Twilight sighed again, wrapping her cloak tighter around herself, the cool night air blowing through her mane, sending chills down her back. She was out in the night’s air to respond to a mysterious letter that had arrived on her doorstep this morning. Or rather, it would have been mysterious if it hadn’t been incredibly and immediately quite obvious who the letter was from. It wasn’t even the first of its kind that Twi had obtained, all of which from one very specific mare: Trixie. She almost felt bad for her, as Trixie seemed so intent on this not-very-secret faux-mystery, but everything just screamed that it was her. So off she went, hoping to at least put up with Trixie enough that she would stop pestering her with these run-abouts for some time.
As per the letter’s request, the alicorn walked to the town center, waiting by the central fountain. Trixie said that she would “appear from the shadows before her”, but it was yet another poorly thought out line, as most every alley and road was cast in darkness this late into the night. Taking a seat, she decided to wait out. The cold stone quite shocking against her rump, but she just wanted to rest, so she could go back home and get a good night’s sleep.

The shuffling of hooves dragged her back up from the clutches of rest, shaking her head and yawning as a similarly cloaked pony entered the square, snickering at her.

“My my, Twilight, arrived early, have we? So eager to find out the identity of your mystery sender? Well you see, it was-“


“Trixie, can we cut the theatrics? I’m cold, and tired, and would like to go back to my bed. Also, you’re an hour late. If you’re going to really do this, could you at least come on time?” Twilight cut her off, yawning again, wiping at her mouth as she stood back up.


The hooded figure stumbled, as if they had be shot, they’re tall and mighty stature looking somewhat rather deflated. “…A lucky guess! And the Great and Powerful Trixie is not late, she is…” Trixie looks up at the sky, realizing the moon is well past its peak, an hour if not two late to her own gathering. “Ah, the Great and Powerful Trixie is fashionably late!”

“Sure. Listen, Trixie, I’ve known it’s you that has been leaving the letters at my house for the last few weeks now. Noone talks like you do around here. Or, likely, anywhere.”

Trixie stumbles again, stammering a bit. “Nonsense, the Great and Powerful Trixie has a perfectly adequate vocabulary.”

“I also see you running away from my house after you deliver the letters.”

“Pure happenstance, the Great and Powerful Trixie-“

“No one else calls me their rival.”

“The Great and-“

“And you signed the letters with your name, for Celestia sake. I can see it through your poor attempt to scratch it out and write “mysterious sender” underneath, here.” She pulls the most recent letter out from her cloak, tapping the mess at the bottom of the page.

“Silence! For far too long has you had your reign as the best magician in this town, Twilight Sparkle, for now is the reign of the Great and Powerful Trixie! Everyone will bear witness to your defeat! Reversi Totalus!”

The late-night shadows were suddenly banished as Trixie’s horn lit up with a bright pink light, causing Twilight to flinch away and shield her eyes. Feeling that nothing had changed on herself, and the bright light was gone as fast as it came, Twi turned back towards Trixie.

The light blue pony was sat on her rump, a stream of drool beginning its way down her chin. Her eyes were pointed in different directions, neither of those being at Twilight in front of herself. Beside the pony sat a wrinkled blob, matching in light blue colour to its owner. “Hehh, Twiiiiii. Me hed feel funny, heh~”

Twilight just groaned, scrunching up her face and massaging her brow, feeling a headache coming on, as they usually do when dealing with such antics. “Trixie, how many times have I told you not to leap into new or unknown spells without fully understanding what they do or how they work? You didn’t even get the pronunciation right and look at what happened; it would be Reverso, not Reversi, for an outward spell.” She lectured the brainless pony, who just giggled. “Heh. Twi loud, funny.”

Twi had more than half a mind to just leave Trixie out here to face the consequences of her actions, still trying to rub away that ever growing headache, but she didn’t want the magician nor her mind catching a cold from this chill night breeze. Plus, it wouldn’t be great if something came along and carried her off as a snack while so vulnerable.

Grunting, Twilight slings the brainless pony over her back, groaning and shifting her weight to carry the wiggling oblivious mare. She enveloped the brain with a bit of telekinetic magic, carrying both versions of Trixie back to her abode. She’d rebrain Trixie in the morning, but first that sleep she wanted so badly. Twi would have to make sure to really lecture her “mystery” writer on proper magic etiquette and format the next day, once Trixie had the presence of mind to listen at least.
