
      A Shot in the Dork


      

      
      
         “So what else do you have to drink here?” inquired the Purple Alicorn as she flumphed around on a beanbag chair. Movie Nights often left her somewhat restless.



“Uhhh, mostly salzbier and tap water?” hazarded her friend, the Polychromatic Aviator, as she paused the movie once more. “And the liquor cabinet’s over there.” She waved a wing, casting a small feather towards a small floatwood construction from Hikier.



Twilight ‘ported over, leaving her silhouette behind her in a puff of displaced water vapor, and browsed the cabinet, giving little attention to the many almost empty bottles of Johnnie Trotter Plaid and Quadruple Sec. “Hmm. Foirish Twist, what’s that one?” She hoofed up a bottle of thickish amber liquid.



“Oh, that,” muttered Dash, “That’s kinda like a honey mead… It’s, uh, a little bit strong for you.”



Twi rolled her eyes. “Oh, please, all of these items are mainly ethanol in one concentration or another. Add syrups and other not-immediately toxic compounds to taste. I swear that you act as if you’re crafting real potions here.” She took up two tumblers and went to slosh the sweet fluid between them.



“Hey, hold up there! First of all, that stuff is kinda expensive? And second, you’re supposed to just take a shot and sip it.” Dash flitted over and seized two shotglasses, pouring the correct amounts and passing one to her friend. “There you go. Slawnchee!” She started with a sip but largely slurped it down instead.



Twi took a deep sniff, then a sip that also devolved into a gulp. “Definitely clover honey. Probably distilled in a charred beer barrel. Just where did those esters come from, they’ve been curtailed? I need another sample.” She sloshed more into the shotglass, hastily catching the overflow in her magic field and funneling it to her mouth. “Huh, tastes different this time. Some severe granite notes and maybe something igneous. Maybe vitrified?” She inspected the bottle even as Dash gently pried it from her grasp.



“Sorry Twi, I think that’s enough for tonight..” Dash corked the bottle, but Twi’s horn flashed and ‘ported a perfect cylinder of fluid from inside, skipping the glass and taking the mouthful. “Doesn’t travel well,” she burbled. “Paradimensional wheatgrass and Zap Barley, this time.” She ‘ported another gulp out as Dash shouted and tried to block it, with the result that Dash lost a bit of mane and Twi wound up with a rainbow mustache, which she sneezed away.



“Twi, you’re doing it again,” sighed Dash. “Can’t let you drink and fly. Now you gotta sleep here tonight, which means I kinda gotta do laundry…”



Twi shook her head to clear it of bogies and heffalumps. “Nah, don’t worry, I’ll just ‘port home.” She zapped the remaining contents of the bottle into a containment field, leaving the bottle itself behind, and took general aim at the distant palace before zapping her way out through the window in a lightning flash, leaving a series of nerd-shaped holes through the clouds. Dash sighed and slumped back onto the couch.





Early next morning, as Luna prepared to go to bed, there was a knock on her window. Muttering, she flung it open. “Yes?”



“Yeah, uh, sorry to disturb you, but what’s ‘croon ye’?” inquired Dash.



Luna blinked once. “‘Tis a tiny asteroid that shares an odd resonant orbit with Equus, and is at present a million miles away. Why do you ask?”



Dash groaned. “Twi sent me a mental message, I think she’s stuck there. She got drunk last night and tried to teleport home.”



Luna gave Dash a long slow stare. Then she suddenly but firmly shut the window.










      

      
   
      Full Moon


      
      
      
         
         Prototaph

      
      

      

      
      
         (To Majin S.)



Full moons weren’t really Sunset’s favourite nights, and this one made no exception. She kept rolling in her bed, unable to find sleep until, at the end of her tether, she decided to get up. She weaved her way along the castle’s empty corridors to the rooftop of the astronomy tower. She opened the dome and aimed the old, dusty telescope towards the blazing satellite.



Through the eyepiece she could contemplate flat expanses or low ridges, spattered with many craters, some large, some tiny. Would she see her? The moon was close and the telescope was big, but surely not big enough to spot pony-sized details. Even if it were, it would take nights of systematic survey to locate her, assuming she was locked up on the near side.



‘You won’t find whom you seek’, whispered a voice behind her. 



Sunset almost jumped in shock. She spun round and saw a smiling, purple filly, just a couple of metres away.



‘Who are you?’ Sunset asked in a fluttering voice. ‘How did you enter? Who gave you permission?’ 



The purple filly giggled. There was something weird about her, Sunset thought. Something ethereal. Her silhouette was glittering. Sunset blinked several times, but she didn’t vanish.



‘My name is Twilight Sparkle’, the filly finally said. ‘Quit looking for Nightmare Moon, Sunset. She is not where you think she is.’ 



‘How do you know?’ Sunset protested.  ‘And how do you know my name in the first place?’



‘I know much about you,’ Twilight Sparkle answered.



‘You’re not even real!’ Sunset said. ‘I bet you’re a ghost. Or a figment of my mind!’



Twilight Sparkle giggled again. 



Sunset grunted. A bolt of energy shot from her horn right towards Twilight Sparkle. It passed through her body and smashed on to the wall behind. Twilight didn’t flinch.



‘See,’ Sunset said. ‘You’re incorporeal. Go away, evil spirit!’



‘You can’t touch or hit me’, Twilight explained, ‘because I’m not from your time frame. I come from the future.’



Sunset’s eyes widened and she almost stumbled backwards. ‘What?’ she blurted.



‘You heard me fine.’



‘Time travel is impossible,’ Sunset declared after recovering her balance. ‘It breaks causality, which is the one infrangible rule our world is built on.’



Twilight pouted. ‘How can you be so cocksure?’ she answered. ‘Time travel is definitely possible, as long as the traveler doesn’t cause time loops. Which is why you can see me but not touch me.’



Sunset shrugged. ‘Hogwash!’



Twilight blinked and stifled another giggle. ‘Here. Look what happens if I try to tell you what comes next. In about…’  Twilight’s shape suddenly blurred and the words she spoke morphed into meaningless garbage. ‘… Now you know your fate.’ She paused. ‘See? It can’t get through. The spell doesn’t allow it.’



‘Then why did you come, here and now?’ Sunset asked.



‘As your next-in-line, I was curious to see you, before…’  Twilight hesitated and bit her lips. ‘I’m sorry, I can’t say more,’ she apologised.



‘So you will take my place alongside Celestia,’ Sunset said. ‘How can you tell me that, given—’



‘It doesn’t matter,’ Twilight interrupted. ‘At this point, you have already decided to part from her, and figured out somepony else would come after you. I or another one, it won’t change anything.’ 



‘So we won’t meet ever again?’, Sunset asked.



‘I’m afraid I can’t comment on that,’ Twilight answered.



Sunset lowered her head and sighed. ‘She hides the truth from me. She doesn’t trust me, so I can’t trust her any more either. Part of her story doesn’t click, but she would not discuss it. She won’t let me do my own research either. But I have to. I have to go to the bottom of this. I have to know.’



‘She hasn’t come to terms with it yet,’ Twilight said.



Sunset raised her head and looked straight at Twilight. ‘Will she one day?’ she asked.



Twilight didn’t answer, and a hush fell.



‘My time is up,’ Twilight said. ‘Goodbye Sunset. Godspeed!’ 



‘Wait!’ Sunset exclaimed. ‘Before you go, do you have any advice for me? I’m so lost.’ 



Twilight smiled. ‘I can say you that,’ she answered. ‘Don’t try and pretend you’re tougher than you are. And beware of mirrors. Some are reliable, but many are treacherous. Adieu!’








Sunset was alone on the rooftop. What is the meaning of all this?, she mused, lost in thought. Then she sighed, closed the dome and ambled back to her bedroom.
      

      
   
      Flickering Flames Escaping Marble Halls


      

      
      
                        She could never go back to the streets. No never. She's too good for that. She's too powerful now. Never again, but she had to do something.

Her heart pounds in her chest from her latest, her thoughts stutter, and last audiance with her mentor ... ex-mentor now. She falters, as their relationship always felt like it could've been more, but it seems those feelings were only ever one-sided. A flickering flame burning against a marble heart.

She remembers the vison of greatness shown in the mirror and the building tension with her mentor, wondering when would she just be good enough to see it realized. Until it all came to a head with the recent moment burned into her mind. A white goddess towering firm and a defiant flame to be battered aside least it grow too large. The only one she ever looked up to now nothing, dashed by the hope of her destiny that she too could stand tall besides her only guiding light till the stars dim. Now without her guidance what is she without her? Another tear falls at the heated memory of her dreams crushed under the weight of the sun. Eyes shut tight, burning anger at her own weakness. How can it hurt so much?

Sparks burn at her horn, emotions begging for action. A deep breath, and she forces her mana down and coaxes it into a semi-stable state.

No! She earned her place for harmony's sake. For she is the most powerful unicorn in generations. Turtored by the sun herself. A passionate spitfire and a cunning spellsmith. A mana pool only rivled by the sun, powerful magics, and complex spells to bear, hardly any could stand against her. No one has the right to deny her her greatness. She was Sunset Shimmer afterall, and she would blaze her path to the greatness that was undoubtedly waiting.

Pity party aside, safe in her room, for now, her eyes dart around her things while trying to keep the memories at bay. She must focus on the now and messily throws her most precious effects together. Her eyes stop her frantic searching and land on a once cherished faux leather book on her dresser. A bit lip and a quick swipe, its thrown in her bag despite its heavy weight, too rushed for regrets now.

So she runs, fueled by anger and desperation, cursing with each clop of her hooves on the marble floors. Then, cursing the adrenaline, her horn lets out a patterned burst, silencing the echoing noise.

With her destiny at stake, she can't think of any other path. The mirror consumes her thoughts with echos of greatness, and she knows it's her only shot at escaping from Celestia's infulence. 

After spending so long agonizing over the mirror's vision and how to make it return or give any other sights, she memorized every inch of its physical and enchanted properties. It holds many mysteries and facits but she knows for sure that it's keyed to the cycles of the moon and that it's going to be near its climax tonight, and she needs answers.

She runs through the halls, slowing down and keeping a confident face when she has to pass a few maids. Through the winding and criss-crossing passageways, she comes to a quiet and almost dusty wing of the castle. The magical lock is familiar now after so many visits, and she opens and closes it with ease and without a trace.

There lies her last hope, and it shines brighter than she's ever seen before, with a magical aura bursting with a thousand colors behind it. Though to her disappointment her refection, neigh nothing shows in the mirror. Her aurasence however, is going crazy next to it, shining brighter than ever. So she cautiously puts a hoof to it in examination to find it shimmering like the surface of a pond. 

Her destiny lies in wait; surely the mirror is ushering her on, so with no other leads, she steels her heart and, with a fire in her eyes, steps inside to her only hope towards greatness.
      

      
   
      Megan Williams


      

      
      
         Of all the humans who might have lived in Equestria, why did it have to be Megan Williams?

	

That’s how she described herself—‘human’. She looked like one of Discord’s creatures, with claws like a dragon and a pony’s mane that came down to her hind. Her spine curved like the letter ‘s’ and she always walked upright, with perfect head balance, as a draconequus would. 

	

She was spry and intelligent as any pony, but not good for working. Her fingers imbued her with a cunning nature. Once, Big Macintosh led a small team into the valley where she lived, to build her a suitable shelter. She attacked the work of moving and erecting timber with enthusiasm, but fatigued even more quickly than an elder from Ponyville. Instead, she spent the afternoon braiding the manes and tails of the workers, which she explained would allow them to sweat in the afternoon breeze without their hair tangling and clinging onto their sides. When the day was finished, and the stallions returned home, their wives were at first amused by, and then became jealous of, their designs; and it soon was fashionable for every colt to style himself like a so-called ‘Dutch Lady’ to impress his beloved. 

	

They began to call her ‘Dutch Lady’ because it was easier to pronounce. They believed she was a relative of Discord, and began to invent stories about other ‘humans’, descended from his line—vaunted kings who were deranged and debile, land workers who invented philosophy to accomplish their work as the fields laid fallow.  

	

Either of these would have been welcome as a substitute for Dutch Lady, who, at length, took a stronger interest in pony things than in those human. She decided which ponies were the swiftest, which were the strongest, and which she perceived to be the wisest, with gifts and craftwork she made from all of the things she could collect with her hands. 



She also decided that there were certain problems which needed a human perspective. The ‘feedbag’ had been one of them, to reduce the amount of mess and wastage she noticed in kitchens belonging to her pony neighbors. Not long after, loud popping explosions began to wake the township from its sleep during her visits. She had acquired combustible pellets from some other place. She combined them with a slingshot to scare away timber wolves and other intruders that prowled at night. 



This invention was the worst of all. It was a symbol of her encroaching territoriality; and the psychological effect was that of Girl Who Cried Wolf, instilling in foals and their susceptible guardians a fear of imminent physical danger they hadn’t known before. But Dutch Lady insisted on its usefulness in making the area safe at night.



Once the saga of the midnight gunshots had begun, the town decided it was time to keep Dutch Lady out of Ponyville. To do this they had to be as clever as her. After a long discussion, a local artificer was put in charge of designing a looking glass mirror with two simple functions. First, it could change the image of the creature looking into it—but of course, only their reflection, nothing in their physical form. Second, it could translate their philosophy to the language of any other creature. 



At first, Dutch Lady saw no use in such a device. But the ponies explained to her that what she had been lacking in her happiness and in her knowledge was that these things, hitherto, could not be operated by the fingers; but now a new discovery had been made, thanks to her appearance, which would make the best use of her hands—for the only way the mirror would work was through the kind of manipulative touch of which she alone was capable. 



Slowly, Dutch Lady’s visits to Ponyville became less frequent. As the councilors had predicted, their oppressor had become enamored of the new magic, and less interested in the mundane affairs of ponies; she did not use the device for traveling and meeting new creatures, however, but in the creation of a thousand faces, and a thousand philosophies for each one, in a possessed search for herself in the reflection of the mirror. At last, a dispatch from Ponyville was sent to her—each week, a cart to Dream Valley, bearing cherries, rhubarb, and licorice—so that, at least, she wouldn’t completely perish of hunger.      
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