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>”-nd then stir it for 10 minutes. Not 9 minutes, not 11 minutes, 10 minutes”

“Uh huh”

>Your hooves neatly shuffle a stack of papers on the table into shape, each page falling in line with the others to perfection

>”When it turns shades, it should be a light pink. When it does go ahead and add two drops from this vial. TWO drops”

“Yup, pink”

>Eyes scanning over a few scribbled notes and documents, a tiny smile forms on your muzzle, fangs barely poking out

>”-ause if you don’t, this cauldron WILL go off and it’s going to make Neighgasaki look like a firecracke- Hype?”

>You’re sure to win employee of the month again, 71 consecutive months in a row!

>”HYPE!”

“I was listening!”

>Shooting up from the seat you quickly turn to find your wife with a stern gaze directed entirely at you

>”Have you been paying attention to anything I’ve been saying?”

“Y-yeah! All of it! I throw the vial in the cauldron!”

>Her light blue muzzle scrunches, the unicorn facehoofing

>”Listen Hype, I have to run to the store to get some ingredients for this potion, I need you to pay the utmost attention to this cauldron to make sure it’s stable, because I don’t think the insurance company will pay for another roof, at least not after last time…”

>She cringes, ears folding back slightly against her totally stereotypical black witch hat

be not a bat

>”So no more paperwork! You keep work at work!” 

“But Raven, the company’s quarter is almost up!”

>”No buts! You do want mangoes on demand, right?”

“Y-yeah”

>”Then pay attention to the cauldron. When this potion is complete, you’ll be able to place a mere drop of it on any soil and instantly sprout your coveted fruit trees!”

>The thought of your entire backyard turning into a mango plantation fills your mind, your wings beginning to unconsciously rustle with excitement at the thought of endless rows of delectable fruit

>A small skree escapes your throat without thought, your hoof quickly rising to stifle it

>”That’s what I thought. I’m heading to the store now, can I trust you with this? If not I can get Charm to watch over it”

“Dear, she’s 14”

>”Yes, and she values the mystic arts over paperwork, I raised our daughter right. Just… don’t let me come back to another roofless foundation again, ok?”

>A tiny, hopeful smile is displayed on her lips, a rare sight from your normally stern witch of a wife



bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat bat

Wait until you're alone and then skree your heart out over the impending infinite mangoes.



What is dearest daughter doing?



Promise her that everything will be okay.



kiss her!
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Oh no, our daughter, our precious little Charm. She's become a teenager.



Assure Raven we'll make sure to watch the cauldron carefully, just think of the mangoes to keep focus.



Take a deep breath then shuffle our papers and hang them to her.

Alright, I'll do my best. My best means giving you these to look after while you're gone so I don't get distracted.



Take a deep breath then shuffle our papers and hand* them to her.

Alright, I'll do my best. My best means giving you these to look after while you're gone so I don't get distracted.



*Now with freshly fixed auto correct errors!



There's almost no chance of her coming back to that probably.



Over twenty pounds of skree and kee.

>Every fiber of your being demands that you skree without constraint or concern for your neighbors

>But you suppress such primal instincts, another matter having to be dealt with

>Leaning forward you give your wife a quick peck on the lips, the mare actually tensing in surprise

>”Hype! Where did that come fr-“

>You raise a hoof, cutting her off

“Shhh. I swear to you on my tufts that everything will be ok”

>She eyes you suspiciously for a brief moment, apparently still a bit unconvinced

>”You promise?”

“On. My. Tufts”

>The fuzzy appendages that you call ears slightly wiggle, causing her to from suspicion to amusement

“And if you aren’t convinced”

>Turning, you gather the papers in your hooves, staring at the TPS reports with apprehension

>With a deep breath, you turn back and hand them to her, knowing that it must be done

>Employee of the month is on the line, but so is your wife’s potion damn it

>… And the potential mangoes for that matter

>”H-Hype? I don’t know what to say”

“You’re right dear, work should stay at work. Until you return, this potion has my utmost attention!”

>Her face is still one of disbelief as she peers at your work reports, somehow managing to gently stuff them into her saddlebag after a moment

>”Alright dear, I trust you. Just keep a good eye on it, and I’ll be back soon enough”

>Opening the door she confidently adjusts her hat, trotting outside while giving a wave back

>”Love you! If you have any questions, just ask Charm!”

“Will do honey!”

>Waving back, your other hoof closes the door as she trots off down the sidewalk, off to where ever she gets all these exotic ingredients

>And that’s when it hits

>No sooner than the bolt on the door lock turning, the inner bat is unleashed

>”SKREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

>Doing a backflip, your wings nimbly flap, landing on your hooves once more as you kee your head off with the promise of magically induced mangoes in your near future

>Just think of the possibilities! You’ll never have to go to Ponemart again for your 3 AM fruit salad!

>And not to mention th-

>”Ugh, dad. It’s Saturday. You promised no keeing”

>Neck cranking, you find your daughter rubbing her eyes in the living room, her tuft piercings jingling as she whips her mane across one of her eyes

“Young lady, it’s nearly 11 AM, you just can’t sleep all day”

>”Don’t be lame dad, it’s the weekend. I’m *supposed* to be able to roost as late as I want”

>Glancing to the cauldron, she grunts

>”Mom said that she’d send you to the shadow realm if you another one of those blow up again... although that place does sound kinda cool”

>You can only shake your head 

>Darn kid's been spending too much time at Hot Topic again



Let's call for charm, we're no wizard, she probably knows what she's doing better than us. No, she definitely knows what she's doing better than us.



Impress Charm with our knowledge of stirring for 10 minutes, light pink, only two drops.



Try to recall what the wife instructed. Failing that write what you can remember down.

Failing THAT ask daughteru for help.



The Shadow realm is not cool. It's actually really boring.



The shadow realm is just a bunch of lame tryhards anyway. They're not as legit as she is.



"The shadow realm isn't as cool as... My awesome wonderful daughter! C'mere you!"

Embarrass her and give her cheeks a pinch and her head a pat and her tufts a scritch.



The shadow realm is not as fun as the name says it is.



Never mind my impending doom help me with this potion and even in the shadow realm mango's will bloom far as the eye can see, plus we can sell them and give you a bonus allowance.

bats are fags

“You know the shadow realm isn’t as fun as the name implies”

>She shrugs lightly

>”Eh, still sounds cool to me”

“Yeah well, the shadow realm isn't as cool as... My wonderful daughter! C'mere you!"

>You reach out before she can react, giving her head a loving pat, ensuring that her ears get stritched

>”Ugh, daaaaaaaaaaaad!”

>Her muzzle instinctively scrunches, under this unannounced display of affection

>”I’m not a foal anymore dad, I’m in high school!”

“Freshman don’t count”

>Her scrunch merely intensifies

“Now never mind my impending doom help me with this potion”

>Approaching the cauldron, you stare at your reflection in the burgundy, albeit rapidly lightening pool, the bubbles occasionally distorting it

>”You know, my friends think it’s pretty hardcore that we keep a cauldron in the living room”

“Well it was either that or the Fly of Despair, and I’m sure not having another coworker accidentally fall into that again”

>A bubble bursting in the slightly blowing mix snaps your attention back

>”So what’s mom cooking up this time?”

>Oh, I think you’ll enjoy this one”

>She gives you her trademark unamused teenager stare

“It’s the potion of the Mangocalypse! Only a drop, and fruit plants will spring forth from the earth!”

>That definitely brings a smile to her lips

“Now help me with this potion and even in the shadow realm mangoes will bloom far as the eye can see”

>”I don’t know dad, I’m still kinda tired”

“You slept like 11 hours…”

>”And?”

“Look, just help with not letting this thing explode”

>”Dad, do you even remember the directions?”

“Uh, of course! Stir for 10 minutes, then uh… it turns, pink?”

>She raises the only eyebrow not obscured by her mane

>”And then?”

“And then uh… uh”

>You really should have written down those instructions

>Charm looks at you smugly

>”Uh oh, it’s starting to smoke”

>Oh god not again

>You furiously begin to stir, racking your brain to remember the last of the instructions

>Sweat beginning to bead on your forehead, your reflection in the pool has a pink tint to it, the potion beginning to reach the proper color

“You just add uh, vial of…”

>Your daughter calmly walks over to the ingredient table, smugly picking up a vial and sloshing it around

“TWO DROPS! IT NEEDS TWO DROPS!”

>With a smirk she nods her head, approving of your choice

“See? I might not be a wizard, but you dad’s still got it”

>”Heh, way to go dad. You’ve sure impressed me”

>That’s about as sincere as you can ask for out of her

>As you continue stirring waiting for the right moment to add the drops you yelp, jumping slightly as the door is pounded upon viciously

>”Hype! HYPE! I know that you’re in there! Open up, bat boy!”

>Charm cocks her head in confusion

>”Uh… dad, who’s that?”

>The knocking begins again, the distinctly female voice yelling once more

>Racking your brain, you honestly have no idea who the voice belongs to

>”Mom says never to open the door for strangers…”

>”Hype you better answer this door this instant or so help me!”

>Oh god, confrontation. You're having flashbacks to gym class dodgeball in middle school, shuddering



I was always taught that the best way to deal with these kinds of problems is to ignore them until they go away. This goes both for the middle school hazing rituals and people I don't know assaulting my door.



Alright, Lets let Charm handle the cauldron, I think we know that's for the best anyways. We can't have the crazy mare breaking down the door at the wrong time, and the confrontation sweats make our hooves slippery anyways.



Lets cautiously head to the door, not opening it until we get a peak out the window or a better idea of who she is.



You're better with this, you don't have to open the door in fact please don't just send them away and say I'm out... Shoe shopping or something.



Leave Charm in charge of the brew and peek out the window.

>Charm gives you a concerned look, expecting some kind of answer

“Charm, I was always taught that the best way to deal with these kinds of problems is to ignore them until they go away. This goes both for the middle school hazing rituals and people I don't know assaulting my door”

>”But dad, that’s not what you said about homework”

“That’s different dear”

>You’ll be caught dead before any daughter of yours forgets to turn in a math assignment

>Returning to stirring, both your ears remain swiveled backwards towards the door

>It doesn’t take long before they fold down further as it’s pummeled again

>Sighing, you quickly pass the stick to Charm

>Raven’s going to kill you if that door gets messed up

“Dear, could you watch the cauldron? I think you know what’s best for it anyway”

>The threat of confrontation makes your hooves slippery with sweat anyway, you’re bound to slip up

>With a smile and a nod she begins to work her craft, mixing it much more precise than you were managing

>Now to deal with this unnecessarily rude mare

>Trotting to the window, you can only groan at the thought of your property being assaulted

>At least when that National Guard tank ran over your mailbox during the riots they had the curtesy to send a letter of forgiveness and a check for 10 bits

>Stealthily pulling back the curtain ever so slightly your slit pupils adjust to the outside light, nose hovering just above the glass

>Hmmm

>You can’t really see who it i- wait, there’s a tail flickering around

>… That’s not a mare, that’s a-

>”HYPE!”

“OH GOD”

>Falling backwards you get caught in the curtain, the drapes clattering to the ground with you under them

>Pulling them out of the way, sharp pair of avian eyes glare down upon you from the other side of the window, beak pushed up against it

>A griffoness , a very upset one frowns as you scramble to your hooves

>”I knew you were in there! Now quit foolin’ around and open up cyka!”

“I-I don’t know who you are lady!”

>Her frown grows even larger, eyes filled with a cross between surprise and lack of amusement

>”Yeah good one. You know, you’re a hard bat to find Hype… actually not really, I looked you up in the phone book and took the bus over”

>Betrayed by the phone companies once more

>She seems to notice the wheels in your head turning, yet going nowhere

>”Come on, seriously? The bar? You were there with some white unicorn and a griffon”

“Ma’am, I haven’t the slightest idea what you ar-… oh no”

>Oh god no

>”Ha! I knew you’d remember! We got some drinks and then you went back to my place. It was your first tim-“

“O-okay”

>Quickly cutting her off your thoughts become ones of pure panic

“That’s nice uh, um”

>”Glizelle.”

“Glizelle! Well it was nice to see you, but I’m pretty busy at the moment an-“

>”Oh no, you’re not gonna just shut the curtains and forget about this. Just open up the door, we have to talk”

>That’s it, you’re dead. Raven’s going to absolutely kill you 

>Yeah this happened before you even really met Raven but you know how… worked up she can get

>Honestly the shadow realm is probably the least of your worries 

>"Come on batty, I ain't got all day. And buses aren't free you know"



Well, thankfully, bats and griffons can't have kids together, right? Hippogriffs are just their own thing and are definitely not made when a pony and griffon do it.



She has wings. She could just fly.

So what does she want?

Open the mail slot and talk to her through that.



Well, Has Charm ever wanted an older sister or brother? 



Alright we might as well invite her in, though maybe talking in front of Charm might not be the best idea... Do bats not believe in protection? Griffons? Maybe we're jumping to conclusions. 



Maybe she's just here to return something we left there, and, and she has been meaning to get around to it for 15 years but never had the chance, yea.

She was pretty rough last time, better open up before she claws up the door like she did Hypes backside.



I can't, there's a bomb... Yeah a bomb in my house that I'm disarming you should run away as far as you can in case I don't disarm it in time.

If I survive give me your number and I'll call you otherwise...

>It dawns on you that she does in fact have wings, therefore why she took the bus is a mystery

>Lazy bird

>You gotta think of a way out of this though

“Gee Glizelle, I’d love to but uh, you see there’s thi-“

>”This what?”

“This… Bomb! There’s a bomb in my house that I’m trying to diffuse”

>Her face can only express what can be described as “Really, zigga?”

“So you should run away as far as you can in case I don't disarm it in time. If I survive give me your number and I'll call you!”

>”Hype, we both know that there’s no bomb in there”

“Yeah there is! A-allahu Akbat!”

>”… Just come to the door”

>Yeah, you were never really one for pulling off lies

>Making your way to the door you reach for the knob, stopping just shy

>With a shudder, you remember how rough she was last time. You don’t think that your back ever truly recovered from those claws

>Better be safe

>Prying open the mail slit, you stoop down to it’s level

“So Glizelle, what’s on your mind?”

>”What’s on my mind? Why you’re still wearing the same tie from 15 years ago!”

>Her talons reach forward, nabbing your tie through the slit with precision, giving it a firm yank while you yelp

>Chuckling, she lets you go, your throat letting out an oof as you hit the floor

>”Just open up the door you dork”

>Sighing, you don’t really see a choice. Griffons are crazy, you have no doubt that she’ll do to the door what she did you your back if given enough time

>The knob on the lock is turned slowly, your mind racing through scenarios

>Do you think that she… no, ponies and griffons can’t procreate together. Especially not bat ponies

>Right?

>Yeah, you’re sure of it. She’s probably just here to return something that you left at her place

>15 years ago

>Door finally creaking open, you can’t help but give a sheepish grin, the griffon standing a full head above you, head feathers slightly blowing with the breeze as she peers down

“Sooo?”

>”So I’ll make this quick. I’m heading to the annual Equestrian griffon convention tonight. My nest sitter cancelled. So you’re watching over our son”

>… Crap

>Stepping to the side a bit, she reveals a… creature

>It’s front half is griffon like, save for the tufted ears and slit pupiled eyes

>The rear is standard pony, albeit darker like your own coat

>”Sup’ dad?”

>You cringe without even thinking, eliciting Glizelle to squawk 

>”Say hello to you son Hype. This is Gat. I couldn’t be assed to think of a better name when I had him so I just put griffon and bat together. Sounded better than Biffon, at least in my opinion”

>She scoffs in an annoyed manner

>”Wish I would have had some input from his father before making that call though… Anyway, I’m off, he’s yours for the weekend. Have fun you two!”

>She begins to walk away like this is no big deal, like she just didn’t thrust upon you the fact that you have another child 

>”Bye mom!” 

>This is getting out of hoof. You can see absolutely no scenario in which Raven does not explode over this



......huh.

....soooooo.....Sooooooooon? Do you have homework?

Not too late to tell Charm she can go back to bed, sleep the whole day away in fact.



time for our sons first lesson in panic skreeing 

also gliz is not walking away without explaining why she never told us



...Hold on.

We would have taken responsibility for this.

Why did you wait 15 years?
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At least it's not 15 years of alimony back payments.



I've never read Hype Quest 1 or 2. I have, ZERO fucking ideas what's going on. All I know is that bats like mangoes and the wife is mean sometimes.



How? Oh no, no, no, no... Nice to meet you but we need to hide you or I'm going to die. Like did all the way dead, as in there won't be enough of me left to bring to the hospital.



desu it's her fault for not collecting on any alimony.



a long time ago two of Hypes friends took him out bar hoping where he met Glizelle, a griffon with a pony fetish and they had a one nigh stand that involved Hype getting pretty torn up but was otherwise apparently a good night. 



Presumably she got pregnant and didn't want to be tied down to a random bar pone.

>Glancing at the hippogriff, he stares at you with those odd eyes of his

“Sooo, uh… son. Got any homework?”

>”Why would I do homework?”

>… Ok, you’re putting an end to this now

>Turning back, Charm stands by the cauldron, looking too confused to comment

“Charm, honey, if you want you can go back to bed. In fact, sleep the whole day away if you’d like”

>”Yeah I’m uh… gonna go to my room”

>She rapidly scrambles away with an urgency that you haven’t seen in a while out of her

>Alright, now that that’s taken care of

“Gliz!”

>She stops at the gate, turning

>”Ugh, what? I’m gonna be late”

“There’s no way that you’re walking away without an explanation”

>”What kind of an explanation do you want? You got up in me, now here’s the product. I’m pretty confident he’s yours”

>Taking another look at Gat you watch his ear tufts twitch with the breeze

>Yeah, no arguing that one

“Yeah I get that, just, I would have taken responsibility! Why didn’t you just tell me 15 years ago?”

>Her eyes roll, casually walking back to the door

>”Because bat boy, 15 years ago I wasn’t going to Griff Con. This weekend I am. So yeah, he’s yours until tomorrow”

>… This woman is really not grasping the gravity of the situation

>”Now I’m gotta catch the bus. We done here or do I need to start looking for alimony?”

>”What’s that?”

>”Don’t worry about it son, you and your dad are gonna have a great time together while I try out the open bar. I don’t think that’s too dramatic of a request, do you Hype?”

>Her eagle eyes bore into you with a stare that could send a manticore reeling

>”Besides, I’m sure a proper business pony like you can handle an estranged son for a day”



So we had son this whole time, and she never told us for this long? Could've at least informed us, even if she didn't want anything to do with us.

But right, also say hello to our son.
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Pausing here



>”Besides, I’m sure a proper business pony like you can handle an estranged son for a day”

What's that supposed to mean?



I can handle this... I can't handle what my wife will do to me though for this though.

Come on Gat, are you hungry? I need to make sure my house doesn't explode again.



The opposite in fact. Because of this, my son grew up without knowing his father. I wouldn't want that on any of my kids. I wish you would have told me!



We should probably take care of the cauldron now that our daughter went upstairs to think about Gat rutting her.





Ooo, good call. A surprise son was almost enough to make us forget. We might as well ask him to join us, bond over witchcraft. He might think we are super cool and metal if we pretend to be really into it.



Ask your son how good he is at lying. If not very then you have to try to come up with a plausible story for raven. Also does he want a hug or something? You kind of owe some.What's his favorite food? We have some bonding to do and little time to do it.
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It was fun, good session.



that sounds good

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

>”It means that I have to catch the bus, so I’m outta here”

>A baseball cap that read ‘GRIFF COM’ is whipped out, her talons quickly adjusting it onto her head 

“Well I can handle a son no problem, in fact I’m going to make up for him not knowing his father for all these year. But… I can’t really handle what my wife will do to me though for this though”

>She shrugs with little concern

>”She’ll get over it”

“She, probably won’t”

>”Eh”

>Glizelle turns away without another word like the rude bird that she is

>The hippogriff merely waves as she slams the gate shut behind her, casually walking down the sidewalk out of sight

>You should have known that griff girls would be trouble 

“Soooo”

>Gat just stares up at you

>”So”

“How good are you at lying?”

>”I mean, I’ve been able to ditch class plenty of times with bogus stories”

“Oh, uh… greeeeat”

>Guess you’ll have to call upon that skill for when Raven inevitably wants an explanation

“Do you want, er, a hug son?”

>He just gives you a blank look

>”Dude, I’m 15. Plus mom says that hugs are for effeminate swallows”

>Griffon culture sure is something

>As you’re processing what to say next the sound of bubbling finally catches your attention, the cauldron still brewing in the living room 

“Hey so, I have to go stir this thing, want to watch?”

>”Your wife makes you do the cooking?”

“Oh no, this is far from cooking!”

>Trotting to the large iron kettle you excitedly flag him over

>If there’s anything that rebellious teens enjoy, it’s gotta be some witchcraft, right?

>Gat follows along, practically dragging his hooves before taking a seat next to you, peering into the pink solution

>” What is it?”

“Well son, it’s a potion!”

>”… You cook meth?”

“Wh-what? No!”

>”Oh.”

>That sounded a little too disappointed for your liking

“You see my wife Raven, she’s a witch. Well, technically a witch, I mean, I’m sure that the guild will renew her membership at some point… but she has the hat and everything!”

>”So, what’s in the pot then?”

“It’s a potion that will cause mangoes to spring forth from the earth with just a drop, populating whole acres with row of free, endless, delectable fruit!”

>Giving your most excited grin, your son just manages to blink before looking back at the cauldron

>”You got any videogames?”

“Uh, well Charm has a Neightendo”

>”You got a PS Triple?”

>…What

>Ok maybe breaking an estranged teenager’s shell that just met his father after 15 years is going to be more difficult then you thought



Offer to get him something to eat or drink, then get to know your son a bit. ask him where they live, whats it like, what are his interests, what type of work he wants to do when he grows up.



I have no idea what that is. What do you like to do? Maybe we can go out after I've stirred this for ten minutes and do something?



Tell him you don't have that but what you do have is an interesting story of a griffin you knew before. He was a huge and funny guy. Whatever you turn out to be. Don't be like him. Warn him of the dangers of being... the griffin dude that had an accident and started speaking normally. He might be at griff con as a matter of fact.



Um, no, we don't have that. What do you like, besides video games?

Ask him how much Glizelle told him about us. Most likely, very little if anything at all.

“Um, no, we don't have that. In fact, I don’t even know what that is”

>”You know, the PS Triple! It’s slick, black. Like my tufts!”

>He begins to make some indescribable gesture, hoof slick his tufts back and forth

“Oooookay. Do you have anything else you like to do besides video games?”

>”Well I got an air rifle back at the apartment”

>Kids these days

“Say, you want something to eat while I’m stirring this thing?”

>”Nah I’m good, mom made some borsch for lunch. She drank all the vodka though, said it’s to get her in the mood for Griff Con”

“You know, speaking of Griff Con, I used to know a griffon pretty well. Big, jovial guy. Pretty jacked actually”

>”Yeah?”

“He was a great friend, helped me and my old friend Gar kill a boar that was ravaging his mango plants years ago”

>Mentioning the boar being killed seemed to have got his attention

”And then one day he fell off a ladder and hit his head pretty badly. By sheer luck instead of getting brain damage he could speak normally without an accent”

>”Sounds like a cool dude to me. Is there a point to this?”

“He was cool. But I’m warning you Gat, being cool isn’t everything. Especially the griffon ideal of cool. Almost got deported for dueling other griffons in the streets with lamp posts”

>”Pfft, mom said that you’d probably give me some spiel like that”

>You cock your eyebrow inquisitively 

”Oh really? Say, what else has your mother told you about me?”

>”Uh, well she said that you were a bat. I kind figured that just by looking in the mirror”

“Fair enough”

>”She also said that you were kinda a dork. You freaked out about a painting on the wall being crooked back at her place before she shredded you”

“H-hey, a pony, er, hippogriff your age shouldn’t be hearing such things”

>”Well don’t worry because that’s all she pretty much ever said. Besides the fact that if you weren’t a bat she would have clubbed you over the head with a lamp and make you marry her. Something about not wanting to listen to skrees at 3 AM”

>… Well that’s rather racist

>”So is your wife gonna kill you or something?”

“E-excuse me?”

>”I’m just saying man, you seem kinda scared when you mentioned her. If she's anything like my mom, I ain't sticking around for that"



She's not like your mom she's scarier, I'm not lying about the witch stuff she might turn me into a cabbage or something. 

She won't do anything to you, probably, but getting out of the blast zone is wise.



Nah. Probably just gonna turn him into a frog for a week.



Yes, we're very scared of our wife possibly finding out about this and what she'll do once she finds out about this, and she can do far worse than what her mom can.



I don't think she'll kill me... just do some terrible magic on me but it might be better if you weren't around to see that so leaving is probably a good idea.... Wait no! I have to keep you till your mom comes back. You can just... hide for awhile!

>You sigh, placing a hoof on his shoulder

“No, she’s not like your mom. She’s much scarier”

>”I doubt that, you should see how fast my mom can throw La Chancla”

“Oh trust me, I know what I’m saying. I wasn’t kidding about the witch stuff. She might turn me into a frog or something… still a better option than a cabbage I guess”

>”Why don’t you just tell her what’s up?”

“Huh?”

>”You know, just be like ‘hey honey, we got another kid’ or something”

“Son, I really don’t think you’re grasping the gravity of her jealousy. She’s not… very forgiving”

>You mentally shudder at the thought of her erasing your ear tufts from existence again

>Actually, being a cabbage might not be so bad. Just as long as you get to keep the tufts

“It’s probably for the best that you don’t stick around for what she does to me”

>”Are you kidding? Think of the views we’ll get if we record this!”

>Back in your day all you had to worry about was getting shoved in a locker, not having to worry about it being uploaded for all to see afterwards

“Look, I promised your mother that I’d keep a good eye on you until she gets back, so maybe just, I dunno, hide for the time being when she returns?”

>”No way man, I ain’t hiding from some housemare with a wand”

>This kid’s gonna get you killed…

>”Hey dad?”

“Yeah son?”

>”You really seem to have a thing for crazy women”

“It… just kinda worked out that way Gat”

>”You two at least love each other though, right? I mean, if she’s gonna do all that to you there’s gotta be a good reason you’re with her"



We've been married for 14 years. Of course we don't love each other any more.



Little dad humor.



She's the best thing that happened to me, but you got to learn how to survive a mare when you get married.

Maybe you should go say hi to your sister, you two might get along.

Check how long we've been storing this thing for.



Well she has her good points. She has a cute smile. Her food tastes great. She accepts me for who I am... does some things for me in the bedroom.. She's great

“We've been married for 14 years. Of course we don't love each other anymore”

>”Sorry about your marriage dad”

“It’s a joke Gat, a joke”

>You quickly give his feathered head a rub

“She's the best thing that happened to me, but you got to learn how to survive a mare when you get married”

>”Yeah but why chose the one that can turn you into a vegetable?”

“Well she has her good points!”

>”Like?”

“She has a cute smile, her food tastes great, she accepts me for who I am…”

>”It’s current year, I think that it’s not a big deal or a pony to accept a bat”

“Yeah well I had my mailbox run over by a tank during the Baltimare race riots years ago”

>”She conjured up a tank?”

“No that wasn’t her fault that was the National Guard. But even if she did, it’d still make it all worth it”

>”All it takes is cute food and a smile?”

“Well… she does things in the bedroom for me too”

>You chuckle a bit at your comment, not having been that risqué around even Charm before

>Gat just gives you a stupid grin and hooves up like a normal teen and even the remotest implication of sex

>Glancing at the cauldron you note that it’s finally been brought to the perfect shade of pink, and on top of that, the roof is still intact!

>You know, if it wasn’t for this whole offspring with another women thing, Raven would be so proud of you!

“Well, I’m gonna finish cleaning up here, why don’t you go meet your sister? I think you two might get along”

>”Ok, where is she?”

“Just go down the hallway, it’s the door with all the band and skull stickers on it”

>”So my sister is a freak”

“Look, she just likes Hot Topic. Now go say hi!”

>With a shrug he trots off down the hallway, leaving you to finish up the potion

>Pulling out a Shamwow you dutifully begin to clean off the various drips and splatters around the edge of the massive pot, noting that you need to change the newspaper underneath it

>You know Hype, you’ve really outdone yourself this ti-

>The door slamming open causes you to whiz around

>”You would not BELIEVE the line at the Ponemart dear! You go in for some mystical ingredients for your potion, and what do you find? All the toilet paper is bought out because of Keerona virus or something stupid!”

>Your wife places a few paper bags down on the floor, huffing as she adjusts her crooked hat

 >”Not even a hello? I’m glad you’re back?”

“O-oh right! Hello honey!”

“Did you mess up the potion? Why do you look nervous?”

>Her voice is more of annoyed acceptance than anger, her eyes rolling

“Ugh, you botched it didn’t you?”



No, nothing like that, Please come in and sit down. We just had a bit of a surprise today while you were gone, it turns out that I have a son from a previous relationship, I did not know about him until today but his mother has dropped him off while she attends to business in town.



Uh, no. Actually come look at it please before me being around it screws it up.

It didn't explode this time! 

I'm nervous about other things, don't worry about it. So hypocritically speaking for a moment, do our prior engagements before we met each other matter?





Might be best to hold that back for a minute.



No, nothing happened. I just had a very odd and unexpected visitor. Someone I briefly met fifteen years ago.



Tell her to check for herself if she wants to be sure.

“No, nothing happened to the potion. You can check for yourself”

>With a somewhat doubtful look she approaches the by now calmed vat, eyeing the product

“See? No explosions!”

>”Hmm… looks good to me. I guess I owe you an apology dear”

“Oh please Raven, I told you I could handle it. Didn’t even need Charm to touch it”

>”Well stop acting like you messed up then, you’ve got me thinking that you ruined a week’s worth of work!”

>Turning back to the bags, she pulls out odd boxes of ingredients, your eyes catching quick glimpses of what appears to be a dried monkey’s paw and a container of glowing orbs

>Finally, she holds up two bottles, eyes squinting with concentration as they are examined

>”Is there a difference between ketchup and catsup? I grabbed both just to be safe”

>You trot over to her slowly, mind far away from her current dilemma

>”Because if they were the same, why two different names? Next time you go to the store I need you to ask the manager about this”

“Hey, so Raven, dear”

>”Hm?”

>Her eyes continue to look over the two red bottles, attempting to unlock their secrets

“I just had a very odd and unexpected visitor”

>”Yeah I meant to tell you, there’s a banshee that’s taken up residence in the pantry. I’ll shoo it away tonight”

>… Well that would have been nice to know earlier

“Uh, well no, not a spirit. Actually someone I briefly met fifteen years ago”

>”It wasn’t that unicorn supremacist you were running around with back in the day? The one that you went to the work seminar with?”

“Dear, he isn’t a horn supremacist anymore, remember? Gar’s a good friend. He just moved away to manage that Ponemart out of state”

>”Oh right”

>You know, this would be a whole lot easier if she would stop focusing on the ketchup

“So uh”

>A hoof nervously sratches the back of your neck

“Hypocritically speaking for a moment, do our prior engagements before we met each other matter?”

>”I already told you Hype, I don’t care if you were an assistant to the manager at Hayburger before we met”

“No no, I mean like… romantic engagements”

>Her eyes widen, ketchup obviously not on her mind anymore

>Although you fear that something else red and viscous is now the subject of her thoughts

>”That… depends. Why do you ask?”

>Her emerald eyes give you piercing stare, muzzle beginning to scrunch ever so slightly



Well someone from my past talked to me today and asked me to do a favor for them... I'm not thinking of leaving or cheating on you or anything just to let you know! But yeah. I saw them today and they will be coming back to pick something up.



I'm not sure how to say this really but I have good, bad, and weird news before I die?



Nothing is going on! It was just a very brief, um, time years ago in which nothing happened after, and we never saw each other afterwards until now. She came by today all of a sudden and asking for a favor.

“I'm not sure how to say this really but I have good, bad, and weird news before I die?”

>”Die? Hype you better start talking right now! If someone’s threatening my husband I’ll, I’ll!”

>She starts to shake with rage, still trying to find adequate words to express herself

>Guess it’s time to break it to her that she’s the one about to do the threatening

“Well someone from my past talked to me today and asked me to do a favor for them... I'm not thinking of leaving or cheating on you or anything just to let you know!”

>”Wh-what?! What are you saying!?”

>Through the mix of shock and rage you can start to see her eyes begin to tear up

>”You’re running around with another mare aren’t you!”

“Well no not a mar-“

>”What’s her name?! She’s gonna regret this!”

>You’ve never really seen her get this worked up before

>Yeah, she’s been mad in the past. Real mad. But this is different from her usual freak out, she almost looks like she’s about to hyperventilate

“It was just a very brief, um, time years ago in which nothing happened after. We never saw each other afterwards until now. She came by today all of a sudden and asking for a favor”

>”Favor, favor, favor! What favor?! You’re running off with her aren’t you?”

“No! Never! She’s just going to pick something up tomorrow”

>”Hype if you don’t start explaining yourself right this instant I’m going t-“

>”Hey uh, guys?”

>Both of your heads snap around, Gat standing in the doorway to the living room

>”I went into the pantry for a snack and there’s like, a ghost, or something in there”

>Raven just blinks a couple of times, unsure of what she’s looking at

>You can’t really blame her, a bat-griffon hybrid is a little… unconventional

>Gat seems to realize his poor timing

>”You guys are busy. I’ll come back later”

>Raven speaks up, a lot more calmly than before

>”Hype did you pull that… thing? Out of the void down the hall? I thought I shut the entrance so more abominations couldn’t enter this realm”

>”HEY!”

>Gat recoils a bit, obviously insulted

No dear, he's my son.



That is a little rude, he's still a growing stallion, lion, eagle. He's my son, that I just found out existed half an hour ago.



Actually that's what I was trying to tell you. The favor was to take care of and watch over my son that was conceived before I had ever met you. I did not know of his existence until an hour ago.



No, he's my son. I swear I didn't know I had a son until today moments ago! Please don't be rude or harsh on him.

“That is a little rude, he's still a growing stallion… lion, eagle”

>”Uh huh…”

>She still stares at him with confusion while Gat’s eyes nervously darting back and forth between you too, unsure of what to do

>”Well go ahead and send him back to whatever realm he’s from. Charm can help while I put the groceries away”

“No dear, this is actually that's what I was trying to tell you. The favor was to take care of and watch over my son”

>”Did a succubus get you?! I knew I should have put a combo lock on that damn portal!”

“This didn’t happen while you were gone Raven, and it wasn’t a succubus. It was a griffon”

>You wait for her response, but none comes. She just glares at you with those trademark fiery eyes

“Look, he’s my son that was conceived before I had ever met you. I didn’t know of his existence until an hour ago”

>”My name is Gat Mrs.-“

>”YOU HAD A SON AND YOU NEVER TOLD ME?”

“I didn’t know! His mom just dropped him off after 15 years to go to a convention or something!”

>Gat quickly scurries away, taking your previous advance to stand clear

>”There’s no way that you didn’t know! 15 years? Just out of the blue because she needed a baby sitter?!”

“Apparently it isn’t a big deal in griffon culture or something! I swear to you this is the first that I knew”

>Her eyes tweak out a bit, teeth gritting

>”HYPE! YOU- YOU LITTLE... I, HOW COULD YO-“

>Oh god, here it comes

>Her horn begins to spark, you cringing in response to your inevitable fate while she fumbles with words

>What’ll it be this time? A toad? No, too cliché

>Made she’ll send you to the shadow realm like Charm said? At least your tufts would be intact

>Your attention back on the mare a sharp green aura begins to surround her, eyes glowing as smoke begins to waft from the carpet

>Oh this is bad

>Closing your eyes you brace for impact

>”UGH!”

>A loud pomf is all you hear, the crackling of magic ceasing

>Slowly opening your eye you find Raven pouting on the couch, hooves crossed and her hat thrown to the floor

>You both exist in silence for a while, the mare just staring down at the floor

>You’ve… never seen her like this before. By this time she’s usually zapped you with a spell

>”Hmph… a son”

>She doesn’t even lift her head as she continues

>”Thought we were a model family, and now you tell me that you had a son with some hussy over a decade ago”

>She stews a little longer on the couch, not even really paying attention to you

>”I guess that’s just how it is then”

“So… you’re not mad?”

>”Oh no Hype, I’m absolutely livid”

>The calmness of her voice honestly causes you to sweat

>”So… what do you want to do about this? Because I've got some ideas of my own"

You know... we only met Gliz because Raven cursed us, so you in a way, he's her son too.



I don't know. I'm planning on getting his phone number or address so I can call or write him but when I tried to bond with him he just shut me out so maybe that won't even happen to. He should be gone when the convention is over and we can get back to our lives as usual. You know I love you and that this something that surprised me as much as you. We can't blame him for just existing though.



We are a model family, the best. It's just a small hiccup, things will all be back to normal tomorrow.

If you want ideas on what to do you should talk to Charm, she's got a more level head then the both of us. Oh, you could put a curse on her, she didn't drag me away to marry me because she didn't want to hear my skreeing late at night, do that and it'd get her back. 

"In a non violent and not murderous way that doesn't involve sending her to another realm."



I didnt even know bat ponies and gryphons could, you know. I thought she was on the pill. I guess she thought the same thing. To be fair she never mentioned it to me until now.

So did the griff fucking happen before or after the wife entered mc's life?



I don't know. You know I love being a father, and now I find out that I had a son that someone neglected to tell me all this time. Besides fear, I'm also feeling distraught over finding that out.

Glizelle was her name if you were even curious. I don't know why she didn't tell me until now. I didn't even know it was physically possible for ponies and griffons to have children.



Is that how the hybrid thing happened as well? Due to the effects of the curse?

God could you imagine if Raven found out about the sun thing if she was pregnant? She would be doing something CRAZY!

“We are a model family, the best. It's just a small hiccup”

>”You call this a hiccup?”

“Things will all be back to normal tomorrow when his mom picks him up”

>”No, things wont be normal. You still have a son with another women!”

“Well… I don’t know. I don’t know what we should do if I’m being honest. And as long as I’m being honest, I didn’t even know that bat ponies and griffons could even, you know, conceive. She probably thought the same thing”

>”For her sake, she better of”

“You know I love being a father, and now I find out that I had a son that someone neglected to tell me all this time. Besides fear, I'm also feeling distraught over finding that out”

>”You think I don’t feel any different? My own husband just informed me that he suddenly has another kid, who just appears at our home no doubt”

“We can’t blame him just for existing, dear” 

>She merely huffs to herself, head nodding ever so slightly 

“You know, we could ask Charm what she thinks. She has a more level head then both of us at the moment”

>”I’m not going to bring our teenage daughter into this. Just… let me handle this”

>She rises from the couch, eyes not looking so empty as before

>In fact they actually seem rather lively, like she’s planning something

>… Ok, you know that look, she’s definitely up to something

“Now dear, I know what you’re thinking. Look, I get it, you’re going to put a curse on her”

>She continues to trot on past you, heading into the hallway

>A door creaks open and you can hear your wife rummaging around through one of her closets

“You know, she didn't drag me away to marry me because she didn't want to hear my skreeing late at night. You could cause her to hear that, and it'd get her back”

>”If I wanted to do that I wouldn’t waster the potion, I’d just leave a boom box outside her window!”

>Her voice is much more perked up, one could even say almost cheery

>That’s really not good…

“O-okay, or you could do something else. In a nonviolent, and not murderous way that doesn't involve sending her to another realm”

>The sentence barley leaves your mouth before she reappears, a tiny grin on her muzzle

>”Oh please Hype, you do you always think that I’m going to banish someone to another reality?”

“… Because you’ve done it”

>Scoffing, her hooves click along the floor as she picks up her hat, placing it back upon her head with a swift, natural motion

“Well I have a solution to our problems that doesn’t have to involve hurting anyone!”

>That’s, not wat you were expecting to hear

“W-well that’s great dear! That sounds amazing in fact!”

>Standing upon her hind hooves she closes her eyes, smugly placing a hoof on her chest

>”I know, I know. As a master of the magical arts and holder of an associate’s degree from DeVry, it’s my duty to create solutions to life’s difficult challenges”

>Ok, you’ve really never seen her like this before, but you’re gonna remain hopeful!

>”And with THIS, we can solve this little ‘hiccup’ that we’re having”

>A beaker is held up in her hoof, the contents glowing a deep yellowish hue

“And uh, what would that be?”

>”This? I’ve been working on this for a while, and I think now is finally the time to give it a test run”

>Opening it up, a colored mist begins to waft from it

>”Simply sketch a sigil onto the floor, pour a few drops out, and BAM! We can go back and fix everything”

“Go… back?”

>”Uh, yeah. You know, back”

>Your eyebrow rises, to which she rolls her eyes yet again

>”In time, Hype. We’ll go back in time”

“Y-you can do that?”

>”Yeah I’m pretty sure it’ll work, I found the recipe online… anyway, with this we can simply go back and change events as we see fit. So you don't have to find a long lost son on your doorstep, and I don't have to lose my shit!"

>She beams at this proclamation, obviously quite proud of the potion in hoof

[image: ]

Pausing



So we go back and make Gat... not exist?



Time travel can backfire in countless ways.

>go back to the past

>stop past Hype from filling that griffin with liters of mango-flavored semen

>go back to the present

>now we live in a unicorn ethnostate and there's big pictures of Gar put up everywhere

The consequences will never be the same.



But what if the time cops show up and try to arrest us? You know what happens in time prison? Same thing that happens in every other prison. Only forever. 

https://youtu.be/F8Blhssf33E?t=64



There are, a lot of moral dilemmas with that solutions dear. Now those sci-fi shows about time traveling might not be 100% accurate, but wouldnt that sort of unmake Gat? As in kill- and I know that means he wont totally be dead because you cant kill what hasn't actually existed and I get that kind of logic but in your own minds eye he would still be dead. Unless this is some Dragon Balls tier stuff where altering the timeline will create a parallel universe or something.

Actually there is a lot of morally questionable things about this. How about we do something that the wife likes, we finish up the potion before something volatile occurs, and we thing about the consequences in depth.



I am 100% this is not going to go well.



This isn't technically murder? Wait do you mean to make Gat not exist or so that we find out much earlier?

Either way I think time travel is a little extreme and very dangerous, just think of all the movies where it goes horribly wrong!



well dear do you remember the time that princess twilight caused a time paradox that ended up causing the paradox and the time some other mare possibly erased reality no one knows how time travel work if we just jump between or create timelines or if we just erase reality killing everyone that ever lived in the future from after the moment we traveled back or what if we cna travel back i dont want to lose our doughter or house i dont want to pay for a mortgage again and spend all those years trying to find a job and earn back all that money you would need to retake all those licenses and collect all those ingredients again(one big long desperate nervous anxiety filled rant with our strong keeing lungs) and thats without considering murdering him without having to erase the evident if not the time police comes after us



Raven we are not deleting my son like he's a stain on the ceiling.



So you want us to go back and have a more active roll in his youth?

>It doesn’t take long for her to sense your hesitation however

>”What? Something wrong?”

“No Raven, it’s just… well far be it from me to put this out there since I’ve never time traveled, but, you know, aren’t you worried that this can backfire?”

>”Backfire? So what, we can time travel Hype. If we mess up we just go back and try it again!”

“I don’t dear, it still seems like a bad idea. What if the time cops get us?”

>”You’ve been watching too many direct to DVD scifi movies. Trust me Hype, I know what I’m doing”

>You’ve heard her coin that exact phrase so many times before things got wild before

“So let’s say we do go back, then what? We just make Gat… not exist?”

>”Yeah! We go back, get you out of that bar and away from the talons of that harpy, travel back to the present, and bam! No more problems!”

>This seems way too simple. It’s never this simple when it comes to her and her schemes

“But what if we get into a time paradox? And then make another paradox trying to fix that paradox? Who knows where that could lead? I mean, what if we can’t fix something that we did? I don’t want to come back to the future and we don’t have a home. Or worse, what if our daughter doesn’t exist? Yeah some things we could start from scratch on, but others can’t be replaced”

>”And that’s why we’ll get you out of the way from that griffon with total finesse. We’ll do it in a way that will literally just stop you from banging her, and change absolutely nothing else. Besides, that butterfly effect theory crap is total BS”

>She still stands there smugly, totally convinced in herself

>And you know that when she’s assured of herself, nothing can stop her

“Ok but still, that doesn’t even begin to touch on how morally messed up this is”

>Her head cocks a bit, confused

>”How is this morally wrong? We’re just undoing something that should have never happened”

“Raven we are not deleting my son like he's a stain on the ceiling”

>”Why do you have to make it sound so cold and violent? He won’t be deleted, it’s just that he never happened!”

“How’s that any better?! I’m sure that he’d have something to say if you were to tell him that you were about to undo his very existence”

>She groans, head shaking as if she can’t believe that you’re actually saying that

>”Ugh, mom was right. She told me that you’d always be trying to talk me out of doing my craft, but did I listen? Noooo”

>With sigh she continues, sounding less puffed up about herself

>”Ok look, how about we compromise? We go back, and we let Gat happen”

“Okay?”

>”Then from there we have you be more active in his life. That way he still exists, you don’t have to feel so bad about him growing up without a father, and I have 15 years to let myself mellow out and come to terms instead of 15 minutes”

“Well, that’s better than the original plan, but… it still sounds kinda dangerous messing around with this stuff”

>”Hype, come on now”

>Your wife conjures up another one of her totally self-absorbed grins

>”Magic is my thing, I wouldn’t be trying it unless I knew for sure it would work”

>Placing a hoof on your shoulder she holds up the vial, yellow glow illuminating her soft eyes

>”So what do you say dear? Want to accompany your wife to the past?”



Well. There's no going back now. Hugs and kisses to the wife incase some random magic turn our favorite bat into a Shogoth.



"no this could mean we never meet and it would be functionally 100% would mean our little girl would never have been basically killing her and replacing her do you know the chances that that specific sperm and egg fertilized"

draw up math a chart and show the probability of us getting together if we do this is extremely low and the lower chance that our daughter ever existing which is functionally mean we killed her and everyone in this timeline and even if we dont mess everything up it would not be our real daughter just the daughter of the pair of that timeline we jumped too.

and i have many questions like will we remember this? or are we overwritten? if the whole point of traveling back in time is to kill that boy before he is born by letting him as a sperm die would we traveled back to kill him if he did not exist mean nothing changed or would it be the same?" while we are talking and distracting her with alot of moral and thought and headache inducing trains of thoughts try and snatch that vial away so she not possibly destroys the universe or erase herself from reality along with our daughter or possibly restarting the race wars possibly distract her with a kiss then run away with the vial and if we must kick over the giant cauldron filled with enough mango potion to i dont know could replace all the fruit trees in the world?



so does it look like we have any choice? also do you think she will travel back in time due to us having had the son? again due to some jealousy



We have to wear a disguise so he doesn't recognize us. We want to create a stable time loop. For instance he can tell us about a strange stallion he knew that was really cool and we can tell him that was us.



yeah if we dont merge with his flesh we will atleast disapoint him or shock him into a coma or death or we are just some stallion that looks similar too him

I forget, did Hype ever meet Pen before that night in the bar? Because Pen is the one who helped Hype lift the curse that was steadily getting worse and looked like it would ultimately kill Hype

If the goal is now to give Raven years to calm down, couldn’t we go back to just after Charm was born and tell the Hype and Raven of that time that Gat exists? 



That way we don’t risk the existence of anyone in our family and still get 14 years of Raven simmering down and Gat would only be 1 so we wouldn’t be neglecting him either.



Well... Alright, I guess I can't stop you so I should join you.

Will we remember we changed anything?

Also I want you to practice your craft, I love every part of you and it's one of your greatest passions, I don't want you to get hurt though because sometimes you rush into things.

>You take a glance between the vial and her, ears folding back 

>You know that it’s never this simple, especially when Raven drags you along on some adventure

>But you don’t really have a choice it seems. Even if you refuse she’ll probably go back and do things herself without supervision

“Alright. Let’s do it”

>She perks up, immediately opening up the vial

“BUT”

>”Ugh, what now?”

“If we’re going to do this, we have to be smart about this”

>”I already said that we’d be careful, what more do you want?”

“Well just hold up a second. Instead of going back to the bar, why don’t we just go back to after Charm was born?”

>”I fail to see what she has to do with this”

“So if something were to go… awry, a-and I’m not saying anything will!”

>She scoffs to herself, probably thinking that you’re insane for even questioning success

“But if we do mess something up, at the very least we won’t run the risk of losing our daughter. That way you get years to calm down, and our family is safe”

>She seems to chew on this for a moment, but quickly gives you a nod and a smile

>”Hype, you’re absolutely right. This is why I married you”

“I’m just looking out for us dear. I love every part of you and it's one of your greatest passions, I don't want you to get hurt though because sometimes you rush into things. And maybe when this is over, I could starting learning some of your craft to help in the future?”

>She leans in, planting a quick kiss on your cheek

>”Let’s just focus on the past for now, dear”

>With that she pulls out a stick like instrument, sketching up a sigil around you two

>”We could just partake of the potion and it would send us back, but that’d be a bit of a guessing game as to the result. The sigil makes the time and place we arrive much more accurate”

“So uh, will we remember that we changed anything?”

>”Hard to tell, never really tried this before. I think we will? But that’s just my guess”

>Her sketch complete, she stuffs the stick back into her saddle bag, tipping the vial ever so slightly downwards, a drop falling

>”See you on the other side dear”

>As soon as the liquid hits the ground it flashes, a light overtaking the two of you

>It almost feels like you’re being ripped away, your senses becoming dull

>But as quickly as the sensation began, it ends, a whiplash feeling overtaking you

>Giving your neck a rub your eyes adjust, the sky much darker than before, just barely enough twilight making its way through the trees to illuminate the grassy hill you find yourself on

“Wh-where’s the house? Where are we?”

>We’re 14 years in the past Hype, our subdivision hasn’t been built yet

>Blinking a couple times you see some homes just right down the hill, a street winding by them

>Removing her trademark witch hat she places it in the bag 

>”Gotta be a little more inconspicuous than that”

“Ok so I know where we are, how about when? What day?”

>”Well, if everything went to plan, we’re in the hospital about 5 blocks away. I should be giving birth in about an hour, and you should be nervously roosting on the ceiling in the hallway while the staff tries to calm you down and get your hooves back on the floor”

>Oh you remember that, they had to eventually smack you down with a broom



Ok so do we write a note and put it in our mailbox or what?



Does being in the same time as past me mean I'm not employee of the month anymore?



Is it cucking if they fuck their past selves?



Is talking to ourselves a bad idea? You're the expert here so what do you think we should do that won't result in your past self killing someone?

“So… does being in the same time as past me mean I'm not employee of the month anymore?”

>”It means that you’ll have to duel to the death to see which of you is truly worth. I brought the Keetanas”

“N-no”

>”I’m just kidding Hype. You’re both employee of the month in my books”

“Aw, thank you dear”

>Too bad it’s the company’s books that determine who employee of the month actually is

“So how do we go from here? I still need to think of a way to let past me know that I have a son, and cause as little changes in the past as possible”

>”Well, there’s several ways that we could go about this”

“Could I just write a letter to myself and mail it explaining everything? That seems pretty harmless and it gets the point across”

>”Hmmm…”

>She scratches her chin a bit in thought

>”It could work, but there’s some risks involved. Could get lost in the mail, past you might think it’s a prank, stuff like that”

“Well is talking to ourselves a bad idea? You're the expert here, so what do you think we should do that won't result in your past self killing someone?”

>She shrugs

>”Honestly at this point in your life you already knew some stuff about witchcraft, I really don’t see the harm in talking to yourself to make sure the point gets across. Just have to do it away from others”

>”Plus we’re heading to the hospital anyway, might as well do it while we’re there”

“Wh-what? Why?”

>”Because I’m a mother, and I’d like to see my own daughter as a foal again Hype. I’m just gonna take a minute and swing by the room where they place the foals and admire her, nothing wrong with that”

"What if something changes?"

>"I'm going to see my precious little Charm for a minute, nothing more. If you want to want to write a letter or talk to your past self, that's your call, just as long as the point gets across"

>With that she begins to walk down the hill towards the street, a gentle smile on her muzzle



Idea to share with the wife: What was the most recent lottery (relative to future us and not past us) we can recall? If we leave them some place where past us will find them, then we might get money in the future? Is that wrong? I might be wrong to do.

Should we see Charm again, but invisible? Can you do that?



There are baby pictures at home! You don't need to see baby charm!

We should get to writing the letter though. We can even include a memory only we would know to prove it or talk about what we thought of raven. We can easily convince ourselves.



Chase after her.

Alright just be careful.



>we have precious little charm at home

“Wait hold up!”

>You run down the hill, taking the spot by her side before slowing to a trot

“We have baby pictures at home! You don’t need to go there and see her”

>She shoots you a nasty look, gasping as if offended

>”Hype I AM going to see our daughter. A photo is just not the same”

>Deep down there’s no convincing her and you know it

“Well… ok. But be careful, alright?”

>”I’ll be fine dear, trust me. Just meet me outside the hospital in say, 90 minutes? Then I’ll bring both of us back to the present and we can go about our lives”

“Sounds fine by me”

>With a loving embrace you both go your separate ways, her to the hospital, and you to the local corner store

>A prepared employee of the month should always have a pen and standard letter sized paper in any situation, which you most certainly do!

>A stamp an envelope on the other hoof, now that’s something different

>As the sun dips lower across the horizon long, rich beams of light slip between the buildings, passing ponies casting deep shadows across the sidewalk

>Trotting along you honestly feel at ease in the mid-summer evening, looking around with nostalgia at businesses long closed years ago with their doors once more open, customers going in and out at their own leisure 

>If you weren’t on a mission that could screw up the entire future you’d love to stop in on some of these places

>Oh, there was that one fruit bar on the corner that you, Pen, and Gar got absolutely slammed at before Charm was born. That couldn’t have been more than a month or two ago

>Man, Raven sure was mad when you got home that night

>Chuckling you push the door open into the corner store, politely holding it as another pony trots out

>Let’s see

>Obnoxious advertisements?

>Overpriced candy bars and lighters at the checkout?

>Bored teenager reading magazine on company time at the register?

>Guess some things never change

>Patiently going through the aisles looking for the envelopes, your mind begins to wonder

>If Raven gets to enjoy a piece of the past, then why not you?

>You’re a smart bat, you could kick back a little responsibly

>Would it be immoral to give yourself lottery tips in the letter? You mean, nothing wrong with a little more cash around the house

>Or a lot

>”Hype?”

>Your morally grey thoughts are shattered instantly

>”Hype man, what are you doing here? I thought your wife was having her foal?”

>A black and white striped equine approaches from down the aisle, smiling in a familiar friendly manner as the tie around his neck flutters a bit

>This… was not a good time to run into your coworker and self-proclaimed best work buddy

“O-oh, hey there Wewuz”

>The zebra reaches out and gives you a firm hoof shake, obviously amused to see you

>”Yeah, I thought you left the office early today because Raven was going into labor? Is everything going ok? You look a bit out of it”



You know just needed to grab some stuff. I was so worried about the foal and Raven. The birth left me feeling worried and exhausted so I thought I'd grab a few things. Listen could you do me a favor? Could you just, never mention to me being here tomorrow? I don't want to think about the foal birth and the stress and Raven screaming bloody murder, I think she accidentally summoned a specter. I'm tired.



I am a bit out of it, I can't really explain but I'm here to appease my wife and I just need to pick up a couple of things before heading back to her.



Last minute pregnancy cravings.



Marvel at how young Wewuz used to be. Anyway tell him everything is fine. You were just getting a gift for the baby.

>Alright Hype, you knew that things weren’t going to be easy, just gotta give him a quick, simple explanation for why you look like you’re 40

>… Geez 15 years can take a lot out of a horse. Does past you look that young too?

>No, stay on topic

“I am a bit out of it, just, a bit worried about the foal and Raven. The birth left me feeling exhausted”

>”Yeah I can understand that, I remember when my wife had her first foal. But your wife is a lot more exhausted then you though!”

>He playfully gives your shoulder a light punch, laughing

>Forcing yourself to smirk, you continue on

“Yeah, but she she took it well enough. I’m just here to… get a gift for the baby”

>He looks at the shelf you were rummaging around on, perplexed

>”Uh… you’re giving her envelopes? You really gotta get out of the business mindset Hype”

“O-oh, no, these aren’t for the foal! I can't really explain but I'm here to appease my wife and I just need to pick up a couple of things before heading back to her”

>”Raven really is an odd one”

>You shrug, trying to put on a joking demeanor

“Last minute cravings, what can I say?”

>”Not much I guess”

“Hey so, could you just, never mention to me being here tomorrow?”

>”Uh, yeah sure. But why?”

“I just don't want to think about the birth and the stress and Raven screaming bloody murder, I think she accidentally summoned a specter. I'm just tired, you know?”

>”Well sure, I guess… might want to get her to take care of that specter”

“In due time, when she’s calmed down”

>”Well hey, I was actually thinking about dropping by to check up on you guys at the hospital since I was going that way to begin with. Wanna head back over there? Post office is on the way if you're trying to send a letter out”



Try to remember if Wewuz visited you in the hospital. If he didn't then you have to do everything you can to not let him go there!! But if he DID you have to find someway to tell him to go on his own or go with him but break apart somewhere.

Besides this letter is gonna take you AWHILE to write.



The wife said she needed 90 minutes with the foal before we regrouped right?

>That, would had been a good idea. If it wasn't for how Raven's been protective of our little bundle of joy. I was barely able to save one of the nurses from getting possessed. Sorry.





What this anon said. I don't know if Raven is able to observe and take pictures of little Charm while remaining hidden or at least unimportant as to not alter the future, but if she can do her thing discretly without having to worry about people popping in on her then I suppose we could just tell Wewuz to meet us at the hospital with the excuse of "needing to fly for a bit and meeting him later." If Wewuz never went to the hospital, then a simple warning about the wife's protectiveness should be enough to dissuade him.



It'd probably be best you didn't, just for my pride and Ravens rest.

>You begin to rack your mind, trying to remember if Wewuz actually visited you and Raven in the hospital 

>Going down the list of ponies who stopped in, you can’t seem to remember any stripes ever showing up

>You think he visited you guys afterwards? He definitely did at some point, just not that night at the hospital though

“It'd probably be best you didn't, just for my pride and Ravens rest”

>”Is she acting kinda crazy?”

“Come on, you know Raven. Just imagine her on a normal day”

>”… Fair point”

“I’d love to meet up at some point though, it’s just that right now isn’t the best time”

>”No no, I completely understand. I mean, geez dude, you look like you’ve aged 20 years”

”Y-yeah…”

>”But hey, I’ll see you soon, alright? Rest of bud, best of luck to you and your wife!”

>Giving him a wave the two of you part ways, him heading out the door and you getting in line to pay for your supplies

>Soon afterwards you’re back on the street, less ponies walking around at this point, the sun completely down now

>Glancing at a clock you note that it’s about 30 minutes until it’s time to meet Raven at the hospital

>Trotting on down the road you eventually run into a mail box, street light above it illuminating the area

>Busting out the letter an envelope, you sit down at a nearby bus bench, ready to complete your mission

“Let’s see, ‘Dear Hype’… or, should it be ‘Dear Me’? ‘Dear… Self?’”

>Huh. Maybe writing a letter to your past self isn’t as easy as you thought it would be

>Come on Hype, think! You’ve got to make this letter count!



Start with "You might not believe this but I'm you from the future. I'm writing to you because Raven is ... being Raven. Yes Hype. She really made you go back in time when you did everything you could to talk her out of it. Sounds just like her right? Now you might be willing to listen. I have some good news for you. Not only do you have daughter who is gonna be super duper cute in 15 years but you also have a son. Do you remember the griffin lady from the bar? She got pregnant. Knowing me you dropped the letter right now and are freaking out and just picked it up to continue reading so I just want you to know it's all ok. You need to tell raven this son exists. She found out and did not take it well which is why this letter is being written to give her time to accept it. Believe me that this is for the best and her way of dealing with it. You'll be fine hype don't worry. Your sons name is Gat by the way. Maybe you can still change it while he's young. How about Razor? I know you can do it me.



ps: in 7 years you will misplace your office stapler, put in a request for a replacement and just after the replacement arrives you will find the original stapler. Don't relive my deepest shame, it was behind the filing cabinet.



Hey it's you from the future, yes I'm here because of Raven and yes it is a little bit your fault. Remember that griffoness that destroyed you a while back? She got pregnant and had your kid, you should figure out what to do. Also here take this lottery ticket.



We'll have to share something as proof. Something no one but us knows. Our deepest secret.









These all seem true, and sharing a deepest secret first would probably be a good idea. Something that only Hype could had known.

>With a deep breath you clear your mind, pen being put to paper, just allowing the words to form

>’You might not believe this but I'm you from the future. Yes I'm here because of Raven and yes it is a little bit your fault’

>Alright, not bad. Always good to get guilt out of the way upfront

>’ Raven is ... being Raven. Yeah, she really made you go back in time when you did everything you could to talk her out of it. Sounds just like her right? You did really try to convince her otherwise though, but here you are 15 years in the past’

>Hm. You should probably start leading off with some reassurance that everything is ok and this is just a minor problem

>’I have some good news for you. Not only do you have daughter who is gonna be super-duper cute in 15 years but you also have a son. Remember that griffoness that destroyed you a while back? She got pregnant and had your kid. Knowing me you probably just dropped the letter right now and are freaking out. I just want you to know it's all ok, but you need to tell Raven that this son exists. She found out and did not take it well which is why this letter is being written to give her time to accept it. Believe me that this is for the best and her way of dealing with it.’

>Scribbling furiously along, you pause for a second, tapping the pen on the paper in thought before continuing

>’Might be a good idea to contact Glizelle about this, especially before she names your kid ‘Gat’. Maybe you can still change it while he's young’ 

>Your batty eyes scan the letter line by line, grinning as you do

>It’s s finely crafted letter no doubt, but you can’t help but feel that it’s missing something, something important…

>That’s it! You need to share something as proof, something only you would know

>Dare you even… write your darkest secret…

>’By the way, as proof of this letter not being a hoax, between you and me, we both know that deep down we prefer guavas over mangoes anyway. It’s just so tough not to conform to society’s expectations’

>You look up, staring off into the empty street, eyes looking nowhere in particular into the dimly lit city as you sigh

>After all these years, it finally felt good to at least write how you truly feel

>Glancing down again, you frown

>It’s still… missing something

“Hmmm”

>Oh wait, you know!

>PS: in 7 years you will misplace your office stapler, put in a request for a replacement, and just after the replacement arrives you will find the original stapler. Don't relive my deepest shame, it was behind the filing cabinet’

>Phew, the true crisis has been averted

>As you begin to seal up the envelope you’re quick to toss in a lottery ticket

>H-hey, a bat can dream, right?

>Stamp applied and address clearly filled out you shove it into the mailbox, keeing with delight as your mission is accomplished

>And with time to spare! By the time to walk to the hospital Raven should be ready to go

>With a skip in your step you trot into the distance, passing street after street, the unmistakable outline of the hospital against the skyline growing ever nearer

>Finally you make it, stopping at a corner a little ways back from the entrance

>Best not get too close and risk anyone you know spotting you. Plus it’s close enough to spy Raven when she walks out the door

>Leaning up against a bus stop, you shake your head, smirking

>You know, you really were worried about this whole thing, but Raven was right! It really was that easy!

>Still the most stressful letter you’ve ever mailed… well, except for that TPS report you accidentally sent without a cover page at work that one time

>You know, maybe if she’s willing to take another trip into the past…

>”HYPE!”

“KEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

>You jump at the sudden assault on your ears, a pair of large talons pulling you in

>Oh god, you’re too young to die, not like this!

>”Hype! How you doin’ buddy? Long time no see!”

>Wait a minute, that accent…

“Pen? What are yo- HRK”

>You’re cut off as the large mass of griffon pulls you in, absolutely crushing you in a hug

>”Geez Pen, take it easy. Ponies aren’t as durable as you”

>”Back in my home country this is-“

>”Customary, I know, I know. Just, ease a bit man, you’re gonn break him”

>The griffon gently places you back down, a laugh leaving his beak

>He’s soon joined at his side by a white unicorn, his blue eyes filled with warmth

>”G-gar? Pen? What are you two doing here?”

>”We’re here to see our friend of course! Heard your wife was in labor, so we figured we’d come give our congratulations!”

>”дa! We came to see the newest father in Baltimare!”

>Oh, right. Now it’s starting to come back to you. They did come by to visit tonight

>And you remember they were a bit inebriated

>Your nostrils flare, the griffon smelling of vodka stronger than he normally does

>Yup, you remembered correctly

[image: ]

Pausing

>inb4 Gizelle finds us and we make another batgrif abomination



It's good to see you, I'm glad you did come even if you're still a little rough.

But I'm actually a clone Raven made to help out while the real me panics, it's a secret though so don't bring it up.



Tell your best friends to stock up on toilet paper. They're gonna need it when they have to deal with the keerona.



Ask Pen some hypotheticals about how to raise a half bat half griff son so he doesn't grow up a dweeb. He's probably drunk enough that he won't remember us asking.



>Oh, right. Now it’s starting to come back to you. They did come by to visit tonight

>And you remember they were a bit inebriated

>Your nostrils flare, the griffon smelling of vodka stronger than he normally does

>Yup, you remembered correctly

One good thing about this, we might have some leg way to bullshit some more and whatever oddity happens tonight they can chalk it up to the booze.

I'm tired so I'm leaving it up to you anons.



Juicy superior unicorn cock





I like this one

9



Realize that them meeting future Raven just walking around right after birth minus baby would probably complicate things.

Have we considered the possibility that Raven separated from us because she intends to go back further alone and prevent Gat's conception and she only brought us back to this point because here we're stranded without a way to follow her, since teen Charm isn't in this time period.

>It’s a little late to avoid them obviously, but you have to make sure they don’t see Raven walking around so soon after birth

>Or you for that matter

>Gotta keep them here for now

“It's good to see you, I'm glad you did come even if you're still a little rough”

>”It’s just how I was raised”

>”You know back in the day I would have considered this genetic barbarism, but now I realize that it’s only cultural”

>Pen whaps Gar upside the head, the unicorn chuckling as he rubs it

>”But seriously, I called up Pen and we came on over as soon as we heard the news”

“I appreciate the thought. But hey guys, I'm actually a clone Raven made to help out while the real me panics, it's a secret though so don't bring it up”

>They both look at each other, confused

>That is before the pair busts out laughing, the two taking a drink out of half empty bottles afterwards

>Where’d they even get those? 

>Actually no, this is a good thing. As long as they’re a bit drunk you can blame any odd run ins on the alcohol

“So, Pen… question”

>The griff downs the rest of the bottle before tossing it aside into some bushes

>”Wait one moment”

>Pulling out yet another bottle he brute forces the cap and rips it off with just his talons

“Uh, Pen? Was that a twist off?”

>”What’s a twist off?”

>Griffons, man

“So hypothetically, how would you raise a half bat half griff son so he doesn't grow up a to be dweeb?”

>”Hype, are you still worried about that bar griff last year?”

>Gar places a hoof across your shoulders, the other poking into your chest

>”I told you to stop worrying about that, it’s not like bats and griffs can conceive anyway”

“Y-yeah”

>”Well, if we’re talking hypothetically…”

>Pen runs a talon under his beak, thinking deeply

>”First thing I would do is teach him how to duel with a lamp, he’s definitely going to need that in the future when he’s seeking a wife, negotiating a bar tab, or signing any loans”

“I see”

>”I recommend going to Pone Depot and taking him into the light fixture aisle, let him get a feel for the lamps himself, take some practice swings. It won’t take long for the perfect weapon to come to him, all griffons have an innate sense for which lamp post is right”

“Won’t the employees be upset?”

>”That’s part of the training! Can’t practice without a target!”

>Maybe it’d be for the best to teach him more bat than griffon culture…



Should he use a traditional hologen bulb in the lamp or one of those twisty cfl bulbs?



Ask pen a personal question. Like is that how his father raised him?



or should i try for those new fancy lamps in development that are just a collection of tiny square lamps in a tough plastic case?

or should i try for a crystal rune lamp so its just a solid glowing rock or should i go for a metal sphere imbued with light with a light weight metal shaft reinforced with magic or should i make it as heavy as possible?



mercury-vapor bulb for +1 poison damage.

“So should he use a traditional halogen bulb in the lamp, or one of those twisty CFL bulbs?”

>”Hype, did you not listen to a word I said?”

“Or should he try for those new fancy lamps in development that are just a collection of tiny square lamps in a tough plastic case? Or should he try for a crystal rune lamp so it’s just a solid glowing rock or-“

>”Hype. The warrior does not pick his lamp. The lamp picks him”

>He blinks, slowly looking up into the sky with a stoic stare

>Deep…

>”Uh, Pen? You ok there big fella?”

>Gar pokes his wing a couple times, the griffon snapping back to reality

>”Y-yeah, just… thinking”

>Looking back down to you he gets cheerful again

>”But honestly if you want my opinion, I always pack a mercury-vapor bulb for that passive poison damage”

>Seemingly out of thin air he pulls out a rather sizeable bedside lamp, the base and post well dented, shade torn and crooked

>Where does he keep getting these things?

>”But for you, I’d recommend starting with a lava lamp”

>Hm, interesting choice

“So Pen, can I ask you a personal question?”

>”Anything my friend”

“How did your father raise you?”

>”Hype don’t you think you should be asking a pony how to raise your new foal instead of a griffon?”

“Gar you don’t have any foals”

>”Someday I might…”

>”No it’s fine, I am honored that he wants a griffon perspective. Now where to begin?”

>The lamp is placed upon the ground, Pen beginning to ramble

>”I was 4th out of 9 chicks in the nest, so it was not easy to be a middle child”

>Thank goodness you don’t have that on your hooves

>”The thing about griffons is, you have to be stern. My father worked all day, and still had time when he came home to make out life’s hell if we messed up during the day”

>He almost looks sentimental as he says that last bit

>”But in all honesty we deserved it. If you don’t stay on a griffon, they’ll be up to no good. Instead of sweeping steel factory floor, they will be playing cards and drinking in the back room”

>”I meant more like advice on kids”

>”I just told you. I would always neglect factory floor when I was 8 to play cards and drink with the other chicks”

>That… is definitely an OSHA complaint

>And a child services complaint

>Actually that’s a lot of complaints 

>”you have to be firm as a griffon father Hype. Because it is our culture that one day, when the time has come, we must raise a lamp to our father, and prove that we our strong enough to leave the nest. Two birds enter, only one leaves conscious. And mark my words, it MUST happen"



But... but you've never wielded a lamp as a weapon before! Or any kind of weapons! You're just good with pens! What would happen if I don't fight my .... hypothetical griffin child?

[image: ]



Is it normal for Griffons to have such large families?





pic related



My god, it's so aggressively Hype. Gat would probably not have the heart to beat him senseless after seeing that.

“But… but I’ve never wielded a lamp as a weapon before! Or any kind of weapon! I’m just good with pens!”

>Gar and Pen look at each other in confusion

“And 9 chicks, are you saying that your father had to do that 9 times? I can’t imagine having to do it once, why would you do it 9 times?”

>”Griffon families are just naturally large Hype. But why are you so worried? It’s not like you’ll ever have to do that”

“O-oh right, yeah just… hypothetically”

>You’re so screwed if Gat ever raises a lamp to you. You’re not even sure that you could bring yourself to use a lava lamp?

>There has to be some pen-lamp combo you can buy

“So, still hypothetically, what would happen if I didn’t fight my griffon child?”

>Man, you’re glad that they’re drunk or this would all probably seem pretty suspicious

>”Well you’d just make his job easier beating you over the head”

>And there it goes, your last bit of confidence

>The griffon quickly reaches back, grabbing his lamp before turning around with a quickness

>”But hey, if you ever want to learn, I can teach you the basic- Блядь!”

>You feel a solid smack upon the side of your head, the world spinning

>”Oh god Pen what did you?!”

“It wasn’t my fault, I just… turned back around! I didn’t know his head would be there!”

Looking up, you see a cloudy vision of Pen shaking the lamp

>”This is all your fault!”

>You can hear the weapon clattering down the sidewalk as it’s tossed away forcefully

>”Well don’t just stand there, help me lift him!”

“Ugh…”

>The lost thing you feel is your body being lifted, the world then going black

>…

>Light causes you to wince as your eyes open, a groan escaping your lips

“Ugh, what… what happened?”

>”Oh thank god you’re awake!”

>Your vision is filled with Gar looking down upon you

>”Just don’t move too much, you took a blow to the head”

“Am, am I ok? Why am I laying down”

>”Pen tried to show you his lamp and just kinda accidentally whacked you with it when he turned around”

>This is why there needs to be lamp control laws

>Finally forcing yourself to sit up you blink a few times, the light hurting less

>Touching a hoof to your head you still wince, a nice welt under your mane

“Wait, where am I?”

>”You’re in the hospital dude, we just carried you the 50 feet to the entrance

>Oh no

“Wh’where’s Pen?”

>”Oh he went to go find your wife to tell her what happened, and apologize for knocking out her husband”

>… Oh no



Gar you have to go stop him. He'll die otherwise. At least make him hold off the apology or make him go out and come back with presents! Just STOP him from meeting raven. Go gar you're the only pony I can count on with this.



Surely they wouldnt just let a drunk griffon into the maternity ward during a live birth, so our best strategy might be to find our Raven and have her accept the apology. maybe throw her on a gurney with a pillow under a blanket.

>Surely they wouldn’t just let a drunk griffon into the maternity ward during a live birth, right?

>Although he does have a way of just bargaining into places that he shouldn’t be

“Gar you have to go stop him. He'll die otherwise!”

>”But, I don’t even know where he is!”

“We have to find him! At least make him hold off the apology, or make him go out and come back with presents! Just STOP him from meeting Raven”

>”O-okay, I’ll try to find him”

>He jumps up from the chair, sending it skittering across the floor as the door is flung open, the unicorn galloping down the hallway

“Go Gar, you're the only pony I can count on with this!”

>As soon as you hear his hoofsteps cease clicking into the distance you fall back down on the gurney, exhausted

>That griffon sure can give a hit

>Giving your head another rub you still cringe a bit with pain, but definitely not as much as when you just woke up

>You really do hope that he can stop him before he runs into your wife, past or present

>… Speaking of Raven, where even is she?”

>Glancing at the clock, a small skree escapes your throat

>It’s nearly a half hour past when you agreed to meet her outside

>Has she been looking for you? What if she thought you got lost?

>Either way, there’s no way she’s gonna be happy



Get up. You have to go to the meeting place. Fly bat colt fly!



Unless a nurse yells at you for running in the hallway, then move at a steady but brisk pace.

>Forcing yourself up you can’t help but groan as your hooves touch the floor, head still a bit fuzzy

>But a bump on the head is going to be the best that you could hope for if Raven’s out there waiting

>With a deep breath you suck it up, entering the hallway

>A couple of ponies walk by, a nurse pushing a some supplies around, but not much else

>Perfect conditions

>Without thought your wings unfurl, giving a test flap

>A voice from the deep recesses for your brain calls out

>’Fly bat, fly!’

“Skreeeeeeeee!”

>With the force of bat trying to make happy hour at the fruit bar your body is launched forward, tie whipping backwards in a blur as you glide down the hallway

>Your nimble wings carry you effortlessly around the corner with an expert bank

>Nothing could stop you now! Not eve-

>”Hey!”

>You immediately hit the brakes, wings giving a rapid succession of flaps to slow down before your hooves begin to skid on the shiny tile floor

>You barely stop in time from colliding with an extremely irate looking nurse

>She simply extends a hoof to the wall

>”Can’t you read?!”

>Your eyes follow to a sign posted in the hallway

>’No smoking’

>’No soliciting’

>’No flapping’

>Ears folding back, you stammer

“S-sorry, don’t know what got into me”

>”You better keep your hooves on the floor next time mister, OR ELSE”

“S-sure thing Ma’am!”

>She stands there for a bit longer, glaring daggers into your soul before finally turning away

>”Hmph… just give my five minutes with the manager and ‘no keeing’ is gonna be up on there next”

>Well that’s just unnecessary

>With her tail finally disappearing around the corner you finally set out one more at a steady, but respectable pace

>Really Hype, what came over you? Yeah your mortal soul is at risk, but is that really an excuse for breaking the rules?

>Pushing your way outside you trot across the street, going a little ways down back to where you were originally

>Even though the street lights are out, it’s still pretty dim out, the rustling of trees in the wind giving the road an almost eerie atmosphere

>Which Raven is always fond of, so you hope she appears soon

>Tapping your hoof lightly on the concrete you nervously look at your watch, frowning

>It’s been almost 5 minutes and she’s nowhere in sight

>Maybe she went to look for you?

>Or maybe she just got really caught up in the moment seeing her baby again?

>Either way, the seconds ticking by are going to drive you insan-

>”Hey man”

>Ears perking up, you turn to find a unicorn approaching you down the sidewalk

“Oh Gar, you scared me”

>Well it wasn’t the unicorn you’re looking for, but at least it’s your friend

>”Hey so, I found Pen”

“OH really? That’s wonderful! I knew you could do it”

>”… And Hype”

“U-uh”

>Rustling behind you causes you to face away from Gar, only to find Pen directly to your rear

>… He does not look amused one bit

“дa. Hype is in the maternity ward with Raven. Has been the last hour”

>They both take a step closer, you holding out your hooves

“W-wait guys, hold up! I can explain-“

>”We don’t need an explanation, changeling!”

>Pen unsheathes his lamp, holding it firmly at the ready while taking up a stance



If I was a changeling could I do this?

SKREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE



Back away! If I was a changeling then how do I know that you drink too much, and you go to griffcon? And gar! You know it's me because a changeling would never skrree like this. SKREE.



I already told you, I'm a clone damn you. It's your own damn fault for not believing me.



Didn't we already give them an explanation for why there would be two of us. Also, we were knocked unconscious, wouldn't that cause a changeling to drop their form?

“Back away! I already told you, I'm a clone damn you. It's your own damn fault for not believing me”

>”Save it impostor. We know for a fact that Raven can barely deal with one Hype, let alone two!”

>… Ok, they’ve got you there

“Wait, I was knocked unconscious, wouldn't that cause a changeling to drop their form? Huh?”

>”You probably just wanted a free trip into the hospital to get close to, and replace our friend!”

>You know, you love them to death, but they never really were the smartest

>Pen takes another step, lamp gently twitching back and forth as if he’s aiming it

>”Just keep him right there Gar. This cyka is mine!”

>Time to change tactics

“Wait, wait hold up! Just hold up a minute!”

>”You got 10 seconds, bug”

“Ok look, if I was a changeling then how do I know that you drink too much, and you go to griffcon?”

>”I-I don’t drink too much…”

“And Gar! You know it's me because if I was a changeling, could I do this?”

>Planting your hooves firmly on the ground you take in the deepest breath you can manage, chest fluff puffing out as you ready yourself

>Gotta make this one good

“SKREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

>The two of them recoil back a bit, Gar placing his hooves over his ears

>Slowly but surely your skree dies out, but not before a smile appears on your face

>That’s gotta be the best damn skree you’ve given in years

>Gar blinks a couple of times, Pen giving him a confused glance

>”Pretty impressive. That was a darn good skree”

“See?”

>”Almost had me fooled even”

>He points an accusing hoof at the hospital

>”We talked to Hype and he let off a skree after realizing a changeling was trying to replace him. And his was far more impressive than yours!”

>… Have you really lost your touch that much?

“But I-“

>”Enough, friend stealer! Get em Pen!”

>Your sensitive bat ears sense a disturbance, you barely jumping out of the way in time as the lamp goes careening by, sparks flying at it smashes into the sidewalk

>”пpoклятиe! Stop him Gar!”

>The unicorn attempts to block you but you’re way ahead of him, wings unfurling as you lunge on by, easily dodging his inebriated form

>With every ounce of energy you can summon you flap down the sidewalk, your friends in hot pursuit

>But they’re no matching for a flapping bat, gap finally being achieved

>Swoocing around the corner you take a look back, Pen and Gar still giving chase but a comfortable ways behind

>You know, once they sober up, I’m sure they and your past self will have a nice laugh about all thi-

>”WATCH OUT!”

“OOF”

>You slam into a pony, both of you tumbling to the ground

>Opening your eyes you find Raven, emerald flames practically erupting from her eyes

>”I’m gone for just a minute to see my lovely darling Charm, and you just decide to disappear?!”

“Raven, honey, now’s not the tim-“

>”Don’t you interrupt me! Where have you been? And more importantly watch where you’re going! You almost made me spill this!”

>Holding up the time potion in her hoof she gives you a snarl

>”You just can’t go spilling this willy nilly! Do you know what that could d-“

>Neither of you can quite react as an object goes slicing through the air, the vial being struck

>”Aw man, you missed him Hype!”

>”I’d like to see you do better, pony!”

>The javelin of a lamp clatters to the ground, but that’s not what your focus is on

>That would be your wife diving forward, eyes filled with fear as gravity pulls the potion down

>Just a split second before it smashes against the ground her hooves get under it, stopping it from shattering

>You let out a relieved sigh

>But then you notice the sizable amount of yellow liquid go splashing onto the ground around you two

>Raven can only look up at you in a mix of shock and anger

“… Oh crap”

>A flash zips you out of reality, the process repeating itself from early in your living room

>Opening your eyes you find yourself totally surrounded by trees, not a single sign of civilization in sight

>”You bonehead!”

>Raven grabs you by the shoulders, giving you a shake 

>”What did you do?! Now we’re stuck… whenever this is for at least an hour!”

“Wh-what? Why an hour?”

>You just can’t keep using this potion recklessly, it has a cool down period you know! don’t want it exploding from over use!”

>Oh now she tells you this

“Well no big deal, we can sit tight for an hour”

>”Yeah easy enough for you to say! I don’t even know when we are! We could be in the stone ages for all we know!”

>Focusing away from your seething wife for just second you look back and forth across the wilderness you find yourself in

>No trails, certainly no buildings. Just trees. Lots and lots of trees, along with the sounds of birds whimsically chirping

>And… what appears to be some gently rising smoke in the distance
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Pausing



Kiss your wife. Tell her that we should go to the smoke because we don't want anything find us in the woods.



We could have gone far enough back to get fresh dinosaur parts, imagine the potions and spells you could make from them.

Try appeasing our wife.

I need to practice my skree.
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worst case scenario, would she be able to make more of that stuff without her home supplies?

Bep



For the record, I didn't do anything. Pen showed up drunk and smacked me with a lamp.

Let's try to make a friend while we're here.





Hype doesn't need a lamp to fight his son when he can use his big bat cock instead.

Beep
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Not like this

Let's seduce Raven in these spooky woods. This can be like a date!

“So you’re saying we could have gone far enough back to get fresh dinosaur parts? Imagine the potions and spells you could make from them”

>”Oh and who’s going to help me wrangle a two meter tall chicken? You? You couldn’t even handle that griffon back there”

“For the record, I didn't do anything wrong. Pen just showed up drunk and smacked me with a lamp”

>”Conjuring up a lamp and giving you a smack sounds like a pretty damn good idea right now, Hype”

 >She almost looks annoyed enough to do it honestly. You should try to appease her

>Leaning in you go in for a kiss, only to have her leave you hanging as she looks on unamused

>”What are you doing?”

“I don’t know Raven, these woods look pretty spooky. Kind of your thing, right?”

>Eye brows moving up and down, you pull out the old bat charms

>”No, these woods are not remotely spooky. Now the nightmare plains, THOSE had some spooky forests”

>She sighs, seeming almost nostalgic for whatever she’s imagining

“So… no kiss then?”

>”Hype, I love you more than anything in this world. But right now I wish I had a rolled up newspaper on hoof”

>Reaching into her saddlebag your ears fold back, unsure if a firmly rolled weekend edition newspaper is about to be retrieved

>But to your relieve she merely removes her potion, taking a good look at it in her hoof

>”We have enough potion left maybe another time jump, and that’s it”

“Worst case scenario, you can make more of that stuff without your supplies at home, right?”

>”Not likely. I’d need to find some herbs that wouldn’t grow naturally in the Baltimare area. So unless someone’s imported them in whatever time period we’re in, we’re outta luck”

>Eyes wondering up past the forest canopy once more, the gently wafting smoke still in the distance

“Come on, we should go check out that smoke. It could be civilization”

>”Yeah? Civilized might be a loose term for whenever we are”

“It doesn’t hurt to check… plus I really don’t feel like sticking around and running into a dinosaur”

>Eyes rolling, she stuffs the vial back into her saddlebag, trotting out in front of you

>”Well come on. Even if it’s nothing, it’s not like this part of the forest is better than any other”

>Faithfully following your wife you quickly catch up, cautiously trotting alongside her

>As you move along you note that the forest isn’t as creepy as you first thought. Gently flowing streams crisscross the landscape, rolling hills illuminated richly by what light pierces through the canopy

>You even saw crow!

>Raven said no more corvid jokes though

>About half an hour later the forest begins to thing out, more and more light working its way through the less dense area

>There’s definitely a clearing up ahead

>Moving ever closer, you can hear the sounds of livestock and… ponies?

>Hunkering down behind a fallen tree, you and Raven cautiously peak over it

>Not too far up ahead you can see a small town of one and two story buildings, excluding the slightly taller church spire in the middle of the area

>Some chickens run around back and forth, an oddly dressed pony trying to heard them it seems 

>Several stallions walk on down what you assume is the main road, which is in actuality more just a slightly more beaten dirt trail than the others

>One of them has a musket slung around his back

“Well at least we’re not in the Paleozoic”

>”For a completely random time jump we didn’t too bad. Looks like we’re in the early colonial period”



Uh Raven. I'm kind of screwed at the moment. They probably never saw a bat pony in their life... who knows how they're react? What if they say I'm a pony that's possessed or in nightmare moons army? You'll be fine because meeting witches on the side of the road are always the start of fairy tales.



we don't have any need to contact anyone and we're probably pretty safe here at the edge of the forest so we should just wait out the potion cooldown.



... You mean the period with all the bloodshed and superstition right? This is going to be an interesting hour. When we get back I'll pay for the ingredients for a new time potion.

“... You mean the period with all the bloodshed and superstition right?”

>”Oh please, most of those accounts were totally overblown”

“Overblown or not, I'm kind of screwed at the moment. They’ve probably never seen a bat pony in their life”

>”Yeah, so what?”

“Who knows how they're react? What if they say I'm a pony that's possessed or in nightmare moons army?”

>”Hype, trust me. Nobody is going to mistake you for being in the army”

>… Rude

“Well this is all easy for you, you’ll be fine because meeting witches on the side of the road are always the start of fairy tales”

>”I’ve got my hat in my saddlebag dear, how are they even gonna know?”

“I’m just saying, we don't have any need to contact anyone and we're probably pretty safe here at the edge of the forest. We can just wait here for the cooldown”

>”Well I’m going into town!”

>Here we go again

“Raven, honey, I don’t mean to be accusing, but the last time we split up, we ended up, well, here”

>”Oh no, don’t you even try to blame any of that on me! You’re stupid friends are what caused this. Besides, they’re still a few hundred years from being born so they can’t mess this up this time”

“But why do you even need to go into town?”

>”Because once again, your stupid friends spilled my potion. Yeah we have enough to make another jump, but what if something happens? I need to get a hold of some herbs in town so if we have another bad jump we don’t get stuck”

“What if we’re just reaaaaaally careful?”

>”I’m not leaving anything up to chance again. I’m just gonna go to the market, get the ingredients, and we’ll head on out of here. If you want to spend the whole time cowering behind a tree, then that’s your business”

“But-"

”Hype, we’re in the colonial times, not the freaking middle ages. They know that bat ponies exist. Besides who cares if they stare at you? You survived the Baltimore race riots for god’s sake”



That's... a good point. Ok let's go down there. Cling close to raven though. Because you love her so much. Not because you're counting on her to protect you. And you gotta let all the stallions that see her pretty face know she's spoken for!



Barely, but fine. I'm not going to sit here though, we do need to be careful though there's no telling how what we do here will affect the future.

“That's... a good point actually”

>”Trust me, I always know what I’m doing”

>Glancing at the town again you finally get up, following an already moving Raven

>Like, really following

>”Hype, what are you doing?”

“I’m following you”

>”You’re practically running me over”

“N-no I’m not”

>She stops, sighing

>”You’re literally rubbing sides with me”

>Taking a step to the side, you separate yourselves

“I’m just sticking close because… I love you so much! And I gotta let all the stallions that see your pretty face know that you’re spoken for!”

>”… You’re counting on me to protect you if they don’t like bats, aren’t you?”

“Well I mean, I wouldn’t say no to that if you’re offering”

>”Get moving, bat boy. I’ve got herbs to buy”

>She doesn’t even wait for a response before pressing forward, you catching up quickly, but actually maintaining a little bit of space with her

>Trotting onto a small trail the two of you rapidly approach the town, all the ponies still going about their various activities

>That it until they finally notice the approaching pair

>One by one they all seem to freeze in place, ceasing with their business

>A couple foals playing drop their ball, eyes fixed on you as you go by

>The adults are no more inconspicuous, all their heads turning slowly to follow

>Raven seems none the wiser, a lax, one could even say bored expression on her face

>Leaning in, you try to keep your voice down

“Uh, dear… these ponies are um, staring”

>”Let em. They’ll get over it”

>Your wife stops at an intersection, looking both ways down the streets, huffing

>”Now where is this stupid market?”

>With the two of you halted, a crowd begins to form. Small at first, but slowly swelling

“Uh, Raven”

>”Not now Hype, I’m trying to find the market”

“Yeah but Raven, the ponies”

>”I told you to ignore them”

“That’s kinda hard to do at the moment…”

>A few dozen ponies now surround you two from every direction except the front, the crowd’s eyes filled with everything from curiosity, to confusion, to fear

>Finally a rather large earth pony stallion takes a step out of the crowd, eyeing you down

>With a quick jerk of his shoulder he musket on his back is loosened just a tad, the stallion raising a hoof to speak

>Here we go. He’s probably going to accuse you of being a demon, or some half breed that needs to be burnt at the stake

>”Dude, what’s wrong with your ears?”

>Eyes looking up, you give your tufts a pat in confusion

>”You need to shave those before you’re fined for such a scandalous display”

>Another pony pipes up

>”And why do you smell like fruit?”

>”He must be a noblepony to afford such perfume!”

>”What’s that garment around your neck?”

>”Hey, what’s th-“

“R-raven, too many questions!”

>”Oh don’t be a baby Hype, they’re just curious. Hey, as a matter of fact if you keep them all focused here, there’s going to be less ponies in line at the market!”

>With that she pushes through the crowd without a second thought, leaving you surrounded

“Are you kidding me Raven?!”

>”It’s just like the time I had you pretend to have rabies so the hotdog stand line cleared out! I’ll just be a moment dear!”

>She trots around the corner and out of sight, leaving you alone with the crowd

>The crowd that now completely surrounds you

"Uh... hell-"

>"You're not from Prance, are you?"

>The questioning stallion places a hoof on his sword



I don't even know where prance is so no. Can you tell me what's wrong with my ear tufts though? They've never been a problem for me before. If you're going to ask a lot of questions can I ask some too? Like what is the name of this town?



No...

'Think, think! History, who would these ponies like?'

I am from switzermane relatively close by to prance.

“I don't even know where Prance is, so no”

>”Well then where are you from?”

>Think Hype. You gotta remember high school history. Who would these ponies like?

“I’m uh, from… I am from Switzermane”

>Everyone likes Swtizermane right? You can’t remember the last time they committed an atrocity

>”Long way to the new world for a landlocked country”

>He seems more jovial now, apparently you picked the right nationality

“So, can you tell me what's wrong with my ear tufts though? They've never been a problem for me before”

>”Are you trying to insult the townsmares into a riotous lust? I don’t know how they do things back home, but we live under the standards of the Crown of Neighgland”

“I’ll uh… fix them by tomorrow, promise. But If you're going to ask a lot of questions can I ask some too?”

>”Anything, foreigner”

“What is the name of this town?”

>”Well this is Baltimare! The docks are just down there”

>So this is what home looked like a few hundred years ago

>Wonder if the hoofball team still blows it every year?

>Another pony jumps in, this one looking a bit more warry than the last

>”You know, I don’t remember the last time we had a, bat? Come into town. Your companion seemed to be in quite the hurry too… what exactly brings you here?”

>”Yeah is that your wife? She seemed to be out of line, you need to make her subservient because she obviously lacks respect”

>Oh that’s got to be the most terrible idea you’ve heard in years

>"We can take her to the stockade if you'd like"

>Ok the crowd looks way too eager at that mention



Do not worry good ponies, she does not need to be punished for I understand my wife is simply stressed to finish her quest to please me. She is trying to find things at market to make a brew for us. It's an old family recipe she told me. But thanks for your looking out in my stead. Now it's time to answer my question. Where would a traveler stay to rest?



No, I've got my own stockade at home.



Ah, that's another difference here then. It's not a problem we have an agreement of sorts to deal with such things in privacy, she is rather fierce and it's part of why I'm so fond of her.

I would take you up on the offer but we're just stopping in quickly before we must be off, the long trip has been a bit harsh on her so I've decided to be lenient.

What is your custom with stocks anyway, I'd be interested in learning about it, see how different it if from back home.

“No that’s alright, I've got my own stockade at home”

>”Ah, a pony who truly understands the judicial system. But problems of this nature should be dealt with swiftly, our stocks are open for your use”

>What is it with these ponies and stockades?

>Time to turn on the colonial era charm

“Do not worry good ponies, she does not need to be punished for I understand my wife is simply stressed to finish her quest to please me”

>”Doesn’t look like she pleases much of anypony with that attitude”

>The crowd chuckles, you cringing out on the inside knowing that Raven would be freaking out if she knew she was being mocked

>Forcing a chuckle to fit in, you continue

“It's not a problem, we have an agreement of sorts to deal with such things in privacy, she is rather fierce and it's part of why I'm so fond of her. I would take you up on the offer but we're just stopping in quickly before we must be off, the long trip has been a bit harsh on her so I've decided to be lenient. In fact at this very moment she is trying to find things at market to make a brew for us. It's an old family recipe she told me”

>The mention of a mare brewing in the kitchen seems to put them at ease culturally

>”Well, suit yourself sir. I’m sure you know best”

“What is your custom with stocks anyway? I'd be interested in learning about it, see how different it if from back home”

>”Disobey town ordinance, you get the stocks. Don’t go to church on the Sabbath? You get the stocks. Fail to pay homage to his majesty, you pay a fine… and then you got the stocks”

>At least they’re consistent

>”Hey everyone!”

>A stallion comes galloping along towards the crowd, appearing to be in a state of pure excitement

>”The town drunk failed to remove his hat for the magistrate!”

>”Prep the stockades, lads!”

>The entire mass of ponies cries out in joy, rapidly dispersing with great haste down the street, dozens of ponies disappearing around the block in record time, leaving you alone

>Well, except for a unicorn mare that is 

>She stands there, giving you a warm smile, her bonnet rustling a bit in the wind

>”They sure do like their corporal punishment, don’t they?”

 “So I’ve seen”

>Your curt reply causes her to chuckle

>”Sooooo”

>She continues to just stand there, looking like she’s expecting you to reply with something, you’re not sure what though

“So”

>”Not from around here, eh?”

“Nope! I’m not sure if you were in the crowd when I introduced myself, but I come from the Kingdom of Switzermane!”

>”Oh no, I was in the crowd when you addressed us. I’m surprised you fooled them is all”

“… Excuse me?”

>”Oh come now, we both know that you’re not from Switzermane. You aren’t even from the old continent at all, are you?”

“I-I, well-“

>What ever are you trying to hide from these townsfolk? You can share with me though, I’d be interested to know”

>She continues to beam warmly with curious eyes, patiently waiting for your reply



It's a story that's quite unbelievable and I wouldn't want you to tell others so they put me in the stocks so I will simply tell you that it's true that I'm far from home. My name is Hype and it's good to meet you. What's your name? If you truly wish to know can you wait for my wife to arrive and we can visit your home to explain everything from curious ears? Better yet can you lead me to market? Maybe we could find her.



I'm a time traveler.



I'm just not good with crowds, actually I'm not good with ponies in general and I just didn't want to get shot or something. 

You should probably run along as well, my story is much less interesting then what I told everyone and I don't have the time to tell it.

“I'm just not good with crowds, actually I'm not good with ponies in general and I just didn't want to get shot or something”

>”Oh please, don’t let them scare you with ‘the stocks’”

>She feigns fear ironically waving her hooves around

>”They won’t actually gun you down. At least without a good reason”

“Well that’s good to know. But you should probably run along as well, my story is much less interesting then what I told everyone and I don't have the time to tell it”

>”Oh don’t be silly, I’m sure it’s a riveting tale!”

>You smirk, shrugging your shoulders

“Well if you just have you know… I'm a time traveler”

>You puff your chest out, wings unfurling 

>To this she gasps, blinking

>But soon afterwards a snort erupts from her, the mare chuckling lightly

>”Well, wherever you’re from I see they value humor!”

>Wiping a tear from her purple eyes, she smiles cheerfully once more

>”I must say you do have some uh… impressive wings though”

>She stares at them, almost studying the way they move as you hurriedly tuck them back against your sides

>Probably her first time ever seeing non pegasi wings

>”But really though, what’s your story mister?”

>Oh what the heck, she seems harmless enough

“So it’s… quite unbelievable and I wouldn't want you to tell others so they put me in the stocks so I will simply tell you that it's true that I'm far from home”

>”Oooooh, so you really are a hardened traveler then?”

“Heh, well my wife’s the one who likes to do most of the traveling. But seeing as I didn’t really introduce myself, my name is Hype and it's good to meet you”

>She extends a hoof, shaking yours

>”I’m Marigold, glad to meet you as well, Hype”

>Even with the bonnet on you can tell that she has an impressive blonde mane. Guess it suits her then

“If you truly wish to know can you wait for my wife to arrive and we can visit your home to explain everything away from curious ears? Better yet can you lead me to market? Maybe we could find her?”

>To this she nods enthusiastically, turning around before waving for you to follow

>”Come on! Market’s just down this way!”

>Trotting up and alongside her she excitedly leads the way, winding through the roads of the town

>”You know, if you two aren’t in a terrible rush, I have some stew in the kettle at home, should be done soon. If you’d like, you and your wife could stay for supper!”

“That sounds lovely, thank you. I’ll have to ask her”

>You know, you really thought that ponies in this era would all be a bunch of religious nutjobs looking to persecute any minorities. But hey, some of them really aren’t that bad!

>A few minutes of walking later and Marigold finally takes you around a building corner, the market in full view in a small lot

>Stalls and carts display everything from vegetables to pottery, ponies lining up and haggling amongst themselves

>”Do you see her?”

“Um, no not yet… oh wait!”

>The crowd seems to part ever so slightly, your wife trotting out from the mass of patrons

“Yup, there she is!”

>Raven approaches in no time, her saddlebags noticeably more full

“Find what you were looking for dear?”

>”Yeah. It was a rip off, but I’ve got it”

>Her gaze quickly shifts to the unicorn beside you

>Raven raises an eyebrow, odd look on her face in stark contrast to the excited demeanor of your new companion

>”And… who is this?”

>”I’m Marigold! Your husband was just telling me about your journeys”

>Your wife shoots you a glance

>”Oh he was, was he?”

>”Oh yes! It can be so bland around here, I’m always ready to hear tales of the outside world”

>Raven doesn’t look amused

“Er, honey, Marigold here led me to the market to find you. And she offered to have us stay for dinner at her place”

>”Oh I’d love to host you two, it’s not far from here, just a few streets over”

>”Hype… can I talk to you for a minute?”

“Of course, dear. Excuse us Marigold”

>She nods lightly, stepping aside as Raven leads you a few places away, whispering

>”Just what are you doing?”

“What am I doing? You’re the one who left me in a crowd”

>”Yeah but you weren’t supposed to go to dinner with them… besides, she looks a little… clingy”

“She’s just being nice dear. Said she wanted to hear tales of our journey over dinner”

>At this point your wife’s stomach growls, the mare looking a little embarrassed

>”… Ok, here’s the deal. We can stop by her place and eat. When that’s nearly done, I’ll excuse myself to a backroom or something and scrawl out the sigil”

“Just in her home?”

“Look, I need a private, stable area to draw the sigil to ensure its accuracy, a backroom would be perfect. I have the ingredients to make more potion, but without my kettle and equipment it will be a pain to create, so for the time being we will have only one jump left”

>Glancing back, Marigold gives you a wave as she stands there politely

>”Listen Hype, if we do this though, you have to be careful not to divulge anything crazy to her, no matter have much she pries. I know she seems nice, but I don’t know who this mare is, or what her connections are, and I ain’t looking to get burnt at the stake as part of a witchcraft trial. Got it?”

"Not to worry Raven, I've got it"

>"You better, because both our skins might be on the line"

>Raven looks over your shoulder back at the mare who still waits patiently, your wife frowning slightly

>"Are you sure you trust her Hype? You just met her like 15 minutes ago, didn't you?"

"You don't trust anyone, Raven"

>"I know, I know. But like I said she seems, uh... clingy"



She's a smart pony though. Very inquisitive. She didn't follow the rest of the crowd when there was a chance to go watch ponies in the stocks either. I think she's just got a modern way of thinking. Also we can just tell her about some hot destination tourist spots. Like neighagra falls... the big mountain known as canterlot. The forests in the east. These locations existed in our time you know. They're probably mostly the same too.



They seem to prefer the stocks method, but yes I understand. I don't want to mess things up in the future either. 

Just trust me at least just on that, I love you our daughter and our lives together and I wouldn't do anything to mess that up.



I'm clingy.

“I’m clingy.”

>”Yeah but you’re my husband”

“You got me there…. Hey also, they actually seem to prefer the stocks method instead of burning at the stake, so I think you’re good”

>Her only response is her usual glare

“But yes I understand. I don't want to mess things up in the future either. Just trust me at least just on that”

>”I know Hype, it’s just that interfering with time can be catastrophic if either of us makes a wrong move”

“Look, I love you, our daughter, and our lives together. And I wouldn't do anything to mess that up”

>”Well… alright. but you better be right about this”

“I think it’ll be alright, she's a smart pony. Very inquisitive. She didn't follow the rest of the crowd when there was a chance to go watch ponies in the stocks either”

>”Well that’s unusual given the culture around here”

“I think she's just got a modern way of thinking. We can just tell her about some hot destination tourist spots. Like Neighagra falls... the big mountain known as Canterlot. The forests in the east. These locations existed in our time you know, they're probably mostly the same too”

>”Just don’t mess this up, alright? After dinner when the sigil is ready I’ll think of a way to discreetly flag you over”

“Got it”

>With a mutual nod of understanding you both approach Marigold, smiling as always

>”Well? Will you two be joining me this afternoon?”

“We most certainly will Marigold, thank you for your hospitality”

>”Oh it’s no big deal. Also I don’t believe I caught your name, ma’am?”

>Your wife gives her the trademark stoic look

>”Raven. I’m Hype’s happily married wife”

>”Raven, that’s a pretty name. Come on, I’ll show you my place!”

>As her hooves click along the cobblestone Raven lightly bumps into you as she goes by, smugly grinning

>”You know, I don’t even remember if you’ve ever said that my name was pretty”

 “W-what? Oh come on Raven!”

>”I dunno Hype, maybe you were right about her. Giving me more compliments than my own husband”

>With a groan all you can do is follow alongside, knowing that nothing you can say will help

>Within minutes the three of you arrive at a quaint one story home smoke wafting from the chimney

>The mare pulls out a large metal key to unlock the door and urge you to step inside as it swings open

>The inside is just as you pictured; a plain wood interior with nothing but a few shelves, a spinning wheel, and other various inconsequential items stacked around

>A pair of windows flanking the door let a decent amount of light in, except for the dark hallway at the back of the room that no doubt leads to the rest of the house

>”Come, please sit”

>With a smile her horn lights up with a purple glow, two of the chairs at the table being pulled out

>Planting yourselves in the chairs accordingly, the mare produces two glasses filled with water, which you politely begin to sip

>”Let me just check the stew real quick and I’ll be back!”

>She runs to the other side of the room, crackling fireplace warming up a hanging kettle, the dancing glow of the flames casting odd shadows across the floor

>Stirring it a couple times with a ladle, Marigold soon returns, pulling out a chair at the opposite end of the decent sized table from you and Raven

>”It’ll be ready in just a minute! I’m sure you’ll love it”

>”I’m sure whatever you’ve made will be fine. Me and my husband could do with a meal”

>”Oh from the sound of it you certainly could that time traveling must have made you famished!”

>As Marigold closes her eyes and laughs heartily Raven nearly spits out her drink, coughing as she chokes on it

>Her emerald eyes glare absolute daggers into your soul, all you can do is sheepishly grin and shrug

>”Ohhhh, funny stuff. Your husband likes to kid around, Raven”

>”Yeah… maybe a little too much.”

>Her best ‘You’ be so dead if company wasn’t here’ face is on display clearly, causing you to sink in your chair just a tad

>Looking back, it’s in sharp contrast to your host’s jovial grin

>”But jokes aside, what was it that you needed to tell me in private, Hype? I can assure you that absolutely nothing leaves this room”

[image: ]

Pausing



I just said my story was boring, the reason we're here to talk about it is to not end up in the stocks for lying or some other infraction.



We're actually from manehattan just up the coast, this is an anniversary trip. We're visiting everywhere down the coast. It's a nice get away from all the paperwork and a break from home life. I probably should have thought this trip through a little better.

But what exactly did you want to hear? I think the story is a tad boring as a tale but I can give you fine as details as you like.

Bop



The truth is I'm pretty poor despite the fancy ear tufts and extravagant tie on my neck.



upper lower middle class.



we could distract her of tales of geological places and hot spots of tourism we could tell her about caverns in the mountain that have diamonds and crystals that cool stuff they have already found and that super giant water fall and places like Farthest Reaches, Caves of Conundrum, Nightmare Cliffs, Black Skull Island,Sea of Clouds, Lost Lagoon, Kirin Grove, Slug Troll Swamp, Pine Needle Barrens

Storm Realm, The Great Iceberg Barrier the volcano mountain lair of the witches of gloom, Ghastly Gorge and the dangers of the beasts who lurk in the walls, 

scariest cave in Equestria with its unknown beasts no one has ever identified and of places like ponehenge.

 basically satisfy her curiosity while talking about all the fascinating locations around the worlds and especially in equestria



would be fun if we talked about ancient bed stories like The Witches from the Volcano of Gloom,or whats his name that old goat?

“Well Marigold, the truth is… I'm pretty poor despite the fancy ear tufts and extravagant tie on my neck”

>”But no commoner could have such luscious tufts!”

>You smugly look to Raven, who merely groans and shakes her head

“No it’s true! We’re upper lower middle class”

>”Then what are you doing here?”

“We're actually from Manehattan just up the coast, and this is an anniversary trip”

>”Oh, how wholesome!”

>She leans in a bit, totally enamored with what you have to say”

“ We're visiting everywhere down the coast. It's a nice get away from all the paperwork and a break from home life. I probably should have thought this trip through a little better”

>”Well Baltimare isn’t a bad place for a stop, the town keeps growing every year, and the docks always have trade going in and out”

“We’ve never actually been here before, but we’ve been all over the colonies. Lot of amazing stuff out there”

>”Oh really? You must save your earnings wisely to afford such excursions”

“Business is my profession, so we handle our money well”

>Marigold nods in understanding, her smile growing ever larger

>”So tell me about your journeys! What incredible sights await out there?”

“Oh plenty! To the west there lies huge caverns full of diamonds and crystals, many precious stones are mined in the surrounding areas”

>”You know, I’d love to have some nice jewelry one of these days. It’s so expensive to import though. But do continue”

“Neighagra has a pretty huge water fall, impressive would be an understatement to say the least. And then there’s more wild places like the volcano mountain lair of the Witches of Gloom”

>”Witches? Come on, everypony knows that those are just a myth”

>You don’t even have to look to your side to detect Raven’s flat expression, obviously waiting to see where she goes with this

>”They had some witch trials here when I was just a filly, but I never believed any of that nonsense! I mean, come on. Mares flying around on broomsticks with black cats? It’s pretty comical”

>Raven folds her hooves, brow furrowed

>”What’s comical about that?”

>”Well you know, it’s just… a funny thing to imagine. Witchcraft belongs in a bedtime story book for foals”

>”Oh really now?”

>Marigold’s smile fades a bit, unsure how to really react to Raven’s slightly hostile tone

>”Uh, I-I should check on the stew”

>Excusing herself she pushes to chair back, trotting across the room before examining the kettle in the fireplaces

>Raven begins to mutter under her breath

>”Bedtime stories for foals? Hmph!”

“Shhhh, Raven, it’s alright”

>”No, it’s NOT alright, it’s culturally insensitive”

“She didn’t mean anything by it”

>”Well it sure meant something to me. And have you noticed that she keeps checking out your wings?”

“Uh, no?”

>”Well she is. Hussy better stop checking out my stallion, or I’ll show her how 'funny' witchcraft is”

>Her nostrils flare as she angrily exhales



Actually Raven by your own logic that mare is untouchable for you. What about preserving the timeline and all that? A fun day with fanciful guest isn't going to affect the course of her life. However giving a curse of some kind or a loud talking to could. Just let her look. It's not like she'll do anything about it.



and too be fair witches are not very common or open due to the rejection of wider society due to general stupidity or a few bad apples in the basket making everyone look bad for many generations enough that practitioners of the art become secretive enough they become bed time stories or atleast the mean ones and stupid ones that really stuck out and made a mess do if they are remembered.

and she is curious soul she has probably never seen a bat pony before





dont perpetuate the stereotype of witches cursing anypony for the slightest rudeness intended or not remember you are better then that



She's just probably never seen a batpony before and I didn't expect you to get so jealous so fast, she's nice you need to start acting like witches are fairy tales are least for the time being and you're making our gracious host uncomfortable.

Witch trails are a thing here are you trying to go through one?

Stretch out a wing and drape it over Ravens back hugging her close and giving her a little kiss.



Raven I got it. This mare is your ancestor. That's why she's so smart and likes my wings. She's also a unicorn. You can't hurt your great whatever many times is needed grandma.

“Don’t perpetuate the stereotype of witches cursing anypony for the slightest rudeness intended or . Remember, you are better than that”

>”Well… maybe I’m not”

>She really isn’t, but you’re definitely not going to tell her that

“Actually Raven, by your own logic that mare is untouchable for you. What about preserving the timeline and all that? A fun day with fanciful guest isn't going to affect the course of her life. However giving a curse of some kind or a loud talking to could”

>”Screw the timeline, nobody ogles my husband’s wings”

“Raven, I’ve got it. This mare is your ancestor. That's why she's so smart and likes my wings. She's also a unicorn. You can't hurt your great whatever many times is needed grandma”

>”You looking to get cursed too? I feel like you are.”

“I’m just trying to lighten the mood dear. She's just probably never seen a bat pony before and I didn't expect you to get so jealous so fast”

>”I’m not jealous.”

“Raven, come on. She's nice you need to start acting like witches are fairy tales are least for the time being. Witch trails are a thing here are you trying to go through one?”

>”… No”

“Well you're making our gracious host uncomfortable”

>Extending your wing, you skillfully drape it over her back, your wife sharply exhaling in surprise

>Pulling her in you give her a kiss, your wife actually beginning to blush

>”Stew’s done! I’m sure tha- O-oh!”

>Marigold blushes at your display, you quickly retracting your wing

>”I-I’m sure that you’ll enjoy it, the stew that is. I hope you like homemade”

>The mare politely places a bowl in front of you and Raven respectively, serving herself last as she sits down

>Dipping your spoon into the bowl you wait for some of the steam to waft away before trying it”

“Hey, this is pretty good Marigold! Certainly has some flavor to it”

>”Oh, you’re too kind. But I do a lot of brewing, practice makes perfect”

>”It’s uh… it’s not bad”

>Marigold gives a nice nod to Raven’s noticeably more neutral opinion

>”You know, it’s been a while since I’ve hosted guests. I’m honored that you decided to visit”

“It’s no problem, the honor is all ours”

>”I’m curious though, what is it like being a bat pony?”

“What’s it like?”

>”Yeah, give me your most interesting bat fact, although I'm sure there's many. Your tufts, your wings, they're all very impressive"

>Finally, someone who understands the fine nuisances of being a bat pony!



well slight addiction to fruit and my wings are not as hampered by moisture and rain, and i dont need to preen or oil like a Pegasus



My hearing and smelling ability is pretty high. The fangs are useful for cutting fruit too. And also giving a friendly smile. Give her your trademark fang filled smile.





do we have the amazing power of echolocation, powerful lungs and a wide vocal range



I don't think we have powerful lungs due to our earlier skree was lacking but that just could be because we're older. We should have the echolocation though.



we still scream louder then any other pony species also we and our wife need to get a youth serum or some vitality boost in our down spiral of a body



Grin and puff out our chest a little at the compliments.

Hmm... Most interesting, now that's difficult. And now I don't want to disappoint, I can see in the dark better then even a dragon or a diamond dog, and these tufts actually help me pick up even the tiniest vibrations on top of that my hearing is second to none and incredibly hard to damage.

>You can’t help but grin, your chest puffing out at the compliment

“Hmm... Most interesting, now that's difficult. And now I don't want to disappoint”

>”Well, you don’t have to choose just one, you can tell me more”

“Well, for starters, a slight addiction to fruit”

>”Oh really? What’s your favorite?”

>You nearly blurt out ‘guava’, but you stifle yourself at the last second

>Nobody must know. I that secret gets out, then how can past, er… future? Hype trust your letter?

“Uh, m-mango”

>”Mango huh? Now THAT must be expensive, I’ve only heard of them before”

“A bat does what he has to do for fine fruit, that’s what these bad boys are for”

>Opening your mouth, you show off your impressive fangs, eliciting her to lean forward, intrigued 

“But moving on from my diet, my wings are not as hampered by moisture and rain, and I don’t need to preen or oil like a pegasus”

>”Interesting. Those wings are really something huh? Do the tufts do anything?”

“Do they! These tufts actually help me pick up even the tiniest vibrations on top of that my hearing is second to none”

>”Except when I need you to take out the garbage…”

“R-raven please”

>”Well, it all makes sense now, you sure are one observant pony”

“These eyes are great for observations, I can see better in the dark than a dragon or a diamond dog. Plus that’s not to mention the echolocation”

>The mare leans back in her seat a bit, obviously amused

>”Interesting, very interesting Hype. Say, I have to go check up on something in the other room real quick, I’d love to continue when I get back”

“Sure! I’d love to give you some more bat facts!”

>Excusing herself, she trots on down to the hallway, giving a wave before going around the corner

>”Don’t go too far now, you two!”

“We won’t, promise!”

>Turning to Raven, you don’t even notice your massive grin

“Isn’t this great dear? I can believe we still have discrimination back in our era, Marigold just gets it”

>She merely crosses her hooves in contempt

>”I don’t like her.”

“Oh come on Raven, don’t be like that. She’s been a very welcoming host”

>”Yeah, a little too welcoming if you ask me. Don’t you see it Hype? The compliments, the cheery attitude? She’s up to something, I know it”

>Your eyebrow raises

“Up to something?”

>”Yes. I don’t know what, but I don’t like it. As soon as you too are done chitchatting, I’m outta here”

“But what about the sigil?”

>”I’ll draw it somewhere else. Just hurry up and finish eating before she starts asking for more ‘bat facts’”

>After 14 years of marriage, sometimes you still don't get why she just won't trust other ponies



Oh honey. She's just nice. What could she possibly want from me that would need me to sit here? Let's just ride it out and ask to stay in a spare room if she has one. Unless you want to try to leave while in a barn or something. Please put up with her? I would like to go home and not have any mistakes happen.



... I trust you and I hope you trust me to, we'll leave after this. It's probably for the better, disappearing in the middle of her bathroom would probably raise suspicion anyway.

She's probably a witch.



If you insist you should draw it elsewhere, I suppose I can't really stop you. Let's just remain polite to our host and leave when we're done. I still don't understand why you suspect her for just being polite though. Not everyone has ulterior motives.

“Oh honey. She's just nice. What could she possibly want from me that would need me to sit here?”

>”How should I know? What I do know is that as a mother, I know when someone’s not being truthful”

“Raven, just… please put up with her? I would like to go home and not have any mistakes happen”

>”And that’s exactly why I’m drawing this sigil elsewhere”

“Ok look. If you insist you should draw it elsewhere, I suppose I can't really stop you. Let's just remain polite to our host and leave when we're done”

>”Alright… but I still don’t trust her”

“We'll leave after this. It's probably for the better, disappearing in the middle of her bathroom would probably raise suspicion anyway”

>She nods a bit, still looking on edge as she takes another spoonful of the stew

“I still don't understand why you suspect her for just being polite though. Not everyone has ulterior motives”

>As you lower your spoon once more you feel a piercing breeze come over you, your ears folding against your head as the window shutters slam shut, candles in the room extinguishing instantly

>Raven immediately jumps up, her chair clattering onto the floor as her horn begins to glow

“Uh, R-raven? Would it be stupid of me to ask if you’re the one doing this?”

>”Yes, yes it would be”

>Your next sentence is cut short as the fireplace begins to flicker, the flames taking on a poisonous purple hue

>Soon the dim room is bathed in a sadistic purple glow, crackling along with the dancing flames

>”Time traveling. Now that’s cute”

>From down the hallway all you can see is a pair of purple, glowing eyes, Marigold’s form soon coming into sight as she stops at the entrance to the room

>Her white, gentle bonnet is replaced with a dark black witch hat

>Raven immediately whips around to face you, muzzle scrunched to the max

>”Oh yeah Hype? NoT evERyoNe haS UltEriOr moTivEs”

“I-Is now really the time for this dear?”

>Marigold darkly chuckles, running a hoof whimsically through her mane

>”You know Hype, I wasn’t kidding about your wings being impressive. You’d be surprised how many potions you can create with such a rare ingredient”

>Your mouth drops, wings folding tighter against your body

>Raven steps in front of you, absolutely fuming

>”Alright, listen up. You either open the door and let us out of here, or you are REALLY going to regret it”

>”You know, if there’s one thing that I hate, it’s sharing my turf with another witch. Especially a second rate witch”

>”Excuse me?!”

>Oh here we go

>Raven reaches into her saddlebag, retrieving her hat before placing it onto her head with precision, teeth practically grinding

>”So here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to give me the wings, and you can both walk out of here intact. Alright?”

>”That’s my husband. Over. My. Dead. Hooves”

>Yeah you tell her Raven!

>”Psh, typical. So many witches brew a couple potions and think that they’re the next god of the dark arts”

>Her insidious gaze turns away from your wife and directs itself toward you, glowing eyes peering through your very soul

>”How about you, Hype? I know that you’re a level headed pony, unlike your wife here. Won’t you talk some sense into her before I have to do something… unnecessary?” 

>She grins softly once more, just as she was at the dinner table



She's a better witch then you so... it would be smarter if you just pretend this never happened. You don't have to be cursed Marigold.

You know raven in a way this is good news because you'll be able to steal all of Marigold's things now..Maybe she has a long lost spellbook or something you could use.



Uh... Honestly I've been with my wife for long enough to know two things, even if I did that she'd stay here and and split your soul in two, and I've seen her battle demons and do many things this house won't be left standing by the end of this.

But... I guess peace is the better option, so you just want my wings right.

Walk over to her real slow like extending our wings slightly.

You know there is a price for them, you willing to pay it?

Take a deep breath and skree loud as we can right in her ears bite her then run away.

“She's a better witch then you so... it would be smarter if you just pretend this never happened. You don't have to be cursed Marigold”

>”Cursed? Hah! Second rate indeed”

>Raven stands there, horn glowing and at the ready as she attempts to keep her cool

>”And I highly doubt that. I don’t know what time period you’re from, but nothing beats good old original witchcraft”

>Horn brightening she reaches out, tearing a void in the thin air, pulling a hellish looking spiked whip out of thin air

>Giving it a couple test cracks, her wild eyes almost goad your wife into a response

“You know Raven, in a way this is good news because you'll be able to steal all of Marigold's things now… Maybe she has a long lost spell book or something you could use?”

>”Trust me Hype, I intend to make the most of this”

>”Come now, I’m trying to be civil. I’d sure hate to use this thing”

>Almost as if on cue, the whip begins to flame, the spikes beginning to glow from the heat

>Raven’s eyes narrow, horn glow becoming more concentrated

>You know what? It’s time that you took a stand for once

>This is the journey where you finally prove your worth to Raven

“Honestly, I've been with my wife for long enough to know two things. Even if I gave you my wings, she'd stay here and split your soul in two”

>”Oh?”

>She gives you a coy look, obviously not taking the threat with the slightest urgency

“Yeah. I've seen her battle demons . This house won't be left standing by the end of this”

>Marigold continues with her sinister, yet somehow aloof demeanor, Raven merely standing in silence, ready to act 

“But... I guess peace is the better option”

>”Hype?”

“No Raven, I’m not going to be responsible for you getting hurt”

>”Dear, the fact that you think that’s an option is honestly insulting”

“Even if you do obliterate her, we can’t risk altering the future with a duel in the middle of Baltimare”

>Stepping forward Raven reaches out to pull you back, but you give her a wink, your wife looking confused for a moment before allowing you to pass

>Stooping in front of the crazed mare, your wings unfurl, her whip immediately extinguishing itself

>”Now there’s a noble husband. You know Hype, I almost feel bad for this, you’re quite the stallion… it’s unfortunate that it had to be you”

>Standing there motionlessly your eyes watch her hoof reach out, ready to make contact with your wing

>That’s when you unleash it”

“SKREEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!”

>Marigold immediately covers her ears, whip hitting the floor

>Lunging forward you bar your fangs, ready to bite

>That is until the wind is completely knocked out of you, a solid blow being delivered directly into your chest

>Marigold’s horn blast sends you tumbling to the floor, crashing into the opposite wall next to Raven with a groan

>”Such a naughty bat”

>Smirking, the whip returns to her hoof

>”It’s unfortunate though, I really thought that you’d be the more reasonable one Hype”

>”I’ll show you reasonable!”

>Raven reaches into her bag, a large, wicked looking scythe being pulled out, it’s blade an almost unfathomable black hue

 >”Get behind me Hype.”

“H-hey, don’t I get anything?”

>With a sigh she reaches in once more, tossing you similarly black bladed knife

“… Really?”

>”It’s all I’ve got dear. Just, try to stay out of this”

>Without another word your wife lunges forward, flames of anger practically erupting from her eyes

>Marigold just stands there smugly, before deftly dodging your wife’s swing, a horrifying swish hitting your ears from the scythe blade practically separates the empty air that it hits at the atomic level

>”Come on Raven. Surely you can do better?”

>She cracks the whip before raising it, a noise akin to a soul of the damned wailing as it slices through the air, flames erupting once more

>Raven parry it away with her weapon, the next crack of the whip finding no more success as your wife presses forward, giving a guttural yell as she swings once more

>The scythe misses its mark again as Marigold side steps, the dinner table being sliced cleanly in half, stew bowls spilling and clattering away

>That’s when you hear your wife grunt in pain, her adversary’s hind hoof giving her a solid kick in the side

>As she turns with the scythe one more, a solid blast of energy from Marigold’s horn send her flying into a few crates, the scythe clattering to the floor

“R-raven?”

>She groans as she sits up, obviously stunned as she rubs her head on the other side of the room

>Purple eyes flick back towards you, Marigold turning from her dazed opponent

>”Better witch than me, huh?”

>She stands up on her hind hooves, faking surprise as she pats her chest and stomach down

>”Why, something’s not right! I my soul hasn’t been split in half yet!”

 >With a cackle of laughter she slowly approaches you, your hooves tightening around the magic knife you’re holding

>This seems to amuse her, a smirk on her muzzle

>”Come now Hype, what are you planning on doing with that? We both know that between you and the wife, you’re not the warrior here”

>Eyes glancing past her momentarily, Raven seems to have recovered somewhat, wincing as she gets to her hooves

>”Spare your wife the embarrassment Hype, give me what I desire”

>Raven now makes eye contact with you from across the room, silently reaching for the scythe as Marigold stops advancing right out of range of your dagger

>”You know, the ingredients are so much more effective in potions if they’re given willingly… I’d hate to spoil those wings Hype. So what do you say?”

>Your wife stands up as quietly as possible, her weapon in hoof as Marigold awaits your answer expectantly



Have this knife instead! Jump up and descend with your noble blade Hype.



We got here in only a few minutes, so her house must be within the town. How many townsfolk heard that skree? How many will come to investigate? How many can marigold fight off before ending up in the stockade? can she afford to uproot her entire life once she's found out? loose her house? all her amassed ingredients and spellbooks?



Look at the knife then at Marigold and let out a sigh.

You know, you're not exactly wrong. Maybe I'm not a warrior but I picked up a couple tricks here and there you like how to take a beating.

You need my wings right? What if I do this?

Spread out one of our wings and hold the knife up to it.

I can ruin these, won't be any worse then losing them.



"I may not be a warrior, but I am employee of the month!"

pull out the trusty stapler and fire one in her eye

“Have this knife instead!”

>You lunge forward, noble blade aimed at her chest

>Only to have it zapped immediately away, imbedding itself into the floor as you drop it

“Ow…”

>You wave your hoof a few times, the horn beam really giving you a sting

>Marigold looks like she’s on the verge of laughter at your attempt

>”Are you quite done?”

>You don’t respond, just staring into her totally self-assured eyes

>”Come on batboy, end of the line”

“Now hold up here just a minute. This house is in the middle of town”

>”Your point?”

“How many ponies do you think heard my skree? How long until they come investigate”

>Her expression doesn’t change in the slightest at your attempt to reason

“You couldn’t possibly fight them all off until you end up in the stockade. Are you will to risk this? All of your amassed ingredients? Your life? Just for some bat wings”

>”Well Hype, you certainly are a business pony, because I’d be a fool to think that your wings would be worth all that”

>And this is why you’re employee of the month

>”Unfortunately from you, this house is magically sealed at the moment. Go ahead, try to open the door, windows. Nothing gets in, nothing gets out. Including sound”

>… Fugg

>As a business pony, it’s your job to keep a level head, weigh the options, and not go all in on a risk

>But you feel something stirring inside of you, something unreasonable

>Bending down you pick up the knife, much to her amusement as she lets you

>”Did you not just learn your lesson 60 seconds ago?”

“You know Marigold, you're not exactly wrong. Maybe I'm not a warrior”

>”You can say that again”

>You shrug, keeping a straight face

>”But I did pick up a couple tricks here and there, like how to take a beating”

>Raising the knife you extend your wings, holding the knife up to one of them, causing Marigold to take a surprised step forward

”Ah ah! You need these right? What were to happen if I were to ruin them? Wouldn’t be any worse than losing them I suppose”

>She stands there silently, shocked expression being replaced by one of coyness 

>”Well, I suppose you’re right there Hype. But you know what? I don’t think you have the courage to do it”

>You allow the dagger to touch the membrane of a wing, doing your best to hide your wince as the icy cold blade makes contact

>She merely stands there with her smug demeanor, almost daring you to do it

>That is until The sound of steel slicing through the air reverberates through the room

>Marigold recoils back, holding onto her shoulder as blood drips to the floor

>Lifting her hoof, her initial shock is replaced with pure rage as you all can see that the was able to jump to the side just in time, producing a shallow cut

>”Stay. Away. From my HUSBAND!”

>Raven wildly swings the scythe, forcing Marigold back, her whip parrying away most blows

>But she still finds herself on the backhoof, Raven blind with fury, putting so much force into her swings that floorboards are splintered when she misses

>That is until the whip wraps around the center of the staff, pulling taught

>Raven attempt to yank it back, only to have Marigold give her whip a firm yank, the scythe flying from your wife’s hooves

>And straight into her opponent’s

>”ENOUGH”

>Without even a moment to react you watch has Marigold thrusts out the staff upwards, catching Raven in the face with the thick wooden handle

>Your wife crumples to the ground, groaning as she instinctively holds her muzzle, blood dribbling from it

>Marigold stands over her, reaching down in a most deliberate manner, yanking Raven’s hat from her head before holding it up, smirking

>”Second rate indeed…”

>With a wicked grin her horn glows, Raven’s hat bursting into flames upon her hoof, the ashes scattering upon the wooden floor

>Watching your wife begin to get to her hooves, she laughs, smacking her again with the staff, causing her to collapse with pain

>”Just… end it”

>”Oh no no no, you won’t be getting away that easily dear Raven. At least… not until Hype surrenders those wings

>Looking back to you she raises the scythe above Raven, ready to strike down with the blade at any moment

>”I tried to be civil, I really did. Just remember that you forced me to do this”

“R-raven”

>You can feel the tears swelling up, your vision becoming blurred

>”So what’ll be bat boy? Have me remove the wings? Or have me remove her head?”

>”Hype, don’t listen to her! She’ll kill me any way!”

>”Quiet!”

>She gives her a firm kick, the flaps to her saddlebag opening as she hits the floor once more

>”So what’ll it be Hype? Your wings, or your wife?”

>You glance down to Raven who slowly reaches into her bag, not even focusing on the blade held over her neck

“I… I don-“

>”Option A or option B, Hype. I need an answer”

>”How about option C?”

>Marigold looks down to Raven in confusion, only receiving a face full of potion for her trouble

>”What the- Ok, THAT’S IT!”

>As she cocks the blade back you lunge forward, the scythe falling, Raven accepting her fate

>That is until Marigold disappears in a burst of light, the only thing left being her hat as it gently halls to the floor

>You blink in disbelief, unable to move

>That is until your wife coughs a couple times, shakily getting to her hooves

“Raven!”

>With tears in your eyes you run to her, embracing her as gently as you can as you bawl your eyes out like a foal

>”Oh don’t be so dramatic Hype. You act like you’ve never seen a fight between witches before”

>She looks a little rough, blood still trickling from her nose onto the floor as she dusts herself off

>But still gives you a smile and returns your hug before bending down, picking up Marigold’s hat before placing it upon her head

“S-so what did you do? Where did she go?”

>”With any luck? To the heat death of the universe”

>She holds up the vial for the time travel potion, proudly grinning as she reveals that its contents are gone
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Pausing



Oh... Oh no. That's bad, this is pretty bad.

Go over to our wife and help support her, using our wing and despite her protests if we have to. 

Thats something to worry about later, first we worry about you. Marigold won't need this place anymore, so you're going to get some rest and make yourself a healing potion or something. 

Then I guess we go looking for what you need for that potion and in the meantime we try not to mess up the future too badly. Sound like a good plan.

Bump



See if there's anything we can do about that wound and if we're going to have to search a strange witches hut for potion ingredients, well we're the perfect pony for an impromptu inventory audit.



Well that was a fucking terrible idea.

Quick we need to loot this place.





also who can tell what devastation she could cause we must find her and stop her

Tfw Raven is not the employee of the month of witchcraft.

>All you can think to yourself was what a terrible idea that was, surely she could have used something other than your only way home?

>But of house, you wouldn’t dare tell her that, especially after she almost just lost her head, literally

>You gently begin to prop her up all the way despite protests, a wing wrapping around her back with assurance

“You don’t think Marigold is going to wreak havoc elsewhere in time, do you?”

>”Who cares? Let her. She wouldn’t be the first witch to go off the deep end”

>Coughing, she wipes some blood from her muzzle, which by this point has mostly ceased bleeding

“You sure you’re ok?”

>”Yeah, I’m fine. This isn’t my first tussle”

>Avoiding her bruises, you give her another quick hug

“It’s alright dear, I don’t care if you aren’t employee of the month for witchcraft”

>”… What are you insinuating?”

“I don’t mean to be rude Raven, but… she kinda took it to you”

>”I-I was just warming up. She cheap shotted me”

>Planting a kiss on her forehead, you smirk

“Whatever you say dear”

>All you receive in response is a scrunch

>Looking around the room the fire has returned back to its normal form, Raven using her magic to open up the shutters, light once more flooding into the room

“So, that was our last dose of potion?”

>”Yeah… but if she’s a witch worth her weight in salt, she’ll have what I need to make more. Might take a bit longer than if I was at home, but I can do it”

>That’s at least good to hear

>Propping a chair up from the floor she sits down, letting out an exhausted sigh

>”I’m… I’m just gonna sit here and take a breather for a moment”

“I’d say you deserve that”

>”In the meantime I need you to search the house, whatever she’s got in here, she won’t be needing it anymore”

“No problem!”

>”Just don’t fall into any pocket dimensions or booby traps or anything”

>… Ok, maybe problem

>”And, Hype”

“Yeah?”

>”I’m… sorry about all this”

“What? What are you talking about?”

>”This is all my fault. We’re only in this mess because of my emotions”

>Sighing, her head droops, starring at the floor

>”What kind of witch am I? Couldn’t even defend my own husband...”



Sure you feel emotions stronger then others but that also counts love and I think that's wonderful. Let's get out of this so that you can give me all those infinite mangos you promised from your potion. So just focus on resting right now. Let's just hope there's something actually worth having around here. I can't believe we actually ran into a witch.



Hey now, you won didn't you?



And I guess she never makes it back because even if it took her 20 years to make her own time potion she'd have still appeared to us instantly, so not only did you beat her you banished her.





also what about not destroy the timeline?



She gives and doesn't give a shit about time line so flippantly that it almost doesn't matter. Let's just assume it all works out.





well a witch this evil slightly in or before the baltimare riots can cause some real chaos literally harvesting and sacrificing batponies for power could even form a cult that exterminates and farms the batpony race.

possibly even out of hate for us

“Hey now, you won didn't you?”

>”Yeah, only because she was distracted with you”

“So what? We make a good team!”

>She meekly smiles, brushing some mane out of the way

>Honestly you can’t remember the last time you’ve seen her like this

>”I’m really not what I used to be Hype. I remember slaying abominations from other realms no problem back in my prime”

“We’re both safe, and that’s what matters. Not only did you beat her, you banished her”

>”What makes you say that?”

“Well even if it took her 20 years to make her own time potion, she’d just pop back here instantly to seek revenge. And I don’t see her, do you?”

>”Well… whenever she ended up, I hope she’s seething over us”

>She actually genuinely smiles now, no doubt thinking about Marigold losing her mind over being beaten, and being stuck in a different time period

“Besides, who cares if you’re emotional? That just makes you a better lover”

>Leaning in, you give her a small ‘skrrrrrrrrr~ only to have her jokingly push you away, snorting

>”Oh don’t be such a dork!”

>Your hoof makes contact with her muzzle, causing her tongue to instantly stick out with a ‘blep’”

>”H-hey!”

“Now who’s the dork?”

>Trotting away you start to head out of the front room, looking back before entering the hallway

“You stay here and rest up”

>”And just where are you going?”

“To figure out what she has laying around, duh. Gotta get back to the present so you can give me infinite mangoes”

>Taking a candle to light the path you find a door at the end of the hall, noticeably more sturdy than some of the others

>Giving the handle a tug you find it to be stuck, you hopping up into the air and flapping downwards to put your whole body into it, an audible click sounding



It's fine, hopefully not that big a problem. Maybe you're right about trusting ponies though, I didn't think for a second that she'd be a witch.

>Hooves touching the ground once more you give it a pull, the door finally opening

“Woah…”

>Shelves upon shelves lines the walls, filled with vials, beakers, and boxes of ingredients

>In the middle of the room rests a sizeable cauldron, a broomstick resting up against it

“Jackpot. Raven’s could probably do anything with all this”

>Stepping inside you peer around, smirking at how easy this was

>Raven always has a demon or a mystical booby trap in her spellroom. Guess Marigold wasn’t the best at everything

>Surveying the various shelving you suddenly stop in your tracks, something catching your eye as you back up

>A small orange vial rests by itself, a note accompanying it

>’Bat Pony Attraction Serum’

>Warning: Experimental

>Hmmm… smell good

>Like, really good. Like someone took every citrus fruit known to ponykind and blended it

>”You know, you shouldn’t be snooping around here”

>Whizzing around in terror your wings unfurl, ready to flee

>But you don’t see anyone

>”Over here, man”

>Shifting your eyes, you see a thick fog begin to form on the other end of the room, gradually taking on a more familiar form by the second

>Soon the nebulous outline of a batpony floats gently above the floorboards, looking quite indifferent to your surprise

>”Master Marigold really does not appreciate strangers in here”

“W-who are you?”

>”Me? Doesn’t really matter anymore. She seemed like a nice enough mare, invited me back here. Took my wings years ago, forced my spirit to be her eternal assistant. You know the drill”

>He… seems way too accepting of this 

>"Anyway, I'm under orders from her to kill anyone in here, so if you'll just stay put, I gotta go grab my axe real quick if you're cool with that"



Hype offer this poor spirit the chance to be free from it's bondage. You know a witch that could free him at least. Besides, Marigold won't be coming back for a loooong time.



Before you do that what happens if I free you?



Doesn't he want to be free? We know a way of doing such that.



He might be magically compelled to the point where he couldn't stop himself even if he believed us that Marigold is gone and never coming back. 



While he gets his axe, we need to get to Raven.

“Before you do that what happens if I free you?”

>”Free me?”

“Yeah, like released you from this bondage? Or whatever Marigold has you in”

>”Well, yeah why wouldn’t I?”

>He turns his back to you, starting to pat around the shelving

>”Now where I put that damn axe…”

“Are you even paying attention?”

>”Yeah yeah, keep going. I just gotta find this thing, or Marigold is going to be irate”

“Oh, I don’t think that Marigold is going to be back for a looooooong time”

>He search ceases, the spirit actually paying full attention to you now

>”And, why may I ask that is?”

“Oh, she just took a little trip through time”

>”Through… time?”

>You nod, the spirit looking even more confused

>”I mean, she had been working on such a potion, but she was nowhere close to completing it”

“Well me and my wife gave her a trip on the house”

>”… You’re time travelers?”

“Bingo”

>”And I assume that your wife is a witch?”

“Correct again”

>You think you can make out a relieved smile through his nebulous form as you confirm his question

“If you’ll be willing to let us pass, I’m sure that she could release you from your bondage”

>”That… is tempting. But I’m going to need something in addition to that”

“Name it, I’m sure my wife could accommodate you”

>The spirit sighs, floating over and placing a gaseous hoof around your shoulders

>Without thought you shiver, the coldness of his touch causing your body to tense reflexively 

>”I died at the age of 19, my friend. I didn’t know much of the world, and I certainly haven’t been able to see it afterwards. My entire existence for years has been guarding this room, taking orders from Marigold”

>You just nod, not wanting to interrupt

>”After this torture, you know what I would want more than anything else?”

“What’s that?”

>Looking upwards and lightly shaking his head, he whimsically sighs once more

>“I just want to see the world. I want to experience what I was denied so early”

“After we release you, you’ll be free to go anywhere”

>”No, not exactly anywhere. I’m tired of this world. I want to see what the future beholds”

“You want to time travel?”

>”If you’d allow me”



I can't promise that because I don't even know if it's possible or how to do it. Maybe my wife would. So I'll promise that if it is then we can bring you. I don't think anyone around here is gonna miss ya.



Well, our method of time travel involved getting splashed by a potion, you feeling corporeal enough for that?



Really we should ask my wife, in sure its possible for you to see the future without having to take the long way there.

“I can't promise that because I don't even know if it's possible or how to do it. Maybe my wife would”

>”If it worked for you, why can’t it work for me?”

“Well, our method of time travel involved getting splashed by a potion, you feeling corporeal enough for that?”

>”Hmmm”

>He lifts up a hoof pushing it forward directly through a shelf with no resistance

>”Absolutely!”

“…. Riiiight. Really we should ask my wife, in sure it’s possible for you to see the future without having to take the long way there”

>”I’d prefer the real thing, thank you”

“Alright look, I'll promise that if it’s possible, then we’ll bring you. I don't think anyone around here is gonna miss ya”

>”Fair enough. And where would your wife be?”

“Come on, follow me. Just play it cool though, she’s a little on edge after banishing Marigold”

>The spirit follows directly behind you as you lead him down the hallway towards Raven

>Man, he sure seems excited for the future, and you can’t blame him

>20 minutes on the internet might change his mind though

>You raise a hoof before turning the corner, signaling him to stop

>Poking your head into the room, Raven sits there, washing her face with a dish of water

“Hey uh, honey?”

>”You find her potion storage yet?”

“Yup! It’s well stocked as a matter of fact”

>”Alright, well let’s get to work”

“Well, hold up, I kinda… ran into a little snag”

>”Is it a demon? Just give me a minute and I’ll come zap it”

“Well, no not exactly”

>”Can I come with you guys?”

>The spirit floats past you, peaking around the corner as well

 “I said to let me handle this!”

>”… Hype, why is this ghost asking to come with us?”

“He said that in order to access Marigold’s room, we’d have to release him of his duty to her, and let him travel to the future with us… or he’d hit me with an axe”

>”Ok look, neither of you seem to know how this works. Hey ghost boy, you ever seen Termarenator?”

>”What?”

>”So pretty much, only certain things can be sent through time. Spirits ain’t one of them”

>”So?”

>”So you’re out of luck dude”

>”Oh… well what if I wasn’t a spirit?”

>”Yeah but you are”

>”But I don’t have to be! You can concoct a potion to give me a temporary body, Marigold has all the supplies to do so”

>”I… suppose that could work”

>”Skreeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!”

>Raven covers her ears, you nearly having to do the same at the honestly impressive skree

>”Hype, correct?”

“Uh, yeah that’s my name”

>”And my name is Pericarp, at least it was in my mortal life. I owe you for this, but unfortunately I have nothing to give”

“Hey it’s ok man, jus-“

>”No, it is not ok. And as such, I will be at your service in your time of need”

>He pushes a small, white marble into your hoof

“What is it?”

>”Marigold used it whenever she needed my immediate assistance. Simply call to me through it, and I am bound by it’s magic to assist to my abilities in whatever you require. Use it wisely though, for it will disintegrate upon the completion of the task, freeing me from service”
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Pausing



If she used one of these before how come you weren't already free of her service?



Thank him for the gift. It wasn't necessary, but we won't turn it down, if he wants us to have it that much.

Beep



Ask what can he even do. Does he have ghost powers? We know he's good with an axe since he probably had a lot of time to practice with it.



“Thank you for this gift Pericarp. It isn’t necessary, but I’ll accept it gladly”

>Rolling it around in your hoof a bit, it’s quickly encapsulated in a green glow, Raven’s horn lighting up and pulling it in

>”I’ll be keeping a hold of that. Seeing as how I’m the expert in the supernatural here”

>That’s probably for the best in all honesty

“So, I just have to ask. If Marigold already used one of those, why weren’t you free of her service?”

>”Just think of it as a doorbell, Hype. You use it when you want service, it doesn’t mean I would be free when used. For your help, I’m pledging one act of assistance to you on my own honor, whatever it may be”

>Hm. Might be best to save it for a rainy day. Maybe send him in to Ponemart when it opens to beat the Keerona panic buyers to the fruit aisle?

“So what can you even do? Do you have ghost powers?”

>”Well I’m pretty handy with my axe. I can move through walls, haunt the living, you know. Normal spirit things”

>Good enough for you

>Raven finally hops up from her seat, slightly groaning as she gives her back a stretch

>”Definitely gonna be feeling all this in the morning”

“Dear if you need to rest, that’s the most important thing at the moment”

>”Nonesense, I’m fine. Now come on, we have work to do”

>Readjusting her new hat you puts on a determined face, marching down to the potion room with you and Pericarp in tow

>”Now let’s see what we’re working with he- Oh hello!”

>She glances around the room rapidly, obviously impressed with Marigold’s stock pile

>”Oh yeah, I can definitely work with this”

“You can distill more time potion?”

>”Absolutely. And whip up a couple of potions to give your translucent friend a temporary body to travel through time with”

>Pericarp lets out a ghostly kee in excitement, causing you and Raven to look back in surprise

>”S-sorry. Been a while since I’ve had something to skree about”

>”Not to worry, just… try to keep the volume down when you get your body”

>With her magic she pulls over a few bottle and ingredients, carefully examining each one as the float before her

>”Alright, let’s get to work”

>The next few hours consist of Raven giving you two instructions, Pericarp floating this way and that around the room to gather what she needs, and you holding vials and other equipment steady when she needs it

>Soon enough the kettle is fired up, boiling all sorts of colors as luminous liquids squeeze their way through various beakers, a brown potion filling up simultaneously next to a yellow one

>Besides giving instructions, Raven doesn’t say a word, working away almost as if she’s in a trance

>But finally after what seems like an eternity she leans down to eye level with the brown and yellows vials, inspecting each closely

>”Hmmm…. yeah, these will both do”

>Your ears perk up, you almost dozing off while standing after all this assistance

“Yeah? We’re good to go?”

>”Yup! And with this much more simple equipment than I’m used to, I’d say we did it in record time”

>Leaning down next to your wife, you and Pericarp gather around as she lifts the two pieces of glassware carefully

“So, I’m guessing the yellow one is our time potion?”

>”That would be correct, Hype. Naturally being a few hundred years in the past, I was working with not the most efficient equipment”

“So what’s that mean for us?”

>”Well first off, we had enough ingredients to distill three doses worth. On the other hand, it isn’t as high quality as the stuff I made back home. Instead of a one hour cooldown between jumps, it might take several, I can’t really predict that accurately though. The vial will glow brightly when it’s able to be used again though”

“Good thing we’ll only need one jump though, right?”

>”Yes, after I draw the sigil I’ll take us right back to where we started. From an outside perspective, it’ll be like we never even left!”

>”So… what’s the other potion?”

>”That, my ghostly accomplice, is your ticket to modern day Baltimare”

>Turning around she nonchalantly splashes the potion onto the spirit, most of it leaking through to the floor, vapors rising

>”Why do I feel… tingly? Wait a moment, I can feel!”

>”That means it’s working”

>Slowly but surely you want as bones begin to form inside Pericarp’s outline, a complete skeleton soon occupying the space

>Soon afterwards organs appear, muscles and veins rapidly growing and falling into place

>You… think you’re gonna be sick

>Turning away and shutting your eyes you try to get that image out of your head, replacing it of you enjoying your inevitable mango field in your backyard at home

>”H-hey, not bad!”

>Slowly peaking open an eye you’re met with a brown colored bat, his yellow eyes full of optimism

>”Just like I was before I was a spirit… How do I look?”

“Well, I can tell Raven really got the tufts down to detail”

>He softly kees, rubbing his own face probably just to enjoy what it’s like to feel again

>”Alright alright, enough chit chat. Time for the most important part”

>Pulling out a blackened stick she lowers it to the floor, creating a large circle, big enough for the three of you to stand in

>From there her hoof makes quick, intricate movements, sketching various symbols and patterns around the floor that hold no meaning to you, but absolutely mean something to her

>This goes on for almost ten minutes, but at last your wife finally tucks the stick back into her saddle bag

>”Ta-da! Now get your lazy butts in the circle”

>”W-wait, I can’t go yet!”

>”Ugh, and why not? You have your body, don’t you?”

>”Yeah but, I’m still bound to this home. Marigold never released me”

>Sighing, she rolls her eyes, lifting up a hoof

>”By the power invested in me, pending membership renewal of the National Equestrian Council of Witches, I, Raven, hereby release you of all service obligations, debts, and or personal favors owed to your former master. Alright kid, you’re free”

>”That… was it?”

>”I defeated your former master, so the responsibility fell upon me to simply nullify your service to her. Now come on, you want to see the future or not?”

>Enthusiastically shaking your head, you and Pericarp step into the circle, Raven uncorking the vial before splashing some into the center

>The sigil slowly begins to glow in an all too familiar manner

>”Cheers. Hopefully we got it right this time”

>You don’t even have the chance to respond as you’re ripped from this realm, squeezing your eyes shut as a bright burst overtakes you

>Suddenly everything is calm once more, a few crickets chirping in the distance

>Opening up your eyes you find yourselves in the middle of a typical street in downtown Baltimare, a few motorized chariots parked along the road

>It’s notably late in the afternoon, the sun starting to go down, but not enough for the street lights to activate just yet

“R-raven, I think we did it… actually, there’s the fruit bar down the road, it looks just like we left it! We did do it!”

>You give your wife a spur of the moment hug, planting a kiss onto her muzzle as she blushes

>”H-hype, not in public!”

“Oh, who cares! We did it honey, we're back!”

>Looking around you expect to see some ponies looking at you three in confusion, but to your surprise, the sidewalks are totally empty

“… Where are the ponies?”

>”Woooooah”

>Pericarp looks back and forth between the huge buildings and roads, face like a foal on Christmas morning

>”This is incredible! Thank you so much you two! I’m certainly not going to waste this!”

>Pulling you two into a hug he quickly begins to trot away, giving a wave as he goes down the road

“Where are you going?”

>”I don’t know! Wherever my hooves will take me!”

>Disappearing around the corner, you can hear his voice echo back

>”If you ever need me, just use the orb!”

>Geez, figured he'd stick around for at least a minute before going off to explore the world

>Glancing back to Raven, her brow furrows, looking around with suspicion

“What’s up?”

>”Same thing you’re wondering. It should be Saturday night, yet there isn’t a soul in sight”

“Yeah, that’s a bit weir- Wait. Honey, do you hear that?”

>”Hear what?”

>Your sensitive tufts lightly rustle, no doubt picking up on noise too subtle for hear unicorn ears to detect

“It… sounds like music. Like a parade of some sort in the distance”

>You can even detect what you think are cheers a couple miles away downtown



There shouldn't be a parade happening... should there? Should we check it out or just go home? I just want to rest now. Though we can see it if the parade is on the way to home.



Did we accidentally create a new holiday?



Hype Day



Let's see how badly we messed up the future.

We basically stopped that witch from doing everything she was ever going to do, who knows what that could have done?



Maybe we should check that parade out? Whatever it is, it's caught the attention of everyone it seems. We could always go home though, and see if everything is the same there.



As long as it's not Marigold day.

“There shouldn't be a parade happening... should there?”

>”Hmm? Why do you ask?”

“I’m pretty sure I hear a parade. And crowds”

>”I… don’t think so? Unless it’s Arbor day?”

“Well it certainly isn’t Batmas. Come on, let’s go see what’s up”

>Trotting down the road with Raven at your side, you two start off towards the noise 

>Your start mentally checking over the holidays, plus other important dates

>Oh! It could be the tax season opening day parade!

>… No wait, that’s next month

>Hm. What if you accidentally created a new holiday?

“Hey honey, what if because of something we did, there’s a new holiday in Baltimare? Maybe even Equestria!”

>”What exactly did we do that was worth creating a holiday for? Be target practice for your lamp tossing friend?”

“I don’t know, it could have been anything. Why, it could even be Hype day!”

>Raven just leans over and gives a look that is the epitome of ‘really, dude?’

“O-or it could be Raven day”

>You start to imagine huge inflated balloons of yourself floating down the street, marching tossing pens and fruit into the excited crowd

“Kee kee~”

>After some walking Raven’s ears finally perk up, your wife finally confirming that she hears the music too

>Every street and intersection you pass is still totally empty, not even a shop open anywhere

>Well whatever that parade is for, it’s gotta be one banger of a party!

>Eventually the roars of the crows are all you can hear, outlines of ponies being seen in the spaces between buildings, just a street ahead

“Here, let’s squeeze our way through this alley, I don’t want to get caught up in a crowd”

>Walking around a few trash cans and crates, you and Raven stop about 50 meters from the main road, a throng of ponies going absolutely wild cheering

>”Can you see anything dear? What are they cheering for?”

“Yeah, lemme just get a little close-…. oh my god”

>Finally you spy what’s been the cause of the celebration as a column of armored cars roll down the street past the alleyway, soldiers standing out the turret hatches staring stoically ahead as the drive by

>Immediately afterwards dozens of troops in dark, sharp helmets march by in formation with rifles slung across their backs, rendering a salute to somewhere up above

>That’s when you notice it

>They’re unicorns

>Every last one

>Looking up you finally notice that red banners hang from the light poles and buildings, the black outline of a horn in the middle of a white circle on every last one

“Neighzis. I hate these guys…”

>Ducking behind a trash can you peer through the rubbish to get a better look, now trucks full of infantry giving salutes

>Eyes following in the direction of their arms, your jaw drops, eyes in disbelief

>In a balcony a few stories up, a familiar looking unicorn salutes back to each column of vehicles and troops as they go by, occasionally nodding at the absolutely packing street of cheering ponies

>And that’s when it hits you

“G-gar?”

>Your former friend indeed occupies the balcony in a smart looking uniform, an entourage of other officials and guards surrounding him 

>One in particular catches your attention, the only female among the group

> Conveniently right beside Gar, she wears a more plain, yet still sharp looking uniform, her blonde mane peaking out from the edges of her hat

>Raven steps forward, eyes squinting

>"Marigold..."



Well great. It looks like she arrived at our time period. Presumably she killed the weaker version of you in this time line and now charm doesn't exist.



Welp, so much for Marigold not messing with time. Did she really end up in our time period out of random chance through that potion? It seems too convenient.

What do we do now? If we get spotted, things won't end well for us.



Okay, so heat death of the universe wasn't right.

We should get out of here before we're spotted and get some things together to fix this.

Pericap probably doesn't know what a Neighzis is, he could be in danger. Do you think he'd give us another use of the pearl if we use it now to summon and warn him?



No. He can just kill the neighzi's with his axe. He's fine.



He didn't bring his axe!



His body is just a shell, he'll just become a ghost again and be fine.

“So much for sending her to the heat death of the universe”

>”I doubt she ended up in the same time period as us by pure coincidence. That’s far too convenient”

“Well whatever she did, I guess Gar never swore off of being a unicorn supremacist”

>You can’t help but feel bad for him a bit. There’s no way he’s smart enough to run a unicorn ethno state himself. She’s definitely been manipulating him

>As a formation of tanks roll by you both duck behind the alley rubbish

“So what now? If we’re spotted I doubt it’s going to end well for us”

>”Well… I guess we can see if our house is still standing. I really don’t have any other plan besides that”

“Do you think it will be? I mean, everything else seemed the same. Except for the fascism of course”

>”I’m gonna be honest Hype, I highly doubt it. Even, I doubt any of my equipment will still be there”

“Marigold?”

>”Yeah. And while I’m being honest, I also doubt that either of us are still alive in this timeline. She seems like the type that’s spiteful enough to get the drop on us in revenge”

“But Charm…”

>”Might not have been even born. But sitting in the trash isn’t going to help with that. We’re just going to have to wait and see”

>All you can manage is a nod, your wife helping you get up to your hooves

>Staying low the two of you back out of the alley slowly, careful not to draw any attention to yourselves

>”Alright, so we’re down town right now. Home should be five or six miles away. And I know you aren’t strong enough to carry me that distance flying”

>Looking up in the sky, a droning group of aircraft in a horn formation does a flyby across the parade

“Might not have even been a good idea if I could”

>”Well come on then, we’ll stick to the backstreets. With any luck, that parade to Der Horner will keep most ponies busy”

>Looking both ways across the road the two of you make a dash across it, repeating the process several times

>Most of the time the coast is completely clear, although you do spy some patrols and checkpoints on various roads, not close enough to cause trouble though

>The closest you get to anypony happens to be a stallion placing propaganda posters upon a brick wall just a few meters from the alleyway, but he’s so preoccupied that you both slip on by without incident

>Crouching between a couple buildings you take a breather, all this darting across roads actually staring to make you tired

>Should have actually done cardio instead of just curling some batbells at the gym

>As you sit there taking your break, Raven trots a little ways down the alley, stopping to check out something on the wall of a building

>”Hype. Pssst, Hype! Come check this out”

>She frantically waves you over, sighing a bit as you get up and follow

>”Here, look at this poster!”

“… One race, One nation, One horn?”

>”No you dolt! The other poster!”

>Panning your eyes over you find yourself peering at a large poster

>A hardened batpony stares back at you

>Well, as much as he can anyway, as a patch covers his left eye

>Scars run down his face and neck, a bit of one of his ears missing

>Across his chest is a tight fitting bandoleer full of ammunition, rifle slung across his back and a grenade on his belt

>Honestly, it kind of reminds you of an 80’s movie poster

>WANTED: 50,000 Bit Reward

>CHARGES: Domestic terrorism, murder of soldiers of the Reich, crimes against the state, theft of government property, race mixing

>Report to your local Hornstapo office if you have information concerning this criminal’s whereabouts

“Seems like a cool dude”

>”Ugh, look closer you dork! Doesn’t he look a bit familiar?”

>Eyes squinting, you do get the feeling that you know him. Maybe somepony from high school?

>As your eyes lower to chest however, you gasp

“M-my company pen!”

>Tucked away with all the ammo on his chest is your 12 consecutive month employee of the month pen

“My god, that’s me”

>You look so… so bad ass!



Okay, turns out I am a fighter in this universe, and race mixing? I'm not sure how to feel about this, that me is awesome but if there are posters of me everywhere I'm in real trouble.

Even in the Neighzi hellworld, Hype managed to win employee of the month. 





>and race mixing? I'm not sure how to feel about this



We're married to a unicorn.



I look like some kind of criminal! I mean I actually am a criminal! It looks like i've seen some bad stuff too..



Separate sentences, the first part is a question because it could imply that version of us having a kid. Either Ravens or Gat.

The second part is not being sure on how to feel seeing ourselves like that but knowing we'll probably be recognized immediately by these neighizes.



It could be a random third mare for all we know.

Marigold didn't accomplish all this in a year or two, she must have been here for decades to change the future so much. Hell, she might not have ever even realized she had arrived in the same time period we were from until after Altverse Hype started freedom fighting.

“I look like some kind of criminal! I-I mean, I actually am a criminal!”

>You never thought that you’d see the day, you’ve never so much as even gotten a parking ticket

>Every instinct in your body right now is screaming for you to turn yourself in like a proper pony

“What do you think they mean by the race mixing charge?”

>”It means that you can’t keep it in your pants, Hype”

“I-I don’t even wear pants. Future, er, present me doesn’t either!”

>”Well maybe with some luck, that means that I’m still around in this timeline, seeing as how you’d need a pony of a different race to mix with”

“That means that Charm could also still exist!”

>”Maybe. But we shouldn’t be making any assumption at this point, because if my proper little business bat could become a ‘Murderer of soldiers of the Reich’, then who knows what else is upside down in this timeline?”

 “Yeah, you’re right. This place is already absolutely horrible!”

>Raven glances back at the poster, scratching her chin with a hoof

>”Well, I wouldn’t say absolutely. I mean, not gonna lie, this poster of you is pretty damn hot”

“H-hey…”

>She pats you on the head with reassurance 

>”Can’t go wrong with the original though. Now come on, we have to keep moving”

“Well wait a minute. Yeah, this picture of me is cool and all, but if there’s one, there has to be hundreds around the city. What if ponies recognize me?”

>”So what? A bat is a bat according to Neighzis, it’s not like they aren’t going to be mad to see you anyway. Besides, you still have two eyes, so how could you be him?”

>Yeah, you do have that going for you

>Peeking out and looking both ways down the road again, the two of you sneak your way into another back alley once more, cautiously pressing forward

>This continues, although it seems like there’s more and more ponies on the streets now, both civilians and soldiers

>The parade must have ended

>Trotting down an especially long alleyway, the two of you cautiously pass the multitude of cellar windows just barely off of the ground, even though most appear to lead to dusty, unoccupied basements

>In the meantime you take a glance at a row of propaganda posters that line the walls

>One of them is a hoof pulling aside a curtain, a hellish depiction of a batpony scheming behind it, titled ‘Der Bat’

>The next simply has in large, menacing letters ‘Germaneia is Victorious on All Fronts’

>The last one in this row shows an advance into the Griffonian Union, darkly occupied territories stretching all the way to the gates of their capital

>Although rather suspiciously, the date on this advance is well over a year old by this point

“You know, there’s no way Marigold accomplish all this in a year or two, she must have been here for decades to change the future so much”

>”Well it seems as though she got some help from your “”””friend””””’

“That’s not the Gar I know. Yeah he was racist in his past, but he wouldn’t go this far. He doesn’t even have the ability to organize this, let alone be head of state”

>”Seemed pretty convincing to me saluting all the tanks going by”

“Look dear, all I know is the last I saw him, he was in the hospital to congratulate us on the birth of our daughter”

>”You mean tossing a lamp at us”

“Ok that was Pen. But you know what I’m trying to say. Marigold must have poisoned his mind”

>The more you think about it, the more depressing it all seems

>He was one of your closest friends, and now he’s declared you entire race an enemy of the state

>You just wish you knew what had happened before all this

>Approaching the end of the alleyway you and Raven pause, ready to repeat the by now standard procedure for crossing the road

>That is until a black and white equine sprints around the corner like a bat out of hell, the zebra nearly colliding with you two as she wipes out and crashes into a pile of garbage cans, causing a pistol in her hoof to skid away and clatter against the wall

>Absolutely covered in sweat, the young mare’s eyes become pinpricks as she looks up at Raven

>But a moment later her eyes fall upon you, immediately shifting from pure terror, to awe

>”I-It’s you…”

“Me?”

>Before either of you can say another word a siren erupts in the distance, what you assume are soldiers barking orders to each other down the road

>The zebra attempts to get up but winces in pain, grabbing a swollen ankle as she flops back unto the ground

[image: ]

Pausing



Well we're not leaving her to die, pick her up and put one of her legs over our shoulders to support her then head to the next alleyway with Raven.

Might be able to make Raven a little jealous and build some muscles to compete with our counterpart self.

Bump



Help her, we're going to lead friendly locals to help us find out when and where marigold first arrived if we're going to fix all this.



Help her, we're going to need friendly locals to help us find out when and where marigold first arrived if we're going to fix all this.

We should pocket one of those wanted posters. For things to do later involving roleplay and Raven.



I guess pick her up. Quick raven grab her gun. Mare, tell us where to take you.



>You instinctively reach down to help her up, but the mare starts waving you off

>”I’m not going to be able to run, you need to get out of here!”

“We’re not going to leave you to die”

>”If you try to take me along, they’re going to catch you. Just toss me my gun and go!”

>You shake your head at her demand, pointing to your wife

“Raven, quick. Get her gun”

>Bending down you grab the zebra’s hoof, pulling her leg over your shoulder

>Standing up she grinds her teeth in pain, but balances out, her hurt leg hovering off of the ground

>”Hype, they’re getting closer”

>Raven pulls the slide on the gun back a little, making sure it’s loaded

“Quick, tell us where to take you”

>”Anywhere, just not here!”

>One cue you begin to awkwardly run with the mare propped against you, Raven following up behind, peering back to the alley entrance ever few steps

>As you go by the wanted post your wing extends out, skillfully peeling it from the brick before tucking under wing

>Might be for the best I you hang on to this

>You know, for research purposes… and if Raven wants to roleplay later

>Hooves clicking the three of you begin to turn the corner into another alleyway when you hear several sets of hooves enter from the street

>Your ears fold against your head as a burst of fire echoes between the buildings, a soldier opening up with his SMG in your direction

>Brick fragments whiz by as the bullets smash against the building side, giving you some knicks before Raven turns around, firing a few rounds

>The four soldiers duck for cover, one taking a wild shot with his own pistol to no effect

>Finally getting into the other alleyway, the mare starts to point to a cellar window

>”There, there! We aren’t going to outrun them!”

>Without debate Raven smashes the flimsy lock with her magic, the old window creaking as she lifts it up, waving you to get inside

>Taking the mare off of your body you’re the first in, hooves making contact with the dusty floor before turning around, helping the zebra down as she’s already half way wriggled in herself

>A moment later your wife slips on inside, firmly shutting the cloudy window behind her

>Backing up into the room, you all press yourselves up against the wall, out of the extremely dim light coming in through the window

>With your sensitive bat eyes you glance around, spying just a few shelfs and old crates in the room

>A solid looking wooden door leads to what you presume is another room, lock rusty from disuse

>”Shhhh, shhhh”

>Jackbooted hooves click on the concrete outside, shadows being cast onto the floor as the stallions for by

>They move deliberately and cautiously, no longer running now that they know you have a gun, at least that’s what you figure

>Counting, you wait until the forth one passes, all three of you holding your breath as he does

>Silence overtakes the room afterwards, the only noise being a slight drip of a worn out pipe somewhere in the basement

>That is until the zebra sighs, sliding her back down the wall before sitting on the floor

>You finally get a good look at her, the young mare still holding her hurt hoof off of the ground

>She can’t be older than 20, her bright blue eyes finally meeting with yours

>”You should have left me. Now they’re on the lookout for you too”

“That’s nonsense. We weren’t going to leave you there”

>Raven cautiously approaches the window, gun in hoof as she pears around the alley

>”Yeah well we can’t stay here for long. If they don’t find us they’ll just call for back up, and then start sweeping the whole area. We’re only going to be hidden here for so long”



We really need to get out of here. Raven (great?) news. Whatever witch powers or spells you've wanted to use you have free reign to in this time line. Don't even think for a second about holding back. My current plan is you sneak up behind them and just start blasting while I distract them up above and maybe we can take em all out.



They're already looking for me apparently so not a big deal, probably Raven too. You can help us a little too, know how to get out of this city unseen?



Do you know a sewer lid we can open? Is it possible for you to teleport Raven?

“They're already looking for me apparently so not a big deal, probably Raven too”

>Looking around the room you try to come up with a plan

“Raven, can you teleport?”

>”Hype, I’m a master of the dark arts… pending recertification. Of course I can teleport short distances. But that doesn’t exactly help you two”

“Well whatever spells you were holding back on, I don’t think that’s a problem in this timeline, seeing as how it’s already as messed up as it could be”

>”Oh don’t expect me too… this is more her speed anyway”

>Raven casually tosses the gun back to the zebra, the mare catching it in the air

>”How about putting the safety on next time?”

>”This is the only safety I need”

>Raven smugly waves her hoof in the air, the zebra looking less than amused

“Ok, so here’s what I’m thinking. Raven, maybe next time they come around, you teleport out behind them? I could take the gun and go high. I think we could get most of them that way”

>”And then what? What happens when more come? Are you trying to get us killed? You can’t fight them all off”

>She’s probably right about that. Even if you could, you’re sure sooner or later if Raven causes enough trouble, Marigold will make an appearance. And you know how that ended last time… 

“So uh…”

>”Zariah”

“Zariah. Do you know a way out of this city?”

>”Yeah, there’s ways out. But it’s not easy. Besides, there’s no way I’m getting out of town with this hoof”

“Well what’s our next best option?”

>”There’s a safe house not far from here. If we can get into the sewers, I could lead us there no problem”

“That’s perfect. Do you know if there’s a grate or something in this building we can get into them from?”

>”In a building like this? Not likely”

>”Leave that to me”

>Raven trots to the locked door, zapping it open with her horn, one of the hinges coming off

“Where are you going?”

>”If there isn’t a way into the sewer in this basement, then I’m gonna blast our own way in. So unless you want a face full of magic bolts and splintered concrete, I’m going to this other room”

>Nodding, she trots off into the dark room, her hoofsteps echoing throughout the basement

>Not even a minute later a green flash illuminates the doorway, the cracking of concrete following

>This repeats every few seconds, your wife working away at the floor of the other room

>Turning your attention back to the mare you reach out, gently touching her hoof as she cringes 

>Yeah, she definitely twisted it good. Might even be broken

 “How’s it feel, Zariah?”

>”Hurts like a bitch”

“Well we’re going to get you to that safe house, you just have to hold tight”

>She nods, before chuckling dryly 

>”You know, when I ran head first into you two, I thought you were somepony that I knew. You looked real damn similar in the heat of the moment”

“Oh yeah?”

>”Yeah, it’s a bit uncanny actually. But Comrade Hype is miles from here making preparations, so I’m not sure what I was thinking”



You probably saw what you wanted to see since you were full of adrenaline and scared. Tell me.. Are all the things the wanted poster says about him true? Including the race mixing? Does that mean he has a wife?



Long story about that actually, and now isn't the time to tell it. Yeah his posters are going to get me in trouble, hope whatever he's doing takes the heat off of us.



What is Comrade Hype like?

“You probably saw what you wanted to see since you were full of adrenaline and scared”

>”Yeah, you’re probably right, no offense. Those four goons would have been sorry if it really was him… you aren’t his cousin or anything, are you?”

“Long story about that actually, and now isn't the time to tell it. But his posters are going to get me in trouble”

>She smirks, looking at you like you’re crazy

>”Buddy, you’re already a bat. You were in trouble the day you were born”

“So I’ve gathered… So tell me, what is Comrade Hype like?”

>”I’d say that poster gives you the gist of it”

“So all the things on the poster are true?”

>”Oh yeah, and then some. That stallion has been a pain in the regime’s ass for years, Der Horner himself has even put a price on his head personally”

“That bothersome huh?”

>”Well he did slaughter 12 guards in a shootout by himself once. Not to mention when he firebombed the local Hornstapo office in broad daylight”

“What about the race mixing?”

>She gives you a confused look, but shrugs

>”Uh, yeah his wife is a griffon. It’s not like the Reich cares because it isn’t mixing with a unicorn, just another charge to nail him with”

>Well that’s not gonna go over well with Raven

>”I’m surprised you don’t know this, are you a messenger from another cell outside of town or something? There’s only so many bats left in this city, and I don’t ever recall seeing you before, and trust me, I get around"



I could probably tell you, not like this could get any worse. But just promise me one thing, give me your word you won't tell Raven that Hype is married to a griffin. Before you ask, it's complicated.



Ravens kept me pretty safe and hidden until now so I never had many run ins with neighzis or the resistance before today.

“I could probably tell you, not like this could get any worse”

>She leans in, giving undivided attention

“But just promise me one thing, give me your word you won't tell Raven that Hype is married to a griffon”

>”I’m assuming that’s your partner?”

>You go to nod, but another dull thud of Raven blasting her way through the floor catches you off guard

“Yeah, that would be her”

>”Well why would she even ca-“

“It’s just… complicated”

>”Alright, hit me with it”

“So Raven and I are from here, but not exactly this timeline”

>”What do you mean?”

“My wife is a witch, and we’ve been traveling through time. We came back to when we left, and found the world like this”

>”You’re pulling my hoof”

“I’m serious. Swear on my life that it’s true”

>”… Oh my god, you’re Hype”

“Guilty”

>”Well you don’t seem like a hardened partisan, you don’t seem like a soldier at all. You kno-“

>She stops mid-sentence, almost choking on her words

>When she opens her mouth, it’s barely louder than a whisper

>”… You caused this”

>Slowly getting to her hooves she point one at you in accusation

>”You caused all this, didn’t you?! You messed around with time, and came home to a nightmare!”

“We didn’t inte-“

>You’re telling me that it didn’t have to be like this? That I didn’t have to watch my friends be rounded up in the streets, herded onto to trains?”

>Tears begin to form in her eyes, the mare gasping for words, but no more coming to her

>With a gasp of defeat she leans back onto the wall, slowly sliding down it, coming to a rest on her flank once more

>”… You have a plan though, right? You’ve came back to fix all this?”



How about going back in time to prevent that witch, Gar's right hoof mare, from starting all of this mess.



Oh yeah, we're not leaving it like this. Or solution requires a bit of time.

We didn't technically cause this, it was because of an accident we went somewhere we didn't intend and then we ran into Marigold and she attacked and nearly killed us, bad things happened just one after the other. I was totally right about going back in time being a bad idea though.

Also don't tell my wife I told you any of this.



We barely arrived, so we only have some vague ideas so far. The change that definitely caused this is Marigold's existence. She's another witch that we fought when we traveled through time. We can try to go back in time and stop her, but she's probably expecting us to try that.



Duh there's plan.

“Duh there's plan, we certainly aren’t going to leave it like this”

>”… That didn’t sound very reassuring”

“We barely arrived, so we only have some vague ideas so far. The change that definitely caused this is Marigold's existence”

>”Deputy Leader Marigold? I mean, yeah she’s Gar Iceon’s right hoof mare, but she isn’t top dog”

“She's another witch that we fought when we traveled through time. She attacked and nearly killed us, but we flung her into time to escape. We didn't technically cause this, Marigold somehow traveled back to the present and turned it into… this. Maybe out of revenge, maybe out of opportunity, I can’t say for sure”

>”So she’s from the past?”

>”Exactly. Look, none of this was supposed to happen. One bad incident just lead to another, stuff we couldn’t control. I’m sorry that this was the result”

>”But if you can time travel, why not just go back and undo it all?”

“We’re not sure when the potion we used will be ready again. But when it is, we can try to go back in time and stop her, but she's probably expecting us to try that”

>”I’m… guessing she’s stronger than your wife if you two barely escaped the last time”

>You’re really glad that Raven is blasting away in the other room and didn’t hear that

“Possibly. But we’ll find a way to stop her. Just, don’t tell my wife I told you any of this”

>One final last echoes from the other room, Raven coughing a couple times before calling out

>”Alright, I’m through! The sewer is down below”

“Here, let me help you”

>Reaching out, Zariah grabs your hoof, slowly standing back up

>”Well, if you two are looking for a distraction to go back and stop her, tonight’s the night”

“Why’s that?”

>”I shouldn’t be telling you this, but comrade Hype has been organizing all the factions for weeks. Don't let the parades and banners fool you. The Griffonian army is less than a hundred kilometers from Baltimare, and the whole Reich is starting to come apart at the seams"

>She seems to relish that thought before continuing 

"Tonight all partisans in the city are rising up to take control of key government buildings and industrial sectors. We’re about to have our own Horsesaw Uprising in less than 3 hours”

[image: ]

Pausing



We need to know when she first appeared, if we're going to fix this we need to gank her as soon as possible after she first arrived in this timeline.



It's gratifying knowing all she tired to do has failed and is crumbling around her, also that I really am a badass. 

We only need a few more hours, now come on let's go I'll help you there just put a hoof over my shoulder.

You know anything about when and where Marigold first turned up? Just generally when she started making noise or her earliest appearance?



What's the earliest known date that Marigold appeared? Something tells me it was at least... 15 years ago if it was before us meeting raven.
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Do we have to kill this future Marigold to make sure they don't go to the past and help past marigold start their take over?



I doubt Raven would have it any other way.

>At the very least it's gratifying knowing all she tried to do has failed and is crumbling around her

>But you’re still responsible for making sure that this never happens in the first place

“Come on, just put a hoof over my shoulder. The sooner we’re out of here the better”

>She obliges, getting to her hooves before placing weight onto your body

>Hobbling along into the other room, you find Raven standing proudly next to a freshly blasted hole in the floor

>”Straight down there is out ticket out of here”

>Your wife jumps down first, hooves clicking on the tunnel walkway below

>Lighting up her horn she gets ahold of Zariah as you gently pass her down, yourself being the last one in

>Horn growing ever brighter, Raven leads the way as you stumble along with the hurt zebra

>”We’re going to follow this down for a ways. Whenever there’s a turn I’ll let you know”

“Spent a lot of time down here?”

>”It’s much safer to move through the sewers, although it isn’t fool proof. I’ve had friends get ambushed down here and killed by patrols”

>Hoof steps echo off of the walls as the three of you continue, only broken up by the sound of flowing water next to the walk way

>Besides for a few scurrying rats and a pile of old bullet casings, there really isn’t much of note along the path

“So Zariah, do you know anything about when and where Marigold first turned up? Just generally when she started making noise or her earliest appearance?”

>”When she showed up? It’s hard to tell, so many of these party big shots just kind of appeared, since it was a fringe group for years”

>Must have been about 15 years ago if she arrived before you met Raven

>”The regime has only been in power for 12 years, but once again, that really doesn’t pinpoint when she appeared in this timeline… I suppose you’re looking to go back and gank her whenever she first arrives?”

“Exactly”

>”I wouldn’t hold your breath Hype"

>Raven stops, turning around before continuing

>”There’s no way to accurately predict when someone jumps through time, it’s just a guessing game unless we were actually there with her”

“So it’s impossible?”

>”Well, no, not impossible. But I would need a sample of Marigold to estimate when she… wait a minute”

>Opening up her saddle bad frantically, she removes Marigolds hat that she took as a trophy, the light of her horn illuminating it as she leans it, examining it carefully

>”Oh hello there. Here we go”

>With her magic she plucks something from the inside before holding up a long, single strand of golden mane

“What’s that going to do”

>”With this I could whip a potion to get a read on what time jumps they’ve made… at least in theory, I’ve never actually made the potion before”

“Really? You could?”

>”Well… if I had the proper supplies that is”

“I don’t suppose that Marigold is willing to share”

>”No… but I know where to get them”

>She scratches her chin in thought, finally nodding

>”Even if Marigold, uh, took care of me when she first got here, I had a secret stash of magic supplies in my old house under the cellar. Nopony knew of it except me”

“You think it’s possible that it’s still there?”

>”Maybe. But it’s really the only chance we’ve got for figuring out when she jumped in”

>”Where’s your old house?”

>”It’s on the south east side, the Highland district”

>”There’s anti-aircraft batteries positioned every few blocks out there. It won’t be easy to sneak in, and that’s assuming that your home is even still standing after all the construction projects and bombing raids… you’d need a distraction, and Comrade Hype is the only one who could approve that at this stage”



Raven just wear a disguise to look like a different unicorn. Can we meet this comrade hype?



Or, instead of doing something ridiculously risky we could just go back to Marigold's place and use her stuff couldn't we? Better then getting shot at some more right?



or go back 20 years, recruit young raven and tag team that bitch.



Then we better meet him quick.

I'm pretty sure Gar met a scared and confused Marigold and helped her out since she was a unicorn and as thanks she helped him achieve all this bullshit. It's going to be sad when we have to kill this version of him.

“Raven you could definitely wear a disguise, you are a unicorn after all”

>”You want me to glue a horn to your head? I’m sure they’d let you through a checkpoint too”

>Ah yes, the mythical baticorn. You’re not sure if the world is ready for that though

“You know, instead of trying to make it to your old house and getting shot at even more, we could go back to Marigold’s place after we beat her and raid her supplies”

>”That’s a decent idea… if this stupid thing would hurry up already!”

>Raven takes the potion out of her bag, giving it a furious shake to no avail”

“Or heck, why don’t we go back 20 years and just use your own supplies? Then nab younger Raven so you can tag team her”

>”Hmm… some back up might be nice. N-not that I need it”

“I’m sure past Raven would be glad to help, regardless”

>”You know Hype, this is why I let you handle the taxes. Who says that bats are brash and single minded? … Well, except the Neighzis”

>Pushing your way through the maze of sewer, Zariah eventually motions for you to stop, pointing at a ladder leading up to a street grate

>It takes a bit to get her up with her injured hoof, but you find yourselves back above the ground, the sunlight rapidly fading as night takes over

>”Come on, not much further”

>Sticking to alleys and backroads once more, you eventually find yourselves at a rundown looking building, but nothing out of the ordinary in this area

>Zariah reaches up, giving the solid door a few knocks before an eye slit opens up, the mare and whoever is on the other side exchanging cryptic phrases

>Moments later though a heavy latch is undone, the door swinging open as you’re all hurried inside

>Following a hallway you eventually find yourselves in a dimly lit room, a few dozen ponies milling about and going in and out of various other rooms

>Arrayed on a few tables are an impressive set of weapons, everything from rifles and SMGs, to boxes of grenades and ammo being passed around, individuals stocking up

>On the wall is an impromptu helmet rack, a rocket launcher propped up against in

>”You two wait here, I have to make a phone call”

>A random pony takes hold of Zariah, helping her walk to another room before disappearing 

>The vast majority of ponies in the room pay you no mind, most either busy loading magazines or surveying a map hung on the opposite wall

>To your surprise there’s a few unicorns in the crowd

>But most seem to be earth ponies and pegasi, with a mix of bats and zebras thrown in

>And one rather large griffon

>In the corner a familiar looking face peers down at a rifle in his talons, pulling the bolt a couple times before dry firing it

>A sturdy looking lamp is tucked into his ammo lined belt, ready to be drawn when needed

>The strong scent of vodka leaves no doubt in your mind. That’s definitely Pen

“Hey dear, look!”

>”Oh yeah, it’s your dumbass friend. You know, practically speaking, he’s just as responsible for all of this as us”

>That seems to catch his attention, slightly inebriated gaze meeting yours

>”You look of similar to Comrade Hype before he hit gym and bombed convoys”

>Guess he never learned to speak properly in this timeline 

>"You will be of needing this. Is more reliable than rifle"

>Without another word he drops a solid lamp into your hooves before going back to examining his gun



Do you have a lava lamp instead? If he doesn't the whatever. Take the offered lamp. Let's not talk to him too much before he ends up doing something that gets us in more trouble. So Raven... I might have told her we're time travelers and she'll probably tell her friends/leaders so... they should be helpful. I got a good feeling about her!



Thank him for the lamp. Maybe it might be useful.



We don't have to kill him. We just have to lead him to the toilet paper aisle at ponemart. Floral will take care of the rest.



Yep, of course. Same in any timeline.



So, uh... You wouldn't happen to have a Nagant and a large bottle of Vodka, would you?

How long until uberbatte Hype seduces our wife?



Uberbatte Hype is married, we're fine.



Impossible. All Hypes are after the most faithful husband award.
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>Guess some things don’t change in any timeline

“Do you have a lava lamp instead?”

>”Last lamp of lava is imbedded in face of Neighzi”

>Well, it’s probably better off there

So, uh... You wouldn't happen to have a Nagant and a large bottle of Vodka, would you?”

>He gives you a look as though you’re insane

>”I am griffon, no?”

>Right on cue he places his rifle down, an antique looking revolver and a 201 proof bottle of vodka

>With that he rehostlers his pistol, the vodka bottle going in its own holster on his other hip

>Probably best to leave the conversation here, he’s known to mess things up the longer you’re around him

>Tending to his rifle once more you walk a few steps away , getting close to Raven

“So, Zariah…”

>Her eyes narrow at your tone

>”What about her?”

“I might have told her we're time travelers”

>”Hype we openly discussed that all the wat here”

“Oh right… well I’m sure she’ll tell her friends, so… they should be helpful!”

>”ROOM, ATTENTION!”

>All the ponies in the room snap to their hooves, a few bottle rolling out from Hype’s chair as he sways to his paws

>They all face the doorway, a familiar face appearing 

>”Wow, he looks just like the wanted poster…”

“Y-yeah, he does”

>The rugged bat is flanked by a griffoness that you immediately recognize as Glizelle, both of them in turn having armed guards at their sides

>Stopping in the middle of the room his one eye slowly surveys the area, a couple ponies looking like they’re going to pass out

>You think you here a firing pin drop somewhere

>Finally he locks eyes with you, slit pupil dilating a bit

>As he approaches you put on a friendly smile, extending a hoof

>Pleased to meet you. I’m sure that you’ve been explained the situation, an-“

>Without another word he grabs your chest, picking you straight up off of the ground 

>You can’t even react as the wind is knocked entirely out of your lungs, your back being smashed down directly onto a table which buckles 

>Pen wasn’t kidding about him hitting the gym

>”HEY! THAT’S MY HUS-“

>Raven immediately shuts up, Glizelle placing the muzzle of a pistol to the back of her head, holding a talon to her beak before shushing her

>As you gasp for breath you feel your eyes bulge out a little as uber Hype places his hooves around your throat

>”I should have been a business pony! I should have been in my office right now, employee of the month certificate hanging from my wall!”

>His hooves clamp down on your neck even tighter, your tongue blepping out as your hind hooves kick to no avail

>”I should be at home right now with my beautiful wife Glizelle, making love to her after I finished my TPS reports!”

>”WHAT?!”

>The griffoness smacks Raven upside the head, shushing her once more

>”But no, I’ve lost my friends, my home, and my eye! And why? Because I’ve been told that YOU had to mess with time! And for what? What was worth it that my future became this?!”

>You feel like you’re about to pass out, his one eye burning with sheer rage



The truth is too terrible to say out loud and in front of others so come down here so I can whisper it to you. You were being supportive of your alternate timeline wife who was having an emotional breakdown. You probably really should have put your hoof down more...



That, and we were too trusting of someone else in particular and wanted to be kind in return, when we really should've been more cautious in the first place.



Ok yeah we really fucked up there and shouldn't have trusted her but COME ON? Would you really expect to run into a witch?

This is the second time this shit has happened. Will you people stop telling them we're time travellers?



:^)



To be fair, we didn't.

>Although your neck is being crushed you manage to choke out some noises, although nothing intelligible 

>Somehow this gets him to loosen his grip, air returning to your lungs as you cough 

>You want nothing more than to continue gulping down air, but you feel like he’ll just cut it off again if you take too long

>”Well? Do you even HAVE an explanation?”

>With a final cough you finally get a sentence out

“The truth is too terrible to say out loud in front of all these others”

>”What could possibly worse than what we’ve already been through?”

“Come closer, I’ll… whisper it to you”

>You feel his hooves begin to tense up again

“Please”

>Shaking his head slightly as if debating himself he sighs, leaning down

>”Well? What was worth this outcome?”

“I was just trying to support my wife”

>”So you allowed a genocide?”

“No! I just… she was having an emotional breakdown because she found out I had a foal with Glizelle”

>”… I’m not married to Glizelle in your timeline?”

“No, but you had a child with her. A child that she neglected to inform you of until yesterday. We just tried to go back in time so that she wouldn’t have to suffer that shock, and you could be more involved with your estranged son’s life”

>”I don’t understand how any of that led to this. It should have been an easy fix”

“Well it all started with a lamp slining griffon”

>His eye glances to Pen for a fraction of a second before returning to you

“Things just got so out of hoof. And then Marigold wa-“

>”Marigold? “

>Intentionally or not he gives you a shake, your breath being cut off momentarily

>“What does Marigold have to do with this?”

“She was a witch from the colonial era we ended up in, she tried to kill us but we fought her off. I guess she… found her way to the future and caused all of this”

>He silently stares at you, but there’s no focus in his eye

>You can see the debate going on in his head, yourself trying to process all of this

>The hooves around your throat are released, Comrade Hype taking a step back as you sit up, cringing as you rub the raw areas on your neck

>As if on a silent cue Glizelle pulls the gun away from Raven’s head, your wife rushing forward and embracing you

>”So if you went back in time and changed the future… you can just do it again, right?”

“Yes, that’s the plan. We’re going back as soon as we can to stop her before she gets the chance to change anything”

>”Good… I’m coming with you.”

“What?”

>”I said, I’m accompanying you. Obviously you two can’t be trusted to defeat Marigold, seeing as how you failed to do so the first time and allowed this. I can’t risk that”

>Unslinging an SMG from his back he pulls the bolt handle, chambering a round

>”I’m going to ensure that the job is seen through this time”

[image: ]

Pausing



Wouldn't that be a paradox though, you exist as you are because Marigold wasn't stopped, if you stop her you don't exist to stop her and she isn't stopped, leading to you stopping her, etc, etc.



The more of a disturbance that is made in the past, the more messed up the future can become.



Best not point out that this Hype won't have his present to return to if we fix things.



What. Obviously he knows that, that's why he's coming with us.



Well... Chances are you'll find out first hoof just how easy it is to screw up the timeline.

You can come I guess, just try to tone it down a little. We're going to fix this.



We're already deep in paradox territory. We've met a different ourself in a timeline we made. As things are, Hype Prime shouldn't exist.
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I like his little face.



Warn him that we can't exactly predict what will happen with two Hypes going back in time. Not that time isn't already broken enough as it is.



We shall simply keep him as our previously unknown twin and he can remarry Gis and save us the trouble of making sure Gat is not called fucking Gat.



Glizelle might also come with us, unless she's comfortable letting her husband go off on his own.

[image: ]





It would be better if we had the help of a witch instead. I tried to stab her and she brushed me off easily.

“Wouldn’t that be a paradox? I mean, you’re only like this because Marigold wasn’t stopped”

>”You don’t seem to mind creating paradoxes and breaking timelines, so who cares? As long as she is stopped”

>Eh, he’s got a point. Not like things could get any worse

>Unless

>Commie-Neighzis

>You shiver at the thought

“Alright, you can come. But you’re going to find out first hoof just how easy it is to mess up time, so don’t blame me if you don’t like the outcome. Because I have no idea what’s going to happen if to Hypes go back in time. Raven?”

>”Not a clue. Might be nothing, might collapse time itself”

>”Anything is preferable to Marigold getting her way”

>”Well if my husband is going, I’m going too”

>”Oh no, no more hitchhikers!”

>Glizelle shoots Raven an icy stare, one that she’s quite willing to return

>”We became partisans together, and we’re going to end this together. And that is final”

“Look guys, I’m gonna be honest, I don’t how much of a help you’re going to be. We really need another witch, because when I tried to stab her, she brushed me off easily”

>”Let’s see if her magic’s any match for getting shot in the back of the head. Plus no offence, you look like a squirrel could brush you off”

“For your information, it took at least a dozen of them to shove me in that tree”

>He looks like he wants to respond but can’t find the words for once

>”Hype”

>Snapping your gaze to Raven, she holds up a glowing vial, the potion ready

>”What’s that mean?”

“That means her potion is ready. She just has to prepare a sigil in a closed off area

>”How long will you need?”

>”10 minutes”

>”Glizelle, go show her to one of the storage room, ensure that no one bothers her work”

>”Of course dear”

>The griffon bends down a bit, her beak planting a kiss on his cheek

>Raven looks like she’s going to have an aneurism

>”Come. Let’s get you started”

>Your wife follows your alternate timeline wife to the back of the room, exiting out the door which is quickly shut by a couple guards

>”Everyone get back to work. This changes nothing. In case we fail in the past, we still need this uprising to kick off in the present. Pen will be this section’s new overall leader, my XO Swift Wing will take over all control in my absence, someone get intact with Safe House 12”

>Pen sways on over, converging with the two of you in the middle of the room while the others go back to their various tasks

>”So if Hype was business pony in other timeline, what of me?”

“Pen, I’m going to be honest… you don’t look like you’ve changed from my timeline. Like, at all”

>He seems to enjoy that revelation

>His joy is quickly turned to surprise as gunshots erupt at the entrance to the building, everyone seeming to freeze

>”What the hell is that? All regiments know that H hour isn’t for another 45 minutes!”

>Even more fire barks out, at least one machinegun joining the fray outside

>A pony frantically scrambles into the room, his shoulder bleeding

>”W-we’re being raided! There’s trucks full of them outside!”

>Pen racks the bolt on his weapon, barking out

>”Well don’t just of stand there cykas! Defend building! Get machine guns on roof!”

>Ponies frantically scatter about, grabbing weapons and crates of ammo

>Some run towards the entrance, gunfire growing ever more fierce, others head into various other rooms that lead to god knows where

>Two ponies collide in confusion, a box of stick grenades spilling onto the floor

>”Ugh, new recruits… you better hope that your wife can do better than 10 minutes”

>Comrade Hype reaches out, shoving something into your hoof

>”You know how to use one of these?”

>You stare at the almost insultingly small pistol, derringer might be the better word for it 

>Regardless, it's the first gun you've ever picked up in your life



Tarturus no! You realize that there's a chance of shooting somepony in the back right? I'll just be somewhere in the back guarding the door. I have a lamp!



Not at all, and it doesn't sound like we'll have much of a choice in wanting to use one or not.



Second gun. Although we were black out drunk at the time.

“Tarturus no! You realize that there's a chance of shooting somepony in the back right?”

>He just stares at you, one eye blinking

“I'll just be somewhere in the back guarding the door. But don’t worry, I have a lamp!”

>You begin to trot off into the other room, tucking the pistol into your saddlebag

>You just hope that Raven is going as fast as possible

>”You know, I can’t believe that we’re the same bat”

“Yeah, me too”

>Shaking his head you finally takes up a position next to Pen, not a moment later sending a spray of fire down the hallway towards the building entrance, a pony crying out in pain

>Pushing the door open you find yourself in a network of hallways, each branching out in a different direction

>A few ponies go running by, two of them carrying a rocket launcher

“Um, excuse me, would you happen to know wher- no? Ok then”

>They don’t even acknowledge your existence as they sprint by

>Ah geez, Raven and Glizelle could have gone anywhere down here

>A couple of explosions go off in the other room, what you think are grenades

>The door being kicked open Hype and Pen stumble on out, another pony right behind them before he’s stuck in the back, crumpling to the floor

>Turning, Hype gives off another burst of his SMG before quickly diving around the corner, Pen nearly collapsing as he does the same

>That’s when you notice him clutching his chest, blood seeping profusely from his feathers

“P-pen”

>”Is ok. Just scratch”

>The expanding red pool beneath him says otherwise

“Hype! Where did your wife take mine?”

>”Down there!”

>He points down the hallway, a lone door at the end of it

>Unfortunately, you must now cross the intersecting hallway from the room you just came through 

>Hype pokes his head around the corner, wings prepped to make a dash across the opening 

>A stream of bullets causes him to quickly duck back around, fragments of brick flying everywhere as they just barely miss their mark

>”There’s at least four of them aiming down this hallway, there’s no way we’re going to get across”

“Please tell me that there’s another way there?”

>”No, they’re not”

>A metallic clattering causes your ears to perk up in curiosity 

>Your more seasoned self is quick to react as a grenade rolls around the corner, his hoof punting in back like a soccer ball

>A second later it goes off, the troops that have you pinned down swearing before erupting with a scathing amount of fire, the bullets ricocheting all over the place, you flattening yourself against the wall

>Comrade Hype holds his gun around the corner and empties the magazine without looking, the returning fire not even allowing him to expose anything but the weapon

>Frantically dropping the mag he reaches for another on his belt

>”Hype?”

>Pen remains slumped against the wall, blood continuing to sweep from his chest despite a talon holding down pressure

“Yes Pen?”

>His eyes are glazed and unfocused, the griffon looking like he’s having trouble even staying propped up against the wall

>”We were friends in your timeline?”

“Yeah, good ones. You came to the birth of my daughter”

>He gently smirks, a bit of blood dripping from his beak

>Reaching into his holster, he pulls out his bottle of vodka, taking a long, steady drink before dropping it on the floor, the strong drink spilling

>Sighing, he finally lets go of his chest, absolutely blood stained talons getting a firm grip on his lamp, his other hand reaching for his revolver

>”I feel that we were good friends in your time. I will get you across hallway, but you must be quick… please stay safe in past"



Good bye Pen. Let's hurry.



This is... Is there anything you want me to tell you're other self?



Thank him. He's still a good friend to us, even here in another timeline.

“This is... Is there anything you want me to tell your other self?”

>”Yes. Come close”

>You lean in, the griffon coughing 

>”15 years ago at Griffcon, some cyka with black feathers hit me with bottle on head near concession stand. Be warry”

>You slowly nod, giving placing a hoof on his shoulder

“You’re still a good friend to me Pen, even in another timeline”

>He starts to level himself out on his paws, cocking the hammer back on the revolver as the lamp is drawn from it’s sheath

“Thank you Pen… goodbye”

>”If you succeed this will not be goodbye. Just a bad memory”

>”Pen, what are yo-“

>”Comrade Hype, when I move, you must move across hallway”

>”Now slow down, you don’t have to do anything rash. I can think of a way out of this”

>The sounds of bullets smashing against the hallway walls ceases, multiple pairs of hooves stomping down it

>”We are out of time. Just finish the fight comrade…”

>Without another word a guttural yell erupts from his beak, the mountain of a griff turning the corner

>Immediately you see him struck, a bullet finding its mark

>But he doesn’t seem to notice as he charges, firing his gun repeatedly

>”MOVE CYKAS”

>Your other self darts across the hallway, sliding along the floor before skidding to a halt on the other side, grunting as his momentum is stopped by a crate

>Working up the courage you too begin to sprint through the intersection

>As you go by you pear down the hallway, time seeming to slow to a crawl

>Pen has blood trickling down across his entire body, his pistol laying on the floor, barrel smoking

>But that doesn’t stop him from delivering a crushing blow down onto the head of a unicorn, the stallion falling to the floor twitching, his helmet doing no good

>Immediately Pen swings his lamp in the other direction, another stallion taking the brunt of the lamp to his chest, flying back against the wall

>As the griffon’s back is turned a Neighzi thrusts his rifle forward, bayonet planting itself firmly into the rampaging bird’s back

>Falling to his knees he gives another swing, smacking the unicorn and dislodging the bayonet

>A fresh group of soldiers enter the hallway, guns drawn 

>But that’s all you can see before the wall fills your vision, your sprint across the hallway complete

>”Come on! Keep moving!”

>Hype grabs you by your shoulder, practically dragging you the rest of the distance to the door

>A deafening burst of gunfire echoes from the hallway, the sound of hooves marching down it resuming

>”Glizelle, honey, open up!”

>He begins to pound furiously on the solid door, it quickly being unlatched before a pair of griffon talons grabs both of you, pulling you in before it’s slammed shut behind you

>”Come on, it’s ready!”

>Raven stands in the middle of a freshly drawn sigil, frantically waving you over

>As the four of you gather in the intricate symbol the sounds of rifle buttstocks smashing against the door reverberates throughout the room

>Pouring a dose of the vial onto the floor, the sigil begins to light up once more, the all too familiar process taking place again

>As the door is kicked open you have just enough time to turn your head, a unicorn taking aim

>A flash overtakes your vision

>The sounds of gunfire and screaming ceases, the room eerily silent

>Mere inches from your face your eyes are fixed upon a bullet hovering in the air, it’s mark aimed straight at your head

>But it falls to the floor harmlessly, you finally allowing yourself to exhale in relief

>”So… we’re in the past?”

>”Yup, 16 years ago, before I met Hype”

>”Nothing seems to have changed”

>”Look around you, notice all the boxes that weren’t here before? This place was being used as a warehouse storage room back then is my guess”

>Glizelle and your other self embrace in a hug, Raven trotting over and placing a hoof across your shoulder

>”You ok dear?”

“Yeah, it’s just… Pen”

>”Whatever happened back there will be reversed Hype. As long as we’re successful”

>She makes her way to the door, opening it up before waving to the three of you

>”Come on. We have to make our way back to my old house. We can make the potion to predict when Marigold jumps into this timeline”

>Following her lead, your little band departs, the building empty as it’s nearly 11 PM

>Making your way to the streets Glizelle takes a hold of Raven, her large griffon frame strong enough to carry her the distance

>Taking to the skies, you all flap your way through the night at Raven’s direction, eyeing the soft glow of the city below

>”That really is something”

“What is?”

>”The city… it’s been so long since I’ve seen it at peace. It’s nice to see it like this again”

“Well we’re going to make sure that it stays this way”

>Eventually after a while Raven points to a street, you all touching down onto the sidewalk

>”Yup, there she is. My old place”

>Light shines through the curtains of a window on the first floor

>”That’s good, guess I’m still awake. Come on!”

>Marching up the stairs you and Raven are the first up, Glizelle and Comrade Hype directly behind as your wife extends a hood, knocking

>Half a minute goes by, but no response

>She pounds her hoof somewhat harder on the door this time, a voice finally calling out

>”Alright alright, I’m coming! This better be good”

>You patiently wait as the lock is undone, door flinging open

>”Look, I told you, I’m not interested in a free subscription to-“

>The mare goes silent, standing there in a loosely worn nightgown, an entire tub of ice cream with a spoon in it held under her arm

>She holds her gaze on your wife, eyes squinting before looking over the rest of you

>”… Alright, let me guess

>The mare sighs, somewhat annoyed

>"In the future I somehow time traveled and messed something up big time, and now I need help. Either that, or changelings are really starting to get lazy”



Wow Raven. Your past self is as smart. 

(There are THREE hypes running around right now by the way)

Tell her she needs to get ready to fight a witch.



That's the short version of things, yes. Bad enough to the point that possible paradoxes like this are just another minor risk at this point.



It's the former.

But yes, that's exactly it. We're also here to probably save your life. I'm sure you know which of us would be capable of that.

“Wow Raven. Your past self is just as smart as you are”

>”Why wouldn’t I have been?”

>”Yeah, why wouldn’t I be just as smart when I got older”

>They both fold their hooves, glaring at you

>You’re not so sure about this anymore. Just one Raven is a hooffull

>shrugging it off you turn back to the one in the doorway

“That's the short version of things, yes. Things are bad enough to the point that possible paradoxes like this are just another minor risk now”

>”Well, you all better come in and give me the run down. I’m assuming you need to use my potion room?”

>”You read my mind”

>”Of course I did, I’m you after all!”

>The two Ravens giggle as they walk into the house side by side, excited grins on both faces

>What have you done?

>The remaining three of you come on inside as well, door firmly shutting

>Entering the living room you find past Raven switching off the TV, some romance movie playing

>Your wife calls down the hallway from an open room

>”Where do you keep the snapegrass in here? It’s been so long since I’ve had the room organized like this”

>Taking one last bite, she places the tub of ice cream down

>”It’s up top, right above the box of parasprite snares

>”Ah yes, now I remember”

>Past Raven now turns to you three, rubbing her chin

>”Alright… you two are obviously the same bat from wildly different timelines”

>”Wild is an understatement”

>She points to you before point to Comrade Hype

>”You’re from the unaltered timeline, and you’re from the one that got ruined, correct?”

>"Correct

>”Ok. So with that out of the way, who the hell are you, and what relation do you have to me?”

“W-well, I’m your husband!”

>Her muzzle scrunches to the side a bit, eyes giving you an unimpressed look as she checks you out

>”Pshhh, ok. By ‘I’m your husband’ I hope you mean as an entity, and not as an individual”

>She flutters her eyes at Comrade Hype, blushing a bit

>… Ow, your pride

[image: ]

Pausing



Nope, as an individual. But I'm starting to realize I should begin going to the gym. Or have you whip up a muscle potion or something.

If you want a quick explanation I can't really explain how I got lucky enough to be with you, I kept you level headed and you made life exciting.

I'd say more nice things but I'm worried I might make OG Raven jealous.

Now, we have a job to do and I'd like to know if there is anything I can do to help.

8



It was actually as an individual.

Just to warn you, our enemy is a powerful witch called Marigold. To put it shortly, coming across her during our travel through time, and defending ourselves when she attacked by sending her somewhere random in time in return, is pretty much what ruined the timeline.

i wonder if we will go into a lonely raven timeline where she spends her Days eating icecreams and having pet cats while we are a lonely depressed CEO thats ripped of a workaholic that longs after love

8



Show this uppity past version of Raven who's boss by asking your wife for confirmation of your marital status and that she loves you with all she's capable of. You also love her with all your bat heart.

9





Hey, insulting me is one thing, insulting my wife's taste is another. Well, your taste.

Skree





>Wow, this past version of Raven is a bit uppity

>Although she did try to kill you a couple of years from now, but somehow this hurts more in the moment

“Nope, as an individual”

>”… Oh”

>Ok time to show this witch who’s in charge

“Hey, insulting me is one thing, insulting my wife's taste is another… Well, your taste”

>You can hear your wife in the other room fumbling around with some ingredients, calling out to her

>”Raven, dear, as your husband I love you with all my bat heart. You love me with all you’re capable of too, right? I’ve kept you level headed over the years, and in return you’ve made my life one of never ending excitement”

>”Wha’? Yeah sure Hype”

>You can almost hear your tufts deflating, past Raven folding her hooves in smug amusement

>Your wife finally comes out of the storage room, a hoof full of ingredients in her arms

>”Hype you know you don’t have to try proving yourself to past me, right?”

>As she goes by she turns to her other self

>”Sorry, he gets this way sometimes. Yes, you do marry him. Yes you love him more than anything in the world. Especially when he does that thing in the bedroom where he-“

“O-okay Raven, that’s enough!”

>”What? It’s not like she isn’t going to find out anyway. Besides, everyone in this room is either you, or someone that you’ve nailed”

>… Ok she does have a point there

>Trotting on by she leaves you two, gently organizing what she’s taken on the floor

“Ok look, I’ve started to realize that I need to go to the gym”

>”Or maybe just ask him what his routine is. Minus losing the eye of course”

>”I lost that to a grenade”

>”Yeah, I meant to ask about that. What happened that was so bad that you turned into that, and you all had to come back here for help?

“So to put it shortly, we were trying to fix the fact that I had a kid with Glizelle over here that she didn’t tell us about, but things really got out of hoof. We ran into a powerful witch named Marigold who wanted my wings and attacked us, but we flung her through time to escape. When we got back to the present, it was a unicorn ethno state, and I, well, ended up becoming him”

>She throws her head back, laughing

>”Me? Getting beaten by another witch? You could have at least made the story believable… but I can see that you folks have had a rough time, so I’ll just come on back through time with you and deal with your little witch problem for you, ok?”



Well Raven did say she was losing her touch. Maybe this young version can imprison Marigold's spirit to servitude or actually banish her to the shadow realm... Just doing the worst thing possible to her. Is there anything we can do to help? Or should we just sit somewhere and ... file young Raven's paperwork. Invite alternate future Hype to help you.



She might have cheated to be fair, before we knew she was a witch we did eat her food so she might have drugged you. I don't think so though, seemed too proud for it.



We shouldnt underestimate her, she was pretty nasty with a whip. If it makes you feel better she was too dumb to figure out time travel like you did. More of a brute than an artist like you. Really she didn't even beat you with any witchy stuff, just horn blasted you.



Maybe, but it's better to be cautious. She's not one to take lightly from our experience.

“Maybe, but it's better to be cautious. She's not one to take lightly from our experience”

>”Oh please, a good horn zap and I’ll have that poser in her place”

“We shouldn’t underestimate her Raven, she was pretty nasty with a whip”

>Walking by she rubs a hoof lightly under your chin, smirking

>”You know, I can be as well~”

>Oh god

>Continuing towards your present wife she begins to look over the collection of potions and ingredients, the two of them beginning to organize

>”Is the bat being dramatic, or did we really lose”

>”Well, I wouldn’t say that we lost”

“Raven”

>”… Ok we lost. But I’m sure it was a fluke, she might have drugged us before we fought”

“Maybe, but she seemed too proud for that”

>”Ok so you’re saying that she just straight best me?”

“Yeah, that’s what I’ve been trying to say”

>She… does not look happy

“If it makes you feel better she was too dumb to figure out time travel like you did. More of a brute than an artist like you. Really she didn't even beat you with any witchy stuff, just horn blasted you”

>”Don’t ever underestimate a horn blast, bat”

>The two of them get to work, past Raven noticeable more quiet now

“So, do you need my help or…”

>”My taxes were do last week, paperwork is on the kitchen table. Get to it”

“L-last week?”

>”Shouldn’t be a problem for my loving future husband, right?”

>”I’m staying out of this”

>Glizelle parks herself on the couch, watching over the two witches as they tinker away

>Turning to Comrade Hype he just stares at you with boredom

“So… wanna do taxes?”

>He sighs, eye rolling

>”Dear, I’ll be in the kitchen”

>”Ok, try not to strangle yourself again”

>Trotting out of the room you find an absolute mess of papers on the table, some of the papers singed from what you have no doubt was frustrated horn blasts

>Pulling out a seat your other self follows suit, the grizzled bat just looking onwards as you begin

>Alright, let’s see how far she’s gotten wit- no Raven, specters do not count as dependents

>Beginning to organize, you whip out your trusty company pen, starting from scratch

>”You seem to know what you’re doing pretty well”

“Well yeah, everypony has to do taxes. Even you”

>”Last time I was taxed, it was 100%. The regime then took my home and seized all assets

>… Oh

>”So Gar, you knew him?”

>Shuffling a stack, you nod your head, keeping your eyes on the taxes

“Oh yeah, he’s a good friend of mine in my timeline. We’ve been on some cool adventures together”

>”I see… then you’ll have to forgive me in advance”

>You stop what you’re doing, eyes finally looking up from the paperwork

”What do you mean?”

>”Marigold, if she’s as powerful as you say, then there’s a chance of us failing. I’m not going to just roll over and let things proceed in the future as they are now. If we don’t succeed in taking her down, I’m going after the next best thing”

“He’s our frien-“

>”And in my timeline he’s a monster. And if I get the opportunity to even slightly affect that future, I’m going to take it without hesitation”



Ok. Say he kills Gar. Marigold surviving just means she'll go to the next pony and then it will be a world where some coat colors are better then others. Or maybe only ponies who are under a certain height can have certain rights. Or maybe a world where only strength matters. Does he plan to just kill pony after pony after pony since he can't get marigold?



Is there really nothing that will change his mind?

If the tense mood does ever die down, we should ask how the heck he married Glizelle. In our timeline, the only thing preventing her from clubbing and kidnapping us to make us marry her was us being a bat that skrees.



I see... He's a different pony even if I don't believe it's his fault, do what you need to but don't screw up any of our plans to do it. If we pull this off he won't be a problem.

So put that on a backup plan.



Honestly though Marigold is using him for something, he might already be dead. Marigold had enslaved another bat pony's soul, she could of done the same to Gar and put a living shell on him.



Gar is... easily influenced. I think you'd find a future where Marigold just has a different pony as the face of the same operation.

“Gar is... easily influenced”

>”He is still to blame”

“That’s not what I’m saying. Marigold surviving just means she'll go to the next pony and then it will be a world where some coat colors are better than others. Or maybe only ponies who are under a certain height can have certain rights? Or maybe a world where only strength matters”

>”Let’s be real, the marelet uprising will never be a possibility even with Marigold”

“Ok yeah, but you see what I’m saying? I think you'd find a future where Marigold just has a different pony as the face of the same operation. Are you just going to kill pony after pony if we can’t stop her?”

>”If I must… even if that is the result, we lose nothing from trying should worst come to worst”

“For all we know, he might not even be alive. She’s already enslaved the soul of another batpony, the Gar in your timeline could just be a living shell”

>I’m just saying, if this doesn’t work, I will do what I must”

>You can see that there’s no convincing him, this version of you will probably never see things your way

“If we pull this off, then he won’t be a problem. I don’t believe it’s his fault, but… I suppose that there’s no convincing you?”

>He leans back in his seat, peering at the ceiling

>”Nope”

“Then if you do what you must, just don’t screw up any of our plans to accomplish it”

>He doesn’t respond, just sitting in silence

>Going back to the taxes, you start to scribble in corrections

>It’s honestly a little too tense in here for your liking

“So Glizelle”

>”Yeah? What about my wife?”

“How exactly did that happen? In my timeline, the only thing preventing her from clubbing and kidnapping us to marry her was being a bat that skrees”

>”Well to start with, I never met your wife. Never seen her in my life”

>Guess that means Marigold really did get to her

>”As for skreeing? I can do no such thing”

>You stop calculating the taxes immediately, papers nearly falling out of hoof

“B-but you’re a bat, you’re me. You have to skree!”

>He slowly shakes his head

>”I haven’t been able to in years. Back in the early years, before the regime came to power, they had roving street gangs, nothing more than thugs in uniform. Well one night I was cornered by a group of them” 

“What happened?”

>”I was like you, I tried to talk my way out of it. Tried to make them realize that nopony had to mistreat each other. They responded by beating my ass”

>He smirks, even though you can see the pain in his eye

>”I just curled up and took it, it was really all I could do. But they just kept kicking, beating me. I have no doubt that they would have continued until I died”

“But they didn’t?”

>”No. I looked up just in time to see a lamp crush onto one of their heads, and then knock out another when he tried to attack. Soon enough they were all scattering, dragging away the unconscious… that’s when a pair of talons reached up, dragging me to my hooves”

“Glizelle?”

>”Yes, Glizelle. She probably saved my life that night. But my diaphragm was never the same. Since that day, I could never skree again”

>Opening his mouth he exhales, a dry whisper of breath the only thing coming out

>”I’m… sorry to hear that”

>”It’s alright, they took my skree, and a few years later I took their lives. And then of course they took my eye, so I took more lives”

>He smiles for a brief moment, but it soon disappears. It’s replaced with the most somber expression you’ve seen out of him 

>Leaning in, his voice grows low

>”Hype, if we succeed, I have no delusions about what will happen. I’m sure Glizelle realizes it too”

“What do you mean?”

>”If she stop Marigold, my timeline won’t exist anymore. The bad parts, and the good. Me and Glizelle will never be together, never be able to start the family we always wanted”

>He pauses, trying to find words

>”I’m prepared to give up the love of my life to stop what happens. But I need you to promise me something. When this is fixed, and the timeline is repaired just please, make contact with her. Be a part of your son’s life. It’s the closest that I’ll ever get to my beloved bird again”

>As he peers into your eyes, you almost don't register the call from the other room, your focus entirely on yourself across the table

>"Boys, the potion is ready!"



Depending on what time travel rules we're following they would just be time remnants. For instance original hype didn't stop existing when he went to the future so there's a chance that once everything is " fixed" comrade hype and glizelle would ALSO still exist instead of phase out of existence. So they could just start their lives in the new world though they might have trouble living in equestria. The tax forms would be a nightmare.Then again maybe we have some kind of time magic protecting us? 

anyway let's go see our wives! 

Bring the taxes we did.



It's the least I can do. 



You know, funny story, Gar is the reason I even met Glizelle in my timeline. Took me out to a bar one night and there she was.



We hope he doesn't disappear on us, but whatever happens, we can keep that promise.



I've run from a lot of things, but you know I don't run from my responsibilities.

“It's the least I can do. I might run from a lot of things, but you know I don't run from responsibility”

>”I know. That's the one thing I admire about you"

>For the first time, he actually looks upon you with respect 

>"She means the world to me Hype, even if she doesn’t know it in your timeline”

"I understand. And you have my word"

>You quickly gather up the taxes, hoping that you did a good enough job to stop Raven’s door from getting kicked in by the ERS

“You know, funny story, Gar is the reason I even met Glizelle in my timeline”

>”That tyrant introduced you two?”

“Well, not really introduced, but he took me to a bar, and there she was. And the rest you already know”

>”Huh… I’ll keep that in mind when I get my hooves around his neck”

>Trotting back into the living room, Hype immediately places a hoof around Glizelle, the griffoness giggling as her feathers puff out a bit

>It’s rather touching honestly. You just hope that when this is all over, they won’t cease to exist, maybe just remain as an artifact of a broken timeline

>But you’re not sure, you’re not even sure if Raven could know

>”Alright, we used a strand of her hair, and whipped up a potion to predict when she arrived”

>”How accurate will it be?”

>”This is tricky stuff, but within a week of her arrival. Hopefully she didn’t cause any major changes within a few days”

>The green solution is tilted, a single drops mixing into the time potion

>”Everyone in the sigil”

>The five of you cram inside the ornate circle, you yourself being crushed between two Ravens, Comrade Hype and Gizelle practically standing on top of each other to sit

>”I TOLD you we were going to need a bigger sigil! But no, you said you knew exactly how big to draw it!”

>”Oh shove off, if you weren’t me I’d clock you right here”

>It’s going to be a long trip

>Blowing off herself, your wife slowly pours a dose onto the sigil, beaming brightly as it begins to light it up

“Here we go again”

>”Oh please Hype, you should to used to it by no-“

>Your sentence is cut short as you’re snapped through time, exploding back into reality a split second later

“Did it work Raven?”

>”Yeah, we’r-“

>”He was asking me”

>”No, he was asking ME”

>You slowly squeeze yourself out from between the bickering mares, their muzzles being pushed together as they stare each other down

>”After we beat down this witch, you’re next”

>”Oh whatever… as I was saying Hype, we should be about 8 months into the future. As for when Marigold got here, who knows? No more than a week ago”

“I’d… say she was here long enough to stop by”

>The five of you now notice your surroundings, Raven’s living room now a singed wreck

>Burn marks are scorched up and down the walls, half the couch looking like it was blasted away

>A wall is nearly caved in, as if something was smashed into it repeatedly

>Stepping out of the sigil your eyes squint, being assaulted by a stream of sunlight coming in from a hole blasted straight through the second floor and through the roof

>”M-my house… that bitch!”

>Past Raven places a hoof on her face in dismay, which quickly starts bubbling over into anger

>”So if she did this to my home, where am I supposed to be right now?”

“I… don’t think you want the answer to that”

>Her anger quickly turns to disbelief, your wife putting a hoof on her shoulder

>”I guess you weren’t kidding about her power…”

>”We tried to tell you”

>Comrade Hype puts a magazine in his SMG, racking the bolt while his wife pulls out a pistol

>”So any guesses to where she is? Now that she obviously got this hit out of the way. This couldn’t have been done more than a couple days ago”

[image: ]

Pausing



well, it's a good thing we took past raven with us, since this is only 8 months removed from her timeline she can slot herself in the place of this universes Raven who is presumably dead.



So do you two have any last minute magic or potions you want to prepare? Like a potion of instant death/petrification?

Also I think this is your immediate future, so I think that you were here with us out of time and that must have pissed her off a great deal when she couldn't find you.

So we're hopefully not going to find any... Remains.



She goes to the horn supremacists sooner or later. Gar was likely the first she met though. Might be a good idea to head for the ponemart, see if he's still there.



So wait I'm a little confused. This house is ravens who teleported with us so wouldn't marigold find the house to be empty? Or did we hop into another timeline and this third raven was murdered?

Anyway let's find marigold and KICK HER ASS.

Bump



We're in a VERY unstable time loop. Not even a loop really, more like a big scribble.



wibbly wobly time mess looks like we are going to create a HYpe suburb



The state of Hype, ruled by baticorn Hype.



Hyperion corporation

God damn does anyone else want a threesome with current and past raven? UNF.



I mean duh, but she's super easy to insult and there is no way to suggest it without us ending up as a road.





Lets be real here the only way that's happening is with 2 hype's 1 raven



Eh... If we find our past self here maybe, buff Hype has no interest in that.

>”Well she made contact with horn supremacists at some point obviously. I’d start with Hype’s dumbass friend”

>”You know where Gar is?”

“Well yeah, I know where he lives, and I know his phone number. But Ponemart isn’t too far from here, he might be at work”

>”That’s a pretty unassuming occupation for Der Horner”

“Yeah well there’s less believable things, like an art school dropout”

>The two Raven behind you begin to bicker again over who only knows what

“Ladies please, can’t we focus?”

>”Uh, excuse you? I am your wife!”

>”Yeah well speak for yourself, because I don’t see the marriage certificate for me”

“You two have any last minute portions you could prepare? Like, I don’t know, ones that cause instant death or petrification?”

>”She’s gonna wish that we did after she catches these hooves”

>”The chances of her reflecting something like could be high, and there’s a lot more of us that could be struck than her. Once she’s had a good beat down though, there won’t be a need”

 “Fair enough. Come on, it’s only a few blocks to Ponemart, let’s see if we can catch Gar at work”

>Heading the group, you all march out the door single file, hooves clicking down the stairs and onto the sidewalk

>Ponemart soon comes into view, a customer wheeling a cart outside full of groceries before you catch the closing door coming inside

>Halting in the entrance, you all begin to scan the store

>Hmm. Nothing out of the ordinary here, and no Gar to be seen

>Might have to give the fruit aisle a closer inspection though. You know, just to be safe

>”Sir, no machine guns allowed in here. It’s store policy”

>A bored looking pegasus mans the register, the mare casually turning a page on a magazine without looking up again, hoof idly playing with the phone cord behind the counter

>Comrade Hype and his wife give each other a glance, shrugging

>”Well just… wait outside”

>Pushing the door back open they exit the store, you approaching the counter in the meantime

“Hello there, uh… Floral?”

>”Yes, that’s what the nametag says”

“I’m a friend of Gar. Would he happen to be at work today?”

>”Nah, he’s off today… he doesn’t like owe you guys money or something, does he? That other guy looked like he was ready to empty a clip in here”



No, he doesn't. He might be uh, involved with something bad though. Has there been a unicorn mare in here talking to him? Or maybe he mentioned her?



a mare that isn't Ast.



True yeah. One that isn't green and in possession of a small flank.



No, he's just had a long day. It's actually just a bb gun. Anyway thanks, tell him I'm looking for him if he turns up, have a good day.

“No, he doesn’t. And don’t mind him, he's just had a long day. It's actually just a bb gun”

>”Well tell him to tone it down, he looks like he’s been through a war or something”

>She turns another page in the magazine, totally unconcerned 

“I’ll let him know… but Gar though, he uh, might be involved in something bad”

>”Oh really? What kind of something?”

“I can’t really discuss it, it’s kinda sensitive”

>”Well it can’t be too bad, because he seems perfectly fine to me”

“Tell me, has there been a unicorn mare in here talking to him?”

>”Uh yeah, Ast is our coworker. They talk pretty much every shift”

“No I mean someone besides her. Has he mentioned that?”

>”Oh, so that’s what this is about”

“So he has?”

>”For the past few days yeah. Said he met a mare, one who ‘gets it’… whatever that means”

“Did he say anything else?”

>”Yeah, apparently she’s crashing at his apartment. He actually seems pretty excited talking about her, considering how bad he usually is with mares”

>Se shrugs, looking back down at her literature

>"Typical stallions, show em' a little affection and they go wild"



I see. Thank you. I hope we have money. Now can I please buy some candy? It's mostly so we look less suspicious.



Yeah... That's a bit true, I'll see you later.

Head back over to our group and hurry before one of them rips someone else a new one.



Thank her for the information, and let's get back to our group to let them know the news. Let's hope the Ravens aren't bickering again.

“Yeah… that’s a bit true”

>”Sweety, that’s more than just a bit true. Trust me”

>She gives you a sultry wink, fluttering her wings lightly

“Y-you too. Thank you for the information miss”

>”Don’t worry about it. Anything to help out my airhead coworker”

“Say, before I go, mind if I buy some candy?”

>”Come on man, you came in here with a machine gun, there’s no covering your steps after that”

>…

>”But yes, I’ve got some batpops right here”

>She pulls out a box of lollipop looking treats, at the end of each stick the candy having wings and tiny eyes

“That’s a little offensive you know”

>”You want one or not?”

“… Yes”

>Tossing her some cash you exit the store, batpop in your hoof

>Who even thought of this? You’re a proud culture, not a treat!

>Although it does look pretty good

>Door shutting behind you, you find the rest of your group muttering to themselves

>You just hope the Ravens aren’t bickering again

>”-nd I kid you not, he turns himself into a pickle. Funniest thing I’ve ever seen!”

>The Ravens giggle uncontrollably as you approach, Hype and Gliz just looking onwards, confused

“Alright, I got some info from that mare in there. She sai-“

>”What the heck is in your hoof?”

”I-it’s a batpop”

>One of the Ravens just raises an eyebrow, the other shaking her head

“I had to look less suspicious so I bought it, and, and would you all forget about it? I’ve got info!”

>”Well lay it on us!”

“Apparently Gar met a new mare a few days ago, and he’s already head over hooves for her. She’s staying at his place”

>”You think it’s her?”

“I’m willing to put money on it”

>”You know where he lives right?”

“Yeah, it’s not too far”

>Hype steps forward, Glizelle cracking her knuckles

>”So what? We go in shooting or what?”

>”Let’s just toss in a grenade through the door”

>”Yeah! I’ll blast it open with my horn!”

“Woah, woah! Let’s slow down guys! We aren’t trying to destroy the apartment complex!”

“Ok, then what do you have in mind since you’ve obviously got a better idea? You’re the one who knows Gar the best apparently”



Fly up to his window and peek inside his apartment to see if he's even inside or Marigold for that matter and then if he is we send in Ast to talk to him and she can... convince him to help... move in a couch for her house? We probably have to find a couch. Look we just need to make Ast get him out of there and leave Marigold alone and then we can just go in guns blazing.

“Ok, so we have to get Gar out of their before we go in guns blazing”

>”How do you intend to do that?”

“Well I can fly up to his window and peak inside, check if he’s even home, and see if I can spot Marigold”

>”And then what? ‘Hey Gar, can you leave for an hour or so while duplicates of ourselves go inside and kill the mare you’re rooming with?’”

>Hmm

>Glancing back at Ponemart you see a green unicorn mare chatting with the mare at the register

“No, we’ll get her to do it!”

>”And, who is she?”

>”That’s Ast, Gar’s future marefriend. We just gotta get her to convince Gar to leave”

>”You don’t think Marigold will think something is up?”

“Maybe she told could tell him that… um, she has a couch to move? And she needs help!”

>Yeah, that’d convince you, why not Gar?

“Of course we’ll need a couch…”

>”Well you better conjure up a couch quick, because here she comes”

>The green mare pushes open the door, looking both ways down the sidewalk before spotting your group

>Quickly trotting over she comes to a halt, giving you all a confused look

“Hello miss. Can we assist you?”

>”Uh, yeah. You just came out of the store?”

“Yes, that was us”

>”Floral told me that you were looking for Gar, said that he was in trouble. What’s going on? This isn’t some kind of prank is it, because I just saw him yesterday and he was fine”
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Pausing. Was hoping to wrap this up in a single thread, but I guess not

Remember this is pre-urban Gar, honestly it'd be best if we can somehow lure Marigold out without Gar being involved at all. She has no reason to suspect we know Gar at all so it's unlikely he'll be used as a meat shield. 



Two options I can think of is having Marigold see young Raven and think she somehow failed to kill her, or have Ast get Gar to go to work because some scammer just bought a bat pop with fake currency that claims to have been minted 15 years in the future. 



I have no idea what to tell Ast to help accomplish either of those things though.



Introduce yourself since she doesn't know you yet! Hello miss. I'm Hype and I'm sorry and regret to say that this isn't a prank. You've (hype) known Gar for a long time and it seems like he's been mixing in with the wrong crowd and you're trying to think of ways to get him out of it and you're having some trouble with that. Who are you to Gar miss? What's your name? Do you think you can please help us in saving him? Just get him out of the house for awhile clear his mind.

Night bump



Simple way to put it is that he's about to get mixed up with the wrong crowd and make some bad mistakes. 

It'll lead to a not good very bad horrible day.

Anyway at his friend I need to help him out and set him straight.
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page 10 post bats
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This time travel stuff is complicated. Once this witch crap is over with we should never do it again. Next time Raven has a problem she should just DEAL WITH IT normally.


35211736
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Previous thread

“Well to start with, my name is Hype, and we’re just trying to help Gar”
>Her ears fold down against her head
>”So this isn’t some dumb prank?”
“Unfortunately no. To put it simply, he’s about to get mixed up with the wrong crowd and make some big mistakes”
>”Ok look, I know that his whole problem with bats is outlandish, but he would never act on it! There’s no need to go after him”
“Relax, we’re not here to beat him up”
>”Yeah, if we were it’d already be done”
>You shoot yourself a look, the bat just giving you a small shrug
“… As I was saying. We’re here to stop him from making a huge mistake. And if I may ask, who are you in relation to him?”
>“Well, I’m his coworker, a-and his friend”
>So you’ve known him for a while?”
>She shakes her head in confirmation
“Excellent, we could use your help. We just need to get him out of his apartment for a while, let him clear his head. Do you think that you could do that for us?”
>”Yeah, I suppose I could. But you have to tell me flat out what’s going on here. You honestly expect me to believe that a group I’ve never met is trying to help him out with something vague, and two of them just so happen to be bats? I have nothing against you but I know that Gar does, I don’t even think he knows any bats personally”
>She scrunches, pointing an accusing hoof at your group
>”So what’s the deal? Because this all seems way too suspicious to me”


Okay, fair enough this is pretty suspicious, the whole story is way too long so I'll shorten it.
The mare he's shacked up with is enabling his bat hatred, I know her and she actually a murderer on the run and she's using him to hide. We're going bring her to justice and stop her from putting Gar on the wrong path.


He got a new roommate that is not only more hateful than him, but a killer. Have you heard what happened at (insert Raven's old address here)?


Fine, you're right. It's more to do with who Gar is hanging out with more than anything. We didn't want to frighten you, but the mare he's with is no ordinary one. Besides her hatred of bats, she's known to be a killer we're after. When we said that Gar is mixed up with a bad crowd, we really do mean it.

“Okay, fair enough this is pretty suspicious”
>”Yeah I’ll say”
>You try to come up with something close enough to the truth to be sufficient, but not enough to reveal the whole story
>Don’t need another time catastrophe on your hooves
“So it’s a pretty long story, but it's more to do with who Gar is hanging out with more than anything”
>”You’re talking about that mare he met?”
“Yes! The mare he's shacked up with is no ordinary one. She’s enabling his bat hatred”
>”I mean, I don’t mean to lower your opinion of him”
>”Yeah don’t worry about that, that’s not possible”
>Both of the Raven’s smack Comrade Hype simultaneously, the mares giving him a stern glare before grinning to themselves
>”Er, yeah. What I’m trying to say is that to be honest, she certainly isn’t his only friend that’s enabling that”
“Did you hear about what happened to a home on Hex Street?”
>”No? Should I have?”
“I don’t mean to frighten you, but we’re sure that she was involved in a murder in that home. She’s on the run and using Gar to hide”
>She looks like she’s going to faint, face becoming significantly paler
>”Y-you’re kidding”
“I’m afraid to say that I’m not”
>Your stern response seems to dispel any doubt she had that this was for real
“But it’s ok, because we’re here to bring her to justice”
>”S-so, you’re not after Gar?”
“No, he has no idea about what this mare has done”
>”And all you need for me to do is to get him out of the apartment?”
“That’s it. We just need to get him away from her”

>She mulls over her thoughts, sighing a bit as she points to the store
>”I can give him a call right now, tell him that we need him at the shop immediately. That should get him down here in no time”
“That’s all we need”
>Nodding, she turns around without another word, trotting back into the store to go use the phone on the counter
>”Alright, so she’ll be the only one in that apartment, right?”
“Yeah, with Gar out of the way”
>”So how do we want to go about this? I don’t want you folks to get your tails kicked again and have her slip away”
>Raven looks like she’s about to boil over, stomping a hoof on the ground
>”I don’t need some cocky rebel telling ME how to fight a witch”
>”Yeah, I dunno about my future self, but I’m sure not going to get my flank kicked. Honestly, just give me five minutes, the rest of you can wait in the hallway and then go get the body”
>”Now hold u-“
>”What? You think I can’t do it?”
>The four of them continue to bicker on, you’re pretty sure you hear talk about just tossing grenades through the door thrown around
>Eventually your wife takes a step back, the remaining three continuing on
>”Hmph. None of them know what they’re talking about”
“Even your past self?”
>”… Ok, her a little more so. But still”
>Reaching across your haunches she gives you a squeeze, pulling you in
>”You have any ideas on how to go about this? I mean, you’re the only one to have ever been in that apartment. To be honest I’m not sure if we should try something sneaky, or just kick in the door and go in horns and guns blazing”


Sex change potion and then we lead her to the toilet paper aisle at ponemart.


Sneaky is important. We only have one shot at this. We need to know where she is first of all so she doesn't have any traps waiting for us. 

If it goes wrong we should all flood in and do our best to take her out. Also, we want to be really sure we can kill her so we use the bead of summoning to bring the bat ghost to help


Surprise and numbers are at our advantage, we need to use those but my wife isn't going to do that neither Raven will. So, I suggest when they immediately bust down the door you two stay hidden, when I say the signal 'lamp' her back will be to the door, you pop out and gun her down while she's distracted and can't see you to respond.

“Sneaky is important. We only have one shot at this”
>”That’s all I’m going to need”
“Well we need to know where she is first of all so she doesn't have any traps waiting for us”
>”I guess, but she honestly doesn’t seem like the type for traps, considering she’s so confident in herself. Besides, how’s she gonna know that we have a whole posse with us this time?”
“We can use that. You and your other self can bust down the door, and Gliz and my other self can stay hidden in the hallway. I can give a signal or something, like the word ‘lamp’. While she has her back turned to us, they can come on in and gun her down… guns will work, right?”
>”Dear, she has magic, not plot armor. Yes a gun will work’
“Alright good… we need to even the odds as much as possible”
>”… Well what about this?”
>Your wife’s hoof darts into her saddlebag, fishing around for a bit before pulling out a small, white marble
“You know in all the confusion, I forgot all about that. Guess it’s a little late now though”
>”Why do you say that?”
“Dear, we left him in the future, remember?”
>”Yeah, but he’s literally bound to this thing”
>She rolls in in her hoof, shrugging
>”Eh”
>Throwing it against the sidewalk, it shatters into pieces, a puff of purple smoke wafting from the remains before being blown causally away
>…
>You and her look around, but nothing appears
>A crow somewhere in the distance caws, the only sound besides the rest of your group still bickering
>”Well that was a rip of-“
>A flash emits above you two, a portal being ripped open out of nothing
>As the spirit falls through the opening it immediately seals, Pericarp rubbing his non corporeal neck

>”Geez, could have given me a warning before you used that thing”
“H-honestly I’m surprised it worked, considering that you were in a different time”
>”Hey bud, when I said that I was bound to answer, I wasn’t joking. That thing can rip me through dimensions if need be”
>Giving his back a stretch, he places a hoof on your shoulder
>”You know, the future wasn’t as cool as I was hoping. I mean yeah, the personal landships and orbs of light on demand was nice, but the ponies are so rude! I stopped to ask a group with some armbands for directions and they shot me! Should have seen the look on their faces when I my true form arose and pulled this out”
>An impressive ghostly axe materializes out of thin air, Pericarp giving a couple mock swings
>”Anyway, what’s the problem? I hope you used your summon wisely”


We want you to join us in helping to kill Marigold. Your favor is finished when she's dead. Raven, is it at all possible to capture her spirit and make her HIS slave for eternity? Or do you want her? Ask Pericarp if he managed to kill a lot of those ponies that shot him.


We may have messed up the future by accident when we sent Marigold to the future and created a unicorn supremacist society. Now, we're back in the past to around the time she arrived, and we need your help to stop Marigold.


Yeah, the time thing we did to your old boss worked, but now... A clone of her is here messing up the future, that's the reason the future is worse, normally it's much more peaceful.

“We want you to join us in helping to kill Marigold. Your favor is finished when she's dead”
>”Marigold? Well why didn’t you say so, I would have done this for free… but I thought you said that you already took care of her?”
“Yeah, about that. We may have messed up the future by accident when we sent Marigold through time, and she created a unicorn supremacist society”
>”Oh, that would explain why I was shot”
“You did manage to chop down a few of them, right?”
>”Yeah, just a couple though. The rest scattered pretty quickly”
“Good. But anyway, we came back to the past to when she arrived, and we need to stop her”
>”Do you know where she is?”
>”Yeah Hype, where’s this apartment, let’s get this over with”
“Yes, yes I know where she’s staying. Just everyone calm down and follow me, it’s not too far”
>Your now sizeable group follows your lead without any fuss, your wife and Pericarp flanking you while past Raven chats with Gliz and Hype in the back
“So Raven, is it at all possible to capture her spirit and make her HIS slave for eternity?”
>”That… depends. It’s not as simple as you might think”
>”Eh, don’t even waste your time. I’m just here for some revenge, not some poetic irony”
>Fair enough you suppose
>Coming to the apartment complex a short time later you and your group duck into an alleyway out of sight
“I’m going to flap up there and get a peak through the window, ok?”
>”You better not blow it, bat boy. If she gets wind of us coming she might bail”
>”Would you back off of my husband?”
>”Honey, I’m you. And if I’m thinking it, you’re damn well thinking it”
“Relax dear, er, dears. I’m just gonna get a peak”
>Giving her a kiss you unfurl your pristine wings, flapping slowly upwards
>Maneuvering along the wall you count the amount of windows from the edge

“Six, seven, eight… this should be it”
>Barely allowing your eyes over the windowsill, you peak inside
>A mare faces away from you at a computer, rubbing a hoof along a pair of her fishnets
>”I’d like to thank you all for subscribing to my Ponyfans account! For just 50 bits you’ll get exclusive access to my hoof pic folder an-“
>Darting around the ledge, your cheeks brighten
>Maybe you miscounted windows
>Eyes shifting to the next window you repeat the process, head peaking over the side
>Everything seems normal on the inside
>His TV still has a broken antenna, beer cans crushed on the kitchen counter, propaganda posters still hanging from the wall
>Honestly looks like a normal racist bachelor pad
>That’s when a dull metallic thunk catches your attention, you nearly darting away
>But it soon becomes apparent that some toast just popped up from the toaster, some steam wafting from the machine
>A few moments later a golden maned mare trots on in, yawning
>She lazily wears a nightgown, mane looking like she just rolled out of bed as she grabs the toast with her magic
>Honestly she looks like a normal pony, you certainly wouldn’t have any red flags raised if you saw her on the street
>But you know better, and there’s no mistaking who she is
>Taking the toast she walks on out of the room, disappearing around the corner as soon as she came
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Pausing


Fly back down, we've got the right place and we know she's in. Time to spring into action.


Fly back down and inform your friends that she appears to be up to dark purposes since she had just made a piece of toast. Who knows what terrible spells that could be an ingredient for. We must hurry and kill her. It might even be the first step to the awful world she creates.


Mangoon.


That's a delicious mango.


Fly back down to inform the rest of the group what she's up to. It looks like she barely got up from bed.

>Darting away, you return to the alley way, the group gathering around as you land
>”Well? Anything?”
“Yeah, she’s in there”
>”What’s she up to? Cooking potions? Setting traps?”
“No, it’s looks like she just got out of bed… and she made toast!”
>The Raven’s glance at each other simultaneously
>”Did she butter it?”
“I-I don’t know, maybe?”
>”Then we have to act quick, who knows what forbidden concoctions she could create with such ingredients?”
>Pushing you to the side the two of them walk around to the front of the building, you right behind with the rest in tow
>The six of you squeeze onto an elevator, you pressing the button, doors shutting
>”You’re standing on my tail, idiot!”
>”Yeah, well we’re the same pony, so I’d watch what you’re calling yourself!”
>You’d attempt to mediate between the Raven’s but honestly you’re having your own space related problems
>Pressed into the wall, Glizelle’s feathers burry you in fluff despite your attempts to wriggle away for more room
>Honestly reminds you of the night you met
>Bell dinging, the doors open once more, the group practically spilling out as you all push to get off the overloaded elevator
>Holding a hoof up to your muzzle you shush them, treading as lightly as possible to Gar’s door
>”Is this the one?”
“Yeah, she’s right behind this door”
>”Alright, let’s get this thing over with. Step aside”
>Horn lighting up one Raven blasts the doorknob, the other delivering a solid blow to the door which flings open without resistance

>The six of you awkwardly rush the doorway, you and the Ravens first ones in with the other three nearly tripping over themselves to get inside
>Immediately you find Marigold sitting on the couch with TV remote in hoof, a piece of toast in her mouth
>Eyes widening in surprise, the piece of bread drops to the floor
>Now through the doorway the six of you spread yourselves out somewhat, Hype and Gliz raising their guns, Pericarp drawing his axe
>”You fools just don’t quit, do you?”
>Clicking the TV off, she hops to her hooves, honestly looking more annoyed than enraged
“I’m just trying to enjoy the future, so why don’t you all just run along before I have to kick your flanks again? It’d be a shame if my host came back to find his dwelling a smoldering wreck with several bodies in it"


And murdering the present Raven is your idea of peacefully enjoying the future?


And she just so ends up landing in this specific point in time with a Raven mysteriously gone? She expects us to buy that?


It wouldn't have come to this if you hadn't ruined the future, wouldn't have ever known you were here. 
Walk into the apartment.
Then you had to screw with one of my friends and turn him into a monster.
Try to trot around her so she has to look away from the door to look at us.


Gar won't ever know. He'll only find a note saying you had to leave.

“You honestly expect us to buy that?”
>”Frankly, yes”
“And murdering the present Raven is your idea of peacefully enjoying the future?”
>”Look tufthead, I think I’m gonna enjoy this time period, so don’t make me have to do this”
>She raises a hoof, purple flames igniting and surrounding it as she holds it steady
“It wouldn't have come to this if you hadn't ruined the future, wouldn't have ever known you were here”
>”Ruined is a subjective way of looking at it. Not sure what I did, but I do take pleasure in whatever it was if it has you seething this hard”
>She smugly stares you down, present Raven chuckling
>”Man, you guys weren’t lying. She really is a bitch”
>”Told you”
>Marigold stares her down, Raven doing the same with an air of confidence, something your wife doesn’t seem to share
>Beginning to trot slowly to the side, you try to get her to turn to the side, maybe open her up for a shot
“You just had to screw with one of my friends and turn him into a monster”
>”Who Gar? Nice stallion, real passionate… dumb as a box of rocks, but I’m sure I can find some use for him”
>”I’ll say she did”
>Comrade Hype slowly starts to circle to the other side with Gliz, Marigold now pointing the flaming hoof in their direction 
>Sighing, she slowly shakes her head
>”Alright, I can see that things are going to have to get messy”
>Glancing back, she gives you a warm smile
>”Hype, despite the whole wing thing, I always liked you. Now go on and get out of here before things get… horrific. You’re not a fighter, we both saw that last time. It's just going to be your wife doing the heavy lifting”
>Dismissively waving a hoof, she points to the doorway
>”Last chance”


The only reason I can think of leaving is so she can't use us to distract Raven.


I don't feel confident with the peashooter we have but we can wait on the balcony and then wait for a chance to jump back in and shoot her. Just make sure the safety's off on that thing.
Wait why does she like us?


Damn, why did comrade Hype and Gliz show themselves? I thought the plan was for them to stay hidden in the hallway until we gave the signal for him to shoot her in the back. Well fuck, that plan is out the window and taking a twenty story drop.

I appreciate that, and I probably should take you up on that offer. I'd be in the way more then I'd help probably.
I'll make myself scarce.
Start heading back to the door.
You know the future wasn't good for you either, you set it off sure but Gar ends up finding some old records from a couple hundred years ago once he's in power, had some ledgers that reported someone matching your name had had a batpony stay with them, according to the paper he had you gunned down, assuming you were part batpony. You're right, he's pretty dumb.

“What are you talking about, why would you like me?”
>”I don’t know, you just seem like a good stallion. Wanting your wings was strictly business”
“I appreciate that, and I probably should take you up on that offer. I'd be in the way more then I'd help probably”
>Neither of the Ravens say a word, probably confirming that last statement
>Making your way back towards the door the rest of the group begins to take up positions, Marigold standing up on her hind hooves, eyes beginning to glow much as they had on your first encounter
>Stopping yourself short of the doorway, you look back, shaking your head in disappointment
“You, know the future wasn't good for you either”
>Her eyebrow raises, taking her eyes off of her opponents for a brief moment
>”Oh? And why would you say that?”
“Sure you end up creating an ethno state, but Gar ends up finding some old records from a couple hundred years ago once he's in power. Had some ledgers that reported someone matching your name had had a bat pony stay with them”
>She remains silent, eyes shifting to Pericarp as he grips his axe before returning to you
“According to the paper he had you gunned down, assuming you were part bat pony… but you're right, he's pretty dumb”
>She quickly points at you in accusation
>”Do you honestly think that I’d let some dullard like him get the better of m-“
>She doesn’t have time to finish her sentence, one of the Ravens taking advantage of the situation and blasting her across the room
>Knocking over the couch she quickly scrambles to her hooves, just having barely enough time to throw up a translucent barrier as Hype begins to empty his magazine at her
>Pericarp materializes behind her and cocks his axe back, only to blasted back with flames from her other hoof, the mare now dropping her shield as Hype goes to reload
>Both Ravens charge forward, one with a scythe, the other just charging up her horn as Gliz takes aim

>At the same exact moment Marigold and Raven blast energy at each other, purple and green beams colliding
>A split second later a blinding flash causes you to fall backwards, the sound of debris flying and pained grunts filling the air
>Getting to your hooves you watch as the younger Raven is launched out the doorway, smacking into the wall with a dull thud, her robes lightly smoldering
>”I… may have been a little overconfident going into this”
>Coughing, she starts to get to her hooves, albeit shakily, wiping a bit of blood from her nose
>Peaking around the doorway Marigold has both her hooves around Hype’s throat, bashing him repeatedly into the wall as the other Raven and Glizelle try to come to their senses, slumped against the wall, concussed from the explosion 
>His one eye falls upon you, Marigold yelling what you assume are 16th century insults as she crushes him against the wall once more, focusing all her attention into driving your poor other self through the building foundation


Could we bite her?


Shoot her in the back with the gun he gave you Hype.


It's time to put that gun we were given to use. Aim carefully.


Wow, this sucks.
We should have brought something higher caliber, like a anti tank rifle.
Get up and trot over to Marigold and put a hoof on her shoulder.
I think he's had enough, it's overkill at this point and you're just going to stain your hooves.
Push the barrel of the gun we have against her own barrel and fire off as many shots into her as we can.

>Your first instinct is to rush in there and maybe bite her, anything to get her off of yourself
>But then you remember the little gift he gave you
>Reaching down into your saddlebag you fish around, pulling out the tiny hoof gun
>Quickly flipping it right side up you pull the slide back, a small cartridge being fed into the chamber
>Alright, movie knowledge has gotten you this far, now what?
>Looking it over you flip a switch away from ‘S’, a red marker replacing it
>You really hope that was the safety
>Raising it, you close an eye trying to steady a shot, the tiny sights really showing off how diminutive this thing is
>This sucks, you really should have asked for an anti-tank rifle or something
>But you’ll have to make do
>Relaxing your breathing you do your best to line everything up, not that you’ve ever had experience with this before
>Hoof pulling back, a small burst erupts from the barrel, you quickly lowering the barrel slightly to see what happened
>The tiny projectile quickly whizzes by its target, causing a vase on a table to explode
>Marigold’s ears swipe backwards, head snapping back with a look of pure rage
>Uh oh
>Letting go of your other self he wheezes and gasps for breath as he hits the floor, the mare beginning to stomp her way over to you
>In a panic you continue to squeeze the trigger, a couple shots going wide, one finding it’s mark but splintering into pieces against the shield that she’s erected 
>After another trigger pull the gun falls silent, magazine empty
>”I trusted you Hype, I trusted that you would have been a smart stallion and stayed out of my business!”
>Horn charging up, her voice is one of betrayal, teeth gritting
>”I gave you the chance to walk out of here, and you just had to try something!”
>Present Raven stands up next to you, cocking her hoof back to throw a potion

>She’s quickly blasted back into the wall, slumping to the ground
>”And now Hype, you’re going to pay. And it’s not just your wings I’m going to take from you this time”
>With a look of spite her face is illuminated in a crackling purple hue, horn glowing in a brilliant light
>Beginning to close your eyes, you hold up a hoof to block what’s coming, not that it would make a difference
>That is before the hellish glow ceases, Marigold crying out in pain
>Your wife sends forth lightening from her hooves, her target rolling across the floor before scrambling back up, only to get another blast
>”Don’t you DARE lay a hoof on my husband!”
>In retaliation Marigold blasts an inferno of purple flames at Raven, but her aim is wild, the fire singing the wall behind her
>Swiftly pulling out a potion, Raven flings the glass beaker, Marigold just managing to get up a shield in time to block it, an acid like mist bursting forth and burning away the carpet around her
>But as her attention is focused on your wife you watch a translucent axe fall from behind, a shriek of pure agony erupting from Marigold’s lungs
>Pericarp is quickly blasted away with her horn, the axe falling to the ground
>But the damage has been done
>Blood quickly dribbles onto the floor, the mare holding her shoulder blade tightly with her other hoof
>Glizelle tosses a lamp towards her, the projectile being zapped into dust midair with her horn
>It doesn’t stop the charging griffon from delivering a crushing punch to her muzzle, the witch stumbling backwards, dazed 
>Comrade finally recovers from his strangulation, picking up a broken leg of the couch before closing in, Pericarp following suit with his now reclaimed axe
>As the group begins to form a tighter and tighter perimeter, Marigold desperately sends blast after blast with her magic, each more sporadic and weaker than the last
>Raven easily deflects each one from the group, her younger self now joining in to assist

>With one last desperate shot Marigold slumps against the wall, blood still leaking profusely from her shoulder even as she applies pressure, cringing in pain
>The group halts, one of the Ravens reaching out with her scythe, the blade glowing as it tears into the fabric of nothing, a dark portal appearing
>Marigold’s mane gentle begins to sway towards it, a couple of loose pieces of paper on the floor being drawn in and disappearing into the void
>”No…”
>”Actually, yes. Shadow realm time”
>The two Ravens almost look like they’re about to high five each other, smugly grinning down at their foe
>Pericarp seems to have a look of satisfaction on his face as well, Hype and Gliz just standing there, stoically and without emotion
>”Y-you can’t, please”
>She presses herself back further against the wall, desperately looking from face to face of those that surround her
>It doesn’t take long for her tear filled eyes to lock with yours
>”H-hype, you’re a level headed stallion, you have a kind heart. Call them off, please just call them off!”
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Pausing
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No.


You're kind of right, and you've been surprisingly nice to me which makes me feel a little bad. Unfortunately if you think I could stop them you're very wrong, though I will apologize, it is somewhat my fault this happened.
I can do something for you though it'll be up to you if you can save yourself, first I suggest you take back everything you said about my wife, second admitting you lost and naming her the better witch is a good start, and last off I suggest appealing to her pride maybe ask her to teach you while offering your own knowledge in exchange.
This probably won't work but you may get a juice box and shunted to a less horrific plane of existence.

Bepin


Why should I Marigold? You tried to kill them and you not only are going to do terrible things in the future but there are crimes you've already committed. Look at Pericarp! And he's just the one we know about. You caused my daughter to not exist! I don't want you going to the shadow realm but I can't just ignore the ponies you hurt either.

>Marigold continues to stare at you hopefully, the portal sucking in a few small pieces of debris in the mean time
>She’s no doubt terrified, it’s easy to see that
>But you know how deceptive she can be, remembering just how nice and flattering she was when you first met
“No”
>You can pinpoint the exact moment that her heart sinks
>Her voice cracks, trying to squeak anything out
>”Please“
“Why should I Marigold? You tried to kill them, and you not only are going to do terrible things in the future but there are crimes you've already committed”
>”But I-“
“Look at Pericarp! And he's just the one we know about!”
>The spirit flares his nostrils, looking like he’s barely holding himself back from just striking her down with the axe
“And on top of it all, you caused my daughter to not exist!”
>”I don’t even know what I did in the future! If your daughter somehow got mixed up in it I don’t know what to tell you”
“You've been surprisingly nice to me which makes me feel a little bad. don't want you going to the shadow realm but I can't just ignore the ponies you hurt either”
>”I won’t hurt anyone else, I swear”
>She frantically looks around the group, pleading
>”You have my word!”
>”Not gonna happen, Deputy Horner”
>”I-I don’t even know what that means”
>You sigh, shaking your head
“I will apologize, it is somewhat my fault this happened”
>”Hype, NONE of this is your fault”
“No, some of it is. We shouldn’t have fooled around with time like this”
>Pushing your way into the group, you lean down slightly

“I can do something for you, though it'll be up to you if you can save yourself”
>”What is it?”
“Well first I suggest you take back everything you said about my wife. Second, admitting that you lost and naming her the better witch. I think that would be a good start”
>She obviously doesn’t seem keen to this idea, shooting a frustrated look at Raven who just continues to smile smugly
“And last off I suggest appealing to her pride, maybe ask her to teach you while offering your own knowledge in exchange”
>Marigold continues to sit there silently, but you notice that her terror is turning more to annoyance, almost as if you’ve insulted her
“This probably won't work, but hey, you may get a juice box and shunted to a less horrific plane of existence”
>”A juice bo- IS MY FATE A JOKE TO YOU?!” 
>Hopping to her hooves with surprising energy you stumble back, her horn lighting up with an impressive glow, teeth gritting so hard you think they might crack
>That is before Hype delivers a crushing kick to her side, the mare reeling as a bolt of energy fires upwards from her horn, absolutely disintegrating the ceiling fan
>Stumbling backwards you see a brief moment of realization in her eyes, instantly being replaced with panic as the portal draws her in
>”YOU HAVEN’T SEEN THE LAST OF ME, MARK MY WORDS! YOU’LL PAY FOR THIS HYP-“
>She doesn’t even have the time to finish her tirade before the void closes, disappearing from reality before everyone’s eyes
>You all just stare at the position it once occupied for a while, the only sounds are labored breaths from your battered, exhausted friends
>Finally someone works up the energy to speak, Comrade Hype stepping forward

>”So… that’s it?”
>”Seems like it”
>You slowly look back, the entire apartment a smoldering wreck
>Furniture is smashed, blood is splattered around the carpet, and scorch marks pattern the floors and walls
>Looks like something you’d see on the 11 o’clock news about Afghneighstan
“You don’t think… she’s ever going to come after me, do you Raven?”
>”Hype, it’s the Shadow Realm. I joke about tossing you in there, but seriously. What goes in, never comes out. She’ll spend her days wandering a dark, barren plain of reality”


I'm not buying it. Raven again underestimates Marigold. She's probably even forgetting the possibility of someone bringing her out. But I guess we'll just have to wait and see. Let's... try to clean up this place as much as we can and write a note that she called took a bus out of town because she found a job.


So nothing has ever escaped or gotten out of the Shadow Realm before?
Is other Hype still here?


>Is other Hype still here?
Never mind. I'm just blind.

“So nothing has ever escaped or gotten out of the Shadow Realm before?”
>”Never”
>You’re not buying it
“Dear, I think you might be underestimating her again”
>”Hype, come on now. Have a little faith in your wife”
“But what I someone else pull her ou-“
>Your silenced as her hoof gently places itself on your lips
>”That’s not enough faith. Besides, not like she has any friends to do it”
>Fair enough
>Attention reverting back to the destruction around you, your ears fold against your head
>Gar… is not going to like this
“We need to clean this place up”
>Hype and Gliz stop halfway out the door, looking back
>”Why? Our job here is done”
“Because he’s my friend, and I don’t want to find out how leaving his apartment a smoldering wreck is going to affect the future”
>”Ugh… either of you ladies have a magical solution for this?”
>”Yeah, it’s called Clorox”
>Tossing him a bottle, the Ravens turn to each other
>”I’ll get the blood if you put out that fire on the curtain”
>”No way! I’m gonna glue the couch back together!”
“Dear, let’s just get started, alright? Who knows when Gar’s going to get back?”
>”Fine… I’m still not putting out that curtain though”
“Alright, alright. I’ll put it out. Now can we get started?”
>The six of you get to work, trying your best to return the apartment back to its former glory
>Which isn’t saying much
>Eventually you clean up the most egregious damages, putting everything back in its place as well as possible

>As everyone else begins to leave, you bust out a sheet of paper and your pen, you begin to write
>’Dear Gar, thank you for letting me stay at your place the last few days, but unfortunately I had to catch a bus out of town to take a job. Sincerely- Marigold’
“Yeah, that’ll do!”
>You don’t like to insult his intelligence, but honestly you think he’ll just shrug it off and accept it
>Placing it on the coffee table you scurry out of the apartment, joining your friends in the elevator
”Dear, where’s the other Raven?”
>”She asked for a dose of the time potion, said she had to go back eight months now that Marigold didn’t kill her in the past and submit her taxes”
>Walking out of the building, you peek into the back alley, Raven standing in the middle of her recently drawn sigil
“So uh… thanks for helping us out”
>”Oh please, it was my pleasure. Hussy thought she could get the better of me? Hah!”
>Placing a witch hat upon her head, she holds up the vial in her magic
>”You know, when she told me that you were going to be my husband, I honestly thought it was some cruel prank”
“Oh…”
>”But hey, you’ve got a lot more courage than you give yourself credit for. Sure you may not be a rugged, total specimen of a bat like your alternate future self…”
>Gliz folds her arms, giving her a look
>”But I think we’re going to have quite the time together”
>She reaches up, giving your muzzle a boop, your tongue immediately blepping 
>”I’ll be seeing you in the future for sure”
>Removing her hoof she leans in gently, planting a kiss upon your lips
>Your wife yells out from down the alley
>”Hype, I’m honestly still deciding if this counts as cheating or not, so hurry up before I send you to join Marigold!”


Wink at past Raven and tell her to be patient and nice the next time she sees you. Which should be your past self and the first time meeting her but who knows what'll happen with this time stuff. 
Go to Raven and tell her that after getting a close look at her past self she's as beautiful as ever.That should calm her down and take any feelings of jealously. Also it's totally not cheating.


Wish past Raven luck. Despite the short meeting, it was good seeing her.

This as well.

>Rolling your eyes playfully, you give past Raven a wink
“Best of luck. Despite the short meeting, it was good to see you”
>”Well hopefully it won’t be long until I see you again. The younger you, that it”
“Who even knows anymore with this time stuff”
>”Well hey, you guys take it easy with that stuff. I don’t want any more crazy witches busting into my house”
>Stepping back, you give her room as she finally dumps the potion onto the sigil, the symbol lighting up
>Giving you a friendly wave, she rapidly disappears, a bit of steam wafting off of the ground
>Trotting back to the remaining members of your group, you find Raven with a scrunch on her muzzle
“You know, after getting a look at your past self… you’re just as beautiful as ever”
>Her scrunch intensifies
>”You’re just saying that because I’ll zap you”
“Wouldn’t have it any other way, dear”
>Putting a hoof across her you pull her in tight, Raven for her part sighing and resting her head on your shoulder
>It totally wasn’t cheating anyway
>Comrade Hype begins to awkwardly pat himself before rubbing his chin in thought
“Something on your mind”
>”Yeah… I thought for sure me and Glizelle would have disappeared, or something. I mean, our reality doesn’t exist anymore”

>Raven lifts her head
>”Well, your former reality would still be in effect if you didn’t come back to help us, so maybe that’s why you haven’t disappeared? I don’t know, we’ve already taken time and turned it into a knotted mess, take what you can get”
>”Oh trust me, I’m not complaining”
>Him and Gliz embrace each other the griffoness wrapping her wings around him
>They remain silently in each other’s embrace for a while, finally separating without a word
>Hype has tears beginning to well up in his eyes
“You ok, man?”
>”Yeah, it’s just… we’ve spent the last 20 years of our lives in a nightmare. Hiding, killing, friends disappearing, never to be seen again”
>Gliz gently pats him on the back, a solemn smile on her beak
>”For the first time in years, I just don’t really know what to do now. Our purpose is fulfilled”
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Pausing


No I get that, but you just had a magically charged unicorn practically tap dancing on your chest. Do you need to go to the hospital?


Well, maybe you both can try to peacefully settle down here or maybe even in our fixed future timeline. You'll both need new identities, but it's an option.


This is great.


Let me help you narrow your options. You can stay here in this time period though you'll have a younger version of yourself walking around, that you probably won't ever walk into especially if you move to another city. 

Or. You know most of those friends are alive right now. Some might be school colts and fillies though. That brings me to my second option. Come to the future with us. You ever think about how Wewuz would have turned out? You can meet him. I know if I ever meet Zariah I'm giving her a hoof in friendship.

“No I get that, but you just had a magically charged unicorn practically tap dancing on your chest. Do you need to go to the hospital?”
>”I didn’t go to the hospital when I lost my eye, and I’m not going now… plus I don’t have health insurance”
“Oh, right. Ok good call then”
>He rubs his back a bit, still coated with plaster from the wall he was almost shoved through
“I’d say that you and Glizelle have a couple options here”
>”And what would those be?”
“You can stay here in this time period. Though you'll have a younger version of yourself walking around”
>”He probably wouldn’t recognize me even if I was standing in front of him. I suppose we could move out of town though. What else are you thinking?”
“Well, you know most of those friends are alive right now. Some might be school colts and fillies though”
>”Yeah, you’re probably right about that”
“That brings me to my second option. Come to the future with us. You ever think about how Wewuz would have turned out? You can meet him. I know if I ever meet Zariah I'm giving her a hoof in friendship”
>He taps his hoof lightly on his chin, thinking
>Turning to Gliz they lean towards each other and turn around, softly muttering to each other
>It doesn’t take long for them to face you again
>”Hype, we really appreciate the offer. But I think that we’re going to stick around here”
“You sure?”
>”Yeah. Trust me, I’d love to see how my friends turned out in your time line, getting to meet them after they had normal lives. But after all of this, I think Gliz and I need a new start”
>She shakes her head in approval, smiling gently as she speaks
>”We don’t know where we’ll go, but it’d be for the best if we cut all ties with our past… future?”
>”Either way dear, all that matters now is the present”
>Returning his gaze to you, he continues

>”I wanted nothing more than to strangle you after I learned that you messed up the future”
“You… did strangle me”
>”Heh, yeah I guess I did. But you know, I’d say that you and your lovely wife did a damn fine job cleaning this all up. You two make a good team, almost as good as me and Gliz”
>Her talons pat him on the back, his hoof playfully shoving them away
>”It’s incredible how different we turned out, but I’d say that there’s a little bit of business bat in me. And a bit of partisan in you… but now, we must be going. Glizelle and I have a lot to figure out in this time line”


Say our farewells as well. We have a promise to keep after all.


If that's what you wanna do then fine. Let's at least give him our future address and he can write a letter in 16 years. If he ever remembers to or wants to. Just to know he came out ok and is happy. Also speaking of Gliz, a version of her still exists too. And if everything happens the way it's supposed to he's going to have an alternate timeline son who if THEY decide to have a child as well could either be a twin (which the odds of it happening are next to impossible) OR a new brother and sister.

So... that'll make life interesting. Anyway see ya. (Also couldn't they just use hypes insurance? He would just need to know the number on the card and pay other things out of pocket and since hype never got injured and needed it it should turn out ok.)


Alright just whatever you do don't go mess up the future and make us come back here, I think we've all had enough of time travel shenanigans.

“Well, if that’s what you’ve decided on. Just whatever you do, don’t go and mess up the future and make us come back here. I think we've all had enough of time travel shenanigans”
>”Whatever we end up affecting, I can at least guarantee you that you aren’t going to find yourself in an ethno state when you return”
“Well hey, I’m going to give you my address. It doesn’t exist yet, but it will in the coming years. If you want to that is, just to know if everything turned out alright”
>Scribbling down on a piece of paper you hand it off to him, Gliz taking a look before tucking it into one of her bags
“And just a heads up, if everything happens the way it did before everything got messed up, you’re going to have an alternate timeline son”
>”Oh right, what’s his name?”
“Gat”
>They both look at each other, confused
“She named him for the record”
>”I would never name my son something so ridiculous”
“I’m just the messenger”
>”Name aside, we’ll keep an eye out for him”
>Extending his hoof, he gives you a firm hoofshake, Gliz and Raven politely exchanging goodbyes 
>”Come on Gliz. There’s a whole new world out there for us”
>With a final wave you watch as they walk back onto the sidewalk, his wing over Glizelle’s back, trotting into the distance without aim or purpose
>You can’t help but stare in silence as they continue on down the road, watching until they finally disappear from sight
>”You think they’ll be ok?”
“I have no doubt. Who knows, maybe we’ll hear from them again”
>”Well, I’d hate to overstay my welcome. I’m off as well”
>Pericarp hefts his axe onto his shoulder
“Don’t want to come to the future with us?”

>”No, I think I’m good here. I have plenty of time to see the modern world as it is”
“I’m sure Raven could use some help around the house if you’re interested”
>”No thank you, I think I’ve had enough of witchcraft for the rest of my existence… thank you though. I never thought I’d see the day I’d be rid of Marigold”
>”Trust me, it was our pleasure”
>Nodding politely at Raven he turns around, phasing through a building and out of sight
>”Come on Hype. Let’s go home”
>Stepping out onto the street you get a good look at the morning sun, Raven Brushing up against you before leading the way
>You two practically stay glued to each other the entire way back, your wife keeping her side firm against yours as your hooves click along the sidewalk
>In time sidewalk becomes dirt, and dirt becomes grass as the two of you ascend the hill to where your future neighborhood will be, Raven selecting an area to begin her sketch 
>In no time the sigil is ready, both you and her taking positions within in, Raven holding up the potion
>”Here’s to a normal future”
>With an uncharacteristic smile full of optimism she slowly pours the final dose onto her sigil, the markings glowing
>Your eyes reopen, the scene of a living room replacing the forest 
 >Lets see…
>Bookshelf filled with fruit related literature, ceiling fan slowly spinning
>And your framed ten year employment plaque!
“Raven! We made it! We’re back!”
>Without any other word she embraces you tightly, muzzle coming to a rest on your shoulder
>Lifting her head, you stare into each other’s eyes, her cheeks blushing
>Leaning in slowly you purse your lips, your wife following suit
>”Moooooom! Daaaaaad! You’re blocking the TV!”
>Before your kiss can connect you both snap your heads over to the couch, Charm lying there lazily, a bowl of chips on the floor and the remote on her chest


Grab your daughter and lift her up from the couch. Sandwich her between you and raven and let her know how much you love her and that you missed her so much. I don't care if it annoys or angers her. She's getting hugged.


Make sure there is not another pair of you that you need to kill and replace with yourself


Damn, I wanted to deliver our friends dying message.

Oh well.

Too bad, we were having a moment.
Give our wife a quick kiss anyway then go over and give our daughter a big hug.


Look for pictures of you and your griffin son on the walls. Give Raven that kiss anyway.

“Too bad, we’re having a moment!”
>Despite your daughter’s pleas you turn and give Raven a quick kiss, the mare returning it wholeheartedly
>Before Charm can even begin to react you scoop her up off of the couch, the bowl of chips tipping over in the scramble
>Before she can protest Charm finds herself absolutely sandwiched between yourself and Raven
>”Dad! Mom! What’s the deal, you were only gone like five minutes!”
“You have no idea how long that five minutes truly was, dear”
>Planting a kiss upon her forehead , the teen balks in embarrassment, ears folding back
>”Ugh come on dad. I’m not a filly anymore”
“No, you’re not. But we love you just the same”
>”Mom! Make dad sto- Blegh!”
>Raven plants another kiss on her before you two release your hug, charm scrambling back unto the couch
>”You guys are freaking me out, usually when you two come back from a trip mom is lecturing you, and you look like you went through a washing machine spin cycle”
“Honey, let’s just say this last trip was… out of the ordinary”
>She rolls her eyes as you and your wife stand over her, beaming
>That is until something catches your eye on the fire place mantle
>Trotting over, you find yourself confronted with a series of pictures, each more recent than the last
>The first is of you holding a very small hypogriff, his tiny bat wings spread in excitement as he holds a teddy bear
>The next is of you and Raven in a park, Gat flying a kite nearby
>Continuing on you find him in pictures of holidays, school events, even one where he wears a tie and looks over your paperwork spread across the table
>The final one is a group photo, You and Raven standing behind him and Charm 
>Two witch hats sit upon Raven and Charm’s heads, you and Gat sporting a set of matching ties
>It couldn’t have been taken more than a few months ago


I'm gonna assume that Gliz took the pictures. Raven we did it! You accepted Gat (is that still his name?) and we're all happy. I suppose we should check our maaaill?? Actually first thing is checking if Gat living with us? Or his mom...


Huh, since we don't remember any of this actually happening then the whole 'go back in time so we have more time to accept this' thing was a bust to begin with.


So we have no memory of these events? Time travel is weird.

>Turning back you find Raven still dotting over her daughter, Charm reacting like a typical teen
“Hey Raven, come check this out”
>Charm sighs in relief, your wife trotting on over
“Take a look!”
>She silently scans the assortment of photos before her, nodding in approval
>”I guess we did it huh”
“I’ll sure say, he looks just like one of the family”
>… Wait a minute
“Raven?”
>”Yeah?”
“Do you remember any of this happening?”
>”No? I mean we just got ba-“
>She cuts herself off, seeming to grasp what you’re getting at
“Guess the whole 'go back in time so we have more time to accept this' thing was a bust to begin with”
>”I uh, er, I mean we just…”
>Her eyes shift around, trying to come up with some kind of way to save face
>”I-It worked ok?! We went back and did the thing and everything worked out!”
“Ok dear, whatever you say”
>Her scrunch in this moment is truly a legendary sight
>But you don’t have time to properly enjoy it as a familiar voice causes you to look back
>”Hey dad! Hi Mrs Hype!”
>Gat cheerfully strolls into the room, packing some papers in a backpack
>”Before you ask, yes I did complete my homework for tomorrow”
>My god, you’ve been waiting to hear Charm say that for years
>”Mom should be here any minute to pick me up. I guess I’ll see you next weekend”


Just one second! I would like to see your homework before you go. To review it's answers you see. (not to see what your name is now and not mistakenly calling you Gat) After that's done tell your son you look forward to seeing him.


I'll see you then, have a great week.
Grab Raven and quietly pull her to the side.
Uh, Raven... What do we do if there is another set of us here?

“Well hold up, I’d like to see your homework before you leave. Gotta review those answers”
>”Oh, sure. Here you go”
>He reaches back into his bag, pulling out a couple of pages worth of math problems
>Alright let’s see now, in this time line Gat is named….
>Biffon
>You nearly drop the papers, just staring at his name
>Even in this timeline, Gliz can’t pick a name to save her live
“Uh… g-good job, Biffon. Looks all good to go!”
>Passing it back he gives you a grin, two fangs poking out from his beak
>”Thanks dad, you’re the best”
>Giving you a quick hug you return it, patting him on the back
“No problem, pal. Look forward to seeing you soon. I hope you have a good week”
>”Mom already said if I ace another test, she’ll get me a PS Triple!”
>Still have no idea what the heck he’s talking about
“That’s great! Say hi to your mom for me”
>”Will do, dad”
>As he begins to walk towards the door you quickly pull Raven off to the side
>You wait for Charm to trot back off to the kitchen with her recently spilled chips and out of earshot before nervously whispering
>”Uh, Raven dear. What do we do if there’s another set of us here?”
>”Relax Hype, I jumped us back into this timeline just moments after we originally left. From an outside perspective, it’s almost like we never left at all”
>Well that’s a relief
“So, we fixed everything, right?”
>”Seems like it”
“No loose ends? Nothing that’s going to bite us in the flank later?”

>”Hype, honey. Why are you acting so nervous?”
“Well, you know. This time travel stuff is complex, and I just want to make sure tha-“
>A hoof gently booping your snoot is her response
>”Shhh. We did it Hype, everything is back to normal now”
“… Alright. I guess there’s no need to worry”
>You give her yet another hug, Raven giggling
>”Mom, I think one of your friends is here”
>Charm comes casually trotting out of the kitchen, fresh bowl of chips in hoof
>”Wha’… what was that dear?”
>”Some witch just teleported into the kitchen, I think she’s here for you or something”
>…
>Raven immediately breaks the hug, scrambling across the room
>She comes to a screeching halt as a familiar face walks into the living room, a sick looking scar down her shoulder from where the axe struck
>Marigold just stands there, face almost emotionless
>It looks like she’s aged significantly
>”What, no greeting? It took me a while to get here, you know?”
“I-I thought you banished her to the-“
>”Shadow Realm? Yes, she did. At least for about 10 years. Buuuut, like they say. You can’t keep a good witch down”


I fucking TOLD you Raven! Alright Marigold. You look surprisingly ok. You didn't happen to reflect and decide that revenge isn't important did you?


Hmm, how did you track down the correct time?


So I'm guessing you still want revenge?

>Without thought your gaze turns to your wife
“I TOLD you Raven!”
>She doesn’t seem to even notice your outburst, still staring at Marigold, awestruck
>”Th-that’s not possible. No one has ever…”
>”Well this witch right here sure did”
“How did you track down the correct time?”
>”It’s magic, I ain’t gotta explain jack… Although I will admit that it took plenty of tries”
>The three of you continue the stare down, Marigold’s formerly emotionless face now sporting a trademark grin
“You know, you look surprisingly ok for 10 years imprisonment”
>”10 years and 4 months to be exact. But thank you”
>She gives her mane a light brush with her hoof
“So after 10 years and three-“
>”Four”
“Four months. You didn't happen to reflect and decide that revenge isn't important did you?”
>”Uh, well actually I did think about that”
“Really?”
>”Yeah. And I came to the exact opposite conclusion”
>Eyes beginning to glow, she raises up onto her hind hooves, mane whipping almost on its own accord
>”I warned you, both of you. I would make you pay for what you did”
>Through the void she pulls out her whip, flames erupting on immediate demand, the mare taking up a pose
>”And now, you don’t have your friends to help. It’s just you, and me…”
>Raven reluctantly charges up her horn, for once not looking so confident in herself
>”You’re going to regret what you did. I will have you pay, I will have you broken, I WILL HAVE YOU BEG FOR MERCY AN-“
>What sounds like two coconuts smacking together hits your ears, Marigold’s eyes immediately rolling backwards and ceasing to glow
>With a grunt she slumps over and hit’s the ground, hoof twitching slightly before going still
>Biffon stands behind her, looking down with a frown on his beak and lamp firmly in hand
>”Cyka!”


Biffin! You saved me! Check if she's dead. Raven quick. Cast some kind of imprisoning magic on her. Take her soul out and make her our ghost slave! Do something!!


Quick,jump on top of her and hold her down ready to bite her neck.


Smile.
You know what? Griffin traditions are great. Hey Biffon thanks a lot, when you ace that test I'll get you something too.
Turn to Raven.
Now, time travel and the shadow realm didn't work, what's next? She might escape the shadow realm tomorrow now she knows how, what about getting a succubus to suck out her soul?


Is there any way we can prevent her from using anymore magic that won't make a mess?

>You can’t help but smile
>You know what? Griffon traditions are great
“Briffon! You saved us!”
>”Just doing my part, dad”
“Raven quick! Do… something!”
>”Oh don’t worry dear, I’ve got something in mind. Charm, honey? Be a dear and go get the cauldron boiling!”
>”You got it, mom”
>Giving Biffon a pat on the back, you lean down some
“Hey, thanks a lot. When you ace that test I'll get you something too”
>”You mean it? I thought you didn’t like it when I swung around lamps”
“I’ve changed my mind, your mother was right”
>”D-does this mean you’ll take me to Pone Depot and pick out my own lamp?”
>You nod, smiling
>”EEEEEEEEEEEE!”
>Yup, that’s your son
>Turning back to Raven she stands over Marigold’s unconscious body, inspecting her whip
“So time travel and the shadow realm didn't work, what's next? She might escape the shadow realm tomorrow, since she obviously knows how”
>”Don’t worry about it, I have an idea”
“You said that last time… what about getting a succubus to suck out her soul?”
>”If I ever see a succubus in this house you’re going to be on the street”
>”Moooom! It’s almost to a boil”
>”Coming dear!”
>With a pat on your cheek she places a witch hat upon her head, puffing up her chest with confidence
>…

>Glizelle picked up Biffon soon after the incident, the boy telling her all about what happened
>Apparently you and Raven join them for dinner once a week, and there it was agreed upon to get him whatever lamp he wanted out of the light fixture department after he aced his math test with flying colors
>You of course consulted Pen beforehand on how to make an informed purchase 
>Raven and Charm whipped up some complex potion that you really don’t pretend to understand, but it certainly did work
>Marigold now floats around the house as a spectral maid, much like Pericarp before her
>She even has an adorable uniform!
>Raven says that after she’s satisfied that she’s learned her lesson, she’d return her to a physical body and give her freedom, but that’s still a long way off
>After all, she still sometimes mutters under her breath when given a task
>Although this has led to you having to place some ground rules with Charm after she just kept using Marigold to do all her chores for her
>Teenagers never really change you guess
>Gar still tells the story at bars about how some psycho mare tore up his apartment before skipping town on a bus
>As for the others you met along the way?
>”Hype… Hey Hype!”
“Yes Raven? I’m filling out the taxes!
>”I think they’re at the door!”
>A grin immediately forms on your face, recapping the pen before hopping out of the chair, making your way to the living room
>Raven stands by the door, taking a moment to fix her mane as you quickly trot over
“Oh don’t worry about that dear, it’s not like they haven’t seen you coated in blood before”
>”Oh shut it, bat boy”
>With a smirk you unlock the door, swinging it open
>An eye immediately locks with yours, a patch covering its twin

>”Quite the place you have here, Hype”
“Well thank you, I put a lot of pride in my home, Hype”
>A bat pony and griffoness stand upon your doorstep, gently smiling
>Gray hairs are mixed in with his naturally dark coat, her feathers seeming to have lost some of their luster
>And even though age gives their eyes the slight look of fatigue, you can still see the flames of determination burning within
>”Aren’t you going to invite us inside? Took an awful long way to get here from New Marexico”
“Of course, come on in! Dinner’s almost ready, Raven didn’t even burn it this time. Honestly we have Marigold to thank for that”
>”Keep talking and I’ll burn you myself”
>Her empty threat is cut short as Gliz gives her a hug, the girls giggling
>As Hype takes a step inside he lifts a hoof which you embrace, slowly shaking it
>”Come on… we have quite a lot to talk about”
>With a nod of understanding, the door slowly shuts behind them
>As they walk by your mantle, they stop and admire the pictures of your family, of gatherings and moments long past
>Raven stands there and laughs along with them, explaining all the moments encased forever in the photographs
>But you remain silent, a clam overcoming you, as well as a realization
>A realization that in the end, you really did get it right

>Fin

[image: ]

And that wraps it up folks. Hope you enjoyed trying to keep this bat's life on track


The only thing it missed is enjoying the infimango potion.


I do hope we made Gliz aware her counterpart named our son Biffon this time.


Yeah this was a lot of fun, I hope you had a good time running it.


I know right!? He gave up on doing paperwork just to make sureche didn't get distracted and sit it just right.

Jokes at least the time travel thing was sorted, thanks to meeting younger Raven she knew why we time traveled so she did it again to not destroy the fabric of the universe, I wonder where she and other other Hype ended up?


So is this it for all this or have you got anything else in the works? 
I'm not going to lie I had a lot of fun with this and I'd love to be a player in another quest of yours.


The unlimited mangoworks was naught but a poor imitation of the gate of mangolon.


It was but a ruse

[image: ]


Honestly, I have no plans for anything else, but we'll see in the future



The real mangoes were in your heart the whole time


What would've happened if we never trusted Marigold when we met her, or has everything been done pretty much impromptu?


All my quests are pretty impromptu and unplanned, I would have just figured out something else to challenge you with
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