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		Description

Electric Slide goes shopping with inadvertent consequences.
A side story to 16.
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Ponies were a small market niche on Earth.  A few companies had tried marketing to them, but their efforts had been futile.  As a general rule, advertising wasn’t nearly as effective on equines as humans.  Endorsement deals with celebrities and athletes meant little to them.
At least that was the general consensus in marketing departments around the world.  Most companies were content to ignore the equine niche in favor of more predictable, not to mention, more lucrative market segments.
Coca-Cola and Pepsi had had no luck cracking the pony demographic, and quickly decided they didn’t care enough about that slim percentage of the market.  If ponies just happened to buy Coke or Pepsi, all the better, but neither company saw a need to change their marketing strategies past adding a token pony to commercials periodically.  Coca-Cola especially liked to do that during the Christmas season, as the ponies added additional charm and cuteness to their seasonal commercials.
But there were other players in the cola wars, one of which was Keurig Dr. Pepper.  Their competitor to Coke and Pepsi was RC, a cola brand with less than a percentage point of market share.  Most people weren’t reaching for an RC when they wanted a beverage.  Nor were most ponies, simply because most of them didn’t even know it existed.
All it took was one mistake to change that.

Electric Slide trotted up and down the aisles of a Walmart, looking at the various products on offer.  Ploomette was addressing the United Nations that evening, and had sent her to the store to arrange refreshments for the special guests, staff, and press at the event.  But the staff also included the duchess herself, and Ploomette had one very specific rule when it came to the things she ate or drank: if she couldn’t pronounce it, she didn’t eat it.  Period.  The duchess was also fond of greasy takeout, which wasn’t appropriate for the occasion.  If Ploomette had her way, she’d just order in a few dozen pizzas and call it good.
But that was why the duchess had staff, and she’d hoof-picked Electric to be her personal secretary and assistant.  So Electric found herself in a bind – trying to find things acceptable for a social gathering with important human dignitaries from a multitude of foreign countries, as well as the duchess herself.  People expecting the finest foods available, and one picky pony who wasn’t.  She’d already cross-referenced the list of guests with the most popular dishes in their respective countries and had completed that part of her shopping already at other, higher-end stores.  Those purchases had already been delivered to the consulate, meaning she was left with figuring out what, exactly, Ploomette would choose to eat.  Something that wouldn’t make her look silly in front of an audience of humans and ponies alike.  Pizza was out.  Mac & cheese was out.  All of her normal favorites weren’t suitable for a formal event.  It would be easier if ponies weren’t herbivorous – the menus she’d found online for black tie events tended to favor meat dishes, especially steak.  Usually the vegetarian option was helpfully labeled exactly that: ‘vegetarian option’.
She didn’t even know what to get the duchess to drink.  She pushed the shopping cart down the beverage aisle.  Ploomette favored sweet, sugary beverages like soda, but that really wasn’t appropriate for the occasion either.  People would laugh at her if she had a Coke or Pepsi in hoof when everyone else was sipping champagne or wine.  Sparkling grape juice, maybe?  She’d read that was something often given to children as an alcohol substitute.
The blue box with red letters on it didn’t even register her attention as she passed it.  Not until her eye caught the crown in the logo.  Royal Crown Cola.  She breathed a sigh of relief.  Obviously that would be suitable for the event, and it was soda, so Ploomette was bound to like it.  She loaded half a dozen boxes of the cola into her shopping cart, then pushed it back into the frozen food section, looking for something the finicky duchess might eat.

That evening, Ploomette addressed the United Nations on live television.  On the podium, instead of the normal glass of water, was a can of RC Cola.  The television audience was almost equally split between humans and ponies.  Considering how many more humans were living on Earth, it was safe to say that the majority of ponies who’d crossed the portal had been tuned in to hear the words of the pony who was the closest thing Earth had to an alicorn princess, while only a few humans were interested in the goings-on at the UN.
Those ponies heard her words, and they saw her drink Royal Crown Cola on live television.  Most assumed that it was a product that only royalty could get their hooves on.  They were then pleasantly surprised to find it languishing on the shelves of their local grocery stores and big box retailers.  If it was worthy of the duchess, then it was certainly good enough for ponies the world over.  So they bought it.

That weekend, Saturday Night Live had a skit involving a pony actress pretending to be the duchess, with a crown suspiciously similar to RC’s logo perched atop her head.  The ponies watching missed the sarcasm, and instead, all it did was solidify the image in their minds.

RC sales were up.  Not enough to cause either Coke or Pepsi executives to lose sleep at night, but certainly enough for Keurig Dr. Pepper execs to take notice.  RC’s advertising budget was reallocated accordingly.  They quickly signed on to become the title sponsor for Earth’s buckball league.  Television and print ads focused on ponies, often excluding humans entirely.  While an endorsement deal was considered impossible due to Ploomette’s official position, the company instead started making routine donations of soda to the duchess’ charity of choice, the Catch-A-Wish Foundation.
Ponies responded accordingly.  RC started flowing from the taps of pony-owned restaurants.  Thanks to the donations sent to Equestria, it created demand in the pony’s homeland from those who’d gotten a taste, or had heard that it was the favorite of ponies living on Earth.  As such, RC got a foothold in the market before Coke or Pepsi could.
All thanks to a picky eater and a mistake.
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