
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		The Conversion Bureau: Last of My Kind

		Written by Jake The Army Guy

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Princess Celestia

					Princess Luna

					Other

					Gore

					Human

					Slice of Life

					Alternate Universe

		

		Description

A year ago, a portal opened, linking Equestria and Earth. 
And then it began to grow. 
The two worlds slowly began to merge. Thaumatic radiation, vital to ponies but deadly to humans, spread across Earth, as unstoppable as the tide. In a last ditch effort to save the human race, mankind worked with the ponies to create a serum that will "convert" humans into ponies, allowing them to survive in this new integrated world. 
Now, upon the day of Integration, all of mankind has converted. 
Except for one man. 
Meet David, the last human, and hear his message. 

Based on The Conversion Bureau: The First Year by Cloudhammer. 
Cover art by aealacreatrananda, used without permission. 
Featured on Equestria Daily!
Now with reading by Forrest M!
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The Conversion Bureau: Last of My Kind
by
Jake The Army Guy


The muted browns of dying pines blurred beneath her. Celestia took a deep breath as she propelled herself through the air with a powerful flap. The scent of dying leaves and moist earth filled her nostrils. Looking around, the mid-Texan plains stretched out beneath her, a patchwork of wild woods and cultivated farmland. Of all the places she’d seen in this new world, this humble piece of land was among the most serene. She sighed, craning her head to see the small farmhouse she was approaching. I just wish I could be visiting under better circumstances...
She pumped her wings one final time before angling them downward, bringing her into a gentle spiral towards the ground. With grace befitting the Princess of Equestria, she landed and moved immediately into a quick trot towards the small fence that surrounded the house where they had sequestered him, far from prying eyes and well-intentioned meddling. She nodded at the two pegasus guards on either side of the gate and strode inside the front door.
The thrum of activity screeched to a halt as soon as she walked in. She didn’t return any of the bows or salutes, instead walking straight to the tall, white unicorn standing outside a wooden door. “Doctor Stanford, what is the status?”
The Newfoal looked up from the clipboard hovering next to him. “Not good, your highness. Princess Luna is in with him now. We’ve got the strongest anti-magic wards we have in place, and that’s blocking most of the thaumatic radiation, but it—” A pained howl sounded from beyond the door. Stanford's head jerked towards the sound, slowly turning back to Celestia as it ended. “But, it’s happening. We’re almost at full Integration.” He cast his head down. “He has minutes. Maybe.”
Celestia began to speak, but a booming voice from the other side of the door cut her off. “Enough of this! If you will not make the right choice, then I shall make it for you!”
Celestia’s eyes went wide. “Sister, no!” Her horn flashed a brilliant white and she appeared inside the room.
Luna stood beside a large bed, a syringe floating above her in a dark blue cloud. Celestia’s horn flared again, and the needle was yanked from Luna's grasp. Luna gasped and spun, glaring at her. “Celestia? Why are you—”
“We can not force conversion on him, sister.”
Luna stomped her hoof. “So, what, we are to merely stand her as he... kills himself?”
“If that is his wish,” she whispered back.
“It... ng... it is.”
Both sister turned to face the bed. Laying atop the purple sheets was a human male, clad only in a pair of hospital scrub pants. His muscular chest was exposed, and even as Celestia slowly made her way to the bedside, large splotches of red were beginning to appear.
Celestia knelt down to him. His eyes were scrunched, sweat dripping from his brow, but he held her gaze. She gently placed her hoof on his hand, which was gripping the bed sheets with white knuckles. “Child, what is your name?”
“D... Da-David Savoy, ma’am.”
“David, you know what is happening, yes?” She spoke in a hushed tone that one would use to soothe a frightened child. She had no wish to insult him, but the pain and fear were so evident in his profusely sweating face, she couldn’t help but flash back to times when she would comfort her young students. “Full Integration is upon us. You have maybe a few minutes left, and then you will die. It will... not be pleasant.”
“You do— you don’t say?” He flashed what she assumed was supposed to be a smirk, but his tightly clenched teeth hid the effect. 
“You are th—” He screamed again, this time a high-pitched whine, as the skin on his chest began to darken, small blisters forming all across him. She spoke louder. “You are the last human being left, David.”
“I... I know!”
“Then please,” she said, gripping his hand tighter, “do not let your species go into the night with such pain. Take the serum and live!”
He tried to speak, but all that came out was a blubbering cry. He jerked his hand from her grip, rolling onto his side in the fetal position. As Celestia watch in grim fascination, the flesh on his feet and hands began to char and blacken, an acrid smoke rising from them. “I c-c-can’t!”
Luna rushed forward. “Why not? Are you doing this for fame?! To be remembered as the last human?! Well, you won’t be!” She stomped her hoof down. “I shall see to it! No one will remember this! Your name will be forgotten by history!” Her voice began to crack, hot tears falling down her regal face. “You w-will fade...”
“Please, David!” Celestia leaned in closer, floating the hypodermic next to her. “It is not too late! Take the shot, please!”
“N-No!” He swatted the syringe away, sending it smashing into the wall, spilling its life-saving contents on the ground.
Celestia gasped quietly. “W—” She looked back at him, a tear now in her eyes. “Why?”
For a moment, despite the growing colonies of angry blisters on his face and chest and the charring flesh smoking horribly, he stopped screaming and smiled at her. “T-Too... too h-hum-man.”
As he spoke, the moment came without fanfare or so much as a flash of light: full Integration. Equestria and Earth now existed in the same dimension, and the thaumatic radiation, that miraculous energy that gave ponies their magic and proved extremely fatal to humans, was flowing across the human world.
David howled again, his limbs slamming into the bed, as his entire body began to convulse. Large swaths of his skin were now smoking and burnt; obscenely large blisters were forming and bursting constantly as his flesh seared from the thick layer of radiation. Celestia and Luna could only watch through teary eyes as the strong young human shriveled and wither before them, his gurgling cries slowly growing quiet as his body burned in flameless agony.
Then finally, mercifully, the charred husk before them grew still, the blubbering noises dying out. Celetia had to step back from the bed; the acrid smoke from the corpse was unbearably thick in the tiny room, the stench of burnt meat overpowering even the immortal goddess. 
A muted thump came from beside her. Luna’s knees had failed her, and she sank to the ground, weeping softly. Soon, Celestia knelt down next to her, draping a sisterly wing across her, a tear falling from her face.
“Rest well, David.”
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David shot up, gasping loudly. His eyes darted down to his chest, expecting to see charred flesh. Instead, he wore an old t-shirt and a pair of jeans. He patted down his body for a few moments, just to make sure that everything was still there, then flopped back down on the bed with a loud sigh. “Oh... oh, that sucked!”
Taking a few steadying breaths, he slowly at back up and looked around. “What the hell?” he muttered.
No longer in his aunt and uncle’s farm in Brenham, he slowly stood from the bed, his old bed, in his old bedroom in San Francisco, where he’d grown up. He walked to the middle of the room, gingerly stepping around a few piles of dirty clothes and various old toys, his eyes scanning the room. All his old posters still hung from the walls, like they had been when he’d left for college over 6 years ago. David walked to the window, and much to his shock, found the same view he’d had for 14 years growing up, the same street, even the bent street sign from the first time he’d tried alcohol and swore he was "totes cool to drive."
Shaking his head, he left the room and began to walk downstairs. The rest of the house was exactly as he remembered, as well. He paused in the main room, spinning around to take in his surroundings. “So... uh, is this... is this heaven?” The walls offered no answer. “Um, hello? I, uh... if this is heaven, where are the Filipino bikini models?”
After several seconds of silence, he sighed. “Whatever.” Leaving the main room behind, he went to open the front door, and jerked to a halt, his jaw all but hitting the floor.
The humble suburban street was gone, replaced by an endless field of grass. He took a few tentative steps forward, feeling the grass crunch beneath his bare feet. A sweet, earthy smell filled his nostrils, like freshly cut grass with a farmstead musk just beneath the surface. “What in the blue fuck?” He spun, and started when he found the house gone, replaced by rolling hills covered in lush grass. “Okay, what the hell, seriously? My heaven at least  has to have electricity! Is th—”
A loud whinny cut him off. Spinning around again, his breath caught in his throat. “Oh, my god.” Stretching out before him into the horizon, a seemingly endless herd of ponies mulled about. Some were eating from the thick grass, while the smaller ones were galloping around and braying lightly in play. David craned his head up, but the herd had no end that he could see. “What... what is...”
“The Eternal Herd.”
David let out a very high-pitch squeal and nearly jumped out of his skin. Standing beside him, apparently from nowhere, were two ghostly beings, one a deep blue, the other brilliant white. The appeared vaguely equine, but their bodies shimmered and danced, as if viewed from underwater.
David opened his mouth to ask, but he stopped, his shoulder slumping as realization hit him. “Oh, no, you two again? Even in death you won’t leave me alone?!”
The two wavering shapes cocked their heads to the side, before the blue one spoke, her voice cool and powerful. “Ah, Sol, I believe he refers to our... corporeal avatars.”
“Ah,” the white one said, slowly nodding before looking back to David. “I see now. Well, David, we have never met before. Those you interacted with on the mortal plane are mere... representations of us.” Her voice was sweet and gentle, like a morning breeze.
“So... you’re not Celestia and Luna?”
“For simplicity’s sake, we both are, and are not.”
David blinked. “Yeah, cuz that’s so simple,” he muttered before turning back to the massive herd before him.  "So, what is that?”
“The Eternal Herd,” the blue spirit said. “The final resting place of all ponykind. The spirits of all those who came before and had their time, and of those yet to come, waiting for the siren call of life.”
“Okay.” David nodded, as he slowly walked towards the herd. “So, why am I here?” He let out a snort. “This punishment for not taking your little shot?”
The white spirit giggled, a melodious sound like wind chimes. “No, no. You are destined for... what is it your kind calls it... heaven. My sister and I simply... delayed your arrival for a bit, so we could ask you something.”
David came to a stop. “Heh, ten bucks says I know what.”
“Tell me, did you ever consider conversion?”
“Oh, yeah, for a good long while. When the portal first appeared, I was so stoked to learn there was intelligent life elsewhere, you know? That it was so fuzzy and cute was just a bonus!" As he spoke, a pink mare, maybe in her teens, trotted up to him. Though she said nothing, her eyes gleamed with intelligence as she smiled at him. “Then when the portal started to grow, and then they came out with the serum, I was actually kinda eager. I mean, of course I was nervous about it. But... man, I’d give my left arm to be a pegasus,” he said with a laugh, as he slowly reached his hand out towards the mare. She smiled again and nuzzled into his hand, a quiet whinny escaping as he gently scratched behind her ears. “Oh, can you imagine it? Flying! Under your own power! No planes, no engines, just your own wings! Can you imagine how th—” He looked back to them, and let out a sheepish chuckle. “Well, I, uh, I guess you kinda can.”
The blue spirit chuckled quietly at his sudden meekness. “It sounds like you were excited. Why didn’t you go immediately?”
The pink mare stepped away from David, nickering at him and nodding her head. He gave her a small wave, and she galloped back to the herd. “Honestly, and I know this sounds stupid but... things kept coming up.” He shoved his hands in his pockets as he walked further into the sea of ponies, who all smiled at him and gave him space.
“First it was work, then school, then work again. I watched more and more of my friends get... well, ponified, I guess. Then one day, I finally decided to do it. I called the Cal Tech Bureau, fully ready to do it.”
“So, what happened? Why did you not?”
"I saw a report on the news about how there were less than a billion humans left, and I just... hung up the phone. Told myself, 'I'll do it next week.' Heh, two months later, another report about how there were less than a million, then a hundred thousand. When it hit that I was one of just a thousand estimated humans left, I had an... an epiphany, I guess you can call it." 
"Which was?" the Blue asked. 
"Hehe, you're not the first to ask. Once it got down to a hundred, the media was all over us! Asking why, 'Why haven't you converted yet? Is it a religious thing? Political? Are you afraid of horses?' I remember thee was one guy who was holding out until they figured out how to make him an Alicorn. Last I heard, dude became an earth pony." White giggled at that. "Then there was that crazy radio guy who thought it was all  some left-wing conspiracy. Gay frogs and all that. Swore he'd never convert. Pfft, wuss converted three days ago when the first red spot appeared on his skin."
"I am impressed with you ability to dodge the question," Blue said, and as David growled at her, he swore he could see a sly grin on her effervescent face. 
David eased down to the ground, laying down in the thick grass with his hands behind his head. The two spirits joined him, folding their ghostly legs beneath them. He looked up at the warm blue sky. “You know, and I know this is gonna sound stupid considering who I’m talking to, but I never really believed in God. Just never made sense to me. But, I do believe that the universe is alive.” He sighed, tracing a cloud with his eyes. “She ebbs and flows, constantly shifting and growing, she has moods.”
The white spirit smiled. “That’s very poetic.”
“And she’s a stone cold bitch.”
The blue spirit let out a bark of laughter. “Now that is poetic.” The white one cast a sharp glare to her sister. Blue clear her throat. “What do you mean by that, David?”
He smiled. “I mean she’s a heartless beast, constantly trying to kill us. For millions of years, she’s been trying to get rid of us, but she never could. She threw everything she had at us: solarwinds, cosmic radiation, meteors, polar shifts, ice ages, earthquakes, supervolcanoes, hurricanes, tornadoes, tidal waves. Every single kind of natural disaster you can think of, and every single time, mankind got up, dusted ourselves off, and said, ‘Thank you, ma’am, may I have another?’ “
David shot to his feet, holding his arms wide. “We took is all!” He let out a laugh and spun around. “We were like a bad case of fleas, we just refused to die!”
The two spirits stood as he spun back to face them. “It got so bad, she eventually had to go to a completely different universe, one that operates by and entirely different set of physical laws just to beat us!”
The white spirits turned to the blue, the two sharing a look of puzzlement, before turning back to him. “I... we don’t understand.”
Slowly, his grin faded, his eyes losing some of their fire as he gazed out upon the rolling hills and the sea of ponies meandering about. “Neither did I, at first. But then my friend Bobby came to visit a few months after he converted. Bob was always a surly asshole. The kind of contrarian misanthrope you can't help but love. But when he came by he was... different. Like, he was still a dick, but he had mellowed way out. That's when I finally realized that those who converted really weren't human anymore. 
“I mean, when the reality first set in, we did what humanity does best: we defied. The Human Liberation Front, the Moscow Summit, the UN Salvation Task Force. We fought, did everything we could think of to fight it. But at some point...” he sighed, his shoulders slumping, “we... just gave up. We rolled over, said, ‘Okay, universe, you win.’ “
The white spirit cocked her head. "That doesn’t seem to warrant enduring what you did. What you went through, must have been one of the most painful ways to die.”
David let out a grim chuckle. “Yeah, it... it sucked pretty bad.”
“Then why? Why go through that for such a... a meaningless gesture?”
“It wasn’t meaningless!” David smiled at them. “Don’t you get it? We were losing ourselves! Mankind’s existence has been about defiance and stubbornness!” He slowly waded further into the sea of ponies. “Started as tree dwellers, and we conquered nature itself! Born without the ability to fly, and we went to the moon! We weathered every storm, cured every virus, defied every odd! And after all of that, we... we just... gave up?!"
As he spoke, a small group of unicorn foals meandered towards them. David let out a quiet laugh. “You ponies don’t get it, man. You’re herd animals, you’re docile! You fear the unknown. You see danger, you flee in terror!” As he screamed, he charged the group of foals, sending them running. He spun, smiling widely at the two spirits watching him calmly. “Man? We see a dark cave, we have to know what's in it!  We see a deep hole, we jump in! We see danger, and we charge to it, screaming, ‘Fuck you!’ “
The herd surrounding them were all facing inward now, observing the flailing human as he charged towards the spirits, arms extended. He passed right through the blue one, who watched with a bemused smile as he fell to the ground in a huff. The ponies slowly edged closer as he collected himself to his feet, his manic grin fading. 
“It wasn’t right,” he said, his eyes never leaving the ground beneath him. “Over millions of years, mankind fought, kicked, screamed, spit, bit, clawed, scraped, and chewed our way to the top of the evolutionary ladder. And after all of that we just... fade away?” He looked up at them, a bitter smile on his face. “I just couldn’t let that happen. I... I had to give us a proper exit, that last act of defiance! I just..." he sighed, "I just wanted to remind the universe that we were here, you know? A final, screaming, bloody testament that said 'Mankind was here'. I just... wanted us to be remembered. And if I had to endure a little pain for that, then, well, I've broken my arm three times in three places. I can take it if it means that for all time, humanity would end the way it began, with a bang, not a whimper."
A few moments of quiet, the only sounds the rustling of the grass in the gentle breeze and the soft clip-clop of hooves. Finally, the blue spoke. “That makes no sense!” David jumped slightly at her surprisingly aggressive tone. "Mankind has not disappeared! It is simply changed form. As if you had evolved into a new species."
David laughed bitterly. "Yeah, when I actually say it, it does seem kinda silly." He looked back across the endless herd. "Heh, iunno, maybe I just did it for my own ego. I mean, I'm a certified nobody. Just another college dropout with no family to miss him. Maybe I just... wanted to matter one more time. Or," he said with a shrug, "maybe I did it out of fear of losing myself. Or maybe I really did do it for some cosmic purpose." A few moments of eerie silence. "Or maybe I'm just insane," he said, looking over his shoulder at the spirits with a grin. He laughed loudly, causing a few ponies to jump. “It’s like my Dad used to say. ‘Dave,’ “ he spoke in a gruff tone with a very thick Texas accent, “ ‘I wanna leave this world th’ same way I come in: butt nekkid, screamin’, an’ covered in someone else’s blood!’ “
At this, the blue spirit laughed loudly, like the boom of a church bell, while the white spirit stood, a warm smile on her ghostly lips. Even the amassed ponies nickered and stomped in approval. David looked around, confused. “Um, it wasn’t that good a joke.”
“You misunderstand, David.” The white spirit stepped next to him, draping her ethereal wing across his back. “They are not laughing, they are expressing their approval.” She shot a bemused glance to her sister, who was just starting to calm down. “As is my sister, if not in her own... unique way.” The blue spirit stuck her tongue out as she stood up.
“You see, this is why we saved your species.” The human gave her a perplexed gaze as she started to trot away, him quickly scampering to her side. “The events that led up to integration, the convergent event, it was all unavoidable. A ‘fixed point,’ if you will. No force, not even us and all our counterparts across the realms could have stopped it.”
“Wait, uh, what do you mean ‘coun—’ “
“But,” she cut him off, a sideways grin on her face, “we recognize that you humans, apart from all the races in all the realms, are unique, for the very reasons you said.” She once more put a wing around his shoulder. “Your... tenacity, your stubbornness, you utter refusal to accept even the most firm of truths You are a race that refuses to be told 'No'.”
David’s chest puffed out slightly, a smug grin on his lips.
“However, your greatest strength was also your greatest weakness,” the blue spirit said stepping along side them. “You kill yourselves in droves over petty things like land, resources and faith. You poison your planet without care, kill entire species without batting an eye, let your children go hungry because their parents do not believe as their rulers.”
David’s chest deflated quickly.
“So you see, child, the more positive aspects of your nature prove you to be a wonderful race, capable of achieving possibly more than any race ever has or ever will. The universe, no, the entire multiverse needs a race like humanity. You just needed... temperance."
“So... you turn us into ponies?”
The white spirit giggled that melodious giggle again. “Well, it was that or death.”
David rolled his eyes. “Right, right.” He took a few more steps before he jerked to a halt, slowly turning to face them. “So... wait, you’re saying that all the stuff I talked about, all the things that make humans, well... awesome, are still gonna be there?”
“Yes.”
They all blinked at each other.
“So, why in the hell didn’t you tell me all of this before the violent, painful death?!”
“Well, it was as you said.” The blue spirit leaned down close to him, placing her ghostly hoof on his shoulder. “David, you really were the last human. We still would have had this conversation had you decided to go through with the conversion.” He opened his mouth to yell, but she silenced him with her hoof. “We do not allow ourselves to directly interact with the mortal realm. This is why we left our avatars there, to guide without direct knowledge of things to come.”
The white spirit walked over to them. “This was to be a joyous occasion, the last of humanity now what they should be.”
“Except for the fact that I’m, you know, dead.” He stared at them pointedly.
The two sisters shared a knowing glance, before turning to walk away, melting into the crowd of ponies that watched them. “That depends on you, actually,” the white one said nonchalantly over her shoulder.
David blinked. “Wait, what?” He rushed after them, gently pushing his way through the sea of ponies.
They stopped, turning to him. “Well, yes, you are dead.” The white spirit examined her hoof casually as she spoke. “What you went through was indeed terrible, an experience that none should have to go through, and for that, you may continue on to paradise, if you so choose.”
“Or?”
The sisters smiled at him. "Or, you could make a very human decision," said Blue. 
David stared at them for several moments before a smile slowly spread across his lips. He chuckled lowly, shaking his head and rubbing the bridge of his nose. Finally, he looked back at them. “Can I be a pegasus?”
The two sisters closed their eyes, and a brilliant flash of light made David squint hard and raise his arm to shield his eyes. When the light faded, he looked back to see the sisters gone. Around him, the herd had come to life, all the ponies galloping towards him. He spun around and gasped.
Ahead of him, maybe two hundred meters away, the flowing fields ended, giving way to a vast expanse of stars glinting brightly against a black sky. The ponies galloped off the edge of the grass, taking on an ghostly visage as they stepped into the blackness. As the herd thundered past him, a large pegasus stallion stopped next to him, wings flared. He stomped several times, nickering and nodding his head towards the vast expanse before taking off. David grinned at him. “Oh, yeah! Bobby told me about this, the whole, ‘run with the herd off the cliff’ thing!” He turned to face the expanse of space. "I jump into the void and then I wake up as a pony, right?"
The stallion whinnied impatiently, stomping a hoof to get David's attention. David turned and the stallion took off at a slow trot. 
David moved to follow, but paused, thinking of what the sisters had told him. The stallion soon noticed that he wasn’t following and turned around. He stopped several feet from David and stomped again, braying loudly.
David simply grinned. “No.”
The stallion cocked his head to the side, then whinnied loudly, nodding to the starry cliff.
“I know what you want,” he said with a wide grin. “I’m supposed to get all mad that you challenged me and follow you, then jump off the cliff, and get ponified. Well, I’m not gonna do it, and you can’t make me!” With that, he blew a raspberry at the large stallion.
The stallion looked him up and down and nickered, turning his back to him. David stood tall, confident he’d won, until...
Pffbbt
David blinked. “Did... did you ju—” A wall of foul order smacked into him, He recoiled, gagging and waving his hands in front of his face. “Oh, you nasty motherfu—”
The stallion nickered again and took off. David laughed and followed. “Get back here, you stank son of a bitch!”
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After several minutes, Luna slowly stood from the wooden floor of the tiny house, her regal face stained with tears. She did her best to avoid looking at the charred husk that lay on the bed before them.
Celestia helped her to her hooves, still running her wing across her back. “I am so sorry, little sister, but we had to let him make his own choice.” They turned to the door, both eager to escape the smell of death that permeated the room.
Luna sniffled. “I know, sister, I know. Still, the loss of sentient life is ne—”
A muffled groan cut them off. They both jerked to a halt, staring at each other as an odd sound came from behind them. Quickly, they turned back to look, both gasping. The charred body on the bed was writhing and pulsating. It contracted in on itself, no longer resembling a human body as much as a misshapen lump. Loud, disturbing cracks and pops came as it it restructured itself, bones and cartilage rearranging and rebuilding.
Luna took a slow step towards it. “Sister, what...”
Celestia had no answer. As they watched in rote fascination, the burnt remains of the human’s skin began to fall off revealing tan fur, the blob now firmly resembled a pony, four long legs beneath a sturdy trunk and a tail poking out the back end. As the last of the charred remains sloughed off, the nearly formed body fell from the bed, landing on its new legs.
Slowly, the new pony stood to his hooves, shaking his head and ruffling the jet black mane atop its head. It, rather he, stretched like a cat, emitting a loud groan of pleasure at the loud pops from the newly formed bones and flexing his expansive wings. He cracked his neck one last time before opening his icy blue eyes. Upon seeing the gawking faces of the Royal Sisters, he cleared his throat.
“Well... that happened.”
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