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“ Aw, dangit Peggy.”
As Hank Hill stood up he frowned, holding the casserole dish in his hands. He shut the fridge with a sigh and set the dish on the table.
Peggy and Bobby were out of town for the weekend. So she’d left him some food, which he was of course grateful for. But he’d specifically told her not to make one of her onion and pepper casseroles, since they gave him indigestion and strange dreams. But, he’d have to eat that - his other option was to cook for himself and go out to get a burger, but since she’d put the effort into making it he couldn’t let it go to waste.
He dug a fork in, not knowing how much he would learn to regret that decision.
================
Hank Hill was, unlike most of the world, a morning person. He liked to get up and get to work - if he got to Strickland Propane first he’d get to unlock the place as well. He simply liked getting things done, the way a man was supposed to.
But as he opened his eyes, he felt like he’d ben through a ringer.
His body felt weird, like it was covered in wooly hair, but that was the least of his problems. He appeared to be outside in the woods - which were over ten miles from his house. Apparently, he’d have to add sleepwalking to the list of things that Peggy’s onion and pepper casseroles did to him.
He went to stand up and fell over.
Something was wrong. Very wrong. He looked to his feet and couldn’t help but let out a “Bwaaaah!” which echoed through the trees. What he thought was his leg was actually a horses hoof, but with a white coat of fur. He kicked experimentally a few times. It was his foot.
Gingerly trying to stand, he fell to all fours. There was a puddle nearby to he gingerly walked over to look at his reflection. To his dismay it seemed to be that of a ponies - he was too small to be a horse - and it was obviously him. His coat was the same as his white t-shirt, the unruly tail on his butt was jeans-blue, and the mane on his neck was the brown of his hair. His square glasses lay across his nose and on one wrist was his watch.
“...dangit, Peggy.” he muttered with a sigh. He was never eating that stupid casserole again - the dreams were just too strange. “ Well, if I’m asleep, I might as well try and wake up.”
He looked around. He’d had a lucid dream or two so he knew what to do. Nearby he spotted a small cliff-face. If he jumped off of it he’d feel like he was falling, which would snap him awake. He trotted over - a phrase he hoped to never need to use again - and leapt off.
He fell for several moments, waiting to awaken.
Then, he felt something grab his tail and pull him upwards. It hurt a lot but lasted for a only a few seconds before he landed back on the cliffside.
“ What the hay are you doing?” shouted a strange female voice. Trying to stand as he looked around, Hank saw something that made him flinch - a blue pony with wings and a rainbow colored tail and mane. It was quickly becoming one of those dreams that would haunt him for years. 
“ Trying to wake up.” said Hank, finally standing. “ Now get out of my way.”
“ Wake up?” said the flying pony, blocking his path to the cliff. “ That’s crazy! You’re already awake!”
“ Uh, no I am not.” said Hank crossly. “ If I was, I wouldn’t be a pony and I would be talking to one!”
“ What?” said the pony, looking confused.
“ I am not arguing with a figment of my imagination! Get out of my way!” said Hank, trying to push past her.
“ A figment - hey, I’m as real as you are, buddy!” protested the pony, pushing him back. “ You know what? I think your crazy!”
“ Then let me jump!” Hank said, trying to dodge around. 
“ What’s going on, Dash?” asked another voice, calling from the trees. Hank looked up in time to see another pony, this time one with yellow fur. It had wings as well - Hank was a little annoyed that he didn’t have them. He wouldn’t have minded a good old-fashioned flying dream. “ Oh, hello, I didn’t know she was talking to a friend.” said the pony, looking embarrassed.
“ Hey, Fluttershy, help me convince this nutjob that he’s not asleep.” said the blue pony that Hank assumed was named Dash. “ He tried to jump off this cliff to wake himself up.”
“....um....I don’t...really....know what to say.” Fluttershy blushed and backed away. “ Um, you shouldn’t do that, though. It’d hurt if you hit the ground.”
“ Great.” sighed Dash, flying around Hank in a circle. She was starting to piss him off. “ So, is Applejack around? She can talk sense into anypony.”
“ Oh, I get it.” said Hank, letting out a long sigh. “ Peggy told me about this once. You all represent parts of my subconscious or something. Applejack is probably my common sense. Take me...um, to Applejack.”
With a scowl Dash gestured though the woods and led him, Fluttershy following behind.
==============
The moment he saw the orange-coated pony he knew he liked her.
Applejack was hard at work kicking apple-trees to the apples fell into baskets, then carried the baskets over to a cart. The orchard looked well kept, the fences were mended, and the lawn was perfectly mowed.
“ We’ll, morning Rainbow! Morning Fluttershy!” said Applejack, looking up as she saw them. “ An’ who’s this?”
“ Finally, a comforting accent.” said Hank with a sigh. “ Hank Hill. Your Applejack, right?”
“ Right as rain!” said the pony with a smile.
“ Well, here’s the deal. I’m asleep, you are part of my subconscious, and I need help waking up because this idiot - “
He gestured to Rainbow Dash.
“ - keeps getting in the way.”
“ Hey!” said Rainbow Dash, looking insulted.
“ Uh, thats a doozy of a story, Hill.” said Applejack with a laugh. “ Uh, so have you checked if you really are asleep?”
“ I can’t exactly pinch myself with hooves, can I?” asked Hank, looking to one of his feet. Applejack walked over and gave him a light kick to the side, which to Hank’s surprise hurt. “ What in ... dangit, I know that hurt, but I have to be asleep! I’m not a pony and ponies can’t talk!”
“ Hey, Ah know what happened!” said Applejack, her face lighting up. “ Twilight told me about junk like this. Y’all fell into our world from another dimension and got turned into a pony. Don’t worry, happens all the time.”
“ ....thats just stupid.” said Hank, blinking a few times.
“ Yeah, pretty much.” said Applejack with a shrug. “ Come on, we’ll head down to town and get a carriage to the palace. The Princess - uh, she’s in charge of the world and has really powerful magic - can send you back.”
“...well, thank goodness they brought me to you.” said Hank with a sigh. “ We got this sorted out in a reasonable and easy manner.”
Applejack laughed as she lead him down the path, a furious Rainbow Dash watching them go.
===============
“ - and thats only the initial benefits of using propane to heat ones house.” concluded Hank as the carriage came to a halt. “ Now, it wouldn’t work in that barn of yours - too much straw - but you’ll see a real change in your heating bill one you switch to propane.”
“ We’ll, I’ll be lookin’ into it!” said Applejack, getting out. Hank followed her and found he was in front of some sort of palace. A number of armored ponies greeted them - one of Applejacks friends had sent word ahead of their visit. “ Never thought ‘bout using gas for that. We’ve been going offa hydroelectric and wood for years.”
“ Yeah, electric has it’s place, but it’s just not sensible for heating.” said Hank with a nod.  He followed as she led him into the palace, quickly finding himself in a throne room with a horse-sized pony with both wings and a horn - he hadn’t seen that combination before - waiting for them.
“ Good morning, Applejack.” said the horse with a nod. “ And to you, traveler. My name is Princess Celestia.”
“ Gooday, ma’am.” said Hank with a nod.
“ Thank you, the sunrise was some of my best work.” said the ‘princess’ with a smile. Confused enough already, Hank let it slide. “ I suppose you’d like to go home now.”
“ Or wake up.” said Hank, trotting forwards. 
“ It will only take a moment.” said the Princess, closing her eyes. Her horn began to glow and the world around Hank began to grow lighter. He turned to Applejack.
“ It was nice to meet you.” he said politely.
“ Same here!” said Applejack, waving with a laugh. “ Hope the business keeps going well for ya!”
=================
Hank Hill woke up, this time in his bed. His alarm was going off, so he slapped it. He wiped the sleep from his eyes, walked into the kitchen, and dumped the casserole into the garbage.
He took an apple from the fruit bowl and bit in, walking back to his room to get dressed.

	