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		Chapter 1



“Keep moving; don't pass out.” That was the first thought in August's mind, right as another harsh blow stuck him in the face.
As pain shot through the point of impact and his ears rang, he could just barely make out the cheering all around him. Most of it was for his opponent, a man blind in one eye with a large scar going down his face. He didn't even know his name, and frankly he didn’t care. The only thing he needed to know was that if he wanted that money, he had to beat him tonight. 
God, he could go for a drink. 
Another blow struck him as he was thinking about what kind of alcohol he'd want to drown in tonight. The thought brought him some comfort as blood shot out of his mouth and nose, along with a light cracking of his jaw. 
August’s body  fell to the ground, hitting the dirt hard, and he laid motionless for a moment,  wondering how his life ended up there. Lucky for him, his opponent was a bit of a showboater, turning his back to gloat, oblivious to the warnings of the crowd. 
Shaking off the dizziness and nausea from the last strike, August rose to his feet and charged his enemy from behind, wrapping his arms around his waist.
With a hard turn, he lifted the man off his feet and slammed him hard onto the ground. Dazed, his enemy couldn’t retaliate as August followed up jumping up and dropping his knees onto his chest, the man’s face turning red from the sudden loss of oxygen. Yet, August persisted, driving  his fist into the man’s face  again and again until his opponent didn't get back up. 
Slowly shaking off the bloodlust and briefly glancing at his now blood covered knuckles, August looked a little closer and could tell his enemy was still breathing. Taking a moment to breath a sigh of relief, he stood up and raised his arms in the air.
"Who else wants some?! " He shouted, clenching his fists to show his readiness to fight. 
The crowd booed at his declaration, yet none even attempted to do more. August merely   shrugged it off satisfied with his victory as he headed towards the exit. 
"Who needs you lowlifes anyway."
The crowd, despite their loud protests, were quick to part as he went, though he paid it little mind, he had money to collect,
Yet as his mind started to drift towards thoughts on what he might purchase, he felt the sensation of something strike him the back of the head.. He staggered forward and almost fell, a wet sensation slowly dripping down his back. Quickly, he raised his hand and touched the substance, only to be met with the smell of cheap whiskey. 
Furious, August turned around and looked for the offender.
"Who's the fucker who just did that, and who wants to die?"
Surprisingly, a young man stepped out of the crowd, not even old enough to drink yet still looking unconcerned at what he’d just done.
"It was me. What are you going to do about it? Huh?"
August stood straight up and walked up to him, staring him right in the eyes. He was a full head shorter than him. 
"Are you sure you want to do this, kid? If you do, you might end up like him." 
He tilted his head towards the man still lying on the ground. though said man was still alive, his breathing was ragged, his nose and mouth bleeding, it was safe to say he’d need serious medical attention. The teenager did a double take, huffed, and turned.
"You're not even worth it. You old drunk."
August glared a little, before picking up a small rock and flicking it at the back of the kid’s head. Said child turned again, only to be met with August’s glare. 
"It’s not wise to go picking fights you don’t plan to finish kid. And for the record," August turned and started walking, yet still shouted," I'm only 26."
Despite the earlier attack, August knew no one would try anything else, thus he continued onwards to the backrooms to collect his payment. 

August was sitting on a bench in the back, waiting for the manager to come in. He poured some peroxide on his cut-up hands while he waited and wrapped them in a bandage. The disinfectant stung quite a bit yet he didn’t mind, quickly finishing wrapping his bandages as the door opened, a large man entering. 
"Hey August, my boy, my heel champ, how you been, boy? Nice fight by the way. Although, I gotta admit, I wish you would put that kid in the ground that chopped up to you. I mean, it would have been great publicity, but in any case, here's where we made tonight on you.”
The large man quickly pulled out a small stack of twenties and handed them to August. “No one ever expects you to win those fights, even after you’ve been here so long. Always end up betting on the big guy and always losing big too.”guy."
As the man chuckled at his own joke, August took the money and smiled at his prize. 
"Thanks, Marco." August counted as he was talking. 500 bucks. "You're right. It was a good night." 
"Yeah, well, like I said, it's good to have a heel champ like you around; everyone loves betting against ya"
"Must be my winning personality," August said, rolling his eyes as he put the money in his pocket. Getting up, August grabbed a shirt out of the locker. 
"You know, kid, I've seen a lot of people like you come and go in this world. I hope you don't go out like so many of them. I know you got your past, but don't let that ruin your future. My life ain't got nothing but trouble in it; even though I still got family back home, I hope you can too someday get out of this life, eventually,” Marco said, looking upon the young man with a mixture of pity and concern.
August looked at him as he was leaving the room. 
"You know how I am, Marco. I travel around, and I just keep doing what I'm doing." 
"I know, kid. I wouldn't be surprised if you don't show up the next day. You came out of nowhere, and I'm sure you'll disappear just the same. I’d tell yah that you don’t have to always cut and run, but you’ve pretty much pissed off everyone in this town already.”
August laughed a little as he put his shirt on. 
"Yeah, you're right. Still, I have to thank you for all your help Marco. Love to stay longer, but I’ve way overstayed my welcome.. If my memory serves, doesn't Mikey get out of jail tomorrow?" 
Marco let out a sigh and nodded. "Yeah, and we both remember what that psycho said, better if you're not here," Marco said, putting out a cigarette on the wall, "Get out of here, kid and take care of yourself." 
“You too Marco.” And with that, August headed out the door, offering his benefactor one last wave before it closed. 






"You always need a fresh start." That was August’s thought as he walked along. 
Was this the life his family planned for him? His father, a wealthy businessman, had years of private tutoring from the best teachers to take over the company one day. Meanwhile his mother, the famed doctor and psychiatrist, was given every opportunity in life, but he never wanted that. He never wanted to be the businessman his father was. He never wanted to be a doctor. Truth be told, the only thing he wanted was peace with his family and to play music. Of course the years of self-defense classes had burned so deeply into his reflexes and fighting skills that he probably would be dead today without it. 
Was it a perfect life? No, but it was hardly the worst life. Then again, he still ended up in the bed of his truck with his trailer and motorcycle next to it in the middle of a field in the middle of nowhere. His families all but outcast him. 
"You're not welcome anymore around here." Those were the last things his family said to him, yet, he accepted it.
As long as he doesn't make too much trouble. His parents don't bother him, and he's fine with that. It's how it's supposed to be. He'll keep traveling and p moving until an event occurs. 
"Eventually, you'll be dead in an alley."
His parents already have three more kids, just a bit younger than him, and one of them would eventually take over the company, with him all but forgotten. Cut off from the flow of money his dad gives him to keep quiet about the shady dealing he does. One more swing in the bottle, and a bit of pain has gone away for the time being. Just looking up at the stars and wondering if he will ever be as free as they are, knowing the shadow of his family will always be there as he continues to hope to escape it. It was then that he looked up to see a shooting star. 
And an admittedly silly idea pops into his head. 
"Why not? I wish I could follow my heart's desire, live a new life in a new world, or at least where no one knows me like in an anime. Save the Princess and all that good shit."
Things were initially quiet, but quickly the wind started to pick up as he said these words. In less than a second a rainbow of light erupts onto the field, with August suddenly feeling more than a little lightheaded, falling backwards into his truck. 
"Guess mixing whiskey and tequila is not a very good idea if you want to stay on your feet." A soft, feminine voice was heard behind him. 
"Oh great, either I'm hearing things or a random chick found me; either way, I'm not interested, so just go away."
August attempted to stand, but settled for simply shooing the voice away with his hand, earning a light chuckle in response. 
"You say that now, August, but trust me, one day you'll know and not want to go back. After all the mistakes I've made, Equestria needs you, and hopefully, you can do better and keep me from making the same mistakes in this timeline."
"Equestria, what the hell is that? God, I really did drink too much. Wait, how do you kno…?"
August made another attempt to stand, only to lose his balance, slamming his  head against the metal of his trunk, and he was completely out cold.
"So this is what you were like before you came here. I've got to say, I honestly didn't believe you when you said you were a sad drunk. Seems s I should’ve  known better. Hopefully, this time we will do better. That's why, with the last of my power, I want to make you a bit more like us.'
A large alicorn, her eyes tired, her mane and coat burnt, looking very injured, lowered her head down, her horn glowing brightly, the body barely visible seemingly fading into starlight, and a light on her horn that's all that's left fades into August above the area around his heart. 
"Oh, August, I love you. Please live well and stop them from making the same mistakes again. Good luck, my knight."


"Ugh…..the sun hurts. What time is it?"
August rolled over, groaning thanks to the mixture of the hangover and headache from his little fall, trying to get his phone out of his pocket. Sadly it seemed like his hands were failing him at this point. 
"How much did I drink last night? God, I need to stop mixing whiskey and tequila. It is not a good idea yet, and I always do it. Wait, where am I?"
August glanced around to see that he was in a large field surrounded by trees. 
"How in god's name did I get here? I knew the place I was at was a little world, but Jesus, wait, is that chick still here? Did she steal anything?"
August quickly jumped out of his truck bed and checked himself. Thankfully, his keys were still in his pocket and a quick check of the doors showed the car was still locked.  He looked inside his car, and nothing moved. August began tapping on the phone to check the GPS error: no signal.
"What the? That should not be possible."
Again and again he checked and still got no signal. 
"OK, that is a little freaky. I am really in the boonies."
A short, sharp pain in his head made him stop thinking for a second. 
"Okay, migraine and hangover aspirin along breakfast first, then start thinking."
Groaning again, August went into his trailer, rummaging around the cabinet and grabbing the bottle of medicine. 
"OK, that is a bit better. Guess the only thing I can do is just drive and try to find out where I am. I can't be too far out of town. I don't see any signs of anything, so I couldn't have driven too far when I was that drunk."
He hooked up his trailer to his truck, making sure his bike was fully secured. Once everything was set August began to drive north. 10, 20, and 60 minutes passed by, and all he saw were rolling fields and countryside. 
"Ok, maybe I am a bit further in the boonies than I thought. Oh, at least I can enjoy the fresh air. It doesn't even smell like pollution, and cars have been here for years. The roads are all dirt too; this is nice countryside; pretty nice detour. Still, I hope I can get out of here soon."
As he continues driving, he begins to see the markings of the fence and field look like apple trees. 
"Well, that's good. At least maybe I can actually find a farm and ask for directions, or maybe work for a little while. Farms always need an extra pair of hands.” A more firm plan in place August kept driving down the road, not knowing what he was running into.

"Alright, Twilight just a bit more to the left, just a bit more, and there, set it down gently." Said Applejack
\Twilight did as instructed, lowering the top of the silo back down. Repairs had been going very well after Discord's defeat, but they are still a long way from being done. The entire silo was turned inside out, and all the grain inside was replaced with jelly beans. Needless to say, it was a pretty time-consuming task.
Twilight let out a sigh of relief as she set the top of the silo back down before sealing it up o with a blast of magic. 
"Thanks for helping us fix up the silo sugar cube. We appreciate it. Even with Granny Smith being fussy and touchy about using magic, we just couldn't get it all done in time for the harvest; if we didn't," Applejack said with a smile, offering Twilight a pat on the back.
"It's no problem, Applejack. I don't mind helping after all, especially since pretty much everypone in Ponyville needs a hoof. Everyone's working their hardest, so if you've got a free hoof, you might as well help too." Twilight spoke with her own smile, glancing at the still out of sorts town not far in the distance .
Twilight said she was wiping off the sweat from her forehead. Discord's defeat had left a lot of things needing repairs, not just on the farm but all of Ponyville. 
Sugarcube Corner had been turned into a literal sugar cube. Rainbow Dash's house had been completely covered in cotton candy. And thanks to all the bizarre rain, half of the town was covered in chocolate. 
Pinkie Pie helped with that one. Pretty much everypony knew she just ate it, with few bothering to ask how she put so much sugar away. It was just Pinkie being Pinkie. 
Regardless, repairs had been going well, though at their current rate, it seemed safe to say they'll probably be done within the month, and then they can get back to normal. 
"Hey Twi, you hear that?" Applejack said her head was jerking up.
Twilight tilted her head and looked at Applejack confused. “Not really, what are you talking about?” 
"You know that rumbling," said Applejack.
Twilight lifted her head to inflict your ears around. Indeed, she could hear a loud rumbling coming from the north. 
"What is that? Are the cows stampeding again?" Twilight’s eyes immediately started darting about, looking for the possible rampaging herd. 
"No, that's not it. This doesn't sound like there are any cows I've heard of before."
The noise kept getting louder, sounding more violent every second. 
"What's all that noise?" Granny Smith pokes her head out the window.
"Don't know, Granny, but get inside and tell Applebloom and Big Mac to stay quiet." Applejack shouted, while quickly retrieving her rope in case she needed to subdue something. 
Applejack and Twilight rushed into the house, waiting for the noise, as it seemed like it was coming closer to them. They closed the windows just in case some mean customer was looking for trouble. They waited, looking outside the window, only to stare in shock at a large metal creature slowly pulling up to their home.
The sight left Applejack staring with an equally stunned Twilight. 
"Twi, is that some kind of metal animal we don't know about?" Whispered Applejack.
Twilight's eyes were wide as she looked at her. Not out of fear, but out of genuine curiosity.
"That's no animal, Applejack, but some kind of machine. It almost looks like a large carriage, but I don't know what it is or what's behind it." Twilight pointed her hoof to the large panel of glass near the top of the object. 
As they were talking, the machine went quiet, and they waited a few more seconds to see what would happen. Eventually, nothing, almost as if it’d just turned off. However, one of the doors popped open finally and to their shock, something exited. 
The figure was a large bipedal creature, almost looking like a hairless Minotaur, but much shorter and not as bulky. More curious, his body was almost completely covered in clothing, except his head and hands. 
Neither pony had much time to marvel at this strange new creature as he approached the door. Once he got close, he immediately started knocking with his hand.
"Hello, is anyone home? Not to interrupt anything, but I'm lost. I honestly have no clue where I am. If you can point me in the right direction, I'll be out of your way, or if I'm in the middle of nowhere like I think I am, I'll work on the farm for a little while if you need the hand. I have nothing else to do." The odd creature spoke with a fairly relaxed tone.
Twilight just looked at Granny and Applejack, unsure of what to do. 
"Should one of you answer? It doesn't look like he wants any trouble," said Twilight.
"I don't know, Twilight. He's a strange-looking thing. I don't know if we should let him in. For all we know, he might be some leftover thing from Discord." Applejack
"Now that's just mean. He doesn't look that odd, at least not like Discord, and I thought we agreed to be more open minded after what happened with Zecora," said Twilight, with Applejack looked a little annoyed at being reminded of that adventure.
Sadly, this time around Granny Smith decided to make the choice for them.  
"What's wrong with you two? Save the world, and you get Dang paranoid."
Granny walked over to the door and opened it. The stranger looked about ready to say something only for his mouth to hang open once he spotted Granny Smith, who opted to carry on with introductions.
“Howdy stranger. Names Granny Smith, welcome to Ponyville, and if you’re up for it, be more than happy to have another pair of hooves around this part.”
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 August turned his head toward the door, seeing it finally open up. 
"Oh, thank god! I was a little worried that no one was home."
His enthusiasm didn’t last long, as he didn't notice there wasn’t anyone in the door frame. However, the scent of fresh baked goods flowing from the door indicated there should be someone inside. 
"Huh, open door but no one’s home…wait did I somehow stumble on a witch’s house?"
It was then that he heard the older voice clearing their throat, and he looked down. 
What he saw was definitely not what he expected. It came up a little below his waist. It was green, with white hair, and covered in wrinkles, witha little shawl on its back. And, in honesty, it kind of looks like a pony. 
August turned his head and stared out of sheer confusion. His heart stopped when it spoke.
"Not exactly thrilled about being called a witch, though I do like to dress like one on Nightmare Night. Ah, way, howdy there. What can I do to help you with Youngin?"
Its voice was kind of clear and had a thick, distinctly Texas style, accent—honestly, something you'd expect of a grandmother, not threatening in the slightest. The fact that it came from this thing made August's eyes go wide. He took a step back, checked his watch, put his fingers to his neck, and said
"I must have drank something really weird last night."
And then he fell flat on his back, out cold. Granny Smith, to her credit, didn't look surprised. She huffed, turned back inside, and shouted upstairs.
"Big Mac, come down here. I'm going to need your help to get this big fellow on the couch. He looks like he's had a little too much fun."
She then turned around and stared at Applejack and Twilight.
"Ya’all are scared of this thing. It looks like he's about to scare himself to death."
Utterly unphased, she  marched into the kitchen and started a kettle of tea. Applejack and Twilight just stared at her and then at the door, both of them having shocked and dumbfounded expressions on their faces. 
Twilight shook her head and went outside to take a better look at the creature and to help levitate him onto the couch, as it seems Big Mac had snuck past them as they were talking and was seemingly having a bit of trouble trying to get him on his back.
"Do you want any help with that?" Twilight asked, her natural curiosity already starting to rear its head. 
"Nope," said Big Mac, though he quickly found himself having a bit of trouble lifting the considerably taller August. .
“Are you going to let me help anyway? Twilight asked, trying not to smirk a little.
Big Mac huffed and said, "Yup," finally giving up.
Happy to help, Twilight quickly set to work levitating the strange creature before them. 
It was no wonder Big Mac was having trouble trying to pick him up; despite being the second-tallest stallion in Ponyville, this creature was still close to twice his height and must have been more than double his weight. Even with her magic, Twilight could feel his weight as she floated him over to the couch, his feet dangling off at the side. 
As all this was going on, Applejack was sending Apple Bloom up the stairs, not wanting her around the stranger quite yet.
"But I want to see him; he looks so weird," Apple Bloom said, her head bobbing in multiple directions to try and get a better look. .
"You'll have time to look at him later, when we know if he's safe or not. Right now, he's out cold, so give him some space and go up and do your homework. I know for a fact that you have an essay due tomorrow."
"Awwwww dang, How'd you know about that?" 
"Cheerilee saw that you were not doing your homework and started telling us about it. Now get up there and get it done, or no dessert for you tonight," Applejack said with a hint of smug satisfaction. 
"Awwwwwwwww," Applebloom moaned in defeat as she slowly ascended the stairs. 
Applejack stared up the stairs as Apple Bloom went up, only turning around when she heard the door close behind her. She walked over to where the creature was lying and took a good look at him. 
He really was an odd one, only having hair on his head, a little bit of scruff on his face, a scar above his right eye, and what would look like a bite mark on his neck. If she looked closely she could see bruises on his neck and arms, along with one forming on his face. 
He was certainly the biggest fellow she had ever seen. Not only that, but he might even be taller than the princess. However, most surprising was just his appearance as a whole.
She'd never seen anything like him, not even in all those fancy books Twilight had. His arms ended in weird little snakes, and it didn't look like he had hooves but something else weird on his feet. Of course recognized the denim of his pants, though that was about the only thing. 
Twilight was standing a bit further back, not quite sure what to make of this thing right in front of her. It was something no pony had ever seen. She would have known about a creature like this existing, either straight out of the Everfree or something entirely new, and that weird thing he was controlling was some kind of really advanced machine. How does it work? How do they move? Her mind was buzzing and filled with thoughts. 
g She'd have to contact the princess about this as soon as she got back. This could be a new discovery altogether—a new creature, a new nation, possibly hidden in the Everree. 
As the pair continued to muse, August, eyes still closed, could feel them staring at him. One was less than a foot away. There was another further back, and possibly one in the kitchen. He could hear a kettle being boiled, meaning there were three of them in total. As he contemplated what to do next, he heard another voice clear their throat.
"Twilight, do you think this thing is safe? It looks like some kind of mutated minotaur. If it came out of the Everfree, there's no telling what it could do."
"I don't know Applejack; I have never heard of anything like it. I'll have to study it and take it to the princess when I can, but we have to make sure it's not hurt first. We'll wait until it wakes up and then ask it some basic questions to see if we can figure out where it came from and if it means any harm. At the very least it seems to speak our language, so we should be able to communicate with it without too much problem."
August’s mind was rushing with information as he heard loud clicking sounds coming from the kitchen on his right; it must be the green one. Both of those voices sounded much too young to be hers, and the one closest to him spoke again.
"Granny, do you want any help with that?" said the closer one.
A snort sounded to his right. "No, I'm fine, Applejack. I might not be as spry as I used to be, but I can handle a tray of tea."
From the sound He could tell she was next to him, yet he tried to stay still and quiet.
"I can tell you're not asleep anymore, stranger, so stop pretending and stiffening up, so I can get a good look at you."
She could tell he was awake? August briefly contemplated calling her bluff, but ultimately, opened his eyes and stared straight at her.
"You may be old, but your senses are pretty sharp. I can respect that" August opted to keep things casual as he sat up and took a look around the room, meeting eyes with the other ponies.
"Since I'm not being restrained and it doesn't look like any of you want to hurt me, I'm going to assume you're all just as confused as me.” 
The trio nodded, though that only helped solve one of the problems he found himself with. “Good to know, but not much help. Gotta say, either I'm hallucinating or something very, very odd has happened to me, so mind if I ask what exactly all of you are?"
Of the three, the purple one stepped forward. 
"Well, sir, I'm Twilight," she said, pointing to herself with her hoof. She pointed towards the orange one.
"That's Applejack, and the one with the tea is her grandmother,Granny Smith. All of us are ponies and as to where you are,  you're just outside the town called Ponyville. Can we ask who you are and where you're from?"
He took a second to process that these are talking multicolored ponies, one of which had a horn in the middle of her head, and and he currently has no idea where he was. Only thing he knew for sure at this point was apparently these ponies really sucked at naming things.
Shaking that thought aside, he opted for the cordial route and answer their question in kind. 
"My name is August, and as for where I'm from, I grew up in a place called Washington. It’s part of  a country called the United States of America, but based on the fact that I'm on a farm and we have never seen talking ponies before, I'm going to say I am not at home anymore or anywhere near it."
While both ponies looked stunned by this info, Twilight seemed more intrigued while Applejack seemed to have some possible insight. 
"Well, first up, howdy and pleasure to meet you August.” The orange pony offered him a tip of the hat. “Tell me, does the name Discord mean anything to you?" said the orange one.
He looked over at her, wondering if she meant a dictionary definition or if he liked causing discord.
"Uh, not recently. I mean I got up to some kind of crazy stuff recently, but I doubt that’s the kind of discord you mean.”
Surprisingly, that seemed to get her to relax a bit more and even chuckle a little at his retort. “Heh, well you’d be right about that. Sorry about the weird question, but I had to be sure of something.”
"Alright, then do you know how you got here?" Twilight asked, suddenly levitating a notepad and pencil out of nowhere.
"Not really.” August said while trying not to freak out at the sudden display of magic. “The last thing I remember was getting wasted in a field with my truck. I woke up this morning, and I'm in the middle of nowhere. My phone does not work, and the first thing I find is this farm." 
Twilight’s pencil rapidly went across the page, her face deep concentration, making sure not to miss any details. 
"Would you mind if I ran a quick scan on you to see if you have any injuries or if I could trace any magic on you?" she asked
August tilted his head and looked at her oddly.
"Magic…wait is that what you’re using to make that notepad float?”
Twilight nodded again, making August zero in on the horn on her head and noting the glow. 
"Guess I shouldn’t be surprised magic is a thing after unicorns and talking ponies. But yeah scanning me, sure  I guess? Not that I could stop you if you wanted to."
"I would never use my magic on somepony who did not want me to," She said, looking positively offended at such an idea. 
“Sorry, didn’t mean to imply anything.” August said offhandedly while standing still to allow Twilight to do her thing. 
Her horn glowed brighter, and a flicker of light went across August's body. After a second or two, the light faded while Twilight hummed over the results.
"Well, I don't sense any injuries on you besides some bruising and alcohol poisoning."
She smirked at that, which August returned with an annoyed glare as she continued speaking.  
"But I do sense an odd magic in you. I don't know if it's yours or someone else's. Unfortunately, my skills aren't very suited toward the medical field, but I don't think it's harmful."
"Well, it's good to know I don't have magic cancer..hopefully. Though you keep mentioning a princess. Is she the one who rules this place?"
“You’re right on the money sonny. Rules the whole dang country.”
The green one, Granny Smith if he remembered right, approached him and held a cup of tea up to him.
"Oh? Thank you. What kind of tea is this?"
He asked, taking a sip.
"Just some good old Green Apple Tea."
August paused for a moment, not expecting that kind of flavor, but took another sip. It was oddly sweet and almost tasted like apple juice mixed with green tea. Not bad.
"Thank you; it’s very tasty." 
Granny Smith smiled and handed…or hooved a cup to Applejack, who took a seat nearby along with Twilight. 
"Yes, Princess Celestia rules over Equestria, the country you're in, with her sister Luna. They have ruled over Equestria for a very long time."
August took another sip, mulling over the information. 
"I'm going to guess these princesses are very old if this place is as magical as it seems."
All the ponies nodded, Twilight especially. “I don’t know exactly how long they’ve been ruling for, but it has been for at least a thousand years…is that considered long for your…species?”
August let out a long breath and put his head in his hands, running his fingers through his dark hair.
"This is all a lot to take in. I'm talking to multicolored ponies who apparently can use magic. A lot of what I believe is starting to come into question. And I overheard you say you wanted me to meet these princesses, who are immortal or something, which, yeah that's probably a good idea. But to be honest, my head hurts so much right now, and I don't think it's just the hangover talking. Do you mind if we just stay here for a while, and we can go meet your princess later?"
The purple one clapped her hoofs and bore a large smile on her face.
"Of course, we can meet her when you're ready, but I will be sending a letter to let her know about this. We don't have to go meet her right away. For now, I think you should come with me to my library so I can run a few tests on you to make sure nothing about our world is messing with you if you really aren't from here, which you seemed pretty sure of. Why?”Questioned Twilight
"To be honest with you, it's because humans, that’s what I am by the way, are the only intelligent species on our planet. We've seen every corner of our world, from our deepest oceans to even the sky, and the only ponies we have aren’t magical, multi-colored or even capable of talking, much less having their own country.”
Twilight looked even more excited by this new information, practically vibrating in her seat. 
“An entirely new species of creatures, no an entire world completely separate from our own.” Twilight was again writing away on her notepad, only pausing for a moment. “And you said your species are called human, correct?”
“Yeah, or if you want the more scientific term, Homo-Sapien.”
Again Twilight paused, though more from confusion by the word choice this time. 
"Weird, that sounds like ancient equestrian, well before Princess Celestia's time.
August's eyebrows shot up at that revelation. 
"Seriously, ancient equestrian? I highly doubt our two worlds are connected, then again, I'm open to anything at this point. I might as well just start accepting facts as fiction since I'm talking with magical ponies."
Applejack finally spoke up after hearing this again.
"Y'all keep saying that this ain't that odd to us. No offense partner, but you're the weird one. No fur, real tall, wearing those strange duds; y'all are pretty out of place right now," She said, blunt and without hesitation.
Shockingly, August simply puffed and grinned at her.
"You're brutally honest, aren't you?" he said, leaning in closer to her. "I like that. Honesty is a good policy, even brutal honesty."
"My big sister is the most honest pony in Ponyville!"
A much squeaker, higher-pitched voice shut up from the couch behind him. He saw  a poof of red hair and a pink ribbon when he turned his head.
"Applebloom, I told you to stay upstairs!"
The small one, Applebloom, hopped from the back of the couch onto the seat next to August, poking his leg with her hoof.
"Are y'all really from another world? That sounds like something out of one of Scootaloo's books?" Applebloom asked as she continued to poke. 
"From the looks of things, it would seem so." August smiled and petted the little fillies head, messing up her hair and making her laugh.
Applejack looked a little uneasy at him being around Applebloom, but smiled inside when she seemed safe and unthreatened, even giggling at him poking her with one of his hands.
"What are those things called, mister?"
She asked, grabbing hold of his hand with her hoof, moving it back and forth, and poking it. August could feel an odd gripping feeling coming from her hoof, almost like she had tiny fingers wrapping around his hand, which he could not see.
Probably more magic 
"Okay, that feels weird. But to answer your question, these are fingers, I guess you could say they are like claws just not sharp.. Humans use them to pick things up, and based on that feeling I have right now, I'd say you have some kind of magic that lets you do that."
Applebloom just stared at his hand and kept moving it back and forth.
Applejack let out a big sigh and went to grab something out of the kitchen.
"It doesn't seem like you mean any harm now, so I guess you can stay here for a day or two. We've got an extra room upstairs, if you want. Applebloom can show you, but y'all better go take a shower because you smell like liquor."
August grabbed his shirt with his other hand and took a sniff and winced. He did smell a bit like cheap booze and sweat. 
"Well, I appreciate it. Though, I'm going to guess the shower you guys have is too small for me, and as for the room." He pointed outside, "I have one. My trailer is kind of like my house. I can move it around wherever I want as long as I have my truck. Am I ever glad I invested in an electric truck and solar panels"
"You live in that thing," said Applebloom, looking out at the large hunk of metal..
"Yep, I travel around where I want when I want, and with that, I can live just about anywhere."
"Would you mind if I take a look inside with you, Mr. August?" said Twilight, staring at the trailer like it was made of gold.
“I guess there’s no harm. I've got nothing to hide but dropping the mister thing. I mean, I can't be any older than you; probably. how old are you, um, Twilight?"
"I'm 23; Applejack's actually 25; and Bloom over there is 10."
"Huh, I was wrong, I’m 26 at least, if our worlds had the same years, I'd be surprised, if they did, but let's leave it at that."
"Can I come to Miss Twilight?" said Applebloom. "I want to see what an alien's house is like.” Twilight prepared to say no, only to be met by the filly’s large, sad eyes.
Before Twilight could answer, August opted to speak for her.
"Eh, there shouldn’t be any harm," he said, getting up, picking her up with one hand, and setting her on his shoulder. Apple Bloom's tiny hoofs wrapped around his neck, and August stood right up, towering over Twilight.
"Wow, mister, you really are tall."
"I'd have to agree with Applebloom on that.” Twilight craned her neck up just to meet August’s eyes. “Are you average height for someone in your world?"
"Well, I'm about 6 feet tall, just a bit above average but not by much. Also should warn you, trailer’s a little messy since I wasn’t expecting guests." He drank the rest of the tea and set it back on the tray next to him. "Thank you for the tea, Ms. Smith; I appreciate it."
"Why thank you, young man. It's good to see there's still some youngins out there with some manners, even if he's an alien. If you do end up wanting to stay in the house, just let us know. It can't be too warm inside that metal thing, and the nights around here get a little cold."
August huffed. "That's why I have a heater, but I appreciate it. Would you like me to move it anywhere so it's not in your driveway, like behind the barn or something?"
Granny smiled again and said, "If you don't mind, youngin we'd appreciate it; don't wanna be scaring folks with that big thing now do we??"
August nodded his head and began to walk outside, having to duck his head as he walked out of the door frame. Little Applebloom was still clinging to his back.
"Hey, wait for me!" Twilight quickly ran after them, trying to keep up with August’s much longer strides. 
August went up to the side of his truck, waiting for Twilight to catch up.  The unicorn in turn found herself staring in awe at this impressive machine that was much larger than even him. Just looking at it made him stunned he apparently could move it around at his lesiure. His species must be years ahead of theirs. She was so lost and thought she epped and jumped when he set Applebloom down on her back.
"As much as I don't mind the piggyback ride there, kid, I kind of need to focus when I drive this thing, and I don't want you messing with me when I'm trying to drive it. You too should stand clear while I get this thing parked behind your barn, okay?" August said as he pulled out his he pulled out his keys and hopped in the car, slamming the door shut behind him. 
Twilight immediately backed up far away from it, not wanting to be anywhere near it when he started moving it.
As soon as she was clear, the engine roared to life, sounding like an angry beast, and what she could see through the glass was that August seemed totally calm about it. The car slowly began to move back, with the trailer still locked behind it. It was amazing as she saw him slowly move it behind the barn, unhook it, and then move the truck in next to it.
"All right, girls, you can come in now," he said, waving them over.
Twilight could still feel the vibrations from the truck and her bones. It was honestly terrifying that he used monster-like machines so normally, her legs were shaking as she got closer. 
Slowly, she was about to step foot into an alien's home, and she'd see things she never imagined. What would the inside look like? They have incredibly advanced technology and machines that could see the entirety of the world. Would they be able to fly?
"Welcome to Casa de August. Pardon the mess," he said, opening the door.
Twilight's smile grew as she stared inside. This was the start of a great series of discoveries and adventures.

	
		Chapter 3



As they entered the trailer, Twilight was expecting to see advanced technology, akin to something from one of the science fiction novels she’d often read. 
Shining walls, gleaming machines far beyond her imagination. Instead what she got was trash on the floor, dirty dishes in the sink, and stained clothes on the backs of furniture. 
Honestly, it was what she imagined Rainbow Dash’s house often looked like.
Still, despite the lack of hygiene, she still did recognize items in the room which looked similar to some items common in Ponyville but far more advanced looking. But again, she could not get over the fact that this ‘trailer’ was a mess. 
"Yeah, sorry about this; I wasn't exactly expecting company. "August said, quickly grabbing a magazine with a human female, dressed in little clothing. The sight merited a mixture of curiosity and suspicion from Twilight.
"I'm going to get a change of clothes and take a quick shower. Feel free to poke around. Just don't try to open that tall green safe over there. It's got some important and somewhat dangerous stuff in it. I don't want either of you messing with it." August pointed his arm towards the right side of the trailer, where the aforementioned safe could be seen. 
"What's in it, Mr. August?" said Apple Bloom, bouncing on the seat of the small dining table attached to the wall.
"Nothing you need to worry about now; just don't make a big mess…or a bigger mess then is already here, and no peeking at me, okay, Twilight? The last thing I want you to do is get in a free show,” August said with a bit of snark.
"I had no intention of peeping on you," said Twilight, looking offended and blushing slightly. “Even if I’m not exactly familiar with your people’s customs, I can tell that you value your privacy and respect that. 
"Uh huh, and you’re not gonna tell me you weren’t a little curious about human anatomy?" said August walking into the small side room.
Again Twilight looked offended at the insinuation, but made no attempt to argue as she heard a small click as the door locked, followed by a slight rumble as water began to flow through the trailer.
Taking another glance and wincing at the disheveled state of the trailer, Twilight's love for organization kicked in as went to tidy up, using her magic to pick up several pieces of clothing and push them into a basket that already had some clothes in it, assuming it was the dirty clothes. Yet, even as she set about such a mundane task, she couldn’t help but marvel a little at the trailer itself.
It was mostly a long tube with a bedroom in the back and a small kitchen dining room in the middle, with what looked like an office in the front with two black boxes on a desk. As Twilight stared at the various objects in the room, Apple Bloom busied herself poking into the cabinets above and below the sink.
Continuing to scan around, Twilight picked up several magazines, putting them into a stack on a table, one with a picture of something similar to what was on the back of his truck. However, for whatever reason she couldn’t make heads or tails of the writing on the page.
“It’s odd how we seem to speak the same language, but our written language is so different. I wonder how long it would take to understand his way of speaking given he uses phrases and sayings I've never heard before. I wonder what the etymology is behind them?” thought Twilight, staring at the magazine in her magic, lost in her own world.
Curiosity peaked, she looked inside another magazine, and this one had pictures of several different humans and outfits, possibly some kind of fashion magazine.
“Rarity would love to see this; perhaps she can make him some new clothes and even learn about the fashions from his world. She would probably faint at the sheer possibilities.” Twilight chuckled to herself as she continued to read through the magazine. 
Another picture was a large human male with dark skin and a shaved head, holding a tube with both hands, dust coming up around him and a flash of light coming from the end of the tube.
A click from behind her caught her attention and she turned around. August was stepping out of the shower, now dressed in denim pants and a piece of cloth only covering his chest. She then noticed what appeared to be a cutie mark on his shoulder that went down his arm.
"So humans get cutie marks too? Maybe our species aren't so different after all," Twilight said, studying the design trying to discern its meaning. Strangely it even had a deep scar going through part of it.
Apple Bloom raised her head and looked at him, noticing the mark on his shoulder.
"Wow, Mister, you got your cutie mark. How did you get it? What does it mean? What's your talent? Me and my friends have been trying to get cutie marks for a long time now, but no luck." rambled Apple Bloom bouncing on a chair. 
August just looked very confused and then looked at his shoulder, on which was a stylized burning sun with a star inside it, branches wrapping around his arm and highlighting several scars ending at his wrist.
"Uh sorry, what's a cutie mark?" he asked, looking very confused. "Cuz this ain't it; it's a tattoo." August said, turning around to show them the design on the back.
"What's a tattoo?" asked Apple Bloom stepping on to the counter to have a closer look
"A tattoo is…" August trailed off for a minute, thinking about how best to explain. "A tattoo is basically ink that's injected into my skin. Kind of like a painting on my body. Humans get these done for many reasons, but most of them are because they either have a meaning to them or they think they look cool. They use a special kind of needle and ink to put them in our skin, and it doesn't fade away.” 
His explanation seemed to make the little filly turn green at the idea of needles and ink, which made him chuckle a little at the youthful innocence. “ again, what's a cutie mark?" said August now genuinely curious.
Twilight however, didn’t seem to hear him, too zeroed in on the intricate tattoos on his body.
"Fascinating. I've heard about these, although not here in Equestria; they're mostly popular with griffins and zebras. Not a lot of ponies actually know what a tattoo is, so I'm not surprised you don't know Apple Bloom. And as for what a cutie mark is." Twilight turned around, pointing to her flank. "A cutie mark is special marking a pony gets when they realize what their special talent is, what they're meant to do, and what they enjoy most in life. For myself, I enjoy magic. Generally fillies like Apple Bloom don’t have them yet until they too realize what their special talent is." Said Twilight enjoying the feeling of exchanging knowledge.
Now it was August’s turn to look impressed…ignoring the somewhat awkward part that seeing the mark required looking at a pony’s backside. 
"Wow. It must be nice having a magical mark that lets you know what you’re meant to do with your life. Us humans haven’t got anything like that, heck a lot of us go through our whole lives without figuring out what our purpose is. Though I can't say I’m personally crazy about the idea," Said August picking Apple Bloom up off the counter, the filly still staring at the tattoos on his body.
"Wouldn't getin poked by all of those needles really hurt mister, and you wouldn't want to get a mark?" asked Apple Bloom looking very confused at the idea of someone not wanting a cutie mark.
"Don't get me wrong; a lot of people probably would, and it’d make a lot of things easier back home, but personally, I like the idea that you can change what you're meant to do. And it didn't really hurt that much; it kind of just felt like someone was poking me with a pencil over and over again." Said August waving his hand in the air.
"Ooh, maybe I can ask Applejack if I can get one; I'm going to go ask her right now!" said Apple Bloom running out of the trailer back towards the farmhouse before Twilight could stop her.
“Oh I’m probably gonna get an earful from her sister for that,” August snickered and watched her run out. "Is she always like that? Seems very excitable, even for a kid."
Twilight just sighed and looked up with a tired smile. "She and her friends cause more chaos in this town than anypony in town trying to get their marks. And trust me, I’ve seen my share of chaos.”"
"You'll have to tell me about that someday, but come on, let's get going. Oh, hold on one second." August went to the green safe up against the wall, punched in a code, and opened it, revealing many different-looking tools inside, some of which looked like ones from the magazine. He grabbed one that was attached to a belt and hooked it around his pants.
"What are you grabbing that for?" Twilight said, watching as August strapped it to his pants.
"Force a habit, and you can never be too careful. Now tell me, Twilight, how far away is this town of yours?" asked August, holding the door open for Twilight.
"It's maybe a half-hour walk. Why?" Twilight said as the pair walked out the door.
"How do you feel about making that 5 minutes?" August pointed to the motorcycle on the bed of the truck.
"What do you mean by that?" Twilight said, sounding a little worried and taking a few steps back.
"What I mean is, how would you like to be the first pony to ride a motorcycle?" said August as he jumped into the bed of his truck and began unbuckling the motorcycle.
"Come on, Twilight, it'll be fun. We'll make one hell of an entrance, and like I said, it'd be a new experience. You'd be the first pony ever to ride a motorcycle. Think of all the data you'll be able to collect on it, and trust me, there's nothing like riding one," August beamed with gusto, standing the bed of the truck.
"Are you sure that thing is safe?" Twilight asked, looking up at him hesitantly.
"It's perfectly safe as long as you do as I say. Admittedly, my helmet won't fit you cause of your horn, so you'll just have to close your eyes and hang on tight. Still, you don’t have to worry, I ride this thing all the time, and I've never gotten hurt, and you're not driving it, so it should be fine."
"Should be?" asked Twilight, her voice raising a few points, and a bit of nervous sweat forming. 
August kicked the rim down, rolled down his motorcycle, and sat on it.
“Come on, it'll be fun, and who knows, if I want to make a good first impression on all these little ponies and your town, I might as well make a big entrance. Plus, my motorcycle is probably better…." August taps the sides of the vehicle. "Then the truck."
“Well… Is it going to be fast and as loud as your... truck?” asked Twilight, still mentally weighing her options, though did somewhat agree a smaller vehicle was likely to cause less panic.  
“Loud? Not as much as the truck, and it is a lot faster, but I won't go that fast since it's your first time on one.”
August sat on the bike, waiting for Twilight's decision. His arms were crossed in front of his chest. Twilight wasn't quite sure what to make of this. She didn't quite like the look on his face; it looked too much like Rainbow or Pinkie when they were about to pull one of their pranks. Still, she was wondering what it would be like to ride this machine. It's true; she would be the first pony ever to ride one. 
Her natural curiosity and her intelligence/self preservation were arguing, and she wasn't quite sure which one to listen to. August watched with a grin on his face as the Twilight paced back and forth on the ground in front of him. She was muttering to herself, and he could pick out every other word.
“All the possibilities... it could be dangerous... but at the same time...” were just some of the phrases he picked out from the endless stream coming from her.
August sighed and kept watching her pace. Perhaps he pushed her a bit too far, but at the same time, he really wanted to see her freak out on a motorcycle. Plus, it would be quite the power trip to roll into town on his bike, a town where no one had seen a motorcycle before, and he'd be able to get a drink faster. This hangover was still driving him crazy, and he was wondering if he had time to go back inside and get his flask. 
Just as he was about to, Twilight stopped pacing and stood right in front of him. She looked like she just ate a lime. Her lips were puckered and her eyes were slits.
"August, if you're sure this machine is safe, then I will trust you in the name of science. I will ride with you, but please just take it slow." Twilight asked, her eyes pleading. 
August smiled and sat on the bike, patting the seat behind him.
“Sure, Twilight. I promise I won't go too fast. Just be sure you hang on tight. The last thing I want is for you to tumble off this thing. I won't lie. If you do, you're probably going to end up with more than a couple bruises.” said August patting the seat behind him.
Twilight gulped, walked forward, and tried to sit on the seat. It was a little awkward considering how tall he was compared to her and how the seat was designed, but after a minute, she managed to get up there and wrap her arms around him as tightly as she could. August grunted as she squeezed around his throat.
“Be careful there scaredy cat. I need to breathe," August said, lowering her house a bit further down his body around his chest.
“Alright, you're ready." August asked, turning his head.
“No, but do it anyway,” said Twilight, holding tight and with her eyes closed.
“Alright, then hold on tight.”
August turned the keys in the ignition, and the engine roared to life. He revved it a few times, making sure Twilight was firmly wrapped around him. Then, again slowly, he began driving forward, gently going faster. 
In a matter of seconds he waved as he passed by Sweet Apple Acres and Apple Bloom. She was standing in the doorway with a slightly angry-looking Applejack. August quickly peeled out of the driveway before she could say anything to him. 
As they rode, Twilight had very mixed feelings. He was going faster and faster, which was only making her more nervous. It was an odd feeling to ride this machine. She could feel the rumbling beneath her and the trees whizzing by.
“This must be how pegasi feel when they fly” Twilight thought.
August shouted over the sound of the wind. “You are ready to go faster.”
“What?” said Twilight, not being able to hear over the wind.
“I'll take that as a yes.”
August rocketed forward on the machine, quickly followed by Twilight yelling behind him. Of course, he simply laughed, enjoying the sensation as he pushed on. He always loved riding this bike. It was worth all the time and money he had put into it and the electric engine on it. Without it, he probably wouldn't be able to drive it here, and he relied on all the equipment he had to live off the grid. He's basically doing that now. 
Twilight was still yelling as he enjoyed being lost in his own thoughts, only making out every fifth word or so. Quickly though he started to slow down, spotting buildings in the distance over a hill.
“Is that the town?” August said he stopped at the top of it.
Twilight was very frazzled, and her hair was a mess. She was gritting her teeth, and had her eyes closed, but when she felt they had stopped, she opened her eyes. After taking a few calming breaths to stop herself from shaking, she nodded.
"Yeah, that’s Ponyville; my home is in the middle of town, more or less. It’s the Golden Oaks Library; you can't miss it.”
August nodded and began to roll down the hill and drive into town.
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Rainbow Dash was enjoying her day. She had finished her work early since the town was only scheduled to be slightly cloudy. Thus she was free to indulge in her favorite pastime outside of flying…napping. 
Quietly she slept atop a cloud just above Ponyville, the warm feeling of the sun against her fur and the relative peace of the town below providing the perfect balance for a restful sleep. It would’ve likely lasted well into the afternoon…only for her ear to perk up.
Groaning a little she turned her head to try and block the sound out, only for it to steadily get louder, prompting the pony to use her hooves to push parts of the cloud into her ears. 
This proved truly futile as again the sound only got even louder, to the point where even the cloud couldn’t drown it out. 
Her magenta eyes opened angrily, as she raised her neck up with a groan and looked over for the source. Immediately her eyes shifted to the direction the sound was coming from, yet all her eyes could spot was a rather large dust cloud. 
Whatever it was, it was pretty big and pretty fast. Even at just a glance she could tell it would arrive in town in less than a minute. 
Now awake and on high alert,  Rainbow Dash rocketed towards town, a rainbow trail behind her.
“HEY EVERYPONY, CLEAR THE STREETS, QUICK! SOMETHINGS HEADED THIS WAY!” Rainbow Dash shouted, flying from one end of town to another in mere moments.
Several ponies immediately noted the sound and started running about, many fleeing into nearby homes and buildings for shelter. 
Rarity, hearing the commotion, stuck her head out of her sewing room window and waved Rainbow Dash down. “Rainbow Dash, darling, what is going on? What are you bellowing about so early in the morning?” 
“Something's heading towards the town and coming in hot. And whatever it is, it's kicking up a crazy huge dust cloud.” said Rainbow Dash, flapping her wings to stay eye level with Rarity.
"Oh, sweet Celestia, do you think it's another stampede?” asked Rarity, eyes widening in fear. Memories still fresh from the last one.
“Not sure. It looks like just one creature, but it's coming in fast and loud. We better brace ourselves and be ready for anything." Rainbow Dash said as a rumbling, growling sound could be heard getting closer by the second. 
Quickly Dash flew up higher, preparing to get moving. 
“Meet me down in front of town; we'll try to hold it off until Twilight gets back from Sweet Apple Acres. She’s gotta have heard this thing coming by now. Heck, she's probably chasing after it.”
Nodding, Rarity closed the window and quickly headed downstairs. Rainbow Dash went ahead and arrived at the entrance of town in seconds. Almost immediately she quickly gathered up some clouds, placing them near the entrance. 
Thanks to her innate magic, if she needed to she could either shock whatever was coming with some lightning or wash it out with rain. Either way, she wasn’t gonna make this easy for whatever was coming, as she eyed the dust cloud in the distance.
- Scene Change -
With Ponyville in view, August slowly applied pressure to the break, allowing their pace to also gradually decrease. Sadly it was a little hard to see everything perfectly due to the insane amount of dust they’d kicked up.
Kind of a fun reminder for August that he currently wasn’t on a paved road of any kind. 
Still he was able to see enough to know they were close and finally allow the bike to come to a complete stop.
August turned off the keys in the ignition and stood up, Twilight still hanging on to his back, like a koala to a tree. Honestly the visual of her clinging to him as tightly as possible was honestly pretty hilarious, though he decided to keep that to himself, for now at least.
"Wow, you really are light. You know that" said August as he plucked the still jittering pony off and put her down on the ground as gently as he could. Twilight then proceeded to collapse, her legs shaking from the vibrations of the motorcycle…or her frayed nerves hard to tell.
Regardless the poor pony looked utterly drained, eyes half lidded, chest rapidly expanding and sweat dripping from her brow. Reminded him of someone just after they rode a rollercoaster for the first time. 
"That was much more stressful than I thought. How do you do that all the time?" Twilight asked, gasping for air and slowly trying to stand back up, only for her still wobbling legs to keep her grounded.
"You get used to it after a while. Besides, that was just a 5-minute ride. I've been on this thing for hours at a time. So…" August trailed off, looking around, "Where is everyone?"
Twilight, taking another minute to properly get feeling back in her legs, looked at him and then proceeded to look around town. None of the shops were being manned, and all the windows and doors were closed. She let out a sigh as she remembered something similar happening not too long ago with Zecora.
"They must have heard us coming. The ponies here are nice but a little skittish. Especially when something or someone unusual comes into town," she said, putting on a half-smile and looking apologetic to the human.
"I'll try not to take offense to that," he said. "Here, let me…"
August didn't get to finish his sentence as he reached down towards Twilight. He was tackled by a blue blur and went with it, skidding to the ground. 
Twilight gasped when she saw it was Rainbow Dash trying to wrestle August to the ground, but she was not having much luck. The much larger August was on top of her, with one hand holding down one of her wings, the other wing smacking him in the side, and his other hand around her throat, his large palm covering most of her thin neck.
“What the hell is this, you little...”
August was interrupted yet again, this time by a blast to the face by Pinkie’s Party Cannon, sending him off Rainbow Dash and landing in a basket of fruit.
The young man was stunned, ears ringing from the sudden shock as he tried to move. Rarity came from an alley and used her magic to tie a rope around him before August could regain his senses and lifted him into the air above them.
"Twilight, darling, are you alright? This ruffian didn’t hurt you, did it?” said Rarity as she helped Twilight stand up and brush the dirt off her.
“Let him down Rarity; he's not going to hurt us,” said Twilight, looking at her with an angry expression, leaving the posh pony surprised while August continued to attempt to break free.
“I wouldn't be so sure about that. I might punch the pink one shooting me in the face with….I’m hoping for whipped cream.”
“It’s actually homemade buttercream icing with a hint of marshmallow.” Pinkie said rather proudly, not the least bothered by the threat. 
Curious, August’s tongue popped out and sampled the cream still on his face. “Huh, yeah I can actually tell, pretty good…but I've still got a bone to pick with the blue one that sucker punched me," August bluntly said as he was hanging upside down, bits of icing and confetti stuck to him.
Twilight rolled her eyes and overrode Rarity's magic with her own, setting August down and untying him. The still dazed human staggered a bit, but straightened up and brushed the confetti off his shoulder. 
As Rainbow approached, he reached for his belt and drew his tool off, looking angry at her and Pinkie as they approached.
“Take one more step and al blow a hole right through one of your legs,” August said, pointing the tool at them.
Panicking, Twilight ran between them and looked at them both. “August! Girls! Calm down; no more fighting from any of you!”
Neither party seemed ready to back down, forcing Twilight to grab the tool out of August’s hand with her magic, roughly pulling it from his hands, and his eyes went wide.
"NO! DON’T! IT MIGHT GO OFF!“ He shouted, and a loud bang could be heard all around town. Birds flew out of trees, squirrels and other small animals scattered. The four ponies hit the ground and stayed down, not getting up until the ringing in their ears stopped.
Twilight and Rainbow Dash both slowly got up and shook their heads, their ears still ringing, Pinkie hiding behind her canon along with Rarity.
“WHAT WAS THAT?” Shouted Twilight, still not being able to hear herself.
“WHAT?” said Rainbow Dash, rubbing her ears.
“AUGUST? WHAT WAS THAT?" Twilight looked over at where August was, only to see that he wasn't there. She turned her head only to see August crouching over Pinkie Pie, his hands pressing down on her leg. He had ripped a part of his shirt off and was using it to tie a strip of fabric around her leg, most of the rest was pressed down lower to her hoof. The fabric was slowly being stained red. 
His face was hard, but calm and focused. Pinkie conversely was whimpering and crying. Her hair had gone straight, and she looked pale. All Rainbow Dash and Twilight could do was stare at them frozen at the sight of the blood coming from their friend.
August said something to Pinkie, and she nodded. He picked her up in his arms, held her close to his chest, and ran to Twilight and said something to her; she couldn't hear him the first time. To her, his voice sounded muffled and far away as her hearing returned. All she could focus on was the blood slowly dripping onto the ground. 
"Twilight! Snap out of it!” August shouted at her, snapping his fingers in her face.  “Do you have a first aid kit at your house?”
"I…I ye…yes, I do,” She nodded, her mind recovering from the shock, though her eyes refused to leave the growing blood on the ground.
"Good, now all of you follow me.” he said, running towards the library.
In shock, both Rainbow Dash and Twilight followed him, Rarity similarly following, not saying a word as they ran ahead when they reached the front door. August barely stopped, kicked the door in, rushing in and set Pinkie down on an empty table as gently as he could.
"Twilight, listen to me get the first aid kit, some clean towels, and boil some water. OK?” August said. his voice was calm and level, but he spoke with a tone that left no room for argument. It reminded Twilight of Princess Celestia. 
Twilight nodded quickly running upstairs while Rainbow Dash ran into the kitchen to get the water and towels.
In less than a minute, Twilight was back with the kit, Dash with the water in hoof, which Twilight immediately brought to a boil with her magic.
August opened the first aid kit, grabbed what was needed, seeing the gloves in the kit were both too small and lacked fingers, took a deep breath and put his hands into the boiling water, pain on his face from the intense heat, and started working on Pinkie Pie.
“We got lucky it didn't hit anything important. The bullet didn't go too deep from the looks of things. I have to get the bullet out and stop the bleeding. This is going to hurt, ok?”
August looked at Pinkie, and she nodded, fighting back against the tears still in her eyes. August grabbed a bottle of disinfectant from the kit, opened, smelled it, poured some on a cloth, and pressed on to the wound. Pinkie flinched and cried out, but August held her still.
“You two hold her down. I need her to be still for me to stitch her up.” August said, his hands held up to keep them as sterile as he could
"Wait, why should we listen to you?” asked Rainbow Dash glaring at him "Why should you do this and not a doctor at the hospital."
Her comment was interrupted by Rarity, having finally caught up and was panting in the doorway, covered in sweat and her makeup running, struggling to get a word in.
“How…is…Pinkie?”
As if fate was deciding to have a laugh, her question was then interrupted by the sound of another person walking down the nearby stairs. 
"Twilight? What's going on? What's all the noise?" said Spike coming down the stairs, rubbing sleep out of his eyes.
August, ignoring everything else going on, just turned his head and glared at Rainbow Dash, his eyes hard.
“Listen to me. Your doctors here don’t know how to treat bullet wounds and I went to med school for years. So unless you want your friend to bleed out, do as I say and hold her down now. You... white one," he pointed at Rarity blood on his hand. "Take the kid upstairs and keep him there. Kids don’t need to see this much blood.”
Looking a little queasy at the blood, Rarity nodded as she walked past him, nodding, putting a hoof on Spike, and walked up the stairs with him. “Come on, Spike, we need to give them some space.”
Spike, by now fully awake and viewing the situation, was wide-eyed and said nothing as they went up the stairs into the bedroom, closing the door behind them.
"And this wouldn't have happened if Twilight hadn't tried to grab my gun out of my hand." said August, eyes locked on Twilight, who shrunk under his gaze, truly feeling like she was dealing with a disappointed Celestia. 
"Rainbow, listen to him; he doesn't want to hurt her, and if he has medical training, we may not have a better option.” said Twilight bracing herself for the task at hoof.
"Fine, but one wrong move, and I’m bucking you in the face,” said Rainbow Dash holding Pinkie Pies front hoofs.
August nodded, and as Rainbow and Twilight held Pinkie down. Quickly, Twilight cast a spell on her leg, to numb the pain as best she could, though sadly she had little experience with medical spells. 
Fishing through the kit, August pulled out a pair of tweezers along with a needle and thread, lightly pouring alcohol on them. The other two ponies in the room were only able to hold their breath and pray to Celestia that their friend would be alright. Twilight spent the entire time blaming herself for her friend getting hurt.
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August let out a deep breath as he closed the final stitch and set the bloody needle down. Despite a rough start, his medical training had come back to him without a problem and the operation, as rudimentary as the tools had been, was a success. Shockingly, he was even able to keep his hands from shaking the entire time.
Frankly if he was being honest, the hardest part was keeping his eyes on the wound and not on the crying pink pony. Something about seeing her in pain and crying her eyes out felt so wrong for some reason. 
“Okay, she should be fine. I got the bullet out and stopped the bleeding. We got lucky; if it had hit any farther to the left it might have hit a major artery. All that blood was from muscle damage, but she should recover with time. And if you guys are as hearty as horses in my world she will be ok.” August’s voice was tired and his hands were starting to shake as he spoke while he tried to wipe the blood off his hands with one of the towels. 
Rainbow Dash and Twilight let go of Pinkie Pie; she had passed out not long after the operation had begun and her breathing was slow and deep, tear stains still visible on her cheeks.
Rainbow Dash sat on the ground, and Twilight let out a deep breath and stared at August as he washed off the blood on his hands.
Twilight couldn't believe what had just happened; her friend had gotten hurt, partially thanks to her, and this human had saved her. She was about to speak up when Rainbow Dash beat her to the punch.
“Just  want to say that was awesome, but... how did you know how to do that, and what is that thing?” She asked, pointing to the weapon on his hip, flinching a little at the sight of it given what just happened. 
“When did he pick it up?” Thought Twilight her eyes glued to the powerful weapon on his hip.
“I spent a long time in medical school; I didn't graduate for reasons I don’t feel like getting into,, but I did learn enough to save a life when I had to. As for this” August tapped the weapon on his hip. “It’s what’s known as  a gun. Kind of like a miniature cannon that fires small, metal projectiles at high speed. People use it for self-defense in my world, it’s obviously pretty dangerous.”
Both ponies’s eyes widened at the description, looking at the item with greater trepidation. 
“And you’re okay just carrying it around like that?” Twilight asked, now wanting to lock the weapon up in a safe or something to avoid such a problem. 
August simply pulled the gun out and held it sideways, pointing to a small button on the side. “Don’t worry. This button here is called the safety, and when it’s pushed in, the gun can’t fire.” To prove his point he lightly squeezed the trigger, which refused to move. “Plus I also took the magazine out…that’s where projectiles are stored. So it’s nothing but a hunk of metal now.”
Explanation given, August put the gun on the table and stepped back, the two ponies also taking a step back despite the warning. August in turn raised his hands in the air and a genuinely sad look on his face.
“I swear, I didn't mean for this to happen. Yes, I probably should’ve left it behind, but I was just trying to... I just... wanted to protect myself.” August shuddered, sat down, held his head in his hands, and shook himself, slowly pacing around the room
“This is all so crazy. There I am getting hammered in a field and the next day, I'm in fucking magical pony land. And then as if that wasn’t enough on the first day, I shot one of the first ones I met.” August looked about ready to bash his head against a nearby wall but stopped short and simply looked at Twilight with remorse plastered all across his face. “I am so so sorry Twilight.”
Stunned and a little overwhelmed, Twilight looked from August to Pinkie and back again.
“It's not entirely your fault August, if I had just waited for you to lower your ...... gun… instead of just grabbing it, this wouldn't have happened. But you did save Pinkie's life, and I would like to believe you're being honest so let's put this behind us and….”
Before Twilight could finish, Pinkie’s eyes snapped open before she jumped up from behind Twilight and landed on August's lap, warping her forelegs around his neck, and kissed him, a pink lipstick mark left behind on his cheek. She was still pale but her mane had regained its curls and she had a small but pained smile on her face.
"Twilight, don’t be so cold to Auggie; he’s sorry and he saved me like in one of Rarity's sappy books, and I don’t mind, of course, as long as he carries me around awhile, I’d say we about even." Pinkie pressed her face close to August's and looked at Twilight with her big blue eyes and pouted.
August was too stunned to move as this Pinkie Pie landed on him, and he was left wondering how she was awake and could move so much after losing so much blood.
Also she smelled like cotton candy and cake now that she was so close to him…weird. 
“PINKIE!” Shouted Rainbow Dash. “Don’t do that! You might hurt yourself more!” Rainbow Dash said as she flew over to Pinkie and August, trying to pry her off him, only to succeed in making Pinkie’s limbs stretch out instead.
It was at this point Rarity, Spike holding on tight to her back, small sobs coming from him, came down the stairs.
“Girls! Is Pinkie alright? Why are you shouting?” Her mane was frazzled, and her eyes were red and puffy, much the same as Spike’s, his green eyes framed by red veins. The fashionista let out a sigh of relief as she saw Pinkie Pie holding on tight to August, her body stretching and August's eyes wide in shock.
The display actually got a restrained chuckle from the posh pony, happy to see things had returned to some normality. 
Of course, with all this insanity going on something had to give, in this case, August since he was getting pulled with Pinkie and didn’t have anything to keep him in place.
One more pull from Dash caused August to fall as Pinkie held onto him, landing flat on his stomach, Pinkie slipping out from under him yet still holding on. 
Things were quiet for a moment, but August started laughing, his deep voice filling the room. The girls, besides Pinkie who joined in the laughter, stared at him as he wiped tears from his eyes.
“Why are we laughing?” asked Pinkie, tilting her head while sitting on August’s chest.
“I'm laughing because it just hit me. This whole situation is completely nuts. I have a talking pink pony on my chest that can apparently stretch like bubblegum. That one,” he pointed to Twilight, “Is fucking magic.” He pointed to Rainbow Dash. “She can fly. And I just did minor surgery on you after I shot you when she pulled my gun out of my hand WITH GODDAME TELEKINESIS. And now all I want is a stiff drink and hopefully forget some of what’s just happened as I’m not sure how much more my brain can handle.”
August softly laughed and covered his eyes, a thin line of tears running down his face as he did so. Pinkie was the first to do anything; she laid down on top of him, hugging his head into her chest fluff, patting the top of his head.
“I'm not as good at this as Fluttershy, but I can still help you when your all frownie wownies, so just let it out; it's going to be okay, Auggie." Pinkie held his head into her chest fluff, and after a few painful sobs, stopped crying and sat up, Pinkie still in his lap.
"Thanks, um, Pinkie? I needed that. The whole weight of everything just finally hit me I guess.”
August sat up a little, adjusting Pinkie to keep her comfortable as he once again looked at his surroundings.  “I’m really not in my world. By all accounts I should be having a panic attack or suffering some kind of existential crisis, nevermind the whole talking pony thing…, honestly I’m a mix of relived and something I’m not sure of.”
That made him chuckle again, though it was a little more bitter than happy. “Truth is,I always wanted to get away from my world. Get away from so much. And now that I have, I can't tell if I miss them or if I’m relieved. I never have to face them again.” Said August wiping tears from his eyes, still processing everything that had happened.
“Umm, who are they, darling?" asks Rarity, wiping her smeared makeup off, finally composed enough to enter the conversation proper.
“They,” August said as he stood up with Pinkie Pie in his arms, setting her on a chair, “Are…were my family, and I don’t know any of you well enough to get into that. At least not while sober." August closed the first aid kit and sat down on an open chair beside Pinkie Pie, who immediately latched herself to his arm.
Twilight sighed and teleported the first aid kit and dirty tools away, walking closer to August and setting her hoof on his knee. August’s hands were still shaking and he was still coated in sweat.
“If you don’t want to talk about it, that’s fine. We’re all privy to secrets. However,  we do need to talk about a lot.” 
August nodded as Twilight seemed to enter lecture mode, sitting up and pulling out a notepad. “First topic: why did you feel the need to bring a weapon with you? I promise you that you'd be safe here.” Twilight looked into his eyes; she could see he was tired in mind and body.
“Yeah…. Why did you need that gun thing? What did you expect from a fight or something?” asked Rainbow Dash, glaring lightly at August.
Rainbow Dash had not said a word during the surgery and had a little blood on one of her hoofs. Though things had calmed down and it was clear what happened was an accident, Dash was still looking at him with suspicion and a little anger. Her wings were open and tensed, ready to shoot her forward and ram into August if he made the wrong move.
August let out a deep breath and tapped the gun on the table with one hand. “I have been on the run for years now, always looking over my shoulder. Always had the thought: is today the day my family comes for me.  I won't lie It made me paranoid, and besides, look at it from my point of view. I’m in a strange world, surrounded by strange talking animals…no offense, who also have magic powers. I’m kind of on edge, and my gun wouldn't have gone off if Twilight hadn't grabbed it out of my hand.”
Twilight winced a little at the reminder, but acknowledged her own misstep. 
August put his head in his hands and shook it back and forth. Groaning as he did so. ”This damn hangover is not helping my mood. Sorry if I'm a little rude right now.”
“I say we lock’em up and get rid of that gun thing,” said Rainbow Dash pointing a hoof at the lone human.
“Rainbow!” shouted Twilight. “That’s a little extreme, don’t you think? He is right. This is very stressful for all of us right now, but I know that if he actually wanted to hurt us, he could have. Think about it, he was alone with me and did nothing but tease me, no worse than you do.”
Rainbow Dash grunted and sat on the ground. As she sat, she noticed the blood on her hoofs, her face twisted in disgust and zipped to the bathroom and back to clean them off before coming back out in seconds.
“I don’t know Twilight; are you sure that he's safe?” asked Rainbow Dash shaking the water from her hoofs onto the floor of the library, much to Twilight’s annoyance.
It was at this point that Rarity walked up to August, moved his hands away from his eyes, and looked deep into his pale blue eyes.
"Darling, be honest now, ok?” She said gently.
August nodded, his eyebrow raised.
“Do you want to hurt us if we promise not to hurt you?” Rarity asked, staring deeply into him.
"No,” August said without hesitation. “I only had that gun with me out of habit and a bit of paranoia. I mean it, when I say this, I never wanted to hurt her... , not that much at least.” They all looked at him with shock and fear at that.
“What?” he asked, quickly holding his hands up. “She shot me with a cannon. That fucking hurt.” August said, rubbing his bruised chest. 
The group had the decency to look a little sheepish at forgetting such a detail. 
“Oppise,” said Pinkie Pie, rubbing the back of her head. “Sorry about that, Auggie. I thought you were a big meanie who wanted to hurt Twilight. But hay, I'd say we're even now.” Pinkie waved her wrapped hoof in the air. “And if I forgive you, then you have to do the same too Dashie.”
“But..but he..he can't just." Rainbow Dash stutters as Rarity picks up August’s torn and bloody shirt trying to ignore the blood. 
Pinkie Pie looked at Rainbow Dash with big eyes and trembling lips. “Oh, fine, but if he makes one bad move, I’m going to buck him in the face.” Rainbow Dash stared hard at him. “Got that?”
However, he threat didn’t seem to get the reaction she expected as August looked both confused and a little weirded out. 
“What?”
“I’m sorry, you’re gonna what my face?” August asked, dreading what exactly that meant. Thankfully Twilight was quick to clear things up.
“She means kick you in the face.” 
August chuckled and nodded. "Don’t threaten me with a good time tomboy. But you're not taking my guns, got that? If this place is really magic, I need something to level the playing field, got it?” He met Rainbow Dash's glare with his own. His small eyes were intense and steady.
Rainbow Dash her face red, either from anger or embarrassment at being called tomboy, hard to tell. “Fine. Come on, Pinkie, let's get you looked at by Redheart." Rainbow Dash picked Pinkie Pie up and started to fly out the door.
“But Dashie, I want Auggie to carry me,” she said. August got up and followed after them, holding his arms out. 
“I said I would, and I will. Besides, I need to get my bike anyway; I don’t want to leave it in the middle of town.”
“NO!!” shouted Rainbow Dash and Twilight at the same time.
Twilight spoke first: “You should stay here for the time being, August. I will get your... bike myself, just wait here for me, ok?”
“You don’t want me to scare the town anymore, huh?” August put his arms down and looked at her. Not looking surprised at her request.
Twilight, her head down, pawed at the floor of the library and said nothing.
“Hey, I get it. After that entrance, last thing I wanna do is cause a panic or something.  And as for you,” he said, looking at Pinkie Pie and Rainbow Dash, his eyes softening. “Good looking out for your friend. Keepin her safe, huh?”
Rainbow Dash nodded, and so did August as he sat down, rubbing his chest, a new bruise forming in the shape of a hoof.
This was the point that all gathered in the room truly looked at him and his body. He was covered in bruises, scars old and new, a few stitches ,and underneath it all firm muscle. 
Rainbow was the least surprised having had similar injuries herself at one point. Twilight’s and Rarity’s eyes went wide in shock and Spike let out a small breath.
“I will make it up to you later, Pinkie. Treat you to dinner at my place or something, ok?” August suggested nodding towards the pink mare being carried pretending not to notice their reactions.
The Equestriennes in the room regained their senses as August and Pinkie Pie spoke.
"Hummmmmmm, okie dokie." Said Pinkie Pie. “Rainbow Dash away!!!!”
Rainbow Dash rolled her eyes and flew out the door.
“I will be right back. Don’t go anywhere, ok?” said Twilight, staring towards the door with a worried glance back at August’s body, wondering how she had not noticed all his injuries before.
August held his hands out. “Where am I going?” He chuckled, “My bike is over 500 pounds by the way. Don’t hurt your back.”
Twilight rolled her eyes and said, “I can lift well over that in my field; don’t worry. Rarity, keep an eye on him and Spike for me, ok?”
"Oh, of course, darling. I wanted to have a little chat with our guest anyway.” She trailed off, looking back at August’s shirt.
“Ok then” Twilight walked out the door, looking back at them. “Have fun,” she said, and left the three of them alone.
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The room was completely quiet; none of them said a word—that is, until a stomach in the room growled, breaking the silence like glass.
“Do either of you guys know how to cook? Because I can make some mean pancakes. That’s a thing here, right?” August asked, trying to break the ice.
“Twilight has some mix in the kitchen if you want to use it.” said Spike, pointing a claw toward the open doorway.
“Ok then. You want to help out, kid? I have a feeling you don’t have an electric stove.” asked August, standing up.
“My name is Spike, not a kid.” Spike said, following him in. 
“Oh, darlings, try not to make a mess, will you?” said Rarity, following them into the kitchen, still floating August’s shirt with her.
As August walked into the kitchen, he was surprised to see that it looked almost as modern as the ones in his world. But as he looked closer at the appliances, he saw that none of them were plugged in anywhere. They all had glowing symbols printed on them, and the overhead lights were just large crystals.
“Okay, a little weird, but I can work with this." August said as he walked over to a rack on the wall and grabbed some glass bottles.
“Spices right?” August asked, holding up one with green leaves in it.
“Yup.” said Spike, getting the eggs and milk out of the fridge.
With that, August and Spike got to work. Rarity was sitting at the table, examining August’s shirt, trying to look past the damage. 
She was going over how his body moved, the stitching of his pants, and what was left over of his shirt; the patterns they were made of were completely different than a pony’s and would need a different range of movement. Even with this one being ruined and blood-covered, Rarity could learn from them and make something fabulous.
“It would be a wonderful challenge to make clothes for him, even if he would be the only one that could wear my fabulous creations,” Rarity thought, paying close attention to how August moved as he worked. Closing her eyes, as she goes over various possible designs in her head.’
The sheer number of possibilities. An entirely new type of fashion, a potential goldmine of creativity. It was practically intoxicating to consider. 
“You know, it's kind of creepy how you keep staring at my shirt like that.” August said, setting a plate down, piled high with fluffy pancakes.
Eyes wide, Rarity jumped when August and Spike pulled up chairs beside her. Pushing a plate with a few towards her.
Shaken but now aware of how she’d come across, Rarity quickly bowed her head in shame. “I do apologize if my behavior seemed unsightly, but you must understand, as a seamstress, examining and preparing clothing for an entirely new species is well….exciting for me.”
August thought about it and shrugged. Heck it did make a weird kind of sense. Though raising that little complaint earned him an annoyed glare from Spike.
"Hey, don’t call Rarity creepy,” said Spike, dropping rubies on his pancakes.
“What else would you call that? She was staring at my shirt the entire time, and its soaked in blood.” August watched in shock as Spike crunched the gems in his mouth.
“Though, now that I can ask ... what are you anyway?” August said, biting into his own pancake.
“I'm a dragon,” said Spike, his mouth full of gem shards.
“Really? Funny, We have stories about them in my world, pretty popular subjects actually. Though, they are more the burn a city to the ground type, not the make pancakes and snack on jewels type.” said August, eating his own food with a large amount of blueberries on top.
"Well, I've burned some furniture before, but not a city. That’s more of an adult dragon thing, though if that’s ever happened I’ve never heard of it,” Spike said, his mouth half full.
August and Spike went on like this as they ate. Rarity bit into her own, her eyes going wide at the taste of them. Spike made good breakfast foods, but this was very different from his usual type. They had a slightly crisp edge to them and a soft, pillory center with a hint of fresh mint. They were soaking up the syrup just enough to add to them without becoming overly soaked.
“August, dear… How did you learn to cook like this?” Rarity asked, covering her mouth as she took another bite.
“Hmmm?” August turned his mouth full before quickly swallowing before he spoke. “You travel around a lot and pick up a few good recipes. Pancakes being a common one.” August continued eating, cleaning off his plate.
“So why do you keep staring at my shirt? It's not like I’m gonna be wearing it anymore, so if you want it, it's yours, but it's kinda soaked in your friends blood, soo?” August said his eyebrow raised, more than a little concerned at how unphased she was.
“O sorry, darling. I was simply studying the stitch work on it. Simple as it may be, I can't help but envision all the designs your kind must have. The thought alone is simply superb." 
Despite her praise she still held the shirt up again and winced a little at the sight of it. “Though, you are correct in that it is sadly unsalvageable. And while I would like to keep it for experimentation…the blood is admittedly too much to bear.”
Giving it one last look, Rarity floated the shirt over to a trash can, setting it inside. “I hope you’ll let me make you some new clothes, dear. I would love the challenge." Rarity said, fluttering her eyelashes at August, making it obvious it was more of a friendly demand than a request.
“I mean, I have plenty of clothes back at my trailer, but why not? I could use some new clothes anyway. Just be sure I can move around in them, and a pocket for a flask on the chest if ya can. And please, nothing crazy fancy like a suit. I have enough of those. Keep it casual please,” August said, waving his fork in the air. 
Even though he’d just met this pony, her accent and love of clothing made it obvious she was one of those high class fashion types. Kind of person who’d make some crazy expensive and borderline impractical outfit that might look great but is unwearable outside of formal events. 
“That will not be a problem, darling. Just be sure to come by my shop when you get the chance. I'm sure we could make something you would look marvelous in.” Rarity said she was cutting her food into small bites and eating them slowly.
"I’lll see when I can swing by, but I have a feeling I'm going to be on a short leash for a while.” August hummed. “I did hurt one of your friends after all, accident or not. Plus, I gotta meet this Princess like Twilight said. I'm going to be a busy man for a while.”
Rarity’s eyes widened, and she stood up, trotting in place. “If you are going to meet the Princesses, you simply must have the appropriate attire." 
Before August could protest, Rarity’s horn glowed a light blue, and a tape measure and notepad floated before her, quickly whizzing around August, warping around various parts of his body.
“Okay, clearly we need to work on boundaries at some point and have a decision about why you keep tying me up.” August muttered, not crazy about being tied up like this for the second time today. “But I already have a suit, even if it isn’t exactly in top condition. Though if you’re dead set on this and think you can get it done in a day, then I won’t stop you,” said August, his eyes following the tape measure as they flew around him.
“TOMMOROW!?” Rarity screeched, looking ready to have a panic attack. “This is simply the worst possible thing! I have to get started right away! Don’t get into any trouble now, boys!" Rarity shouted as she ran out of the kitchen just as Twilight came in, wiping sweat off her forehead.
“I put your bike out front August and calmed down the town a bit, so we shouldn't have to worry about an angry...” Twilight paused, and Rarity ran past her.
“Do have a nice night, Twilight. I have work to do.” said Rarity, not stopping as she went by.
Twilight narrowed her eyes at the two sitting at the table, Spike still eating his gem-topped pancakes and August pushing a plate towards her.
"Hey, I didn’t do anything besides make pancakes and get briefly tied up by your….very excitable friend," August said with a half smile on his face and his hands helping up in defense. “Spike said you like strawberries, right?” August glanced at Spike, who nodded.
Twilight sighed and sat down at the table. “I do.” And began to eat, smiling as she took her first bite. “Mmmm, is that mint?“ Twilight asked, her eyes lighting up with the flavor.
“Yup.” said August, getting up and putting his and Spike's plates in the sink to soak. He picked up one of the leftover rubies as he did so, sniffing it before trying to take a bite of it.
“Oh? Can humans eat gems too?” asked Twilight, her notepad floating beside her.
“If they can, I'm not sharing my turquoise.” Said Spike, holding a clear cookie-jar with the blue-green stones within.
“Don’t worry, Spike, pretty confident eating rocks would kill me…after breaking all of my teeth and jaw,” August said, tossing the gemstone at Spike, who let go of the cookie-jar to catch it. Just as it was about to hit the floor, Twilight caught it in her field, putting it back on the shelf as she finished her pancakes.
“Since we’re on the subject, what do humans eat then?” asked Twilight, motioning for August and Spike to follow her into the main room.
They all sat down around a low table with pillows around it. Twilight and Spike sitting next to each other on one side, and August across from them took the pillow and laid his head on top of the table with it.
“Well….. you guys have omnivores here, right?” asked August, opening one eye to look at them.
“What's that?” asked Spike chewing some leftover gems.
"Well, Spike” said Twilight, floating a book over. “An omnivore is an animal, usually in the middle or top of the food chain, very adaptable and feeds on many things. Like bears, they feed on plants and other ani….” Twilight paused and, with wide eyes, stared at August as he pulled his lips back to reveal sharpened canines.
“Yup…. I eat meat, and no, I’m not gonna eat you, Twilight, at least not without consent,” August teased and laid his head flat on the table.
“Why would Twilight consent to being eaten? That's just weird.” Said Spike, completely missing the context of the comment, which only made August smirk.
“Ask Twilight when your older. I'm sure it would be a nice lesson to go along with the birds and the bees. Right Twilight?” Teased August a smirk on his face. Twilight's face grew bright red.
“She’s way too easy to tease. Also that phrase is apparently used here too. Good to know” Thought August closing his eyes to try and ease his migraine. “Uggh, too much pain, think of clever jokes and nicknames later, after I get a drink.”
Twilight cleared her throat and tried to keep her voice level as she spoke, “Don’t worry about it, Spike. Back on topic, what kind of meat does your kind eat? Are you a major predator in your world?” Asked Twilight as she took notes.
“We are the dominant species on our planet, so yes. But not in the way that we're the strongest; we're the smartest. As you saw, we made weapons to beat what was bigger, stronger, and faster than us.” August paused to look at his gun, still on the other table. “Humans are very creative when we need to be.”
“I hate to imagine what kind of monsters your kind has to fight to have made such powerful weapons commonplace.” Twilight floated a piece of paper to Spike, who burned to a crisp with a breath of flame.
“You said you have stories of dragons in your world; are they not around anymore?” asked Spike, turning to look at August.
“Well….. dragons I’m pretty confident aren't real in my world. We just have a lot of old stories about them. Same goes for pegasi and unicorns. We have a lot of myths about them but almost no proof they were real, in most cases they were made up to explain shit people didn’t understand. Also, a lot of their stories don’t end well, so that might be a good thing.” August said he was sitting up and leaning on one hand.
“My turn to ask a question: What was the fire for?” August asked.
“Oh, that was Flame Sending. I just sent a letter to Princess Celestia about you and when we should come by.” said Twilight, pausing her writing.
“You have a line to your nation's ruler? Are you her kid or something?” asked August, raising an eyebrow at her.
“Oh no,” said Twilight, waving her hoof in the air and her eyes going wide. “I’m her student; she trained me on how to use magic since I was a foal.” Twilight said proudly, holding her hoof to her chest.
“Well, well, well, I didn't know I was in the company of someone with so close with royalty.” August said as he straightened up and pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket.
“Mind if I smoke in here?” Asked August holding up the pack.
“If those are cigarettes, I would rather you not. I don’t want the smell in my library,” Twilight said glaring at the foul-smelling items.
“Alright then, I won’t. Got any other questions for me, or should I pass out now before this hangover kills me?” August asked, rubbing his head to try and relive the pain.
“Is it really that bad? Because if it is, I could use a minor healing spell to try and help?” asked Twilight, her eyes softening at the human.
"This is going to sound sad, but I have been drunk almost every day for the past 4 years. I don’t think a spell, ”August said with air quotes. “Can help with the withdrawal.”
“That’s really not healthy. I don’t know how humans are built, but that much alcohol can’t be good for you. It would most likely cause…” Twilight started, but August interrupted her.
“High-blood pressure, depression, anxiety, liver damage, cognitive decline and a weakened immune system. I know,” said August rolling his eyes.
“Umm yes, exactly. How did you... oh, right, medical school.” Twilight blushed a little at having forgotten that detail. “Wait, if you know what can happen, why do you drink so much? I like a glass of wine every now and then with a good book, and Rainbow likes her hard cider, but even she doesn't get drunk every night.” asked Twilight, her eyes going to her modest liquor cabinet in the corner of the room.
“I don’t want to think, and I don’t want to be him anymore.” August said, closing his eyes and breathing slowly.
“Why not?” Twilight waited but got no response. “Um, August?”
Twilight stepped around the table to stand next to August and put a hoof on his shoulder, gently rocking him. All the action resulted in a groan, and August turning his head away from the noise. 
Twilight sighed and floated a blanket to cover the human as she walked up the stairs. She blew out the candles as she went, Spike following her they heard from below.
“Thanks,” in a small voice, quite unlike the deep voice she had heard from the human until now. Twilight hummed and closed the bedroom door, leaving August in the dark of the living room. 
Quietly, Twilight sat at her desk and took out some fresh paper and ink. She began to work, and Spike looked over her shoulder at her.
“What ya doin?” asked Spike.
“Just practicing an old skill The Princess taught me.” Said Twilight as her quill danced on the paper.
“Which one?” Spike asked as he curled up in his basket.
“The one about drawing what I didn't understand.” Twilight said her mouth was slightly open as the rough sketch took shape.
One hand up behind his head, a slightly bent nose, pale icy-blue eyes, and a half-grin on his face. If one were to look deeper at them, they might see joy just covering up something else, but as for what even Twilight wasn't sure, She floated it in front of her and set it off to the side, beginning another one.
As Twilight worked, she didn't notice one of her sketches falling off the table and a sleeping Spike setting it alight and sending it away.
Canterlot Castle
Celestia was working in her office, finishing her last few office documents of the day. She was surprised to see not a scroll but a piece of sketch paper land on her desk.
“Oh? Twilight I can’t remember the last time you sent me one of your sketches.”
Celestia held the drawing in front of her with a soft smile on her face as Luna came into the room.
“Sister we… I was hoping to speak with you about the meeting with the griffin ambassador.” Luna spoke, still trying to get used to the new way of speaking in modern times.
“Hmm? Oh yes, of course, Luna. I was just enjoying the sketch Twilight sent me of that human she met today. I must say her drawing skills have certainly improved over the years. Here take a look at the human. He’s quite interesting-looking, if may say so, handsome even.” Celestia said, turning the sketch so Luna could see.
“Aye, he is indeed intriguing. Perchance I shall remain awake to greet him upon his arrival,” said Luna Looking closer at the sketch. “ Perhaps I shall venture to visit him within his dreams this eve.”
“Be careful if you do, Luna. According to Twilight, there was no magic in his world; he might be skittish of it” Said Celestia pouring a cup of tea for Luna.
“I shall take care not to startle him. I merely seek to discern his character firsthoof.” Luna said as the two sisters continued into the night.

	
		Chapter 7



August was floating in an endless sea, the sky so dark and the sea so cold they seemed one and the same, blended together in an endless void of peace and quiet. 
In that moment, all the pain, worry, and stress were gone, and he was at peace. 
But August was not happy; he could feel the cold water soaking his skin, and a glowing line of purple light was reaching up from the depths. The pale purple light let the wonders of the sea be seen as countless creatures swam by.
Stunned, August stood up, the water turning to ice underneath his feet, and the light stopped just underneath the ice. 
Wordlessly, August began walking towards the moon in the distance. The waters were freezing as he walked, and his footsteps sent vibrations through the ocean drawing in the creatures.
Yet, even in spite of all the odd things happening, August wasn’t bothered and just continued his trek forward. 
August had no direction, no reason for going on, just the simple thought that if he stopped, he would sink to the bottom with the monsters of the dark and not swim with the wonders of the ocean and the light. He did not belong with either, so he stayed away and just kept walking, only stopping when a massive creature of the depths burst through the still waters. 
The water it sprayed hit August; it was not salt water but liquor, strong smelling, burning his eyes and skin.
Despite the grand entrance, the Creature did not stop August as he went, only following behind him, spraying him with liquor and burning parts of him , swallowing the ice as they went. And yet again despite the burning and the sights before him, August continued to walk, almost robotically without fail. 
The Purple Light was still with him. August finally stopped, he was tired and sat down. The light gently came out of the water and stopped in front of him, lighting up his face and rubbing the tears away from it, holding on to him as The Creature began to swallow them both.
August reached out to The Purple Light as the Creature closed its jaws around them. As the darkness set in, August heard The Purple light scream out and fade away, leaving him alone in the dark.
Rather than panic, August stayed there, alone, for an endless amount of time until a bright glow came from The Creature’s jaws, and it faded away into starlight. 
August did not move or speak; he simply sat and mourned The Purple Light as the tapping of hoofs stopped in front of him.
Before him stood a large pony, larger than any he’d seen thus far. It was adorned in dark purple fur, silver jewelry and curiously a mane that appeared to be made of the night sky itself. Also most notable was she not only had a horn like Twilight, but also wings like Rainbow Dash. 
“Stand, mortal! Tis I Princess Luna of the Night! The Behemoth has been banished from thy dreams. Rest now, in peace.” Said Luna, her voice sending echoes through the waters, a small light flashing below.
August did not respond at first; he simply stood up, the tears still falling from his face. Luna could sense August’s mind was not whole. She lit up her horn, a small pulse of magic went from her to August, clearing his his eyes. He clenched his head and looked around, staring at his hands, flexing them as he did so.
“Canst thou hear me now, mortal?” Luna asked, stepping closer to August, who turned around and stared hard at Luna. Hisface was a mix of anger and confusion. The ocean around them became more violent as the platform of ice grew, yet Luna seemed unbothered, either by the cold or by his visible anger. 
“I must admit, human, I find enjoyment in the scenery of thy dream. So few doth dream of the night’s beauty in such a manner as thou dost.” Luna said, taking in the sights of the blending of the ocean and the night sky with the full moon connecting them.
“Go away,” said August, as he began to walk again. “I don’t know who you are, but I don’t need your help and I’d like to be alone." August turned his back to Luna and walked towards the moon.
Luna was taken aback by this creature's attitude and trotted to catch up and walk beside him.
“The dreams are mine domain; ‘tis mine duty to aid those plagued by nightmares. Furthermore, ‘twas mine desire to meet Twilight’s reported human ere his arrival in mine kingdom.” Luna said, slowly walking next to August.
“You're the Princess?" Asked August not looking at her. “If you are, don’t you think it's rude to go into someone's head without asking huh? This is my dream; you have no right to be here.” Said August, snow was beginning to fall around them.
Luna raised an eyebrow, saying, “I hold sway over realms both seen and unseen. It is within mine right to traverse such domains in pursuit of my duties.”
It was strange, never before had any being dared question her authority with the realm of dreams. 
“I...” said August, finally turning and poking Luna on the nose. “Don’t care. This is my head. I’m not one of your citizens and here I make the rules, so leave now before I make you.” Ice was beginning to form around August as the temperature began to drop.
“It would seem thou art the rude one. I, came to offer aid, yet thou insultest mine presence. As for mine departure mortal, know that I possess the power to banish thee from this realm with but a mere thought. Heed my words and show proper respect,lest thou incur mine wrath.” Luna’s voice was growing louder and echoing around them.
August stopped and glared at her, his eyes glowing bright blue. A thunderclap boomed in the distance. Luna met his glare, her own eyes glowing white. The two stood in front of each other, the waters around them crashing against the ice platform. 
A bolt of lightning struck the ice, making the world go white, and August was upon her, a blast of wind surging him forward and charging them both into the sky, massive hurricanes forming between them as they flew in the air, clashing as fast as the bolts of light in the air.
Luna could not believe what was happening. This human was a Dream Walker; with just a touch of her magic, he was fully aware of this world and was shaping it around them. 
Striking her with the full force of this dream world, he was raw and uncontrolled but powerful and fierce. The bolts of lightning blinding her, the winds slowing her wings, and his strikes on her body were as brutal as the storm forming around them. 
She was not in any real danger here, it was a dream ultimately and she could easily negate any possible damage. Yet… it was a thrill to do battle again.
“This human is most intriguing, and it hath been many moons since I was challenged in the realm of dreams. Verily I shall relish a gentle spar with him.” thought Luna, folding her wings and diving down toward August.
The duo collided in the air, and the force cleared the clouds around them. August drew in power from the storm and sent sparks of electric power into Luna, causing her wings to become paralyzed as both of  them fell into the sea.
Luna, shaking off the shock, was the first to surface, climbing on a large chunk of ice, shaking the freezing water from her coat, and turning to ice in the air. Her breathing was heavy, and her heart was pounding. She was enjoying this, quite a bit. She stood on guard, waiting for August to reemerge and continue their spar.
Luna however failed to notice that a blotch of shadow flowed from her soaked tail into the ocean, turning the sea black as it went deep into the waters.
Meanwhile August was still sinking. Unlike Luna who was having fun, he was angry, no livid. What right did she have to be here to invade his mind and ‘help’ him. If he wanted a therapist he’d talk to one when he was awake, not trespassing in what was supposed to be the one place he was safe. 
He missed the light. August’s lungs were filling with water, and he kept sinking. He closed his eyes and just wanted to be alone and sleep.
“Do you want her gone?” said a deep female voice in the darkness.
“Don’t listen to the Darkness August. It just wants to use you.” A weaker, softer female voice spoke, as flash of light came from below.
August could only hear the soft voice as a whisper, and not anything else, its warning lost to him. He could feel the anger in him build and push the soft voice away.
“August,” it said. “Be careful." Retreating to gather its strength and wait.
"Yes.” August floated straight into the dark water around him, becoming more solid and warping around him.
“You're not ready for my full power yet, Human, but I can at least give you enough power to drive Luna away.” 
A single drop of pure black water fell into his mouth, his blue eyes glowing brighter and gaining a hint of purple to them.
The light from his eyes lit up and illuminated the sea around him. Gone were the quiet and gentle creatures of the sea; now all that was around him were the beasts of the depths, and in front of them all was a shapeless shadow.
“That is all the power you can handle for now, human,”  It said, caressing August’s face. “Go now and show that fool what she lost.”
August nodded and rocketed towards the surfaces gaining speed as he went. The Darkness chuckled and looked towards the soft lights.
“ I do not know what you are, but he is mine now, and someday soon I will rise again." It said blending into the black waters.
“He belongs to no one you monster, and he will beat you; he did it once already,” said the soft voice, shining just a bit brighter.
Luna was growing tired of waiting; she was tapping the ice with a hoof. She sighed and was about to blast the sea away when she felt it. A drop of darkness, almost nothing, but it was enough to send her fur on edge. 
It was like when she was young and stupid, having angered a Mother Hydra.
As Luna was wrapped in her own thoughts, the ocean began to rise around her, a massive arm rising from the depths made of water and ice. 
Slightly panicked, Luna tried to fly away but was caught mid-takeoff and held in the air as August rose from the sea, arms and legs warped in the swirling waters.
“Thou hast acquitted thyself thus far, human. Yet, I tire of this encounter. It is time for it to end!” Luna roared and surged her magic intending to blast August’s water golem to mist, but August stayed at eye level with her, unfazed.
“You're right, it is time for this to end.” August said, his own voice echoing around the sky. He pulled one of the massive arms back. “You may be a goddess out there, but here…I AM A TITAN!” 
With a single mighty throw, he  tossed Luna towards the moon at earth-shattering speeds, forcing her from his mind.
Luna awoke in her bed, jolting upright and clutching her blanket to her barrel. Her eyes were wide in shock and she immediately teleported to Celesta's bedchamber, landing on top of her.
“LUNA!” Shouted Celestia fully awake from the sudden scare.
“I beg thy pardon, dear sister, but I require thy immediate audience. ‘tis concerning the human Twilight hath discovered ” said Luna, rolling off her sister.
“Oh, did you go see him after all?” Questioned Celestia, yawning, still only half awake given the time of day. 
“Aye, sister, I did indeed enter his dreams, yet the encounter did not unfold as I hoped. He grew angered by my intrusion, commanding me to depart. I resisted seeking to vanquish his nightmare, but he retaliated, forcing me from his dreamscape after a fierce struggle.” Luna stopped, seeing Celesta's unamused face.
“You got into a fight with a total stranger when he asked you to leave him alone?” Asked Celestia flatly, clearly not amused by the story. 
Luna for her trouble, did look a little guilty at having taken the encounter a bit too far. 
“Ummm, indeed, sister. However,the crux of the matter lies in his action: he forcibly expelled me from the dreamscape.” Luna said, reinstating her point.
The fog of sleep clearing from her mind, Celesta's eyes widened. “Well, that is unexpected. I know when in someone else's dream they could expel you if their will is strong enough, but still.”
Though the situation sounded a bit concerning it wasn’t completely unprecedented to happen. Luna had on more than one occasion gotten forcibly booted from some pony’s dream. For an unknown creature to do it though.
Celestia smiled and chuckled. “He is an interesting one, Luna; maybe he could be a student of yours. After all, the Art of Dream Walking has been long lost, and this may be a good opportunity.”
“I shall consider it, dear sister. Perchance he possesses the makings of a skilled Dreamwalker. Yet, I harbor concerns regarding the darkness within him. Nevertheless, I am well acquainted with the depths of darkness, perhaps better than any." Luna said, but she was still wary of him. She would have to keep her guard up around him.
“I understand Luna, but for the time being, stay out of his dreams, at least until we meet with him in person. Last thing we need is to make a bad impression on this stranger to our world,” Said Celestia, her eyes softening at her sister's worries.
“Indeed, sister, I shall refrain from entering his dreams anew until after our meeting with him. Verily, it is prudent that we discuss this matter face-to-face, especially considering his reaction to my previous intrusion into his dream realm."
“Alright, then Luna, now I have to raise the sun in a few hours. Would you like to stay? It's been so long since we cuddled." Said Celestia, holding her large wings open.
“Thank thee sister; that would be lovely,” said Luna as she lay down beside her sister.
Celestia unfolded her large wings, wrapping them around Luna and pulling her in close. Luna wiggled to find a comfortable spot. Luna closed her eyes and sighed as Celestia kissed the top of her head. Luna was still thinking about this human, August. He could control his dreams with almost no training and force her out of his dream realm, on top of that, she felt that all too familiar darkness.
Celestia smiled as she hugged Luna close to her. Her student had once again surprised her. This August was a new factor in the world. It will be a lot of work to do, but it may be worth it.
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