Ooh."
"Anyway, I worked at my school's cafeteria, I didn't have a special somepony, and my life, to sum it up, revolved around school, work and TV."
"What's a TV?" Sweetie Belle asks, and with that I launch into the particulars of television. I was never the most technologically minded person, but I think I explain it well enough to give them an accurate idea. 
"This is so amazing!" Twilight says, to my irritation. She’s been parroting that same line for over five minutes. "This 'television' sounds absolutely fascinating! What genres did you watch on TV?" 
I groan inside. That’s another thing that’s been happening for over five minutes: I didn't come here to answer her questions, yet it is exactly what is happening. "I mostly watched shows like Dexter and cartoons like South Park."
"Cartoons, got..." 
She freezes at the word 'cartoons' and begins mouthing it to herself over and over again. That can't be good.
"Uh, Twilight? You okay?" 
"I remember when you first got here. You called our world 'cartoony'."
Oh crap, tell me she didn't.
"Does our world look like a cartoon from your world?" 
"Uh... yeah," I say after a little hesitation. No point in lying; she seems to have figured out something at any rate. 
She frowns at me and examines my face for a few seconds before the ultimate question comes. "Is our world a TV show in your world?"
I stand there, gaping in total shock, and my mind begins to wonder just how to answer this completely fair question. I try to babble out an answer that would satisfy them, but I was never a good enough liar. "Yes, yes it is. It's a TV show called My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic."
The whole class stares at me with open mouthed shock for a few seconds. Dang it, I just broke an entire class of students and two adults, didn't I? Not again. 
The ultimate reaction is, however, something that I have to admit I did not foresee. A few seconds after the class finds out that they are fictional somewhere else, each and every one of them opens their mouths and says the same word:
"AWESOME!!!"
Wait, what?
The foals explode into excited chatter. "Ah wonder if Ah'm a main character," Apple Bloom says. 
"As if," shoots Diamond Tiara. "Nopony would make a silly blank flank like you the star of her own show. I am quite sure that the show is about how amazing I am!"
Well, to be fair to Diamond Tiara, we do have a lot of TV shows about stuck up brats, so, maybe in enough time...
"Hey, do you think they know about when we brought the Ursa to town?" Snips wonders. 
"I wonder if they saw me when I got my cutie mark!" Twist says. 
"As if," repeats Diamond Tiara. "I'm sure that--"
"The show's about Twilight!" I interject loudly. 
All noise is sucked out of the classroom like air out a spaceship’s airlock. "No. Way," Scootaloo whispers to the other Crusaders.
"M-me?" Twilight blurts out after a second. "The show is about... me?"
"Well, you and your friends, but yes, you are the protagonist as far as I gathered. I didn't actually watch the show aside from the first few episodes."
Twilight closes her eyes for a moment, deep in thought. "That explains how you knew about the princess," she says after a moment. "This explains so much."
"So much?" I respond. "What do you mean? I hardly watched the show and I hardly know anything about you guys!"
"Well I guess you seemed to have a good grasp of our personalities from the very beginning that I found perplexing. It came out in the way you interacted with us from the very start." 
I open my mouth to respond but I close it again when I realize that I don't actually have a response. Still, I feel like I should say something. "Uh...I didn't just shatter your whole reality, did I?" 
"Of course not," declares a white colt in the back of the room – Featherweight, if I remember. To my surprise, he sounds exactly how I always imagined a young Alan Rickman would. "If there truly are parallel universes, then there would be a lot of them, yes? Possibly infinite. Taking that hypothesis into account, I find it hard to believe that our perception of reality could change that drastically based on what you have just told us. 
“If somepony from your world can imagine our world exactly like it is and believe it is fictional, then that still doesn't make our world any less real to us even if it is fictional to you, much in the same way that if somepony switched the roles and imagined your world down to a T, and called it fictional, it is still reality to you. If not, all the infinite parallel universes would be fake, because they would be featured as fiction in another infinite number of parallel universes.
“And if they, including us, are fake, how can we exist?”
A cricket chirps outside. "Yeah, what he said," Sweetie Belle nods. 
"Upbuhwha?" I respond oh-so-wisely. 
The colt sighs but resumes his insight without a hitch. "What I'm saying is, just because our world is fictional to you, that does not mean that we see it as any less real. If your world was fictional to us, would you see it as any less real?"
"Uh...I guess not." I turn to Cheerilee with a look of utter bewilderment on my face. 
She gives me a bit of a smirk. "He does that."
I rub my temples a bit to clear my head. Why is is that I give them an existential bombshell but I am the one who ends up more confused about the nature of reality than they are? 
"Well, that gets that out of the way. So, shall we move on?"
*  *  *  *

I have to hand it to those kids; they are pretty darned well-behaved for the most part. I have to imagine that a normal class of youngsters would want to just focus on the fact that there is a TV show about them out there, but these kids accepted that and moved on to the next topic. Don't get me wrong, I imagine that I'll get a lot of questioning about it later, but they accepted that the time for talking about it had moved on and that there would be other times to discuss it. The time for the next topic came along even if we didn't get as much of a chance to talk about it as we liked. 
Overall, I definitely have to call the day a resounding success. They all absolutely adored everything that I had to say, and to be completely honest, I really enjoyed it too. We played hide-and-go-seek-tag a few more times during recess – turns out I have just as hard of a time avoiding some of them as I do catching them – and they ate up everything about my world that I told them to the point where Cheerilee and I are going to get together to discuss plans for more lessons, especially specific events. There's only so much about the moon landing that I can stuff into one class day. I’m happy to oblige, of course. 
Twilight is bound to get involved again. I know she already wrote a letter to Celestia about today.
At any rate, I find myself currently watching the parents and siblings of the students coming to pick them up after the day; I actually manage to meet a few more townsponies that way. They all seem nice enough – one promised to bake me some 'hello I just met you' muffins –, or maybe that’s me learning to relax a bit around large crowds of ponies.
Eventually though, the crowd of parents and students disperses for the day. I can’t blame them; as much as I enjoyed the field day, the idea is quite appealing to me as well. I need a nap. 
Before I can achieve that particular goal, I feel a poke on my right leg and a pony behind me clears her throat. I turn around to see Scootaloo standing behind me, looking thoroughly uncomfortable. 
"Hi there. Do you need something?" 
Scootaloo remains embarrassed look for a few more moments before she finally works up the courage to respond. "I was wondering... I was wondering if you could walk me home today, TD. My scooter needs to get fixed, it’s a bit far to walk and, well, my parents can’t come get me."
"Oh, sure, kid, just point me in the right direction and we'll get going." 
She nods and points to the left. I begin walking in that direction with her right behind me. The journey is mostly a quiet affair, me in front and the filly trotting by my side. 
We enter a part of Ponyville I've never seen before. Some buildings have clearly seen better days, others are in even worse disarray; a few are practically ruins, where only squatters would even think of settling. The streets have so many cracks and potholes, it looks like it would take years to fix all of them, even with magic. Inside every other house we pass, there are ponies inside, arguing, yelling or something along those lines. 
This is clearly a lower-class neighborhood – scratch that, it's an outright slum, almost a favela. Does Scootaloo really live here? If so, I'm not sure I'm going to like her parents, even if we do meet in a nice day like today. These are no conditions to raise a child, no matter what. "Is your house close?"
"Around here,” she mumbles. “Just through these trees." 
"Trees?" Sure enough, we have come to a wall of trees surrounding a small pathway. It's not the Everfree Forest, that's on the other side of town, but it still looks dangerous for a filly to be living in. Still, bringing that up with her at the moment won't solve anything, so I keep quiet as we move down the path. 
To my surprise, Scootaloo's mood improves vastly now that the slum is behind us. She's smiling and her minute wings are happily spread like she doesn't have a single care in the world. I frown in confusion at her sudden shift. "Sorry I was so down back there," she justified, "I just don't like walking through that part of town. It depresses me, seeing ponies living like that."
"Uh..." 
My witty reply is cut off by the birds chirping happily in the trees and the sounds of a charming little brook cutting the land. After a few more steps, Scootaloo and I come up to a bridge that allows us to cross. 
“Here we are!” she announces. 
I have to admit: based on the neighborhood we just went through, I wasn't expecting this. This house looks like something out of an old fairy tale, like one would imagine the Dwarves' house in Snow White would be. "This...this is your home?"
"Yep," Scoots says with a gigantic grin. “Mom and Dad bought it a few years before I was born. They said that they wanted to get a place close to nature or something."
"Only the best for our darling Scootaloo!" says a male voice to my left. 
I turn and end up facing an orange pegasus stallion with blue hair and a football (or I think they call it ‘hoofball) cutie mark standing next to a yellow mare, a pegasus as well, with jet black hair and a trio of bumblebees as a cutie mark. "Hello there, you must be TD.” The stallion smiles at me and extends a hoof. “It's a pleasure to finally meet you. I'm Hard Hitter, and this is my wife, Busy Bee." She waves amiably.
Good gravy, ponies can have some...unique names at times. "Pleasure to meet you," I respond, taking the hoof and shaking it.
"I'm sorry for the trouble," Busy Bee apologizes. "We were both swamped today; as you can see for yourself, we didn't even make it home ourselves until just now."
"I get it," I say with a nod. "Work does that to people. Just what do you two do?" 
"Mom and Dad run a fitness company for professional sports teams!" Scootaloo beams proudly. 
"Indeed we do," Hard Hitter says with a grin. "Everypony, from the Canterlot Hoofball team to the Wonderbolts, comes to see us."
"Wait, the Wonderbolts? You're the fitness trainers for the Wonderbolts?" I may not have hung around Rainbow Dash too often, but even the little contact we had was enough for me to know their reputation.
"Amongst others," Busy Bee says, wiping a hoof in good-natured dismissal. She turns to her daughter. "Of course, that's not something to be proud of when it interferes with our family life..." 
"Mom, don't get sappy," Scootaloo whispers, embarassed. I can tell she appreciates the affection all the same. 
“Thank you again for walking her home," Hard Hitter resumes. "Can we get you a drink or something before you hit the road again?" 
"Uh...I'm good, thanks," I respond. "Right now, what I need is a power nap."
"We understand," Busy Bee smiles knowingly. "We know all about long workdays. You just go home and get some rest, then; we thank you properly when you're up for it."
“Uh, sure," I nod before looking back down at Scootaloo. "I'll see ya later then, kid."
"See ya, TD!" she says happily. 
"Have a good day," says Hard Hitter after I turn my back. 
I give the trio a small wave before starting the journey back to Ponyville. My bed is waiting for me.

	
		Going to the Gala



It is time. Or it will be shortly, at the very least.
I am currently standing in Carousel Boutique, hoping that I can drop the current pose that I am in so I can take a little lunch break before we head off to Canterlot. Currently, Rarity is adjusting my tuxedo for the Gala itself, something that she has been doing for a few hours now; frankly, I'm starting to get a little impatient about it. She's worse than my dad and a camera – seriously, that man has to take a dozen pictures before he gets one he likes – and I'm getting a little sore just standing here. "Are you almost done?" I ask.
Rarity gives a slight harrumph and maneuvers a few more pins around the jacket. "I probably would be if you weren't so oddly proportioned. Do your legs really have to be so long?"
"Yes, yes they do," I respond.
Rarity rolls her eyes at me and measures my arm for the 50th time. "I'm almost done, darling, so you'll just have to be patient for a little while longer."
"Our train leaves in five hours. You'd better be done by then."
"Oh ha ha." she mock laughs dryly.
"Seriously, though, when--"
"All finished!" she announces.
I breathe a sigh of relief and Rarity uses her magic to remove my jacket. I jump off of the stool that she's been having me stand on and go to change back to my normal work clothes before she changes her mind and says that she needs to adjust the length of my pants a few millimeters or something like that. Once I'm changed, I sling my bag over my shoulder and walk back to Rarity's workroom. She is adjusting something or other on the jacket. I fold the shirt and pants and place them back on the stool.
Frankly I'm not so sure why she's making such a big deal out of my tuxedo. I don't really care about looking nice at the Gala tomorrow. If everything goes super perfectly, I'm not coming back to Ponyville – Celestia will just send me back to Earth from there, these ponies will go back to being fictional, and I'll go back to being a normal human in a normal human world.
Of course I'm aware that nothing ever goes that perfectly. But hey, a man can dream, can't he?
I see that Rarity is in 'the zone', but I clear my throat a bit to get her attention anyway.
"What do I owe you for the tuxedo?"
"Oh, nothing at all, darling," she says with a wave of her hoof. "I made my friends their Gala dresses last year for no charge."
"Uh, wouldn't that mean you lost a decent amount of money on materials and such?"
Rarity shakes her head with a small smile. "With the fashion show I put on and the backing of Hoity Toity, I more than made up for my losses with commissions from the publicity."
"I see."
I stretch out before checking the bag to see if I put my lunch in there like I originally planned. Good, I have; No need to go back to my house to get it. I say goodbye to Rarity and walk out the door towards the Everfree Forest. Normally I wouldn't go there, what with the locals' tales of how dangerous it is and all, but I was walking by one day and I noticed a clearing that wasn't too far in; A perfect place to have a meal alone without the risk of intrusion by a nosy pony or the like. Suffice to say, I need an hour to myself every day, and these ponies don't help.
In about fifteen minutes, I reach the clearing with every intention of relaxing for an hour or so. However, when I reach the place, I find that somebody else apparently had the same idea. A pink, hyperactive somebody, as a matter of fact. It's one of the strangest sights I have seen during my time in Ponyville: Pinkie Pie reclining on a rock eating a sandwich.
Much to my surprise, it looks like it isn't loaded with sugar like everything else she eats all the time. It looks like a decently healthy sandwich, to be honest. Not only that, but I've never seen her so... calm.
She looks relaxed.
Well, Pinkie Pie being Pinkie Pie means I'm not observing her for more than a few seconds before she notices. When she sees me, she sits up and flashes me a smile like she always does; However, true to her current demeanor, it's more reserved than the normal smiles. "Hey, TD," she says. Gosh, even her voice is less squeaky.
"Uh, hi," I say. "What'cha doing?"
"Oh, just relaxing for a bit during my lunch break."
"Gotcha," I respond.
The clearing is dead silent until I ask the question that has been burning in my mind. "Is something wrong? You seem a bit more reserved than normal."
Pinkie Pie lets out a quiet little giggle and turns to face me. "Nothing's wrong," she reassures me. "I'm just here to recharge a bit. You see, I come here every so often to be alone for an hour or two; It helps me stay focused and energized for the day."
"Really?"
"Yep," she nods. "Don't get me wrong, I love being around other ponies making them smile is something I adore, but do you know how much energy that takes? A pony can burn out very quickly if they're not properly rested. That's why I take a few hours out of every day to be alone for a while; It helps me organize my thoughts a little and just be me, Pinkie Pie. It can get tiring to be around other ponies all the time. If I can be alone for a bit, then I can be the happy Pinkie Pie that the ponies around here know and love."
"So, is the overly hyper and random personality an act to make other ponies smile?" I ask.
Pinkie shakes her head. "No, that's still the real me. If I was being fake around other ponies, then my element wouldn't work very well, would it?” She giggles a bit at her own joke. “Besides, ponies like me for being me, and I want to give them the most genuine version of me that I can. It's just that, to support that part of me, I need some alone time every now and then."
"I get that,” I admit. “I came here for pretty much the same reason."
Pinkie's eyes widen, and she's quick to put her sandwich back down on the paper bag she brought it in. "Well I can go find somewhere else to eat if you want to--"
I cut her off with a wave of my hand and a shake of my head. "No need, I'll just go home to eat. You were here first, and even if this was my rightful spot, I wouldn't kick you out."
She smiles gently and picks her sandwich up again. "Thanks, TD."
"Don't mention it."
I notice that an uncomfortable look crosses Pinkie Pie's face. "Something wrong?" I ask.
She sighs and looks down at the ground. "I just...I dunno..."
"You can tell me if you want," I say.
Pinkie sighs again, but she makes eye contact this time. "TD, I'm just worried that you're still mad at me for when I set you on fire, like you don't really know how sorry I am for crossing that line."
Ah, this again. "Well, you did buy me a house,” I say with a snicker, “and you send me hayless 'I'm super-duper sorry' cupcakes every week, so–"
"But I'm worried that you don't see that as me saying that I'm really super-duper sorry! I'm worried that you see that as me trying to make myself feel better. You know how some ponies – humans too, I guess –, sometimes they say that they're sorry so that they feel better about themselves instead of making the other person feel better!" Her voice doesn't waver, but I feel like she's fighting back tears.
I lean back on a tree, stunned for real. "Yeah, I get that," I finally respond. "And to be honest, yeah, I was probably mad at you for longer than I should have been."
Pinkie's ears flatten and she looks dejectedly at the ground once more. "I know you were mad at me for that and I deserve it, but I didn't want you to be mad at me when I did it," she whimpers.
"Well, nobody likes it when somebody is mad at them."
"But what I did was very wrong!” She almost yells as she looks back up. “I was only thinking about how it would only hurt you physically and I forgot to think that even thinking you're on fire is a really scary thing. Besides, you didn't know what a Pinkie Promise is or how sacred they are!” Then, her eyes shoot back down to the dirt. “I guess I should have realized that you wouldn't understand that right from the start just because you'd seen a few episodes of the show before getting here..."
"You know about that?"
Pinkie manages a smile at this. "Twilight told me.”
"Ah."
"She told all five of us, actually, but she made us Pinkie Promise not to spread it around town until she talked to the Princess and figured out what to do with what you told her and the foals."
I nod. "Good."
"But that aside," she resumes. "I shouldn't have assumed that you'd understand how serious a Pinkie Promise is."
"Well, it's not like I'm completely clean on that, either," I say. "A promise is a promise, even if it isn't a Pinkie Promise. I still shouldn't have skipped it like that. So yeah, I'm sorry for that too."
Pinkie's smile returns at the apology part. "Aw, thanks TD, but I've already forgiven you for that. We all make mistakes."
"Yeah, guess we do."
As both of us mull over what to say, there's no sound to speak of. It is Pinkie that breaks it. "TD?"
"Yeah?"
"I... well, I know that the only reason you agreed to go to the Gala is because you want to see if Princess Celestia can send you home, so I just want to tell you that... Well, if she can send you home and we don't get a chance to see each other before she does, then I want you to know that it was super-duper awesome getting to know you, even if we had some rocky parts in our friendship."
I grow a smile of my own. "Thanks, Pinkie, thanks."
"I do have one question, though."
"Shoot."
"If Princess Celestia can't send you home, what would you think about that?"
I let out a sigh and begin rubbing my temples. "Pinkie, before I answer that, I want you to know that I don't hate any of you anymore. Maybe Celestia, but if she does send me home, then I'll forgive her because she did right by me in the end. But I want to make it perfectly clear that getting back to Earth is my number one priority. I'd choose Earth over even the best life I could ever have here any time.
“When it comes down to it, I don't belong here. I can't have a family, I can't relate culturally to anyone and the last thing I want is to die before going back. Whatever happens here, I know that I belong on Earth with the rest of humanity.
“Don't take that personally, but... you know," I finish awkwardly. Even with the sugarcoat, those are harsh words.
Pinkie takes a deep breath, then she nods. "I understand."
Neither of us says anything for a moment.
"Well, I guess I'll let you have your alone time, then,” I say. “I'll see you at five for the trip to Canterlot."
"See you then," she waves.
I wave back and turn around to go back to my house, but I don't make it more than a few steps before Pinkie Pie stops me once again. "I hope you don't think I mean to be rude by wanting some alone time. I don't want you to get the wrong idea about this: you're my friend and I like spending time with you."
I shake my head once more, amusedly this time. “I thought we'd cleared that out already, Pinkie: I have no problem with someone wanting their alone time." I reassure the little pony. "Like I said, I get the need to be alone for a while myself. You go ahead and hang out here, and I'll see you later."
"Thanks TD, you're a real pal," she says.
As I walk back to my house for lunch, I reflect on the rather unique experience I've just had.
* * * *

The rest of the day goes by pretty quickly. Once I finished my lunch I began packing for the few days we'll spend in Canterlot, making sure to pack everything I have from home – pretty much just the laptop and the scooter now that my cellphone is a donated asset to Twilight's research, as well as a few changes of clothes and my toothbrush. I've always packed pretty light.
It doesn't take long before I'm ready to go with the crew to set up this Gala. From what I've gleaned during my interactions with them, they've got some pretty elaborate stuff planned. Come 4:00PM, I head out for Twilight's house, where the seven of us have agreed to meet beforehand to get everything settled. We'll be talking a lot on the train about what we're going to do, but just from the preliminary stuff that I've heard, I know I'm just going to be a helping hand. I'm going to be drafted by Rarity the most for sure, but Pinkie Pie might get me to help too.
At any rate, I arrive at Twilight's tree house about five minutes later. I knock on the door, greeted after a few seconds by the unicorn herself, and let in. The other five are already there as well, chatting away excitedly about this and that. I walk over to them and sit down on the floor.
"Okay, now that we're all here, let's go over everything," Twilight commands. "The train leaves in forty-five minutes, so let's make sure that everyone is all packed and ready to go."
"I'm ready," I say, pointing to the satchel currently slung over my shoulder. The other five give their confirmations as well.
"Good," Twilight says as she jots something down on a piece of parchment. "I still have a few things left to pack before I'm ready, but it shouldn't take me more than ten minutes. Once I'm ready, we'll be off to the train station!"
"Sounds good to me," Applejack nods. I copy the gesture, while the other five start up their excited chatter once again, I lean back a bit on the floor.
As I look around Twilight's library, I see a trash can nearby with what looks like several dozen letters overflowing out of it. Normally I don't snoop around, but knowing Twilight, it might be something mildly amusing. Besides, I have nothing else to do right now; I don't really have the knowledge to contribute to the conversations the others are having.
The first letter is, to say the least, interesting.
Dear Princess Celestia,
Today I shadowed Cheerilee's class where TD was lecturing and, long story short, I found out that we are an entertainment show in his world. I don't know how that's possible, but I kind of want to question him a little more about it.
The letter ends here. I imagine Twilight didn't like what she had written thus far.
I sigh and put the letter back in the trash can. Apparently she didn't take the news as well as it seemed; Maybe I should question her on it later. Right now, I'm going to let her focus on organizing the Gala. No need to exacerbate an existential crisis right in the middle of one of the biggest events of the year.
At any rate, Twilight takes another five minutes, then the seven of us, plus Spike, are off to the train station.
As the six of us are walking, I turn to Pinkie Pie. "Hey, Pinkie, how long is the train ride to Canterlot anyway?"
"As long or short as it needs to be," she replies simply.
Wait... What?
She giggles a bit, noting my confusion. "I think it'll be about four or five hours on this line."
"Gotcha."
Shortly after I receive that bit of bizarre information, we arrive at the station. The place is so packed with ponies of all colors and sizes, I have difficulty in keeping track of where we're going. Thankfully, Twilight leads us towards the proper line. Somehow I've been drafted as Rarity's official luggage carrier: I'm carrying so many bags and suitcases, I swear a Navy SEAL would flinch in sympathy. They're all pretty light, which makes me wonder what the heck she has in them anyway.
It takes about a half hour before we actually get everything loaded onto the train, thanks to Rarity feeling the need to take the contents of her whole house for the trip. I silently thank the Lord that I pack light enough that the other six members of our party aren't irritated with how long it takes me to load everything. It's not like my baggage is an issue; I can just carry my pack on the train at any rate.
Our ride pulls out of the station at 5:45 PM – trust trains in Ponyville to be late like that. It's not like Earth trains don't leave late sometimes, unless they're in a society run by a fascist dictatorship... which means I'm not sure why the trains here don't run on time. Huh.
The eight of us have all settled in a private train car at this point, paid for by Celestia as far as I know, and the chat swerves back to the preparations. From what the others have been telling me so far, Applejack is in charge of the buffet, Fluttershy of bird choirs and music in general, Rarity will take care of decorations and somehow Pinkie Pie got put in charge of entertainment, games and such. Based on what they've told me about the Gala last time, I'm not entirely sure that it will go over so well, what with the main attendees being snobby, rich socialites – gee, I can't wait to interact with them –, but I keep quiet. They're having too much of a blast for me to feel good about being a party pooper.
Finally, Twilight and Spike are the managers, the people in charge of making sure everything runs smoothly. Celestia would do it herself, they say, but being the sun goddess of all of Equestria means that she's too busy for it.
That tidbit makes me doubt that I'll have too much time to talk to her beforehand, if any at all. However, this does not dissuade me from my goal. I will talk to Celestia and I will get her to tell me if she can send me home or not. I don't really care if it's dangerous at this point; I'm willing to risk whatever I have to, to get home. I just hope that she can confirm my theory about reversing my translocation, because... In truth, it's all that is keeping me going by now.
The six ponies and dragon chatter excitedly about their plans while pouring over diagrams that Twilight, in her perpetual perfectionism, has drawn out to organize everything. The conversation doesn't really interest me, so as I tune them out, I stretch out with a yawn before leaning back on my slightly too small seat on the train. I don't know why I'm tired all of a sudden, but now seems as good a time as any for a short nap.
With a few adjustments to make myself more comfortable, I lean my head against a nearby window and let the sandman take hold.

	
		The Gala



As usual for me, I wake up without opening my eyes. I guess you could say that my mind wakes up before my body does. At any rate, I'm aware of my surroundings and the seven other beings that I am sharing a car with, whom are still talking to each other. It doesn't sound like they are talking about the Gala anymore. I crack one eye open to see Twilight, Applejack, and Spike all having a subdued, casual conversation in a corner of the car, nothing out of the ordinary there. Rarity, Pinkie Pie, and Rainbow Dash are having a rather animated discussion about something or other, while Fluttershy simply looks on, content with being in the presence of her friends. 
I open my other eye and stretch my arms over my head to get them moving again. Unsurprisingly, the movement draws the attention of the other beings in the car. "Well, I guess somepony finally paid your ransom to the sandpony," Twilight teases.
"Uh, sure, if you want to put it like that...but I really wouldn't," I respond groggily. 
"Well somepony sure made sure that you were really asleep," says Pinkie Pie. "You were snoring like crazy for a little bit there!"
"I do not snore!" I say with as much indignity as I can muster in my still half-asleep condition.
"Y'all sure 'bout that?" Applejack asks with a small grin. "Ah think Ah could have heard ya snorin' if Ah was still on the farm back in Ponyville!" 
I grumble a few retorts that I would really like to say out loud. "Anyway,” I say out loud, changing the topic, “how long was I asleep for?" 
"About two hours," says Rainbow Dash. 
"We'll be in Canterlot in three or so more," announces Twilight.
I nod and reach down for my computer bag. I am both surprised and pleased that it is right where I left it; the ponies have not moved it as a prank during my slumber. The other seven go back to their conversations while I take out my laptop. Twilight was gracious enough to charge it for me before we left, so it has full battery capabilities. It will serve me well, Smithers, it will serve me well indeed. 
I open the videos folder, where I have my movies stored. It's strange, in the two months that I have been here I have not actually had as much time for watching movies as I would like. Well, a three-hour train ride should be ample opportunity to get my human culture fix. Lord knows I need a binge as soon and often as possible. 
I am looking over the half-dozen movies that I currently have for about ten minutes before I finally decide on Wolf Creek. Sue me, it's one of my guilty pleasures, okay? 
I hardly move at all during the course of the movie, as is often the case with me. My focus becomes unbreakable when I'm watching something. However, I must admit that the 'head on a stick' scene makes me squirm in my seat a little. I mean...gah, what a way to go, yeah?
However, the second that Mick Taylor plays 'head on a stick' with Liz, I hear a frightened squeal behind me. I frown and pause the movie to see the source of the noise. 
Oh crap. 
Behind me are Spike, Applejack, and Twilight. Twilight's right foreleg is planted firmly over Spike's eyes, and both she and Applejack have looks of pure horror on their faces. Not good. "Uh... can I get anyone some brain bleach?" I ask sheepishly.
Smooth, TD, real smooth. 
"What...what was that?" asks a horrified Twilight. 
"How long have you been watching?"
"'bout two minutes," Applejack whispers. I breathe a sigh of relief at this – at least they didn't learn any new words, as far as I can tell. I watch all of my movies with subtitles on, so even with my headphones in... yeah.
"What happened?" questions a slightly irritated Spike. "I wasn't even watching for two seconds before Twilight covered my eyes! What did he do?" 
The nastily mischievous side of my brain told me to explain to Spike just what 'head on a stick' is, but thankfully for everyone, I am not quite that cruel. I respond with a more diffusing statement instead. "You're too young to know." 
Spike groans and does his best to remove Twilight's hoof. "Not you too," he growls. 
I promptly 'X' out of the movie, which Twilight reacts to by removing her leg from Spike's face. She and Applejack are still horrified, though. 
"Sorry, I wasn't thinking," I mumble. “I should've known better.
The two shake their heads, and I decide to go for music instead. I'd much rather have a movie to watch, since that passes the time faster for me, but with what just happened, I doubt that any of my other movies would do any better. I only have six of them, and they would all draw similar reactions from the ponies if they snuck a look. 
"Why'd you watch a movie like that, sugar cube?" Applejack asks with a sliver of her normal voice. "Ah can't see the appeal..."
Phew, a question I can answer. "Well, in the case of that specific movie, it's the performance of the antagonist, but horror movies in general? I just like the suspense and being scared."
"Why would you like being scared durin' a movie?" 
"Yeah, is fear really a healthy emotion to feel?" Twilight reinforces the doubt. 
I shrug. "It doesn't bother me." 
"Well, I guess we all have our different tastes," Twilight says very stiffly. "I personally prefer movies that either make me laugh or cry."
"Laugh or cry, huh?" I say. 
Twilight nods vigorously. "Of course! I mean, you can't deny that funny movies can really brighten your day, and movies that make you cry... well, everypony cries at a movie every now and again. I'm sure even you do." 
A church choir begins singing, drawing a group of patrons from a local speakeasy towards them, led by a repentant wayward daughter. They all begin singing along too. The patrons enter the church and the daughter tearfully sees her father for the first time in years. They share a hug and the daughter tearfully says, "See, daddy, sinners have souls too."
After a few seconds, I snap out of the daydream I fell into and smirk at her. "As if," I say. "I don't cry during movies."
Twilight rolls her eyes and turns back to begin a new conversation with Applejack and Spike. She shoots me a suspicious glance before she starts talking, though. I decide to ignore it and start listening while playing solitaire. That should pass the time nicely. And, again, I find that the number of winnable hands in computer solitaire is pretty low: I'm 600 in the red by the time the train arrives in Canterlot at midnight or so, about an hour and a half later. 
The train pulls into the station and the eight of us begin unpacking for our trip to Canterlot Castle. I am, unsurprisingly, saddled one more time with the responsibility of carrying the contents of Rarity's house. I don't have to do for too long, however, as five taxi carriages sent by Celestia are waiting for us just outside of the train station. After we load all of the luggage onto one of them, the other four are filled with us; I myself take a cart with Rainbow Dash. The ride to Canterlot Castle is largely uneventful in our car, as Rainbow Dash, who didn't sleep on the train, uses the time to catch a quick nap... which leaves me sitting there, bored out of my mind. 
I try to use this time to think about my upcoming meeting with Celestia: from what I've been told, Celestia won't be doing any checkups on us, because, despite the fact that this is the biggest party of the year, she is still the ruler of all of Equestria and very busy. I, personally, find that a little irritating and more than a little unsettling. Could she be using that as an excuse to avoid me questioning her? 
Pretty much my whole time in this land has been building up to this confrontation between us, the time where she tells me whether she can send me back to Earth or not. If she can't send me home, if she tells me that I have to stay in Equestria for the rest of my life... I don't really know what I'll do. On the other hand, maybe she'll just tell me that she's working on it. I've only been here for a few months now, who says she's gotten an answer in that time?
I sigh and put my head in my hands. Why does this have to be so complicated?
We arrive some thirty minutes later, to a few servants who – I praise God for small miracles – apply for luggage duty. I don't let them take my bag, though. I don't trust these ponies to treat it delicately, and really, what is in it is pretty much the only reason I'm still sane.
One of the plus sides of Canterlot Castle being so large is that I get my own room. And to be honest, what a room it is. I swear it's almost as large as the entire main floor of my parent's house. It's decorated in what I imagine is typical Celestia fare: the room is painted with very sky and sun centered colors, while the gigantic bed in the back of the room has a sky blue and yellow color scheme. It makes me nostalgic for the color scheme in my room on my parents' house, which reflects my favorite football team. The carpets are soft, which does feel rather nice on my feet, too, but... All in all, it's kind of overwhelming for me. I don't really see the point of all this; I'm just one dude. 
Still, I guess it is a castle. I should have expected it. 
I take a deep breath, place my faithful satchel on a nearby recliner and move over to the bed, taking off my shoes before I plop down on it. I sink into the sheets. Okay, the room is too much, but the bed I enjoy, a lot. This thing is even more comfortable than it looks. 
It isn't too long before I am out. 
*  *  *  *

I am awoken sometime later by a voice that I am going to guess is Pinkie Pie's. "TD...TD...it's time to wake up, TD."
"Grfhmbrm," I respond thickly.
Despite how tired I sound, Pinkie Pie does not let up. "Come on, TD, the early bird gets the worm!" 
"The second mouse gets the cheese..."
"TD, it's time to wake up now! We've gotta get ready for the gala!" 
"Buzz off," I mumble. "I'm not awake yet." 
Pinkie Pie giggles at this perfectly reasonable statement. "Well that's silly! If you're not awake, then how are you talking to me right now? Ooh, are you a sleeptalker? Mr. and Mrs. Cake say that I'm a sleeptalker but I don't really know if they're right because I'm always asleep when I sleep talk, do your family members tell you that you sleeptalk or do you–"
"Alright, alright, I'm awake!" I can only take her talking my ear off for so long, even if I am half asleep. 
I open my eyes and see Pinkie Pie standing above me with her usual gigantic smile. I would be unsettled by how close her face is to mine when I wake up but I'm used to it by now. It's Pinkie Pie. 
I push her off of my face and sit up, before glancing at my watch. I groan and rub my temples after seeing the hour. "Pinkie Pie, it's 6:30 in the morning. This is not a reasonable time to be awake." 
"But how can you sleep when we get to set up the Grand Galloping Gala today?! Aren't you excited?!"
I plop back down on my pillow and turn my body away from the hyperactive pony, which only leads to me being poked in the back with a hoof that I don't have to see to determine its pink color. "What?" I growl.
"I was also gonna say that all the others are awake too. We have to get started now if we're gonna have the Gala all ready to go when the guests arrive!" 
I sit back up. "Fine," I groan. "I'm up." 
Pinkie Pie's smile widens and she bounces off of my bed. "Okie dokie loki!" she says happily. "There's a dining room just down the hall and to the left. We're meeting there for breakfast in ten minutes."
"Alright," I mumble. "I'll be there." 
Pinkie Pie bounces out of my room, satisfied. I really want to go back to bed at this point – remember, the mattress is crazy comfortable and it's 6:30 in the gosh darn morning. Nobody should have to be up this early, it's just not fair. However, I don't quite like the idea of having all seven of them coming in to wake me back up, so, with a great deal of effort, I break free of the amazingness that is this bed. I wish I had a little time to take a quick shower. Maybe I'll have some time before the gala. 
I take a brief moment to change my clothes before I open the ornate door that leads to the hallway. True to form, the hall is just as decorated as the rest of the castle, something that I didn't notice when I walked down them before, sleepy and in the dark. It only takes me a few minutes before I reach the dining room, and when I walk in, the others are already inside, chattering away quietly. I imagine they're all half asleep too, well, most of them. Pinkie Pie is as perky as ever.
I plop down on a seat next to Applejack, who gives me a tired little nod of greeting, which I return. I look at the table, which is absolutely loaded with food, very little of which is safe for human consumption. I decide to go the safe route and grab a plate of eggs. It's a bit curious to think that ponies eat eggs, but when I remember that Pinkie Pie uses eggs all the time in her baking, I don't think anything of it. 
As I chew my eggs, Twilight clears her throat and the other seven of us turn our attention towards her. "Okay, everypony, dragon, and human," she begins.  "I've drawn out the schedule for today so we can get this Gala going as quickly as ponily possible! The Gala starts at 7:30 tonight, so I'd like to get everything all ready at 6:00 if at all possible, to make sure we have some time in case something goes wrong." 
The other six at the table nod in agreement. 
"Okay, Applejack, the setup for you will be the same as when you catered my brother's wedding. You'll get as much space in the royal kitchens as you need and two dozen of Celestia's chefs and sous-chefs to help you with whatever you need."
"Got it," says the farmer.
"Fluttershy, most of the animals will be asleep for another hour and a half or so, so if you could help Rarity with the decor until then, that would be wonderful." 
Fluttershy nods and Twilight moves on. "Rarity, the Gala will take place primarily in the main hall and the royal ballroom, so those two areas are the priority. The entrance hall can use a touch up when you get the time, but those two areas must be done first."
"Of course," the other unicorn agrees. 
"Pinkie Pie, you'll have a section of the main ballroom to set up your games and activities. That shouldn't take too long if you focus, so when you're done, you can go help Applejack with the baking." 
Pinkie Pie smiles and nods, and Twilight finally turns to me. "TD, you'll be primarily helping out Rarity wherever she needs you. I'll let you know if anypony else needs anything from you. If they do, I'll draft you to go help them out." 
I nod and she turns to Rainbow Dash. "Rainbow, the Wonderbolts aren't going to arrive until 3:00, so you can't collaborate any moves for the guests until then. Help out where you're needed." RD nods, and Twilight drops her four-star general demeanor. "Okay, everypony, you can get started when you're done here. Celestia has all-purpose servants around that you can call upon whenever you need them. So, good luck and let's hope that this Gala really is the best night ever!"
*  *  *  *

The next six hours are absolutely frantic, so much that, I swear, I begin to long for the times when I was Rarity's mannequin. When she is in the zone but still has to socialize with other beings to get her orders out, she can be downright unpleasant: she has absolutely no patience for anything that does not go her way, and there is no margin for error whatsoever. I mean, I almost got my head bitten off because I tried to tie banner 26A on pillar 43, when I should have tied banner 26A on pillar 34 and banner 26B on pillar 43! Who can work under these conditions?! When Twilight walks into the room to get me to help someone else, I almost feel the need to kiss her. Unfortunately for me, that doesn't happen until four hours of working with Rarity, so I'm pretty frazzled by the time I switch jobs. 
Thankfully, what I am switched to first – helping Applejack – is relatively straightforward. Since I am not quite top chef material, I get the job of organizing the food when Applejack and her sous-chefs finish baking the portions. You know, things like tally the amount of each item, put them on their proper trays, and best of all, I would also taste test a few items here and there to make sure they came out right. Naturally, the ones with hay they have to check out themselves. 
Overall, the first half of my day is spent switching off between helping Applejack and Rarity with their respective jobs, nothing too stressful when I get everything right. However, when Twilight walks into the ballroom, where Rarity is deciding if she should put blue ribbons on pillar 11C or red with sparkles, I still find myself absolutely exhausted. 
"Wow, the ballroom looks absolutely amazing!" says Twilight. 
Rarity sighs at the interruption but she smiles at her friend all the same. "Why thank you, darling," she says amiably. "I've managed to get quite a bit done thanks to the help of this gentlehuman here."
I half expect her to mumble something about 'when he's not messing up my beautiful plans with his ineptitude', but Rarity avoids making snide remarks like that. Twilight flashes me a smile before turning back to Rarity. "Well, work is good, but it's 1:00 right now. The rest of us are going for lunch. You guys up for that?" 
I realize my stomach is complaining about how empty it is at the thought of food, and nod like a disturbed bobblehead. Rarity herself sighs and uses her magic to put a decoration back in its proper box. "I do admit that I'm rather famished myself. Very well then, I suppose I can take a break." 
"Great! We'll meet back here in an hour for a status check. I'm afraid that we'll have to go out on the town to eat, though, since the kitchens are being used for the Gala..."
"I have money," I say. "Are the restaurants around here relatively reasonable, compared to Ponyville?" 
Twilight nods and points out of a nearby window. "About a block that way is a restaurant called The Sweet Elite. I think they have some stuff that you might like."
"Cool." With that, I am finally out of the ballroom. I pop by my room briefly to collect my bag of bits before I hit the town. As I am walking out of the castle, I try and get a rough estimate of how much money I have. Hm, 200 or so should be plenty for lunch. 
As I walk down the crowded streets of Canterlot, I notice that I am getting those irritating stares again... only this time, I'm getting it from snobbish, rich ponies. I swear, if I shot a bullet above their heads I'd hit a nose. But the staring has ceased to bother me by this point. I will hopefully be back on Earth later today, so what's the point of getting worked up about it?
I follow Twilight's directions pretty well and arrive at the restaurant that she has directed me to. I don't have too much trouble getting seated, as the place isn't very busy. I don't get too many stares here either, so that's good. I love it when ponies mind their own business like these are doing. As I sit at the table, I open up the menu that a waiter has put in front of me and scan it. I don't expect them to have anything meat-based, but if Twilight told me that I'm gonna find something that I'd want to eat here, then I'm inclined to believe her. And indeed, before too long, a unicorn waiter sporting a nifty mustache comes up to me and takes my order of eggs and water. 
The food arrives fairly quickly: in twenty minutes, I've already fed myself, paid the bill and left. I feel surprisingly full as I exit the place, and with another half-hour to spare before going back to the castle to boot. Well, Canterlot is a big place, so I imagine I can find some interesting shops or something to peruse while I wait. Surely there has to be something.
With that in mind, I walk down the sidewalk a few blocks, always making sure to keep the castle in sight so as to not lose my way, and glance at the shops I pass along the way. Nothing is really catching my interest as far as trinkets go, but it is still kind of entertaining to pony-watch as I go along. 
My amusement is cut short when I hear a pony nearby call out to me. "You, alien being!" says the voice. Figuring that whoever she is can only be talking to me, I turn to the source to see a middle-aged teal unicorn mare with an eye for a cutie mark beckoning me close. I cock my head slightly at the sight of her and she gives a frustrated groan. "Yes, you," she hisses. "Come here!"
Seeing as how when someone in a large city beckons you, it usually means that they're either trying to get your wallet or your kidney, I would normally just walk away. But this is Equestria, and Twilight has repeatedly told me that crime is next to none with Celestia ruling, so I walk over to her, albeit a tad cautiously. "Yeah, what's up?" 
"You will have a life changing experience soon," she says gravely. 
I raise my eyebrow slightly. "Uh, yeah, you're a bit late on that prediction. I'm already having one, being on an alien world an all."
"Then you'll have another one!" she snaps. "You will take an important journey!"
"Uh-huh," I respond flatly. "And how do you know that?" 
"I don't know. Doesn't everypony take an important journey at some point? I didn't exactly say when you would have one." 
"Ah, you're playing the odds with your predictions," I say with a sly grin. “Smooth.”
The unicorn smirks and points to a nearby shop. "I was really just trying to sound mystical to get you in my shop there. You know, ponies tend to respond positively to the unknown."
"Well, who can argue with that logic?" I quip. "What are you selling?"
The unicorn smiles and waves me in, and I sigh and follow her inside.  The interior of the shop is pretty simplistic, actually – so simple, there is nothing in there. It's just a plain white room with a door in the back wall. "I must say, you have quite the selection," I snark. 
The unicorn rolls her eyes and begins walking towards the door. "Stay here," she says. "I think I have something you'll like."
I decide to humor her for the moment. If she brings out something absolutely ridiculous I can just say 'no thank you' and be on my way. If she tries something funny... well, she's a unicorn, so I imagine she has some magical skill, but I think I can take her out of I go for the horn. Either way, the subject of who would win in a fight between a human and a unicorn should be solved after this if things go that way. 
The mare comes back after a few minutes with what seems to be a stick about half her size resting on her back. Ooh, yeah, a stick does sound pretty cool. The unicorn seems rather pleased with it as she presents it to me, though. 
"A stick," I observe. "How wonderful." 
She glares at me but doesn't snark back. "It's not just a stick," she corrects me. "It's a walking stick."
"Ah, my mistake. And why would I need a walking stick?"
"As a reminder," she says simply. 
"Of what?" 
"Major events.” 
"Can you just stop being cryptic and explain?" 
The unicorn ignores my perfectly reasonable request and instead fires up her horn, which has me taking an uneasy step back. Her horn begins glowing brighter and brighter, focusing on the stick, and in a few seconds, the crude excuse for a staff is enveloped in a bright blue glow. 
I have to admit that, when it's not being used on me, demonstrations of unique unicorn magic are pretty cool. We don't have anything like it at home, so seeing something like this is darn sweet. 
After a few moments, her horn's glow dulls and the walking stick falls to the floor. To my surprise, though, it has changed considerably: instead of being fit for a pony, it has grown to something that a human can use. Not only that, but there seem to be drawings of some sort dotting the upper half of it. I pick it up and examine them closely. "What are these?" I ask. 
The unicorn smiles and begins examining the drawings in the wood herself. "I chiseled some of your significant memories onto this walking stick. It's something that unicorns back in the day used to do as a reminder of important times in their lives. Since you're not from here, I stuck to memories of Equestria, so you'll have something to remember this place by if you ever go back to your homeland. I–"
Suddenly, she stops dead in the middle of her sentence, gazing in bewilderment at the uppermost carving. "Is this a carving of you attacking Princess Celestia?" 
I lean in close and, sure enough, the carving portrays just that. "I guess it is," I say. “Not just attacking, I'm giving her the fist lollipop.” 
"Did you really do that?" she asks in awe. "Sure, I've messed up on a few of these before, I have to admit, but..."
"It was pretty much the first thing I did when I got here," I declare, feeling a bit proud of myself.
The unicorn gives me a look of utter disbelief, but she shakes her head without answering. She looks over the other carvings. "Anyway," she says. "I've also enchanted it to make it next to impossible to break. Besides that, when a new event pops up it'll appear on the stick." 
Unicorn magic; who'da thunk it could do stuff like that?
"How much?" I ask. No way am I not taking this home with me!
"Ten bits," she declares. 
I nod and hand her the proper amount. "If I find this thing is defective, I'll come down here and bop you over the head with it myself," I threaten her half-seriously. 
The pony smirks again. "If it's defective, I'll let you," she announces cockily. 
I give her a friendly amused scoff and walk out the door with my purchase. The sun hits the face of my watch, and I discover I have exactly five minutes to get back to the castle before Rarity begins beating me over the head with the walking stick I've purchased from a random magician mare. I rush to get back to the castle in time. 
I'm just glad I actually manage to get back in time. I even have a few seconds to drop the stick off in my room before heading back to the ballroom. When I arrive, the mane six and Spike are already there waiting for me; Twilight promptly smiles and levitates a list in front of her. "Okay, now that we're all here, let's get the mid-setup meeting started." She glances at a nearby clock and checks it against my watch before turning back to the group. "It is now 2:04 on the dot. That means we only have three hours and fifty-six minutes if we're going to be done by six, which means that we have to work really hard at this if we're going to be done in time. Now, how are you all doing?" 
"Oh, I'm definitely going to need until six at the very least to finish my preparations," says Rarity. "I only just finished the main hall before you arrived."
"Yeah, same here," agrees Applejack. "We got a lotta stuff to get cooked before all them hungry ponies arrive."
"Well, I'm all set," says Pinkie Pie with her usual grin. "I can help out Applejack in the kitchen if she needs me!"
"Um, the birds and I need another rehearsal or two,” mutters Fluttershy, “but when we're done I think I can help Rarity with the decorations." 
"I'll see what I can do before the Wonderbolts get here," an unusually serious Rainbow Dash contributes to the discussion, “but when they're here, I'll have my hooves full. If everything goes well, we should be done a bit before six, but I can't promise anything.” 
Twilight gives a satisfied nod at the information and jots down a few more notes. "Good. Well, everypony, I think we can make this work if we give it one final push over the next three or four hours. Once we're done we'll meet up at Doughnut Joe's for a snack before we get ready ourselves!"
The other five cheered. We split up to start that final push.
*  *  *  *

I fasten the final button on my brand new tuxedo just as Twilight walks into my room. "Ready to go?" she asks with a smile. "The others are already on their way to Doughnut Joe's."
"I'm just finished."
"You look very nice," she compliments.
"... thanks," I say. "You don't look bad yourself." 
Twilight looks over her own Gala dress fondly and poses a bit. "Thanks. It's my Gala dress from last time. Rarity repaired it after we got back. I figured that it would be easiest just to keep the same one for this year. I mean, why only wear a dress like this once?" she asks with a twirl. 
I agree with her, it's too nice for it to be a single-use. "Makes sense to me," I say. "Alright, ready when you are, doc." 
Twilight leads me out of the castle and through the streets, to where the other six are indeed waiting. We sit down at the large table that they're all occupying and a stallion promptly puts a large plate of delectable doughnuts, as well as several mugs of hot chocolate, in front of us. They don't take longer than a polite 'thanks' before we're digging in. 
"These don't have any hay in them, do they?" I ask, grabbing a doughnut with icing and sprinkles both made of chocolate that have been shoved onto one side of the treat. Twilight shakes her head, and I take a very careful bite. 
The rich chocolate-y taste of the frosting, combined with the softness of the doughnut itself is, needless to say, freaking delicious. I gobble up the whole thing quickly. The others seem to be enjoying their shares as well, and Pinkie and Rainbow are even trying to see who can eat the most, much to Rarity's chagrin. I grab a second one, but this time, I take the time to savor just how good this stuff is. 
The evening continues on like that, with all of us making small talk to each other about how our days went. From what I can gather, everyone had relatively smooth sailing when it came to whatever they had to do for the Gala; Rainbow Dash in particular seems to have enjoyed getting to work with the Wonderbolts, given how she talked about how she gushed practically nonstop. Within an hour or so, the plate is empty and the mugs can be turned upside down without a drop falling off them. 
I glance at my watch. Oh, 7:22. Time for us to go. I alert Twilight of the time and while she quickly tosses ten bits on the table, we all stand up to go. 
Twilight and her gang are chattering excitedly about the prospect of getting to not only go to the Gala again, but to one they have planned and prepared themselves. I've heard the stories about last year... they weren't pleasant. I can see why they don't want to relive them. I admit, I'm rather looking forward to this as well, not only because I get to see if Celestia can send me home. Based on what the six have been up to, it looks like it'll be a legitimately good party, and having had a hand in in, I'm eager to see the results. Hopefully, it'll go better than the last one. 
Within a few minutes of walking, we find ourselves in a large crowd of elegantly dressed ponies who are themselves going to the Gala. To my surprise, not all of them look like Canterlot elite; some of them seem to be more middle class, and I even recognize some ponies from Ponyville in the crowd too. I guess Celestia tried to make it less of a snobbish event this year. We'll see how that goes.
As we walk up towards the entrance, I hear music. It wouldn't surprise me if it was coming from the castle... which it isn't. I turn towards the crew I'm accompanying, and see that they all have gigantic grins on their faces. Pinkie Pie looks like she's about to burst into song, something I've noticed she does quite often. 
In fact...they all do...
What?
The music grows louder and Twilight begins talking.
"I can't believe we're at the Gala again!"
"It'll sure be somethin' special this time," agrees Applejack. "I can feel it."
"We've learned from our mistakes," says Rarity. "We'll capitalize on tonight's wonders!"
"Tonight, we're gonna PAAARRRTAY!" shouts Pinkie Pie. 
And suddenly: singing.
"At the Gala," sings Twilight.
"At the Gala," echoes Rarity.
Fluttershy butts in. 
"At the Gala, they will sing, all my animal friends.
All the birdies, and the critters, tonight we will make amends.
They will sing, for the ponies, all their wonderful songs.
We will make wonderful music, right here at the Gala!". 
Immediately the other guests in line begin marching towards the castle in rhythm with the music that is coming from... somewhere. 
"This Grand Gala will not be a total disaster, like the last Gala, like that Gala," they sing.
"Okay, what's going on here?" 
I remain completely ignored. Applejack starts her own verse. 
"At this Gala, ponies will eat them,
all the Apple family treats.
Their fancy taste buds, will not withstand them, 
all my apple-based sweets.
They will fall in love with apples, right here at the Gala!"
"Oh joy, oh joy, its nearly time for us at the Grand Gala. At the Gala."
At this point a few of the guests have started a basic dance routine. I feel like I'm watching a practiced routine. "Seriously, guys, did I miss a rehearsal or something?" 
As Rarity starts her verse, I feel I might as well be talking to a wall. 
"At this Gala, I will meet them, some perfectly nice ponies.
I'll make dresses, for new clients, that I will meet at the Grand Gala.
And the best part, is that I'll ignore him, my dumb faux-Prince Charming.
I won't see any of Blueblood, right here at the Gala!"
"Ignoring Prince Blueblood sounds like the best thing ever, at the Gala, at the Gala."
"You know what? I'm not even going to ask," I grumble. "If you're not going to–" 
I am cut off by Rainbow Dash.
"I've been waiting, I've been dying, to fly with those awesome ponies,
The Wonderbolts will see how truly great I am.
I'll fly with them and we'll wow the crowd just like we will when I finally join them
I get to fly with the Wonderbolts, right here at the Gala!"
"Flying with the Wonderbolts, oh joy that sounds just awesome, at the Gala, at the Gala."
At this point, I'm quiet, just waiting for the song to be over. I can stand Pinkie's songs every once in a while, but this... I don't know what to make of this. 
The rest of the guests begin a marching line behind Pinkie Pie as she begins her verse.
"I have organized the Gala, it will be my best party.
That's saying a lot coming from a pony like Pinkie.
for parties are too awesome, to not be shared by one and all.
Many ponies will be smiling, right here at the Gala!" sings Pinkie Pie.
"Smiling ponies does sound fun, right here at the Gala, at the Gala."
'Okay, TD, you just have to get through Twilight's verse and then we can forget that this bizarre occurrence ever happened', I thought to myself.
"At the Gala, nothing can go wrong,
I've planned details big and small.
Princess Celestia, will be proud of me,
she will see all my hard work
I will pull off a big job, right here at the Gala!" sings Twilight.
"We're sure you've done an adequate job, right here at the Gala, at the Gala."
I am relieved that all of the verses are done so we can finally wrap up this song. Oh, alright, everyone has already stopped singing. Well, that's fine with me. I'm not sure why they burst out into song in the...in the...
Why in the name of Earth is everyone staring at me?
A look around the crowd, and literally everyone going to the Gala has their eyes fixed on me. What's more baffling is the multitude of utterly confused looks in their faces. I glance over at Twilight; for some reason, she looks just as confused as the rest of them. I stare back at her, and it spreads over to me, too. "Well?" she says finally. 
"Well what?" 
"It's your turn, sugar cube," says Applejack. 
"My turn for what...my turn to sing a verse?"
"Well yeah," says Fluttershy like it should be obvious. "We all did one, now it's your turn."
"My turn?" I say incredulously. "What do you mean my turn?!"
"Well, we all went, so it's your turn," says Twilight. "I don't get where you're confused."
I sustain my look of utter bewilderment, but the crowd is beginning to whisper amongst themselves. I give myself a frustrated sigh and wrack my brains for something to mollify these insanely musical beings.
"Uh, okay," I say. I clear my throat. “Here goes.” 
"Uh, At the Gala, I will confront her,
your celestial goddess.
I will ask her, to send me home,
so I can play on my...old NES?
Or just maybe, I'll just get drunk,
that sounds really fine too.
At least something will get done...uh, right here at the Gala."
Immediately the entire group starts their song back up again with as much energy, if not even more.
"Sending trans-dimensional beings home is what we do at the Gala, at the Gala."
Everyone is now marching towards the castle like a military platoon... one that is from a Rogers and Hammerstein musical. Naturally, I don't keep the cadence.
"Into the Gala we must go, we're ready now we're all aglow.
Into the Gala lets go in and have the best night ever
Into the Gala, now it’s time we're ready and we look divine!"
"My birds will sing."
"My food they'll eat."
"I'll avoid Blueblood"
"I'll bounce and laugh.
"I'll fly real fast."
"I've planned it all."
More silence. I groan.
"I'll smack a wall!"
"Right here at the Gala, at the Gala!"
And with that, the music from absolutely nowhere comes to an end and the ponies begin filing into the castle. The pony crew is in line beside me, seemingly oblivious as to how weird that occurrence was. "Uh, Twilight..." I blurt out. "What just happened?" 
Twilight looks at me and frowns. "What do you mean?"
“That song and dance number... what the heck was that?" 
Twilight's frown turns upside-down. She chuckles. "The Creator absolutely loved song," she lectures, "so when she created Equestria, she made it so that anyone who ever lived here had the magic of music inside of them. Whenever emotions are at their highest, those who are here join in a big musical number."
I stare at her with eyebrow-quirking disbelief. I thought singing like that was just a Pinkie Pie thing. "So...your creator made it so that anyone born in Equestria randomly bursts into song?"
"I didn't say 'born in Equestria', I said 'lived in Equestria'," she explains. 
I scowl at the discrepancy until I get what she's saying. My eyes widen and I back a foot away from her. "Oh no, I'm not breaking out into some silly song and dance routine!" 
"Well, ya sure did a decent job with your verse!" says Applejack. "Where do you think those words came from, sugar cube?"
"Not the magic of music inside of me, that's for sure," I deadpan. 
She simply shrugs. "If you say so...” 
I grumble to myself how, if I ever break out into song without being strong-armed into it, I'll re-invent Life Boy soap just to wash my mouth out with. Hmm, well, maybe if I could get a good villain's song it would be okay...
As the line of ponies waiting to get in gets steadily smaller, the others become steadily more excited. Based on what they're saying, we don't have to do anything by this point – Celestia's 'student athletes' will take care of everything. 
Good, I don't want to be stuck serving drinks to snobby ponies. 
Thanks to the long line, it takes about fifteen minutes before we are actually inside the Gala itself. Ha, we don't have to show tickets or anything! We set up the darned thing! However, I am horrified to see that even when we're inside the castle, there is still a line to get in or something. I mean...wait...no, there's a line to...
To see Princess Celestia. A grin forms on my face at the sight of the sun goddess of Equestria.
"Sorry about the long line, TD," Twilight mutters. “I should have warned you...” 
"It's quite alright," I say with a wave of my hand. She's here. She's here and if I wait in line long enough, she'll have to talk to me at least for a moment, at least so we can set up a real meeting. I don't care at all if I have to wait a bit more, I've been waiting for weeks already.
Standing next to her is a slightly smaller alicorn pony, only this one is bluish and her hair looks like the night sky. Based on what Twilight has told me of the royal sisters, I can only assume this is Princess Luna. She seems like an alright sort... or at the very least, she seems far less pretentious than Celestia does. I might actually like her if what Twilight has told me about her is true.
We have to wait for another ten minutes before it is our turn to see Celestia, but I feel it is well worth the wait. She smiles warmly at us when we walk up and Luna sends a small smile Twilight's way. "It's so wonderful to see you all," Celestia says happily. "You all did a spectacular job with everything. I'm so proud of you."
Twilight positively glows at the compliments from Celestia. In turn, I roll my eyes. 
"Indeed, the decorations and the food seem most delightful," agrees Luna. "If Our sister has any more of dear Applejack's apple fritters, she will have to go on a diet to keep The Royal Plot in a shapely form."
Yep, I like Luna already. Anyone who causes Celestia to look even a tad uncomfortable is alright in my book. 
Celestia recovers from the embarrassment after a mere moment and turns her attention to me. "Yes, well, I hope you enjoy yourselves. You too, TD: I know how much you helped out with the setup as well. For that, my sister and I are most grateful."
"I'll bet you are," I say, walking closer to her as soon as she speaks her last syllable, "but I think we both know the main reason I'm here, Celestia.” The glares I get from not using the P-word could burn into my back if they were energy beams, but they don't, so I press on. “You and I need to have a good talk later about getting me back to Earth." As I mention Earth, I tap the tip of her horn to drive my point home. 
Celestia's eyebrows knit slightly. On the third tap, she sends a slight bolt of static electricity through her horn, shocking me a bit, just enough for a quick retreat of my finger. I hear the mane six gasp behind me and I see that Luna looks quite livid at my display. I look at her confusedly. "Did he just... hit second base with the Princess?" I hear Rarity whisper. 
...oh. I understand why Celestia looks a tad uncomfortable and Luna is so angry now. 
"How dare thee," growls Luna. "How dare thou violate Our sister's personal space in such a manner!" 
"Luna, it's fine," Celestia pacifies the scene. "He didn't know." 
Luna does not seem pacified by Celestia's words and she continues staring daggers at me.  "How doth thou consider this 'fine', dear sister? If thy words are correct, then this is also the creature that assaulted you upon entry into our world!" 
"Yeah, on that note... sorry for... uh, doing what I just did," I stutter, searching for the words my astonishment has buried six feet under. I am just as uncomfortable about the whole thing as they are, but I'm doing my best to show a little remorse.
"Sorry shall not be sufficient in this most heinous of offenses!" insists Luna. "We–"
"Luna, that's enough," says Celestia with a tone that imagine that she doesn't like taking with her sister, but is the only tone that will prevent a trip to Hotel Moon, based on Luna's expression. "He apologized already, and I know that he did not know better. He meant no offense."
"Very well," Luna grumbles, unsatisfied. 
"Well, cool. Now that that's settled, you and I still need to have a talk, Celestia." 
Celestia sighs and nods. "I agree. If you wish you can stay another day so we can get our business settled."
"I was thinking tonight, actually," I retort. "I want to get this settled as soon as possible." 
An expression of unease crosses Celestia's face. She hides it after a moment, which doesn't make me any less disturbed. "Very well, if you insist."
"In my standing, wouldn't you?" I ask with more sincerity than I thought I could have in me. 
Celestia doesn't respond for a moment. Instead, she looks behind me. "There are many more guests for me to greet tonight," she declares with finality. "We shall meet when I can."  
Good enough for me. With a nod from me, we organizers walk past the sisters into the ballroom, and immediately the other seven forget my intentional faux-pas. Their eyes are filled with wonder and joy at seeing the ponies at the Gala, enjoying themselves and appreciating all the preparations we made. I imagine I'm not going to get much interaction out of them right now, so I excuse myself to the bar we set up earlier. The drinks are pretty lightweight when it comes to alcohol, but it's something at least. 
As I walk to the counter, I reflect on how the drinking age back home is 21, which means I can't drink if they have the same rules, me being only 20 and all. Having said that, I'm half-Canadian, and the drinking age there is 18 if I recall. I grin slightly as I sit down on a stool in front of the bar. Time to emulate the rules of the Provinces. 
The bartender, an earth pony, looks at me with a relatively blank face as I order hard cider, made by the Apple family. With that, I begin my slow descent into intoxication. A tipsy TD is an interesting TD, and if I'm going to have to socialize with high-class snobs for a few hours before I see Celestia, I want to be more relaxed. 
As I sip my cider, I pony-watch the crowd to pass the time. The rich snobs are hanging out with each other, while the more common ponies are doing pretty much the same. If Celestia expanded the Gala's invitation range to encourage interaction between the classes, welp, I can sure say it didn't work at all. Figures that the snobs would see themselves as too good for the 'lower classes'. 
I am not watching for more than a few minutes before I hear an unfamiliar voice from behind me. "Hey there." 
I turn around to see a lavender pegasus with blonde hair, one I've seen around Ponyville a few times. "'sup, " I respond. 
The pegasus grins at me and extends her hoof. "I'm Cloud Kicker. I've seen you around Ponyville a few times, but never actually had the chance to say hi to you." 
"TD," I respond while shaking her hoof. 
"Cool," she says. I raise my mug at her and move to take another gulp of cider.
Big mistake, TD. Big mistake.
"Now that we've gotten to know each other,” she says matter-of-factly, “we should bang." 
I almost choke to death on my cider right then and there – as it is I just barely avoid doing a perfect spit-take right in her face. “Upbrrrfhbwha?!" 
"You know, bang," she repeats impatiently. "We go in whatever room you're staying in right now – or mine, I don't care –, I take off this ridiculous dress and you'll get out of that dashing tux, we both plop onto the bed and–"
"Okay, Cloud Kicker, enough with embarrassing the human!" says a watermelon-haired pony that has just walked up. Boy she looks peeved.
Cloud Kicker turns to the new arrival with that same gigantic grin on her face. "Oh, hey there, Blossomforth! The human and I were just about to go up to his room. Wanna join?" 
"Y-you're not gonna m-m-mate with him!" is the angry response. "Even if you were, look at him! He looks like he's about to die of embarrassment and shock right now!
Do I? I think I do...
Cloud Kicker clicks her tongue in dismissal, but she does hop off the stool. She walks over to Blossomforth. "Yeah, well, I guess I can let him think about it for a moment," she says before turning back to me. "I'll see you later, okay, stud?" 
She winks at me and the duo walks off, with Blossomforth chewing out her friend. I can only watch the two of them disappear into the crowd of ponies, still trying to process what the heck just went on here.
The bartender has watched the whole thing: the guy is laughing so hard he is having trouble standing. I glare at him after I turn to face the counter. "Shut up and get me another cider." 
*  *  *  *

You know, after three ciders, pony-watching gets kind of boring. It's not like they're actually doing anything interesting, they're just standing around and talking for the most part. I can't even really get tipsy because of how little alcohol this stuff has in it. 
However, my night may just get a little more interesting. One of the ponies in the crowd, an all white stallion who I can only imagine is really high society because his nose his higher in the air than the others, notices me watching the guests and begins walking over to me. If I recall Twilight's explanation well enough, his name is Blueblood, and he's a prince. 
Great, more royalty to deal with. 
"You there, peasant!” he calls. Jeez, he sounds even snootier than he looks. “Why are you staring at me in such a manner?" 
"I'm just crowd-watching," I respond. "No offense intended." 
Blueblood raises an eyebrow before coming over to stand next to me. 
"You are the human that Auntie Tia brought into this world, aren't you?"
"Do you know of any other humans in Equestria?" is my dry-witted reply. 
Blueblood harrumphs and looks me over. "I must say, your species looks rather odd. Your legs surely don't need to be the size of your upper half, now do they?" His voice alone is annoying me to no end. I remember Rarity's story from last year's Gala; he shouldn't get much better than this.
"Careful there, Bluey... If you want to make cracks about appearances, I can point out how your horn is much smaller than those of many other unicorn stallions I've seen." 
Blueblood's eyes widen and he tries to sputter out a response. The bartender behind me resumes his silent laughter. 
The paper prince does eventually give up on a retort and just glares at me. "My horn is perfectly natural, thank you very much. As a matter of fact, I do not see the truth of your statement, which means that my assessment of your person was more correct. I believe I win this battle of quips.”  To my complete amusement, Blueblood raises his hoof. “You may kiss the royal hoof." 
Ha. No dice, cupcake. "Why, Bluey, I didn't know you swung that way! Is this what you consider foreplay?" 
Blueblood puts down his hoof with a look of utter shock and outrage across his face. The bartender lets out an audible giggle. "Why...I...buh...you...how dare you!" he sputters. "I am royalty and I expect to be addressed with the respect I deserve!" 
I roll my eyes and place six bits on the counter. "I am giving you the respect you deserve," I insist. "In fact, I think I’m being generous." 
Blueblood's eyes narrow and he opens his mouth to begin speaking once more, but I decide to walk away. As mildly amusing as this was, he's not worth it in the end. I decide to see what the ponies are doing in the ballroom, seeing as how Pinkie Pie set up a corner for games and such. Who knows? Maybe 'pin the tail on the pony' is more fun than it sounds.
In the ballroom, a four-pony orchestra plays a slow waltz tune while and a bunch of ponies in the middle of the dance floor do a very boringly refined dance. It's just the kind of thing I can imagine nobles doing. The more common ponies are looking at the scene with boredom or distaste, but they're keeping the peace. I sigh when I see that Pinkie's station is packed with ponies playing the games she set up. No nobles among them, I'll wager. 
The song ends. The ponies stomp the floor semi-quietly in applause, and a few of the dancers bow to their partners. I golf clap along with them, making plans to leave the ballroom and go back to the bar. 
However, within a few seconds, I don't find myself in a position to do that any longer. As I turn to my left to leave, I see a most amusing sight: an absolutely livid Blueblood is standing next to Celestia and Luna, pointing in my direction. Celestia looks exasperated, while Luna looks like she's about to begin laughing. 
The crowd looks to the source of the noise too. 
"And he accused me of instigating foreplay with him when I insisted that he kiss the royal hoof!" complains Blueblood. "I demand that he be arrested and sent to the moon at once!" 
"Blueblood, that's enough," says Celestia. "We're not sending him to the moon for something like that."
"The sun then, if the moon is not adequate!" 
I can't help but chuckle a little bit. Celestia is clearly using all of her willpower to stop herself from facehoofing right then and there. However, Luna's amused expression has shifted to one of slight anger at the mere idea that the moon might not be adequate for anything.
"We're not sending him to the sun either," she says as the three stop in front of me. "I'm sure he's sorry for what he said." 
I respond with a shrug and a "not really". 
"See, see!" shouts Blueblood, pointing a hoof at me. "He's a ghastly being who must be arrested at once!" 
I sigh and rub my temples. Remember, TD, this guy is more trouble than he's worth. “Fine, fine. I apologize for offending you." 
Blueblood scoffs but nods all the same. "Very well, then. You may kiss the royal hoof now." 
That does it: both Celestia and Luna slap him in the back of the head. 
A wide grin cracks my face. Some ponies just don’t learn. "Why Bluey, I didn't know you swung that way. Is this what you–"
"TD, we get the point," groans Celestia. 
Fair enough, I suppose. Blueblood looks like he's about to have a stroke right then and there, his face red with anger. I can tell that the three cogs in his head are trying to formulate a proper response. 
"Sorry," I say without an inkling of honesty while keeping my grin up. 
Celestia sighs and shakes her head before turning to the crowd. "I'm sorry to be disruptive," she announces to the public. "TD and Prince Blueblood merely had a misunderstanding. Please, continue with your merriment." 
The cellist of the band, a gray earth pony who is wearing a bow tie for some reason, clears her throat. "Actually, your highness, we were just about to take the planned ten minute respite, if that is alright with you." 
Celestia gives her a warm smile and a nod. "That is perfectly okay with me," she says, and much to my surprise, she turns to me. "TD, I know that you have your music here on your… what did you call it, computer? Are there any songs there that form the basis of any traditional dances from your world?"
I am about to shake my head when a thought strikes me. A wonderfully evil thought, my favorite kind. I smile and nod. "Yes, actually," I say. 
Celestia widens her smile and uses her magic to transport my computer onto a nearby table. "Very well, do show us," she says. 
I nod and pull up the music folder. Thankfully, there is enough battery life so that it won't die in the middle of the performance. When I find the song in question, my smile widens and I turn back to Celestia. "For this dance, I will need only a chair and Prince Blueblood." 
The crowd raises their eyebrows and Blueblood looks at me with the same look of anger as ever. "Absolutely not!" he says. "I will not–"
"Oh give it a rest, Blueblood," says Celestia. I can tell she’s suppressing a groan. "He's not going to hurt you … right?" she asks me with a tilted head and a mildly suspicious look. I shake my head no, and Celestia uses her wing to push the stallion forward. "Be a good sport."
He grumbles a bit, but he does eventually sit down on the chair that is provided for him. I turn around and fire up the song in question. I can hardly contain my grin as the music begins. I clap along to the music, and to my utter delight, the ponies in the crowd stomp their hooves along as well. 
Blueblood is a nervous wreck when I begin my dance. Any human would recognize it as the dance Mr. Blonde did in Reservoir Dogs with the cop, but everyone here is totally oblivious. 
"Well I don't know why I came here tonight,
I got the feelin' that somethin' ain't right." 
I sing as I move back and forth to the rhythm of the song. Blueblood seems to be relaxing a bit, unsure of how the song concerns him. 
I smile as the penultimate lyrics come up and when they do, I begin miming slicing his ear off with a razor blade. Is that too mean spirited? Maybe, but this dude is seriously annoying. Besides, it's not like I'm actually doing it. I'm also exaggerating the movements so they look more dance-like than actual actions so that should throw them off too.
The ponies in the crowd are swaying along to the music as sing the lyrics out loud, miming on Blueblood the torture that Mr. Blonde put the cop through during the movie. His look of confusion grows as I get the imaginary gasoline from the trunk of my fictional car and then pour it all over him. He seems a bit uncomfortable when I do so, but as long as he doesn't pick up on what I'm actually mimicking, then I'm okay. 
I walk five paces away from him as the song comes to a close and light my nonexistent Zippo. The back of my mind tells me that I'm being a little too mean, but hey, it isn't actually hurting him, right? The song ends and I pretend to drop the lighter in the make-believe puddle of gasoline leading up to Blueblood. I don't actually imagine him writhing in pain as fire consumes him – that’s way beyond the line, even for him – but the dance is fun nonetheless. 
I receive uproarious hoof stomping, even from Celestia and Luna. I take it the ponies in the crowd enjoyed the show, but I wonder if Celestia is clapping because she knows what I was miming. I doubt it, but it's fun to think about all the same. 
However, there is one pony that hasn’t appreciated the dance as much, and he wastes no time in letting me know. 
"You are a disgrace!" Blueblood whines. "You joke about me instigating foreplay, but then you turn around and come on to me with that suggestive dance!" 
I groan and facepalm. "That was ‘Reservoir Dogs’, Bluey, not a seductive dance. Besides, I like human women, not pony stallions." 
"You cannot fool me!" he insists. "I–"
"We demand that thou grant Us the favor of shutting thy royal lips at once!" Luna interrupts. "Your whining is causing Us much annoyance!" 
Blueblood opens his mouth to retort, but decides that he has better things to do than mouth off to the goddess of the night. Instead, he opts for stomping away in a huff. Luna looks like she’s going to go after him, but Celestia shakes her head and Luna nods. Those two have an impressive bond, let me tell you.
At that moment, one of the Wonderbolts, Spitfire, I think, walks up on the stage and taps the microphone. "Attention, everypony. The performance of the Wonderbolts and Rainbow Dash is about to begin. If you would all please follow me out onto the grounds, we may begin at once."
The ponies in the crowd murmur excitedly amongst themselves as they begin filing out of the ballroom. Now's my chance. I quickly walk up to Celestia. "I don’t think we’ll have a better chance than this." 
Celestia sighs and turns to me. "I suppose so," she whispers.
"Thank you," I say with a nod. Celestia beckons me to follow, and I exit the ballroom behind her. 
The walk to wherever she is leading me is silent; that probably has a lot to do with the fact that the castle is watching the aerial performance, but it could also be the nervousness that both of us are bearing. I'm already nervous because this is where she tells me whether I can go back or not, but her being unsettled by the idea of this meeting makes it much worse. Wouldn't she be happy if she could just send me home right away? Or, maybe she's nervous because the magic involved is really complicated or something? Yeah...that's it, I'm sure of it. If she can bring me here she can send me home… right?
Within five minutes, the two of us reach a large door that I can only guess leads to her quarters, and my suspicions are confirmed when she opens the door to reveal a titanic bedroom. Seriously, I know she's the big cheese of the land and all, but who needs a bed bigger than three hummers side by side?! 
I shake my head and ignore my surroundings. They're not important. 
Celestia uses her magic to shut and lock the door behind me. She turns to face me for what I hope will be our final confrontation. "So," I begin.
"So," she parrots.
"We're here at last." 
Celestia nods and moves over to a large desk. "I imagine you have a lot of questions for me," she says as she uses her magic to pull up a stack of papers. 
"Just one." My insides feel like ice right now. "Can you send me home now?" 
Celestia keeps silent for a moment as she scans the papers in front of her. She puts them back down on the desk. "TD, before I answer that question, I must admit to you that there is more to you coming here than I originally admitted to you and Twilight." 
"I figured. Me coming here like you said is a bit too random, don't you think?" I don’t ask so much as I make a statement.
The Princess nods. "Your coming here was still partially random, but not to the extent I led you to believe. I told you that the energy I conjured randomly pulled you into this world… but I'm afraid that is, for the most part, a fabrication." 
"How so?" I ask suspiciously. 
Celestia doesn’t say a thing for a moment, before she takes a deep breath and delves into her story. "When I told you I created the ball of energy, I said it sucked the magic out of my room and it took all of my power to stop it, correct?"
"Yeah," I nod. 
"The truth is, when the energy started being sucked out, it made the ball of energy more powerful, and much more unstable. The instability did not concern me at the moment it began happening… but what happened with the ball, well, that is a different story."
"Why?” I scratch my head. “What happened with the ball?"
"It created a portal,” she explains. “A highly volatile and unstable one, but a portal nonetheless. I used all of my magical powers to sustain it so that my surroundings would not be damaged, and it took me a lot of magic and skill, but I did manage to get it to manageable levels. 
“When I did that, it allowed me to look inside. And what I saw... it was truly a sight to behold."
Celestia, if you were intending on making me curious, consider your goal accomplished. "What did you see?" 
"I saw your world. I don't know why, but for whatever reason, the portal chose to open up on the exact spot where you were. I saw many members of your species, and I observed their habits. I noticed that they would always wait in the same spots for a series of lights to turn red before a white symbol flashed, as a warning that crossing was safe, or authorized. I noted the objects you call 'cars' stopping whenever their respective lights turned red, and that they drove off when they turned green.
“I watched for about twenty minutes, and ended up with a pretty good idea of the routine of that area." 
"That's very interesting," I interrupt, "but it still doesn't answer my question." 
"I'm getting there," she assures me. "I continued to observe the goings on of your species with great interest. You truly are an interesting people."
"Celestia… what does this have to do with me?" I ask out of the irritation rising inside of me. 
Celestia sighs and begins nervously shuffling the papers on the desk. "Do you remember the accident that brought you here?" she asks without looking at me.
"I was hit by a car. I’m pretty sure I'll remember that forever." 
"No, no you weren't," she says quietly. 
My jaw drops slightly. "What do you mean? I woke up after a four day coma with a ton of injuries: that sounds like getting hit by a car to me all right."
The Princess looks back up. "The injuries you sustained were not caused by your collision with the car, TD… that collision never actually happened. When I saw the car speed towards you, I knew that if it collided with you it would cause great injury, maybe even death. I couldn't stand by and let that happen. 
“In the heat of the moment, I called upon the last reserves of my magic and attempted to pull you backwards, out of the way of the car. But, unfortunately, I used too much magic. I did not just pull you backwards… I pulled you through the portal by mistake."
My jaw is practically on the floor by this point. My mind is a blank – I want to say something… but what on Earth can I say to this? 
Celestia sighs one more time before moving on. "The strain of pulling a being as large as yourself through an already unstable portal was far too much for it to handle. It collapsed. You were through by that point, lying unconscious on the ground. I would have tended to you right there and then… but what happened next prevented that.
“When the portal collapsed it created an energy outflow that increased the air pressure. It began crushing you, TD; that's why you woke up with broken bones. I knew that you would die unless I took drastic action, so I did the only thing I could think of at that moment: I sent you to Ponyville. I didn't want you to cause a stir around Canterlot, so I sent you to a more remote part of Equestria, where my student could take care of you until I figured out what to do about it all."
I continue to stare at Celestia. I don’t know what to think, or even what to feel. I wasn’t pulled in just because of a random portal, she pulled me in to avoid seeing me get hit by that car. She... she...
Okay, TD, calm the heck down!
I take a few deep breaths and ask the first question that comes to my mind. "Why didn't you just tell me when we first saw each other? Why this ‘random portal’ nonsense?" 
Celestia looked at me with sorrowful eyes that I don’t see. "I didn't tell you then because I didn't want Twilight to know about this kind of magic. I fear her curiosity would have led to her abusing it, or at least attempting an imitation… I didn’t want that to happen, it was almost uncontrollable when I myself did it. If I told her you coming here was a failure of mine, as opposed to a deliberate action that would have been viewed as a success by her, then she would not have tried to replicate it… exactly like, to my knowledge, she hasn't." 
By this point, my confusion is turning to anger at this mare. "So you kick her out of the room, talk to me in private later, order her to not try anything under threat of heavy punishment, do anything but what you did!” I yell. “You're the freaking immortal sun-goddess of Equestria, can't you keep tabs on your own student?!" 
Celestia doesn’t react to my outburst. "TD, I have my reasons for not letting Twilight know about what I did. Please respect them. I have known her far longer than you have." 
Ah yes, the 'I have the power, my motives are infallible' technique. Don't you just love it? 
That aside, how I got here really isn't as important as can I get home. I have to keep this on the right track. "Okay, so you brought me here to save my life, and you have your big mystic reasons for having lied to the Elements of Harmony and me when I first woke up,” I state as I pace around the room. “Fine, whatever, I really don’t care. What I care about is, can I go home now?" 
To my horror, Celestia doesn’t move a muscle. She doesn't even breathe for a moment. 
Oh no. 
"TD, from the very moment I came back to the castle after seeing you in the hospital, I've been trying to re-create the portal. Every time I do, I open up to another world, but I’m certain it’s not the one you belong to. In fifty-six attempts, never once have I found Earth again… and even if I have, I can't be sure I can find it for a third time."
Oh no.
"There's more," she plows on regardless of me. "I also began experimenting with sending things back through the portals I made. I had to be sure I could make it stable enough to send a living being through all the way to the end. But the results... weren't encouraging. From the small objects I started with, I have yet to progress beyond a roll of parchment. 
“Each and every time, the portal collapses whenever I try to push the object past about the halfway point. At best, it leaves me with half of whatever I tried to send through."
"So…" My voice cracks and I have to clear my throat to continue. "So what you're saying is..."
"I'm sorry, TD, but it is impossible for me to send you home. Even if I managed to find your Earth again, the journey would kill you."
I am unable to register how hurt Celestia looks and sounds as she says those words. I can only stare at her for a few seconds before I turn around, twist the key on the lock, throw the door open and walk out of the room.
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I gotta get out of here. I... I... I... I just can't be here right now. I gotta... She can't send me home, why... no, I gotta get out of here. She can't... holy crap I... no, I gotta get home, she can't do this to me. I...oh no. No, this isn't freaking happening. I gotta get home in time to watch football with my dad and sister. They’re waiting for me, we're gonna... I haven't hugged my mom in a month. I want to... did I tell her I love her the last time I saw her? Did I say that to any of them? No, I'll get my computer and go back to Ponyville and something will get done. Yes, something will get done if I... I...
As I leave Celestia’s room behind, I can vaguely hear her saying something behind me, but I don't really care what she has to say right now. Just leave me alone, Celestia. Leave me alone, I don't want your company right now. Just leave me be. 
As I reach the ballroom, I see that the ponies from the Gala are filing back into the castle. I guess the show is over. They seem like they've had a good time. 
Who cares? Who gives a crap about the Wonderbolts? 
As they pass me, their expressions of joy turn to worry and confusion. Why is the human stumbling down the hall like that? BECAUSE CELESTIA CAN'T SEND ME HOME, THAT'S WHY!
Twilight. I see Twilight in front of me. She's in my way, her mouth is moving, but I can't understand her. I was never any good at reading lips. She's not getting out of my way. Why won't she just leave me alone, too? 
She's not getting out of my way. She has to get out of my way. 
She's still talking to me. What is she saying? I never was any good at reading lips. "TD?" Ah, she's saying my name. "TD? What's wrong? You don't look so good."
I open my mouth to respond, but I can’t. I want to respond, but the words aren't coming. Everyone is staring at me. Even without saying or doing anything, I'm still making quite a scene. Funny, isn't it? No, I guess it isn't. Instead of trying and failing again and again on the simple task of formulating a response, I lean on a nearby table loaded with food. 
"TD?" says another voice to my left. Celestia. Yeah, Celestia. "TD, I know this must be hard for you, but please, calm down. You must calm down."
The anger begins bubbling up inside of me. I so desperately want to attack her again, to go up to my room and grab my walking stick and begin beating her with it until their precious sun-goddess is nothing more than a red mess smeared on the ground. That'll teach her to meddle in my life. 
No. No, violence isn't the answer. You can't hit her again. Keep calm, TD. Don't hurt her. Don't do anything stupid. Calm down. Calm down. Calm. Calm… 
"What is happening here?" I hear Luna call. Celestia doesn't respond, but the silence tells her the story either way. "Thou hath told him the truth," she says, a little more softly than before. 
"Yes," Celestia says sadly. Sad. She's upset for me. She's regretful about what she did. 
Well, it's a little late for regret now, isn't it? Regret doesn't get me back to Earth. Regret doesn't make everything okay. 
It doesn’t change the fact that I can't go home. 
"Truth? What truth?" asks Twilight. I glance over at her. She’s not the only one: the rest of the mane six are looking worriedly at me, too. 
"Should you tell them or should I, Celestia?" I say quietly. She says nothing; I guess it's up to me. "She can't send me home. After she pulled me in here, she can't send me back."
"Oh, TD," whispers Twilight. She sounds heartbroken, like she's legitimately sad for me. Perhaps she really is.
The entire hall is silent as I lean on the table, staring at the surface loaded with more food than I have seen in a while. 
I...I...don't do anything stupid, TD. Just...
I can't help it. I try to control my anger, but I just can't. I begin wailing on the table, slamming my fists into it over and over again, as if the poor thing is the reason I'm here. The foods bounce off their plates, staining the pearl white towel. The wood creaks. The bones in my hands scream at me to stop. I start panting, out of breath with the continued effort. Sweat starts dripping into my eyes.
None of it really helps my anger, but I don't know what else to do. I want to hit something, I need to damage something or else I'll go insane. I don't know what else to do. 
The entire hall gasps at my display, but I don't really care. It's far better that I take out my anger and frustration on something inanimate than an actual pony with thoughts and feelings. I don't want to hurt anyone. 
Still, when I finish smashing down on the furniture, I find myself still angry. I don't know what to do. 
"TD," I hear Celestia plead. "TD, please listen to me."
"Why should I?" I growl. "What possible reason do I have to listen to anything you have to say to me?"
"TD, please don't do this. Don't push us away. I'm terribly sorry for what I did, I really do, and I take full responsibility for all of it, believe me… But you don't have to go through this alone. We can help you, TD."
"The last time you decided to 'help' me, I got ripped away from home with no chance of going back." I don't hear the collective gasp and the explosion of conversations. My focus is on Celestia. “I'm done getting help from you, thank you very much.” 
Celestia puts a hoof on my shoulder. "TD–"
"Get your stinking hoof off of me, you damn dirty horse!" I screech, batting her hoof off. I don't really care right now that I've used a heavy swear word, or if it’s a good idea or not. I'm just too angry to care. Will I regret what I just said later? Yeah, most likely... 
Or I might regret it now, based on how mad Luna looks. "How dare you," she says with an impressive amount of bite. "How dare thou speak to Our sister in such a manner?!"
"Luna–"
"How can thou let him address you with so much disrespect, sister?! He has shown you nothing but contempt ever since his arrival!"
"Luna, please, can you not see what I do?” Luna opens her mouth to talk, but Celestia interrupts her. “Let me tell you what I see, Luna: I see somepony in pain. Somepony who has lost everything, and just had his hopes of getting them back dashed. Somepony who is lost and alone and grasping at straws."
As she talks, the mood of the room becomes somber, and most of the ponies flatten their ears. Luna is silent as she contemplates Celestia's words. 
Then, Blueblood ruins everything with one carefully chosen sentence. "I think his behavior is positively dreadful. He's making such a scene, Auntie."
That does it. I was trying to keep my temper in check, I honest-to-God was, but Blueblood's snide remarks... I don't know, I just snap. 
I glance to my left to see him standing next to me, and I grab one of the pies off of the table. The pastry ends up smashed flat right in the middle of his face. He screams like a little girl as the pastry makes contact with his perfectly styled mane. I expect him to begin crying right then and there, noticing that Rarity gives a slight giggle, but I don't pay too much attention to either. 
"TD, that was uncalled for!" says Celestia angrily, putting a hoof on my shoulder again, heavily this time. "You didn't–"
With my temper lost and my emotions completely out of whack, history repeats itself. 
I spin on my feet, extending a balled fist. 
The first time I punched Celestia, I hit a bit under the eye; this time, I deck her square in the teeth. I'm not injured and in pain like last time. This time, I'm healthy and downright enraged. The momentum of the spin adds up to all that, and as a result, when my fist connects, I feel like I just swung a sledgehammer. Celestia actually recoils, though I think it’s more out of surprise than any pain I could ever cause her.
The last time I did that, it was in front of the mane six, a group of ponies that, while powerful, don't really match up when it comes to Celestia. This time, however, I attacked the immortal sun goddess of Equestria right in front of the immortal moon goddess of Equestria. A moon goddess that is already quite angry with me for, well, pretty much everything. 
I suddenly register that the lights are dimmed in the castle. I hear Luna yelling. I am lying on the ground right next to a chair. I don't exactly know what happened, and I can only guess she's yelling at me. I don't really register what she's saying. I can't even move...why can't I move? I can't feel anything below the neck. Oh my gosh, what did she do to me? She didn't... Oh, no, she did.
Luna just snapped my spine.
Pretty much all of the mane six are crying, out of fear, I guess. They all look really scared at any rate. I can't tell how I myself look. Guess I look pretty bad. 
There's a lot of commotion going on around me. Luna is still livid, and Celestia is trying to calm her down. Three of the servants are tending to a wailing Blueblood and the crowd around us is chattering in fear. They're scared, I can tell. I don't blame them, I'm pretty freaking scared too. 
All of a sudden, the lights go all out and Celestia is enveloped in a white glow, her wings spread and she levitates into the air. She lets out an almost unholy shout in some language that I can't understand. 
The glow fades and the lights turn back on. The entire hall is deathly silent. Nopony, even Luna, moves a muscle. Even Blueblood has stopped whining about the apple pie in his hair. All eyes are on Celestia. She’s unmoving for the moment. Her ears, head, and wings are drooped. She seems really sad. 
She takes a deep breath before slowly walking over to me and looking down at me with a sad, contemplative look. Instead of saying anything, she fires up her horn. A white ball of energy comes out of it and floats down towards me, hitting me in the chest and sinking into my battered form. 
A warm, fuzzy feeling spreads all over me, as if somebody is tucking me in under a warm blanket. Slowly, feeling starts to return to my limbs, and I find I can move them. The entire room watches me with rapt attention as I curl and uncurl my fingers. Good, looks like I have control again. I slowly sit up and use the chair next to me to pull myself off the floor. There’s a nasty bruise waiting to form on my back, but I can’t give a rat's tail about it. 
I stare at Celestia again; then, I turn around and walk away. 
As I pass Twilight, she opens her mouth to say something, but Applejack puts a hoof on her shoulder and shakes her head. Words cannot express how much I appreciate that.  
I only take a few minutes to collect my computer bag and walking stick. As I do so, I think. I guess I'll just go back to Ponyville and try to figure out what to do from there… except I can't think of anything to do. I mean, how on Earth... Earth... 
No, no, TD, focus. Focus… 
But focus on what? How on Earth am I supposed to focus on anything?! The sun goddess of Equestria just annihilated every hope I had since coming here. The most powerful being in the world just told me that she can't do anything for me. Who the heck else is there to do anything?!
Despite having assaulted two members of royalty almost at the same time, one of them being the nation's ruler, I am not stopped on my way out. I guess if Celestia isn't going to obliterate me for that, then the royal guards aren't going to lift a hoof either. As such, my exit from Canterlot Castle is completely uneventful. I still get glares from a few guards as I pass, but they hold their tongues. Good. I can stand the glares, but words… those would be a different story. Blueblood has already proven that.
I head straight to the train station. I can't be in Canterlot right now. There’s no way I can be anywhere near Celestia right now. As for Luna, well, she could have killed me if she wanted to. I'm surprised that she didn't. But maybe that was Celestia again with her need to keep me alive.
Something drips onto my pant leg. When I look down at it, I see my knuckles have a jagged cut on them. It’s bleeding a little. I must have torn it open on Celestia's teeth.
I reach the train station just as the next train to Ponyville pulls into the station. Some luck, at least; it isn't much, but it's something. I buy a ticket back to Ponyville, and within twenty minutes, the train is on its way. It’s late in the night, so I manage to get my own car. For me, that’s excellent news – I can’t stand to be around other ponies right now. If I can at least pretend that I'm in a world where it's just me on a train, then maybe...
I don't know, actually. I don't know what's going to happen. I don't know what I’m feeling, or what I should feel. I don't know what my plan is. I don’t know if I even have a plan. 
I just feel... helpless. I feel… alone. 
No.
I am alone. 
*  *  *  *

The train pulls into Ponyville after an amount of time that I can't quite measure. It may have been six hours, or six minutes… and I don't care at this point. All I know is that it's about ten in the morning. I think it’s Sunday. Yeah, the Gala was last night and it's daytime now, so it would be Sunday, wouldn't it? 
I leave the train station behind with an utter lack of emotion. Maybe when I lost it at the Gala, I was drained of normal emotions. 
I feel numb. Maybe that's a good thing, because I don't know if I want to feel anything right now. I guess I should just go back to my house and get a nap in or something. 
Yeah, things always look better after twelve hours of sleep. Lord knows I could use it. 
"Hey, TD," says a cheerful voice beside me. "Yer back early!"
I look down to see a smiling Apple Bloom standing next to me. I sigh and nod almost imperceptibly. "Yeah."
"How was the Gala?" she asks excitedly. "Did y’all talk to Princess Celestia?"
"Yeah."
Apple Bloom raises an eyebrow and cocks her head slightly as she falls in step. "Did she tell ya if you could go home yet?"
"Yeah. I talked to her. She said no." 
After a bit of surprise, Apple Bloom's bow droops a bit, much like her ears. "Oh... Ah'm real sorry 'bout that," she says quietly. "What’cha gonna do now?" 
I shrug in silence. 
My home comes into view… it looks so much less welcoming now. More like a prison than it has ever been. Its simplicity is almost unforgiving.
I open the door and keep it ajar so Apple Bloom can follow me inside if she wants to, put my satchel on the ground next to my scooter, and place my walking stick next to it. My little guest is looking up sadly at me. She looks just like Twilight, Applejack, and the ponies at the Gala did. She's sorry for me. They all are. 
Well, maybe not Blueblood, but when has that jerk ever counted for anything? 
"… so what now?" she asks quietly from where she's sitting on the floor. 
I shrug again and turn around to look at the contents of my house. Indeed, what now? It's almost all pony stuff. The only things from Earth are my scooter and computer. Everything else is Equestrian. Everything else is something foreign, something that is another reminder that I can't go back home. I gotta get back home, but I can't. I can't go back home, I can't. 
I gotta, but I can't. 
I notice I'm destroying my house. I don't know why I'm doing it, I'm just wrecking everything. 
I start by flipping the table and kicking one of the legs off. It stays there on the floor, legs up like a crippled animal in agony. Next, I topple my fridge. It makes a loud bang when it hits the ground, and all of the food comes tumbling out. The intruding noise causes me to jump a bit, but really, who gives a damn? 
My closet door comes next. I rip it right off its hinges. It's pretty easy, really. It doesn't take much to tear that sucker right off. The contents go next. I smash the cleaning supplies on the ground, one by one. Most of them are in plastic containers, but some stuff still spills out. 
Huh, I guess I'll have to clean that out later. 
What to destroy next? I don't know. I don't even know why I'm destroying my home. No, it’s a house, not a home. But it doesn't take away the pain. I'm not even really feeling emotional pain right now. But I have to destroy something. What else is there for me to do? I hate the pressure I'm feeling. It's like somebody is grabbing hold of my insides and won't let go. They're twisting my guts around, crushing them. They feel frozen. 
I have to destroy something. I don't know what else to do. I can't just stand there and do nothing. 
There’s someone crying. Wait... crying... why do I hear crying? Who's crying? 
I reach my hand up to my face to see if it's me. It's not me. So who's...
Oh no.
I turn around to see Apple Bloom huddled in a corner of the room, sobbing her eyes out. She looks scared, and I mean really scared. She's looking up at me like I'm going to attack her or something. 
One emotion sprouts from the void. Regret. It hits me like a hundred-feet-high wave of concrete. 
"Oh, geez, Apple Bloom." 
I try to walk over to her, but she whimpers and curls up even tighter into a little ball of yellow and red. I sit on the floor and lean against my bed. I feel miserable. "I'm so sorry I scared you, Apple Bloom," I whisper. "I shouldn't have let you see this. I shouldn't even have done it." 
She continues crying, but more quietly. She looks a little less scared right now... that's good. I don't like scaring my friends. 
"I'm scared, too, Apple Bloom," I mumble weakly. "I… I'm really scared. I can’t go back home. I don’t… I don’t know what to do, heck, I don't know even what to feel. I'm feeling so dang lost right now." 
All of a sudden, there’s a commotion going on outside of my house. I look through the small window near the door and see something I wished to see the very least in my entire life: Celestia and Luna in front of my house, both stepping off of a chariot pulled by six royal guards. 
I try my best to repress my anger as I stand up and grab my walking stick.  "Stay here," I order the frightened filly. She nods with a sniffle. 
I open the door, and when they see me coming out, the princesses stop approaching. Luna looks more than a little irritated. Celestia still looks really sad. I have to admit, it's hard to know what to feel regarding her. On one hand, I sympathize with how glum she must be, but on the other, I’m a bit pleased; she's the one who did this to me after all. 
It doesn't really matter right now. I don't want to see either of them. "This is private property, you two. You're trespassing."  
Celestia frowns, and Luna goes from annoyed straight back to livid.  "How dare you say such things to us?!" she yells out. "We demand that you respect–"
"Respect?!” I yell with a laugh. It comes out so cold, so venomous, it scares even me. That’s not how I’m feeling… is it? “I don't have to respect a damn thing about either one of you,” I point my walking stick at Luna, “especially not you."
Luna's eyes narrow. Her eyes flicker white. She looks like she's about to obliterate me where I stand. I'm awed and terrified inside, not at that, but at the fact that I can’t bring myself to give a flying feather even to my possible death. "Thou would do well to–"
"To what?!” I cut her off. “To bow my head and let you do whatever you want to do me, like an obedient little pony? Or else what, I'm sent to the moon?"
"We admit the idea is tempting," she says angrily. "Now thou would do well to shut up and listen!"
"I do not–"
"ENOUGH!!!"
Luna stumbles and I curl up in our startles. We both look towards Celestia. 
Despite the use of the Royal Canterlot Voice, she doesn't look angry, not even annoyed. 
She’s stern, but under that... She looks tired. Really tired. 
Luna and I are both staring at her, waiting for the next move. I imagine she'll just cut us off if we try to speak, at any rate. "Now I want you to listen to me, both of you," she begins. "I don't want this to get any farther out of control than it already is." She sighs and turns to me. "TD, this isn't the best way. I know you're sad and confused and mad at me, but you don't have to go through this alone. We can help you. I said I am sorry for what I have caused you, and I take full responsibility for everything. I meant those words.” 
Her look becomes pleading. “Please, let me help you. Anything you need, I can help you with. Just don't push us away like this."
“Can you help me go home?” I say flatly.
Celestia deflates even more. “No.”
"Then I don't want your help," I state. It's not a threat, a retort, or anything. It’s just that, a statement. "The last time you tried to help me, you sentenced me to life imprisonment without any human contact or chance at parole. Where I come from, even the worst felons don't go through anything like this.” I can tell she almost winces at that, but she keeps her composure. “Plus, I don't recall you offering me any help whatsoever before this."
"Have you ever requested it?" 
I shake my head. "No, I didn’t, just like I’m not requesting it now. Especially not after your sister’s actions.” I glare at Luna, and she glares at me in turn. “Thanks for the head-on-a-stick game, by the way,” I spit out at her. “I always wanted to know how it feels to be a quadriplegic, and that chair proved a paralyzing experience.”
The way Luna withdraws when I say that – as her eyes turning to pinpricks and her mouth goes agape, she lifts a front hoof up in what I guess is surprise – almost makes me want to laugh. So, to her, being imprisoned in a ball of rock with no air is less bad than being paralyzed from the neck down? Then again, she probably can’t imagine how that feels, being almost invulnerable and all that jazz. Maybe she didn't even know what she did to me back at the palace, and I'm the one to break the news to her.
The surprise revelation seems to mollify her, though: when Celestia puts a white foreleg around her, she closes her eyes with a sigh. "We...” She takes a breath. “We are sorry for what We did to thee. Our reaction was disproportionate
So, she has relented. Too bad I don’t feel like doing the same. "You think?” I say, as flat as ever. It's not a question. “What's with you ponies and thinking Celestia needs protecting from me anyway? If whatever I do is unwarranted, then she can execute me herself."
I never thought Celestia could grimace this badly. I swear her face goes slightly green for a fraction of a second.
From regretful, Luna jumps into deeply frustrated. I guess I'm not the only one having problems with my own emotions. "We have already apologized for our actions! What more do you want from us?!"
I turn back towards my house. "I'm going to take my friend Apple Bloom home right now,” I say over my shoulder, “and here's what I want: I want you to be out of my sight when I get back to this house. I don’t care if you’ll go back to Canterlot to pick up the pieces of your precious Grand Galloping Gala, or if you’ll stay on the library to research about portals. Heck, go out on the field to pick the flowers that grow in your precious little pony world. 
“You two can do whatever you feel like doing, but unless you come back with news that I can be sent back straight away, I don’t want to see either of you two ever again. Ever." 
With that, I start walking. The only sound I hear is my footsteps on the path to the front door; there’s no wind, bird cry, or any sign that the two rulers of Equestria are even there anymore. When I get inside, Apple Bloom looks up at me with large, watery eyes, but she seems to have calmed down a little. I sigh and lean down close to her. "I'm gonna take you home, okay?" I say as softly as I can. 
Apple Bloom nods slowly. I get up and move through the door, and she follows me out of the building. The royal sisters are still outside, something that causes Apple Bloom to flinch back with a whimper. She walks closer to me, and I pick her up off the ground, hiding her face in my chest as I walk past the alicorns. 
Just like I don’t acknowledge their presence, they do nothing as we walk closer, looking at me with blank faces, though I think I can see traces of emotion in them – irritation and regret on Luna’s, and the deep sorrow from before on Celestia’s. Then again, there’s the Kuleshov Effect to take into account: it might be just me connecting dots that aren’t there.
However, that train of thought is derailed by my waist bumping into a foreleg. A blue foreleg at that. “One condition,” Luna whispers very quietly in my ear. “Stop regarding my sister like so much nightsoil. No matter what you think, she is the kindest pony in Equestria, and has done absolutely nothing but stand up for thee so far. She does not deserve this.”
I turn my head so that my mouth is close to her ear. Her fur tickles my lips as I whisper, “Look, if you do as I say, you won't have to concern yourself with me treating her as anything, okay?”
She doesn't respond with words, instead snorting a lungful of hot air on the back of my neck. I take it that our whispering session is over and, pushing her leg out of my way, I continue onto Sweet Apple Acres.
The walk is silent for a few minutes, at least until we leave the town. Only then Apple Bloom squirms in my grasp. I forgot I am still carrying her. “TD, can ya please put me down?”
I comply, setting her on her hooves back on the road. She looks down, her ears flopping back. "Ah'm sorry if Ah said anythin' to make ya mad, TD," she mumbles. 
I sigh and shake my head. "You did nothing, you hear me? Nothing at all. Don't ever think you did.” I sigh again. It comes out pretty heavy, like there’s some kind of smoke mixed with it. “In fact, you and your friends are some of the few things that make this whole thing bearable for me. I'd have gone nuts a long time ago if it weren't for Cheerilee letting me teach you guys about my world. I... want to thank you for being accepting of me. 
“I also want you to know that I wasn't mad at you, when I... when I trashed that house. I just felt so helpless, I felt like I had to destroy something, or else I’d go nuts. I just wish you didn’t have to see that…" 
Apple Bloom nods slowly. "Ah'm sorry y’all can’t go home, TD," she whispers as she nuzzles my leg. 
I crouch and stroke my kid friend’s cheek, and from the way she brightens up a bit more and nuzzles into my hand, I feel glad I decided for it. Ponies seem to express themselves better through physical contact, so gestures tell things to them more easily than words do, I guess. 
I look up to see the gate to the farm right in front of us. Apple Bloom walks through and up to the farm house’s porch, before she fixes me with a questioning gaze. I nod, and she finally walks into her home. 
When I'm sure that Apple Bloom is fine, I begin the trek back. I am pleased to see that there is neither sight nor sound of the royal sisters after all, but as I open the door, I turn back a slight bit just to make sure that the two aren't waiting for me, making sure I'm alone. They did honor my request after all. 
The only one who is in sight is the local zebra, Zecora, if I recall. 
Wait... Zecora...? Zecora... 
Oh, yeah.
For the first time in what feels like an eternity, a small smile forms on my face. I keep  watching the pony that isn’t really a pony walk towards town, a plan forming in my mind.
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Chirping birds, sunlight and sounds of activity. Morning has come. 
It reminds me of my first one here, the one when I woke up in Rarity's basement and used my senses to see if I had suddenly returned to Earth and back in my own bed, away from this cartoony equine land. But I've given up all hope of waking up to find myself smelling cows again. 
No, something huge would have to happen for that to take place, it won't be random. But that's why I have a plan.
Oh, now I know why I've woken up: somebody is knocking on my door. Somebody wants in. It better not be Celestia or Luna, as much as I imagine they'll keep respecting my wishes. Those two... maybe I was a bit of a jerk to them, but heck.
I open the door to see – surprise surprise – the mane six standing on my doorstep, none missing. They all look pretty subdued for the most part, with the exception of Applejack, who looks kind of ticked. 
Great, that's what I need right now; another pony mad at me. 
"Hello," I say flatly. 
Twilight manages a weak smile and an even weaker response, "Hello."
"I suppose you want to come in and talk." 
"Yeah, Ah do," Applejack says in that stern tone that I am so loving to hear right now. 
I nod and move to the left to let the group inside, and they shuffle around my bed while I sit down on the foot of it. I would offer them chairs or something to sit on, but it's not like I have six random chairs lying around in my small house. Even if I had, I probably would have demolished them like I did so much stuff the other day anyway. "So," I begin. "I suppose you want to talk about the Gala on Saturday.”
"Kinda," says Applejack. "Ah was more aimin' to talk about how you scared mah sister half to death yesterday! She was in her room cryin' half the day and When Ah asked her about it, she only managed a few words about you!"
I deflate a little more and begin staring at the lifeless floor. "Yeah," I mumble after a few seconds, "and I want you to know that I feel absolutely terrible about it."
"What did ya do?" asks Applejack sternly. 
"I trashed my house in front of her," I say simply, waving a hand around the room, to not much of an effect – by now, the only visible damage is the large dent in the kitchen's floor and the table's broken leg. 
"What in Equestria possessed ya to do that?!" 
I take a deep sigh and put my head in my hands. "Focusing on destroying something was better than feeling emotion," I state, lifting up my head and staring straight into her eyes. "Have you ever felt that? That feeling of helplessness where you don't know what's gonna happen? Did you ever feel it crushing you, and you can't even look in a mirror and tell yourself that everything is gonna be alright, because you are so unsure of whether or not it will be, you can't even lie to yourself to that effect? Waking up expecting to be greeted by family, only to realize they’re in a different world? 
“You don't have to tell me, I know I shouldn't have gone on a rampage... But I didn't know what else to do, okay? At the time it was either that or focus on what I was feeling, and I really didn't want to do the latter."
When it's pretty clear that Applejack is not about to answer, Rainbow Dash clears her throat. 
"Well, maybe I'm missing something, but from what Princess Celestia told us, you should be thanking her. Dude, she saved your life!"
"Not every car crash is fatal."
"But how do you know that the one you were about to be in wouldn't have been? Would you rather be alive here or dead on Earth?"
I'm silent for a second before answering, "I’m seriously thinking 'dead on Earth'." 
Twilight gasps slightly at my answer. "TD, why would you say something like that? Your life is precious, and now you get to live it for longer than you would have if the Princess hadn't pulled you in here! Would you really want your family to experience what it was like to lose you like that?"
"Of course not!" I insist. "But thanks to Celestia, they lost me in a way that is even worse!"
"What do you mean?" asks a confused Rainbow Dash. 
I take a deep breath to calm down before launching myself on my little tirade. Exploding again won’t help; even less so if it’s on innocents. "If I'm here and I wasn't copied, that means I don't exist on Earth, right? My physical form was pulled in its entirety into Equestria, meaning there’s no trace of me back there." 
Twilight frowns and nods. "Yes, based on what the Princess told me, I think so."
"Exactly," I say, pointing a finger to her. "And how do you think my family is going to react to that? I think them not knowing where I went off to is going to hurt worse for them than knowing I'm dead and it was somebody else's fault. If I died in that car crash, then in the end, they'd get some closure. My killer would be arrested and sentenced to jail for manslaughter, and that can open up the proper mourning. After a while, the pain would pass since they'd have the answers to what happened.
I can feel my voice rising, just a little. “But with this, me being in Equestria, what really went on is gonna remain an open question. What happened to me, where I went... and above all that, the why of it all, none of those get an answer, and they’ll never get anything resembling one. To them, I could have been abducted by someone, wandered off because of some action of theirs... Celestia's little act of mercy didn't just change my life forever, it turned the lives of everyone who even remotely cared for me at all on their heads." 
I turn to Applejack. "How would you feel if Apple Bloom disappeared all of a sudden, with no indication as to why, or how? Like she just stopped existing from one minute to the next?" 
Applejack stares for a second before shaking her head. "That'd be just about the worst thing I can imagine..."
“Well, AJ, I don't have to imagine that happening.” I sigh and look down. “It already is.”
The sextet just stares in deadly silence. I can't even hear a breath. Twilight's mouth is moving, mincing words that she can't say. I imagine whether she wants to tell me I'm being foolish, that what I'm saying isn't true. 
Even if she is, we both know it is true. And it hurts. It really hurts. 
I sigh and rub my temples before pressing on. "I hate feeling this way. I hate feeling helpless like this, and I feel like I'm just complaining too much, and I'm wasting everyone's time by acting this way. But..." I finish my sentence with another sigh and go back to staring at the floor without saying the last part, 'What else can I do?'
Fluttershy walks quietly up to me and nuzzles my shoulder. "I'm sorry," she coos. 
I put my hand on her head without looking up. "Sorry for venting on you guys," I say. "You've probably heard too much of that from day one already."
"Oh don't be ridiculous, darling!” Rarity reassures in an almost motherly tone. “Like everyone needs somepony to be there for them, you need somepony to be there for you now.” Her voice lowers. “Especially through this... admittedly tragic time.” Then she picks it back up. “It’s never a problem to listen when your friends need an ear." 
I give a bit of a chuckle at her words. So, they consider me a friend… "I just wonder if it wouldn't have been better if I'd died, you know. Death wasn't really that scary of a concept back on Earth. Now, here, though... here, it scares me a lot."
"Why is that, sugar cube?" Applejack's irritation is gone. I find it I like her voice much better like this.
"Back on Earth, I kind of got the feeling that, well, I knew what was going to happen to me when I died. Even if that was nothing, you know, some kind of eternal void, I was still sure something would happen. But I don't know anymore."
Twilight’s bearing a soft smile. "TD, you are a good person. For us, when somepony who is good dies, their spirit goes to a land away from all of the sadness and badness of this world. I know your spirit would find its way there."
"That does sound nice, but how do I know pony heaven would be heaven for me? What if the things that make your paradise what it is for you wouldn't make it for me?"
Twilight's kind smile fades quickly and her eyes trail down to the floor.
I groan and shake my head.  "Great, now I've gone and depressed everyone again. I’m probably making this sound worse than it is, aren’t I?"
"Well, maybe you won't have to stay here forever," says Pinkie Pie, trying to sound upbeat as usual. She scratches her head. "What I wanna say is, you’re just over twenty. So, in these hundred years you got, who says magic won't advance to the point where traveling between worlds is a normal thing to do before you’re all old and creaky at the joints?"
Everyone, me included, look baffled at Pinkie. Even after that little interlude we had at lunchtime before the Gala, she never struck me as being this smart. “See, I can be all smarty-pantsy too!” she chirps.
Twilight perks up slightly at this after a second or two. "She's right, TD. Teleportation is becoming more and more common after all and even just sixty years ago it was considered a foal’s dream." 
A frown creeps across my face as I consider those words. "When did I get a hundred years of life?" I ask, even though I think I know the answer to that.
Twilight takes it upon herself to respond. "That's how long ponies live, a hundred and thirty on average.” Called it: they think a human’s lifespan is like a pony’s. She stops beaming after she sees I’m not exactly impressed. “Why?" 
"The average for humans is seventy-five. Even getting to the nineties is a feat, and I think the world record is a hundred and ten, maybe just a little bit more."
All six guests gasp at the number. "Seventy-five?” Applejack parrots, stunned. “But that... that's way too little!"
I huff and wave the comment off. "Anyway, that’s the far future; let’s not worry about that right now. I’ve got enough on my plate already."
"Fair enough," says Rarity reasonably. "But that does beg the question, dear: what do you plan on doing now?” Her voice lowers again, until it’s a concerned mutter. “Surely you don’t want to die, do you?"
The question makes me almost grin a small, conspiratory grin, but I hold it back. As interesting as the plan is, it could backfire horribly and the way I'm going to go about it, I don't know how much they would appreciate that. Instead, I twist it into a normal smile. “Nah, none of that. Rest assured, I’m not gonna waste my life even thinking about that possibility.”
All of them sigh in relief. Ponies can be a bit melodramatic… then again, my speech wasn’t exactly inspiring, so I can’t blame them for thinking that. Twilight starts looking around to assess the small amount of damage still left, and while she’s doing that, her eyes land on my walking stick. True to form, they widen in excitement, and she rushes over to it. "Where did you get this?!" she asks animatedly. 
I glance over at it. "That? I got that for ten bits in some shop back in Canterlot."
The lines of her eyebrows shoot up into her mane. "You got your very own Clovevellian Staff just like that?!"
My own eyebrow shoots up, but not nearly as much. "Clova-what now?"
That is enough to throw her into a lecture, to the amusement of the rest of us. "Clovevellian Staff is a term coined by Arcanis the Great, Archmagus and High Priestess for Princess Celestia between 211 and 298. She was something of an expert on Clover the Clever, one of the founders of Equestria.” 
Sheesh, has she really memorized all that? 
“In the course of her research she discovered Clover the Clever had a staff that she used to record personal memories that were important in her life, especially after the founding of Equestria. By studying ancient texts, she was able to determine the spell that Clover the Clever used to make hers, and so, for about two hundred years, it was a rite of passage for a powerful unicorn to make one."
"Uh-huh," I deadpan. 
"No, it's really quite interesting!" There’s that familiar fire in her eyes that only appears when she's being typical bookworm Twilight. "The Clovevellian Staves of some of the most famous unicorns in Equestria are even on display in museums!"
"And I got one of my own for ten bits,” I state flatly. “That seems a bit cheap for something that important."
"Actually, they are pretty simple to make," Twilight says as she peruses mine. "They don't require much magical ability, only really strong memories." She turns back to me with a smile. "What's its name?" 
Okay, she’s officially lost me here. "Um... what?"
"They generally have names," she explains. "Arcanis said that, by giving it a name, the pony who owns it develops a deeper connection to it."
"That seems kind of cheesy to me," I retort. "Really, come on, it's a stick."
"It's not just a stick,” insists Twilight, “it’s a record of some of your most important memories! It has to have a name, it's tradition!"
"Okay, fine!” I snap. “Its name is Reginald! Happy now?" Curse me for saying the first name that pops into my mind. 
Twilight looks over the stick once more. "Reginald… I like it. What does it mean?"
"Heck if I know. Its name is Reginald, that’s all." 
Twilight continues her inspection. "I don't suppose a carving of you pie-ing Blueblood is on there?" says Rarity hopefully. 
A grin splits my face at that memory. "No, I don't suppose there is. But I wish there was!" 
The seven of us are silent, but the smiles begin creeping up, and it isn't long before we are all laughing our heads off. Maybe it's just the stress going out, but seriously, we are all on the floor as the image of the apple pie colliding with Blueblood's head loops in our minds. At least it is in mine, but I’m pretty sure they’re having the same experience. 
Our laughter echoes throughout the humble little abode, and it makes the place feel far friendlier and more welcoming than it has for me, well, ever, come to think of it. All we're doing is sharing laughter, like real friends. Well, laughter might be a bit mild to be honest: Pinkie Pie and Rainbow Dash are laughing so hard they’re leaning on each other for balance; Rarity tries to hide hers from the rest of us at first, but it only takes a few seconds before she's in hysterics as well, stomping on the flooring to complete the spectacle; Applejack is wiping away tears every few seconds, only for them to come back; finally, Twilight is trying to hide hers by covering up her face with one of her hooves, but her whole body is practically convulsing from the repression. Fluttershy's laughter isn't loud, especially since this is at the expense of another being, but we're laughing so she is as well, and that's okay with her. 
As for me, that girlish squeal of his when the gravy splattered on his mane keeps repeating in my mind, and that's what is keeping my laughter going the most of it all. 
I have to admit, this is nice, just sitting here and laughing with them. Sure, it's only temporary happiness at best, and when we stop we’ll be back at square one, but it's little things like this that remind a guy that life is good. When you're sharing laughter with somebody, things don't seem quite so bleak. You get the feeling that everything is going to be okay. 
You get a feeling of warmth, one I didn’t have in Equestria till’ now. 
When a group is laughing as hard as we just did, it's hard to say what causes it to wind down, but it always has to end; eventually the laughter became less rambunctious and the last tears of mirth are wiped away. 
"That felt good," I chuckle.
"Well, I do suppose it isn't very ladylike to laugh at the expense of another–"
"But Rarity!” insists Pinkie Pie, who’s still grinning. “Pie!" 
It makes Rarity grin back, still breathing heavily. "But pie indeed, Pinkie," she admits. "Though in all honesty, I'm a little put off that yours truly was not the one to give that beastly pony his just desserts." She giggles at her own pun.
"Three times!" I point out. "I made him look like a moron three times."
"Oh that's right," says Rarity. "There was the pie, the dance, and... what was the third one again?"
"You weren’t there to see it: when he ordered me to kiss his hoof, I accused him of instigating foreplay." 
To my surprise, Rarity shudders. "Ugh, the thought of that ghastly being in bed..." 
Great, now we’re all getting the goosebumps. Nice going, Rarity. 
"By the way, what were you mimicking with that dance?" asks Twilight. "Was it some sort of inside joke?"
I scratch the back of my head and shift uncomfortably. Despite the fact that Blueblood is a total mule, I have to admit that what I was imitating was kind of disturbing, and definitely not something that they would approve of. 
"Uh... yeah, you got that right. It's a human thing," I explain lamely. 
Twilight frowns, like she always does whenever I'm being vague. "You… you weren't actually coming on to him, were you?" 
"Even as a joke I would never do that," I respond in all seriousness. "Besides, everybody would be mad at me, or at the very least disappointed, if I told you." 
Twilight grumbles a bit, but ultimately respects my want to drop the issue. Of course, since nobody knows what to say next, that leads to another awkward stretch of silence. 
To my surprise, it’s Fluttershy, of all ponies, the one who breaks it. "So, what are you going to do now?" she asks. The smile that I have been wearing fades a smidge, and I sigh as I rub my temples. I decide on a lying shrug. 
Twilight is deep in thought. Then, her face brightens. "I think I have an idea. You said you wanted to teach children back where you came from, right?"
"Yeah, that's what I was going to college for."
"Well, why don't you do that here?" she asks excitedly. "You already showed you can, and I'm sure Cheerilee would love the extra help! Besides that, you can try for one of our colleges!"
"… I don't know about that. I mean, to get into one of your colleges, I'd have to know something about your culture, right? I'd have to start at grade one with everything but math." One of the few things I was glad about Equestria was that the math was the same. If their four was our twelve, I don't know what I'd do. Twilight seems a bit put out, so I tack on a bit more. "We'll see what happens. Right now, I just want to get things back to something resembling normal before I get to thinking far ahead."
"That's fair enough," says Applejack. "Nopony can expect ya to know what to do right this time." 
"Yeah, since Princess Celestia only told you a few days ago. You must be super-duper out of tune with your emotions!"
"A bit," I admit. Well, maybe more than 'a bit'; a lot would sum it up nicely, actually. But I really want to try to keep the friendly tone the room has right now. This is not a time for extreme emotions. 
On a whim, I glance at my watch. It says it’s Monday. Technically, I should have gotten to work some four hours ago – I definitely need the money if I'm gonna pull off what I'm planning. I stand up and stretch out a bit. 
"If you're worried 'bout work, we do technically have the day off," says Applejack. 
I stop mid-stretch and glance at her. Oh wait, right, we do. Work at the Gala and all. 
"Yeah," says Pinkie Pie. "What does everybody say to spending a day around town?"
"It would be a delightful way to relax after the more stressful events of the weekend," agrees Rarity. 
The rest of the mane six give their nods of agreement, and since I have nowhere else to be, I shrug and nod. "Sounds good.” 
I sit back down on my bed and glance at a calendar on the opposite wall. I haven't written anything on the days past Saturday. I guess I believed so much on my return, I didn't even plan in case it wasn’t possible. Foolish of me, now that I think about it. 
Now that I have an idea that I can put some actual effort on, it looks like I better begin planning farther than a day ahead again. 
"TD?" 
I snap my head back to the group of expectant ponies. I must have zoned out for a second.  "Yeah?"
"Does that sound okay?" asks Twilight. Darn, I guess they planned their next move while I was out of touch. Still, whatever they have planned shouldn't be too bad. "Uh, yeah, sure, that sound fine," I say with a dismissing wave of my hand.
The six look surprised for a moment, until Rarity breaks out in such a gigantic smile, she actually squeaks as it grows. 
“Then off to the spa we go!" she declares with enthusiasm. 
...oh.

	
		I'm Still Not a Brony and Now I'm Outta Equestria



Four months later…

"And in the first play in overtime, Tim Tebow snapped the ball and promptly threw it to a wide open Demaryus Thomas. After a nifty stiff-arm of Ike Taylor, Thomas broke away for the touchdown, giving the Denver Broncos the fastest overtime win in NFL history, as well as a playoff spot in against New England the following week.”
"Ooh," says the entire class in awe as they scribble down notes. I don't know why, but football is one of their favorite things for me to lecture on. Maybe it's because it's a sport they've never heard of before, but something about it just really caught their interest. Who'da thunk it? 
Last week I lectured on the New England Patriots’ nearly undefeated season while this week, I’ve been lecturing on the Denver Broncos and their highly illogical playoff run in 2011, and Cheerilee has requested that I do a follow-up lecture on the effect football has on American culture. I have to admit, I'm kind of excited about that. 
"Okay, any questions?" 
About half a dozen hooves shoot up into the air. I scan the room and point at Sweetie Belle. "How did Demaryus Thomas get so wide open? Were they expecting Tebow to do a run play or something?"
"Could be," I respond. "It could also be that some defensive players missed their assignments and Thomas and Tebow exploited that." 
I scan the room again and point at Scootaloo. "Can you explain Tebowing again?" 
And with that, I launch into a long-winded explanation of Tebowing, which the class absolutely eats up. It's pretty fun for me, too, really. Their unbridled enthusiasm has me wondering if I would have gotten this kind of reception to my lessons back on Earth… probably not. 
Cheerilee sure has done a good job with most of these kids. 
Eventually the bell rings and the students all make a beeline for the door after handing in a stack of papers containing interpretations of American Pie by Don Mclean based on events that happened in Equestria's history. I'm rather looking forward to reading some of them. 
As I collect the papers and put them in my ever so trusty computer bag, Cheerilee walks up to me. "Seems like they liked that lesson."
"I don't know what it is, but they love the idea of football." 
Cheerilee chuckles. "I suppose they do." There is a moment of slightly awkward silence as I zip up the pack, until she finds a new train of thought, that is. "So... what did happen with the Broncos? Did they end up beating the New England... what was it, Giants?" 
"Patriots," I correct. "The New England Patriots and New York Giants. And no, they were blown out. I think it was 45 to 10, or something in that ballpark."
"Oh, well, that's too bad." 
I nod in agreement and sling the bag over my shoulder. "Well, I gotta be off. I'll see you next week then." 
I move to walk out the door, but Cheerilee's voice stops me. "TD, one thing before you go," she says. 
I turn back. "Yeah?" 
Cheerilee sighs. She looks uncomfortable. "Please don't take this the wrong way, but I... I'm worried about you, TD," she begins.
She doesn’t have to elaborate; the news of Celestia and me was news for over a week. Her being unable to return me home was one of the highlights. 
I try for a smile, but to me, it comes out as a grimace. "I think I've settled into my new life well enough," I respond in a manner that I hope is reassuring. 
From the way Cheerilee shakes her head, it fails. "I don’t mean to impose, but I know how much time you're spending at the library pouring over books. Not that I would think anything of that, usually… but you never let anyone know which ones you're looking at. Twilight says you always cover the book you're really reading with another one, and both she and Spike think you check out decoys along with the volumes you're really after." 
I raise my eyebrow at this. "Twilight tells you a lot, then." 
Cheerilee sighs again. "You're planning something, aren't you?" 
I take a small step back at her very accurate guess. Still, she knows, there's no point in lying. "Yeah." 
"Would you mind telling me just what it is you plan to do?" 
I shake my head.  "Sorry, that's classified information." 
Cheerilee frowns at my evasiveness. "You do know it would take Twilight all of about two minutes to figure out what it is you're up to, don’t you? The only reason she doesn't pry is because she respects your privacy too much for that."
"Good, then she'll stay out of it." Cheerilee purses her lips, and I think I even see a slight glare appear in her face, so I back off a bit. "Look, I would tell you if I thought it would be beneficial, but I know how you guys are: if you knew what this is about, then you'd never let me go through with it. I promise that, if it doesn't work, then I'll settle down in Ponyville for good. I just want to make sure that I've exhausted all of my options before then, okay?" 
Cheerilee ponders my words in silence. "Is it dangerous, this plan of yours?" 
"Probably, but not to you guys. I don't see Ponyville getting burned to the ground for it." 
Cheerilee glances out the window to the front of the school, where the foals are getting picked up by their parents. "It won't hurt them, will it?" 
I close my eyes and rub my temples. "Cheerilee, you guys are the ones keeping me sane. The lessons I teach here are pretty much all the purpose and reason to keep going that I have. If I didn't have you and these kids, I'd have gone nuts a long time ago. 
“I’d never do anything to hurt your or them intentionally if I could help it at all. In fact, I'd do anything to help you." 
Starting with the weekly two thousand bits that are “mysteriously” put in the bank account I created by an "unknown royal source”, all of which ends up being anonymously donated to the school. I can take care of myself well enough to not need the Princesses’ table scraps.
I kind of want to walk out, but I imagine my fellow teacher has more to say from the way she’s looking at me. As it turns out, I'm correct. "I don't suppose I can talk you out of whatever it is you're doing," she states. 
I shake my head no. "Like I said, if it doesn't work, then I'll settle down here, because I'll know beyond a shadow of a doubt that there is no way back home. It won't hurt anybody if I have my way, but it might be unavoidable. I can promise no physical harm, though." 
Cheerilee huffs for the third time. "Very well, then. You are an adult and capable of making your own decisions. If it doesn't hurt anypony, then I don't suppose I have the ground to stop you." 
"Thank you," I reply. "Have a good day."
"Same to you," she says without enthusiasm.
With that, I turn around and walk out of the schoolhouse. When I’m outside and the sun hits my face, I let out a breath, waving to a few kids as I head off in the direction of the library. 
So, the ponies are getting suspicious. Well, Twilight is anyways, but it’s all the same: if Twilight is suspicious, then she is going to tell other ponies. Heck, she already told Cheerilee, the odds that she hasn't told at least the rest of the mane six is slim to none. Well, if they suspect something, let them try to solve the puzzle. It’s not like they have enough pieces anyway. 
Within a minute or so of me knocking on the door of the library, Twilight opens the door. She smiles when she sees me, but with the info I got a bit ago, I can now tell that there is a hint of unease behind that grin. She really has her ears raised, in a proverbial sense. 
"Hello, Twilight." 
"Hey, TD." She moves aside and I walk into the tree. “How was class today?”
"Pretty good," I shrug. "I taught them about the Denver Broncos today."
"That's a sports team, right?" 
"Football, or American football, to be more specific." 
Twilight teleports away without warning, but she is right back in a flash with her notebook and quill, already jotting down what I suspect is 'Denver Broncos', if what she is mouthing as the quill moves on the paper is any indication. 
I move over to a nearby desk and place four books I had on my satchel down on the desk to return to the library. One is on carpentry, one on ancient minotaur tribes, and the third is about Star Swirl the Bearded. The final book is a recent addition to Twilight's library: a book on the Crystal Empire. 
True to Cheerilee's guess, there are only one or two that I really need out of those.
Speaking of her, I know she is right: Twilight isn’t stupid, she’s gonna figure out what I'm up to eventually, and if there is anyone that would go to the lengths of telling even the Princesses if it would stop me, it’s this mare. I might as well keep it a secret as long as I can.
Twilight walks up behind me and uses her magic to place the books in their correct places. As she does it, she gives me a slightly suspicious look. I divert my eyes back over to the numerous bookshelves that make up the place. Pretty much everything I need, I’ve already read, but…
"TD?" she says, derailing my train of thought. 
"Yeah?" I ask as I shake myself out of my thoughtful moment.
"Is there something you need?" 
I scan the library, trying to figure out what sections I need to browse to at the same time throw Twilight off my trail and move close to the section that concerns me. 
Having said that, I'm not terribly sure how much more preparation I'm going to need. 
An idea pops into my head, and, with a gigantic grin, I pull out a notebook and write down on it. Twilight sees my behavior and gives a small smirk. “You remembered something else?" she questions. 
I nod and put the notebook back in my bag. 
"What was it this time?" she prods.
"I just remembered some more of the story for Knights of the Old Republic." 
"The… what did you call it, ‘video game’?" 
"That's the one!"
Over the past four months, I got it in my head to buy a metric ton of notebooks – or at least 138, which I think is enough –, and whenever I remember something from Earth, be it a movie quote, a song lyric, a historical event or even a memory of mine, I write it down. I spent a whole month and a half writing down every detail of the movies still on my computer, and even collaborated with a local musician to write down pretty much every detail of my music that I could tell. 
Twilight would give her left front hoof to get the remaining three on them. 
As the notebook goes back in my backpack, I resume staring at the rows of books. I... I can't find anything else relevant to my plan right now. I pull another notebook out, this one with the list of books that I think I'll need to begin my plan. Then, I notice something that I hadn't before: all of the books on all of the subjects I wanted and are available here have all been crossed off. 
Okay, then, maybe I'm ready to begin after all. 
Slowly, almost ceremonially, I flip the notebook shut and place it back inside my bag. "TD?" says Twilight with a hint of worry. "Are you okay?" 
"It’s time." I don’t even notice I’m whispering to myself. “I think I’m ready." 
I may not have taken note of what I’m doing, but the same can’t be said for the unicorn next to me. "Time? Time for what?" 
A gigantic smile crosses my face. Oh yeah, this feels good. Scary as heck, but good. The knowledge that this just might kill me is intimidating, but I can't pass it up. 
"TD?” Twilight insists. “What's going on? What are you thinking?"
"I'm sorry, but I have to go do the thing at the place," I say cryptically. It's an excuse that Rarity uses all the time, and Twilight thinks it’s annoying as heck. Maybe that’s why I grew so fond of it.
"TD, that's not very nice. Can you just tell me what you're up to?" 
Gosh, I get tired of telling them no. "No can do, Twilight. I would if I could, but I can't, so I won't.”
Twilight growls in frustration. Then, she slams the library door shut and the locks click into place. "TD, we need to talk." 
Not again! "Twilight–" 
"TD, just listen." 
I'm not gonna get out of this one so easily, am I? 
The unicorn looks up at me for a few seconds, doubtlessly trying to figure out what to say. She's been trying to convince me to spill the beans for the entire past month, and since I haven't given even a single clue, I imagine she's trying to change up her tactics so as to not be repetitive. In the end, though, she just sighs and sits down on the floor. "TD, we're worried about you," she opens the dialogue, looking up into my eyes. 
"I know. You keep telling me that." 
"We mean it, TD. I am worried. Rarity is worried. Applejack, Fluttershy, Pinkie… even Rainbow Dash is worried about you. Listen, we already know you’re planning something behind Princess Celestia’s back. We’re just concerned that this idea you have… that it’s a dangerous one, you know?"
“You know as much as me that I do plan on staying alive and well, don’t you?” I deadpan. “We’ve been through this already, Twilight.”
"I know," she says very softly. "I just feel that whatever you’re planning will get you hurt regardless of what you want."
"Well what do you want me to do then?" I ask her a little more sharply than I intend to. "I’m not gonna accept this. There are other things I can look up out there, other options to be explored.” I drop a good thirty decibels as I say, “Celestia was a fat load of wasted time already."
"TD, I completely understand that you want to go home,” she says placatingly. “If I was in your position, I don’t think I would wish anything else either. But if it really was impossible, then I'd eventually accept what life had dealt me and move on.” She stands up and moves closer. “Clinging onto a dream that can't happen is just gonna hurt you in the end."
"Look, Twilight, I agree with you. And I Pinkie Promise that this is my last effort and if it doesn't work then I'll just settle down here. But I am not going to roll over like a dog until every last possibility in the world has been explored."
There is a pause in the conversation as a sigh escapes my lips. "Look, I have to be honest with you: what I'm trying may very well get me killed. I hope it doesn't, but it might." Twilight pales, but I hold up a hand before she can object. "But! If things do come to that, then I'll at least be able to meet my fate knowing that I tried.” I look at my feet with my arms crossed. “At least I gosh darn tried my best." 
Seconds later, Twilight closes her eyes and shakes her head. "I don't suppose I can stop you," she mutters. 
"No. No, you can't." 
With that, I show myself to the front door. Before I walk through the archway, I hear a quiet and obviously pained ‘Good luck’. 
Way to make me feel bad, Twilight.
Still, as I leave the library, knowing that this is my last week of preparation before I go, a feeling of elation fills me up. The unknown aspect of what I'm about to do is so exceptionally exciting to me, I find myself literally skipping down the street. However, as the townsponies look at the happy human prancing along his way, I realize that I still need to work on being careful with what I say.
Or rather, what I sing. See, the pegasi scheduled a slight drizzle today, and so I'm getting slightly wet. Combine that with how happy I'm feeling, and you get…
"I'm siiiiingin' in the rain,
just siiiingin' in the rain!
What a glorious feelin' 
I'm haaaappy again!
I'm laughin' at clouds so dark up above, 
the sun's in my heart and I'm ready for love!
Let the stormy clouds chase, everyone from the place!
Come on with the rain I've a smile on my face!
I walk down the lane, with a happy refrain,
Now I'm singin' just singin' in the rain!"
It's supposed to end there – I mean, I certainly don't know any more of the words. 
But, as it turns out...
"He's singin' in the rain," sings Rarity, who is passing by me with an umbrella on her back. 
"He's singin' in the rain!" sings Pinkie Pie, who has just popped out of a nearby mailbox.
… uh oh. I just started a big musical number, didn't I?
"What a glorious feelin' he's happy again!"  Yeah, that last verse was the entire town. Most windows and doors are open, and a good portion of those that were in a position to get close have lined up behind me. 
Gosh darn it, TD, you have to be more careful than that.
I stop skipping and singing, but the ponies don’t. They've started up some big song and dance number, perfectly in tune and perfectly choreographed like always. Since no one’s noticed that I stopped contributing to the scene, I skip town fast.
I enter my house after a two minute walk – mind you, without crossing the path of a single pony; I guess the musical attracted all of them – and put my computer bag on the recently repaired table. Grabbing a pencil, I walk up to the calendar and circle a date: April 28th, one week from today. That should give me time to get everything together and still get one last lecture in. I really like those kids. 
Not that thinking about how they’ll feel after I’m gone is going to stop me… though it’s the thought that comes by far the closest to doing it.
I put the calendar down and walk back over to the pack. If I'm going to enact my plan, then I should have the papers graded before. Plus, I really want to see what they've come up with. 
I am about to begin grading Diamond Tiara's paper when I hear a loud knock on my door. I grit my teeth slightly; if I know ponies, they know I'm in here. With a sigh I cap the pen and open the door. 
I yelp when the entire town, headed by Pinkie Pie and Rarity, shows up beyond the doorway, all of them looking expectantly at me with gigantic grins on their faces. "What are you all..." I sputter before it hits me. "Oh, you're here about the song thing. 
“Uh... now I'm singin', just singin', in the raaaain."
That last stanza does the trick, and everypony immediately disperses to go back to whatever it was that they were doing. The weird part is, they're all completely silent about it. 
Twilight was right: everypony in this town is crazy.
*  *  *  *

One week later

My alarm clock beeps right next to my head. I’m even quicker to slam it down than usual; I don't want anyone possibly watching to know that I'm awake. 
Why would anybody be watching? Well, call it a hunch. Not only that, but Pinkie Pie isn't very subtle. 
The clock reads 3:43 AM. Good, I’m on time.
I silently get out of bed and put on the clothes I set apart for today, noting that this particular set just happens to be the first one Rarity made for me. Not very good memories from it, but it’s in the past now. Quietly, I stack two gigantic boxes filled up with my notebooks, one on top of the other, and put them next to the door. I have to drop them off before I begin and I want to know where they are. 
Next, I grab a large backpack that I had made for me. I feel how heavy it is with everything that I need, but not so heavy that I'll get tired of carrying it too soon. Good. It was a good idea to pack last night; it saved me a few precious minutes already. Finally, I clip a water bottle to the backpack and grab Reginald from where it is leaning on the table. I slide the stick through a strap that I had put on it and tighten it so that it won't slide out. 
Let me see: all I need has been packed already, there’s nothing in the fridge that could go bad… Yeah, I am ready. 
Wow, this is exciting and scary at the same time. I'm doing it. I'm really, really doing it, at last.
When I open the door, I have to stifle a yelp as I see a large pink tent right at my doorstep. Like I said, Pinkie Pie isn't very subtle. However, the contingency plan of coming out so late at night works like a charm: even Pinkie on sugar can’t stay awake past 3 in the morning, and, due to said sugar, when she crashes, she crashes hard. 
I can hear a cute snoring coming from inside – yeah, she’s out like a spent candle.
I grab the two boxes and slowly, taking care of looking left, right, and up for possible insomniac pegasi, I pick up the boxes and, stopping just for the little time it takes to lock the door, I abandon the house. 
The only sounds I can hear on the four minute trek to the library are my breathing and my footsteps. When I arrive, I place the boxes down, one on top of the other, next to the door.
Before I leave, I do something. I can only hope it will soften the blow a little.
I straighten back up and adjust the backpack over my shoulder, then I open up a side pocket and take out a flashlight and a compass, as well as a map. 
What am I doing? Well, I'm getting out of Equestria. I'm leaving Ponyville behind and, though I am set on fulfilling that Pinkie promise I made Twilight should I fail, I am hopefully not coming back. 
There are others out there. Other races, other beings, other chances at me getting home. I am going to travel across the world and see what there is to see, to find even the slimmest of chances of returning to Earth. The odds of success are, admittedly, very, very, low, but it’s as I told Twilight: if I fail, then at least I tried. 
Taking Reginald out of the strap once I reach the outskirts of Ponyville, I begin my long journey out of Equestria. 
*  *  *  *

A nightly breeze gently rustles the leaves of the tree that makes up Ponyville’s library. A piece of paper squeezed between the boxes at the front door billows along with the leaves, the words written on it flickering in and out of view of a static observer as the sheet moves.
‘Thanks for everything.’
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		Non Canon Deleted Scene: Hellfire



Hearths Warming Eve is here and for ponies everywhere what a treat it is. It really does remind me a lot of Christmas, but I guess that's kind of the idea. Although, to hear Twilight explain it's a holiday celebrating the origins of Equestria itself. She said something about how the three rulers got together with their smarter aides and made peace between the tribes. Huh, aides who are smarter than the actual leaders. How all too frequent. 
At any rate, I find myself currently sitting in my house, lying down on my bed and waiting for Twilight and Co to come so we can all go to some big Hearths Warming Eve pageant or something like that. Most of the town has already show up so I expect that it'll start soon enough. In fact, I can hear the town starting something up now. Upon further inspection, it sounds like they're singing. Go figure. 
Wait... it sounds like sad singing. Sad? Who could be sad on this oh-so not Christmas holiday? I mean, from what Pinkie Pie has been saying, this sounds like the greatest holiday of the year, so why would any of their carols be sad? 
No, wait, they're not singing sad songs, this one sounds almost like it's reminiscent. Like they're remembering something. 
Remembering. It makes me think of my time back on Earth. It makes me think of the people I left there, it makes me think of the Christmases that I used to share with them. It makes me remember my good friend Kristy. She was my best friend back on Earth and the two of us would get into all sorts of wacky trouble. But then, she would always be there for me when I needed to rant to somebody. Gosh, I remember the phone conversations we had and how I would just rant to her for a solid hour and I remember that I always felt so good afterwards. 
Celestia took that from me. I don't have anybody here to rant to, not anybody who would truly understand. The Mane Six, well, they would be sympathetic, but they wouldn't truly understand what I had and what I lost. Kristy would. She would have helped me stay sane through all of this, more so than even the kids I teach here. 
Wait... uh-oh. No, no, no, this isn't good. 
I...I...I...
I think I feel a song coming on.
Crap, so this must be the 'magic of music' that Twilight was talking about. Shoot, I gotta fight it. I can't burst out into song, that would be utterly ridiculous. I am not the kind of guy that just randomly bursts out into song, I...I...I...
Crap. 
Slowly I realize that I have to give in. I have to sing some stupid song or else this feeling won't go away. 
With a sigh, I slowly stand up from my bed and walk up to my window. I see the town walking by, still singing their reminiscent carol. I bow my head slightly and do the unthinkable.
"Beata, O Kristy, 
You know I'm not a hateful man
Of this fact I feel I'm justly proud."
Oh, good, it's a villain song. My favorite kind. 
Beata O Kristy, 
you know I was taught to emulate
this loving, carefree, tolerating crowd.
Man, am I going to get sued for copyright infringement when I get back home. 
"Then tell me, O Kristy,
why I see her standing there?
Why her kindly eyes still taunt my soul?!"
The crowd is moving by more now. The Mane Six should be here any minute and here I am singing a villain song about what I feel about Celestia. That'll look good if they find out.
"I see her, I hate her 
The sun makes up her very hair
this feeling's in me
out of all control!"
And here it comes.
"Like fire!
hellfire!
That hatred in my skin
This burning desire
Is turning me to sin!
Immediately I find myself out of my house and in the middle of the Everfree Forest. The entire village of Ponyville is surrounding me, staring at me and judging me for how I feel about Celestia. They are all dressed in solid black which would be cool if it wasn't so intimidating.
"It's not my fault!"
"Love and tolerate!"
"I'm not to blame!"
"Love and tolerate!"
"It is Celestia,
the jerk who set this flame!:
"Always love and tolerate!"
"It's not my fault!"
"Love and tolerate!"
If in Faust's plan."
"Love and tolerate!"
"She made her ponies so much stronger than a man!"
"Always love and tolerate!"
I'm back in my house now. The Everfree Forest has faded away. It's just me and my emotions now.
"Protect me, O Kristy
Don't let this Goddess cast her spell
Don't let her plans control my flesh and bone!
Destroy Princess Celestia,
and let her taste my wrath from hell!
Or else let her be kind and send me home!"
Immediately I am brought out of my song by knocking on my door. Who is it?
I sigh and slowly open the door to reveal the smiling Mane Six, all looking like tonight will be the best night of their lives. 
"Hey, TD," says Twilight. "Are you ready to go?"
Gosh darn it, I haven't finished my song. That music feeling is still eating away at my innards. I manage to flash them a small smile. 
"Uh, give me a few minutes. I'm not 100% ready yet."
"Oh, what do you still need to do?" asks Rarity. I grit my teeth a little bit at the question. 
"Uh...it's just..." To my horror, Pinkie Pie of all ponies shoots me a knowing smile. 
"I think I heard singing in here," she says slyly. "Were you doing a song?"
"No!" I say a little too quickly. "I'm just..."
Yeah, she's not buying it. Her smile is still as wide as ever. 
"You were singing, weren't you, TD?" 
Immediately smiles form on the faces of the other members of the Mane Six. Gosh darn it, they know. A scowl immediately crosses my face and I try to back into my house. 
"Come on, sugar cube, it ain't that bad," says Applejack. "I mean, we sing all the time. It's the magic of music!"
"I know what it is," I retort. "I just... just give me a minute and I'll be right out."
"Oh take your time, darling. The program doesn't start for another half hour."
I grumble out a half response and walk back into my house, being sure to close the door behind me. I'm a tad worried that they'll be able to hear what I'm singing but I just want to get the song over with so I can put this whole embarrassing affair behind me. 
I clear my throat once the door is closed. Where was I? Oh yes, that's right. 
"Hellfire, dark fire,
Celestia it's your turn!
Send me home 
or keep my ire
send me home or you will BURN!!!!"
Thank goodness this is almost over. 
"Faust have mercy on her."
They're probably really freaked out out there.
God have mercy on me.
I can't really blame them.
But she will send me home or
CANTERLOT
WILL
BUUUUUUUUUURRRRRNNNN!!!!!"
And with that the song ends and the 'magic of music' bologna feeling ends. Thank goodness.
I sigh and slowly walk out the door where, sure enough, the Mane Six all have looks of absolute horror on their faces.  I manage another small scowl as I walk past them. 
"I'm ready to go," I mumble. 
"Uh, TD," says Applejack, "would you mind explainin' what--"
"I don't want to talk about it."

			Author's Notes: 
Hey look, I have stuff down here too. 
All I can say is, stay tuned for 'TD Trolls the Canterlot Intellectual Elite'.
Thanks for reading!
This is, of course, this song here: http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EyS3weMlxLA


	
		TD Trolls the Canterlot Intellectual Elite



"So, tell me again what I'm doing?"
Twilight Sparkle looks up from the letter she's reading and gives me a slight frown.
"I told you, I wrote Princess Celestia to tell her that you've been teaching Cheerilee's class about your world and she thought that was a wonderful idea. We're on the train to Canterlot so that you can teach the Delegation to the Office of the Royal Knowledge Society all about what you've been teaching Cheerilee and her class."
"I got the train part seeing as how we are on one," I snark. "But I don't exactly see why I should teach a bunch of snobbish ponies about my world, particularly since I didn't think Celestia wanted me back in Canterlot after last time."
Twilight lets loose an exasperated sigh and folds up the letter.
"TD, Princess Celestia has forgiven you for that and Princess Luna has too. Besides, Luna is sorry for the injury she caused you."
"You can say it; she snapped my spine on the back of a chair like it was a toothpick."
"You know it was an accident, right?"
"Maybe so, but she sure meant to hurt me. So what if she only accidentally went that far?"  A scowl crosses Twilight's face and she uses her magic to put the letter back in her saddlebag. 
"Anyway," she says with a hint of venom, "you need to be on your best behavior if you're going to make a good impression on them. These are some of the smartest ponies in Equestria and you are a delegate for your entire species! Doesn't this opportunity excite you?"
In almost any other situation it might. But if there's one thing I hate it's snobs who think they're smarter than everyone else. Now, I'll grant that these ponies may not be like that. After all, not everyone I've met in Equestria is. But this is Canterlot elite we're talking about. I don't trust them at all after meeting a few at the Gala. Still, I give Twilight a hopefully placating shrug and begin the thrilling task of staring out the window.
*  *  *  *

It takes another hour of train riding time before we finally reach Canterlot, by which point I've nodded off. Twilight naturally awakens me once we reach the station, much to my annoyance but I hide it well and, after we take a moment to collect our luggage, we're off to the castle once more. 
Like before, we have taxis already waiting for us to take us to the castle, which leave as soon as we are on board. Twilight and I are only here for the day so we didn't pack much. Also, Rarity is thankfully not here so I don't have to move her house to her room in the castle which is fortunate for both me and the servants. I'm pretty sure that if she came again then one of us would need surgery to repair the damage to our backs. I've already had my spine broken by a pony, thank you very much, and I don't need Rarity's luggage to do the job again. 
It only takes another short ride to make it to Canterlot Castle and when we arrive, the servants levitate our luggage up to rooms that Celestia has set aside for us in case we want to stay an extra day. I personally do not but Twilight is considering staying that extra day to see her family. I suppose that if she wants to I can live with that.
At any rate, we are led by two soldiers, who are shooting me glares whenever they think I'm not looking, towards what appears to be a large conference room. Sure enough, there are about two dozen ponies all talking with each other and each one of them has their noses firmly in the air. 
Dang it, why can't Twilight just send reports of what I've been teaching through Spike? Why do I have to be here for this? 
I reflexively take a small step backwards only to find myself nudged forward by Twilight. 
"Easy, TD. They're well behaved."
"So what? They're snobs, all of them."
"Just be a good sport."
I am about to grumble a reply when I hear a voice coming from my left side. 
"Twiley!" says the happy voice. 
"Shiney!"
I turn to see a white stallion in a more elaborate royal guard uniform walking towards Twilight with a large smile on his face. I suppose that this is her brother. The two of them meet up and give each other one of those awkward pony hugs. 
"How are you doing, little sis?" asks Shining Armor.
"I'm doing great," replies Twilight. "I'm here with TD for the meeting!" Shining Armor turns to me when Twilight points at me and, to my utter lack of surprise, the smile fades from his face to be replaced by a more neutral look. 
"So," he says blankly, "this is the human that assaulted Princess Celestia twice." I back away slightly and rub the back of my neck uncomfortably.
"Uh... yeah, I guess I am," I mumble. Thankfully Twilight puts a placating hoof on her brother's shoulder.
"Be nice, BBBFF," she says. "He was having two rough days."
"So did I after he thwacked her," says Shining Armor, the first hints of a scowl forming. "I had some serious paperwork to do after that."
"Seriously? Paperwork?" I question. Shining Armor nods.
"Incidents that big have to be documented and recorded. It's standard protocol." says Shining Armor. "I had to fill out the blue forms for that." Suddenly, he walks up to me and gets in my face a little bit. "I hate filling out blue forms," he whispers venomously. 
"Uh... sorry," I mumble again. 
"Shiney, be nice," repeats Twilight. Shining Armor backs off a bit but the hint of a scowl does not. I laugh uncomfortably.
"You know, I'll let you two catch up," I say. "I think I'll go check out the food table."
And with that extremely graceful closing line, I slink away to escape the piercing gaze of the captain of the royal guard only to run into...
"Gosh darn it," I mutter. 
"YOU!"
Out of the frying pan and into the fire. 
"Hello, Bluey," I say with a forced smile. I receive a glare as my initial response. 
"How dare you show your face here!" whines Prince Blueblood. "I should have demanded your trip to the moon, then the sun, then the moon again after what you did to me!" I sniff the air around him.
"You still have the charming aroma of apple pie around you, Bluey, are you doing something different with your hair? My, my, the stallions must go wild for you." True to form, Blueblood splutters at my words. 
"You...you...you insolent foal!" bawls Blueblood. "How dare you speak to me in such a way! I demand that you leave the castle at once!" 
"No can do, Bluey," I reply. "I'm here for the meeting of the intellectual bigwigs that's going on right now." Somehow his jaw drops and his eye twitches. Huh, I didn't expect that reaction. 
"You are here for the meeting of the D.O.R.K.S? How were you awarded such an honor?! I am here because I got a fifty on my highly advanced test but you are clearly not as smart as I am."
"Well I--" I stop in my tracks as the full meaning of the acronym he mentioned hits me. I... wow... that's...that's something else, then. I'll have to come back to that one. I shake my head and return to Blueblood. "Celestia told me to come to talk about my world."
"Haruumphffuhuh," says Blueblood in one of the most overly articulated harrumphs I've ever heard out of anyone. "I don't see why Auntie Tia would allow such a ghastly being in after the stunt he pulled at the Gala." 
"I completely agree. I mean, the scene he caused when he got the apple pie in his hair. He screamed like a little..." I pause for effect. "Oh wait, you were talking about me, weren't you? That makes sense." 
And with that charming zinger, I seem to have broken Blueblood's half-brain. He is staring at me with a look of total shock and his mouth is moving up and down like a fish out of water. I guess I have some good advice for Rarity when I get back to Ponyville. Unfortunately, having half a brain means that there is less of it to repair when it gets broken so it is only a few seconds before his brain reboots and he manages a scowl. 
"You are the most insolent being I have ever had the displeasure of laying my royal eyes on." I don't respond as I see two certain someponies walking up to us. Blueblood is oblivious and he continues on his 'oh-so hurtful' rant. "Never before has there been a being more worthy of a trip to the moon! You are far worse than when Auntie Lulu turned into that wretched creature Nightmare Moon!"
Oops on you, Bluey. 
A gigantic smile spreads across my face and I point just behind Blueblood. He frowns slightly and turns around to finds himself snout to snout with an absolutely livid Luna. Immediately Blueblood's ears droop and he shrinks down as much as he can under the wrathful gaze of the lunar goddess. 
"How dare thee," growls Luna. "HOW DARE THOU SPEAKEST OF OUR BANISHMENT AND THE EVENTS THEREOF!" 
The entire hall is silent and looking at the one-sided exchange between Luna and Blueblood. I thought Celestia might have stepped in to calm Luna down, but her expression plainly says 'man, he's had this coming for a while."
"HOW WOULD THOU LIKE US TO REMIND EVERYPONY HERE OF THINE OCTOPUS INCIDENT, THOU UNGRATEFUL SNOB?!"
Blueblood is beyond the point of fear. He looks like he's going to keel over and die right now. Even I'm kind of scared for him. To my utter surprise, Blueblood actually manages to stutter out a weak response. 
"I wouldn't like that, Auntie Lulu. Please don't send me to the moon." Wow, somehow Luna looks angrier.
"ART THOU SUGGESTING THAT WE ARE A BARBARIAN THAT DEALS OUT DRACONIAN PUNISHMENTS?!"
"No, Auntie Lulu," whispers Blueblood. 
"THOU WOULD DO WELL TO TAKE THY ROYAL PLOT TO THINE ROOM FOR THE DAY!!!" screeches Luna. "THOU WOULD ALSO DO WELL TO REMEMBER THE BAN WE HAVE PLACED ON THAT MOST SHAMEFUL OF SUBJECTS!!!"
"Yes, Auntie Lulu," mumbles Blueblood. And with that, he slowly trudges off to the bowels of the castle where I'm sure his room is located. Now that he has 'moved his royal plot to his room', Luna seems to have calmed down considerably. I, on the other hand, have now learned that her tenure as Nightmare Moon is a kind of touchy subject for her so if I don't want my spine broken on purpose, I had better keep that out of our conversations. 
Thankfully Celestia clears her throat and everybody in the room turns to her. 
"I'm sorry for that scene," she says. "Blueblood and my sister merely needed to straighten a few things out." Oh is that what you call that? She’s a politician to the core. "At any rate, it is time for the meeting to begin so if everypony could take their seats in the conference hall, we can get started."
A few ponies take a second to load up their plates with food before moving into the conference room. I myself take a glass of punch in with me. I am followed in by Twilight whose ears are still slightly flattened thanks to the incident with Blueblood. I have to admit, that RCV is kind of intimidating. 
"Sorry that you had to see that, TD," says Twilight as the two of us take our seats in the front of a large hall filled with chairs. I am sitting right beside a large chalkboard which I assume I am to use if I need to demonstrate something. In terms of Twilight's comment, I wave my hand. 
"No big deal," I say. "It was kind of nice to see him get what was coming to him from somebody other than me." Twilight rolls her eyes but she smirks all the same. "Seriously, though, he's actually smart?" Twilight's smirk is replaced by a frown as she shoots me a questioning look. 
"Where did you hear that?" she says. 
"He told me he got a fifty on some big test. The way he was bragging I assume that's a good thing." To my surprise, Twilight gives one of the biggest facehooves I've ever seen from her. Huh?
"TD, that 'big test' was the standardized test that everypony has to take before they finish their tenth year of schooling. As for him getting a fifty, well, the test is out of three hundred. To put Blueblood's score in perspective, Applejack got a 195 and I got a perfect 300."
"What's average?" I ask. 
"150," replies Twilight. "Every one of me and my friends scored above average on that thing. Even Rainbow Dash, who got the lowest out of all of us and hated studying in school, got a 169 on the test."
"Wow. So he really is that dumb?" Twilight nods. 
"Don't get me wrong, he's not mentally challenged; he really is that dumb. Either that or he hates work he doesn't want to do more than Rainbow Dash does."
"Huh." 
Before I can respond more than that, Princess Celestia stands up in front of the crowd and immediately they all quiet down. 
"Good afternoon, esteemed members of the Delegation of the Office of the Royal Knowledge Society." she begins. "It is my great pleasure to introduce to you today a member of a whole different universe who was brought to our world through..." Unsurprisingly she falters on this part. "Through unknown means," she finishes. Smooth, Celestia, real smooth. "I have invited him to this meeting so that he can share his knowledge of his world with us all to further expand learning, and friendship amongst our races. Please give a warm welcome to the human sitting next to me, TD Harrison Powell." 
I slowly stand up and walk up to the podium as the D.O.R.K.S. give me a golf clap. Good grief this is going to be painful, isn't it? I mean, the kids back in Ponyville actually seemed like they wanted to be here. These guys are regarding me with suspicious looks for whatever reason. I walk up to the microphone that they've set up for me. 
"Uh, hi," I start. The crowd in front of me murmurs amongst themselves. "So I guess Celestia told you what I'm here to do. I don't really know where to start so I'll take questions, I guess."
"How about you start at the beginning," says one of the ponies in the crowd condescendingly. The others around him laugh at his joke like it's the most hilarious thing. I frown at him and I imagine Twilight and Celestia are doing the same thing. 
"Well there's a lot to go over," I retort. "Where do you want me to begin?"
"We said the beginning," says another one. "What's wrong, don't you know?"
"That's enough," growls Celestia. "We are here to facilitate learning, not shoot snide remarks at each other for no reason."
No kidding. Seriously, what did I do to make them think I'm dumb? The beginning, though... how do I start at the beginning? Heck, where do I even go from there?
My silence has them murmuring amongst themselves a little more. They seriously do not think much of me.
You know what? If they're going to treat me like a dunce, then screw facts. I'm going to have a little fun with them. I clear my throat.
"How about I start with some parallels between our worlds?"
"Fine, but get on with it!" says a crowd member. "We don't have all day."
"Yes you do, that's what today is for!" says Celestia angrily. "If I hear one more snide remark I'll be very angry."
Well, that shut them up. I imagine that an angry Celestia is even more intimidating than an angry Luna. 
"Anyway," I say, drawing attention back to me, "I think I'll start with the sun and the moon and who raises them."
"That sounds fine," says Celestia. 
"Good." I nod. "Now, the two figures that raise the sun and the moon are important in our culture. The sun is raised by Luke Skywalker and the moon is raised by Batman. They are two of many gods that hold influence over our world."
"How many gods are there?" asks one of the crowd members. 
"Why by my last remembering there were no less than fifty-nine gods. I can't remember all of them off the top of my head, but some of the more prominent ones include Chuck Norris, the god of fertility and chest hair. There's also the god of the underworld, Hannibal Lecter, the god of food, Willy Wonka, as well as the gods of war, collectively known as the New Zealand All-Blacks."
"You have war in your world? How horrid!" says a crowd member.
"I agree, it is horrid to be in, but it's a fascinating subject to learn about to be sure. Why, one of our most famous wars is the invasion of Molossia by a tribe known as the Critic-ites, led by the mighty King Nostalgia Critic and his three world-famous and universally feared military leaders, General Nostalgia Chick, Admiral Phelous, and Major Cinema Snob."
"Are King Nostalgia Critic and General Nostalgia Chick related? They seem to have similar names."
"To my knowledge they are not related and the similar names is just, er, a coincidence." The scribe who is standing next to Celestia is writing all of this down furiously and I give her a second before I continue on. 
"Some of our other famous wars are things like the constant conflicts between the Steelers of Pittsburgh and the Cowboys of Dallas. Their conflict has spanned decades and their battles are the stuff of legends."
I hear a small squeak escape from Twilight and I confusedly turn to see what the matter is. 
Uh-oh. She kind of looks... angry. 
Why would she...? Oh right, I told her the names of our football teams. Shoot, she knows I'm making this up. I turn back to the crowd and try to get my train of thought back on the track. Hopefully she doesn't spill the beans. That would be awkward. 
"Uh... w-where was I?" I stutter. 
"Wars," says a crowd member.
"Oh right. Uh... what's another topic that you want to know about?" Two dozen hooves shoot up into the air and I point at one at random. 
"Who was your leader back where you came from and what was the country or planet called?"
"Uh, I came from a country called America back on a planet called Earth. The... the king and tyrant of America was a man named Calvin backed by one named Hobbes. He was a good ruler but he can be... uh..."
Gosh, I feel Twilight's glare boring into the back of my skull. I glance back at her in the corner of my eye and to my horror I see smoke coming out of her mane. I glance back to Celestia and Luna to see that they are looking at Twilight and I with confused looks. Suddenly, it dawns on both of them. Celestia's mouth drops open in shock and Luna puts her foreleg over her face. She looks like she's trying not to laugh. You know what? That actually gives me a little courage. at least Luna finds this funny. 
I clear my throat once more and turn back to the crowd with renewed courage. Twilight and Celestia will chew me out later, but hopefully Twilight's anger holds. 
"Okay, who wants to hear the story of how the American senators Snoopy and Charlie Brown helped King Calvin come to power?"
*  *  *  *

Aside from the fact that Twilight seemed to get steadily angrier as the day went on, I had a ball. It was glorious. It was made more so by the fact that Celestia, despite herself, seemed to eventually find it all as funny as Luna did. I guess she realized that I wasn't going to give these disrespectful snobs the time of day, particularly since I didn't even want to be here. I'd much rather teach the kids back in Ponyville. 
At any rate, I talk for a good three hours before we took a break. I tell them the story of how Snoopy and Charlie Brown defeated the Red Baron with the Death Star, thereby allowing for Calvin and Hobbes to oust the current president, James Cameron. I tell them a grand story of how the followers of Star Trek and the followers of Star Wars got in an inter-galactic battle that lasted for centuries, ending when Admiral Charlie Chaplin scored a decisive victory for the Star Warsians in the battle of Hoth. I did explain that our society was far more peaceful now and instead of war, we settled all of our disputes by velociraptor jousting in the Thunderdome. 
The one problem though? It should have been more glorious. I mean, were breaking right now and I'm taking some time to drink some punch, but I can't help but feel that I'm in big trouble when a certain purple unicorn finds me... and there she is. 
"Hi, Twilight."
"Don't you 'hi Twilight' me!" says the livid librarian. "What. Was. THAT!?"
"We shall tell you what that was, Twilight Sparkle," says Luna, who has just come up to our conversation. "That was the best meeting of the D.O.R.K.S We have ever been to! We admit that that We did not understand a word that TD Powell said, but to see those snobs fooled like that was most amusing!" By this point Celestia has walked up too.
"I have to admit that I agree with my sister," says Celestia with a slight grin. "Those ponies are some of the most insufferable ponies I have to deal with. If they knew that they had just listened to a highly fictional version of your world, I imagine they'd feel like total dor--"  To our confusion, Celestia freezes in the middle of her sentence. 
"You okay?" I ask. I look at her mouth to see her mouthing the acronym for the organization. Seriously, did she not know?
"How did I not see that before?" she whispers. Luna bursts out laughing. 
"Did thou only just now notice the acronym for this organization?" says the moon goddess. "We wondered how long it would be before you noticed the joke behind our suggested name for these ponies. 1543 years is a long time to get a joke, dear sister!" 
"Oh dear," mutters Celestia. "I have to think about this one."
Before Luna can comment on it further, the scribe calls out that the break is over and that the meeting needs to begin again. Good timing too. I have just figured out where I'm going to go next.
Seeing that the two goddesses think that what I'm doing is the best thing that's happened to them all week, Twilight seems to have calmed down a little bit. If Celestia says that what I'm doing is funny then that's good enough for her. It's a good thing for me, too. I was worried that her mane would catch fire at any moment. 
Soon we are all back in the conference hall and I have even more renewed confidence. The D.O.R.K.S are looking at me expectantly so I crack my knuckles and clear my throat. 
This is going to be awesome.
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		Q&A



"Hello Everypony, dragon, diamond dog, and loyal reader, this is BronyWriter coming to you with the promised Q&A. With me is my fictional counterpart TD Harrison Powell. Say hello, TD."
"Where are we?"
"And I'm sure the readers are pleased to see you too. Now then, TD, it's time to do the Q&A that I told them all about. Are you up for it?"
"Are we back in my dorm room in school?!"
"I thought that you'd be more up to this if you were in some place comfortable."
"Hang on a second, you have the power to send me back to Earth whenever you want?!"
"W-Well yeah. I'm the author. I can do whatever I want to you. I can put you in whatever setting I feel is best."
"Oh. Oh that's just brilliant. That's just amazing. I got my spine snapped, I was pulled through a portal and nearly crushed, I was set on fire, and I had to live amongst technicolor ponies from a show I don't care for for six months and all you had to do to stop that was type a bit on your keyboard?!"
"Oh come now, that's no fun. What reader would spend their time reading a story that went 'once upon a time a college student was sucked into Equestria but his author was a kindly soul and with a few keystrokes on his mighty keyboard, he sent the college student back home.'"
"You set me on fire." 
"Pinkie Pie set you on fire, dude, now are we doing this or not?"
"I don't suppose I have a choice, do I?"
"Not really After we're done with this, I'll let you go on a date with your crush."
BronyWriter rings a nearby bell causing a nearby door to open. The open door reveals a velociraptor in a tuxedo balancing a silver tray in its stubby little arms. The velociraptor walks through the door and stands next to BronyWriter. 
"YAAAAA!! What is that?!"
"That would be my velociraptor butler, Francois. He shall be delivering the questions."
"You have a velociraptor butler."
"I'm the author, I can have two velociraptor butlers if I want. The other one is making the tea."
BronyWriter takes the large stack of envelopes from Francois. with a wave of his hand, BronyWriter dismisses Francois who walks back through the door and somehow the door shuts on its own. BronyWriter places the envelopes on a nearby table and picks up the first one.
"Are you ready, TD? Most of these seem to be for you."
"Sure. Fine. Whatever. I'm going to wake up in Equestria after this anyway, aren't I?"
"It would be an insult to the readers to do it any other way." BronyWriter opens the first envelope.
"Now then, our first question comes from us courtesy of junkers1337 of Newark, WestNewhamphshiredam."
"Well, somebody is making things up, aren't they?"
"Hey, I asked them to put where they lived on the envelope and they all did just that. As such, junkers1337 lives in Newark, WestNewhampshiredam. Anyway, his question is this: TD, what were you doing before Celestia transported you to to Equestria, that is to say, what would your day have looked like if you had made it to the other side."
"Ah, a 'why did the TD cross the road?' question. I suppose that's simple enough. Well, if you recall I was wearing my work shirt when I was pulled in so that should give the hint that I was on my way to work at the school dining hall. based on the supervisor's usual preferences, I imagine that I would have been put on clean side, AKA, putting away clean dishes, or pots, which is scrubbing dirty pots. after work I would have gone to my Child Psych class, followed by my Art class, my history of film class, and my Intro to Lit class. I would have finished up the day playing computer games while avoiding my five page art paper on Harry Chapin that I needed to have done by the following Monday. Uh...I guess that's it. It was a pretty mundane sort of day. Or at least, that's what it should have been if that JERK Celestia hadn't interfered with--"
"Yes thank you, TD, for that thrilling illumination of your previous life." BronyWriter opens the next envelope.
"Question number two comes to us from Jh5kPony of Istano, Mars. Jh5kPony asks, 'TD, if you had unicorn powers what would you do with them and why?'"
"Hmm... unicorn powers? Well I suppose that I'd begin by studying up on the portals that Celestia opened. If I wasn't strong enough I suppose that I'd begin by placing Rarity under a freezing spell and having her try on really ugly clothes. Or I would agree to watch the Cake twins again and put them in a sort of stasis while I took a nap. The possibilities are absolutely endless."
"Er, I suppose that they are. Next we have Lord Destrustor from Hufflepuff House in Hogwarts. Lord Destrustor asks 'who is best pony?'"
"I'll answer that if Lord Destrustor can tell me why a person with one of the most interesting Derpy-based avatars can't type his freaking articles! THE best pony, who is THE best pony?!"
"Uh, TD, that's kind of how the fandom asks that question."
"Well according to AdobE, I myself am 'best pony' if his comment in chapter 8 is anything to go by. He seems to have missed out on the fact that I am, in fact, a human and that is where the conflict is coming from."
"AdobE was just--"
"I know, I know, it was just one of those joke thingies. Anyway, I would have to say that THE best ponies are the Cutie Mark Crusaders. They're actually fun to teach and all and they make life in Equestria tolerable. They aren't after anything from me unlike some of the Mane Six and they aren't manipulative so that's nice.
"Makes sense. Okay, the next question is from DarklordKyo of... inside your closet watching you sleep?" Bronywriter and TD stare at the return address in open mouthed horror. "Well, I'm sleeping with a shotgun tonight."
"Can you write me with a bazooka?"
"We'll talk about it later. Anyway, creepy Mr. DarklordKyo asks TD, if you were turned into a pony, what would your race and cutie mark be?"
"Alicorn and hydrogen bomb. I also have another answer for that unicorn powers question."
"Er... yes, quite. We'll see how you react to the chapter where I... uh, never mind."
"Huh?"
"I said 'never mind'. Anyway, our next question is from Fresh Cookies of 'inside an Oreos packet'. Fresh Cookies asks TD, if you ever got out of Equestria, what is the first thing that you would do?"
"Well I have thought about this a lot, and I think the first thing that I would do would be eat fresh cookies."
BronyWriter stares at TD in horror, causing TD to shoot him a confused look. 
"What?"
"Don't eat my readers."
"WHAT?! No, I mean like I'd eat a whole packet of Oreos. They don't have Oreos in Equestria."
"Fresh Cookies lives inside a packet of Oreos."
"Wha-- n-no! I mean... fine, I change my answer to I would go down to George's and get a double bacon cheeseburger with only pickles and lettuce with a large fry. They don't have hamburgers in Equestria either."
"Good answer. Better than cannibalizing my readers anyway. Okay, the next question comes to us courtesy of Bloodwolf432 of Unahim, New Jersey. Bloodwold432 asks you... uh... if you were presented the chance to go home, but you had to have positive intercourse with Celestia, would you?"
BronyWriter and TD stare at the envelope, neither of them quite sure of what to make of the question. Eventually BronyWriter grabs a bell and rings it, calling Francois the velociraptor butler once more. Francois salutes BronyWriter as best as he can before BronyWriter hands Francois the envelope. Francois nods, opens his mouth, and a white hot jet of fire spews from Francois' mouth, completely disintegrating the question.
"Did you just send that to somebody?" BronyWriter waves Francois off.
"You've spent too much time around Spike. Francois disintegrated it. Anyway, the next question is from greatodyer from the Wonderbolt's Academy. greatodyer asks you who is your favorite and least favorite student to teach."
"You know, I know that people would expect that Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon would be disrespectful and I guess they would count because they can kind of be snooty, but I wouldn't say that I hate teaching any of them. Even if the two of them can be snooty, they're still fairly interested in what I'm teaching them and it's hard to dislike them for that. Plus they really enjoy hide and seek tag, even if they're not very good at it. So, I wouldn't say that any of them are my favorite or least favorite to teach because I just enjoy teaching all of them. I don't want to play favorites. "
"Huh. Okay then. So, our next question... uh, questions come from Shadowstalker from 'your nightmares'. Okay then. He's asking quite a few questions. One: what is the craziest thing you've ever thought about yourself? Two: what do you think of Big Mac? Three: what did you think of the Discord statue? So yeah, he's a real over achiever with those questions.
"It would seem so. Okay, the first question I don't quite remember, but I think one of those times that I had hard Apple Family Cider I said something to Fluttershy to the effect of I was Ken Wisenhunt in a former life and how I was a younger Jim Harbaugh when I slept, but only on Thursdays and ever fourth Sunday. It took three days for Fluttershy to be comfortable around me again."
"W..wha?"
"Don't ask me right now. In fact, never ask me that again."
"Uh, okay."
"As for the second question, I did meet Big Macintosh. Once. That was the time of my Wisenhunt/Harbaugh comment. He responded to that with a 'eeyup'. He seems cool enough. With Discord, I asked about his statue because I was curious about it, but Celestia didn't want me to see it for whatever reason. I mean, I wasn't going to release him or anything."
"It's hard to say what you'd do with Discord, but I will say that I had a rather dramatic ending planned with you and him. It was going to be quite something."
"What do you mean?"
"Never you mind. The next question is from ResidentZeldaBau5z. His question... well, it's a little elaborate so we'll just paraphrase. He asks you if you've seen Dr. Whooves and asked him if he can use his Tardis to send you home."
"Wait... who?"
"Exactly. There is no Dr. Whooves in your story."
Bronywriter places the remaining cards in his pocket and stands up. "You know I think we'll leave it here right now. let him have his date. So, that aside, we'll do the rest of the questions next time. As for the sequel to TD's story, I have two announcements. One, I have finished not one, but TWO chapters of the sequel and sent them off to my first pre-readers so hopefully they get it to me, and by extension you, as soon as possible. The second announcement is that I am opening up the deleted scenes to anybody who wants to write one. If you have a good idea for a TD story then go ahead and write it. If I like it enough, I'll even make it canon. The 2000th comment thing still applies so good luck on that. Do whatever you want to to TD but make sure to keep it in character and let me know if you do. I doubt anybody will take me up on it but if you want to then go right head. Well, until next time, I'm BronyWriter. Goodnight."
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"Good afternoon ladies and gentlebronies. This is BronyWriter here once again with TD to answer your questions."
"And welcome to 1864."
"W... you know what? Never mind. Should we dive right in?"
"I don't have anything better to do so sure."
"That's the spirit!" BronyWriter takes a large stack of envelopes out of his hoodie pocket. "Question number one for today comes from PVT PartyPooper from inside the hidden temple from the hit TV game show, Legends of the Hidden Temple. He asks which student gives you the most trouble."
TD scratches his head slightly as he contemplates the answer.
"You know, of all ponies it's actually Twist that gives me the most trouble and that was only once. Apparently hay is a more common ingredient than I thought. If Pinkie Pie didn't have that freaky Pinkie Sense of hers then I probably wouldn't be here to answer these questions."
"You're welcome. Okay, moving on we have Flutterguy1337 from a FedEx office in Wisconsin. Not that one, the other one. Flutterguy1337 asks, TD, who do you hate more, the princesses or Blueblood?"
"Ooh, that's a tricky one. I wouldn't say that I hate either one of them, it's just that I strongly disliked them. You know, I have kind of come a long way to getting over what Celestia and Luna did to me so I guess I'd have to go with Blueblood. Still, that guy is awfully fun to make an idiot of."
"You can be too. Our next question comes--"
"Wait, what was that?"
"Nothing. Nothing at all. As I was saying, our next question comes to us courtesy of Valkahike of Odin's court in Valhalla. From what the envelope says, Valkahike is the court jester there every Wednesday and Saturday. Valkahike so cleverly asks, CHOCOLATE OR FUDGE?!"
"You don't have to yell."
"SORRY BUT THAT'S HOW VALKAHIKE ASKED THE QUESTION. CHOCOLATE OR FUDGE?!"
"White chocolate, hot fudge. Next question."
"OUR NEXT QUESTION IS FROM--"
"Seriously, did this person ask by yelling too?"
"Oh... sorry, I was on a roll there. At any rate, our next question comes from Blue Spark of the Barzini Compound, New York. Our deepest condolences go out to Blue Spark's family. Blue Spark asks, TD, if you weren't the only person in Equestria, would you feel better? Or would you try to find a way out faster, depending on who it is?"
"Unless it was my family or somebody like that, faster. With my luck it would be Hitler or Stalin or Terrell Owens."
"Huh... something about that seemed tasteless. Okay, we'll go with it, though. Our next question is from jamofthetoe from a Payless Shoe Store in Montana. No not that one, or that one or that one, but the other one. He asks, TD, if you had the power, would you be a villain in this world?"
"Ah an easy one. Yes, yes I would be. I've heard a lot of stories about Discord and if I had his power, that is the kind of villain that I would be. heck, I'd be that kind of villain on Earth if I had that kind of power."
"As I think we all would. Okay, Light Mask of Earth in the 23 1/2 century asked the next question from the future. Light Mask asks if there was ever a situation that led to the humiliation/embarrassment of you and another pony. Well, I think I'll take this one myself. The answer is yes, yes there was and you can read all about it in an upcoming deleted scene."
"Uh..."
"Next we have a question from Nightmare-Moon from, where else, DA MOOOOOOOOOONNNNAAAAAHHHH! Nightmare-Moon asks you if you had to date either Celestia or Luna which would it be and Nightmare Moon asks me if we can see more of you and Luna interacting/will you ever become friends. For my answer, I can only answer that we'll have to see where the story leads."
"As for me... what is it with the TLuna/CelesTa shipping questions? Why would I want to date either one of them. I will say this again. I. Am. Attracted. To. HUMAN. WOMEN!!!"
"Uh, TD, it's just a hypothetical situation. Just be glad there's no fan art of a TLuna/CelesTa shipping pair. For the sake of argument, though, if they were turned into people but with the exact same personalities, then which would you date?"
"*Sigh*. Fine, I'd date Luna because she's far more down-to Earth and interesting. Are you happy?"
"Oh I'm sure that Nightmare-Moon is very happy. The next question is from. TheLocoPony from That Dark Part of your Subconscious that You Don't Even Know Is There. TheLocoPony asks, what is your favorite Equestrian food?"
"As disastrous as my first attempt at eating them was, I have to admit that Pinkie Pie can make a darned good cupcake."
"How stereotypical of you, TD. That aside, more questions are coming. Our next one is from PrinceDolph of Springfield... uh, I don't know which state, PrinceDolph doesn't say. PrinceDolph asks if your Equestrian experience has made you alter your stance on religion or spirituality at all?"
"... wow, that's a deep one. Uh, I'd say no because I still believe that what I believe about that stuff on Earth is true on Earth and that when I get back there it'll be true again. Is it true in Equestria? I don't know, I haven't really asked them that much about it. They do seem to acknowledge a creator but I'm not sure if they believe that it's Fausticorn or not. I'd have to ask them about it."
"Tactfully played, my friend. Okay, the next question comes to us from Uberpwnage50 of Diggilo, Cotornet, a planet far beyond known space. He asks what happened at the spa. I think I need to take that one too and say that I will answer that in a deleted scene."
"These deleted scenes make me worry."
"But they shouldn't. Okay, our next one is from lamphobic of inside The Great Lamp Warehouse in Boise, New Yarkeie. He asks if you would ever forgive Luna if she apologized and if you could ever be friends."
"Well I wouldn't join the NLR if that's what you're wondering. I do know that people get mad if you insult their precious Woona so that's something. That aside, she did apologize if you recall correctly and I wasn't too keen in the idea of forgiving her. Lately, though, I've been working on letting it go."
"That's admirable if I do say so myself. Okay, next goes to General Darth from the deck of the Starship Enterprise. Darth asks if who is your least hated pony."
"LIke I already said, the CMC probably fall under that."
"That's right. Okay, next we have HeimoBauss of 'the space between spaces and the time between time' who is asking you to elaborate on what you told the D.O.R.K.S. Once again I must answer this in that I am announcing a sequel for that chapter based on wildly popular demand. I hope you like what we have to come up with. So, that brings us to our next question for you, TD, from BLTmunch of Paris, England who asks you what would be your choice occupation if you weren't a teacher."
"Well, I have always kind of wanted to be a famous film critic. I did minor in film in college and I think that would be a really fun job."
"It could be, I suppose. You could take up the new mantle of the Nostalgia Critic (rest in peace) and be funny like he was!"
"Well I don't know if I--"
"Our next question comes from Blue Spark again. This one, uniquely so, is for me. He is asking me what the inspiration was for this story of yours. Well, to that I answer that I was sitting in jury duty, having received my summons a few months prior, and I was waiting for them to actually tell us if we were going to sit on a jury or not (we didn't end up sitting on a jury because, long story short, the government doesn't always work right) and I was passing the time away just thinking about my stories. I think I had finished The Secret Life of Rarity, which is still my favorite story of mine, by that point and I was thinking about another big project. It was months ago so I don't completely remember what caused it, but I remember thinking up the idea for a HiE story and wanting the human to be a really sarcastic guy that the ponies wouldn't know what to think of. The very first line that I thought up in my head was, as I'm sure you can imagine, "I walked up to Celestia and punched her in the face". Coming up with that line sold it for me and I just had to write the story. I did not expect the huge positive reaction that it got and I'm very thankful for it. Does that answer your question?"
"I'm sure it does. Next one."
"Okay, only a few more to go. The next one is from Flutterguy1337 again. Flutterguy1337 asks, are you a spy? "
TD contemplates the question for a second before muttering something in a strangely French accent. Before BronyWriter can react, TD pulls out a butterfly knife and bolts to the door. Sadly for him, the door opens and Francois the velociraptor butler bursts through wearing a red fireproof suit and holding a flamethrower. TD squeaks in terror and sits back down on the chair. 
"You 'ave won zis round, Francois, but I will ultimately be victorious!""
"...what just happened? Eh, I guess it doesn't matter. Anyway, the next question is from ResidentZeldaBau5z again. He asks "if you could drink condensed and concentrated Rule 63 dimension essence that would turn you into a girl, would you? Also, side question- would you rather be half timelord or be a descendant of the First Link?""
"Number one, absolutely not. I like being a boy. I couldn't do all of that pregnancy stuff and there's too many hormones with girls. Testosterone FTW!"
"Er..."
"For the second one, I'd be half-timelord so I could find a Tardis and freaking go home."
"Of course you would. It all comes down to that for you, doesn't it?"
"Don't look at me, I'm just the character. You're the actual author."
"Well, yes. Anyway, our final question is from metalhead623 from haven City. You know, I think he's lying about that. Anyway, he asks what kind of things you've seen on your journey so far."
"To which we both respond, check out the sequel which will be here whenever his freaking pre-readers get the first two chapters back to him."
"Indeed that is true. Well, that's all the questions we have for today. Coming up next are some more deleted scenes and hopefully the sequel gets here soon. I can't promise that because I can't control my pre-readers. Also check out my upcoming Chengar Qordath approved addition to the Winningverse: The Attempts at Winning by an Animal Caretaker. It should be out decently soon. Until then, goodnight and have a merry Christmas!"
"Isn't it more PC to say 'Happy Holidays?"
"You know as much as I do how much I hate being PC."
"Well, who can argue with that?"
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		TD Meets Poison Joke and That Only Begins His Problems



This chapter turned out to be my silliest, raunchiest, most ridiculous, and plain odd chapter. You have been warned, you have been encouraged, good luck and I hope you enjoy.

And so when the Germans invaded France in the 1940s they changed the politics of the land all around them. They set up a puppet government in Paris and they enforced martial law amongst the people in that land. It was a long time before the Americans, Canadians, and the New Zealanders stormed the beaches of Normandy on June 5th 1943.
I uncap my red pen and began to circle a few things that Silver Spoon got incorrect on her paper on World War Two. The big glaring errors were that the Germans set up a puppet government in Vichy, not Paris, she missed that and the UK stormed the beaches of Normandy as well, and the invasion was on June 6th 1944, not June 5th 1943. Other than that, she did a pretty decent job on her paper. 
I am about to move on to grade Twist's paper when I hear a loud knock on my door. I cap my red pen and move to open it. To my lack of surprise, the Mane Six are standing behind it. 
"TD, TD, TD, you have to come help us, something super-duper awful has happened!" says Pinkie Pie. I frown at the urgency of the mare. Huh, if she says something is wrong then I guess something is wrong. 
"Uh, okay. What happened then?" I question. 
"The Cutie Mark Crusaders got the bright idea in their little noggins that there might be some opportunities in the Everfree Forest to find their cutie marks!" says Applejack. "Ah read a note from them tellin' me that they had gone there!" 
I nod and quickly slip my shoes on and grab Reginald. "I'm on it," I say. 
"Good," says Twilight. "The seven of us will split up and see if we can't find them that way. Rarity, Applejack, and Rainbow Dash will be in one group while Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie, and I will be in another. Rarity and I will send up red sparks if we find them."
"How come I don't get to be in a group?" I ask. "Isn't the forest dangerous?"
"You will be checking the outskirts of the forest," explains Twilight. "Start by looking around Zecora's hut. You'll go alone because it isn't that dangerous. Bring Reginald just in case, though."
"And if I am the one who finds them?" Twilight reaches into her saddle bag and pulls out a small firework like device with a string on the end. 
"Just pull the string to set it off and we'll find you. Here's an extra one on case you get in trouble." 
I take the two firecrackers and place them in my pocket. With that we head out. 
It doesn't take too long to reach the Everfree Forest, particularly with how fast we are all going. When we reach the edge, we split up into our groups with Twilight telling me how to reach Zecora's to see if she had seen the wayward Crusaders. I run in the direction that she pointed me towards with a purpose. I have to find the Crusaders! If something bad happened to them then... well, I don't know what I'd do. I'd be very depressed, that's for sure.
Thankfully the whimsical rhyming zebra's house isn't that far into the forest. I don't have to travel through any treacherous terrain to get there, save for an odd patch of blue flowers that squished when I stepped in them. It was only a five minute journey to get to the house and when it came into view, I saw…
"There you are!" 
The Cutie Mark Crusaders all turned to me as I came into view of Zecora's home. The wayward Crusaders smiled at me when I came up to them. 
"Hey, TD, how's it goin'?" says Apple Bloom. 
"What's going is that your sisters and I have been worried about you! Don't you know how dangerous this place is?" In all honesty, I don't really see what the big deal is because aside from when evil goddesses were deliberately messing with things, the forest never really struck me as all that dangerous. Still, they had all lived there far longer than I had. 
At the mention of their sisters and friends, the Crusaders all drooped their heads and flattened their ears. "We left Applejack a note," mutters Scootaloo. 
"Yeah, didn't she read the back sayin' that we'd ask Zecora to watch us and give us some advice?" 
"Uh... now that I think on it, she didn't bring that up." It didn't really matter, though. The Crusaders were safe and the Mane Six still needed to know. I reached into my pocket and fired the firecracker into the air. 
"What was that?" asks Sweetie Belle. 
"It's just a flare to let them know where we are." I guess they really do work as Twilight, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie instantly are teleported next to us, followed by the other three a few minutes later. 
"They were near Zecora's house when I found them," I say. 
"Apple Bloom!" says Applejack. "You're okay!"
"A'course Ah am!" says Apple Bloom. "Didn't ya read the back of the note sayin' that we would ask Zecora to watch us?" 
"It doesn't matter if you did leave a note," says Rarity sternly. "The Everfree Forest is no place for three fillies."
"But Zecora was goin' to watch us!" 
"But she wasn't home," finishes Scootaloo. "We were going to come right back to the clubhouse!" 
I sigh and rub my temples. "Well I guess it doesn't really matter now," I say. "You're safe and that's what matters." 
Thanks to the fact that the Crusaders did leave a note, they are in less trouble then they would have otherwise. Still, their respective sisters and idols do take them back to the clubhouse to have a few words with them about asking for permission before going out into the Everfree Forest, even when they were just going to Zecora's.
With the Crusaders all settled in, I slung Reginald over my shoulder and headed back home to finish up my papers.
*  *  *  *

That night is... odd. I keep dreaming about pizza that keeps transforming into Darth Vader. I don't know why, but in the dream, Darth Vader takes his lightsaber and slices off my... Garden of Good and Evil. Y...Yeah, it's one of those dreams. Oh but it didn't end there, it continues after Darth Vader (who had turned blue and orange spotted) plays fixer-upper, my hair grows out considerably and I even shrink down a bit. 
All in all, it is one of my odder dreams, even after I had come to Ponyville. 
Of course, like all things the night does come to a close and I open my eyes to discover that the morning hath arrived, as the lunar goddess would say. 
Ug. I didn't finish grading all of those papers last night. I have to get on that if I'm going to be ready to hand those all back tomorrow. Thank goodness it's Sunday and I still have another day to work on the last two or three of them that I didn't manage to get to. I would have finished last night but I was really exhausted for some reason. Well, that is incidental at this point. I'm awake now and I'm going to grade the papers right now. 
I move my arm and toss the blanket off of me and stand up to get myself some breakfast. The second that my feet touch the floor, I stand up and I find myself to be really woozy all of a sudden. I can't keep my balance! What is going on? 
With a suspiciously high-pitched yelp, I crash to the floor with a loud bang. My jaw makes contact with the solid floor which, I have to admit, isn't really fun for me. I sit up on the floor and I rub my jaw with my hands. 
Hands...hands...hands...
Uh, where are my hands? 
My eyes widen as I stare down at the ends of my arms where my hands used to be. I instead only find... HOOVES!!!!
With a high pitched scream I leap off the floor and stand at attention so I can look over my mutilated body. 
Oh crap. What the heck happened?!
My further examinations of my body only increase the growing feeling of sheer horror bubbling up inside of me. I have now shrunk down considerably and my arms have been turned to legs! At the end of each leg is an appendage that is unmistakably a hoof. Worse yet, my dashing red hair has turned pink and my white skin has been replaced with light blue fur. 
No freaking way. I'm a freaking PONY!!!!
I let out another scream as the full realization of it all hits me. I've been in Equestria for too long! My metabolism couldn't handle all of that pony food and now I've turned into one! This... no, this is all Celestia's fault! She didn't want to feel bad about me being the only human so she turned me into a pony! How dare she take my life in her hooves like that... AGAIN!!! 
Oh, I'm going to get you, Celestia! I'll turn back into a human if it's the last thing I do!
Somehow the anger coursing through my body causes a new set of appendages to awaken inside of me and I feel something fluttering by my sides. I look to my left... ug, flank... and see a light blue wing spread out beside me. Wait a minute... 
I reach a hoof to my side and prod the wing slightly. It flutters a bit at my touch and I frown at its reaction. Something seems wrong here. I use my new instincts and fold them once again by my side to see if it's... yeah, I think I get the problem now. See, I've spent enough time around pegasi to know what their wings look like both when they're out and when they're folded neatly by their sides. As such, I know what's wrong with my new wings: they're upside-down. 
I grit my teeth and facehoof this cruel twist of fate. The only thing that could possibly make this a little tolerable and Celestia messed up on that too. If she can't fix me then she had better at least fix my new wings or there will be hell to pay for a lot of ponies!!!
I rush towards the door to see if I can't find Twilight so she can at least see if she can't fix me. However, when my hoof reaches out to the door I screech to a halt. 
Now that I'm a pony, I don't have any clothes that can fit me. If there's one thing about Equestria it's that most of the ponies go around nude so I won't be out of place. Still, I am going to feel extremely awkward if I'm walking around and my... 'Gapetto's Workshop' is flopping around all about. I haven't really noticed it now but I did have bigger things to think about in the few minutes since I've been awake. Well, this is the biggest issue now. 
I look between my new legs to see how much effort I'm going to have to expend to make myself feel comfortable and for the third time today, I am met with a gigantic surprise. 
Not only am I a pony, not only am I a pegasus with upside-down wings, I. Am. Now. A. Pegasus....








MARE!!!!!!!
*  *  *  *

Well with the 'Garden of Eden' issue resolved, I find myself bolting towards Twilight's house as if Reagan MacPinkie Pie is chasing me once again. Gosh I hope she isn't. That really isn't something that I need for today. 
In my hurry to get to the abode of the purple unicorn, I don't take too much heed of a few welcoming greets my way. I hear a few shouts of 'hey there, welcome to Ponyville' and 'good morning, ma'am,' and the like but I really can't give them any heed. I'm not a girl anyway. Well, technically now I am but... you know what I mean!!!
As I rush through the town, I pass by a small crate that I don't think anything of until it opens up. Just out of the corner of my eyes I see a pink blob rapidly expanding from the crate and I only barely duck in time to avoid it giving me a tackling hug. 
"Hello there and welcome to Ponyville!" says a hyperactive voice that could have only come from one pony. Despite my inner warnings I turn around and see Pinkie Pie standing on the crate from whence she came and smiling at me. Oh this really isn't the best time. 
"Uh..."
"You're new, right?" she says. "I mean, I haven't seen you around Ponyville before and if I haven't seen you around that means you're new, right and if you're new then you don't have any friends here in Ponyville and that makes me so sad and I thought to myself, Pinkie Pie, you need to get this new mare some Ponyville friends because even if she isn't in Ponyville for too long she could always use more friends and if she makes friends in Ponyville then she'll want to come back to Ponyville and if she comes back to Ponyville then we can have more parties and she can make even more friends and we can have oh my gosh, TD, how did you get turned into a pony?!"
The gears in my head slowly turn as my new pony brain works overtime to slowly sort through each of the things that she said. The stream of new words is creating quite the traffic jam so it takes me a few minutes for all of the words to get through. But when they do, I realize that she had somehow recognized that the new pony in town is none other than the transformed local human. I blink slowly when I realize that she is staring at me, waiting for a response. 
"How.... how did you know it was me?" I ask. Shoot, my voice is far more high pitched to reflect my current gender.
Pinkie Pie giggles and prods my left foreleg. "Nopony in all of Equestria looks quite like you do when you're being confused with the stuff I'm saying. You get this funny look when I'm talking a lot and that's how I knew."
"Uh... look?" I question. 
"Oh yeah," she confirms. "Your left eyes goes all 'woowooowooowoo' and your mouth goes all 'wah wah' and your left forefinger goes all 'crickey, crickey, crickey'. Since you don't have fingers anymore, your left ear did that and that how I knew it was you!" 
"Uh... s...sure," I respond. 
"Now that we've got all of that settled, how did you get turned into a pony?" questioned the hyperactive mare. I groan and rub my temples with my hooves. 
"I don't know," I finally respond. "I have a few theories, but I kind of want to run them by Twilight first just so that I know that I'm not going crazy."
Pinkie Pie giggles at me. "What's wrong with going crazy?" she asks. "I went crazy years ago but in all the right ways!"
Uh... sure. who can argue with that either way I guess. Well, I guess it doesn't matter because Pinkie Pie is definitely insane somehow. Of course, talking about that now isn't what I'm after. What I'm after is Twilight telling me why I'm a freaking girl pony with upside-down wings. Since I figure that Pinkie Pie is going to come with me, I beckon her onwards and it isn't too long before the two of us are knocking on Twilight's door. 
I'm only standing in front of the library's porch for a few seconds before Spike opens the door. 
"Oh, hey Pinkie Pie," says the dragon. "Who is this with... holy fire rubies! TD, how did you get turned into a pegasus?!"
"What?! How did you know it was me?!" I inquire loudly. 
Spike smirks and points at my face. "You've been in Ponyville long enough that I'd recognize that scowl on your face anywhere." I scowl some more at his comment and he only breaks out into laughter. "Yep, that's the one." The dragon steps aside to let us in. "I assume you want to see Twilight about this."
"If it wouldn't be too much trouble," I snarkily reply. 
"Well she should be in the basement," says Spike. "Last I heard, she was working on some safer variation of the 'want it, need it' spell."
Pinkie Pie cocks her head. "You mean that spell that made the whole town go crazy for that smarty pants doll?"
Spike nods and begins leading us to the basement. "Yeah, that's the one," he says. "She's been working on a few variations for a couple days now." 
When we reach the basement, Spike opens the door for the two of us and leads us to Twilight. I myself take a few tries to get down the stairs properly as I am not quite used to walking down stairs on four legs instead of my normal two. I make it work well enough after a short time though. 
Well, it only takes a few seconds after we reach the bottom step to confirm that the scientist librarian is in fact in the basement. I can hear her muttering something to herself and I can hear her horn exerting some magic. If I had to guess, she's writing some notes down. 
Spike opens up another door for us and we walk in to see Twilight diligently writing down a plethora of notes on stacks of paper. You know, like you do. Spike mentions that he's going to leave us to it and he walks back upstairs to the main library. 
Pinkie and I stare at Twilight for a brief moment. She clearly hasn't noticed that we've come in. She's just writing more and more notes. I frown and clear my throat to get her attention. To my complete horror, Twilight yelps in shock at the intruding noise and in her shock, her horn lets out a spell that ricochets off the wall in front of Twilight. Knowing better than to just stand there, Pinkie Pie and I both duck the oncoming spell which is to our credit as it sails harmlessly over our heads. 
However, it turns out that neither of us is safe as the spell once again ricochets off the wall it hit. Only this time, it comes straight at me. My reflexes aren't fast enough and the beam of light hits me squarely in the face. 
"Oh my goodness, are you alright ma'am?"
"Don't call me ma'am," I growl as I stand up. Apparently the spell left me no worse for wear. "What was that spell anyway?"
Twilight shuffles uncomfortably in place for a moment before she answers. "I've been working on variations to the 'want it, need it' spell. I'm not quite sure what that one does, but if Pinkie and I aren't immediately attracted to you then I guess it was a failed variation."
I breathe a sigh of relief at the news. She would know, I guess.
"So, Pinkie Pie, who's your friend here?" 
Pinkie Pie giggles at Twilight while I opt to frown. "Guess who she is," says Pinkie Pie. 
Twilight frowns at her antics but she ignores them for a moment as she looks me over. "I don't know," she says. "I don't think I've ever seen you before in Ponyville."
"Are you suuurreee about that, Twilight?" says Pinkie Pie. "I think she's been here quite often."
"I'm going to murder you," I growl. 
"Aw come on, TD, I'm just having fun," says Pinkie. The second she realizes that she said my name, she puts a hoof over her mouth. "Oops," she mumbles. The damage has been done though and Twilight's jaw is on the floor. It begins to move as if she wants to say something, but rational thought and the Equestrian language both seemed to have left her. I decide to help her along a bit. 
"Yes, Twilight, it's me."
My words snap her out of her shock and she shakes her head to make sure that she is not dreaming. "What happened to you?" she whispers. 
I shrug. "I have no idea," I say. "I woke up like this." I flap my new wings out to drive the point home. Twilight walks up to me and puts a hoof on my wing for a brief examination. 
"Hmmm," she says. "Your wing is upside-down. I've only seen something like this once before. It was..." Her eyes widen in what I'm going to guess is sheer terror. "Poison Joke!" she says. Pinkie Pie gasps and I take a nervous step back. 
"Uh, what's that exactly?" I query. 
"Poison Joke is only the biggest meanie in all of the plant world," says Pinkie Pie. "It cursed my tongue so I could hardly talk!"
"And it made my horn all floppy so I couldn't cast magic," says Twilight. 
"I assume that Rainbow or Fluttershy had their wings turned upside-down? That's where you've seen it before?" I guess. 
Twilight nods and allows me to fold my wing back up. "Yeah, Rainbow Dash. It made Fluttershy's voice really deep." 
I raise my new pony eyebrow and despite myself, a smile tugs at the corner of my mouth. "Really? I... I'd pay to hear that."
"It wasn't that funny," scolds Twilight!
"Yes it was!" Spike calls down from upstairs. 
"Spike, stop listening in on us and do your chores!" yells Twilight. She grimaces and shakes her head at the baby dragon before continuing on. "Anyways, I think I have good news for you."
I breathe a huge sigh of relief. "You do?"
Twilight nods and beckons me up the stairs. "Yes. As you can see, my horn is no longer floppy or anything like that so by all logic, there must be a cure, correct?"
"Correctiddy-doo!" says Pinkie Pie. 
"Right," says Twilight, ignoring her friend's odd word choice. "Now, when we ran into poison joke, we found a book in the library that provided a pretty simple cure."
"You mean, Zecora showed you the book after you refused to read it," corrects Spike from the next room. 
"Spike, that's enough!" says Twilight. She turns back to us, clear irritation rising in her expression. "Anyway, when we got cured thanks to Zecora making us the curing bath, Aloe and Lotus, the ponies who work at the spa, asked her for the recipe so they could make it for customers. So, all we have to do is get you to the spa so they can make you the cure."
"That's it?" I question. 
"Trust me, it'll be really easy and I promise that nothing will go wrong." 
My left ear twitches at that blatantly fate tempting phrase, but I decide that since she knows what she's talking about and I don't, then I should just trust her on this one. I mean, what could possibly go wro…ahahaha, I almost said it. That would have been bad. 
Almost on cue the universe decides that it was close enough and Spike walks in. 
"Spike, TD, Pinkie and I are going to the spa to turn him back to a human. Hold down the fort while we're gone if you would be so kind."
Spike doesn't respond. He only begins staring at me with a wide eyes expression, like he's never seen anything like a pegasus with upside-down wings before. I'd say that he hasn't, but Twilight just explained that he has. 
"Uh... Spike, are you listening to me?" asks Twilight. All of a sudden Spike bursts out int a big smile and I think he's going to start laughing at me again. His next words are, in fact, far more horrifying. 
"Hello, beautiful! I've never seen you around Ponyville before. How would you like to have a brave, strong, dashing dragon show you a good time?"
"Spike, what the heck?!" I say, backing away from the rapidly advancing dragon. "It's me, TD! This isn't funny!" 
"TD. Such a beautiful name for such a beautiful mare." 
"Spike, what the heck is wrong with you?!" I'm rapidly running out of room to back away from the dragon so I turn to Twilight. "Do something!" 
Thankfully my words snap her out of her confusion and she envelops the dragon in a telekinetic field. "Spike, what's gotten into you?" she asks. "This is TD, remember? He doesn't really appreciate you hitting on him!"
For whatever reason, Spike begins to look absolutely bewildered at Twilight's perfectly reasonable statements. He looks between the two of us and shakes his head a bit before he turns back to me and that dreamy smile reappears. 
"Don't be daft, Twilight." To my horror Spike bends down and since he was already short he had a decent look at... I cover up pretty quickly. It is too late and Spike nods and straightens up. "This TD is definitely a mare." Spike shoots me a happy look. "And what a beautiful mare she is!" 
I back away in sheer horror but I find myself backed into a corner. Thankfully Spike was still under Twilight's control although it wasn't for lack of Spike trying to get to me. 
The only pony who finds this remotely funny is Pinkie Pie. She has spent the last few minutes absolutely on the floor, laughing at Spike hitting on me. She isn't helping restrain him, she isn't trying to help the situation at all: she's just on the floor, laughing her poofy pink head off. 
"Pinkie Pie, this isn't funny!" I yell at her. "Do something productive!" 
Pinkie Pie only continues her laughter while Spike struggles against Twilight's spell. To the surprise of Twilight and I, she actually manages to stutter out a few words. "H-H-He, I m-m-mean s-s-she, got *hahah* hit by your s-s-s-pell!"
It takes a few seconds for Pinkie Pie's words to register with us, but when they do, Twilight lets out a surprisingly spectacular gasp. "The want it, need it spell!" she says. "I hit you with the want it, need it spell!"
"What's that?!" I ask. 
Twilight struggles a little more with her dragon assistant, hopefully strengthening her hold on him. If he got out and Twilight couldn't get him in time... that would get bad very fast. I don't think this would get... uh, you know, but I don't really prefer him being really clingy. I've heard horror stories from Rarity. 
"It's a spell that's cast on an object and everypony who sees that object is immediately infatuated with it," explains Twilight. "That's what's going on with Spike, he's infatuated with you!"
"Holy crap!" I say. "Do you have a solution?" 
"What I'm curious about is why I don't get funny feelings for TD by looking at him right now," says Pinkie Pie. 
"I think it's because I was working on a variation of the spell," guesses Twilight. "I think the spell was adjusted so that ponies under the influence of the spell would only be drawn to the object if they were naturally drawn to it anyway."
"So because you and Pinkie don't like mares, you're not affected?" I ask. 
Twilight holds up a hoof. "Hold that thought."
With what seems to be a great deal of effort, Twilight begins running towards the basement door, Spike in tow still wrapped in magic. 
"NO!" yells Spike, reaching out for me. "Don't keep me from my true love!"
Twilight forcibly shoves him through the basement door and slams it before locking it and putting some sort of spell over it. 
"That was creepy," I mumble. "Really, really creepy." 
"Well everypony who is attracted to mares is going to react the same way when they see you," explains Twilight. "All we have to do is keep you out of sight while we head over to the spa!" 
"Can't you just lift the spell?" I ask. 
Twilight sighs and shakes her head. "This is a new spell," she explains. "I'd have to work for a long time to figure out what the counter-spell is. If my hypothesis is correct, nopony here is attracted to a human male. So, if you are turned back into a human male then the spell won't really matter and I can work on a counter spell just in case!"
"Okay, fine, whatever," I say. "So we just have to go to the spa and wait a few minutes while they set it up and I'm cured?"
Twilight nodded. "Yep. We just have to think about how to get you there."
At this, Pinkie Pie begins bouncing in the air and waving her hoof. "Ooh, ooh, ooh, I know! I have a cart for Sugarcube Corner deliveries that we can put him in! I can have it back in a jiffy!" 
"Excellent," said Twilight. "I'll get a blanket to cover you up with and we'll be on our way once... oh, there she is."
Somehow during the course of our twelve second conversation, Pinkie Pie left without us noticing, got the cart, came back, and somehow she even went up into Twilight's room and is now folding a blanket over the cart which she has also managed to fit it through Twilight's door. 
"Ta da!" she says proudly as she presents the cart to me and Twilight. "Your chariot, your majesty. It has been modified so that the stallion plebeians of Ponyville cannot see thy royal visage, and be enamored by your subtly feminine beauty! I take it that your royal plot is pleased with the mode of transportation that this humble party pony has provided for you?"
What the...? "Geez, Pinkie Pie, you're making Luna sound like a teenager! You are way too into this!" 
"Just get in the cart and we'll change you back!" says Twilight. Her expression seems to indicate that she is becoming just as irritated with Pinkie's enthusiasm as I am. 
I shakily jump into the cart, still haven't gotten used to the whole 'four legs and hooves' thing. Twilight has to help me into the cart a little bit but when I'm in, she levitates a pillow inside so I could be vaguely comfortable before covering up the cart with the blanket. 
Somehow Pinkie Pie manages to get the cart out the door and we're on our way. 
I hear the cart approaching the Ponyville town square and I steadily start to get more and more nervous. What's going to happen if we get stopped by some stallion that knocks over the cart, causing me to spill out? I don't quite look forward to that scenario but as I hear more and more stallions I panic more. You never know how many stallions Ponyville has until you're hiding from all of them. 
Suddenly the cart stops and I hear a sound that might as well be the psycho strings to me now: a stallion's voice. The doctor at the hospital if I recall correctly. 
"Good morning, Twilight," says the doctor. "And Pinkie Pie, how are you both today?"
"Oh, we're both really good. How are you, doctor?" says Twilight. 
"I'm also doing well," he says. I hear him walking away but his hoofsteps stop after only a few feet. "Oh, before I forget; I haven't seen TD around lately. I still have to check on his back to make sure that that his bruise went away nicely and that Celestia's magic worked well enough. I'm sure that it did but I need to check up just to make sure."
"Oh..." I hear Twilight say. "Uh, yeah, I'll let him know about... uh, that." 
"Excellent," says the doctor. "I hope that he's doing too well physically."
I hear Pinkie Pie giggle. "Oh, I think that he's gone through a few changes."
Pinkie Pie, shut up.
"Uh, nothing too bad I hope?"
"Nothing that a trip to the spa wouldn't fix," says Pinkie Pie. 
"Well that's good," says the doctor. "I hope that he's doing well emotionally as well. I know he rather disliked the princesses after the Gala but I hope that his view on them has inverted."
Pinkie Pie giggles again. "Oh, I think that a lot of things about TD have 'inverted' if you ask me."
Pinkie Pie, SHUT UP!!!
"Er... I'm not even going to ask," mutters the doctor. "Uh, what's in the cart if you don't mind me asking? It's the cart you use for deliveries, yes?" 
"Oh, yes," says Twilight. "Aloe and Lotus really like muffins and we're going to deliver some of them. I'm just helping Pinkie Pie out with her deliveries. They're our last deliveries and I--'
You know, I think the excuse would have worked if it wasn't for a certain mare who ruins everything at that moment. With a war cry of "MUFFINS!!!" the mare in question knocks over the cart to get the baked goods that she's after. 
I tumble out of the cart as Derpy collides headfirst into it, knocking it over. 
*Buy some apples*
Time slows as I regain my bearings. I look up to discover Pinkie Pie, Twilight, and the doctor staring at me, sprawled over the ground. My periphery vision tells me that Derpy is eagerly looking inside the upturned cart, looking for the baked goods that were never there in the first place. 
Although, if you asked the stallions who had come around looking for the source of the noise, they might tell you differently. I'm trapped like a fox around, let's see, one... two… three... uh... thirteen hunting dogs. Oh, and I'm a fox with only three legs. Man, this analogy is getting more awkward by the minute. 
Well, I'm running now. I suppose that I should run towards the spa or something where I'll actually get cured, but I find myself a little cut off right now. Twilight and Pinkie Pie are both running slightly behind me, trying to buy me some time. For what, I don't know. I can't exactly tell them where I'm headed and they can't exactly tell me what any plans that they have are. All we can do is run and hope that my... er, admirers don't catch me. 
Considering that some of them are pegasi who are far faster than I could ever hope to be, I'm almost overtaken several times. As such, Twilight has to expend more than a little effort to send some of the pegasi that catch up with me the way of Team Rocket. I can tell that she's getting kind of tired, though. Running and blasting ponies into the pony ionosphere is taking a lot out of her and it isn't more than a few minutes of running before Twilight collapses on the ground. She can't help me anymore and I don't expect her to. 
One of the problems of running through town is that the large crowd following me has attracted quite a bit of attention. And the more attention that I draw, the more stallions join in the chase. I'm getting really tired by the twelfth minute of the chase and I'm not really sure how much longer I can keep it up. Thankfully Pinkie Pie runs up beside me. 
"TD, I have an idea to buy you enough time to get away!" 
"Good, what is it?!" I ask. 
Pinkie Pie doesn't respond, she merely pulls out her party cannon from somewhere and wheels it around to face the oncoming crowd. 
"No, Pinkie Pie, it's suicide! It'll never work!" 
With a look of determination that I've never seen from her, Pinkie Pie loads chocolate chip cookie dough into her party cannon.
You NEVER load chocolate chip cookie dough into the party cannon. 
Why do I know that? Well, don't ask me that. In fact, never bring it up again.
I screech to a halt and reach out to the suicidal mare. "Pinkie! It'll destroy you!"
"Save yourself, TD," she says as she aims the party cannon at the oncoming crowd. "Make it to the spa; it's your only chance at a normal life!" 
"A normal life? Pinkie, I--"
"Go! Don't let my heroic sacrifice be in vain!"
"Pinkie, no!" 
Pinkie Pie doesn't listen; she finishes loading the party cannon and beckons for me to save myself. I don't know what else to do so I run. I hope that her sacrifice won't be in vain and that I can make it to the spa. 
I can't look, I can't see the teenage wasteland, minus the teenage as far as I knew, that Pinkie Pie firing a party cannon loaded with chocolate chip cookie dough will bring to the stallions of Ponyville. I'd feel bad for them, but their continued shouts of 'stop running my true love' and 'it was meant to be, my sweet, you are the most beautiful of mares' and 'your radiance rivals the cutie mark of Celestia herself!' are kind of taking that feeling away from me. Of course, the oddest one was 'your left hoof is the most spectacular of the left hooves I have ever seen. How I would long to *oof, hey stop pushing, she's my mare!* as I was saying, how I would long to be a horseshoe on that hoof that I may be there when you cl--"
I tune out after that one. I didn't quite know that it, or any of this really, would go there. I'm kind of horrified that it did. 
However, their words are all rendered moot as I hear a massive explosion behind me. Pinkie Pie did it. That crazy mare, she did it. She fired the cannon. 
Well, since I don't hear any calls after me, I don't expect that anybody is following me anymore. I run for another minute before I allow myself to look back. Pinkie's sacrifice wasn't in vain so far. Nobody is chasing me, allowing me to stop for a second to catch my breath and look around. 
I find myself currently in the middle of some sort of field not too far from the edge of Ponyville. Good, I think I know my way to the spa from here.
I am about to walk towards the building in question when I hear loud whooshing sounds above me. I look up and to my delight I see Rainbow Dash practicing some tricks above me. I look ruefully at me useless wings as I cannot simply fly up to her to get her attention. However, that doesn't matter after a few seconds as Rainbow Dash spots me looking up at her and she lands next to me.
"Hey, TD. How'd you end up as a pony?"
"Uh... how did you know it was me?"
"Your cutie mark is that computer thingie of yours," she responds. 
"Ah." I didn't even know that my cutie mark had appeared. Better not tell the Crusaders about this part. "Anyway, I had a nasty run in with some Poison Joke. To make matters worse, Twilight hit me with a spell and now every stallion in town is after me!"
Rainbow Dash frowns. "After you? How so?"
"Romantically," I squeamishly explain. 
The rainbow pegasus grimaces and looks in the direction of the town. "I take it that you need to get to the spa, then?" she says.
"Yes, on the double! I'd rather get there sooner rather than later. Twilight and Pinkie Pie both fell in my defense."
"Fell? What do you mean?"
I beckon Rainbow Dash on towards the spa. "Twilight got tired using her magic to keep the pegasus stallions away and Pinkie Pie stopped the hoard by loading chocolate chip cookie dough into her party cannon."
Rainbow Dash gasps and looks at me with a look of sheer horror. "She didn't!" I grimly nod and Rainbow facehooves. "I was there the day that she, no, all of us, learned that she should never do that. The results..."
"I know, Rainbow. I was there for the paper bag incident."
Rainbow Dash shakes her head as we walk into the town perimeter. "That was foal's play compared to the first time," she says. 
"Oof, that must have been..."
"Terrifying," finishes Rainbow. 
"Gotcha." 
With the stallions of the town incapacitated, it is a relatively uneventful trip to the spa. I get greeted by a few mares around the town, which, despite myself, gives me a heart attack every time, but we both make it there in good time. 
To the utter lack of surprise for both of us, Fluttershy and Rarity are both in the waiting room at the spa, waiting for their weekly get together to begin. Oh that's right, it is Tuesday, isn't it?
When she sees us come in, Rarity places the fashion magazine she was reading back on the table and smiles at us. "Why hello there, Rainbow Dash." 
Fluttershy looks up at the two of us as well at Rarity's words. "Oh. Hello, Rainbow Dash, Hello, TD." 
You know, I'm not even going to bother asking how she knew it was me. Rarity isn't so perceptive and she cocks her head when she looks at me. "And who is this?" she asks. "I don't think I've seen you around town before."
"Rarity it's me, TD," I say. "I got hit with a want it, need it spell and Poison Joke so now I'm a pegasus mare and everybody who is attracted to mares is after me!" 
To my surprise, Rarity glances at Rainbow Dash and shrugs. "Well, I guess we're learning a lot about each other today," she mutters
Rainbow Dash does manage to pick up on it and she frowns at her unicorn friend. "Rarity, I'm not into mares! How many times must we have this--"
Rainbow Dash is interrupted when the door to the spa vibrates as somepony runs straight into it. Rainbow Dash flies over to the small window near the door and her eyes widen with horror. "They're here!" she says. 
"What?! How did they find us?" 
Rainbow Dash quickly moves a couch over the door and beckons Rarity to do the same with the couch she had been sitting on. "I don't know, but we have to make sure that you get the cure in time!" Rarity uses her magic to stack the couches, completely blocking the door just as Aloe and Lotus come in. 
"Good morning, Miss Rarity. Are you ready for your spa treatment today?" asked Aloe. 
"There is no time for the spa right now," says Rarity grimly. "The spa is under siege! We need to get this poor mare to your Poison Joke cure at once before the stallions break in!" 
Aloe and Lotus shoot each other knowing looks and Aloe walks to the back room. "My sister will prepare the cure, I will help you with your defenses." She turns to Rainbow Dash. "Miss Rainbow, I need you to go to the top floor and lock all of the windows save for the one right above the door. Miss Rarity, I need you to take a few buckets of spa mud and pour them on the invading scum! Miss Fluttershy, I need you to barricade the back door if you can and Mr... uh, Miss TD, I need you to help my sister make the cure!"
We all nodded, after I decided to stop thinking about how Aloe knew, and rushed off towards our respective jobs. I made to where Aloe is frantically pouring all sorts of herbs and gels into a hot tub like device. 
"I'm here to help you," I say. "What do you need me to do?" Before Aloe can answer, we hear a loud banging in the door, followed by surprised screams from a few stallions and a 'take that you ruffians' from Rarity. We're running out of time as I assume Rarity doesn't have unlimited buckets. 
Despite the mud assault, the pounding on the door becomes louder and I'm not sure how much longer Rarity and the rest of them can hold them off. Aloe is running as fast as she can, but I'm not sure if she is going fast enough. She's hopefully almost done, but the eager yells of the stallions are getting louder and I'm getting more and more worried. 
"Worry not mister... er, miss TD, I shall be ready in a minute!"
"Just hurry up!" I say. 
"I hear Rainbow Dash yelling something about how 'there are too many' and Rarity calling back 'fight on, Rainbow. I need to re-load for a moment!' Fluttershy is whimpering in the corner and all hope seems lost the moment I hear both the front door and the back door break down. Rainbow's right: they're here!
"Are you ready?! They've broken in!" 
Aloe doesn't answer; she simply pours one last jar into the tub, turns to me, and nods. 
Time slows as I bolt towards the tub, eagerly awaiting my transformation back to a human male. Out of the corner of my eye I see the hoard coming, spilling into the spa with eager looks in their eyes. I know that the stallions around here aren't looking for... that per se and that it's more like when the Crusaders told me they fed the love poison to Cheerilee and Big Mac, but it's still kind of creepy all the same. No matter, I'm almost at the tub now. It'll all be over soon I hope. 
When I reach the edge, I leap upwards, hoping that I'm good enough on four legs now that I can jump into the spa with little trouble. To my utter delight, I seem to have gotten it right and I enter the Poison Joke cure with a loud splash. 
I'm in the water now. I can only hope that the cure worked and that I'm a human again. I suppose that the only way to know for sure is to get out of the water and see if I'm still being chased by two dozen love-struck stallions. 
I timidly poke my head out of the water and raise my arm to my face to see what species I am. To my utter delight, I find myself looking at my right hand, right where it should be. I look down to examine my body and, in fact, everything is right where it should be. I'm a human again! 
I hear the stallions behind me all murmuring something about how they thought their true love was here but I hear them disperse after a few moments. I don't bother to turn around to look back at them. I know what Pinkie's party cannon has done to them. Poor Pinkie Pie. 
Aloe walks up to me and hands me a towel as I exit the tub. Thankfully the cure also left me with my clothes on, but I'm still soaking wet otherwise. It could be worse, thought. It could be much, much, much worse. 
I turn around to see Fluttershy, Rarity, and Rainbow Dash behind me, smiling at their successes. I smile back at them and walk up to the trio. 
"Thanks, you guys. I couldn't have done it without you."
"Oh it's no problem at all, Darling," says Rarity. "I'm sure you'd do the same for us."
"I would now," I say. 
"So, what happens with the spell Twilight put on you?" asks Fluttershy. "Are you sure there aren't any mares around who would be attracted to you?"
I scoff at the question. "I doubt that anypony in Ponyville is attracted to a human male. Besides, Twilight is going to be working on the counter-spell anyways when she re-charges."
Well, after that confirmation, the four of us help put the spa back together before heading out. I myself head straight back to my house, hoping to get in a nice sixteen hour nap now that this whole fiasco is over. 
Little do I know, that I'm not quite right about nopony in Ponyville wanting a human male...


Dogman15 provides an excellent look at TD as a pony 
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		TD and the Lyra



It's over. It's all finally over. 
I am no longer a crazy winged pegasus mare, I'm a human being once more and nobody is going to be chasing me anymore. 
At least, I hope not being stalked by any more depraved stallions under the effect of an insane want it, need it spell. That would really ruin my day to be quite honest. I've just gotten over the shock of all that happened yesterday, I don't need to have any strange misadventures today. 
I throw my warm blanket off of me with my hands, thank goodness it's not hooves today, and throw on some clean clothes before going back to work on grading the papers for the foals of Cheerilee's class. The chaos of yesterday meant that I didn't actually get past Silver Spoon's paper so I have to finish them today if I'm going to get them back by tomorrow. Of course, I'll also tell them the story of yesterday because there is no way that they won't want to know. I think I'll leave a few things out though.  
I uncap my red pen to begin grading Twist's paper when, once again, I hear a knock on my door. I frown and cap my pen again. It had better not be something that is going to get me or other ponies into trouble. 
I stand up and walk over to the door. Upon opening it, I see a mint green unicorn mare that I've seen around town a few times. In fact, this is the mare that went all creepy on my hands the day that I almost died via cupcake. Uh, what's she doing here? 
And why does she have that gigantic smile on her face? 
"Uh, can I help you?" I say. The rational part of my brain is telling me to slam the door in her face so that whatever she's planning, and that smile tells me that she's planning a lot, can't come to fruition. You know what? I think I might do that if she doesn't answer me in a few seconds. 
"Hello," she says in this overly-enthusiastic, and more than a little creepy, voice. "You're human!" 
And that does it; I am shutting the door on this madpony. I can't deal with this today. In fact, I can't deal with this any day.
However, I quickly find out that there come problems when a non-magical being, such as myself, tries to shut the door on a determined, and very magical, being. More specifically, that magical being fires a freezing spell on the non-magical being, again, in this case, me. 
Thankfully I have been standing in such a way that when the freezing spell hits me, leaving only my eyes and lungs to move, I don't topple to the floor. That will probably be the only positive thing about today. 
The unicorn moves past me with a squee of happiness and shuts the door behind her. I can only stare at her in horror, wondering what she has planned for me. Based on her ever growing smile as she looks at me, I can only imagine that she doesn't have anything good planned. 
"You're more beautiful than I could have ever imagined!" she whispers. "Bon Bon said that you aren't real, that humans are just something that I dream about every night, but that don't really exist! Well, I guess she's wrong, isn't she?" 
Oh please don't kill me. Don't take me down to some basement to dissect. 
The unicorn continues on her rant as she takes a large sack out of a bag that she has slung on her back. "Well let's see who is wrong now, Bon Bon! I assure you that it isn't I who is wrong! I, Lyra Q. Heartstrings, have officially confirmed the existence of humans!!!"
...Q?
Besides that, I've been in Ponyville for about four months now and we've already interacted! This makes no sense!" 
Well, I don't have to wonder about what her plans are for me for too much longer. She somehow manages to get me inside that sack she brought, not an easy feat considering how large I am, and she begins transporting me... somewhere. I can't really see out of the sack at all. I can hear a few things, namely the town itself going about their days and such, but I doubt that she's going to be stopped and me saved. 
Man, why can't I just have a good day for once?! Why does this stuff have to keep happening to me?
Well, since Ponyville is kind of a small town, it isn't too long before I feel myself being put down. Judging by the fact that I heard Lyra open a door, I imagine we're in her house or something like that. Yep, a quick tug on the end of the sack shows me that we are in some place of residence. I'm still frozen and I'm standing in what appears to be a sort of main room of the house. Lyra is staring at me, dare I say lovingly, and circling me now. 
"We are going to have so much fun together!" she says. Oh dear, please kill me now. "I mean, you're a human and you have hands! What about that isn't a recipe for hours of fun?"
That's what... she said? No, that might not work. I'm just waiting for her to unfreeze me so I can begin planning my escape. I can't escape too well when I'm completely frozen. 
The depraved unicorn opens her mouth and is about to say something else when the door behind us opens up. She gasps and levitates me into a closet and slams the door. Dang it, that was my best chance to get away. 
"Lyra, I'm home!" says the newcomer. 
"I'm here, Bon Bon!" says Lyra. 
Come on, Bon Bon, please have some sort of hat or scarf that you need to put away. Just open up the closet door and see the frozen human that your depraved friend has brought home. 
I hear Bon Bon's approaching hoofsteps and Lyra's greeting. Good, Bon Bon is standing right next to the closet door. Now if she could just open it...
"Hey, Lyra. Anything new happen while I was out?"
"Uh... no, nothing new today. Absolutely nothing of interest happened at all. Nosirpony, nothing at all. Yep. Pretty boring day. Yep."
Bon Bon is silent and I have to imagine she is giving Lyra a very quizzical look. Lyra isn't the best liar to be honest. I think a newborn would be able to sense that Lyra is hiding something. I hope that Bon Bon figures out that it's me sooner rather than later. 
"Say Lyra," begins Bon Bon. "You wouldn't happen to be hiding anything, would you?"
Lyra unconvincingly giggles. "Me? Noooooooo. Why would you suspect that I'm hiding something? I mean, am I acting suspicious at all to you?"
"Uh, I think you and I both know full well that you are acting very suspicious. So would you mind telling me what it is you're hiding?" 
Lyra sighs at the question and I hear her shuffling her hooves. "Okay, do you want to know the truth? I'm hiding your birthday present in the closet."
"My birthday present? My birthday isn't for another three months."
"Well what are a few months between best friends? Besides, I saw it today and I wasn't sure if they'd have it come your birthday so I decided to get it now instead of hoping that the store would have it in three months."
"Hmm. I see then. And which store was that again?" 
Lyra chuckles and I hear her move in front of the closet door. Drat. "Oh Bon Bon, I can't tell you that. It would definitely give it away."
Bon Bon is silent for a moment as she contemplates the words of her depraved unicorn friend. "Well, I guess that makes sense then. Okay, I'm going upstairs for a shower. Would you mind putting my hat away for me since I apparently can't look in the closet?"
"No problem at all best friend housemate of mine!" says Lyra. I hear her horn fire up, presumably to take the hat and to my horror, the sound is complimented with the sound of Bon Bon walking away. My fears are confirmed when the mint green unicorn opens up the door to the closet and flashes me another creepy smile. 
"That was a close one, wasn't it Mr. Human?" she says. "It's time to get you somewhere safer where housemates don't come snooping around."
With another charge of her horn, she puts the hat away and lifts up statue me just as the shower upstairs turns on. Bon Bon cannot save me right now. In fact, I can't use my wits to get me out of this either, me being frozen and all. 
Well Lyra levitates me in front of her and quickly brings me to the basement door and we go downstairs where I see she has set up a table of some sorts. Great, she has straps on the table. Even when I'm unfrozen, I'm not going anywhere. I see she has been planning this kidnapping for quite a while. 
My suspicions are confirmed when she uses her magic to strap me down to the table. she still hasn't unfrozen me, which is getting kind of annoying, I must admit, and I'm wondering what she has in store for me. I can't imagine that I'm going to be wondering much longer as she looks like she's getting something ready. Oh please don't kill me!
Lyra turns around and puts a strange box on a small tray next to the table that I am currently strapped to. I can only imagine what horrors await me after she opens the box. I am not looking forward to this nearly as much as she is. 
"Okay, the freezing spell is coming off and after that, we can get started!" says Lyra. I finally get the opportunity to respond as the freezing spell slowly melts off of me and I regain feeling in my body. 
"Okay you psychotic mare, let me the heck go!" I command. 
Lyra raises her eyebrow. "Uh, why would I do that? I mean, I have real life human lying right in front of me! In my position would you let the human go right away?"
"Yes, because I'm not a complete sociopath," I deadpan. 
Lyra frowns at me and uses her magic to open the box. "You know, you really should be more respectful of me. I mean, I'm holding you captive here. I can do whatever I want to you!"
"Oh please nothing sexual," I mutter. 
Lyra's frown deepens and she cocks her head at me. "Sexual? Well, I hadn't thought about doing anything sexual to you." To my surprise, Lyra's creepy smile returns in full force. "Until just now!" 
"OH COME ON!" 
Lyra laughs at me and pokes my right hand. "Nah, I'm just teasing you," she says. "I like stallions. I'm sure that you're objectively attractive back in your world, but I don't see you as attractive myself." Lyra shakes her head and looks at my hands. I feel a slight tingle in my fingers as she grabs them in a magical glow and forces them to curl and uncurl. 
"Please tell me I'm not down here so you can do that to me for six hours," I say. 
Lyra giggles at me and releases my hand. "Of course not!" she says. "You're going to be doing stuff too!" With that ominous statement, Lyra reaches into the box and pulls out, of all things, a rubber ball. "Okay, now hold the ball in your hand!" she instructs me. 
With nothing better to do than humor this madpony, I allow her to place the ball in my hand. The second my fingers wrap around it, Lyra squeals in absolute delight and begins bouncing up and down in the air. "Okay, now drop it!" I do that too and she squeal some more. "Oh, your hands are more beautiful than I could have ever imagined! Who knows what uses ponies everywhere could have for them?!" Lyra takes a notepad and pen out of the box and begins drawing my hands. Great. She might be at that for a while. 
"Uh, quick question," I say. "How did you come to suspect that humans existed before I come to Equestria?"
Lyra shrugs and continues drawing my hands. "Well, I guess I actually do know," she says. "You see, it all started when Pinkie Pie--"
"Lyra, are you down there?" 
Yes! Bon Bon is here! I open my mouth to call for help but Lyra is one step ahead of me and shoves her hoof into my mouth. Great, I don't even want to imagine where that's been. 
"Yes I'm here, Bon Bon. Uh, don't come down!"
"Why not?" asks the other pony. "What are you doing down there?" 
"Uh, I'm building your birthday present!" says Lyra. "Top secret stuff. I wouldn't come down here for another... oh, I'd say three weeks or so."
Oh you have got to be freaking kidding me. I shoot Lyra my best death glare and she shrugs at me again. 
"Lyra, I heard somepony talking down there. Who's with you?"
With me? Nopony is with me, why would you think that?" says Lyra with a nervous chuckle. 
"Again, because I heard somepony else talking."
"You did? Oh, uh, I mean, of course you did! I... well, I'm dating somepony and I brought him home to... see the basement so we could do couple things like kissing and puzzles and hugging and other fun things that dating couples do!"
Bon Bon is silent for a moment and I can tell that she clearly isn't buying any of this, thank goodness. "Lyra, I don't think that you have a date down there which means that you're lying to me. Why are you lying to me, Lyra?"
"I'm not lying!" Lyra insists. "Listen, he's kissing me!" To my shock, you'd think nothing she does would shock me anymore but you'd be wrong, Lyra beings kissing her foreleg and making exaggerated noises to go along with it. 
"Lyra, I know you're--"
"Not lying here!" says Lyra. "My date is very shy and that's why he hasn't said anything! You're really scaring the Pope out of him so you should just go back upstairs!" 
Scaring the...?
"Scaring the what out of him? Lyra, that's not one of your odd human phrases, is it?"
"What? Noooooo," says Lyra. "I don't have any odd human phrases!" 
"Lyra, last week you said 'that's bad like a Fonzie TV'. You do too say odd human phrases."
"Well it'd make sense to a human!" insists Lyra. I look at her and shake my head. 
"'o ih 'ouldn'," I say. "'ose are uh 'upideh 'ords i'e e'ur 'urd,"
"What was that?" says Bon Bon. "You know what? Forget it. I'm coming down."
A look of horror crosses Lyra's face as the sound of Bon Bon coming down the stairs fills our ears. "You can't!" she says. "We're both nude from many rounds of wonderful intercourse!"
"Firstly, we're ponies; we're naked all the time. Secondly, you're going a little fast for a first date aren... aren... oh my."
Yeah, Bon Bon has reached the bottom of the stairs and is looking in utter bewilderment at the sight of me strapped to a table with Lyra's hoof shoved in my mouth, not to mention the fact that Lyra has to stand on her hind legs to do it. Lyra looks absolutely embarrassed at being caught like this and me, well, I just wanna go home!
Bon Bon only looks bewildered for a few seconds before her look changes to one of pure fury. Thank goodness, she's going to get me out of here! 
"Lyra, what are you doing?" she says. 
Lyra laughs nervously for a few seconds. "Uh, nothing, nothing at all!" 
Bon Bon narrows her eyes and points at me. "Lyra, that doesn't belong to you! It belongs to Twilight and her friends!"
...WHAT?!?!??!?!?
"He's not an 'it', Bon Bon, he's a 'he'. Besides, he has his own house now so I don't think that Twilight and her friends were using him anymore!" 
"So you think that makes it right to just take him?!" says Bon Bon. "Did you ask Twilight permission to do this?" 
"N...No of course not. That'd be utterly ridiculous!"
At this point I've pretty much had enough. "'yra, 'et 'our 'uhing 'ooh ou'a 'y 'ouh!" Lyra looks down at me and thankfully complies with my request. She stands back on all fours while I start spitting to get the taste of Lyra hoof out of my mouth. Thankfully I have mouthwash at home. 
"Okay, now can I please say something about all of this?" 
"Go right ahead," says Bon Bon, still glaring at Lyra. 
"Thank you. Firstly, I'm not ANYBODY'S! I'm my own human and I certainly don't belong to Twilight and her friends!"
"See!" says Lyra triumphantly. "He--"
"And I don't quite appreciated being kidnapped and brought down to the basement so you can do odd things to me like making me hold a rubber ball and drop it!"
"I just wanted to see how your hands worked!" says Lyra. 
"Lyra, you could have just asked me! I've been teaching Twilight and the schoolchildren all about my world for the past five months! This was completely unnecessary!"
"Oh so if I just ask you you're going to teach me?"
"Not anymore!" I say indignantly. 
Lyra sighs and shakes her head. "Well then this is necessary then, isn't it?"
"No it isn't, Lyra!" says Bon Bon. "You really need to let him go at once!" 
"BUT BON BOOOOOOON!" 
"Seriously, listen to--"
Bon Bon holds up a hoof. "TD, I think I've got this." Bon Bon turns back to Lyra. "Lyra, may I ask where this obsession with humans came from?" To my surprise, she doesn't sound stern anymore. She's being far gentler. 
"Well I don't know," says Lyra. "I mean, Pinkie Pie--"
"Yes I know all about the incident with Pinkie Pie," says Bon Bon. "But what made discovering humans trigger this obsession with them? Why did you suddenly latch onto this subject?"
"Well because... because..."
"Lyra, is it because you felt that your life has no purpose and humans are filling the void you feel that you have in your life?"
Lyra's jaw hits the floor at the accusation and even I have to admit, I'm interested to see where she's going with this. If it gets me out of here then I'm all for it. 
To my surprise, Lyra's eyes fill with tears and she sits back on her haunches and sniffles a little bit. "I... maybe. I don't know," she whispers. 
"Because your life isn't pointless. You have a lot of ponies who care about you, and your music career is really flourishing. Your lyre playing skills bring joy to lots of ponies, there is meaning in that. Doesn't bringing joy to ponies make you happy?"
At this, Lyra breaks down into full out sobbing and she stands up and hugs Bon Bon tightly. "NO!!!!" she wails. "I couldn't stand it, Bon Bon, I couldn't stand the crushing monotony of my life! Day after day playing the same songs for the same ponies, I couldn't stand it! Humans were fun, new, exciting, and they surprised me at every turn! They were color in my otherwise grey world!"
Dude...
Bon Bon begins patting Lyra on the back. "Shh, it's okay," she soothes. "You haven't really done anything wrong yet. Just let the human go and we can talk more about this. But Lyra, I want you to know that your life does have meaning; it does have color to it. It's only monotonous and drab if you choose it to be so. We can talk some more if you let the human go."
"YES!" says Lyra. "Yes I will let the human go! I don't know what I was thinking!" She breaks away from the hug and rushes over to me and buries her head in my shoulder. "Oh Mr. Human, please forgive me! I didn't mean to bring you any harm!" 
"Uh..."
Lyra uses her magic to undo the straps on the table and I quickly stand up. I'm getting out of here. 
"I'm so sorry about all of this," says Bon Bon. "My housemate here can be a bit... extreme." 
"And I'm sorry too!" says Lyra. "I should have just asked you instead of humannapping you like that!" 
"Uh... okay," I say. I'm slowly backing up the stairs, eagerly awaiting the freedom of outside. The two follow me up the stairs and once I get to the top, I rush to the front door and throw it open. 
"Goodbye, TD," says Bon Bon. "I'm sorry about this!" 
I turn back and nod at the rational pony of the two. Despite myself, I make eye contact with Lyra. The unicorn wipes her eyes and to my horror, she flashes me that creepy smile once more and mouths to me: 'I'll see you later'. 
Needless to say, I run like Lyra is actually chasing me.
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Before we start, know that this chapter is pretty silly and it's the chapter that's closest to bordering on Teen. I still try to keep it clean, though.

You know, I really enjoy the days that I'm teaching Cheerilee's class. They really give me purpose and meaning. It's as close to what job I would have held on Earth if I had stayed there while still being a fun, new experience. Who can ask for anything more?
Today is the day that I'm discussing William Shakespeare with them and they find it way more interesting than kids their age, and way beyond, do at Earth schools. Well, at least Twilight does. I don't think I've ever seen her with so much paper beside her with so many notes on them. Well, it was bound to happen sometime, of course. I knew some subject would get her really interested and it turns out that lecturing on a playwright widely considered one of, if not the, best in the history of my planet... yeah, that got her mind going. I guess it has something to do with being a librarian or something. Today in particular, I'm talking about A Midsummer Night's Dream.
"So Oberon, that's the fairy king if you remember, ordered Puck to go find this flower that Cupid shot with an arrow."
"What was so special about some flower?" asks Sweetie Belle. 
"I'm getting to that," I respond. "Since the flower had been hit by a cupid arrow, it was magic. Anybody who got juice from that flower in their eye would fall in love with the first being they saw."
"Yuck!" says Scootaloo. "That sound like a terrible idea for a flower!" 
"It did cause a lot of havoc, I must admit." I glance at my watch. "And I'm going to have to go into that next week when I'm here next."
"I expect to see your papers on what kind of things you want TD to tell the D.O.R.K.S when he sees them next month on my desk by then!" says Cheerilee. "Remember to use the format I taught you!"
Gosh I wish I had assignments like that when I was in grade school. Of course, actually getting to tell the D.O.R.K.S the stuff they're suggesting more than makes up for it. The faces those foals made when I told them what I had done, absolutely priceless. Of course, I had to do a follow-up lecture so that they would understand the references, but that was just icing on the awesome cake. 
I put a notebook that I was using for lecture back in my backpack and sling it over my shoulder. I have to admit, I'm quite ready to go home for a nap. However, a purple somebody clears her throat behind me and I turn around to see what Twilight wants from me. 
"So, that flower you mentioned: does it have any scientific basis in your world?"
"Absolutely not," I say. "It's just something that Shakespeare made up as far as I'm aware. There isn't anything in our world that can make somebody just fall in love with somebody else."
Twilight frowns and taps her chin with her hoof. I see her mumble something to herself and I raise my eyebrow. "Twilight, what are you thinking? You're not going to try to randomly make the flower, are you?" 
Twilight snaps out of her thought process and shakes her head. "No I guess it would be a bad idea," she says. "You have to admit, though, it would be interesting to see if it's possible to make."
"Except that it all went terribly wrong in the story. It's a bad idea."
"I know that," says Twilight. "I'm just interested in it in a purely scientific context." 
I shoot Twilight a suspicious glance, but I don't see how she could actually make the darned thing. Sure she's a scientific pony and I'm still not sure if it is possible, but I don't see how she could have done it. 
I bid the unicorn goodbye and being the trek back to my house.
*  *  *  *

Naps are wonderful. There are few things more beautiful than a long nap after a long day of lecturing. I mean, I love teaching those kids, but I mean, you get tired afterwards. I love the opportunity to get some sleep afterwards. 
Of course, the universe is conspiring against me and my trip to dreamland is cut short as I hear a knock on my door. My eyes snap open and I glare at my door, wishing death upon whoever is behind it, interfering with my slumber. Another sharp knock gives me further incentive to see who it is so I can hopefully go back to bed after I tell whomever it is to go away.
I pull myself out of bed and open to the door to find, of all beings, Spike behind it looking frantic. "TD! Thank goodness you're awake! Twilight's gone nuts, she's trying to chemically engineer some kind of flower!"
I growl and rub my temples. "Oh come on! I told her it was a bad idea!" 
"She said something about she's just interested in it scientifically and she doesn't want to use it!" 
"That doesn't matter! It's a dumb idea anyway." I say. "Seriously, though, what do you want me to do about it? If I told her earlier today that it was a bad idea and she still did it, then why do you think I can talk her out of it now? It sounds like a recipe for disaster for me." 
"It'll be an even bigger disaster if Twilight pulls it off or gets herself hurt! I've contacted the princesses to see if they can talk some sense in her too."
At this information I begin closing my door. "Well then what do you need me for?" I ask. "They can handle it better than I can."
A pleading look plasters itself on Spike's face. "Please help me!" he says. "Princess Celestia says that she can't be here for a while and I'm really worried about her!"
I rub my temples some more and sigh. "Fine," I grumble. "I'll see what I can do." 
Spike's worried look is replaced by one of relief. "Thank you!" he says. I nod and the dragon leads me to the library. 
We arrive at the library soon enough and Spike leads me down to the basement. "Twilight!" he calls. "Twilight, TD's here!"
"Go away!" comes the reply from the mad unicorn. "The flower is in critical stages!"
"Twilight, can you please explain to me why you're doing this? What about this flower is so appealing to you?!" I question. 
Twilight wheels around and I have to take a step back at the mad look in her eye. "It's for science!" cries the purple librarian. "Science I tell you, science!" 
"Wha--"
"It's on my bucket list, you see," she explains as she uses her magic to shove a scroll into my hands. "I've always wanted to create something magical from a fictional story and now I'm about to!" 
I frown and out of morbid curiosity, I begin reading Twilight's bucket list. I only get about five down before I'm too horrified to continue. I... didn't expect a lot of that from Twilight. "Twilight, are you sure that--"
"Can't talk, science!" 
"Yes you can talk; you don't need to make this!" 
"We have to agree with the human in this instance."
I turn around to see that both the lunar and solar goddesses have somehow slipped in unnoticed and are standing behind us. I frown at Luna's comment. "I have a name, you know," I deadpan. 
"Our apologies," says Luna. 
At the realization that both goddesses are in the basement with her, Twilight gasps and backs into a corner. "P-P-Princess Celestia, what are you doing here?"
"Spike told us of your intent to engineer this flower," says Celestia. "We decided to see if you had actually done it." To my surprise, Celestia turns to me. "Well, TD, it's a human story, did she?" 
I tentatively glance at the flower. It actually does look like how Shakespeare described it. It's a dark crimson color and you can actually see the juice moving around inside. I turn back to Celestia. "Yeah, I think she did or at the very least, she engineered one that looks a lot like the one in the story."
At this, Twilight grins manically and uses her magic to summon her bucket list over to her and she crosses the proper entry off. 
"Do yourself a favor, Celestia, never read that bucket list," I mumble to the princess. 
Celestia cracks a smile. "Oh, I've read it many times. Don't worry, though, I'm pretty sure that she can't pull of most of the dangerous ones."
"Pretty sure, but not totally sure?"
"Pretty sure," repeats Celestia. "Now, I know this must be exciting for you, Twilight, but what have I told you about engineering plants like this?"
At this Twilight's ears droop back and she shuffles her hooves on the ground. "If The Creator meant for us to play creator then she would have made us The Creator herself instead of herself," says Twilight. 
...huh?
"That's right," says Celestia with a nod. "As such, I think it is best if I dispose of this plant on the off chance that you were successful."
"Careful, though," cautions Twilight. "It's very--" Before Twilight can finish her warning, Celestia wraps the flower in a magical glow. Instantly the flower bursts open and the juice inside sprays directly into the faces of Celestia and Luna. 
"--fragile," finishes Twilight, all too late.
The basement is dead silent as all eyes are on the two goddesses. Nobody moves or makes a sound. Finally, Luna puts a hoof up to her eyes and wipes her face clean. "Well, that was an experience," she says. 
"Indeed it was," says Celestia, wiping her own face clean. 
"We are just glad that the contents did not sting when they entered Our eyes," says Luna. "It would have been most uncomfortable otherwise."
...uh-oh. 
My eyes widen and a knot forms in my stomach as the duo both open their eyes and look straight at me. Oh no. 
I stand there like a deer in the headlights, only in this analogy the headlights are potentially passionately in love with the deer. I've known Twilight long enough to know that she has a fair amount of skill in a lot of scientific areas, chemistry and botany included. If anybody can make that flower, it'd be Twilight.
I'm holding my breath as Celestia opens her mouth. "Well, since the flower is technically destroyed, I imagine that we can leave now." She turns to Twilight again. "I trust that you aren't going to make any more of these?" Twilight vigorously shakes her head which triggers a smile from Celestia. "Good," she says. "Then we must be going."
With that, Celestia and Luna teleport out of the basement leaving me to get over the series of heart attacks I've just had.
*  *  *  *

It's nap time again for TD. After dodging that bullet with the princesses, I eagerly await the warm embrace that my bed will undoubtedly provide. Of course, I find myself a bit parched so before I go to bed, I fill up a cup with water from the sink.
I take my water and sip from it as I walk back towards my bed. However, before I make it back to the warm sheets my ears are assaulted with the sound of knocking once more. I growl and mutter some very not pony friendly things but I decide to not be rude and I answer the door. 
The ponies behind the door... well, let's just say that this day may turn out to be worse than I thought. 
"Hello, TD," says Celestia, flashing me that serene smile of hers. 
I stand there in utter silence, shock and horror radiating from my body and I have to think about not dropping the cup from my grasp to keep that very thing from happening. 
"We wish to speak to you," says Luna. She turns to her sister. "Should thou tell him, or should We?" 
"I can do it," says Celestia. She turns back to me and her smile widens slightly. It may just be my imagination, but I see her eyes... oh dear, I see her eyes travel up my body for the briefest of moments. "Well, I know that we saw each other earlier this morning, but my sister and I were on the return journey to Canterlot and, well, we got to talking."
"Ta--" My voice cracks. "Talking?"
Celestia nods. "Indeed. We were discussing..." Celestia looks oddly uncomfortable at this, as if she's embarrassed to go on. I myself would rather she didn't. 
Luna, for her part, snorts at her sister's unwillingness to go on and she turns to me and bluntly says. "TD, we were discussing how we both find thee surprisingly attractive. It is our wish to mate with thee."
My jaw clenches and my stomach ties itself into a million knots right then and there. However, I manage to maintain my neutral expression. Maybe this is a joke. However, Celestia manages to make eye contact with me and nods. 
"While I wouldn't have put it so bluntly, yes, we would both find that favorable."
My head slowly begins moving up and down as my mind works in overtime to understand what is happening to me. Luna and Celestia are both staring at me expectantly. I clear my throat. "Whuhuh... uh... wow... w...would you, uh, excuse me for a brief moment?" 
Celestia grins again. "Of course, my little human. We eagerly await your return and your answer."
"My little... ha ha... uh, yeah. That's just..." 
With that I close the door in the faces of the two royal sisters. I slowly walk into the interior of my house, stopping only to gently place my water on my bedside table. The words of the princesses are still ringing in my head, but my body hasn't quite reacted to it. I clear my throat once more and step inside my bathroom. I can't escape from there, or anywhere else in my house, and I doubt that they can't hear me. Slowly I lean against the wall of my bathroom and lock the door.
With all of that finished, I begin screaming like a little girl. 
My high pitched screams echo throughout my small house. Again, I'm sure that the princesses can hear me, but I don't really care. I suppose that I should find a way out, but even if I did have a window to crawl out of, they're the immortal goddesses of Equestria, and they will find me. 
Well, I continue to scream for another solid minute before I stop, take a few breaths, and go back to the princesses. "Sorry about that," I say.
"Not at all," says Celestia.
"Enough talk," says Luna. "Your princesses would like an answer!" 
"I know you would," I say. "And that's why I'm telling you that I wouldn't agree to that if you two turned into humans and became the last two on Earth and it was up to the three of us to save the species."
Luna frowns while Celestia lets a sigh out. "We expected that you'd say that," says Luna. "That is why we have talked and we decided that we would court thee, TD Powell."
"Indeed," agrees Celestia. "Obviously our interactions haven't always been... positive, but it you would simply allow us the opportunity to show our love for you, we think that we could be very happy together."
"And... and you'd both share me?" 
"Unless you chose one of us over the other. If thou could not make a decision we would," explains Luna. 
"Well, obviously I've decided that I don't love anypony at all, so if you'll just go back to Canterlot and forget all about this, I'd appreciate that very, very, very, very..." I begin closing the door as I continue onwards. "Very, very, very..." 
SLAM!!!  
"Much," I finish. 
Holyyyyyyy...
You know, it turns out that the Lunar goddess doesn't appreciate the love of her life slamming the door in her face. Her Royal Canterlot Voice kind of goes through a flimsy wooden door pretty well. 
"IF THOU DECIDES NOT TO LOVE US, THEN THOU SHALL SPEND THE REST OF THY DAYS FEARING US!!!!"
Oh dear. 
The door behind me bursts open, sending me flying across the room. Thankfully I land on my relatively soft bed, but I make the mistake of looking up. Luna is standing in my doorway, fire and brimstone pumping through her veins if her expression is any indication. I don't know what Celestia is doing. She has her wing over her face and... Oh man, she's crying, isn't she? Son of a...
My ears are filled with the sound of Luna's horn firing to maximum power and I glance back up at her just in time to see her fire a beam of pure white magic at me. I don't even have time to react before it completely envelops me.
White envelops me, it becomes my world. I find myself passing through all space and time. How do I know I'm doing that? Well, I don't really but it sounds cool and maybe that is what's happening. 
However, I'm not enveloped in white for more than a few seconds before a blast of frigid cold hits me. Not like a wind or anything. Imagine that you've walked into a freezer and that's what I'm feeling. The air is surprisingly thinner here but I can still breathe, but the back of my mind tells me that I shouldn't be able to. I mean, this is Luna we're talking about, the goddess of the moon. Surely she could have killed me if she...
...
...
...
I open my eyes and see a vast sea of rock in front of me. The sky is black and I see only stars. Something seems off about this rock that I'm standing on, it looks more like the images from when astronauts landed on the... on the...
Holy crap, Luna just sent me to the moon.
"OH COME ON!!!!!"
Yeah, if I wasn't going to love her before, and why would I, I'm definitely not now. You don't send somebody you're trying to date to a celestial body because you're angry with them; it's just not how it’s done. But what's done is done and Luna has banished me to the moon because I refuse to date her. 
Well, I've had worse days. I'm not sure which ones, but I've had worse days. 
Before I can fully think about my lunar surroundings, I get the strangest feeling in my torso, almost as if somebody is grabbing one of my ribs and using it to pull me backwards. At first I think it's my lungs collapsing in on themselves, but quick as a blink I find myself in the forelegs of two thoroughly distraught and openly weeping goddesses. 
"We are so sorry, TD Powell!" wails Luna. "We promise to never send thou to the moon again!"
"I'll never forgive my sister for that, my love," weeps Celestia. 
"Only say the word and We shall throw ourselves off a thousand cliffs and fly into a million suns to prove our deepest sorrow for our transgressions against your heavenly body!" 
Unfortunately, Luna's foreleg is wrapped around my head so I can only let out a muffled scream of prolonged terror that they both ignore. I swear that if I had a single shred of power I would begin beating them up and giving them a verbal what for. As it is, I don't and Luna just sent me to the moon for doing it as politely as possible. 
I am royally screwed.
*  *  *  *

Well it turns out that even if they are distraught and this is supposedly all about me, the two of them, either of whom could obliterate me without a thought, don't really take no for an answer. As such, I am currently riding in a chariot with my two supposed brides-to-be on either side of me. I do not support this chain of events. 
"You know that this is all just because you got that juice in your eyes, right? When Twilight finds a cure you're both going to feel very silly about all of this." 
Celestia smiles at me and waves my words away with a hoof. "Now you're just being silly, my love. Neither Luna nor I was subject to this flower that you describe. We met with Twilight today to discuss her friendship reports, remember?" 
"Indeed, TD Powell," says Luna. "We are not sure where this tall tale that you have created comes from, but it does not come from the realm of reality." 
I have to hold back another scream at the realization that they have no clue as to why they love me. I have to think of a plan, and fast. Unfortunately, I'm beginning to realize that part of any plan I come up with means playing along on some level. The knowledge that I have to pretend to be in love with them is... well, I think one could imagine. 
As the chariot ride continues, I hear a commotion beside me and I idly turn to see the source. My jaw drops when I see a trio of royal guards leading Lyra Heartstrings of all ponies out. She has hoofcuffs on her forelegs and looks thoroughly pissed. 
"I'm telling you that I let the human go and I didn't do anything to him!" the sea foam green unicorn says. "You guys are being real dart gun Jagermeisters right now!" 
Lyra's Lyraisms aside, her arrest is a tad confusing to me. I turn to Celestia to voice my confusion, as they are her guards, and her fond smile changes to a proud one before I can ask. 
"A wedding present, my little human," she explains. 
"We heard that particular mare was giving thou trouble, my love," agrees Luna. "Dost thou approve?"
The fact that they knew that Lyra had kidnapped me aside, it was kind of nice to see her get some justice. At the very least, she won't actually be kidnapping me again. Of course, there is the issue that the princesses are essentially doing the same thing for an even more twisted reason! At least Lyra didn't send me to the moon when things got out of hand.
Well, I don't respond to their 'wedding present' which causes them to exchange nervous glances but thankfully they don't press the issue at all. Heaven knows that I want to interact with them as little as possible until a cure is found. With that, an idea pops into my head. 
"So... for our... wedding..." I feel the urge to wash my mouth out with soap just saying that. "I assume the Elements will be involved?"
"If it would make you happy, my love," says Celestia, nuzzling my shoulder in a manner that she has no business doing. 
"It would," I say. 
"Then Twilight Sparkle and her friends shall attend the happiest day of our lives!" shouts Luna. 
"Hooray," I say with absolutely no conviction or joy at all. All I really need is Twilight to make a cure and we can be rid of this whole mess. Well, there is still the blackmail I suppose. 
The chariot ride back to Canterlot is fairly quick. I chalk that up to Celestia's magic and the strength of the royal guards pulling it once we got into the air. Thankfully the ride is silent for the most part, but that's only because Luna and Celestia are looking at me lovingly the entire time. I know if I said something then they'd become chattier, but they're waiting on me. It's frankly more than a little creepy. Still, I'm tempted to say 'if you love me you'll leave me alone or only come around when I want you to', but I don't fancy another moon trip. 
Well we do eventually arrive at Canterlot where there is a platoon of servants just waiting for the arrival of their masters. Celestia and Luna step out of the chariot with royal grace and dignity while I look for the opportunity to slip away. None presents itself as I'm immediately flanked by two royal guards. 
"Move it," mumbles one of them so Celestia can't hear. "You're in the custody of the princesses now."
"I. Am. NOT. A. Plaything!" I spit. 
The guard to my right rolls his eyes. "Whatever, buddy. I'm just doing my job. If the princesses want you then that's exactly what you are, now move it!" 
Good gracious, what does it say about the state of their government if this is their policy on the wants of their rulers? You know, it's for reasons like this that the Magna Carta was signed. Hmm, maybe I can use my position to get them to sign a pony Magna Carta. Ooh, the possibilities are endless for that. 
The guard to my left nudges me forward and the three of us follow Celestia and Luna to the main throne room. I'd rather the dungeons at this point. It'd be a bit less creepy than all of this.
Celestia turns back to me and smiles. "Welcome to your new home!" she says enthusiastically. 
"Uh... the throne room?"
"Is that what thou desires?" says Luna. "If so we can have a space made for thee!" 
"N...No, that's okay." I take a deep breath and rub my temples. "Uh, when are Twilight and her friends going to arrive? If we are going to have a wedding, then we need to begin planning as soon as possible!"
The faces of the royal sisters both fall at my request. That's odd; I thought they wanted a wedding. "But, we haven't even begun to court thee, TD Powell."
"Oh that's... uh, your arrest of Lyra really impressed me," I lie. 
"Maybe so, darling," says Celestia, much to my chagrin," but you can't jump into a decision like this lightly. I mean, do you really love us?"
"Well..."
"Exactly," says Celestia. "We wouldn't want you to marry us simply because you are enticed by the title of Alicorn Prince TD Harrison Powell."
My heart shrinks in on itself and my pupils shrink down to the size of the head of a pin. "Uh... Alicorn prince?"
"Of course!" says Luna. "It would benefit our marriage greatly if thou were a pony! It would not do to marry a human so an alicorn thou must become!"
"You... you can do that?" I ask. My legs are about to buckle in on themselves. How I wish I could just fade out of existence. It's all I can do to keep my limited composure. 
To my surprise, Celestia shakes her head. "Well, no," she says. "It would more just be an illusion for public events..."
"But we would work night and day to make the transformation permanent!" says Luna. 
"Oh dear god,"
"But that is beside the point right now," says Celestia. "We planned all sorts of ways to win your love and you haven't let us get to any of them!" 
"Indeed, we wrote a musical poem as a declaration of our love! Would you not like to hear it?"
"Holy *buy some apples*"
Celestia takes my stunned silence as a confirmation and she quickly summons a bard of some sort who pulls out a bouzouki and uses his unicorn magic to play it. To my horror, Celestia and Luna aren't kidding about having written a song. 
"O TD, divine
you are so fine,
oh please be mine,
oh TD," sings Celestia. 
I will do whatever anybody asks, I only wish that they kill me now. I could run, but I wouldn't get very far. As such, I'm forced to hear their 'song'.
"Your mane of red
is gloriously bred!
thy hands are as soft as the clouds!" sings Luna
"if you will be mine,
my lovely divine,
the sun and the stars would be thine!"
A silent scream wells up inside my chest at this... this... GUHIOUBPIUBPIBAHAHAHAH!!!!
"Thine ears are so round, 
they make Us fall to the ground!
Upon thine wonderful ears,
we're not fit to gaze!"
"And to sing of your eyes, 
their beauty rivals the skies,
in beauty and power and graaaaaace!"
"Okay, I think I get the point," I say quietly. I'm frankly amazed that I managed to get that out at all. I've been trying for the past five minutes. 
"Thou wishes us to stop?" says Luna. "But we haven't yet sung the other 214 verses! We were just about to get to what the layponies would call the 'raunchy' verses!" 
I let out a very Fluttershyesque squeak and my left leg gives out for a second. After regaining my balance, I clear my throat. "Y...You know, I think I'm actually very tired right now. Long flight and all that."
"Of course!" says Celestia. "How foolish of us to not realize it. We shall have your room ready at once!" 
"Uh, g-g-g-ood," I mutter. "Yes, that's very, uh nice of you and... yeah."
Luna shoots me a seductive look. "Only the best for you, my love!" 
"Uh, thanks for that."
As a servant comes up to escort me to my room, Celestia stops us for a moment. "Is there anything else you require, dear? A glass of warm milk, a snack of some form, or maybe there is something you would like brought to you from your home in Ponyville?"
I'm tempted to ask for a rock hammer and a poster of one of the latest movies, but that would take too long. "Uh, just... just get Twilight and her friends here and let me know the second they arrive. Lots to plan, you know."
"Of course!" says Luna. "We will not delay when Twilight Sparkle and her friends arrive!"
"G..." My voice cracks. "Good, yeah that's good."
The servant leads me to a room that I don't have to see to guess its opulence. Not that I particularly care about that right now. Right now all I can do is plan some form of escape in case Twilight can't cure the princesses of their recent obsession of me. I suppose that I can use Pinkie Pie as a distraction of some sort if I can't find another route of escape. I need to start planning now though. Well, I can start planning as soon as I get 'O TD Divine' out of my head. I have to make a considerable effort to not think about just what the other 214 verses contained. 
I take off my shoes and plop down on the bed. I can't even appreciate how comfortable it is. The fact that the two of them are acting like a pair of sixth graders with a crush is more disconcerting to me right now. I mean, they're the rulers of all of Equestria and now they're acting like giggly teenagers! I can only surmise whatever Twilight did with that flower is to blame, so she'd better have a way to fix them or I'm not sure everybody is surviving this one. 
I briefly contemplate breaking several Pinkie Promises at once just to this nightmare can end. The Nightmare of Pinkie Pie mad at me is child's play compared to what I'm going through now. I will need severe counseling to get over this one. If I even get out of it in the first place, that is. 
To my surprise, the door opens after only a few minutes and a servant leads Twilight and Co. in, followed by, surprisingly enough, the Cutie Mark Crusaders. I guess my royal lovers figured that since I liked them so much that they should be invited to the wedding. at the sight of the nine ponies, a maniacal grin crosses my face. 
"Hello!" I say. My voice is surprisingly cheerful. I think I've snapped. 
The Crusaders smile at me, but when they see my expression, their smiles fade and they take nervous steps back. "He looks like Twilight when she didn't get that letter to the princess," whispers Apple Boom. "Ah wonder what's wrong."
My smile still intact, I walk over to the ponies, all of whom look thoroughly disturbed by my expression. I kneel in close to the Crusaders who all take another step back. "Hey kids," I say in that overly cheerful voice. "Can you do your Uncle TD a biiiiig favor and cover your ears for a little bit? I need to have a frank discussion with Twilight!"
"TD!" says Applejack. "Ah ain't lettin' you say things like that in front of mah sister!"
"And that's why she's covering her ears; so her innocent little mind doesn't find out what it looks like when a human goes absolutely insane because SOMEPONY doesn't listen when that human tells her not to genetically engineer flowers from Shakespeare plays!" I tap my chin for a moment. "Maybe they should cover their eyes too."
"TD, are you okay?" asks Fluttershy.
I stand up and shake my head so hard that the room blurs. "Nopedy, nopedy NOPE!" I say. Fluttershy jumps back slightly but I continue on. "Because a certain purple somebody, whom I'm sure you all love very much and you would be all very sad if I threw her out the window, doesn't know when to not make flowers! In the past five hours, I have had a sappy song sung to me, I've gotten a marriage proposal from both royal sisters, they keep calling my lovey-dovey nicknames, and I'VE BEEN SENT TO THE MOON! NO. I. AM. NOT. OKAY!!!!'
The room is dead silent as the nine ponies digest my words. I can't blame them for being shocked; I can still hardly believe what's happening to me. 
I turn to face Twilight who is staring at the ground, ears folded back and tears streaming down her face. Gosh darn it; I cannot win today, can I?
"I...I'm sorry," mutters Twilight. "I didn't mean for things to get so out of hoof!" 
"I know that," I say. "But the truth of the matter is that I am royally screwed in a few different ways if YOU do not make a cure!" 
Twilight's watery gaze doesn't do anything to cause my temper to recede. I wish I didn't have to be so hard on her but frankly if I didn't have better self-restraint, I'd be beating her over the head with Reginald. 
Twilight isn't responding which elicits a groan from me. "Twilight, can you make a cure or not? If you don't the princesses are going to marry me and turn me into a pony again!"
"Well hold on now, sugar cube," says Applejack. "Have ya tried tellin' them that you don't want to get married to 'em?"
"What do you think got me sent to the moon?" I retort. "They are very serious about all of this."
"It's true," says Twilight glumly. "They're fixated on him and nothing he says will stop that. Words cannot stop magic like that."
"But you can, right?" 
"I...I can try," says Twilight. 
"Then try! Try to undo even a fraction of the damage you've done!" 
Twilight nods and shuffles her hooves. "I guess if you say that you want me to work on a bouquet of flowers for your wedding, since it does need to be extra special, the princesses wouldn't object to that. It may take a while, though."
"How long do you think?" I ask. 
Twilight shrugs. "I have no idea," she says.
I groan and rub my temples. "I will never forgive you for this, Twilight," I growl. "And that's a promise."
"I know," mutters Twilight. 
"Are we missing anything?" says a new voice. I look at the doorway to see Celestia and Luna standing there. 
I turn to my royal fiancees and force a smile onto my face. "Nothing you need to know about," I say. "We're just planning some... surprises and all for the wedding. Gotta make it special, right?" 
"Indeed we do!" agrees Luna. "We require only the best for our marriage to our snuggle-wuggle pookie pie!" 
Aaaand we all pretty much almost vomit on that one. Or at the very least, Rainbow, Scootaloo, and I do. The rest just look pretty horrified. Well, all except...
"Well I think that this wedding is going to be the most super-duperrific party ever!" says Pinkie Pie. 
"Have you all gotten something to wear?" asks Rarity. "I would absolutely love to design something beyond spectacular to wear on your special day!" 
Celestia turns back to me. "Is that okay, my sunshine?" 
"Yeah thahuh..." My voice gives out for a moment. "That sounds fine."  
"THEN OUR OUTFITS DEAR RARITY WILL DESIGN!" yells Luna, the forcefulness of her voice nearly sending Pinkie Pie tumbling back. 
Rarity squees in excitement and immediately starts babbling about how she needs to take our measurements and things like that. RaritySpeak, I've begun to call it. The main reason that I can't listen to it is because Celestia has wrapped a wing around me and is escorting me out of the room. 
"Even if we are fiancées already, we still need to do things together!"
"Indeed," agrees Luna. "We need to be as happy with each other as possible before our big day in three days!" 
Wait... what?
"Uh, three days?" I say. "Isn't that a little... fast?"
"Oh not at all," says Celestia. "I know that Rarity can finish our outfits in time and we have ponies working around the clock to set up the wedding as we speak! Three days is plenty of time to spend every waking moment together while the wedding is planned around us. If anypony needs us they'll know where to find us, but since Twilight and her friends organized both the Gala and my niece's wedding, I have complete trust in them."
"Oh."
"Now come along, TD," says Luna. "We have such sights to show you!"
I glance back at Twilight as Celestia drags me out of the room. She gives me a nervous smile which quickly fades as I leave the room.
*  *  *  *

You know, I never really cared for either Celestia or Luna, even when they weren't under the influence of mind altering drugs that made them convinced that they loved me. Celestia tore me from all I knew and loved, Luna snapped my spine, and all I got in retribution were a few relatively weak punches. 
Now the two of them were dragging me all across Canterlot, each of them trying to win my undying love. Of course, they had rescinded their idea that if I chose only that one would marry me so I had a wedding to two mares to look forward to tomorrow as well as the rest of my life as an alicorn, or at the very least, the image of one, in case Twilight didn't discover a cure in time. Needless to say, it wasn't a very happy prospect. 
Under normal circumstances, I think that what the three of us did would be pretty fun. We dined at the best restaurants; we saw some pretty decent plays in top notch seats while waiters served us hors d'oeuvres, Celestia even read my mind and used that to re-create some of my favorite dishes from Earth. Tacos, hamburgers, pizza, calzones, all of it. The meat wasn't real of course, but they were somehow able to come up with something that tasted almost exactly like it. Yeah, it was almost worth marrying the princesses if it meant that I got to eat bacon again. 
I said almost. 
All of that was the good side of all of this. There were plenty of downsides to it as well. Celestia and Luna kept thinking up increasingly sappy nicknames for me and nuzzling my shoulder. Their lovey-dovey smiles were downright creepy and I even got to hear a few more verses of 'Oh TD Divine'. That wasn't so fun. Of course there was also the constant promise that the two of them would turn me into a pony the second that they figured out how. Worst case scenario? They succeed. Best case scenario? They end up blowing me up. 
Well, the three days quickly came and went, far faster than they had any business going. As such, I found myself currently standing next to Twilight, desperately hoping that she had a cure ready. The only reason that I wasn't by the princess' side was because they believed in the adage that it was bad luck for the bride(s) and groom to see each other before the wedding... which was in an hour. 
"Come on, Twilight, talk to me! Have you got anything or not?!"
Twilight slowly turned to me and with a heavy sigh in her heart, she shook her head. "No, I have nothing for you," she said. "I have tried everything that I can and I have nothing ready right now." Twilight motioned towards a bubbling vial. "Even this has only the slimmest chance of working, and it won't be ready in an hour."
My eye twitched and I nervously scratched the back of my head. "So... I'm stuck is what you're saying."
Tears filled Twilight's eyes as she slowly nodded. "Unless this vial pans out, yes, I think so." Twilight's lower jaw quivered and to my horror, she burst out into hysterical sobs. "I'M SO SORRY!" she wails. "I RUINED YOUR LIFE!!!"
Yes, yes she did. I don't tell her that, though. I instead kneel down and do my best to give her a hug. "Hey, don't be like that," I say. "Uh, I'm going to try to make the best of it even if it doesn't work out. Besides, I'm sure you can make it eventually even if we do get married and we'll all look back at this and laugh awkwardly before hurriedly changing the subject." 
"But it won't be that simple!" says Twilight. "Do you have any idea how complex Equestrian marriage laws are? It's not as simple as filing a few pieces of paper; even with magic it could take years to get your marriage annulled and that's nothing to say of the scandal that it would cause!" 
I'm struck with silence as the full implication of her words hit me. I...I might not be getting out of this. 
Twilight sighs and glances back at her concoction. "Look on the bright side, you only have another sixty or so years of life. I'm sure you'll get used to it before then."
"If they find a way to make me an alicorn, I'm not so sure." 
"It's ironic really," says the distraught student. "Most ponies around here would kill to be an alicorn, they're like gods! But the one being in all of Equestria who has the best opportunity to become one wouldn't do it for anything in the world." 
"I never really handled having hooves all that well," I admit. 
"You'd have magic, but I guess it's not the same," Twilight mutters. 
I sigh and am about to say something when the door opens behind us and Pinkie Pie bounces in humming something that sounds strangely like 'Oh TD Divine.' I stand up to greet the party pony. 
"Hey, TD, are you ready for your wedding?" says the jumping pony. 
I sigh and shake my head. "Pinkie, you do know that I'm going through this with the utmost unwillingness, right?"
Pinkie Pie stops in midair and giggles at me. "Well of course I do, silly!" she says. "But I figured that since you were playing pretend so as to not hurt the feelings of the princesses, I might as well join right in!"
"Of course you did," I deadpan.
"Anyway, Rarity is just about ready to get you into your tuxedo. She's helping the princesses with their dresses right now but I'm not allowed to tell you about what they look like since that's against tradition!" 
I groan and rub my temples. "Pinkie Pie, can you make me a cupcake? Extra hay if you don't mind." 
Twilight gasps. "TD, that is not the proper response to all of this!" she chastises. "We will find a way to make the best of this, I promise you!"
"The only way to do that is to cure the princesses!" I say. "Isn't it enough that I have to make the best of living around ponies instead of people? Now I have to marry two of them as well?!"
"I admit that this isn't the best situation for you, TD," says Twilight. "But you still have to make the best of it if you can!" 
"I'm not doing any wedding night stuff with horses," I say flatly. "I cannot stress this enough, I am only attracted to human females!" 
I do leave out that Celestia and Luna have promised me that they can shift into a human female until they find a way to turn me into a pony. This doesn't need to be any creepier for us than it already is. 
Still, I have to keep up the charade for the princesses for now until Twilight figures out a cure. That means going to put my tuxedo on. It turns out that Rarity has made an even nicer one for me than what she made for the Gala. I can see why as it is supposedly my wedding day. 
It takes about twenty minutes for me to look perfect in her eyes, by which point I have to go to the main hall to stand in place for the wedding which is starting in a half hour. I have a few ponies standing next to me in dresses. Since I don't have any male friends I have to go with a 'Best Mare'. To the surprise of most, I chose Cheerilee who laughed when I told her until she figured out that I was serious. She's currently standing next to me in a Rarity designed dress and an uncomfortable look on her face. She's well aware of the situation but, like me, she doesn't want to get sent to the moon for arguing against it. 
Cheerilee and I exchange a bit of awkward small talk for a while as ponies file into the room, eagerly awaiting this strange wedding. Even if it is to an alien form an alternate dimension, this is a pretty big deal for them. I've heard some of the nobles and diplomats spouting off stupid stuff like how this wedding will 'encourage goodwill amongst our worlds'. Leave it to politicians to come up with something like that. 
I glance at the clock on the wall and discover that there is only five minutes left of my bachelorhood. Celestia and Luna will be walking down that aisle soon and there's not a darned thing that I can do to stop them. I cannot run, and even if I did I couldn't hide. This does not bode well for me. 
The doors open in front of me and I prepare for the worst. However, I don't get it. Instead of the princesses, I see Spike running towards me with what looks like a pair of guns in his hand. Wait... what? 
I frown at the approaching dragon that stops when he comes up to me and takes a few seconds to catch his breath. 
"Twilight did it, TD! She thinks she successfully made the cure!" 
"Is that what those are?" I ask, pointing at the guns. 
"Yeah, she put the cure in a pair of water guns she got." Spike hands the water guns to me and I slip them into my tuxedo pockets. "Twilight said to make sure that you get the cure in their eyes or it won't work!" 
"Will do," I say, hope rekindled in my heart. Spike runs back to Twilight.
Cheerilee smiles at me when she sees this latest development. "When this is over, you deserve a long break away from everything," she whispers. 
"No kidding, " I say. "I heard Las Pegasus is a good place to go for that sort of thing."
Cheerilee nods and is about to say something when the doors open and hell is revealed. 
Now, I'm sure that Luna and Celestia look really, really beautiful to ponies and I admit that their dresses are impressive. Still, the idea that they think that they're going to marry me is... well, I've already said it enough times. 
However, I notice that the two of them aren't walking down the aisle with anything resembling grace. They're almost running down the aisle as a matter of fact. Maybe it's an Equestrian tradition. 
The two of them reach the front fairly quickly and turn to face the crowd. 
"Everypony, if I can have your attention, I have something to say!" says Celestia. 
"So do I!" I shout. The princesses both turn to me with confused looks. Now is the perfect time. I reach into my pockets and pull out the squirt guns. The princesses look absolutely shocked at this. Man I wish I had a pair of sunglasses. 
"Luna, Celestia... the wedding's over." 
With that I unload the contents of my guns directly in the faces of Celestia and Luna, drenching their dresses and faces. I don't care, though. I don't even consider stopping until the guns are empty which, considering how rapidly I'm firing, isn't too much longer. As such, the two goddesses are standing in total shock in front of much of the Canterlot nobility. 
I smile to myself, completely satisfied with my work. I'm sure I've gotten it in their eyes. I twirl the guns around like Robocop and put them back in my tux pockets. Life is pretty good right now for the first time in four days. 
All of a sudden, Spike bursts back into the room with a scroll in his claws. "TD! You need to... oh..." He stops when he sees the two drenched goddesses and stares at them in horror. Curious, I walk up to Spike and take the scroll out of his claws. 
TD, I have run a few more tests on the concoction itself and I have made a startling discovery: the effects of the flower are not permanent! The chemical which triggers the reaction has a half-life of about three and a half days. If my calculations are correct, it should wear off before the wedding starts. DO NOT, I repeat, DO NOT shoot the princesses with the cure! I stress that they should be back to normal by the time you read this!
Twilight

My jaw is practically on the floor at what I've just read. Is she freaking serious?! 
Celestia walks up behind me and uses her magic to take the note out of my hand and she spends a few seconds scanning it. She clears her throat when she's done and gives it to Luna. "Everypony," she says, addressing the large crowd. "There has been a terrible mistake! The wedding has to be cancelled for it seems that TD here was married back on Earth!" 
A murmur makes its way through the crowd and Celestia turns her attention back to me. 
"TD, may Luna and I please talk to you in private?"
"...nope."
I loosen my bowtie, unbutton my jacket and walk out of the hall.
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		Canon Deleted Scene: Talents



I know that I promised the Mirror Pool and worry not, IT IS STILL COMING!!!!

Talent show night. I must admit that I've been looking forward to this one for a while. All of the kids are getting together tonight to showcase their talents and it could not be more adorable. Oof, maybe these kids are getting to me. But I mean, try hanging out with Dinky, the Cutie Mark Crusaders, and Twist for four months and see how much you hate life. 
Er, where am I going with this? Oh yes, the kids, Cheerilee, and I are all backstage getting ready for the show. Rarity has made costumes for a lot of them and I'll give props to Rarity, they look nice... sorry, spectacular. Yes, that's the exact word that she insisted that I use at all times to describe her costumes... dang it, ensembles for the kids. 
Shaking my head at Rarity being Rarity, I walk over to the Crusaders who are all wearing some sort of piratey outfit. 
"So, what is your act again? You've been refusing to tell me," I say. 
The Crusaders all hush up and turn in my direction with innocent smiles that I am far from being influenced by. "We ain't tellin' ya, remember?" says Apple Bloom. 
"Yeah! It's a surprise!" agrees Sweetie Belle. 
"And maybe if it's a good enough surprise, we'll get our cutie marks!" says Scootaloo excitedly. 
The other two Crusaders agree and I smirk and decide to let them be if they do really want to surprise me with it. Knowing them, they'll have something... interesting planned. 
I walk over to Cheerilee who has the rest of the kids gathered over to her and she is going over the order one last time before the show starts. 
"--and Snips and Snails will come on before Dinky and Featherweight..." Cheerilee frowns and leans it to examine the list closer. "Uh, Dinky and Featherweight will apparently be explaining String Theory and Quantum Physics with Pinkie Pie and her Party Cannon...
Huh... I'll... I'll... I kind of want to see that one. I will, of course, because I'm going to be in the audience, something also at the insistence of the Crusaders. 
Cheerilee looks back up and shakes her head. "So, you all know your places so the first act had better get into their designated spots. The curtain comes up in five minutes so good luck to you all! I know you're going to do great!"
I smile and walk towards the audience where I quickly take my spot with the Mane Six between Rainbow Dash and Rarity. 
The latter turns to me and shows me her program. "So you've seen them rehearse, how are my sister and her friends going to do?" she asks. 
I shrug and glance over the program. "I have no idea. They won't let me see what they're up to so this is going to be just as much of a surprise to me as it is to you. Do you know what they're doing?"
"No idea," says Rarity. "They seemed really excited about it, though." 
I chuckle just as the lights go off and the crowd immediately hushes up. We see a bit of commotion behind the curtain and in a few seconds, Cheerilee pops out and addresses the crowd with a smile. "Good evening mares and gentlecolts. On behalf of my entire class, I'd like to welcome you to the annual talent show celebration! Now, the foals have all been working really hard on their acts and I know without a doubt that you will all really enjoy what they have prepared for you tonight!" Cheerilee stops and pokes her head back through the curtain. She has a brief whispered conversation with whoever is on the other side before addressing the audience again. "Our first act comes to you courtesy of Snips and Snails who will be performing a magic act that will no doubt dazzle you!" 
"It'll probably be better than what Trixie pulled off," muttered Rainbow Dash to Pinkie Pie's amusement. Even I managed a smirk as I have heard the stories. 
Well, the night went on pretty much as expected. The kids did a decent job with no acts really blowing me away unless you count the adorable factor. These ponies will be the death of me. 
Well, since the acts weren't any longer than five minutes, it didn't take too long for the Crusaders to come onstage. 
"What on earth are they dressed as?" muttered Rarity. I broke out into a smile at their costumes. In addition to their piratey outfits, Apple Bloom is sporting the most spectacular fake mustache that I have ever seen on anything ever. Seriously, it's a sight to behold. 
Apple Bloom walks to the front of the stage and addresses the crowd. "Good evenin' mares, gentlecolts, and human bein's. Tonight we wanna honor a special guest int he crowd tonight. Ah know y'all have seen him around, doin' stuff like washin' windows since that's his job and all, but every now and again he comes to our school and teaches us all 'bout where he comes from! 
So, tonight we decided that we want to thank him for that by singin' him a song that he says that he used to sing when he was a little colt. He taught it to us a while ago but we liked it so much that we remembered the lyrics and were gonna sing it for ya tonight!" 
With that, Apple Bloom nods to her friends and music stars up from somewhere. The three clear their throats and begin the song. 
"We are the pirates, who don't do anything
we just stay home and lie around.
And if you ask us to do anything
We'll just tell you..."
"We don't do anythin'," says Apple Bloom. 
... no. Freaking. Way. Is this seriously happening? Wow, they have good memories, I taught them that song months ago. 
My jaw is on the floor and I'm trying to register just what they're singing. I can vaguely hear the crowd laughing along with the song, but I'm just... just...
Holy moley, this is awesome. These kids are the best!
"Well, I've never plucked a rooster
And I'm not too good at ping ball
And I’ve never thrown my mashed potatoes
Up against the wall
And I’ve never kissed a chipmunk
And I’ve never gotten head lice
And I’ve never been to Boston in the fall.
" sings Scootaloo.
As if on cue, Apple Bloom shoots her friend the most bewildered look and they go into the part where they argue about whether or not they're supposed to be singing about piratey things, as well as Sweetie Belle insisting that Apple Bloom looks like Cap'n Crunch. Of course, I doubt she knows what that means but I do and that's good enough for them.
Wow. This... this may just be the best thing that's happened to me since I got here.
As Apple Bloom chases Sweetie Belle around the stage, Scootaloo starts her final verse. 
"And I’ve never licked a spark plug
And I’ve never sniffed a stinkbug
And I’ve never painted daises
On a big red rubber ball
And I’ve never bathed in yogurt
And I don’t look good in leggings."
There is a pause in the song, filled by Pinkie Pie's giggles.
"That's so weird, because I've done all of those things!" 
The crowd laughs at her comment and even the Crusaders have to take a moment to get the smiles off of their faces, but when they do, they finish their song with an epicness that only fillies singing 'The Pirates Who Don't Do Anything' can achieve. 
Yeah, they get a standing ovation from the crowd, led by me as I've frankly never been this touched in my entire life. It is almost worth being stuck in Equestria just to hear them sing that to me and clearly have a blast with it themselves. 
Almost. 
Seriously, though, these kids are freaking awesome.
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Warning: while writing this chapter it may have gotten out of my control and I may have taken it to levels too insane. And of course by 'may have' I mean 'did without question'. Seriously, at the end even I was like 'wow, this is getting too crazy but I'm hyped up on soda and having too much fun to care. It's a silly deleted scene anyway and shouldn't be taken seriously at all.


With speed and grace that only a train could pull off, the Ponyville Express chugs along its usual 11:30 route towards Canterlot. Its steam engine combined with the strength of six barrel chested stallions pulling it ensures that the train will arrive at its destination in the proper time. 
And on that train, is me and Twilight Sparkle. I have a gigantic smile on my face as I leaf through a stack of papers given to me by Cheerilee's class. I must say, with all I have been teaching them about my world, I'm really quite excited to share some of this with them. They're adding new twists to my information that I would not have even thought of and it's beautiful. 
Twilight, on the other hand, doesn't quite agree with me on that one it seems. She is sitting on the seat opposite me with a slight frown on her face and a glare in her eyes. It's like she wants to burn the papers in my hand, but she knows she can't because then everybody would miss out on all of the fun. Well, Celestia and Luna would miss out and that wouldn't make them happy. What does not make the princesses happy is Twilight's Bane and as such, she tolerates my little project here, even if she doesn't like it. 
"You know you don't have to be here, right?" I say to her, glancing up slightly from the papers. 
"Of course I do!" she says. "I'm going to be double-checking all of the information you give them and if I find one shred of truth I'll file that away for later and the trip will have been worth it!"
"Twilight, that doesn't make any sense at all!" I insist. "Besides, half of it is half-truth anyways, just a more fun spin on things. I mean if you were in my position and..." I stop when I realize who I'm talking to. "You know what? Never mind, I know what the answer is going to be anyway."
"And you know why?" says the irate purple librarian, "it's be the right thing to do! Don't you want to spread your culture across Equestria? You're a teacher for Celestia's sake, don't you want ponies to learn?!" 
"Not these ponies," I retort. "I'm perfectly content teaching Cheerilee's class, thank you very much. Besides, you saw how they acted around me last time. Trust me, this way is more fun."
"We're not after fun!" says Twilight. 
As if on cue a certain pink mare pops out of Twilight's saddlebag and with the way she's glaring at her, I'd swear that her eyes are going to pierce Twilight's skin. Twilight jumps back with a startled yell while I barely flinch. I'm pretty used to Pinkie Pie popping out of odd places when she's not supposed to, though, if the situation was reversed the reactions would too. Pinkie Pie has that effect on others. 
Pinkie Pie slides back into Twilight's bag and Twilight doesn't even bother to check to see if she's still in there. She reaches in and pulls out a folder. 
"As I was saying, we're here for learning!" She pulls out a thick stack of papers and hands the first to me. It’s about six pages long. "Because this, TD, is unacceptable!"
Curious, I glance down at the paper and my smile widens when I see what it is. 
COMPARING WORLDS: A DETAILED ANALYSIS OF EARTH'S RULERS

It was a Wednesday morning when the strangest occurrence happened to me: I was sitting in my study, sipping my daily orange juice when I received a letter from Princess Celestia herself! Well, naturally being a member of the Delegation to the Office of the Royal Knowledge Society, I receive royal mail all the time. In this particular instance, the letter was a meeting of the D.O.R.K.S, called by both princesses themselves! This was special indeed!
Well, I attended the meeting at the proper time and was struck immediately with the sight of a rather odd creature dressed in what commoners would call 'casual attire'. A detailed drawing of the creature that I have dictated from my memory is at the end of this essay. Upon questioning a few of my immensely respected and important colleagues, I discovered that this creature was apparently called a 'human' and that he--I did have to ask the gender, I admit, being unfamiliar with human genders at the time--was here as Celestia's guest and we needed to treat him as we would a foreign dignitary, that is to say, be polite up front and joke about him during the after dinner cigars and brandy. 
Er, do forgive my little jest. 
Well, after a verbal altercation between the human, Princess Luna, and Prince Blueblood, which involved the latter being banned from the hall for the day, we were ready to begin our meeting which, as I was told, was where the human would explain the details of his world to us. 
It was an exciting opportunity I must confess, until the human opened his mouth. He stuttered over his words like simpleton and I began to doubt his intelligence. When my colleagues sent some good natured jabbing his way, the human got slightly miffed. I suspected that the human knew some forms of humor, but looking back, I don't think that it had the brain capacity to understand sarcasm at all. 
Well after a verbal warning from our dear Princess Celestia, the human managed a little more courage and actually completed a full lecture on various topics that we quizzed him on. The topic that I found the most interest in is the one I will be discussing today, that is to say, the government and deities of the planet he called 'Earth'. 
The first thing that struck me was the sheer lack of reverence of which the human spoke of his rulers. There was no awe or fear in his voice when he spoke of the gods of war--a troupe he referred to colloquially as The New Zealand All-Blacks but he gave no specific names--or, on a smaller scale, the rulers from the country he hailed, America. He described the man known as 'King Calvin' as a tyrant, but he didn't speak about him out of fear. Consider how Crystal Ponies discuss King Sombra act: they fear him with every fiber of their beings and enter a state of nervousness when he comes up. On the flipside, this human referred to a tyrant with no fear or respect at all! I theorize that this human is one of many races on his world and he is a member of the dominant one while others suffer under King Calvin. Perhaps it even works in the government where it would be safe from some of the more draconian policies of the King and his right hoof man, Hobbes. 
Lack of fear when discussing a tyrant that this human apparently lived under for twenty years; I noted no respect at all when he spoke of higher-ups in his world. When we speak of our dear Princess Celestia, it is simply a matter of good manners to show respect, even in manners of speech. This human did not. 
This made me wonder if this human was merely brash, or if there was not some underlying cultural meaning behind this. Why, if he is the god of the moon then I imagine that the god he called 'Batman' could destroy him without a single thought if he wanted to! Even if Batman and Luke Skywalker--the Earth god of the sun--are not as powerful as our dear Princess Celestia, the mere fact that they move the sun and moon in the skies indicate a level of power that this being has not demonstrated! 
I'm not too sure of Twilight will be able to read this again. I am laughing so hard that tears are pouring from my face and it is all I can do to stop from erupting into full blown laughter, thereby disturbing the other passengers in the car we are in. As it is I'm sure that I'm creating a scene since I'm laughing so hard that I'm slamming my fist on the seat beside me. 
"TD, that's not funny," says Twilight. 
It takes me a solid minute for the laughter to die down to the point where I can answer her. 
"Yes, Twilight, yes it really is," I respond. "Aw man, I cannot wait to show this to the class." 
Twilight frowns and tears the essay from my hands. "You are not going to show anypony! I showed you that so you'd feel bad about tricking them!" 
"Did you even read the first few paragraphs? I cannot imagine ponies worthier of being on the receiving end of a good trolling."
"It's just not right!" Twilight insists. 
"That doesn't make it not fun," I respond. 
I know that Twilight wants to fume some more, but we have arrived in Canterlot. Just in time, too; the meeting starts in an hour. 
Twilight and I eagerly depart from the train and we make all haste to go to the castle. To my surprise, I see Princess Luna standing in the front hall waiting for us and not a single other pony around. Luna notices us approach and frowns.
"Hmm, it seems that thou did not get Our message, Twilight Sparkle." 
Twilight cocks her head slightly. "Message? What message?" 
"The message about the meeting of the D.O.R.K.S," replies Luna. "When Our sister discovered the acronym behind the organization, she had the group disbanded. It no longer exists, TD Powell and We are not sure that another can be created for another twenty years at least."
My jaw drops and, despite myself, I almost want to begin crying. No... no more trolling the D.O.R.K.S?
Twilight seems just as shocked as I do. "But... why wasn't I told about this?! I mean, I've been going to meetings since I was a filly! The D.O.R.K.S have been around for nearly 1600 years! You can't just disband them!"
"But we did, Twilight Sparkle. Once the dorks found out their name they wanted to disband too, so we let them."
Twilight sat on her haunches and I think I saw tears welling up in her eyes. Truth be told, I was pretty disappointed too until Luna burst out into rambunctious laughter. 
"We only jest with thee, Twilight Sparkle and TD Powell!" she says. "Our sister suggested that we partake in humor to aid in the relaxation of ponies in our presence! The D.O.R.K.S meet in ten minutes and my sister and I are eager to to see you there."
Twilight's pupils shrink down to pinpoints and her left ear twitches involuntarily as a mad smile crosses her face. "Ah," she says. "Ha ha, very, very, very funny Princess Luna. You got me." Wow, she just lost her mind for a second there. Luna doesn't notice, though. 
"Indeed we did, Twilight Sparkle!" shouts Luna. "But you must come! Our sister is eager to see thou!" 
I nudge Twilight back on her hooves and the two of us follow Luna to the meeting hall where, sure enough, the D.O.R.K.S have all congregated and are chattering away about some boring topic or another. Well, I'm going to have plenty of interesting things to talk to them about today. 
Celestia smiles at the three of us as we approach and I give her a nod of greeting. "Hello, Twilight; hello, TD, it's wonderful to see you both again."
Twilight rushes up and nuzzles her mentor and I tip my invisible hat to her. 
"Are you ready to get started, TD?" she asks. 
"I've been ready since I left last time!" I say eagerly. I move in closer to her and whisper. "Uh, Twilight showed me an essay that one of them did on this. Something about comparing our governments?" 
"Ah, yes. I remember reading that one."
"Wasn't it hysterical? Anyway, I was wondering if I could request to have a copy of all D.O.R.K.S. essays sent to me. I'd love to read them."
Celestia smiles at me and nods. "Of course I can," she says. "I look forward to what you teach today."
With that Celestia calls all of the D.O.R.K.S into the meeting room and I take my place at the front of the room once again. This time I exude confidence and I am all smiles this time. The three ponies I know here know the subtext behind my smile, the others... not so much. 
"Alright then, is everypony here?" I ask excitedly. I hear a general murmur from the crowd and with that I crack my neck and go. 
"So, when we talked last time, I'm curious if there is anything that you want me to elaborate on?"
"How about the wars you have?" asks one of the D.O.R.K.S. "You didn't elaborate an extreme about on those."
"I didn't did I?" I clear my throat. "Well, I know last time I mentioned the wars between the Cowboys of Dallas and the Steelers of Pittsburgh--"
"Who led them?" asks another. 
"Well, the Cowboys were led by the great Maharajah Romo the Star Headed while the Steelers were led by Sultan Rothlisberger the Bumblebee. Their wars spanned decades and even when I was on Earth, there was no end in sight."
"But didn't other tribes try to make peace between them?" 
"Of course not," I say. "In the land of those tribes inhabit, the thirty-two tribes are in constant battle with each other over the Lombardi Idol. Last I heard, Archduke Manning II and the Giants of New York have it after a bloody conflict with Czar Brady the Silver, their second such conflict which had the same result."
"What is the purpose of the Lombardi Idol? What does it bring with it?"
"Fortune and glory, kid," I say. "Fortune and glory." 
"That's it?" asks a pony in the front row.
"Well I think it might have some magical properties since a few tribes have been able to use it to keep it after more than one year of war such as the Broncos of Denver and the Packers of Green Bay."
"Harumph," says another pony. "I think that it's dreadful that your society has frequent war in the first place!" 
"Well, yes," I agree. "But we've created some of our greatest songs from tales of war!"
"Let's hear one," suggests Celestia. I nod and clear my throat. I hope they like it.
"Old Godzilla was hopping around,
Tokyo city like a big playground 
When suddenly Lauren Faust burst from the shade
and hit Godzilla with a Faust grenade.
Godzilla got pissed and began to attack
but didn't expect to be blocked by Shaq 
Who proceeded to open up a can of Shaq-fu 
when Tara Strong flew out of the blue
and she started beating up Shaquille O'Neil 
when they both got flattened by the Faustmobile
but before she could make it back to the Faust Cave
Abraham Lincoln popped out of his grave
and took an AK-47 out from under his hat
and blew Lauren Faust away with a ratta-tat-tat
but he ran outta bullets and he ran away
because John De Lancie came in to save the day!"
What? Just because I don't like the show doesn't mean that I don't know one or two things about it!
The D.O.R.K.S golf clap again, obviously horrified to some degree but they don't want to be too rude. Well, I'm not quite done with them yet. 
"So, how about some mythology, yes? One of our most feared monsters is a creature known as Richard Nixon. Legend has it, if you anger him in any way, he will first send his minions after you and they will listen to every conversation that you have! The way you know he is listening is because there will be small pieces of tape holding your door open and preventing it from locking. You must remove the tape and say the name Ronald Reagan in a mirror five times and flush the toilet. If you can do that, congratulations! You now have your very own pet Richard Nixon to use against your enemies! He isn't so bad when you get control of him. You can put him in your pocket and carry him around and he's kind of adorkable until you sic him on somebody."
"Ooh." 
I pony in the crowd raised her hoof. "I rather enjoyed that song, actually. Can we hear another song from your world?"
"Sure. Let's see... hmm..." I'm at a loss for a moment.
"How about that one song that you said Americans sang during the war for independence from Britain? You know, the one that was originally a taunt?" suggests Twilight. 
"What, Yankee Doodle?" I question. Dang it, she's trying to steer this to facts. 
"Yes, that one," she says. 
"Yes, let's hear it!" says Luna. 
"Uh, well there's not much too it."
"Well then it shouldn't take you too long," says Celestia. 
"Fine. Uh, Yankee Doodle went to town riding on a p..." I catch myself just in time. "Platypus, stuck a feather in his cap and cried... uh, what an animus!"
"It was indeed short, TD Powell," says Luna. "But we noticed that thou faltered slightly." 
"Sorry had a bit of a cough in my throat," I say, coughing afterwards to keep the charade up. 
"Oh but you must go into more detail about the war for independence, right, TD?" says Twilight. "I mean, you wouldn't want to disrespect the men who fought and died for your freedom by giving a false version of their lives, would you?"
Oh hail no. 
"T...Twilight," I stutter. "You have to realize that it's a very personal topic and it's not polite to talk about in my culture in crowds over fifteen."
"Okay, then you can do the lecture to half the hall now while the others get a lunch break and then we switch! It'll be perfect!"
"Twilight, let's not be rude to TD," says Celestia sternly. 
"Yeah, remember what happened the last time intellectual ponies were rude to me?" I say with a hint of a threat in my voice. 
"Why? What happened?" asked one of the D.O.R.K.S. 
I open my mouth to respond but in present company... that would be a bad idea. "Well, let's just say that it didn't end too well for the ponies involved."
The hall is silent as everypony contemplates my words for one reason or another until--
"HOLY YOU, PRINCESS CELESTIA!!!" says one of the D.O.R.K.S
"What, what is it?" asks Celestia. 
"DORKS?!?!? We've been calling ourselves DORKS this entire time!"
The entire hall gasps when they put two and two together. Celestia facehooves while Luna breaks out into partially subdued giggles. 
"This... this is an outrage!" says another dork. "To think that our glorious organization has been nothing but a joke for almost 1600 years is... well it's an outrage!" 
"Thou must learn to take a joke," says Luna. "Why, TD here--"
I loudly clear my throat and vigorously shake my head when Luna looks confusedly at me. 
"It matters not what that human is up to!" says another total dork. "The good name of our organization has been sullied by a tasteless joke!"
"The name of your organization is a tasteless joke," I point out. "Well, I retract that, it's freaking hysterical."
"These matters do not concern you, human! You are not a pony and thus you should be grateful that you're allowed inside Celestia's halls at all!" 
"I could say the same to you," I retort.
"Enough of this!" says Celestia loudly. 
"No, no, Tia, We want to see where this goes," says Luna. I have to admit that I do too and the dork isn't looking happier. 
"You have been a blight upon our halls ever since you arrived!" 
"Is it because I punched Celestia and ruined the Gala, is that why you're so huffy with me?"
"No, I haven't been 'huffy' because you ruined the Gala, I'm huffy because you clearly not an intelligent race and as such, you do not belong here!"
"Says the pony who only figured out know what you get when you combine the letters 'd' 'o' 'r' 'k' and 's'."
"Krosd?" guesses one of the dorks. 
"N..." I pause. "Yeeessss, yes that's exactly what you get and it took this bozo his whole life to figure it out!" 
"Oh, you insolent monkey!" screeches the dork. "I'll have you thrown out of here at once!"
"Oh give it a rest, Duke Blueblood," says Celestia. 
...wow, how did I not see the family resemblance before now?
"Uh... yeah... so there's that then," I mutter. 
"Besides, you wouldn't dare punch our ruler in the face!" says Blueblood II. "You would be obliterated on the spot!"
I turn to Celestia and, in a move that would make the Crusaders jealous, I give her my best pleading look. It doesn't look that good, I have to admit, but she sighs, facehooves, and nods anyway. 
Grinning I pick up Reginald, bounce over to Celestia, and raise Reginald over my head. "Celestia, you insult me with your presence!" 
The entire hall gasps, save for Luna who is practically on the floor by now, and I swing Reginald, aiming directly for Celestia's head. It connects with a marvelous crack and Celestia dramatically falls to the floor. The entire room is dead silent as I turn and face Duke Blueblood triumphantly. 
"You see?! Do you see what happens when you anger a human being?!" I hear Luna's horn fire up behind me but I continue on. "We are not the simple society that you perceive us as!" As I talk I notice that the hall is growing dark and an unreal glow is surrounding me. My voice is getting deeper too and the effect is really, really cool. Think Galadriel's freak out from the first Lord of the Rings film. I take the gift I am given. 
"If you do not respect me then you shall spend your lives fearing me!"
"No," says a cold voice behind me. "They won't."
The effects don't fade but I see Celestia stand up behind me with a steely look in her eyes. 
"You may have gotten the upper hoof on me, but do not presume that you can make innocent ponies fear you!" 
"And what can a mere pony do to stop me?!" I mock. 
Celestia smirks and her horn fires up. I defensively put Reginald in front of me but it doesn't matter, Celestia fires a wall of fire towards me that immediately engulfs me. I notice immediately that the fire doesn't hurt me, but I dramatically pretend it does anyway. 
Slowly my screams die down and the flames do as well. When they dissipate, the crowd, who are all huddled in a corner, gasp again. 
"He's gone!"
"She disintegrated him!"
I frown and glance back at Luna who is smirking. Ah, she turned me invisible. I glance at Twilight who is standing up, completely unsure of what to think. I am struck with a brilliant idea and I let Reginald fall to the ground. It becomes visible when I do and it rolls harmlessly off the stage as if a final indicator of my utter demise. 
Celestia sighs and uses her magic to pick it up. "I'm so sorry, TD," she whispers, just loud enough for everyone in the room to hear. She maneuvers it next to her and addresses the crowd. "Mares and Gentlecolts, I trust that you are all in shock after what has just happened. I must ask you to remain calm and everything will be sorted out." 
The crowd murmurs to themselves while Twilight still stares in open mouthed horror at where I 'used to' be. 
"But there is one thing I must discuss with you before we break for punch and cookies," says Celestia. "This all could have been avoided if you had simply treated him with the respect he deserved. He was a gentle being at heart, I know he was. He loved flowers and butterflies and all things good in the world. Pink was his favorite color and at night he used to prance around the room singing about how much he loved all of these things. Does that sound like a being to treat with hostility?" 
There are a few murmurs of no going around the room. I, meanwhile, have decided to swear revenge on Celestia.
She is not done, though. With one more sigh, she says, "Simply put, my little ponies... that's why you always respect foreign visitors."
With that, she beckons Luna and Twilight out of the room. I follow and she leads us to a private room. Once there, Luna takes off the spell and I reappear, much to Twilight's shock. Her mouth hangs open for a brief moment before a look of pure fury crosses her face. 
"WHAT THE TARTARUS WAS THAT?!?!?!?!" she screeches. 
Luna, Celestia, and I all shrug at the same time. 
"I don't know," I say. "I just kind of went with it after I hit Celestia."
"Yes that about describes my role in it too," says Celestia. "I thought I could use it to teach those ponies a lesson."
"More like scar them for life," says Twilight. 
"Well... they learned, didn't they?"
"So I take it I'm done with the D.O.R.K.S?" I question. 
Celestia nods. "After how out of hoof this one got, I think it would be best," she says. 
"I agree." I turn back to Twilight after taking Reginald back from Celestia. "Let's go back to Ponyville, okay?"
She shoots me a death glare but doesn't disagree. 
I sigh as we walk out of the castle towards the train station. As fun as this was, hopefully my trips to Canterlot won't get as out of control ever again.

			Author's Notes: 
The Ultimate Showdown of Ultimate Destiny is by Lemon Demon. 
Seriously, this is a ridiculous deleted scene and should seriously not be taken seriously for any political, social, gender, religious, or instinctual reason. Or any other reason for that matter. I'm sorry it got out of hand, it was just too much fun.
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So I've had a lot of people read this and tell me how much they loved it and that they can't wait for the sequel. I'm tired of telling them it's been out for a while so I'm just going to link to it here. 
So here it is. 
http://www.fimfiction.net/story/71216/wanderings-of-a-nonbrony
Here it is as well
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