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		Description

Everyone wants to be able to relax once in a while and not think about things for a bit.
Twilight's made it into a science.
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		It's Not Like It's Brain Surgery



Twilight Sparkle was dead.
Or that was the conclusion Sunset had come up with when she’d found Twilight sitting on her bed in her room, a rather alarming amount of drool pooling in the girl’s lap as she stared blankly at the far wall. On Twilight’s head sat a strange helmet, no doubt a device of Twilight’s own creation.
Sunset screamed.
She’d never seen a dead body before.
“Twilight!” Sunset reached out a shaky hand and tapped the girl’s shoulder, but got no response. Like any rational person, she shook her harder.
Twilight let out a low grunt.
“Oh, thank Celestia!” Sunset let out a sigh of relief. “Okay, so you’re alive, and you’ve got a weird helmet on. I guess I should take it off you?”
Twilight didn’t respond, of course, but Sunset still followed through with her idea and gently lifted the contraption off Twilight’s head.
It took a few seconds for Twilight to move but when she did, she flopped backwards onto the bed with a long sigh, a look of contentment on her face akin to post-coital bliss settled on the girl’s features before she noticed she had company.
“Sunset!” A wide smile crossed Twilight’s face. “When did you get here?”
“Just now, actually.” Sunset said, unsure if she should be worried or angry about the state she’d found her friend in.
“Great!” Twilight sat up and held out her hand to Sunset for the helmet. “I’ve been meaning to show you this, actually.”
Sunset didn’t give it back as she turned the thing over in her hands.
“What even is this, Twilight?”
The helmet was a bizarre mess of wires, circuitry, and metal, all frankensteined together with it’s wires leading to a metal toggle switch labeled on/off. The interior didn’t look any safer, with more wires and connections being kept away from the wearer’s scalp by a plastic cap that looked to be made of a comb, two plastic knives, and a sturdy headset from Twilight’s game computer.
“I made an off switch!” Twilight beamed at her friend as though she’d created the best thing in the last decade.
“Twilight, at the risk of sounding like I don’t appreciate that you’ve managed to build something out of stuff around your house, what the heck are you talking about?” Sunset asked as she set the helmet down on the only clear spot on Twilight’s desk.
The rest of the space was filled with a clutter of various electronics. Twilight’s laptop, an alarm clock, and a faded vibrating phallic object all sat in various states of disassembly on the desk.
“It’s simple, really. I wanted to turn my brain off, so I made something so I could.” Twilight smirked at her own genius, pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose in that way that only smarmy geniuses could manage.
“You turned off your brain…” Sunset repeated slowly.
“Yep!” Twilight grinned.
“Twilight,” Sunset pinched the bridge of her nose, “that is the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard. How would you—no, why would you do something so idiotic? You could have killed yourself, or turned yourself into a vegetable!”
“Sunset, I’m a scientist.” Twilight said flatly. “I’d never be reckless enough to try something without extensive testing. Isn’t that right, Spike?”
A small purple dog whimpered and shrank as far back into the corner of the room as possible.
“I’ll admit Spike wasn’t the biggest fan of the prototype, but he regained use of his legs after a few days. And he got dog-safe ice cream as a reward once his tongue stopped swelling!”
Sunset’s mouth opened and closed a few times as she struggled to find the words she was looking for.
“It’s not like I’m trying to put something like this on the market, anyway. This was more of a… pet project.”
Spike piddled himself in the corner at the mention of ‘pet project’.
“No, not like that, Spike. Now do me a favor and bring me a rag for that.” Twilight admonished.
Spike bolted from the room, apparently eager to have an excuse to flee.
“Okay, let’s back up for a second. Why in the world would you need to shut your brain off?” Sunset sighed, not looking forward to the answer.
“Well, sometimes I just need to not think for a while, you know? Things get stressful...” Twilight’s gaze flickered to the floor.
“Stressful?” Sunset cocked her head to the side. “What do you mean?”
“Well, I’ve got college to look forward to next year, and Applejack’s going to start working on her farm full time. Pinkie, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy are all looking at community college—not that there’s anything wrong with that—and you’re going to that art school here in Canterlot.” Twilight let herself lie back on her bed and stared at the ceiling. I feel like I’m drifting away from you and the girls. Even Rarity has that job lined up at that boutique downtown. I’m the only one leaving.”
“Twilight, you knucklehead,” Sunset’s features softened, “you’re not drifting away from us. We’re just moving on to the next step.”
Twilight looked up from the bed. “Next step of what?”
Sunset shrugged. “Life, I guess.” She picked the helmet up off the desk again, turning it over in her hands once more. “I know it’s scary, but things change all the time. It doesn’t mean we’re going to drift apart. We’ve got phones and the games we play online and even Discord for video chats. Just because we’re apart doesn’t mean we’re not friends. And if the girls were here, they’d say the same thing.”
“Oh,” Twilight said lamely. “I didn’t think of it like that.”
“Yeah, I kinda figured.” Sunset couldn’t help but chuckle.
“Really?”
“Twilight, you made a really sophisticated helmet to turn off your brain rather than talk about what’s bugging you.”
“Oh, right.” Twilight grinned sheepishly at the ceiling.
“Just promise me you won’t make any more off switches, okay? We can’t have you shutting down like that. If I hadn’t been coming over, who knows how long you would have been like that?”
Twilight gasped. “You’re right! I could have been stuck like that for days if you hadn’t been here! I’ll have to put in a timer for the mark-two version. I think my mom has an egg timer in the kitchen—“
“No, Twilight.”
“But—”
“Let’s just say no and get some ice cream or something, okay?”
Twilight opened her mouth to say something, but whatever it was was lost as Twilight shook the thought away.
“Ice cream sounds nice, actually.”

			Author's Notes: 
Look, a thing! I'm not dead!
I wrote this at 4 a.m. in one sitting because insomnia. If you spot any errors, feel free to pm me!
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