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         Headline: Teaparty Fiasco at the Royal Palace Leads to Sugar Embargo Across Equestria!



“This is just ridiculous,” Mr.Cake dropped the newspaper onto the table feeling at a loss. “At this rate, there won’t be enough sugar  to last us another week even on a slow day,” Mrs. Cake stepped dejectedly out of the cellars fully stocked with everything but their most precious ingredient, finishing her husband’s thought.



 “Let alone Pinkie Pie’s birthday party.” The mare sighed. “Honey do you think we’ll have to cancel?” 



“Oh don’t say such ridiculous things, honey!”  Carrot Cake put a comforting hoof around his wife’s shoulders. “We’ll pull through this sugar trade ban and give our Pinkie Pie the best of sugary treats we can muster!” He paused to contemplate. “Besides, she did say there is plenty of sugar stored away on her family farm, once she comes back with it we’ll be ready to g-”



“Pinkie is back with the yeyo! Yahoo!” A pink flash burst through the bakery’s front door, landing in front of the married couple with a perfect ten and saddle bags laden with the precious white gold of bakers across the country. “I’m baaaack~”



“Goodness that was fast, Pinkie!” Cupcake gasped in astonishment, noticing the stuffed bright pink saddle bags, and knowing the abilities of her apprentice there was likely a lot more in there than what could be physically seen. “And you made it back with the sugar!” Cupcake tittered delightedly, giving Pinkie a big hug. “Looks like we’ll be staying in business for a while yet.”



“Yep! I told you you could count on me!” Pinkie Pie laughed. “ I got enough here to last Sugar Cube Corner a full month and then some, plus extra for my birthday party preparations.”



“I hope a month is all Celestia needs to sort out proper tea etiquette with the Bridelians...” Carrot Cake mused. 



“Oh I don’t think we’ll have to worry that much, my family has plenty of sugar on the homestead. We’re practically growing the stuff!”



“Doesn’t your family run a rock farm, Pinkie?” Mr. Cake asked. 



“And...is your family alright with us using their sugar? I hope you told them we’ll pay them back as soon as we’re able.”



“Dooon’t worry about it, Mrs.C.” Pinkie waggled a brow in what she must have assumed was an assuring gesture. “They’re fine with me using the Pie family’s super special super secret don’t tell anyone or else rock sugar!”



“S-secret you say?” Cupcake stammered.

“Don’t worry about it! It’s a seeeecreeeet!” Pinkie Pie whisper-shouted in that exaggerated way that makes sure everypony within earshot can hear everything. Then she straightened up and began to bounce around.  “No time to waste! I’m going to get started on the desserts!”



“We’ll help!” The married couple said in unison eager to get their business running again. 



“Sure sure! But wait! We don’t have a lot of time left. But that’s fine because my secret sugar can help us out!” Pinkie Pie pulled out a bag of sugar, it looked a lot different than the normal way sugar was packaged. This packaging was clear in lightly crinkled plastic and completely unmarked. It also all looked like powdered sugar, none of it was granulated, but the Cakes assumed it would work in batters as well, with Pinkie Pie’s assurance that it would. 



“This sugar is magical, or at least more magical than regular sugar. I guess that's why it's a family secret and all that.” With a little ‘pop’ she opened the bag, revealing the powdery substance to the air. “If you take just a tiny whiff it’ll give you a boost better than Applejack’s Zap Apple Jam! Look I’ll show you!”



She was right, the Cakes could hardly remember their work but it must have been the most rewarding baking spree of their lives.  The output of baked goods drew in a crowd of Ponyville citizens to Sugar Cube Corner, drooling from the warming delectable smells blooming within.



“Iiiiit’s Party Time! Come on let's dance!” Not long after, Pinkie’s birthday party was underway and what a banger it was! The entire town was invited as was usual for a Pinkie Party, the snacks and drinks, delicious as ever. The Cake couple, unable to fully understand the goings on from the dimmed confines of their bedroom, still reeling from the vicious drop off from the magical Pie Family sugar,  could not help but notice something strange from what they could hear going on outside. The deafening beat of the music wasn’t enough to drown out the screaming and crashing of chairs onto tables, or was it ponies? Mrs. Cake couldn’t tell. 



“Ooh goodness. What is going on out there...”  Her husband answered her with a groan, his body laid flat and still against the bed, flinching at even the tiniest sliver of light that managed to seep in under the doorway. “No idea honey. I-I can’t move my legs.” With a huff Cupcake groaned and rolled off the bed. “It certainly sounds rambunctious. I’ll go see.” The mare was able to reach the door and somehow step outside to peek into the flashing popping and yapping audial visual hellscape that consumed their downstairs shop area.



Sleep was just about to overtake Carrot Cake before his wife clumsily tumbled back into the room, her eyes wide and bloodshot. 



“What’s going on down there?” Mr. Cake asked in a panic. 



“H-honey,” Mrs. Cake glanced over her shoulder. “I think we should contact the police.”



Minutes later Ponyville’s tiny police force mobilized on the small bakery. They attempted to round up the fifty or so party goers with mixed results. Most were subdued without much issue but a good twenty mares and stallions sitting outside the building bolted when they heard the paddy wagon’s wailing siren.



“Ma’am are you the cause of all this?” Officer Iron Clasp knew who he was speaking to but chose to uphold professionalism. Behind him, another officer was pulling a stallion down an unresponsive stallion who had been stuck up in the rafters. “Do you have any idea what you were putting into your baked goods?” Pinkie moped, her mane partially deflating. “No sir! I thought it was just sugar from my family’s rock farm. I swear it!” The officer’s sighed and muttered to themselves, the ones not chasing after  the intoxicated party ponies were sent to the Pie family farm for further questioning. Iron Clasp figured it his due diligence to explain the truth behind her family’s super special super secret don’t tell anyone or else rock sugar.



“Ooooh...That explains a lot.” Pinkie said aloud with dawning realization. “I had no idea! This was my first time ever using the stuff, but my parents and sisters use it all the time. They called a “Pinkie pick me up”. But they said I never needed it.”



Iron Clasp balked at the claim. “I find that hard to believe. You were in the epicenter of an utter funnel cloud of sneezeball and buttercream frosting. If you aren’t high on that then what are you high on?”



With a wide grin and eyes beaming, Pinkie Pie giggled and bounced around, but only a little since it's a bit hard to bounce with your forehooves bound together. “I’m high on life, silly!”


      

      
   
      Reduced to Inaction


      

      
      
         The tiny cup-shaped sapphire sparkled as the bronze gear, smaller than the smallest coin, hovered in the air above it, supported on a blue cushion of magic force. Gently the force field dimmed and the gear with its tiny glinting teeth descended, axle in precise alignment, until it nested perfectly into place, the point of the axle directly in the center of the sapphire.



Rarity leaned back, released her breath, and ran a damp cloth over her brow. She took a quick sip from a jar of water to refresh her, then leaned over her workbench again. The next piece was the escapement gear, its long spiked teeth making it resemble a crown, or perhaps a row of unicorn horns. She assembled the pieces of the oscillating crystal that would drive it, and lowered the segments one by one into their proper places.



A soft chime, the tone of which she had chosen as least likely to startle her, went off, and Rarity had just time to settle the more delicate elements and be ready to raise her head when her visitor arrived. A gentle deep blue light, the color of the sky, filled the stone hallway and Rarity’s heart nearly paused, but she calmed herself and looked up as the Queen entered the room.



“How is the new design, my loyal watchmaker?” she said. The stars were roiling in her mane.



“It proceeds well, your majesty,” said Rarity, setting down her monocle. “I am approaching the decisive point and should have this device ready within the hour.”



The Queen nodded. “It will be none too soon; we shall have to discuss other strategies for the emplacement. I am sure that you will find a way; you have a most decided knack for the work. I recall that you told me how you loved to make dresses for your toys as a youth; how amusing to conceive of you as the royal clothier.”



“I have always felt the call for elegance and precision, your majesty,” said Rarity with deference. “My gems are not large nor ostentatious, but they smooth and constrain the motions of the clockworks with unmatched accuracy.”



“I have the utmost confidence in you,” said the Queen. “You have never once failed my trust. Please send word when the new piece is in operation, and we shall test whether further devices will be needed this week.”



Rarity nodded and bowed her head as the Queen took her leave. Taking up her monocle once more, she finally placed the escapement and screwed down the bronze framework that would fix it and the other gears into place. She powered up the device, tested it and calibrated it, making adjustments with tiny screwdrivers and more complex tools until the clockwork box ran to her satisfaction. 



She stood, stretched her back and neck, and placed the box within a protective case. She took it up and walked down the long hallway, illuminated by moonlit windows. Passing down deep spiral stairs, she made her way between multiple mage guards and thicker and thicker doors until she reached the lowest chamber.



The hexagonal room with granite block walls was a seeming chaos of clockwork mechanisms suspended from ceiling supports, mounted to walls, and standing on pedestals. Bright magelights were mounted on each wall, but they were all insufficient to drive the darkness out of a spherical patch at the center of the room. 



Rarity inspected the gear chains, unmounted one assembly and replaced it as swiftly as possible with the one she’d just completed. She watched as pendulums swung, escapements ticked, gears whirred, and the darkness remained stable. She let out a breath she’d forgotten she was holding, then began to inspect the multitude of gear chains. They were maintained regularly, but she did it again, adjusting and lubricating each box which had been enchanted to not merely record but enforce the passage of time.



Rarity’s heart was beating in synchrony with the ticks of the mechanisms nearby her, but their tiny gears drove larger gears towards the center. Reduction gear boxes fed into reduction gear boxes, each box forcing the surrounding magical fields into slower and slower states, forcing time itself to beat slower and slower and enforce the maximum possible restriction on the center of the room, so slow that light itself could not readily escape from it.



What was in the dark patch in the center was too dim to be seen by any but the most sensitive cameras, left to make exposures in the darkness for days, but Rarity had done these experiments. At the center was the unicorn with the seven pointed star for a mark, that Canterlot outsider who’d shown up in Ponyville for the Summer Sun event, now also known as the Sunset Celebration. No one had gotten to know her very well before she challenged the Queen, and lost. She’d been a star pupil once, and was likely an agent of the deposed regime.



It was the bewildered look frozen upon her face that stuck in Rarity’s mind the most.



Rarity took her time and made sure of each link. Something was wearing on the gears, more than would be explained by the stress placed upon them. Time was greatly slowed here, but it was not stopped, and that was likely to be the next project to which the Queen would set her. The reduction gearing had likely been taken as far as it could; a new approach would be needed.



Perhaps some inspiration would come tonight as she tried to sleep. Rarity completed her rounds, dimmed the magelights, and left the room as the gears whirred quietly at their appointed rounds, much as the stars were turning in their courses overhead in the dark blue sky.
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         "Twilight," Celestia said, beaming, "thank you for coming on such short notice."



"Of course!"



"We have two very important items to discuss with you."



"One item," Luna sternly corrected.



"Two related items," Celestia levied, ending the discussion. "There haven't been any displaced popping up in Ponyville you neglected to mention these past months?"



Twilight cast about furtive glances. "I thought we weren't supposed to talk about those."



"It is safe here. Please."



"Um, no," Twilight answered warily. "I would have written immediately. Actually, Fluttershy has been finally starting to relax without having to worry about humans or red-black alicorn maniacs barging into her cottage expecting sex. Her warden is getting fed up with the interminable pet care, though, but won't complain to her about it."



"It is the same with Luna. Less the pet care."



"I told you that in confidence, dear sister."



"The is the same in the castle," Celestia amended. "However, the abrupt and inexplicable termination of visits is as confusing and worrisome as it is welcome. We do not know why they have stopped. As you are aware, it is no small cost in funds and horsepower to maintain the deportation bureau."



"We need more information," Luna said, "if we are to decide how, or whether, to restructure the bureau."



"Oh," Twilight began.



"With your experience in a similar human world, we have made the arrangements. In the royal baths you will find a skirt, v-cut tank top, tall boots, and a baseball cap. Missing from your ensemble will be your cellular phone, which we have heard you might acquire from a 'vendor' just outside the 'main event hall' in the royal kitchens, where other human cosplayers are already engaged."



Luna stood quietly through this, somberly shaking her head.



"We have every confidence that you will safely reach their world and appear as a native. It will be your task to learn why their displacement has halted, and report back."



"That, um," Twilight started, pondering how to proceed. "Right, that makes sense. Is the portal not working?"



Celestia's brow furrowed. "What do you mean?"



"I mean, why go through the bizarre ritual of theirs? We send them back permanently with the banishment circle, but we use the portal for going to other worlds, so I'm curious about the mock-up convention."



"We have been unable to connect the mirror portal to that world," Luna stated.



"Ok. Um. That makes sense. That being the case, how am I getting back?"



"I don't follow."



"I'm using the convention ritual to displace myself, but how am I going to return to Equestria?"



Celestia and Luna looked at one another, their faces perfectly blank to Twilight's eyes.



"You do have a way planned, right?"



The sisters looked at Twilight in perfect synchrony.



"You don't?"



Back to each other.



"Of course you don't." Twilight took a calming breath. "Dear Princess Celestia, today I learned that my role models make mistakes, too, but that is no reason to think any less of them. They have erred many times without your noticing, and will do so again, as you will. What is important is to aspire to the best of what you see in them. Your faithful student, Twilight Sparkle."



Twilight gave them both a sheepish grin, which quickly faded. Their stares upon her had acquired discernable tinges of assessment bordering on hunger.



"We are tabling this, or doing more research, right?"



"We're considering, Twilight."



"You aren't seriously considering sending me without a safe means of return, are you? Just how large is the deportation bureau's budget anyway?"



"It's staggering," Luna said.



"Ruinous," Celestia added.



"You're trying to decide how much my disappearing forever is worth. That's not a question, that's what I would do, and I'm appalled and terrified."



"We must make such decisions as rulers of Equestria," Celestia lamented.



"I don't want to go."



The sisters blinked, as if broken from a trance. They looked to each other with some surprise.



"She doesn't want to go," Luna observed.



"When she puts it like that..." Celestia trailed off in thought.



"I mean," Twilight offered, "I'll gladly work on --"



"Luna, you should go."



"What?"



"What?"



"You know the stakes better than anypony --"



"Excepting yourself," Luna interrupted.



"--Excepting myself. You have much personal experience with the displaced, and enjoyed some of it."



"In. Confidence," Luna hissed.



"You have the fortitude to exploit every means at your disposal. And your absense won't collapse the hegemony as mine would."



"We don't want to go."



The pair locked glowers for a good while.



"So...!" Twilight interjected with a very self-aware laugh. "How about everypony just table this visitation idea, and we'll look harder at portal magic for a month?"



"We can stretch a month easily enough," Luna proprosed.



"The kitchen staff will feel very consternated that all their inconvenience went to waste," Celestia observed.



The dam broke. "Twilight and I could have been gone forever!"



"I'm so sorry!" Celestia bawled.



"I'm sorry, too!"



"To the archives!" Twilight cheered desperately.



"Make-up ice cream! Make-up cake," Luna corrected herself, "and ice cream!"



"And then the archives!"



Celestia gave in. "Cake and archives!"



"And ice cream!"



The throne room door opened. "Princess Celestia," the aide began, "the Saddle Mare-abian delegation is waiting --"



Instantly serene, Celertia turned and addressed him. "Equestria is going broke funding a defense against constant threat of a bizarre, currently mysteriously-absent threat, I almost exiled my only family on accident, and the delegation must be tired from their travels and would prefer to spend today touring the city's many relaxing and diverting indulgences in expectancy of my full attention tomorrow morning."



"Yes, your heighness... heighnesses." He withdrew until his nose remained visible, paused, then re-emerged. "Shall I have cake brought up?"



Celestia smiled, glancing to Luna and Twilight with a curious expression. "And ice cream!"
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         When Twilight Sparkle rubbed the antique Saddle Arabian lamp and the smoke that unexpectedly billowed out (except that she had expected it, based on a hunch she’d had that the old myth wasn’t entirely full of it, which was why she’d bought the lamp in the first place) revealed a djinn, her first question was to show politeness by asking the djinn’s name. Her second question was how many wishes she was due.



And, naturally, her first wish was the inevitable attempt to wish for more wishes.



“No.” Serhoofina (for that was the djinn’s name) shook her ethereal, flame-formed head, equally inevitably denying the request. “Everypony tries that, of course. But there are rules.”



“Okay.” Twilight pondered the situation for a moment. “Then I wish to be allowed to change the rules governing permitted wishes,” she pronounced.



“I just said, no wishing for more—”



“I didn’t,” Twilight interrupted Serhoofina. “I only wished to be able to change the rules, not for more wishes.”



Serhoofina scowled. “Fine.” She raised and clopped down her right forehoof. Poof. A burst of smoke rose from it. “Granted.”



Twilight grinned with delight. “Okay! I wish to be allowed to wish for more wishes,” she continued.



“I—” Serhoofina’s scowl deepened. “You may indeed wish for that, now, and I’m obliged to grant it. So!” Once again, she raised and clopped down her right forehoof. Poof. “Granted. That’s two out of three used. I don’t suppose there can there be any question as to what the third will—”



“I wish for infinite wishes!” Twilight burst out, grinning with giddy delight.



Sighing deeply, Serhoofina raised and clopped down her right forehoof a third time. Poof. “Granted.”



They stood staring at each other for a while, Twilight’s face alight with a self-satisfied smile, while Serhoofina just looked blank.



“Would you like to start making the first of your no doubt soon-to-be many wishes now, then?” she finally asked.



“Whoa whoa whoa, no! Not just like that.” Twilight shook her head. “Magical wishes are pretty serious business. I have a feeling it’s best to think things through and be careful with them.”



“Oh, yes, obviously,” Serhoofina muttered, voice thick with sarcasm, rolling her ghostly eyes.








“Oh jeeze. Oh no. This is bad. This is so bad.” Twilight huffed and puffed, on the verge of hyperventilating. She paced back and forth, for all of the three steps there were to pace inside the walk-in closet where she was hiding.



“You said ice cream,” Serhoofina replied innocently, “and now there’s ice cream. What’s the problem?”



“The problem is there’s so much of it!” Twilight snapped, half-shouting while she scooped cold dessert out of her mane and tossed it on the ground helplessly.



“Yeah, and you probably should have asked if the emissary was allergic, too,” Serhoofina added.



“She’s allergic?!” Twilight struggled not to scream, glaring with an apoplectic eye-twitch.



“I don’t know.” Serhoofina shrugged. “Probably not. You just should have asked, is all.”



“Stop doing that!” Twilight snarled.



“Doing what?” Serhoofina frowned. “You’re the one making the wishes.”



“Yeah, well, right about now I wish there was some sort of… of… undo button, or something,” Twilight said, returning to pacing.



“I don’t know, you wished yourself into this, and look where you are. You really want to try wishing your way out, too?” Serhoofina asked.



“I don’t see another way, not on such short notice,” Twilight groaned. “I’m already sunk. Double-or-nothing is a terrible, desperate bet to have to make, but here I am. So yes. I wish for, uh… Let’s see.” She pondered. “Since something like this is likely to happen again, I could use something more permanent and more convenient than just burning a wish to undo a single previous wish every time… So yes, that’s what I want. I wish for an undo button that always undoes my most recent wish.”



Serhoofina clopped down her right forehoof. Poof. “Granted.”



A small metal box with a single button on it appeared, hovering in midair between the two of them. Twilight grasped it in her magic and pulled it to herself, and quickly pushed the button with her hoof.



The box vanished.



Twilight blinked.



“Uhhh… what?”



“You hit the undo button,” Serhoofina explained. “It undid your most recent wish.”



A look of dawning chagrin clouded Twilight’s expression. “…And my most recent wish was for an undo button.” She closed her eyes and buried her face in her hoof. “Because of course this would happen.”



“Now you’re catching on!” Serhoofina said brightly. “You’re a clever one, Twilight Sparkle.”








“Okay, I’m ready to admit it,” Twilight said miserably, hanging her head. She shook the soot out of her coat and singed hair, letting it fall and settle on the map room floor in her crystal castle. “I’m terrible at making wishes.”



“Aww, don’t feel bad.” Serhoofina patted Twilight’s withers gently with a sympathetic hoof. “Everypony’s terrible at it. They all think they have it figured out and they’re gonna be great at it, but they never are. And anyway, this is only the second time everything’s ended up on fire. Most of them take until the third time to realize it. Which, coincidentally, is also when they’re out of wishes.”



“Is this all to teach me some sort of lesson about hubris?” Twilight finally looked up, grinning weakly through her bruises.



“Well, if you take it on your own initiative to get some self-reflection out of this, then in my opinion you’re one of wiser ponies I’ve ever met,” Serhoofina said. “But no, not really. No lessons. I just do wishes. Don’t know what to tell you.”



“A mere pony was not meant to have this kind of power,” Twilight moaned.



“You know, I think you might be on to something there,” Serhoofina agreed. “There’s hope for you yet, Sparkle.”



Twilight walked toward her crystal chair, limping slightly in her left rear leg. “I wish I’d never found your stupid lamp and and I wish I’d never made any wishes at all!” she griped.



“Ooooh! Finally! We’re doing something I want to do,” Serhoofina said happily. “Granted!”



Twilight’s eyes widened with sudden-growing panic.



“Wait, what—”



Serhoofina’s hoof slammed down. Poof.
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         Twilight flung the door to the basement lab open and ran down the stairwell, muttering to herself. “I must go back before it’s too late. Every second counts!”



Her horn glowed and she scooped the miscellaneous experiments littering the floor with her magic, throwing them into a corner. She paid no attention to the sound of breaking glass and searched frantically around the room until her eyes landed on a piece of chalk. “Aha!” She grabbed it with her magic and started drawing an elaborate rune circle on the newly vacated floor.



“Come on, come on!” grumbled Twilight, throwing an occasional glance at the clock.



It was taking her longer than she expected to draw up the circle, which meant she had to amend her calculations on the fly. Several times, she had to erase portions of the circle and redraw them again with almost imperceptible changes.



Finally, it was complete.



Stepping inside, she stared at the clock. Three minutes had passed. The incantation was going to take exactly 36 seconds and a half. She could make it!



Twilight closed her eyes and started channeling magical energy with her horn. It flowed within her body, down her legs and into the rune circle beneath. She weaved the flow of arcane energy, tracing the outlines of the circle in her mind. With each molding of the stream, a corresponding rune turned from gray chalk to a live magical conduit, bright with the purple aura of its caster. 



Tendrils of magic rose from the circle. They swirling lazily at first, but with each passing second their brightness increased. The raw magical energy began tugging at Twilight’s hair, tossing it into disarray. The swirl of arcana flowed faster and faster, picking up paper notes into a roaring tornado with Twilight in its center.



At exactly thirty seconds since had begun casting, Twilight felt her hooves lift off the floor. She opened her eyes and blinding light streamed from them. The arcane energies reached their crescendo, tendrils of magic spiraling in all directions from the floating alicorn.

Then, reality imploded on itself.








Twilight blinked. 



Before her stood an endless corridor made of light of every color and uncolor. In the corridor, an infinite number of Twilights blinked, mimicking her in a wave through time itself. She turned back and saw herself infinite in the other direction, the motion finishing with her and beginning at the edge of her perception.



She took a step back, merging into the Twilight behind her, who then merged into the Twilight behind that Twilight. Step by step, she counted aloud, and heard herself both from behind and in front, as each sound seemed to rise from behind her and die down somewhere in the infinity in front. She continued backing and counting. One count for each step. One merge. One moment in time, reversed.



The concept of time didn’t really exist once you are outside it, Twilight mused. All there is is moments. So, she counted them, and even though it felt like an eternity passed, it never really did.



She knew the number. Knew the moment she needed to return to. And it both never came and had always been there. Twilight recognized it.



For a moment, she stood still in time. Then, the corridor started to collapse around her, the infinity merging back into a singularity, and then Twilight blinked.








Spike stood before her, scroll in hand, head drawn back and chest puffed with air.



“Waaaait!” Twilight shouted.



Spike startled and belched a blaze at the ceiling, missing the scroll.



“What gives?” he groaned as Twilight snatched the scroll from his claws.



“Wrong scroll!” Twilight said, hiding it behind her back. “I told you to send the one in the right drawer, not the left one.”



Spike scratched his head. “You sure? I’m pretty sure you pointed to the left one.”



“Spike!”



“All right, all right, sheesh,” Spike rolled his eyes and moved towards the desk. “Next time be more speci-” he couldn’t finish the thought as a belch echoed in the room and a scroll wearing the Canterlot crest appeared.



“Never a calm moment,” grumbled Spike before clearing his throat and reading.



“My Dearest Twilight, 



“I am happy to see the advancements you have made in temporal magic. Indeed, I’m sure your discoveries will imbue the field with renewed vigor and excitement.



“That said, I must urge you to choose the reason for time travel more carefully in the future. Temporal magic is a dangerous and powerful tool, not to be wielded frivolously by those who have control over it. I trust upon reflection you will agree that the current use was not really warranted, as there were a lot more conventional approaches one might have taken.



“That is to say nothing of the fact that I, being an alicorn as well, am also a part of the stream and sensitive to its changes. My memories of the… Mistake that occurred are fully present, making this whole ordeal not only dangerous, but also moot.



“I trust that this will be a learning experience for you.”



Spike scratched his head. “What was this about?”

  

Twilight was staring blankly forward, eyes turned to pinpricks, a deep blush across her face.



“Wait, there is something at the end,” Spike continued.



“PS. For what it’s worth, I found your poem delightful and I would very much love to be your little marshmallow. 

"XOXO, Celestia.”



Twilight collapsed in a heap, threw her hooves over her head and screamed.
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