
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Spike ( Attempts to) Throw a Bachelor's Party, and Ends Up Becoming a Drug Dealer

		Written by Namechanger

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Spike

					Original Character

					Other

					Comedy

		

		Description

*was featured in the Top 10 Box*
Spike is put in charge of hosting the royal bachelor's party before Shining Armor 's wedding, but is side tracked by some unexpected acquaintances and the unlikeliest of allies in this farce of Spike's innocence being brutally assaulted for comedic enjoyment.
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"Can't wait to see where this is going." -godf0006
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		The Run Down



How to begin?
Spike was huffing on the picnic blanket around the six ponies reading about the wedding, the Royal Wedding.  Spike was so out of breath, his hot air was almost burning the blanket from the fiery breaths he was sucking in and out.  He was just able to listen to their conversation through his ringing ears and pounding head.
“Who’s getting married,” one of them asked, but Spike was not able to make out who said so, and he sat down for a moment, keeping at an angle with his two stubby arms.
He looked at Twilight, and we wheezed out, “Oh, sorry, I should have given you this note first.”
Spike started to hyperventilate and Pinkie Pie poured a glass of water on him to cool him down.  The cold water was refreshing against his scales, and his arms gave away, letting himself fall down on the blanket, but underneath the blanket was a medium sized rock, which he managed to nail into the back of his head, causing a shock of pain to ride through his body, and he yelped.
“Spike, stop fooling around, this is serious... Now, it’s says who’s getting married right her-”
“What?” One of them asked.  Spike’s head now hurt and he was going deaf from his pounding.  He ran well over a mile in a half from Twilight’s home to deliver the messages.  Twilight’s face wasn’t in horror, but more in shock, and Spike would have laughed at it if he had his breath or if it wasn’t as serious as it really was.
“My brother!?” Twilight exclaimed.
Spike just sat out for a bit as Twilight tried to get her senses together, and started to read the rest of the note, describing what each pony was supposed to do.  As the list followed, Pinkie Pie would plan the reception, much to her liking, Applejack would bake to food, Rainbow Dash would perform a Sonic Rainboom as the groom and bride exchange vows, Rarity would make the Princess’s dress, and Fluttershy would sing with her bird ensemble as the bride and groom walk down the aisle.
“That’s all it says,” Twilight concluded, but Spike was at a loss.  Why wasn’t he set onto anything?  He was just as important as Twilight was... well, maybe not just as important, he thought, but he was like her right hand dragon, and deserved the tolerance of one!
“What about me, Twilight?” he asked, and Twilight searched before flipping the page over.  It seemed the Princess had written a little note on the back stating; PS, Spike may host the Bachelor Party if he would like to, knowing him, he would probably want to do something in Canterlot than follow you ponies around.  If not, we just won’t have one.
“Well, Spike, you may host the Bachelor Party, if you would like too.”
Spike’s heart raced against his chest, him being part of the... the... ROYAL CANTERLOT WEDDING was just unbearable, even if he wanted to do it so bad, he was very frightened.  Now that he could hear again, he heard Rarity ask when the wedding was.  
Twilight told them all it was; “Starting tomorrow at the sun’s descent, but all staff, which means us, must arrive early for preparations.  Our train will arrive in the morning, and our outfits will be in stock at the Canterlot Apparel Store once we arrive.”
Twilight seemed a little sad, and Fluttershy asked; “What’s wrong?”
Twilight explained how her brother was her BBBFF, or Big Brother Best Friend Forever.  She explained how her brother was her only friend before she came to Ponyville, but Spike had already heard this story a hundred times, living with Twilight his whole life.  He practically forgot Twilight had a brother though, only seeing him a few times before they left for Ponyville.
They packed up the picnic a head back home.  It was getting late because it was in the middle of the summer so the days got shorter in Equestria.  
*(^)*

By night time, and while everypony else was asleep, Spike was up in his small bed, thinking about what to do, when to do it, where, and what the hay was a bachelor’s party in the first place?  What is a bachelor? Is it like a gladiator, like in old Equestrian times?  Did they throw parties where ponies would fight each other in an area?  That would be awesome, he thought, but Equestria had moved on from those times a while back.
He got out of his bed and head down to the library, hungry for knowledge of this so called ‘Party for Bachelor’s’.  Maybe a bachelor is like a place, yeah, where a party was held, like what Pinkie Pie does.  He pulled out a few books, and he didn’t know what category to search so he just checked them all, putting each one back after he was done with the other.
Time flew by fast, and before he knew it, Spike had his face down on a book, with his eyes shut, and he was out ‘warm’ as dragons would say, even though dragos probably didn’t say that in the first place.
Spike dreamt of the wedding.  He could see it now, him dressed up in a sweet tuxedo, and a rush of nostalgia hit him, like when Trixie, the boaster, came to town, and Twilight was trying out a spell to turn rocks and stuff into clothing.  His point of view was looking down at the wedding, like he was floating, and he could see himself alongside the rest of his friends.  The whole wedding looked awesome, nothing could go wrong.
*(^)*

Spike woke up in a daze, and the book he was lying on was covered in dragon saliva and had leaked through the pages of what he was reading.  He was awoken by his friend, Twilight, who was combing her mane with a smile on her face.
“SPIKE! Do you know what day it is?!” she excitedly asked.
“Uh, the wedding, duh.”  He rubbed his eyes, yawned, and brushed himself off from the floating library dust that clouded up the room at night.
“That was a rhetorical question, Spike, but hurry, we need to get ready to make it to the train.”
Spike was already ready, as he didn’t wear clothes unless it was a special occasion like this and he just needed to straighten his scales. 
“I’ll meet you at the station, Twilight, I’m all set,” he said, and he left.
Time went by as Spike waited impatiently at the train station.  He could hear it just over the horizon and he still didn’t have any idea on what a bachelor was.  He felt so childish of not knowing what it was and he was his own self proclaimed party genius, besides Pinkie Pie that is.  He rubbed his chin and sat down on the wooden bench, waiting for his friends to arrive.  He was going to feel somewhat embarrassed for asking them the question, but if he was going to throw it right, he was going to need the best of the best.
He would need to make good arrangements with a big room for the whole thing, and he guessed that Celestia would let him get everything for free, if it was going to that cause.  So, in Spike’s mind, he had a blank check, a big room, but no plan.
Canterlot was bound to have stores that would suit his needs, or Twilight’s brothers needs, and even though he never really knew him, Spike thought of him as a ‘wild’ kind of guy, but he was very caring.  SO, in his opinion, maybe a super thick, heavy bass party would work, like how his friends threw his last birthday party.
Here comes the train, though he.
His friends made it in time and they departed towards Canterlot, where the wedding was being prepared.
*(^)*

Twilight had already sent a message to Princess Celestia that Spike was going to throw the bachelor’s party, but Celestia didn’t have high hopes for him.  She knew Spike would probably fail at this attempt, but she played along, it didn’t feel right to leave Spike out in the blue.  The train was chugging fast towards Canterlot, and Applejack and Rainbow Dash had their head out the windows.
“A sonic rainboom? At a wedding? Can you say Best Wedding Ever!” Rainbow Dash exclaimed as they were approaching a tunnel to get into the high mountains.  Pinkie Pie stuck her head out too.
She exclaimed to answer Dash; “Best Wedding Ever!” and it echoed through the tunnel over the roar of the engine.  Canterlot appeared to be covered in a huge purple ball of magical energy, a shield of some sort, that probably protected the wedding from any hostile invaders, as every other party does in Equestria, party crashers are bound to happen.  Entering Canterlot was always an amazing thing, and everything seemed new every time, mainly because Canterlot as expanding everyday with new buildings.
“You guys get to do all your prissy wedding things, when I,” Spike said, with large emphasis on the ‘I’, “get to hold the bachelor’s party!”
The all looked at him, and Spike said, “I just have one question, though... What’s a bachelor’s party?”
Then they all laughed, explaining to him that a bachelor’s party is a party for the groom to celebrate his wedding.
“Oh, well, that makes much more sense than what I thought it was,” Spike said, feeling even more stupid over his own faults.  The train pulled through the station, and they all disembarked. 
“Wait! What time does the bachelor’s party start?!” Spike yelled, but he got no response.  That didn’t stop him though.  Maybe it just happens when the time is right, he thought.	
This is where Spike took off from the rest of the group, seeing that they all went to work immediately.  His suit wouldn’t be ready for a while, but he didn’t have any free time.  The Princess would have warned that Spike was on the prowl and ready to buy anything and possibly everything at his will.  That blank check would make him economically invincible.
His first stop would be the catering, but he couldn’t disturb Applejack from her job, so he had to go to a different eatery, like a bakery, and he could buy a cake and all that stuff.
CAKE, the hardest thing to obtain and it would take a very long time to make, so he had to buy an already made one, like how he sees at Ponyville when he is window shopping.  Spike walked into the nearest bakery, after spotting a few cakes he liked.  They looked like they took hours and hours to make, very precise, but there were four different ones in the window.  He burst in the door, thinking he had the highest authority, and walked over to the window from the inside, and he was being towered over by four huge sugar masterpieces.
The cashier looked at him from across the room, a confused look on his face.  He wanted to ask what Spike was doing, after noticing him walk in as if he was invisible.  Spike payed no attention to the cashier while he examined the cakes.
“Uh, sir, can I help you?” the cashier asked.
“Look buddy, I have a blank check, and I need to know which of these cakes is the best.”
Spike thought the only way to tell was to try each one.  Spike, launching back his claws, swiped the bottom layer of the first cake, and shoved it in his mouth.  The cashier gasped in horror, probably because he was the one who made the cakes.  Spike seemed displeased with this one, and tried the other two, taking out the bottom layers for both of them.
The cashier fainted, sprawled across the ground behind the counter.  Everything went black as Spike grabbed the last cake.
*(^)*

The cashier woke up with Spike leaning over him, shaking his now conscious self.
“Hey, buddy, wake up, I made my choice of what cake I want!”
“Cake?  You want cake? NO! GET OUT OF MY STORE!”
“Woah! I have a blank check!”
“I DON’T CARE!” and he was then bitten down on his back scales and thrown out of the store, as the sobs of the cashier rung through the street, his masterpieces destroyed.
“Jeez, what’s his problem?” he grunted as he walked away.  He still needed the cake, or at least part of a cake...
Spike would try another store, hopping to be more successful.  Maybe sometime later in his future, he would find one, so he went to go grab the decorations first.  Even though he wasn’t supposed to, he would try his luck with Pinkie to lend him some decore.  He prowled his way down the street, strut in his stride, making his way to the party room, when he remembered; Where the hay was I supposed to hold the party?

	
		Drugs and Cake



Spike made his way down the street, so confident.  He needed cake, but where could he get some?  Maybe he could ask around, he was sure that somepony would have an idea to get some fast and easy.
Something caught Spike's eye, in one of the alley ways between two buildings.  There was some old pony wrapped in a plastic bag, covered in dirt, and had a cup filled with some coins.  He was lying next to a box.
"I'll ask that fine looking gentlecolt!" he said to himself in hesitation.
He ran over to him in broad daylight, knelt down and tried to get his attention by poking him with his sharp claws.  He was swatted away by the homeless pony, but Spike wasn't going to take 'no' for an answer.
"Hey mister, I couldn't help but smell y-... I mean, 'see' you from across the street, and I was wondering if you could hook me up with some cake for a party I'm going to."
"Cake, you want some cake?  It'll cost you some dough, if you know what I mean," The old pony croaked out.
"Sure, I have a blank check!  What do you need?" Spike said, matter of factly. 
"Seven hundred bits for one bag."
"Bag? I didn't know you could hold a cake in a bag!" Spike was dumbfounded, but this colt said he had cake, and Spike needed it.  He rushed over to the bank, explained who he was to the clerk, argued with him, grabbed a sack full of money when the clerk wasn't looking, and ran back to the old colt without anypony noticing.
"I think this is seven hundred, or more.  Just keep the rest, now where is that cake at?"
"Here you are, my scaly friend, don't use it all up at once or you might OD!"
"OD?  What the hay does OD mean?" Spike had no clue, he just guessed it meant 'Overly Delicious' for the cake.
The pony handed I'm a big bag of some white powered stuff and it had a sticky note attached to it that said 'CAK'.
Cak?
"Uh, I asked for cake, not sugar, I want my money back!" Spike demanded.  Was this some kind of joke?
"Nah, trust me man, that stuff is some strong cake, bro.  That will keep you going for weeks. You will get your money's worth!"
"Whatever, man, maybe I can just put this in some punch or something."
Spike held the bag in his hand and ran over to Pinkie's party room at the palace.  Spike opened up the doors to find Pinkie darting around the room with streamers and balloons.  She was a speedy pink bullet, until Spike burst in and ran to the middle of the room.  
Pinkie ran over to him and said; "What's up, Spike?  Isn't this wonderful, the Princess said that I get to hold the reception and Princess Cadence came in with Twilight and she said she liked my party if it were for little foals and I said thank you and she walked out with Twilight and Twilight seemed upset, but I don't know why she seemed upset, I'm just so happy I get to do this, I mean, it's not like everypony gets to do this, host the royal reception of a royal wedding, this is going to be the best wedding ever, don't you agree because I totally agree!  Guess what rhymes with agree! Glee! Shmee! Dee!  See!  Lee! Me -"
"PINKIE!" Spike exclaimed, wiping all of Pinkie's sweat and saliva off of him after her party rant.
"So, do you need something?" she jumped up and down in excitement.
"I was wondering if you could spare me some party favors for the bachelor party, do you have any extras?"
"Hmmmm, nopey dopey lokey, Spike Wikey, I have been so busy with the party, I think I have used them all up!  There is a party store, though, down the road, you should try out there!"
"Fine, I'll try out there."
"Okey dokey lokey!"
Spike walked back to the door, when Pinkie saw what was in Spikes hand.
"Speaking of dopey... Spike, what do you have in your hands?  Is that... Sugar?"
"Well, the colt outside gave this to me, he said it was cake, but this doesn't look like any cake I have eaten." Spike handed the bag to Pinkie, and she dabbed a bit of it onto her hoof, then licked it.
"Spike, I can tell you this; that is defiantly not cake." she laughed at him, but a nervous laugh.
"Well, then this is pointless, I might as well give it to somepony else." Spike moped.
"NO!" she started acting very serious, "Listen, Spike, you can't show this to anypony unless it's me, it can be our little secret, okay?"
"Gee, Pinkie , if you want the... Whatever this is, you can have it." he motioned to the door.
"No, Spike, I can't, you seem like a less obvious person to be holding onto this, you need to keep it, but only use it on special occasions, I guess we all had to grow up one of these days." Pinkie handed the bag to Spike.  "Let this be a lesson in responsibility for you, Spike, stay put of trouble, please."
"Okay, Pinkie, I'll go try the party shop, where exactly is it?"
"I think you can handle yourself Spike, so I think you can go on your own.  It's in the part of Canterlot that you don't want to end up in if your carriage breaks down."
"What, Marelem?" Spike asked.  Marelem was renowned for the most arrest, busts, and attempts at almost anything the Canterlot Royal Guard have written down.
"Ya, but with that stuff your holding, you'll blend right in!"
"What exactly is that stuff, anyways?" Spike asked, still wanting an answer for what he had purchased.
"Let's just say that it is cake, okay?"
Spike huffed and walked out of the door.  He was heading to Marelem, crime center in all of Canterlot.

	
		Chemistry



It wasn't a very 'warm' welcome to Marelem, more like a bundle illegal actions and desperation, but that didn't stop Spike, no matter how many shenanigans he would get himself into, he would get what was needed for the party.  The houses looked different, as well as the cobblestone.  Everything was decapitated enough to really be sure this was a very poor region of Canterlot.
"Hopefully, I won't get robbed on my way to the store!" he thought to himself, looking over his shoulder.  He had never been to this part of Canterlot before, so he had to keep his eyes open for a place that looked festive enough to be called a 'party store'.
Spike couldn't help but notice a few screams for help from some other ponies being robbed, and that made Spike only pick up his pace and get out of there.  He searched each corner until he found this one place he was pretty sure Pinkie was talking about.
It literally said 'PARTY STORE' in big letters splattered across the front window.  Spike was totally having other thoughts on just walking in.  This wasn't exactly the safest place, but maybe it would be safer than the streets at least, right?
"Uh, hello?" Spike asked into the empty room of the store.  The shelves were completely empty, only a cash register stood on the counter, and a doorway with a curtain stood behind it.
"Anypony home?  I'm looking for some supplies and some possible cake?"
There was a rustling from the curtain, which caused Spike to investigate the small ruckus. He hopped over the counter to see what was making the noise, biting his bottom lip and he ever so slowly pulled the curtain back.  He looked into the next room with curiosity.
"What is this, some kind of... Chemistry lab?" he asked to himself, but he was the not the only one on the room.
Suddenly, a rush of hooves ran into him and he was pinned up against the wall.  He struggled furiously, but to no avail.
"Hey, let go of me!  I'm only looking for cake!" Spike gnawed at the hooves holding onto him, and he could see that he was being held by two ponies, as another one came in from the shadows and looked at him.
"Oh geez!  This is like one of those scary stories Twilight tells me at night!"
"Calm yourself, my friend," a voice came from one of them. Spike looked at the pony in the center and demanded that he be let go.
"I need some cake and some party favors for a party I'm holding, this is a party store, isn't it?" he asked.
"You say you have cake?  Why didn't you say so!  Boys, let 'me go!" the pony said as the others dropped Spike to the ground, leaving him gasping for air.
"I didn't say I have cake... I said, I needed... cake." This was not what Spike had in mind.  Maybe he could reason with this pony...
"Then what is this?" the pony held up the bag of 'cake' Spike had been carrying around.
"That's not cake, it's some kind of thing that my friend Pinkie told me to keep a secret from other ponies."
The pony took a small bit of it and tasted it.  His mouth puckered up and his eyes got a little bit watery.
"Woah!  That is some Grade A Cake you have, right there, dragon!  Sprinkles wouldn't have happened to send you here, did she?" the pony asked.
"Who the hay is Sprinkles?  And how is that powdery sugar a cake, cakes are round or squarish!'
"Cake is a term we use for this kind of stuff... What's your name anyways, kid?"
"Spike. Now can I have that stuff back? It has something to do with parties and responsibility or something like that, I wasn't really paying attention when Pinkie told me."
"Well, we use the code name, if you will, cake, to keep the guards from over hearing us.  We just made a huge batch of this stuff, and since this is Grade A, seriously Grade A cake, I think you are talking serious business with us, how would you like to get in on a little action, eh?" the pony said.
"I'm sorry, but could you just speak common tongue, please?" Spike wiped the drool of his lip.
"We make this stuff," he pointed to his lab, "and we sell if for dough, lots of it!  You want in?"
"Will cake, I mean, the real cake and party favors be involved.  I still need a place to throw it, you know any places?" Spike still needed a joint to hold this entire shindig.
"I don't know, Spike, maybe one of the bars can sell out a couple of the back rooms to you."
Spike remembered that he had a blank check with him, but then he realized he couldn't just walk out of the room after all of that stuff the pony just told him.  Maybe he could stay a little longer, just to see how things could roll along.
"Sure, I'll make cakes with you guys, but no funny business."
"Great, put this mask on and let's get cooking!"
Thirty minutes passed and Spike sat there, handing the ponies gallons of liquids and other stuff he had never heard of.  The scent was so strong that he could smell a little bit of it from his gas mask.  Soon, large batches of the 'cake' started coming out into big boxes and started piling up.
If the small bag Spike bought was seven hundred coins, he could believe all the money they would rake in with these boxes!
The smell was getting very intense though, Spike needed to take a moment outside.
"Hey, I need to get some fresh air!" he yelled through his mask.
"Not without the right close, bro.  Go in the closet over there and put some fashion on before you get robbed out there!  You need to blend in or your done in this town!"
Spike walked over to the closet and grabbed some gold necklaces, put a hat on, and grabbed some glasses.
"How does this look?" Spike asked.
"Like a true Marelemite," the pony returned, lugging another box over.
Spike took of his mask as he exited the store.  What has he gotten himself into?  As fun as it seemed, the wedding would be tonight and he still needed cake, favors and a joint to hold this whole place in.
His number one objective at the moment was cake, so he set his mind to that and only that.  Spike was good at keeping focused on one thing and ignoring the other, like when Twilight would nag at him for not doing his chores while he is trying to read a good book.    The obvious thing he would keep focused on was the book, of course.
These cloths were making Spike feel in comfortable and he wanted to get them off as soon as possible.  He wondered if there was enough batches of cake to start selling them, so he put his mask back on and left the door open a bit.
"Hey, is there enough stuff done?" Spike interrupted   Can we make some dough, I got to go pick up my tuxedo soon."
"Yeah, bro, help us start taping these boxes up and we can load them into the carriage outback, then you can get paid.  It was nice doing business, with you!"
They tapped the boxes down and threw them on the ground.  About twenty boxes were stacked up as they prepared to leave, and they were all giving each other high hooves in their expectations to make some cash.
Suddenly, the store door opened fully as the bell of the door chimed.
...
...
...
"Go check the door," said one of the ponies, pointing at the other pony.  spike didn't even know these colts names, but maybe that was for the better.
One of them inched closer to the curtain.  He peeked out as quickly as he could.
"Spike... You shut the door on your way in all the way, right?"
BAM!
A swarm of Royal guards attacked the room, causing Spike to drop the small bag of cake!
"Oh Celestia, it's the fuzz!"
Spike jumped backwards, sliding across the table, knocking over the entire 'chemistry' lab over and smashing to the ground.  He needed to find a way out of here, fast.  He slammed into the ground with a thud and made a break for the exit, slipping past the three guards holding the other ponies down.
He burst through the front door, out into daylight, then into the street, which was covered with guard carriages.  He was rushed by many other guards and was slapped with a pair of silver hoof cuffs.
After a few minutes of the bust, they were all led into two different carriages.  One with the head pony and Spike, the other with the other two ponies.
...
The carriage rocked back and forth with them both inside, sitting opposite each other.
"So... What now?" Spike asked.
"What now?  Now, we go to jail, bro.  We're done for now, but I think I have some connections, maybe we could arrange a little meet down with him and he could hook us up with a few bails."
"Bails?"
"Yeah, like a, uh... A get out of jail for free card from that board game; MonoPony."
"So, I guess I don get any cake then, huh?"
"In due time, my scaled friend... In due time." he said.
"This is turning into some messed up day.  The wedding doesn't start for hours, and hours, but all I care about is the bachelor's party."
"Oh yeah, you've been talking about this party ever since I met you, who's is it?"
"The Royal Wedding every pony has been talking about. You know, the one with the Princess and the Captain of the Royal Guard," Spike said.
"Oh yeah.  I would be more energetic, but I lost all of my energy fighting off the guard trying to hold me down.  Well then, we need to get you to that wedding ASAP.  Just kick back, relax, and enjoy the ride.  We'll both get out... Some how."
"I hope your right."
Spike slouched back into the seat of the carriage and shut his eyes.
"What's your name, anyways?" he asked.
"My clients call me Chems."
"Well Chems," Spike smiled, "I can almost taste that cake from here."
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A rock in the road kicked the carriage and jolted Spike and Chems awake.  They must have been asleep for ten minutes.  They were getting closer to their destination: Canterlot Royal Detention Center.  Spike stayed rather calm the entire way, just chatting with Chems.
"What do you have planned for the party then, anyways, Spike?"
"Well, hopefully, I can get that cake I have been talking about, then, like I said, I need party favors and a place to hold this down."
"What about... Colt stuff, like exotic dancers and blow, a real bachelor's party.  You could have like a hollow cake and hide in it.  Throw pranks, have lots of wine, all that stuff!"
"But I don't know any of Shining Armor's friends, so how could I invite them?"
"You could have a private party, like heading to a private building, little room, blow, cake, wine.  It could be like a wedding present, one that he would never forget."
"I guess that would work, my blank check should cover that, but I need to get to a bank, otherwise, I'm basically up the creek.". Spike needed some serious dough and going to jail was not going to help.  He was going to need a lot of luck, jail doesn't just pass in a matter of minutes.
The carriage bumped over a few more rocks, then up a hill, a very large one, then under a gate into a large complex of buildings.  The carriage came to a halt at the front of the main building.  They were led out of the carriage.  Ponies and other creatures like gryphons and donkeys lined up against the fences.
"Fresh meat!"
"Let me at him!"
"I call dibs on the dragon!"
Spike turned to face what pony said that, and gave them a death stare.  Even for such a small dragon, he could strike fear into the hearts of many.  He kept walking with his claws cuffed behind his back.
They were all led into a big room with a desk, a pony was writing out forms and stuff of that sort.
Spike was pushed up first, and Chems whispered to him! "Don't tell them your real name!"
He was right.  Spike had never been down here before and nopony was really informed of him ever even existing, so they had literally no information on him.  He was a nomad in a foreign land and that would be taken as an advantage.
"Name?" the pony asked.
Spike thought for a moment, after all, he was going to jail, might as well have fun with it!
"Tom," he said, holding back a smile.
"Felony?"
"Making cake."
"You mean baking?" the pony sarcastically asked.
"Oh, I'm sorry, is the Grammar Police going to come get me?" he nagged, laughing as he tried to raise his arms above his head, but they were locked behind him.
"I don't Iike your attitude, dragon!"
"And I don't like your face!  Now we both have something to hate each other," he said, smiling.
"Take 'Tom' to the hiatus holding cell... And his friends, I know this scumbag, nothing but trouble, how you doing, Chems?  Isn't this your ninth time coming in for a public offense?" the pony behind the desk said, pointing to Chems.
"I just can't see to learn my lesson, Stars," Chems replied.
"That's Royal Guard Star Shine!" he snapped back as they were being led away.
"What ever, Twinkle Hooves!  Don't get your mane in knot!"
They were all lead to the same cell, the entire place was packed.  For a Royal Kingdom the place sure had its dark sides. 
Spike sat down on the bench next to Chems until he noticed something.
"Gee, Chems, you don't really look like a Marlemite.  I mean, you're clean, and you talk like you have been... Educated."
"Well, Spike, sometimes, the best dealers have to drop down a level, or a lot, to gain trust.  It's all about friendship, pal."
"Friendship, eh?  I guess I get my daily dose of that every day from Twilight," Spike huffed.  A slight breeze came blowing through the bared windows.
"So I guess we just wait?" Spike asked, directing the question towards all three of them.
"Basically."
"When do we get to eat?  I'm starvin'.  I don't think I have eaten since breakfast before the train ride up here," Spike whined.
"Train ride?  Where are you even from anyways?" Chems returned.
"From Ponyville... But I was born here, in the Royal Palace."
"They keep dragons here?" he asked, suprised.
"Well, no.  I was grown in an egg like normal dragons, but their is no background history of me, so I was assigned as Twilight's assistant and she was somewhat of a parental guardian until I grow up."
"And this Twilight pony, what's she like?"
"You know, a regular pony, good with books, math... And the most powerful pony ever besides the Princesses and Star Swirl the Bearded!" he exclaimed.
They all looked at him, then the sense of respect rushed in the room.  Spike was a high roller, big stakes, took chances.  Thanks to Twilight, her friends, and all of their adventures, he was exposed to danger more often then any pony.
"So, if she's so powerful, why haven't we heard of her?"
"Well, I don't want to break the bad news, but you guys live in Marelem, biggest crime center in all of Equestria.  I don't think you guys keep up with the latest news within the century, let alone only a few years ago."
They all nodded their heads and agreed.
"I dropped my bag back there," Spike finally said, sitting with his head bowed.  He was given the responsibility of watching over it and it was lost.  He let Pinkie Pie down, but he guessed that he was starting to feel guilty only now because he finally had some time to think about it.
"Don't worry, there will be more.  They should be letting us out into the yards now to get some exercise.  If you're that desperate, let me see if I can hook you up," Chems nudged him.
"I don't want you thinking I do this stuff, it's all just for the party tonight," Spike informed him of the truth.  Spike wasn't really up to doing all the things he was being involved in, but it was all for the bachelor's party.
"Seriously, don't worry, we wont tell a soul.  This is just like high school, getting into trouble, roaming the yards, getting business, and just having fun!" Chems laughed.
A guard opened all the cells and ordered them into the yard.
This was going to be rough... And fun.

	
		Doing Time



	The courtyard was grassy for the most part. Splotches of dead yellow grass spotted the area while the prisoners commuted. Spike was pretty sure he saw some colt get shanked while he followed Chems to the lunch tables across the court. Laughing could be heard from across the outdoor cafeteria at a table with a few stallions and a gryphon who sported an eye patch and a tattoo of a heart entitled: MOM.
"What's up his rear end?" Spike asked, pointing at the menacing gryphon who was staring at the both of them with his good eye.
"That's just Dragonkiller. He illegally hunted dragons in the Everfree and Yellowbelly Forest."
"Well that's just flipping fantastic," Spike groaned as he tried to catch up to Chems.
"Don't worry, I got some guys who can cover us while I figure out an escape plan. You should ask around and figure out if anyone knows anything about a tunnel or something."
"A tunnel? That sounds pretty cliché..." Spike trailed off as he took a seat with Chems at a vacant table.
"Yeah, but it works. Plus, we have to get our records back from the main office unless you don't mind moving away to Zebraka or the Eternal Winterlands. Those files need to be destroyed and fast before they are put into the record room."
"Okay, then how about this: I deal with the records and you find out how to get out of here?" Spike said, extending a hand for a shake.
"Fine. I like the way you think, Spike. You and I are gonna throw the best party for the bachelor!"
Spike went over to the counter serving food and drinks. He asked for a swig of water and gulped it down. Smoke puffed out his mouth as he burped and the gryphon took notice of it. A quick stare down commenced and for a moment, all noise stopped.
Spike looked at Dragonkiller in the face and thought: Well maybe he knows about a way to get into the office...
He approached the gang with a strut. He could walk the walk, but he had to talk the talk (although he definitely could not talk the talk). When he was only feet away from the table, most of the stallions where brandishing knives or other assorted melee weaponry. Sweat rolled down Spikes forehead as he tried not to freak out.
"Uh... Yo yo mah fool... Uhhh. Do y'all know about how I can get into the main office? Fo shizzle?"
The gryphon pulled out a ridiculously large blade from under his wing and rushed Spike. He pinned him against a wall and held the blade close to his throat. Spike whimpered and tried to reason with him.
"Hey, hey. Calm down, let's just put the knives down and we can talk, huh?"
The gryphon laughed and lifted his eye patch. An empty, sewn socket was all that was there.
"You see this?" Dragonkiller said, "the last dragon I killed did this to me. I skinned him alive and wore him as a coat."
"I bet it must have been one ugly coat," Spike tried to laugh, but the knife made it hard to breath.
Spike explained to the gryphon about the cake, the lab, the arrest, the party, the wedding, and everything else in hopes that he would understand. It didn't work as he hoped it would.
"I'm still gonna cut your skin off and wear you as a coat... Or a handbag. I haven't made up my mind. Boys!" Dragonkiller snapped his fingers.
The other colts grabbed each of his limbs and readied to pull him apart. Spike's heart raced as he thought this would be the end of his road. He croaked out a yelp as they began to pull hard.
"Wait!" Chems shouted through the crowd. He galloped over to Dragonkiller and tried to save Spike.
"What do you want Chems? Can't you see me and the boys are in the middle of something?"
"I can, but he is with me, DK. I need him to get out of here!"
"What are you talking about fool?"
"This dragon came up to me this morning with some of the purest coke I have ever seen in my entire life. He needs to get out of here to throw a party for a friend of his and I'm supposed to help him as long as he partners up with me in my business!"
"This dragon is gonna be cooking with you?" Dragonkiller was taken back.
"Yes, he's one of a kind."
"He's an idiot. . . Boys! Let's keep him in one piece for now." He snapped his fingers again and the colts let him go. Spike dropped to the ground on his back with a thud and brushed himself off. Shaking his head, he turned towards Chems and Dragonkiller and tried to speak in his calmest voice even as his heart was still pounding in his chest.
"Listen, we have to find a way out of here. I have to get Shining Armor to his bachelor party before the wedding. I also have to find a place to hold it and get some party favors to make it extra special!"
Chems moved closer to Dragonkiller and whispered in his ear, "he means he needs blow and some young fillies looking to sell themselves for some bits."
Dragonkiller laughed harshly in a guttural way, "That's the dumbest thing I ever heard. I don't know anything about how to get into the main office or the records room for that matter; but I do know a way out of this place. . . For a price."
"What type of price?" Asked Spike.
"Well I assume you don't have any money or drugs you could give me," Dragonkiller said, scratching his chin, "but you could get a job done for me if you're interested."
"What if I'm not?" Spike asked.
"Oh, then I'll kill you right here."
"Plan A it is then."
Spike pulled Chems aside and leaned in close to him, "I can't tell if he's bluffing or what, but are you sure this is a good idea?"
"Relaaaaaaaax, we get this murdering psychopath's job done and then we get out of here scott-free!" Chems turned back to Dragonkiller and met his stare.
"Do we have a deal?" Dragonkiller asked.
"What is the job, first of all?"
"I need you to get something back from somepony and give it to me. It's a little black box containing some... Important cargo that was supposed to be delivered to me personally by a pony who had it in with some of the guards and made a few deals with some drug runners out in Hoofdale. He went dark the night I was gonna do the exchange in this very courtyard, but I know for a fact that that egg sucking scumbag Firebird took it and even cut my contact."
"So you want us to get the box and find your contact?" Spike asked.
"Screw the contact, get the box. And give Firebird a good beat down and make sure he knows it's from me."
"Doesn't sound too hard, " Chems said, "I know a guy in here that could get us the keys to Firebird's cell. We can sneak in and grab the box if it's in there, then Firebird and give him what's coming to him."
Spike extended his claws and shook Dragonkiller's paw. Chems did the same and they both went opposite ways. About an hour later, Chems showed Spike the way to Firebird's cell and they entered.
"We have to hurry, it's going to get dark in a couple of hours and we need to find a place to hold the party!" Spike said, sifting through Firebird's stuff.
"Yeah. I was thinking; maybe you could rent out a strip joint's back room and have a little party there? I'm thinking since Shining Armor is almost always on duty, he doesn't have many friends, so it can be like a three pony kind of thing... Or two ponies and a dragon," Chems suggested.
"Who's the second pony?" Spike asked, looking up from the now wrecked room from the vigorous sifting.
"Well, me of course. I'll help you pay the renting fee and in turn you and I can cook some more 'cake'!"
"You bake a cake, not cook one'," Spike said laughing.
"You really haven't caught on have you?"
"Caught on what?"
"We aren't really making cake, we can order one. I'm talking about meth. You and I will cook meth and sell it in order to make a profit, you and I will both make a ton of cash, Shiny will have his party, and you can take the credit as host!"
That idea did sound like a good one. There didn't seem to be any possible way that Spike would be screwed over as long as he didn't let Chems pull any tricks. Plus, he trusted Chems since he was the one helping him break out of jail. Spike turned towards him and crossed his arms.
"Alright, I'll cook meth with you. I catch on quick, but you'll have to walk me through the process a few times. Partners?" Spike extended a claw.
"Partners!" Chems smiled and shook his claw, "And guess what."
"Yeah?"
"I found Dragonkiller's package," he said, pointing outside if the cell door.
Chems pointed towards the courtyard where Firebird was visible. They had expected him to be not much of a challenge alone, but they didn't expect him to be surrounded by a gang of cutthroats and murderers. Firebird's yellow orange coat and mane, plus his shackled wings, made it easy to spot him out, but the others were darker and more devilish.
"I count at least ten of them," Chems said to Spike in a depressed tone.
"Ponyfeathers."

	
		A New 'Friend'



Firebird sat amongst his fellow gang members - the Heat. He looked like a king to them and they did anything he told them to do. Spike only thought how much power he had in the prison, which meant ill tidings to him and Chems both. Spike rubbed his eyes just to make sure he wasn't seeing this. He nudged Chems with his elbow and began to approach.
"Wait man, I don't know if this is a good idea..."
"You got a better one? I'm all ears."
"Well maybe we can barter with him? Give him something for Dragonkiller's package?"
"And risk getting cut? I don't know." Spike took a deep breath, "Let's see how this plays out first. I'll do the talking."
As Spike and Chems approached the large group of gangbangers, they were immediately stopped and grabbed by four large stallions. They were brought in front of Firebird, sitting at one of the tables in the courtyard. He looked at Spike the way someone would look at an exotic animal. He looked at Chems the way a drug lord would look at a dime bag dealer, which in Spike's own mind, seemed to be the case.
"I know you, Chems. You've been slinging dope and making meth in my territory. What's the big idea?"
Chems didn't say anything.
"And this dragon? I've never seen one up close before... You look more like a gecko to me than a pony eater," he laughed and his whole gang laughed as well.
"Nice shadows," Spike remarked, "do they have minds of their own or just do as their told?"
Spike felt a sharp pain in his arm as one of the stallions began twisting it the opposite way. Unluckily for Spike, he wasn't double jointed, so the pain brought him to his knees in seconds. A lone stream of sweat poured from his scaled forehead as he gnarled his teeth.
"Get the message?" Firebird asked, sarcastically.
"...Yeah," Spike wheezed out, gasping for air.
"And what's the deal with searching through my stuff, eh? I have eyes and ears all over this joint."
Chems skin turned white when he heard that. Firebird took notice an giggled at the sight. Then he said, "Looks like this guy's seen a ghost!"
Firebird stood up and began to walk over to the pair, still shackled down. He walked in a strange way, like he had a limp. Spike looked at Firebird coming towards him and the only thought was of him socking the pegasus in the eye. For a pony with a lot of power, he was an average looking one. Regular build and everything, Twilight could take him on and maybe even win in a hoof fight.
"We are looking for a package somepony told us you stole," Spike said when Firebird reached them face to face.
"Stole is a word I wouldn't use, more like... Repossess? Yes, I repo-ed that box from my old cook, Dragonkiller. That little snake deserved it and I have much more in store for that rat once I get back to Marelem. I'll cut that snakes head off and -"
"I don't think it has to go that way if you just hear us out, Firebird!" Spike said, interrupting Firebird's speech.
"Oh? I don't suppose you even realize what's in this package, do you?" Firebird said, smirking. He signaled one of his homies to retrieve the box they were sent to find and handed it to him.
"No, in all honesty. But Dragonkiller said he knew a way out of this place and if I can get that, he will help us out. Then we have to find a way to get our papers out of the record room so we can disappear," Spike explained.
Firebird held onto the box as he began to trot around the pair, still being held by four stallions.
"Well if it's records you want, I'm your guy. First, however, I want something," he pointed at the both of them, "from you two clowns."
"Oh great, let me guess, you want us to clap Dragonkiller?" Spike guessed.
"Dragonkiller? I don't want him dead, no no no, too gruesome. That would give way to enemies I don't want. But there is a way you can take him out of the picture and get out of here. There is a catch... It will be free, money wise to get you two out, but if I scratch your back, then you'll scratch mine."
"What do you want?" Spike asked, still hurting from his arm.
"I want... You," he said, pointing at Chems.
"... Me? What can I do?" Chems almost wet himself as Firebird approached him.
"I know you and Dragonkiller have a history together. He knows you and you know him. Whether is was past cook buddies, lovers, second cousins twice removed, all three or whatever. Do this one thing for me, Chems, and I'll make sure you are cooking the greatest meth you will ever cook."
"Okay... How do you suppose I do that?"
"Let them go," he shifted to the gang. Once they where free, they began walking and trotting around the yard.
"You see that building over there?" Firebird motioned to the short but long structure on the north side of the prison, "That's the record room. Once you do as you're told, that building will go boom and then you guys can escape out of Dragonkiller's exit."
"How do you know Dragonkiller will help us if we don't give him his package?" Spike asked.
"You are gonna give him the package."
"You're gonna give us it?"
"Sort of," Firebird shaked his hoof, "I'll give you a decoy, almost identically accurate. You give Dragonkiller the decoy, he goes on parol, and we don't hear from him ever again if all goes to plan. I, on the other hand, will be in touch with you two for quite some time. Tell me, how does moving into Marelem for a few weeks sound?"
Spike thought for a second. He definitely could tell Twilight that he had some royal business in Canterlot for a month or two, like the few times he had done before when he went to Stalliongrad to try and become a millionaire because of a bet he had with Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy. Only this time, his pals wouldn't cover for him, which meant loose ends that couldn't be tied up. Then again, he could always lie to them as well...
"Alright... But I still have to throw a bachelor party for -"
"Prince Shining Armor, our humble protector," Firebird smiled and bowed sarcastically. "I know all about your little plan to host that little party for our 'Lordship'. I can help you with that too, but that will cost extra if you are willing to pay the price..."
Spike rubbed his chin, "Continue."
"Outside, I have a big empire. With this little package, I will be at the top of the list. Now, I hope you know that our friend a Chems here used to be the Celestia of all meth cooks that I have ever had the pleasure and displeasure to know. I don't know what happened to him, but somepony told me that he was cooking for Dragonkiller a few times and that didn't fly by me in any good way; so naturally, I demoted him. I don't suppose he mentioned any of this to you before hand..." Firebird smiled.
Spike turned towards Chems who was expressionless, "No, he failed to tell me between getting caught in his meth lab and being thrown in the slammer."
"Well it's all true. After Chems was put in that old shack dealing and cooking to homeless fools, I thought I had seen the last of him for good... But it looks like fate has sent you back into my arms," Firebird announced.
"I told you, Firebrid, a million times. I didn't cook for Dragonkiller, he's a punk that got lucky. I was always true to the Heat," Chems explained, but Firebird was only half listening.
"So, dragon... Can you cook?"
"Twilight says I make the best healing potions in all of Equestria... And some parts of the Gryphon Kingdom."
"Do we have a deal then? Trade Dragonkiller for me and we can do good business."
"The party will be taken care of and we get out of here?"
"You got it."
"Alright, I'll play your game Firebird, but I got my eye on you," Spike shook his hoof.
Firebird began to laugh again while the Heat crowded around him, "And I will certainly have my eye on you, my friend, a lot of eyes."
Firebird shook his shackled wings, "I wish these things were lighter."
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