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Prelude
Resurrection
===============
Amidst dim candlelight, a single unicorn sat with his head bent down, eyes shut. He sat alone at the edge of a still pond, his reflection dancing in the water. The pond was nestled deep within the Everfree Forest, where the darkened trees with their gnarled branches surrounded all sides like silent sentinels.
While most of Equestria had just shifted into spring, the Everfree was still gripped by clinging bits of winter. Snow covered the ground, and there was a lingering chill in the air. The unicorn’s hot breath left puffs of steam to curl and rise for a few seconds before disappearing into the night.
For a long while, the unicorn had sat in utter silence on the edge of the pond with only a few nearby candles for company. The light from the tiny, flickering flames fell upon his coat and mane, which had been dyed from its natural color to a pitch black. Even his cutie mark had been covered by the dyes, his flank appearing utterly blank.
Only the quiet sounds of the forest were audible. There was the creaking of the trees, the shifting of the pond water, and the occasional buzz and chirp of insects. In all, it was a scene of tranquility, and it was just what the unicorn needed to prepare for the task of the evening. Yet, as he took in another deep breath, hoofsteps began to echo across the trees.
“Nexus, we’re ready when you are.”
The black unicorn, Spell Nexus, took in another breath, and his turquoise eyes opened as he turned to look at the pony who had approached him from behind. “I will be along shortly.”
The pony who had interrupted gave a nod before disappearing back into the forest. Nexus waited for the hoofsteps to fade into silence before lighting his horn. His magic flowed freely, and he used the mystic energy to reach to his side and levitate a number of items into the air. He then looked skyward, fixing his gaze on the moon.
“Our queen, guide me this night, for it is beneath this full moon that our efforts come to fruition.”
Nexus spoke the words slowly with a voice that carried the tone of a pony well practiced in preaching, whose words could inspire loyalty and devotion. It was a voice that had drawn great minds and strong bodies to the cause, though at the moment Nexus spoke only to himself as he lowered his head and touched a hoof to his chest.
“Let me be merely a vessel for your will and strength until the deed is done.”
The levitating items drew close to him and began to circle slowly. There was a cape, midnight blue in color, with white stars all across its surface that billowed as it moved through the air. Along with the cape were pieces of armor, all comprised of a grayish-purple metal. There were horseshoes, a neck brace, and lastly a chest plate which had a turquoise crescent moon set into its center.
“Let me bear your mane,” Nexus spoke as he drew the cape over his back, “both powerful and beautiful, a depiction of the endless sky. Let me stand in your uniform,” he continued as the armor began to secure itself to his body, “in the armor that pays tribute to your image and greatness. Let me be your agent this night, for it is you I serve above all others.”
The final piece of armor levitated towards Nexus: a helmet made of the same metal as the chest piece. The unicorn guided the helm carefully, bringing it down his horn until it fit snugly onto his head. “May your power be with me, for, tonight, you shall breathe and taste the cool night air for yourself. You shall look upon the world with eyes of your own, and no longer will you be forced to share a body with a weak foal as you have in the past. Tonight, you shall be your own mare, never again to be threatened by the Elements of Harmony.”
Nexus rose to his hooves and looked at his reflection in the pond. He now appeared the ultimate doppelganger of his mistress, and, like any eager acolyte, he was ready to bear witness to her power and knowledge. Through the efforts of him and his group, they would see their queen rise again. Yet it was only he that was allowed to look so much like the queen, to lead the spell that was about to be cast. It was his place of honor, one nopony would steal from him.
“Tonight, Nightmare Moon, your followers shall grant you a life of your own, and the tyrants of sun and moon shall fall.”
Mentally prepared, Nexus turned from the pond and began to walk into the forest. He followed a trail that connected to a nearby clearing, which came into view quickly. The clearing was occupied by several unicorns, pegasi, and earth ponies who were moving back and forth across the space as they constantly checked their work.
The ground had been cleared of snow, though a few piles were left dotted about the space. On both the exposed ground and on the piles of snow, there were wooden bowls filled with oil soaked powders. Paint had been employed to draw arcane lines of power, and cloaked pegasi worked in the air above to push clouds together to hide the clearing from prying, skybound eyes.
All the ponies Nexus saw wore the black cloak of the order, except for three who stood giving orders: a pair of pegasi and an earth pony. They, like Nexus, wore the honored armor, though he alone wore the flowing, starfield cape and the helmet. Only he had the honor of wearing those vestments.
“How close are we, Night Wind?” Nexus asked as he approached the trio.
“Cloud cover is almost complete, and the pegasi only need a few minutes to get their bowls,” the dark purple pegasus answered, staring back at Nexus with her turquoise eyes. Such eyes were a sign of the order, a blessing that granted not just their majesty’s regal turquoise eye color, but also enlightenment.
“Good,” Nexus said before turning to the earth pony. “Stonewall, do you have the items?”
“They have not left my sight since our departure from Canterlot, Nexus,” the earth pony replied, motioning to the bowl that was currently resting on his back.
“And, Gray Gale, is our special guest awake?”
“Oh yeah, she just woke up,” the gray pegasus answered, “And boy is she scared!”
“That’s because you told her Stonewall would snap off her horn if she tried to escape,” Night Wind snipped.
Gray Gale shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly. “Hey, it kept her from trying anything.”
“She couldn’t try anything even if she wanted to. She’s got an anti-magic brace on her neck.”
“You have all done well,” Nexus spoke, stopping the argument before it could go any further. “But now we must all take our places. Stonewall, take the sacred items to the center of the ritual. Gray Gale, Night Wind, prepare your torches and head to the sky.”
The three nodded, moving to their assigned tasks while Nexus turned his attention to one side of the clearing. There, lying on the ground, was a mare who had her hooves hogtied with rope and a cloth bag over her head.
Treading carefully, Nexus moved between the wooden bowls and approached the hogtied pony. Her violet coat was dirty from lying on the ground, and her dark purple mane was a rough mess. The sight of her like that made Nexus smile, and, once he was close enough, he used his magic to remove the bag on her head and reveal her terrified eyes.
“I’m so happy you were able to join us this evening, Miss Sparkle.”
“Who are you? What are you going to do to me?” Twilight Sparkle asked in a panicked squeak, just barely managing to find her voice. She struggled at the ropes around her legs and tried to use her magic to escape. However, not only had she been physically bound, but the metal brace secured around her neck kept her from making use of her magic.
Nexus laughed a little to himself and used his magic to pick Twilight off the ground. “Inquisitive, though I should expect no less from Celestia’s star pupil,” he said with a smug superiority. He then turned and began walking towards the center of the clearing as Twilight floated behind him. Ahead of him, the earth pony Stonewall had set up a metal pedestal, upon which he had placed the wooden bowl from his back.
“What we have planned for you, Twilight Sparkle, is very simple. As to who we are… well, consider us simply the loyal servants of Equestria’s true queen, her regal majesty Nightmare Moon.”
“Are you crazy!?” Twilight asked while she twisted around in Nexus’s magic, continuing to try and free herself. “Nightmare Moon is gone. How can you serve somepony who is gone?”
“It is much easier than you think, Miss Sparkle. I will not, however, spoil the surprise. For the moment, all you need to know is that your… contribution is appreciated.” At that, Nexus replaced the bag on Twilight’s head. He secured it tightly before placing a sound dampening spell across the fabric which muffled Twilight’s continued protests
Leaving Twilight floating and thrashing in the air, Nexus walked over to the metal pedestal. He examined the contents of the wooden bowl set upon the tall, narrow metal table, and his eyes gleamed in anticipation. Inside the bowl were curled shreds of what looked like paper. They were black in color with a big, turquoise crescent moon adorning the largest of the pieces.
Nexus then turned his attention to a dagger resting beside the bowl, picking it up with his magic. The blade was fine, sharp, and clean. It had never been used, although Nexus intended to change that. He turned back towards Twilight, who was still twisting, flailing, and shouting out muffled protests. He drew close, and, after lowering Twilight a little closer to the ground, Nexus proceeded to give the mare a swift kick in the stomach.
The kick quickly made Twilight stop flailing. She hung limply, trying to catch the breath that had been knocked from her lungs as Nexus moved in with the dagger. He drew the blade across part of Twilight's leg, leaving a very shallow wound. It was no worse than a paper cut, but Twilight still screamed. She screamed both from the pain and also in fear for her own life.
Nexus, however, showed no interest in harming Twilight further. He instead focused on the wound he had created. It had begun to weep blood, and Nexus set the dagger against it. He gathered several drops of blood on the blade and then placed it into the bowl with Nightmare Moon’s remains.
“Yes, steal the life from the blood of the bearer of the Element of Magic. Let it give you strength, so that you may shed the rest of her blood with your own hooves, ” Nexus whispered to the shreds, as if in prayer. He then levitated Twilight back to the edge of the clearing and dropped her unceremoniously at the base of a tree before he approached the metal pedestal. At the same time, the other cloaked ponies, as well as Stonewall, Night Wind, and Gray Gale, turned their attention to Nexus. They watched him, and they fell silent as he began to speak to them as a preacher would speak to his congregation.
“Brothers and Sisters, for nearly two years we have toiled in secrecy. We worked behind the backs of the guards and tyrant princesses, and we put our own safety at risk. Personal fortunes and countless hours have been spent to bring us to this point. But now we are ready; the spell is prepared. Tonight we, the Children of Nightmare, shall see our queen given life, blood, and form of her own!”
The rest of the cult ponies cheered and stamped their hooves against the ground in applause. Spell Nexus smiled, and he took in their joy for just a moment before he continued to speak. “Once, our queen and Luna were one and the same, but the Elements of Harmony could not destroy what our queen was. No, that power could only peel her away from the weak foal Luna; it could only trap her essence in these precious shreds. It was a horrible fate, but it is because of the Elements of Harmony’s inability to destroy our queen that we can stand here tonight.
“For it is tonight we give this essence of our queen life of its own. It is tonight our queen’s shackles to the meek Princess Luna shall be broken forever. And it is tonight that our campaign to retake Equestria begins!”
Nexus reared back and raised his voice to a triumphant shout. “Now lend your magic to the spell my brothers and sisters, for tonight, our victory is at hoof! For tonight, Nightmare Moon will be born anew!”
The cult cheered, sharing in Spell Nexus’s jubilation before quickly going about their work. The unicorns formed a circle around the clearing, and their horns glowed as the lines of paint they had drawn on the forest floor came to life with a blue incandescence. At the same time, Stonewall, one of the few earth ponies at the ritual, walked around the circle. With a torch in his mouth, he lit the bowls filled with oil soaked powders, causing them to flare with an eerie blue flame.
A similar scene was occurring in the air above the ritual. There, the pegasi cult members held more bowls of powder, keeping them aloft while Gray Gale and Night Wind flew amongst them. The two armored pegasi lit each bowl with practiced efficiency before joining Stonewall on the edge of the spell, where the trio would watch as it unfolded.
Spell Nexus himself watched all this, and, once all the bowls were lit, he waited until the air became sufficiently saturated with magic. He then used a spell of his own to take the fire from one of the bowls. He held the fire gingerly and carried it over to the ritual’s center slowly so that it wouldn’t die. Then, with a final pleased smile, he tossed the fire into the bowl containing the shreds of Nightmare Moon and the bloodied dagger.
The shreds burst into flame almost instantly, and Nexus quickly retreated to the edge of the circle to join his fellow unicorns. There, they all began to twist and form the magic in the air, working it like potters with clay. They shaped the free magic, molded it, and began to force it down into the bowl that contained the shreds of Nightmare Moon.
And, after a few anxious moments, Nexus saw what he had hoped for. The blood soaked dagger started to float above the fire, cradled by the energies of the spell. The blood was drawn up from the blade and formed into a single crimson sphere. The dagger itself was then launched clear of the spell with such force that its polished blade dug deep into one of the trees surrounding the ritual.
Then, with the dagger gone and the blood remaining, black smoke began to billow from the central bowl. The shreds of Nightmare Moon were starting to burn, and the smoke they released formed around the large drop of blood. The fires, smoke, and magic from the wooden bowls set around the spell were drawn in as well. Everything was swirling and orbiting the spell’s focal point, being drawn in like water in a whirlpool.
The drop of blood became encased in a black sphere, and that black sphere began to slowly grow. It drew in the fire and smoke and everything else, growing larger with each passing moment.
“Yes… it is working my brothers and sisters,” Nexus called out. “She is beginning to take shape. Our queen shall soon be—”
KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Many of the cult ponies jumped a foot in the air when a single bolt of lightning raced down from the sky and struck the very center of the spell, sundering the metal podium and wrapping the drop of blood, the shreds of Nightmare Moon, and the wooden bowl in crimson flames. At the same time, the cult’s carefully constructed cloud cover was blown back, and a full battalion of royal guards flew down from the sky.
“FREEZE! YOU ARE ALL UNDER ARREST!!!” several of the guards shouted as dozens of other gold armored pegasi landed in the center of the clearing. However, not a single pony froze, the cultists instead charged the guards, turning the once carefully tended clearing into a battlefield.
Yet, as the battle began, Spell Nexus stood flabbergasted. He watched as the center of the spell and the precious shreds of Nightmare Moon were destroyed. All their plans had been decimated by a single surge of magical lightning: lightning that could only have come from one source.
Turning his eyes skyward, Nexus glared at the next figure to float down through the hole in the clouds. With a single flash of her horn, the figure brushed away the cloud cover like froth from a cup of hot cocoa.
“Celestia,” Nexus forced out through gritted teeth as he locked his turquoise eyes on the sun princess. She floated down amidst the fighting, casting back anypony that dared attack her with barely any effort, and it enraged Nexus. Every fiber of his being wanted him to attack, to smite down Celestia for daring to interrupt the ritual, but he knew better.
“Don’t think you’ve won today, Celestia. You have merely delayed me at best,” Nexus hissed. He then barked at any cultists nearby, calling them to him as his horn began to glow. Together with Gray Gale, Night Wind, Stonewall, and a few dozen of the other cultists, Nexus cast his spell, and the group as a whole seemed to vanish into thin air.
~~~
“Have you apprehended all involved?” Celestia asked. After rescuing Twilight, she had taken her student home and sent her straight to bed. Twilight resisted a bit, but, after what she’d been through, it didn’t take much to get her to fall asleep. Celestia had then turned Ponyville’s Golden Oaks Library into a base of operations, keeping guard of her student personally while having her guards bring their reports to her.
“We have captured a great number, but we believe some were able to escape by using magic to disguise themselves,” the guard reported, head bowed respectfully to Princess Celestia. “We believe it was an invisibility spell, and we followed their tracks into the forest. Unfortunately, the tracks eventually ended. We are currently working under the belief that the missing cultists realized their mistake and corrected the spell so it hid their tracks as well. We are continuing to search the forest with the aid of the zebra that reported your student’s ponynapping.”
“Yes, Zecora. Please make sure that she is properly thanked for all she has done this evening. Also, please extend to her an invitation to the palace so that she may join Luna and I for dinner on an evening of her choosing.”
“Of course, Princess,” the guard answered as he raised his head. “Though, if I may ask, what do you believe these ponies were trying to do?”
“I do not know,” Celestia admitted. “All we were able to find out from the information we gathered prior to this night was that something was going to happen. Unfortunately, Twilight had her head covered by a thick sack for most of her ponynapping. She doesn’t know enough for us to ascertain this group’s purpose.”
“What about the spell?”
Celestia shook her head. “The spell is not something I recognize. If it is from a book or ancient scroll, then I have not read of it, but it could just as easily be a new spell. A ritual crafted for a specific purpose, though that purpose still remains to be unearthed. Make sure that the details of the spell itself remain preserved; it will need to be studied.”
The guard snapped into a salute. “Of course, Princess. We will gather any evidence at the scene and have it taken to the castle until such time it can be examined.”
“Good. I have no doubt that the spell’s purpose was dark, and I will not stand for my student being threatened,” Celestia said, her eyebrows furrowing with determination. “I want the truth of this revealed, Captain, with all haste.”
“Of course, Your Majesty.”
~~~
The unicorn guards searched the area, sweeping it with their magic to try and detect anything left behind. What remained of the wooden bowls were gathered, and any unburnt powder was collected together into a single bag. Everything and anything that was not natural to the Everfree Forest was taken from the clearing, though the guards did not extend their search into bordering trees and bushes once it became clear the ritual’s radius ended at the tree line.
All that was gathered was loaded into a waiting chariot, and, once the unicorns were finished, the pegasi hitched to the chariot took flight. They rose quickly into the sky before banking towards Canterlot. At the same time, the unicorns below began forming into a line while the lieutenant of the squad began to relay orders.
“All right, stallions, let’s go join the groups searching the forest for any of the cult members that might have escaped. Give higher priority to any that appear to be unicorns; one of them used some kind of crazy magic to get away, and we don’t want that to happen a second time.”
“Sir, shouldn’t some of us remain here, to guard the crime scene?” one of the soldiers spoke up, a newer recruit to the royal guard.
“No, these cultists are too careful for that,” the lieutenant answered his recruit. “If the zebra Zecora hadn’t witnessed Twilight Sparkle’s ponynapping, we wouldn’t have even known any of this was happening. That means these ponies planned all this without Princess Celestia or anyone in the guard finding out about it, and that means they’re not going to backtrack when they’ve got a battalion of guards hot on their tails.
“Besides that,” the lieutenant continued, “this isn’t central park in Canterlot. The Everfree is dangerous. There are monsters in here that could eat a pony twice my size in a single gulp, armor and all. This isn’t a place where we want to spend any more time than necessary.
“But, if you want to stay here and guard the scene of the crime, be my guest. Just watch out for the hydras,” the veteran guard concluded. He then motioned to the rest of the squad, guiding them out into the forest to join the ongoing search.
Only the guard who had spoken up remained in the clearing as the others disappeared amongst the trees. He remained there, for a minute, but then the lieutenant’s words got to him. He broke into a gallop, sprinted to catch up with his comrades, and left the clearing to once more succumb to the calm quiet of the Everfree Forest.
Yet, the magic that lingered in the air like a heavy mist began to shift, sparkling in the cool night air as it was drawn to one side of the clearing. There, hidden away by a bush a few feet into the forest, a black sphere lay amongst the dirt. It was the same sphere which was cast away from the center of the spell by Celestia’s bolt of lightning.
The tiny black ball was nestled into a crook of the cold ground, and from there it drew in the lingering magic like a magnet attracting metal. It pulled in the energy, and, with each ounce it absorbed, it grew larger.
Then, when the sphere had doubled its size, it pulsed. That pulse caused tiny drops of blood to weep from pores in the sphere’s surface. It was the blood that had been harvested at the edge of a dagger only moments before, but now it was black and gooey. The life had been drained from it, and it was now being discarded like trash.
With each pulse, the sphere excreted more of the dead blood, forming a smear on the ground. Then, when none of the used blood remained, the sphere’s pulsing shifted. It became the weak, but distinct, pitter-patter that lived in the chest of almost every living creature: a heartbeat. All the while, the sphere continued to grow larger, continued to draw in the magic of the clearing, and continued the process begun by the spell Celestia had interrupted.
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Chapter 1
Everfree Discovery
===============
“Oh Twilight, I just heard the news! Did those ruffians hurt you? Are you okay? Oh, I just can’t imagine what it must have been like! I mean, it was probably similar to when I was ponynapped by the Diamond Dogs. Still, that’s just not the same as getting taken by other ponies, and I, for one—”
“Rarity!” Twilight half-shouted. She was sitting at the library’s main table and looked as if she had been reading when Rarity chose to barrel in. Spike was in the main room of the library as well, working to organize and clean the shelves. He hung back from the ladder he was standing on and wore a smitten look as he waved a claw. “Hi Rarity.”
“Good day, Spike,” she said before she turned her attention back to Twilight. “Now, what is it you wanted to say, dear?”
“I wanted to tell you to relax,” Twilight assured her. “I’m fine.”
“Fine?” Rarity echoed dramatically, “how can you be ‘fine’? After such a harrowing ordeal you must be positively petrified, and I heard they had you tied up! Oh, you must have such horrible rope burns.”
Twilight winced and looked down at her hooves. “I’ll admit, it does hurt a little where they had me tied up, but Nurse Redheart already took a look. It's just some minor irritation that will go away by tomorrow. So, Rarity, believe me when I say ‘I’m fine’.”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m sure,“ Twilight repeated, though her voice betrayed her minor annoyance. “I appreciate your concern, but everypony has already been here to check on me.”
“Everypony!? Even Fluttershy?”
“She was actually the first.”
“Oh, what a horrible friend I must be!” Rarity voiced. She put a hoof to her head and wore a pained, theatrical expression. “Being the last to arrive to check on you. I would have come earlier, but I was working in my shop all day. I only just stepped out to get a late lunch when Rainbow Dash found me and told me everything, and I rushed right over.”
“Rarity, it’s okay.”
“No, no, it’s completely unacceptable. I officially owe you, Twilight Sparkle, a favor.”
“A what now?” Twilight asked as she cocked an eyebrow.
“A favor. Pinkie Pie has her promises; I have my favors. You just come to me if you need anything, and, if I can help, I will do my very best to assist.” Rarity paused, glancing anxiously away from Twilight while batting at a few strands of her hair. “Just as long as it doesn’t involve excessive amounts of dirt.”
Twilight giggled a little at Rarity’s usual discomfort. “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind, but you don’t have to worry about me, Rarity. I’m fine, really. Yes, getting ponynapped wasn’t exactly how I intended to spend my evening, but everything turned out all right. If anything, I’m just a little annoyed. I’ve been trying to get some reading done all day, but because everypony keeps coming to check on me, I haven’t even gotten past the first page.”
“Then I shan't take another moment of your time, dear. You just read, relax, and recover from your traumatic ordeal,” Rarity said as she headed for the door, only to turn back one final time. “And remember, if you need anything, I owe you one favor.”
“I got it,” Twilight replied as she watched Rarity leave, using her magic to shut the door after her. Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie, Applejack, Rainbow Dash, and now Rarity… she had been visited by all her closest friends, and she had told all of them she was okay. She had also received letters from her parents and Shining Armor, and she had assured them of the same.
That was everypony she could think of that would be panicked by the news of what happened, so maybe now she would be able to read her book.
~~~
“Spike?” Twilight called a few hours later, after finally reading a good distance into her book. “Can you bring me that book I had yesterday? Mountain Valley’s Geographic Guide to Equestria?”
Spike, who had been feeding his pet baby phoenix Peewee, paused from his work and glanced in Twilight’s direction. “Didn’t you have it with you yesterday?”
Twilight looked up from her book and stared at the ceiling as she tried to think back. “Well… I didn’t think… but maybe… No, wait… I did have it, didn’t I? Yeah, I put it in my saddlebags so that I could have it when I read this book at the park, but then I realized I had left this book here.”
Twilight began to point her hoof at different spots in the air, mentally retracing her steps. “So I came back, but then Pinkie Pie grabbed me to help decorate for her party. That took all afternoon. So, the book was still in my saddlebags when I went to the party, and then I left the party to come back here… and then I got ponynapp—”
Twilight quickly twisted her head around as her eyes darted about the library. She jumped to her hooves and began galloping around the room in a panic while rummaging through drawers and checking every nook and cranny she could find.
The sight made Spike sigh and shake his head. He gave Peewee the last of the birdseed he had in his claws before he began jogging after Twilight. He waited, and, when he had the opportunity, he leapt in front of Twilight just as she was turning to gallop in another direction.
“Whoa, easy, Twilight. What’s wrong?”
Twilight craned her neck around Spike, trying to look at the part of the library he was stopping her from reaching. “My saddlebags! Where are they?”
“How should I know?” he asked with a shrug.
“Oh no! No no no no no no no no no!” Twilight rattled off while shaking her head from side to side. “I had my saddlebags with me when I was ponynapped, and that means that either those cult ponies took them, or I lost them somewhere along the way! No no no no no! I can replace the copy of Geographic Guide to Equestria, but I had books in that bag Princess Celestia loaned me from the royal library! I can’t lose those books! No no no no—”
Spike grabbed the sides of Twilight’s head and brought her eyes to his. “Twilight, breathe… and think. Can’t you just use your locator spell?”
Twilight paused for a moment before a smile of relief burst onto her face. She closed her eyes and focused as her horn started to shimmer and blink. The locator spell was a charm Twilight put on her saddlebags after losing them one too many times. The charm would allow her to find her bags based on similar magical principles to the spell Rarity used to find gems.
After the spell had been cast, Twilight waved her head around while crossing her eyes so that she could gauge how fast her horn was flashing. She set off in the direction the flashing was the most frequent and soon found herself drawn to a window. Beyond that window she could see the Everfree Forest.
Twilight groaned and put her hooves up on the windowsill. “Great, that’s just great. My bags are in the forest.”
“Then you should probably just forget about them, Twilight,” Spike said. “They’re just books after all.”
“But that’s just it, Spike,” Twilight argued. “They aren’t ‘just books.’ Some of the books in those bags were on loan from the Royal Canterlot Library, and Princess Celestia loaned them to me herself. Do you realize how disappointed she’ll be if I tell her I lost those books? No, I can’t just leave them there. I’m going to get those books.”
With that Twilight began to trot towards the door, only for Spike to quickly cut her off. “Nuh-uh! No way, Twi. Princess Celestia would have my scales if she found out I let you go back into the Everfree Forest the day after you were ponynapped!”
“Well then, she won’t find out,” Twilight replied before she levitated Spike out of the way. He, however, ran right back into her path.
“But what if those crazy ponies are still in the forest? Do you want to get ponynapped again?”
“Princess Celestia’s guards scoured the forest last night with Zecora’s help. I doubt that any of those ponies are still there,” Twilight rationalized. “Besides, I need to get those books back! They’re irreplaceable.”
“Then I’m coming with you.”
Twilight shook her head firmly. “No, Spike, I need you to stay here in case somepony comes by. The last thing we need is everypony thinking I got ponynapped again. And what if somepony comes by to check out a book? This is a library. We can’t just close it whenever we want.”
Spike was not convinced. He crossed his arms and eyed Twilight. “I still don’t like it. Can’t you find somepony to go with you?”
“Everypony else is busy, especially after taking time to come and see me. Besides, I’ve been to the Everfree Forest before, Spike; I know how to keep myself out of trouble.”
“Says the pony that got turned to stone by a cockatrice,” Spike pointed out.
Twilight smiled weakly. “I’ll admit, that wasn’t one of my better moments. Still, if I’m not back in three hours, you can tell the princess that I left. You can even say that I put you to sleep with a sedation spell so you couldn’t stop me.”
“Twilight, I don’t want you to go because I think it’s dangerous, not because I don’t want to get in trouble.”
“Spike, I promise everything will be fine,” Twilight reassured Spike as she walked around him and continued towards the door. “Now, just keep doing your chores, and I’ll be back before you know it.” She glanced at the clock. “It’s just after three, so if I’m not back by a little after six then you can tell Princess Celestia, but I promise I’ll be back before then.”
~~~
Twilight swallowed nervously, stepping slowly through the forest as she kept her head down, following the light of her blinking horn. The threatening trees of the Everfree Forest surrounded her, their mangled and twisted branches reaching down from the canopy like deadly claws. The silence of the forest was also strangely unnerving. Twilight’s ears swiveled constantly to pick up any trace of sound as shivers ran up her spine from both the tension and the chill in the air.
“Okay, maybe it won’t be fine,” Twilight muttered, finally admitting to herself that she wasn’t ready to brave the forest alone. Logically, she tried to convince herself everything was fine, but her mind was still playing tricks on her. She couldn’t keep herself from believing every pony-shaped shadow she saw was one of the cult ponies coming to ponynap her again. She even charged off the forest path a few times, trying to get a jump on a would-be assailant, only to discover it was a bush or tree branch.
The situation was only made worse by the dark, gray, threatening clouds that were rolling in over the forest; it was the Everfree Forest’s first spring thunderstorm. Twilight could only imagine how horrible it would be to be caught in one of the forest’s infamous wild storms. They were rumored to have winds strong enough to pick a pony off her hooves and throw her halfway across Equestria. They were also supposed to have lightning that could—
Twilight shook her head and tried to clear away her panicked thoughts. She was getting close to her saddlebags now, the rate at which her horn was flashing was a sure indicator of that. She just needed to get those bags, and then she could just teleport herself back to the library.
“Just hold it together, Twilight. Just hold it together a little longer,” she whispered to herself in a half-hearted pep talk. However, as she rounded a bend in the path, her pep-talk died in her mouth, her pupils shrank, and her breathing quickened. Her locator spell had led her back to where she had been the night before, the place where she had been held captive by the cult ponies.
For a moment, Twilight had to fight the overpowering urge to teleport back to the library and leave her saddlebags and the rare books they contained to their fate. That urge, however, subsided when Twilight noticed her horn was blinking faster. She was close, so very close, and, with a nervous swallow, she mustered the courage to continue. She trotted along the edge of the clearing until she found the spot where her horn was flashing with the greatest frequency. She then rummaged through the bushes, and, with a triumphant smile, found her saddlebags.
Needing to be sure the books were okay, Twilight carried the bags to the center of the clearing and opened the flaps. A wave of relief swept across her body. None of the rare books were missing. In fact, nothing was missing, not even the more common texts she had been carrying. It was a discovery that brought a smile to Twilight’s face as she levitated the bags over her head and settled them down on her back.
“Perfect! Now to just teleport myself back to the library, and—”
RUSTLE
Twilight froze, her eyes narrowed, and her ears stood erect.
RUSTLE RUSTLE
She turned her head and focused on the source of the noise. It was a single bush located on the edge of the clearing. Something was moving around inside the foliage just out of sight, causing the leaves to rustle. Almost instantly, Twilight’s mind jumped to the worst case scenario. She could imagine a cultist leaping out of the bush to hogtie her again, and this time, when they cut her, they would do far worse. They’d use something bigger than a dagger, like a sword, and they wouldn’t just make a little paper cut either. They’d—
Twilight shook her head firmly. No, she couldn’t think like that. That bush was too small to hide a full grown pony. It’s probably just an animal. Yes, it was just a rabbit or something. She’d just get a little closer, and the little furry creature would pop out and scamper off, and she could finally breathe.
Unless it was a snake. Oh, if it was a snake, she was going to scream.
Inching closer to the bush, Twilight made each hoofstep as silent as possible. She strained her eyes to see into the darkness and kept her ears pointed forward to pick up any sound that might clue her in on what was hiding there. The branches rustled again, but whatever animal was inside had yet to jump free.
FLASH… KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Twilight leapt, screamed, and galloped in the exact opposite direction of the bush before she dove behind a tree on the far side of the clearing. Her heart was pounding so hard it felt like it would burst out of her chest, and Twilight put a hoof over her ribcage in a panicked attempt to make sure that didn’t happen.
She began breathing deeply, trying to calm down while she looked up at the sky. “It was just the storm… It was just thunder… it was just thunder… thunder that scared me half to death… but it was just thunder.”
As Twilight tried to calm herself, she began to hear something. It was soft at first, but as Twilight managed to calm her breathing, she began to hear the sound more clearly. It was… crying. Somepony nearby was crying, and, from the sound of the voice, it was a young filly.
“Hello?” Twilight called out, her ears swiveling as she tried to pinpoint the sound. “Is somepony there?”
The crying quickly fell silent, as if the voice’s owner was trying to hide. However, Twilight had been able to figure out the general direction it was coming from. She moved back into the forest clearing and continued to listen. “It’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you.”
Twilight heard no voice call back to her, and she could only sigh and shake her head. “I must have just imagined it,” she told herself quietly. She closed her eyes and began to prepare her teleportation spell.
FLASH… KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Again, the storm caught Twilight by surprise. It wasn’t as bad as the first time. She was able to keep herself standing in the center of the clearing instead of galloping off to hide. She did, however, throw an annoyed glare up at the clouds for startling her twice.
The thunder had also brought with it another sound, the crying Twilight had heard earlier, and it was close. Her first instinct was to call out again, but she decided against it in fear of the pony falling silent again. Instead, Twilight swiveled her ears forward and listened. The crying was now accompanied by some rustling, and it took Twilight only a few moments to pinpoint its source. It was the bush from earlier, the one Twilight had feared hid some horrible danger.
More concerned about the other pony than the possibility of being attacked, Twilight crept over to the bush as quietly as possible. As she drew close, she reached out with her magic and began to carefully grasp at the branches. If whatever was inside the bush decided to run away, Twilight wanted to at least get a good look at it before it escaped.
Once she was standing beside the bush, Twilight swallowed nervously and braced herself. She shoved the branches away and shut her eyes tight, a small part of her still expecting some pony in a cloak to jump out. When that didn’t happen, Twilight cracked open her eyes and looked into the interior of the bush.
What Twilight found, however, was nothing like she had expected. A filly as young as Apple Bloom was tangled up in the branches. It looked like she had been there for a few hours, if not longer. She also had nicks and scratches all over, which Twilight could only guess had been caused by the bush’s long, sharp thorns.
Normally, Twilight would have reached out to help the filly, but instead she found herself frozen in place. Her mind locked up, unable to process the filly’s appearance. Her coat was a regal black. She possessed a long, rich purple mane that was currently tangled in the bush’s thorny branches. And lastly, the filly had not only a pair of pegasus wings but a unicorn horn, making her an alicorn.
Yet, it was the filly’s eyes that held Twilight’s attention and filled her with fear. Those eyes were not shaped like a normal pony’s. The turquoise orbs, which should have had round pupils, instead had dagger-shaped pupils. The whites of her eyes were also off. Instead of white, they were a lighter color that closely resembled the color of the irises.
Above all, they were eyes Twilight had seen before; they were the eyes of Nightmare Moon.
Twilight felt her breathing quicken as her memories slipped back to the night before. The cult said they were the servants of Nightmare Moon, and they were obviously trying to cast some kind of spell. She’d admit, she hadn’t gotten a great look at the clearing, but she had seen spell lines, bowls with powders, and—
The spell they were attempting, it wasn’t some simple bit of magic. To need that much setup, the spell had to be powerful, possibly the most powerful spell Twilight had ever seen. On top of that, they said that they were servants of Nightmare Moon.
Yet, there was more to it than that. When they started to cast the spell, Twilight could feel it in her horn. The air became saturated with magical energy, and, as the spell began to progress, the magic began to change, to feel familiar. It was a kind of magic she hadn’t felt since… since…
Twilight’s pupils narrowed into fine points from the horror of the idea she had formulated. What if the spell cast was supposed to bring back Nightmare Moon? And what if it worked?!
It was insane; it was something that shouldn’t work. Yet, how else could she have felt such a strong aura of magic in the air? Why else would a filly she had never seen before, an alicorn with such a strong resemblance to the infamous Mare in the Moon, be in the same clearing?
Was that their goal? To resurrect Nightmare Moon? Did it work? Had the cult succeeded in bringing back Nightmare Moon? Was this Nightmare Moon?
It had to be. There wasn’t any other explanation for the intensity of the spell nor the appearance of the filly. That crazy cult had actually brought back Nightmare Moon, and Twilight had to warn somepony, anypony. She had to write to Princess Celestia immediately.
Or, better yet, she had to confront this… thing before it could get away and hurt somepony. Even if she was the size of a filly, Nightmare Moon was a master of deception and trickery. As far as Twilight knew, this was all just a trick. The alicorn could have simply been attempting to lure somepony into a trap, lying in wait for somepony to get close before attacking.
Twilight bristled, furrowed her eyebrows, and glared at the filly. “I know—” Twilight began harshly, only to stop abruptly. With just those two words, the filly shrank away whimpering, shutting her eyes as the bush's thorns left fresh cuts and scrapes on her body. When the filly dared to open her eyes again, she was looking up at Twilight like she was some hungry, pony-eating monster.
Twilight had never had anypony look at her like that, and it caused her indignation to cool. She lifted her hoof and reached out as slowly as possible. The result was the same. The filly shied away, whimpered, trembled, and succeeded in injuring herself further on the bush’s thorns.
It was a reaction of pure fear.
Twilight’s brain did a flip-flop trying to process this. Nightmare Moon was one of the greatest threats to Equestria, second only to Discord himself. She was a monster that tried to, at best, scare Twilight and her new friends away, and, at worst, get them killed. She was supposed to be the worst part of Luna’s psyche brought to life. At least, that’s what Twilight thought the insane cult’s spell was supposed to do.
Yet here she was, just a filly tangled in a thorn brush, and Twilight was unable to look away. The eyes that had once looked down on all ponies as if they were nothing but lowly insects were now filled to the brim with fear and pain. Some of the scratches from the bush were bleeding. The filly was terrified, hurt… and she needed help.
“I-it’s okay,” Twilight soothed shakily, “I won’t hurt you.” She wasn’t at all sure of what she was doing, but she had to, at the very least, get the little filly out of the bush before she injured herself further.
Taking hold of the bush magically, Twilight began carefully snapping away branches piece by piece. The filly winced a couple times during the process. Any small movement led to a thorn pricking her, but she kept her eyes locked on Twilight. The filly’s eyes were still filled with fear, but behind that fear was a flicker of hope, hope that the unicorn who had appeared was not a monster.
A few minutes later, with a final snap, enough branches were cleared away for Twilight to gently levitate the filly out of the bush. She brought the filly Nightmare Moon out from the edge of the clearing and set her down in the center, where they both proceeded to stare at each other.
Twilight’s mind was spinning at a million miles an hour, cycling through the same thoughts over and over again. Was this really Nightmare Moon? Was that the purpose of the spell last night? Did it work? How did it work? How could there be a Nightmare Moon without Luna? Weren’t they one and the same? Why was Nightmare Moon so small? Did the spell not work? Was Nightmare Moon just trying to trick her into taking her back to Ponyville? Was she only pretending to be so small and helpless? Was she dangerous? Was this really Nightmare Moon?
Round and round the thoughts circled. Twilight was unable to stop herself. It was the storm that finally managed to break the endless loop. Another wave of thunder cut through the air, snapping Twilight back to reality. Just as quickly, she noticed that the filly had rushed up to her. Trembling like a leaf, the filly clung to Twilight’s leg, eyes shut tight.
She was scared of the thunderstorm… Would Nightmare Moon ever be scared of a storm? Could she just be playing a trick, trying to lull her into a false sense of security? Twilight just couldn’t be sure. Her mind was telling her that the filly couldn’t be trusted. That she should just leave her in the forest, tell Princess Celestia, and let her deal with it.
At the same time, if the filly was Nightmare Moon, Twilight couldn’t just leave her in the forest. If she did, then there was a chance that the filly would disappear. No, if the filly was a danger to Equestria, Twilight had to keep track of her, if only to be sure she couldn’t hurt anypony. That, and Twilight couldn’t deny it didn’t feel right to leave anypony alone in the dangerous forest, even a pony that was arguably an enemy.
“Um… would you like to come back to Ponyville with me?” Twilight asked, unable to think of a better way to try and ask the filly to come along willingly. The little pony remained silent, but her eyes spoke her reply even before her head did. She nodded shakily and clung even closer to Twilight, looking upon her like she was the grand savior from a storybook. Twilight might have smiled at this if it weren’t for the raindrops that were starting to fall on her head.
“Oh, great…” Twilight muttered, flinching a bit as the rain started to worsen. With the storm coming quickly, Twilight did the only thing she could think of. She picked up the filly and nestled her between her saddlebags. Twilight then turned her magic above her head, projecting a transparent barrier just in time to shield them from the rain.
Twilight then took in a deep breath and tried to cast her teleportation spell, but she couldn’t get it to work. To teleport herself and others, Twilight used not only her magic, but also the magic that occurred naturally in Equestria. Yet, no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t draw in enough magic from around her and the filly. The air had been leeched dry of all magic, even though the evening before it had been over-saturated with mystical energy.
Finally, Twilight was forced to give up. If she strained herself any further she wouldn’t have enough magic to power the barrier spell separating her and the filly from the rainstorm nor enough energy to walk all the way back to the library. With a sigh, Twilight began to walk. She could only pray to herself that she’d get back before Spike panicked and sent a letter to the princess.
~~~
Spike anxiously finished writing the letter to the princess and glanced at the clock to see it tick to the next minute. Twilight had been gone for two hours and fifty-nine minutes. That left her with one minute, just one minute, to get back to the library before he sent his letter to Princess Celestia. Spike watched the clock anxiously before he dared to glance out the window at the raging thunderstorm.
Dash had come by the library earlier to warn that the weather team was letting a storm from the Everfree Forest roll over Ponyville. The storm wasn’t scheduled, but the weather team had decided to let it pass over to save themselves the trouble of preparing another just two days later. It made sense, but the storm was still pretty nasty. Thunder, lightning, wind, and pounding rain all came together at once, and Twilight was out in that weather, possibly hurt or even ponynapped.
Spike glanced at the clock again and watched as the minute changed. It was official; it had been three hours and Twilight hadn’t returned. Spike began to breathe in, the message to Celestia mere moments from being magically sent to Canterlot when the library door suddenly swung open.
“Spike! Don’t you dare breathe out!” Twilight yelled, pointing a commanding hoof at him. She was covered in mud and grime up to her neck, little leaves and sticks were caught in her mane, and a tired expression was on her face. Still, Spike couldn’t help but smile. He tossed the letter aside and ran up to Twilight.
“Where were you?” Spike asked in a combination of worry and relief. He would have hugged her leg, but he’d noticed how muddy she was.
“In the Everfree Forest, like I told you. It just took longer to find my bags than I expected, and then I had to walk back in the storm,” Twilight said. She did her best to wipe her hooves clean on the welcome mat before stepping inside.
“Why couldn’t you teleport back? Did something happen? Are you okay?”
“Yes, I’m fine,” Twilight reassured him. “There was just something wrong in the forest, I couldn’t get a strong enough magical charge to teleport. It was like almost all the magic had been sucked out of the air. I’ll be fine. All I need is a bath and some dinner.”
“Well then, you go straight upstairs and take a bath,” Spike lectured her. “I’ll make dinner. How about some soup and sandwiches?”
“Can you make it celery soup and daffodil sandwiches?” Twilight asked as she levitated the books from her saddlebags and placed them in Spike’s waiting arms.
“Of course! One order of celery soup and daffodil sandwiches coming right up… after I get these books put away,” Spike said. He then turned and began the quick task of putting the tomes Twilight had just retrieved back in their places. While he did that, Twilight headed to the second floor of the library. She crossed her bedroom and entered the bathroom. It was small and cozy with a bathtub that doubled as a shower and all the basic amenities. Nothing fancy, but it got the job done.
Twilight shut and locked the door before breathing a sigh of relief and looking over her shoulder. Still lying on her back, nestled between her saddlebags, was the filly Nightmare Moon. She had curled up and fallen asleep halfway to the library. Thankfully, Spike hadn’t noticed the breathing black mass that was partially hidden by Twilight’s mane and saddlebags.
For the moment, Twilight just let the filly sleep while she turned on the bathtub faucets. The tub began to fill, and, as it did, Twilight opened the medicine cabinet to gather some first aid supplies. While most of the injuries the filly had from the thorny bush were tiny, there were a couple Twilight wanted to bandage.
Twilight waited until the tub was almost full before shutting off the faucets. The perfectly warm water gently steamed in the cool bathroom air, and a shiver of relief crawled down her body just from sinking her hoof into the water. Still, Twilight couldn’t go jumping in until the filly was off her back and she had taken off her saddlebags.
Looking back at the filly, Twilight bent her head close and gave her a nudge. It took a few tries, but the little pony finally began to wake up. She lifted her head off Twilight’s back and took in her surroundings before looking at Twilight, who offered a gentle smile.
“Don’t worry; you’re safe here. This is where I live, and you won’t have to worry about the storm or anything else here,” Twilight assured her. “Still, I need to get cleaned up. Would you mind getting off my back while I take a quick bath?”
The filly shook her head once before very carefully and cautiously getting to her hooves and jumping off Twilight’s back. Her little wings slowed her descent to the floor, allowing her to land gently. She, however, didn’t stay on her hooves for long. She lay down and curled up into a small ball on the soft bathroom mat below the sink.
With the filly off her back, Twilight was able to remove her mud-splattered saddlebags and climb into the bathtub. She winced a little as hot water came into contact with colder parts of her body, but she eventually sank in with a relieved sigh. After tromping around in the storm, Twilight wanted nothing more than to soak in the warm water. She, however, needed to make it a quick bath.
She picked up a brush and worked to remove the mud, twigs, and leaves that clung to her. Once they were all gone, she climbed out of the tub and let the now dirty water drain away as she toweled herself off. Then, once the tub was drained, Twilight opened the faucets and began to fill the tub again, this time only a quarter of the way full.
It was a very shallow bath, but it was perfect for the small filly. Twilight levitated the miniature Nightmare Moon lookalike into the water. She winced a few times as the water came in contact with her cuts and scratches, but otherwise the filly didn’t protest. She just stood there, being as complacent as possible as Twilight carefully used a brush to clean her.
Once the filly was clean, Twilight lifted her out of the tub, toweled her off, and began using the first aid kit to bandage the worst of her cuts and scrapes. All the while, she was amazed with how cooperative the filly was, despite acting sad and tired. Would Nightmare Moon really allow herself to be bathed and bandaged without protest? Yes, such a regal and royal pony might expect to be waited on by servants, but that wasn’t what Twilight was doing. She was treating her like a foal, and the real Nightmare Moon wouldn’t accept being treated like a foal, no matter how small or young she actually was.
Again, the question of whether this filly really was Nightmare Moon rose up in Twilight’s head. She was becoming less and less sure. The resemblance was undeniable. If the little pony had a flowing, magical, star-dotted mane and tail, then she’d look exactly like the Mare in the Moon.
Yet this filly just wasn’t acting like Nightmare Moon, at least in Twilight’s opinion. She didn’t talk down, nor did she make threats. She hadn’t even said anything yet, and the silence was even stranger. Twilight would expect Nightmare Moon to be vocal, and the filly’s odd behavior only raised another question: If she wasn’t Nightmare Moon, then who was she?
Twilight was drawn from her thoughts by a knock at the bathroom door. She finished placing one last bandage on the filly and then turned in the direction of the door. “Yes?”
“Hey, Twilight, I’ve got your dinner.”
Twilight glanced over her shoulder, both to speak in Spike’s direction and to make sure he wasn’t coming into the bathroom. “Thank you, but… you know, I’m really hungry after hiking through the Everfree Forest and the storm. Would you mind making me another sandwich and bowl of soup?”
“No problem,” Spike proudly assured from the other side of the door. “I made a big batch of the celery soup, and we have plenty of stuff for sandwiches.”
“That’s wonderful, Spike, but I only need one more.”
“You got it, Twi,” Spike replied before departing.
Twilight waited for her assistant’s footsteps to reach the bottom of the stairs before she opened the door. She checked the bedroom, making sure Spike, Owloysius, and Peewee were all downstairs before she stepped out. The filly followed close behind, not getting more than a few inches from Twilight as she crossed the room and moved towards the bed.
The meal Spike had brought in was sitting on her bedside table. It looked good, and Twilight was starving. However, instead of digging in herself, she levitated the filly up onto her bed and set the food out in front of her.
“Here, you go ahead and eat this. I’m going to go downstairs and talk with Spike,” Twilight said, her words coming with a comforting smile. The filly, again, didn’t offer more than a simple nod in reply. She leaned forward and took a bite from the sandwich. It was a small bite, but it was quickly followed by another, and another, and another as the filly eagerly devoured the food.
It was the first real sign of life Twilight had seen from the Nightmare Moon lookalike, and it was encouraging, to say the least. For now, however, she had to leave the filly to her meal. She needed to go downstairs and tell Spike the truth before he discovered the filly for himself, assumed the worst, and sent a letter to Princess Celestia.
~~~
It had taken a couple of hours to convince Spike not to write to Princess Celestia and tell her about the filly. He, like Twilight, at first assumed that she was Nightmare Moon reborn and that the princess had to be told. He had even written up a letter and was about to send it before Twilight snatched it away and threw it in the garbage.
Twilight’s arguments were weak. All she could really say was that the filly really didn’t seem to act like Nightmare Moon. In her logical mind, Twilight knew that Spike was probably right. They needed to tell the princess, but, once again, Twilight’s imagination betrayed her. Princess Celestia had banished Nightmare Moon to the moon for a thousand years. Twilight feared she would do the same to the little pony, and that just didn’t feel like something the filly deserved.
In the end, Twilight only got Spike to agree to silence by promising that she’d go buy him a large sapphire from Rarity as a bribe. It wasn’t how she would have liked to obtain his silence, but Spike had Pinkie Pie promised that, if she got him the gem in the morning, he would keep quiet about the filly until she wanted to tell Princess Celestia.
Having eaten her own dinner during the negotiations, Twilight made her way back up to the bedroom. She was a little worried about what she would find. There was a chance that, in the past two hours, the filly had grown into an adult Nightmare Moon and was ready to attack. Yet, after she opened the bedroom door, Twilight saw that the filly was still sitting on her bed, the sandwich and soup long eaten.
Taking a moment to steady herself, Twilight approached the filly and again she found herself torn on just how she was supposed to act. Nightmare Moon had tried twice to plunge Equestria into eternal night, but filly didn’t seem like a danger. She should have consulted Princess Celestia already, but she just wasn’t sure enough. It was a stalemate between her fear of what the filly could do and her fear of what the princess would do if she found out. She wasn’t convinced enough to tell the princess, but she couldn’t let her guard down either. If she did, there was a chance the filly would show her true colors, transform into Nightmare Moon, and attack.
It was better to be safe than sorry, and Twilight chose to keep her guard up. She’d watch and be ready to bolt out of the room should things become dangerous. At the moment, however, she needed to find out more about the filly. She needed to see if she remembered being Nightmare Moon or maybe had other memories, something to prove who she was.
“Are you feeling better?”
The filly nodded only once, barely meeting Twilight’s eyes.
“That’s good,” Twilight replied before taking a seat beside the bed. “So, uh… do you know where you are? Do you remember where you were before I found you?”
The filly shook her head, the first of many such replies. Twilight asked the filly what she did remember, what she knew, and a whole slew of other questions. Yet, while there were a few nods here and there, most of Twilight’s questions were met with a shake of the filly’s head, and each shake seemed to cause the filly’s eyes to tear up a little bit more.
The breaking point came when Twilight asked the filly if she remembered her name, which caused her to break down and cry. It wasn’t wailing or outright sobbing, but a quiet cry where she sniffled as tears poured down her cheeks.
It was a sight that helped Twilight understand why the little pony had been so quiet and subdued; she was scared and confused. The only memories she seemed to have were the ones of the past several hours. She had no memories of her own, yet possessed some common knowledge, like an understanding of Equestrian language.
Twilight found it difficult to even imagine having so few memories. It did, however, support her theory that this little filly had been produced by the spell cast by the cult. It would make sense for her to only have a few hours of memory as the spell had only been cast the night before.
Again, the question of whether or not the filly was really Nightmare Moon reared its ugly head, but it was a question Twilight chose to shelve in her mind for later. The filly was still crying, and it was pitting Twilight against herself. She had every desire to keep her guard up in case the filly was truly dangerous, but, at the same time, she couldn't in good conscience ignore how scared the filly was.
So, despite her own anxieties, Twilight crawled up onto the bed and lay down beside the young alicorn, doing her best to comfort the crying filly.
~~~
It took about half an hour for the filly to finally calm down and cry herself dry. The tears seemed to have a good effect on the filly, for she looked less scared then she had been. She lay right next to Twilight and was working to dry her eyes as she rested her head against Twilight’s shoulder.
“Feeling better?” Twilight quietly asked.
“Y-yes,” the filly shakily answered: the first word Twilight heard her say the entire night. Her voice had a musical quality, but a fragility to it as well. It reminded Twilight of the time she had seen an earth pony playing crystal juice glasses filled with water: a glass harp. It was a feat made easier by the special horseshoes the pony had on, but it was still impressive to watch and listen to. A voice like a glass harp… certainly not the voice Twilight would pair with an evil, fallen princess bent on creating an eternal night.
“That’s good,” Twilight replied before falling silent. She struggled to find something to say. When nothing came to mind, Twilight glanced at the clock and noticed the late hour. “So, uh… it’s been a long day. How about we get some sleep?”
“Can… can I sleep here?” the filly asked as she looked up at Twilight, a question that brought fresh unease to Twilight’s mind. Letting the filly sleep in the same bed was asking for trouble. If she was Nightmare Moon and just playing some cruel trick, Twilight was just asking to be attacked in the middle of the night. At the same time, Twilight couldn’t bring herself to refuse. It was like her mouth had forgotten how to form the word ‘no’ in the face of the filly’s pleading eyes.
“Yes, you can,” Twilight finally relented, “but how about I make it so we’re both more comfortable?”
With that Twilight lit her horn and used her magic to shift a few blankets and pillows around. She first tucked herself beneath the covers, then she set the filly down on top of the bed’s blanket and gave her a spare blanket and pillow. The blanket and pillow were meant for Spike’s basket, but they were the perfect size for the filly.
Soon, both Twilight and the filly were stifling yawns as the long day caught up with them. It was still relatively early, barely close to ten o’clock, but Twilight was more than willing to call it a night. Another yawn gripped her, and her eyes were just starting to droop when she heard a small voice whisper to her.
“Miss unicorn?”
Twilight was drawn back from the edge of sleep. She lifted her head, and met the filly’s gaze with her own. “I’m sorry, I guess I never introduced myself. My name’s Twilight Sparkle.”
“Okay… Miss Sparkle, can I ask you something?”
“Yes?”
The filly snuggled into Twilight’s side, as if fearing she’d be pulled away. “Do you want me to leave in the morning?”
“What makes you think I’d want you leave?”
The filly bit her lip for a second before continuing. “You… were mad when you first saw me. I just… didn’t think you’d want me around.”
“It’s not your fault. I just thought you were somepony else for a while,” Twilight assured her, “but… no, you don’t have to leave in the morning.”
Those words made the filly smile, the first honest smile she had given all evening. Then, with that concern put to rest, the filly yawned, closed her eyes, and drifted off to sleep with Twilight following soon after.
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Chapter 2
A Secret Between Friends
=====================
Twilight yawned as she made her way down the steps to the library’s main floor. Her mane was freshly brushed, her teeth were clean, but she still wasn’t completely awake. She had been up late the night before, doing research and making some plans, and had not gotten to bed until well past midnight.
Still, with her empty belly acting as a powerful motivator, Twilight stepped into the kitchen. Almost immediately, the smells of breakfast filled her nose and whetted her appetite. Spike was working at the stove but turned and offered Twilight a pleasant “Morning” before turning his attention back to his cooking.
“Hey, Spike,” Twilight responded before yawning again as she made her way to the table. This had been Twilight and Spike’s usual morning ever since they had moved to Ponyville, and even for a time before that. One of them would get up early and make breakfast while the other would stumble into the kitchen sometime later. Who made breakfast was largely dependent on who went to bed first the night before, and the previous evening it had been Spike.
Yet, for the past few days, there had been an addition to the routine: a little black filly alicorn who was currently seated at the table, waiting patiently for breakfast.
Twilight had come to call the filly Nyx, an old name from a storybook Twilight remembered from her own fillyhood. Nyx, as the stories went, was a black coated mare that slept during the day and basked in Luna’s night, back before the princess became Nightmare Moon. Her job was to guard her town during the night from the many creatures that hunted in the dark. The tale of Nyx of the Night was one of Twilight’s favorite bedtime stories. Her parents had to have read it to her hundreds of times when she was growing up. It was the first decent name that came to mind when she was trying to find a name for the filly other than Nightmare Moon.
And, in truth, Nyx had become the focus of Twilight’s efforts for the past few days. She had spent all of her free time studying, devoting herself to researching the possibilities of resurrection spells. Unfortunately, none of the library’s books had any direct information, and what information she could find was in theoretical magic.
The Golden Oaks Library was insufficient, but Twilight knew that the princess had unicorns in Canterlot working on the spell. They had to have more information, and she had asked Celestia if she could possibly read some of the same books or be kept informed on the progress of the research. Princess Celestia, however, refused the request, wishing Twilight to simply forget about the spell and what happened that night.
But Twilight couldn’t stop herself. While she couldn’t really believe that the scared little filly was Nightmare Moon reborn, the threat and danger of that truth lingered constantly on the fringes of her mind. She wanted, maybe needed, to be absolutely sure, and the only way to be absolutely sure was to understand the spell and figure out what could have happened if the spell was interrupted.
Progress was slow, however, and Twilight was forced to put her research on hold the previous evening to handle a more pressing concern, one that involved Nyx.
Over the past few days, Nyx had become a little more open, though she was still nervous and quiet. She had even started helping Spike with his chores, slowly winning over the skeptical baby dragon. She had also demonstrated an interest in reading. She had cracked open and read a number of books, even though she struggled with the words at times. Her focus wasn’t purely on fictional stories either. She had read a few books that fillies her age would be exposed to in school: nonfiction books about a wide and almost random spectrum of subjects.
The reading was okay by Twilight’s standards, but, if there was one thing that Nyx did that was annoying, it was that she asked questions… a lot of questions. Most of them were things that Twilight could easily answer off the top of her head, but it was still enough of a distraction to greatly reduce her normal study time. Nyx’s curiosity, at times, just seemed insatiable.
What worried Twilight the most, however, was that her curiosity was beginning to shift to the outside world. Just the previous day, Nyx had spent hours looking out the window, watching ponies pass by. If anypony happened to look in her direction she would quickly duck out of sight, but she would only hide for a few minutes before returning to the window.
Twilight’s concerns came to fruition when Nyx asked if she could go outside. She had to refuse the request, and, thankfully, Nyx didn’t resist. She was willing to accept her confinement in the library. Yet, her request made Twilight realize something.
She couldn’t keep Nyx hidden in the library forever. The library wasn’t a jail, she wasn’t a warden, and Nyx wasn’t a prisoner. Nyx deserved to be able to go outside and enjoy the sunshine. Yet, at the same time, the sudden appearance of a filly alicorn in Ponyville would undoubtedly draw a disastrous amount of unwanted attention.
Thus, if Nyx did go outside, Twilight would be sure it was done with considerable preparation. That had been her focus of the previous evening. She had made a plan. She was going to pass off Nyx as a cousin who was going to stay with her indefinitely to study, much like how she had started living at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns when she became the princess’s private pupil.
It might not have been the greatest of plans, but she hadn’t told her friends about Shining Armor until she got his wedding invitation. Rarity admitted later that she thought Twilight was an only child. Thus, it wasn’t unreasonable to think they’d believe Nyx was a cousin she hadn’t ever mentioned before, especially if she was a distant cousin.
Twilight groaned a little and sat down at the kitchen table to eat her breakfast. It wasn’t a plan she was overly confident in, but the plan just had to work for a little while. She just needed more time to be sure whether or not Nyx was Nightmare Moon. Once she was sure, she’d be able to act appropriately.
Yes, all she needed was more time. Thus, once she had filled her empty, grumbling stomach, she would begin enacting her plan. Step one of said plan: she’d need to sneak Nyx across Ponyville to Carousel Boutique.
It was time to call in Rarity’s favor.
~~~
It took some precise movements and careful hiding, but Twilight was able to lead Nyx across Ponyville to Carousel Boutique without anypony getting a good glimpse of them. They were going to get there right when Rarity usually opened the shop for the day, hopefully ensuring there wouldn’t be any customers in the boutique.
The little bell above the door chimed when Twilight opened it with a relieved smile. She quickly guided Nyx inside and then looked over her shoulder. When she was sure none of the passersby on the street had taken notice of Nyx, Twilight herself slipped into the shop and flipped the latch on the door. She didn’t want anypony stumbling in on them by accident.
Twilight then trotted forward, glancing around the boutique’s front showroom as she tried to see where Rarity was. At the same time, Nyx stayed close to Twilight. She had been excited to finally go outside, but the size and number of ponies in the outside world had driven her to cling to Twilight the entire trip over to the boutique. It was only now, when they were once more alone, that Nyx dared to venture away from Twilight. She took a few anxious steps and turned her head slowly as she took in the shop’s beautiful interior and looked at the elegant dresses that were on display.
“Rarity, are you home?” Twilight called out as she levitated her saddlebags off and set them by the door.
“Yes, dear, just a moment!” Rarity called back as she came out from the boutique’s back room with several spools of thread floating behind her. She had on her red glasses, a sign that she was in the middle of sewing something together. “Twilight, darling, I’ve seen neither hide nor hair of you in days. Where have you been hiding?”
Twilight chuckled a little under her breath and shrugged. “In the library, where else?”
“Where else indeed,” Rarity said before setting down the spools of thread she was levitating. “You know, all those dusty old books can’t be good for your complexion. You should come with Fluttershy and I on our weekly spa outing. You had such fun the last time you joined us, and I was actually hoping the three of us could make it a regular thing.”
“I’m sorry, Rarity. I really would like to, but sometimes I just can’t pull myself away from a book.”
Rarity took her glasses off and set them on one of her dressmaking forms. “A fact I am well aware of. Still, I guess hearing that you’ve been studying your little head off is a good thing. It means you’ve recovered from your traumatic ponynapping as well as anypony could hope.
“Now, just what brings you by the boutique?”
“Um,” Twilight began. She nervously scratched at one of her legs as her once pleasant smile became anxious and forced. “I need some casual day-wear.”
“Now that is a request I don’t get too often,” Rarity commented. She walked to the side of her room and began digging in a drawer. “Most ponies are just satisfied strolling about without a thread of fabric on, but, personally, I feel some ponies would look just fabulous with the right vest or day-dress.”
With a triumphant smile, Rarity pulled a pencil and a sketch pad from the drawer. She then used a hoof to push the drawer shut before she turned and began walking back towards Twilight. “Personally, I think you’re one of those ponies that doesn’t need casual wear. I, however, can’t say for certain until I have a chance to sketch out some designs. So, Twilight, what were you looking for in particular?”
“Okay, so… here’s the thing,” Twilight said with a nervous laugh. “It really isn’t for me.”
Glancing up from the sketch she had already started, Rarity arched an eyebrow. “Well, whom is it for then?”
Twilight stepped to one side, revealing Nyx, who had ducked behind her when Rarity came into the room. “It’s for her.”
A small squeak escaped Nyx’s throat when she realized Rarity could see her. She then hung her head and quickly stepped back behind Twilight in an effort to remain hidden. After Twilight whispered some reassuring words, Nyx found the courage to step out into plain view. Still, she kept her head lowered and avoided any direct eye contact with Rarity.
“Rarity, I’d like you to meet Nyx,” Twilight said when she was sure Nyx wasn’t going to try and hide behind her a second time. “Nyx, this is my good friend, Rarity. Say hello, Nyx.”
“Um… H-Hello, Miss Rarity,” Nyx mumbled very quietly.
It was a good thing Nyx was keeping her eyes turned down at the floor, for it kept her from noticing that Rarity was staring dumbfounded. Her gaze was focused on Nyx’s eyes, which she found all too similar to a pair of eyes she had gotten a very close look at during the Summer Sun Celebration two years ago.
Before Nyx could notice her slack-jawed stare, Rarity regained some of her composure and put on an uneasy smile. She then looked at Twilight and spoke through her clenched teeth. “Well… of course. I… just need you to… come in back with me and… pick out a fabric. Uh… Nyx, was it? Would you mind staying here? I just need to speak with Twilight for a few moments in private.”
Nyx turned to look at Twilight as if she would never see her again. “T-Twilight?”
“It will be all right, Nyx,” she reassured. “Just go look at some of the dresses that Rarity has made. We’ll be right back.”
Nyx slowly nodded before she turned and headed towards the mannequins. She approached the one that was currently displaying the jumpsuit Fluttershy had worn when Rarity was trying to impress Photo Finish and began to look at her reflection in some of the gemstones.
At the same time, while Nyx’s back was turned, Twilight felt herself become wrapped in magic: Rarity’s magic. She then found herself being dragged unceremoniously into the boutique’s back room by Rarity.
The moment the pair was in the back, Rarity quickly but quietly shut the door behind them. She then flipped the latch on the door before locking her eyes on Twilight and speaking with a stressed voice. “Who. Is. That?”
Twilight flattened her ears and lowered her head, bracing herself for the worst. “I take it you noticed she looks kind of like—”
“Nightmare Moon!” Rarity loudly whispered, though her firm stance made it obvious she would have rather been shouting. “Yes, I did notice! Now, would you care to explain?!”
“Well, do you want the long or short version?” Twilight asked, anxiously scratching at her front right leg. “Or maybe the medium version? I suppose I could—”
“Twilight, just tell me!” Rarity pressed.
“Okay, short version. She might, and I mean might, be Nightmare Moon reborn. That crazy cult that ponynapped me cast some weird spell, and while Princess Celestia kept the spell from being completed, it still… well… I think it created her. I found her in the Everfree Forest, alone and scared, and—”
Rarity visibly shook as she struggled to keep herself from shouting. “And you brought her to Ponyville?!”
“Calm down before she hears you!” Twilight stressed, motioning with her hoof that Rarity needed to keep quiet. “Look, she doesn’t remember anything that happened before I found her, and she acts nothing like Nightmare Moon. She’s… just a sweet, nervous, little filly. To be honest… I’m having trouble believing she could be Nightmare Moon at all.”
Despite Twilight’s assurances, Rarity pointed an accusing hoof at Twilight while her brow furrowed with concern. “And did it ever cross your mind what would happen if she really was Nightmare Moon? That monster could have attacked you in your sleep!”
“Rarity, she isn’t a monster, I promise. She’s just—”
“Twilight, I think your ponynapping has rattled your senses! You have to tell Princess Celestia about this! If there is even a small chance that the filly out there is Nightmare Moon, the princess needs to know before—”
“But I’m afraid that if the princess finds out, she’ll banish Nyx to the moon!” Twilight said, struggling to keep her voice down as the argument grew more heated. “Look, you saw how she acted when she first met you. She’s more scared of you than you are of her. She really doesn’t know who Nightmare Moon is or anything that happened at the Summer Sun Celebration two years ago.”
“And have you ever thought about what might happen if she did start to remember?”
“I’ve thought about it, yes… but—”
Rarity stomped a hoof. “Twilight, listen to yourself! If that filly was produced by a spell, and that spell was supposed to bring back Nightmare Moon, then—”
“Rarity, please! You’re the only other pony I’ve told, and I need you to keep this a secret,” Twilight pleaded, “If somepony finds out, then the princess will find out. Do you really think a filly that young deserves to be banished to the moon, even if she was created by a spell meant to bring back Nightmare Moon?
“Right now, all I want to do is to try and pass her off as my cousin, just until I can figure out whether she is Nightmare Moon or just looks like her. But I can’t just keep her locked in the library all the time. If I’m going to pass her off as a normal unicorn, she needs to be able to go outside, and for that she needs a disguise. Consider this the favor you owe me.”
Rarity pushed her lips together. “And you want to use your favor like this?”
“Yes,” Twilight replied firmly.
“Are you absolutely sure?”
“Yes.”
“Are you absolutely, positively—”
“Rarity, I’m sure.”
Rarity let out a sigh, rubbing her forehead with a hoof before nodding. “Very well, Twilight. Your secret is safe with me, but that still leaves me wondering just why you’ve brought her to my boutique.”
“I need you to make something, anything, Nyx can wear to hide her wings.”
“Her wings?” Rarity echoed, cocking an eyebrow.
“Didn’t you notice? Nyx is an alicorn.”
“Well of course I noticed,” Rarity said, a bit insulted. “I also understand why you’re apprehensive about her going outside, but, Twilight, wings are so in style right now. All the best boutiques in Canterlot are using pegasus models this season. Makes me wish I could talk Fluttershy into stepping back onto the stage; that, or convince Rainbow Dash to give fashion modeling a try. She could have such a beautiful mane if she would just brush it out once in a while and—”
“Focus!” Twilight interrupted, bringing Rarity back to reality. “Even if wings are in style, it’s a whole lot easier to hide a pair of wings than it is to hide a horn, wouldn’t you agree?”
“True, wings are a more readily hidden feature, though, personally, I think I could have figured out a way to hide her horn. Still… I’ll admit she does have that wonderful black coat; it’s such a rare color that I don’t get to work with often enough. Her mane isn’t bad either, a little ragged maybe, but with some brushing and a little care… Hmmmm…”
At that, Rarity shut her eyes and gently tapped her chin with her hoof as the gears in her mind turned. A smile then sprang onto her lips, and, with inspiration-driven enthusiasm, she opened the door to the back room. “Iiiiiddddddeeeaaaa~!” Rarity sang out.
Rarity’s sudden return made Nyx jump a little, and she quickly tried to escape when she saw Rarity coming towards her with horn aglow. It was, however, too late. Nyx found herself being levitated into the air along with several spools of fabric. She was now at the mercy of Rarity’s fashion sense.
~~~
“I’m almost done, just hold still for a few more seconds,” Rarity said an hour later. She had gotten lost in her work and had been treating Nyx more like a mannequin than a filly. She had asked Nyx to stand still for almost the entire time and quickly hushed any complaints. It had allowed her to work quickly and efficiently.
It was, however, becoming apparent that Nyx was nearing the end of her endurance, growing both tired and bored of standing in the same place for so long. She kept shifting her weight between her legs and making very quiet whines. Still, for the most part Nyx had done as Rarity asked, and Twilight made a mental note to reward Nyx, if only to encourage the good behavior.
And that good behavior had allowed Rarity to work her usual magic, creating the casual wear Nyx needed. It was a simple purple vest, similar in design to the vests worn by everypony in town during Winter Wrap Up. Rarity, however, modified the design in a few places so that Nyx’s wings could hide comfortably beneath the fabric. Rarity also worked to stylize the vest a little bit, putting some black here and there to blend with Nyx’s natural coat color.
The final thing Rarity needed to work on was Nyx’s hair. She had tried a number of different styles, from styling Nyx’s mane up like her own, to giving it more body like Fluttershy’s. Nothing, however, seemed to please Rarity.
“Oh, what to do? What to do?” Rarity pondered, letting Nyx’s hair drop. “Most ponies have their mane styled to leave a little something in the front, but I think for your facial structure we need to pull your mane back. Yes, I definitely need to style it back, but it just needs something… ”
Rarity’s horn glowed, and she levitated a few ribbons and hairbands from a nearby drawer. Her eyes moved over each one, tossing some away while others lingered in the air, waiting to be judged by her meticulous eye. She even held some of the ribbons up to Nyx’s hair, as if to test the color, but in the end they all got tossed aside.
That is until Rarity’s eyes lit up. “Of course! Aloe and Lotus!”
“Who and what now?” Twilight asked. She had been watching from what she considered a safe distance for one of Rarity’s inspiration driven design sessions.
Rarity used her magic to bring a brush to Nyx’s mane and began brushing it back so nearly every strand would lie straight behind Nyx’s head. “Aloe and Lotus, the ponies who manage the spa. They style their manes back like this, and I think that’s just what we need.” Rarity then levitated a headband close and settled it down on Nyx’s head just behind her horn. The headband was teal with some designs featuring darker greens on the side.
“Perfect,” Rarity said, approving of her handiwork a few minutes later. “Oh yes, this really is a mane that can pull this off, and the headband brings out the eyes.”
“Am I done now?” Nyx whined. She had attempted not to sound bored, but even the well-behaved Nyx was at her wits’ end.
Rarity nodded, slipping out of designer mode and regaining some cautious coldness in her voice as she remembered who she had been making the vest for. “Yes, you are done. Here, why don’t you go take a look in the mirror?”
Nyx nodded and jumped down from the table she had been standing on while Rarity had been working. It wasn’t hard to find a mirror; the front of Rarity’s shop was littered with mirrors of varying sizes. Nyx moved to the nearest one, examining her reflection while Twilight stepped over beside Rarity.
“It’s perfect,” Twilight beamed happily. “If I didn’t know better I’d say she was just a normal unicorn.”
“Oh, Twilight, must you always think of function over form?” Rarity chided as she began to put her supplies away. “Yes, it hides her wings, but the outfit looks fabulous, wouldn’t you agree?”
“Yes, she looks great, Rarity, and now all she needs are her glasses.”
Rarity arched an eyebrow and glanced at Nyx, who was still looking at her reflection in the mirror. “Are you sure she needs them, Twilight? Her eyesight seems fine, in my opinion.”
“These aren’t correctional glasses. It took a lot of research, but I’ve finally found an illusion spell that I can use to enchant the glasses to disguise Nyx’s eyes. It makes them look… well… more common. After all,” Twilight lowered her voice to a whisper and leaned in close to Rarity, “there are only a couple of things I know that have eyes like that. Dragons, the changeling queen, and… well, Nightmare Moon.”
Rarity nodded. “It would make sense to hide them as well, wouldn’t it? It was because of those eyes I recognized who she was. Still, at the very least I hope you selected some fashionable frames.”
Twilight turned her head, and, using her magic, she opened a flap of her saddlebags, which were resting by the front door. From inside the bags, Twilight extracted a pair of glasses. She then quickly levitated the glasses across the room and presented them to Rarity while saying, “Well, I thought they looked nice.”
“Twilight!” Rarity exclaimed before she shied away from the glasses, as if they were an angry snake that was ready to bite. “Please tell me this is some kind of cruel joke!”
“Why, what’s wrong?”
“Those glasses are in every way wrong,” Rarity stressed while she treated the glasses as if their ugliness was infectious. “Those thick frames, and that black color! Oh, they utterly clash with Nyx’s entire outfit!”
“But… she has a black coat. How can black frames clash with a black coat?”
“It’s about so much more than just the color, Twilight. I mean, look at these glasses!” Rarity took the frames up in her own magic and levitated them in the air while she pointed out their flaws. “They’re matte, with no shine whatsoever. Nyx’s coat, in contrast, has just the slightest natural sheen. And don’t get me started on the thickness.
“No, these just won’t do,” Rarity snipped matter-of-factly.
“But—”
“No buts!” Rarity said. She then got behind Twilight and began pushing her towards the boutique’s front door. “I will not have you ruin this fashionable attire with some random frames you picked out just because you’d thought they’d be fine. As you surely remember, Twilight, I’ve seen your definition of fine, and it was embodied in that… interesting dress you were going to wear to the Gala before I made you your new dress.”
“But—” Twilight tried to defend, only to get cut off again.
“Now, I want you to gallop down to wherever you purchased these atrocities and get them exchanged. Pick up something in… let’s say a midnight purple with a slight, and I mean slight, gloss and make sure the frames are also at least half as thin as these… these… things,” Rarity stressed before she set the offending glasses on Twilight’s forehead.
“But what about Nyx?”
Rarity shoved Twilight out the door with a small burst of magic. “She will be fine here with me until you come back with those new frames. Now, off with you.” At that the door to the boutique abruptly shut, leaving Twilight bewildered outside while Rarity shook her head in disbelief.
“Twilight, sometimes I think you’re actually trying to be unfashionable on purpose,” Rarity huffed before she turned and trotted away from the door. It was then she caught sight of Nyx, and forced a smile. “I do apologize for that outburst, Nyx, but I just couldn’t let Twilight ruin the new outfit I made with those awful glasses. They would have just been a travesty against fashion, a simple travesty.”
“Were the glasses really that bad?” Nyx asked.
“Oh yes,” Rarity said with a nod. “Between you and me, I wouldn’t make my worst enemy, somepony I truly hated, wear those glasses. They are, in all honesty, the very definition of a fashion don’t.”
At that Rarity turned and began busying herself with cleaning up the bits and pieces of fabric left behind from making the vest. For a time, she went about her work happily, humming a melody to herself as she reveled in the satisfaction of a job well done. Yet, as Rarity cleaned she began to hear something: a quiet sniffling. Caught a bit off guard by the sound, Rarity turned to look at its source.
The source was Nyx. She had plopped down in the middle of the shop floor and looked like she was on the verge of sobbing.
It was an awkward moment, and Rarity tried to turn away and ignore Nyx. After all, she wasn’t in any way convinced that Nyx wasn’t Nightmare Moon, and she still strongly believed that Twilight needed to write a letter to the princess immediately. Even if Nyx had been well-behaved, it didn’t dispel Rarity’s fears.
So Rarity continued to clean. She put away her spools of black and purple fabric, her needles, and her thread. She did everything she could to just ignore Nyx. Yet, as Rarity tried to keep herself busy, Nyx’s sniffling matured and graduated to soft sobs.
Finally, it became too much. Rarity turned and approached Nyx, unable to hide the hint of annoyance in her voice as she asked, “What in the world is the matter?”
“T-Twilight doesn’t like me,” Nyx blubbered with a whine, struggling to not cry outright.
Rarity cocked her head to one side, arched an eyebrow, and took a cautious step closer as her annoyance was replaced with confusion. “Now just what makes you think that?”
“Y-you said that you wouldn’t m-make anypony wear those glasses, e-even some pony you really hate… b-but Twilight wanted me to wear those glasses, s-so she must hate me and… and…”
Rarity sighed and chuckled a little to herself in relief before she reached out with a hoof and gently lifted Nyx’s chin. “No, Nyx, I promise Twilight doesn’t hate you.”
“But… you said—”
“Allow me to clarify,” Rarity began while she gently brushed away a few of Nyx’s tears. “I wouldn’t make anypony wear those glasses, but I also have a better sense of fashion than Twilight Sparkle. She just didn’t realize how ugly those glasses were; she’s always more concerned with function at the expense of aesthetics. Honestly, if she needed to, she’d probably wear those glasses herself, and I know Twilight doesn’t hate herself.”
“Are you sure?” Nyx asked.
“I am absolutely positive,” Rarity said, her voice ringing with authority. “Twilight Sparkle does not hate you in the least.”
“O… okay, Miss Rarity.”
“Please, you may just call me ‘Rarity’,” she corrected. True, she appreciated the fact Nyx had enough manners to address her like a lady, unlike those ruffians the Diamond Dogs. However, she never quite liked it when young fillies and colts addressed her as “Miss Rarity”. Coming from them, it made her sound older than she liked.
“Okay, Rarity,” Nyx said again, making the correction.
Rarity smiled, gave an approving nod, and began walking towards the boutique’s kitchen. “Good. Now, I’m done cleaning, so why don’t we go and have ourselves a late morning tea while we wait for Twilight? I also think I have some leftover pieces of cake from one of Pinkie Pie’s many parties. I’d say you deserve to have a slice after behaving so well this morning.”
Nyx perked up at the thought of getting a slice of cake and eagerly followed Rarity. The pair reached the kitchen quickly, and, with an elegant flick of her horn, Rarity set several things in motion about the kitchen: a shining example of her skills as an efficient levitation multitasker.
“Go ahead and sit there,” Rarity said, motioning to the small kitchen table as a table cloth laid itself across the table and a tea kettle found its way to the stove. “The tea will be ready in a jiffy.”
Nyx complied and watched patiently as Rarity worked. Within a few minutes, the water had boiled, and the tea was ready. Rarity then cut two slices of cake and levitated it all over to the table where Nyx was waiting. It was going to be a pleasant late morning tea, but Rarity had another purpose for the impromptu sit down with Nyx. To say the least, she was curious about the Nightmare Moon look-a-like and now had an opportunity to satisfy her curiosity while Twilight was away.
“So, tell me a little about yourself, Nyx.”
Nyx looked up from the cake and tea that had been placed in front of her. “Well, I’ve been staying with Twilight. She’s a really nice unicorn, and Spike is nice too. She also has an owl named—”
“Nyx, you’re telling me about Twilight Sparkle, and I know Twilight,” Rarity interrupted with a polite chuckle before she batted at her mane. “She is, after all, one of my closest friends. That, and, if you recall, you and Twilight told me all about what you’ve been doing the past three days while I was working on your vest.”
Rarity levitated her cup of tea, preparing to take a sip. “No, I want to know more about you. Oh, and, if I were you, I’d drink your tea before it starts getting cold.”
Nyx nodded and looked down at the small cup she had been served. She first leaned in to take a sip but cringed and froze up when Rarity began to speak.
“Oh, please tell me Twilight has at least taught you how to drink tea correctly,” Rarity groaned.
“There’s… a proper way to drink tea?”
“But of course,” Rarity assured her, “especially when you have a unicorn horn. The only proper way for a unicorn mare to have tea is to levitate the cup to her mouth and take a very delicate sip, and, above all, a proper mare shouldn’t spill a drop or slurp.”
As if to give an example, Rarity did just that. She expertly sipped from the cup of tea without making a single noise before levitating it back down onto its coaster.
“You mean… like this?” Nyx replied, her own horn starting to glow. Yet, to both her and Rarity’s surprise, Nyx’s cup shot up and smashed against the ceiling, causing several small pieces to rain down on top of them.
Rarity’s mouth hung open slightly while she gaped at where the tea cup had shattered against the ceiling. “My word…”
“Rarity, I'm sorry! I'm so sorry!” Nyx panicked before she put her hooves together on the table and literally began to beg Rarity for her forgiveness. “Please don't be mad, I-I-I didn't mean to do it! It was an accident! Please don't be mad! I'm so sorry, please don’t hate me! I… I…”
“Nyx, Nyx, please relax! It was just an accident,” Rarity said. She lit her horn again, and, with the help of a few dish rags, she began to clean up the spilled tea and shattered tea cup. “Though, if I were to venture a guess, that was your first time trying to levitate something.”
Nyx replied with a nod.
“Well, I never liked that cup anyway, and no unicorn gets levitation right on the first try. Most colts and fillies your age have trouble lifting things, whereas your trouble seems to be that you have a natural ability for magic. You just put a little too much energy into it.
“Now,” Rarity continued as her magic cleaned up the last pieces of the mess and poured Nyx a fresh cup of tea. “I want you to try again, but be very gentle this time.”
“But… what if I break another cup?”
“Then I’ll just clean it up and we’ll try again until I’m out of cups,” Rarity answered, though she would secretly keep some of her cups hidden away. She was willing to help a filly learn, but she wouldn’t risk her best china being destroyed.
The vote of confidence, however, brought a smile to Nyx’s face, and she made another attempt. This time, Nyx very gently levitated the cup of tea off the saucer. It wobbled around in the air but stayed level enough that it didn’t spill. Nyx then began moving the cup closer to her head, and she opened her mouth wide to give herself as large of target as possible.
In the end, Nyx was able to wrap her lips around the rim of the cup and take a small, quiet sip. She then levitated the cup down with the intention of placing it back on the saucer. She, however, released her magic a little too early. The cup clattered down onto the waiting saucer, causing both Nyx and Rarity to wince. Yet, despite its rough landing, the cup neither broke nor spilt.
“There you go, just like that,” Rarity said, though her happiness came mostly from the fact that Nyx hadn’t smashed another tea cup. “Yes, you’ve taken a good first step towards being a proper mare.”
Nyx looked up at Rarity with wide, eager eyes. “So, if I can learn to sip tea right, I’ll be a proper mare!?”
“Oh heavens no,” Rarity replied. She stepped away from the table and began to slowly stroll across the room. “A proper mare has to be able to walk with the right posture, to keep up pleasant conversation, oh… and any proper mare must—”
“Can you teach me something else, Rarity?” Nyx asked eagerly. “Please?”
Rarity glanced in Nyx’s direction, finding the request all too enticing. Yes, she was still unsure about Nyx, but she had been presented with an opportunity to spread her knowledge of proper manners and elegance. It was an offer too tempting to pass up.
“Well… I suppose we have time before Twilight gets back to go over a few things,” Rarity mused with a smile before she walked back over to the table. “First, sit up straight; a proper mare must never slouch at the table. Now, while maintaining your posture, I’ll demonstrate the proper way to eat cake.”
~~~
Twilight galloped, grumbling under her breath about the pony at the shop where she had bought the frames. It had taken much longer than it should have to find the right frames, and it was no fault of Twilight’s. The stallion who ran the store understood Rarity’s very specific specifications, but what had taken him forever was finding those glasses. The stallion had no organization skills, and they ended up looking through half the boxes he had in storage for those specific frames.
Still, Twilight had the glasses in question and was happy to see she was getting close to Carousel Boutique. She galloped in the door, looking around the front room for Rarity and Nyx. A small surge of panic went through her when she saw the front room was empty, but, before she started to get worked up, Twilight called out.
“Rarity?”
“Oh! Twilight! You’re back,” Rarity called. “Come on into the kitchen.”
Following her friend’s voice, Twilight nosed open the door to the kitchen and was a bit surprised at what she found. Rarity was balancing a stack of three books on her head while Nyx had a single fairly thin book on hers. Nyx was watching the book, squirming a little as she tried to keep it balanced. Rarity, on the other hoof, was strolling around as if the three books she was carrying weren’t even there.
“What… are you two doing?” Twilight asked, her expression etched with confusion.
Rarity smiled, turned, and strolled towards Twilight while keeping the books on her head perfectly balanced. “Why, I’m just giving Nyx a few lessons in being a proper mare.”
“Yeah, she taught me how to sip tea, how to eat cake, and now she’s showing me how to have proper posture,” Nyx chirped, all too excited by the prospect of learning.
“There’s a way to eat cake?” Twilight couldn’t help but ask with a raised eyebrow.
“But of course, Twilight. At least, there is a proper way to do it,” Rarity assured her. “Still, I assume you have the new glasses?”
“Yep, I’ve got them right here,” Twilight said. She levitated the frames off her forehead and held them out to Rarity, who took them in her own magic. Rarity then began turning them over several times. She scrutinized every detail, and, after a moment, she nodded her head weakly.
“These are… better. Not ideal, mind you, but still better than the last pair. Have you already enchanted them?”
“Yes, I did it on my way over here.”
Rarity turned to Nyx, and levitated the glasses into her hooves. “Well then, try them on.”
Nyx glanced down at the frames in her hooves and then worked to place them on her nose. It took her a few tries to get them on correctly, but once they were in place the enchantment Twilight had placed on the frames worked almost instantly. Nyx’s eyes changed in appearance and looked like the eyes of any other pony. They had normal round pupils, and while the irises of her eyes were still turquoise, the whites of her eyes were now actually white.
“Yes, those frames definitely suit her better than the first pair,” Rarity said with a smile and a single, confident nod. “And the color goes just as well with her vest as I had hoped.”
“Twilight, why do I have to wear a vest and glasses anyway?” Nyx asked, her curiosity about the clothes reaching its limits.
Twilight bit her lip and rubbed the back of her neck anxiously as she tried to figure out what to say. Thankfully, however, Rarity stepped in to assist by saying, “Well, Twilight’s just trying to protect you.”
Nyx’s ears drooped and she shrank back a little. “Protect me? From what?”
“Why, from making other ponies jealous. Most ponies either have wings or a horn, if they even have either at all, but you have both. Not only that, but you have such unique eyes that you’d make other ponies jealous, and you wouldn’t want to make anypony jealous, would you?”
Rarity finished by gently tapping Nyx on the nose, making her giggle a little before she smiled up at Rarity and said, “No, I guess I don’t…”
“Well, you just keep those vest and glasses on then, and you won’t have to worry about it. Now, why don’t you go and finish your cake? I want to talk with Twilight for a moment.”
Nyx nodded eagerly and quickly scampered back over to the kitchen table while Rarity guided Twilight to the far corner of the room where they could talk quietly without being overheard.
“So, I take it you two have been getting along,” Twilight commented in a hushed voice.
Rarity glanced over her shoulder. “I’ll admit, Twilight, she’s… she’s very well behaved, and I can see why you believe she only looks like Nightmare Moon.”
Twilight breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m glad to hear that.”
Rarity lifted a hoof. “Don’t misunderstand me, Twilight. I still think you should tell Princess Celestia about this, but I can better appreciate your reasons for desiring secrecy. I don’t think I’d be able to sleep at night if Celestia punished such a young, sweet filly if she wasn’t in fact Nightmare Moon. Still, I noticed a couple things that you may want to be aware of.”
“Like what?”
“Firstly, that little filly has a lot of magic.” Rarity warned. “As you can see, she’s already able to levitate a tea cup with some proficiency. Well, the first cup she tried to lift flew straight into the ceiling and shattered to bits, like she put too much effort into it.”
“Well, she is an alicorn,” Twilight pointed out. “Princess Celestia and Luna are able to move the sun and moon. Magic is probably just something that comes naturally to her.”
“Secondly,” Rarity continued, not even registering Twilight’s interruption, “Be very, and I do mean very, careful what you say around her. I’ve found out the hard way that Nyx is a very sensitive pony. I accidentally said something in passing that made her think you hated her, and she was absolutely heartbroken. In fact, I dare say she is actually worse than our dear Fluttershy.”
“To be fair, Fluttershy has gotten more sociable recently. I’m sure that Nyx will grow out of it eventually… or at least I hope so.”
“Well, still be careful of what you say,” Rarity stressed. “It wouldn’t take much to hurt her feelings.”
“Don’t worry, Rarity,” Twilight replied with a reassuring smile. “I may not know as much about fashion as you do, but I do know that you have to be careful about what you say to some ponies because it just may hurt their feelings.”
Rarity gave a small laugh. “One of your lessons on friendship, I would imagine. So, what do you have planned for the rest of the afternoon?”
“I was actually planning to show Nyx around Ponyville and see how well her disguise works. Take her to see the rest of our friends.”
“Very clever of you, Twilight. In case the disguise isn’t enough, you’d only be introducing her to our friends, ponies who we can trust to keep a secret.”
Twilight gave an affirming nod. “Exactly, though… I think for right now I’d like to just keep the truth between you and me.”
“It would be for the best, wouldn’t it?” Rarity agreed. “While Fluttershy and Pinkie Pie may take well to Nyx, I can only imagine that convincing Applejack and Rainbow Dash that she isn’t Nightmare Moon would be much more difficult. Those two are just so stubborn when they get their minds set.”
“That, and the fewer ponies that know the truth, the better; at least until I can figure out if she really is Nightmare Moon or just happens to look like her,” Twilight explained. “Still, you promise to keep this just between us?”
“Cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye,” Rarity quickly chanted, making the appropriate body movements in tune with the Pinkie Pie promise.
“Thank you, Rarity, and thanks again for helping with Nyx’s disguise.”
“It was my pleasure, Twilight. It was nice being able to extend my creativity to a casual wear vest,” Rarity replied before her tone once again turned serious. “Please promise me one thing, though.”
“What’s that?”
“Keep an eye on Nyx, Twilight. I know you don’t think she’s Nightmare Moon, but I would rather you err on the side of caution.”
Twilight nodded. “I’ll be careful, Rarity, I promise.”
“Good,” Rarity said with an approving nod before she and Twilight began moving back to the table. Nyx had finished the last of her cake, set her fork down like a proper mare, and was just jumping down from her seat at the table as the two mares walked up.
“All right Nyx, we need to get going,” Twilight said. She began to guide Nyx from the room, but she paused at the kitchen door to look back at Rarity. “And thanks again.”
“Yeah, thank you, Rarity,” Nyx added. “It was fun learning to be a proper mare.”
“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Rarity said with a smile.
“Do you think I could come back and learn some more?”
Rarity tensed, glancing anxiously at Twilight. It was a rare occasion when somepony was actually interested in learning about proper manners, at least in the simple-natured community of Ponyville. Rarity would walk down the street and see ponies slouching or eating with such horrible manners, and, the few times she tried to correct ponies, her efforts were usually met with annoyed glares. Even her own little sister, Sweetie Belle, didn’t seem interested in learning proper etiquette. She was more worried about playing with her friends, the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
It was such a tempting request, an opportunity to spread proper manners in a world that was often, in her opinion, lacking such things. That, and Rarity realized something else. Having Nyx over would give her the opportunity to make sure she wasn’t Nightmare Moon. While Twilight seemed at least somewhat certain, Rarity felt it wouldn’t hurt to have another pair of eyes watching Nyx, just in case she started to show signs of being evil.
“I suppose you could come back from time to time,” Rarity finally answered, “though, if I’m busy with a client, I expect you to either come back later or wait patiently. A proper mare doesn’t interrupt somepony that’s working.”
Nyx nodded her head eagerly, more than willing to accept Rarity’s terms.
~~~
Twilight spent the next few hours showing Nyx to her other friends, and, just like her friends were different, their responses to Nyx were vastly different. The only constant was, thankfully, the one thing Twilight really needed to worry about. None of them had so far been able to see through Nyx’s disguise.
Rainbow Dash was actually the very first to run into Twilight and Nyx… literally. Twilight was no stranger to being a living crash site for her pegasus friend, and was no worse for the wear after the pony-to-pony collision. Nyx, however, was bawling her eyes out in panic, worried that the first pony to show her any kindness was seriously injured.
It was easy enough to get Nyx to calm down once Twilight was able to assure her that she wasn’t hurt. Rainbow Dash, on the other hoof, wasn’t too impressed with Twilight’s “cousin.” In her own words, Dash pointed out that Nyx was kind of a crybaby and that she could stand a lot of toughening up. It was the kind of harsh honesty Dash was known for, though Twilight didn't appreciate it at the time. After those not so gentle words, Nyx hid behind Twilight until Rainbow finally left.
The next pony Twilight introduced Nyx to was Applejack. Still reeling from her encounter with Rainbow Dash, Nyx was frightened of Applejack and seeing her bucking trees didn’t help. Nyx, however, warmed up to Applejack when she showed her some good old fashioned hospitality, offering a smile and apple juice. Soon, Applejack was answering Nyx’s almost endless stream of apple-and-farm-related questions, impressing not only Nyx but Twilight with her extensive knowledge of her livelihood. If apple farming was a field of magical or scientific study, Applejack would have a PhD.
Nyx also got along with Fluttershy fairly well. Though, if Nyx couldn’t get along with the bearer of the Element of Kindness, Twilight would’ve doubted that Nyx could ever get along with anypony. Fluttershy also proved to be just the mare to help Nyx completely forget about Rainbow Dash’s callous comments. Fluttershy introduced Nyx to as many of her animal friends as she could and happily responded to Nyx’s questions about the many cute and cuddly creatures.
That had all happened earlier that day, and now Twilight was leading Nyx through the streets of Ponyville to their final destination. The disguise had to undergo one final test before Twilight would feel confident that Nyx’s resemblance to Nightmare Moon would remain hidden. One final opponent: an energetic pink earth pony that had a happy outlook on life, but more importantly, a strange sixth sense.
The disguise would have to stand up against Pinkie Pie.
Twilight winced when she heard the little bell above Sugarcube Corner’s door ring, announcing her and Nyx’s arrival. She knew she could make Pinkie Pie promise to keep the truth a secret if she saw through the disguise, but that didn’t ease Twilight's nerves. If anypony was going to see through the disguise, it would be Pinkie Pie. Yet, if the disguise could fool her, then it meant that any regular pony would be fooled.
“Hey, welcome to Sugarcube Corner, where everything is super tasty, super sugary, and just super super. Oh, hey, Twilight!” Pinkie Pie said as she bounced out from the kitchen. “Here for an afternoon snack?”
Twilight shook her head. “No, I’m actually here to introduce you to my cousin. She’s going to be staying here in Ponyville with me for a while, and—”
Twilight found herself quickly knocked out of the way as Pinkie Pie zipped up, bringing her face within inches of Nyx. Nyx responded to this invasion of her personal space by craning her neck back and taking a few nervous steps in the opposite direction of Pinkie Pie.
“Yay! I love meeting new ponies! I’m Pinkie Pie. What’s your name?”
“I’m… I’m… I’m…” Nyx stammered as she stared into Pinkie Pie’s expectant, almost manic blue eyes.
“Oh, I know!” Pinkie Pie chirped, bringing her head back and returning some of Nyx’s personal space. “Let me guess! I’m great at guessing games. Um… Little Shadow? No… how about Night Shade? Oh, I know! Black Snooty, Black Snooty!”
Pinkie Pie froze up at this, as did Twilight. On the morning of the Summer Sun Celebration two years ago, when Nightmare Moon first appeared, Pinkie had tried to guess Nightmare Moon’s name. One of the names she guessed back then was Black Snooty, and Twilight’s mind had already begun to whirl with worry. Was that a sign Pinkie Pie saw the resemblance? Was she able to see through Nyx’s disguise?
“Oh, I’m sorry, that was mean of me,” Pinkie then finally apologized, ending the uncomfortable silence that had fallen on the room. “I know your coat is black, but I don’t know enough about you to call you snooty, and even if I did, I wouldn’t say it to you like this. That would just make me a rude rudy rude pants.” Pinkie Pie tilted her head to one side, staring at the ceiling as she scratched her head. “Why did I think that would be your name?”
“Well,” Twilight interrupted, not wanting to give Pinkie Pie time to think, “In any case, her name is Nyx.”
“Oh, that’s a cool name. Nyx… Nyx… Nyx… oh yea, that is a really cool name. So, Nyxie, how long have you been in Ponyville?”
“Just a few days,” Twilight answered for Nyx, since Nyx was now hiding behind her.
“WHAT?!” Pinkie Pie shouted before she glared angrily at Twilight. “She’s been here for that long and you didn’t tell me?!”
“W-well,” Twilight stuttered while forcing a smile, “I was just giving her a chance to settle in. See, she’s very—”
“Twilight, nothing helps a pony settle in better than a welcome party,” Pinkie Pie lectured, her tone dead serious, “and now I’m late! I’m going to have to make this party extra, super-duper special to make up for it being so late! Oh, I’m going to need streamers, balloons, and you know what else?”
“No,” Twilight replied, slightly afraid of what the answer would be.
“I’m going to need… a piñata! That’s the only thing that can make up for the fact that I’m this late with Nyx’s ‘Welcome to Ponyville’ party!” Pinkie Pie announced, as if the strange unwritten laws of Pinkie Pie’s parties were common knowledge to anypony. “Now, we’ll have the party at the library tonight, and I’ll invite everypony! Oh, it’ll be so much fun, but I’m going to need help if I’m going to pull it off. Oh, where’s Rainbow Dash?”
With that, Pinkie Pie was off, leaving a very scared and confused Nyx in her wake. Twilight, however, was mostly relieved. Pinkie Pie was acting like Pinkie Pie, which meant she hadn’t recognized Nyx. She did worry that Pinkie Pie might have subconsciously noticed Nyx’s resemblance to Nightmare Moon, which could explain why she brought up the name Black Snooty. Still, as long as that recognition stayed in Pinkie’s subconscious, they would be fine.
With Pinkie Pie off to pull together a welcome party, Twilight turned her attention to Nyx. She was still stunned, as some ponies were when they first met the very energetic Pinkie Pie. She, however, was beginning to recover and had shored up just enough courage to peak out from her hiding place behind Twilight.
“Twilight, i-is she always like that?”
“Only when she meets a new pony,” Twilight assured.
Nyx turned her attention to the door Pinkie Pie had bounced out of a few moments earlier. “And… is she really going to throw me a party?”
“Yep. Pinkie Pie throws a party for every new pony who comes to Ponyville, even ponies who may only be staying here for a few days. She just… really likes throwing parties and making ponies smile.”
“That’s nice, but… please don’t be angry at me for saying this but… she’s kind of weird.”
Twilight laughed a little. “Yes, that’s Pinkie Pie. She’s on a different wavelength than any other pony I know. But don’t worry; she’s one of the nicest ponies in Ponyville. Still, if she’s going to throw you a party, I’m going to have to let you know what to expect. I don’t want you to get overloaded like I did at my welcome party.”
“Pinkie Pie threw you a welcome party? What was that like?”
Twilight chuckled anxiously; the welcome party had been on the night just before Nightmare Moon returned, which was treading dangerously close to information Twilight didn’t want to share with Nyx. After all, the reason she hadn’t attended her own welcome party was that she wanted time to look up more information about Nightmare Moon.
Then again, Nyx did just ask what the party was like. Twilight didn’t have to mention what happened during that Summer Sun Celebration or why she was so eager to get away from everypony that day. It couldn’t hurt to just tell her about the party.
“Well, it’s sort of like this,” Twilight began as the pair turned to leave Sugarcube Corner. “I had just arrived in Ponyville with Spike, and he told me to try to talk to some of the ponies in town. The first pony we ran into was Pinkie Pie, and…”
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Chapter 3
School Days and Memories
======================
Nyx clung to Twilight’s front leg as the pair looked at the building ahead of them. It was painted in rich, welcoming reds and surrounded by a lush green yard. The building was decorated with festive hearts; even the weather vane on the top of the bell tower featured a heart, looking almost like a Cupid’s arrow. A playground was visible behind the building, while in front there was a flagpole and a hedge sculpture of a pony wearing a square, flat-topped hat with a tassel.
It was a welcoming sight to most young ponies in the community and a place of fond memories to many of Ponyville’s residents. It was a place of learning, where ponies studied for a bright future and made good friends. It was the Ponyville Elementary School, where the mulberry earth pony, Cheerilee, granted the gift of knowledge to her students.
It was a place that utterly terrified Nyx.
“Do I really have to go?” Nyx asked, trying her best to hide behind Twilight’s leg.
“Yes,” Twilight replied.
“For how long?” Nyx whined.
“You’re signed up for the morning class, so you’ll be done around lunchtime. I’ll come back to pick you up then.”
“But I didn’t have to go to school before. Why do I have to go now?”
“It’s important for you to get a good education,” Twilight replied, though it wasn’t the whole truth. Yes, she felt it was important for Nyx to go to school, but it was also part of her disguise. If she was going to school, it would be easier for ponies to believe that she was just an average unicorn filly and Twilight’s cousin.
Nyx was also becoming just a little too clingy at the library. She had a thirst for knowledge that was almost unquenchable, and Twilight hadn’t been able to research the cult’s spell. She found Nyx’s curiosity wonderful and wanted to encourage it, but she needed to be able to work on her own studies as well… and maybe have a few hours to herself.
“Can’t I just stay at the library with you?” Nyx pleaded.
“The whole point of school is to learn new things,” Twilight replied. “You’ve been learning everything you can from me and Rarity, and you've been having a lot of fun. Now you’re just going to be learning from Cheerilee with other fillies and colts instead.”
“But I know you and your friends, and I don’t know Cheerilee. What if she’s mean?”
Twilight chuckled a little at Nyx’s fear. “Don’t worry, Cheerilee is very nice. Just pay attention in class and remember to follow the rules. That means both Cheerilee’s rules and my rules, which are?”
“I can’t take off my vest, I can’t take off my glasses, I can’t tell anypony about my wings or that I’m an alicorn, and I should try not to use my magic unless I’m writing something down.”
“And try to make some friends,” Twilight added, rubbing a hoof against Nyx’s head.
With a yelp and a giggle, Nyx batted at Twilight’s hoof before she escaped from the playful noogie. She then looked up at Twilight, curiosity glinting in her eyes. “Are friends really that important?”
“Trust me, nothing is more important than having good friends,” Twilight said, taking a step forward as the school bell began to ring. “Now, come on. If we keep standing here you’re going to be late.”
~~~
“Good morning, class,” Cheerilee greeted in a singsong voice as she stood at the front of the room.
“Good morning, Cheerilee,” the class echoed back, some honestly, others just to please the teacher.
“Now, before we get started, I have a small announcement. We have a new student joining us today. Her name is Nyx,” Cheerilee said, motioning to the filly standing next to her, “and I expect you all to welcome her as you would any new student.”
“Yes, Cheerilee,” the class chimed back.
Cheerilee gave a pleased nod before turning to look at Nyx. “Good. Now, go ahead and find a seat. You can take any open desk you like.”
Nyx nodded gently as she looked out across the sixteen desks. The class was sitting to one side of the room, leaving a column of empty desks, which had been added the previous evening, on the left side. Nyx looked at each seat, trying to decide which of the desks to claim as her own. Twilight had told her to sit as close to the front as possible. However, Nyx didn’t feel brave enough to sit in the very front, at least not on the first day.
Nyx eventually picked the desk second from the front, setting down her saddlebags before taking her seat. Directly to her right was an earth pony with a grayish-magenta coat and a mane that was a mixture of white and violet. Nyx couldn’t help but notice she was wearing a tiara very similar to the one she had for a cutie mark.
It was only then that Nyx realized the pony she was staring at was staring back, and not in a good way. The tiara-wearing pony wore an expression of annoyance, as if Nyx’s very presence offended her. Nyx shrank away from the other filly, not sure what to do… but then she remembered what Twilight had told her. She was supposed to try and make friends.
Gathering what courage she could, Nyx gave a very sheepish smile and gently waved her hoof, but the tiara-wearing pony just humphed and turned her head away, lifting her nose a little.
Nyx slumped in her seat at the dismissal and rested her head on the desk. She glanced at the other fillies and colts in class, but those who happened to be looking her way quickly turned their heads back to the front when she glanced in their direction.
Frowning and turning her head towards the front, Nyx watched Cheerilee write on the chalkboard as her mind came to a single, solid, and in her opinion, undeniable conclusion.
School was not going to be fun at all.
~~~
School was amazing!
Nyx could only smile, horn shimmering as she took notes feverishly. Cheerilee had started the day’s lesson with some history, teaching about Ponyville’s origins and traditions, such as Winter Wrap Up and the Running of the Leaves.
“Now, are there any questions before we go to recess?” Cheerilee asked, not expecting to see a hoof in the air. Her students were always more interested in taking their recess than they were in learning more. So, Cheerilee couldn’t help but smile when she saw a particular black hoof in the air, one she had seen raised several times over the course of the morning.
“Yes, Nyx, what’s your question?”
“How was Winter Wrap Up done before there were pegasus ponies in Ponyville?”
“That is a very good question, Nyx,” the teacher replied, pleased with her student’s inquisitiveness. “While it is a tradition that magic isn’t used to clean up winter, few ponies realize that back when the tradition started, there weren’t any pegasi around.”
“So how did they clean up the clouds and get the birds back?”
“Well, if you don’t mind getting to recess a little later than usual, I can tell you that originally the earth ponies in town—”
And Cheerilee was off, going a little deeper into her lecture than she had intended. Nyx was happy and was already jotting down fresh notes. Her note-taking, however, was interrupted when something hit the side of her head. Looking down at the floor, she saw it was a piece of paper, and, upon looking up, she saw a number of her classmates were glaring at her coldly.
Under the unforgiving glares of her classmates, Nyx could only sink into her desk and whimper a little. She didn't know what she had done wrong. She had just asked a question. She was just curious.
~~~
“Boy, am I glad to get outside,” Apple Bloom said about fifteen minutes later, when Cheerilee had finished talking about how earth ponies cleared the clouds. “I was worried we wouldn’t get recess ‘cause of that question the new filly asked.”
“But it was pretty cool hearing how earth ponies were able to clear the skies and bring back the southern birds before there were pegasi in town,” Twist argued as she and Apple Bloom walked down the outside steps of the schoolhouse, heading into the playground area.
“Yeah, it was kind of cool, but I’d still rather have recess. So, what do you want to do?”
Twist pointed her hoof at the school’s small sports field, where several of their classmates were starting to kick a ball around. “We could go play hoofball with Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle.”
Apple Bloom scrunched her nose up for a few moments, but then shook her head. “Nah, we played that all last week.”
“You want to take turns on the swing then?” Twist asked, pointing at the swing in question.
“Now that sounds like a good idea,” Apple Bloom replied as the pair began to trot towards the playground equipment. Twist arrived first and jumped onto the wooden swing set.
Apple Bloom stood back to wait her turn. She watched Twist swing higher and higher, her own smile growing as Twist reached impressive heights. It wasn’t the highest Apple Bloom had seen somepony reach on the swing, but it was still respectable.
“Hey!” Twist called, just before she reached the top of one of her forward swings.
“What is it?” Apple Bloom shouted back.
“I think… Silver Spoon… and… Diamond… Tiara… are talking… to… the new… filly,” Twist explained, saying a few bits of her sentence each time she swung by Apple Bloom.
Turning her head, Apple Bloom looked in the direction the swing was facing and saw that the two school bullies had caught the new filly just as she was coming outside for recess. The three of them were talking on the schoolhouse steps, and, by the looks of things, it wasn’t a pleasant conversation.
“What do… you think… they’re… talking… about?”
“Nothin’ good if I know those two,” Apple Bloom said before she took a step in that direction. “Twist, you stay here a sec. I’ll be right back.”
“O… kay!” Twist called out as she continued to swing, though she kept watch as her friend crossed the playground and drew closer to where Diamond Tiara, Silver Spoon, and the new filly were standing.
~~~
“So, like, we don’t appreciate nerds like you making us almost miss recess.”
“That class is already soooo boring without you asking a bunch of questions. We get enough of that from Twist, don’t we, Diamond Tiara?”
“Yes we do, Silver Spoon, but at least Twist is bearable. She also doesn’t have an ugly coat, like yours.”
Nyx cringed and lowered her head as her ears flattened against her skull. She had been the last to get out of the schoolhouse for recess, mostly because she had to stop and ask Cheerilee what recess was. Cheerilee had been more than happy to answer, though Nyx hadn’t been thrilled by the idea of having to go and play with the classmates she had just made angry.
Her fears had then only been confirmed when the filly she sat next to in class and another filly, one with a gray coat and a spoon cutie mark, caught her within a few seconds of her stepping outside. “U… ugly?” was all she was able to stammer out under the other fillies’ verbal assault.
“Yeah, ugly,” Diamond Tiara sneered. “It’s the absolute worst color. I would just die if I had a black coat.”
Silver Spoon nodded her head in agreement, scrunching up her nose in disgust. “Me too! Not only is black, like, so ugly, but it’s creepy too. Only things like spiders, bats, and ticks are supposed to be black.”
“She probably actually likes bugs,” Diamond Tiara added. “Why, I bet she’s covered in ticks this very moment.”
“Ewww!” Silver Spoon said while sticking out her tongue. She and Diamond Tiara then began to smile devilishly as they chanted in unison. “Nyx has ticks, Nyx has ticks, Nyx has ticks.”
“I… I do n-not… ” Nyx whimpered in an attempt to defend herself, but Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon’s onslaught of chanting continued. Tears started to flow from her eyes, and the sight of her crying only fueled the sadistic mood of the two class bullies.
“Awww, look, she’s crying,” Diamond Tiara mocked with faked sympathy. “I didn’t realize they let little foals come to school, or maybe that’s your lame special talent: crying.”
“What special talent? She doesn’t even have a cutie mark,” Silver Spoon noted, pointing to Nyx’s blank flanks.
“Wow, I so didn’t notice that before!” laughed Diamond Tiara before looking back at Nyx. “So not only are you a nerd, a creep, and a crybaby, but you’re also a blank flank! You’re, like, the biggest loser in the whole school!”
“More like the biggest loser in Ponyville,” Silver Spoon corrected, which only made Nyx cry harder. However, before the two fillies could continue to taunt, tease, and torment Nyx, Diamond Tiara was shoved from the side. The sudden push sent her off balance, and both she and her namesake tiara fell into the dirt.
“Oh my gosh, Tiara!” Silver Spoon exclaimed as she looked to where Diamond Tiara had been standing moments before. A furious looking Apple Bloom was now standing in Diamond’s place, and she was glaring down at the two schoolyard bullies.
“Like, you’re going to be in so much trouble now, Apple Bloom! Cheerilee says no fighting in school,” Silver Spoon snapped at Apple Bloom as she helped Diamond Tiara off of the ground. “I’m going to tell Cheerilee!”
“Fine, go ahead!” Apple Bloom snapped back. She didn’t falter, even at the mention of their teacher’s name. “If you do that, then I’ll tell her that you were bein’ mean!”
“And you think she’ll believe you?” Diamond Tiara asked once she had gotten back up on her hooves.
Apple Bloom nodded her head firmly. “Nyx is cryin’, and Twist is watchin’ the whole thing from over there on the swing.”
“Is not!” Diamond Tiara protested. Apple Bloom, however, just smirked and pointed a hoof behind her, where Twist, while still on the swings, was in fact watching what was going on.
Silver Spoon grabbed Diamond Tiara’s tiara and did her best to wipe the dirt off the treasured crown before giving it back to Diamond. “Come on. This is, like, not worth our time getting in trouble for.”
“Hmph. Fine. You win this round, blank flank. Have fun with your new friend and all of her ticks.” Diamond Tiara sneered before turning away. “Let’s get out of here, Silver Spoon.”
Silver Spoon stuck her tongue out at Apple Bloom as a final parting shot before she and Diamond Tiara retreated. Apple Bloom watched the pair leave, and only when she was sure they were out of ear-shot did she huff and scrape the ground with her hoof. “Someday I’d like to buck some sense into those two, just like my big sister would. She may have gotten in trouble at school, but ya can bet your mane she never got teased by the likes of them.”
Apple Bloom finally lowered her guard. She blew a tuft of her mane out of her face and turned to look at Nyx. “You okay?”
Nyx, who had watched the exchange between Apple Bloom, Diamond Tiara, and Silver Spoon, nodded her head as she pulled herself up. She closed her eyes, carefully removed her glasses, and used a hoof to rub away the tears on her cheeks. She did not open her eyes again until her glasses were back where they belonged: perched squarely on her nose.
“W-why are those two so mean?” sniffled Nyx.
“Personally, I think it’s their special talents, and that they should have bully cutie marks. But I guess it’s kind of like havin’ a special talent for arguin’. There just isn’t a cutie mark that really makes sense for bein’ a bully. I’m Apple Bloom, by the way,” the yellow filly said before she stuck out a hoof.
Nyx looked at the hoof for a bit, cautious of the kindness she was being shown after Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon’s cruelty. Still, she eventually managed a weak smile as she reached out and gently shook it.
“I’m Nyx.”
~~~
“Well howdy, Twilight! What brings you round these here parts?” Applejack greeted as she caught up to Twilight Sparkle, who was walking down an earthen path in Ponyville.
“Oh, hey, Applejack. I’m just on my way to the schoolhouse,” Twilight replied.
“Well, that’s just where I’m headin’,” Applejack said as she began to walk with Twilight. “I’m pickin’ up Apple Bloom from school today. Need her help runnin’ some errands in town. What about yerself?”
“I’m picking up Nyx.”
“Nyx? That cousin of yours?” Applejack asked, surprised. “Since when did that little filly start goin’ to school?”
“Today was her first day, actually.”
Applejack whistled before glancing in Twilight’s direction. “First day of school is never easy, ‘specially when you just moved to a new place.”
“Yeah, I remember the first day I transferred from my old school to Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns,” Twilight reminisced. “It was scary, but I really didn’t have to deal with a lot of other students, being Princess Celestia’s private pupil and all. Still, doesn’t this mean that Apple Bloom and Nyx are in class together?”
“Yep, right along with Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo. You think they’ve met?” Applejack asked.
Twilight opened her mouth to reply, but, at that moment, the school came into view. Just outside the schoolhouse’s front door, Twilight saw a pair of fillies running and laughing merrily. It was a sight that made Twilight smile. “I’d say they’ve more than just met.”
“Applejack!” Apple Bloom called out when she caught sight of her older sister. Soon, she and Nyx had scampered over to meet Twilight and Applejack, who were smiling down at the pair of young ponies.
“Hey Apple Bloom, how was school today?” Applejack asked.
“It was really fun, and I’ve made a new friend,” Apple Bloom said with a smile before motioning to Nyx with her hoof. “Applejack, this is Nyx. Nyx, this is my big sister Applejack.”
Apple Bloom put on a big smile and looked back at Nyx. She expected to see a similar expression but instead found only confusion. “Wait… your big sister is Applejack?”
“You already know my big sister?” Apple Bloom asked in return, reflecting Nyx’s confusion.
“She should,” Applejack interrupted. “Twilight brought Nyx around the orchards yesterday.”
“Why would she do that?” Apple Bloom asked, cocking her head to one side.
“Because Nyx is my cousin, and she’s staying with me at the library while she’s here in Ponyville,” Twilight answered with her simple lie.
“Whoa, that’s cool!” Apple Bloom said excitedly. “Did you know Twilight once beat an Ursa Minor all by herself?”
Nyx’s eyes went wide, and she looked up at Twilight with her mouth agape. “You did?”
“Well… yes, but I wouldn’t really call what I did ‘beating it’,” Twilight clarified modestly. “The Ursa Minor was just cranky from being woken up, so I gave it some milk and rocked it to sleep.”
“But it was still really cool,” Apple Bloom assured Nyx.
“So, did anything else happen at school today?” Twilight asked, trying to steer the conversation away from her victory over the Ursa Minor.
“Well… some of the other fillies in class were mean to me… and Cheerilee wanted me to give you something,” Nyx said. With her horn glowing, she clicked open the latch on her saddlebags and pulled out a note. Twilight quickly took the note into her own magic and lifted it to her face so she could read it.
“What does it say? Did Nyx do something bad?” Apple Bloom asked, her only experience with teacher’s notes being referrals for bad behavior.
“No, it’s just Cheerilee asking me to make sure Nyx knows about some subjects, since she’s starting partway through the school year.”
Applejack leaned to one side and whistled while she read the note over Twilight’s shoulder. “That ain’t just some subjects, Twi. That’s a lot of book learnin’ Nyx has to catch up on.”
“Yes, but with my help, I’m sure we’ll get through it really quickly,” Twilight said confidently as she rolled up the note and put it back into Nyx’s saddlebags. “We’ll, of course, start right away. We could probably get through basic mathematics this afternoon if we really hit it hard.”
“Awww,” Apple Bloom muttered in disappointment.
“What’s the matter, sugarcube?”
“I wanted to ask Nyx if she wanted to join the Cutie Mark Crusaders. I’m meeting Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle this afternoon so we can try and find our cutie marks. Nyx doesn’t have hers either, so I thought she might like to come along.”
“Well, how about you let Nyx go get some learnin’ done with Twilight, and then you and your friends can go find her at the library later?” Applejack suggested before she glanced over at Twilight. “That is, ‘course, if it’s okay with you, Twi.”
Twilight opened her mouth to answer, but, before she could, she saw Apple Bloom and Nyx looking up at her. The pair of them were putting on the biggest, most pleading puppy-dog eyes and smiles they could muster, and Twilight couldn’t help but giggle. She nodded, causing a pair of cheers to erupt from the two young fillies.
~~~
Diamond Tiara groaned as she dropped her face into her open book. She glared coldly at the letters on the page, even though she’d rather be focusing her glare on her newest classmate. Nyx had just asked another question, right before recess, and now Cheerilee was continuing to lecture past class time.
Thankfully, the answer to Nyx’s question was short, and the fillies and colts of the school were soon free to run and play outside. Nyx rushed out with Apple Bloom and Twist, and the three ran to meet Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo near some of the school’s playground equipment.
Diamond Tiara, on the other hoof, lingered near the schoolhouse and watched Nyx as she waited for Silver Spoon to get outside.
“Hey there, Diamond Tiara. How boring was that lesson?”
“Totally boring, and Nyx just couldn’t keep her mouth shut and had to ask another one of her dumb questions. Like, I don’t know what’s wrong with her. It’s like she actually likes school.”
“A total egghead,” Silver Spoon agreed.
“She’s been like this since she started class two weeks ago. I don’t know why she keeps doing it. Like, everypony else has to hate her as much as we do. Her only friends are those three blank flanks and that other nerd, Twist. Somepony needs to teach her a lesson about being so… nerdy.”
Silver Spoon then smiled when an idea popped into her head. “Hey, you want to put gum on her chair?”
“No, that won’t do it. It might make her cry, but not much else. No, if we’re going to prank her, it needs to be a prank that teaches her to not be so curious,” Diamond Tiara said. She shifted her gaze away from Nyx, searching for some inspiration for the perfect prank. She looked at her other classmates playing, at the playground equipment, and then her gaze shifted to the forest in the distance. Diamond began to smile devilishly.
“Oh… that is too perfect.”
“What is?” Silver Spoon asked.
Diamond Tiara motioned for Silver Spoon to get close before she started whispering in her friend's ear. Still, as Diamond Tiara explained the idea, Silver Spoon’s smile weakened. “I don’t know Diamond. It’s a good idea, but what if something happens to her? We could get in trouble.”
“It’s a great idea,” Diamond corrected, “and it will teach Nyx a lesson. Besides, she’ll be in there for like ten minutes before she turns around and runs away crying like a baby.”
Silver Spoon bit her lip for a moment, but then smiled and nodded. “Okay, let’s do it.”
“Bump! Bump! Sugar-lump, rump!” the pair said in unison, doing their strange, special hoofshake before they laughed and strolled off to set their plan in motion.
~~~
KNOCK… KNOCK… KNOCK
“Coming!”
Twilight set down the book she had been holding and trotted towards the library door. She had been organizing a few books while Nyx worked on some math problem as part of Twilight’s efforts to catch her up with the rest of her class. Nyx was currently sticking her tongue out and scratching her head as she tried to solve one particularly difficult problem.
“Nyx?” Twilight called from the door.
Nyx looked up from the math worksheet Twilight had made for her and called back. “Yeah?”
“There are a couple of your friends from school here. Do you want to take a break and go play with them?”
Nyx was at the door in a flash, expecting Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, or Twist… but her smile quickly withered when she saw it was Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon standing on the library’s doorstep.
“Hey, Nyx, we were just going to Sugarcube Corner to get a snack. You want to come with?” Diamond Tiara offered with a big, friendly smile.
“I… I really shouldn’t,” Nyx said. “I’ve got a lot of studying to do.”
“Oh, nonsense,” Twilight said, using a leg to push Nyx out the door. She fetched Nyx’s saddlebags and put a few bits into the right pouch. “Go have a break with your friends. Oh, can you bring me back a sugar cookie too? Pinkie Pie was bragging about how the sugar cookies she made this morning are her best ever, and I was hoping to try one.”
“But, but…” Nyx stammered, but, before she could say anything else, she was outside, and the door to the library had been shut behind her. Nyx lowered her head and looked at the two other fillies, afraid of what they would say to her. But rather than insult her, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon continued to smile.
“First, I just want to say, Silver Spoon and I are sorry for being so mean.”
Nyx raised her head and made no effort to hide the expression of confusion and surprise that formed on her face. “You… you do?”
Diamond Tiara nodded and motioned with a hoof. The trio began to walk down the street in the direction of Sugarcube Corner while they continued to talk. “Yeah, like, we thought about what we did, and we’re so sorry we did it. It’s not easy being the new kid in town, and it was wrong of us to be mean to you like that.”
“O-oh, um… that’s okay. I forgive you,” Nyx said with a weak smile as she walked between Diamond and Silver Spoon. “You two did say a lot of mean things, though.”
“We know, and we feel really bad, but, like, we got to make sure the new ponies in town are cool,” Silver Spoon said, as if judging a pony’s coolness was their job.
“So all that was a test?”
“Yes,” assured Diamond Tiara, “and you passed. Congratulations.”
“But how is saying I have ticks a test?” Nyx asked, focusing her questioning gaze on Diamond Tiara. There was a moment of pause from Diamond, who smiled weakly while she glanced anxiously at Silver Spoon.
“Like, uh,” Silver Spoon interrupted, “we wanted to make sure you actually cared about being covered in ticks. That way, we would know whether or not you cared about… being clean.”
“Well, of course; what kind of pony would actually like being covered in ticks?” Nyx asked.
“A pony that’s, like, a real weirdo,” Diamond Tiara answered, jumping back into the conversation after Silver Spoon’s rescue, “and you’re obviously not a weirdo, because you do care. Still, we are, like, sorry we made you cry. We just had to be sure you are a cool pony.”
“And am I a cool pony?” Nyx asked anxiously.
Silver Spoon nodded. “Totally cool, and that’s why we wanted to be, like, friends with you.”
“R-really?!” Nyx asked with a grin. Twilight often spoke of the importance of friendship over the two weeks since Nyx had started school, and Nyx was excited by the prospect of extending her circle of friends.
“Oh yea. We can, like, be total BFFs,” Silver Spoon assured eagerly.
“What’s that?” Nyx asked as she continued to walk with the other two fillies.
“BFFs… Best Friends Forever,” Diamond Tiara explained. “Oh, and just so you know, black is so totally cool.”
Nyx’s eyes lit up, and her smile widened. “It is?”
“Like, coolest color ever. It makes you unique, even if you don’t have a cutie mark yet,” Silver Spoon assured.
“Totally cool,” Diamond Tiara agreed.
“Well, thanks… I’m glad we can be friends,” Nyx said with a wide smile. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon smiled as well, but they also winked at each other behind Nyx’s back and began to snicker.
“What’s so funny?”
“Oh, nothing, just thinking of a joke Silver Spoon told me,” Diamond Tiara assured Nyx. “Now, let’s go get those sweets.”
~~~
“Really?” Nyx asked in disbelief as she sat with Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara just outside Sugarcube Corner. Nyx levitated the food to her mouth, doing her best to remember all the lessons on being a proper mare Rarity had taught her as she ate her snack, since Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon seemed to be the kind of fillies that would care about that sort of thing.
“Oh yes, the Everfree Forest really is amazing once you go deep enough inside,” Diamond Tiara reassured Nyx. She and Silver Spoon had just spent the last half hour convincing Nyx that once you got by the scary trees on the forest’s edge, it became a beautiful place filled with all sorts of gentle animals, babbling brooks, and huge fields of flowers.
To Nyx, it sounded like the best place ever.
“But… I’ve been in the Everfree Forest with Twilight, and I never saw anything like that.”
“You must not have gone deep enough,” Silver Spoon answered quickly, brushing off Nyx’s comment.
“Still, you don’t know what you’re missing. It is, like, so beautiful,” Diamond Tiara said before perking up with a smile. “Hey, we should all go together.”
“I…I don’t know,” Nyx said nervously. “I’ve been in there and it’s really scary… and Twilight told me to never go back in there because of all the monsters.”
“Look, there’s nothing to be afraid of,” Silver Spoon insisted. “The path is, like, enchanted or something. You stay on it, and the monsters will leave you alone.”
“Oh, well… that’s good, but—” Nyx hesitantly rubbed her forelegs together and glanced over her shoulder. “Twilight’s expecting me back at the library.”
“Oh, don’t worry. Silver Spoon and I will go tell her where we’re going.” Diamond reached into her saddlebags, pulled out a map, and rolled it flat on the table. A red, dotted line had been drawn on the map, leading deep into the Everfree Forest. “Just follow this, and you’ll get to the really beautiful part of the woods. We’ll be right behind you.”
Nyx eyed the pair for a second and then looked down at the map, biting her lower lip. Still, when she looked up and saw the very gentle and excited looks on Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon, she couldn’t help but smile. Nyx picked up the map with her magic and stuck it into her saddlebags. She took out some of the bits Twilight had given her.
“Well, okay, I’ll see you there. But… could you take Twilight a sugar cookie when you go to tell her where we’re going?”
“Of course,” Silver Spoon said, taking the bits and standing up from the table. “I’ll go buy the cookie right now.”
“Yea, we’ll go tell Twilight. You just go on ahead, BFF.”
Nyx nodded, jumping down from the table and trotting off in the direction of the forest. Diamond Tiara smiled, watched Nyx until she had rounded a corner, and then burst out in laughter. Diamond Tiara laughed until Silver Spoon came back out of Sugarcube Corner carrying two freshly purchased cookies.
“Oh… that was too easy.”
Sliver Spoon nodded, offering one of the cookies to Diamond Tiara. “Yea, and we, like, got free cookies out of the deal.”
“This, Silver Spoon, was our best. Prank. Ever.”
“Totally,” Silver Spoon replied before the pair high-hoofed and began to enjoy their ill-gotten sweets.
~~~
Twilight trotted through the streets of Ponyville as she anxiously looked around. She hadn’t seen Nyx in two hours and was starting to worry. She hadn’t been able to find her or the two fillies that had come to play with her. For the moment, she was willing to believe they had just gotten caught up in playing and lost track of time.
Trotting into the market, Twilight looked around but still saw no sign of Nyx. She did, however, catch sight of Applejack. Applejack was tending her market stand while keeping an eye on Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle, who were trying to balance on top of each other a few feet away. Twilight could only guess the trio were making another attempt to get their cutie marks, but she didn’t have time to try and figure out what they were doing.
“Hey, Applejack!”
“Hey there, sugarcube,” Applejack greeted as Twilight trotted up to her market cart. “What can I do ya for? Want some Red Delicious, Gala, or maybe some Granny Smith apples?”
“Applejack, you haven’t seen Nyx have you?”
Applejack cocked her head to the side. “Nyx? Why no, I haven’t. Is she missin’?”
“I… I don’t know!” Twilight fretted as she glanced about. “Two fillies from her class came by to see if she could play. That was hours ago, and I’m starting to worry.”
Applejack chuckled, her eyes drifting over to Apple Bloom for a moment. “Oh, Twilight, I’m sure you got nothin’ to worry yourself about. You know fillies that age. They’re probably just off playin’.”
“I know, but… but it has been two hours.”
“What two fillies came to play with Nyx?” Apple Bloom asked. She and her friends walked up to the mares, having overheard the conversation.
“I don’t know their names. One was gray with a spoon cutie mark and a braid in her mane. The other had a tiara.”
“Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon?! Nyx went to play with them?!” Apple Bloom exclaimed, her voice carrying undertones of concern.
“Yes… is that bad?” Twilight asked, her concerns increasing from the filly’s tone.
“Twilight, those two are bullies! Don’t you remember how they made fun of me and called me a blank flank at Diamond Tiara’s Cute-ceañera?”
Her eyes grew wide, the memory of that day causing her to stagger. She did remember those two fillies. They had been teasing Apple Bloom about not having a cutie mark. She hadn’t recognized them without their party dresses on, and she hadn’t spoken or really seen that much of them in a year at least.
“Girls,” Applejack began, getting the attention of the three fillies, “I reckon you three better help Twilight find those two. Do you know where they like to hang out?”
“I know where Silver Spoon lives,” Sweetie Belle claimed. “Rarity does a lot of business with her father, and sometimes when I go with her, I see Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon doing their homework at Silver Spoon’s house.”
Applejack nodded and began to lock up her apple cart. “Alright then. Sweetie Belle, you show Twilight where Silver Spoon lives and see if they’re there. Applebloom, Scootaloo, y’all can come with me and we’ll go see if they’re over at Filthy Rich’s store.”
Twilight and the three fillies nodded their heads, and soon the quintet of ponies had raced off in hopes of finding Nyx safe and sound.
~~~
Nyx shakily took out the map Diamond Tiara had given her and checked it over before looking up at the dark, foreboding path ahead. She didn’t know how far along the path she was, but the line on the paper said she still had to keep going.
The line crossed a river, and Nyx could hear the babbling of a stream just ahead of her. Still, after she rounded a corner, Nyx let out a small panicked yelp before she ducked behind a tree. Just in front of her, a giant purple sea serpent was splashing around in the water. The purple sea serpent, who oddly had well-styled orange hair, was in the process of eating some rough gemstones he had gathered from the river bed.
Nyx wasn’t certain the serpent wouldn’t turn down his gemstones to eat a little pony, so she decided to stay hidden and wait until he left.
~~~
Twilight and Sweetie Belle were unable to find anypony at Silver Spoon’s house, and Applejack, Apple Bloom, and Scootaloo were just as unsuccessful. Diamond Tiara, Silver Spoon, and Nyx were simply nowhere to be found, and Twilight was officially starting to panic.
The search quickly expanded. Applejack and Apple Bloom asked ponies around the market if they had seen the trio of fillies. Sweetie Belle ran to get Rarity while Scootaloo used her scooter to quickly race out of Ponyville to where Rainbow Dash was practicing tricks. That left Twilight to continue to run around Ponyville, trying to find Nyx and the two fillies she had last been seen with. She asked anypony she came across, growing more frantic as more time passed. Where were they? Where was Nyx?
“Twilight!”
Looking skyward, Twilight saw Rainbow Dash circling above her. “I’ve found them! This way!”
“I’m right behind you!” Twilight shouted to Rainbow Dash before calling on her magic. With a flash and a pop, she used her teleportation spell to move to a nearby roof. She kept teleporting between rooftops, following Rainbow Dash until they arrived at the edge of a park. “Where are they?”
Rainbow Dash pointed with her hoof to a park bench, on which Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were chatting and making fun of ponies walking by. Twilight was a little disheartened because it didn’t look like Nyx was with them, but she kept herself focused on the task at hoof. “Rainbow, find the others and have them meet in the town square, just in case we have to find Nyx, while I see what these two know.”
“You got it, ” Rainbow Dash assured her before she sped off to gather all the others.
Twilight watched her friend leave before turning her eyes on the park bench. Sweetie Belle had told her how mean the two school bullies could be while they were looking for them at Silver Spoon’s house. She had also been told of how cruel the pair had been to Nyx on her first day. She wanted to scream, but Twilight forced herself to smile gently. As the old saying went, you catch more flies with honey than vinegar.
“Excuse me,” Twilight said sweetly to Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon as she approached the bench. “You two wouldn’t happen to know—”
Diamond Tiara glanced over at Twilight Sparkle like she was regarding an ant before she turned back to Silver Spoon and began to speak as if Twilight wasn’t there. “Oh look, Silver Spoon, it’s the town librarian. What, trying to find ponies that have overdue books?”
“No, actually,” Twilight said sweetly, though she was struggling to maintain her kind demeanor. “I was wondering if you two know where Nyx is. The last I saw her, she was going with you two to Sugarcube Corner, and I haven’t seen her in a few hours.”
“Wait, she isn’t—” Silver Spoon tried to ask, only to yelp and promptly fall silent when Diamond Tiara stepped on her hoof.
Diamond Tiara looked back at Twilight with a sympathetic grin. “Nyx? We don’t know any Nyx, do we, Silver Spoon?”
Silver Spoon continued to rub her hoof, but shook her head. “N-no, it doesn’t ring a bell.”
Twilight chuckled under her breath; it was the kind of chuckle somepony made when they were doing their very best to keep their anger in check. “Now girls, we all know that isn’t true. You came to the library earlier to play with Nyx, my cousin. You know, she has a black coat and wears a vest.”
“Sounds like a real nerd to me,” Diamond Tiara commented, “and we never hang out with ugly nerds, do we, Silver Spoon?”
Silver Spoon laughed weakly, withering under Twilight’s intense glare. “N-no, we don’t.”
“Now girls,” Twilight said through gritted teeth, “I know you—”
Diamond Tiara leapt down from the park bench and turned her nose up and away from Twilight. “Come on, Silver Spoon, let’s get out of here before she tries to make us read a book or something.”
“Uh, D-diamond?” Silver Spoon stammered as she pointed a hoof at Twilight. Diamond Tiara turned her head back, confused as to why her friend was suddenly scared. Fear quickly sprang up in her own chest when her eyes fell on Twilight.
While reports of such things are rare, some books have records of exceptionally magically inclined unicorns performing something called a “rage-shift”. Twilight had studied it closely, especially after going through her own rage-shift for the first time when she was trying to understand Pinkie Pie’s sixth sense. The book she had read said that the shift occurs when a unicorn’s anger feeds into their magic to cause a physical change to the unicorn’s body.
And, in that moment, Twilight had rage-shifted for the second time in her life. With her mane and tail set ablaze by her magic, with her eyes a burning red, and with her coat a bright, angry white, Twilight glared down at Diamond Tiara like she was a pony of the apocalypse.
“Unless you want me to turn you two into cacti, you will tell me where Nyx is RIGHT NOW!”
“She’s in the Everfree Forest!” Silver Spoon squeaked out in fear. “We… we told her that the forest got really nice if you go deep enough and gave her a map. She left from Sugarcube Corner, and that’s the last we saw of her!”
Twilight’s rage-shift ended. Her mane, tail, and coat returned to normal while her eyes narrowed into pinpoints. Then, without another word to the fillies, Twilight spun on her hooves and galloped back towards the center of Ponyville, where Rainbow Dash would be gathering her friends. It would be dark soon, and the Everfree Forest only got more dangerous in the dark.
~~~
Nyx trembled, just barely keeping herself moving without crying. The growing darkness had made the forest very, very scary. She looked around the path anxiously, watching the many long shadows that surrounded her and seeing things that may or may not have been there. Still, Nyx counted it a small miracle that she could see at all. The moon was three-quarters full, providing just enough light to see the path ahead.
Nyx had given up on trying to find the nice part of the forest. Now all she wanted to do was get back to Ponyville, but she had lost her map. A rustling in the bushes had startled her earlier, and when she ran, she had left the map behind. Now she was wandering around aimlessly, hoping to recognize some landmark.
She tried to follow familiar paths, ones she thought she had traversed before, but she hadn’t crossed the river again. It was the one landmark Nyx was desperately hoping to see, even if the sea serpent had returned.
Following a bend in the path, Nyx came to a stop. Before her, shrouded in curling mist, a creaky rope bridge hung over a deep expanse. It groaned as it shifted gently from side to side, nudged by small breezes. Beyond the bridge, on the far side of the gorge, were the ruins of an ancient castle that had been long forgotten and partially overtaken by the Everfree Forest.
Nyx knew she hadn’t passed by a castle on her way into the forest, and yet… it was strangely familiar. Curiosity starting to replace fear, Nyx carefully stepped out onto the bridge. Thankfully, none of the wooden planks gave way under the weight of her small body, and she was able to cross to the far side without incident.
As Nyx approached and looked up at the long-forgotten castle, something began to bubble up in her mind. She tried to force whatever it was away, tried to clear her mind, but the blurry images and voices persisted, playing out inside her head.
“Oh, my beloved subjects. It's been so long since I've seen your precious little sun-loving faces.”
“What did you do with our Princess?”
“Whoa there, Nelly!”
“Why, am I not royal enough for you? Don't you know who I am?”
“Ooh! Ooh! More guessing games! Um… Hokey Smokes! How about Queen Meanie? No! Black Snooty, Black Snooty!”
“Does my crown no longer count, now that I have been imprisoned for a thousand years? Did you not recall the legend? Did you not see the signs?”
“I did, and I know who you are. You're the Mare in the Moon. Nightmare Moon.”
“Well well well, somepony who remembers me. Then you also know why I'm here.”
“You're here to… to…”
“Remember this day, little ponies, for it was your last. From this moment forth, the night will last forever! AH HAHAHAHAHAHAHAH!”
Nyx shook her head, finally managing to banish the blurred thoughts that had overtaken her. She had recognized some of the voices; she had heard Twilight… but there was a voice she shouldn’t have recognized, but did. The voice of the older mare, the one who laughed at the end. It was a voice that Nyx felt she kind of remembered, but she couldn’t think of who it belonged to.
Putting the strange occurrence out of her mind, she began to climb the steps to the castle. She didn’t know why, but she had to see inside, no matter how scary the Everfree Forest was. It was as if the castle was calling out to her. She climbed steps, navigated old hallways, and eventually entered the one remaining tower. There were no defining features to the room, which had suffered under the passage of time, but Nyx recognized that it was the palace’s throne room, and it felt… like she had been there before.
Nyx stepped into the center of the room, looking up at the broken glass windows at the far end. She winced in pain, images bursting to the front of her mind. These were far more aggressive than the images from before, and they were much clearer. They would not be ignored, and they shoved all other thoughts out of Nyx’s mind as they demanded attention.
She… she realized they were memories, that she could remember standing at the far end of the room, looking down across it. In the memory, she was looking down at a small purple unicorn: a unicorn she knew… Twilight.
“You little foal! Thinking you could defeat me? Now you will never see your princess, or your sun! The night will last forever!”
Nyx could remember herself saying those words. She could remember thinking them, but even worse… she could remember the feelings behind those thoughts. She wanted to hurt Twilight, to punish Twilight for trying to thwart her. She was thinking about banishing her, imprisoning her… even torturing her.
Nyx struggled against the memory. No, she wouldn’t want to hurt Twilight. Twilight was the kindest pony she knew. It was Twilight who took care of her, who taught her, who read her to sleep at night. It was Twilight that had found her in the forest. She didn’t want to hurt Twilight!
Dark shadows shifted around the room: Dispelled magic that had lain dormant was now being awakened by Nyx’s presence. Trails of indigo smoke began to creep towards Nyx, and, as the magic seeped into her, the memory continued.
She saw Twilight with her friends, saw Twilight giving a long speech about elements… and then there was a bright light. A light so bright that it hurt to look at it. She had to shield herself from the light with her wing. And then… then there was a rainbow, but not a nice, pretty rainbow.
No, the rainbow lunged at her like an angry snake. It encircled her, and it burned. It was burning her away, tearing her away from something else. It was like a savage animal with razor-sharp claws. It tore her to ribbons, despite her cries. Then, the memory faded and stopped, as if the rainbow had caused her to simply not exist anymore.
Nyx collapsed on the floor of the castle, panting heavily as the memory finally relented. Despite the cool feel of the castle’s stone floor, she could still feel the burning pain of the rainbow, how it had cut and torn at her.
Other thoughts began to bubble to the surface as more and more of the indigo smoke drew in from the room and into Nyx. The thoughts were desires… hateful desires. Desires to hurt ponies, to make them pay for ignoring her. Memories of being scorned and ignored, memories of jealousy and anguish.
Among these thoughts, a few began to stand out and mingle with Nyx’s memories of her friends and Twilight. They began to poison those memories, filling them with hatred. She wanted to hurt Twilight. She wanted to make her suffer, to torture her.
These were thoughts that Nyx didn’t want to have. She clapped her hooves against the sides of her head and shouted at the castle’s silence. “NO!!! I don’t want to hurt Twilight! She takes care of me, teaches me things, lets me go to school! I don’t want to hurt her!”
Despite her cries, the thoughts relentlessly continued. She thought of how she would hurt Twilight and how she would torture her. She’d snap off her horn, keep her locked in a dungeon, and other horrible things that started to make Nyx physically ill.
“NO!” Nyx cried to the silence. “I don’t want to hurt Twilight! I don’t want to!”
The thoughts were reaching a boil. As Nyx tried to push them away, more rose in their place. Thoughts of how she’d hurt Twilight’s friends, how she’d go after Twilight’s family. She just kept thinking of all the ways she could break Twilight’s spirit.
“NO! NO NO NO NO NO NOOOO!!!”
With that final scream, something sparked to life inside Nyx and her eyes glowed white. The creeping tendrils of indigo smoke suddenly shifted, swirling faster and faster as they were sucked down into her like water in a whirlpool. At the same time, the dark desires in her mind began to fade, ebbing away as more and more of the smoky tendrils were absorbed.
Then, when the last traces of the cloud were gone, Nyx’s horn sparked and sent a crack of lightning lancing up into the sky with a thunderous boom.
~~~
Celestia bolted up in bed and turned her eyes to her window, through which she could see Ponyville and the Everfree Forest. Her breathing was still, and her ears turned forward in erect attention. Like a pony hearing an unexplained thump in her home at night, for a moment, Celestia had felt something in Equestria that did not belong. She stretched out her magic and senses, trying to find the presence she had detected, but it was already gone. It had felt like… No, that was impossible. She could sense Luna in the castle, in the main hall.
Yet, Celestia could not get over what she had felt. It was short lived, but she had sensed her presence… a presence she hoped to never sense again.
~~~
In another part of Canterlot, a dark-blue unicorn with turquoise eyes was sitting in his study when a crack of lightning from the Everfree Forest lit up the room. With the light came a surge of magic, which drew the unicorn’s gaze from the book he was reading to a window. He listened to the thunder that trailed, and, even after it had passed, he continued to stare through his window at the distant Everfree Forest. He then shut the book he had been reading, a rare tome on theoretical resurrection magic, and shouted out into the silence of his home.
“Proper Etiquette!”
The door to the study opened within moments, and an all-white unicorn with a fabric collar and tie stepped into the room. He adjusted the monocle that was over his right eye and looked across the room with his own turquoise eyes. “You called, sir?”
“Have messages sent to Miss Gray Gale, Miss Night Wind, and Mr. Stonewall. I need to speak with them, this evening if possible.”
“Of course, sir. I will have them summoned.”
~~~
Twilight cried out, tripping over her own hooves as she landed in a heap on the side of the path. She and her friends had been racing through the Everfree Forest when a bolt of lightning launched into the sky. Twilight had been in the lead, galloping as quickly as her legs would carry her when she heard the thunder and tripped.
Rarity and Fluttershy quickly galloped up to assist Twilight while the others were transfixed skyward, where they had just seen the bolt of magic.
“Whoa! Did you see that!?” Rainbow Dash asked.
Applejack nodded and tilted her hat back, so she could have a better look at the sky. “Sure did, sugarcube. Where do you reckon it came from?”
“Oh, the Everfree Forest!” Pinkie Pie chirped.
“Well, no duh, Pinkie Pie,” Rainbow Dash pointed out. “We’re kind of in the Everfree Forest.”
“Of course, silly! That’s how I knew that lightning bolt came from here.”
Dash slapped a hoof to her forehead while Twilight struggled to her hooves with Rarity and Fluttershy’s help.
“Twilight, dear, you okay?” Rarity asked.
“Yes, I’m fine… I just tripped,” Twilight assured, pushing her friend away as her horn glowed. The group had stopped just momentarily at the library before heading into the forest to get a compass and map. Pinkie Pie had volunteered to carry the map in her curly mane, while the compass hung from Twilight’s neck by a thin piece of string. Twilight drew both items out, levitating them in the air as she looked skyward.
“Okay,” Twilight began after taking a breath to calm herself, “where was that lightning bolt again?”
“Right over there,” Pinkie Pie answered, pointing at the sky with her hooves.
Twilight quickly positioned herself by Pinkie Pie, holding up the compass as she turned the map over in the air. “Okay… using the mountains as a reference, we’re about… here. Now, if we’re here and the lighting bolt was there… and how long would you say it was between the lightning flash and thunder?”
“A second, maybe two tops,” Rainbow Dash answered.
Twilight nodded and, making very rough calculations in her head, began to move her hoof across the map. “All right, then the lighting came from—” Twilight fell silent, staring at the map. She double checked her rough measurements and guesses, but in the pit of her stomach she knew she was right.
“I… I know where Nyx is!” Twilight said, dropping the map and compass in the mud. “I need to get to her right now!”
“But, sugarcube, how do you—” Applejack began to ask, only to be cut off as a bright light enveloped Twilight as she teleported away.
~~~
Twilight finished her teleportation spell and waited for the magic in the air to settle from her arrival before she opened her eyes and looked around. She was in a room she had not been in since the Summer Sun Celebration two years ago, the throne room in the Ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters. It was where she and her friends had defeated Nightmare Moon, and the room was just as Twilight remembered it except for a single, small detail.
Nyx was lying in the center of the room, and, for a moment, a wave of relief began to wash over Twilight. That relief, however, receded like the tide from the shore and was quickly replaced by a powerful, gripping fear that threatened to squeeze the very air from her chest. Nyx’s normal mane and tail had been replaced with flowing masses of star-dotted magic. Nyx was now truly Nightmare Moon’s doppelganger. All she lacked was the armor, the eye shadow, and Nightmare Moon’s cutie mark.
This… this was Twilight’s fears made real. With that mane and tail, could she deny the truth any longer? Could she honestly believe that the cultists’ spell had not accomplished its intended purpose? Nyx was young, but there was no denying that she was—
Crying.
Nyx’s wails filled Twilight’s ears, derailing her train of thought. She was bawling her eyes out, and Twilight had to catch herself. She had already taken a few steps forward because of her desire to comfort Nyx, to tell her everything was okay. Nyx was terrified, more so than she had been the night Twilight found her.
Still, Twilight held herself back as her mind rebelled against itself. She couldn’t dismiss Nyx’s resemblance to Nightmare Moon, especially now that Nyx had the mane and tail the Mare in the Moon was infamous for. Yet, would Nightmare Moon be crying like that? Would she be wailing so loudly?
Unable to bear it anymore, Twilight inched towards Nyx. She approached the filly as she would a slumbering Ursa Major, as if the sobbing form before her could turn around and maul her to death at any second. Twilight pushed forward, and, when she was close enough, she reached out at Nyx and nudged her with a hoof.
Nyx spun her head around at the touch, a frightened look in her eyes. That fear, however, died almost immediately when she saw Twilight. She scrambled to her hooves and buried her head in Twilight’s chest, bawling, “I’m sorry!”
“Shhhh… it’s okay. It’s okay,” Twilight reassured, cautiously wrapping her hooves around Nyx’s trembling form.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Please don’t hate me! Please! I don’t want to hurt you!” Nyx wailed into Twilight’s chest, her voice muffled.
Twilight’s heart skipped a beat, but she fought the urge to pull away. “Hurt me? When did you want to—”
“I… I don’t know!” Nyx sobbed miserably. “I-I came in here and then… and then I remembered looking down on you. W-we were both here, and you looked so scared, and I w-was happy to see you were scared… and-and I wanted to hurt you, b-because you tried to stop me from doing s-something… but I d-don’t want to hurt you, Twilight! Please… please don’t hate me! I don’t want to hurt you!”
Twilight felt a tension in her chest, a physical manifestation of her inner conflict. Nyx wasn’t crying because she was scared of the castle or the forest. She was crying because she felt she had done something horrible, and she was apologizing for it. Apologizing for things that Nightmare Moon had done, had thought, had felt. It worried Twilight because, if Nyx had Nightmare Moon’s memories, it was almost conclusive evidence that the two were one and the same.
Yet, as Twilight looked at the filly crying into her neck, she was no longer able to see Nightmare Moon, and it made her realize how close she had grown to Nyx. She had only taken Nyx into her home originally to keep an eye on her, to make sure she knew where the possible reincarnation of Nightmare Moon was at all times.
That was it; she was never supposed to bond with Nyx. She had intended to only be a caretaker, an observer, but… things had changed so quickly. She needed a way to get Nyx to sleep at night, so she started reading her bedtime stories. She saw Nyx struggling with homework, so she sat down and helped her. Nyx came to her asking questions, and, through their conversations, Twilight had grown to know Nyx as a filly. She was a filly who loved the sun, had friends, and was curious about the world around her.
That familiarity had bred care. Twilight cared about Nyx. She wanted her to get a good night’s sleep, to do well in school, and to ask questions. She wanted Nyx to be safe.
Twilight still wasn’t sure who Nyx was or how much—if anything—she shared with Nightmare Moon beyond the physical similarities. She did, however, know one thing: Nyx was crying in terror of her own memories, and Twilight couldn’t ignore Nyx’s wails.
“I know you don’t,” Twilight finally comforted, hooking a leg around Nyx and hugging the filly as tightly as she could. “It’s okay, I know you don’t want to hurt me.”
Twilight’s words, however, were not enough to soothe Nyx. She continued to cry and beg for forgiveness, and again and again Twilight said that it was okay. Twilight did not force Nyx to stop, even after her mane and tail had returned to normal. Nyx needed to cry, to get it all out. She had remembered something terrible, something she couldn’t understand, and she just needed Twilight to be there, to assure her everything was okay.
To protect Nyx from her memories.
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Chapter 4
Distant Storm Clouds
==================
Twilight placed a hoof on the door as she used her magic to douse the lights in the room. She had just finished tucking Nyx into bed, and the filly had fallen asleep as soon as her head had hit the pillow. Twilight was sure that was for the best. It had been a long day.
She looked in on Nyx for a few seconds longer before gently shutting the door. She then descended the library’s staircase, climbing down to the ground floor where many ponies with worried faces were waiting. Twilight greatly appreciated the fact that all of her friends had stayed to make sure Nyx was all right, especially since Rarity and the Cutie Mark Crusaders were the only ones who knew Nyx well enough to be so concerned.
“She’s okay, just tired. I put her to bed,” Twilight assured with a gentle smile. Her words dissipated the tension in the room, letting everypony finally relax after what had been a long and stressful day.
“Well, I don’t know about the rest of you, but I am exhausted,” Rarity noted. “I hope you don’t mind, Twilight, but I’m going to take Sweetie Belle home and get some sleep myself.”
Twilight shook her head. “No, I don’t mind. I know you are all tired. You should all go home and get some rest.”
“Would you, maybe, want some of us to stay?” Fluttershy kindly offered.
“No, I couldn’t ask you to do that. You all dropped everything to help me find Nyx. I couldn’t make you stay now that she’s safe.”
Applejack laughed a little. “Well shoot, sugarcube, that’s what friends are for. You’d do the same if Apple Bloom went missing.”
“Or Sweetie Belle,” Rarity added.
“Or Gummy!” Pinkie Pie chirped.
“I know,” Twilight said, “and I can’t thank you all enough. I was… I was really worried about her.”
“It wouldn’t be right if you weren’t concerned; she is your cousin after all,” Applejack said before she started to head for the door. “Still, Twi’s right. We all should be in bed, includin’ three certain fillies.”
“Awww, but we want to stay and make sure Nyx is okay,” Apple Bloom whined.
“No dice, Apple Bloom. You got school tomorrow. You can come and check on Nyx after class.”
“The same goes for you, Sweetie Belle,” Rarity added before giving her little sister a small nudge. “We need to get you home.”
“And I know your mother’s got to be worried too, Scootaloo,” Twilight remarked.
Scootaloo blinked before her eyes widened, a panicked frown forming on her face. “Oh no! My parents are going to flip!”
“Hey, don’t worry, kid; I’ve got you covered,” Rainbow Dash said before she gave Scootaloo a noogie. “I know your mom. How about I fly you home and explain everything?”
“Wow, you’d really do that?”
“Hey, you stayed here just to make sure Nyx got home safe. That’s a kind of loyalty I can appreciate.” Rainbow landed on the ground and motioned for Scootaloo to get on her back. “Now, get up here.”
Scootaloo grinned ear to ear, more than eager to accept Dash’s offer for a flight home. With that, the mass of ponies filtered out of the room. Twilight said “good-nights” and “thank-yous” as everypony left and shut the door after the last one had departed. She let out an exhausted sigh and began to head for the stairs. An empty stomach tempted her to go to the kitchen, but, in the end, she decided to wait and have a big breakfast in the morning. Her first priority was sleep.
KNOCK… KNOCK… KNOCK…
Twilight turned and eyed her front door. She debated opening it. She really, really just wanted to go to bed, but her courteous nature got the better of her. She turned and walked towards the door before opening it magically.
“That’s her, daddy!”
Twilight’s eyes hardened at the sight of Diamond Tiara standing on her doorstep, this time accompanied by an older stallion and an older mare. The stallion was brown in tone, with blue eyes similar to Diamond Tiara’s and a slicked back mane that may have once been black but had lightened a few shades with his age. He was wearing a firm frown, but it was nothing compared to the glare the older mare was shooting at Twilight.
The older mare had a sand colored coat, light purple eyes, and seemed to be struggling to keep herself from assaulting Twilight verbally, or even physically. Her medium length, two toned, white and light blue mane was styled in an up-do, though a few hairs had fallen loose. Yet, the older mare paid no mind to her slowly coming-apart hairdo, instead turning her attention to the stallion.
“Well, Rich, what are you waiting for?”
“Miss Sparkle?” the stallion began as he took a step forward and offered his hoof. “I know we haven’t properly met, but I know you through our mutual friends over at Sweet Apple Acres. I’m Mr. Rich, a business associate of theirs, though it should be said that I’m not here on business.”
Twilight shook Filthy Rich’s hoof. “Well, it’s nice to meet you, but can this wait until morning? I just got back from finding—”
“This most certainly can not wait! Why, you’re lucky—” the older mare began to rant, only to be interrupted by Filthy Rich.
“Now, Affluent, please, I said I’d handle it.”
“You had better, Rich,” the older mare, Affluent, spat before returning her stare to Twilight, who forced a smile before looking back to Filthy Rich.
“Would you care to tell me what all this is about?”
“Yes, I was just getting to that,” Filthy Rich said. “Miss Sparkle, did you threaten my daughter earlier today?”
“She did, daddy!” Diamond Tiara shouted as if she was appalled he was asking Twilight to confirm the story. “She said she was going to turn me and Silver Spoon into cacti!”
“Miss Sparkle?”
Twilight frowned a little, but then she sighed and nodded her head. “Yes, and I’m—”
“I will not stand to have my foal threatened!” Affluent barked harshly. “Consider yourself lucky we’re even giving you a chance to apologize because, if you weren’t one of the ponies that stopped Discord last year, we would have gone straight to the authorities!”
Twilight furrowed her eyebrows and stepped directly in front of Affluent, returning her hateful glare. “And has Diamond Tiara told you why I threatened her?”
“No, she didn’t, but I—”
“Honey,” Filthy Rich interrupted, “we agreed we’d let Miss Sparkle explain herself.”
Affluent shut her mouth and puffed up her cheeks like she was a tea kettle trying to hold in its steam. When she looked like she was about ready to burst into another enraged rant, Affluent released the breath she had been holding through her nose and nodded. “Yes dear.”
“I am sorry I threatened her,” Twilight said, “but your daughter sent my cousin Nyx into the Everfree Forest alone, and then she refused to tell me what she had done. The only reason I threatened her was to find out where Nyx was before something happened to her.”
“Well, maybe you wouldn’t have had to threaten my daughter if you had told your cousin how dangerous the Everfree Forest was,” Affluent said with a huff.
“Nyx does know how dangerous the Everfree Forest is,” Twilight snapped back, “but your daughter convinced her that the forest wasn’t dangerous when you got far enough in, and she gave her a map.”
Filthy Rich glanced at his daughter, who was also glaring at Twilight. “You wouldn’t happen to still have this map, would you?”
“No,” Twilight said. “Nyx lost it when she was in the forest.”
“Well, I guess that explains it then,” Affluent said as her voice took on a haughty tone. “Your cousin is lying to you. She was probably off getting into trouble, and, when you found her in town, she told you some sob story about how she got lost in the Everfree Forest. She lied to you, and now you’re lying to us about why you threatened our daughter. We should have you arrested for that lying mouth of yours alone.”
Twilight furrowed her eyebrows and took a step towards Affluent. “You want to hear the truth? Here’s the truth. I found Nyx in the Everfree Forest, crying her eyes out, and she was sent in there by your daughter. Your daughter even gave her a map, and, from what I’ve heard, she’s been a bully to the rest of her classmates as well. You’re doing her no favors protecting her from the consequences of her actions.
“And I know I can’t make you punish her for sending my cousin someplace where she could have been hurt, or worse. But let me make this perfectly clear.” Twilight leaned forward, her voice taking on a low, strong, threatening tone as she glared down Affluent. “If Diamond Tiara does anything like this to Nyx again, being turned into a cactus will be the least of her problems.”
“Why you little tramp!” Affluent snapped back. “Who do you think you are?! We’re upstanding members of the community! Why, if it wasn’t for my husband’s family, there wouldn’t even be a Ponyville! How dare you speak to us like this. I should teach you a lesson in respect!”
Twilight bristled and shoved her face up against Affluent’s, so their foreheads and noses were pushed together. “And I’m the unicorn that beat an Ursa Minor barehoofed, and I’m also Princess Celestia's private pupil! So, if you really want to push your luck, I’d be happy to take this outside. Otherwise, get out of my face and get out of my library!”
“Miss Sparkle!” Filthy Rich interrupted. He forced himself between the two mares and looked down at Twilight with a firm, steadfast frown. “I can respect that you did what you did earlier today under duress. I doubt I’d act much differently if I was in your position. That, however, does not give you license to threaten my family.”
“Yeah,” Diamond Tiara added. She smiled triumphantly, caught up in the fact her father was winning the argument. “You can’t threaten me because Nyx is stupid enough to go into the forest, even if I gave her a—”
Diamond Tiara realized what she was about to say, and she quickly clapped a hoof over her mouth. However, the damage had already been done. Mr. Rich glanced at his daughter and said, “Young lady, you’re grounded.”
“Rich, you can’t really ground her for—” Affluent tried to protest.
“We’ll discuss this when we get home,” Mr. Rich said firmly as he turned to leave. “Until further notice, she is grounded. But, Miss Sparkle, don’t think this means you’re off the hook. Princess Celestia’s pupil or not, I will be discussing this matter with the mayor in the morning.”
With that, Filthy Rich turned and walked away. Diamond Tiara and Affluent followed soon after, but only after they had each thrown the dirtiest glare they could muster at Twilight. Twilight, however, ensured she got the last word, or rather sound, in the conversation. She stepped back and slammed the library door shut with a sharp, loud bang.
“Whoa, Twilight,” Spike said from the back of the library. He had heard the argument and had come to investigate what was going on. “I’ve never heard you pull rank like that, using your position as Princess Celestia’s student to threaten somepony.”
“Yeah,” Twilight sighed, mentally kicking herself for what she had said in the argument. “And the princess wouldn’t be happy if she found out I did. So, Spike, if we could—”
“Hey, my lips are sealed,” Spike assured her. “Personally, I think you should have turned one of them into a cactus just to prove a point. Still, aren’t you worried about what the mayor will do? She might tell the princess.”
“We’ll cross that bridge if or when we come to it. I still can’t believe that little filly actually sent Nyx into the Everfree Forest. I mean, what was she thinking?”
“Couldn’t tell you, I don’t make a habit of trying to understand bullies,” Spike replied before he yawned and glanced at the clock. “Well, it’s late. I’m surprised Owloysius hasn’t come in yet. He’s usual—”
“Hoo.”
Spike jumped, spinning around to see that the horned owl in question was sitting on top of a nearby book shelf. “Seriously, we need to tie a bell on you. You’re like a ninja owl or something.”
“Hoo,” the owl replied in his usual fashion.
“You.”
“Hoo.”
“You! I’m talking about you!”
“Hoo.”
“I’m… You know what? No. I’m not getting into that,” Spike said, heading towards the staircase. “I’m going to check on Peewee, and then I’m going to bed. Night, Twilight.”
“Good night, Spike,” she replied as she watched him climb the steps. She then turned to look at Owloysius, who tilted his head somewhat expectantly.
“Sorry, Owloysius, but I’m really tired; it’s been a long day. I hope you don’t mind if I just go to bed too.”
“Hoo,” was all the owl replied before taking flight. He swooped around the room, grabbed a book off a shelf, and dropped it on the reading table. The book fell open, and within moments Owloysius had landed and begun reading. Twilight couldn’t help but giggle, happy to see that the owl was able to keep himself busy at night, even when she wasn’t up late studying.
Leaving Owloysius to his reading, Twilight climbed up to the library's second floor. Spike had already shut off the lamps and curled up in bed. The only light came from the moon outside the window, and it illuminated the room just enough for Twilight to cross without any trouble.
Next to Twilight’s bed was a smaller one, one she had purchased for Nyx. She had expected to find Nyx curled up there, but, in the few minutes Twilight had been downstairs, Nyx had crawled into the larger bed. Normally, Twilight would have encouraged Nyx to sleep in her own bed, but, after the day they both had, she would overlook it for one night.
Making sure not to wake Nyx, Twilight slipped herself slowly beneath the covers. She levitated the blanket off Nyx’s bed and covered the sleeping filly with it so she wouldn’t get cold in the night.
Despite being asleep, Nyx sensed Twilight’s presence. Almost like she was sleepwalking, Nyx stirred, got to her hooves, and, with the blanket hanging off her body, she moved over beside Twilight. She then lay back down so that her little head rested in the crook of Twilight’s neck.
It brought a smile to Twilight’s face as she gently nuzzled the sleeping Nyx.
The smile, however, slowly died as Twilight watched Nyx sleep. Her gaze drifted to the window, looking up at the distant moon. For a moment, she remembered how it used to look. How it used to bear the dark silhouette of the Mare in the Moon. She had a lot to think about, a lot to consider, but it would have to wait until morning. Her eyes were already drooping from the soft embrace of the bed, and soon Twilight drifted off into a well-deserved sleep.
~~~
KNOCK… KNOCK… KNOCK
A trio of ponies stood on the doorstep of the manor, glancing over their shoulders to ensure there were no guard patrols passing on the connecting street. The manor itself was nestled in the company of other similarly grand homes. Every lawn was trimmed, every shrub sculpted, and every flower was in bloom in the part of Canterlot where the elite made their homes. Celebrities, politicians, and anypony else that was widely known and very well paid could be found within those few blocks of the city, living the high life in their stately homes.
The stallion of the trio was about to knock again when the locks clicked open. The door swung open as a white unicorn with a perfectly trimmed and slicked back black mane and a monocle poked his head out of the door. He looked over the two pegasi mares and earth pony stallion before giving a small, snooty sniff. “Yes? May I help you?”
“Just open the stinking door, Etiquette!” the gray pegasus with a darker gray mane and swirling tornado cutie mark snapped.
“Of course, Miss Gale.” The butler, Proper Etiquette, stepped back and opened the manor’s door wider, allowing the trio of ponies to slip inside. The other pegasus was a dark purple mare with a black mane and swirling wind lines for a cutie mark. The sole earth pony was a dull clay-red stallion with a tall build. His blond mane was cut very short and his cutie mark was a stone wall that looked like castle battlements.
“Sir Spell Nexus is in his study. I believe you know the way,” Proper Etiquette said as he shut the manor’s front door.
Gray Gale fluttered her wings in irritation. “Yeah, yeah, we know the way, but Nexus better have a good reason for calling us like this.”
“Indeed,” Night Wind, the purple pegasus, said in agreement. “We are, after all, trying to lie low after that grand failure in the Everfree Forest. The town guard are much more alert and are stopping ponies on the street if they run across them this late at night.”
“I do not know why Sir Spell Nexus called for you as he did,” Proper Etiquette remarked as he began to walk away. “But I do believe you will find it difficult to get an answer unless you go and speak with him. Now, I must be off to the kitchen; Sir Spell Nexus does not like to host company without refreshment.”
“Seriously, that pony takes his job way too seriously,” Gray Gale mumbled to herself as the three made their way through the manor. After climbing a flight of stairs and passing down a lavishly furnished hallway, they arrived at a door they all knew quite well. Since they had been summoned, they didn’t bother to knock before they entered the manor’s study.
It was a cozy little room with very large windows and a fireplace. One wall was lined with bookshelves which were filled to capacity with books, some small knick-knacks, and the occasional framed picture. The windows looked out over the elegant cityscape of Canterlot, a view that the manor’s owner had been complimented on a number of times.
Finally, an oil painting rested above the fireplace. The regal portrait depicted a dark blue unicorn with a light gray mane sitting behind a very elegant-looking desk while wearing a gentle smile. Below the portrait, set into the picture’s polished wooden frame, was an engraved plaque.
Spell Nexus
Headmaster of Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns
Mystical Advisor to the Royal Court
The manor’s owner, Nexus himself, stood in front of the study’s fireplace, its flames reflecting in his turquoise eyes. He did not turn to look at the three ponies who had entered his study, instead motioning with a hoof to some chairs.
“Please, have a seat.”
“What’s this about, Nexus?” Gale asked as the three ponies sat down. “You never send messengers for us in the middle of the night.”
“It is strange, ” Night Wind agreed. “You are the one who is always telling us to keep our movements subtle and hidden, and this is far from being subtle or hidden.”
“And not all of us have cushy jobs like you do,” Stonewall grumbled. “The commander is already suspicious of why I was late reporting in after what happened in Everfree. I’m skating on thin ice with the Town Guard.”
“Yes, I apologize for the late hour, my sisters and brother, but there has been an… interesting development.”
“It better be interesting.” Gray Gale grumbled under her breath before she stifled a yawn.
Nexus turned away from the fireplace and began walking towards the three seated ponies. “I assure you it is, for it would seem that our efforts on the night of the last full moon were not wasted.”
“How were they ‘not wasted’?!” Gray Gale ranted, waving her hoof in a wide arch. “It was a disaster! Nightmare Moon’s remains were blown to smithereens, and how many of our brothers and sisters got arrested again?”
“Approximately three dozen,” Night Wind answered.
Gray Gale raised her hoof and slammed it on the ground. “Three dozen, Nexus!”
“It is true. Things did not go as planned.” A grin spread onto Nexus’s lips as his eyes gleamed. “But it was all worth it, for Nightmare Moon lives.”
There was a dead silence in the room. Stonewall, Night Wind, and Gray Gale glanced at each other, unable to believe what they had heard. Gray Gale broke the graveyard-like silence by shaking her head and asking, “Wait… wait wait wait… Are you saying the spell worked?”
“I did not dare to hope so,” Spell Nexus mused before giving his head a nod, “but yes, at least in part.”
“And just how do you know that Nightmare Moon lives?” Night Wind asked skeptically. “If that were true, wouldn’t she have overthrown Celestia by now?”
“Yes, if our queen was at full strength, Equestria would already be bathed in the glory of a night eternal, and we would have received our just rewards as her loyal servants. Still, I cannot deny what I sensed and saw. Early this evening, a brilliant bolt of magical lighting shot up from the Everfree Forest, and, in that moment, I sensed her. I sensed our queen in all her power and glory. It was like a firework bursting and fading in the night sky, but it was there.”
Spell Nexus swept to one side, light on his hooves for a moment. “It was… so magnificent, and it made something inside me shift for a moment. I felt positively giddy, and it took all my willpower to keep myself from racing to the forest to find her.”
“Well, it’s nice to hear that we weren’t wasting our time with that spell,” Stonewall remarked, his very flat tone bringing Nexus back to the serious nature of the conversation.
“Yes, and now we have purpose once again. Brother, sisters, we must find our queen. I believe her form, like the spell we cast that night, is incomplete. She can be saved, can be given the life she deserves, but we must find her. I believe she is in hiding either amongst the trees of the Everfree Forest or in some area close to that, and we must find her before she can become truly lost to us.”
“And just how are we supposed to do that?” Gray Gale asked cynically before she began speaking in a forced, overly perky tone. “Hey boss, I wanted to take some more of my vacation days. Why? Oh, I just want to take a leisurely stroll around one of the most dangerous forests in Equestria while I look for a partially reincarnated Nightmare Moon.”
Nexus rolled his eyes and rubbed the bridge of his nose with a hoof. “Please spare us your sarcasm, Gray Gale.”
“She does make a point, Nexus,” Night Wind said smoothly. “How can we search the Everfree Forest without drawing attention?”
“Not all of our brothers and sisters were arrested by the guard after Celestia’s interruption,” Spell Nexus assured his cohorts before turning his attention back to Gray Gale. “In the morning you will find I’ve contracted out your services as a pair of wings for hire to deliver important letters to a number of individuals around Ponyville. Some of these letters are simple letters from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, but a few of those letters are notes to our brothers and sisters who call the town home. They, who are closest to the forest, will be able to search for our queen.”
“Will I know who is who?” Gale asked.
Nexus shook his head. “No, their anonymity must be preserved; it is how we’ve been able to function so long without detection. Only I truly know all those who stand with the Children of Nightmare.”
“Which, as I’ve said before, is really creepy,” Gray Gale remarked, only to get elbowed in the side by Night Wind.
“And what about us, Nexus?” Stonewall asked.
Nexus stepped over to Stonewall and set a hoof on his shoulder. “You must continue your duties with the Town Guard. The information you provide is invaluable to us remaining undetected.” Nexus then turned and looked at Night Wind. “And you, sister, will find yourself assigned to a new post in the morning.”
Night Wind arched an eyebrow. “And just where am I being stationed, Nexus?”
“I have little doubt that Celestia has sensed the same thing I did this evening, and I believe this will drive her to step up the research team she has working on analyzing our spell. You have now been reassigned to guard this team. Keep tabs on their progress, impede it if you can, and, if Celestia speaks with the team, I want you to tell me exactly what she says.”
A treacherous smirk spread onto Night Wind’s lips. “And here I thought you’d finally given me a challenge, Nexus, but eavesdropping?”
“Do not take your role lightly, Night Wind, for, if the team makes a dooming discovery about us or the spell, you are the only one who will be able to warn us of the coming danger.”
Nexus then looked over his three conspirators and let a smile play upon his lips. “Celestia was able to stop us once, but fate has given us another chance to see our queen rise. I will not see it slip through our hooves. For the Night Eternal.”
“For Equestria’s True Queen,” the three other ponies chimed back in practiced harmony.
~~~
KNOCK… KNOCK… KNOCK…
“Just one moment,” a light-blue unicorn stallion called as he sat up in bed. Bastion Yorsets glanced at the clock, grumbled at the late hour, and then pulled himself out of bed. His eggshell-white mane and tail were a mess, but he continued to move towards his front door all the same. He had no desire to try and make himself presentable for anypony who would come knocking at such an hour.
Horn glowing, Bastion opened his front door, intending to chew out whoever thought to disturb him so late at night. Yet, he froze up like a statue when he saw Princess Celestia standing on his doorstep.
“Your… Y-your Highness!” Bastion stuttered out.
“I do apologize for the late hour, Bastion, but may I come in?” Celestia asked sweetly, as if Bastion had every right to turn her away.
“O-f course… Please, make yourself at home. I’ll be with you in a moment,” Bastion said before letting Celestia inside. Bastion Yorsets was a teacher at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns and was there when the young Twilight Sparkle revealed her immense aptitude for magic. He was among the senior teaching staff and was the pony Celestia charged with the responsibility of leading the team studying the cult ponies’ spell.
Once he had ensured Celestia was comfortable, Bastion disappeared back into his bedroom. He reemerged a few minutes later in a far more presentable state. He had quickly brushed out his mane and tail, and he had also slipped into his normal work attire: a collared shirt, a light brown sweater vest, and a thin black tie to finish the ensemble.
“I do apologize for making you wait, Your Highness,” Bastion said when he stepped back into the living room.
Celestia glanced up from her seat on Bastion’s couch, which was just large enough to support her larger stature. “Do not apologize, Bastion. I would not normally disturb you at your home or at such a late hour, but I was curious as to how things were going in deciphering the spell.”
“It is progressing, but slowly,” Bastion answered as he took a seat in a cushion chair. “The unicorns were making use of several very old forms of magic of which there are few records. The oil-soaked powders they were burning came from zebra magic. We also found records of unicorns using arcane designs to direct the flow of magic, but there are no actual books describing how such magical lines work.” Bastion sighed tiredly and ran a hoof through his mane. “Things would undoubtedly be going better if we were able to get some information from the cultists. Have your guards been able to get any of them to talk?”
“No,” Celestia admitted with a shake of her head. “The cultists we’ve arrested are proving to be very strong-willed. The interrogators have not been able to convince any of those ponies to give up any new information.”
“Then I am sorry, Princess, but I fear my team is doing the best it can, considering we’re dealing with lost knowledge.”
“Well… ‘purposefully hidden’ may be a more accurate turn of phrase,” Celestia mused aloud.
“Princess?” Bastion asked as he cocked an eyebrow.
“Bastion, I want you to move your team out of the castle’s main library and into the royal archives tomorrow morning. I have already arranged for your team to have full access to anything in there, including the Starswirl wing.”
Bastion’s eyes widened. “Princess, the archives guard the most precious literature in Equestria. Tomes of ancient knowledge and stories that haven’t been viewed firsthoof in centuries.”
“Yes, but that is the point. The tomes in that collection are the final copies of books and knowledge that I wished to have preserved but not available to all of Equestria. There is very powerful magic in some of those books: spells that, if attempted by ponies who do not fully understand them, could have dire consequences. Some of those books, however, describe the arcane magic the cult’s spell is based upon. They would undoubtedly help your team understand the spell more quickly.”
Bastion nodded in understanding as the weight of this new privilege sank in. “We will move to the archives first thing in the morning.”
“Good,” Celestia said. A tiny smile tried to form upon her lips, but the seriousness of the situation forced it to wither like a water deprived plant. “There is one other thing, Bastion.”
“Yes, Your Highness?”
“While I do not want to distract your team from figuring out the spell’s intended purpose, I must ask that you also start investigating what the spell did.”
“What it did?” Bastion echoed in confusion.
Celestia gave a single nod before she rose from her seat. “Yes, for you see, the cult was already casting the spell when I arrived with the guards. I was able to stop the spell, interrupt it, but now I fear what it was able to accomplish before my arrival.”
Bastion stood up from his seat as well and began to follow Celestia as she moved to his front door. “That is a very theoretical branch of magic, Princess. Incomplete spells have been known to do a variety of things, and some never do the same thing twice.”
“As I am well aware, but I have faith in you, Bastion. You are the greatest mind in the field of theoretical magic at the school, after all.”
Bastion couldn’t help but blush and bow his head. “You flatter me, Princess.”
“I make no habit of flattery, Bastion; I only offer the compliments ponies deserve,” Celestia corrected as she opened the front door with a flick of her magic. “Now, I'd best depart. I wouldn’t want to impose any further.”
“You are never an imposition, Princess… though, none of this seems terribly pressing. Might I ask why you felt this could not wait until morning?”
Celestia paused at the door, having already put one hoof outside, and looked over her shoulder at Bastion. “I have simply realized that I have not been providing your team with the materials it needs to analyze this spell quickly, and… I have also come to realize this evening that swiftness in this matter is of the utmost importance.”
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Chapter 5
Theatrical Trouble
================
It had been nearly a week since Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon’s prank had gone wrong, and Nyx was back at school. It was recess, and, while the rest of her classmates were out enjoying a large game of hoofball, Nyx was by herself. She was sitting on the swing, moving, at most, two inches back and forth as she stared at the ground and tried her best to keep herself from crying.
She didn’t want to be at school, and, the first morning after she had been brought back from the Everfree Forest, she had just wanted to stay at the library. She wanted to stay where it was safe and, maybe more importantly, away from Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
Yet, during the first few days after the forest incident, things were different at the library. Twilight had been avoiding her. She was trying to hide it, had tried to tell Nyx that she was just imagining things, but Nyx knew things were different. Twilight kept looking at her with this weird expression, like she was looking through her and expecting to find some monster. It was that strange look alone that made Nyx finally agree to go back to school.
But school was no better. Over the few days she had been back, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had become unbearable. Diamond’s father, Filthy Rich, had grounded her for what she did, and now she was doing everything in her power to get back at Nyx. They had spread nasty rumors around the school, picked on Nyx openly, and even tried to frame her for putting a tack on Cheerilee’s desk chair.
Thankfully, Cheerilee had seen through their ruse. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were now missing recess, sitting at their desks as punishment for the tack. It gave Nyx her first peaceful recess in days, though it did little to raise her spirits. She still felt horrible. She had wanted to hurt Twilight sometime in the past! She didn’t know when or why, but the fact remained, and she knew it was because of that fact that Twilight kept watching her with that strange, almost-scared look in her eyes.
How could she have ever wanted to hurt Twilight? She was such a nice pony. It was Twilight who had found her in the forest, had taken her in her home, and had been taking care of her. It was Twilight who helped her catch up in school and read her bedtime stories. How could she want to hurt somepony who was willing to do all that?
“Hey, Nyx, how are you doing?”
Nyx jumped a little. She hadn’t noticed that somepony had come up beside her and quickly looked up, fearing Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had been released from their no-recess punishment by Cheerilee. Yet, instead of the school bullies, Nyx saw the faces of her classmates and friends. Apple Bloom and Twist were near the swing, with Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle just behind them.
“I’m okay,” Nyx lied before she looked back down at the ground.
“You don’t sound okay,” Twist pointed out.
Scootaloo nodded her head. “Yeah, and you don’t look that good either. Are you sick? Cause you look like you’re about to throw up.”
Nyx winced at those words, flattened her ears against her head, and turned away. At the same time, Apple Bloom glared over her shoulder at Scootaloo and whispered, “You’re not helpin’!”
“But I didn’t mean—” Scootaloo tried to protest, only to find Sweetie Belle pushing her away.
“Come on, let’s just let Apple Bloom and Twist talk to her.”
“But I was just making a joke to make her laugh. I didn’t mean—”
Scootaloo’s voice faded as she was led away from the swing set by Sweetie Belle. That left Apple Bloom and Twist standing beside Nyx, and both waited for Scootaloo to be well out of earshot before they looked back to Nyx.
“You know she didn’t mean it like that, right?” Apple Bloom asked.
Nyx nodded her head but did not look up at her friends. “Yeah, I know.”
“So, why are you sad, Nyx?” Twist asked. “Is it because Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon tried to get you in trouble?”
“No, it’s not that.”
“You know, my sister says a pony always feels better when they tell the truth, especially when somethin’s botherin’ them,” Apple Bloom said before putting on a smile.
“Well, I guess,” Nyx began before she sniffled and rubbed her hoof across her nose. “But… can you two keep this a secret?”
“Of course,” Apple Bloom assured.
“And you promise not to tell anypony else?”
“Cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye,” Apple Bloom rattled off.
“What was that?” Twist asked, confused by Apple Bloom’s odd movements and rhymes.
“It’s a Pinkie Pie Promise.”
Twist arched an eyebrow. “There’s a promise named after Pinkie Pie?”
“Yep! It’s a promise between friends that you have to keep forever.”
“Forever?” Twist echoed.
“Fooorreeevvveeerrr!”
Nyx, Apple Bloom, and Twist jumped and turned to look towards the path that ran alongside the school. Standing on the other side of the fence that surrounded the playground was Pinkie Pie, glaring seriously at the three fillies. She was carrying a tray of cupcakes on her back, and her saddlebags were loaded down with other assorted goodies.
“Uh, hey, Pinkie Pie,” Apple Bloom said, giving the earth pony a weak wave.
The serious expression on Pinkie Pie’s face quickly shifted back to its normal, cheerful nature. “Hey, girls! I was just taking some sweets to a party. Well, I’d better get going. You have fun.”
“Uh… Okay, see ya,” Apple Bloom replied. The three watched Pinkie Pie bounce down the path, and, only when they were sure Pinkie Pie was out of earshot, did Twist say something.
“That… was weird.”
“It’s Pinkie Pie being Pinkie Pie; that’s just how she is,” Apple Bloom assured Twist. “Still, you have to keep a Pinkie Pie Promise, since breaking one makes you lose a friend’s trust, and losing a friend's trust is the fastest way to lose a friend forever.”
“FOOOREEEEVVEEEEER!”
The three fillies jumped again and turned once more to see Pinkie Pie. She was standing a long way down the path, almost out of sight of the school. At the moment she was staring down the three fillies as if she was able to hear their conversation despite the distance. Her hardened gaze drifted between each one like she was peering into their very souls.
Yet, just as quickly as she had spoken out, Pinkie Pie returned to her normal perky nature, turning and bouncing around a bend in the path as she continued on her task of delivering food for a party.
“If it’s okay with you, Apple Bloom, I think I’ll just use a normal promise,” Twist said.
Apple Bloom nodded and instead focused her attention back on Nyx.
“So, what did you want to tell us?”
“W-well, when I was in the forest… I-I remembered things, and… and, in some of those memories… I wanted to h-hurt Twilight.”
“Why would you want to hurt Twilight?” Twist asked.
“I don’t know!” Nyx half blubbered, half shouted at the ground as tears formed in the corners of her eyes. “But I wanted to. I really wanted to… but I don’t know why. And I don’t want to hurt Twilight because she’s so nice… but… but…”
“Whoa, easy, Nyx,” Apple Bloom said, seeing her friend start to hyperventilate. “Is that why you’ve been so sad, because you thought you wanted to hurt Twilight?”
Nyx nodded, trying to dry her eyes. “I’m not even sure when it happened or why, but… I remember wanting to hurt her. We were both standing in some old castle ruins, and I was really tall, and when I spoke, my voice was all strange, but I remember wanting to hurt her, and—”
“Are ya sure you weren’t just dreamin’?” Apple Bloom asked.
“D-dreaming?” Nyx echoed, looking up at Apple Bloom. She sniffled, rubbed her nose, and adjusted her glasses, which had fallen down a little.
“Yeah, dreamin’. I mean, Twilight said you were way out in the Everfree Forest. Maybe you just got tired, passed out, and dreamed the whole thing up. You just didn’t know it ‘cause of how scared you were. I mean, you ain’t exactly taller than Twilight, are ya?”
“Well… no… but even if it was just a dream, I still feel bad about it.”
“Have you told Twilight about this?” Twist asked.
“Yes.”
“And did you apologize?”
Nyx sniffed and nodded. “Yes, I apologized, and she said it was all right.”
“Well then why are you worryin’ about it, you silly filly?” Apple Bloom asked, smiling gently. “Like you said, you don’t really want to hurt Twilight, and it sounds like she’s already forgiven you. As my big sister would say, ‘it's all water under the bridge now.’”
“What does a bridge have to do with any of this?” Twist asked.
“It’s an expression.”
Twist cocked her head to one side. “What does it mean?”
“Well… it kind of… look, I don’t know for sure, but I know it does mean somethin’ like once you’ve apologized for doing somethin’ and somepony has forgiven you, then it’s okay just to forget about it.”
“Oh, so since Twilight’s forgiven Nyx for thinking she ever wanted to hurt her, they can both just forget about it and go back to being happy?”
“Exactly!” Apple Bloom said with a smile.
“But… I don’t think Twilight has forgotten about it. She keeps looking at me funny, almost like she’s scared of me. And what if it wasn’t a dream? What if I wanted to hurt Twilight for real? What if I want to hurt her again? I don’t want to hurt her!”
“Okay, we’re going in circles. Time for an Apple family remedy,” Apple Bloom said before she stepped behind Nyx.
“Wait, what are you— WHOA!”
Nyx went wide-eyed as she sailed forward. Apple Bloom had put all of her applebucking practice to use by turning and bucking the swing. The buck sent Nyx rocketing skyward, her purple mane flowing behind her as she clung tightly to the chains. The swing had reached its peak and begun swooping back when Nyx finally realized what had happened.
Apple Bloom stepped out of the way before Nyx swung back. She joined Twist, and, together, the pair couldn’t help but laugh at Nyx’s panicked face. Apple Bloom lifted a hoof to her mouth and shouted, “Come on, go higher!”
“Yeah! Higher!” Twist added in her nasally tone.
Nyx gulped. She was already swinging higher than she ever had before, but Twist and Apple Bloom’s cheers filled her head. Taking a deep breath, Nyx began to throw her weight into the swing, causing it to travel higher and higher. Eventually, she reached the point where the swing began to hang loose at the top of its arc, a few moments of free fall before the chains snapped taut again.
Nyx swung back and forth a number of times before her courage ran out, and she let the swing slow down. When she did stop, she was smiling and laughing along with Apple Bloom and Twist who quickly moved up beside her.
“See? The Apple family remedy works every time.”
“What’s the remedy? Swinging on a swing?” Nyx asked.
“No, havin’ fun. Nothin’ can get a pony feeling better like havin’ a little fun. Now scooch over. It’s my turn,” Apple Bloom said.
Nyx gladly relinquished the swing, and, once Apple Bloom was seated, she used her magic to give it a push. Soon, Apple Bloom was swinging high while Twist and Nyx cheered her on. Apple Bloom’s laughter filled the air and drew Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo back over. The quintet of fillies would spend the rest of recess taking turns on the swing, challenging one another to go higher than they ever had before.
~~~
Twilight smiled as she looked at the calendar on the wall, striking off another day. Time had flown, as it often did, and it had been about a month and a half since Nyx’s arrival.
And, all things considered, Twilight was happy with how Nyx was doing. Nyx was caught up in school, so now she could spend afternoons outside playing with friends instead of stuck in extra lessons. There were, however, still days where Nyx chose to come back to the library, wanting Twilight to teach her more about something she had learned in school. Sometimes her curiosity was simply insatiable.
School itself had been going better as well. After Twilight’s confrontation with Diamond Tiara’s parents and a few other altercations between the fillies at school, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon started going to Cheerilee’s afternoon class, which in turn let two other students move to the morning class. Nyx hadn’t really had a chance to meet or talk to Dinky Doo or Pipsqueak, but Twilight was just happy with the fact that Nyx didn’t have to deal with Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon on a daily basis anymore.
Moving away from the calendar, Twilight began to shuffle and clean up the library. Spike was over at Rarity’s place helping her with a dress, Owloysius was asleep, and Nyx was at school. All in all, it gave Twilight a quiet morning to clean up the mess caused by her usual study practices.
After popping a small treat to Peewee, whose nest was on the windowsill at the moment, Twilight went about stacking books on the shelves. As she did, she glanced at the titles. After living in the library for over two years, she had read most of the collection. There were, of course, some books she hadn’t cracked open. Some books had been skipped by choice, and she was sure there were a few that had slipped under her radar.
All the books Twilight put away were ones she had read, but she couldn’t stop herself from lingering on the last book. It was brown with golden clasps on the corners and a gold unicorn on the cover. It was a book of folklore, old stories from Equestria’s past, and it was the book that contained the legend of Nightmare Moon and the prophecy of her return.
Without even thinking about it, Twilight opened the book and quickly turned to the folktale in question. Her eyes glanced over the beautiful illustrations before moving to the first lines of the story.
Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria, there were two regal sisters who ruled together and created harmony for all the land. To do this, the eldest—
“I’m home!”
Twilight smiled and set the book down on the reading table as Nyx came scampering into the library and up to her.
“Hey there, Nyx. How was school today?”
“Great!” Nyx chirped. “Cheerilee told us that we're going to be putting on a play.”
“Really?”
“Yep! She says that every spring the school puts on a play for the Ponyville Spring Festival. It’s this really cool thing where a bunch of musicians, artists, and entertainers come to Ponyville and everypony has a lot of fun.”
“That’s right, the Spring Festival is coming up soon, isn’t it?” Twilight lifted a hoof to her chin and smiled as she recalled a book she had read on the subject. “If I remember correctly, it was started by a traveling group of musicians that came to Ponyville every year around this time as they toured Equestria. Eventually, other musicians started showing up at the same time, and, after a few years, it grew into the festival it is today.”
“Yeah, that’s what Cheerilee told us,” Nyx confirmed as she took off her saddlebags. “Cheerilee also said that we can pick what the play will be about and that we’ll all have something to do.”
“Well, doesn’t that sound fun? Do you have any ideas?”
“I… was kind of hoping I’d find a good story in one of the library books,” Nyx sheepishly admitted.
Twilight smiled and gave an approving nod. “That’s a great idea. Books have some of the best stories, but remember that it’s meant to be a school play. Try to pick a story that’s short and everypony in your class will like.”
“Okay,” Nyx agreed. She was going to ask for Twilight’s help in picking out a story, but, before she could, Applejack burst in through the library door.
“Twi, there you are! I need your help with somethin’ fierce!”
“What’s wrong, Applejack?”
“Some nasty plant showed up in Sweet Apple Acres! It’s a vine and it’s startin’ to grow up around some of the trees. You got any books in here that can tell us what it is?”
Twilight nodded and, with her magic, grabbed a number of phytopathology books from the shelves. She stuffed the tomes into her saddlebags and settled the bags onto her back before she looked over her shoulder at Nyx.
“I’ve got to go help Applejack. Will you be okay by yourself for a little while?”
“Sure, I’ll just try and find a story for my school play.”
Twilight nodded while she tightened the straps on her bags. “Good. Now, I’ll be back soon, but if you need help, Spike is at Rarity’s and Owloysius is asleep upstairs.”
“Okay, Twilight.”
“Thanks again, Twi,” Applejack said as she and Twilight galloped out the door. “I don’t know what that nasty plant is, but I know it ain’t good for my apple trees.”
Twilight pulled the library door shut as she and Applejack left, leaving Nyx to her studies. Nyx looked about the room for a few minutes, mindlessly skimming the books on the shelves for something that looked like a storybook until she took notice of one book that was left sitting out.
Nyx approached the book and was soon drawn in by its beautiful illustrations. She flipped through the pages, reading the titles of the stories. Some of them Twilight had told her as bedtimes stories, but others she hadn’t heard before. One in particular caught her attention, and she eagerly began to read.
Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria, there were two regal sisters who ruled together and created harmony for all the land. To do this, the eldest…
~~~
“So, do you know what the play is supposed to be about?” Twilight asked as she and Rarity walked in the direction of the Ponyville Elementary School. The pair of unicorns had volunteered to help the students prepare the show, though all the actual work was going to be done by the fillies and colts. It was a chance for the students to find their cutie marks, after all. The two mares were going to be there to not only help with things the students could not manage, but also to help Cheerilee keep all the energetic students on task.
“I’ve asked Sweetie Belle, but she’s refused to tell me. She says we’ll find out today,” Rarity answered Twilight. “She seems particularly excited, though.”
“Is she going to be acting in the play or is she helping some other way?”
“My sister wanted to help with the costumes. But, well, I may have mentioned in passing to Cheerilee that Sweetie Belle was the one that made the costumes for the Crusaders’ appearance in that one talent show. After that, Cheerilee encouraged Sweetie Belle to take on one of the acting parts, a part with singing.”
“Oh, that’s good. Sweetie Belle has such an amazing voice. It will be nice to hear her sing.”
“Yes, it will. Personally, I’d bet that singing is her special talent, but we can’t be sure until that little cutie mark of hers appears, can we?”
Twilight shook her head as the pair began to get close to the schoolhouse. While the school and its playground were set up on one side of the path, the school’s outdoor stage, the one and only permanent stage in Ponyville, was set up on the opposite side of the road.
Cheerilee stood in the center of the many colts and fillies, giving directions to the eagerly listening young ponies. Yet, when Cheerilee saw Twilight and Rarity approaching, she let the students slip off to recess a little earlier than scheduled, so she could talk with the two unicorns.
“You two have excellent timing,” Cheerilee said while greeting Rarity and Twilight with a smile. “I was just telling the class how you were kind enough to volunteer your time to help us make this play.”
Twilight took a moment to wave to Nyx, who smiled and waved back before running off to recess with her classmates. Twilight then turned her attention back to Cheerilee and said, “Always glad to help, Cheerilee. Though, we still haven’t been told just what the play is supposed to be about.”
“Oh, of course. Here, take a copy of this.” Cheerilee moved over to a nearby stool and quickly picked up a copy of the play’s script. She held it out to Twilight, who gingerly took it in her magic. She opened it to the first page as Rarity looked over her shoulder.
“Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters,” Twilight read aloud.
Cheerilee smiled. “Yes, it was Nyx’s idea. She found an old fairy tale about how Princesses Celestia and Luna kept the world in balance, and then how Luna became the frightful Nightmare Moon. Apple Bloom then had the idea to incorporate the adventure you and your friends had where you defeated Nightmare Moon and restored Princess Luna back to normal.”
“Wow, that’s actually not a bad story. A wonderful little tale for a little school play. Much better than the usual fare,” Rarity mused.
“What are the plays usually about?” Twilight asked.
“Well, when Cheerilee and I were in class together, our Spring Festival play was about a pony picnic that got stolen by ants. It was… cute… but not exactly what you would call great theater, though it was because of that particular play that I got my cutie mark.” Rarity’s horn lit with magic, and she took another copy of the script off of a short stool and began to flip through the pages. “This, however, sounds far more interesting.”
“It’s so exciting! Usually, the school play is held the day before the Spring Festival and we just have it on our little stage here, but I told the mayor what we were planning, and she said if the students can do a good enough job, we might get our own slot in the festival. It would be a wonderful opportunity for the kids. They would get to perform in front of everypony on that big stage they set up in the town square,” Cheerilee explained.
Rarity perked up, nudging Twilight as she pointed to a spot in the script. “Oh, look here; they have Pinkie Pie’s song.”
“You mean the song she sang in the Everfree Forest when she was telling us to giggle at the ghostly and crack-up at the creepy?” Twilight asked, flipping to the same page in the script.
“The very one. Oh, I can only imagine how Pinkie Pie will react when she hears about this. We won’t be able to stop her from bouncing for days.”
Twilight giggled, picturing Pinkie Pie’s reaction. “Yeah, she’ll probably start singing along right there in the audience. Still, this looks fun.”
“Oh yes, it's going to be one of the best plays the school has ever put on!” Cheerilee energetically agreed. “I’ve actually pulled together both classes because there are just so many parts to play and things to be done. And we’ve already got all the characters cast. You can see who is who on the second page.”
Twilight and Rarity nodded and flipped to second page of the script.
Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters
A Ponyville Elementary School Production
Written by Cheerilee
Music composed by Lyra Heartstrings
Narrator……………………………………………………Zecora
Twilight Sparkle………………………Dinky Doo
Applejack……………………………………Apple Bloom
Rarity………………………………………Sweetie Belle
Rainbow Dash…………………………………Scootaloo
Fluttershy……………………………Cotton Cloudy
Pinkie Pie……………………………………Sunny Daze
The Mayor……………………………………Little Hoof
Sea Serpent……………………………Tornado Bolt
Manticore…………………………………………………Archer
Princess Celestia…………Diamond Tiara
Princess Luna………………………Silver Spoon
Nightmare Moon……………………………………………Nyx
Ponyville Residents & Everfree Forest Trees
Hot Rod, Ruby Pinch, Paradise, Tootsie Flute,
Set Design
Ruby Pinch, Paradise, Peachy Pie
Costumes
Sunny Daze, Tootsie Flute, Lily Dache
Stage Hooves
“You have Zecora as the narrator,” Rarity noted before she glanced up from the page.
“It was Apple Bloom that not only suggested it, but also got Zecora to agree. From what the fillies and colts say, she did an excellent job telling stories on Nightmare Night.”
“Too good even,” Twilight mentioned as she recalled the events of the Nightmare Night when Princess Luna had come to Ponyville. “I think she’s half the reason Pinkie Pie and all those fillies and colts got as worked up as they did.”
“Nightmare Night aside, Zecora does have the perfect voice to narrate a story of this genre,” Rarity mused before looking thoughtfully at Cheerilee. “Though, I would suggest you let her come up with her own lines.”
Cheerilee arched an eyebrow. “Why is that?”
“Zecora speaks in rhymes very naturally, and having a rhyming narrator would just give the whole play a very old world, fairy tale appeal. That, and I can’t imagine what her voice would sound like if she didn’t rhyme like she does.”
“I’ll be sure to sit down with her and work on the script then.”
Rarity nodded and read further down the page. “Well, would you look at that. Sweetie Belle is going to be playing me! Though, I suppose that does make sense. She does have my wonderful white coat. Oh, and Scootaloo gets to be Rainbow Dash! She must be positively ecstatic!”
“Oh yes.” Cheerilee said with a small laugh. “Scootaloo was practically begging for the chance to play Rainbow Dash the moment she realized she’d be a character. One could argue it’s a role she was born to play.”
“Yes, Scootaloo is definitely the filly you hear saying ‘awesome’ just about as much as Rainbow,” Rarity agreed before looking back at the page. “Let’s see, don’t know her, or her, or her… wait, Sea Serpent? Do you mean Steven Magnet?”
“Who?”
“Steven Magnet, that’s the name of the sea serpent we met on our way to find the Elements of Harmony. Oh, I do hope you are portraying him well. Such a well-groomed and polite sea serpent shouldn’t be relegated to a role of a simple monster. Wouldn’t you agree, Twilight? …Twilight?”
Rarity and Cheerilee turned to look at Twilight, who was stiff as a statue and a few shades paler than normal.
“Twilight, dear, what’s wrong?” Rarity asked before taking notice of where Twilight’s eyes were focused. Returning to her own copy of the script, Rarity read down a few more lines and then froze up as well.
“Is… is something wrong?” Cheerilee asked, concerned as to why the two unicorns were acting so strangely.
“Oh… Oh, of course not,” Rarity replied, regaining her composure. “I was just curious about some of your casting. For example, what makes you feel Nyx will play a good Nightmare Moon? She’s a sweetheart, and, well… she’s also very timid and sensitive. Nightmare Moon, on the other hoof, was… well…”
Cheerilee raised a hoof to her mouth and suppressed a chuckle. “Yes, but isn’t that the point of acting, Rarity, to be characters we usually aren’t? Besides, it was Scootaloo that suggested it, and everypony in class agreed that Nyx would be the best Nightmare Moon, if only because she has a black coat. I asked Nyx if she was okay with that, and she didn’t seem to mind at all. ”
“Oh, well, I suppose that if Nyx agreed to the role…”
“I think she’ll be just fine,” Cheerilee assured them. “I’ll admit, I think it will be a little challenging for her. Nightmare Moon’s Character has a lot of lines. Not as much as, say, your character, Twilight, but still a significant amount. Nyx, however, is a smart filly, and I think she should be able to memorize everything she’ll need to say.”
“Of course, I’m sure she’ll be a perfect Nightmare Moon. Don’t you agree, Twilight?” Rarity said before she elbowed Twilight in the side, snapping her dazed friend back to reality.
“O-oh, yes, of… of course. Perfect,” Twilight said with a forced grin.
~~~
“It’s going to be so much fun!” Nyx chirped as she bounced out of the kitchen with Twilight following a few steps behind. Over the course of dinner, Nyx had chattered almost constantly about the upcoming play. She had just come back from the dress rehearsal in her full Nightmare Moon regalia.
“Are you sure?” Twilight asked. “You’re going to be up on stage in front of a lot of ponies.”
“It… is kind of scary,” Nyx admitted, her enthusiasm diminishing as she turned to face Twilight, “but everypony else is really excited about it and are having a lot of fun.”
“But what if you forget a line?”
“Cheerilee promised she’s going to be just offstage, so she can whisper our lines to us if we forget,” Nyx answered. “But I’ve been studying my lines really hard.”
Nyx frowned a little, glancing off to the side. “That and Diamond Tiara’s been saying I’m not good enough to play Nightmare Moon. She’s been saying that Cheerilee should get a rock since it would do a better job, but I’m going to show her,” Nyx snapped with determination. “I’m going to do my best and I’m not going to forget a single line. I’m going to be the best Nightmare Moon I can be!”
Twilight winced, cursing to herself quietly before sighing. “I’m… I’m sorry Nyx, but you can’t be in the play.”
Nyx stood stunned for a moment, her brain having trouble processing what she had just heard. “What?”
“I said you can’t be in the play,” Twilight repeated with more authority in her voice.
“B-but… but,” Nyx stammered in confusion, “why can’t I be in the play? Did I do something bad?”
“No, you just… I’m sorry, Nyx, but you just can’t be in the play.”
“But the play is tomorrow and they won’t be able to perform without me!”
Twilight frowned, feeling her heart clench in her chest. It had been a few weeks since she had found out Nyx was going to be Nightmare Moon in the play, and, over those two weeks, Twilight had agonized over what to do. Did she let Nyx participate in the play or make up an excuse to keep her at the library?
Twilight had actually started leaning towards letting Nyx be in the play, considering how much fun she seemed to be having. Two things, however, quickly changed Twilight’s mind.
The first was the announcement that Princess Celestia and Princess Luna were going to be attending the Spring Festival. Princess Celestia had attended the festival in the past, but the sisters were especially eager this year. They seemed particularly interested in seeing the school’s play, which would be the first stage performance of the story of Princess Luna’s return. Twilight knew Nyx’s disguise could fool common ponies, but she couldn’t expect it to fool the princesses. Princess Luna had been Nightmare Moon, and Princess Celestia was arguably just as familiar with her. They would surely notice Nyx’s resemblance, and Twilight feared Nyx would be banished on the spot.
The other thing that had swayed Twilight was Nyx’s costume. The armor was made of stiff fabric and wire, the wings were fake, and the sparkling mane was obviously just indigo fabric with glitter… but it was enough. The costume made Nyx look too much like Nightmare Moon, especially with the crescent moon cutie mark painted on her flank. Sure, some ponies in Ponyville might just think the costume was wonderful, but Twilight feared others would draw unwanted connections.
“I’m so sorry, Nyx, but they’ll just have to make do without you.”
“But—” Nyx pleaded, only for Twilight to shake her head firmly.
“I said no, Nyx.”
Nyx tensed up, sniffling a little. She didn’t break down and cry, though. Instead, Nyx glared up at Twilight and stamped her hooves against the floor.
“But it’s not fair! If I haven’t done anything wrong, then I should be able to go to the play!”
“Nyx—”
“NO!” Nyx snapped, cutting Twilight off as she threw her first temper tantrum. “It’s not fair! I’ve worked really hard, and I learned all my lines, and—”
“Nyx.”
“IT’S NOT FAIR!”
“NYX!” Twilight barked, forcing the filly to fall silent, though she continued to glare coldly at Twilight.
“I'm sorry, I really am, but this is just how it has to be! Now, I want you to go upstairs and take that costume off.”
“But—”
“Upstairs!” Twilight said, stamping her hoof. Nyx met Twilight’s hard gaze and attempted to glare her into submission. When that failed, Nyx broke down. She bolted upstairs, wailing the whole way and slamming the bedroom door shut behind her.
“Twilight, don’t you think you could just let her be in the play?” Spike asked, having watched the confrontation from the sidelines. “I mean, she was really looking forward to it.”
Twilight’s face fell as she looked over at Spike. “I know she was, Spike, and I want to let her, but… it’s just too risky. If Princesses Celestia and Luna were to figure out the truth, that she was made by the spell those cultists were casting, they’d banish her to the moon. They’d take her away, and I can’t let that happen.”
Spike crossed his arms and looked at Twilight with a very skeptical expression. “Do you really think Princess Celestia would just do that? I mean, she trusts you completely. I’m sure you could convince her that Nyx isn’t Nightmare Moon.”
“I’m glad you think so, Spike,” Twilight said before heaving a heavy sigh, “but I just can’t risk it.”
~~~
“Now, Spike and I have to meet with the princesses this evening. Princess Celestia expects the both of us to be there to watch the evening performances with her and Princess Luna,” Twilight said. She was talking to Nyx, who was sitting on the floor nearby in her normal, everyday clothes instead of the costume she’d rather have been wearing. “Owloysius will be keeping an eye on you, and I expect you to behave for him.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Nyx said, the tone of disappointment thick in her voice. It was the first time Nyx had ever been angry like this, but Twilight knew it was for the best.
“I’m sorry, Nyx, and I’ll make this up to you,” Twilight promised as she turned to leave. “Try not to think about it. Spike and I will be back soon.” With that Twilight stepped out the door and closed it tightly behind her. Owloysius then flew across the room, took the key from the door lock in his talons, and flew back to Twilight’s writing desk where he landed with a flutter of his feathers.
Nyx scampered to the window and peered outside. She watched Twilight leave, holding onto some small flicker of hope that Twilight would change her mind, come back, and say she could be in the play. However, when Twilight disappeared around the corner of a distant building, Nyx scrunched up her nose, jumped down from the window, and began to stomp across the floor.
“It isn’t fair… it isn’t fair! Cheerilee is expecting me to be there. They’re all counting on me! I practiced so hard! It isn’t fair!”
“Hoo?”
Nyx looked over at Owloysius, who was watching her with his head cocked to one side. Nyx stared back at him for a few moments before going wide-eyed and scampering over. “Please, Owloysius, let me go! They won’t be able to do the play without me! I’m supposed to be Nightmare Moon, and you can’t tell the story without Nightmare Moon.”
“Hoo?”
“Nightmare Moon, the bad mare! Please, Owloysius. Please please please please PLEEAASSEEE,” Nyx begged. She looked up at Owloysius with the biggest, most pleading eyes she could muster. She even pushed out her bottom lip, pouting just as Sweetie Belle had taught her.
Despite Nyx’s pleas, Owloysius continued to stare blankly at her while his clawed grip on the door key tightened. His beady eyes and non-expressive beak were a perfect poker face crafted by nature itself, and thus Nyx had no clue if her tactics were having any affect on him.
Nyx, however, had one more trick. While the school had been rehearsing, Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara were asked to try and learn to cry on command. This was because the Royal Sisters were supposed to cry when they were reunited at the end of the play. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had whined it was impossible. Nyx, out of curiosity and a small, spiteful desire to prove them wrong, wanted to see if she could learn to do it. It had taken practice, but, if she thought about the right things, she could get her eyes to water. It was a trick she had yet to put to use, but, with the Royal Sisters as her witness, she was going to get to the play!
So she began to add her own touch to her carefully crafted display of begging. She let her eyes water, and, soon, a few pitiful tears streaked down her cheeks. “Please, Owloysius.”
Owloysius stared at Nyx as coldly as he had before but, within a few moments, was forced to look away. He hooted in defeat before taking off from the desk. Nyx watched him circle the room a few times and then smiled as Owloysius expertly placed the key back into the door’s lock. He made another pass, turned the key, and unlocked the door with a resounding click.
“Oh! Thank you, Owloysius! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” Nyx said with several bounces before running upstairs. In a flash, she got out of her vest, tossed off her glasses, and pulled out her costume. With a single leap, Nyx landed in all four of the costume’s shoes. She then began putting on her fake armor.
Cheerilee would paint on the fake cutie mark once Nyx got to the performance, but she would have to get the rest of the costume on herself. The fake armor was easy enough, but then came the challenging part: the costume’s wings. They were comprised of feathers glued on a wooden skeleton that was then attached to an all-black vest similar in design to the purple one she wore on a daily basis. Personally, Nyx didn’t see the point of wearing fake wings when she had real ones, but Twilight had insisted that, if she was going to be in the play, she had to wear the whole costume.
Nyx, however, struggled and fumbled with the fake wings. They were the one part of the costume that was poorly designed, and they usually needed to be put on before the helmet. Unfortunately, Nyx had already put on the helmet, and she was in such a rush that she didn’t want to waste time taking it off.
As Nyx was working on getting the last part of the wings secured, she tripped on her own hooves. She stumbled and let out a panicked “eep” as she fell to one side. The wings hit the floor first, Nyx landed on top of them, and the end of the fall was punctuated by the sound of splintering wood.
“No!” Nyx cried, now starting to shed genuine tears while looking at the horribly bent wings. She nudged at them with her hoof, which caused one of the fake wings to snap in half and flop to the floor. Nyx might have started to wail if she hadn’t glanced back at where the fake wings would have been and noticed the real wings that were already there.
“Well if I keep them straight all night… that might work,” Nyx mumbled to herself as she extended her wings vertically. She knew she was going to be in so much trouble with Twilight once she got home for sneaking out to the play and for going out with her real wings visible.
Still, at the moment, she was less afraid of being punished by Twilight than she was of disappointing the rest of her class. She did not want to let down her few friends, and she was already unpopular enough with the rest of the class. Everypony in class, except her friends, thought of her as a crybaby, a teacher’s pet, or both. Ruining the play would only make things worse.
Her decision made, Nyx broke the fake wings off the costume vest and used a pair of scissors to cut some crude holes in the fabric. She then slipped it on and did everything she could to make her wings look like the costume’s fake ones.
With vest on, Nyx double checked her costume in a mirror. She went down a mental checklist, and, when she was sure she had everything, she galloped downstairs and out the front door. She doubled back only once, to poke her head in the library door and offer a final “Thank you!” to Owloysius. Then, Nyx ran as fast as her little hooves could carry her towards the center of Ponyville.
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Chapter 6
Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters
===========================
Twilight, along with the rest of the audience, applauded as the actors on the stage bowed and the curtain fell, marking the end of another performance. All of Ponyville, as well as a number of ponies from other towns, was sitting in the town’s central square, which had been transformed into an outdoor theater for the Spring Festival.
A large, temporary stage with a professional setup of lights and similar grade equipment had been constructed on one side of the plaza that surrounded the town hall. The rest of the area was packed with ponies and lit by long strings of paper lanterns that arched from building to building. The members of the audience were packed tight and were all eagerly waiting to see the next scheduled performance. Yet Twilight, Spike, and their friends were not amongst the crowd on the ground. Instead, they had been invited to sit with Princesses Celestia and Luna in what was being called the VIP section, for “Very Important Ponies”, which had been established on the second-floor balcony of the town hall.
“Oh, that was a funny one! I loved that one part where they threw a pie!” Pinkie Pie cheered as she bounced on her seat cushion.
“Yeah,” Rainbow Dash agreed as she tried to stifle her giggles. “That one pony just reared back and POW! Face full of banana cream!”
Spike, who had rolled onto his back and was holding his stomach, managed to quell his laughter just long enough to say, “Total laugh riot!”
“Yes, I do suppose it was enjoyable, if a little lowbrow,“ Rarity remarked. “Though I particularly liked the joke about blues music.”
“Really? ‘Cause that one was kind of stupid if you ask me,” Applejack argued.
“It must have simply gone over your head.”
“Really? Then wouldn’t it have hit her hat?” Pinkie Pie asked, making Rainbow Dash snort.
“Oh… oh geeze,” Rainbow Dash laughed, “somepony should tell those stallions that one. It should be in that play.”
The others were giggling right along with Dash, including Princesses Celestia and Luna. While the group of ponies had been a little tense around the royal sisters at first, a few good performances, along with Celestia’s casual, friendly personality, helped to lighten the mood. Princess Luna had joined in the conversation from time to time as well. While not as vocal as Celestia, Luna had, at the very least, practiced speaking with a more modern dialect since her public appearance at Nightmare Night. She had even cracked a particularly witty joke about the first performance, further helping Twilight and company feel more at ease around the royal sisters.
“And what is next on the festival program, sister?” Princess Luna asked, eager to see the next performance but keeping her enthusiasm in check.
Celestia casually cracked open her copy of the festival program and glanced across the page. “Let’s see… the Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters, by the Ponyville Elementary School.”
“Oh yeah, this is the one I’ve been waiting for,” Dash said eagerly, sitting up on her cushion. “This is the one about us!”
“Personally, I ain’t as excited,” Applejack admitted. “I know Apple Bloom wouldn’t mean ta, but she could right easily make me look like a fool, and I don’t need no ponies snickerin’ behind my back because of this.”
“I’m sure Apple Bloom will do fine,” Fluttershy reassured. “After all, she actually knows you. I don’t even know the pony who’s going to be playing me.”
“Yeah, I guess yer right,” Applejack agreed as she flipped open the program sitting at her hooves. “Hey, says here they got Nyx to play Nightmare Moon.”
“Really? Huh, I… I guess that’s kind of cool. I mean, sure, she’s got the right coat color… but I don’t know if she’s Nightmare Moon material.”
“Rainbow Dash, that’s mean!” Fluttershy scolded.
Dash shrugged. “Hey, I just call it as I see it.”
“Well, I… I wouldn’t get your hopes up, girls. Nyx wasn’t feeling well earlier,” Twilight lied.
“Oh, the poor thing; did she have a stomachache?” Fluttershy asked.
“Oh yes, really nasty tummy ache,” Twilight said, more than willing to latch onto Fluttershy’s provided excuse. “I actually left her back at the library with Owloysius. I doubt she’ll be able to make it.”
“Twilight, do correct me if I’m wrong, but it sounds like this little filly is living with you,” Celestia said casually. “I’m surprised you haven’t told me.”
“Oh… really? Ha ha… I thought I’d told you. She’s my cousin… half-cousin, really… but yeah, she’s been staying with me for a while now.” Twilight was trying to speak as casually as possible but was unable to stop herself from putting on a stupid, forced smile before quickly changing the subject. “So… uh… Princess Luna, are you going to be okay? I mean, this play is kind of about—”
“Do not worry about me, Twilight Sparkle,” Luna said flatly. “I will be quite alright. The story of my return can not be told without telling the rise and fall of Nightmare Moon. If I didn’t want ponies to know about that part of my past, then I never should have let my jealousy get the better of me.”
Luna turned to face Twilight and put on a reassuring smile. “Furthermore, I’ve been informed that this play is not meant to dwell on my sins but to celebrate my return to my true self. It is also performed by elementary school children. If anything, it will make ponies laugh at Nightmare Moon… and I think it would be nice to see that particular part of my past portrayed comically. You do not need to worry about my welfare, though I thank you for asking.”
“Oh, you’re welcome, Princess,” Twilight said, smiling both because Luna was doing well and because she had successfully redirected the conversation. It was then the Mayor Mare of Ponyville, Ivory Scroll, walked out to the center of the stage, once more playing her part as the Spring Festival’s Master of Ceremonies.
“Fillies and gentlecolts,” Ivory began with her usual flair, “I am now proud to present the Ponyville Elementary School’s original play: The Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters.”
The crowd applauded, the parents in the crowd with noticeable vigor, as the mayor stepped off the stage and the curtains opened. Smoke began to curl out from the stage, and a few dark set pieces loomed in the sea of mist. The only light came from the stars and moon in the sky above, and, for a moment, all things were quiet.
“Beware, beware you pony folk, for the tale I am about to tell is no joke. It is a story, begun in days, months, and years gone by, about the pony sisters who, in harmony, ruled the sky.”
At this, one of the set pieces on the stage moved, causing some ponies in the audience to jump and others to gasp. What had appeared at first to be a set piece was, in fact, a cloaked equine figure, who moved to the center of the stage as a light clicked on. The single light cast heavy shadows across the figure, whose body was hidden in the darkness of the cloak until she lifted a white-and-black striped hoof.
Zecora couldn’t help but smile as she removed the hood of her cloak. She looked out across the audience, who stared back at her with varying levels of shock.
“The eldest did raise the sun, bringing forth the dawn,” Zecora narrated, continuing the performance’s introduction. “The other brought the moon when the sun to bed had gone.”
Two more lights clicked on, revealing two small figures. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were standing on the opposite sides of the stage, dressed in costumes that made it easy to identify them as Princesses Celestia and Luna. The two fillies climbed up steps hidden behind the painted backdrop of rolling hills and came to a stop when they each stood on the peak of a painted mountain. At the same time, Zecora retreated from center stage to continue her narration while a number of other students came out and began to dance and play.
“The two sisters brought harmony and balance to the moon and sun,” Zecora continued, her voice carrying out over the crowd though she was currently hidden from view. “Beneath their guidance all different ponies lived, laughed, and had fun.”
“Wow, Zecora is doing a really good job with the whole narrator thing,” Dash whispered to Applejack.
“You got that right, sugarcube.”
“But not all was well; the younger grew envious. To her, the ponies were ignorant and oblivious. They frolicked, laughed, and played through bright days. They lived their lives under the sun’s golden rays. Yet they ignored her stars and slept through her night. To her, it just wasn't fair; it just wasn’t right.”
While Zecora spoke, the fillies and colts on stage performed the scene. Diamond Tiara, dressed as Princess Celestia, stood proud as the ponies on stage played and laughed, but, when she hid and Silver Spoon came out as Princess Luna, the other ponies on stage all quickly pretended to fall asleep, some playfully snoring.
“In time, it all became too much for the younger to bear; to have her night ignored… to feel as if nopony cared. One fateful night she did protest. She refused to lower the moon in the west.”
“Luna, why won’t you lower the moon? It’s time for the sun to come up,” Diamond Tiara said, overextending the words as she gave a very forced regal tone to her voice. She and Silver Spoon were facing one another from opposite sides of the stage, standing on wooden steps hidden behind the plywood mountains. Below them, their classmates continued pretending to sleep, as if ignorant to what was going on.
“I am tired of nopony seeing my night,” Silver Spoon shouted back while she faked a regal tone. “I work so hard on it, and all they do is sleep through it. It’s beautiful, but nopony ever sees it but me.”
“Well… well…” Diamond Tiara stammered.
“Looks like somepony has forgotten her lines,” Rarity whispered. “Personally, I don’t think it could have happened to a nastier filly.”
“Well… what else are ponies supposed to do? It’s too dark to work at night and, like, it’s too bright to sleep during the day,” Diamond Tiara finally answered. This caused some chuckles to go through the audience, Luna herself snorting. Diamond Tiara, in her moment of panic, had reverted to her normal, snooty way of speaking, and her voice was a comically inappropriate match for any princess. Celestia just smiled and took it in good humor. She even chuckled under her breath.
“I don’t care!” Silver Spoon yelled, able to remember her lines better than Diamond Tiara. “I won’t have my work be ignored anymore! They are going to see the majesty of my night, whether they want to or not.”
“But sister…” Diamond Tiara called out, only for her voice to fall silent as the light on Silver Spoon grew dark and Zecora began narrating again.
“But it was too late for kind words to soothe the younger’s heart, too deeply had she been hurt by the ponies who ignored her sky-bound art. The bitterness inside her twisted, writhed, and contorted, to the point that even the princess’s exterior became distorted.
“Gone was her gentle visage in the emotional monsoon; leaving behind only the dreadful Nightmare Moon!”
The light on the right side of the stage clicked on again, and gasps cut through the audience. Silver Spoon had been replaced by another little filly, one with an all-black coat and supposedly fake wings that were stretched high and held perfectly still. On her flank was a fairly well-painted crescent moon cutie mark, and the fake armor she wore looked genuine from a distance. The most convincing part of her costume, however, were her eyes: they were shaped like a dragon's, with brilliant turquoise irises and whites that were a lighter teal.
“Hey, look! Nyx made it!” Applejack whispered energetically. “Sweet apples, that little filly does pull off a convincin’ Nightmare Moon.”
“Oh… oh yes, of course,” Rarity agreed, glancing nervously at Twilight. “She’s… positively a doppelganger.”
Celestia leaned over to whisper to Twilight. “And it's good to see she’s over her tummy ache. Must have just been pre-show butterflies.”
“Uh… uh… yeah, butterflies,” Twilight answered weakly, suddenly feeling as if she were about to lose her lunch.
Nyx looked at the audience and realized just how many ponies she was standing in front of. She instinctively closed her eyes and struggled against a growing temptation to hide. She had been so excited about the play, so excited to do the story, and so excited to make some new friends that she hadn’t realized that there were going to be this many ponies watching her.
Nyx licked her lips and swallowed, thinking about her friends. She had just gotten herself in deep trouble with Twilight for them, and she wasn’t going to let them down now. She just had to get through her lines, and she had practiced those lines so many times she could recite them in her sleep. She just needed to take a breath and say them.
“N-Never again will the ponies of Equestria see the sun! I hereby decree that this night shall last forever! MUWAHAHAHA!” Nyx boasted, though her fake evil laugh at the end did nothing but draw a small round of laughter from the crowd. It, however, wasn’t the mean, mocking laughter of bullies, but the kind, supportive laughter of ponies enjoying her performance; it was laughter that gave Nyx more courage. She could do this, and she would do this… because she was already in trouble for it anyway.
Yet, while the laughter gave Nyx courage, the reaction of the crowd baffled Twilight. Why hadn’t an angry mob formed? Nyx looked too much like Nightmare Moon, but nopony seemed to take the resemblance seriously. Were they all convinced that Nyx’s costume was just that good? She couldn’t contemplate it for long as Zecora’s voice drew her attention back to the stage.
“And night did last across the pony lands, despite the elder’s pleas and demands. In the end, with no other choice to be made, the sister had to take up the crusade. With the Elements of Harmony, a power beyond all measure, the elder banished her sister, an act in which she took no pleasure.”
The lights on the stage began to flicker on and off in a rainbow of colors as Nyx faked cries of anger and pain. When the lights returned to normal, Nyx had disappeared from view, and, in her place, a plywood moon painted with the visage of the Mare in the Moon had been lowered.
“To the moon was the younger one then sent, so that the ponies of Equestria she would never again torment. The elder then took on duties two-fold. She tended both the moon silver and the sun gold. Harmony was returned, the elder’s actions many did commend. And for a thousand years all was good… but this story is not at its end.”
With that, the curtains quickly shut, the first act of the play ending to an appropriate round of applause. There was only one pony who didn’t applaud: Luna. While she had enjoyed the children’s performance, she had sunk down into her seat when the filly playing Nightmare Moon had appeared on stage.
Luna hung her head and stared at her hooves as memories of that particular moment in her life came rushing back like angry spirits. Before Luna could get too lost in her own thoughts, she felt a very gentle touch. Looking up, she saw a large white wing gently draped over her shoulder.
“Are you going to be okay?” Celestia asked very quietly, using her wing to gently hug her younger sister to her side.
“Yes… yes, I’ll be alright,” Luna replied, resting her head on Celestia’s shoulder. “Thank you, sister.”
~~~
While the play had the level of professionalism that one would expect from something put on by colts and fillies, the crowd as a whole was enjoying it, even those who weren’t parents. The first scene of the second act involved Twilight meeting up with her friends and Nightmare Moon’s return. That led into the second scene, where Twilight and her friends faced the trials within the Everfree Forest.
Of the crowd, Twilight’s friends seemed to be enjoying it the most. Dash was thrilled to see how awesomely she was being portrayed by Scootaloo while Applejack and Rarity were satisfied by how well their little sisters were acting. Dinky Doo put on a fairly good impression of Twilight, though she tripped on her lines occasionally. Pinkie Pie, however, seemed to have the widest grin of all just from hearing her song about giggling at the ghostly being sung on stage.
Twilight even found herself able to enjoy the play, though not until her concerns had calmed from a boil to a simmer. She was still going to scold Nyx at the first opportunity for not only disobeying her, but also for forgetting her glasses. Still, so far, nothing bad had happened. Princesses Celestia and Luna hadn’t winged down to the stage to capture Nyx, and no angry mob had formed out of the audience. They all just thought Nyx had a great costume, and Twilight wasn’t about to give them a reason to think otherwise.
So, for the moment, Twilight could only sit and watch. The performance was now entering the third scene of the second act, and the climax was about to begin. The backdrop had changed to resemble the interior of the old castle, and Zecora began her narration once more.
“And with the final trial passed they did arrive. They could plainly see the elements they hoped to revive,” Zecora said as the six ponies playing Twilight and her friends stepped into view and drew close to the wooden pedestals that held the fake Elements of Harmony.
“The Elements of Harmony! We’ve found them!” Dinky Doo cheered as the group of young actresses moved forward. Unlike the real elements, the fake ones were set on pedestals low enough to the ground that the little fillies were able to reach them without being able to fly.
As the other fillies worked to take the stones down, the one playing Pinkie Pie began to point and count the stones. “One, two, three, four… There’s only five!”
“Squeee!” Pinkie Pie whispered, trying to keep her voice down but finding it difficult. “I said that… I said that! This is so cool! They got everything just right.”
“That’s mostly because of you, sugarcube, since you somehow remembered everythin’ we said.”
“Oh, that was easy. I just read the transcript.”
“You read the what now?”
“Shhh! I’m trying to watch!” Dash grumbled as she continued to watch the stage intently.
“Where’s the sixth?” Scootaloo asked as she and the other fillies looked around.
Dinky Doo moved closer to the five fake elements. “The book said when the five are present, a spark will cause the sixth element to be revealed.”
“What in the hay is that supposed to mean?” Apple Bloom asked, pulling off her sister’s thicker accent fairly well.
“I’m not sure, but I have an idea. Stand back, I don’t know what will happen.”
“Come on now, y’all. She needs to concentrate,” Apple Bloom ordered, ushering the other fillies off the stage and leaving Dinky Doo alone with the fake elements. Dinky knelt down beside the painted, round props and made her horn glow, making it look like she was attempting a spell.
As Dinky Doo concentrated, a fog, borrowed from the Cloudsdale Weather Factory and tinted indigo by special lanterns, began to envelop the stage. The pedestals that had held the prop Elements of Harmony were pulled out of view by ropes. At the same time, students backstage tugged on fishing line connected to the elements, making them slide across the stage.
When Dinky noticed them being dragged away from her, she reached out a hoof. “The Elements!” Her shout, however, did nothing but draw, evil laughter from offstage.
The laughter had come from Nyx. She stepped onto the right side of the stage while the lights flickered and students behind the scenes smashed pots and pans together, simulating thunder and lightning. Yet, despite Nyx’s ominous entrance, Dinky did as the real Twilight Sparkle had done: She lowered her head and beat her hoof at the ground aggressively.
Nyx lifted a hoof in disbelief and arched an eyebrow. “You're kidding. You're kidding, right?”
Dinky, however, was not kidding. She charged at Nyx, and Nyx did the same. They raced towards one another, and, just as the two were about to cross paths, the stage lights went dark, causing a small gasp of confusion to cascade across the audience.
When the lights came back on, Nyx was standing alone in the center of the stage, and Dinky Doo was over by the elements. Her horn was glowing while some of the backstage students covered and uncovered theater lanterns in an attempt to make it look like the elements were beginning to activate.
Nyx raced across the stage, but before she could reach Dinky Doo, a number of lights, which were aimed out at the audience, flashed. The bright light blinded most of the crowd and obscured the stage for a few key moments. The lights were then dimmed, and, with the blinding effect gone, the audience was able to see Dinky Doo on the far side of the stage. She was pulling herself off the ground, as if she had been thrown back, while Nyx stood in the center of the fake Elements of Harmony.
“No, no!” Nyx snapped, shrinking back in fear of the fake elements, but, as in reality, the elements did not activate. The students playing with the theater lanterns stopped while Dinky Doo put on an overly large expression of shock.
“But… where's the sixth Element?!”
Nyx broke out her playful, evil laughter before she stomped on the fake elements. They crumbled under her hooves, and, when they were nothing but shattered pieces, Nyx turned to face Dinky Doo. She put on the wickedest smile she could manage and lifted a hoof to point at Dinky.
“You little foal! Thinking you could defeat me!?” Nyx called out, her voice turning very dark, very serious, and very convincing. “Now you will never see your princess or your sun!
“The night will last forever!” Nyx finished before letting out an evil laugh, the most convincing evil laugh the audience had heard from her all evening. It sent a shiver down Twilight’s spine. She had heard Nightmare Moon say those very same words and in a very similar way. She swallowed nervously and risked a glance at Celestia and Luna. The princesses still seemed to be just enjoying the play, but Twilight still couldn’t shake the worrisome thought from her mind.
Nyx had said those last lines too well.
~~~
“And thus the night again became ruled over by the younger, and banished from her body was the vengeful hunger. And from this story may a lesson you firmly grip: There is nothing stronger than the power of friendship.”
With those last lines from Zecora, the curtains fell and the audience broke into a roaring round of applause. A few moments later, the curtains reopened as Cheerilee stepped onto the stage and gave a few quick bows and waves.
“Thank you all!” Cheerilee said to the crowd. “I’m happy to see that you all enjoyed the play. The students worked really hard, and, because of their efforts, this became one of the best plays ever put on by Ponyville Elementary School. Now, let’s welcome the students back to the stage! First, a round of applause for those who played our story’s heroes. Dinky Doo, Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, Cotton Cloudy, and Sunny Daze!”
The crowd eagerly complied, stomping their hooves as the students began to stream onto the stage. Applejack gave out an extra-loud holler for Apple Bloom, and Rarity put her hooves together and whistled when it was Sweetie Belle’s turn to take a bow.
“Next,” Cheerilee continued, doing her best to shout above the applause of her crowd, “we have the fillies who portrayed our dearest Princess Celestia and Princess Luna, who have graced us with their presence this evening: Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.”
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon came out, acting like proper divas as they smirked and bowed in their Princess Celestia and Princess Luna costumes. They lingered on the stage a little longer than they should have, soaking in the applause. It took Cheerilee motioning towards them to get the two fillies to back up and stand in line with the others.
“And now, playing the wicked and dastardly Nightmare Moon, give a big round of applause for Nyx!”
Twilight was shocked when the crowd cheered loudly as Nyx nervously walked onto stage, the cheering only slightly quieter than the applause had been for Dinky Doo and the other fillies who played the main characters in the play. Still, the applause Nyx was receiving was louder than what Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had received, and, by the looks on their faces, the two snooty fillies knew it.
Twilight couldn’t keep herself from applauding either, even though Nyx was still in so much trouble. Twilight even heard a whistle come from her side, and, when she turned to look, she saw it had come from Celestia. Even Luna was applauding, despite the fact Nyx had been portraying something that she probably wished to forget. Did the two princesses really just believe Nyx was in costume?
It was a miracle Twilight would never have believed possible.
Nyx shakily bowed before stepping back to stand with the rest of her class. Cheerilee proceeded to introduce the rest of the class. She then called the names of some students a second time, letting them step forward and take credit for the work they had done making costumes, constructing set pieces, or working behind the scenes. The final two ponies invited up were Lyra and Zecora. Lyra was thanked for her work composing the play’s music, and Zecora, of course, deserved a round of applause for her expert narration.
The final mare to be credited was Cheerilee herself. Zecora introduced her to the crowd as the playwright and director, and, with a small blush, she bowed to the many applauding ponies. After that the whole cast bowed a final time, the stage’s curtains closed, and the Spring Festival entered an hour long intermission.
~~~
“Mommy!” Dinky Doo chirped as she ran up to a gray-coated, blonde-maned pegasus. “Did I do good?”
“You were wonderful, Muffin,” Ditzy Doo replied, giving her little filly a nuzzle and a hug. Twilight passed by the warm scene with Rarity, Applejack, and Rainbow Dash as they moved backstage to where the students were getting out of their costumes.
It didn’t take long for the quartet to find the fillies they were looking for. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and Nyx were drinking water from paper cups. Three of the fillies had already gotten out of their costumes while Nyx was still completely in hers.
“Darlings, that was positively fabulous!” Rarity chimed, alerting the four fillies to the group’s approach. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all quickly turned and ran over, grinning ear to ear. Nyx, however, hung back and tried not to meet Twilight’s gaze.
“Really, was it good?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“Positively pitch perfect,” Rarity assured.
“Yea, big props, Scootaloo, you got me down pat.”
“Ohmygoshohmygoshohmygoshohmygosh,” Scootaloo rattled off, overwhelmed by the fact that she was getting such a compliment from her personal hero, Rainbow Dash.
“How about me, big sis?”
“It was like lookin’ in a mirror, sugarcube,” Applejack praised, giving Apple Bloom a little noogie. “Y’all did a great job, didn’t they, Twilight?”
“Yes, they all did amazingly well,” Twilight agreed. Nyx chanced a look up. Her currently undisguised dragon eyes met Twilight’s, and she was able to smile. She smiled because Twilight wasn’t glaring at her with disappointment or anger.
“By the way, Twi, nice work on Nyx’s eyes,” Dash said before fluttering over to inspect Nyx more closely. “I didn’t know you knew a spell for this.”
Twilight nervously smiled, thankful that Rainbow Dash had assumed it was a spell. “Oh, uh, j-just something I found in one of my books.”
“That is so awesome. I’ve got to try it.”
“Say what now?” Twilight asked as her smiled weakened.
“Come on, Twilight,” Dash said. She landed and used a hoof to motion towards her face. “Lay that spell on me. I want to see what I look like with dragon eyes.”
Twilight swallowed nervously, only now realizing that she might actually be asked to perform the spell. There was no going back. She’d have to try at least once, and, if she failed, then she could tell Dash she’d do it tomorrow, buying herself enough time to actually figure out the spell.
Maybe she could pull it off. It would just be an illusion spell like the one she put on Nyx’s glasses. Yes, it shouldn’t be too hard, but it wouldn’t last very long. That’s why she had chosen to enchant glasses instead of Nyx’s eyes directly. With glasses she could attach other spells to ensure the magic was resilient and long lasting. Yes, in theory the illusion spell could be applied straight to Dash’s eyes. It was no big deal, she just had to use it on a live pony with the opposite effect. She could do it… maybe.
Closing her own eyes, Twilight focused her magic. She gritted her teeth, concentrated, and felt the flash of the spell going off. For a moment, she didn’t dare to look. She feared that the spell hadn’t manifested, and she had just made a fool of herself in front of her friends.
But the gasps of amazement from the other ponies encouraged Twilight to open her eyes, and she was relieved to find that her spell had worked. Dash’s eyes had been transformed and now looked very dragon-like. They had strong irises with dagger-shaped pupils, and even the whites of her eyes had been tinted a light pink.
“Whoa, this is so awesome!” Dash said, catching her reflection in a nearby wall mirror.
“Well, don’t get used to it. The illusion spell will wear off quickly,” Twilight lectured.
“Yeah, yeah, I hear ya,” Dash said as she looked away from the mirror. “Still, I’m going to enjoy this while it lasts. After we’re done here, we have to find Pinkie Pie. She is so going to freak out when she sees this.”
“Yeah, I suppose she will,” Applejack agreed. “I reckon all you little fillies have worked up quite the appetite with all this actin’. How about we catch up with Fluttershy and Pinkie and then all go get dinner together?”
“Yeah!” the fillies cheered in unison.
“Sounds good,” Twilight agreed. “Why don’t you go on ahead and find us a place to eat? I need to help Nyx out of her costume.”
The others nodded in agreement and headed off stage to begin their search for food. Twilight waited until her friends were out of sight before she turned, arched an eyebrow, and tapped her hoof as she gazed expectantly at Nyx.
“I’m… in trouble, aren’t I?” Nyx asked.
“Yes… yes you are. You did disobey me,” Twilight said firmly, though the frown on her face was soon replaced by a smile. “But… you were right. It wasn’t fair of me to try and keep you from the play, and you did do a good job.”
“R-really?”
“Yes, really,” Twilight reassured as she nuzzled Nyx before stepping back. “But now, would you mind telling me why I can see your real wings and why you don’t have your glasses?”
Nyx sat down and began to trace circles on the floor with her hoof. “Well, when I was trying to get my costume on, I kind of… broke the costume wings. I’ve been keeping my wings up like this all night though, so nopony has been able to tell the difference.”
“And the glasses?”
“I… forgot them,” Nyx admitted. “Cheerilee thought you must have cast a spell on my eyes since you’re so good with magic.”
“Well, if there was a night to forget your glasses, this was it,” Twilight said with a chuckle. “Now why don’t you get on my back? We’ll use my teleport spell to get back to the library. Then we’ll get you out of that costume, get your glasses and vest, and come back so we can eat dinner with the others.”
“Really? You… you aren’t going to make me stay at the library?”
“Kind of pointless now that the play is over,” Twilight remarked. “So, no, you can come back with me and have dinner with everypony.”
Nyx gave a wide smile as she hopped up onto Twilight’s back. “T-Thank you, Twilight!”
“And then we’ll discuss your punishment in the morning.”
Nyx flattened her ears, realizing she had not gotten off the hook. “Oh… okay.”
~~~
“But daddy, how could they cheer louder for her? She was the bad mare, and I was Princess Celestia!”
“Diamond Tiara, please be quiet and eat your dinner,” Affluent scolded. Diamond Tiara’s and Silver Spoon’s families were seated together at one of Ponyville’s cafes. The restaurant was a fair distance from the Spring Festival, so it wasn’t too crowded. The parents had chatted lightly about the performance, but had long since moved on to other topics despite Diamond Tiara’s continued desire to keep whining about what had happened.
The worst of it was that Diamond Tiara hadn’t been able to escape Nyx. Within twenty minutes of her family’s arrival at the restaurant, Nyx had arrived with Scootaloo, Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and a bunch of other, older ponies. Now, the large group was laughing and chatting at the far end of the restaurant despite the many dirty looks Diamond Tiara had shot in their direction.
“Oh, look, honey,” Affluent whispered, drawing Filthy Rich’s as well as Diamond Tiara’s attention. The whole restaurant, in fact, had turned their heads to watch as Princesses Celestia and Luna walked into the restaurant.
“I wonder what brings them to this quaint little eatery. It’s not exactly what I would consider royal class,” Silver Spoon’s mother whispered.
“Well, isn’t it obvious? They were so enamored by our daughters’ performances that they came looking for them. Now, everypony, look your best,” Silver Spoon’s father assured, and soon the four adults and two fillies were doing just that. They quickly primped and preened themselves as the princesses began to walk in their direction. However, despite Diamond Tiara’s wide grin, the princesses strolled right on by as if they weren’t even there.
“Where are they going?” Diamond Tiara whispered harshly as she turned around in her seat. “No, they aren’t… they are! They’re sitting with those losers!”
“Diamond Tiara, hush. It isn’t our place to judge who the princesses sit with,” Affluent scolded.
“But it isn’t fair! I actually had to dress up and put on a real costume to look like Princess Celestia. Nyx didn’t have to do anything but put on some fake wings to look like Nightmare Moon.”
Filthy Rich opened his mouth to tell his daughter to be quiet, but, as he did, he looked over his shoulder and caught a glance of the filly in question. “She does look a great deal like Nightmare Moon, doesn’t she?”
“Like, totally. She didn’t have to even dye her coat or mane or anything. Those are her natural colors. It isn’t even fair.”
Diamond Tiara’s father just kept staring, his blue eyes flashing a bit before he turned back to the table. “Yes, it’s an uncanny resemblance.”
~~~
“Well,” Twilight yawned, “that was a long night.” She had just arrived back at the library. Both Spike and Nyx were sprawled out across her back and sleeping soundly. It was cute to see them like that. The cuteness, however, didn’t make them any lighter. Twilight was worn out after carrying them back from the restaurant.
Owloysius gave a welcoming hoot when Twilight came in the door, and she returned his welcome with a nod. She moved to and climbed the library staircase, carrying Spike and Nyx up to the bedroom.
Spike was the first to get tucked in. He mumbled something about Rarity and donuts before he turned over and snuggled into his blanket. Nyx was next, and Twilight gently slipped her out of her vest and glasses before tucking her beneath the covers. Then, with the two tucked away, Twilight turned to head downstairs, only to hear a small voice call out to her.
“Twilight?”
“Sorry, Nyx. I didn’t mean to wake you,” Twilight apologized. She turned back to see Nyx’s bright eyes staring at her in the dark.
“It’s okay. Thank you for letting me go to dinner with everypony.”
Twilight moved back over beside Nyx’s bed and made sure she was properly tucked in. “You’re welcome. Now, you should get some sleep. You’ve had a long day.”
“Okay,” Nyx whispered hesitantly, “but, Twilight?”
“Yes?”
Nyx looked down at her hooves and anxiously fiddled with her blanket. “You remember what happened in the forest, that thing I remembered or dreamed about in the castle… how I wanted to hurt you?”
“Yes, I remember,” Twilight answered with a nod.
“Was,” Nyx paused and swallowed nervously, “was that Nightmare Moon’s memory?”
Twilight glanced away from Nyx and rubbed the back of her neck. “W-what makes you ask that?”
“When I was on stage, when I was saying my last lines, I remember that I heard those same words in that nasty memory,” Nyx confessed. “T-then I started saying them just like the nasty voice I heard did, and it was like I had really said them before. Was… what I acted out in the play… was it really the same thing Nightmare Moon did?”
Twilight froze for a moment, debating how to answer the question. She had been striving to try and protect Nyx from what she feared was the truth. Yet, after the long day, Twilight didn’t have the mental strength to try and contrive some new lie to shield Nyx, who was too smart for anything overly simple.
In the end, Twilight could only nod.
“And when I went to the play, every… everypony kept telling me that I-I looked j-just like Nightmare Moon,” Nyx stammered. “They said my eyes were perfect and so were my wings. T-they thought they were fake, but… they’re not. A-and I don’t know of a-anypony else besides the princesses who’s an alicorn like me either, a-and before the play started, I saw that book again and looked at the picture… and… and after hearing what everypony else said, I—”
Nyx tried to brush away some tears that had formed in her eyes and looked up at Twilight. “Is the reason… is the reason I remember that night, r-r-remember you, a-and remember wanting to hurt you… Is the reason that I look like Nightmare Moon… i-is it because I’m…. am I… am I somehow—”
“No,” Twilight said firmly but comfortingly. “You are not Nightmare Moon.”
“But, what about—”
Twilight gently shushed Nyx and sat down beside the small bed before gathering her thoughts.
“Nyx, I know you may not understand all of this, but I think you deserve to know the truth… or, at least, what I think the truth is. You remember where I found you in the Everfree Forest? How, at the time, you didn’t have any memories before then? How you didn’t even have a name?”
Nyx nodded silently.
Twilight exhaled, trying to figure out how to word her explanation properly. “Well, I think that is because that was where you were born and because you had only come into existence a few hours before I arrived. You weren’t even a pony until that first moment you woke up tangled in that bush.”
“W-w-what do you mean?” stammered Nyx.
“Nyx, I believe you were created by a spell.”
“A… spell?” Nyx asked, her eyes wide with confusion.
Twilight nodded. “You see, there were some very mean, very evil ponies who I believe were trying to bring Nightmare Moon back.”
Nyx sat up in her bed, pulling the covers up to her neck. “Why… why would they do that?”
“I don’t know, but that’s what I think they were trying to do. They ponynapped me, and, while I wasn’t able to really see or hear what was going on, I know what I felt. When they started to cast the spell, I felt powerful magic… magic I have only sensed once before, when I was in the presence of the real Nightmare Moon.
“So, if my theory is correct, they were trying to bring Nightmare Moon back. They were actually able to start the spell, but then Princess Celestia arrived and stopped the mean ponies. She interrupted the spell, rescued me, and her guards arrested all who were involved.”
“And that’s where I came from?” Nyx asked cautiously.
“The thing about magic is that if you interrupt a spell, you can’t really be sure what you’ll get,” Twilight explained. “The spell wasn’t complete when it was interrupted, and… I think you’re the result. I found you right next to the same clearing where the spell was cast.”
At this, Nyx began to sniffle, tears already starting to stream down her face as she bit her lower lip. “But… but that means… I’m Nightmare Moon.”
“No! No, Nyx, you’re not.”
“B-b-but you said that I c-came from that spell!” Nyx blubbered, her crying turning into full-fledged sobbing. “A-and you said that spell was supposed to b-bring back Nightmare Moon! If that spell made me, and I look like Nightmare Moon, and I have her memories, then I must be—”
The tears Nyx had been trying to hold back came flooding out and she wailed, “I’m Nightmare Moon! I was the one that did all those bad things in the play! I banished Princess Celestia to the sun and hit those poor guards with lightning! I broke the elements and tried to hurt you and your friends!
“I’m a monster! I’m a bad pony! I’m—” Before Nyx could continue her breakdown, Twilight brought her head close and nuzzled Nyx’s neck while she used a hoof to gently rub Nyx’s back. Nyx responded by hooking her little front legs around Twilight’s neck, hugging her tightly, and continuing to sob.
“Nyx, you are not Nightmare Moon,” Twilight assured, her voice both comforting and firm.
“B-but—”
“You do look like her, and… and you do seem to have some of her memories,” Twilight admitted, “but, Nyx, you are not Nightmare Moon. What you are is a perfectly normal, wonderful, little filly. A sweet little filly that likes going to school and was willing to get in big trouble just so she didn’t let her classmates down.”
Twilight gently pulled herself out of Nyx’s hug and began to wipe away some of Nyx’s tears. “Nightmare Moon wouldn’t do any of that. She wouldn’t even have friends. Nightmare Moon was a bitter, vengeance-driven pony who was willing to doom Equestria to eternal night just because ponies didn’t stay up to look at the stars.
“And that isn’t you,” Twilight continued. “You aren’t the same pony. You are not Nightmare Moon, and you never will be.”
Nyx sniffed loudly. “You… you promise?”
“I promise,” Twilight assured as she nuzzled Nyx once more. This drew a smile from Nyx, but the moment of happiness was doomed to die quickly as a fresh frown and new tears appeared on her face.
“What’s wrong?” Twilight asked.
“I-if I was created by a spell, then… then that means I don’t have a mom and dad… I… I don’t have a family like my friends… I… I… ”
Twilight winced, realizing too late that Nyx had figured out more than she wanted her to. She had to think fast; she didn’t want Nyx to have to go to sleep with the knowledge she was born from a spell in the forest and that she had no real family. That was just too much to put on her, at least all at once.
“Nyx, just because you weren’t born like a normal pony doesn’t mean you don’t have a family.”
Nyx rubbed her tear-streaked face with a hoof. “It… it doesn’t?”
“No. You have all the family you could want right here in Ponyville,” Twilight reassured her. “Family is more than just the ponies you’re related to. Family can also be your friends and the ponies who care about you. After all, don’t you have really great friends?”
“I… I do.”
“And there are plenty of others who care about you too. Just look at Spike. He’s practically your brother.”
Nyx frowned again, though this time in confusion. “But… Spike is a dragon; how can he be my brother?”
“Well,” Twilight paused, needing to find the right words. “Spike keeps an eye on you when I can’t, and he really appreciates it when you help around the library. I know sometimes he teases you and gives you a hard time, but he only does it in good fun. I also promise he’d be among the first to jump up and help if you were ever in trouble.
“There’s also Owloysius. While he’s my second assistant and pet, he also helps look after you. He brings you those little flowers and other presents once in a while and helps you with your homework when I don’t have the time. He even got himself in trouble so you could go to the play.
“Then there’s Peewee,” Twilight continued. “You spoil him with treats when Spike isn’t looking, and he loves you for that. He even let you have one of his feathers for show and tell one day. So, even though Owloysius is an owl, Peewee is a phoenix, and Spike is a dragon, they treat you like you’re part of our family.”
Nyx titled her head to side, contemplating what she had been told. “But if Owloysius and Peewee are pets, and Spike is my older brother… what does that make you?”
Twilight felt the air catch in her lungs at the question that had just been posed to her. What was she to Nyx? What was Nyx to her? She could easily say she was just an older sister like Spike was a brother, but… that didn’t feel right.
Applejack was an older sister to Apple Bloom. Rarity was an older sister to Sweetie Belle. Both of her friends had shared some responsibility in raising their younger sisters. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle got on Applejack and Rarity’s nerves from time to time, and, once in a while, Applejack and Rarity had to reign in Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle. They had sisterly relationships.
But… that wasn’t the kind of relationship she had with Nyx. Twilight began to think of all the things she had done for Nyx since her arrival. She had sent her to school, read bedtime stories to her, made her meals. She helped Nyx catch up to the rest of her class and tended to Nyx when she was hurt.
Most of all, Twilight thought of the day Nyx got lost in the Everfree Forest because of Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon. Twilight had never been so furious or worried. She was really on the verge of turning those spoiled little brats into cacti.
And, yes, one could argue protecting a filly with such force was something a big sister would do. Applejack would have probably beaten the tar out of Affluent for trying to defend what Diamond Tiara had done. But… “sister” just didn’t seem to fit. Twilight… Twilight felt Nyx was more to her than a sister. Nyx depended on her. If it weren’t for her, Nyx could have easily died in the Everfree Forest.
No, Twilight was no older sister to Nyx, but there was another name that seemed to fit: one that slowly floated to the top of Twilight's mind.
“Well… Nyx… if I was really honest, I’d say that I’m—” The words caught in her throat, and Twilight swallowed to force down the knot before saying, “I’m like… well… your mother.”
The word hung in the air, and, to Twilight, it felt like the rest of the library had gone silent. She watched Nyx, gauging her reaction as it moved through several stages. First Nyx looked shocked. Her mouth hung open in disbelief. Then, slowly, a weak but honest smile formed.
“You really want to be my mom?”
“I’d love to be your mother if you’d let me.” Twilight said, leaning her head in close so she was at eye level with Nyx.
Nyx’s answer was not in word but in gesture. She sat up in her bed, and, before Twilight knew it, Nyx was once again hugging her neck. She nuzzled the side of Twilight’s face, and her voice trembled a little as she whispered, “I… I would love to have you as my mom. You’re the best mom ever.”
Twilight’s lip trembled, and her eyes started to tear up even though she was smiling ear-to-ear. She brought her own hooves up and returned Nyx’s embrace. The pair remained like that for several seconds until finally Nyx once more whispered quietly to Twilight.
“I love you, Twilight.”
“I… I love you too, Nyx,” Twilight replied as tears started to roll down her cheeks. She gently pulled herself away, quickly rubbing the tears off her face with her forelegs before using her magic to tuck Nyx back into bed. “Now, it’s time to go to sleep.”
“Okay,” Nyx replied before she yawned and snuggled into her bed. Twilight smiled and, thinking of her own mother, bent forward and gave Nyx a gentle kiss on the forehead as she drifted off to sleep.
Sighing contently, Twilight stepped back from the bed and moved towards the door as quietly as she could. It wasn’t the way she had expected to be called mom for the first time. She had always thought she’d have a husband and a filly of her own some day. It had never occurred to her that Nyx could become so important to her.
Still, Twilight realized that she had really been acting like Nyx’s mom for a long time. She had been reading her to sleep at night and made sure she went to school. She had run into the Everfree Forest and nearly turned Diamond Tiara into a cactus, all for Nyx.
Yeah… she’d been acting like it, but it was a whole other bucket of hay to actually be called mom. Twilight would think about that in a minute. First, she needed to go have a word with Owloysius about why he had let Nyx sneak out to the play.
Yet before Twilight could reach the door, a voice whispered to her. “Hey, why am I just ‘the older brother’? Can’t I be her uncle or something?”
Twilight turned and smiled across the room at Spike. He was sitting up in his bed, arms crossed over his chest as he eyed Twilight.
“Spike, I was the one who hatched you, and I helped raise you before you could talk and look after yourself. Also, technically speaking, you’re still a baby dragon, and that kind of makes me your mother too.”
“Pfft. Whatever, I still say I’d make a better uncle,” Spike stated before bringing his claws to his face. “Especially if you let me have that awesome mustache back. No uncle is complete without a mustache.”
“Sorry, Spike, no mustache. Now you should get some sleep.”
“Yeah yeah, I heard you the first time ‘Mom’,” Spike scoffed before he lay back down and threw the blanket back over himself. He was asleep almost instantly, and Twilight couldn’t help but giggle quietly as she crept out of the bedroom and headed downstairs.
“Owloysius, can I have a word with you?”
“Hoo-hoo.”
“Uh-oh is right, Mister,” Twilight firmly asserted.
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Chapter 7
Careful Maneuvering
===================
Dear Revered Brother Nexus – High Prophet of The True Queen
I hope this letter finds you well, Brother Nexus, for I have both good and bad news that needs to be brought to your attention. First, in regard to your orders, our search of the Everfree Forest is still ongoing. We have yet to find any real traces of our queen, and, recently, even the lingering portions of her aura at the ancient castle have dissipated.
But, this past evening, I became aware of a filly that has been living in town that bears, if I may say, a striking resemblance to our queen. The filly in question, Nyx, is currently in the care of Twilight Sparkle. Yes, the same Twilight Sparkle we are all so familiar with. I first saw her at an elementary school play, and I saw her a second time that evening when she shared a meal with Twilight Sparkle, the princesses, and a number of other local mares and fillies.
After speaking with my daughter, who shared a class with the filly for a number of weeks, I’ve come to discover that the filly was admitted as a new student to Ponyville Elementary around the same time our spell was cast, near the beginning of spring.
While this news alone is promising, I have been unable to learn anything else. Due to an incident, which was made worse thanks to my “darling” wife, I am now at odds with Twilight Sparkle. Also, my daughter, who might have proved useful in this matter, has made herself just as unwelcome around the Golden Oaks Library. Thus, I’m reaching out for your guidance, Brother Nexus, in how you wish me to proceed.
I patiently await your reply.
For the Night Eternal
For Equestria’s True Queen
Honored Brother Rich – Prophet of Ponyville
The scroll, which had been hoof-delivered to the manor, lay across the desk in Spell Nexus’s study. Nexus himself was standing near one of his windows, horn glowing as he held a glass of fine orange juice. He gently swished the glass, and its contents danced under the gentle motions. His turquoise eyes focused on the moon, which was a beautiful crescent in the sky.
“A filly,” Nexus whispered to himself before sipping from the glass. “A filly who attends school, who lives with Twilight Sparkle, who was seen in the presence of Princess Celestia, no less. A filly who participated in a school play of all things. A filly… it is not what I would have expected.
“What are your plans; what are your schemes?” Nexus asked, as if posing his questions to the moon itself. “Do you act to keep your enemies close? Do you seek to find a weakness to exploit? Do you bide your time until you can overcome the Elements of Harmony and the ponies who wield them?”
Nexus drank from the glass again, draining every drop. The glow about his horn grew just a bit brighter as he took hold of a large, elegant pitcher on the nearby table. From it, he poured more orange juice and refilled his cup. He then resumed swirling the contents of his glass as he set the pitcher down and returned to the window.
“Perhaps you are merely waiting for us, your children, to discover you. Is that your plan, my queen? Do you wish us to prove ourselves capable and deserving of your grace?” Nexus mused, crossing the room. “Though… I assume much taking Filthy Rich at his word. This filly may resemble Nightmare Moon, but a resemblance is not enough. No doppelganger will do.”
Nexus sighed as he neared his reading table, on which he set down his glass. “In any case, this warrants further investigation.” A book floated out from the shelves, gripped by Nexus’s levitation magic. Yet, what Nexus sought was tucked behind it. It was a small black book, which floated from its hiding place in the shelves. Nexus then returned the first book to its place while his magic laid the small one out on the writing desk.
Nexus opened the book, revealing pages filled with names etched out in his own hoof-writing. It was the only true record of the Children of Nightmare; the only record of all the ponies who had sworn strength, magic, and life to the return of Equestria’s true queen. It was his duty alone to guard such precious information, for, if such a list were to be found by Celestia, all their hopes would be lost.
As his turquoise eyes flowed across the names, Nexus began to ponder what his next move would be. He would need agents that could travel to the small town of Ponyville and verify Filthy Rich’s reports. He would need ponies he trusted; ones like Gray Gale, Night Wind, and Stonewall. He would need ponies who were not just honored brothers and sisters, but ponies among the Exalted. Those who were just below him in the order. He, the one and only Revered Brother of the Children of Nightmare.
Other books began to make their way off the shelves, cradled by levitation magic, as Nexus began checking information. Every move made by the Children of Nightmare had to be planned with such care, for his opponent in this high-stakes game of chess was none other than Celestia herself. He faced a mare with a thousand years of rule and wisdom behind her; a mare who had unearthed less thoroughly thought-out plans during the cult’s infancy.
He’d spread his agents like a fine powder, sprinkling them amongst the ponies of Ponyville. They’d start by simply watching. Then others would try to get closer so they could sample her magic and her nature. Then—
“Sir?”
Nexus looked up from his work and saw Proper Etiquette had poked his nose in the study doorway. “Yes?”
Etiquette stepped in through the door and walked over to Nexus. He held out a scroll, which was bound shut with a purple ribbon and a silver full moon seal. “There is another letter for you, sir.”
“Thank you, Etiquette,” Nexus replied as he took the scroll with his own magic.
“Will you be needing anything else, sir?”
Nexus shook his head. “No, not at the moment.”
“Very good, sir.” With that, Etiquette bowed respectfully before he turned and removed himself from the room.
Nexus watched and waited until Proper Etiquette had left before he began setting down the many books he had pulled off the shelf. He propped open the books on the floor so he could quickly resume his work once the letter had been attended to. The scroll was bound with a purple ribbon and a silver seal: it was the sign of a letter from a brother or sister. The full moon on the seal indicated it was of the utmost importance.
Dear Revered Brother Nexus – High Prophet of The True Queen
This is a written report on the comings and goings of the unicorns assigned by Princess Celestia to study and understand the nature of the resurrection spell we attempted.
I realize this report comes fairly soon after my last and that you did not expect it for several days. There have been, however, a few developments I believe you would want to know about without delay.
First, with the research team moved to the royal archives, their endeavors in understanding our spell have started to make steady headway. They have begun to decipher the arcane lines we used to augment and focus the magic in the Everfree Forest clearing. While I will act, as I have, to try and stall their efforts, I can at this point only slow their progress. They will, in time, decipher the spell.
Second, Princess Celestia came to the research team this morning to check on the progress. They reported to her exactly as I have reported to you, that their progress has now become steady and dependable. Bastion Yorsets and Celestia then began to chat casually. The princess talked about the Spring Festival she attended yesterday evening with her sister in Ponyville. She spoke highly of many of the performances and offered particular praise for a play put on by the town’s elementary school.
At this point, the princess divulged to Bastion Yorsets that her student, Twilight Sparkle, was now taking care of a young filly by the name of Nyx. The only description she offered was that the filly was a black-coated unicorn, and that the filly was also a half-cousin.
I would have dismissed this as idle chatter if Bastion Yorsets hadn’t made a very interesting comment. He divulged that he had grown up knowing Twilight’s father. He had even written a letter of recommendation, at the father’s request, to help her secure an invitation to take the entrance exam for Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns.
In his comments, Bastion admitted it was strange that Twilight had called Nyx a half-cousin. According to Bastion, while Twilight’s father has siblings, her mother is an only child. He further pointed out that Twilight’s father and his siblings all share the same two parents, making it impossible for Twilight to have any half-cousins.
Princess Celestia’s reply to this was that Twilight must have misspoken when introducing Nyx, or that she had a misunderstanding of what a half-cousin was. Bastion accepted this answer, and soon their meeting was over.
Again, I would have believed this to be nothing but idle chatter. Yet, later that day in the barracks, I overheard Princess Celestia’s private guards talking. The two pegasi were discussing the princess’s day, and, after eavesdropping for a time, I discovered that the princess made an unscheduled stop on her daily routine. She went to the Equestria Central Records Office, during what was supposed to be her lunch hour. From the ponies there she requested that family records pertaining to Twilight Sparkle be delivered to her royal chambers this evening.
I was unable to discover more, since my shift had ended, and I dare not risk lingering around the castle after work. Thus, this is all I have to report. I will continue my observation of the research team, and will alert you if I discover anything pressing.
I will submit my next regular report at the scheduled time.
For the Night Eternal
For Equestria’s True Queen
Exalted Sister Night Wind
Nexus licked his lips to wet his mouth, which had gone dry. The situation had become much more perilous. Just as his attention had been brought to the filly in Ponyville, so had Celestia’s gaze. Her interest had been spurred by the blabber mouth, Bastion Yorsets. Of course, he would have to have been a childhood friend of Twilight’s father.
Taking up the orange juice glass, Nexus tilted it up to his mouth and drained it with a few swift gulps. He then shook his head, fighting back the brain freeze the chilled juice had incurred before refocusing on the task at hoof. There was now a need for both subtlety and haste. The truth about who the filly truly was needed to be ascertained before Celestia could act in a way to make such investigation impossible.
The books that had been left on the floor were carried back into the air by Nexus’s magic. He drew out a feather pen and several pieces of parchment. Then Nexus began to feverishly work. His eyes moved between the little black record book, the many other tomes that now encircled him, and the pieces of parchment he was scrawling partial plans out on.
Spell Nexus would get no sleep that night.
~~~
Twilight yawned, making no effort to control or stifle it as she walked down the path to Ponyville Elementary. The sun was still rising from the horizon, and the sunrise’s tapestry of colors was just starting to fade to the constant blue of midday. Normally, it would have taken an important research trip to make Twilight get out of bed this early. That was, however, before Nyx came into her life. Now it was not an expedition to some far-off archaeological site or a rare celestial event that drew Twilight from her warm bed covers. It was a far simpler event that, to a certain little filly, was nearly as important.
A few days after the Spring Festival, Cheerilee announced that she wanted to try something new for the school. It was a Saturday event where students would set up educational exhibits and the school would host food and games: something Cheerilee was playfully calling “Learn and Play Day.” It was an event that had quickly grown, even Ponyville’s schools for older students were more than eager to join in.
It was because the event had grown so quickly that Cheerilee had called on Twilight, Ponyville’s number one organizer, to help get everything in order. Twilight had been working alongside the teacher for the past two weeks to plan the event while the students researched and built their educational exhibits. It had turned into quite a lot of work, but it was worth it. Nyx had only grown more excited as the “Learn and Play Day” drew closer.
Approaching the schoolhouse, Twilight walked around the brightly painted building to the open field behind it. There, Cheerilee was working with a few other volunteers to get everything set up. Tables, chairs, colorful strings of flags, and numerous signs decorated the grassy field behind the school, making it almost as inviting as the schoolhouse itself.
“Good morning, everypony,” Twilight greeted. She attempted to put on a smile as well, but it was ruined when she was gripped by another yawn.
“Not much for mornings?” Cheerilee teased as she walked over to meet Twilight.
Twilight covered her mouth with a hoof, and laughed through the end of her yawn. “Not usually, no.”
“Well, thank you for coming out and giving everything one final check-over before the big day. Everypony seems so excited! This little weekend may turn into a new Ponyville tradition if it goes off right.”
“Well, let’s get through today first before we start planning for next year,” Twilight said. She opened her saddlebags and floated a checklist with a pencil into the air. “Now, let’s see. Are the exhibit tables set up?”
Cheerilee nodded and pointed a hoof to the area just behind the school. Several circular tables had been borrowed or rented from a number of ponies around Ponyville. Each one was covered in a white tablecloth and bore a pair of numbered signs. “Thirty round tables with tablecloths and sixty exhibit signs on yellow paper.”
“Perfect,” Twilight replied. She made a check on her list and started to look around the area the pair were standing in. “What about food?”
“We’re just about to finish setting up the tables for our little food court. Big Macintosh has brought in a food cart from Sweet Apple Acres. That just leaves Danver and the Cakes, who need to arrive and set up their food stalls.”
“Danver?”
“His family owns and runs the carrot farm next to Sweet Apple Acres.”
“Oh,” Twilight said before she lifted a hoof to her mouth to mask a giggle. “Let me guess: Danver is a type of carrot.”
“You’d be guessing right,” Cheerilee replied with a chuckle of her own.
“Then I’d say the food and eating area is all taken care of,” Twilight commented before she checked the next item of her list. “That just leaves the afternoon activities. Still, I doubt we’ll be able to mark that one off just yet.”
“Why do you say that?”
“Well, we put Rainbow Dash in charge of that. She’s reliable, but she likes to procrastinate. I wouldn’t be surprised if she was still back at home, snoozing away the morning.”
“Boo!”
Twilight quickly turned her head to the side, a little startled by the sudden addition of a third voice to the conversation. It was only then that she noticed the sky blue pegasus hovering in the air near her head. Cheerilee had to cover her mouth to keep herself from laughing as Rainbow Dash looked at Twilight with a smug grin.
“Back at home snoozing, huh?”
Twilight laughed nervously, forcing a smile. “Rainbow Dash, I… didn’t expect you to be here this early.”
Rainbow chuckled, landed next to Twilight, and folded her wings. “Relax, Twi. On any normal day, I would still be asleep, but this is just going to be too awesome! I just had to get up early, not only to clear the skies, but to make sure all my cool sporting events were ready.”
“What do you have planned, anyway?” Cheerilee asked. “I’ve been too busy making sure the student exhibits would be ready to keep up with everything else that’s been going on.”
“Oh, tons of stuff!” Rainbow Dash energetically answered. “When I was at Twilight’s library last week, I checked out a book with a whole bunch of killer ideas and now I’ve got something for everypony. Got things for just the kids to do, things for kids to do with their parents, and things for the parents to do so the kids can cheer them on. We’ve got games for pegasi, for earth ponies, for unicorns, and games where you get to mix it up. It is all just going to be so awesome!”
“Wow, that… sounds like a lot,” Twilight said, unable to hide how impressed she was.
Rainbow Dash smiled smugly, lifted a hoof, and brushed it against her chest. “Yeah, I pretty much outdid myself.”
“And, since we got so many ponies to volunteer their time and things for free,” Cheerilee began as she reached under a nearby table and pulled out a box. “I actually was able to spend the last of the budget on some prizes for your—”
Cheerilee didn’t even get to finish what she was saying. Without a word of warning, Rainbow zipped forward, stuck her head in the box, and began to rummage around inside with a gleeful squee. “You got prizes!?”
“Uh… yes, yes I did.”
“And good prizes too,” Dash commented with her head still inside the box. “There’s some choice stuff in here. Oh cool, yo-yos!” At that, Rainbow Dash pulled her head out of the box with a yo-yo pinched gingerly in her teeth. In a flash, its string was around her hoof. Then, with an expert flick, Rainbow Dash sent the little plastic disk up and down the string in a smooth motion. Another flick and the yo-yo was in a simple sleeper trick, where it stayed at the bottom of the string but continued to spin.
“Heh, I used to be pretty good at this,” Dash bragged as she flicked her hoof to bring the yo-yo out of the sleeper trick. Rainbow Dash then gave the toy a few more flicks to build speed before she wrapped some of the string around her hooves, resulting in the yo-yo swinging back and forth inside a triangle of string. “This here is called ‘The Pendulum.’”
“That’s great, Rainbow, but shouldn’t you leave the prizes for the ponies who actually win them?” Twilight asked.
“Sure, just one more trick. You heard of ‘Around the World?’ Well, this is my super, double loop, around the sun trick.” With that, Dash gave the yo-yo a firm flick, jumped into the air, and used her wings to spin herself. A few seconds after starting the trick Dash flopped to the ground, hog-tied in the string.
Cheerilee and Twilight couldn’t help but burst out laughter as Dash struggled to free herself from the string. “Oh wow, Rainbow Dash, that was really something,” Twilight deadpanned.
“Yeah yeah— laugh it up. Now, are you two going to just stand there giggling, or are you going to lend me a hoof?”
~~~
The Learn and Play Day was in full swing the moment it opened to the public at nine o’clock that morning. The students had set up their exhibits, and each exhibit had been done on a different topic of interest. There were exhibits about farming techniques, about history, about how weather was made, and dozens of other topics that usually caught the interest of school age fillies and colts.
That was the “Learn” part of the “Learn and Play Day.” The students learned more about subjects they wanted to know more about, and some parents and other ponies in the community had a chance to learn as well.
“Isn’t this so super-duper fun, Fluttershy?!” Pinkie Pie chirped as she bounced along between the student exhibits while Fluttershy walked calmly beside her. “I mean, I knew cotton candy was good, and I knew how to make it. Still, I never knew how little pieces of sugar turned into stringy sweet goodness.”
Fluttershy nodded. “Yes, that was a really interesting display.”
“Which one’s been your favorite so far?” Pinkie asked excitedly.
Fluttershy shrank slightly under Pinkie’s undivided attention. “Well… um… I liked the one about how caterpillars become butterflies. I already knew about that, but the student did such a wonderful job explaining it.”
“All the kids did a really good job,” Pinkie Pie agreed before her eyes lit up. “Oh, I wish I could have an exhibit! I’d do one about parties!”
Fluttershy blinked. “Parties?”
“Parties aren’t as easy as everypony thinks. There are lots of rules I have to follow for my parties: the Pinkie Pie Party rules,” Pinkie stated matter-of-factly.
“Really?” Fluttershy asked in disbelief as the pair continued to move through the crowd. “I would never imagine you actually had rules for your parties.”
“Of course! How do you think they turn out so good? I have rules I can never ever ever ever never ever break. And, as long as anypony else doesn’t break them, the party is a guaranteed success. Like, rule number one: Every party must have decorations, or rule number one hundred and fifty-seven: If the ratio of fillies and colts to mares and stallions is at least two to one, there must be a piñata.”
Fluttershy couldn’t help but tilt her head to one side and arch an eyebrow. “Rule number one hundred and fifty-seven? How many rules are there?”
“Three hundred and seventy-six,” Pinkie replied nonchalantly.
“Oh… oh my… that’s… that’s a lot of rules.”
For a brief moment Pinkie Pie stopped bouncing, and her usually happy expression turned stone-cold. “Hey, throwing parties is my special talent, and it is serious business to make them seriously fun.” Pinkie Pie’s normal, cheerful demeanor returned a moment later. She then scanned the exhibits, looking for the next one she and Fluttershy would visit. “Oh! Hey, there’s Nyx’s booth! We should go see what she did.”
Pinkie Pie bounced ahead, forcing Fluttershy to break into a quick trot just to catch up. A group of stallions and mares were just stepping away from Nyx’s booth when the pair of mares came up.
“Hi Fluttershy!” Nyx said with a wide smile, one that withered a little as Nyx turned to look at the, at times, overwhelming pony that stood beside Fluttershy. “H-hi, Pinkie Pie.”
“Hey there, Nyx,” Pinkie Pie chirped. “What super cool, amazing thing did you do for your exhibit? Give us the whole rundown.”
“If you don’t mind, that is,” Fluttershy added, trying to curb Pinkie Pie’s enthusiasm.
“O-of course not, it’s—” Nyx stated, before she coughed into her hoof to clear her throat. “I chose to make my exhibit about transfiguration magic.”
Pinkie tilted her head, confused but still excited. “Transfigurwhatiewhat?”
“Transfiguration. It’s the magic that focuses on turning one thing into another.” Nyx pointed to a number of pictures she had set up on the cardboard backdrop of her exhibit. “Transfiguration magic can be used to transform practically anything into anything else. Like a stick into a fancy walking cane. Or a stone into a hat. Or even an apple into a horse-drawn carriage.
“Transfiguration magic is only limited by the skill and the ability of the pony casting it. Skilled unicorns, such as Rarity, can use transfiguration to turn fabric into a dress, and Twilight Sparkle is able to transfigure four common mice into four full-sized horses.”
“Hey, I remember that!” Pinkie Pie said with a giggle. “They didn’t exactly look like horses.”
Nyx stammered a moment, trying to recover from Pinkie Pie’s interruption. “A-and that leads me to the next part of my exhibit: the limits of transfiguration magic. Transfiguration magic is always temporary. Everything transfigured will eventually turn back to normal. This is why anything that needs to be permanent is still hoofmade, like houses and clothing. Otherwise there wouldn’t be a need for construction workers, carpenters, or any other ponies who make things.
“And, as a final part of my exhibit, I-I would like to provide a live demonstration of transfiguration magic.”
Nyx pointed to the rock sitting on the table at the center of her exhibit. She then shut her eyes, her horn and the rock beginning to glow. Her face contorted with concentration, and she puffed out her cheeks as she strained her young magic. After a few tense moments, a small pop and flash of light enveloped the rock before it was turned into a potted flower.
“Oooooooooooooo,” Pinkie Pie said before she leaned in and sniffed the flower. “It even smells real.”
Nyx smiled bashfully. “So, um, any questions?”
“No, none at all. That was very well done, Nyx. You should be—” Fluttershy began to praise, only for Pinkie Pie to put her head in between Fluttershy and Nyx.
“Oh, I got a question! Have you tried changing anything bigger than a rock? Oh, do you take requests?”
“W-well… no,” Nyx stammered, “b-but I guess I could try. Um… what did you have in mind?”
“Turn that grass into cotton candy!” Pinkie Pie said ecstatically. “No, wait, turn that into a candy apple! No, wait, you should turn that stallion’s bowtie into a squirty flower! Oh! No no no no! I know what you should try to do!” Pinkie Pie was grinning ear to ear as she pointed a hoof at Fluttershy. “Turn her into a tree!”
Nyx’s head lowered and her ears flattened as she took a step back from Pinkie Pie and her manic behavior. “A… a tree?”
“Yeah! Turn Fluttershy into a tree.”
“W-why would you want me to be a tree?” asked Fluttershy, looking incredulously at Pinkie Pie for her odd suggestion.
“Because, this one time, on a train, I got talking with Rainbow Dash and Twilight, and, for some strange reason, Rainbow thought you were a tree, even though you obviously aren’t. But then you said you’d like to be a tree,” Pinkie Pie answered Fluttershy before turning her excited blue eyes back to Nyx. “So, can you turn her into a tree?”
“I don’t know.”
“Oh, come on, just give it a try. You never know unless you try,” Pinkie Pie encouraged.
“But—” Nyx tried to protest.
“Come on, Fluttershy doesn’t mind, do you, Fluttershy?”
Fluttershy scratched at the ground, drawing anxious circles in the dirt. “Well… um, you do seem really excited so I guess I don’t mind, but are you sure it’s safe?”
“We saw Twilight turn mice into horses, and she wouldn’t put your animal friends in danger.”
“Well… I guess that’s true,” Fluttershy admitted, “and I guess it would be kind of nice to see what it’s like.”
“Yay!” Pinkie Pie cheered before she looked back to Nyx. “So, come on, let’s see some of that unicorn magic!”
Nyx took a step back, shying away. “Pinkie Pie, I-I d-don’t know… I don’t think Twilight—”
“Aw, come on, please? It will be so totally fun!” Pinkie Pie pressured as she bounced with excitement.
“Pinkie Pie, maybe—” Fluttershy began, trying to tell her friend she was being a little overbearing. However, she didn’t get to finish her sentence as she felt magic wrapping around her. Nyx had shut her eyes and focused her magic into her horn. She was making an attempt at the transfiguration spell, if only to appease the energetic Pinkie Pie.
~~~
“Boy, some of these booths are really cool!” Rainbow Dash said, she and Twilight trotting amongst them. “I mean, did you see what Scootaloo did? She actually explained how my Sonic Rainboom works! I didn’t even know how it worked, besides the fact that I was breaking the sound barrier.”
“Yes, all the students have really done—” Twilight began, only to be silenced as the ground shook and a loud noise cut through the air.
ssssrrrr-RRRRUUUUGGGGHHHH-RRRUUUGGGHHH-frrggggh…
Trrrssss-ssssttthhh-stttshh…
“What was that?” Twilight asked once she had regained her footing from what had felt like a minor earthquake. When she got no answer, Twilight turned to look at Rainbow Dash, who was staring wide-eyed in the opposite direction. Following Rainbow’s gaze, Twilight nearly choked on the air in her own lungs at what she saw.
A young tree had appeared in the center of the exhibits. It was just barely as tall as the schoolhouse’s roof with a trunk about as wide as a metal bucket. It was a young weeping willow, and its long, hanging branches and leaves draped across nearby exhibits. The tree, however, was very unusual; its bark was a bright yellow and all of its leaves were a light, frilly pink.
“Oh my gosh! You did it!” Pinkie Pie’s voice burst out above the crowd, drawing Rainbow Dash and Twilight out of their stupor. The two quickly raced through the network of tables and shoved their way through the crowd to reach the tree. Pinkie Pie had climbed up into the branches, hanging off one of the few branches thick enough to support her weight.
“Pinkie Pie, where the hay did this tree come from?” Rainbow asked as she took flight to catch up to Pinkie Pie in the tree’s crown.
“It was amazing! Nyx did it with her magic!”
“Nyx did?” Twilight said as she looked up and down the tree in disbelief before her eyes narrowed. “Wait, where is Nyx?”
Twilight’s question was answered with a whimper that emanated from beneath one of the exhibit tables. When Twilight lifted the tablecloth, she found Nyx shaking like a leaf. Her head was in her hooves, and a few tears were pulling at her eyes.
“Nyx, what did you—” Twilight began, which only caused Nyx to break down.
“Tw-Twilight, I’m sorry! I-I didn’t want to, but Pinkie Pie kept asking and Fluttershy said it was okay and… and I’m sorry! I didn’t want to do it!”
“Do what?” Twilight asked, still unsure exactly what had happened.
“She turned Fluttershy into a tree!” Pinkie Pie cheered.
“Wait… wait, wait, wait, hold on a sec,” Dash began, pointing a hoof at the yellow and pink weeping willow. “This, this tree right here. This tree is Fluttershy.”
“Well duh. Of course it is! I just told you that Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree. Seriously, Rainbow Dash, I’d think you’d be happy. After all, you were the one that thought Fluttershy was a tree when we were on our way to Appleloosa.”
“I did not! I was being sarcastic.”
Pinkie Pie flopped her head to one side. “You were being sarcastic?”
As Rainbow Dash tried again to explain to Pinkie Pie why she had once called Fluttershy a tree, Twilight began to glance nervously around the steadily growing crowd of ponies. They were all murmuring and whispering about Nyx.
Nyx picked up on the growing crowd as well and also the growing concern on Twilight’s face. With another whimper, she retreated further beneath the table. “I… I’m sorry.”
“No, no, Nyx, it’s okay,” Twilight whispered, trying to reassure her. “Just… uh… give me one moment.” At that Twilight turned to look at the tree, and she took in a deep breath to brace herself.
After the accident during her entrance exam to Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, when she had turned her own parents into potted plants, one of the first spells Twilight had been taught by the princess was a transfiguration reversal spell. Yes, a transfiguration would wear off in time, but it was also important to be able to reverse a transfiguration at a moment’s notice.
Closing her eyes, Twilight began to focus and her horn started to shimmer as she called on her magic. The same glow began to engulf the tree, and Rainbow Dash grabbed Pinkie Pie out of the tree’s crown before Twilight completed her reversal spell. The crowd watched in awe, and the display even drew Nyx out from beneath the exhibit table.
Then, after a few tense moments, the tree imploded on itself. It compressed down to a single point, and with a magical pop, Fluttershy reappeared and dropped to the ground with a small thud.
“Fluttershy, are you okay?” Twilight asked. She quickly rushed up to help her friend back to her hooves.
“Ye… y-yes,” Fluttershy said, though both her voice and her knees were shaking. “I-I’m fine.”
Twilight breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. You were never in any real danger; transfiguration magic is inherently temporary. Still, from what my parents told me, being turned into a plant can be a bit disorienting.”
“Oh, what was it like? What was it like?” Pinkie Pie asked, bouncing in excitement.
“It was…” Fluttershy began, and then paused a moment to collect her thoughts. Not only did Pinkie Pie, Twilight, and Rainbow Dash lean in to hear the answer, but any ponies nearby who had witnessed the feat of magic leaned in as well. They were all eager to hear the first hoof account of what it was like to be a tree.
“Nice,” Fluttershy finally concluded, cause a groan of disappointment to sweep through the crowd. With a lackluster climax to the small spectacle, many of the ponies in the crowd turned to leave. Pinkie Pie, however, was unfazed.
“Oh, now I want to be turned into something! A rose bush… no, a balloon! No! Turn me into a cake, turn me into a—”
“Wow, would you look at that! It’s almost lunch time,” Twilight interrupted as she put a hoof against Pinkie Pie’s mouth and forced a smile. “Personally, I’m starved. Aren’t you starved, Nyx? Of course you are, you just turned a pony into a tree. That kind of thing must really work up an appetite. Why don’t we go get something to eat?”
Not even waiting for an answer, Twilight grabbed Nyx with a levitation spell and galloped out of the crowd of ponies. This left Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy, and Rainbow Dash standing dumbfounded in the wake of Twilight’s abrupt retreat.
“Aw, but I want to be a cake,” Pinkie Pie whined in disappointment. Yet, she then perked up, scratched at her neck, and began to look around, as if searching for something.
Dash took notice of her pink friend’s sudden shift in mood. “What’s wrong, Pinkie Pie?”
“Itchy neck, itchy neck,” she replied.
Dash arched an eyebrow. “Itchy neck… wait, like twitchy tail?”
Pinkie Pie shook her head and got to her hooves as she continued to search the crowd. “No, silly. Twitchy tail is when something is about to fall.”
“Then what does itchy neck mean?” Fluttershy asked.
“Somepony is watching us,” Pinkie Pie answered with a low hiss.
“Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy just got turned into a tree,” Dash pointed out before waving her hooves at the crowd. “Everypony was watching us.”
Pinkie shook her head violently from side to side. “No no no no no! That was an innocent ‘wow that’s a really cool thing that happened’ watching. No, itchy neck is a bad kind of watching.”
“What the hay is bad watching?” Rainbow Dash questioned.
“Sssssspyyyying,” Pinkie Pie hissed quietly, “and the spy is… that way!”
Without another word Pinkie Pie was off. She galloped at a full sprint through the crowd, dodging ponies before she made a hard turn and disappeared behind a table. That left Dash and Fluttershy to anxiously glance at one another, worried about what kind of chaos Pinkie Pie was about to unleash on the “Learn and Play Day.”
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Chapter 8
You Can’t Hide Magic
===================
Twilight looked on in a daze as she and Nyx sat behind the apple stand where Big Macintosh was hard at work. Big Mac, in a simple but much appreciated act of kindness, had allowed the pair to hide from the crowds after the tree incident. Nyx was still visibly upset about what had happened. She was, however, slowly recovering, thanks in part to the red apple Twilight had purchased for her as lunch.
Yet, while Nyx was recovering, Twilight’s state of panic only seemed to be growing. She kept up a calm facade for Nyx’s sake, but that didn’t stop her mind from spinning faster than Rainbow Dash could fly.
Dragon-shaped eyes could be hidden with glasses. Wings could be concealed with a vest. Magic was different. Nyx had almost blown her cover, and everypony at the Learn and Play Day had to be talking about what happened.
Sure, it was a feat of magic Twilight herself was capable of performing, especially with her years of practice and study under Princess Celestia. She had even accomplished a similar feat of magic when she was Nyx’s age; she had turned her parents into potted plants. At that time, however, it was a manifestation of magic she didn’t have full control of. Nyx, on the other hoof, had just turned a pony into a tree on purpose, something that should have been impossible for a normal filly.
A normal filly had turned a pony into a tree.
No, despite what Twilight told herself and everypony else, Nyx wasn’t entirely normal. She was an alicorn, but not an alicorn like her old foalsitter, Cadance. No, Cadance was only of partial royal blood, and thus a mortal alicorn. Yes, Cadance’s talent for love magic was unique. In terms of sheer power, however, Twilight herself was more magically gifted.
But Nyx… what if Nyx was different?
Doubts and fears, both old and new, began to rear their ugly heads in Twilight’s mind. Nyx had come from the spell meant to resurrect Nightmare Moon, and Nightmare Moon was not a mortal alicorn. She was the jealousy-twisted form of Princess Luna. She was a member of the rare breed of immortal alicorns. Nightmare Moon had the power to move the moon in the sky, an act that had become impossible to even a team of unicorns after Discord’s reign over the world.
And Nyx had been born of a spell meant to resurrect Nightmare Moon. She was likely just a young Nightmare Moon. Had she somehow inherited the gift of immortality? Would she, when she was older, be able to move the sun, the moon, or other heavenly bodies? Would she become as grand and regal as Princess Celestia?
The full weight of parenthood came crashing down on Twilight. What was she getting herself into? She was taking care of Nyx like a daughter, and she was barely an adult herself. That, and, for all she knew, she was raising a filly that could someday be like the princesses.
How long would she be able to keep the truth hidden? Dragon-shaped eyes and wings could be disguised, but that kind of magical power? How much longer would it be before Princess Celestia heard of this prodigy in Ponyville? Even if the hiccup with turning Fluttershy into a tree was a one-time thing, what would happen as Nyx got older?
Would Nyx’s magic get more powerful? How big was she going to get? Princess Luna, after all, was only a little bigger than the average pony, but she was still the younger of the royal sisters. She could easily get bigger in time, and that made Twilight think of Princess Celestia. What if Nyx grew as tall as her, and what about her mane? What if Nyx’s mane turned into a swirling cloud of indigo magic with stars like the real Nightmare Moon's mane?
What would ponies think when they realized what Nyx was? How long would it be before the torches and pitchforks came out? How long would it be before the royal guard was hunting Nyx down? How long would it be before Princess Celestia banished Nyx to the moon? Nyx didn’t deserve any of that… well, unless she was, in fact, Nightmare Moon.
“Twilight, you okay? Yer lookin’ mighty pale,” a deep voice on Twilight’s right commented.
Snapped out of her spiraling thoughts, Twilight looked up at Big Macintosh, who had a moment free from customers to check on her and Nyx. “Oh… yes, sorry… I’m fine. Just… just a little light-headed.”
“You want another apple?” he offered kindly.
“No, no thank you,” Twilight replied. “Uh, have they started the afternoon activities?”
“Don’t think so, but I reckon it’s going to start right soon,” Big Macintosh answered. The straw in his mouth twitched as he spoke. “Saw Applejack and Apple Bloom headin’ in that direction.”
“Are… are we still going to that, even after what happened?” Nyx asked.
“Yes, we are,” Twilight replied, getting to her hooves. She knew Nyx was looking forward to the afternoon activities, but the greater and unspoken reason was that Twilight was worried about what would happen if they left. After what had happened, if she and Nyx left abruptly, her friends would wonder where they went. They would then come looking for her and Nyx, and they would expect an explanation.
In truth, Twilight feared leaving would only invite more unwanted attention. If they stayed, however, they could try and act like what had happened was nothing out of the ordinary. Twilight’s family, after all, was known for being magically gifted. She could just act like what Nyx did was perfectly normal. This was far from the truth, but Twilight didn’t have a lot of options. It was either stay at the school or retreat to the library, and the former appealed to her as the best option.
~~~
“I know you’re here somewhere, Spy Spyerton McSpy,” Pinkie Pie whispered to herself while she surveyed the crowd of ponies moving about the lunch area and exhibits. Whoever had been watching her, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy had slipped away once, but now Pinkie Pie knew the spy was there, and she would find him or her.
Itchy neck…
Pinkie Pie sharply turned her head to the right and began looking across the crowd. Her vision eventually met with a pair of brown-gray eyes, eyes that were looking back at her. It took a moment for the other pony to realize Pinkie Pie was staring right at him, but, when he did, he ducked around a corner in the student exhibits.
Creaky knee…
“Gotcha,” Pinkie Pie whispered with a slightly devilish grin before breaking into a gallop. Creaky knee told her somepony was trying to get away from her, and the knee closest to the pony was the one that got creaky. It was what allowed Pinkie Pie to follow Rainbow Dash wherever she tried to hide, and, at the moment, it meant Pinkie Pie would be able to track the spy.
Rounding the same corner the spy had just disappeared behind, Pinkie Pie maneuvered through the crowd and student exhibits in hot pursuit. She caught small glances of somepony moving just ahead of her. The spy knew she was onto him, but that wouldn’t stop her. Nopony went about being a nasty Spy Spyerton McSpy, especially around her and her friends.
Creaky knee front left… Creaky knee front right… Creaky knee front right… Creaky knee back left… Creaky knee front right… Twingy ankle…
Pinkie Pie put all four of her hooves to the ground, braked hard, and skidded to a stop. Twingy ankle… Now the spy wasn’t running, the spy was hiding. Pinkie’s eyes narrowed, and she found herself once more on the side of the food court that had been set up for the Learn and Play Day. There were ponies at almost every table, eating their lunches while other ponies mingled about, talking and laughing.
“Oh, he’s good, but hide and seek is one of my favorite games,” Pinkie Pie whispered, before taking in a deep breath and shouting, “You hear that?! I’ll find you!”
All the ponies who had been eating their meals and chatting turned to look at Pinkie Pie, most quite startled by her sudden and very loud proclamation. Still, Pinkie Pie ignored the confused stares. She scanned the crowd and eventually spotted a pony sitting alone at a table who had not turned around. He was the only stallion that hadn’t turned to look at her. Her eyes fell on the back of his slicked-back navy blue mane.
“Gotcha… again,” Pinkie Pie hissed with a menacing grin. She moved across the food court slowly, stepping between ponies as she did her best to approach the spy from behind. She circled around chatting ponies, ducked behind a baby carriage, and even hid in a bundle of balloons. Each move brought her closer to her prey.
Yet, when she was within a few tables, a familiar face popped in front of her. “Oh, there you are, Pinkie Pie. I was worried when you ran off,” Rainbow Dash said. “It’s almost time to start the afternoon sports and games. You still want to help?”
Pinkie Pie glowered, trying to strain her neck and look around Rainbow Dash. “No… I… don’t… because… I’m tracking… a pony and…” Eventually, she gently pushed the hovering Rainbow Dash out of the way, only to find the pony she had been creeping up on had vanished. Pinkie grunted in aggravation before turning an accusing glare onto Rainbow Dash. “And you let him get away!”
Dash put her hooves up defensively. “Whoa… sorry, I didn’t mean to mess up… whatever it is you’re doing.”
Creaky knee front right…
Pinkie Pie’s frown quickly turned back to a sinister smile. She turned her head in the direction of her creaky knee. “Don’t worry about it, Dashie; now the spy is trying to run away from me again, and nopony can run away from Pinkamena Diane Pie.”
Dash cocked an eyebrow. “Wait, you’re still chasing this imaginary spy?”
Pinkie Pie offered no answer. Instead, she broke into a gallop, leaving Rainbow Dash behind as she charged across the food court. She caught sight of a navy-blue tail ducking behind the front of the schoolhouse, and she broke into a full sprint to catch up. She leaped around the corner but saw no sign of the mysterious pony.
Creaky knee front right… Twingy ankle…
Pinkie Pie smiled triumphantly as she put a hoof on the schoolhouse’s front door. “Oh, you silly spy. You thought you could hide in the schoolhouse, but nopony can hide from me.” She pushed on the doors, throwing them open with a resounding crash. She then somersaulted once, jumped up onto her back hooves and pulled off a few karate poses as she shouted into the dark.
“Come out now, Spy Spyerton McSpy! I know you’re in here, and you’re going to tell me why you’re being a big meanie and spying on me and my friends!”
“Enough of this,” a voice snarled from the back of the room. Pinkie Pie turned, her eyes meeting the same brown-gray eyes she had seen among the exhibits. Those eyes closed, then reopened with brilliant, turquoise irises.
~~~
“All right, ponies!” Rainbow Dash hollered over the remaining crowd. “It’s time for the last event of the day: the Tug of War Tournament!”
The parents and other ponies who had come out for the Learn and Play Day cheered, having formed a sizable audience around three tug of war ropes.
“So, here’s how it’s going to happen. There are teams of four, and each team has been placed on our tournament roster. There are also three age groups, and teams will fit into the age group of its oldest member. The last team standing in each age group will get prizes, and then we’ll let the top teams tug it out to see which one is the Tug of War Champion of the day.
“Now teams, report to the rope you were assigned to and let’s get tugging.”
The fillies and colts, who had been watching near the front of the audience, all cheered and separated themselves into their age groups. At the red rope, for the youngest age group, Rarity stood with a clipboard floating gently in front of her. Cheerilee was moderating the middle age group, and Applejack was keeping the oldest of the school age ponies in line.
“All right,” Rarity said in a singsong manner above the little fillies and colts that had crowded around her. “First up are the Cutie Mark Crusaders versus the Carrot Clan. Those two teams, get to your sides of the rope, and everypony else, please stand back.”
The young ponies followed her directions. On one side of the rope were three colts and a filly, all of them with some form of a carrot themed cutie mark, who took up the rope in their teeth. On the other side of the rope, the four fillies wearing bright red Cutie Mark Crusader capes got in line. Sweetie Belle was in the front, Scootaloo behind her. Nyx, who had been officially inducted into the Cutie Mark Crusaders just after the Spring Festival, took up the third position. Apple Bloom was at the end, acting as the team’s anchor.
“Now, while I suggested that having a rope to pull across a line would have been much cleaner and safer, Rainbow Dash saw fit to use mud pits; something about it being easier to keep track of winners,” Rarity mused as she looked over the colts and fillies she would be refereeing.
“Now, the goal is to pull all members of the other team into the mud pit. The rules are simple: if your team as whole lets go of the rope or gets pulled into the mud, then you lose. Magic is not allowed, and pegasi must keep their hooves on the ground. Everypony understand?” Rarity asked. The two teams nodded their heads in agreement, already starting to pull the rope taut between them.
“And remember, there is a wash station set up if you lose, but… Well, everypony just try their best and have fun, okay?”
The two teams both stared at each other, ready to begin, and Rarity didn’t waste another moment.
“Ready… Set… Go!”
With tightened jaws, the two teams pulled on the rope and began their struggle to drag the other team into the mud pit. For a moment, the Carrot Clan team had the advantage and managed to pull the Crusaders a few steps forward. Yet, the tide soon turned when Scootaloo began flapping her wings while keeping her hooves on the ground. The added force let the Crusaders regain their footing, and, soon, with a few hard pulls and four splashes from the other team, they had won the first match.
“Yay! Cutie Mark Crusader Tug of War Champions!” the four cheered in unison before they stepped away from the rope and let the next two teams approach.
~~~
The Cutie Mark Crusaders won two more rounds before they reached their age group’s final match, and the Crusaders couldn’t be happier with whom they were facing.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had gotten two of the strongest colts in the age group on their team, and they reached the final match by relying on those two colts. Still, the Crusaders weren’t about to lose to the fillies who regularly called them blank flanks, and Nyx still had a score to settle with Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon for the Everfree Forest prank.
“Ready… Set… Go!” Rarity shouted, and the two teams pulled the rope taut. Almost immediately the two colts on the other team began dragging the Cutie Mark Crusaders forward. They were colts just barely in the youngest age group, which gave them a noticeable physical advantage over the Crusaders.
“Come on!” Apple Bloom grunted through the rope in her mouth. “Pull!”
“We are!” Scootaloo grunted back. “But our hooves are slipping!”
“Looks like you four are going to be losers and blank flanks,” Diamond Tiara heckled with a laugh. She even took her mouth off the rope since the two older colts on her team were doing all the work.
“We are not losers!” Sweetie Belle shouted. She dug her hooves into the ground and halted her team’s slow defeat just before she would have fallen into the waiting mud pit.
“Everypony,” Apple Bloom said through the rope in her teeth, “pull hard together. Ready… Pull!”
The four Crusaders put their weight into their unified tug and managed to regain some ground, each taking a single step back. Once more, Apple Bloom called “Ready… Pull!” and again the fillies were able to reclaim a single step, slowly dragging back the older stallions.
For the first time in the tournament, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had to do what little they could to help the two colts on their team. It was enough to stop the Crusaders, but not before they had regained the ground they’d lost.
It was then that the two teams entered into a tense stalemate. Neither team was able to gain an inch. Even Apple Bloom’s tactic was soon rendered useless. Diamond Tiara’s team had figured out the counter-strategy of pulling on the rope whenever Apple Bloom shouted “pull”. Soon, both teams broke down to just pulling on the rope with all their strength, hoping to win the competition through brute force alone. That strategy, however, began to take its toll.
“My jaw is starting to hurt,” Sweetie Belle mumbled out.
“Just hold on, we can win this,” Scootaloo said, trying to pep up the team as she flapped her wings as quickly as she could.
Apple Bloom nodded, huffing through her nostrils. “Yeah, we just got to keep pullin’.”
“No, we don’t,” Nyx grunted as the Crusaders began to lose a little of their hard earned ground.
“You better not be sayin’ we should give up, Nyx!” Apple Bloom grumbled.
“I’m not,” Nyx stressed. “I’m just saying we can’t overpower them. We have to out-think them.”
“And just how are we supposed to do that?” Apple Bloom asked.
“Hey, I think I got an idea!” Scootaloo called out, before she began whispering. Her voice was just loud enough for her friends to hear, and soon her idea had been formed into a plan by Apple Bloom. It was a gamble, but the four fillies got ready as Apple Bloom began to count.
“Three… Two… One… PULL!” Apple Bloom shouted through the rope in her teeth. Diamond Tiara’s team, hearing this, quickly pulled, trying to counteract the rallied tug the Crusaders were about to perform. The Crusaders, however, did not pull back. They instead let Diamond Tiara’s team have some slack.
The sudden lack of opposition threw Diamond Tiara’s team off, causing the colt they had in the back to trip over his own hooves and fall to the side. This was what the Crusaders had been hoping for. Apple Bloom shouted out another “PULL,” and with one of the two big colts off his hooves, the four fillies were able to pull the rest of team into the mud puddle with a resounding splash.
“Match over; the Cutie Mark Crusaders win!” Rarity sung out to the cheers of the crowd.
“No!” Diamond Tiara cried out in anger as she tried to stand up in the mud pit. “We were supposed to win!” Diamond Tiara then tried to stomp her hoof in protest, but the slick ground beneath her caused her to lose her balance and fall back into the mud.
Diamond Tiara's minor tantrum, however, only made the victory sweeter for the four Cutie Mark Crusaders. The fillies shared a victory high-hoof and went to where Rainbow Dash was hovering so they could wait for the other age groups to finish.
~~~
“All right, it’s time for our awesome championship round,” Dash announced to the applause of the crowd. The crowd had gathered around the one remaining tug of war rope, which Rainbow Dash was hovering above. “It’s going to be between the Cutie Mark Crusaders and The Boulders.”
Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Nyx all looked wide-eyed at their opponents. By some luck they had managed to beat the middle age group champion team, but now the four little fillies were facing The Boulders, a team of four colts that were very close to being considered young adults.
“Now, since one team has an obvious advantage,” Dash said, motioning towards the four earth ponies of the other team, “we’ll allow the Cutie Mark Crusaders to have an advantage as well: They can either add another pony to their team, have one unicorn be allowed to use magic, or they can pick a pony from The Boulders to sit out.”
The Crusaders huddled up, and Apple Bloom quickly offered her opinion. “We should ask my big sister to join our team. No! Wait! We should ask Big Macintosh to be on our team! I bet he could beat those four big ponies all by himself.”
“No, I want to beat these colts ourselves,” Scootaloo argued, taking a moment to poke her head out of the huddle and glared at the other team before looking back at her friends. “I say we take the biggest and make him sit out. It'll be four versus three.”
“What about magic?” asked Sweetie Belle, “I’m not that good, but Nyx knows some magic. She turned Fluttershy into a tree!”
“You heard about that?” Nyx asked, a bit embarrassed.
“Hard not to, considering everypony here saw the tree,” Scootaloo pointed out. “Still, I think Sweetie Belle is right.”
“I don’t know,” Apple Bloom said hesitantly. “Nyx, do you think you have enough magic?”
“I… I don’t know… Maybe, I guess.”
“Come on, Apple Bloom, just think about it,” Scootaloo said as she nudged her friend. “The four of us beating the four of them without any help. It would be so awesome.”
Apple Bloom smiled a little. “Well, I guess it would be cool, and it’s not like we’ve got anything to lose. We already beat Diamond Tiara, and seeing her fall in the mud was all I really wanted to get out of this here tug of war tournament.”
“All right, it’s decided. Nyx will be our anchor and use her magic,” Scootaloo concluded. The Crusaders ended their huddle and told Rainbow Dash their choice. Rainbow echoed their choice to the crowd, and most of the ponies cheered at the team’s courage, though Twilight looked with a forced, anxious smile.
The four nearly full-grown stallions on the other team took the rope in their mouths, smiling like they had already won. Sweetie Belle, Apple Bloom, and Scootaloo took the rope up as well, biting down hard as they prepared for what was going to be a very hard match to win. Nyx stood at the end, gripping the very end of the rope with her teeth. Her horn was also glowing as she used her magic to try and keep the team’s hooves from sliding.
“All right, is everypony ready?” Dash asked, looking at the two teams. They all gave a nod, and with a smile, Dash lifted a hoof high into the air.
“Ready… Set… GO!”
SPLASH!
Sweetie Belle was down within moments of the match starting. All it had taken was a sound tug from the big stallions on the other team to send her falling into the mud pit. The rest of the Crusaders tried their best to pull back, but from the first moment, the match had become one-sided. Even with Nyx doing her best to use her magic, The Boulders were able to drag them forward with little difficulty.
SPLASH!
Scootaloo crashed face-first into the mud pit right beside Sweetie Belle, who had just barely managed to get out of the way.
SPLASH!
The older colts were grinning, finding some perverse joy in sending four little fillies crashing into the mud. With that third splash Apple Bloom had joined Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle, leaving Nyx alone on the rope. Her hooves were sliding across the ground, the other team dragging her closer and closer to the mud. Nyx, for a moment, considered just letting go and giving up. After all, what hope did she have to beat the four big colts?
“Come on, Nyx!” Apple Bloom called out as she clambered out of the mud. “Use more magic!”
“Yeah, don’t let them beat you!” Scootaloo shouted. She also stomped her hoof, but soon regretted the action as it splashed more mud onto her face.
Nyx began to panic. With her friends cheering, letting go of the rope wasn’t an option. Still, how in Equestria was she supposed to beat four colts by herself? They were bigger, stronger, the only advantage she had was her magic, and it hadn’t been enough to keep Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Apple Bloom out of the mud. She just didn’t know what to do.
“Come on, dig your hooves in and pull!” Apple Bloom shouted as Nyx was pulled inch by inch closer to the mud pit.
Nyx whined and tried to do that, but her hooves were being pulled across the ground. She couldn’t pull if she couldn’t get a grip on the ground, and she didn’t have the strength to pull the older colts even if she managed to get traction. That was what she needed, traction and strength! Maybe she could do that with her magic. One of the spells would need to be something she could cast and forget, but maybe she could pull that off.
The mud pit was drawing closer. The older colts on the other team were all wearing smiles, playing with Nyx as they inched her closer and closer to the pit. Most of the crowd had given up cheering and was now just waiting for the inevitable. The only ones still cheering were supporters of The Boulders. The only cheers that still rang out for Nyx came from Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Apple Bloom.
Nyx tightened her grip on the rope, despite the tightness already present in her jaw. Traction and strength, that’s what she needed. First, traction, to stop the other team from pulling her closer to the pit. Shutting her eyes, Nyx cast her first spell with a flash from her horn, and a moment later her hooves became rooted to the ground. This stopped The Boulders from pulling her closer to the mud pit, but stopping them alone wouldn’t win the match.
With the first spell cast, Nyx began to pour the mystical energy into herself, bending the magic from her horn down into her legs and jaw. Nyx could feel it working almost immediately; she could feel herself getting just a little stronger as her body became fueled by the magic. Her jaw no longer hurt, and, with her grip on the rope secured, she lifted one of her hooves and revealed the effect of her first spell. She had transfigured some of the dirt on the ground into horseshoes with long cleats, which kept her from sliding.
With magic coursing through her body and her eyes shut tight in concentration, Nyx took a step back and began to pull. The rope gave a little, just enough to let Nyx know that what she was doing was working and all she needed was more magic.
Calling on her horn, Nyx poured as much magic as she could into her little body, and she felt it giving her strength. It also made her mane and tail tingle, as if they had fallen asleep, but she couldn’t focus on that. She had to focus on her legs, taking one step after another. She pulled with her neck, then used the slack to take a step. Slack, step. Slack, step. She kept up that pattern, repeating it over and over until her ears were greeted with four sounds.
SPLASH… SPLASH… SPLASH… SPLASH…
The moment Nyx heard the fourth splash, she dropped the rope, released the magic, and collapsed on the ground as she panted heavily. The magic she had poured into her body began to evaporate, and she began to feel sore all over, her jaw especially tender. Still, despite her exhaustion, Nyx smiled.
She had beat the big ponies all by herself, and maybe now everypony wouldn’t just think of her as the coward, the crybaby, or the teacher’s pet. Maybe they would start cheering her and wouldn’t think she was a loser anymore. She'd get a first place ribbon, just like her friends, and…
It was then Nyx noticed the crowd’s silence.
Crawling back to her hooves and looking around, Nyx was surprised to see that everypony was staring at her, many with their jaws hanging open. Nyx even caught sight of Twilight, and she looked like she was about to faint. Her eyes kept darting around the crowd, as if she was expecting something bad to happen.
The unpleasant silence sank into Nyx, and she wondered if she had done something wrong. She shrank back, trying to make herself as small as possible. Everypony was staring at her—just staring—and she didn’t like it. She looked around desperately, hoping to find somepony, anypony, who was actually happy she had won the match.
Thankfully, Nyx found three such ponies: her friends. While it had taken them a moment to process what she had done, the realization soon hit the other Cutie Mark Crusaders. The three other fillies raced towards their friend with wide, excited grins on their faces.
Scootaloo, the first to reach Nyx, cheered at the top of her lungs. “That was awesome!”
“You did it! You did it!” Sweetie Belle added as she bounced excitedly up and down.
The cheers and admiration from the Crusaders snapped the crowd out of their stupor. Some of them applauded and offered sincere cheers while others just stomped their hooves on the ground to be polite. The rest didn’t applaud at all and instead whispered to each other quietly.
Amongst those who applauded was one pony with brown-gray eyes and a blue, slicked back mane. He applauded with a gentle smile on his lips while his eyes remained focused on Nyx.
~~~
“Boy, that was crazy,” Rainbow Dash stated as she fluttered through the air with a box in her hooves. “I mean, can you believe little Nyx beating that whole team of older colts? I didn’t think the crybaby had it in her. What are the chances?”
“It really was amazing,” Fluttershy replied as she walked along the ground with a box on her back. The pair was taking some of the leftover prizes and other things into the schoolhouse as part of the effort to clean up the Learn and Play Day. “I wonder if everypony in Twilight’s family is that good at magic.”
“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Rainbow Dash replied as she put a hoof on the door. “I mean, Shining Armor can cast that huge shield spell, and Twilight is like a one unicorn army with all the magic she can do.” She entered the darkened schoolhouse, but, before she could get two feet into the door, she ran into something. Caught off guard by the sudden collision, Rainbow quickly flew backwards and tried to register what she had run into.
“Pi… Pinkie Pie?” Rainbow Dash mumbled. She and Fluttershy set the boxes they were carrying down and moved around in front of Pinkie Pie. Pinkie was standing still as a statue on her hind legs in a karate pose, and her eyes were focused on a point on the far side of the room.
“Is… is she even breathing?” Dash asked, noticing how very still Pinkie Pie was standing.
Fluttershy looked Pinkie Pie over, only for a panicked frown to form on her face. “Oh no! She’s been Stared!”
Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but cock an eyebrow as she waved a hoof in front of Pinkie Pie’s eyes. “What does that mean?”
Fluttershy turned her gaze on Dash, and motioned towards her own eyes. “You know, The Stare.”
“Oooooh, yeah,” Rainbow Dash replied, “It’s what you do when you want to make some animal do something, right?”
“Well, not exactly… but… yeah, sort of,” Fluttershy replied as she gingerly poked Pinkie Pie’s hoof. “Anyway… sometimes, when I use The Stare I can… well… I can make the pony or animal I’m staring at just freeze up.”
“Wait, so you did this to Pinkie Pie?”
“Oh no, it wasn’t me,” Fluttershy quickly clarified. “I haven’t done this to anypony in years. It was only when I first found out I had The Stare that I accidentally did this once in a while, but I’d never do it on purpose to another pony. No, some other pony did this.”
Rainbow Dash turned her attention back to Pinkie Pie. “Okay, but how do we fix it?”
“Well, um… I usually just throw a bit of water on them, but anything that gives the pony a little shock is enough to snap them out of it.”
“Oh, I got an idea,” Rainbow Dash said, hovering up near Pinkie Pie’s ear and beginning to whisper. “Hey Pinkie Pie! Twilight just got a letter from Princess Celestia. She wants you to plan the next Grand Galloping Gala.”
Pinkie Pie’s eyes, which had been narrow and transfixed on a spot on the far side of the room, grew wide, and, in a flash, Pinkie was bouncing off the walls and ceiling, her giggles filling the air.
“Oh, that is so super-duper amazing! I am going to make it the best party ever! I’ll make it the most amazing incredible tremendous wonderfully terrifically humongous fun party in all of Equestria! Oh the Grand Galloping Gala will be the greatest party. Oh the Grand Galloping Gala will be the greatest party. Hip hip, Hooray, It will be the best, all thanks to me, to Pinkie!”
“Yeah, Pinkie Pie,” Rainbow said, wearing an apologetic grin. “About that… I was lying.”
Pinkie Pie froze up mid-jump, defying gravity for a moment before dropping down to the ground. She then trotted over to Dash with a cold glare in her eyes. “That was not an okay prank, Rainbow Dash.”
Rainbow rubbed the back of her neck while she glanced away, unable to meet Pinkie Pie’s disappointed stare. “Yeah, I’m sorry about that, but it wasn’t meant to be a prank. I needed to say something to snap you out of being Stared.”
Pinkie’s expression shifted from irritation to confusion. “Wait, I was Stared?”
Rainbow looked back at Pinkie Pie, since it was now her turn to be confused. “You actually know what that is?”
“Oh… um, yes,” Fluttershy admitted sheepishly. “When… well, when I first met Pinkie Pie she kind of, well… scared me and, I didn’t mean to but… I used The Stare on her, and she got Stared.”
“It was the last time she ever did it,” Pinkie Pie pointed out, “unless you count today.”
“But Pinkie, I wasn’t the one who used The Stare on you,” Fluttershy corrected.
“You weren’t? But then who…” Pinkie Pie began, only for her eyes to narrow. She turned to look at the far end of the room, intending to glare at a pony that was no longer there. “It was him!”
“Him who, Pinkie?” Dash asked.
“The spy!” she seethed as she trotted across the room and pointed to a spot on the floor. “I followed him in here, and he was standing right here. Right here! I had him cornered, but then he opened his eyes, and they had changed color. The next thing I remember is you telling me Princess Celestia wants me to plan the next Grand Galloping Gala, which, by the way, is still a mean prank, Rainbow Dash!”
“Look, Pinkie, I said I was sorry!” Dash countered as she flew over to her friend. “But, I guess you weren’t kidding about the spy. I mean, it’s not like an imaginary pony could have Stared you.”
“But why would anypony spy on us?” Fluttershy asked as she made her way across the room, walking between the desks.
“I don’t know, but I’m going to find out,” Pinkie Pie assured firmly, only for her normal, happy, bubbly attitude to return a moment later as she bounced towards the schoolhouse door. “Well, after all the fun afternoon games; I would hate to miss the six-legged race and watching the tug of war. Oh, and I just have to play Pin the Tail on the Pony!”
“Uh, Pinkie Pie, you did miss all that.”
Pinkie Pie froze up half way through the schoolhouse door before she spun around on her hooves to look at the two pegasi. “What!?”
“Yeah, you’ve been in here all afternoon,” Rainbow Dash informed her friend. “We’re actually cleaning up right now.”
“Oh… oh now I am going to find that spy!” Pinkie Pie declared, her eyes dark with resolve. “Not just because he was being a Spy Spyerton McSpy. No, now it’s personal. Nopony makes Pinkie Pie miss Pin the Tail on the Pony!”
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Chapter 9
Revealing Truths
================
Twilight walked back to the Golden Oaks Library with Nyx as the sun began to set beneath the western horizon. Rainbow Dash and a few others were still back at the school, cleaning up the Learn and Play Day. Normally, she’d be right there beside them. But after everything that had happened and all the time she had spent helping organize the event, Twilight was thankful she had opted out. The last thing she wanted to do at the moment was to linger around the school with Nyx.
Nyx, however, was oblivious to Twilight’s concerns and as happy as she could be. She bounced alongside Twilight, proudly wearing her first place ribbon from the tug of war competition and her Cutie Mark Crusader cape. She used a kazoo, her chosen prize, to play a triumphant fanfare that only she knew the notes to. It was a sight that let Twilight relax a little.
She was happy that Nyx had enjoyed herself. The silence from the crowd after the last round had been deafening. Twilight could only imagine how bad Nyx would have felt if nopony had cheered for her. Thankfully Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo broke the silence, letting Nyx laugh and enjoy her victory.
It was, however, only a small drop of happiness in a sea of fear and anxiety. While Nyx was unaware of what had happened, Twilight had been in the crowd, watching when she used her magic to win that last round of tug of war. It had started off simply enough, but then Nyx started using more and more magic. It was more magic than Twilight had ever seen from her, and there didn’t appear to be an end in sight. And, as Nyx filled herself with it, things about her began to change.
Nyx’s mane started shimmering at first, something that could have easily been waved off as a trick of the light. Yet, Nyx’s mane and her tail continued to change, revealing the energy flowing through her body. They grew lighter and began to float and wave in the air as though Nyx was deep underwater. The shimmering of her hair also condensed, changing from what could be mistaken as glitter to defined, constant dots.
It was one of the worst things Twilight could imagine happening. Nyx’s mane and tail had started to change into the night-blue mane and tail that Nightmare Moon was known for with everypony at Learn and Play Day watching.
The timely defeat of the other team kept Nyx’s mane and tail from changing completely, but several unwanted thoughts still lingered in Twilight’s mind. For the first time since the evening Nyx had called her “mom”, Twilight doubted herself. Could Nyx really be Nightmare Moon? She had always argued that Nyx just looked like the infamous Mare in the Moon, but, with those memories returning and her level of magic, was it possible she really was Nightmare Moon?
Part of Twilight’s mind snapped at these thoughts, cracking a mental whip like an animal tamer driving a beast back into its cage. No, Nyx was not Nightmare Moon! The filly was too sweet, too well behaved, too… sensitive to ever be Nightmare Moon! She was happy. She played and laughed with her friends. Yes, Nightmare Moon laughed at times, but her laughter was maddening and born of scorn and thoughts of domination, not true happiness.
Yet, Twilight did know one thing: Nyx was showing signs of being an immortal alicorn. The filly that she was taking care of, that she was raising… There was a chance she would be alive for thousands of years with the power to do things that would boggle the minds of other ponies. Was she really up to that kind of responsibility, to shape the life of a filly that could live for the rest of time?
Nyx noticed how silent Twilight had been and stopped her happy kazoo playing before looking up with a hint of concern. “Twilight,” she asked, “are you okay?”
“Huh, what?” Twilight turned her head down to face Nyx and put on a forced smile. “Oh, I, uh… Yes, I'm fine. Just tired, that’s all. We’ve had a busy day. Now, why don’t you run in and show Spike your ribbon? I’m just going to stay outside for a little while longer.”
Nyx nodded, returned the kazoo to her mouth, and blew on it loudly as she ran inside. Twilight smiled at this, but it was a smile destined to wither and die.
~~~
“Now, let’s see. I went by the train station to pick up my fabric order. I’ve been to the grocery store and the jewelers. The only place left is the—”
“Augh!”
Rarity stopped in her tracks. She had been running errands in Ponyville, but they were now a trivial concern. Twilight had been uncommonly reclusive for a few days, ever since the Learn and Play Day. Now, that alone wasn’t too abnormal, but the aggravated shout Rarity had just heard made her worry. Abandoning her planned route, she strode right up to the library’s front door and knocked several times.
Twilight, however, didn’t answer, and neither did Spike. Fearing the worst, Rarity opened the door herself and poked her head inside. “Twilight, darling, are you—”
The words died in Rarity’s mouth as she stepped into the library. Crumpled up pieces of paper littered the floor, and Twilight was standing at her writing desk. Her mane and tail were ragged with stress, and another aggravated groan escaped her lips before she crumpled up the page she was working on. She tossed it over her shoulder, inadvertently hitting Rarity on the nose.
“Ow!”
Twilight quickly turned, and, for a moment, panicked like she had just been caught breaking the law. Her expression, however, quickly softened, and she breathed a sigh of relief. “Oh, Rarity, I thought you were Nyx.”
“And just what are you doing that you don’t want Nyx to know about?”
Twilight glanced around, and, with a surge of magic, quickly gathered up all the crumpled pieces of paper that were scattered across the floor. She stuffed them all under her desk, and turned to Rarity as if the papers didn’t exist. “S-so, how are you? Do you need help with anything? Can I help you find a book?”
Rarity eyed Twilight a moment, glanced down at the pile of crumpled paper, and looked back to Twilight. “Well, perhaps I do need something to read,” she said calmly.
“Wonderful! What kind of book would you like?” Twilight asked before she began to walk towards the shelves. “An adventure story? A mystery? Maybe I can interest you in—”
“Don’t worry Twilight, I’ve found just what I wanted to read.”
Twilight turned, expecting to see Rarity holding a book. Instead, while Twilight’s back was turned, Rarity had taken one of the crumpled pieces of paper and spread it out flat. She was now reading it, much to Twilight’s horror.
“Rarity, no, you can’t—” Twilight tried to protest. She galloped towards Rarity with the full intent of snatching the page out of her magic. Rarity, however, turned to one side, letting Twilight leap past her and crash to the floor as she continued to read.
“Twilight, this is a letter to Princess Celestia… about Nyx.”
Twilight groaned and didn’t even bother trying to pick herself up off the floor. She just turned over and lay on her back as she covered her face. “I know.”
Frowning a little, Rarity folded up the letter and tucked it in her bags before looking back to Twilight. “I would also venture to guess, from your mane and eyes, you haven’t had a decent night’s sleep in days.”
“I know,” Twilight groaned again.
“And just how long have you been like this?”
“Three days,” Twilight admitted, her hooves still covering her eyes.
Rarity nodded her head and picked Twilight up in her magic. “Twilight, I believe you and I have something to discuss, something both of us are going to need a cup of tea for.”
~~~
Despite the odd looks she received from passersby on the street, Rarity carried Twilight all the way back to Carousel Boutique. She then sat Twilight at her kitchen table and prepared an early afternoon tea. The blend was Twilight’s favorite. Its aroma alone seemed to bring a little energy back to her. Rarity set a full cup in down on the table before sitting down with her own. She took a single sip and waited for Twilight to do the same before breaking the near-silence that had befallen her kitchen.
“Feeling better?”
“A… a little, yes,” Twilight replied weakly.
“Good. Any improvement is a step in the right direction. Still, I believe we have something to talk about, and I believe this is part of it.” At that Rarity withdrew the half-written letter to Celestia she had folded and placed in her bag back at the library.
“I… I don’t know what to do, Rarity,” Twilight finally admitted, holding her teacup between her hooves and looking at her reflection in the tinted liquid.
“You don’t know what to do about what?”
Twilight sighed and looked up at Rarity with her bag-lined eyes. “Nyx.”
“What’s the matter?” Rarity asked. “Has Nyx gotten in trouble, or has she gone missing again?”
“No, she’s fine and at school. I just… I think… I know…” Twilight couldn’t bring herself to finish her sentence. She groaned and dropped her head to the desk with a loud thump.
“What do you know?” Rarity asked. Twilight, however, didn’t answer, only fueling Rarity’s concerns. Fearing the worst, she leaned forward and placed a hoof on Twilight’s shoulder. “Twilight, what do you know?”
Twilight didn’t lift her head from the table. She only rolled her head enough to look at Rarity from the corner of the eye before she said, “Rarity… I know, I finally know for sure that Nyx is Nightmare Moon.”
Rarity lifted her hoof from Twilight’s shoulder, unable to believe the words she had just heard leave Twilight’s mouth. “You know? How do you know?”
“Didn’t you see what happened at the tug-of-war finals?”
“I did, but—”
Twilight sat up, her eyebrows furrowed. “Then you saw what happened to Nyx’s mane. You saw how she was able to beat those colts by herself.” Twilight lowered her head, once more staring at her partially emptied cup of tea. “It’s just… too much to deny anymore. She doesn’t just look like Nightmare Moon. She was made by a spell meant to resurrect Nightmare Moon. She has some of Nightmare Moon’s memories, now I’m sure she has Nightmare Moon’s power. Body, memories, and magic… I just can’t deny it anymore.”
“And this letter, along with all the others?” Rarity asked before she gently nudged the uncrumpled letter towards Twilight.
“I promised you, the day you helped me with Ny—” Twilight stopped, and shook her head before continuing. “The day you helped me with Nightmare Moon’s disguise, you made me make a promise. You made me swear that if I figured out who she really was, then I would send a letter to Princess Celestia. I promised I’d tell the princess everything, and I’ve been trying to. I’ve been trying for days, but I just can’t find the words.”
Twilight looked up at Rarity, desperation in her eyes. “Rarity, what if she takes her away? What if she sends her to the moon? I’d never see her again. She’d be all alone, and she hates that. And what would I tell her friends when they ask where she’s gone? They’d want to see her, want to write her letters, but how would I send letters to the moon?”
Twilight’s frown deepened. She rested her forelegs on the table and held her head in her hooves. “But what will happen when she grows up and remembers more about her past? She could overthrow Princess Celestia again, bring back the eternal night. This might be our only chance to stop her, but… but…”
Unable to find anything more to say, Twilight turned to look at Rarity. “What do I do?”
That question ushered in a silence between the two mares. Twilight continued to look to Rarity, hoping for some advice, but Rarity looked just as unsure. She wore a contemplative expression and sipped at her tea not just once, but twice before she set down the cup and returned her attention to Twilight.
“First, you’re right. It would be foolish of us to deny the facts in front of us. Nyx and Nightmare Moon are the same pony.” Rarity’s voice grew stronger and gained a commanding tone. “That, however, is who she was, Twilight, not who she is.”
“But Rarity—” Twilight began, only for Rarity to lift a hoof.
“Twilight, do you know what happened last week? The Cutie Mark Crusaders, Nyx included, came stumbling into my shop covered in honey, leaving sticky hoofprints all across my front room. I was, of course, furious, but, before I scolded them for making a mess of my boutique, do you know what they were doing?”
“No,” Twilight answered flatly.
A smile spread onto Rarity’s lips. “They were laughing. They were laughing, together, at their latest escapade, and Nyx was laughing just as loudly as the others. Twilight, I can understand your fears. I shared those fears when you first brought Nyx into my shop.
“But,” Rarity continued, ensuring that Twilight did not interrupt, “there is a difference between ‘was’ and ‘is,’ Twilight, and what matters is who Nyx is. Nyx is a curious little filly with good friends, three of whom ensure she gets into more than an appropriate amount of trouble for a pony her age.”
“But what if she grows up evil? What if she—”
“Twilight, being worried is perfectly normal,” Rarity assured her. “Heaven knows I worry about Sweetie Belle every time she goes off with her friends to do their ‘Crusading’. For the longest time my parents trusted me to foalsit her, and she’s gotten into more trouble than I ever did growing up. I’m always afraid that somepony will come running into my shop to tell me Sweetie Belle had gotten hurt or worse.” Rarity paused to take a sip from her tea before continuing. “Despite this, I can’t always be there to keep Sweetie Belle safe, and I can’t keep her from enjoying her childhood. She should be out there with her friends, having fun and getting into trouble… not too much trouble, mind you, but some.”
Twilight frowned, unconvinced. “But Sweetie Belle is just a normal little unicorn, Rarity. Nyx is—”
“Nyx is just as normal,” Rarity interrupted firmly. “Yes, she’s an alicorn, and, yes, she may very well be Nightmare Moon reincarnated. I’m not ignoring those facts, Twilight, nor am I ignoring the fact that Nyx could become the same Nightmare Moon that threatened Equestria. There is something, however, you are failing to take into account.”
“What’s that?”
“You,” Rarity said as she pointed her hoof at Twilight. “Nyx could become the same Nightmare Moon she was, but she also has a chance to be something else, and, so far, you’ve been helping her do that.”
Rarity’s words rang through Twilight’s head and left her in a mild stupor. She leaned back in her chair, her body so limp she could have fallen to the floor if the chair was nudged. “But what hope do I have of changing a mare like Nightmare Moon?”
“Well, if you were to ask my opinion, I’d say there isn’t anypony better. Twilight, not only have you changed since you came to Ponyville, but you’ve helped a lot of us change for the better. You helped Applejack learn to ask for help when she’s overwhelmed. You helped Pinkie Pie learn not to jump to conclusions. You helped Princess Luna have fun and make friends on Nightmare Night.
“And, Twilight, even if you hadn’t done all that, you’d still be the pony with the best chance of helping Nyx be something else.” Rarity smiled and set her hoof on Twilight’s. “Because you’re the pony Nyx cares the most about in the world, and you care about her just as much.”
Twilight looked at Rarity as those words worked their way through her mind. At first, her expression was of disbelief and uncertainty. But soon, like dirt was being rinsed off her face, Twilight’s worried expression fell away. It was replaced by a small smile as her doubt was replaced by hope, hope that Nightmare Moon could be a different mare.
“Thank you, Rarity,” Twilight finally said before she leaned in and gave her friend a grateful hug.
“I’m happy to help, Twilight,” Rarity said, returning the hug. When Twilight pulled away, Rarity flashed a smile and lifted her cup of tea. “We mares have to stick together, after all.”
Twilight chuckled and picked up her cup. “I guess we do.” She then sighed, and looked at the uncrumpled, half-written letter on the table. “Now I just have to figure out what I’m going to tell Princess Celestia, if I tell her anything at all.”
“If I may say so, Twilight, you may still want to write to her about this. It’s only going to get worse the longer you put it off.”
“I know, I just… I just want to wait a little longer. I’ll try writing the letter again next week, when I’ve had a chance to catch up on my sleep.”
“Speaking of sleep, I do hope you’re going to let Nyx go to the Cutie Mark Crusader sleepover Apple Bloom is having at Sweet Apple Acres. I can only imagine that she’s just as excited about it as Sweetie Belle is.”
Twilight laughed a little as she remembered how Nyx was bouncing happily when she was told what a sleepover was. “Probably more excited, considering it’s her first, and I think I’ll let her go.”
Rarity paused to take a sip of her tea. “That’s good. Not only will it make Nyx happy, but it may help dispel some of the rumors that are undoubtedly floating around. If ponies see you and Nyx walking to Sweet Apple Acres, it may help them believe that what happened at Learn and Play Day wasn’t out of the ordinary. After all, if something was wrong, most ponies would expect you to hide Nyx away.”
“Which is something I seriously considered,” Twilight admitted before taking a sip of tea, “but, if our friends are any indication, they all just think Nyx is really good at magic, like me. So, for the moment, I can just say that strong magic runs in our family. After all, I did turn my parents into potted plants when I was taking my entrance exam for Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns.”
“You mean the day you got your Cutie Mark? Yes, I heard it was quite the impressive display, at least from what Sweetie Belle told me of the story. I would like to hear about it, if you don’t mind sharing.”
“I’ll love to tell you. It all started when—”
“Just a moment,” Rarity interrupted as she lifted a hoof. “Why don’t you tell me once we’re at the spa?”
Twilight tilted her head. “Um… why would I tell you once we’re at the spa?”
Rarity looked at Twilight as if the reason was obvious. “Twilight, dear, just look at yourself! Split ends everywhere, and the bags under your eyes; if Nyx were to see you like this, she’d never be able to enjoy herself at the sleepover. She might even stay at the library out of worry.
“No, if you’re going to send Nyx off to her first sleepover, then you and I must take a trip to the spa. I’m not taking no for an answer.”
Twilight laughed a little, and stood up from the kitchen table. “Actually, the spa sounds really good right now.”
~~~
“Well, I don’t think our Cutie Marks have anything to do with bein’ rodeo ponies,” Apple Bloom said dejectedly. She pushed open the door to her bedroom and walked inside with Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Nyx following close behind. Their sleeping bags were rolled out on the floor, surrounding Apple Bloom’s four-post, apple-themed bed.
“It was kind of fun seeing Big Macintosh tied up like that,” Scootaloo said with a chuckle. “He didn’t even know what hit him.”
“Tell that to my sister,” Apple Bloom replied before she jumped onto her bed, “‘cause if she had found it funny, we wouldn’t have been sent to bed already.”
Sweetie Belle lay down on her sleeping bag. “Yeah, but that isn’t so bad. I’m pretty tired.”
“Aw, don’t tell me you want to go to sleep already?” Scootaloo complained. “Sure, we had to go to bed, but there’s still a lot of fun things we could do.”
“Like what?”
Scootaloo grabbed a lantern off Apple Bloom’s bedside table, turned it down so it was barely flickering, and then held it beneath her chin. The weak flame cast hard, spooky shadows across Scootaloo’s face. “We could tell ghost stories!”
“No offense, Scootaloo, but your ghost stories aren’t that scary,” Apple Bloom said. “Even Nyx isn’t afraid of them.”
“Hey!” Nyx whined.
Scootaloo lowered the lantern from her face before turning it back up so it lit up most of the room. “Okay, then what do you think we should do?”
“We could play a board game,” Sweetie Belle suggested.
Apple Bloom and Nyx perked up at the idea of a board game, but Scootaloo shook her head. “No, that’s too boring.”
“Well shoot,” Apple Bloom grumbled, “what are we goin’ to do then?”
“Um… well, Twilight gave me a book she said really helped with her first slumber party,” Nyx said. She levitated a book from her saddlebags, which were stacked with the rest by the bedroom door.
“Are slumber parties the same as sleepovers?” Sweetie Belle asked as Nyx cracked open the book.
“Well, you spend the night with friends, so I guess they’re the same,” Scootaloo said before scrunching up her nose. “But I don’t want to do any sort of makeover stuff.”
Nyx flipped through a few pages of the book in her search for ideas. “Me neither. We… could… have a pillow fight.”
“We’ve only got four pillows, and my bedroom is too small,” Apple Bloom said, shooting down the idea.
“We could make s’mores.”
“We don’t have marshmallows. Or chocolate. Or graham-crackers. Or even a fire to roast the marshmallows on,” Sweetie Belle pointed out.
“Well, ghost stories are in here too,” Nyx said with a slight quiver. She shook her head before the thoughts of scary stories could sink in and continued reading. “But I think we’ve already decided not to do that.”
“Bet you’re glad about that, huh?” Scootaloo teased.
Nyx glared at Scootaloo for a moment before turning back to the book. “Here’s another game: ‘Truth or Dare.’”
“That sounds kind of fun,” Sweetie Belle offered with a smile.
“How do you play?” Apple Bloom asked.
Nyx held a hoof on the page in the book, reading the instructions out loud. “Somepony starts by asking if another pony wants to tell the truth or take a dare. If the pony chooses truth, they have to answer one question truthfully. If they take the dare, they have to do whatever dare the first pony gives them. Once the question is answered or the dare is completed, the next pony in the circle takes their turn. Play continues for as long as desired.”
Scootaloo turned over on her sleeping bag, looking at the rest of her friends from her now upside-down perspective. “That sounds kind of boring. I mean, the truth part sounds all right, but what could we dare each other to do?”
“Oh, I know!” Apple Bloom perked up. “Let’s make it ‘Truth or Challenge.’”
“What’s the difference?” asked Scootaloo.
“Challenges are a lot harder than dares, because you actually have to do something… well, challenging. Something that might be hard to do. If you don’t want to answer a question, then ya have to complete a challenge. If you can’t, then ya have to answer the question.”
“That sounds way better,” Sweetie Belle agreed. “Let’s do it.”
Nyx looked up anxiously, a little worried about the idea. Still, her three friends were very eager to get the game started, so she just put the sleepover guidebook back into her bags and forced some enthusiasm. “Okay, so who wants to go first?”
Scootaloo shot upright, enthusiastically thrusting a hoof into the air. “Oh, me! Me! Apple Bloom, truth or challenge?”
Apple Bloom paused to think. “Um… I’ll go with… the challenge.”
“I challenge you to stand on your head for ten seconds.”
“Ha, is that all?” Apple Bloom replied confidently. Within moments, she was balancing on her head, back legs waving around as her friends counted down.
“10… 9… 8… 7… 6… 5… 4… 3… 2… 1… 0!”
Apple Bloom got back to her hooves, smiling triumphantly before wavering. She shook her head to try and clear it. “Whoa, that makes my head all swimmy.”
“Really? Let me try!” Sweetie Belle said before flipping onto her head. Soon, the other three Cutie Mark Crusaders were on their heads, laughing and giggling as the blood rushed to their brains.
~~~
“Okay, Nyx… truth or challenge?” Apple Bloom asked about an hour later. The game had proven to be an ideal way to end the sleepover. The four friends had done a lot of strange and silly challenges, from seeing how long they could hold their breath to having hoof wrestling contests. It was all in good fun, and Nyx was ready for more. She bit her lower lip and focused on Apple Bloom as she tried to decide what she would do.
“Truth,” Nyx finally answered.
Apple Bloom leaned in, lowering her voice. “Tell us something you’ve never told any other pony.”
Nyx blinked in confusion and tilted her head to one side. “Like what?”
Apple Bloom shrugged. “Anything.”
“Yeah, just make it something cool,” Scootaloo added.
“Well, I can’t really think of anything to tell you, but…” Nyx fell silent and glanced back at her vest. “There… is something I can show you.”
“Really? What is it?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“I think it’s better if I just show you, but you have to promise not to tell any other pony. Twilight and Rarity know, but they told me I couldn’t show anypony what I’m about to show you.”
“Oh boy, this has to be good if Twilight told you to keep it a secret,” Scootaloo grinned. “Yeah, we promise not to tell anypony.”
Nyx turned to look at Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle, ensuring that the two other fillies also promised to keep her secret. Despite their nods, Nyx had one more condition. “And you have to promise me you won’t hate me, and we’ll still be friends after I show you.”
“Well, that’s a silly thing to promise,” Apple Bloom said as Sweetie Belle nodded her head in agreement. “We’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders. We’re going to be best friends for life.”
“No matter what,” Scootaloo stated firmly with a strong, confident smile.
Nyx smiled nervously, looking at her three friends. Her decision made, she got up from her sleeping bag and walked across the room into Apple Bloom’s closet. She slipped inside and shut the door behind her. For a moment, all Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle could hear was the sound of rustling. They craned their necks, watching and waiting anxiously until the door opened.
Nyx nervously walked out, carrying her vest in her teeth. Once she was a few steps out of the closet, she spread her wings, stretching them for a few moments before letting them fold to her sides.
Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Apple Bloom all stared with eyes wide and jaws hanging open. Nyx set down her vest and waited for her friends to say something. They, however, remained unnervingly silent. She frowned and looked away from her friends anxiously. Tears started to pull at her eyes, and she began to retreat back into the closet. She was sure she had just made a horrible mistake.
Yet, before Nyx could flee or hide, her three friends surrounded her.
“Why didn’t you tell us sooner you had wings?” Apple Bloom asked.
“Well, Rarity told me that if ponies knew I had both a horn and wings, they would get jealous of me. I didn’t ask for them; I just have them, and—”
Sweetie Belle nodded. “Oh, yeah! You could so make Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon jealous.”
“But aren’t you jealous? Rarity said everypony would be, and I don’t want to make you three jealous.”
“Naw, why would we be jealous?” Apple Bloom asked. “It’s just part of who you are. It’d be as silly as me being jealous of how well Sweetie Belle sings.”
“Or me being jealous of how well Scootaloo rides her scooter,” Sweetie Belle chimed in.
Scootaloo motioned to herself with a hoof. “Or me being jealous of how good Apple Bloom is at fixing up things like our clubhouse.”
“Yeah, it’s like my big sister Applejack says, ‘There ain’t no point in bein’ jealous because it doesn’t change how things are.’”
“Why do you have wings and a horn?” Sweetie Belle asked, unable to contain her curiosity. “The only ponies I know that have both are Princess Celestia and Princess Luna.”
“Don’t forget ‘bout Princess Cadance,” Scootaloo added.
“Well, isn’t it obvious?” Apple Bloom asked, looking at her friends who only answered her with silent, blank stares. “Well, okay, maybe not so obvious.”
“Just spit it out, Apple Bloom,” said Scootaloo.
“I bet that one of Nyx’s parents is a unicorn and the other is a pegasus.”
Sweetie Belle cocked an eyebrow. “Does it really work like that? I mean, isn’t there somepony else in our class that has a unicorn for a mom and a pegasus for a dad?”
“Maybe it doesn’t happen all the time,” Scootaloo guessed. “I mean, isn’t there also a pony in our class who has a pair of unicorns as parents but doesn’t have a horn of her own?”
Apple Bloom nodded as she turned to jump back up onto her bed. “Yeah, there is, and I think Scootaloo is right. It must only happen some of the time. Anyway, Nyx, it’s your turn.”
Nyx, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo returned to their sleeping bags. She couldn’t deny that it felt nice not having to wear her vest. Her wings always felt kind of scrunched up beneath the fabric. She allowed her wings to flutter a little as she lay down on her sleeping bag. She then turned her attention back to the game. “Okay, Sweetie Belle, truth or challenge?”
“Truth!” Sweetie Belle answered without a moment's’ hesitation.
“What’s the funniest story you have of your big sister Rarity?”
Sweetie Belle snorted and started giggling. “Oh, you’re going to like this.”
It didn't take long for Sweetie Belle to tell the story, and, by the end, all four fillies were giggling loudly until a pounding came at the bedroom door.
“Apple Bloom, you and yer friends get to sleep right this minute or I’m goin’ come in there and hogtie all of you in your sleepin’ bags!” Applejack threatened, clearly irritated by the late-night noise. “I’ve got applebuckin’ to do in the mornin’, and I won’t have you four keepin’ me up all night.”
The four fillies chimed back a “We’re sorry”, and, with their game over, decided to call it a night. Apple Bloom blew out the lantern in her room, and the four friends lay down to go to sleep.
Still, before anypony could fall asleep, Nyx broke the silence. “Um… girls, thank you for still being my friends, even after I showed you my wings.”
“Aww, of course we’re still your friends!” Sweetie Belle replied from her own sleeping bag. “We’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders; that’s like being friends for life with a cool theme song.”
Sweetie Belle gently cleared her throat and began to sing.
We are the Cutie Mark Crusaders
on a quest to find out who we are.
And we will never stop the journey,
not until we have our cutie marks.
While Sweetie Belle had been the one to start singing, the other three soon joined in. It wasn't the intense, arguably painful, rock ballad that had been performed at the talent show. Instead, the three sang it softly, softly enough that even Scootaloo’s voice was bearable.
The four drifted off to sleep to the sound of their own theme song, none resting as well as Nyx. She had shared a secret about herself with her friends, and they accepted her all the same.
~~~
Nexus stared at the moon with turquoise eyes through his study window, floating a glass of orange juice nearby. He swirled the contents gently while intently examining a scroll. It was one of the reports he had received from the spy, and, while some of the information was welcoming, other pieces were troubling.
His plan had gone off without a hitch, for the most part. Through his connections at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, he had sent out flyers to every school in Equestria pitching the idea of a “Learn and Play Day.” He had then instructed Filthy Rich to approach Cheerilee and convince her of the idea’s merit.
In the end, Cheerilee held her own Learn and Play Day, and, during the event, the spy had been able to accomplish his goal. He had observed and spoken with Nyx while Twilight Sparkle was preoccupied elsewhere. He had been able to learn a great deal, despite being interrupted by one particular pink mare.
He witnessed and reported the two feats of magic Nyx had performed: turning a pony into a tree and her performance in the game of tug of war. It was a kind of magic that only a few ponies could control at such a young age. There was no denying that the magical potential was there, but potential was not enough.
Nyx did not act like Nightmare Moon. She did not speak condescendingly to the country bumpkins of Ponyville. The spy described her as a nervous and timid filly that only had a few friends her own age. He would have expected to hear she was a troublemaker. He would have been happy to hear that she was the most popular filly in school, swaying the minds of her classmates like any young queen should. Nyx, however, was far from these standards.
But the potential was there, and that would be enough to make her Nightmare Moon. Making a second attempt at the resurrection spell without the lingering shreds would be impossible. But Nyx could be used as a seed. She could be used to draw in the traces of Nightmare Moon’s magic which had been dispersed by Princess Celestia’s interruption. That magic would bear with it the echoes of Nightmare Moon. The memories, the emotions, the essence of the great dark empress would fill Nyx, and she would become the queen Equestria deserved.
But completing the spell would be difficult. He would need time to prepare, resources, and, above all, power. The spell would need to be obscenely powerful. That was the only way to be sure the ritual would be completed before Celestia could interfere a second time.
A powerful spell, however, could not be set up secretly. One precluded the other, and thus Spell Nexus found himself thinking in circles. There was a need to act quickly, before something happened, but he could not act overtly. The spell had be powerful, but had to be done secretly. If he could not strike a perfect balance, he risked another failure or revealing his true intentions to Celestia. What he needed was—
“Sir?”
Nexus glanced over his shoulder and at his butler, who was standing the study’s doorway. “Yes, Proper Etiquette?”
“Princess Celestia is at the front door and wishes to have a word with you. Shall I see her in?”
“Yes, please,” Nexus replied, closing his turquoise-colored eyes. When he reopened them, they had reverted to their original slate gray color. He finished the rest of the orange juice in his glass and walked across the room. He sat in his favorite chair and picked up a book, all an effort to make Celestia believe that the only thing she had interrupted was a quiet evening reading.
The timing was near-perfect. Nexus had just settled into one of his chairs with a book when the doors opened and Princess Celestia strolled in. Her guards remained in the hallway and pulled the door shut once she was inside.
“Thank you for allowing me into your lovely home at such a late hour, Nexus,” Princess Celestia said as she strode across the room. “I do hope I wasn’t interrupting anything.”
Nexus set his book down on a nearby end table. “A good book and nothing more. Still, I find it surprising you are out and about at such an hour. You are usually in bed by this time.”
The princess came to a stop beside Nexus. “If I may be honest with you, I have been having trouble sleeping.”
“Then please,” Nexus began. He motioned to a large cushion that was kept in his study specifically as a seat for royal alicorn guests. “Make yourself comfortable and tell me what troubles you.”
Princess Celestia took Nexus’s offer, sitting down on the cushion as she began to speak. She told Spell Nexus about the spell in the forest, about the research his co-worker Bastion was doing, and of many other things Celestia had learned about the Children of Nightmare. It was information Nexus knew already, but he feigned interest all the same. He listened and offered appropriate levels of shock and disbelief.
“To think, there are ponies trying to resurrect Nightmare Moon. It is hard to believe some would be so foalish,” Nexus mused when Princess Celestia finished. He poured a fresh glass of orange juice for himself and offered some to her. She replied with a smile and a shake of her head.
“But you stopped them,” Nexus pointed out. He lifted his glass in a casual toast. “And Equestria continues to thrive in your protective embrace. So why have you not been sleeping well?”
Princess Celestia was silent for a moment before looking at Nexus with a grave expression. “I’ve come to believe that the spell, while interrupted, may not have been completely unsuccessful.”
“What makes you say that?” Nexus asked with a concerned frown.
“Do you know my student, Twilight Sparkle?”
A chuckle escaped Nexus’s lips. “The most magically gifted unicorn I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting? Of course I know your student. I would bet that everypony at your school knows of her, both staff and students. Why do you ask?”
“At the Spring Festival in Ponyville, I discovered Twilight was taking care of a young filly by the name of Nyx, who she said was her half-cousin,” Celestia explained. “A filly that, if my sources are to be believed, started living with her shortly after the incident in the forest. A filly who, in recent days, performed two very profound feats of magic at a school weekend event.”
Nexus took a sip from his glass, not finding the information at all troubling. “I can only imagine powerful magic runs in her family.”
“Yes, if Nyx was related to Twilight, such magical power would be expected,” Princess Celestia said. “Yet, I have checked the family’s records. There is no listing of Twilight having a half-cousin named Nyx. In fact, there is no listing of a Nyx being born in Equestria in the past several decades. It’s as if she appeared out of thin air.”
Nexus, who had been taking another sip from his orange juice, froze up for a single moment. He eyed Celestia over the rim of his glass and resumed drinking before she could notice.
“Appeared out of thin air?” Nexus echoed after clearing his throat. “Your Highness, do you believe that Nyx didn’t exist until a few months ago, that she literally appeared out of thin air?”
“I don’t think she just appeared, but I do believe Nyx’s origins are far different from a common pony’s. Based on the research done by Bastion Yorsets and his team, I’ve come to know for certain that the ritual I interrupted was designed to bring back Nightmare Moon.
“It was also within days of the spell’s failure that Nyx appeared in Ponyville. There are no records of her existing before she was registered for school. Nopony in Ponyville knows anything more about Nyx’s history than what Twilight herself has told me. As I have said, it seems like she appeared out of thin air… as if by magic.”
Nexus nodded. “I see. You believe Nightmare Moon and Nyx are one and the same.” Nexus took a deep breath. “I do believe I understand why you’ve been losing sleep.”
“No, Spell Nexus, you don’t,” Celestia replied. She stood up and walked across the room. “For it is not as simple as you make it sound.”
“What is there to make it complex?” he asked. He sipped at his orange juice, trying to quell a tremor of fear that had slipped into his voice.
“The fact that Nyx doesn’t act anything like the mare I once knew,” Princess Celestia replied as she reached the study’s window. She looked at the moon while memories of the past overwhelmed her. “Nightmare Moon, the real Nightmare Moon, was a vindictive, deceptive, hateful pony. She desired to plunge Equestria into eternal night, not just so ponies would appreciate the beauty of the stars and moon, but also so they would be deprived of the sun they loved so dearly.
“She was a threat to all Equestria… and I watched it happen. I watched as Luna, my dear sister, became that monstrous mare bent on vengeance. It was my duty as a big sister to protect her, and I failed. I failed so horribly that I had to banish her to the moon and wait a thousand years for six ponies to do what I could not.
“And now,” Celestia continued, lowering her head. Her regal composure was failing, and a tired expression took its place on her face. “The past few nights, my dreams have been haunted. I see Nyx growing to become the monster I once knew. She laughs and plunges Equestria into eternal night. She takes away my sister and Twilight Sparkle. I scream and reach out to help them, only to find myself sitting up in my bed in an icy sweat.
“I fear this filly, Nexus,” Celestia concluded with a heavy sigh, “but, at the same time, I feel guilty for fearing her.”
“Why would you feel guilty?” Nexus asked.
Celestia turned her back on the window. “Because Nyx has done nothing to warrant such fear. I have met Nyx personally, over a short dinner, and she acted nothing like the Nightmare Moon I knew. At first, she was scared of me and my sister. She shied away, and only after some encouragement from Twilight was Nyx even able to say hello to us.
“Eventually Nyx drew herself out of her shell, and, after that, she laughed and spoke excitedly on many topics. She spoke of friends, spoke of school, spoke of things a normal filly her age would want to talk about, things Nightmare Moon would never care about.
“And thus I am torn,” Princess Celestia explained. “I worry about what Nyx might become, but I wonder if she is different than Nightmare Moon. She is the product of that spell, and yet she acts like any normal filly. That, Spell Nexus, is what is troubling me.”
“It would trouble anypony,” Nexus said, faking concern. “I am honored you would come to speak with me about this, but, I must ask… what does Princess Luna think of her? Certainly she, who was once Nightmare Moon, would be able to judge Nyx’s true nature.”
“I… I must confess, I have been doing everything in my power to keep this a secret from Luna,” Princess Celestia said, her words burdened with guilt. “It has not been easy. She was able to sense the same surge of magic I felt rise up from the Everfree Forest some time ago. By some stroke of luck I’ve been able to convince her it was nothing to worry about and have kept the rest of what I’ve told you hidden.”
Nexus frowned. “I find it strange you would want to keep this a secret from Luna. Do you not trust her with this matter?”
“No, I do trust her, but I choose to keep this a secret to protect her,” Princess Celestia admitted. “Call me a fool if you wish, Nexus, but I’m Luna’s big sister. I lost her once to Nightmare Moon, and I don’t want her getting anywhere near this.
“This is why I’ve come to you,” Princess Celestia continued as she moved away from the window, retaking her seat next to him. “Because, while I cannot turn to Luna in this, I need somepony to talk to. I need somepony to give me an honest opinion. Am I wrong to fear Nyx? Am I wrong to doubt in my student’s ability to judge character? Assuming Twilight has noticed the similarities between Nyx and Nightmare Moon, would she not have come to me if she felt Nyx was a danger?
“And, even if Nyx grows to be the same in body and power, could she not be her own mare? Or… do my dreams tell me the simple truth? That, in time, Nyx will become the only mare in the world I truly fear.”
Silence fell upon the study as Nexus slowly took his gaze off of the princess. He closed his eyes and swirled his glass. He tried to make it look like he was pondering the question, but, in truth, he was considering the situation as a whole.
Princess Celestia saw there was a chance the filly was a threat to Equestria, but did not act because of her feelings. An alicorn of her power and stature, hesitating because of her bleeding, tender heart. He’d pity the princess if her weakness wasn’t so pathetic. Above that, the thought of Nightmare Moon’s return scared her. She feared having to face Equestria’s true queen, and for good reason. Nightmare Moon would be a much greater threat without Princess Luna’s feelings holding her back.
Indecision, compassion, and fear… all weaknesses that only proved to Nexus that Princess Celestia wasn’t fit to rule Equestria. Only the cold wisdom of Nightmare Moon would ensure the kingdom’s future. Yet, these weaknesses were not without their purpose. Nexus took a sip of orange juice, using it to hide the smile that was trying to creep onto his lips. Only once he was able to force the smile away did he lower the glass and begin to speak.
“You are not wrong to fear Nyx. It is your job as a ruler of this kingdom to try and foresee anything that would arise to threaten Equestria. Right now, Nyx is a credible threat. Nightmare Moon is among the worst things to happen to Equestria in recorded history, and, if there is even a small chance Nyx could become her, then she is a threat you should take seriously.”
“But I cannot condemn Nyx for what she might do, just as I cannot punish a normal pony for a crime they have not yet committed,” Celestia argued. “Not only would that go against Equestrian law, Twilight would never forgive me.”
“Your concern for your student is heartwarming, Princess Celestia, but I shouldn’t need to remind you that you have a whole kingdom to worry about. Is it not better to save everypony in Equestria from the danger that is Nightmare Moon, even if it means one particular unicorn doesn’t like you anymore?”
“It is better, Nexus,” the princess admitted reluctantly, “and perhaps, if I were a stronger mare, I could do what is best for the kingdom without batting an eye. I, however, cannot, and will not, act against Nyx unless more evidence becomes available, even if it means I must endure sleepless nights.”
“Then maybe I can offer that evidence,” Nexus replied, smiling gently.
“And how would you do that?”
Nexus turned his head, looking across the many books tucked away on the study’s shelves. “If I remember correctly, there is a magical ritual from the zebra homelands that may just be the answer to this predicament.” With a delicate touch, he levitated a book from the shelves and cracked it open. He flicked through the pages, not truly reading the words but doing it more for appearances. He continued to turn pages for several moments before finally settling on a spot deep within the tome.
“Hmm, yes. It would take time to study it, even longer to prepare, but, if the spell works, you will be able to take a glimpse inside Nyx’s mind. From that glimpse, you should be able to see whether or not the filly is somepony you need to fear.”
Celestia smiled as the weights of fear and doubt began to lift off her chest. “Spell Nexus, do you honestly believe you can prepare this spell? Can you promise that this spell will do as you say?”
“I don’t know if I can outright promise, but I am very certain,” he replied with a confident grin.
“Then please, coordinate your efforts on the spell within the palace. I will make arrangements so that anything and everything you will need to perform this spell is provided,” Princess Celestia said as she crossed the room and approached him. “Do whatever it takes to get this spell prepared as quickly as possible.”
Nexus bowed respectfully. “It would be my pleasure to do so, Princess, but I should warn you of something. If I remember correctly, Nyx will need to be present. This isn’t something that can be done unless she's at least in the same room. Nyx would need to be brought to the spell, taken from Twilight.”
The smile that had only just made its way onto Princess Celestia’s face vanished, replaced by a frown. For a moment, she sat in silence, contemplating the one catch to her and Nexus’ newly hatched plan. “Nyx would need to be taken from Twilight Sparkle?” The princess asked, as if hoping she had misheard.
“Yes,” Nexus stated coldly. “I would strongly suggest Nyx is brought here while Twilight is left in Ponyville.”
“But couldn’t Twilight accompany her?” Princess Celestia asked. “Would they truly need to be separated?”
“I believe so,” Nexus answered, a heavy tone of regret in his voice. “I think it would be unwise to have such a magically talented unicorn present for the test. While you easily outclass Twilight with your power, she could do something regrettable before you could stop her if she feels we’re harming Nyx. Even if Twilight managed to control herself, watching Nyx be tested would be difficult for her.”
Nexus sighed and scratched his forehead. “To put it simply, Princess, do you really want to put Twilight through something like that? Do you want to have her there, to watch the test, knowing what it could reveal? Personally, I feel Twilight’s presence at the spell would only cause more trouble for us and more heartache for her, especially if she is as attached to Nyx as you suggest. I must strongly advise that Twilight remains in Ponyville.”
“Then that shall be my part in this,” Princess Celestia said in defeat, her heart once again heavy in her chest. “Spell Nexus, I would ask you to simply focus on preparing the spell. I… I will handle the task of fetching Nyx personally.”
“Are you sure?”
The princess nodded. “Twilight deserves as much.”
Nexus snapped the book shut and placed it on his desk before smiling reassuringly to Princess Celestia. “Very well. I will begin preparations in the morning. I will need time to study the spell, and then I will need time to gather the materials and prepare. Once the spell is ready, however, I will inform you so that you can perform your part. After that, it will take but a few minutes to know whether or not Nyx poses a threat to Equestria.”
“Thank you, Nexus,” Princess Celestia said, managing a weak, half-hearted smile. “You have been of greater service this evening than I could have hoped for.”
Nexus offered a short bow as a playful smile pulled at his lips. “Do give me some credit, Princess. My special talent is, after all, creating and understanding complex spells.”
“Oh, I haven’t forgotten. After all, it wasn’t so long ago that you were one of my faithful students,” Princess Celestia teased with her usual, playful tone. “Now, I believe I’ve taken up enough of your evening. I shall return to the castle to get some rest, but please send word to me when you are ready to begin preparing the spell. Also, do not share our conversation here with more ponies than necessary. I do not want to burden Luna with this, and I do not want to cause a public panic about Nightmare Moon’s return.”
“Of course, Princess,” Nexus replied. He got out of his chair and walked with the princess to the door of his study. “I will keep what we discussed here a secret to all but those who need to know about it. I hope you have a pleasant evening.”
“Good night to you as well, Spell Nexus,” Princess Celestia said.
Nexus returned the farewell with a wave of his hoof as the princess slipped out the study doors. He waited until she rounded a corner further down the hall before he pulled the doors shut and moved to the far side of his study. With a gentle smile, he looked out the window and watched as the princess entered the courtyard and boarded her chariot. He even waved briefly as the chariot departed.
It was only when Princess Celestia was out of sight that Nexus allowed his slate gray eyes to return to the turquoise color that marked him as a member of the Children of Nightmare. His gentle grin turned menacing, and he had to fight the urge to laugh out loud.
Horn glowing, Nexus began pulling books off his study shelves. Yes, he would need time to prepare, but now he had all the time he would need. He had no fear of the princess acting, for she was waiting for him to help her act. He had even convinced her to keep Twilight in Ponyville, which would make things much easier for him.
A second opportunity: He had been given a second chance to complete the spell, and it had been laid in his hooves by none other than the sun tyrant herself. Fate and destiny were on his side. The world itself worked to help him bring back Equestria’s true queen.
“Celestia, you have become a contributing architect in your own demise,” Nexus whispered before diving into the work that lay ahead of him.
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Chapter 10
Treachery
===========
The doors to the Ponyville schoolhouse burst open with cheers as little fillies and colts raced out wearing wide smiles. Among them were the Cutie Mark Crusaders, who laughed and giggled along with all the others. Behind them, Cheerilee walked to the school’s doorway. She too had a small bounce in her step and a bright smile on her face, for it was a day both she and her students had been looking forward to. School was officially out for the summer.
“No more school, no more school, no more school!” Apple Bloom cheered several times, bouncing around like Pinkie Pie as she and the other crusaders made their way into the center of Ponyville.
“Yeah, a full summer vacation to find our cutie marks! This is going to be awesome!” Scootaloo exclaimed. “So, what should we try first? Skateboarding? Paragliding? Wait, no… we should be Cutie Mark Crusader Bungee Jumpers!”
“That all sounds kind of dangerous, Scootaloo,” Sweetie Belle said anxiously.
“And scary,” Nyx added quietly.
Sweetie Belle nodded in agreement. “Yeah, maybe we could start off with something else first. We… uh, we don’t want to go through all your awesome ideas straight away, do we?”
Scootaloo and the others slowed down and began to walk through Ponyville side by side. “No, I guess not.”
“How are we gonna keep track of all our ideas, anyways?” Apple Bloom asked. “After all, haven’t we tried paragliding before?”
“Did we?” Scootaloo asked, looking at her friends for an answer.
“I don’t remember,” Sweetie Belle said with a shrug.
“Well,” Nyx began cautiously, “Twilight’s always making lists to keep herself organized, so how about we do that? We can each make a list of ways to find our cutie marks, and then we can combine them and make one big list. That way, we’ll know what we have and haven’t done.”
“That’s a great idea!” Apple Bloom praised. “If we do that, we’ll be sure to find our cutie marks in no time!”
Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle both agreed, and the quartet quickly began hammering out the details of the plan. They each agreed to make a list that night and bring them all to the Golden Oaks Library after lunch the next day. Then, after a final “Cutie Mark Crusaders” chant, the group disbanded with a cascade of excited giggles. Each was eager to get home and start thinking up as many things as they could.
Nyx practically galloped all the way back to the library, bursting through the door when she arrived. She raced across the floor towards Twilight, who was working to put some books back on the library shelves. Unable to contain her excitement, Nyx tackled her, an endless stream of giggles escaping her lips before she shouted, “I’m home!”
“So I see,” Twilight replied. She sat up from her new place on the floor and picked up some of the books she had dropped while Nyx bounced excitedly around her. “And how was your last day of school?”
“Really fun,” Nyx replied. “Cheerilee ordered some treats for us, and she passed out our final grades.”
“And how were your final grades?” Twilight asked.
To answer Twilight, Nyx eagerly opened her saddlebags and held out her grade report. Twilight took it in her own magic, and a smile spread across her face as she read over it. Nyx’s grades weren’t perfect, but they were still good for a filly who started two-thirds of the way through the school year.
“So,” Nyx asked nervously, “did I do good? Cheerilee said I did good, but… did I do good?”
“You did great,” Twilight replied, setting the grade report on a nearby table. “In fact, I think we need to celebrate. What do you think, Spike? Should we take the rest of the afternoon off and do something fun?”
Spike, who had been sitting in the corner as he played with and fed Peewee, glanced up at Twilight. “What about the library? You’re always saying we have to keep it open during the day, so that ponies can check out any books they want.”
“Oh, come on, Spike, it’s a special occasion,” Twilight said happily. “The end of school only comes once a year.”
“Hey, you don’t have to ask me twice,” Spike said with a laugh. He jumped out of his seat and carefully placed Peewee back in his nest. Peewee was just as small as he had been when he was hatched, and he was more than willing to settle in for a nap in his nest. Spike tucked the phoenix in, smiled, and jogged over to where Twilight and Nyx were standing. “So, what are we going to do?”
Twilight smiled as she placed a few final books onto the shelves. “I think Nyx should decide.”
Nyx blinked in disbelief, and the smile on her face grew wider. “Really? I get to pick?”
“Yep, whatever you want to do, Nyx,” Twilight confirmed.
“Can we get lunch at Sugarcube Corner?”
“Yes.”
“And then can we go play at the park?”
“Yes.”
Nyx was on the verge of exploding with excitement. She bounded over towards the door and kept bouncing until Twilight and Spike had caught up. The trio stepped outside, Twilight locked up the library, and Nyx happily bounced in the lead as the three of them headed off in the direction of Sugarcube Corner.
~~~
“That was the best afternoon ever!” Nyx cheered.
Twilight laughed in agreement and looked over her shoulder. Both Nyx and Spike were riding on her back as she carried them to the library. After eating lunch at Sugarcube Corner, the three of them had spent the entire afternoon playing in the park. They enjoyed a game of tag, played hide and seek, and Twilight even played the part of a pretend monster that Nyx and Spike defeated a number of times. It was the kind of random, unplanned day of fun that Twilight had often missed growing up because of all the time she spent studying.
Yet the day was coming to an end. The sun was nearing the far horizon, and Twilight was thankful that it would soon be going down. It had been fun playing with Nyx and Spike, but it had also been exhausting. Her body was worn out from all the playful running and laughing.
Nyx, on the other hoof, was still full of energy. “Can we do this again tomorrow?” she asked.
“Not tomorrow,” Twilight replied with a tired smile. “But maybe next weekend. After all, weren’t you going to do something with your friends tomorrow?”
“Yeah, we’re each supposed to think up a bunch of things we could try out over the summer to try and find our cutie marks,” Nyx answered before her smile turned into a panicked frown. “Oh no! I forgot to start my list!”
Twilight chuckled. “I wouldn’t worry about it too much, Nyx. You have until noon tomorrow. I’m sure that if you start on the list tonight, you’ll have more than enough things to share with your friends.”
“Yeah, don’t worry about it, Nyx,” Spike said from his seat on Twilight’s back. “You got all night to… Hey, Twilight?”
“Yes, Spike?”
Spike leaned to one side and pointed with his claw. “Isn’t that Princess Celestia’s chariot outside the library?”
Twilight, who had been paying most of her attention to Nyx and Spike, looked forward. He was right; the princess’s royal chariot was parked just outside the library with a pair of pegasus guards hitched to the front.
Without giving Spike or Nyx any warning, Twilight broke into a panicked gallop. She burst into the library, drawing the attention of Princess Celestia, who was sitting on a cushion at the reading table.
“Ah, Twilight, I was wondering where—” Princess Celestia began, only to be cut off. Twilight galloped around the room, horn glowing as she hurriedly cleaned the library. All the while, Spike and Nyx hung onto her back for dear life.
“Princess, you should have told me you were coming! I would have cleaned the library! I would have organized a dinner at Sugarcube Corner! I would have—” Twilight’s panic was interrupted as she felt herself being lifted off the ground. She twisted around in the air to face Princess Celestia, who was wearing a gentle smile as her horn glowed.
“Please calm down, Twilight. There is no reason to get yourself so worked up,” the princess said soothingly.
“But—” Twilight tried to protest.
“This is meant to be a casual visit,” Princess Celestia said before she set Twilight down on the floor, “and I apologize for not telling you in advance. Still, if I had, you would have gotten the whole town to decorate for my arrival, and I don’t want that this evening.”
Twilight sighed in defeat, bowing her head. “Of course, Princess, but you have to at least let me offer you something to eat. We were about to make dinner.”
“I appreciate the offer, my faithful student, but I’m not hungry at the moment,” Princess Celestia said. “But please, don’t let me stop you. It looks like you three have had a long day.”
“Yes, but it was fun,” Twilight replied before turning to look at Spike and Nyx, who had managed to stay on her back despite her panicked galloping. “Spike, Nyx, would you two mind starting dinner? I know I said I’d cook tonight, but—”
Spike waved her off. “Don’t worry about it, Twilight. Come on, Nyx, let's go rustle us up some grub.”
Nyx nodded eagerly before she and Spike jumped off Twilight’s back and quickly made their way into the kitchen. At the same time, Twilight moved over to the reading table and sat down across from Princess Celestia. She put on a smile and asked, “So, what brings you to Ponyville? Is there another dragon taking a nap in the mountains?”
“No, but there is something important I need to talk to you about,” Princess Celestia replied, her usually cheerful, almost whimsical tone growing more serious.
The princess’s horn glowed, and there was a flash from behind Twilight. When she turned to look, she saw a few lingering sparkles around the kitchen door. It was a spell she recognized immediately, having seen Princess Celestia use it before. It blocked sound, which meant that what the princess wanted to talk about wasn’t meant to be heard by Spike or Nyx.
“Now,” Princess Celestia continued calmly, “Twilight Sparkle, I’m here because I need to talk to you about Nyx, who I know is not your cousin.”
Twilight felt her heart skip a beat, and she turned back towards Princess Celestia. Her first instinct was to continue her lie, but the knowing look in Celestia’s eyes told Twilight she couldn’t get away with that. It was just like the few times in the past she had been in trouble; there was no point in trying to lie to the princess.
“How much do you know?” Twilight asked quietly.
“I have my suspicions, which is part of the reason I’m here. Before I say another word, I want you to be completely honest with me about Nyx. Tell me everything.”
Twilight felt her mouth go dry, but she began to speak all the same. She held nothing back, made no effort to conceal any truth. She divulged every hard fact she could offer and presented every one of her theories about Nyx’s origins, existence, and nature to Princess Celestia.
And, as Twilight spoke, Princess Celestia listened. She maintained her regal composure and didn’t show a drop of emotion. The line of her lips was flat. Her eyes were steely and knowing. It was not the face of a teacher, mentor, or friend that Princess Celestia wore. It was the face of a monarch.
When she finally finished speaking, Twilight was exhausted. With every word she had spoken her anxiety had grown, and she was beginning to feel just a little weak because of it. But now she was done. Now she had said everything she could say about Nyx, and it was Princess Celestia’s turn to speak.
“Thank you for your honesty, Twilight,” the princess began, offering a truly warm smile with her words, “and I want to say how proud I am of you. Few ponies would have done what you did. Not only did you help a filly who was lost in the forest, but you did so even though you believed she had once been your enemy. You must care about her greatly if you felt it was necessary to keep this a secret.”
“I-I do,” Twilight replied, letting herself smile a little.
“Might,” Celestia began, coughing once to try and improve the strength in her voice. “Might I ask how much you care?”
“What do you mean, Princess?”
“What is Nyx to you?” Celestia elaborated. “Are you simply a caregiver? Does Nyx perhaps look upon you as a friend? Does she see you as you once looked upon your foalsitter, Princess Cadance?”
Twilight chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of her neck. “Well, actually, it’s funny you should ask that. Nyx kind of thinks of me as…” Twilight grew very quiet, muttering out her final few words so quietly that they were unintelligible to the princess.
“Could you please say that again, Twilight?”
“S-she thinks of me as her mother,” Twilight admitted.
Those words ushered a dead silence into the library. Princess Celestia sat perfectly still for a time, as if Twilight’s admission had locked up her brain. She began to frown, her regal composure failing as a mixed expression of exhaustion and guilt formed on her face.
“Twilight.” Princess Celestia sighed. “I wish I had not asked, for you have only made what I have to do that much more difficult.”
Twilight tensed, leaning in anxiously. “What do you have to do?”
“Twilight, your theories about the night you were ponynapped are correct,” the princess said. “Bastion Yorsets led a team of unicorns in studying the spell performed by the cult. He confirmed that it was intended to resurrect Nightmare Moon using the shreds.”
Twilight blinked in confusion. “What shreds?”
“You may not have noticed them, but, when you used the Elements of Harmony on my sister, a number of shreds were left behind. The Elements of Harmony literally shattered my sister’s old armor and peeled the power and hatred of Nightmare Moon away from her just as you would peel the skin from an onion.
“The end result of the peeling was the shreds, which held lingering amounts of Luna's old power and echoes of the mare she was when she called herself Nightmare Moon. I entrusted Spell Nexus with studying these shreds, to see if they were dangerous and what, if anything, needed to be done with them. They, unfortunately, were stolen from Nexus’s manor. We now know that the cult ponies who ponynapped you were responsible for the theft and that they took the shreds to use them in the resurrection spell.”
Princess Celestia took a deep breath, shoring herself to tell Twilight something she wouldn't want to hear. “Thus, Nyx did not simply come from that spell. She was made from those lingering shreds. Nyx is the very essence of the mare my sister used to be given a body and mind of her own. Twilight, she is Nightmare Moon.”
“No… no no no no!” Twilight shouted, shaking her head furiously. “That doesn’t mean anything! She doesn’t want to take over Equestria. She doesn’t want to hurt anypony! She actually likes the sun and—”
“Please understand, Twilight, I take no joy in this,” Celestia interrupted, trying to calm her student down. “While Nyx currently shows no signs of being dangerous, you cannot deny she could be a threat to Equestria. For all we know, Nightmare Moon could just be disguising herself as the filly you care for. She could be biding her time, waiting for an opportunity to strike.
“Even if that is not the case, you just admitted to me that Nyx has some of Nightmare Moon’s memories,” Princess Celestia pointed out. “Should more of her memories return, Nyx might also remember her hatred of me and her jealousy of the sun. She could become a threat to Equestria once again.”
“But Nyx would never do that!” Twilight argued firmly. “Nyx hates those memories. She was crying when she remembered them because she remembered wanting to hurt me and she couldn’t understand why.”
“Twilight—” Celestia tried to interrupt again, but Twilight continued her rant.
“And I’m not blind. I realized who Nyx was after what happened at the Learn and Play Day. I don’t think she’s trying to trick me though. I have no evidence to prove it, but I think—” Twilight stopped there, shaking her head once. “No, I know Nyx is a good pony. She’s good, she’s changed, and—”
Twilight found herself silenced, not by harsh words or anything violent. Instead, in a span of a few moments, Princess Celestia had circled the table and pulled Twilight into a warm embrace, holding her student with her neck and one hoof.
“Please stop, Twilight,” Princess Celestia pleaded, her voice ringing with the echoes of desperation. “You are only making this more difficult for me. I am sorry, but Nyx is Nightmare Moon, and I must take her with me to Canterlot.”
“But why?” Twilight asked in desperation. “She isn’t bad. She hasn’t tried to hurt you. Why do you have to take her?”
“Because I must, Twilight,” Celestia admitted, her words ringing out in the silence of the library. “My dreams have been haunted with visions of Nyx growing into Nightmare Moon. I see her threatening not just Equestria, but everypony I hold dear. I see her threatening you, my sister, and the kingdom. I see her stealing everything away from me, and I’m powerless to stop her.”
Celestia began to hug Twilight more tightly, bitter memories surfacing in her mind. “Powerless, just as I was powerless to save Luna a thousand years ago. It is my duty to do what is necessary, Twilight. It was my duty a thousand years ago to defeat my own sister, so the sun could rise over Equestria again. It was my duty, and I would do it again. My actions saved lives and brought joy back to the ponies of this kingdom, but that day still weighs heavily on my heart.”
A tremor entered Celestia’s voice, her conviction wavering. “This is something I have to do, Twilight. I cannot wait until Nightmare Moon has risen again before acting. I cannot give her a chance to take my sister away again, to hurt anypony… especially those I care for so dearly. I cannot let her have that chance.”
Twilight tore herself away from Princess Celestia, tears streaming down her face. “But she’s not the same Nightmare Moon my friends and I defeated. She’s a different pony now. She’s changed, and I won’t let you take her away for things your sister did.”
Twilight gasped and covered her mouth with her hoof, realizing all to late what she had said. At the same time, Princess Celestia looked as if she had just been stabbed in the heart.
“Princess, I didn’t mean… I would never—” Twilight tried to apologize.
“No, you’re right,” Princess Celestia said in a solemn tone as she turned away from Twilight. “Back then, Luna and Nightmare Moon were one and the same, and, thus, they share the guilt of what they’ve done. I’ve tried to assure Luna that she has been forgiven, but my sister still carries the burden of her actions.”
“But if you’ve forgiven Princess Luna, can’t you forgive Nyx too?” Twilight pleaded.
“You misunderstand, Twilight. I am not taking Nyx away to punish her. I am taking her to, hopefully, put my fears to rest,” Celestia explained. “Spell Nexus has prepared an old, powerful spell that will allow me to take a glimpse at who Nyx really is. It is a spell that will let me see into both Nyx's mind and her soul. In that glimpse, if I find nothing more than traces of what Nightmare Moon used to be, then I will return Nyx to you with the sunrise.”
“And what if you find more than a few traces?” asked Twilight.
“As long as Nyx does not contain the malice, jealousy, and hatred that once defined Nightmare Moon, then she will be returned to you,” Celestia assured her student. “It was those feelings and emotions that drove my sister. If they do not exist in Nyx, then she cannot truly be the same mare my sister once was. This spell can also be used to monitor Nyx as she grows, to keep a constant gauge on the kind of mare she is becoming.”
“But what if you find that she does have these feelings? What if you find—”
“Twilight, don’t make me tell you something you don’t want to hear,” Celestia almost begged.
“NO!” Twilight raged, picking up on the truth behind Princess Celestia’s words. “I won’t let you banish her to the moon! Yes, Nyx is Nightmare Moon, but she is also my daughter, and I’m telling you she’s changed! That should be enough for you, or do you doubt me like you did when I told you Cadance was acting evil? Didn’t I turn out to be right then?”
“You were right and I do trust you, but—” Celestia tried to reply, only to be cut off.
“Then listen and believe me!” Twilight pleaded. “Nyx. Is. Not. A. Bad. Pony. Anymore!”
Celestia approached Twilight again, and, even though Twilight tried to shy away, the princess pulled her into a comforting embrace for a second time. Celestia, not only to put her hoof and neck around Twilight, but also sat down and wrapped her wings around her student. It was the most tender and comforting hug the princess could offer.
“Twilight,” Princess Celestia began, a single tear rolling down her cheek. “I am sorry. I promise, I swear to you, that, unless I am utterly convinced Nyx is a threat, I will return her to you in the morning. I, however, cannot ignore my own instincts. I fear Nyx could pose a great threat to Equestria, so I will do what I must to protect the ponies of this kingdom.
“But you know me, Twilight. I am not heartless. If Nyx has changed, if she is not the Nightmare Moon she used to be, then I will give her the chance she deserves. It is no less than what I did for my sister. It was only when I felt all hope was lost that I used the Elements of Harmony.
“So please,” Celestia whispered. “Please, Twilight Sparkle, I ask this of you not as a princess of Equestria or as your teacher, but as a pony who fears for those she cares about. Let me take Nyx. Allow me to put these fears to rest, for you do not know how much they torture me.”
Twilight squirmed weakly in the princess’s embrace, trying to escape, but her resistance was failing. The doubts that had haunted her more than once rose up in full force, filling her mind. Celestia was right; it was better to be safe than sorry. It was better to know for sure whether or not Nyx was a threat to Equestria.
Breaking down, Twilight allowed herself to sink into Princess Celestia’s embrace. “I've wondered, sometimes, who Nyx really is. I've seen what she can do. I’ve seen the power she holds and the memories she has. But even if she is Nightmare Moon, that doesn’t mean she has to grow up to be evil, does it? Can’t she still be a good pony? Can’t she change?”
“Yes, Twilight, she can,” Princess Celestia said, attempting to comfort her. “Anypony can change. I’ve seen you grow into a strong young mare with dear friends, and I know that if anypony could heal Nightmare Moon of her pain, it would be you, my faithful student. Though, it seems you share my fears. So please, let me take Nyx to Canterlot. Allow me to put our doubts to rest.”
With Celestia’s final plea and the promise that the test would kill off the doubts that had, at times, flitted through her own mind, Twilight's last defenses fell. It was a chance to know, without a doubt, whether Nyx was or was not a threat to Equestria.
“O… o-okay, Princess,” Twilight surrendered. “But… can I at least come with her? She’ll be scared without me.”
“I’m sorry, Twilight, but Spell Nexus has asked that you remain here in Ponyville during the test. He doesn’t want you there, watching, should the worst be revealed, and I feel he’s right. I do not want to make this harder for you than it has to be.”
Twilight choked up and leaned into Celestia’s embrace. She cried quietly, and Princess Celestia let her. The princess held her, comforted her, and waited until Twilight was able to dry her tears. Then, and only then, did she pull away from Twilight and begin making her way towards the kitchen door.
After sucking in a breath to regain her own composure, Princess Celestia flicked her horn and removed her spell of silence from the door. The sounds of cooking started to echo into the library’s main room, breaking the uneasy silence as Celestia pushed her head into the kitchen.
“Oh, hey Princess,” Spike greeted. “Change your mind about eating dinner with us?”
“No, I'm afraid not, and—” The princess was forced to pause to clear her throat and bring back her normal, motherly voice. “And I must ask that Nyx come back with me to Canterlot.”
Spike and Nyx paused from their dinner preparations. “What for?” Spike asked.
“Twilight has told me that Nyx is an alicorn, and we agreed that it would be for the best if she got a checkup from my royal doctor.”
“Can't you have a doctor come here or something?”
“While I could ask my doctor to come to Ponyville, he also serves as the doctor for many others in the royal palace, and I cannot, in good conscience, ask him to drop everything else he has scheduled to make a trip here,” Princess Celestia lied, keeping up her regal composure in hopes that Spike would believe the story.
“I guess that makes sense,” Spike eventually replied, “but why right now? Isn't it kind of late?”
“My intention is to take Nyx back with me this evening and have her see the doctor as soon as we arrive,” the princess explained smoothly. “Then, I thought Nyx might like to spend the night in the castle. I can even show her Twilight's old bedroom at my school for gifted unicorns.”
Nyx lit up with excitement at the prospect of not only getting to see not only the castle but also Celestia’s prestigious school. On more than one occasion, Twilight had told Nyx bedtime stories about the time she had spent with Princess Celestia, learning magic as the princess's private student.
“Well, I guess if Twilight is okay with it,” Spike said, not entirely sure about what he was being told. Still, like Twilight, he had never been given a reason to doubt Princess Celestia, and he had no reason to start. Nyx, on the other hoof, was bouncing with excitement, willingly following the princess out of the kitchen.
Yet, as Princess Celestia moved to the library’s front door, Nyx glanced over to Twilight. She had intended to tell Twilight how excited she was and how thankful she was that Twilight was letting her go. Instead, the excitement that had been filling Nyx died away. Twilight was sitting with her head turned down, her eyes hidden by the bangs of her hair, and Nyx thought she saw a tear fall to the ground.
Before Princess Celestia could stop her, Nyx strayed from her path to the door. She trotted over to where Twilight was sitting and asked gently, “Twilight? What’s wrong?”
Twilight didn’t answer, didn’t even turn to look at Nyx. She just kept looking down at the floor, body trembling as tears flowed from her eyes.
“Twilight?” Nyx ventured to ask again, only for Princess Celestia to move beside her.
“Twilight will be all right,” the princess tried to reassure Nyx, using a hoof to gently guide her towards the door. “Now come along. If we hurry, we might be able to get back to Canterlot in time to watch Luna raise the moon.”
Nyx squirmed away from Princess Celestia, running back over to Twilight. “No, I don't want to go any more. Twilight… Twilight, what's wrong? Why are you crying?”
“Nyx, please, we need to leave,” stressed Princess Celestia.
“NO! I don't want to go!” Nyx snapped. She got right up beside Twilight and nuzzling one of her legs. “I want to stay here with Twilight.”
Princess Celestia took a step towards Nyx, her tone growing firmer. “I promise you'll be back in the morning, but I need you to come with me.”
“NO! I don't want to see the doctor! I want to stay here with Twilight!”
“I'm sorry, Nyx,” the princess said, struggling to stay strong as her horn began to glow, “but you have to come with me.”
Slowly, Princess Celestia began to wrap her magic around Nyx, levitating her away from Twilight. Nyx began to toss and turn in the magic, trying to free herself even though she had no chance of escaping the spell. All the while, she panicked and screamed.
“NO! Let me go! I don't wanna go! I want to stay here!”
“What's going on out here?” Spike asked, starting to open the kitchen door. Princess Celestia, however, quickly diverted some of her magic, slamming the door shut and locking it. Spike began to pound and shout from the other side, but she ignored his protests. Her conviction was already failing, crumbling like a sand castle being eaten away by ocean waves. She needed to leave with Nyx quickly, before she lost the will to do what needed to be done.
Celestia quickly slipped out the door, Nyx floating in the air behind her. Nyx had now given up trying to free herself from the magic and was now focusing on Twilight, flailing and calling out to her in panic.
“Twilight! TWILIGHT! Please, don't let her take me, Twilight! I don't want to go! Please, I want to stay here, Twilight! If I did something bad, I'm sorry! Please, I don't want to go! Twilight! TWILIGHT!”
The last of Nyx's cries were muffled as Princess Celestia shut the door to the library, carrying Nyx out to her waiting chariot. The princess motioned to her royal guards, who quickly snapped to attention and prepared to take off as she stepped into the chariot. It was then Nyx cried out with all the force and volume her small voice would allow.
“MOMMY!!!”
~~~
“I’m sorry Twilight, but Spell Nexus has asked that you remain here in Ponyville during the test. He doesn’t want you there, watching, should the worst be revealed.”
Twilight’s thoughts spiraled as she looked down at her hooves. She became numb to the world. She could hear Spike and Princess Celestia talking but could not process what they were saying. She could not feel the floor beneath her hooves or the tears running down her face. Her mind was too preoccupied with its internal struggle to handle anything else.
Princess Celestia was right; every argument she had given was valid, and Nyx wasn’t being taken away forever. The princess was just going to test her. If Twilight was right, Nyx would be back at the library in the morning, no worse for wear. On the other hoof, if she was a threat or a danger, this was for the best. Princess Celestia would be able to stop her before she threatened anypony. Equestria would be safe and secure.
That, and Twilight couldn’t ignore the fact Princess Celestia had been her mentor for years. She would trust the princess with her life, just as the princess had trusted her and her friends to defeat Nightmare Moon. If there was one pony she could trust to take care of Nyx, to be fair and forgiving, it would be the prin—
“MOMMY!!!”
Twilight’s head snapped up. From outside, Nyx's cry pierced the night. The cry rang loudly in the library, surged deep into Twilight's mind, and broke the mental stalemate that had gripped her. Twilight realized all too late that she had zoned out, that Princess Celestia was gone, that she could hear Spike pounding on the kitchen door, and that Nyx was nowhere to be seen.
Heart skipping a beat, Twilight scrambled to her hooves. It didn’t matter if Nyx was Nightmare Moon or not. It didn’t matter if someday Nyx brought about the destruction of Equestria. It didn’t matter how much she trusted the princess. Nyx was her daughter, and she had to protect her. She understood why Princess Celestia was scared, but this wasn’t right.
Nyx was her daughter, and no real mother would let anypony take her child away.
Moving as fast she could, Twilight burst through the library’s front door. She couldn’t really hope to face off against the royal guards, let alone Princess Celestia. Still, she couldn’t just let Nyx be taken away. She could try and appeal to the princess one more time, beg her to be allowed to stay with Nyx. If that didn’t work, she could at least calm Nyx down and assure her everything was going to be all right. Twilight didn’t know what she was going to do, but she had to do something. Nyx deserved that much.
Yet it was too late. The chariot had taken off and was flying away. Twilight tried to chase it, running with her eyes turned skyward. She began to call on her magic, hoping to teleport herself into the chariot, but her concentration was abruptly broken. In focusing on the chariot, Twilight had taken her eyes off the path ahead and was unable to see the rock she was racing towards. Her hoof caught on it, and she tripped, tumbled, and crashed to the ground with a brutal thud.
By the time Twilight was able to climb back to her hooves, the royal chariot was even farther away, whisked back to Canterlot by the strong wings of the royal guards who pulled it. She had no hope of catching it, no hope of teleporting onto it. Nyx was gone.
Twilight broke into tears right there, not caring who saw her or where she was as she cried openly. She had just done the unforgivable. Even if Nyx was returned to her the next day, even if Nyx was officially decreed to not be a threat to Equestria, she would never be able to forgive herself for what she had just done.
It all came rushing in too fast. The realizations and heartaches filled Twilight to the brim. She couldn’t cry hard enough or fast enough; the pain was just too severe. In the end, it simply overwhelmed her, and she screamed. She cried out to the night with the loudest, most pain-filled voice that had ever escaped her lips.
“NYX!!!!”
~~~
Spell Nexus stood, slate-gray eyes focused on the approaching chariot. He stood just outside the entrance into the grand throne room of the palace. Inside the Children of Nightmare worked to set up the ritual, though they did not look the part of Nightmare Moon’s followers. For the moment, the cult looked simply like normal ponies Nexus had recruited to assist in the delicate spell.
The royal chariot floated down from the sky, landing at the door. Princess Celestia stepped down, looking as if she had been crying. Behind her, a pair of guards moved to the chariot and brought out the sleeping Nyx.
“Are you all right?” Nexus asked, faking concern.
“No… no, I’m not,” Princess Celestia replied, trying to keep her composure but finding it difficult. “I just stole a filly away from her mother. If Nyx isn’t a threat, then what I’ve done is inexcusable.”
“Such a task should not have fallen to one with a heart as tender as yours, Your Highness,” Nexus offered solemnly. “But, hopefully, you shall be able to return her to Twilight unharmed in the morning.”
“No,” Celestia corrected, “the harm has already been done.”
The princess stepped past Nexus and approached the ritual that had been constructed in the throne room. Four stone columns, with torches burning at their tops, stood in a perfect square around a mural. The mural, which had been magically infused into the stone of the floor, was comprised of a sun and a crescent moon standing together in perfect union.
To Celestia, it was an image meant to celebrate her and Luna’s long-awaited reunion. Spell Nexus, however, struggled to suppress the grin that wanted to crawl onto his face. In his mind, the floor mural was a fitting place to perform the spell: a perfect backdrop for the event that would mark the beginning of the end of the Royal Sisters.
“How does this spell work, Nexus?” Princess Celestia asked as her guards gingerly placed Nyx on a single soft pillow in the center of the elaborate ritual.
“You need not concern yourself with the mechanics,” Nexus assured the princess. “The spell will handle all the work. All you need to do is stand in the center and feed your magic into the columns. When it has built up enough energy, it will activate.”
Princess Celestia nodded and strode into the center of the ritual. At the same time, all the unicorns, pegasi, and earth ponies that had been finishing the spell moved away. Nexus, however, stayed close, standing just on the edge of the spell circle as he watched the princess with slate-gray eyes.
Celestia approached the center of the spell slowly, her towering shadow falling over Nyx. She had put Nyx to sleep with a sedation spell during the flight to Canterlot. It had been necessary. Nyx’s wails and pleas had almost caused her to falter. She had almost ordered her guards to turn the chariot around, so she could return Nyx to Ponyville and beg Twilight for forgiveness.
But she, as the princess, could not let her resolve waver. This had to be done. It was better for all of Equestria if they knew, for certain, if this filly posed a threat. Still, as she prepared to begin the spell, Princess Celestia bent in close to Nyx and whispered a prayer into the filly’s ear.
“Please, my little pony… Please, let Twilight be right about you.”
With that, Celestia took in a deep breath and spread her wings. Her horn began to glow, and slowly trails of energy, which danced and moved like threads in an intangible wind, formed between her horn and the four columns.
With each passing moment, more and more of the spiderweb-like threads formed. The stone columns began to glow with spell runes, and even the edges of the floor mural began to give off light. The spell was building in power, and, as it did, Nexus slowly circled. He stayed just beyond the border of the ritual, striding slowly without taking his eyes off the princess. He passed behind a column, and, when he reemerged from the other side, his eyes had turned turquoise.
“How much magic does this require, Nexus?” Princess Celestia called out, her voice strained from her effort.
“Just a little more, Your Highness. The columns just need a little more charge.”
Princess Celestia tossed her head and furrowed her brow in concentration as she put more of her magic into the spell. She felt a twinge in her horn. The spell reached full power, and she prepared herself for it to activate. She didn’t know what to expect. Perhaps she would see visions or see Nyx transform into the mare she would become.
Yet the nature of the magic in the spell changed. The stone columns, which had been glowing pastel colors, shifted to a threatening red tone. Celestia felt something hit her in the chest with the strength of a hard buck. The force was enough that her hooves were lifted off the ground, and she was sent flying across the room. Her flight ended when she crashed into the throne room doors.
The force of the impact knocked the wind from her chest, and it left Princess Celestia momentarily stunned. When she did recover, however, she scrambled to her hooves and looked in the direction of the spell.
The ponies that had been around the room had converged on the spell. They all moved inside the ring drawn on the floor, and standing in the very center of them was Nexus. He looked across the room at Princess Celestia, turquoise eyes dancing in joyous victory.
“For the night eternal, for Equestria’s true queen!” Nexus called out, grinning devilishly before his horn lit up. Energy began to crackle across the stone columns, and their harsh red color grew brighter and brighter. The light soon enveloped Nexus and the other ponies, and, with a final flash, they all disappeared.
It was then, all too late, that Princess Celestia realized the treachery that thrived in her royal court.
~~~
FLASH… KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Nexus and the rest of the Children of Nightmare appeared in the center of Ponyville, their arrival announced with a flash of light and a rumbling sound of thunder. It was a thunder that woke everypony in the town from their sleep, many moving outside to see where the noise had come from.
“Form a perimeter,” Nexus ordered the ponies around him. “Let none draw near. The spell that will finish our queen’s resurrection has already begun, but it will take time for her to draw in the magic needed.”
The cult members nodded and quickly spread out. The earth ponies and unicorns formed a tight ring around the still-glowing red pillars while the pegasi took to the sky and circled, becoming a threatening air force. Other members of the cult, who had been told to wait in Ponyville, quickly rushed in from the nearby streets and alleyways. They brought with them saddlebags filled with cloaks. All the ponies present quickly donned their uniforms as their eyes turned turquoise.
Night Wind, Gray Gale, and Stonewall, Nexus’s lieutenants, were among those who had been waiting in Ponyville. Joining them was a thin earth pony with a regal blue mane and a gently turned mustache. To the locals, he was known as Horte Cuisine, a waiter at a local restaurant. To the Children of Nightmare, however, he had been the spy at Nyx’s school on the Learn and Play day.
“So, is it really her?” Gray Gale asked, looking at the black filly who was still sedated by Princess Celestia’s spell.
“Yes. While Princess Celestia would doubt this filly’s power, I can see the truth. Our queen lies before us,” Nexus assured, looking skyward. The red glowing columns acted as mystical magnets, drawing in the wild magical energy that lingered in the air. The magic, along with some trails of indigo smoke, began to circle, spin, and spiral down like water in a whirlpool. It all fed into the sleeping Nyx, who began to physically grow and mature. Her vest ripped as her torso grew too large for it to contain, and her glasses fell to the ground and cracked on impact.
“Should we be worried about the villagers?” Stonewall asked. He looked over his shoulder and took note of the crowd of ponies that was growing beyond the perimeter formed by the rest of the cult. The residents of the small community looked on in confusion, fear, and awe.
“Our brothers and sisters will keep the crowd at bay, and Princess Celestia will not be able to follow us quickly enough to interfere,” Spell Nexus assured before smiling down at Nyx, who had already grown much larger. “Look, our queen is already at half the size she should be. We have nothing to fear. Nopony can stop us.”
~~~
Twilight galloped at a full sprint. She had seen the flash of light. She had heard the thunder. Yet the thing that had Twilight worried was the powerful surge of magic she had felt. She didn’t know what was going on, but, for that much magic to be used at one moment, it had to be something very large.
After rounding a corner, Twilight slowed and joined the huge crowd of ponies gathered around the glowing-red stone columns in the center of the town. She jumped a few times, struggling to see past everypony else. She caught glimpses of the ponies near the columns and felt her blood run cold. It was the cult who had ponynapped her.
In a panic, Twilight tried to push her way through the crowd. She didn’t know what the cult was doing in the center of the village, but she knew it was going to be bad. She had to try and stop them. She couldn’t just let them finish whatever spell they were casting. She just had to get through the crowd, she just had to—
A crack of thunder stopped Twilight in her tracks and drew her eyes skyward. Above the town, trails of indigo smoke circled, conducting sparks of fierce blue energy. A second crack of thunder came as a ring of energy spread out through the air, stretching across the night sky like a ripple across a pond.
The ring of energy, however, abruptly stopped and began flowing back. It collapsed into a single tight sphere, taking with it the indigo smoke and other lingering magics that had been floating in the sky. Then, with a third and final crack of thunder, the energy shot down to the ground, striking the center of the spell like lightning.
~~~
Nyx awoke just as the last of the magic fed into her. Her body crackled and tingled with the last traces of energy, and, for a few moments, she was unable to move. Then she was able to feel her heart beating in her chest and the air in her lungs. She was able to stretch her wings, and, slowly, she climbed to her hooves, standing taller than she had ever stood before in her life.
No, that wasn’t quite true. She had been this tall before, though… it had been a long time ago.
Once on her hooves, Nyx looked down at the five ponies that standing near her; they retreated quickly under her gaze. They bowed as low as they could, pressing their noses against the ground in respect. And, as Nyx looked upon them, she began to smile… and then she began to laugh.
She laughed, but it wasn’t the giggle of a filly. It began as a dry chuckle, but grew in volume, becoming loud and haughty. She raised her head, looking at the night sky as her laughter became crazed and maniacal. It rang out, silencing all other sounds across Ponyville.
It was the laughter of somepony who had just realized a cruel and terrible truth.
Nyx finally understood everything. She understood why she woke up in the Everfree Forest when she did. She understood why she had memories of fighting Twilight Sparkle. She understood why she was able to say those lines in that school play so well.
She remembered what she was, who she was.
Nyx turned her gaze away from the night sky and looked across the crowd of ponies that filled the center of Ponyville. They were ponies who had towered over her mere moments before, but were now dwarfed by her stature. She remembered another time when she stood over them, looking upon their sun-loving faces. She recalled how, on the day of the Summer Sun Celebration, they looked upon her with fear.
And now… now they were looking over her with greater fear, for now they knew who she was. It should have made her happy. Inspiring such fear should have filled her with joy. Yet it made her feel… uneasy.
Nyx gave her head a slight shake to banish that small, stray thought. She was enjoying this, she was sure of it. She put on a wicked smile and spoke to the crowd with a voice that was regal, smooth, and threatening.
“My friends, neighbors… subjects, why do you look upon me with such fear?” Nyx asked. “You of all ponies should feel honored! For you will be able to tell your children and your children’s children that it was you who witnessed your queen’s rebirth. That it was you who witnessed her moment of ascension and enlightenment. That it was you who showed her kindness when she was incomplete.”
Nyx took a step forward, moving past the cloaked ponies who bowed to her. She walked into the crowd, and ponies in her way quickly cleared a path, as they should. “Yes, I was among you this entire time, though I was by no means trying to deceive you. No, I truly had no idea who I was, where I was, what was going on. And yet you graciously accepted me into your community. When I take what is rightfully mine, I’ll be sure to remember your kindness… as long as you obey me and give me the respect I deserve.
“There are, however, those who deserve to be mentioned,” Nyx continued as she walked through the silent crowd. “Ponies who deserve special thanks, for, without them, I may not be standing here tonight with my mind clear and power restored. Among those are two very special fillies. Now, I wonder where they could be.
“Ah, there you are, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.”
An entire group of ponies stepped to the side, clearing a path between Nyx and the two young bullies who had tormented her so. She approached them slowly, and her smile grew with each step. She towered over them now, like a giant, and now they cowered in fear.
“Yes, everypony, take a good, long look at these two. When I was but a meek filly, it was they who set me up with a prank. It was they who sent me into the Everfree Forest, and it was there, amongst the trees, that I came across some lingering bits of my magic. It was because of them that I regained my most important memories and regained enough of my power to attract the attention of those who would finish the spell that gave me a life and body of my own.
“So,” Nyx continued, her voice taking on a venomously sweet tone, “you could say that they are directly and fully responsible for me being able to stand among you as I am. For, without that fateful trip, I may have simply stayed a harmless, timid, little filly.”
Nyx leaned down, staring at the two fillies who were now terrified beyond belief of the pony they had once bullied and teased. Nyx, however, wore the gentlest of smiles. “Thank you, you two, from the bottom of my heart, for helping me change from the biggest loser in Ponyville into the mare I was meant to be.”
Nyx stood up and smirked maliciously as several ponies glared at the two fillies with anger and contempt. Oh yes, this was a revenge much sweeter than merely pulling them into a mud pit. Maybe her new subjects would do her a favor and take care of the two eyesores for her.
“N-Nyx? Is that you? Why are you doing this? What’s wrong?”
Nyx froze upon hearing the small voice. Her body became rigid, and her dragon-shaped irises pulsated feverishly with surprise. She turned to its source and saw a single young filly staring up at her. It was Scootaloo, who was looking at her, not with eyes filled with fear, but ones brimming with confusion.
Nyx could not stand to meet Scootaloo’s gaze or speak a direct reply to her question. She could only make a violent turn and stride away as quickly as the crowd could clear a path. It was only after she had distanced herself from Scootaloo that Nyx stopped and cast her head back. “No, I am not your friend… or, more accurately, I am no longer her.”
With those few words spoken, Nyx turned her head forward again, searching for somepony else to focus on. She caught sight of a familiar mulberry-colored pony in the crowd, Cheerilee. Instantly, Nyx’s mind latched onto verbally attacking her, if only to forget that Scootaloo was watching from a distance.
“Hello, Cheerilee, my teacher. Yes, I am no longer Nyx, but I’m sure you could tell all these ponies who I really am. After all, you saw the resemblance just as everypony else did. And was it not you who called me ‘wicked and dastardly’? Was that not why I was perfect for the part in your little spring play?”
Cheerilee shakily took a few steps back, cringing as Nyx’s mystical indigo mane held her chin. It was easy for Nyx to see the fear in Cheerilee’s eyes and how intently she watched her star-field of a mane. Cheerilee feared it as though it were a snake that would strike out at any moment, and Nyx enjoyed the fear in her teacher’s eyes. Her attention, however, was drawn away from Cheerilee when she noticed movement out of the corner of her eye.
She turned away from Cheerilee and approached the pony that was forcing her way through the crowd. The pony was a mare, a purple unicorn, who came to a stop directly in front of Nyx. She looked ragged, was panting, and had a face stained with tears, some fresh while others were long dry.
“Hello, Twilight Sparkle, my savior, my best friend… and the only one I have ever called ‘mother’,” Nyx said coolly. “Are you here to lie to me again? To tell me that I’m not a ‘bitter, vengeance-driven mare’? To tell me that the most obvious answer is wrong even when the proof is right in front of your face?! Are you here to try to comfort me with false words?!
“Or are you here to apologize to me? To beg and grovel at my hooves? To admit that you were wrong to keep me in the dark? Or were you simply so desperate to care for a filly of your own that you didn’t want to believe the truth?”
Twilight couldn’t bring herself to say anything, which made Nyx furrow her brows and grit her teeth.
“Well?!? ANSWER ME!!!” Nyx shouted, anger welling up inside her from the mere sight of Twilight. It should have been pure anger, pure hatred for what Twilight Sparkle had done in the past, but, at the same time, she felt her eyes trying to water. Nyx didn’t know why she suddenly felt like crying, but she forced her eyes to stop. She would not cry in front of the crowd.
She instead waited. She waited for Twilight to say something, but, when no words came, Nyx huffed and glared down at her. “You have nothing to say. Well, that’s fine, because your actions have said enough already. You conspired with Celestia, you let her take me away, and you abandoned the only pony you have ever called a daughter.”
Nyx turned her back to Twilight, her voice cold as ice as she once more forced back the tears trying to form in her eyes. “I suppose that shows how little I meant to you. Well… I don’t need you any more, and I am ashamed that I ever called you my mother.”
Nyx stomped a hoof, stepping away from Twilight. She did not allow herself to look back, forcing her gaze on the cloaked ponies approaching her. From those ponies, one blue unicorn stepped forward and quickly bowed in her presence.
“Our most powerful and majestic queen,” the unicorn of the group said, “Celestia and Luna can be seen in the distance along with a large contingent of the royal guard. It would not be wise to linger here and face the Royal Sisters. You are reborn, but your power may not yet be complete. Let us retreat, so that you can gather your strength. Then, when you are ready, you can bring the princesses beneath your hooves.”
Nyx looked at the unicorn, smiling. Already there were those who were willing to accept her, to regard her with the same respect others had for the Royal Sisters. “I assume you have someplace prepared.”
“Of course, my queen,” the unicorn said with the utmost reverence. “Take us in your magic, and I shall guide you to the fortress we have made ready for your rule.”
Nyx smiled and gave an approving nod to the unicorn. She looked back at the rest of the crowd, raising her voice once more to a deafening volume. “Remember this night well, for it marks the beginning of the end of the old order of Equestria! Treasure the days that come, for they shall be your last! Soon the night shall last forever, and I, Nightmare Moon, shall be Equestria’s one true queen!”
After those final words, Nightmare Moon broke into maniacal laughter, and her mystical mane swirled. The magical aura consumed all the cloaked cult ponies, and, in a single flash, they all disappeared into the night.
Nightmare Moon and the cult left the shocked ponies of Ponyville to stand in utter silence in the wake of their departure. Even the arrival of Princesses Celestia and Luna didn’t ease the dread that was pulsing through the crowd. There would be no soothing their fears, no easing of their concerns. The truth was simple and undeniable.
Nightmare Moon had returned.
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Chapter 11
The Castle of Nightmare
====================
They were too late. Even when they had her in their sights, they were too late. Princess Celestia’s worst fears had come true. Nyx had become Nightmare Moon, and she had been the one to deliver her to those who would complete the transformation.
While Princess Luna lingered in Ponyville to find out more about what had happened, Celestia went straight back to Canterlot. Upon arriving at the palace, she ordered for her generals to be summoned. She didn’t care if they needed to be roused from their beds or pulled from their spouses. Celestia needed to speak with them immediately and was making rare use of her royal rank to ensure it happened.
The royal guard took to the princess’s orders, and, within minutes, some of the most trusted members of the guard were racing to fetch the generals. This left Celestia with a moment to herself, and she spent it sitting on her throne. She needed some time to rest, some time to think.
Princess Celestia began scrutinizing every recent memory she had of Spell Nexus. Surely there had to have been a clue. Surely there had to have been a sign of his treachery, yet she could not remember a single instance of doubt. Spell Nexus betraying her would be like Twilight Sparkle betraying her; it just didn’t seem possible.
Yet that impossibility had become a reality. Spell Nexus had betrayed her, but, before Princess Celestia could try to figure out why, she was drawn from her thoughts. The doors to the throne room opened, and Celestia couldn’t help but look to see who had entered the room. She didn’t think her generals could have arrived so quickly, and they hadn’t. The pony that was now striding across the room, moving with purpose in each step, was her sister, Luna.
Celestia rose from the throne and walked to meet her. “Luna, I’m surprised you were able to return so quickly. Have you already finished interviewing the residents of Ponyville?”
Luna did not reciprocate the warm welcome her sister offered. She instead glared at Celestia with hard eyes and a deep frown. “I delegated the task to a number of guards, because there is only one pony I want to talk to at the moment: You. What have you been hiding from me?”
Celestia winced under the sharpness of Luna’s tone. She quickly realized the conversation she and her sister were about to have wasn’t going to be one of their better ones. Still, she maintained her composure. “I don’t know what you mean, sister.”
“Do not speak as if you are ignorant, Celestia!” Luna snapped, her words dripping with anger. “You know something about what just transpired in Ponyville and of the strange mare that was seen there. Now, I shall only ask once more: What have you been hiding from me?”
Celestia turned away from her sister, unable to look her in the eyes as she began to recount the truth. “Just after the end of winter, a cult ponynapped my personal student, Twilight Sparkle, as part of an elaborate spell that would have done the unthinkable. I am happy to say that Twilight suffered nothing worse than a small cut on her leg and some rope burns. The spell in question, however, was designed to take the shreds left behind when you were saved by the Elements of Harmony and…”
“And do what?” Luna pressed.
“The spell would have taken those shreds, the lingering magic and echoes of the mare you used to be… and used them to give Nightmare Moon her own body.”
“Give Nightmare Moon her own body?” Luna echoed in disbelief, shaking her head firmly. “No, such a thing is not possible. I was Nightmare Moon; she cannot exist without me. She is what I became when I stole magic to make myself more powerful, and she was destroyed by the Elements of Harmony.”
Princess Celestia shook her head. “Not destroyed, Luna. The Elements of Harmony are not a force of destruction. They could only separate you from the power and jealousy that once possessed you. They peeled Nightmare Moon off of you and left behind the tattered shreds like discarded fruit peels.”
“But how could that be enough to reform Nightmare Moon?” Luna asked, her rage growing more intense as it was fueled by her confusion. “There is more to a mare, to a life, than power and emotions.”
“I do not claim to fully understand it,” Celestia said, “but you know how magic works just as well as I do. Truly pure magic is a rare thing. Any magic from any pony can carry with it an echo of its owner. It is why some spells are stronger when driven by emotions like anger or happiness. It is why no two unicorns have the same magic. Magic and the soul are very closely tied.
“And, because of this,” Celestia continued as she shifted on her hooves, “I can only assume that an echo of the mare you used to be, an echo of Nightmare Moon, lingered in the shreds that the Elements of Harmony left behind. That was what the resurrection spell was meant to target. It was supposed to distill, reform, and strengthen that echo, so that it would be able to create a new body for Nightmare Moon.”
Luna shook her head firmly. “No, that can’t have been enough. A body could be formed of such magic, and perhaps a mind, but that would not be enough. For Nightmare Moon to exist once more, she would need to possess her own—”
“It doesn’t matter anymore,” Celestia interrupted before she turned back to face Luna. “The simple truth we must deal with is that Nightmare Moon has returned, and we must stand against her.”
“It does matter, Celestia!” Luna snapped. She strode up to her sister and did her best to look her straight in the eye, despite the discrepancy in their heights. “You say that all of this happened just after winter, at the cusp of spring and I must ask why? Why am I only told about this now?”
“I… I didn’t want to burden you with this knowledge,” Celestia answered with a caring tone. “I was going to handle it, and you already had enough to deal with. I just felt—”
Luna grunted in rage and stomped away from her sister. “I am not a filly to be foalsat anymore, Celestia! I do not need you to handle or deal with things for me, and I do not need you shielding me! I have learned much of the modern Equestria. I can speak the modern tongue and have retaken my royal duties.”
“But Luna—” Celestia tried to interrupt, but Luna stomped her hoof and forced Celestia back into silence.
“No! If the threat to Equestria is Nightmare Moon, then I should have been told. I was Nightmare Moon! Everything that mare did was my fault! If, somehow, somepony were to bring that… that… bring her back, then it’s my fault for being her in the first place!”
“Luna, stop it! You aren’t responsi—”
“Yes I am!” Luna bellowed. Her starry cloud of a mane was pulsing violently, like enraged waves on a storm-torn ocean. “And, even if I weren’t, you still should have told me about this before it became such a threat! When were you going to tell me?”
“Sister, please—”
“When, Celestia?!” Luna pressed through gritted teeth.
Celestia opened her mouth to answer, but, after a few moments, she shut her mouth again. She was unable to say anything. She had no words, and, from that silence, Luna got her answer. “You weren’t! You weren’t going to tell me anything, ever! You were hoping to keep this whole thing a secret!”
“I was only trying to protect you,” Celestia said, trying to defend herself. “I was just trying to keep you from having to—”
“Keep me from what?! Keep me from taking responsibility for my past? Keep me from doing what I can for the sake of our kingdom, for our ponies?! Nightmare Moon, either as what I was or what she is now, is my responsibility! You should have told me about this from the very beginning!”
Luna brought her hooves up and stomped them on the ground in an attempt to vent some of the rage boiling inside her. “If anything, the fact that she and I were once one and the same makes me more qualified to deal with this situation than you. At the very least, had our roles been reversed, I would have told you the truth.”
“I know,” Celestia admitted, “and perhaps you are a better mare than me in that regard. But, sister, you’ve had enough to deal with. You’ve been working yourself to the bone. You perform your duties at night and spend the rest of your waking hours trying to catch up with all that has happened during your banishment. I didn’t want to burden you any further.”
“But it was my burden to bear, Celestia, and we may have been able to avoid this entire situation if you had told me in the first place.” Luna sucked in a deep breath and let out a ragged, irritated sigh. “You and I, however, cannot change the past nor deny the present. Nightmare Moon is now a mare of her own, and all we can do now is try and stop whatever schemes she has formed. We should send word to your student and her friends. I imagine we will need them to wield the Elements of Harmony once more.”
Celestia tensed and shifted her gaze away from Luna. “We… may not be able to rely on the Elements of Harmony.”
Luna furrowed her eyebrows, sensing that there was still more she hadn’t been told. “Why not?”
“Do you remember Twilight’s cousin, Nyx? The one who played Nightmare Moon during the children’s play at the last Spring Festival?”
Luna’s eyebrows shifted, one becoming arched as her rage took a back seat to confusion. “Of course. Why do you ask?”
“That filly is not Twilight’s cousin, nor is she even related to Twilight by any familial connection. In fact, she had never been seen before her arrival in Ponyville a few days after Twilight was rescued.”
Luna needed a moment to take in the information. When she realized why Celestia would suddenly bring up Nyx, her jaw dropped, and her eyes widened in disbelief. “That filly? You don’t mean to tell me that—”
“Yes,” Celestia confirmed, “the filly known as Nyx was the incomplete product of the original resurrection spell. This evening the cult got their hooves on her, and they were able to finish the spell they started. In truth, Nyx was always Nightmare Moon, but tonight the cult returned to her all the memories and powers she once possessed.”
“But how did the cult get a hold of her?” Luna asked. “I spoke with a few ponies in Ponyville before departing. They said that the cult appeared and Nightmare Moon rose up from the center of the spell. Nopony witnessed someone being taken into the ritual, and wouldn’t Twilight have sent a letter if she feared Nyx was missing?”
“No, she wouldn’t have,” Celestia admitted with a whisper.
“Why not?”
Celestia swallowed as she struggled to find the strength to admit her own mistake. “Be… because I was the one that took Nyx. I was the one who delivered her into the hooves of that cult.”
Luna was struck silent. She strode up beside her sister, expecting the punchline to what could only be a cruel joke. Yet, the expression on Celestia’s face made it clear she was telling the truth. Luna couldn’t help but stumble over her words in disbelief. “Celestia… why? Why would you do that?”
“For some time now, I have feared that Nyx was Nightmare Moon,” Celestia confessed. “At a school function, she was able to turn another pony into a tree and displayed other magic well beyond unicorns her age. My dreams became tormented with images of her growing into the mare you used to be and threatening everypony I care about.
“I had to be sure she wasn’t a threat,” Celestia said, trying to defend her actions with words she didn’t believe anymore. “I had to know what I was dealing with, so I could act before Nyx could become a danger to Equestria, to Twilight, or to you. So, I spoke with Spell Nexus, and he promised a spell that would allow me to glimpse Nyx’s soul. It was supposed to let me see for myself if she was a danger.”
Celestia growled, and tossed her head. “But, of course, it would seem the greatest threat came not from Nyx but from the headmaster of my own school. Spell Nexus… How could he be involved in this? He was attacked at the beginning of last fall. His home was ransacked for the shreds of Nightmare Moon. The thieves beat him so badly that he had to be hospitalized for weeks. He showed no signs of treachery.
“He was once my student!” Celestia bellowed, punctuating her words with a stomp. “Why would he betray me?!”
“I do not know, Celestia, but there is a far more pressing question you are avoiding,” Luna said firmly, steering the conversation back to the matters at hoof. “The question I’ve asked, the one that you have yet to answer, is why we cannot rely on the Elements of Harmony.”
“Because I dare not ask a mother to strike down her own daughter!” Celestia shouted, directing her anger with Nexus not only at Luna, but also at herself. “Not when I tore that daughter away.”
“Mother… daughter? Celestia, you do not mean to tell me…”
“I do. I speak of Twilight and Nyx. Since the end of winter my student has been caring for Nyx. From what Twilight told me, it began innocently enough. Like me, she feared that Nyx was Nightmare Moon, but she did not want to risk an innocent filly being unjustly banished to the moon. Thus, until she could be certain of Nyx’s origins, Twilight kept her a secret.
“Yet, over the months they spent together, Twilight Sparkle grew to be more than just a caretaker. She…” Celestia struggled with her words. “She came to care for Nyx like a daughter. She became her adoptive mother.”
Luna’s face contorted into a horrified expression. “And is that why we cannot rely on the Elements of Harmony?! Because you stole Nyx away from Twilight?! Celestia, it’s one thing to keep this a secret from me, but what could have possessed you to… do you realize that—”
“I am fully aware of what I’ve done!” Celestia bellowed, cutting off Luna’s accusation.
“No, I don’t think you are!” Luna yelled back, raising her voice to match Celestia’s. “Don’t you think Twilight would have noticed if Nyx acted like the mare I used to be? Don’t you think she would have sent you a letter if she feared something was wrong? You once told me you trusted Twilight completely. Why would you doubt her NOW?”
“I could not stand by and wait for Nightmare Moon to—”
“Yes, you could have!” Luna shouted back, her voice booming. “If Nyx was going to become Nightmare Moon, there would have been warnings, signs. She wouldn’t have just transformed overnight. Why did you act before there was an actual threat? You realize that it’s your fault this happened, don’t you? It’s your fault Nightmare Moon—”
“I know!” Celestia shouted, her composure breaking like a frail twig. “Do you actually think for a moment that I wanted to do any of this?! To cause my dear student such pain?! I do not need to be told the heinous nature of my actions!
“But I could not wait for Nyx to become Nightmare Moon!” Celestia said with a flare of her wings. “I could not wait until that witch was standing on our doorstep with half of Equestria destroyed in her wake! I had to act preemptively. I had to be able to prepare, to get ready, so that if Nyx did change into Nightmare Moon, I would be ready to stop her before anypony got hurt.”
“But why?!” Luna demanded. “Why couldn’t you wait?! Why did you feel you had to act?!”
“Because the last time I waited, I lost you for a thousand years!” Celestia screamed.
The fire of Luna’s anger cooled under the weight of those words, and she couldn’t look away as Celestia crumbled in front of her like a sand castle being eroded by the ocean’s waves. Celesta’s wings fell limp, and she hung her head so low her nose almost touched the floor. Tears began to stream from her eyes, forced out by the guilt, fear, and pain welling up inside of her.
“The last time I waited,” Celestia said quietly, “the last time I decided to just wait and see if things would get better or worse was when you were showing the first signs of your jealousy. I thought, I hoped, you would get through it. I thought that surely the ponies of Equestria would appreciate your night as I did. I decided to wait, to let things work themselves out… We both know how successful that was.
“So condemn me for what I’ve done, Luna; it’s no less than I deserve,” Celestia said. She raised her head to meet Luna’s gaze as tears continued to flow down her face. “I stole a daughter from her mother because I feared the monster she could become, and, in the process, I hurt my dearest student, Twilight. Even worse, because of my actions, my fears have become reality.
“I, however, couldn’t just sit by and wait. I couldn’t give Nightmare Moon the chance to cast her dark shadow over Equestria once more. I couldn’t let her hurt Twilight. I couldn’t let her hurt you. I just… couldn't stand by and hope that things would work out… Not again….”
“Sister,” Luna said. Her voice had a kind tone for the first time since the conversation had begun. Celestia, however, shied away from the comfort. She turned and walked slowly back to her throne, doing her best to magically dry her eyes.
“But I can’t think about that now. I have to focus on the threat Nightmare Moon poses. I must be ready to stand against her.”
“Not ‘I’, sister, ‘we’,” Luna corrected. She moved beside Celestia as a reassuring smile spread onto her lips. “Just as Nightmare Moon threatens me, she threatens you, and I’m not going to let her hurt my elder sister. We’ll work together, we’ll find her, and, if she won’t listen to reason, we’ll do what is necessary to protect Equestria.”
Celestia smiled, nodded, and leaned into Luna. “Thank you, sister. I don’t think I could face this if you weren’t beside me.”
“That’s what sisters are for.”
~~~
Nightmare Moon stood in an elegant hall, taking in its finely-crafted beauty. Regal black marble columns flanked either side of the hall and rose to support a high, arched ceiling. Rich purple curtains were draped from the columns, and torch holders glowed with white, magical gems. The finest detail of the room, however, was the ceiling. It was encrusted with diamonds, using the precious gems as stars in a mural of the nighttime sky. One gem in particular, which looked to be as big as Nightmare Moon’s head, had been used to mimic the full moon in all its glory.
“Does it please you, my Queen?” Spell Nexus asked with a respectful bow.
“It does,” Nightmare Moon replied as she moved toward her new throne. It had rich night-blue cushions and a frame made of rare black oak. Nightmare Moon couldn’t help but admire its every detail as she settled into it. She fluttered her wings, and a contented smile formed as she looked across the room. It was her throne room, and it existed only to compliment her own elegant beauty.
“You have done well, Spell Nexus,” Nightmare Moon said, “but I am curious. How did you manage to construct such a grand room in secrecy?
“It is not just this room, my Queen, but a whole castle,” Nexus replied. He rose from his bow and approached the throne. “We found an unexpected ally in a clan of wild mutts known as the Diamond Dogs. They were a more than willing workforce once we promised to assist them in their search for precious gemstones.
“They dug out this entire cavern, and then assisted in the construction of the castle,” Spell Nexus continued. “Once you have defeated Celestia and Luna, there are but a few dozen feet of rock separating this castle from the world above. Should you wish, it would be trivial for you to raise the castle to the surface. It would be a grand proclamation of your new place as Equestria’s ruler.”
Nightmare Moon’s smile widened, and she pictured her castle rising up and casting a harsh shadow across the land. Yes, it was a good thought, but one she would save for later. She could not raise the castle before defeating the Royal Sisters, and her curiosity was not yet sated.
“Tell me, why were the Diamond Dogs willing to put forth so much effort for the gemstones?”
“I do not know, Your Majesty,” Spell Nexus answered. “We never questioned why the Diamond Dogs wanted the gems. Perhaps they are like dragons and eat them. Or perhaps they just like to roll around in piles of gemstones as hogs roll in mud. In the end, does the reason really matter? The important thing was that they were a strong, fast, and willing workforce.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes flashed, her curiosity fed by Spell Nexus’s words. What did the Diamond Dogs do with the gems? Was Nexus right? Did they use them as a source of food or did they, in fact, roll around in them? But wouldn’t rolling around in gemstones hurt? Perhaps they had thick skin, or maybe they used the gems in another way. Perhaps they used them to make clothes or used them as a source of currency.
There were simply too many questions, and Nightmare Moon would have at least some of them answered. “Spell Nexus, I want to see the leader of the Diamond Dogs or whichever of them you brokered this deal with.”
Nexus looked up at Nightmare Moon with equal parts concern and confusion. “Forgive me, Your Highness, but part of our agreement with the Diamond Dogs was that, at the conclusion of the deal, they would migrate much further into their tunnels. We could not risk them interfering with our work.”
A frown formed on Nightmare Moon’s lips. She hated it when she couldn’t find the answer to a question. Her insatiable curiosity was her vice. It was why she loved to sit in Cheerilee’s classroom every day when she was in school. Oh, how she found such joy in learning new things from the mulberry pony who—
Nightmare Moon shut her eyes and seized control of her mind before it could wander further. She could not think of those memories anymore. She was a queen, and Cheerilee was no longer her teacher. Cheerilee, like everypony else, was just a subject that needed to be brought into line, nothing more.
“I see,” Nightmare Moon said as she turned her gaze back to Spell Nexus. “That is unfortunate. Still, if a Diamond Dog is found, have him brought to me. There are some questions I would like answered.”
“As you wish, Your Majesty,” Spell Nexus said with another bow. “Now, your Highness, please allow me to show you the rest of your new castle.”
~~~
Nightmare Moon followed behind Nexus as he gave her a grand tour of her new home. The castle was beautiful, every bit as regal as Canterlot Palace. Yet, Nightmare Moon found herself questioning some of the decorations. Around almost every corner there was a mural or statue depicting her.
The quantity alone would have been creepy, but there was also an unnerving, constant theme in how she was being portrayed. While each mural and statue was unique, each was made up of dark, threatening visuals. One had her standing over the battle-broken bodies of Celestia and Luna. Another had her casting a dark shadow over cowering ponies. They were all images of the future Equestria could look forward to, and it left a strange feeling in the pit of Nightmare Moon’s stomach.
“And here is the royal library,” Nexus announced, drawing Nightmare Moon’s attention away from the castle decorations as the pair entered the grand, bookcase-lined room. “Please forgive the lack of books on the shelves. We built it to house the collection from the Canterlot Palace. Once you have taken your place as Equestria’s true queen, we intend to move the collection from there to here, should you wish to continue using this castle as your palace.”
Nightmare Moon nodded and let her gaze drift across the mostly empty shelves. The room was just as impressive as the rest of the castle. The towering bookshelves dominated the walls, and the entire room was wrapped in a cool, dark color scheme. Yet, she found one aspect of the decor unappealing. There was a painting above the library’s fireplace which showed her standing over the charred, blackened ruins of Canterlot.
Why did every painting, mural, and statue in her castle have to make her look like she was leading an army from Tartarus?
Deciding she would leave that thought for another time, Nightmare Moon strolled around the room. She noticed a few pegasus ponies fluttering about, putting away some of books that had been gathered. Like all the other servants and guards she had seen, the pegasi possessed something that drew her curiosity.
“Why do all of you have eyes like mine, Nexus?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“It is your blessing, my Queen,” Nexus replied, swelling with pride. “As you may know, I was once the headmaster of Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. Upon your initial defeat, Celestia tasked me with studying your shredded remains. It was upon examining those shreds that I became enlightened to your wisdom and power.
“It was on that same day my eyes turned the turquoise color you see now, and it became a sign of the order. I bestow the gift of these eyes upon each pony who joins the Children of Nightmare when they pledge their service to you.”
Nightmare Moon nodded, turning her attention back to the shelves as she perused the few books in the library’s existing collection. She didn’t recognize most of the titles, but one book did catch her eye. Coming to a stop, she used her magic to remove the book from the shelf. She gently cracked it open and flipped it to the title page. Grand Tales of Equestria.
***
“And, with that final buck, the wolves were driven from the town,” Twilight said, looking up from the book she was reading aloud. “And the ponies rejoiced. They had once again been saved by the only mare among them brave enough to stay out at night, the village’s own black-coated guardian: Nyx of the Night.”
“Did you really name me after her?!” Nyx asked in disbelief. She squirmed deeper under the covers of her bed and rested her head on the pillow as Twilight shut the book that had been the source of the evening’s bedtime story.
Twilight laughed and set the book down. “Yes, though I’ll admit it was mostly because she has a black coat like yours.”
“Do… do you think I could be as brave as she was someday?” Nyx asked.
“Of course,” Twilight answered with a smile. “Being brave isn’t like a special talent; you just have to be able to stand up against the things that scare you.”
“Have you ever had to stand up to something really scary?”
Twilight nodded. “I have. This one time, my friends and I had to go convince a dragon to leave his cave and go someplace else.”
Nyx’s eyes went wide. “Really!?”
“Oh yes. He was taking a nap in the nearby mountains, and his snoring was throwing all of this black smoke into the air. So, Princess Celestia asked—” Twilight stopped her story, smiled knowingly, and looked at Nyx before playfully tapping her on the nose. “Hey, you just got a bedtime story. You don’t need another.”
“Awwwww,” Nyx complained, “but what about the dragon?”
“I promise I’ll tell you the story tomorrow night,” Twilight assured before she gently kissed Nyx on the forehead. “Now, go to sleep.”
“Okay,” Nyx replied with a yawn, letting her eyes slide shut.
***
“Your Majesty?”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, snapping the book shut and replacing it on the shelf before looking to Spell Nexus. “My apologies, I can get caught up in my reading.”
“No apologies necessary, my Queen. This is, after all, your library,” Nexus replied. “Though there is still much of the castle left to see.”
~~~
“Here we have the guard barracks, where we train those new to the order to defend this castle. The word of your return is spreading. Those I have sent out to recruit new ponies to our cause are finding several eager to get on good terms with you. It would seem not all of Equestria is foalish enough to stand against you.”
Nightmare Moon didn’t offer any reply as she watched the soldiers. They were standing in a line, each one taking turns attacking a set of training dummies under the watchful eye of their trainer. What drew Nightmare Moon’s eye, however, were the dummies themselves, which bore a striking resemblance to a certain set of mares.
“Why do the training dummies look like Twilight Sparkle and her friends?”
“Because it is they who are the greatest threat to you, my Queen,” Nexus explained. “It was they who defeated you, and we shall not let them have the opportunity to do so again. Should they get the idea in their heads to attempt to bring their unified power against you once more, they will be dealt with immediately.”
Nexus’s words were punctuated as a guard attacked a training dummy that looked like Twilight Sparkle and, with a single swift motion, beheaded it. The cotton-stuffed head bounced on the ground and rolled to Nightmare Moon’s hooves. She stared at it and then spoke with a firm tone. “No.”
“My Queen?”
“Should the Bearers of the Elements of Harmony come to the castle, they are not to be harmed. The Elements of Harmony themselves are to be taken from them for safe keeping. Then, Twilight Sparkle is to be brought directly to me and the rest of her friends are to be locked in the dungeon. I will then decide how I want to punish them for standing against me.”
“Of course,” Nexus replied with an approving, devilish smile. “I can fully understand your desire to punish them with your own hooves.”
Nightmare Moon turned her back on the training dummies and began to walk towards the door. “Good, and I want one of the Twilight Sparkle training dummies brought to my bed chamber. It is to be intact.”
“It will be there before the end of the tour,” Spell Nexus assured, choosing not to question his queen’s wishes.
~~~
“The dining hall is, of course, spacious enough for any sort of event, should you ever be interested in holding a gala or other such frivolity,” Nexus explained as the pair walked alongside the long, regal table that dominated the center of the dining room. It was made of softly-colored brown oak, covered in a night-blue table cloth, and decorated with sterling silver candelabra, each holding three candles.
“You’ll also be happy to know we already have employed a royal chef who is eager to tickle your taste buds with some of his deserts,” Nexus said happily. He motioned to a unicorn standing in the corner of the room. That unicorn quickly galloped forward and levitated a tray in front of Nightmare Moon. It was filled to the brim with chocolate cupcakes that had been expertly decorated with a thick swirl of purple and a single curl of white chocolate set delicately on top.
***
“Seriously, who would have thought making cupcakes would be so hard?” Scootaloo grumbled. The four Cutie Mark Crusaders were standing in the middle of a kitchen, which was covered in the messy aftermath of their baking endeavors.
“I told you,” Apple Bloom said. “I told you it wasn’t easy.”
“So girls, how are things going?” Pinkie Pie chirped, sticking her head into the kitchen.
“Not so good,” Sweetie Belle admitted.
“Please don’t be mad about the mess,” Nyx begged.
“Oh, girls, I’m not mad! You should have seen the mess I made of the bakery when I first started working for the Cakes. After all, my special talent is throwing parties, not baking,” Pinkie Pie reassured them. “Now, why don’t we get this place cleaned up? Then I’ll show you how to make cupcakes one more time.”
The faces of the four fillies lit up with smiles, and they eagerly helped clean the mess. Then, under Pinkie Pie’s close supervision and unending enthusiasm, each filly managed to make a batch of cupcakes that was not only edible, but good tasting. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle made vanilla cupcakes with apple and chocolate frosting respectively.
Scootaloo and Nyx, on the other hoof, had made chocolate cupcakes. Nyx’s were frosted with a simple vanilla frosting, but Scootaloo tried to frost hers so each one would have a rainbow on it. Unfortunately, she had not been able to keep the colors separated. They had mixed and swirled together into make a dark purple frosting. Scootaloo was disappointed, but, in the end, the cupcakes still tasted good, and that was what mattered.
***
“My Queen, do the cupcakes displease you?” Nexus asked, noticing Nightmare Moon had once more fallen silent.
“No,” she replied, using magic to gently nudge the tray away. “I am just not hungry at the moment. Have some delivered to my chamber. I will taste them later.”
The chef nodded, galloping off to place the best of his desserts in the bedchamber. At the same time, Nexus showed Nightmare Moon into the kitchen to prove it was capable of handling any and all requests she could make of it or its staff.
~~~
The high spirits Nightmare Moon had been in when she first arrived at her castle had faded. Each room Spell Nexus showed her dredged up unwanted memories and desires. She was no longer a weak, cowardly filly; she was no longer Nyx. Still, the months she spent as a filly would not give her any peace, and it was putting her in a foul mood.
Despite the small headache chewing on the front of her brain, Nightmare Moon continued to follow Spell Nexus. Thankfully, he had taken notice of her degrading mood, and had rushed through the tail end of the castle tour. They were just about to enter the last room on the tour.
The moment the door to the chamber opened, a tingling sensation washed over Nightmare Moon. Magic, very powerful magic, was being performed within. It wasn’t anything on the scale of the spell that had given her a body of her own, but the power was still respectable.
“Spell Nexus, what sort of sorcery is being performed in here?” Nightmare Moon asked. They walked into the room, and her mood began to lift.
“Research, my Queen,” Spell Nexus answered with a smile, waving his hoof across the room. “Welcome to the research laboratory.”
Nightmare Moon eagerly looked across the lab. A number of desks and tables were set about the space. At each station a unicorn worked, twisting and bending magical energy. Some seemed to be just casting spells, while others were working with different baubles, trinkets, and equipment. Along with the unicorns, a number of pegasi and earth ponies were assisting the researchers by taking notes and fetching materials.
“Everything,” Nightmare Moon quietly muttered with a faint smile, “tell me everything about the work being done here.”
Spell Nexus gave an uneasy smile. He was glad that this room seemed to please his queen, but the curiosity she displayed was far more intense than he would have expected. Still, he nodded and quickly led her about the room.
The first research station they approached was by far the largest. A series of lamps had been mounted above the table, half of them shining with a bright yellow light, while the other half had a pale, bluish-white glow. On the table itself, beneath the lamps, several different kinds of plants had been organized into neat rows. A single black barrier ran down the middle of the table, ensuring the plants under the yellow lights were separated from the plants under the blue lights.
“What is this?” Nightmare Moon asked, looking between the two batches of plants.
“Here we are testing our latest batch of plants that can grow under eternal moonlight. We initially focused this research on agricultural plants such as grains, fruits, and vegetables. Those plants were finished some time ago, and we’re ready to begin replanting Equestria’s fields, gardens, and orchards with the new plant breeds.”
“Then what are you currently developing?” Nightmare Moon asked as she inspected the plants more closely.
“More frivolous plants such as flowers, grasses, and less productive species of trees,” Nexus answered. “Some of the researchers made the point that Equestria would be far less picturesque without its many forests, plains, and flowered towns. I was inclined to agree with them, but I, of course, asked them to focus on flowers that compliment your beautiful night before proceeding onto other species.”
Nightmare Moon gave a satisfied nod and followed Nexus. Each station held some bit of magic meant to make the eternal night possible, which also meant she was getting abruptly acquainted with the natural effects of never having any sunlight. The withering plants, the creeping cold, these were the things the Children of Nightmare were working to solve. Yet, her gut began to twist with guilt. During the Summer Sun Celebration, she had plunged Equestria into eternal night without considering any of these ramifications.
What was she thinking back then? Why did she not realize what the eternal night meant? Ponies would have seen her sky, but they would not have survived for much longer after that. Nightmare Moon tried to remember why she hadn’t considered the consequences of her actions, but found she could not. It was like a piece of her memories was missing, the memories surrounding her motivations. She knew she had those motivations; she knew what they were. Yet, when she tried to remember them directly, what they felt like and why they had driven her, it was like she was grasping at nothing.
“My Queen?”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, realizing she had zoned out once more. She turned to Spell Nexus, who was looking at her curiously. “Yes?”
“I’m sorry, I was wondering if you had any questions for the research team.”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, turning towards the door. “No, Nexus, I do not have any questions for them. They have been doing good work, and I’m pleased to see you have endeavored to make Equestria a paradise of the eternal night.”
Spell Nexus smiled before he and the whole research team bowed. “You honor us with your kind words.”
Nightmare Moon huffed, fluttering her wings. “Just make sure, that once I have unseated Celestia and Luna from Equestria’s throne, that you do not waste time transforming Equestria. I will not have this country become a frozen wasteland.”
“I assure you, my Queen, we will work with all haste to make Equestria a paradise worthy of your rule.”
“Good,” Nightmare Moon stated flatly. “Now, I am tired and wish to rest.”
“Then I’ll escort you to your private chambers without delay,” Spell Nexus said eagerly before leading Nightmare Moon back into the hallway.
~~~
“And here are your private chambers, my Queen,” Nexus said, his horn opening the large, elegant door. “You will find a pair of guards stationed outside at all hours, should you ever need any assistance. We only used the finest furniture, and I picked out the decorations myself. Does it please you?”
“Yes,” Nightmare Moon replied, though she had barely even looked at the room before she stepped inside.
“I am honored to hear you say that, my Queen. Now, you are undoubtedly tired. I will leave you to rest, and, when you are ready to begin the campaign to seize Equestria, simply have one of the guards come find me.”
“I will,” Nightmare Moon replied flatly. She turned and watched Nexus bow one final time before leaving. He pulled the door shut behind him, and, only then, did Nightmare Moon take in the atmosphere and furnishings of the room. Like the rest of the castle, it was decorated in a nighttime theme, with dark blues and purples accented by moons and stars. A perfectly circular bed sat in the center of the room. It was easily large enough to fit her comfortably, and it rested beneath an intricate fresco of the moon on the ceiling.
With only mild interest, Nightmare Moon circled the room once and examined all of the new furniture. There was a fireplace, a vanity mirror, a set of dressers, a few tables, a bookcase, a door to a small exterior balcony, and a writing desk. It was everything somepony would need to enjoy a quiet night in their bedroom, and, as Nexus said, it was all the finest furniture.
It, however, did little to improve Nightmare Moon’s mood. She finished examining the rest of the room and turned her attention back to the bed. There, resting on the soft looking blanket, were the two items she had requested during the day: a tray of carefully decorated cupcakes and the training dummy that resembled Twilight Sparkle.
Focusing on the desserts first, Nightmare Moon gently lifted and removed the paper from one of the cupcakes. She took a single, gingerly bite and smiled at the flavor. It was good. It was moist, smooth and it tasted so much like the cupcakes Pinkie Pie—
The cupcake hit the door a moment later, thrown across the room by Nightmare Moon’s magic. It bounced off the door, crumbled to pieces, and fell to the floor as some of its frosting clung to its point of impact. Nightmare Moon then took up the tray and slammed it, along with all the remaining cupcakes, against the door. She pressed down hard, using it to flatten each one of the frosted desserts for several seconds before she released her magic.
The tray stuck to the door for a moment, but then fell free to reveal the results of Nightmare Moon’s anger, the squished mess of cupcake crumbs and frosting. With the tray no longer holding it up, the gooey mess began to slide down the door. It left a smear of frosting in its wake and only came to a stop once it had reached the floor.
The next thing to fall under Nightmare Moon’s hateful gaze was the training dummy of Twilight Sparkle. She lifted it with her magical mane and held it in front of her face. At first, her grip was careful, gentle, but then she began to squeeze tightly around the dummy’s neck.
Nightmare Moon stood there for several seconds, strangling the lifeless doll. She then threw it on the ground and began stomping. Again and again she lifted her body up and brought her forehooves down on the Twilight dummy. Only when it was leaking cotton from a number of holes and a leg was about to fall off did Nightmare Moon cease her assault.
As a final insult to the doll and the pony it resembled, Nightmare Moon hurled the dummy across the room. It bounced off the floor and ended up disappearing into the space beneath the writing desk, where Nightmare Moon chose to leave it. She stomped over to the balcony door, threw it open, and stepped outside to look at the exterior of her castle and the cavern it was contained in.
She would be Equestria’s queen, she would overthrow Celestia and Luna, and she… she would make Twilight Sparkle pay.
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Chapter 12
Mother of a Nightmare
===================
“Ah can’t believe Nyx turned out to be Nightmare Moon. It… it makes just about as much sense as a blue apple,” Applejack commented.
“I can’t believe you were in on it the whole time and didn’t tell us!” Rainbow Dash snapped, pointing an accusing hoof at Rarity.
Rarity sat up defensively. “Do not take that tone with me, Rainbow Dash! Twilight made me promise not to tell. What was I supposed to do, betray her trust? We didn’t think Nyx was capable of this, and you're not the one bearing the brunt of what’s happened.” Her tone softened, and she looked to the library staircase. “Twilight… she is just devastated. She’s been crying her eyes out since Nightmare Moon disappeared. I had to carry the poor thing all the way back here and put her to bed.”
“Do you think she will be all right?” Fluttershy asked.
“I… I don’t know,” Rarity admitted. “She’s taking what happened very hard.”
“I’d be more surprised if she didn’t. She loved that little filly like she was her own,” Applejack pointed out.
“I’d try to cheer her up, but the only way I know how to cheer up ponies is with parties, and Twilight doesn’t need a party right now…” Pinkie Pie said, her voice lacking much of its usual enthusiasm.
“No, she doesn't,” Rarity agreed. “Right now, Twilight just needs some time. But I'm sure she'll be back on her hooves soon.”
“She'd better!” Rainbow Dash growled as she hovered above her friends’ heads. “Nightmare Moon is alive! That means we need to stop her again, and we can’t use the Elements of Harmony without Twilight!”
“Rainbow! Ssshh, She’ll hear you!” Applejack scolded. Still, even when the friends resumed speaking in hushed voices, their discussion echoed through the quiet tree house. Their words bounced up the stairs, reaching both the bedroom and Twilight’s ears.
Twilight was lying on top of her bed. Her eyes were puffy and red, and a portion of her pillow was soaked with tears. She was hugging a ripped purple vest, a bent headband, and a pair of cracked glasses to her chest and staring at the distant moon through the window. Those three items were all that had been left in the center of Ponyville after Nyx became Nightmare Moon, all that Twilight had left of her. They, however, offered her no comfort.
Twilight knew why she had done it, why she had been willing to let Celestia take Nyx away, and the truth was tearing her up like a parasprite in a basket of apples. Princess Celestia was her mentor. Some would argue she treated the princess like a second mother, considering how close they had gotten while she was at school.
And when one of the ponies you trust most in the world, a pony who always seems to be right, tells you that the filly you’re caring for needs to be taken away, you want to agree. Twilight had tried to argue, but Princess Celestia didn’t waver. It was like she was trying to move the sun itself. It was an impossible task.
So part of Twilight submitted. A part of her agreed with what Princess Celestia was saying. The logical part of her brain conceded, even though other parts of her were screaming for her to keep up the fight. She shut down from the mental conflict; she became shell-shocked.
Then Nyx called out to her, called out for her mother, and all too late did Twilight realize what an idiot she was being. She tried to catch up, tried to stop the princess, but Nyx was already gone. And now… now all she had left of the filly were a few pieces of clothing, and she hugged them as tightly to her chest as she could.
But they would never be able to replace Nyx.
There was only one thing Twilight desired more than having Nyx back. She wanted to say she was sorry. She just wanted to say those words, whether or not she was forgiven. Yet Nightmare Moon was the only pony she could say those words to, and Twilight had no clue where she was. She had vanished. Despite an all-out search by the Equestrian army, Nightmare Moon and the cult had left no clues behind. It was like they had disappeared into thin air.
Twilight herself had tried a number of spells to locate Nightmare Moon. Scrying spells, locator spells: They all failed. She could only guess that the cult was purposefully masking Nightmare Moon’s location to keep the princesses from finding out where they had hidden themselves.
“Hey, did I tell you yet that I figured out who the spy was?” Pinkie Pie’s voice echoed from the main floor of the Golden Oaks Library, drawing Twilight’s attention back to her friends’ conversation.
“Spy? What spy?” Applejack asked.
“There was a spy at the Learn and Play Day,” Rainbow Dash answered. “Pinkie Pie chased him around until he used The Stare to make her freeze up.”
Pinkie Pie nodded. “Yeah, and you know who it was? That waiter pony from the cafe in town, Horte Cuisine. I saw him standing with all those nasty cult ponies, and I recognized his mane and those creepy-weepy turquoise eyes of his.”
“Pinkie, they… um…. all had turquoise eyes,” Fluttershy pointed out.
“I know, but I could still tell it was him,” Pinkie Pie said. “When he saw me, my nose got scratchy and my ears got floppy. That means that somepony recognized me, and he was the only one looking at me.”
Applejack sighed and shook her head. “Well shoot; makes you wonder how many other ponies around town were workin’ for that crazy cult.”
“Yes it does, Applejack, but I’m sure we’ll find out the extent of that particular poison in the morning,” Rarity huffed. “I’d rather not think about it right now, personally.”
Rainbow Dash said something after that, but Twilight didn’t listen; her attention was on her magic. With her horn glowing, she stuffed her saddlebags with a number of different items. She then pushed open her bedroom window, jumped out onto the small balcony, and levitated herself down to the street below before galloping off into the night.
~~~
Within minutes, Twilight had made her way to Horte Cuisine’s home. The bachelor waiter lived a few blocks away from the restaurant where he worked, a fact Twilight knew from when she had to retrieve an overdue library book from him. Twilight approached the front door, and, making no effort to be stealthy or discrete, she used her magic to force her way inside.
The home looked positively pleasant. It was warm, welcoming, and very clean, not at all the kind of home Twilight would expect a cultist to live in. The decor of Horte’s home, however, wasn’t Twilight’s concern. She made her way upstairs and into the home’s one bedroom. She then moved over to the bed and magically opened her saddlebags. From inside the bags, a number of items floated into the air under the gentle caress of Twilight’s magic. An enchanted map of Equestria, a few smooth stones, and a book, “Skillful Seeking: Scrying and Searching Spells”, all found their way onto the bed.
After flipping open the book to a marked page, Twilight read the instructions and used the smooth stones to keep the map spread out across Horte’s bed. She then began to rummage. She opened drawers, searched the closet, and ransacked the room for pieces of jewelry, pictures, and anything else that was both small and seemed personal.
Once she had a sizable cloud of random items floating around her head, Twilight looked down at the book and read the spell’s instructions again. She had the magically prepared map, and at least one of the things she had scavenged from the room would be of great personal value to Horte. That would be enough to try and scry for the waiter’s location.
That was the hope Twilight clung to. If Nightmare Moon was the only one protected against scrying spells, then there was a chance cultists themselves could still be tracked.
Twilight held each item she had collected from the room above the map and cast the spell. Most items shimmered. Some even began to point at locations on the map. None of them, however, provided conclusive results, and every item that failed was swiftly tossed aside by Twilight.
An old pocket watch finally gave her a good reaction. When the scrying spell was cast upon it, a thin line of light formed between the watch and a place on the map. A smile blossomed onto Twilight’s face; the spell was pointing to an area near Ponyville.
Quickly dropping all the other items, Twilight set the watch onto the open spell book. Horn shimmering, she drew out another map from her bag and set it on top of the previous. The new map was of Ponyville and its surrounding area, and Twilight quickly enchanted it as she smoothed it with her hooves.
With the new map magically prepared, Twilight grabbed the pocket watch and cast the scrying spell again. The line of light formed once more and pointed to the edge of town. Twilight also noticed the line was moving, which meant Horte Cuisine was also on the move.
Leaning in close, Twilight tracked Horte Cuisine as he moved farther away from Ponyville. Then, just as the line pointed to old gemstone quarries, the enchantment stopped working and the line disappeared. Twilight blinked a few times and looked up at the pocket watch wondering if she had done something wrong. She tried recasting the scrying spell, but, after flickering back into existence for a brief moment, the line disappeared again. There were only a few reasons the spell would work one moment and stop working the next, and only one made sense to Twilight.
The spell was being blocked.
Hastily, Twilight used a quill to mark the last location the spell had pointed to before she packed up her things. She had a direction to go and a hunch to act on, which was enough for her. She turned towards the door, and didn’t even glance at the mess she was leaving. In fact, she smiled a little at the thought of Horte Cuisine coming back home to find his bedroom ransacked. It was her small way of getting back at him for spying on her, her friends, and Nyx.
Still, Twilight didn’t let her mind linger on Horte Cuisine. The sun was starting to rise, and she didn’t want to run the risk of being caught by her friends or being stopped by anypony on the street. She was a pony on a mission. With her eyes forward and her brow furrowed, she began walking in the direction of the distant gem quarries.
~~~
“Twilight… Sugarcube, are you awake?” Applejack asked. She and the others had decided to spend the night at the library, just in case Twilight needed them or Nightmare Moon decided to attack. Each had kept their Element of Harmony, which had been delivered to Ponyville within hours of Nightmare Moon’s return, close to them during the night. The only exception was Twilight. She didn’t even want to look at the Element of Magic tiara, but Spike tucked it away in her bedside table so it would be close at hoof if it was needed.
Applejack moved toward the bed, noticing a mound beneath the covers. “Sugarcube, I know you’re beatin’ yerself up ‘bout what happened, but you can’t just lie here mopin’. We got to go deal with Nightmare Moon before she can attack the princesses, and we can’t do it without yer help.”
Twilight didn’t reply, and, after a few anxious moments, Applejack reached out a hoof to poke her friend and make sure she was awake. When her hoof sunk deeper into the bed than it should have, Applejack’s eyes narrowed, and she tore off the covers.
Where Applejack thought Twilight had been lying were instead several strategically placed pillows, and attached to one was a note.
By the time you read this, I will be long gone. I’m sorry that I left without telling anypony, but this is something I have to do. I have to find Nightm Nyx my daughter. I have to try to convince her to stop what she’s doing.
There are also some things I have to say, to get off my chest, and she’s the only one I can say them to. Everything she accused me of last night was true. I betrayed her. I let her down. I failed.
I do not know where I am going, and I doubt that I will return. I don’t expect everypony to understand why I am doing this, but I have to see Nyx one more time. I have to convince her to stop, and I have to tell her how sorry I am, even if she doesn’t believe me.
Sincerely,
Twilight Sparkle
“Horse-feathers!” Applejack cursed. “Twilight, girl, what are you thinkin’?!”
~~~
Twilight peeked around the corner and took note of the two guards standing in the earthen tunnel. After reaching the empty rock quarries outside Ponyville, it didn’t take long for Twilight to figure out that she needed to head down into the elaborate tunnel network of the Diamond Dogs. Then, after a few hours of navigating corridors, she almost walked into a pair of patrolling guards. It had been a close call, but it let Twilight know she was in the right place.
The guards themselves were a twisted mockery of the royal guard. The armor they wore was of similar build and color to the protection worn by the Royal Lunar Guard of Canterlot, but the palette had been darkened to the point many aspects of the armor were black. Also, like Princess Celestia’s soldiers, the armor was enchanted to change the appearance of the pony wearing it. The coats of the sturdily built stallions were a haunting, almost sickly gray tone, and they had Nightmare Moon’s piercing eyes.
After that first close call, Twilight moved carefully through the tunnels to ensure she avoided any wandering patrols. Now, however, Twilight faced a pair of guards that stood vigilantly at a door in the tunnels. She had no clue what was behind it. It could be where Nightmare Moon was, or it could easily be a guard barracks filled with a whole platoon of armored soldiers.
Twilight slipped back behind the corner and took a moment to both swallow the nervous knot in her throat and shore up her courage. She picked up a nearby loose gemstone with her magic and chucked it down the tunnel. It clattered against the stones, and the tinkling noise it made seemed to echo endlessly..
Yet, after a few tense moments, the guards hadn’t come to investigate. Twilight risked another peek around the corner and saw that the two unicorns hadn’t moved an inch. They had remained still as statues except for their ears, which were now turned forward and attentive. Her attempt to draw the guards away from the door did nothing but make them more alert, a fact that made Twilight grit her teeth in aggravation.
“Okay, time for another tactic,” Twilight whispered as her horn started to glow. She’d have to do this quickly, but maybe it would work. Peeking out from behind the corner one more time, Twilight cast out her magic. The magic reached the door, and, after taking a few moments to build strength, unleashed itself.
The heavy wooden door swung open violently and crashed against the stone wall on the far side. Despite their training, the two guards jumped and quickly turned to see who had thrown open the door. Twilight too was looking through the door, but for another reason. First, she confirmed there were no guards on the far side. Then, she focused on the hallway beyond the door. She studied it and painted a picture of it in her mind. She tried to memorize every detail she could before the guards pulled the door shut, and she was forced to duck back behind her corner.
Twilight waited a good few minutes, staying hidden to make sure the guards weren’t going to come searching for her. When she was sure she was safe, she pictured the far side of the door in her head, trying to recall every detail. She then called on her magic and disappeared with a flash.
Twilight held her breath and kept her eyes shut after she felt her teleportation spell finish. She feared for a moment that she may have aimed incorrectly and appeared directly in front of the guards. When nopony reached out to grab her, she risked a look and smiled. She had teleported to exactly where she wanted to be, the far side of the door.
With the guards bypassed and a new trick for getting by any future obstacles, Twilight continued down the tunnel. It went straight for a long time before ending in a right turn, and, upon reaching that bend, Twilight peeked around the corner and almost let out an audible gasp at what she saw.
A huge cavern had been carved out of the solid rock. It stretched on for what had to be twenty or thirty stories and was easily several city blocks wide across. Even more impressive was what was built in the cavern. A castle, both elegant and terrifying, had been erected in the deep underground chamber. Its tallest tower was just a few feet short of scraping the ceiling.
Twilight had little doubt she had found the castle of Nightmare Moon, and she was beginning to regret the fact she hadn’t brought her friends. She, however, quickly shook that thought from her mind. If she had brought her friends along, it would be to confront and defeat Nightmare Moon using the Elements of Harmony, and she couldn’t be a part of that.
That wasn’t why she had come searching for Nightmare Moon.
Not wanting to rush in haphazardly, Twilight hung back in the small access tunnel and watched the many patrols that kept watch from the castle’s high walls. As if being underground wasn’t enough, the castle still had defensive walls, which only made Twilight’s approach that more difficult.
She contemplated dozens of plans to get closer to the castle, but each was made impossible by the patrol routes of the guards. Then, Twilight remembered the trick she had just used. The guards wouldn’t be expecting a pony capable of teleporting, so she looked across the castle for any opening she could teleport to.
The opening Twilight chose was a balcony on the tallest tower. She reached it with a single teleport, reappearing with a small flash. She chanced a look back, both to make sure she hadn’t been seen and to smile at all the castle security she had been able to bypass. She’d need to tell Princess Celestia about this trick if she made it back. Her mentor would undoubtedly like to know how easy it was for a pony to sneak into a heavily guarded castle by just popping around using a teleportation spell.
For the moment, however, Twilight shelved that thought and poked her head into the room the balcony was attached to. It seemed to be a room that existed only as a means of accessing the balcony, a room elegantly decorated with a nighttime sky on the ceiling and a map of Equestria on the floor. Otherwise, the room was completely devoid of furniture. It seemed a shame to waste a perfectly good room, but Twilight didn’t think about it long before she moved towards a nearby stairwell and made her descent into the rest of the castle.
~~~
Twilight felt a lot less sure about what she was doing. Her progress through the castle was slow. She had to keep hiding from passing guards, and she didn’t dare go faster than a slow walk. Galloping, even breathing loudly, might draw the attention of the guards or the castle staff. Twilight felt she was lucky she hadn’t already been discovered.
Her pace was also slowed by the fact she kept jumping at shadows. The hallways of the castle were kept lit by enchanted gemstones held in metal, wall-mounted holders. They illuminated the hallways well and made more sense than torches, which would quickly choke the underground castle with smoke. The gemstones, however, had a habit of flickering at times. This caused nearby shadows to dance, and it often made Twilight jump, fearing a guard was about to pounce her.
Despite all this, Twilight forced herself to continue searching the castle. She had to find Nightmare Moon, even if every moment she spent looking increased the chances of her getting caught.
And it wasn’t like Nightmare Moon was just sitting somewhere, waiting to be found. She could easily walk to another part of the castle Twilight had already checked, making the search all the more difficult. In truth, Twilight was beginning to contemplate trying to find Nightmare Moon’s bedchamber. She could simply wait there until Nightmare Moon was alone and then reveal herself.
It was then, as Twilight was turning around to search the higher floors of the castle for Nightmare Moon’s bedroom, that she heard hoofsteps. She locked up, and her ears swiveled as she listened. The hoofsteps were coming from the hallway ahead of her, and they were growing louder. Somepony was coming; she needed to hide.
Turning, Twilight moved as quickly and quietly as she could to the closest door. She cracked it open, and, after ensuring nopony was in the room, she ducked inside and pulled the door shut behind her, plunging the room into darkness. For a moment, Twilight held her breath and stood perfectly still in the pitch black. She didn’t even want to risk lighting her horn, fearing the guards might detect her magic or see the light.
She backed away from the door, putting more distance between her and it as she listened to the hoofsteps drawing closer. It was then her hoof brushed something, and Twilight had to cover her mouth to keep herself from yelping.
The hoofsteps were still getting closer, but Twilight couldn’t stand stumbling around in the darkness any longer. She lit her horn and turned to look at what her hoof had brushed against. It was a piece of rough fabric that had been dyed orange. It almost look like a pony’s leg, but a hole on one end exposed the cotton stuffing inside.
That piece of fabric, however, was not alone. Twilight’s light followed a short trail of fabric to a large pile in one corner of the room. It was then she saw the X shaped eyes of several cotton stuffed dummies staring back at her. Almost every dummy was decapitated or otherwise maimed, and every one of them looked like her and her friends.
Twilight’s breathing became ragged, and she stumbled back from the pile of dismembered dummies as if it was comprised of real ponies. She slammed her back against the door, causing it to clatter against its hinges, and she had to cover her mouth to keep herself from screaming. There were so many; Nightmare Moon’s soldiers had to be using them as training dummies, and they were training to kill.
“What was that?”
Twilight’s panic rose exponentially as the hoofsteps grew louder. The guards had heard her back against the door, and they were going to find her. They were going to find her, and they were going to do to her what they had done to the dummies. She had to hide.
The door to the small room opened a few moments later, the light from the hallway flooding inside. There were a pair of Nightmare Moon’s soldiers standing in the doorway. One lit his horn and stepped inside to search while the other remained to guard the door.
The guard focused the light from his horn into a cone and began to look over the pile of dummies. He took a step towards the pile, lifting his hoof to dig through it. The other guard, however, called out to his comrade. “Come on, we need to get Spell Nexus. Queen Nightmare Moon wants to see him.”
The other guard huffed in irritation but nodded his head all the same. He turned away from the pile, rejoined his comrade in the hallway, and pulled the door shut behind him. Once more the storeroom became consumed by darkness, but it did not stay that way for long as a light in the pile of dismembered dummies flicked to life.
Twilight, in a last panicked move, had dove into the pile of dummies to hide from the guards. It had been creepy to be surrounded by the dismembered bits of things that resembled her and her friends, but it had allowed her to go undetected. Her motivations, however, had now drastically shifted from wanting to avoid the guards to wanting to follow the pair that had almost discovered her.
They had said Nightmare Moon wanted to see Spell Nexus, and Twilight couldn’t help but wonder why he was in the castle. She knew him from her years at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. He had been promoted from professor to headmaster while she had been attending. Twilight could only guess he had been recently ponynapped. Nightmare Moon or her soldiers probably wanted him for information. They were probably going to torture him into telling them how to get by Canterlot’s magical defenses, or maybe they wanted to know the princesses’ weakness.
Pulling herself from the pile of dummies, Twilight quickly moved to the door, opened it, and stepped back into the hallway. She couldn’t leave Spell Nexus to be tortured. She had to help him escape. In fact, helping him to escape would be for the best. He could tell the princesses where Nightmare Moon was hiding. He could help them prepare and plan an attack, and he was also a unicorn with a talent for magic. There was a chance he could wield the Element of Magic in her place. He could possibly complete the Elements of Harmony, since Twilight doubted she’d be leaving the castle once she found and confronted Nightmare Moon.
With only the vaguest thoughts of a plan, Twilight followed the guards down the corridor. She walked as gingerly as she could while still keeping pace with them. She even began matching their steps. This hid the sound of her own hooffalls in theirs, allowing her to follow them through the castle until they approached a door.
Ducking behind a statue of Nightmare Moon, Twilight watched as one guard went inside. She intended to wait for the guard to come back out, and, as she did, her eyes wandered to the statue she was hiding behind. It portrayed Nightmare Moon with wicked, fang like teeth. She was holding a young pony whose face had been carved into a silent scream. It reminded Twilight of the old Nightmare Night fable: You gave Nightmare Moon some of your candy so she wouldn’t gobble you up.
Twilight shivered, and prayed that Nightmare Moon hadn’t fallen so far that she was willing to cannibalize another pony.
The sound of a closing door brought Twilight’s attention forward again. The two guards had fetched Spell Nexus and were now flanking him on either side. They were walking away from where Twilight was hiding, and all three of them had their backs to her. It was probably the best opportunity she was going to get.
After building up her magic and taking a breath to steady herself, Twilight attacked, accomplishing four things in quick succession. First, she teleported behind the soldiers and grabbed Spell Nexus by the tail. Next, she pulled him back so he was no longer standing between the two guards. Then, when the guards turned to see what had happened, Twilight used her magic to smash their helmets together with a wince-inducing clang. Finally, with soldiers incapacitated and Nexus floating in her levitation spell, Twilight turned and bolted.
She ran, rounded a corner, and kept running. She ran and ran, dreading that the guards would be only a few steps behind her. She risked a glance over her shoulders, to be sure the guards weren’t following. Only then did she slow down to catch her breath. After that, she called on her magic and teleported herself and Spell Nexus.
The pair reappeared in the highest tower of Nightmare Moon’s castle, in the same room where Twilight had first arrived. Just like before, the room was empty and unoccupied, and Twilight breathed a sigh of relief as she set Spell Nexus down on the floor. “Okay, I think we’re safe now.”
Spell Nexus stumbled a little as he tried to regain his footing. He kept his eyes shut for a time, but, upon opening them, he looked at Twilight with his slate gray irises. “Twilight Sparkle?”
“It’s okay,” Twilight said as she trotted up to him and put a hoof on his shoulder. “I don’t know why you were ponynapped, but you don’t have to worry. I can get you out of here.”
“But Miss Sparkle, what in Equestria are you doing down here?” Spell Nexus asked. “How did you even find this place?”
“My friend, Pinkie Pie, figured out that a pony in Ponyville named Horte Cuisine was part of this crazy cult,” Twilight explained quickly as she turned and began to trot towards the balcony the room was connected to. “So I used a scrying spell on some of his things and saw him moving towards the gemstone quarries before he suddenly disappeared. I assumed that the reason my spell stopped working was that something was blocking it, so I decided to investigate the quarries. From there, I made my way into the Diamond Dog mines and eventually found my way here.”
Nexus followed behind Twilight, concern and worry ringing in his voice. “But how did you get by the guards?”
“Oh, that was easy,” Twilight replied. She put her hooves on the balcony’s guardrail and looked outside. The guards on patrol still looked to be going about their business, which meant the guards she had attacked hadn’t raised the alarm yet. “I know a teleportation spell, so I just warped past the guards whenever I needed to. That’s actually how I plan to get you out of here. I’ll teleport you down to a cavern entrance. Then, you can escape into the Diamond Dog caves. You’ll have to find your own way back to the surface from there, but I’m sure you can manage.”
“Oh, I can assure you, Miss Sparkle,” Spell Nexus replied, his voice taking on a haughty tone, “that won’t be necessary.”
“What do you mean by—”
THUNK
Twilight felt something firm strike the back of her head, and the world fell away in an instant. She may have tumbled off the balcony, but Spell Nexus grabbed her in his magic and pulled her back from the edge. He shook the hoof that he had just used to strike Twilight and then double checked to make sure she was unconscious. He then turned, and, as his eyes shifted back to turquoise, he bellowed at the top of his lungs, “Guards!”
Nexus’ shout brought six pegasus guards flying up to the balcony where he stood. They landed with a flutter of wings and bowed their heads. “You called, Brother Nexus?” one of them asked.
With a nod, Nexus’s pointed to the left hoof pair of guards. “You two, go downstairs and find the two sorry excuses for soldiers that let themselves get jumped and knocked out by Twilight Sparkle. They should be in the hallway just outside my office.”
The first pair of guards nodded and took flight while Nexus turned to the next pair. “You two, go fetch the best unicorn sorcerers we have and tell them we need to expand the defensive spells. The anti-scrying spell needs to include Ponyville.
“And you two,” Nexus said, pointing a hoof at the last of the guards before he pointed at Twilight. “Grab her and carry her down to the dungeon.”
The two pegasi nodded, quickly scooped Twilight up, and began carrying her unconscious form to the dungeons in the castle’s bowels. Nexus followed a few steps behind them, his gaze fixed on Twilight as a smile spread onto his lips. “My queen will be very happy to hear you’ve been captured, Twilight Sparkle. Before you’re presented to her, however, you and I are going to have a good, long discussion. I need to hear how you cast that lovely little teleportation spell of yours. After all, we can’t have other unicorns like you sneaking into the palace, now can we?”
~~~
The pair of servants at the entrance of the throne room pushed the large doors open and quickly bowed as Nightmare Moon stepped through. Through the course of an hour of cleaning, primping, and armor fitting, she had been returned to the frightful image so many ponies knew her by. Her coat had been cleaned so perfectly it glistened like obsidian. She was once more adorned in her regal armor, and, as the final touch, she once again had on her purple eyeshadow.
Yet, there was one thing she lacked: her cutie mark. Her flank was still bare, and it perturbed Nightmare Moon to no end. She was a full grown alicorn, a queen, and yet she was still a blank flank. There were explanations and excuses offered by Nexus and other servants. The most popular theory was that her original cutie mark was actually Luna’s, and, now that she was her own mare, she might have a different special talent. It made sense, but it did little to curb her irritation.
Of course, Nexus took the opportunity to flatter her endlessly. He was certain her cutie mark would be a crown or something similarly regal, and that it would appear when she took her rightful place as the queen of Equestria. He was a little too eager to please her at times, but Nightmare Moon couldn’t deny his words did ease her concerns. Her cutie mark would appear in due time, but right now she had more important things to worry about.
Like why Nexus was smiling so broadly.
“My Queen, you are looking positively radiant in your new armor,” Spell Nexus complimented as Nightmare Moon approached and then settled into her throne.
“Thank you,” Nightmare Moon replied flatly. “The blacksmith you recruited does fine work.”
“The finest, my Queen. You deserve nothing less.”
Nightmare Moon rolled her eyes. “Save your flattery, Nexus, and tell me if there is anything else you wish for me to attend to today?”
“There is but one matter, your highness,” Spell Nexus answered, his smile growing as large as it could, “and it’s some good news.”
Nightmare Moon arched an eyebrow. “News?”
“Bring her in!”
At Nexus’s beckoning, a set of doors to the side of the throne room opened and a pair of guards came trotting in. They dragged between them a limp body. The pony was still alive, but she was bruised and beaten. The guards unceremoniously deposited her on the floor at the foot of Nightmare Moon’s throne before stepping back to the sides of the throne room.
“She was found sneaking around the castle corridors, and it appears that she came here alone,” Spell Nexus explained as he looked over the mare. “A rather stupid thing to do, considering she is supposed to be the smartest one in her group of friends.”
Nexus chuckled at his own insult but Nightmare Moon remained still as stone. The breath was caught in her chest, and her eyes were fixed on the battered figured on the floor below her. It was Twilight Sparkle, and she looked like she had been on the losing end of a hoof fight. Her mane and coat were a mess, and she was covered in small nicks and scratches. Her right eye was particularly bad. It was puffy and swollen, like she had been hit hard in the face.
“Stand before your queen!” Nexus barked, using magic to lift Twilight off the ground. The sudden movement seemed to snap Twilight out of her stupor, and she attempted to struggle. She waved her limbs weakly and tossed her head with what little strength she could muster. It was a display that was more pathetic than worrisome, and Nexus couldn’t help but laugh. He then, to further his own twisted pleasure, released Twilight from his magic while she was still a few feet off the floor.
Twilight flopped down to the floor like a rag doll and whimpered in pain from the hard landing. Still, after a few moments, Twilight struggled to her hooves. She stood before Nightmare Moon, though she kept her right front leg elevated, as if putting weight on it caused her pain.
“So, how do you wish to have her dealt with, my Queen?” Nexus asked eagerly. “I can only imagine some of the tortures you could inflict upon her. Oh, and, then, after you’ve had your fun, perhaps a beheading? Or maybe it would send a more powerful message to have her hanged?”
Nightmare Moon’s tone was flat and cold, but her words washed over the room with the power of thunder from a violent storm. “Leave us.”
“P-pardon, my Queen?” Nexus asked.
“Leave. Us,” Nightmare Moon seethed before focusing her enraged glare on Nexus. “And we are not to be disturbed until I call for you.”
“O-of course,” Nexus stammered before quickly galloping away. He called out to all the ponies in the room, telling them to leave even though many had heard Nightmare Moon’s command for themselves. It took but a minute for the room to clear, with Nexus being the last to leave. He slipped out the front entrance, shut it behind him, and then set the locks with a loud click.
Only then, when Nightmare Moon was sure she and Twilight were alone, did she make a move. She rose from her throne and spread her wings wide. Her shadow fell across Twilight, who took an anxious step back as terror glinted in her unharmed eye.
“What are you doing here?” Nightmare Moon asked, her voice dripping with hatred. “Have you come to try and purify me as you did before? Have you come to use the Elements of Harmony to save Equestria? Have you come to destroy me?!”
Twilight shrank away from the imposing alicorn before her and flattened her ears against her head. “I… I… I…”
Nightmare Moon slammed a hoof against the floor and bent her head down to Twilight’s eye level. “Why are you here!?”
“I came to say I’m sorry!” Twilight spat out as quickly as her mouth would allow.
Twilight’s words echoed hauntingly across the hall, and Nightmare Moon remained still as stone. She simply stared at Twilight for a time, but then she stepped back, folded her wings, and sat back down on her throne. “It is too late for apologies.”
“But—”
“Don’t try to lie to me!” Nightmare Moon snapped. “I see through your charade. Celestia came to visit, you two talked in private, and then she came into the library’s kitchen. She spoke sweet words about wanting me to see a doctor, to make sure I was healthy, and how I could spend the night at the palace and even see your old room at her school. Of course, I was naive enough to believe her, but you knew what was going on. You knew, and that’s why you couldn’t even look at me when she was taking me out the door. You conspired with her against me, just as you do now! You knew what she was going to do, and you. Did! Nothing! To stop her!”
“Please, Nyx, I’m so sorry.”
“My name is not Nyx. It is Nightmare Moon,” she corrected firmly.
“You can call yourself what you want,” Twilight said, her voice taking on a comforting tone. “Nightmare Moon, Queen Moon, the Empress of Equestria. To me, you'll always be Nyx.”
The words were sweet, sincere, but the comfort Twilight tried to offer only made Nightmare Moon’s gaze harden. “Oh, how so very sentimental of you, Twilight Sparkle. Pity that sentiment wasn’t there when Celestia was taking me away. Now that I think about it, you probably wanted her to take me away.”
“No, Nyx, I didn’t—”
“Do not spew your lies here!” Nightmare Moon interrupted with a bellow. “You saw who I was, you saw the truth, and, no matter how much you denied it, you were scared of what I would become. You let Celestia take me away so you could forget about me and go back to your happy little life. Go back and pretend… pretend like I was never even there…”
“I was scared. I’ll admit it,” Twilight said, trying to defend herself. She took another anxious step closer to Nightmare Moon. “Princess Celestia was scared too, and… and she convinced me that I had to let her take you, so that you could be tested. She just wanted to be sure you wouldn’t be a threat to Equestria. Princess Celestia never meant to take you away forever.”
Nightmare Moon flicked her gaze away from Twilight and spoke with a cold, uncaring, yet strangely quiet tone. “Those are sweet lies and nothing more.”
“No, Nyx, it’s the truth,” Twilight assured. “I didn’t want Princess Celestia to take you. I heard you call out to me, and I tried to stop the princess. I ran out of the library after you two, but I tripped, and, by then, the chariot was already gone. I wanted to stop it, Nyx… I did.”
“A touching story, but that’s all it is,” Nightmare Moon snipped coldly. “No matter what your intentions were, it was your actions that set all this in motion. It is through your actions that you have done ill against me, and it’s your actions for which you shall receive no forgiveness.
“And do not think I have forgotten the stream of lies you have filled my head with,” Nightmare Moon continued. “After the spring play, you said that I was not Nightmare Moon, that I could never be her. Well, if that was true, we wouldn't be sitting here, now would we? Tell me, was that lie for my sake or for your own? Were you just trying to deny the truth that stared you in the face, or perhaps you wished to torture me? Is that it? Did you wish to torture me with the trappings of a normal life before I once more became who I am meant to be?”
Twilight shook her head. “No, Nyx, It wasn’t a lie. You weren’t Nightmare Moon then, and you don’t have to be her now.”
Nightmare Moon fixed Twilight with a contempt-filled glare. “You are truly in denial when you can look upon me as I am and not see me as Nightmare Moon.”
“Nyx, ponies choose who they want to be,” Twilight insisted, her voice laced with desperation. “We all have that choice. You are only Nightmare Moon if you want to be, and my Nyx wouldn’t want to do all this. She wouldn’t want to take over Equestria or make her friends worry.”
A disheartened chuckle escaped Nightmare Moon’s lips. “Worry? Now that is your cruelest joke yet, Twilight Sparkle. No pony is foolish enough to worry about me.”
“Really? Because I can think of three,” Twilight said firmly as she took another step forward. “Three Crusaders who are your closest friends.”
A memory flashed through Nightmare Moon’s mind. Scootaloo had been the one pony in the crowd, besides Twilight, who hadn’t looked at her in fear the night the resurrection spell was completed. Her eyes had, instead, been filled with concern, confusion, and sadness.
Nightmare huffed and looked away from Twilight, unable to bear the sight of her pathetic, pleading eyes anymore. “They will need to learn that their friend is never coming back, that she’s gone forever.”
“She doesn’t have to be,” Twilight argued. “Nyx, you don’t have to be—”
“Enough!” Nightmare Moon screeched as her wings unfurled. Still, she caught her outburst. She took a deep breath, refolded her wings, settled back into her throne, and looked past Twilight to the throne room door. “Nexus! Guards!”
Spell Nexus and two guards slipped into the room within seconds of being called, galloped up to the throne, and bowed to their queen. “What are your orders, Your Highness?”
“With Twilight Sparkle in our custody, the Elements of Harmony pose no threat. Celestia and Luna are defenseless,” Nightmare Moon said proudly as she raised her head high. “We must simply wait for the prime opportunity to strike against the Royal Sisters.”
“No!” Twilight said as a look of panic grew on her face. It was the look of a pony whose desperate gambit had failed, whose last hopes had slipped from her grasp. It was an expression Nightmare Moon couldn’t bear to look at, so she instead focused her gaze on Spell Nexus.
“Soon, I will fly to Canterlot to take the kingdom, but, for today, I wish to retire to my chambers and rest.”
Nexus deepened his bow to the point that his nose was almost touching the floor. “Of course, Your Excellence. And what would you have me do with Twilight Sparkle?”
“You have done quite enough already, Spell Nexus,” Nightmare Moon seethed, her words dripping with her disappointment.
The harsh tone of his queen’s voice caused Nexus to raise his head with a look of confusion. “Y-your Majesty?”
Nightmare Moon once again stood up and unfolded her wings, only this time she was casting her dark shadow across Spell Nexus, causing him to cower where he stood. “Do you, at all, recall my orders?”
“Your Majesty, I—”
“Let me refresh your memory,” Nightmare Moon snapped, cutting him off. “I told you that if any of the bearers of the Elements of Harmony were found, they were to be captured unharmed and Twilight Sparkle brought to me immediately.”
“Y-your Highness, you must understand—”
“Silence fool!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, “I gave you one simple order, and you failed to follow it in spirit or letter! Give me one single reason why I shouldn’t have your head for this!”
“My…m-my Queen, I… I-I…” Spell Nexus stuttered. He grappled with his words, trying to find a way to defend his action. When he was unable to do even that, he dropped to the floor and bowed as low as he could. “Forgive me, Your Highness, I was only trying to act in your best interest. We needed to know how Twilight Sparkle snuck into the castle, but she would not tell us without… persuasion. I beg you, have mercy.”
Nightmare Moon remained silent for a time, glaring daggers at Nexus. She then huffed and turned, walking back to her throne. “I will forgive this grave sin you have committed, if you can follow my next order to the letter and without fail.”
“Anything, Your Highness.” Nexus said desperately.
Nightmare Moon turned and sat on her throne, tucking her wings away carefully. “Twilight Sparkle is to be taken to the dungeon and given a cell of her own. Her injuries are to be tended by the finest doctors we have available. Ensure that she has a proper blanket and pillow. She is also to be fed properly while she is in our custody, not just bread and water. She is to be given real food, food you yourself would be willing to eat, Nexus.”
Nexus blinked in confusion before he began speaking. “B-but Your Highness. She—”
“Do you question my will, Nexus?” Nightmare Moon asked, her voice a deep rumble. “Twilight Sparkle has failed utterly. Her foolish ploy at sentimentality has crumbled, and, in her failure, she has ensured our victory. Now, she poses as much threat to me as an ant, and I can deal with her at my leisure and at a time of my choosing. Until then you shall follow my orders and treat her as I have directed, so that she is in prime condition for when I wish to enact my revenge. And, if I discover that she has been harmed again by you or the guards, it will not be her hanging from the gallows. Do I make myself clear?!”
Twilight had paled and looked to be on the verge of tears. Spell Nexus, on the other hoof, had quickly scampered up to the throne and offered his queen another bow. “Of course, Your Majesty. I should have never doubted your wisdom. She shall be shown the utmost care, so that she can truly appreciate the pain you will, in time, inflict upon her. I will see to it personally.”
“Good,” Nightmare Moon replied, “but, to ensure you understand the seriousness of your mistake, let me remind you what happens to ponies who cross me.”
With that, a small bolt of lightning crackled from Nightmare Moon’s mane and struck Nexus on his flank. He would have yelped in pain, but he bit back the cry and continued to bow. The bolt left a small mark of singed hair, and, though it had done no real damage, the expression on Nexus’s face made it clear it was quite painful. The spot would undoubtedly be tender for days to come.
Once the worst of the pain had subsided, Nexus stood and rushed off, intending to relay Nightmare Moon’s orders to everypony in the castle. Nightmare Moon watched him leave, and only once Nexus was out of the room did she allow herself a few breaths to calm herself down. She then glanced over the ponies who were still in the room, the two guards and Twilight.
“I am now retiring for the day,” Nightmare Moon announced as she stood from her throne. Forcing herself to look straight ahead, she walked past Twilight and towards the throne room doors. “I expect you to escort Twilight Sparkle to her cell and ensure that everything I told Spell Nexus to do is done. Report to me directly if anypony has failed to obey my orders.”
“Yes, my Queen,” the two guards replied in unison before moving over to Twilight. While the pair had initially tossed Twilight into the room like a sack of potatoes, they now handled her as if she were the most fragile thing in the world. They escorted her from the room, helped Twilight keep the weight off of her one hurt hoof, and did everything they could to keep Nightmare Moon from redirecting her anger to them.
~~~
Nightmare Moon’s anger had not cooled when she reached her bedroom. In truth, it had only reached a more violent boil as she thought about Twilight and Spell Nexus. She threw open the door to her bedchamber and slammed it shut as soon as she had stepped inside. Then, for good measure, Nightmare Moon took her bookcase and slammed it against the door, ensuring she would not be disturbed.
Her solitude guaranteed, Nightmare Moon began to remove her armor. It was comfortable, or at least as comfortable as armor could be. Still, with her patience worn thin by both Twilight and Nexus, she could not stand to wear it any longer. She threw each piece against the nearby wall to form a cluttered pile on the floor. Unfortunately, her attempt at venting her frustration provided little relief.
“How dare she,” Nightmare Moon seethed as she approached her vanity. On one side of the vanity, next to her makeup, rested a bowl, a pitcher, and a washcloth. She poured the water from inside the pitcher into the bowl. She then wet the cloth and used it to remove her eye shadow while she continued to rant to her reflection.
“How dare Twilight come to me to spew more of her lies? How dare she call me Nyx? Does she think I am still an ignorant foal? Does she think I’d be swayed by her words again? I should have cut her down where she stood for her arrogance alone.
“And Nexus,” Nightmare Moon seethed. She finished cleaning off her makeup and tossed the wet rag into the waiting bowl. “He is lucky his transgressions only earned him a sore flank.
“They are all forgetting who I am,” she said to her reflection, “but I’ll make them remember. I’ll show Twilight I am no longer the cowering filly she found, and Nexus will learn I am not a mare to be trifled with. They will both learn that Celestia’s fear of me and my potential was wise.”
The thought of Celestia made Nightmare Moon grit her teeth, “And Celestia… she will learn all too well the depths of my wrath, both her and Twilight. Twilight for abandoning me, and Celestia for taking me away. They will both pay for—”
Nightmare Moon grunted, and, before she could stop herself, she lifted a hoof and smashed it into the mirror. The surface cracked and spider-webbed from her blow, and her reflection became fragmented. Now, instead of a single, pristine image, a dozen reflections of her eyes stared back from the broken surface.
“No,” Nightmare Moon whispered, her words dripping with the venom of her anger. “I do not care that I was taken away in the night. I do not care that I was stolen from my home and that Twilight did nothing. No, they will be judged for their true crimes against me. Celestia shall regret sealing me in the moon, and Twilight will pay for bringing the Elements of Harmony against me. They shall know no remorse, no mercy.
“I am Nightmare Moon,” she told her splintered reflection, “and they will pay for what they’ve done.”
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Chapter 13
All Hail the Queen
===================
CLANG… CLANG CLANG… CLANG CLANG… CLANG
The tolling of the bells at Canterlot Castle signaled both the end of the day and the changing of the guard. As the sun began to sink below the western horizon, the soldiers who had stood ever vigilant on the castle walls retreated from the battlements like a wave from the shore. At the same time, soaring on her pearly wings, Princess Celestia approached the castle. She glided through an opening in Canterlot’s shield spell, banked, and looked down on the castle with a small, relieved smile. She circled for a few minutes, ensuring all of the castle was safe, before she allowed herself to land on a balcony.
On that balcony Celestia found her sister, Luna, waiting for her. The pair greeted one another with tired, but grateful, smiles before Princess Luna asked the same question she had asked for the previous seven sunsets. “Were you successful?”
Celestia shook her head. “No, there were no traces of Nightmare Moon or her cult to be found in Las Pegasus. What about here?”
“Nothing, sister.”
Celestia nodded, though even that small action revealed her exhaustion. “That’s good. Has there been any news from Cadance?”
“Yes,” Luna said, “despite her reluctance to leave Canterlot and Shining Armor, she arrived at her fiefdom earlier today. She sent a letter assuring that she would begin a search of her county immediately. If Nightmare Moon is hiding there, she will be found.”
“I’m thankful for all her help. She is doing so much more than some of the other minor princes and princesses,” Celestia said as she mentally cursed the royal line.
The “royal” family of Equestria was actually the royal lines of the earth ponies, pegasi, and unicorns from the old country combined into one. When Celestia and Luna saved Equestria from Discord and took over the duties of raising and lowering the sun and moon, the populace of the kingdom was overjoyed. The two sisters were seen as saviors, and ponies across Equestria called out for them to rule. This, of course, horrified the old royal families, but with the kingdom recovering from Discord’s reign they couldn’t, and didn’t, want to fight a civil war.
So an agreement was made. The royal lines merged and adopted Luna and Celestia, who then became the high princesses of Equestria and rulers of the kingdom. The members of the new, singular royal family became minor princes and princesses, in effect lords and ladies. They handled the day-to-day ruling of different counties in Equestria, and, despite their often overinflated egos, it was a system that had successfully governed the country for centuries.
Right now, however, the royal family was proving to be difficult. While some like Cadance aided in the search for Nightmare Moon, others barricaded themselves in their homes like children hiding under their bed covers. The rest, who neither helped nor hid, didn’t take the threat seriously and believed that the princesses were simply trying to scare them into subordination.
“You can’t worry about them right now, sister,” Luna advised Celestia before she spread her wings. “Go inside, try to get some sleep. I’ll meet up with my half of the royal army in Manehatten and continue our search there.”
“All right,” Celestia said as she began to walk inside the castle. Right before she entered, however, she paused and looked back. “Just… be careful. If you find Nightmare Moon, call for me. Do not face her alone.”
“I will take the utmost care, sister.” With that, Luna fluttered her wings and rose into the sky just as her moon began to rise from the eastern horizon. Celestia watched her sister fly off to continue to search and couldn’t help but worry about her. She wished to be at her sister's side, but she was already at the brink of exhaustion. Long days and sleepless nights had worn her down. She wished for nothing more than the sweet embrace of her bed and dreams.
~~~
“Soldiers, attention!”
The ranks of fresh recruits snapped to attention under Shining Armor’s firm voice. Though he wished to be with his wife, Shining Armor’s duties as captain of the royal guard had not disappeared with his marriage to Cadance. He was needed in the capitol, needed to maintain the shimmering barrier that currently surrounded Canterlot. His kingdom needed him, just as it needed the new recruits that were standing before him.
“They look scared,” Shining Armor whispered to a nearby lieutenant.
“They are, sir, but they’re all we have,” the lieutenant whispered back. “If you want, I can call back some of the veteran guards. I’m sure they would be willing—”
Shining Armor shook his head. “No, I told them to go home and rest for a reason. The guard is made up of the toughest ponies in Equestria, but they are still ponies. They need time to sleep, they need time to eat, and they deserve to have some time with their families. We’ll just have to make do with these recruits for tonight.”
“What about you, sir? Shouldn’t you be getting some rest as well?”
“I’ll be fine,” Shining Armor assured his lieutenant, ignoring the bags that existed under his own eyes.
“But sir—”
Shining Armor ignored his lieutenant’s protest. Stepping towards the new recruits, he raised his voice and shouted, “At ease soldiers, but keep your ears open.”
The recruits fell to a parade rest but kept their eyes focused on Shining Armor as he spoke. “I won’t sugar coat the truth. Equestria is in crisis. With Nightmare Moon threatening our princesses we need everypony to do their part.
“Now, I know you haven’t had much training. From what your drill sergeant has told me, you’ve barely gotten through the basics. That’s going to have to be good enough. You need to stand watch tonight so that the rest of the guard can get the sleep they need, and you will be relieved when Princess Luna returns at daybreak. Is that understood?”
“Sir, yes sir!” the lines of soldiers responded in unison.
“During this watch, you will each be paired with a seasoned member of the royal guard. You will do what they tell you to do when they tell you to do it. You will not question their orders. You will not talk back. You must treat their orders as if they were coming straight from one of the princesses. Is that clear?”
“Sir, yes sir!” the lines of soldiers responded in unison.
“Good,” Shining Armor said with a nod. “Now, get to your posts and stay alert. Raise the alarm if you see anything suspicious and, should Nightmare Moon or her minions seek to take Canterlot, show them the royal guard is not to be underestimated! Dismissed!”
“Sir, yes sir!” the recruits replied once more before quickly dispersing. Each moved to their post where the veteran guards they were to be paired with were already waiting. Shining Armor watched as some took up watch on the walls while others left to begin patrolling the castle’s interior. He then turned and, with his lieutenant, retreated into the castle.
It would be a long night for both new recruits and seasoned guards, and the sunrise could not come fast enough.
~~~
The night wore on slowly as the moon rose up into the heavens. All was still and quiet around Canterlot Castle. Yet, the peace was not greeted as warmly as it usually was. The smallest sounds became reason for panic, and the young recruits were jumping at shadows.
A small clatter of armor caused one of the veteran guards to pause and look back at the recruit he had been paired with. She had stumbled at the sight of a painting of Princess Luna and had fallen forward onto her nose. She was now picking herself up off the ground and rubbing her sore snout as he watched.
“Keep it together,” he advised her.
The recruit quickly stumbled up beside him and gave a brief salute. “Y-yes, sir. Sorry, sir. I-it won’t happen again, sir.”
The veteran guard rolled his eyes and resumed leading the patrol route as the recruit kept close to his side. She was still shaking in her armor and glancing nervously at shadows. “You’re going to have a nervous breakdown if you don’t relax,” he told the recruit when she jumped in fear of a statue of Princess Celestia.
“I’m sorry, sir,” the recruit apologized as she tried to keep herself calm. “It’s just… what have you heard about Nightmare Moon?”
“Nothing good,” the veteran answered as he continued to lead them through the castle. He knew the patrol route by heart. He had walked it more times than he cared to admit.
“I… I heard that Nightmare Moon is actually more powerful than Princess Celestia. That she was able to—”
“Kid, take a breath and stop thinking about it,” the veteran guard lectured, keeping his tone flat and professional. “You’ll never make it through the shift if you psych yourself out.”
“Sorry, sorry,” the recruit apologized. “I-I just, I’m worried.”
“Well, you’d be a foal not to be, but you can’t let that get to you. Just try and think about something else.”
The recruit nodded her head. “Oh… okay… uh… s-so, where is, um… where is Princess Luna and the rest of the regular army?”
“In the Manehatten area,” the veteran guard replied as he and the recruit rounded a corner. “They’re doing aerial and magical sweeps to try and find Nightmare Moon and the ponies helping her.”
“Y-yeah,” the recruit agreed, trying to calm herself and failing. “S-s-so, what do we do if Nightmare Moon attacks the castle… besides pray?”
“You and me are to go and protect the library. That's where Shining Armor and the unicorns from Princess Celestia's school are holed up,” the veteran guard answered.
The recruit took a few quick steps, so she was in line with the veteran guard. “W-why are they in the library?”
“Spells,” the veteran said. He and the recruit rounded another corner, moving deeper into the castle. “The unicorns from the princess's school are going through the library to try and find spells we can use against Nightmare Moon. Spells to protect the castle and find where Nightmare Moon is hiding. Personally, I hope they find a spell that will let us get rid of her for good.”
“What about Shining Armor?”
“He's in there to protect those other unicorns, and they're helping him too,” the veteran answered as the pair continued their patrol. “They're making sure he doesn't burn himself out magically trying to maintain his barrier spell. That's how he's been able to go without sleep the past week. From what I've heard, those unicorns have been taking turns sleeping for Shining Armor. They sleep for him, and he gets the energy he needs to keep going.”
“B-but what if Nightmare Moon gets through Shining Armor's barrier?”
“She wouldn't just 'get through,'” the veteran said firmly. “Shining Armor's barrier is smart. He can tell it what to keep out and what to let in. Right now, that barrier's been magicked so that it will keep out any one thing that's as strong or stronger than Princess Luna. The only way Nightmare Moon could get in is if she broke the barrier, and that's why we're here. To hold her and her minions back should that happen.”
The recruit swallowed nervously and shook in her armor once more. “J-just hold her back?”
“What, do you think you can beat her?”
“No!” The recruit shouted, as if she was about to be thrown to a pack of lions.
“Then yes, we’re just to hold our ground. We keep Nightmare Moon back until word of the attack can reach the armies out in the field. Then, whichever princess is out with the army will fly back here.” A confident smile spread onto the veteran's face. “No matter how strong Nightmare Moon is, she can’t take on both princesses at the same time.”
“Well then, I guess I need to be very careful nopony raises the alarm,” the younger guard said, her voice shifting in tone. The strange answer, in combination with the change in the recruit’s voice, was enough to make the veteran guard turn. He was about to ask the recruit what was wrong. The words, however, never left his mouth. Before he could react, before he could scream, the veteran guard found himself engulfed in a dark cloud. When the cloud released him, he slumped over onto the floor, lost in a deep sleep.
The cloud itself stemmed from the recruit, who was smiling devilishly as it receded back into her body. She used her magic to levitate the sleeping veteran guard and tossed him into an empty room before turning herself into a cloud and zipping through the castle hallways.
That cloud was joined by others. Each cloud had once been one of the recruits, and each had performed a similar action. They had taken out the veteran guards they were once paired with and now flowed throughout the castle to deal with any guards that remained. Then, when the castle’s armored defenders all lay asleep, the clouds began to converge on the library.
Outside the library’s main entrance, the clouds began to merge together into a single mass. It grew larger and larger with each cloud that joined it, and, as it grew larger, it became a swirling field of stars. It twisted and turned as it waited for a few trailing clouds to reach it, and, once it was whole, the cloud floated towards the door.
A single tendril extended from the cloud. It sank into the darkness of the keyhole and began to fiddle with the tumblers inside. It twisted and turned, and, with a resounding click, it made the lock slide into place, sealing the door from the outside. The cloud, as a whole, then sank, slipped beneath the door seam, and entered the library.
At first, the silence of the castle persisted, but then a few muffled shouts began to escape the library. Those shouts were followed by the sounds of spells being unleashed and screams of terror. There was a commotion as furniture was thrown, and a thumping of hooves filled the castle hallways as ponies tried to get through the library’s locked doors.
The commotion persisted for a few minutes before ending as quickly as it began. The library and castle fell silent once more: a silence broken only by the sound of the library door unlocking. The doors then swung open, revealing what had happened inside. All of the unicorns that had been in the library, including Shining Armor, lay on the floor, sound asleep, while Nightmare Moon strode into the hallway with a confident smile.
“Nexus was right; that really was too easy,” Nightmare Moon mused with a small chuckle as her voice returned to its normal tone. The plan had worked. Much like the time she became the Shadowbolts to tempt Rainbow Dash, Nightmare Moon had divided herself into multiple clones that then took on the shapes of other ponies. In this case, she had taken the place of a few dozen guards in training who had been kept from reaching boot camp by Spell Nexus and the Children of Nightmare.
It had been interesting being a small army of ponies for several days. Nightmare Moon had never before divided herself up into so many copies, but it had served its purpose. She had been able to pass through Canterlot's defensive barrier and infiltrate the castle. Each of her smaller clones had been able to ascertain a portion of information from the veteran castle guard, and, in the end, she had been given everything she needed to take the castle in a single swoop.
It was a grand gambit of a plan, one Nexus hadn’t entirely approved of, since it meant sparing the castle guard. Still, it was how Nightmare Moon wanted it done, and it was a plan that had worked. The castle was undefended, no alarm had been raised, and Luna would not be returning to the castle until dawn.
That gave Nightmare Moon all the time she could want to find and deal with Celestia. She’d then lie in wait for Luna to return, for her to walk straight into her own demise. Then, once she had spilt the blood of both princesses, the rest of Equestria would be left to cower in fear as she took her place as queen.
~~~
The first room Nightmare Moon had checked was Celestia’s bedchamber, where the princess should have been resting. However, Celestia was not there, and Nightmare Moon was forced to begin searching the rest of the castle. She worked her way through the halls, checking every room as she went.
Each empty room caused Nightmare Moon’s concerns to grow. She feared Celestia may have sensed something was wrong and fled, or called for Luna to return. That was one thing the royal guard had correct. She did not dare to face them both at once. She had to pick each of the royal sisters off one at a time if she was to be successful in her coup.
Nearing the ground floor of the castle, Nightmare Moon almost rounded a corner in the hallway when a noise began to reach her ears: hoofsteps. Almost instantly, she turned into a cloud of smoke and disguised herself as a rookie pegasus guard. She then waited a few moments for the hoofsteps to get closer before she jumped around the corner to confront the unknown pony.
“HALT! Who goes there?”
The pony in question flinched, fumbling with his magic. He stumbled and swayed in an effort to keep the covered tray he was carrying from hitting the floor. It was a frantic few seconds of juggling, but eventually the unicorn got a hold of the tray and breathed a sigh of relief before looking up at the disguised Nightmare Moon.
“My-my apologies, I am Silver Platter. I work in the royal kitchens,” the unicorn stallion replied hurriedly, thankful that it was only a guard that had startled him.
“Only guards are supposed to be out at this hour,” Nightmare Moon snipped, disguising her voice so she sounded like one of the young recruits. “What are you doing?”
“Delivering a meal to Princess Celestia.”
Nightmare Moon let her fake anger cool. She relaxed her body and folded her wings. “Isn’t it rather late for the princess to be eating?”
“Yes, it is,” Silver Platter agreed, “but her pet phoenix delivered the order to the kitchen, and I’m not exactly in a place to question the princess’s eating habits.”
“I suppose not,” Nightmare Moon remarked with a chuckle as an idea formed in her head. “I, however, cannot allow anypony to wander the halls. I will escort you to the princess, though I do not know where she is presently.”
“Princess Celestia has requested the meal be brought to the throne room,” Silver Platter replied as he walked up beside the guard.
Nightmare Moon nodded. “Then we shall head to the throne room. Please, lead the way.”
“Of course,” Silver Platter said as the pair began to make their way through the castle. They strode without speaking for a few moments, but then Silver Platter broke the silence to ease his obviously strained nerves. “So, I thought the royal guards were supposed to patrol in pairs.”
“I’m just a reserve brought in so that the normal royal guard can rest, and there aren’t enough of us to keep paired patrols,” Nightmare Moon answered flatly.
“I guess that makes sense. The royal guard has probably been getting less sleep than the princesses. If what I’ve heard is true, they’ve been pulling double and triple shifts. Princess Celestia tried to tell them all this wasn’t necessary, but the generals wouldn’t hear of it.”
“So all the guards and precautions are being done against the princesses’ wishes?” the disguised Nightmare Moon asked.
Silver Platter nodded. “Yes ma’am, but what else are we supposed to do? The princesses are in danger, and, if we don’t try to protect them, nopony will.”
“So you would face Nightmare Moon, despite being horribly outmatched, just to protect the princesses?”
“Me? Oh heavens, no!” Silver Platter replied, laughing nervously. “I’m just a unicorn that loves bringing good food to good ponies. I wouldn’t stand a chance against Nightmare Moon. She’d squash me like a bug or gobble me up. No, defending the princesses is what you and the other guards are doing, and I can respect that.”
“T-thank you,” Nightmare Moon said, though the words tasted rotten in her mouth. She shouldn't have been accepting thanks when she was the one that the guards and princesses feared. Still, she kept her composure and let that conversation die before bringing up another. “What are you bringing the princess?”
“Nothing much. It’s just a lot of comfort food, though I can certainly understand why she wants it. Stressful times, after all.” Silver Platter levitated the plate he was carrying lower and lifted up the lid so the disguised Nightmare Moon could see the food. “We’ve got a bowl of Maroon Carrot Soup, a few freshly picked apples from the princess’s golden apple tree, and a very large slice of cloud cake with a frosting flower.”
Nightmare Moon arched an eyebrow. “That soup is purple.”
Silver Platter chuckled, and put the lid back on the tray of food. “Of course; Maroon carrots are purple, so it would make sense that soup made from them would be purple. They are actually sweeter than most common carrots.”
“I prefer celery soup,” Nightmare Moon commented before the pair rounded a corner and a large set of doors came into view.
“I’m a fan of tomato soup myself. Anyways, we’re here now. If you wouldn’t mind, could you wait out here? It will just take me a couple of minutes to give the princess her meal, and then you can escort me back to the kitchen.”
“I don’t believe that will be necessary,” Nightmare Moon answered Silver Platter. “After all, you’re about to go to sleep.”
Before Silver Platter could turn around, Nightmare Moon had transformed into a cloud and engulfed him. In but a few moments the deed was done. She laid the sleeping Silver Platter out on the floor before disguising herself in his image. She then drew the covered serving tray close and ensured the food inside had not been spilled before moving towards the throne room door.
~~~
Celestia sat back in her throne, staring mindlessly at the ceiling. She was tired, and would have rather been asleep, but sleep did not come easily. She dreaded Nightmare Moon’s coming attack, feared for Luna’s safety, and, to top it all off, nopony had seen or heard from Twilight Sparkle in days. There was simply too much weighing on her mind to get any sleep.
KNOCK… KNOCK…
Celestia perked her ears up and moved her gaze from the ceiling to the throne room doors as a figure poked his head inside. “My apologies if I disturbed you, Your Highness, but I have the meal you requested.”
“Thank you, Silver Platter,” Celestia greeted, “and I do apologize for making a request like this so late in the evening.”
“No apologies necessary, Your Highness,” Silver Platter replied. He crossed the room and presented the serving tray to the princess. “Though I hope you do not mind if I linger. That way I can take the dishes back to the kitchen once you’ve finished.”
Celestia smiled and took the tray in her own magic. “I do not mind in the slightest.” She then removed the lid from the tray and sniffed at the warm soup. The aromas offered her some comfort, but not as much as the food itself would bring. It was no secret, especially after that Gabby Gums article, that she had a tendency to eat when she was anxious, to seek comfort in sweet and savory foods.
It was a habit that, thankfully, didn’t cause Celestia too much trouble, though it was still a source of frustration on occasion. She still didn’t know what cruel hoof of fate put that photographer near Canterlot Castle on a day when she did go a little overboard, but that was a minor and distant concern of the past. The present weighed far more heavily on Celestia’s mind. Still, once Nightmare Moon was found and dealt with, she would need to put herself on a diet. She needed to get her eating habits back in order. She had indulged in cloud cake a few too many times over the past week. The pegasus-made dessert was her greatest weakness, at least when it came to food.
The dessert, however, she would save for last. With the help of a spoon, Celestia began to enjoy the soup, which danced across her tongue and warmed her insides. Then came the golden apples, which offered a crisp freshness that was unmatched by any other fruit in the kingdom. Finally she allowed herself to eat the cloud cake. Each bite of it melted in her mouth, coating her tongue in its light, rich flavor.
The last thing to enter Celestia’s mouth was the large frosting flower that had been on top of the slice of cloud cake. She chomped down on the carefully formed mass of frosting and licked her lips to gather every last trace of its sweet flavor. A smile then slipped onto her face, and she leaned back in her throne.
Silver Platter, seeing his princess had finished her meal, took the plate and set it off to one side before he began to walk around the back of the throne. “Was the meal to your liking?”
Celestia nodded. “It was delicious. Be sure to extend my thanks to the kitchen staff. I may just be able to get to sleep tonight thanks to that meal.”
“Good,” Silver Platter said from behind the throne as his voice began to shift, “everypony deserves a good last meal.”
Celestia snapped her head to the side, watching as a figure stepped out from behind her throne. While Silver Platter had been the pony that disappeared behind her regal seat, the pony that stepped into her vision was decidedly not the unicorn waiter.
Celestia bristled, furrowed her brow, and glared at Nightmare Moon. “How did you get in here?” She glanced out a window and saw Shining Armor's barrier was still in place. “How did you get into Canterlot?”
“I would think, Celestia, that after being betrayed by Spell Nexus, you would be a little more cautious,” Nightmare Moon mused with a taunting smile on her lips. She walked out from behind the throne. Each step she took exuded her confidence at the moment, like she was a cat that had outwitted and cornered a mouse.
“Are you saying Shining Armor let you in?” Celestia asked, only to shake her head firmly. “No, that is impossible. He would not side with you.”
“True, but I didn't need him to,” Nightmare Moon commented before she broke into a cloud. That cloud divided itself into multiple pieces, each piece floating to a clear section of the throne room floor before manifesting into a doppelganger of a royal guard. Each clone looked uniquely different, but they were all looking at Celestia with Nightmare Moon’s turquoise eyes.
“Night Wind, one of your loyal guards, has been an ally to Spell Nexus since the beginning of the Children of Nightmare,” the many parts of Nightmare Moon said in unison. “She told me of Shining Armor's barrier, how it would keep out any single pony that was of sufficient magical power.”
Celestia showed no sign of panic. She just furrowed her eyebrows and looked over the clones that stood before her. “It did not, however, stop you from entering in pieces. Yes, I recognize you now, Nightmare Moon. You were the recruits I saw in the courtyard when I arrived. Like a wolf in sheep's clothing, you snuck in under the guise of ponies we could trust.”
The many clones laughed as they turned back into clouds, and their laughter combined into a single voice as Nightmare Moon reformed herself into a single alicorn mare. “Yes, it was a brilliant disguise, wasn't it?”
“Yes,” Celestia begrudgingly admitted, “and it would seem you are just as powerful as you were a thousand years ago, even though you lack the strength Luna currently possesses.”
“You can thank Spell Nexus for that. Whatever power Luna retained after the Elements of Harmony purified her was replaced by power drawn from the Everfree Forest. He really is very talented at crafting spells.”
“And what of my guards and servants?” Celestia pressed. “I can only imagine you went through them to get to me.”
“Don’t worry your pretty little head, Celestia. Your guards are now catching up on the sleep they deprived themselves of by protecting you. As to your servants, they are unaware of what occurs, except for Silver Platter. He sleeps in the hallway just outside this room.”
Celestia's stern exterior cracked and confusion filled her eyes. “You… didn’t hurt anypony?”
“I had no need to, so why would I waste my time?” Nightmare Moon asked with a short, confident chuckle.
“You had no need to bring lightning down on the ponies at the Summer Sun Celebration, and yet you had no qualms doing so then,” Celestia said. She rose from her throne and started to walk towards Nightmare Moon. “Now you are showing mercy and restraint. Perhaps, despite your appearance, you are not quite the same mare I once knew.”
A chilling laugh escaped Nightmare Moon’s lips. “You are just as delusional as Twilight Sparkle.”
“And where is my student, Nightmare Moon?” Celestia asked. “I can only imagine you’re the reason nopony has seen her in days.”
“She’s in my dungeon,” Nightmare Moon answered. She kept a safe distance from Celestia, moving towards the far side of the throne room as Celestia reached the bottom of her very large and extravagant throne. The pair of alicorns then began to circle each other, Celestia wearing a stern frown while Nightmare Moon wore a smug smile.
“And how did she end up there?” Celestia asked cautiously, on guard for any sudden movements.
“She came to me, if you would believe it,” Nightmare Moon answered. “I would have thought you’d taught her better than to go running to the very ponies that would want to capture her, but that’s what she did. She wanted to sell me some sob story about how sorry she was for what happened. It was truly pathetic.”
Celestia ruffled her wings as she focused more intently on Nightmare Moon. “You let her live, even though, as long as she is alive, the Elements of Harmony are a threat to you.”
“I will tell you what I told Spell Nexus. I will deal with Twilight Sparkle in my own way and in my own time,” Nightmare Moon snipped, horn beginning to glow. “Besides, you have more important things to be worried about, Celestia.”
Nightmare Moon’s magic surged, and in the air beside her a magical blade took shape. It was forged of what looked like black metal that shined and flashed like calm water beneath the night sky. While alicorns were very powerful, they were not truly immortal. Their strength came from the amount of magic they held, and the best tool to counter that magic was a weapon of pure, compressed mystic energy, much like the sword Nightmare Moon now wielded.
“An odd level of decorum, Nightmare Moon,” Celestia commented. She formed her own magical sword, a pristine white blade, which she held in a defensive position while she and Nightmare Moon continued to circle one another. “When the changeling queen assaulted Canterlot, she and I traded our most powerful spells. Why would you desire to cross swords instead of assaulting me head on?”
Nightmare Moon laughed and twirled her sword once in the air. “Because I know of the defensive spells that still linger on this castle, Celestia. Some of your veteran guards were very informative. Were we to clash spells as you and this 'changeling queen' did, the castle would light up like a beacon and draw Luna back.
“That, and I know one other thing.” Nightmare Moon lifted the blade to her nose, admiring its glint before flicking her gaze back to Celestia. “A little tidbit Nexus told me about immortal alicorns like you and I. Magic is our strength, but it is our weakness as well. Where normal swords hold no threat, a blade formed of magic can wound, can injure, and can kill with greater ease than any random blast of magic.”
“And so that’s your intent,” Celestia whispered. The pair still circled one another, each waiting for the other to make the first move. “You came here to kill me.”
“Did you expect any less?”
“No… I suppose not, but what do you intend to do with Twilight? What are your plans for her friends, the others who wield the Elements of Harmony?” Celestia asked.
“While they pose no danger as long as I have Twilight,” Nightmare Moon noted confidently, “they will get their just reward. I’ve ordered my guard to capture them unharmed, so that I will be able to decide their fate.”
Celestia arched an eyebrow and allowed her sword to lower just an inch. “Unharmed? Why would you care about their well-being? Why not let your minions bring them in bruised and battered?”
Nightmare Moon snorted in contempt. “I will not let Spell Nexus, or anypony else, take the vengeance I deserve for what those ponies did to me. While you would not know it, being torn off another pony like a cheap costume by the Elements of Harmony is an excruciating experience, and they will endure double the pain they caused me that day.”
“Then what do you intend to do with them?” Celestia questioned.
“Whatever I see fit!” snarled Nightmare Moon. “Their fate is in my hooves and nopony, neither you nor Nexus, has any right to question my decisions. I am above reproach.”
“Yet you speak as if Nexus has been questioning your actions.”
Nightmare Moon laughed, though she made sure to keep her sword raised. “He is a foal who believes he knows my every desire, but I am not so easily understood by such common ponies. He knows of my desire to seize Equestria, and he acts to support that, as he should. It was his hooves, however, that hurt Twilight, and it was his belief that I desired to have her hung or beheaded.”
“And isn’t that your desire?” Celestia asked, pressing the issue. “Would it not be simpler for you to let him do as he wishes with Twilight? Why not let him save you the trouble?”
Nightmare Moon launched herself at Celestia while swinging her sword in a wide arc. “Nopony hurts Twilight except me!”
Celestia just barely managed to block the blow, the clang of metal striking metal echoing across the throne room walls. Nightmare Moon then attempted a thrust, making Celestia spread her wings. With a single powerful flap, she threw herself back, dodging the blade and putting more distance between herself and Nightmare Moon.
“I do not wish to fight you,” Celestia said, but Nightmare Moon did not falter in her attack. Celestia was just barely able to raise her sword to block a downward swing from Nightmare Moon, and the two magical swords clashed with a resounding clang.
Nightmare Moon pressed her blade against Celestia's in an attempt to break through the defense with sheer force. “Then surrender yourself!”
Celestia buckled momentarily under the weight of Nightmare Moon’s attack, but she would not be so easily defeated. A careful turn of her blade sent Nightmare Moon's sword down into the throne room floor. Celestia then proceeded to bring the pommel of her sword around to strike Nightmare Moon in the throat.
The sudden thrust of the sword’s blunt hilt into her neck caused Nightmare Moon to stumble back, coughing and wheezing from the blow. Celestia, however, did not press her offensive. She instead stayed on the far side of the throne room, lowering her sword as her voice echoed across the marble hall. “You have told me what your minions did to Twilight Sparkle, but what have you done to her, Nightmare Moon?”
“N-nothing,” Nightmare Moon choked out. “She has been recovering from the injuries given to her by Nexus, under the care of my castle’s doctor.”
An expression of surprise etched itself across Celestia’s face. “You are caring for her?”
“I told you, nopony else will have my vengeance. I am having her injuries treated simply so that she can properly appreciate the pain I will induce when I make her pay for what she’s done to me!”
Nightmare Moon’s shout hung in the air, words that echoed not with rage but with pain. Celestia remained silent until the echoes had faded, and then spoke with an odd, almost concerned tone in her voice. “And what has she done to you, Nightmare Moon?”
The question struck Nightmare Moon’s heart and set her fury ablaze. “Don’t you dare speak as if you don’t know!” she yelled, her words dripping with loathing as she recovered from Celestia’s blow. “It was her and her friends that set the Elements of Harmony upon me. That, and I have not forgotten her most recent crimes. Twilight Sparkle betrayed, lied to, and above all else, abandoned me!”
“Listen to me, Nightmare—” Celestia paused, taking a step forward as her tone became more pleading. “No, listen to me, Nyx. I'm sorry. I did not want to take you away from Twilight forcibly, and I had every intention of returning you to her the next morning.”
Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth. “Those are nothing but lies. You and Twilight conspired against me that night. Twilight knew what you were going to do, and she did nothing to stop it. She wanted you to take me away.”
“Nyx, that is not true,” Celestia said firmly. “Twilight tried to convince me you weren't a danger. She didn't want to let you go.”
Nightmare Moon drew in a deep breath, her cold composure returning. “But she did let me go, and I will never forgive her for it.”
“But—”
“And don’t think I’ll ever forgive you, either!” seethed Nightmare Moon. She pointed the tip of her sword at Celestia. “It’s all your fault! Everything is your fault! You allowed the ponies of the past to ignore the night sky, turning Luna into me! You sent your student to Ponyville where she and her friends murdered me with the Elements of Harmony! You took me away from Ponyville, from my simple, ignorant life!”
Nightmare Moon sucked in a breath, held it, and fixed her accusing gaze on Celestia. “All that I have lost, all that I have become, all that I can ever claim to be is a shadow of your actions. Tonight, you shall pay for your sins, Celestia!”
With those words Nightmare Moon lashed out, springing into the air and soaring across the room while yelling in a furious rage. She brought her sword beneath her and swiped at Celestia as she flew by. Celestia dodged to the left and spun herself around just in time to see Nightmare Moon land and resume her ground attack. Sparks soared into the air as their blades clashed again and again.
The pair was evenly matched for a time, but then Celestia saw an opening. Nightmare Moon swung too wide, overextended her attack, and Celestia seized the opportunity. As quickly as her hooves would allow, she spun around and bucked. She hit Nightmare Moon in the side, and the force of the blow sent her flying across the room. She would have likely crashed into a wall, but with a flutter of her wings, Nightmare Moon was able to right herself. She pressed her hooves into the floor, skidded to a stop, and glared across the room at Celestia with murderous intent.
“Nyx, please, I implore you to listen to reason. End this senseless fight. I promise—”
Nightmare Moon ignored Celestia and charged back into battle. Both their blades clashed once more. Nightmare Moon was putting all of her strength behind her attack, and it was just enough to force Celestia’s blade to the side.
Knowing her defenses had been broken through, Celestia bent her legs and tried to jump away, but she could not escape without harm. Nightmare Moon struck out again and the tip of her sword nicked Celestia’s cheek, leaving a small cut that began to weep blood.
Celestia landed a few feet back and released a surge of magic from her body. The wave of energy pushed Nightmare Moon back and gave Celestia the moment of rest she needed. She could feel herself bleeding, but she remained focused on her opponent. “Nyx, please—”
Nightmare Moon winced, her voice dripping with her hatred of Celestia. “Stop calling me Nyx! I am not Nyx! I can never be Nyx because of you! Because of you, I am and will forever be Nightmare Moon! Now silence your tongue before I cut it out, and quit holding back! Fight me, coward!”
“I am not a coward,” Celestia retorted firmly as she wiped the blood away with her right forehoof, “and I am not the only one holding back. You strike only to injure me, Nyx, and that is not the only time you have shown mercy. You put my guards to sleep, where in the past you wouldn't have batted an eye at seeing them injured or even dead. You speak of Twilight's betrayal, and yet you have not taken your vengeance against her. If you are truly Nightmare Moon, then why do you show mercy?”
“I… I…” Nightmare Moon struggled with her words, her mind locking up as she was faced with Celestia’s questions. Why was she holding back? Why wasn’t she giving it her all? She had practiced using a sword with the guards during training. She knew how to fight, so why wasn’t she going for the killing blows?
“Nyx,” Celestia began, lowering her sword as the fight slipped into a lull. “I know you’ve been hurt. I know you have a right to be angry at me, and I know I do not deserve forgiveness for the part I played in turning you into this. Yet, if this is what you truly wanted, you would have killed me with that last blow. Please, end this farce and let us put our swords away. It is not too late.”
“Too late?” Nightmare Moon echoed, an inferno of rage flashing to life behind her eyes. “Too late?!
“It was always TOO LATE FOR ME!” Nightmare Moon yelled, her voice growing until she was shouting at the top of her lungs. At the same time her mane began to surge and swirl, reflecting the storm of anger that raged within.
With a screech, Nightmare Moon launched herself at Celestia, this time accompanying her charge with a volley of lightning. Celestia managed to block a few of the arcane bolts with her sword, but she was struck by others. The bolts did little damage themselves, but they caused Celestia to wince, which made it all the more difficult for her to block Nightmare Moon’s coming sword.
The rage and magic behind Nightmare Moon’s blade would soon prove to be too much. Their weapons clashed with a thunderous crack, and, before Celestia could retreat, her sword began to fracture. It burst apart, shattering like glass as its magic failed beneath the force of Nightmare Moon’s blow.
The magic released from her broken blade knocked Celestia off her hooves. She rolled and bounced across the throne room floor, eventually coming to a stop at the base of her throne. Shards of the shattered blade had speckled her with small cuts, and her breathing was labored as the pain of the magical knock-back pulsed throughout her body.
Celestia took a few deep, gasping breaths to try and recover more quickly, but it was already too late. When she looked up, she saw Nightmare Moon standing over her and felt Nightmare Moon's black, magical blade press against her neck.
“It’s over, Celestia,” Nightmare Moon said coldly, and Celestia knew it was true. Yet, instead of closing her eyes and waiting for the bitter end, she locked her gaze on Nightmare Moon. The pair stared at each other for a long time, both still as stone. All it would take for Nightmare Moon to end Celestia’s life was a twitch of her sword, yet she just stood there.
“You’re still holding back,” Celestia said.
Nightmare Moon pressed her sword into Celestia’s neck. “SHUT UP! I could end this right now. I could kill you. Just a quick slash of my sword and your life would be forfeit.”
“Yes, you have defeated me,” Celestia admitted, “but I implore you to stop, Nyx, and listen.”
Nightmare Moon put more pressure on her sword, the blade breaking the surface of Celestia’s skin and drawing blood. “Why? Why should I stop now? Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t slash your throat!”
“Because, though you deny it, your actions and words tell me that you care about Twilight,” Celestia calmly explained. “So I ask you to stop, Nyx, and realize where you stand. This is your point of no return. If you finish me here, you will secure Equestria as your own, but across this kingdom, even in Twilight’s eyes, you shall never be seen as anything but my murderer and a monster.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes pulsated at the mention of Twilight Sparkle, and she lowered her sword a few inches. Celestia dared to hope that Nightmare Moon had finally listened to reason, but a few moments later the sword was back against her neck. Yet, the murderous intent that once filled Nightmare Moon’s eyes had faded, and her sword was trembling.
Then, with a slow breath, Nightmare Moon lowered her blade. She spoke with a broken, hollow voice as her mane began to wrap around Celestia. “Your time will come, but before then you will know the pain I’ve suffered. For a thousand years you shall be banished to the sun, held amongst its magic, just as I was held by the moon. Only then, once you’ve known the full extent of my suffering, shall you know death.”
With those final few words and a flash of light from within her mane, Nightmare Moon made good on her word. She completed her spell and banished Celestia to the sun.
Yet, even after Celestia was gone, Nightmare Moon remained where she was. She stared at the spot where Celestia had been, and then she looked up to Celestia's now empty throne. With little warning, Nightmare Moon sucked in a deep breath, cried out in a rage, and threw her sword. It pierced the air like an arrow, and, with a resounding “thunk” of metal against wood, it sank into the back of Celestia’s throne.
~~~
Luna banked to one side, looking over Canterlot. It was nearly dawn, and she was returning to the castle so that Celestia could fly out, meet the army, and continue the search for Nightmare Moon. The search over the evening had been fruitless. Both exhaustion and disappointment made Luna yearn for the comfort of her bed.
Yet, as Luna drew closer to the castle, she began to notice how still and quiet it was. She saw no guards moving along the battlements, saw nopony at all. Some servants should have at least been out tending to the early morning chores, but there was nopony around.
Shining Armor’s barrier was also nowhere to be seen.
Luna felt the air catch in her chest, and, with a few furious flaps of her wings, she surged towards the castle. She dove into the courtyard but did not land nor slow down. Instead, she threw open the castle doors with her magic and soared through the hallways. It was something Celestia was unable to do because of her size, but Luna was still small enough that her wingspan fit inside the corridors.
The castle was deserted, utterly empty, and it did nothing to improve Luna’s nerves. She flew with even greater speed, fearing the worst as she raced amongst the halls. Luna first went to Celestia’s bedroom, but, when her sister wasn’t there, Luna went to the next likely place: the throne room. When she couldn’t sleep, Celestia always liked to go there.
“Sister? Sister, are you in here?” Luna called out, landing in the doorway. She looked first to the throne, desperately hoping to see Celestia there. Her sister, however, was nowhere to be seen. In her place, standing just in front of the throne, was an all-black alicorn with a swirling, magical mane and tail.
Luna felt herself tense when she saw Nightmare Moon, a figure she had only ever seen reflected back in a mirror. Was this really what she used to look like? She could now see why so many ponies told scary stories about her. A pitch-black mare with a magical mane and tail of the night and piercing dragon eyes. It was the kind of thing nightmares were made of.
Eyes glaring, Luna quietly began to move across the room. Though she was walking on the regal, red rug that ran from the door to Celestia’s throne, Luna’s hoofsteps were still audible.
“You’re back earlier than I expected, or perhaps it is later in the morning than I realized,” Nightmare Moon remarked quietly. She turned to face Luna, revealing her tired eyes.
“Where is Celestia?” Luna asked firmly.
“Your precious sister is getting a taste of her own medicine. She has been banished to the sun,” Nightmare Moon replied, forcing firmness into her voice. “Do not take this as a sign of mercy. I merely wish for Celestia to know the torture of the imprisonment that I endured for a thousand years. Once she has known that, her life is forfeit.”
“Imprisonment ‘we’ endured,” Luna corrected, “or have you forgotten where you came from?”
“I have not forgotten. All the memories I have are either my own or the memories from when you were the one called Nightmare Moon. It is from those memories that I know my desires and destiny. It’s a destiny you were too weak to seize for your own, but a destiny that will be mine.”
“But is it a destiny you want?” asked Luna.
“I cannot recall any time when I did not want the eternal night and the defeat of Equestria’s royalty… which now includes you,” Nightmare Moon answered. She manifested her magical sword and began to walk towards Luna. “Defend yourself.”
Luna formed two smaller, shorter blades which floated on either side of her. “Is that truly all you can remember? Do you not recall the time you spent with Twilight Sparkle, Nyx?”
“Do not call me that. I am Nightmare Moon.”
“But do you remember the time you spent with Twilight?” Luna pressed.
Nightmare Moon snorted in contempt. “Of course I do. I would not forget something so recent so easily.”
“Then you have memories beyond being Nightmare Moon, beyond the memories you had to inherit from me.”
“What is your point? Those memories are a few short months compared to the hundreds of years of memories I have from the time when we were one and the same.”
“But I know those memories are a thousand times happier than the memories we share. I came to know you briefly, Nyx, at the dinner after the Spring Festival. You talked of friends, of school, of Twilight… you were happy. Why are you throwing that away to pursue old desires that were never yours?”
“They are my desires,” Nightmare Moon spat. “I want vengeance. I want Equestria. I want ponies to look upon the beauty of my night.”
“But it isn’t your night. It’s mine,” Luna stressed. “ I’m the one that raises and lowers the moon. I’m the one who got jealous of Celestia. I’m the one that felt unappreciated and grew to loathe the ponies who slept through my night, but that’s because I’m the one that crafted and made the night my own, not you.”
Nightmare Moon stomped a hoof. “It will be my night soon enough. When you’re gone, I shall inherit your status as ruler of the nighttime sky, just as I have inherited your memories. I will make the sky more beautiful than you ever could. Ponies will look upon it and be in such awe that they will love the night, love me, and forget all about the sun and you royal sisters.”
“Nyx, you don’t have to be what I was,” Luna said sternly, as if she was explaining a difficult concept to a child throwing a tantrum. “Being Nightmare Moon is a choice, not a curse of blood you have to inherit.”
Nightmare Moon hung her head and lowered her sword. “No, you are wrong… for I have inherited much more from you than just your memories. The loathing, the fear, and the hatred Equestria had for you have become mine to bear. The Elements of Harmony left you to live a happy life again while I became your scapegoat, the monster in the dark that you were saved from.”
“But Nyx—”
“I told you not to call me that! I. Am. Nightmare Moon!” she seethed as her eyes flashed with determination. She raised her sword and pointed its tip at Luna. “Now defend yourself.”
“Very well, I shall never refer to you as Nyx again,” Luna said as she raised her own blades. “You have made your choice. You have chosen to threaten me, my kingdom, and my sister. You have refused to see reason, have chosen to be as blind as I once was, and have forced my hoof. I will not stand down nor surrender, Nightmare Moon. If you wish to have Equestria, you must take it from me.”
Luna lifted her swords, her voice carrying the final echoes of a warning. “But know this, Nightmare Moon; once our swords clash, from now until eternity, it won’t be my past that haunts you, but your own.”
Nightmare Moon laughed as she began to stride towards Luna like a storm cloud rolling over Equestria. “I will not be dissuaded, and no matter how valiantly you fight, you will fall. You will share Celestia’s fate, because this is my kingdom now.”
~~~
Whispers and hushed voices filled the Ponyville square. Everypony in town had gathered outside the town hall. The sun was supposed to have risen several hours ago, but, instead, the moon still lingered in the center of the sky, filling the world with its pale glow. What was worse was that several craters had appeared on the moon. They darkened the moon’s surface, returning to it the rough silhouette of the Mare in the Moon that had adorned it for a thousand years.
Beneath that moon, the Mayor of Ponyville, Ivory Scroll, moved up to the podium set on the veranda of the town hall. It looked like she had been crying, but the mayor wiped her eyes and cleared her throat, forcing herself to be strong.
“Fillies and Gentlecolts, as Mayor of Ponyville it is my duty… my solemn duty to announce that Princess Luna and Princess Celestia have—” She choked on her words, but, after licking her lips, she managed to continue. “They have been defeated.”
A hushed gasp cascaded through the crowd. Ponies looked at each other with disbelief, none daring to speak as they hung on every word that left Ivory’s mouth.
“I received word just after sun… when the sunrise was due to occur. During the night, Nightmare Moon seized Canterlot Castle. She defeated Princess Celestia and then laid in wait until Princess Luna returned to the castle a few hours ago. Both princesses are now imprisoned in the sun and the moon respectively.”
Ivory Scroll coughed again, trying to keep the strength in her voice from failing. “Nightmare Moon has hereby decreed herself Queen of Equestria, and the Children of Nightmare, the ponies responsible for her return, are already taking control of the government. Their forces have secured the capital, due in part to a swelling of their ranks following the coup.”
Ivory’s voice began to tremble as she forced out the final words. “The Children of Nightmare have warned that… that any open rebellion against the new crown will be met harshly and… and that… A-and that we h-have seen the last of the s-sun. This night… will last f-f-for… forever.”
Another gasp cut through the crowd, and a few ponies even fainted. However, before the harsh truth could even properly sink into the residents of Ponyville, another voice rang out through the now everlasting night. “Oh Miss Mayor, you speak as if this is some great tragedy.”
Every head in the crowd spun around, looking back to see Nightmare Moon striding towards them. She was flanked on either side by two of her own royal guard. They were clad in armor that matched hers in color, and their eyes, like hers, seemed to glow in the night with turquoise irises.
The crowd quickly parted to make a path, much like they did the day Nightmare Moon first returned. Some even bowed as she passed, a sight that made Nightmare Moon smile. She couldn’t expect them all to be so eager to bow right away. It was a start, though, and she could be patient. After all, she had all the time in the world.
Once she had reached the veranda of the town hall, Nightmare Moon used her magic to move the podium Ivory Scroll had been speaking from off to one side. She then looked to Ivory Scroll and saw that the mayor had retreated back several steps and was trembling like a leaf. Still, Ivory managed to bow to her new queen.
Satisfied with the level of respect the mayor had shown her, Nightmare Moon turned to face the crowd and let her voice reach a commanding volume. “Citizens of Ponyville, it is hard to believe that merely a week ago I stood amongst you, freshly reborn, and now I am already your queen. One must truly wonder how sturdy your monarchy was, considering how easily it was conquered.
“I now stand as your one true queen. Under me, Equestria shall flourish under the eternal night. You need not fear for your crops or your homes, for, while the night can be cold, those most loyal to me have already begun the act of making this kingdom a place that can thrive beneath the moonlight. They have long been prepared for the night eternal.
“And there is further reason to rejoice!” Nightmare Moon told them. “For, as I promised on the day of my return, I have not forgotten the kindness you all showed me when I was but a scared little filly. For this, I have decided to give Ponyville a great honor, to bestow upon it a gift no other town or city in Equestria will share.”
The ground shook, a distant rumbling reaching the ear of everypony as Nightmare Moon's eyes glowed. All heads turned to the distant rock quarries in the hills just beyond Ponyville, where the rumbling seemed to be emanating from. For a moment, none of them were able to see anything. Yet, as the rumbling continued, a single pointed spire began to rise up against the horizon.
The rumbling then rose to a terrifying cacophony, as if the world was splitting in two. At the same time, the first spire continued to rise higher and was soon joined by others. Eventually, a whole castle had risen up into view, casting a harsh shadow and looking down upon Ponyville like a giant ready to strike.
When the fortress had fully risen, and the rumbling had stopped, Nightmare Moon looked down and savored the shock and horror on her subjects’ faces. “Yes, ponies of Ponyville, your eyes do not deceive you. For the time being, Canterlot shall remain the administrative capitol of Equestria, but Ponyville shall be the true heart of this kingdom. It is here, in your town, that both I and my castle find a home, and Ponyville will know prosperity unmatched as it slowly becomes the beating heart of Equestria.”
Nightmare Moon finished her speech with a triumphant smile and a flare of her wings. The crowd, however, did not share in her enthusiasm. The only pony that dared to speak was Ivory Scroll. She shakily took a few steps towards Nightmare Moon and bowed to her new queen. “You… y-you honor us, Your Highness. We… w-we will gladly serve as your home.”
Nightmare Moon smiled. “Well-chosen words, Mayor. If you keep that attitude up, I may just let you keep your position.”
“Well, some of us ain’t goin’ down without a fight!”
Nightmare Moon and the crowd as a whole turned their heads and saw six ponies standing in a nearby, empty street. Nightmare Moon recognized five of the ponies. Applejack, Rarity, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy were all together, wearing their Elements of Harmony necklaces. They were standing strong, except for Fluttershy, who was hiding behind Rarity. Still, all five of them were there and together.
The sixth pony, however, was one Nightmare Moon did not recognize. She appeared to be a simple earth pony. Her coat was blue, and her mane was a mixture of white and silver. She was, for some reason, wearing a purple pointed hat that was decorated with silver and gold stars. She also had on a cape that matched the hat and stood with her head held aloft. It was a posture that reminded Nightmare Moon of Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
She hated the blue-colored pony already.
“Well, well, well, I was wondering when you five would show up. Who’s the new mare?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“Her name is—” Applejack began, only for the blue pony to interrupt her.
“I believe that I can speak for myself, thank you very much,” the new pony snipped. She then turned and gave Nightmare Moon a confident grin, as if she was looking down at some pony far beneath her. “Remember this face well, Nightmare Moon, for it will be the face of your doom!” the blue pony exclaimed as she pointed a hoof at the self-appointed queen. “For on this day, it will be I, the Great and Powerful Trixie, who will single-hoofedly vanquish you and bring peace and order back to Equestria!”
An eruption of magical fireworks and firecrackers erupted from behind Trixie, as if in fanfare for her words. The display, however, only made Nightmare Moon arch her eyebrows skeptically and look towards Applejack. “You're kidding. You're kidding, right?”
“I assure you, Nightmare Moon, this is no jest,” Trixie crowed. A light purple glow encased the mare’s hat, causing it to rise up and shift back on the pony’s head. The adjustment revealed that she was, in fact, a unicorn. “I, the Great and Powerful Trixie, shall defeat you.”
“Okay, this has to be a joke,” Nightmare Moon scoffed. “This was your idea, Pinkie Pie, wasn’t it? You five got together and decided to get on my good side by playing a prank. Very smart, but I think you may want to tell your friend there to tone it down. You wouldn’t want me to actually believe you came here to defeat me, now do you?”
“That is exactly what the Great and Powerful Trixie intends to do,” she exclaimed.
The smile faded from Nightmare Moon’s face and a threatening coldness filled her voice. “Do you not understand who you challenge?”
Trixie lifted a hoof anxiously at Nightmare Moon’s statement, as if she was going to take a step back, but instead she planted her hoof back down defiantly. “I am fully aware of your power, but I wield a far greater one. A power that I shall use to send you back to the dark pit you crawled out of. For you see, I am not merely a unicorn. I am the most magical unicorn in all of Equestria!”
Nightmare Moon couldn’t help but gape. This… this fool was either completely clueless or had a death wish. Who was crazy enough to be so boastful? The only time Nightmare Moon had ever heard of a pony with such an ego was when—
Nightmare Moon’s eyes flickered, and she was struck with a realization. She knew this mare. Not personally, but she had heard of her. Twilight had told her a story about a blue unicorn that had come into town, boasting she had defeated an Ursa Major. But when an Ursa Minor came into town, the unicorn was unable to do anything, leaving Twilight to save the day.
It was a tale that had become one of her favorite bedtime stories, and that memory caused Nightmare Moon to smirk. “Oh… oh yes, of course,” she spoke with a deceptively gentle tone. “I’ve heard of you before, Great and Powerful Trixie”
“Y-you have? I mean, of course you have! Far and wide have ponies heard the tales of the miraculous feats of the Great and Powerful Trixie!” she exclaimed before releasing more firework magic in the air.
A chuckle escaped Nightmare Moon’s lips. “Yes, I know who you are. You’re the egomaniac with a tacky hat that almost destroyed Ponyville with her boasting.”
Nightmare Moon’s words sucked the air out of Trixie’s lungs, made her mouth hang open, and caused her pupils to narrow to tiny dots.
“At least,” Nightmare Moon continued, smiling devilishly, “that’s how Rarity put it. When Twilight told me about the last time you were here, she was more… polite, though she basically said the same thing.”
Trixie turned and glared at Rarity as she hissed in a whisper, “You know her, and you told her that?!?”
“Hey, don’t get mad at her! She’s not the one boasting that she’s going to save the day all by herself!” Rainbow Dash argued in Rarity’s defense.
“And I shouldn't need to remind you that you’re worth a rotten apple without the rest of us,” Applejack added, pointing an accusing hoof at Trixie.
Trixie met the harsh tone in Applejack’s voice with a snarl. “Hey, you’re the ones who convinced me to come back here! You’re the ones that came to me, and the only reason I agreed is because defeating Nightmare Moon would salvage my career. I wouldn’t even be here if it weren’t for you, so you better not mess this up!”
“As amusing as it is to meet the overconfident showpony from one of Twilight’s stories,” Nightmare Moon interrupted, if only to keep the six ponies from squabbling amongst themselves, “I am curious. What makes you think you actually stand a chance against me? Just how do you plan to defeat me, an immortal alicorn, when you are nothing more than a mere unicorn?”
“I, the Great and Powerful Trixie, intend to use the most powerful magic known to ponykind, for I am the new bearer of the Element of Magic!” Trixie exclaimed. She lifted her hat again and revealed that she was wearing a familiar tiara. She then quickly swapped the two things around, setting her hat back on her head and placing the tiara on top of the hat. It allowed her to proudly wear both at the same time.
And, for the first time since her transformation, Nightmare Moon felt real fear. “Where did you get those?!” she hissed as she drew a hoof back in fear. “Nexus assured me he would secure them from Canterlot Tower!”
“You can thank Princess Cadance for that,” Rainbow Dash said with a confident smile. “She got the Elements out of Canterlot and to us before Twilight disappeared, because Princess Celestia knew you’d try to take them from Canterlot when you attacked.”
Nightmare Moon had made a miscalculation. She had come so far, but now her destruction was staring her down. She and Spell Nexus had not thought Princess Celestia would preemptively remove the Elements of Harmony from Canterlot Tower. They believed that Celestia would simply try to protect the elements, especially with Twilight missing in action.
The elements, however, must have been sent to Ponyville within hours of her reappearance, before Twilight had even begun her search for the once underground castle.
And to Nightmare Moon’s horror, Trixie was proving herself a capable replacement. The Elements of Harmony began to come to life. They glowed and began to lift the six wielders into the air. Nightmare Moon instinctively worked herself into a defensive position. She had been torn apart by the magical rainbow once. She would not let it happen again. She’d jump out of the way, try to escape, but she would not go down a second time so easily.
The spell continued to grow in power, and the six ponies were engulfed in light. The crowd below began to cheer, and they looked on with eager eyes. The Elements of Harmony then launched their fabled rainbow, and the moment Nightmare Moon saw it she was filled with an overpowering desire… to laugh.
The rainbow spat out by the Elements of Harmony was the size of a candy bar and its colors were sickly and mismatched. It drifted on the wind like a leaf, and when it finally reached Nightmare Moon, the rainbow did not burn or hurt. All it was able to do was make a small patch of her body feel warmer before it faded. If Nightmare Moon was to be honest, it was a rather pleasant sensation, like a warm blanket.
As Nightmare Moon tried to contain the laughter caused by the pitiful display, she was struck by inspiration. It was a mischievous, almost childish, idea, but it was too good to resist. She took in a deep breath and howled with fake agony. She then let her body burst into indigo smoke like she was a balloon that had been popped.
It was a sight that made the crowd gasp. They watched the smoky remnants of Nightmare Moon fade into the night air and then turned to look at their supposed saviors, who were sprawled out on the ground.
When the group was led by Twilight Sparkle, the magic of the elements left them feeling refreshed and rejuvenated. This time, however, they were covered with scuffs and scratches. It was like the ancient magic had worked against them, not with them. Trixie herself hastily shoved the tiara off her head and into the dirt before proceeding to rub the sides of her skull. Her head was pounding with the worst headache she had ever felt in her life.
The first to recover was Rarity, who forced herself to her hooves and looked around for any sign of Nightmare Moon. “Is… is it over?”
“I reckon it is,” Applejack answered. A small smile formed on her face. “To tell y’all the truth, I didn’t think it’d be that easy a second time, or that Trixie would actually be able to pull this off.”
Trixie huffed, her large ego unaffected by her splitting headache. “You doubted that I could be the new bearer of the Element of Magic? Don't you know? You can always count on the Great and Powerful Trixie.”
Applejack rolled her eyes, but the gesture went unnoticed as the residents of Ponyville began to encircle them. The crowd was cheering their heroes and the defeat of Nightmare Moon. Soon the princess would grace the town with their presence. The moon would be lowered and the sun would rise and everything would be normal. And, as sure as the sun would rise, Trixie stood up and began to bask in the adulation, soaking it all in.
“Yes! Yes, celebrate ponies of Ponyville! For I, The Great and Powerful Trixie, have saved Equestria all by myself! I truly am the greatest equine who has ever lived!”
Very quickly the cheers from the crowd began to die as Ponyville’s residents began to remember why they didn’t particularly like the “Great and Powerful” Trixie. Still, they wouldn’t let Trixie’s gloating ruin their happiness. Nightmare Moon had been defeated. It was a day to celebrate.
However, the celebration ended before it even began. From amongst the crowd’s hooves, several trails of indigo smoke swirled up into the air and towards the bearers of the Elements of Harmony. The smoke formed into a swirling tornado, which sucked up the six mares despite their panicked shouts. The tornado spun the mares round and round, tossing and spinning them as it moved towards the town hall.
Then, as quickly as it had picked them up, the tornado dropped the six mares at the foot of the town hall steps, leaving them in a crumpled heap. Pinkie Pie was the only one among them able to raise her head, and her eyes were spinning as she asked, “Did anypony see the carriage that hit us?”
Pinkie Pie’s question drew a haughty laugh from the swirling indigo tornado. It had moved to the top of the town hall’s steps and materialized into Nightmare Moon. Once more the crowd gasped, for not only was Nightmare Moon still alive, but she now held all six of the Elements of Harmony in her mane.
After glaring down at the six mares for a time, Nightmare Moon let a smile creep onto her lips as she descended the steps. She focused her attention on Trixie, the mare who believed herself a match for Equestria’s new queen. She stood over Trixie, watched, and waited as she recovered from her ride in the tornado.
Trixie sat up, rubbed her head, and when she finally opened her eyes, her nose was but a few inches from Nightmare Moon’s tall, slender legs. She titled her head up slowly and saw Nightmare Moon smiling down at her with a wide, triumphant grin.
“Gotcha.”
That one word from Nightmare Moon made Trixie yelp. She jumped, turned, and tried to run away. She, however, got no more than two steps before Nightmare Moon whipped out her magic and caught one of Trixie’s legs. This caused her to stumble, trip, and crash to the ground with a painful thud. Yet, despite the pain from her rough landing, Trixie quickly turned over onto her back. She stared with wide fearful eyes as Nightmare Moon closed in on her like a wolf would tower over an injured rabbit.
“What a disappointing rebellion,” Nightmare Moon commented. “Then again, I shouldn’t have expected more from a mare so second-rate compared to Twilight Sparkle. Now, what am I to do with you? Perhaps I should take a memento so I can fondly remember your pathetic attempt to overthrow me. Yes, I do believe I need a trophy to hang on my wall.”
At that Nightmare Moon’s mane arched back and struck out, diving towards Trixie with murderous intent. Trixie flinched and screamed at the sight, yet she never felt the pain of death. Instead, she felt something being taken off of her. Nightmare Moon had done nothing more but take her hat and cape.
“What? Were you afraid that I would take your pretty little head?” Nightmare Moon sardonically asked. “Don’t worry, if I want that, I’ll come back for it. Now, if I remember Twilight's story correctly, this is the part where you realize what a fool you've made of yourself and you run away.”
“M-mark my words, you haven’t seen the last of me!” Trixie vowed weakly, trying to save face even though she knew Nightmare Moon was sparing her. “For while you may have won the battle, the war is far from over! The Great and Powerful Trixie never runs away! She only makes tactical retreats!”
At that, Trixie used her magic to summon a smoke screen. She then turned and bolted, running as fast as her hooves would carry her. It was the same kind of retreat she had made after the Ursa Minor incident, and the display left most of Ponyville’s residents groaning.
While the crowd was disappointed with Trixie, Nightmare Moon reveled in her most recent success. The one thing left that could possibly defeat her, the Elements of Harmony, were now in her possession. She could now make sure they were never used again. So thrilled was she at her absolute victory, Nightmare Moon couldn’t keep herself from having a little more fun.
Looking over the crowd of ponies that hung on her every word out of fear, Nightmare Moon once again turned into an indigo cloud. Her body swirled and condensed quickly before she rematerialized, but not as a regal alicorn. Instead, Nightmare Moon had taken on Trixie’s appearance and was wearing the cape and hat she plucked from the real Trixie but a few moments ago.
“Behold, Ponyville!” the shape-shifted Nightmare Moon shouted out in Trixie’s own voice. “I am the Weak and Cowardly Trixie! Thrill as I attempt to pretend that sparklers and flashes of light are worthy of admiration! Be dazzled as I bore you with speeches about my unfounded belief in my own abilities! Gasp as I turn tail and run at the first sign of danger!”
The Not-Trixie began to laugh haughtily, finding amusement at her own joke. Her performance, however, was met with utter silence. No pony in the crowd gave so much as a chortle or giggle.
The silence made the Not-Trixie’s face contort, first into an expression of disappointment then into one of annoyance. “Hmph. Plebeians. You would think they would appreciate a mare that can shape-shift at will,” Nightmare Moon grumbled to herself. She changed back into her normal appearance and Trixie’s hat and cape joined the Elements of Harmony in the embrace of her magical mane.
With her impromptu attempt at celebrity roasting failing to earn a single laugh, Nightmare Moon redirected her focus on the five remaining mares that dared to oppose her. She expected them to be shocked, filled with fear, to be trembling in her shadow, but they were, in fact, arguing among themselves.
“I told you we shouldn’t have used her,” Rainbow Dash barked at Applejack.
“Oh hush up,” Applejack snapped back. “She was the only unicorn we could find who had a special talent for magic, and even that was a long shot.”
“So, my little ponies,” Nightmare Moon began, ending the disagreement and forcing the five mares to take notice of her, “what am I going to do with you?”
“Do whatever you want, you can’t make us talk!” Dash shouted defiantly.
“Yeah!” Pinkie Pie agreed, only to look quizzically at Rainbow Dash a moment later. “Wait, what would we talk to her about?”
“Pinkie Pie, shhhh.”
Nightmare Moon chuckled. “Your bickering alone is very amusing to me. How would you five like to be my personal court jesters? I’ll even let you have visitation rights with Twilight Sparkle.”
“Your Majesty, the law dictates that there is only one punishment for those who dare to attack you.”
Nightmare Moon turned her attention to the voice, seeing it was one of her body guards. She was surprised they had actually lingered nearby after her faked defeat. She would have expected them to bolt for the castle to inform Spell Nexus of what had happened. Still, they had remained and were now bowing down to her respectfully.
Heaving a heavy sigh, Nightmare Moon turned her attention away from the guards that were interrupting her fun. “Let me guess, this is one of Nexus’s laws.”
“Yes, Your Highness,” one of her guards confirmed.
“And what does this law say?”
“That any pony that attacks your royal grace is to meet the gallows,” the other guard answered.
“Did… did he just say… gallows?” Rarity asked in a hushed, disbelieving whisper.
Applejack nodded. “He… he did, sugarcube.”
“B-b-but what about the animals at my cottage?” Fluttershy asked as she started to tear up in panic. “There are some that need their medicine. I have to go take care of them. There is a little ferret that needs his bandages changed a-and there are song birds that are just about ready to take their first flight. What will happen if I’m not there to catch them if they fall?”
“You be strong, sugarcube. I promise all those little animals will get along just fine,” Applejack tried to reassure her. “Just… just like how Big Mac, Apple Bloom and Granny Smith will get along. It will be hard, ‘specially when the next Applebucking Season comes. I-I don’t think Big Macintosh will be able to handle all them trees himself, but Apple Bloom's gettin’ big. She’ll be buckin’ apples any year now. She’ll be able to help.”
“But… but I can’t go to the gallows!” Rarity wailed in a panic. “I just can’t! I can’t leave my family behind like that!”
“And who will throw the parties when I’m gone?” Pinkie Pie asked, her usually curly hair starting to deflate and fall straight. “Who's going to make the cake when I'm gone? The Cakes will have their anniversary party soon, and there is a wedding party that we have to cater, and then there is a birthday party for Lyra, and—”
“What’s wrong with all of you!?” Rainbow Dash bellowed at her friends. She got to her hooves and flared her wings. “We can’t give up! We can take her without the elements!”
Rainbow Dash leapt at Nightmare Moon. She arched her hoof back, making it very clear she intended to punch Nightmare Moon square in the jaw. Nightmare Moon, however, made no effort to dodge or duck Rainbow Dash’s attack, for she didn’t have to.
Before Rainbow could lay a hoof on Nightmare Moon, the two royal guards rushed forward and tackled her. They pinned Rainbow Dash against the ground, and even though she struggled to try and free herself, the stallions were too strong. She had no hope to escape, and finally the reality of the situation started to settle in. “We… we’ve lost.”
Applejack sniffled and rubbed her hoof across her nose. She was doing her best not to cry, to be the strong one for her friends, but she was losing that fight. “I’m sorry, Rainbow, but that’s what it looks like.”
“But this isn’t fair,” Dash complained. She began to struggle against the guards again as tears formed in her eyes. “I was going to go to the Wonderbolt tryouts this summer. I was going to be a Wonderbolt, and I promised Scootaloo that I would teach her how to fly like I do when her wings were stronger. I promised her that I would, and… and who's going to clear the weather in Ponyville if I'm not around?”
Rainbow Dash’s questions were the final straw. Applejack, who had been struggling to be strong, broke like a thin twig. She began to cry with her friends, and Nightmare Moon watched as all five mares crumbled under the cost their attempted rebellion would incur. And, as she watched them, Nightmare Moon knew she should have been happy. She should have been enjoying the sight of their suffering.
Instead her chest felt tight, as if something had reached inside her and was now squeezing her heart.
“My queen, shall we place them under arrest?” One of the guards asked.
Nightmare Moon opened her mouth to reply, but she could not bring herself to say “yes”. The words were too heavy on her tongue. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t force herself to do it. She could not doom them, Twilight’s friends, to a death at the gallows.
Thus, Nightmare Moon said the only thing she could. “No, you are to let them go.”
“WHAT!?”
The shouted question of disbelief had come from not just the guards, but from everypony who heard Nightmare Moon’s order. Mouths were hanging open in shock, eyes were wide in disbelief. None could believe what they had just heard, but Nightmare Moon confirmed what she said was true.
“Yes, let them go. I am officially pardoning them as my first act as Queen of Equestria.”
“B-b-but, my Queen, the law says—” one of the guards tried to protest.
“Am I, or am I not, your queen?!” Nightmare Moon snapped. “Now, return to the castle and inform Nexus that I want him to take me through all the new laws he’s enacted, every single one of them.”
“But my Queen, we aren’t supposed to leave your side for any—”
“NOW!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, her angry shout punctuated by a lightning bolt directed at the hooves of the guards. The guards didn’t waste a moment after that. They took off and flew towards the now above ground castle as fast as their wings would carry them.
Nightmare Moon kept her eyes on the pegasi for a few more moments before turning her gaze down on the five mares who were staring back at her. They, along with the rest of the crowd, didn’t dare to say a word, fearful that a single utterance might change her mind.
It was Rarity who finally dared to break the silence. “You’re… you’re letting us go?”
“It is a repayment of a debt and nothing more,” Nightmare Moon answered coldly as she spread her wings. “For the kindness you showed me when I was but a cowardly filly, I am now sparing your lives. Do not expect the same mercy should you try and rebel against me again.”
With those final words, Nightmare Moon took flight. She circled once over Ponyville, looking down at the crowd and seeing their fear-filled eyes. She then turned in the direction of her freshly-risen castle and flew towards it with the Elements of Harmony, along with Trixie’s hat and cape, floating in her magical mane.
~~~
With a flutter of wings, Nightmare Moon landed on her bedroom balcony and stepped inside. She floated the Elements of Harmony to a nearby dresser and tucked them away along with her armor. She removed her helmet last and hung it from a stud on the wall. Then she simply tossed Trixie’s hat and cape onto a table, intending to deal with them later.
The now armorless Nightmare Moon laid down on her bed, breathing out slowly as she sank into the softness of her blanket. She wanted nothing more than to simply sleep. Yet, as she tried to rest, she found sleep would not come easily.
Her mind began to turn. It went over her actions of the past few hours, and it was struggling to understand her recent choices.
First, she didn’t attack the guards. She could have easily sent the Children of Nightmare to the castle and seized it by force. In fact, that was what the royal guard expected her to do, to be a direct threat to them. Instead, she had gone a more subversive route. She had impersonated soldiers and infiltrated the castle, all so that she could get to Celestia without hurting anypony else.
Second, she didn’t kill Celestia or Luna. In her anger, she came close to finishing Celestia. All it would have taken was a flick of her sword, but then the princess said those words. Celestia made her think of Twilight and how she would react to the news that her mentor had been slain. Then, even during the fight with Luna, Celestia’s words rang out in her mind, and in the end she banished Luna to the moon just as she had banished Celestia to the sun.
Third, she had spared Twilight’s friends. In fact, she had let them go completely unpunished. Yes, she had the Elements of Harmony now, but would those mares ever truly accept her rule? Would they not attempt to free Twilight and retake the Elements? It would have made more sense to take them out… permanently.
Yet, like Luna and Celestia, she had spared them… just as she had spared Twilight. She should have struck Twilight Sparkle down the moment Nexus brought her to the throne room. In fact, she should have done it the night she was fully resurrected, when she found Twilight in the crowd. Yet, whenever her thoughts turned to such dark actions, such as taking the lives of those ponies, she couldn’t bring herself to do it.
Nightmare Moon violently shook her head. What was wrong with her? She was no longer that scared, crybaby Nyx. She was Nightmare Moon: Queen of Equestria and Bringer of the Night Eternal! She was the sole immortal alicorn left in the world, the most powerful pony that ever lived and ever would live!
She had won. In all aspects her victory was absolute. She had everything she ever wanted. Celestia and Luna were gone. She now held the Elements of Harmony, the one force that could defeat her. She was the one true Queen of Equestria, and she would reign for millennia to come. Even if she was unwilling to kill, she didn’t need to. Nopony in Equestria or the world would be able to defy her.
She had won, and that was all that mattered.
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Chapter 14
Once a Crusader
===================
KNOCK… KNOCK… KNOCK…
Cheerilee looked up from her book. She was curled up with a blanket and a fire roared in the fireplace. Nightmare Moon had taken over Equestria one week prior, and, without the sun’s warmth, the kingdom had been slowly getting colder and colder. At the moment, the air outside was still mildly bearable. Cheerilee doubted that would last for much longer.
KNOCK… KNOCK… KNOCK…
The second set of knocks drew Cheerilee out of the warm spot she had made for herself on the couch. She moved to the door and looked through the peephole. She never used to worry about which ponies were on her doorstep, but she didn’t feel as safe as she used to. However, the ponies outside her door weren’t royal guards, Nightmare Moon, or anypony that looked dangerous. They were three familiar fillies, who Cheerilee willingly opened the door for. “Girls, what are you doing out here in the dark?”
“It’s always dark,” Scootaloo pointed out. She was standing between Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom on Cheerilee's front step.
“I guess that’s true.” Cheerilee forced a weak smile. “Still, what can I do for you three?”
“Cheerilee, can we ask you some questions?” Sweetie Belle asked. “I’ve been trying to get Rarity and my parents to tell me what’s going on, but I don’t think they’re telling me the truth.”
“Applejack and Big Macintosh won’t tell me anything,” added Apple Bloom.
“And my parents won’t even let me talk about what’s going on,” Scootaloo finished.
Cheerilee’s smile weakened. “Girls, I don’t think it’s my place, especially if your families don’t—”
“Please, Cheerilee,” the three Crusaders begged in unison.
Cheerilee stepped back and motioned with a hoof. “All right. Why don’t you come inside? Can’t have you three standing outside in the cold, now can I?”
The Crusaders happily accepted their teacher’s offer. They moved inside, and, once they were clear of the door, Cheerilee pulled it shut and rubbed her forelegs together to drive away the chill. It was still getting colder outside; she would need her winter clothes soon.
After guiding the three fillies into her living room, Cheerilee let them jump up onto her couch. She climbed up onto a smaller chair and wrapped herself in a blanket. Only then, once she had finished making herself comfortable, did she turn her attention back to her guests. “So, girls, what did you want to ask me?”
“We want to know what happened to Nyx,” Apple Bloom explained as the three fillies shared the blanket Cheerilee had left behind on the couch.
“Girls, I really don’t think I—” Cheerilee began, only to be cut off.
“Please,” Sweetie Belle pleaded. “Scootaloo says that Nyx is Nightmare Moon, but Rarity keeps telling me that Nyx just went back to live with her family, since she was Twilight’s cousin.”
Cheerilee pulled at her blanket, tightening its grasp around her body, and focused on Scootaloo. “Why do you think Nyx is Nightmare Moon?”
“Because of everything Nightmare Moon did when she showed up in the center of town with those weird ponies in cloaks.”
“You were there?”
Scootaloo nodded. “Yes, and I heard her say she used to be a filly. Then she went after Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon, saying that it was their prank that let her become Nightmare Moon. Not only that, but Nightmare Moon didn’t have a cutie mark, just like Nyx.”
“Are you sure Nightmare—” Cheerilee tried to interrupt, only for Scootaloo to continue without pause.
“Then, when she was close to me, I shouted at her. I called her Nyx, and she turned to look at me. She recognized me, I know she did!” Scootaloo’s ears flattened. “But then she said we… we weren’t her friends anymore.”
The heads of all three fillies sank at those words, and Cheerilee felt her stomach twist as a frown formed on her lips. It was obvious to her that their families were trying to shield them from the truth either by not telling them or lying. Despite that, she knew she wouldn’t be able to keep the truth from the three fillies; they were worried, and, if anypony deserved to know the whole story, it was them.
“All right, girls, from what I’ve heard, Nyx is Nightmare Moon… and she was Nightmare Moon all along.”
Apple Bloom’s eyes widened. “The whole time?”
Cheerilee answered with a nod.
“No way!” protested Scootaloo. “Nyx wasn’t like Nightmare Moon at all the last time we saw her. Those weird ponies did something to her.”
“And, even if Nyx is Nightmare Moon, why would she make it dark?” Sweetie Belle asked, glancing out a window at the night-locked sky. “She never really liked it when it was dark out, so why would she make it like this all the time?”
Cheerilee sighed, pausing to think very carefully on how to phrase her reply. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle deserved the truth, but it would be a bitter pill to swallow. She tried to open her mouth, to tell them the straight truth, but the words died in her throat. She had to soften the blow, sugar-coat it… mix in some of the faint, if unrealistic, hope she herself was clinging to.
“I think Nyx is just… confused,” Cheerilee finally told them, hoping the three fillies would accept her explanation.
“Why would she be confused?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“You see, girls, Nyx didn’t remember being Nightmare Moon when she was in class with us, but, because of what happened, now she does. She remembers everything, and I think she’s just confused now. She doesn’t really know which pony she is supposed to be: the Nightmare Moon everypony fears or the Nyx that was your friend. And right now, unfortunately, she’s decided to be Nightmare Moon.”
“But, if she’s just confused, that means she could be Nyx again, right? Maybe she doesn’t like being Nightmare Moon,” Scootaloo pointed out, a hopeful smile forming on her face.
“Yeah! I mean, if she was really Nightmare Moon, she wouldn’t have let my big sis and her friends go,” Apple Bloom said confidently. “That proves she is still Nyx!”
With some difficulty, Cheerilee forced a smile. “I hope you’re right, girls. Still, why don’t you run along and try to take your minds off of it?” Cheerilee suggested. She shifted in her seat, sinking deeper into the warm embrace of her chair and blanket. “And please make sure the door is locked when you leave.”
The three fillies nodded before jumping down from Cheerilee’s couch, thanking her, and slipping out her front door. They trotted to the sidewalk and began to walk side by side down the street.
“I feel bad for Nyx,” Scootaloo said, glancing at her two friends. “I can’t imagine what it would be like to be confused about who you are.”
Sweetie Belle nodded. “Yeah, it’s probably like having a different cutie mark on each of your flanks. You wouldn’t know if your special talent was supposed to be one or the other.”
“Too bad we can’t do anything to help her,” Scootaloo said as her ears drooped.
“Yeah, too bad,” Sweetie Belle agreed. She and Scootaloo continued to walk, but, after several steps, they realized that Apple Bloom wasn’t following them. Looking back, they saw she had stopped dead in her tracks. Her head was bent down, and her eyes were focused down at the ground.
“Hey, Apple Bloom, you okay?” asked Scootaloo.
Apple Bloom was quiet for a few moments more before snapping her head up. “Crusaders, we have a friend who doesn’t know who she is,” she announced like a general speaking to her troops. “She’s up in that big nasty castle, lost and confused, and do you know what she needs?”
“Um… no,” Sweetie Belle replied, not understanding why Apple Bloom was acting or speaking the way she was.
“Well, I do!” Apple Bloom snapped, marching back and forth in front of her friends. “She needs somepony to remind her who she is. To remind her that she has friends, friends that want to play with her in the sunshine again. And we’re just the ponies to do it!”
Scootaloo smiled confidently and pumped her hoof in the air. “Yeah! Let’s go show Nyx that Cutie Mark Crusaders stick together no matter what!”
“Um, girls?” Sweetie Belle interrupted. “You do realize Nyx is in that big castle, the one guarded by all those big scary ponies in armor, right?”
“So? We’ll just sneak past the guards,” Apple Bloom said confidently.
“Yeah, we could be Cutie Mark Crusader…” Scootaloo began, only to fall silent and look over at her friends. “Uh, what’s a pony called when they sneak into places like castles?”
“Boogie Mare?” suggested Apple Bloom.
“No.”
“Infiltrator?” Sweetie Belle offered.
“Close, but no…”
Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom looked at each other for a moment, trying to think. Sweetie Belle’s eyes then lit up as she thought of the perfect word. “Spy?”
“That’s it!” Scootaloo said with a bounce. “We’ll be Cutie Mark Crusader Spies!”
Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle smiled, and the three friends high-hoofed before quickly galloping down the street to make their plans.
~~~
Nightmare Moon descended a spiraling stone staircase, thankful to have a few minutes to herself. The past week had been all about transferring the power over Equestria from the Royal Pony Sisters to her. Members of the Children of Nightmare were put into important positions of power, if they weren’t already in such positions, and the government was once again functioning.
There was some resistance. Despite the news that her husband had joined the Children of Nightmare, Princess Cadance, along with some of the other minor princes and princesses of Equestria, had gone into hiding. The consensus between Spell Nexus and other important ponies was that they were building a rebellion, but Nightmare Moon wasn’t worried. Cadance was the only alicorn among the rebels, and she was only of partial alicorn blood. She was a mortal, and, just as she had no hope of moving the sun in the sky, she had no hope of defeating her, Equestria’s Queen.
Truthfully, Nightmare Moon wanted to forget about it all until the next day. It was past six. She had put in a full day’s work, like much of the castle staff that was leaving at this hour, but she still hadn’t earned a respite from her royal duties. Nexus expected her in the dining hall soon. He had arranged for her to meet with several minor princes and princesses over dinner. They were those of royal blood who had sided with her new regime, and they all shared her turquoise eyes.
It was a sign that Nexus was spreading her “blessing” around quite freely.
Truthfully, Nightmare Moon was starting to get a little sick of seeing everypony around her with the same color eyes. She decided that, as soon as she was done here, she was going to tell Spell Nexus that she wasn’t going to attend dinner, that she just wasn’t in the mood. She was the queen of Equestria; what was he going to do?
Reaching the bottom of the staircase, Nightmare Moon pushed the thoughts from her mind and strode down the dimly lit hallway. She was down in her castle dungeons, and she passed by many empty cells until she reached the one at the very end, the only occupied cell.
Twilight Sparkle sat up from her cot, having wrapped herself tightly in a blanket. She was unharmed but still bore one sign of her imprisonment. The metal collar that was secured to her neck blocked her magic, ensuring she could not escape through teleportation or even by levitating a key.
Nightmare Moon looked in on Twilight for a time, staring at her through the bars, before finally speaking. “I trust the guards have been treating you as I ordered.”
“They bring me my meals and nothing else,” Twilight replied softly.
“Good. That’s… good…. Are your injuries healing well?”
Twilight looked down at her front right leg, shifting it gingerly. “My ankle is still a little tender, but I’m fine.” She paused for a moment before looking back to Nightmare Moon. “H-how are you doing?”
“I am perfectly fine. I am the queen of Equestria. Everypony is enjoying the beauty of an eternal night, the Children of Nightmare are settling into control of the government, and Equestria is mine to rule. I couldn't be happier.”
“You don't sound happy,” Twilight pointed out.
Nightmare Moon’s eyes pulsed, and her distant gaze turned into an irritated glare. “What would you know about how I sound when I'm happy?”
“Because I've seen you happy, Nyx. I've heard you laugh and seen you smile. You may say you’re happy, but I can tell you’re not.”
“You don't know what you’re talking about,” Nightmare Moon snipped. “And what would you have me do if I wasn’t happy, Twilight? Would you have me give up the crown, or perhaps you want me to release Celestia and Luna?”
“Yes!” Twilight answered eagerly. She moved out from underneath her blanket and to the cell door, getting as close as she could to Nightmare Moon.
“Then you would have me sign away my own freedom. The moment Celestia and Luna are free, they will work together to make sure that I take their place.” Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth and lowered her head down so she was at eye level with Twilight. “I will not spend another thousand years banished to the moon. You and Celestia have made it perfectly clear that no matter what I do, no matter how well I behave, I am, and forever will be, an enemy to Equestria. It is too late to go back now, Twilight, even if I wanted to.”
“But… do you want to?” Twilight asked hopefully.
Nightmare Moon offered no reply. She turned with a huff and strode back towards the staircase. Twilight watched her for as long as she could. She pressed her face up against the bars and strained her ears. She stayed there until she couldn’t hear hoofsteps anymore, and only then did she climb back into her cot.
She wrapped herself back up in her blanket and laid her head down on her pillow. She lifted a hoof to try and dry her eyes, but it was a fruitless effort. No matter how much she tried, she couldn’t keep herself from crying.
~~~
“Halt! Who goes there?” a guard snapped from the top of the castle gatehouse.
“Apple delivery,” Big Macintosh called up to the guards in his deep, calm drawl. He was hooked to a wagon filled with several baskets of ripe, red apples. “Y’all ordered them yesterday.”
The guards on the top of the gatehouse flipped through some paperwork before poking their heads over the edge again. “Proceed. Unload the wagon just inside the gate and then leave. You got that?”
“Eeyup,” was all Big Macintosh said in reply as the castle gates opened in front of him. The moment he could, he pulled his cart inside. Then, as he had been instructed, Big Macintosh unloaded the baskets of apples and left soon after. The castle gates swung shut behind his cart, and, once the courtyard was secured, servants from the castle’s kitchen appeared. They fetched the baskets of apples, carried them inside, and placed them in the pantry for storage.
Once all the apples were moved, the kitchen servants pulled the pantry door shut and went about their other duties. And, for a time after that, the inside of the pantry was pitch black and utterly quiet, but soon a rustling began to fill the air. The noise was followed by another: the sound of apples hitting the floor.
“The coast is clear.”
After some straining and grunting, a light flared to life in the room. The light sat at the very tip of a little, white unicorn horn. Sweetie Belle poked her head out from a basket of apples and looked around the room. Apple Bloom was already out of her own basket and was pulling at her Cutie Mark Crusader cape, which had gotten caught. At the same time, some apples fell from a third basket as Scootaloo popped into view.
“This was an awesome plan, Apple Bloom,” Scootaloo praised as she clambered out of her basket.
“Thanks,” Apple Bloom replied. “It’s a good thing I overheard Applejack and Big Mac talkin’ about the delivery to the castle. I don’t know how we would have gotten in otherwise.”
“But what do we do now that we’re here?” Sweetie Belle asked Apple Bloom.
“Simple. If Nyx is in the castle, she has to eat sometime, right? Well, that’s the best part about us bein’ in the kitchen and it bein’ so close to dinner time. We’ll just wait until somepony makes her dinner—”
“And then we’ll use our super spy skills to follow that pony, and she will lead us right to Nyx!” Scootaloo interrupted before striking a dramatic, kung-fu pose.
“But we aren’t even in the kitchen. We’re in a pantry, and we don’t have super spy skills,” Sweetie Belle pointed out.
“Well… it’s still a solid plan,” Scootaloo weakly defended.
“Hey, get some of those apples,” a fourth voice spoke from outside the door.
The three fillies jumped. They ducked into a corner of the pantry, behind some bags of potatoes, just as the door opened. One of the kitchen workers stepped inside, lingering just long enough to grab one of the baskets. He then turned to leave, letting the door swing shut under its own weight.
The door was about to snap shut again when Scootaloo bolted out of the hiding place and put her hoof in the way. She winced as the heavy door hit her hoof, but she had succeeded in keeping the door propped open. She waved at her friends, and, soon, all three fillies were peeking out the crack in the door.
There seemed to be two sides to the kitchen. On one side, a team of chefs were making a bunch of very plain-looking meals that were probably for the ponies that worked in the castle. On the other side of the kitchen, however, one chef worked diligently on a few smaller plates, stacking them with food that looked much more appetizing.
“I bet that’s Nyx’s dinner,” Scootaloo whispered, pointing at the chef working away from all the others.
“What makes you think that?” asked Apple Bloom.
“Well, she’s supposed to be queen or something. I’ve never seen food like that before, so it must be something really fancy, and queens eat fancy food.”
“Makes sense to me,” Sweetie Belle said.
Apple Bloom pursed her face up in contemplation. “How are we gonna follow him to where Nyx is?”
“Look,” Scootaloo said as she pointed with her hoof. “He’s putting some of the plates onto that cart. We’ll just take one of those big silver lids he’s using to cover the plates with and hide on the bottom of the cart.”
“But how are we gonna get that lid?” Apple Bloom asked. The answer, this time, came from Sweetie Belle. She grunted and shut her eyes tight as her horn began to glow. Shakily, one of the largest silver plate covers began to float up, moving lazily along the ceiling towards where the crusaders were hiding. It dipped and bobbed a number of times as Sweetie Belle struggled, but it remained aloft.
Scootaloo smiled and eagerly watched as the lid floated through the air. “That’s it, just a little closer.”
“I… I can’t… do it,” Sweetie Belle whimpered as she began to sweat.
“Come on, Sweetie Belle,” Apple Bloom said, trying to encourage her, “just a little farther.”
“I just… can’t,” Sweetie Belle answered, her magical grasp on the silver lid breaking. The lid dropped, landing on the floor with a clatter. The abrupt noise caused many of the cooks in the kitchen to jump, and all eyes fell on the cover.
The nearest unicorn, the one who had been preparing the fancy food, trotted over to the silver lid. He picked it up magically and looked at the floor beneath it. He expected to find some ruined food, but there was nothing there. Confused, the cook raised his gaze and noticed the pantry door was open.
Curiosity getting the best of him, the chef used his magic to open the pantry door while keeping the serving dish lid in the air beside him. He looked all around the pantry, but, when he saw nothing out of place, he looked back at the other chefs and shrugged. With no apparent explanation for where the lid had come from, the chefs went back to their tasks, writing off the event as a mystery.
The chef that currently held the mysterious plate cover went back to work as well. He picked up a particularly large plate, which was laden with a number of sugary desserts, and, after wiping the bottom rim of the lid with a cloth, he placed it over the top of the desserts. The chef then gently set the now covered plate on the bottom of the serving cart before returning to his cooking.
“Whew… nice move, Scootaloo,” Apple Bloom whispered.
At last possible moment, Scootaloo had grabbed her two friends and dove out of the pantry. The serving lid had come down right on top of the trio, and, before the chef could investigate, the three fillies had pressed their legs against the lid’s interior. By doing that, they managed to keep themselves inside the lid even as it was lifted off the ground.
Now the three fillies found themselves on the way to Nyx, and they carefully dropped down from the interior of the lid. They stepped gingerly around the desserts on the serving tray while Sweetie Belle lit her horn, giving them some light. The tray itself seemed unnecessarily big for the number of desserts it held. The Crusaders, however, were more focused on the treats themselves.
Scootaloo licked her lips as she looked over the treats with wide eyes. “Wow, these sure do look good.” She picked up a dessert with a hoof. “You… you think Nyx would mind if we had some?”
“She always liked to share the treats she brought to school with us,” Apple Bloom remarked. Both she and Sweetie Belle were looking at the desserts just as eagerly as Scootaloo was, even as they felt the cart begin to slowly move.
~~~
“Your dinner, Your Majesty,” the waiter Horte Cuisine announced. He pushed the dinner cart into Nightmare Moon’s bedroom and gave his queen a respectful bow. “The royal chef also prepared a selection of desserts for you. They are in the platter on the bottom of the cart.”
“Thank you, you can leave it there,” Nightmare Moon replied. She had only just returned to her room herself and was in the process of removing her shoes. Horte Cuisine gave a nod and backed out of the room with a final bow before he pulled the door shut. Nightmare Moon only sighed; she had already grown tired of the constant pomp and circumstance the castle staff went through whenever she was around.
Having cleaned off her eyeshadow, the now all-natural Nightmare Moon moved over to the food cart. She lifted the lid off her dinner and leaned in to inspect it. The royal chef had, of course, taken her very simple request and turned it into some artful, overly fanciful display. The sandwich was cut into weird shapes and stacked like some kind of sculpture. Her side salad had also suffered. The green leaves were garnished with garishly colorful flowers.
The only thing that looked simple was the soup; then again, it’s hard to mess up soup.
Leaving the sandwich and salad alone, Nightmare Moon levitated the soup over to the bed. She lay down and kept the bowl suspended nearby as she levitated a book up to her face. That was the one benefit she had come to enjoy as Equestria’s new queen: access to the royal library. Some of the books she had been able to read were amazing, despite the few times she had tripped over books that reminded her of the Golden Oaks Library, Spike, or Twilight Sparkle.
Holding the soup with her magic, Nightmare Moon drew out a spoonful and drank it gently. In spite of all that had happened, Rarity’s etiquette lessons lingered with her. She did not slurp or spill; she ate the soup like a proper mare before turning open her book and continuing to read.
AAAchoo!
Caught off guard, Nightmare Moon jumped. The soup slipped from her grip, and it took a desperate surge of magic to keep the contents of the bowl from splashing across her bedspread. By a small stroke of luck, she saved most of the soup, but the portion she couldn’t save spilled onto her bed.
It was an irritating mess, and Nightmare Moon cursed the soup and all the ingredients that comprised it. Her rage, however, quickly cooled. She used a bit of magic to draw up the soup from the fabric and levitated it to the garbage. She then set the bowl down on her bedside table and turned her eyes to the source of the sneeze.
The sneeze had come from the dinner cart, specifically the dessert tray at the bottom. Climbing out of bed, Nightmare Moon strode over to the cart and lowered her head. She brought her ear close to the silver lid that covered what was supposedly a plate of desserts and listened. Through the thin metal, she was able to hear tiny voices whispering.
Eyebrows furrowing, Nightmare Moon grabbed the tray and carried it to the bed. The voices that had been whispering began to panic, but she didn’t care. Somepony had dared to sneak into her castle, into her bedroom, and she was going to confront them.
In preparation for facing the intruders, Nightmare Moon set the tray down on her bed. She spread her wings, flared her mane, and ensured her lips formed a menacing frown. Only then, when she was ready to scare the intruder into submission, did she lift the lid off the tray with a single, swift yank.
The sudden motion caused the ponies hiding beneath the lid to snap their heads in her direction. The three fillies that Nightmare Moon found were covered in crumbs from long-eaten desserts, and, at first, they looked upon her with fear. Their expressions, however, quickly shifted to ones of joy. The cape-wearing Crusaders smiled, jumped up from the tray, and moved to the edge of the bed closest to Nightmare Moon.
“See? I told you we’d find her,” Scootaloo said. “My plan was just that awesome.”
“It sure was!” Apple Bloom cheered. “And boy, Nyx, Scootaloo wasn’t kidding. You got big! You’re as tall as Princess Celestia!”
Sweetie Belle’s smile faltered as she sat back on her haunches and tapped her forehooves together. “Um, we’re sorry if we ate your food. We… kind of missed dinner.”
Scootaloo rubbed the back of her neck. “Yeah, sorry about that. You aren’t too mad, are you?”
Mad? Nightmare Moon was honestly unable to process anything at the moment. She was as still as a statue, mind and body locked up like a machine with a wrench thrown into its gears. Her jaw hung open, and her eyes widened at the sight of the fillies that had managed to find their way to her bedroom.
“Whoa, Nyx, is this your room?” Apple Bloom asked, looking around in awe. “It's so big.”
“And beautiful,” Sweetie Belle added.
“Well, Nyx isn’t exactly as small as us anymore,” Scootaloo pointed out, “she kind of needs a bigger room. Hey, Sweetie Belle, look over there. She has a vadidy mirror like your sister.”
“It’s called a vanity mirror,” Sweetie Belle corrected. The three fillies jumped down from the bed, scampered over to the mirror, which had been replaced just that morning, and leapt up onto the small table that was attached to it before looking at their reflections.
“Hey, I’ve got crumbs in my tail!” Sweetie Belle said with a giggle as she used a hoof to bat at her hair.
“Well, that's what you get for sittin’ in one of the desserts,” Apple Bloom said flatly.
“It wasn’t my fault! The cart shook. At least I didn’t eat it, like Scootaloo did.”
“What? It was still good. It was just a little smushed,” Scootaloo defended as she opened a makeup box that was on the top of the vanity, taking notice of the large amount of purple eyeshadow inside. “Wow, that’s a lot of makeup. Didn’t know you were into—”
Scootaloo didn’t get to finish her sentence as the makeup box was snapped shut by Nightmare Moon’s mane. The queen had rushed over to where the three little fillies were and was looking down at them with panicked eyes.
“I-I’m not! It’s just that Spell Nexus says that I need to—”
Nightmare Moon caught herself and gave her head a firm shake. There was no reason for her to be justifying herself to her friends… to her old friends. There was no reason she needed to justify herself to anypony.
“What are you three doing here?” she asked with a voice that was firm but not harsh.
“We wanted to help you so you weren’t so confused,” Apple Bloom said as she and the other Crusaders turned away from the mirror and looked at Nightmare Moon. Nightmare Moon still had a significant height advantage, even though the fillies were standing on top of the vanity table, but they either didn't care or didn't notice.
Nightmare Moon cocked an eyebrow. “Who said I was confused?”
“Cheerilee did,” answered Sweetie Belle. “She said that you were confused about who you were, so you were trying to be the pony other ponies expected you to be.”
“And that’s why you made it so that the sun doesn’t come up. Because you’re confused,” Apple Bloom added. “So we decided to come here to help you remember who you are. After all, Cutie Mark Crusaders stick together.”
“We even brought you a cape!” Sweetie Belle chirped. She stuck her head beneath her own cape and brought out a fourth little red cape which bore the blue Cutie Mark Crusader emblem and an interior made with golden fabric.
Sweetie Belle held it up with a smile. “We wanted to bring your old one, but we couldn’t find it. So, I decided to make you a new one.” Her smile faded as she glanced between the cape and Nightmare Moon. “Though, now that I think about it, I probably should have made it bigger.”
“Oh yeah, a whole lot bigger,” Scootaloo agreed with a nod.
Nightmare Moon was once again struck speechless. She gingerly took the cape from Sweetie Belle and held it to her eyes. She focused on the haphazardly sewn blue shield emblem with a rearing, smiling, cape-wearing, yellow filly in the center.
***
“Why are we going to the clubhouse again? I thought we were going to try being Cutie Mark Crusader Couch Salesponies with Mr. Davenport,” Nyx asked. She was following Apple Bloom to Sweet Apple Acres where, in a more secluded, private part of the farm, a simple treehouse stood. It was a hoof-me-down from Applejack and the current headquarters of the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
“We are, but we need to pick up something first,” Apple Bloom replied before she climbed up the steps and nosed open the door of the treehouse. She then stepped back, letting Nyx walk in first. She didn't think much of it until she noticed Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle were standing in front of her with big smiles on their faces.
“Oh hi,” Nyx greeted. “I thought you were going to meet us at Sofas and Quills.”
Scootaloo was grinning ear to ear. “We were, but we’ve got a surprise for you.”
“Really? What is it?” Nyx asked excitedly.
“First, you gotta close your eyes, and keep them closed,” Sweetie Belle told her.
Nyx closed her eyes as fast as she could and kept them sealed tight even as she felt something fall on her back. She stood there, biting her lower lip in anticipation, but she wouldn't let herself peek.
“May I look yet?” Nyx asked when her curiosity was too much to bear.
“Yes!” Sweetie Belle chirped, and, in a single motion, Nyx opened her eyes and looked behind her. There, on top of her usual vest, was the signature red cape of the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
“Consider yourself an official Cutie Mark Crusader,” Apple Bloom announced happily.
Nyx looked over at the cape, a smile spreading across her face. That smile was soon joined by a few tears. “Th-thank you… thank y-you so much,” she sputtered out.
“Told ya she would cry,” Scootaloo teased with a grin on her face.
“Scootaloo! That’s mean!” Sweetie Belle chided, though she was surprised to hear Nyx giggling a bit.
“It’s okay, Sweetie Belle,” Nyx assured her friend while she admired the cape.
***
Nightmare Moon shook her head, reclaiming her thoughts from the memory that had forced itself to the front of her mind. The three small Crusaders were still looking up at her, smiling as they waited for her response. For a moment longer, Nightmare Moon looked at the little cape, and then gently set it down on the side of the vanity.
Nightmare Moon spoke neither as a friend nor as a queen, but as an adult speaking seriously to children. She stepped away from the vanity and motioned with a hoof for the fillies to follow her. “We need to talk.”
Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo did as they were asked and followed Nightmare Moon as she led them to her bed. The three fillies jumped up and sat on the edge while Nightmare Moon lay down on her stomach, which at least brought her eye level closer to the fillies she once called her friends.
“First of all, you shouldn’t have come here,” Nightmare Moon began firmly. “What you did was very dangerous. If one of my guards had found you, you would have been arrested and put in my dungeons. I can’t imagine how worried everypony is, since I know you didn't tell anypony where you were going.”
A frown formed on Apple Bloom’s face. “Well, if we had, they would have stopped us, and—”
“For good reason,” Nightmare Moon scolded, causing the three fillies to flatten their ears.
“W-we just,” Sweetie Belle mumbled out, “just wanted to help. We were worried about you.”
Nightmare Moon’s voice softened. “I know, and I appreciate your concern. But I don’t need help. I’m the queen of Equestria now.”
“What about Princess Celestia and Princess Luna?” asked Scootaloo. “What happened to them?”
“Hasn’t anypony told you?” Nightmare Moon asked.
The three fillies hesitated, but they eventually shook their heads.
“Nopony told us, but… sometimes we hear them whisperin’,” Apple Bloom admitted. “They said you locked the princesses up in the sun and moon, and you were the one makin’ it dark all the time. That isn’t true, is it?”
“It is,” Nightmare Moon admitted with a pang of regret in her voice. “I won’t lie to you, I am the one that did all that.”
“But why?”
“It’s… it’s complicated, Apple Bloom,” Nightmare Moon replied as she continued her attempts to defend herself against the fillies’ questions. “I… I-I have a lot of expectations that I have to live up to. It’s just… confusing.”
“But that’s why we’re here,” Scootaloo added. “To remind you who you really are, so you don’t have to be confused anymore.”
Nightmare Moon felt the air catch in her throat, but she forced the strength into her voice. “And… who am I to you three, now that I’m like this?”
“Well, you did look scary the other night,” Scootaloo said.
Nightmare Moon winced as those words dug deep. Scary… she closed her eyes and lowered her head at that word. She should have been expecting that. Of course her friends wouldn’t—
“But now that we’re all here, you don’t seem that scary.”
Nightmare Moon lifted her head back up, unable to believe what she was hearing. “I don’t?”
“Nope! I think you’re just confused, and, if that’s true, then you’re still our friend, Nyx. A pony who is really awesome at magic,” Scootaloo said confidently.
Apple Bloom nodded. “And a pony who’s also really good at school, even if she asks too many questions in class.”
“And who is always really nice and fun to play with,” Sweetie Belle concluded.
Nightmare Moon was finding it difficult to breathe. She couldn’t shake away the tightness that was forming in her chest no matter how hard she tried to banish it. “But… you do know who I am, don’t you? You know that I’m Nightmare Moon, right?”
“Cheerilee said that you were always Nightmare Moon, but… we’ve never really met Nightmare Moon. We’ve only ever known you as Nyx,” Apple Bloom explained. “Sure, I’ll admit, you look like Nightmare Moon now, but that doesn’t mean you have to act any differently.”
“Yeah, it doesn’t matter what a pony looks like on the outside,” said Sweetie Belle, reciting something Cheerilee had said in class. “It’s who that pony is on the inside that counts.”
“That, and getting a cutie mark,” Scootaloo added. “Hey! I bet you’ve got your cutie mark now! Oh, what is it? What is it!?”
“I… don’t have a cutie mark yet,” Nightmare Moon replied, looking back at her painfully blank flank.
“Don’t worry about it, Nyx. Everypony finds their special talent sooner or later. You’ll just have to keep crusading with us until you find it. After all, that’s what the Cutie Mark Crusaders are all about,” Apple Bloom reassured.
“I… I think… I think I would like that,” Nightmare Moon replied, letting herself smile. It was weak and tiny, but it was the first honest smile to grace her lips in several days. It was also destined to be short lived. It was wiped away when the door to her bed chambers opened.
“I do apologize for this, my Queen, but there is something that you should be aware of. There are reports that the monsters in the Everfree Forest have started to get restless. It may be in our best interests to—” Nexus began, only to freeze up when he glanced away from the clipboard he was levitating in front of his nose and saw the three small fillies who were sitting on Nightmare Moon’s bed.
~~~
“They need to be made an example of,” Nexus grumbled as he paced anxiously. Before Nightmare Moon could stop him, he had called for the guards. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle were now out in the hallway, being held in custody by soldiers.
“They’re fillies, Nexus, ones who were my friends, and who do not fully understand the situation,” Nightmare Moon stated calmly. “They meant no harm.”
“It is not the intent that matters, but the action taken. They snuck into your castle and reached your bed chambers without detection. That kind of trespassing cannot be allowed,” Nexus stressed. “If we do nothing, how long will it be before assassins begin roaming these very halls? They need to be made an example of!”
“So what would you have me do?” Nightmare Moon snipped. “Let them hang from the gallows?”
“If that’s what it takes to ensure your rule as queen is unquestioned, then yes.”
Nightmare Moon’s face tightened to an angry scowl. “I will not execute fillies, Nexus.”
Nexus stopped on the spot, caught off guard by Nightmare Moon’s defense of the fillies. He then frowned and turned to face her. “My Queen, if I may speak frankly, you have already shown far too much mercy. You’ve allowed the mares who wield the Elements of Harmony to go free when they should be rotting in the dungeon with Twilight Sparkle at the very least. Now, because of that, these three fillies believed they could just waltz up to you like you are a regular pony, and such disrespect cannot be condoned.”
“Is it not I who decides what can be condoned?” Nightmare Moon asked. “Am I not your queen?”
“You are,” Nexus said with a respectful bow of his head, “but I ask for you to listen to your own words, my Queen. You are not acting like yourself.”
“How so?”
Nexus moved a step closer, his voice becoming gentle yet confident. “My Queen, you are the most glorious alicorn to ever grace Equestria. You are mightier than Celestia, and the night glistens with greater beauty than it ever did when it was under Luna’s care. Your form is far more magnificent than theirs. You are the one true queen of Equestria, whereas the sisters were only princesses treating this kingdom like a pet that needed to be coddled.
“Think of what you’ve done in the past,” Nexus continued as he raised a hoof dramatically. “You struck down royal guards at the Summer Sun Celebration with lightning for simply drawing too close to you. You’ve held Celestia at the tip of your sword and then banished her to the sun so that she would know the same suffering you had endured for a thousand years. You are Nightmare Moon. Your name strikes fear into the hearts of ponies all across Equestria whenever it is spoken. A holiday was created solely so ponies learned to fear you.”
“These are all things I already know, Nexus. Get to the point,” Nightmare Moon snapped.
“The point, my Queen, is that you should think about what you’re doing. Do not view those fillies as friends you had in ignorance. View them as they are: trespassers in your castle who have insulted you, who have approached you as if you were some common mare. These are indignities you should not have suffered, and thus they need to be punished. They need to be taught a lesson, and, through their punishment, all of Equestria will learn that you are not to be trifled with.”
Nightmare Moon scowled and turned her attention to her closed bedroom door. She was silent for a long time, but then she sighed. “You are right, Nexus. I, as Nightmare Moon, cannot consider those three my friends any more. They are fillies who have trespassed in my castle, and—” Nightmare Moon’s voice caught in her throat. She needed to take a fresh breath to force out the last few words. “And they need to be punished.”
A pleased smile grew onto Nexus’s lips, and he moved towards the door. “Then I’ll make the arrangements. The fillies will hang in the wind before dinner tomorrow.”
“No!” Nightmare Moon said firmly, “They are not to be hanged, Spell Nexus.”
“But your Majesty, don’t you think—” Nexus began, only to fall silent under Nightmare Moon’s cold, hard gaze.
“You will lock them in the dungeon. That should teach them a lesson.”
Nexus puckered his lips, thinking about Nightmare Moon’s proposed punishment before his smile returned. “Of course, my Queen. They shall learn their lesson and then be able to spread it to the general public. They’ll tell their friends and neighbors of their time in our dungeons. I’ll even have them placed in individual cells, give them a taste of the solitude you endured when on the moon.”
“No, I want them all placed in Twilight Sparkle’s cell.”
Again, Nexus looked at his queen with a dumbfounded expression, but, as before, his devilish grin returned. “Of course, the dungeons will likely start to get very crowded as time goes by. We might as well start saving as much space as we can.”
With that, Nexus turned and left the room, pulling the door shut behind him. Nightmare Moon waited for a few moments, ensuring Nexus would not return, before she locked the door with a flick of her horn. She then stood from her bed and moved over to her writing desk. There, she drew out a scroll, a feather pen, and an ink bottle before beginning to write.
Twilight,
This evening, Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle snuck into the castle and managed to make it to my bed chamber. They are currently being taken down to the dungeons and will be placed in your cell momentarily.
Please believe I take no joy in this, but there is a lesson they must learn. I am not their friend anymore. I also do this for their own protection. Spell Nexus would have them executed for their intrusion. He would use them to send a message to Equestria, but I do not want to see them get hurt. They were once my closest friends. If anypony deserves mercy from me, it is them.
So they will remain in the dungeons until Spell Nexus is satisfied with their punishment. I will try to free them in a few weeks, but, until then, I must ask that you try and keep them safe. Make sure the guards do not hurt them, and make sure they believe they will, in time, be free.
I know I have no right to ask favors of you at this point, but if you will not do this for me, then please do it for them. Also, dispose of this note before Spell Nexus can see it.
Nightmare Moon
The queen rolled the letter and took hold of it with her mane. She then let her whole body turn into an inky, indigo cloud and surged out her bedroom window. She raced around the exterior of the castle as quickly as she could in hopes of beating Spell Nexus and the guards to the dungeon.
It was, thankfully, an easy feat. She was able to arrive well before her advisor, and, after slipping through a barred window, she made her way to Twilight’s cell. There, Nightmare Moon tossed out the letter she had just written.
The piece of parchment’s sudden appearance startled Twilight, and she looked around for its source, but Nightmare Moon had hidden against the ceiling of the dungeon hallway. Despite being unaware of the scroll’s origins, Twilight moved over to it, opened it with a hoof, and began to read.
Twilight was just able to finish the letter when the door to the dungeon opened. In a panic to dispose of it, Twilight stuffed the note in her mouth, chewed, and forcibly swallowed. She gagged from the dry taste but did not have time to be disgusted. She rushed to her cot, lay down, covered herself with a blanket, and pretended to sleep as the group of ponies stepped into view of her cell.
Spell Nexus scrunched up his nose at the sight of Twilight, and, behind him, a pair of guards kept close watch on the Cutie Mark Crusaders. The three fillies were clinging together and trembling. Sweetie Belle had already been fitted with an anti-magic collar very similar to the neck shackle that Twilight was wearing.
With a flare of magic, Spell Nexus opened the cell door and let the guards shove the three fillies inside. He then slammed the door shut, causing a loud metallic clang to echo throughout the dungeon’s corridors. Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo all moved up against the cell door, their faces reflecting the fact that they were just coming to terms with the reality of their confinement.
“How long do we have to be in here?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“Well, that depends on the queen,” Nexus told them, “but I wouldn’t get your hopes up. After all, I’d leave you in here for a few years, just to be sure you’ve learned your lesson.”
The mention of “years” stole the strength from the Crusaders’ legs. They crumpled into a pile on the floor right were they had been standing. The sorrow on their faces tore at Nightmare Moon’s heart but seemed to have no effect on Nexus. He just chuckled under his breath and led the guards away.
Sweetie Belle began to cry, and she covered her face with her hooves while Apple Bloom and Scootaloo looked off into the distance. They looked as if they wanted to cry too, but, somehow, they kept their eyes dry, if only for their friend.
Only once she was certain Nexus was gone did Twilight come out from beneath her blanket and move towards the three fillies. “Girls?”
The Crusaders sat up and spun their heads around. Their eyes lit up with a flicker of hope, and, in an instant, Apple Bloom threw herself at Twilight.
“We were just tryin’ to help!” Apple Bloom whined. Tears formed in her eyes, and she buried her muzzle in Twilight’s mane. “Why did Nyx lock us up?”
“Shhhhh,” Twilight said, trying to calm Apple Bloom down. “It will be okay.”
“But he said years, Twilight!” Sweetie Belle wailed. She moved up and joined in Apple Bloom and Twilight’s embrace. “I don’t want to be in jail!”
“Don’t worry, I’m sure somepony will come and rescue us soon,” Twilight whispered. She held both Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle tight before looking up at Scootaloo. Scootaloo had started crying, trembling, and kept looking back over her shoulder at Twilight. She acted like she was rooted to the floor. She wouldn’t allow herself to share in the embrace happening less than a foot away.
Twilight, however, knew what Scootaloo needed. She reached out with a hoof, placed it gently on Scootaloo’s shoulder, and pulled her close. Scootaloo did try to resist, for a moment, but she too fell into the hug. The three fillies cried, and all Twilight could do was hug them back and tell them over and over again, “Everything will be okay.”
Nightmare Moon watched all of this from her hiding place as a cloud against the ceiling, and it dug at her chest like a rusty dagger. She was only able to watch for a few moments before she had to leave. She was unable to stand the sight of her friends crying like that.
~~~
After floating lazily outside the castle as a cloud for a few minutes, if only to feel the night’s breeze flowing through her, Nightmare Moon returned to her bedchambers. Despite her hopes, the wind had provided no comfort. She collapsed onto her bed and sought any distraction from the knowledge her friends were now prisoners. Her eyes glanced about the room, and, eventually, she found herself focusing on her reflection in the recently replaced vanity mirror.
A full grown mare… she was a full grown mare, yet her flank was as blank as a starless night sky. That thought alone stung at her brain like a swarm of angry bees. It was a thought she had tried to ignore, but the presence of her old friends in the castle made it impossible. That, and sitting on her dresser, right where she left it, was the new Cutie Mark Crusader cape Sweetie Belle had brought.
A cutie mark is supposed to appear when a pony finds that one thing that makes them special, their special talent. Nexus had assured Nightmare Moon that, after she defeated the princesses and took over Equestria, her cutie mark would appear. He promised that her special talent and destiny was to be the queen of Equestria… but if that were the truth, then why was she still a blank flank?
What did it mean? What was her special talent supposed to be? She had always wanted Equestria; she had always wanted the eternal night. This was what she had always wanted. Nexus had promised that once she had achieved her goals her cutie mark was sure to appear.
Yet even that wasn’t true. Luna's words echoed in Nightmare Moon's mind from when the two had fought in Canterlot Castle. It was Luna’s desire to rule Equestria and bring about the night eternal. It was Luna’s jealous rage that had once been the sole defining feature of their mutual existence. It was Luna’s thoughts that had once filled her mind. But now she was her own mare. Now she wasn’t just Luna’s twisted reflection, something had changed. But what? What was different? What was her special talent, her cutie mark, supposed to be?
Nightmare Moon looked into the eyes of her reflection, as if expecting it to offer answers to the questions buzzing around in her mind. The mare in the mirror, however, offered no such advice. It simply looked back at her with the same questioning gaze.
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Missing Joy
===========
“I am a full-grown mare, Nexus; explain how this is even possible!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, finishing what had been an exhausting half hour rant. It was the morning after she had been forced to imprison her old friends in the dungeon, and a near sleepless night had worn her patience thin.
“Y-your Highness, I’m certain there is an explanation for why you don’t have your cutie mark,” Spell Nexus assured her in an attempt to assuage his queen’s rage. “Perhaps you have simply not struck on your talent for ruling.”
“Is being queen not enough!?”
“It should be, and, if I had the magic, I’d force your cutie mark to appear,” Spell Nexus said. “Please understand, you have been preoccupied with more important tasks than the responsibilities of ruling a kingdom. Perhaps, now that your rule is assured and there are no challengers to your throne, you can discover your talent for truly ruling Equestria.”
Nightmare Moon leaned back in her throne, not convinced. “Perhaps. What would you suggest, Nexus?”
“There are many things, Your Highness,” he eagerly answered. “If I may be so bold as to speak of your predecessor, Princess Celestia would often oversee the enactment of laws and make public appearances. She would entertain dignitaries and regularly held open court, where petitioners would make requests of the throne.”
Nightmare Moon twitched her wings in irritation. She had little interest in laws, giving speeches, or speaking with dignitaries who were too eager to please her. Only the idea of holding court held any appeal, and that was only because it was the simplest of the tasks.
Holding court was something she could at least see herself doing, but it felt strange to even consider it. A ruler held court so that her subjects could petition for things they wanted, things to make themselves happy. In all her memories she had never been concerned with the happiness of Equestria, just her own. Perhaps Spell Nexus was onto something. She had never held court before, thus if she had a talent for it, she would be unaware of said skill.
“Do you believe my mark would appear if I were to hold court?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“Most certainly, Your Highness,” Spell Nexus assured her.
Nightmare Moon gave a firm nod. “Then announce that I shall be holding court every day, from when the castle opens in the morning to when it closes at night. Let it be known that it will be this way until I deem otherwise or until my cutie mark appears.”
~~~
Nightmare Moon nestled herself into her throne just before open court was due to begin. Messenger pegasi had flown out the day before, carrying her proclamation to every corner of the kingdom, and the response had been greater than she could have anticipated. Ponies, wrapped in winter clothes to fend off the cold, had formed a line outside the castle gates that stretched all the way to Ponyville. They had come from every corner of the kingdom to see her, and, for a moment, she allowed herself to smile.
The sound of hooves and voices beyond the throne room door alerted Nightmare Moon that her court was about to begin. Hastily, she adjusted her armor, preened her wings for out of place feathers, and made whatever last-minute preparations she could think of.
Clocks around the castle rung out the hour, and, with the final chime, the throne room doors opened. Nightmare Moon watched as her servants quickly guided the front of the line into the room, looking over the many visiting ponies as they slowly filed in. Those brave enough to meet her gaze looked on with wide eyes, and everypony else kept their heads bent down towards the floor.
At the prompting of the servants, the first pony in line stepped forward and approached her throne. He was a farmer that Nightmare Moon found vaguely familiar. His cutie mark was of several carrots lying on their side. He had come in wearing a large brimmed hat, but he quickly removed it once he reached the foot of her throne.
“It is an honor to be in your presence, Your Majesty,” the farmer pony managed to choke out. “I am Danver, and my family runs a carrot farm just outside of Ponyville.”
“Danver… yes,” Nightmare Moon mused pleasantly. “You are neighbors to the Apple family, correct?”
“Yes, your… uh,” Danver glanced around anxiously, stumbling on his words. A few servants eyed him, and one guard began to approach before he hurriedly forced out, “Your Glorious Majesty.”
Nightmare Moon arched an eyebrow but made no other move. “And what request do you bring to this court?”
“I-I-I,” Danver stuttered under Nightmare Moon’s constant, expecting gaze. “Would you please raise the sun, Your Highness?”
Nightmare Moon’s eyebrows furrowed, and she spoke with such resentment that her words seemed dipped in poison. “The sun?”
Danver winced and took a step back. “M-my crops are wilting, Your Highness. Your servants have come to help me replant, b-but we can’t just r-replant this late into summer. The carrots won’t be ready in time for the harvest, a-and I can only imagine how much colder it will get when winter sets in. W-we just need a few more months of s-s-sunshine to grow enough food for w-winter.”
Nightmare Moon stomped the floor with a hoof. “Like my rule over this kingdom, the night shall be eternal! Your request is denied!”
Danver did not argue nor protest. He instead turned tail and sprinted out of the throne room, as if lingering a moment more would be suicidal. His quick departure made many of the ponies in line shift uneasily. They all stayed, though many looked much more afraid than they had moments before.
After giving her temper a moment to cool, Nightmare Moon motioned for the next pony in line to come forward. The stallion appeared to be a businesspony and was dressed with a tie, collar, and cuffs. He bowed and introduced himself in almost the exact same way the carrot farmer had. Nightmare Moon could only guess her servants were instructing the petitioners on how to speak to her.
And just as his introduction was similar, so was his request. He asked for the sun to be raised. His reasons were far different from the farmer’s, but his request still made Nightmare Moon grit her teeth in anger. She denied the stallion’s request and quickly called for the next pony in line.
Pony after pony came to her, and time after time Nightmare Moon heard the same request. They wanted the sun, they wanted their day, and, while none dared speak it, she could tell that they wanted more. They wanted the Royal Sisters back. They wanted Equestria to go back to the way it was, but they would be disappointed. She was queen now, and she would not simply give up the throne.
~~~
After spending hours listening to ponies requesting the sun’s return, Nightmare Moon had heard enough. She stood up from her throne and spread out her wings. “Let it be known that the next petitioner who asks for the sun to be raised will be locked in the dungeon! I will never raise the sun! I have decreed that Equestria shall live in a night eternal, and that decree will stand! Now, all those who have a request for the sun to be raised should leave… now!”
Every pony in line turned and bolted, many screaming in panic as they ran from the throne room. This just seemed to fuel the anger burning in Nightmare Moon’s chest, but she did not pursue the petitioners. She was glad they were gone, glad to be rid of their sun-loving faces.
On top of it all, she could tell that her special talent was not in holding court. No cutie mark would come of this, and the frustrating indignity of being an adult blank flank, coupled with the disrespect of the ponies, had Nightmare Moon seething. She turned her head down, glaring at the floor around her throne as she debated which part of it she would smash with her hoof.
Just as Nightmare Moon had picked the part of the floor that was going to be the victim of her aggravation, she heard a pair of hoofsteps echoing from the exterior hallway. Were there still petitioners who had a request not related to the sun, or were they just too stupid to take a hint?
Preparing herself to make good on her threat, Nightmare Moon sat up in her throne and watched two ponies step through her throne room door. It was a pair of unicorns, a mare and a stallion. Both had fairly common builds, at least for ponies their age. The stallion had a white coat, brown mane, and a prominent, almost distracting, mustache. The mare had a pink coat and wore her purple mane up in a beehive style that easily added another half a foot to her standing height. The mare, unlike the stallion, was also wearing clothes. A reddish-orange shirt with a frilled collar and white pants.
The pants alone made Nightmare Moon cock an eyebrow as the pair approached her throne and bowed. She couldn’t fight a nagging feeling that she recognized these ponies. She could not recall from where or when, but she knew them from someplace.
“It’s an honor ta be in your presence, Your Majesty,” the stallion said. He rolled his vowels like he had a small ball in his mouth, and once more Nightmare Moon felt the nagging sensation that she knew these ponies from someplace. She, however, did her best to push that annoying thought aside. She flattened her expression and looked down at the pair.
“And what do you want?”
“Well, Your Highness, if ya wouldn’t mind, we’d like ta know…” The stallion choked on his words as if the air in his lungs was being sucked away by Nightmare Moon’s gaze. Still, he soldiered on and asked, “we’d like ta know if our daughter could come home.”
The shout Nightmare Moon had been preparing in response to another request for the sun died, and her voice became hollow, almost shaky. “Your daughter?”
“Our lil’ cupcake, Sweetie Belle, Your Highness.”
Nightmare Moon felt her heart seize up in her chest. She now realized why the pair was familiar; they were Sweetie Belle and Rarity’s parents. She had seen them only in passing, when she and the other Crusaders went by their house. She also began to see the resemblances. Rarity had inherited, at least in part, her mother’s purple mane, and both Rarity and Sweetie Belle had a white coat like their father. Yes, his fur was a slightly different tone of white in comparison to Rarity’s or Sweetie Belle’s, but the resemblance was still there.
After hearing their request, Nightmare Moon almost wished they had come to ask for the sun to be raised like everypony else. It took all of her strength to keep herself from looking away when she answered, “I am afraid she cannot.”
Sweetie Belle’s mother stumbled forward, her once solemn and respectful gaze shattered and replaced by the panicked, pleading eyes of a mother. “Please, Your Highness, my lil’ cupcake doesn’t belong in a dungeon! Whatevah she did wrong, I’m sure she didn’t mean anything by it. Please, Your Highness, she’s just a lil’ filly. She needs ta be with her family!”
Nightmare Moon closed her eyes and shook her head once. “I cannot release her.”
Those words were enough to break what little control Sweetie Belle’s mother had over herself. She wailed and collapsed into a heap on the floor. She began to beg, to plead, saying a thousand different things as fast as she could to try and convince Nightmare Moon that Sweetie Belle should be allowed to return home. Sweetie Belle’s father placed a hoof on his wife’s shoulder, trying to calm her, but she batted it away and continued to wail out her pleas.
During this, Nightmare Moon was making every effort to shut out the cries. The guilt they were causing clawed at her insides, and, when she couldn't shut out the wails, she did the only other thing she could think of. First, without a word, she motioned for her guards to leave. Then, once they were gone, the throne room was sealed once more, leaving Nightmare Moon alone with Sweetie Belle’s parents.
With no prying eyes to see what she was about to do, Nightmare Moon stood up from her throne and closed the distance between her and Sweetie Belle’s parents. Both of them looked up at her in fear, undoubtedly terrified they had asked too much of their new queen and were about to suffer the consequences. Nightmare Moon, however, didn’t raise her voice nor did she lift a hoof to harm the pair. She instead lowered herself down, putting herself at eye level with them.
“I am sorry. I would like nothing more than to let Sweetie Belle go home with you, but she must face the consequences of her actions,” Nightmare Moon told them with an apologetic tone. “She, Apple Bloom, and Scootaloo trespassed into my castle and were extremely lucky they found me before the guards found them. I promise I will let them go soon. I just… can’t do it right now.”
“But when? When can she come home?” Sweetie Belle’s mother pressed.
Nightmare Moon sighed, turned her back on the parents, and began walking back to her throne. “Request an audience with me again in a few weeks. My advisor should be satisfied with the punishment by that time. I will then be able to release not only Sweetie Belle, but Scootaloo and Apple Bloom as well.”
Nightmare Moon retook her seat in her throne and looked down at Sweetie Belle’s parents. “Despite what you may think of me, know that I take no joy in punishing my old friends. Still, they must learn that I am Nightmare Moon, and that I can no longer be the friend they once knew.”
Sweetie Belle’s parents nodded and, unlike all the petitioners before them, bowed to Nightmare Moon a second time. “Thank you, Your Highness, and we’ll be sure ta come back innah few weeks. We’ll also tell Apple Bloom and Scootaloo’s families da news,” Sweetie Belle’s father assured Nightmare Moon before looking back to his wife. “Come on, honey.”
Sweetie Belle’s mother nodded, and, though tears were still streaming down her face, she managed a small smile, hopeful that she would see her daughter again soon. Together, the pair left the throne room. At the same time, the servants and guards moved back in to find Nightmare Moon sitting in her throne with her eyes shut and a frown on her face.
“Are there any other petitioners?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“No,” one of the servants replied.
Nightmare Moon offered a weak nod. “Then I am ending court today. Notify the guards at the gate and let the ponies of Equestria know that they must come asking for an audience if they wish to speak to me. Let it be known that I shall no longer be holding open court.”
“Understood, Your Majesty.”
~~~
Despite the failure of holding court, Spell Nexus continued to offer royal tasks to Nightmare Moon. She tried every aspect of ruling the kingdom, from making speeches to helping form laws. Nightmare Moon even sat through an utterly boring tax meeting, but, despite Spell Nexus’s continued promises, her flank remained blank.
When a week of trying different royal duties failed, Spell Nexus began proposing talents related to the nighttime sky. He suggested turning the night into her tapestry. He told her that she should “fill it with such beauty that all of Equestria would want the night to last forever, if only so they would never have to be parted from her skybound art.”
Yet, when Nightmare Moon tried her hoof at moving the stars, she quickly regretted it. Her mind flashed with memories of art projects in Cheerilee’s class. Some of her classmates were talented in such endeavors, but her pictures always turned out foalish. The only way she knew how to draw a pony was as a stick figure. The only pony less skilled with art in the class was Sweetie Belle, and that was only because she kept forgetting to wash out her brush between colors when they were painting.
Thus any change Nightmare Moon made to the sky was no improvement. She tried to make constellations, but there was a subtlety to Luna’s artwork that she just couldn’t match. The constellations had vague resemblances to the creatures they were supposed to be, but were also up for interpretation. All the while, they remained hidden within the grander picture of the sky. They only came to the surface when one actively searched for them.
This was a stark contrast to anything Nightmare Moon attempted. The constellations she made stood out like rough and haphazard brushstrokes. Despite trying dozens of times to make the sky her own, the only thing that Nightmare Moon succeeded in doing over the course of the night was to build up her frustration. Her cutie mark had once been a moon against the darkest night. She was supposed to have a special talent for this, for tending the night sky. But, if anything, her actions were equivalent to those of a foal who was defacing a masterpiece with hoofpaints.
A nearby clock chimed the morning hour, and Nightmare Moon finally admitted defeat. With a stomp of her hoof, she used her magic to wipe away her latest failure at painting the sky. She then willed her body to become smoke and, like an angry snake, zipped back through the air to her bedroom balcony. Once there, she rematerialized and stomped through the open door.
Nightmare Moon moved straight to her bedroom mirror and stared at the reflection of her still very blank flank. She glared at it, trying to force her cutie mark to appear through sheer will alone. When that didn’t work, Nightmare Moon shut her eyes tight and fought the urge to smash her mirror again.
What was different? Why wasn’t her talent what it used to be when she and Luna were one and the same? Was there anything that made her unique beyond being a queen that everypony feared, despised, and wished was banished back to the moon?
Opening her eyes again, she let her angry glare turn from her blank flank to her armor. At the moment, it was just as much of a mockery as her absent cutie mark. She wasn’t a war pony or a terror who would strike down those who stood in her way. Armor was something worn by a killer or a soldier, and she was neither. Without even a thought, Nightmare Moon magically removed her armor and tossed it all into a corner with a loud clatter.
Her eyeshadow was next to go, another thing that Nightmare Moon had grown tired of applying. She had worn it to meet the expectations of Nexus and the Children of Nightmare, but she was weary of it. A wet cloth removed every trace of the makeup, and once again Nightmare Moon looked upon herself as simply a black mare.
How befitting was her black coat. She was once nothing but a shade, a poison, an infection of thought and jealousy that had taken captive the true guardian of the nighttime sky. Even the cutie mark she had once possessed was just a twisted shadow of Luna’s. It had been Luna’s talent for the sky, Luna’s jealousy and hatred, and Luna’s desire that had formed and given purpose to Nightmare Moon.
Now that she was separated from Luna, made a mare of her own, what did that leave? The desires that Nightmare Moon remembered, that once burned within her like fire, had gone ice-cold and lingered only in memory. It felt like she had no desires or wishes of her own, like she was hollow. She was beginning to fear she didn’t even have a special talent or a cutie mark.
Unable to stare at her reflection in the mirror anymore, Nightmare Moon moved back to her bedroom balcony and looked across Equestria with tired eyes. For two weeks the night had lasted, and the effects were noticeable. Plants were wilting all across the kingdom; even the staunch and sturdy Everfree Forest was looking sickly. The few ponies out so early in the day were bundled up like it was the dead of winter, when it was in fact supposed to be summer.
Nightmare Moon saw Sweet Apple Acres on the far side of the town and thought of Apple Bloom’s family. The orchards looked weak; how much longer would the trees be able to survive? What would happen to the Apple family and to Ponyville when the harvest failed? Would the town survive winter without the orchard’s usually bountiful harvest?
Nightmare Moon violently shook her head. Why did she care about this? The Nightmare Moon she used to be would have just laughed at the hardship and reveled in the suffering. She never used to care about the ponies of Equestria. All that used to matter was that the ponies saw her, or rather Luna’s, night sky and appreciated its beauty.
Nightmare Moon glanced upward at the sky. She sought comfort in the beauty it was supposed to hold, but, after staring at it all night, it only disgusted her. She was tired of the moon and stars. She was tired of the night’s cold and darkness. She was just… tired of it all and wanted to see something else. She wanted something other than night.
There was, however, only one other thing.
Furrowing her brow, Nightmare Moon looked to the horizon. She stared at it as her thoughts snowballed together. The thoughts became a desire, a desire that she shouldn’t have felt. That desire, however, only grew stronger, and soon Nightmare Moon began to do the one thing she had sworn she would never do.
With her mane swirling and her eyes glowing white, Nightmare Moon stretched her magic to the heavens. Without a warning to anypony watching below, the moon began to race across the sky. Within five minutes it had reached the west and began to set beyond the distant horizon, but Nightmare Moon did not watch her moon set. Instead, her gaze remained focused eastward.
A bit of red started to mix with the dark blue and black of the night. It was just a shimmer at first, but it grew. The red fringes were pushed farther into the sky by an orange core, and the orange pushed higher as a bright yellow sphere began to peak over the horizon.
This went against everything she was supposed to stand for, everything she was supposed to want. Despite this, Nightmare Moon couldn’t help but smile. She could already feel a few of the sun’s golden rays striking her coat and filling her with warmth. Her eyes moved to the sky, and she watched it shift from inky black to a bright, cheerful blue while, at the same time, the stars slowly faded from view.
For the first time in two weeks, the sun had risen over Equestria.
Leaving her armor behind, Nightmare Moon made her way to the royal throne room, curious as to just how long it would take before somepony came running in, looking for her in a panic.
~~~
“My Queen, I have dire news!” Spell Nexus yelled as he burst into the throne room. A number of soldiers followed in his wake, yet his panic was met by a cool pair of eyes and a small smirk from Nightmare Moon, who was sitting in her throne calmly.
“Only ten minutes? I was sure it would have taken you longer than that,” Nightmare Moon mused.
Nexus and the soldiers came to a stop at the foot of the throne, confusion painted across their faces. “My Queen?”
“It is nothing. Now, what pressing business do you have that makes you feel you can burst in here and make such a spectacle of yourself?”
“Your Majesty, the moon has set and the sun is beginning to rise. Celestia has obviously escaped her imprisonment, and it is only a matter of time before she joins with Princess Cadance’s rebellion and comes to strike you down. Now, I have already alerted the guard here and sent a message to Shining Armor to do the same with our Canterlot Guard. Both castles are preparing to defend themselves, and within the hour we will be ready to—”
“That will not be necessary,” Nightmare Moon interrupted. “There is nothing to fear.”
“Your confidence is refreshing, my Queen, but now Celestia has the advantage of surprise. We do not know when or how she will attack. She could be plotting even as we speak.”
Nightmare Moon nodded her head before she let another smirk escape. “Yes, that would be true if Celestia had escaped the sun, but, I assure you, she is still trapped.”
“But… but then why…why is the sun rising? Surely it is not you—”
“Yes Spell Nexus, I am the one that lowered the moon, and it is by my will and power the sun climbs into the sky.”
Nexus could only look at Nightmare Moon in shock, mouth agape. “B-b-but… but Your Highness, why would you end your own night? Is it not your deepest desire to have Equestria forever bathed in the glory of the moon and the stars?”
“Don’t be foalish!” Nightmare Moon barked. “Have you even felt how cold it is outside the castle? Have you even seen the plants beginning to wilt? It is a miracle Equestria has survived two weeks of constant night, but to expect this kingdom to survive an eternity is ludicrous!”
Nexus shakily took a few steps towards Nightmare Moon with pleading eyes. “My Queen, if this is about our progress transforming Equestria, then I assure you—”
“That your renovations would come too late. Your progress in replanting is pitiful at best, and the warming lamps that you promised would keep the populated parts of Equestria warm haven’t been installed in most towns. Half of Equestria would starve and the rest would freeze to death by the time you finished.
“Speaking of the night, there is no longer any reason to make it last forever. Things are not as they were a thousand years ago, Nexus. There are now ponies who live and work during the night. There are ponies who appreciate its beauty, but there is beauty to be found in the day and sunlight as well.
“Beauty that I have decided to rule over,” Nightmare Moon continued. “I have decided that as long as I am the sole ruler of Equestria, I will tend to the sun and moon myself. I will do just as Celestia did for a thousand years, and I shall be her better. I shall hold dominion over both heavenly orbs and be the purveyor of their beauty not merely for a thousand years, but for all eternity. I shall be the eternal queen of both night and day.”
Nexus opened his mouth to continue his protest, but Nightmare Moon kept him silent with a single hard glare. Eventually, he bowed, as did the rest of the soldiers. “As you wish, my Queen. Is there anything else you would like me to know?”
“Yes. I will be taking leave of the castle today,” Nightmare Moon told Nexus as she rose from her throne.
“Of course, Your Majesty. I shall have somepony fetch your armor and—”
“No, I shall be going out as I am.”
Nexus stared at Nightmare Moon as if she had gone mad. “But your Highness, I really think—”
“I’ll decide what I will and will not wear!” Nightmare Moon bellowed. “Now away with you!”
Nexus did not linger a moment longer. He and the guards bolted from the room as fast as their hooves could carry them. Nightmare Moon waited until they were all out of earshot before letting an irritated sigh escape her nostrils. She departed the throne room and, within minutes, reached one of the castle’s many balconies. She looked upon the sun and rich blue sky with a smile, as if she was greeting a friend she had long missed.
A gust of wind carried with it the sounds of cheers and what Nightmare Moon believed was music. Turning her eyes towards the source, she looked down at Ponyville. Ponies all about the town were rushing out into the streets, many gathering in the town square.
Her subjects, her “unblessed” subjects, were as happy to see the sun as she was. They were rejoicing in its light and warmth. For a rare moment, Nightmare Moon felt happy. She did not try to explain or wonder why. She just took to her wings and flew towards Ponyville as her feathers and coat absorbed the sun’s warmth.
~~~
Never had Ponyville been overtaken by celebration so quickly. Pinkie Pie was working with several pegasi, including the lightning-quick Rainbow Dash, to hurriedly put up decorations for a party that had arguably already started.
A local DJ was already spinning vinyl records and filling the air with music as ponies shouted their joy to the heavens. Warmth was already filling the air, driving away the long, lingering chill of the extended night. Ponies who had been bundled up were now tossing off boots, winter jackets, and scarves to bask in the sunshine.
The ponies were so enthralled with their celebration that they didn’t notice the indigo cloud lingering in the shadows of the nearby trees. Nightmare Moon watched them and would have been grinning ear to ear if she wasn’t currently a floating mass of magical energy.
Now this felt good and right. Ponies laughing and playing in the sun, overflowing with joy without a care in the world… this was what Equestria was meant to be like. This was the Equestria Nightmare Moon had seen through young, innocent eyes, and it was not an Equestria locked in an eternal night.
Spell Nexus could go eat moldy hay. This was how Nightmare Moon was going to rule, and this was what made her happy. She would move the sun and moon just like Celestia did and let the ponies of Equestria have both their day and their night.
As the celebration nearby continued to grow, Nightmare Moon’s mind began to get away from her. The ponies were so happy, so overjoyed to see their sun, maybe now they would not look on her in fear. Maybe they would even thank her for bringing back the sun. Yes, she’d appear before them, and, instead of cowering in fear, they would look upon her just as they used to look upon Celestia.
She could already picture it. She would reveal herself to them and smile. She would do as Celestia did and affectionately call them “my little ponies.” She would speak in the sweetest, softest voice she could manage. She would show them they never had to fear another eternal night, and they would praise her just as they praised her predecessors.
Nightmare Moon was drawn from her daydream by nearby cheers. A few mares and stallions had moved over beside her hiding place and were carrying with them a table laden with a bowl of punch and empty cups. As soon as they set the table on the ground each one took up a cup. One of the stallions then laughed and lifted his glass. “I propose a toast, to the sun.”
“To the day!” another in the group added.
“To Equestria’s true royalty!”
“To Celestia and Luna!”
Nightmare Moon’s heart dropped in her chest like a stone in the ocean. The ponies… they were celebrating her defeat. They thought the sunrise meant that Equestria was once again ruled by the Royal Pony Sisters.
In an instant, Nightmare Moon felt the urge to bring back the night. She began reaching her magic to the sky with every intention of stealing the sun away until the ponies could appreciate it, could appreciate her. Yet, before Nightmare Moon could send the sun from the sky, her determination faltered. It had been two long weeks of night, and these ponies would be heartbroken enough when they learned that their beloved princesses had not returned.
Sinking to the ground, the cloud that was Nightmare Moon snuck between the hooves of the ponies and away from the party. She would let them have their day, let them have their celebration, but she would not stand to stay there and watch.
~~~
On the far outskirts of Ponyville, where the party and its music were nothing more than haunting tones on the wind, Nightmare Moon laid down on the grass. She found refuge in one of the town’s many exterior parks in the shade of a weeping willow. The long, hanging branches hid her from any ponies that might walk past on the path, ensuring she had the privacy she sought.
Her heart ached. The happiness that had flickered to life when she raised the sun had been slain in cold blood by the celebrating ponies. The worst part was that she had tasted that happiness. It was like giving a sip of water to a pony lost in a desert. It had been a brief moment of refreshment that, once passed, only left the soul craving more.
But why, why had she only been happy then? Cutie mark or not, she had everything else she had ever wanted. She was queen. She banished Celestia and Luna to the sun and moon. There was nopony to challenge her rule. So why had she only been happy when she raised the sun, when she thought the ponies of Ponyville didn’t fear her anymore?
What had made her happy in the past? She knew it hadn’t always been like this, and, thinking back, memories Nightmare Moon had tried to bury began to bubble to the surface. She knew what had made her happy in the past, and it was not power or a crown. It was not an object or a trinket.
It was ponies.
It was ponies like Twilight Sparkle, Cheerilee, and Twist. It was ponies like Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo. It was all the residents of Ponyville who had once looked upon her with smiles and happy faces, as just another citizen of their humble little town.
Nightmare Moon groaned as she laid her head on the ground and covered her eyes. With determination she began to sort through her thoughts. She was tired of the uncertainty, tired of the unknown. She would know why those short months she spent as a filly were more important to her than all the rest of her memories. She would not be tormented by this a second more.
Focusing, Nightmare Moon thought back to her oldest memory, the first she shared with Princess Luna. It was just a wisp, but, as she grasped at it, the memory began to take shape. The faded memory was from when she and Luna had been one and the same. She did not remember the event or the date, but the important details of the memory held true.
Celestia had been surrounded by happy ponies, each praising her for a beautiful day. She and Luna had watched this, and, in the pit of their stomach, jealousy had twisted and turned. Why did Celestia receive all the praise? She only raised the sun. She did not fill the sky with a tapestry of stars while also tending to the moon. Celestia only put forth half the work, at best, and yet the ponies loved her ten times more.
In that ancient memory, Luna had wanted that admiration, and she, Nightmare Moon, had shared in that desire. That thirst, that hunger, had been the fuel of their existence until the Elements of Harmony split them apart. It was at the core of everything she had once wanted. Her desire for the eternal night, her desire to be queen, it all stemmed from that one thing.
That one desire, that one wish, to be… to be…
Loved.
Love? Was that it? Was that all she really wanted? Nightmare Moon shook her head in disbelief, trying to deny it, but she couldn't. Even after she had been stripped away from Luna by the Elements of Harmony, that one core truth had lingered. It had been a simple thought, so ingrained in their shared existence that not even the most powerful magic in existence could wash it away.
And she had been loved as Nyx. Back then, Twilight had loved her, and her friend had cared for her as well. She had been happy, but then she ruined everything. She had thrown it all away to chase old memories and desires that had never been her own. She had let Spell Nexus and the Children of Nightmare convince her to be a monster and a tyrant. She had imprisoned her friends and… the mare she had called Mother.
It was infuriating, but Nightmare Moon did not shout out in rage. Instead she, the Queen of Equestria, cried. She didn’t wail, didn’t bawl, but, in the protective shade of the willow tree, she could not hold back the tears streaming down her face.
~~~
For the longest time, that was all Nightmare Moon did. She just let herself cry, ignoring the entire world around her. She didn’t know or care how long she had hidden beneath the shade of the tree, but her crying was abruptly interrupted by a tiny voice.
“Are you okay?”
Nightmare Moon snapped her head up in shock and hurriedly dried her eyes. Who would even dare to approach the queen when she was obviously in a bad mood? Who would even… care?
It took Nightmare Moon a moment to locate the source of the voice. Its owner had retreated outside the sagging branches of the weeping willow. Yet, after a few moments, the pony dared to push her head through the hanging boughs once more.
It was a filly roughly the same age as the Cutie Mark Crusaders. She had a cream-white coat, curly red hair, admittedly dorky purple glasses, and a cutie mark of two candy canes crossed in the shape of a heart. It was a pony Nightmare Moon knew all too well, having spent time with her at school.
“I… I’m sorry, Your Highness,” Twist apologized in her nasally lisp. “I just heard somepony crying while I was going back to my house to get some peppermint sticks. I’ll… I’ll leave you alone if you—”
“No,” Nightmare Moon said before she could even really think about what she was doing. “Please, it’s been a long time, Twist. You don’t have to go if you don’t want to.”
“How do you know my name?” Twist asked with wide, disbelieving eyes.
Nightmare Moon lifted a hoof to her chest and pointed to herself. “I-it’s me, Twist. It’s Nyx.”
With her jaw hanging slack, Twist took a few steps closer. “Nyx? My mom said you had gone bad and that you were the one that made it dark all the time. I told her that wasn’t true, but… I guess she was right.”
The truth in those words hurt, but Nightmare Moon did not allow herself to snap at Twist, nor did she try to defend herself. “I’m sorry I did that, Twist, but I promise I’m never going to do it again.”
“It was actually kind of fun at first. I’ve never been able to play outside after dark before. I played some really fun games of hide and seek.” Twist’s face lit up and she took a few steps away. “Hey, you should come to the party in town! Everypony is outside, dancing and playing.”
Nightmare Moon winced at the invitation before shaking her head. “I… would like to, Twist, I really would, but I don’t think I can. I’m very busy,” she lied.
The smile that had blossomed on Twist’s face faded. “That’s what Apple Bloom always said before she went to visit her family.”
Visit her family? A white lie Nightmare Moon could only guess was told to Twist so she wouldn’t know that Apple Bloom and the other crusaders were locked in the castle dungeon. Still, Nightmare Moon did not focus on that. She did not want to give Twist a reason to hate her… not now.
“Why does Apple Bloom always say that?” Nightmare Moon asked, hoping to drive the conversation in another direction.
“Because she’s always being a Cutie Mark Crusader,” Twist replied. She kicked at the dirt with a forehoof. “I’m happy I got my cutie mark, but, ever since I did, Apple Bloom only ever wants to play with Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle. Whenever I try to play with her, she’s always too busy.”
Twist kicked at the dirt again. “I almost wish my cutie mark hadn’t appeared.”
“Now don’t say that, Twist,” Nightmare Moon said, trying to comfort her. A small smile then spread across her lips. “Hey, can you wait here for a minute? I need to run and get something, but I promise I’ll be right back.”
“Sure, just don’t take too long. I need to get back to the party,” Twist replied.
Nightmare Moon nodded, and, in a swirl of indigo clouds, she disappeared. This left Twist to sit and wait in the shade of the willow, but she didn’t have to wait long. Within a minute, Nightmare Moon reappeared from the swirling vortex of her smoky mane and laid back down on the grass.
“Okay, I want you to close your eyes. I’ve got a surprise for you,” Nightmare Moon said with a warm smile.
Twist bounced on her hooves. “Really?!”
“Yes, but you have to close your eyes, and no peeking,” Nightmare Moon told her, and Twist was more than eager to oblige. She squeezed her eyes shut and, in the process, scrunched her face into a silly expression.
Nightmare Moon had to stifle a small laugh at the sight, but she went about her work all the same. She took something out of her magical mane, and, with a delicate touch, she used her horn’s magic to carefully drape it over Twist’s back. Only when she was sure the item wasn’t going to fall off did Nightmare Moon pull her magic away. “Okay, you can look now.”
Twist snapped her eyes open and a smile exploded onto her face when she saw that a red cape with a familiar blue and yellow emblem was now hanging across her back.
“As the Queen of Equestria and a member of the Cutie Mark Crusaders, I hereby declare you an official Crusader. Now you can play with Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all you want,” Nightmare Moon told her.
“Really?” Twist asked in disbelief. “Even though I already have my cutie mark?”
“Being a Crusader isn’t just about finding your own cutie mark,” Nightmare Moon told her. “It’s about helping a friend find their special talent, and who better to help a friend get their cutie mark than a pony who already has hers?”
Twist bounced in excitement. “Oh, I can’t wait until Apple Bloom comes back! I bet I could show her, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle how I make candy, and then maybe they could have a cutie mark like mine.”
“I’m sure Apple Bloom will be back sooner than you think,” Nightmare Moon said, still unable to admit the truth to Twist.
“Thanks, Nyx. This is so sweet! I can’t wait to show it to everypony,” Twist exclaimed before an expression of realization flashed onto her face. “Oh, I forgot, I was bringing back some of my peppermint sticks to the party.”
Nightmare Moon lifted a hoof and used it to gently nudge Twist. “Well then, you’d better run along.”
Despite Nightmare Moon’s encouragement, Twist turned back to look at her. “Are you sure you don’t want to come to the party?”
“I’m sorry, Twist, but I really don’t think I should go.”
“Okay,” Twist replied, but not before reaching into her saddlebags and drawing out one of the peppermint sticks. It was wrapped in colorful tissue paper and a big red bow. “Here, you should at least have one of my peppermint sticks. I just made them this morning.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes softened at the sight of the small gift. “Oh Twist, no, I couldn’t.”
“It’ll make you smile,” Twist assured her in a sing-song voice after setting the peppermint stick down on the ground.
It was too much for Nightmare Moon to bear. She picked up the candy with her mane as if it was fragile glass and smiled a little as she turned it over in front of her eyes. “Thank you, Twist.”
“Okay, I’d better get going… but, Nyx?”
Nightmare Moon turned her gaze back to Twist. “Yes?”
“Is the sun going to rise tomorrow? Or is it going to be dark again?”
“I’ll make you a deal,” Nightmare Moon said as she leaned in closer to Twist. “If you promise not to tell anypony that you saw me or that I was the one that raised the sun today, I’ll make the sun rise again every day.”
“Does it have to be a Pinkie Pie Promise?” Twist nervously asked.
Nightmare Moon chuckled, remembering the day they had encountered Pinkie Pie after Diamond Tiara’s prank had gone bad. “No, it doesn’t.”
“Okay, I promise, Nyx,” Twist replied with a smile, “but I hope you change your mind. The party’s going to be a lot of fun. Still, if you don’t, I’ll see you later, okay?”
Nightmare Moon nodded and watched as Twist slipped out from underneath the canopy of the weeping willow. She then used a touch of her magic to push back some of the hanging branches, so that she could watch Twist bounce towards town. Once Twist had disappeared from sight, she turned her attention back to the peppermint stick. She removed it from its tissue paper wrapping and placed it in her mouth. It was sweet, minty, and, in that moment, every way delicious.
~~~
Nightmare Moon remained where she was until the end of the day when the celebrations had died down and the sun was nearing the far horizon. She made the sun set and the moon rise from her hiding place beneath the tree, and she lingered there a bit longer before daring to leave.
She moved through Ponyville as a mystical shadow, making her way to her destination: the Golden Oaks Library. While Nightmare Moon was happy to give Twist the new Crusader cape she had received from Sweetie Belle, she soon after found herself almost regretting what she had done. She realized too late she wanted the cape for her own, to have as a memento, but, at the same time, she knew that she couldn’t take it back from Twist.
That left Nightmare Moon wanting until she remembered there was one more crusader cape in the world. There was one she could have and keep for herself, which in truth already belonged to her. It was her first cape, the one she had received during the school year, and she knew exactly where to find it.
Back when she was known simply as Nyx, a pony returned a library book damaged. A number of pages had been torn out and many of the others stained with water. The book was simply ruined, and Twilight was forced to throw it out. At the same time, however, Nyx had been reading a story where the main character hid things inside of a hollowed-out book.
After fishing the book out of the garbage, Nyx made it into her best hiding spot, something even Twilight didn’t know about. She hollowed it out and then hid it under her bed with other storybooks. It was a hiding spot she had been so proud of. To find a single, small book under a filly’s bed in a library would be like finding a needle in a haystack… unless one knew where to look.
The cloud that was Nightmare Moon drew close to the library at this point, and she was struck with a bit of déjà vu as she approached one of the windows. In the past, she had snuck up to the same window and peeked in on Twilight Sparkle and the other five ponies that would wield the Elements of Harmony against her that fateful night, back when she and Luna were one and the same.
And, just like that night, Nightmare Moon peeked through the library window, only to find a very different scene than she remembered.
“Are you sure you’ll be okay here by yourself, Spike? You are more than welcome to keep staying with me,” Rarity offered. She was standing in the center of the room, watching Spike as he rushed about cleaning. Owloysius was helping as well, using his wings to feather dust the higher shelves. Peewee was sitting in his nest on the windowsill, but the baby phoenix was joined in his nest by another of his kind. Princess Celestia’s own pet phoenix, Philomena, had come to the library seeking refuge when the Children of Nightmare had tried to capture her as a prize for Nightmare Moon.
“No way! I need to be here and make sure the library is in tip-top shape for when Twilight comes back. I mean, you saw it! The sun came up. That means Princess Celestia’s back, and if she’s back, it won’t be long before she beats Nightmare Moon. Then she’ll free Twilight, and I don’t want her to come back to a dirty library.”
“You really are her number one assistant, aren’t you?” Rarity praised with a smile.
Spike paused from his cleaning and puffed out his chest in pride. “You bet I am.”
“Well then, I won’t keep you, but, if you get hungry, I want you to come over to the boutique. While I can’t promise you gemstones, you are always welcome to share dinner with me. Oh, and don’t stay up too late,” Rarity finished before she turned to leave. “You wouldn’t want to be tired when Twilight comes back, now would you?”
Nightmare Moon shrunk back, hiding her cloud-like body in a nearby bush as Rarity exited the library. She waved a final goodbye to Spike before departing, and only when she had disappeared around a distant street corner did Nightmare Moon dare to peek through the window again.
Spike had finished dusting the last of the library shelves and had moved on to Twilight’s writing desk. He began to clean it just as he had cleaned everything else, but he soon paused to pick up a nearby picture frame.
It was a picture of him and Twilight. The two were posing for the picture, undoubtedly a shot for a school yearbook or something back when Twilight was attending Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. Both she and Spike looked younger in the image, back at a time when he was just starting to act more like Twilight’s assistant. It was a picture that brought a smile to Spike’s face, and he took a moment to hug it to his chest.
“Come home soon, Twilight.”
Until Spike had said those words, Nightmare Moon had every intention of waiting until he had fallen asleep before sneaking upstairs to retrieve her treasure book. Now, however, she slunk away from the window and let her cloud-like form begin to make its way back to the palace.
Spike would stay up all night for Twilight, and, with each passing hour, his hope that she would be freed by Celestia would diminish. He would soon come to realize, like everypony else in Ponyville, that it was Nightmare Moon that had raised the sun.
And Nightmare Moon had no interest waiting by the window if it meant she’d have to watch as Spike’s hopes of Twilight’s return died in his chest.
~~~
The waiting was excruciating. Nightmare Moon had returned to the castle and ordered her guards to fetch her treasure book the moment Spike left the library unattended. She had stayed in her throne since then, not wanting to move an inch and risk missing the guards’ return.
She had made the book sound like something far worse than it was. She wove a tale of how the book held her grand plans for Equestria, and Nexus was more than eager to believe her. He even volunteered to go take the book from the library with his own hooves to ensure it was never opened.
It was an offer Nightmare Moon didn’t refuse, though she insisted that Spike had to be out of the library. When Nexus asked why, she gave him the simple explanation that no pony or dragon in Ponyville was to know that the book even existed, and that seemed to thrill Nexus even more. He would have probably waited years for Spike to leave the library before securing the book.
Thankfully, it had only taken hours. A short time after the sunrise the following day, Nightmare Moon heard the doors to her throne room open. Nexus poked his head in the moment the crack was wide enough, and he wore a broad smile.
“Were you successful?” Nightmare Moon asked, though she could already see he had been. As she rose from her throne and crossed the room to meet Nexus halfway, he walked towards her with the book levitating beside his head.
“Of course, my Queen. The book was just where you said it would be, and the baby dragon was out fetching breakfast for himself at the time. We also ensured the phoenixes and owl were asleep upstairs. Noone saw us enter or leave, and noone has even cracked the cover of your book. It has remained tightly closed since it was removed from its hiding spot, as per your request.”
“Excellent,” Nightmare Moon said gleefully as she took the book in her own magic. “You have done well, Nexus.”
“You honor me, Your Highness. Though, if I may be so bold, what exactly does this book contain? You have spoken of it as if it holds something of unfathomable importance, but I find myself wondering how such a simple-looking book could contain something so—”
“Do you question my word, Nexus?!” Nightmare Moon hissed out, leaning in close and glaring coldly at him.
Nexus swallowed nervously, trying to force down the knot that had formed in his throat. “No… Never, my Queen! Perish the thought!”
“Then you will trust in my word. This book is important, but its contents are for my eyes only. Now, I am retiring to my bedchambers for the morning. It is of the utmost importance that I am not disturbed.”
“Yes, my Queen,” Nexus replied. He bowed once more as Nightmare Moon strode past him, and he waited until she had left the throne room before shouting her orders to the guards.
~~~
Back in her bedchambers, with her armor and make-up removed, Nightmare Moon laid on her bed with the book held gently in her magic. It had taken every ounce of her will to keep herself from opening the book before she had reached her bed. Yet now she was there, now she had privacy, and, after licking her lips, she cracked open the top cover.
Inside the book a rectangular hole had been cut into the water stained pages, and within the gap was a hoof-full of items that made the air catch in Nightmare Moon’s lungs.
Lying right on top, and taking up the largest part of the book’s interior, was her original Cutie Mark Crusader cape. It was frayed on a few edges and had a stain on one corner, but the red color was still strong and vibrant. Even the rearing pony emblem it bore was just as Nightmare Moon remembered it.
Carefully, she removed the cape and draped it across the cover of the book as she looked at the other items inside. She found her blue ribbon from the Learn and Play Day and other little trinkets that she had gathered from her many attempts to find a cutie mark. Marbles, old coins… the book was filled with things that had no significant monetary value, but, to her, they were utterly priceless.
Before she could stop herself, Nightmare Moon found her magic reaching out to one of the items: her kazoo. She withdrew the cheap, little thing she had won along with the blue ribbon from the Learn and Play Day’s tug-of-war match, and, before she could stop herself, she placed the toy against her lips.
It felt so much smaller now, as if she could break it just by biting down. Still, Nightmare Moon held the kazoo with care, and she breathed out. The kazoo gave up its note, which sounded against the walls of her bedchamber.
The single note that Nightmare Moon hoped would bring back even a fraction of the happiness she once knew only left the bitter taste of plastic in her mouth. As quickly as her magic would allow, she put all the treasures back into the book and hid it in the drawer of a dresser. She then flopped down on her bed, once more finding herself staring at her reflection in her vanity mirror.
As Nightmare Moon glared at her reflection, Luna’s words rose and burned at her mind like angry phantoms. “It won’t be my past that haunts you, but your own.”
Luna had been right. She had been Nyx, and she could have stayed Nyx. The Royal Sisters had offered her a chance to stop, but she had been a fool lost in the past. She had listened to Spell Nexus, the Children of Nightmare, and her own memories. She had focused on being the mare she once was, and in the process she had destroyed everything she once had.
Yes, she was Nightmare Moon, she had made herself into Nightmare Moon, but now she didn’t want to be that. She didn’t want to be the monster colts and fillies feared haunted the shadows. She did not want to be the tyrant queen, but she couldn’t go back now. She had gone too far. No amount of apologies would cleanse her of what she had done. If she freed Celestia and Luna, they would seal her in the moon for a thousand years, if not longer.
She was… stuck— simply stuck. She could not go back, but she could not make herself go forward. She was, in every way, her reflection in the mirror. She could not be Nightmare Moon anymore, clad in armor as she struck fear into the hearts of ponies. She could not go back to being the small, innocent filly Nyx either. She was the blank-flanked, adult mare who was stuck in the middle, and she could not stand her own reflection any longer!
With an aggravated huff, Nightmare Moon flopped over on her bed. She put her back to the mirror and searched the other side of her room for something to distract her. She looked to her writing desk and the papers on the surface, but then her gaze was drawn by a familiar purple.
The purple belonged to an item that was lodged beneath her writing desk in the same place she had thrown it in a fit of rage weeks before. It was a thing she reached out to with her magical mane and drew back into the light.
Nightmare Moon once more looked upon the training dummy of Twilight Sparkle she had destroyed the day she first arrived at the castle. It now had a small layer of dust covering its features, and it had lost more of its stuffing while it had lain forgotten. Still, the resemblance the dummy shared with Twilight Sparkle was just as striking as when Nightmare Moon first saw it.
It was so much like Twilight that Nightmare Moon couldn’t stop herself from drawing the dummy close and letting her magic flow through it. The rips and tears began to fix themselves, and soon the training dummy was as good as new. She, however, didn’t stop there. Nightmare Moon continued to use her magic on the dummy, and she changed the rough burlap into something soft and plush.
Under the influence of Nightmare Moon’s magic, the training dummy became in form and appearance a doll, and the freshly transformed Twilight Sparkle doll soon found a place against Nightmare Moon’s chest. She hugged the doll to her body with her legs, and, for a moment, she dared to pretend the doll was the real Twilight.
“What do I do now, Twilight?” Nightmare Moon asked, praying that the doll might actually provide an answer.
“What do I do now?”
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Chapter 16
To Harden a Soft Heart
===================
For a full week, Nightmare Moon dutifully raised and lowered the sun, making the days pass as they did before her rule. She did little else, choosing to sequester herself in her chambers. She kept tabs on how the kingdom was being ruled and made sure Spell Nexus didn't overstep certain boundaries. Beyond that, Nightmare Moon could hardly bring herself to rise from her bed.
News had been spread that it was she who raised the sun, that it was by her choice that the eternal night ended. It had been some of the most startling news to ever hit Equestria, falling just short of Nightmare Moon’s very quick rise to power.
The reactions to the news were mixed.
The Children of Nightmare sulked, Nexus in particular, seeing her decision as a sign of weakness that needed to end. They would not dare to say such a thing to their queen's face, but she could hear whispers just as well as any regular pony.
The populace at large seemed uneasy, as if Nightmare Moon was only teasing them with a few sunny days. They believed she would bring back the eternal night without warning, that she was only playing some sick game, or that she had something far worse planned for Equestria.
And if there were some who truly appreciated her returning the sun to the sky each day, Nightmare Moon didn’t hear about them. Their voices were quiet whispers in a thunderous chorus of shouts from ponies who feared she would return the night eternal or demanded that she did.
It was a surrounding storm which only aggravated the one that billowed in Nightmare Moon's mind. She kept trying to understand why she felt the way she did. Her mind was filled with an endless merry-go-round of thoughts and questions, ones she could neither silence nor answer. It all lead to sleepless nights and her desire to do nothing more than hide in her bedchamber, lock the door, and pretend the world outside didn’t exist.
But at times, the world will not be ignored.
STOO-ONGK!!!
“Hey, I said you can't enter!”
“Grab her!”
TRISH! CLANG!! CLONK!!!
“Halt… I said HALT!”
“Watch it, she's making a run at the door!”
“Somepony get some pegasi and unicorns to help catch her!”
“Watch out!”
TRISH!! THRONG!! STREEECHK!!!! TISH!!!
“That… that's it! We got her! We've got her surrounded.”
“Nopony makes a fool out of us! You’re under arrest for trespassing on castle grounds! Everypony, rush her on three… two… one…”
“Rrrraaaahhh!!!”
KKKRRRAASSH-TRISSH
Nightmare Moon bolted from her bed, tired eyes narrowing into thin slits of anger. She moved to her balcony door and burst outside. She turned her gaze down on the castle courtyard below and took in the deepest breath she could manage. She then bellowed at the top of her lungs, not caring how early it was. The sheer volume of her voice undoubtedly scared awake some ponies in Ponyville.
“WHAT IS GOING ON OUT HERE!?”
All that answered was moaning and groaning. A large portion of the earth pony castle guards were piled on top of each other in the center of the main courtyard. Giggling and bouncing around them playfully, as if it was all a game, was Pinkie Pie.
“You ponies are silly! That isn't how you play tag.”
Nightmare Moon didn't know whether to be shocked at what she was seeing, to be enraged that her guards had been so easily defeated, or to drop on the ground and laugh her head off. A single hyper, pink pony had just bested her soldiers without meaning to. The world could probably be on the verge of ending, and Pinkie Pie would still be Pinkie Pie.
“HALT!” Several fresh voices shouted. The unicorns of the castle’s garrison rushed forward into the courtyard, horns already glowing as pegasi began to circle in the sky above. Nightmare Moon had little doubt they were preparing to either grab Pinkie Pie or use far more dangerous tactics to stop the bouncing intruder.
Pinkie Pie, however, didn’t seem to register the danger she was in, her smile growing larger. “Oh, do you guys want to play tag too? Okay, but remember that I'm ‘it’ and you have to run away from me. These ponies just didn't get it; they kept running towards me.”
“This is no game; you are trespassing in the royal castle of Queen Nightmare Moon. Surrender now!”
“Guards, at ease.”
Nightmare Moon glided down and landed in the courtyard. The unicorns quickly ended the spells they were about to cast, and the pegasi who had been circling above landed. They all bowed to their queen as one guard spoke. “Your Highness, this pony has trespassed in your royal castle!”
“Yes, I can see that,” Nightmare Moon replied, looking down at Pinkie Pie. “What are you doing here?”
“Well, I came here to see you, but when I asked the guards, they told me—” Pinkie Pie puffed out her chest and began speaking with a gruff voice. ‘No, any petitioners that want an audience with the glorious Nightmare Moon must make an appointment that must then be approved by Spell Nexus.’”
“But then,” Pinkie Pie continued with her normal, energetic tone. “I told them that I wasn't a medical practitioner and that, if I wanted to be part of an audience, I'd go watch a fun play, or maybe listen to a band. All I wanted was to talk to you, but they told me to go away.
“But I really need to talk to you, so I didn't leave,” Pinkie Pie continued to babble. “Then they opened the gates to make me leave, and I decided that, if they were silly enough to leave the castle gates open, then they probably didn't mind if I came inside. And then all these silly guards started chasing me, and before I knew it, we were having a great game of tag.”
Nightmare Moon lifted a hoof to her mouth, trying her very best not to laugh in front of her guards. She didn't know what it was that she found so funny, but she could not deny it was a struggle to keep her giggles under control. With a forced cough, she regained her serious expression and looked down at Pinkie Pie. “Why do you want to see me?”
“To give you this,” Pinkie Pie replied. She reach into her curly tail, rummaged around, and pulled out an envelope. She held it gingerly in her teeth, presenting it to Nightmare Moon. All the guards turned and watched their queen, who stared dumbfounded. An envelope was one of the last things she would have expected Pinkie Pie to give her, but, then again, being unpredictable was Pinkie Pie’s nature.
Knowing Pinkie would not depart until the letter was read, Nightmare Moon called on her magic and levitated the envelope to her face. She lifted the flap, which had been held down with a happy face sticker, and removed the contents. It was a bright pink piece of paper decorated with laughing balloons, flowers, and brightly smiling colts and fillies. It was… an invitation to Twist’s birthday party.
In a flash, the mild humor Nightmare Moon found in the situation was replaced with seething anger. She threw the invitation onto the ground and stomped on it with a hoof. “What cruel joke is this?!”
“Joke? What joke? Did somepony tell a joke?” Pinkie Pie asked before she gasped and smiled. “Ooooooo, was it a knock knock joke? I love knock knock jokes! My absolute favorite goes like this. The first pony says 'knock knock', and the other pony says 'who's there', and then the first pony says—”
“PINKIE PIE!” Nightmare Moon snapped, causing most of her guards, as well as Pinkie Pie, to jump. “I'm talking about the invitation.”
Pinkie Pie giggled. “Oh, that's not a joke, silly.”
“Do you think I am so foalish?! Why would I want to attend some filly's birthday party? Why would Twist even want me there? What makes you think I'd believe her parents would even allow her to send an invitation to me? I should lock you in the dungeon for this cruel prank!”
Pinkie Pie’s smile, which she had worn since Nightmare Moon’s arrival, faded. “But… this isn't a prank.”
“Then tell me the truth!”
Pinkie Pie looked skyward, as if she was going to pluck something from the clouds. “Okay. Let me see… uh… you asked a lot of questions, but I’ll try to answer them all. No, I don't think you’re foalish. You're too big to be a filly, let alone a foal. Why would you want to attend a party? Well it’s a party, and everypony likes parties. Why did Twist want to invite you? She said it's because she never saw you at the block party we had when the sun came up again.
“As for Twist's parents,” Pinkie Pie continued, “ they kind of don't know she sent you an invitation. The party's going to be at Sugarcube Corner, so I was handing out all the invitations, and Twist asked if I had an extra one. I told her I did, and she asked if I would bring it to you.
“And, honestly, I wasn't sure at first. I mean, parties are always more fun when there are more ponies, but even I didn't think it was a good idea to invite you. But then Twist told me that you weren't really as mean as everypony thinks you are, and that she still wanted you at her party. So I smiled, and I told her, 'Silly filly, I always have ten extra invitations just in case'. So after delivering all the other invitations, I bounced right over here to bring you yours!
“So, are you going to come? It's today, and it's going to be a lot of fun.”
Nightmare Moon stared at Pinkie Pie’s expectant smile, glanced to see that the eyes of the guards were on her, and then looked down to the smashed invitation. She carefully picked it up and worked to straighten it with her magic. The laughing balloons, the smiling flowers, and the swirling letters that adorned the page were now marred with dirt and creases, but the promises of games, cake, and happiness remained.
It was a truly inviting invitation, the happiest Nightmare Moon had ever seen. Still, that didn’t stop her from folding the paper and holding it out to Pinkie Pie. “I am not going,” she flatly announced.
Pinkie Pie’s face fell into a disappointed frown. “Aw, why not? Twist was really hoping you would come. She promised to make lots of peppermint sticks. She said you liked them.”
“Tell Twist thank you for the invitation, but I cannot attend,’” Nightmare Moon reiterated.
“Well… okay,” Pinkie Pie replied. She took the invitation and slipped it back into the curly hair of her tail. “It’s still a party, even if all the guests can’t come. Still, there's always room for more ponies at a party. So, if you want to come, the party’s going to be today at noon. Feel free to just drop by if you want. I know Twist will be super happy if she thinks you’re not coming, and then you do come. It will be like a surprise!
“Well, I’ve got to get back to Sugarcube Corner,” Pinkie Pie chirped, spinning on her hooves. “See you later, Queen Nyxie.” With that, she started bouncing away, heading out the castle’s front gates and down the road to Ponyville.
“Your Majesty, would you like us to pursue and arrest her?” one of the unicorn guards asked.
“That depends. Do you think you can actually catch her?” Nightmare Moon asked, looking at the pile of soldiers that were just starting to get back on their hooves. “And do you want to risk looking like foals if you can't?”
The guards glanced at each other and decided quietly to go back to their normal patrols. Soon, the humorous distraction Pinkie Pie had caused was washed away by the return of the castle’s normal staunchness… and, for a moment, Nightmare Moon wished that Pinkie Pie had stayed for just a little longer.
~~~
Nightmare Moon returned to her bed chamber, intending to resume her depressed wallowing. She laid down on her bed, shut her eyes, and relinquished herself to her thoughts. Thoughts that, before Pinkie Pie's interruption, had been an endless stream of questions to which Nightmare Moon had no answers.
Yet those thoughts, those torturous thoughts, were now being pushed back. Like a brave hero facing a pack of wolves, something in her mind was fighting against the dark, clinging emotions that had been weighing her down.
Twist wanted Nightmare Moon to come to her birthday party. She had never been to a birthday party before, and she couldn't deny that some part of her was finding the invitation strangely tempting. For a moment, the full grown alicorn was a filly again, letting herself fantasize about what the party would be like. What kind of cake would be there? Would there be games?
Of course there would be games! If Pinkie Pie was involved then there would, at the very least, be Pin the Tail on the Pony. She might have even hung up a pinata!
The fantasies of the party died as Nightmare Moon looked at herself in her bedroom mirror and was forced to remember she wasn't Nyx anymore. She wasn't a filly; she was the Queen of Equestria. She was Nightmare Moon, the bringer of the eternal night, the monster who banished Celestia and Luna to the sun and moon. According to Nexus, the Children of Nightmare, and most of Equestria, she was supposed to be an evil tyrant. Heartless, cold, and—
Nightmare Moon looked away from the mirror in aggravation. She was tired of this, tired of being pulled in two very different directions. She was tired of… of having to keep her friends and mother imprisoned in the dungeons. Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo deserved to go to that party more than she did.
Nightmare Moon paused on that thought and began to smile. She could not go to the party. She’d never hear the end of it from Spell Nexus, but… perhaps there was something else she could do for Twist to make the day extra special.
~~~
KNOCK… KNOCK…
Pinkie Pie bounced over to the front door of Sugarcube Corner, opening it with a bright smile. Twist’s birthday party was in full swing, the only unaccounted-for guest being Nightmare Moon. Twist was having a good time though, and the music and happiness within the bakery flowed out into the street as Pinkie Pie held the door open.
“Hi, what can I do for you stallions?”
A pair of Nightmare Moon’s royal guards remained stone-faced, stepping to the side to reveal a large birthday present, wrapped in purple wrapping paper and blue ribbons with a few holes in the top.
“We were ordered to deliver this present to a filly named Twist and see to it that she opened it immediately.”
“A surprise present! Oh, that's so fun! Just a second,” Pinkie Pie replied. She galloped back into the party, and, in moments, she had found the guest of honor. With little warning, Pinkie whisked Twist away from the conversation she was having and brought her to the large present that sat on the front step.
“Whoa, is that for me?” Twist asked when she saw the present, which was larger than she was.
Pinkie Pie motioned towards the guards. “That's what they said, and they also said you had to open it right away. Sooooo… open it, open it!”
Twist nodded, just as eager as Pinkie Pie to see what was inside. She took hold of one of the loose bits of ribbon with her teeth and pulled until the bow on top came untied. Then, without warning, the top of the box exploded, shooting confetti everywhere as three figures popped up, smiling ear to ear.
“Happy Birthday!” Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo cheered in unison as they held their front legs over their heads with excited fanfare.
“OH MY GOSH!” Twist shouted, practically leaping at the three fillies. “I thought you girls were all out of town!”
“Well, we were, but… let's just say Nyx helped us get back home early,” Apple Bloom lied.
“This is so awesome!” Twist exclaimed. “The only way it could be better was if Nyx was able to come.”
“Sorry, Twist, but she can't,” Sweetie Belle said as she and the other Crusaders got out of the large present. “But Nyx wanted us to tell you she really wanted to come.”
“Yeah, and she also sent you a present… well, a present besides us. It's in the bottom of the box.”
“Oh, I'll get it,” Pinkie Pie chirped. She bounded into the air before diving into the larger box. A moment later, she resurfaced holding a much more reasonably sized present in her teeth. She set it down in front of Twist, and the birthday filly eagerly began to open her gift. She removed the wrapping, pulled open the folds of the box, and dipped her head inside to see what was hidden within.
“What is it? What is it?” Apple Bloom asked.
Twist brought her head back out of the box, licking some chocolate off her lips. “It's fudge, and it's really good.”
“Can I have some?” Scootaloo asked, quickly zipping over to the side of the present.
“Sure,” Twist replied, letting each of the Crusaders and Pinkie Pie dig into the present and take one of the carefully cut squares. Soon, all their eyes lit up, having never tasted such amazing fudge before.
~~~
A strong frown hung on Nexus's face as he descended a spiraling stone staircase in the castle. He was not accompanied by his personal guards and had adjusted the castle’s patrols. He needed to have a private conversation with a particular mare, and he did not want to be interrupted.
Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Nexus strode along the empty cells of the castle dungeon until he reached the one at the very end. Twilight Sparkle was sitting up in her cot when he stepped in front of the bars, and he met her gaze with a cold, hateful glare.
“This is all your fault,” Nexus seethed.
“Well that's wonderfully specific,” Twilight sassed. “And just what is 'all my fault'?”
“Do you realize what Nightmare Moon did today?”
Twilight shook her head. “No. All I know is that she came to take Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo away. She didn't tell me what she was going to do with them.”
“Well, I'll tell you what she did,” Nexus forced out through gritted teeth before he leaned in and pressed his nose through the bars. “She. Let. Them. GO!”
A smile blossomed on Twilight’s face as she stood from her cot. “She did?”
“Yes, but it wasn't just that,” Nexus growled, pacing in front of the cell. “No, she wrapped those fillies up in a present and then wasted the time of two of her soldiers by having them deliver the present to a birthday party. She also sent another gift: fudge made by the royal chef.”
The smile on Twilight's face turned to a wide grin, and she gave one of her forelegs a triumphant swing. “That's my girl.”
“NO!” Nexus snapped. His voice filled the dungeon, and it echoed with his rage. “The queen is in no way your daughter, no matter what lies you filled her head with! If anything, you have ruined her.
“It is you who softened her heart and filled her mind with notions of compassion and laughter. It is you who taught her to love the sun, who allowed her to have friends. Friends only bring weakness. A true queen must think only of the kingdom and her own wishes, but, now, Nightmare Moon is so soft-hearted she is sending birthday presents to a little filly!”
Twilight snorted at Nexus dismissively. “Say what you want, Spell Nexus, but I'm proud of her. She’s not listening to her old memories or your insane suggestions. She’s choosing to listen to her conscience and do what she knows is right. At this rate it won’t be long until Nyx will—”
“SHE IS NOT NYX!” Nexus interrupted with a bellow. “She is Nightmare Moon! She is meant to bring the eternal night to Equestria, and she is to make the ponies of this kingdom suffer for how they scorned her in the past! She is meant to make you and your friends pay for defeating her with the Elements of Harmony. That is what Nightmare Moon should be doing.”
“That is what Nightmare Moon would do, but the pony you call queen is not her anymore. She is her own mare, and she can choose for herself who she wants to be,” Twilight smiled, leaning into the bars as she looked Nexus dead in the eye. “And right now Nyx is choosing to be the pony she wants to be, not the monster you’ve been trying to make her.”
Nexus shut his eyes and gritted his teeth, biting back a scream of rage. He stomped his hooves, tossed his head, and fought against the urge to strangle Twilight Sparkle where she sat. He even began to reach out towards her with his magic, but, after a few tense moments, Nexus calmed himself down. He was still angry, but now the anger was back under control, allowing him to refocus his glare.
“I do not know why I am so surprised. You were a student of Celestia, the bleeding heart who used to sit upon Equestria's throne. The one who sought peace above all else, who did not see that, under proper leadership, Equestria could rise to control so much more, to be so much more.
“And, as the teacher passed the lessons onto the student, so too did the student pass on the poisoned knowledge of kindness to the filly in her care. Even after my queen was reborn, even when Nightmare Moon returned as the mare she was meant to be, you did not stop. You came to the castle speaking apologies and sweet words. It was you who refreshed the poison of kindness in Nightmare Moon's veins.”
“And what does that say about you, Headmaster Spell Nexus?” Twilight rebutted. “You were once Princess Celestia’s student just like I am now! She taught you, mentored you, and made you the headmaster of her school. How could you betray the princesses?”
“Mine was not the first betrayal!” Spell Nexus raged. He slammed a hoof against the bars, causing Twilight to flinch and flatten her ears. “Celestia betrayed me! She knew full well what the shreds of Nightmare Moon contained. She sent me to explore that magic, but I was to be nothing more than a sacrificial lamb sent to slaughter. It was Nightmare Moon who spared me, who showed me mercy, who showed me the error of my ways.” He breathed heavily through his mouth. His exertion had caused some ragged bits of his mane to fall into his face, giving him a deranged appearance as he glared at Twilight.
“But perhaps you are right.” He raised a hoof to his head, brushing back some of the lose strands of his mane. “Perhaps I too have been kind to our queen. Perhaps I too am still afflicted by Celestia’s poison. I have followed my queen, bowed to her, and given her what she’s wanted. However, what Nightmare Moon wants is not what she needs. She needs to be the queen she can be. She needs to be cured of the kindness that possesses her.
“And I know just the remedy,” Nexus said. His horn glowed as he clicked open the lock on the cell. Twilight quickly retreated, pressing herself against the back wall of the cell as Nexus moved slowly towards her. His dark shadow fell upon her, and his turquoise eyes flashed menacingly.
“If… if you hurt me, Nyx will—”
“Oh, you misunderstand, Twilight Sparkle. I have no intention of hurting you. In fact, quite the opposite. After all, there is no better cure for a soft heart than to be betrayed by one you hold dear.”
~~~
“And she wouldn't say why she wanted to see me?”
“No,” Nexus replied. He walked alongside Nightmare Moon as the pair descended into the dungeon. “The guards only reported that she started screaming, demanding to see you. I would not have brought it to your attention, but she has refused to eat.”
“I thank you for alerting me to this, Nexus,” Nightmare Moon replied, “but I would have you wait at the bottom of the stairwell. I will speak with Twilight Sparkle alone.”
“Of course, your Majesty,” Nexus agreed as the two reached the dungeon. As he was asked, Nexus remained at the base of the steps while Nightmare Moon walked to the far end of the hall. She turned to look into the last cell and saw Twilight was lying on her cot. Her body was almost completely covered by her blanket, and she was facing the wall.
“You wanted to see me?” Nightmare Moon spoke softly, wishing to keep Nexus from overhearing the conversation.
Twilight groaned weakly before she began speaking. “Yes… please, the… the guards… they…”
Nightmare Moon felt her heart skip a beat. She opened the cell door without hesitation and rushed in. “Did they hurt you?”
Twilight mumbled something, but Nightmare Moon didn't hear. She bent close, bringing her head next to Twilight’s.
“Did the guards do something to you?” Nightmare Moon asked, still speaking softly, but with a firm undertone.
“I'm sorry… I'm sorry…”
Nightmare Moon nuzzled Twilight’s neck reassuringly. “Twilight, no, whatever they did to you, it wasn't your fault.”
“I'm sorry… that I ever found you in the forest.”
In but a single breath, Nightmare Moon felt the atmosphere in the cell change. The panic and fear she felt for Twilight was replaced with dread, and, within moments of that last whispered word escaping Twilight's lips, Nightmare Moon felt a searing pain in her right shoulder.
She jumped back, stumbled, and fell onto the floor of the cell. She looked back at her shoulder where a large gash was now visible. It was painful, one of the few times Nightmare Moon had felt physical pain since her resurrection.
Looking back at Twilight, Nightmare Moon saw her getting up from her cot slowly. The anti-magic collar that was supposed to be around her neck was lying on her pillow, and, in the air beside her head, Twilight held a thin magical dagger. It was a much smaller version of the spell Nightmare Moon used to form a sword to fight Celestia, but that didn’t make it any less dangerous.
“What are you doing?” Nightmare Moon asked. She scrambled to try and get to her hooves, but the small space of the cell was making it difficult for her to maneuver.
Twilight took a step towards Nightmare Moon as she kept the dagger held aloft. “Fixing my mistake.”
“M-m-mistake?”
“Yes,” Twilight replied as she continued her slow approach. “You’re a monster, you’re a tyrant, and I should have never saved you from the forest.”
“Twilight… Twilight, what’s wrong? Why— why are you…” Nightmare Moon stuttered out. Her voice grew weak as she began to hyperventilate. “It’s… i-it’s me… it’s Nyx… d-don’t you remember—”
“I remember perfectly what you’ve done. You took over Equestria. You banished my mentor to the sun and brought eternal night. You locked up three innocent fillies and made me promise them everything would be all right before you took them away.”
Nightmare Moon continued to panic, struggling to get to her hooves. She pushed herself against a wall of the cell. “I took them away to let them go. I let them go, Twilight. You have to believe me. You… y-you always believed me.”
Twilight stood over Nightmare Moon, and Equestria’s queen saw nothing of the care and compassion she once knew. Instead, Twilight’s purple eyes were filled with nothing but hatred and murderous intent. “That’s what being in this dungeon has helped me realize, that I never should have believed or trusted you. That you were, you are… and you always will be a monster, and I’m ashamed that I ever called you my daughter.”
“N-n-n-no… n-n-n-no,” Nightmare Moon began to weep. “Twilight… Twilight don’t say that! Please, please don’t say that! I-I-I’m sorry I did all this! Just, please! Don’t say that! I’m sorry!”
“There is no forgiveness,” Twilight said coldly. She began to raise the dagger. “I can never forgive myself for believing you were anything but a monster… and now, I’m going to fix my mistake. I’m going to fix. It. All.”
“NOOOO!!!” Nightmare Moon cried out. Her voice echoed the pain of her heart, which threatened to shatter. Twilight, however, did not falter nor slow. She held the dagger high and aimed for Nightmare Moon’s neck. Yet, before Twilight could strike, Spell Nexus appeared at the cell door. Drawn to his queen’s side by her cry, Nexus wrapped his magic around Twilight and pinned her against the wall.
“GUARDS! The Queen has been injured!” Nexus shouted out. Within moments, a patrol of soldiers arrived. The guards escorted Nightmare Moon from the cell while Nexus re-secured the anti-magic brace to Twilight’s neck. Then, he slammed the door shut, and turned to follow the royal guards as they carried Nightmare Moon away.
Nexus, however, didn’t follow too closely. After all, he didn’t want the guards, or his queen, noticing his grin.
~~~
Nightmare Moon lay on her bed, head resting on her tear-soaked pillow as she hugged her Twilight Sparkle doll to her chest. She had not moved for hours. Her world, in a single brief moment, had been shattered. The one solid, constant foundation she had been able to rely on through the chaos of becoming queen had crumbled.
Twilight had attacked her. Twilight had called her a monster. Twilight… was ashamed of her.
Those thoughts hurt more than the wound in Nightmare Moon’s shoulder, which had been bandaged and cared for. It was a pain in her chest, like somepony had stabbed her in the heart with a dagger and was now twisting it. Twilight, the one who always believed she was still Nyx, the one who raised her as Nyx, had turned her back on her.
She really was a monster; who was she trying to fool by pretending otherwise? She was Nightmare Moon, the Queen of Equestria, one of the most wicked beings that Equestria had ever known. Any hopes or desires to the contrary were nothing but lies and falsehoods she was creating for herself. If Twilight… if even Twilight was unable to see her as anything else, then she had no hope.
She was Nightmare Moon and there was no escaping it.
Shuddering as a fresh wave of tears fell from her eyes, Nightmare Moon turned over on her bed, trying to find a dry patch on her pillow to rest her head on. Her eyes flicked to the clock, allowing her to see she had spent the whole afternoon just lying there. It honestly had felt much longer than that.
The clock showed it was almost time for the sunset. Nightmare Moon was tempted to just blow it off, to leave the world in the amber glow of early evening, but she had a responsibility to Equestria. Even if Twilight hated her, even if everypony thought she was a monster, she wouldn’t let them down. She’d guide the sun and moon through their cycle.
It was the one thing she seemed to be able to do that didn’t make somepony hate her even more.
Taking in a deep breath, Nightmare Moon had to draw upon every ounce of energy she had left to haul herself up from the bed and walk slowly to her balcony. The afternoon in bed had been anything but restful. She was exhausted. As soon as she was on her hooves, she wanted to lay back down.
Yet she found the strength to reach her bedroom’s balcony and step into the cool evening air. She turned her gaze to the west, where the sun was waiting to be tucked below the horizon. The sky was already starting to glow with the warm, golden colors of sunset.
Thankfully, Nightmare Moon only needed to nudge the sun with her magic. The golden orb seemed all too willing to sink below the horizon, and the moon was just as compliant. The pair exchanged dominance of the sky, and, for a moment, Nightmare Moon lingered to watch the sunset. It was a beautiful sight, one she enjoyed for a few minutes before she turned away.
She had every intention of going back to her bed and hugging her Twilight Sparkle doll to her chest once more. Yet, just as Nightmare Moon turned, she noticed something out of the ordinary. There was a huge crowd of ponies outside the castle gates, and, on top of the gatehouse, Spell Nexus was standing with a large contingent of soldiers. The gatehouse itself had also been modified. Jutting out from the top of the battlements was a platform, a simple structure of wood timbers, and a rope.
A hanging noose and gallows had been built over the edge of the castle gates, and there was a pony about to be executed. She stood on the very edge of the platform with the noose around her neck. She was mere moments from being shoved, moments from falling to her death, and yet the mare was looking back over her shoulder.
She was staring straight at Nightmare Moon.
~~~
Spell Nexus made every attempt to remain stoic and serious, to be professional, but he could not contain his giddiness. This was it, this was what he needed and hoped for. It had all worked beautifully. He was going to be rid of Twilight Sparkle, the mare that was injecting the poison of kindness into his queen, once and for all.
Nexus moved to the edge of the castle’s gatehouse, looking over the beautiful set of gallows that had been constructed over the course of the afternoon. A single long, thin wooden platform extended from the top of the gatehouse outwards over the waiting crowd of ponies below. Above the platform were a number of thick timbers, constructed and laid out to support a single, hanging rope.
The rope itself was long, and its free end had been tied into a noose. Nexus had measured the rope himself. Once a pony was pushed off the platform, they would fall almost all the way to the ground. Then, just before their hooves would reach the ground, the rope would snap taut. The victim would be dead almost instantly, but, more importantly, they would hang in clear view of the ponies watching below.
It was a thing of beauty.
Oh, if only he could have brought the Canterlot Royal Guard down to Ponyville for this. After he had showed them the light, they had been a powerful force. They, under Shining Armor’s leadership, had kept Canterlot under control. Princess Cadance’s own rebel forces had been stopped numerous times by her husband’s keen military experience.
That, unfortunately, was also the reason the Canterlot Royal Guard needed to stay in the capitol, but it didn’t stop Spell Nexus from imaging what it would be like if they were there. They would stand across the walls, looking down upon the citizens below. They would be dressed in the armor of their queen, and their old uniforms would be decaying in a junk heap. The residents of Ponyville would loose all hope if they saw the ponies who once defended the princesses now stood with Nightmare Moon.
The sound of marching hooves drew Spell Nexus from his daydream and focused his attention on a quarter of the guards. They were just reaching the top of the stairs that connected the castle battlement’s to the courtyard below, and standing between them was a particular purple unicorn.
Spell Nexus smiled as he looked over Twilight Sparkle. Her ankles were shackled in heavy irons, and she had an anti-magic collar around her neck. While he knew she wouldn’t resist, the heavy restraints sent a message. It sent a message that would reverberate across Equestria.
The ponies would look upon his queen and the Children of Nightmare with the fear and respect they deserved. They would inspire fear and loyalty even if her highness continued to raise the sun. That small act of kindness could possibly turn into a very convincing bit of leverage. After all, the threat of an eternal night still lingered. Should the ponies try to stand up or revolt, Nightmare Moon would be able to bring back the eternal night until their spirits and wills were broken.
Yet all of that was just frosting on the cake. Nightmare Moon would once again act like the queen she was meant to be. Twilight’s betrayal would harden Nightmare Moon’s soft heart. Yes, it had pained Nexus to let Twilight cause his queen harm, but it had to be done.
As Nexus contemplated all this, Twilight had been guided out to the edge of the platform. There she stood, eyes shut as she faced the crowd who looked on in disbelief and worry. Some even began to call out in protest, but a few quick passes by the castle’s pegasus guards silenced those that would speak out against the execution.
Twilight was going to fall with the last traces of the sun, and, with the sun halfway set, it was time for Nexus to begin his speech. He moved to the edge of the castle battlements and cast a spell to magically amplify his voice. He then spoke, letting his words flow out across the crowd.
“Twilight Sparkle, you are accused of attempting to assassinate her royal majesty, the regent of the sun and moon, our beloved Nightmare Moon. Do you deny these charges as I have read them?”
“No,” Twilight answered, her voice hollow and flat.
“Then, for your crimes against the crown and kingdom, you are hereby sentenced to execution by hanging immediately.” Horn glowing, Nexus secured the noose around Twilight’s neck. “Do you have any final words?”
For the first time since she had been guided to the gallows, Twilight turned and opened her eyes. She looked at Nexus. She stared at him as if she was truly trying to say something. Yet, her mouth never opened, and, eventually, she shook her head once.
Nexus smiled and nodded approvingly before stepping back. He prepared a wave of magic that would shove Twilight Sparkle from the edge of the platform. At the same time, Twilight turned to look forward again. Yet, as she turned, her eyes drifted. She caught sight of Nightmare Moon watching from a distant castle balcony. Their eyes locked, and Nightmare Moon visibly bristled.
It was in that moment, as Nightmare Moon began to spread her wings, that their eye contact was broken. It was in that moment, with his smile cracking into a malicious grin, that Spell Nexus shoved Twilight off the platform. It was in that moment that Twilight Sparkle began to fall.
Gasps cascaded from everypony watching as Twilight flew limply through the air. The slack on the long rope began to disappear, beginning its own silent countdown before it would snap taut. Some ponies below hid their eyes, unable to watch what was about to occur. Others were unable to look away no matter how hard they tried.
Further and further Twilight fell as the rope ate up its slack. Nexus moved to the edge of the gatehouse and watched as his moment of triumph drew closer. His eager eyes betrayed the fact that he was enjoying the execution, that he was drinking in every moment.
The rope was about to snap taut; the air was about to be filled with the sickening crack of a breaking neck. Nexus held his breath, bit his lip. No one, neither the guards on the walls nor the ponies below, dared to blink.
And then… it didn't happen.
For a moment, the crowd, guards, and Nexus had to stare at the rope when what they expected to happen didn’t occur. There was no snap of the rope or crack of a neck. The rope just swung lazily back and forth. The unicorn and noose that had once been at the end it had vanished, gone so fast that nopony had been able to see what had happened.
Nexus was the first to speak, his angry bellow echoing across the castle grounds.
“WHERE DID SHE GO!?!?!”
~~~
Nightmare Moon had never moved so fast or put so much magic into becoming a cloud of energy. She had never managed to create a doppelganger – a fake Nightmare Moon she left in her bedroom in case Nexus came looking for her – so quickly. She had never done so much so quickly, and it had been a painful strain on her magic.
But she had done it. She had saved Twilight.
She was currently carrying Twilight away from Ponyville; the indigo cloud that was her body flying off into the Everfree Forest. Almost instinctively, she found her way to the Ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters. It was someplace forgotten. There would be no ponies around, and Nexus wouldn’t send soldiers so deep into the forest. Nightmare Moon had little doubt that he was already sending out troops to find the pony that was supposed to be hanging from the other end of his rope.
Moving to the most intact part of the castle, Nightmare Moon entered the old throne room. It had been the place of her greatest defeat, but, at the moment, she didn’t care. She very carefully deposited Twilight on the floor before letting her body re-solidify.
Once her hooves were on solid ground again, Nightmare Moon rushed over to Twilight. She removed the shackles and anti-magic brace and tossed the hunks of metal away. Next, she gingerly lifted the noose from Twilight’s neck and tossed it away as well. She did not want to even look at the horrible piece of rope for a moment longer than she needed to.
With that, Twilight was free, but Nightmare Moon held her breath. What would the mare do? Would she try to attack again? Nightmare Moon wasn’t sure she could bear being attacked by Twilight a second time, verbally or physically. Still, she had to be sure Twilight was safe. She just had to be sure.
After a few moments, Twilight began to recover from being whisked away so abruptly from her own execution. Nightmare Moon was thankful for the sign of life, but, when Twilight opened her eyes, Nightmare Moon saw Twilgith’s irises were not purple, but, instead, were a familiar turquoise.
Twilight had turquoise eyes. Nexus had blessed her, and, like any loyal member of the Children of Nightmare, the first thing Twilight did when she got back to her hooves was bow to her queen.
Nightmare Moon’s mind buzzed. Was that why Twilight had attacked? Was Nexus behind it? She had wondered what being blessed did. Spell Nexus always said it opened a pony’s mind to the wisdom of her rule. She had wondered if the blessing did more than that. Unfortunately, whenever she asked about it, Nexus always assured her otherwise.
A flutter of hope came to life in Nightmare Moon’s chest. If Twilight was blessed, there was a chance that she really didn’t mean what she had said. Maybe there was also a chance she could fix things; maybe she could undo what Nexus had done.
Twilight was still bowing respectfully, and, after taking a moment to steady herself, Nightmare Moon sat down in front of her and cleared her throat. “Please… rise,” she said, and Twilight did. She stood up, her turquoise eyes once again locked with the gaze of Nightmare Moon.
“Why did you attack me?”
“Spell Nexus instructed me on how to form a magical dagger. He told me to attack you, so you would remember the mare you are meant to be, so that I could no longer poison you with kindness,” Twilight answered flatly, as a peasant would speak to royalty. “He told me what to say, and I said it so that you would be able to become the queen you were meant to be.”
“And your eyes, why were they were purple in the cell?”
“All of the Children of Nightmare can hide their blessed eyes, and Spell Nexus instructed me to keep my eyes disguised while you were in my cell. Once the deed was done, he gave me permission to return my eyes to this color. He said that I had done well and that he would allow me the honor of dying as a member of the revered Children of Nightmare,” Twilight answered.
“And did Nexus do something to you before that?” Nightmare Moon asked, a small tremor entering her voice.
Twilight nodded. “He came to my cell in the dungeon and offered me the blessing of your magic. I then saw that you truly are meant to be Equestria’s one and only queen. That is your destiny, and I had no right keeping you from it.”
“No… no, you had every right,” Nightmare Moon whispered. She wanted to cry, but she forced herself to stay strong. She couldn’t be weak, not now… not when Twilight needed her. She steeled herself and continued to question the blessed Twilight.
“How did Spell Nexus bless you? Nexus has never let me see the blessing ritual, so tell me how it is done.”
“Nexus opened his mouth, and a small black cloud slipped out. He then bit down, cutting off a piece of that cloud. The vapor then entered my mouth, and, after a few moments, I saw the truth.”
“Your mouth,” Nightmare Moon echoed, licking her lips as she shifted anxiously. “Twilight, I’m going to try something… and, if it works, you should be your old self again… but… it may not work. Do you trust me?”
“Of course, my Queen.”
Nightmare Moon felt her chest tighten. She had been given permission, but not by the real Twilight. The blessing was in control. The blessing was making her just another obedient member of the Children of Nightmare, and it made Nightmare Moon that much more anxious. She didn’t know a thing about the blessing. She could do more harm than good. For all she knew, the real Twilight was gone forever. Still, seeing Twilight bowed before her, Nightmare Moon knew one thing.
She had to at least try.
Slowly, Nightmare Moon reached out and surrounded Twilight with her magical mane, cradling her as gently as possible. As the magical aura engulfed Twilight, she took in a deep breath. The truth was that Nightmare Moon no longer had any real hair. Her tail and mane were nothing more than pure magic, a manifestation of the incredible power at her disposal. Her mystical “hair” flowed, ebbed, and was able to phase through solid matter. It was why her mane flowed through her helmet, always visible no matter what she chose to wear.
Now Nightmare Moon was going to try to phase her mane through Twilight’s body. She believed it would work, but she could not be totally sure. A living body was different from the metal of her helmet, and the magical mane could easily do more harm than good. Still, as she gently lifted Twilight off the ground, Nightmare Moon felt she had no other choice.
Taking one more breath to calm her nerves, Nightmare Moon began to phase her magical mane through Twilight’s torso, near her heart. At the same time, she used her tail to hold her adoptive mother aloft.
Despite Nightmare Moon’s hopes, her magic passed through Twilight’s torso without obstruction. She could not sense anything and was unable to find any manifestation of the blessing Nexus had put in her. There was nothing there, and Nightmare Moon’s heart sunk in her chest. What if the blessing was permanent? What if she had lost her mother forever?
Nyx would have broken down at such thoughts, but Nightmare Moon shook her head and shoved the fears away. No, Twilight wasn’t beyond rescue. She would not let her mother be taken away. She could bring the real Twilight Sparkle back. Magic like this had to have a manifestation. It had to be hiding someplace. She just had to find it.
The search continued, and Nightmare Moon phased her mane through the rest of Twilight’s body. Fetlocks, haunches, ankles, back legs, thighs, hooves, chest, torso, forelegs, elbows; Nightmare Moon checked every muscle, bone, and fiber of Twilight’s being. She checked and double-checked everywhere she could think of, yet was still unable to find the blessing. Running out of places to look, Nightmare Moon swept her magic up towards Twilight's head.
That’s when Nightmare Moon felt it. A mass, a haze of magic shaped like a choking vine, was clinging to the back of Twilight’s skull. It was interwoven with the muscles and bones that were already inhabiting the space, but, more importantly, it was foreign magic, not at all like the magic that naturally occurred in Twilight’s body.
Nightmare Moon reached out to grasp the magical mass with her mane, slowly feeling out the extent of its presence. While there was a center core to the mass, there were also long tendrils, like roots, spreading out in all directions. Some of the roots even reached out to Twilight’s eyes.
There was no doubt in Nightmare Moon’s mind. The thing she had just found was the blessing, and, without a moment’s hesitation, she began to drag out the cancer like mass of magic with her mane.
The tumor of magic fought back; it tried to repel her attack, but it was no match. Nightmare Moon carefully pulled away the roots of the infection, drawing it out of Twilight’s head. The infection became a dark black spot in her otherwise indigo mane, one that Nightmare Moon watched intently while she carefully set Twilight down on the ruined castle’s stone floor.
The infection pulsed and squirmed in her magic. It was trying to move up her mane, trying to reach her head. It did not get very far, however. With the same cold, merciless expression she once used to look down upon the ponies of Equestria, Nightmare Moon called on her magic. With glowing eyes, she drove her mane to attack the infection she had removed from Twilight. She burned it away without a shred of remorse.
Nightmare Moon did not take her eyes off the infection until every last piece had been destroyed, and it was only then she allowed her expression to soften. She glanced back at Twilight, who had become unresponsive during the procedure. For a moment Nightmare Moon feared she had done harm to her mother.
Yet Twilight began to recover. She began to shift, and, after a few tense minutes, she sat up straight. A groan escaped her lips as she lifted a hoof to rub her forehead. She opened her eyes.
Nightmare Moon felt a wave of relief wash over her, and a smile blossom onto her face. Twilight’s eyes were once again purple; the blessing had been removed. She had done it!
“Urgh, my head is killing me,” Twilight complained. She lowered a hoof and began to look around. “What happened? Where am—”
Twilight didn’t get to finish her last question as she suddenly felt herself get taken up in an embrace, her face buried in black fur. Without a word, Nightmare Moon had moved closer to Twilight, drawing in and hugging her mother tightly to her chest as her great black wings encircled Twilight, joining in the embrace.
“Oh… oh thank you. Thank you for being okay,” Nightmare Moon whispered, bending down and nuzzling Twilight’s neck.
“Nyx… what… what’s going on?” Twilight asked. She managed to pull her head out from Nightmare Moon’s chest, so she could look into her eyes.
“Don’t worry, you’re someplace safe. You’re safe, and I won’t let Nexus ever hurt you again.”
Twilight looked up at Nightmare Moon in confusion. “Nexus… wait, did he do something?”
“Don’t you remember?”
“I… I think… maybe.” Twilight scrunched up her nose, winced, and moved a hoof to hold her head.
“It’s a bit hazy, but it’s getting clearer. Nexus came to my cell, he was blaming me for how you’ve been acting. Then… then he moved into the cell. I tried to escape… tried to run out and find the guards, but he pinned me and then… something black came out of his mouth and… urgh, my head.”
“It’s okay, you don’t have to try to remember everything right now,” Nightmare Moon reassured her. “Just take your time.”
Twilight nodded, smiling a little as she let herself settle into Nightmare Moon’s embrace. “The next thing I remember after that is hearing your voice. I was lying on my cot… I… I said something, and then you came into my cell. And then…”
Twilight gasped. She pulled herself away and shoved one of Nightmare Moon’s wings out of the way to reveal the bandages underneath.
“It’s not your fault, Twilight,” Nightmare Moon said in an attempt to console her.
“But… but I stabbed you! W-why w-would I stab you? H-how did I stab you? I… I don’t even know how to cast that spell!” Twilight began to panic, and her breathing quickened.
Nightmare Moon drew Twilight back into the embrace of her wings. She hugged her as tightly as possible, as if fearing Twilight would be ripped away once more. “You… were being controlled.”
“Controlled? How?”
“Anypony that joins the Children of Nightmare receives a blessing from Nexus. It’s supposed to be a blessing of my magic, something Nexus received when he first dealt with the shreds that were left after you and your friends defeated me with the Elements of Harmony.
“It’s the reason why all the Children of Nightmare have turquoise eyes. Nexus said that the blessing of magic opened ponies’ eyes to what good I could bring as Queen of Equestria. That it was the blessing that opened his eyes, inspiring him to form the Children of Nightmare and try to resurrect me.”
Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth and shook her head. “And Spell Nexus has been spreading the blessing around like Nightmare Night candy. Every member of the Children of Nightmare… every soldier in the Canterlot Royal Guard… everypony that willingly supports me has been blessed, has had their minds twisted.
“And you… I know now he blessed you too,” Nightmare Moon concluded. “He used the blessing to make you attack me, so he could use you to make me into the queen he thinks I should be.”
Twilight leaned in, wrapped her hooves around Nightmare Moon’s chest, and hugged her tightly. “I… I would never… never in a million years want to hurt you, Nyx.”
Nightmare Moon nodded, a few tears escaping her eyes and running down her cheek. “I know… I know, Twilight… and I’m sorry… I’m so sorry.”
“For what?”
“I thought you hated me… and because of that… they almost… they were almost able to…”
“To what?” Twilight pressed.
Nightmare Moon shook her head, trying to keep her voice from trembling. “I… I didn’t know they were going to do it. You have to believe I didn’t know. I would have never let them… I wouldn’t want to lose you like that.”
Twilight looked at Nightmare Moon with a deep frown. “Nyx, what are you talking about?”
“I… I almost wasn’t able to save you. If I hadn’t gone out onto the balcony then… if I hadn’t turned to look… then… then you could have… could have…”
“Could have what?” Twilight asked fearfully, her memories still not completely returned. “W-what almost happened?”
Nightmare Moon couldn’t bring herself to say it, so, instead, she pulled her head away from Twilight’s and folded her wings. She motioned with her hoof, and Twilight looked in that direction to see the noose Nightmare Moon had removed moments before.
Twilight lifted a hoof to her neck, her breathing once again panicked, as she came to terms with the fact that she had almost been hanged. Yet, instead of trying to embrace and comfort Twilight, Nightmare Moon got to her hooves.
“Twilight, I want you to go to Zecora’s hut,” she instructed while she kept her back turned to Twilight. “I want you to go there and hide. My royal guard is undoubtedly looking for you, and I need to know you’re someplace safe.”
“What… why? Nyx, what are you going to do?” Twilight asked, not liking the serious tone of Nightmare Moon’s voice.
Nightmare Moon spread her wings, preparing to take off. “I’m going to have a few words with Spell Nexus, and Twilight… stop calling me Nyx.”
“But—”
“Nyx would have never let Nexus get so close to taking you away. Nyx… would have known something was wrong when you started shouting like that. I’m… I’m not your daughter anymore. I don’t deserve to be called Nyx, and I don’t deserve a mother as wonderful as you. There is no forgiveness for Nightmare Moon.
“But, while there is no redemption for me, Spell Nexus will face retribution for what he has done!”
With that, and before Twilight could shout a word in protest, Nightmare Moon had taken flight. She circled the ruined castle only once, glanced down at Twilight one final time, and then banked in the direction of Ponyville and her castle.
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Chapter 17
Tainted Blessing
===================
“SHE DID NOT JUST VANISH INTO THIN AIR!” Nexus slammed his hoof down on his desk and glared at the pair of guards that had entered his office.
“We’re sorry, sir, but we can’t find any trace of the prisoner,” reported one of the guards.
“Did you search the town?”
“Yes sir.”
“WELL SEARCH AGAIN! SHE DID NOT JUST VANISH!”
The two guards saluted and quickly left the room. Nexus glared at them as they left before flopping down onto the cushion behind his desk. He rubbed his temples, but, before he could gather himself, another guard came into the room.
“What do you want?” Nexus asked, not even looking at the guard as he continued to try and massage away his growing headache.
“Queen Nightmare Moon wishes to speak with you. She’s waiting in the throne room.”
Nexus’s aggravation cooled to a simmer and he eyed the guard. “Did she say why?”
“She wanted to speak with you about Twilight Sparkle’s escape.”
Instead of growing worried, Nexus allowed himself to smile a little. The queen was concerned that Twilight had escaped. It was a sign his efforts had born fruit. This was the Equestrian queen he had been expecting. She would undoubtedly be furious about Twilight’s escape and demand she be captured. He was going to receive a brutal verbal lashing for letting her escape, but he’d accept it graciously if it meant the queen was finally acting like the way she was supposed to.
~~~
Spell Nexus found the entrance to the throne room shut when he arrived with no guards standing watch. It was ominous, and it sent a pleasant shiver down his spine. The silence, the cold, the ever present sensation of danger; this was how the castle should have felt since day one. This was the castle of Nightmare Moon.
Not wishing to keep his queen waiting a moment longer, Nexus knocked on the door. The chamber beyond echoed with the sound. After the reverberations had faded, a familiar voice called out to him. “Come in, Spell Nexus.”
The doors to the throne room swung open of their own accord, nudged by magic that left no visible trail. This caused another shiver to crawl down Nexus’s spine, but this time he was unable to enjoy it. He felt like an ant stepping into the presence of a god, and was beginning to fear what fate awaited him.
Still, Nexus forced himself to enter the room, and he quickly crossed the hall and bowed at the base of the throne. Behind him, the doors swung shut, and he could sense a surge of magic. The room had been sealed. Nopony would be able to enter or exit the room until the spell was lifted, and nopony would be able to hear what occurred inside. It was just him and his queen, and that fact fueled the growing fear in Nexus’s chest.
Nightmare Moon was sitting in her throne, and her royal seat had been turned to face the towering stained glass windows. The windows depicted her flying through the sky, basking in the light of a full moon while ponies below cowered and fled in fear. They were, in his opinion, the perfect decoration for the queen’s throne room.
Unable to stand the silence pervading the room, Spell Nexus forced down the tight knot in this throat. “You summoned me, Your Highness?”
~~~
It had taken every ounce of willpower, but Nightmare Moon kept herself from attacking Spell Nexus outright. On the flight back, her anger had come to a boil. She was ready to do her worst to him, punish him for what almost happened to Twilight. She had every intention of making him pay, but, as she imagined and planned what she would do to Nexus, other nagging thoughts entered her mind.
The first was what Twilight would think. Nexus deserved to be punished severely, maybe even made to face his own noose, but what would Twilight think if she did that to Nexus? How disappointed would Twilight be to see her take another pony’s life in rage?
From that first thought of mercy sprung others, and they choked Nightmare Moon’s anger like a weed. It also brought on a single, chilling realization: a realization that cooled her rage just enough. When she arrived at the castle, she did not seek out and attack Nexus as she had originally intended. Instead, she had waited in her throne room for him to arrive, to provide the answers she sought.
As she waited, Nightmare Moon sat on her throne and stared at the stained glass windows. The image they depicted of her soaring over Equestria and inspiring fear was exactly how she was depicted in old legends, exactly how most ponies thought of her.
It was an image Nightmare Moon had grown to despise. She hated those windows. She hated all the windows, murals, and statues that decorated her castle. The only purpose they served was to be constant reminders of what and who she was supposed to be.
She heard the knock at the door, and beckoned Nexus in. She heard him walk across the hall and listened to every hoof-fall. She then waited, waited for him to be the first to speak, if only to allow herself a few more moments to ensure that, when she turned around and saw Spell Nexus, she would not attack.
“You summoned me, Your Highness?” Nexus asked with a bow.
“Yes, Spell Nexus, I did,” Nightmare Moon said coldly. “I wanted to ask you a few questions.”
“Of course, Your Majesty. Anything you want to know I will gladly answer for you,” Nexus said with the utmost respect.
“Have you found Twilight Sparkle?”
“No,” Nexus answered with a shake of his head. “She’s eluded our search for the time being, but she will be found.”
Nightmare Moon shifted in her throne and glanced over her shoulder. “Did you order her execution because she attacked me?
“Yes, Your Highness. Such a crime cannot go unpunished.”
Nightmare Moon slowly rose from her throne and stepped around the regal seat so she could look directly at Nexus. “You mentioned once before that Celestia asked you to study the shreds of my body… and it was while interacting with those shreds that your eyes were opened to the truth, to the good I could do for Equestria.”
Nexus smiled and slowly rose, standing up straight in front of his queen. “Yes, my Liege; it was the greatest day of my life.”
Nightmare Moon moved forward and came to a stop in front of Nexus. Her tall stature dwarfed his, just as a mountain dwarfed a hill. “Would you have, before that day, ever considered going against Celestia?”
Nexus blinked a few times as an expression of confusion formed on his face. “I don’t see how that matters. I—”
“Answer the question, Nexus,” Nightmare Moon hissed, her words dripping with hostility.
“I-I suppose I wouldn’t have,” Nexus admitted, struggling to control the tremor in his voice.
Nightmare Moon continued glaring at Nexus, casting her shadow down upon him. “Did you have any affection for Celestia before you were blessed?”
“I-I might have,” Nexus said as he took an anxious step back, “in my foalishness.”
Nightmare Moon did not allow Nexus to move away. For each step he took in retreat, she advanced a step of her own. “What was your exact relationship with Celestia?”
Nexus struggled to force down the knot that formed in his throat. “I was the headmaster of her school, and, at times, I served as an advisor.”
“Anything else?”
“I-I was once… a l-long time ago, her—” Nexus had to pause, and struggled with his words. “I was her private student. She took me on as her personal pupil shortly after I had earned my cutie mark when I had created my very first spell.”
Nightmare Moon stood silent for a moment. Her eyes were narrow slits, and her icy glare threatened to bore a hole straight into Nexus’s soul. “One final question. How close were you to Celestia when you were her student?”
“I… I was just a foalish child, Your Highness,” Nexus tried to protest, his voice cracking from fear. “I didn’t know any better or that she—”
“How close were you to Celestia?” Nightmare Moon repeated, bending her head down so her demanding, piercing eyes were even with Nexus’s terrified gaze.
“I… I once thought of her as… as… as a second mother.”
Nexus shut his eyes tight and winced as if admitting such a thing was not only painful, but also an invitation for him to be punished physically. Nightmare Moon, however, turned her back on him and looked back to the stained glass window. She said nothing, though a deep frown formed on her lips as she squeezed her eyes shut.
“My queen, please forgive me,” Nexus begged. He bowed as low as he could and practically kissed the floor as he spoke. “I was ignorant and foalish before, but this is why I am so blessed! Your blessing allowed me to see what an utter and weak fool Celestia was. Your gift opened my eyes to the truth.”
“Or blinded you,” Nightmare Moon whispered so quietly Nexus was unable to properly understand what she said. Before Nexus could ask what she had muttered, Nightmare Moon turned to face him once more, this time wearing a kinder expression. “Spell Nexus, would you like to receive a greater blessing from me? Would you be willing to receive a gift more precious than any you have ever received from me before?”
“O-of course, my Queen,” Nexus answered, looking as if he was on the verge of tears. “It… it would be my eternal honor to receive any gift from you, no matter how small.”
Nightmare Moon’s mane flared, and she stood tall before Nexus. “Then prepare yourself.”
Nexus nodded, took a seat before his queen, and puffed out his chest in pride. He waited eagerly for the blessing he was about to receive, and he closed his eyes to try and hide the joyful tears streaming down his face. All the while, Nightmare Moon’s mane slowly encircled him like the cool embrace of a morning fog.
Yet, before Nexus realized what was going on, Nightmare Moon had put him to sleep just as she had subdued the guards of Canterlot palace. She laid him down on the floor gently and spoke just above a whisper. “I shall now grant the greatest gift I could possibly give you. I will return to you your freedom.”
With those whispered words, Nightmare Moon let her mane flow into Spell Nexus’s body and phase through his flesh. She began to search for what she knew was already there, a parasitic “blessing” of magic. It was… the only explanation that made sense to her after hearing how much Spell Nexus once cared about Princess Celestia.
The enchantment Nightmare Moon found was more advanced than she could have ever imagined.
Every fiber of Nexus’s being was choked with the so-called blessing. The foreign magic was everywhere, like a thick network of roots in fertile soil, and the magic was pulsing with a steady, reliable rhythm… like a heartbeat. Just like with Twilight, Nightmare Moon found the core of the infection in Nexus’s head. Though she quickly discovered that the infection’s core had overtaken Nexus’s entire brain, where in Twilight it was more like a cancerous growth on the back of her skull.
Despite being more advanced, the infection felt the same to Nightmare Moon, so she tried to do as she did before. She used her magical mane to try and pull at the roots to remove the blessing from Nexus’s body. Yet, when her mane made contact with the infection, it attacked. It shocked her like it was zapping her with lightning, and, for a moment, it filled her mind with strange thoughts.
The suddenness of the attack made Nightmare Moon pull her mane back, and she quickly distanced herself from Nexus in fear he had been the one that attacked her. Yet, even as he began to sit up, Nexus’s movements were sluggish and sloppy, as if he was sleepwalking.
Nightmare Moon watched as Spell Nexus sat up straight. He rolled his head back and allowed his mouth to open in a silent scream. For a moment it looked as if Nexus wasn’t breathing, but then he coughed and something began to spill out of his mouth. It was a ghastly black smoke that looked both sickly and poisonous. With each breath Nexus took, more of the smoke escaped his mouth, and the vapors began to circle and wrap around him while a larger cloud formed above his head.
The cloud continued to grow and drift towards Nightmare Moon. Given a few more seconds, the cloud would have likely reached her. Yet, before it could draw too close, Nexus choked, as if something had suddenly grabbed hold of his throat. At the same time, the spirals in his horn began to glow with a weak but steady white light. That light spread from his horn to the rest of his body, covering almost every inch of his coat.
When it had dissipated, Nexus’s body was painted with glowing eldritch swirls which seemed to originate from his cutie mark. Chains of magic then appeared from the glowing designs. They lunged out, somehow grabbing hold of the black cloud. They wrapped around it and dug in, binding the smoke before snapping taut and pulling the cloud back into the air above Nexus’s head.
Nightmare Moon anxiously fluttered her wings in an effort to relieve the uneasy feeling that was gripping her. There was something about the cloud that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up, yet, at the same time, she felt drawn to it.
Taking an anxious step, Nightmare Moon walked around Nexus, keeping her distance until she stood just to his left side. She focused on the white, eldritch patterns that had appeared across his body. It was a spell of some sort, there was no doubting that, but it was not a spell she had seen before.
Nightmare Moon began tracing the arcane lines with her eyes, trying to see if there was any rhyme or reason to the way they were laid out. She had come across a few books in the library about geometric magic; ones she had searched for when she had heard her resurrection spell had relied heavily on the ancient form of sorcery.
Yet focusing solely on the white lines proved to be a mistake. As Nightmare Moon tried to find meaning in the spell that had appeared across Nexus’s coat, the cloud was inching its way closer to her. It approached her slowly from the side, the mystic chains still pulled taut.
When Nightmare Moon finally noticed how close the cloud had come, it was already too late. Striking with the speed of a snake, the cloud lashed out, surging through a hole in the chains. Nightmare Moon wasn’t able to jump away fast enough, and the cloud pressed against the side of her body.
From that one moment of contact, Nightmare Moon felt as if a sea of emotions was pouring into her. Hatred, loathing, a thirst for revenge and power; these and many others began to fill her chest. It felt like she was being overwhelmed, washed away, and drowned, like she had fallen into a raging river.
In that moment, however, the white swirls on Nexus’s coat pulsed, and the chains wrapped around the cloud rattled. The spell holding the cloud began to pull, and, slowly but surely, it dragged the vaporous mass away from Nightmare Moon, breaking the connection that had formed between the two.
The instant the connection was broken, Nightmare Moon found she was able to move and breathe again, and, within moments, her mind was in a panic. She stumbled back to put as much distance between her and the cloud as possible and panted heavily as she tried to comprehend the overwhelming emotions that were already dying in her chest.
It was just as Nightmare Moon had feared. Rifling through her memories, she thought back to the conversations she had shared with Spell Nexus, remembering details he had offered. He had been chosen by Celestia to study the shreds that were left behind when she, or rather she and Luna, were defeated by the Elements of Harmony.
Nexus said it was while he was working with those shreds that he received the very first blessing, that his eyes were opened to her wisdom and glory. But, if anything, he had been blinded. He had been twisted and turned into a tool by a will that wasn’t his own, much like how Nexus had used the poisonous magic to turn Twilight against her.
Spell Nexus was the mastermind behind the Children of Nightmare, but it was not his will that drove him forward. He was just another victim, the first victim, and the true evil behind the Children of Nightmare, behind all that had happened in Equestria…
It was none other than Nightmare Moon herself.
The black cloud… Nightmare Moon could only guess that it was once a shred left behind by the Elements of Harmony. It was part of her, arguably the worst part: her unmatched loathing of the Royal Sisters, her arrogant sense of superiority, and her thirst for vengeance. The echoes of her most powerful emotions, the emotions that had once made Nightmare Moon seek the eternal night, had attacked, entered, and corrupted Spell Nexus.
It was those emotions that drove Nexus to turn against Celestia, to form the Children of Nightmare, and to attempt the resurrection spell. If that was the case, why hadn’t that poisoned magic tried to rejoin with the rest of the shreds when the spell was being cast? Why hadn’t it left Nexus and merged with her?
That was when Nightmare Moon realized the purpose of the white geometric designs that crisscrossed Nexus’s body. It was a binding spell, meant to hold a majority of the tainted magic.
Nexus was the headmaster of Celestia’s school and a previous student of the princess. He wasn’t an idiot, and he must have known that dealing with the shreds would be dangerous. Nightmare Moon could only guess that he prepared a binding spell either before he began working with the shreds or after he realized he had been attacked.
Nexus, the real Spell Nexus, had turned his body into a living prison, even if it meant that the corrupting magic was free to twist his mind. Yet, the binding spell was not perfect. He was able to spread his “blessing” by releasing small pieces of the corruption inside him.
It was a bitter truth, and Nightmare Moon still wished to punish the pony who had almost killed Twilight. She, however, could not deny Nexus’s innocence. He was just another victim. He was just another pony she had hurt.
And she had to try to set things right.
Lightning crackled around Nightmare Moon’s horn, and the energy quickly spread to her mane. She would attack this poisonous magic outright and destroy it. She would rid the world of it. She would destroy the thing that had dared to threaten the ponies she cared about.
She would destroy the worst part of herself.
That thought, that one thought, echoed in Nightmare Moon's mind like a haunting call, and it stirred something deep inside. She hesitated and just stood idly while the black cloud continued to reach out to her, even as the binding spell on Nexus’s body kept pulling it back.
The cloud was a part of her, the worst part, but… it was still a part of her.
Without even thinking, Nightmare Moon took an anxious step forward, now understanding why she was drawn to the cloud. It was her vengeance, pride, and loathing. It was the thing that would let her become the merciless ruler that everypony expected; it would let her become a whole mare again. It was the part of her that would actually enjoy being Equestria’s tyrant queen.
The cloud was just inches away now, and Nightmare Moon came to a stop when she saw it try to close the minuscule distance that kept the two separated. She shut her eyes and tried to fight the temptation building in her mind. If she joined with this, she would be able to forget about it all. Forget about her friends, about Twilight. She could simply forget about the time she had spent as a filly.
Nightmare Moon opened her eyes, and a predatory smile spread onto her lips.
Yes… she would be able to forget, and then she would be able to take her revenge. She would make the bearers of the Elements of Harmony pay for what they had done. She would smash the ancient power as she had before and lead those who had wielded it against her to their just reward, a tight-fitting rope and a long fall from the gallows. She would watch them plummet until the noose tightened about their thin little necks. She would watch them all fall. She would watch Twilight fall, twist in the wind, and receive her due punishment for abandoning Equestria's true queen.
She would do it all, and then she would—
Fresh glowing chains lashed out from Nexus’s body, digging deep into the cloud. The binding spell was struggling to pull back the smoke as it spread out across Nightmare Moon’s body. It began to blend with her coat and merge with her flesh, until one of the mystical chains grazed Nightmare Moon’s chest.
The magic burnt like a hot stove, and the pain snapped Nightmare Moon back to reality. She realized what she was thinking and jumped back to separate herself from the black cloud. She panted heavily and fought the urge to vomit.
She had just wanted to hurt the ponies of Equestria. She had wanted to bring back the eternal night, to deprive the ponies of their sun. She had wanted to destroy the Elements of Harmony, and she had wanted… wanted to see Twilight hang from the gallows.
A flutter of movement in the periphery of her vision drew Nightmare Moon’s attention, and she saw the cloud inching towards her once again. This time, however, she retreated from its reach while her eyes and mane flared.
“NO!” she snapped at the cloud. “I don’t want you! I don’t care if you’re some missing piece of me, I don’t—”
Nightmare Moon’s words died on her lips as she was hit with a cold realization like somepony had thrown a brick in her face. Her breathing became slow, and tears formed in her eyes. She began to laugh and cry at the same time. Laughing at how stupid she had been, and crying because of what she had lost.
“The part I’ve been missing…” Nightmare Moon echoed, half-heartily stomping the ground, venting frustration from her own idiocy. “Without you, I’m not the same mare I used to be. Without you, I could have gone on being ignorant, continued being a silly, scared filly. I could have just stayed Nyx.”
That thought sparked something inside Nightmare Moon like a match being tossed into a powder keg. It ignited a rage, a rage like none she had ever felt before. Her gaze quickly hardened, focusing on the black cloud with an unmatched hatred.
“And you… YOU TOOK THAT AWAY FROM ME!” Nightmare Moon bellowed. “You couldn’t be satisfied. You couldn’t take defeat. You had to corrupt innocent ponies and finish the resurrection spell. You had to make me remember everything I’ve done and convince me to do things I can never be forgiven for! And, because of that, now… THEY ALL HATE ME! I CAN NEVER BE HAPPY AGAIN BECAUSE OF YOU!”
The surge of anger in Nightmare Moon’s voice seemed to give strength to the cloud. The dark magic swirled into a frenzy and strained against the chains that bound it to Nexus. As Nightmare Moon calmed herself from the outburst, so did the cloud, yet it continued to reach out to her.
“But no more,” Nightmare Moon seethed as her eyes hardened with cold determination and tears streamed down her face. In that moment, the cloud of smoke changed. It no longer reached for Nightmare Moon. Instead, it was trying to distance itself from her. It was trying to flee despite the fact that it was still being restrained by the binding spell.
Nightmare Moon spread her stance, and her eyes began to glow white with her magical power. The gentle waving of her mane grew more violent and the magical field of stars rose upward like a roaring fire. Her mane stretched out and began to pool against the ceiling like the night when she first came back to Equestria, when her mane filled the air inside the Ponyville town hall.
“I won't be the mare you want me to be,” Nightmare Moon spoke, punctuating her sentence with a crack of lightning. It arched down and struck the black cloud, causing part of it to vaporize and burn away. The cloud surged and swirled in a panic, struggling with greater force against the binding spell like a caged animal.
“I won’t let you hurt the ponies I care about any more! I won’t let you hurt Rarity! Or Rainbow Dash! Or Applejack! Or Fluttershy! Or Pinkie Pie! Or Cheerilee!”
With each name, Nightmare Moon brought down a crack of arcane lightning from the dreadful storm her mane and tail had formed in the air of the throne room. With each strike, part of the black cloud was eradicated. The dark vapor scrambled and roiled, like it could feel the pain of being struck by the focused magical energy.
“I won’t let you hurt Apple Bloom! Or Scootaloo! Or Sweetie Belle! Or Twist! I won’t let you hurt my friends ever AGAIN!”
The next bolt Nightmare Moon called down was stronger than the ones before, her rage giving strength to her spell. It blew a significantly larger hole in the cloud, but, unlike the bolts before, Nightmare Moon also felt the lightning striking her as well. It was like she had been stabbed in the chest with a dagger, and the searing pain made her grit her teeth.
Despite the fact that it was trapped inside Spell Nexus, Nightmare Moon still shared a link with the cloud. It was a part of her, and her base instincts of self-preservation were screaming for her to stop. A fresh wave of nausea passed through her, and her body felt like it was on the verge of giving out.
Her own body was rebelling, trying to keep her from further destroying the cloud, but Nightmare Moon would not stop. Keeping herself on her hooves through sheer willpower, she continued.
“I won’t let you hurt anypony ever again!”
This time, when Nightmare Moon shocked the cloud, it audibly hissed in pain, its form writhing in the air like a bag of wounded snakes. It was hurting, but it was a pain she did not hear or see, but felt herself. Her eyes were shut tight, and her ears rang with the sound of her own screaming.
It felt as if she had attacked herself. A burning, searing, stabbing pain shot deep into her body. She was forced to drop to one knee, if only to keep herself from falling over completely. She panted, and the glow in her eyes faded as she tried to recover.
It was a moment the cloud, which was half as large as it had been, tried to seize. It squirmed and strained against the chains of the binding spell in a desperate attempt to escape, and it was beginning to succeed. The lines on Nexus's body were fading; the binding spell was losing power.
Freedom, however, would come too late for the cloud. Rising back off her front knee, Nightmare Moon steadied herself as the glow in her eyes returned brighter than ever. The thunderous storm formed by her mane began to crackle with energy and became saturated to the point where it couldn’t hold any more magic even if it tried. Nightmare Moon focused that energy, and, with a single, final stomp, she screamed her final words to the poisonous magic.
“I WON’T LET YOU HURT TWILIGHT… EVER… AGAIN!”
The surge of lightning that was released at that moment was like none other seen in Equestria. The thunder blew out the throne room’s stained glass windows and cascaded across the land. The sound felt like an earthquake in Ponyville and was clearly audible even in distant Appleloosa.
The bolt of arcane energy itself was as thick as a tree trunk and shone like a miniature sun. The throne room was completely bathed in light, and anypony who happened to be looking at the throne room’s windows was blinded for a few seconds by the bright glare.
The thunderous sound of the spell drowned out Nightmare Moon’s scream. Even though she couldn’t hear herself, she knew that the sound coming out of her mouth was blood curdling. The pain… it was like nothing she had ever experienced before. It was worse than when she had been attacked by the Elements of Harmony. It felt like she was being burned and stabbed to death from the inside out.
To Nightmare Moon, it felt like the pain and the spell went on for an eternity. It was, however, only a few seconds before the spell was spent. The arcane lightning slimmed and faded before completely disappearing, leaving only a few lingering arcs of energy to cascade across the room.
With the spell ended, Nightmare Moon collapsed into a trembling, panting mass on the floor. Her body tried to recover from the pain and her vision swam. She didn't know how long she lay there, but, as soon as she had the strength, Nightmare Moon raised herself up off the floor and looked across the throne room.
Spell Nexus had been blown clear by the thunderous explosion and was now lying unconscious against a far wall. The glowing white lines on his body looked broken and jagged and were now starting to fade away. The binding spell had been broken, but it had served its purpose.
The dark cloud was gone, but Nightmare Moon could see something remained of the poisonous magic. It was a pathetic little blob of black gunk that oozed and gurgled. It was no larger than a field mouse, and it rolled like a sickly, sticky ball of tar. It was inching its way towards the throne room door, still trying to flee.
Sneering and grunting, Nightmare Moon forced herself back up onto her hooves. Her legs were shaking, but she kept her balance enough to begin walking forward. It took only a few steps to catch up with the little ball of black ooze, and she stomped her hoof down on it once she was close enough.
Then, without a single word of mercy or regret, Nightmare Moon’s eyes flashed white once more. A final jolt of energy surged down her leg, and the ooze burned and hissed beneath her hoof. She winced at the slight pain in her chest, but Nightmare Moon did not relent until the ooze was nothing but an ashy smudge on the floor.
And with that, Nightmare Moon took in a single deep breath, held it, and then let it slip out slowly. She stood there for several long moments, taking in everything she had just done… and she was happy. Equestria, her friends, Twilight… they were all safe. She had destroyed the thing that had tried to hurt those she cared about.
But what else had she just done?
She had destroyed a piece of herself, the part that would have made everything she had done, everything she had accomplished, have meaning and purpose. Now, she truly and forever was stuck between two lives. She could never be Nyx again, and she had just burnt away the part of her that could have found happiness living the life of the true tyrant queen Nightmare Moon.
Still… the fleeting moment of happiness in her chest lingered. She had… done something right, and, even if Equestria as a whole hated her for the rest of eternity for what she had done, she had at least done this much right.
And it wasn’t going to be the last thing she did right either.
~~~
CREEEEEAAAAAAAK… CREAK… CREEEEEAAAAAAAK… CREAK
At a larger home on the outskirts of Ponyville, a single filly sat on a swing in the front yard. The hinges of the swing set creaked and squeaked. The filly wasn’t really swinging. She was just rocking a few inches back and forth, driven more by the occasional gust of wind then her own power. She sat with all four hooves on the swing, and her eyes were focused on the ground.
Her dad always used to push her on the swing. He got busy sometimes, had to work late, but he always made time to push her on the swing. The swing had been her favorite birthday present, even more than her tiara. It was the only thing her dad was always willing to do with her. He was always willing to give her a short push, even if he was heading out to work or going someplace.
That was before Nightmare Moon came back.
The past few weeks had been the worst of the filly’s life. Almost every pony in town was mad at her. Some outright blamed her for everything that had happened, but the worst part was what had happened with her father.
When Nightmare Moon came back, her father left home to go work and live in the castle. Her mother had said that he was working for the queen, that they should be happy. Her mother had said that her father was now a powerful stallion in the government, and that’s why he had left. He was important to Nightmare Moon, and that they should be happy.
Yet Diamond Tiara wasn’t happy at all. She continued to stare at the ground, not even caring that her tiara had fallen off and was now sitting in the dirt underneath her swing. She didn’t care about that stupid thing, didn’t care if daddy was important or powerful. The only thing she wanted was to have him back. He’d make all the mean ponies stop teasing her. Ponies never made fun of her when he was around. That… and she missed him.
Diamond Tiara sniffled, using a front leg to wipe her nose. She didn’t cry, not because she wasn’t sad. No, her tears were held back by her anger. She wanted to make Nightmare Moon give her daddy back, but she was scared. It was stupid to think she was scared of Nyx… but… but Nightmare Moon was scary.
Why did Nightmare Moon need him anyway? She had so many other ponies working for her; why did she need to take her daddy?
Diamond Tiara grumbled, pouted, and did her best to keep herself from crying as she continued to think about her father. She had been moping around inside the house, but her mother had encouraged her to play on her swing. She had gone outside and sat down on the swing set just to be left alone.
Still, she didn’t swing. What she wanted the most was to be pushed. She wanted to get a push from her daddy, but he didn’t come home anymore. She didn't see him in town either. He was just gone, stolen away.
And, if her father wasn’t there to give her a swing, Diamond Tiara didn’t want to swing at all. She just wanted to sit there and wait until her father finally came home to give her a push.
Amidst the creaking and whining of the swing’s hinges, Diamond Tiara heard another creak. The house was surrounded by a white picket fence, and the new sound she heard was the creaking of the front gate’s hinges. Diamond Tiara first thought it was Silver Spoon, and she lifted her head to tell her friend she wasn’t in the mood to play. Yet, when she looked up, her gaze met a pair of azure eyes.
She stared at those eyes for a long time, and they stared back. The pony who owned those eyes took a tentative step forward, and then broke into a gallop. Diamond Tiara just as quickly jumped off the swing and ran to meet the other pony, leaping into his embrace. She hugged the stallion tightly around the neck, and he held her in his front hooves just as tightly.
Diamond Tiara’s mother poked her head out the front door. “Diamond Tiara, sweetie, it's time for dinn—” she began, only to fall silent. She looked at the stallion her daughter was hugging, and her own eyes began tearing up.
“Rich… Rich, is that you?”
Filthy Rich looked up, smiling through the tears streaming down his face. In an instant, Diamond Tiara’s mother was outside, joining the warm embrace the family was sharing.
“Daddy, does this mean you’re not working for the queen anymore?” Diamond Tiara asked.
“Yes… yes it does,” Rich said with a nod, not even bothering to wipe away the tears on his face. “She released me.”
“Released? But honey, I thought—”
“Not now, darlin’,” Rich said, quickly sneaking a kiss from his wife. “I… I promise I’ll explain later. So… I heard dinner is ready?”
“Yes… yes it is.”
“Good. Diamond Tiara and I will be right in, but first… I want to push my daughter on her swing.”
The mare nodded, and Diamond Tiara laughed as she quickly galloped over to the swing, Mr. Rich following behind her. Soon, Diamond Tiara was giggling and laughing, calling out to be pushed higher while her father smiled, tears of joy pouring from his eyes.
All across Equestria, similar homecomings occurred. Stallions and mares who had once served Nightmare Moon were returning to the families and friends they had all but abandoned. As each was greeted with warm embraces and tear-filled eyes, those who had once served Equestria’s queen spoke of how they had not been fired from their jobs, but released… given back the freedom they never knew they had lost.
~~~
Zecora nosed open the door to her hut, returning to her home after gathering herbs and roots she would need for her latest brew. She smiled as she stepped inside and sniffed at the aroma that hung in the air. It smelled just as it needed to. She took in the scent a few moments longer before turning to look at her bubbling cauldron. Sitting beside it, Twilight Sparkle was using her magic to carefully stir the contents.
“In herbalism, Twilight, you have shown great potential. In a few days, your growth has been exponential,” Zecora praised.
Twilight smiled and looked up from her work. “Thanks, but I’m just a quick study. That, and you have some really amazing books on herbs and their properties.”
“In stewing herbs and roots, zebras are unmatched, and to our books the same compliment can be attached. Still, I offer thanks for your aid with my work. You could have easily just hung around my home like a lazy jerk.”
Twilight laughed a little and went back to stirring the cauldron. “Well, I’ve never been that good at just sitting around, especially when I’ve got a lot on my mind. It helps if I can find something to distract myself with.”
“Heavy thoughts rest upon your soul,” Zecora said knowingly as she began to unpack her ingredient-laden saddlebags. “Undoubtedly about an alicorn who was once a foal.”
“Filly,” Twilight corrected. “But… yes, I am thinking about Nyx. How can I not? The last time I saw her, she was going to confront Nexus about what he did to me. I know she’s an alicorn… but it’s been three days. What if something happened?”
“To your concern I can relate; you worry about Nightmare Moon and her fate. But you must understand you are a wanted mare, and—”
KNOCK… KNOCK…
“—You must hide yourself with care,” Zecora finished hurriedly as she glanced over her shoulder.
Twilight nodded and slipped into Zecora’s bedroom while the zebra moved to the front door. After giving Twilight a few more moments to hide and hearing the pony on the far side knock once more, Zecora cracked open the door and looked to see who was outside.
“Hey there, Zecora.”
A relieved smile formed on Zecora's lips. She opened the door as a particular orange farm pony walked inside with a baby dragon riding on her back. “Applejack and Spike, it is good to see you. I hope you have not come seeking a healing brew.”
“Naw, we ain’t here for anything like that. Though, I gotta say, the critters here in the Everfree Forest sure seem more riled-up than usual. I swear I saw somethin’ that looked like a wolf on my way here, and not a timberwolf either. It was somethin’ bigger.”
“A lupus minor is what you saw, I have no doubt. I too have noticed them lingering about. They claim a distant mountain as their home, but recently in this land they have begun to roam. For days they have stirred the forest, put it at unease. In truth, there are far too many monsters amongst these trees.”
Applejack glanced outside as if she would see one of those monsters looking in on them through one of the hut’s windows. “If there are so many monsters, maybe you should come stay in Ponyville for a spell, just to be safe.”
“Your concern is touching, but you need not worry. If it becomes too much, I will leave this place in a hurry. Still, what is it that brings you here, out into Everfree’s wild frontier?” Zecora asked before moving to the cauldron and resuming the stirring Twilight had been forced to abandon.
“Don’t bother barking up that tree, Zecora,” Spike said as he jumped off Applejack’s back. “I’ve been trying to get her to tell me the whole way here.”
“Well, I told ya it was a surprise, and, now that we’re actually here, I'll tell ya,” Applejack said before looking back at Zecora. “We’re here to see Twilight.”
Spike’s eyes widened, and he quickly looked around. Twilight, having heard her name, stepped out from her hiding place in Zecora’s bedroom. The second Spike saw Twilight, he tackled her and hugged her neck while laughing and crying at the same time.
“Twilight! Oh Twilight, I’ve missed you so much, and when I heard you were going to be executed, I… I…”
“I’ve missed you too, Spike,” Twilight said. She lifted a hoof and returned Spike’s hug. “I’m sorry I couldn’t tell you I was okay, but I couldn’t risk the royal guards finding me.”
“Well, sugarcube, I reckon you don’t have to worry about that anymore,” Applejack responded, “and, by the way, it’s good to see you’re okay.”
“Thanks, Applejack, it’s good to see you too,” Twilight replied, “but why shouldn’t I worry anymore? How did you two even find me, and what’s going on in Ponyville?”
“A whole lotta crazy,” Applejack answered. “A few days ago, Nightmare Moon called all the ponies she had workin’ for her, every single one, to the castle and she kept them all in there until sometime this mornin’. Then, she called the mayor up there. We were all worried, but an hour after that the castle gates opened and all them ponies started comin’ out.
“But here's the strange thing,” Applejack continued. “All the ponies that went in had turquoise eyes, but, when I saw them comin’ out, not one of them had that eye color.
“They didn’t?”
Applejack shook her head at Twilight’s question. “No, and that ain’t the end of it either. After all them ponies left the castle, the mayor came back out. She rounded up all the ponies in Ponyville and read us a message from Nightmare Moon. It was all about how her crazy cult was disbanded and how she was sendin’ all the ponies who worked for her back to their families.”
“She… she sent them all home?” Twilight asked in disbelief.
“Yeah, it was so crazy,” Spike said as he finished hugging Twilight. “I think I even saw Spell Nexus walking by the library along with some other ponies from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. I would have never thought he had anything to do with this.”
“Oh, trust me, he had something to do with it alright,” Twilight grumbled. Her memory of being attacked by Nexus caused a small twinge of pain in her neck.
“Well, maybe not, sugarcube. From the way it sounded, none of them ponies workin’ for Nightmare Moon were doin’ it on purpose. Supposedly, they were brainwashed, but, when she found out, Nightmare Moon unscrambled their brains. She freed all the ponies, and let them choose whether or not they wanted to stay and work for her or go home. And, from what I hear, they all chose to leave.”
“This is very peculiar and strange; what has caused Nightmare Moon to change?” Zecora asked.
Applejack shrugged. “Don’t rightly know, sugarcube. But that still ain’t the strangest part.”
“What could be stranger than what has been said?” Zecora asked. “Has Nightmare Moon grown a second head?”
“No, I reckon even that wouldn’t be as strange as what she has done. Nightmare Moon went and stepped down as the Queen of Equestria.”
“She… she stepped down?” Twilight whispered in disbelief.
“I find this all too much to swallow. I believe your words are quite hollow.”
It took a moment for Applejack to parse what Zecora had said before she furrowed her eyebrows. “You callin’ me a liar?”
Zecora nodded firmly. “Nightmare Moon relinquishing her crown and control, it goes against her plans and her greatest goal.”
“Well, if you don’t believe me, then why don’t you take a gander at this?” Applejack replied. She reached into her saddlebags, and, after a moment of digging, pulled out a scroll. Twilight took the scroll in her magic, unrolled it, and saw it was something of a royal proclamation, though it was written more like a common letter. It did, however, have a royal seal.
Zecora leaned in behind Twilight, reading the message alongside her.
To the citizens of Equestria,
Today I, Nightmare Moon, have disbanded the Children of Nightmare, the cult of ponies who were responsible for my resurrection. They, along with any other ponies that joined the castle staff in the past few weeks, have been released from their service and are allowed to return to their homes, families, friends, and lives.
Please hold no ill will against these ponies. Their actions were not their own. All that they did was done under the influence of my magic. It tainted and corrupted these ponies. They, like all of Equestria, were victims and nothing more.
If you must blame anypony, blame only me.
Finally, I, Nightmare Moon, hereby step down as Queen of Equestria. All power and control of the government is hereby returned to the regents and officials appointed by Celestia and Luna, those who are entrusted to rule in the absence of the Royal Sisters.
Should anypony need to speak with me, they can find me in my castle. Otherwise, I would ask that you all simply pretend that I don’t even exist.
Nightmare Moon
“I guess what you say is true; forgive me for ever doubting you.”
Applejack smiled and gently punched Zecora in the shoulder. “Aw, don’t you worry about it. I probably wouldn’t believe it myself if I hadn’t seen all them ponies leavin’ the castle un-brainwashed.”
“It kind of makes sense, actually,” Spike remarked. “Can you think of anypony you know that would have worked for Nightmare Moon willingly? I mean, back me up on this Twi… Twilight, are you crying?”
Twilight looked up from the message and quickly used a front hoof to rub away the tears that were starting to slide down her cheeks. “Sorry… I’m just… so happy.”
“I’ll admit, sugarcube, this here is some good news,” Applejack said, “but not exactly that good.”
“But don’t you see what this means?” Twilight asked with a wide grin on her face.
“I reckon I don’t. What does it mean?”
“She’s not trying to be Nightmare Moon anymore,” Twilight said, rubbing her eyes again to try and keep back the tears. “I think… I think my Nyx… is coming back.”
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Chapter 18
A Mare Against Monsters
=====================
The castle, which once bustled with ponies going about their work, now stood silently in the gem quarries outside Ponyville. Wind whistled through the empty halls, flitted through the windows, and, at times, made it sound like the old castle was singing some sad, lonesome, wordless chorus in an attempt to draw back the ponies who had once given it purpose.
Only one soul remained within the stone walls, a single resident who continued to haunt the halls like a restless spirit. At the moment, Nightmare Moon sat still in her throne like a statue, looking out across her empty throne room.
It had been one week of silence and solitude. One week since she had freed the Children of Nightmare and removed the cursed blessing that Nexus had infected them with. One week where she had barely tended to her own needs. She had eaten and slept, but had done little else. Her coat needed washing, her eyeshadow had faded and needed to be reapplied, and her armor had grown dull without its usual polish.
A chiming clock in a distant hall alerted Nightmare Moon to the hour, and, without moving a hoof or feather, she called on her magic. Her horn glowed, and the sky began to mark the age old progression from night to day. The moon set, the sky lightened, the stars faded, and the sun began its flight into the heavens.
The sun’s light filtered through the broken windows to fall on Nightmare Moon’s coat, and its warmth filled the throne room. A beautiful day was dawning over Equestria, but Nightmare Moon took little notice of it. She was numb to the world, trapped in her own mind.
Shutting her eyes, Nightmare Moon thought back to that moment when the deed had been done. She had gathered all the Children of Nightmare in her castle courtyard, even Spell Nexus. While the worst of his infection had been destroyed, enough still lingered to make him like any other cultist: blindly obedient and loving. Still, his continued loyalty served a purpose. She had him gather all the others, and, when she was sure every cultist and blessed pony was accounted for, she acted to remove the blessing.
She spoke to them, told them that they were going to receive a blessing like they had never felt, and, once they closed their eyes, she let her mane engulf them. She put them to sleep just as she had done to Spell Nexus. Then, once they were no longer conscious, she let her mane phase through their bodies to attack their infections. It had taken time, but she removed every blessing. Some infections were worse than others, and some infections fought back. In the end, however, she freed every pony.
Afterwards, she undid the spell that had been keeping them asleep, and, for a time thereafter, they all just lay there as if dead.
Then some began to rise, to open their eyes and look around. Nightmare Moon had smiled at the first signs of movement. The ocean of turquoise that had looked at her before was now a rainbow of colors. Browns, yellows, pinks, blues, greens, grays, ambers, magentas… but no other eyes matched hers. She alone had the turquoise irises.
The Children of Nightmare were bewildered. Some didn’t know where they were or how they had gotten there, but their memories began to flow back. One by one they remembered, and soon they were all staring at her, fear and resentment dancing in their eyes.
Nightmare Moon met those gazes for a time, but then turned her back to the crowd and offered a few words with a voice that was strong but not threatening. “I have returned to you ponies your freedom. Those who wish to stay may stay, and those who wish to leave may leave. I will hold no ill will against those who want to go back to their friends and family.”
After making her proclamation, Nightmare Moon used her magic to open the castle gates. She then just sat there and listened. She began to hear hooves moving against the ground and wings flapping in the air. She heard the sounds of ponies leaving, not just a few at a time but in droves. She sat and listened until all was silent again, and only then did Nightmare Moon dare look to see who had remained.
As she had expected, there was nopony left. Not a soul had remained… but what sensible pony would want to stay to serve a tyrant and a monster?
It all ended with Nightmare Moon turning to the one pony who had remained, the one pony she had called to be a witness to what she had done. She had summoned the Mayor of Ponyville to the castle, and, now that she had freed the Children of Nightmare, she gave the mayor a written message and instructions on what was to be done with it. After that, Nightmare Moon slipped into her now empty castle and shut the doors behind her.
It was just another painful memory to join Nightmare Moon’s growing collection. She felt a single tear stream down her cheek as she cracked open her eyes, looking across the room with a half-open gaze.
She had been such a fool.
Even if she would forever be remembered as Nightmare Moon, she was done. She would no longer be queen and would only serve Equestria as the one who raised and lowered the sun and moon. She knew it would be better if she just released the Royal Sisters and resigned herself to their judgment. Equestria would be better off with the sisters back and her gone.
For all she had done, Nightmare Moon knew what she deserved. She deserved to be sent to the moon, perhaps never to be free again. On more than one occasion she had begun to undo the spells that held Celestia and Luna captive. She had tried to free them. She had tried to find the courage to accept the consequences for what she had done. She had tried to fix her last remaining mistake.
She couldn’t do it.
She had been trapped within the moon for a thousand years, trapped in cold loneliness. When the sisters were freed, she would be banished to the moon once more, but this time it would be so much worse. She would not have her hatred to distract her, and the chill of solitude would sting far worse. Her happy memories, which carried with them warmth and laughter, would burn like salt in an open wound. They would taunt her with the life she had so foolishly thrown away.
The worst part was that, if she was ever able to return from the moon, she would return to a world where she knew nopony except the Royal Sisters. She would never be able to see her friends again, never again be able to embrace Twilight. She would be alone, and she would still be hated. Maybe… that was what she deserved.
But she didn’t want to go back to the moon.
Nightmare Moon ruminated on her own weakness, only to be drawn out of the vicious cycle of emotions and thoughts. Her keen hearing picked up on distant hoofsteps, a single echoing sound amid the castle’s painful silence. They were drawing closer, and, from the sound of the hoofsteps, it sounded like the pony was running.
Nightmare Moon did not linger to meet the pony. Instead, she became a cloud and drifted up to the ceiling. She hid amongst the glinting gems that elegantly depicted the nighttime sky and waited for the pony she expected to see.
Every morning since the Children of Nightmare had been freed, Twilight Sparkle had come to the castle. She would call out for Nyx and wander the halls for hours. She would only give up in the early afternoon when her empty stomach forced her to retreat back to Ponyville.
Nightmare Moon yearned to answer Twilight’s calls, but her guilt was too great. She could not face Twilight, not when it was her magic keeping Celestia and Luna trapped in the sun and moon. It was better if Twilight just forgot about her, and that was why Nightmare Moon hid. Twilight was searching for Nyx, but Nightmare Moon knew there was no Nyx to be found.
The hinges of the throne room doors creaked as they opened, and the sound of hoofsteps echoed across the interior of the throne room. Nightmare Moon expected it to be like the previous mornings. Twilight would arrive and start calling out to her. Yet when the owner of the hoofsteps called out, it wasn’t Twilight’s voice Nightmare Moon heard. It was far different, a smoother voice that spoke in rhyme. When Nightmare Moon dared to look, she saw it was no pony who had come looking for her, but instead a zebra.
“Where in these halls do you hide, Nightmare Moon?” Zecora shouted. “I must speak to you about impending doom.”
Nightmare Moon debated answering Zecora’s call for a moment. Twilight might have become sneakier and sent another pony in her place. Zecora, however, seemed honestly worried. So Nightmare Moon called on a little spell that would make it seem her voice was coming from everywhere in the room at the same time. That way, Zecora wouldn’t know where she was hiding.
“What is it?”
“Restlessness grows in the forest Everfree, the monsters are moving amongst its trees. Their hungry bellies groan and grumble. They march this way, making the ground rumble. I was forced to flee their advance, but I fear Ponyville has no chance.”
“The monsters are leaving the Everfree Forest?” Nightmare Moon echoed, making sure she had understood Zecora’s rhymes.
“That is what I said, it is the utter truth; the beasts come to sate their pony sweet tooth.”
Realizing that Zecora was dead serious about the threat, Nightmare Moon rematerialized her normal body right where she was in the air. She dropped down, landing with a thud against the throne room floor. Zecora jumped, but recovered quickly from Nightmare Moon’s sudden appearance.
“Why would they leave the Everfree Forest now?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“The monsters remained amongst the trees in fear, hidden from the princess of day’s celestial sphere. But now Celestia has been away far too long, the lingering scent of her magic is no longer strong. The monsters see their chance now that she is gone. They seek to rampage with their hunger and brawn.”
Nightmare Moon lowered her gaze, cursing to herself quietly. Just another thing she had done to cause pain to the ponies. Equestria would have been better off if she had never been resurrected. It would be safe, and she wouldn’t have to deal with the painful guilt that twisted in her chest.
“I’m sorry; this is my fault.”
“I did not come to watch you wallow, Nightmare Moon, nor to pour verbal salt in your still fresh wound,” Zecora said firmly. “I came here to speak and persuade, to ask our once dark queen for her aid.”
Nightmare Moon turned away from Zecora and began to walk back to her throne. “What do you expect me to do? I am Nightmare Moon. I don’t fight against monsters; I am one.”
Zecora ran around to Nightmare Moon’s side. Despite the difference in stature, Zecora stood firm and spoke with a scolding tone. “You are a crying child, and that is putting it mild.”
Nightmare Moon arched her head back like she had just been slapped in the face. Did Zecora just call her a crybaby? Nightmare Moon wasn’t sure, but she furrowed her eyebrows all the same. “Do I look like a filly to you?”
“You can say ‘neigh’ all day and can protest what I say. But you act like a filly who wet the bed. You have done everything to hide your head. You brought back the sun and freed your cult, but that does not make you an adult. You keep the Royal Sisters locked away, to avoid the punishment for stealing the day. Celestia and Luna you should have released before Ponyville was beset a horde of beasts.”
“Have you ever been sealed in the moon?!” Nightmare Moon asked, her voice rising to a shout. “All you can do is watch the world spin in cold solitude. You are taunted by the glow of cities where ponies have light, warm beds, and the company of others. You are trapped, and, if you are ever to return, any ponies you cared about are dead and buried. I won’t go back!”
“If you will not be dissuaded from this,” Zecora said, pointing a hoof at Nightmare Moon. “Then you must save us from death’s kiss.”
“I… I can’t. I’m just—”
“You are not hurt, and you are not ill. You suffer from neither fever nor chill. You are an alicorn and have immortal power. In your presence it should be the beasts who flee and cower. You are the dreaded Nightmare Moon. With rage alone you beat back a monsoon. You usurped the throne for your own. Now you must defend your home.
“For if you don’t, Ponyville will have a grim fate. Even Twilight will be food upon an earthen plate.”
The mention of Twilight being in danger lit a fire of rage in Nightmare Moon’s chest. These monsters believed that, with Celestia gone, they could turn Equestria into a buffet. Was she not also somepony to be equally as feared, if not more so? Had she not been the one to defeat Celestia?
And these monsters, they threatened the ponies she cared about. They threatened her friends. They threatened Twilight, and she wouldn’t let anything, be it monster or pony, hurt those she cared about… not again.
“How close are they?” Nightmare Moon asked. She strode towards the throne room door, forcing Zecora to gallop to keep up.
“Do not doubt that they draw near. We may already be too late, I fear.”
~~~
GRRRAAAAAAAAWWWRRRRRRR!!!!
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GGGRRRAAAAAWWWRRRRRRR!!!!
“It’s a hydra!”
“Everypony run for your lives!”
“My daughter! Where’s my daughter?!”
“Hurry! Hurry! Don’t let it catch you!”
TTTHHHOOOOMMM-CCCCCRRRACCK-SCCCRRAACCKKK-TTTRRRACCCK!!!
Nightmare Moon took flight from the castle with Zecora holding tight to her back as she soared skywards. From the high vantage point, she was able to assess the situation. A hydra had reached the edge of town and was starting to rampage. It snapped at the ponies who were currently panicking in the streets and crushed anything that stood in its path.
No other beasts from Everfree had reached Ponyville yet, but Nightmare Moon could see at least two more hydras moving through the trees towards the town. The multi-headed monstrosities were infamous for enjoying the taste of ponies.
Having seen all she needed to see, Nightmare Moon folded her wings and dropped out of the sky like an attacking hawk. She plummeted, waiting until the last moment before spreading her wings again. She slowed her descent enough that she landed with a firm thud against the stone of Ponyville’s streets, though she remained on her hooves and unhurt.
“Get as many ponies as you can to the castle. It’s the safest place right now,” Nightmare Moon told Zecora as she kept her eyes focused on the hydra in the distance.
“I will direct all I can and ask them to pass the word; to the castle all of Ponyville will be spurred,” Zecora replied. She jumped down from Nightmare Moon’s back before starting to shout at any pony who would listen. In but a few moments, the flow of the panicked crowd was redirected. The populace of the town raced to the protective embrace of Nightmare Moon’s castle.
As Zecora began the rough evacuation, Nightmare Moon took flight again. She surged towards the hydra. Three of the monstrosity’s four heads were snapping at ponies running through the streets. One head, however, had some ponies cornered in an alleyway: a gray pegasus and a purplish filly unicorn, both with straw-blond manes. Ditzy Doo was doing her best to shield her daughter, Dinky, from the huge hydra head that was licking its lips mere feet in front of them.
Ditzy Doo would have normally flown away and carried her daughter to safety, but one of her wings was ruffled, a sign she had injured it. The injury was not bad enough that she couldn’t fly, but flying quickly was out of the question. She wouldn’t be able to pick up Dinky and get away before the monster snapped its jaws down on them.
The hydra head moved in a little closer, grinning at its first pony meal of the day. Ditzy Doo took an anxious step back but otherwise held her ground. She had her wings spread and her body lowered. She was trying to look as strong as possible, a natural defensive instinct, even though she had no chance of scaring the monster away.
Licking its lips one final time, the hydra decided it had waited long enough. It brought its head back, the muscles in its neck coiling and tensing as it opened its jaw wide. It was mere seconds from striking out, from enjoying the taste of a pony for the first time ever. Yet, before it could attack, something dropped down on the hydra’s head, smashing its jaw into the ground.
The thing that had landed on top of the hydra was Nightmare Moon. She had dropped out of the sky like an anvil, using her own weight and momentum to smash the hydra’s jaw into the ground. It was, at best, a small diversion, but that’s all she needed.
With a single fluid motion, Nightmare Moon took flight again as her mane stretched out to pick up Ditzy and Dinky. With the mare and filly safely in the embrace of her magic, Nightmare Moon soared skyward and, when at a relatively safe distance, set the two down on her back.
“Are you two okay?” Nightmare Moon asked as she glanced over her shoulder and leveled off.
“Yes… yes, we’re fine,” Ditzy replied through the tears in her misaligned eyes while she smiled and hugged Dinky tightly.
“Can you fly and carry her?”
Ditzy Doo nodded. “Yes.”
“Then go with everypony else and fly to the castle. It’s the safest place right now.”
After quickly picking Dinky Doo up in her legs, Ditzy took off from Nightmare Moon’s back. The pair flew a bit before Ditzy turned to look back and offer a “thank you” to Nightmare Moon. She, however, looked back just in time to see the hydra below stretching out one of its heads.
In a single, swift motion, it snapped its jaw down around Nightmare Moon, swallowing her whole.
Ditzy froze in midair, not wanting to believe what she had just seen. The hydra head that had eaten Nightmare Moon was smiling stupidly, licking and smacking its lips as it enjoyed the lingering taste in its mouth. The other heads glared at the first with fiery jealousy, obviously wishing they had gotten to enjoy the rare delicacy.
Yet, after a few moments, all four heads of the hydra stood up straight. Nauseated expressions formed on their faces, and each head let out a short burp. With each belch, a cloud of indigo, star-speckled smoke appeared. The four clouds, once free of the hydra’s mouths, quickly flew away, swirled together, and rematerialized into Nightmare Moon.
Nightmare Moon looked down at the hydra with a cold, merciless glare, and her voice seethed with anger. “Did you just try… to eat me?!”
The hydra backed up nervously and whined, its four heads looking at one another, debating a hasty retreat. Nightmare Moon, however, didn’t give it a chance to escape unscathed. Her eyes flashed to life, and, from her mane, small bolts of lightning surged out in rapid succession. They struck the ground around the hydra’s feet, and the monster quickly began to jump around, trying to keep its toes from being shocked.
This lasted for a few seconds before the hydra turned and fled in the direction of the Everfree Forest. Still, Nightmare Moon was not satisfied until she sent one final bolt of lightning shooting through the air to strike the hydra on the base of its tail, causing it to yelp.
Ditzy Doo almost didn’t dare to approach Nightmare Moon after that. The display of power made her want to just turn tail and flee with her daughter. Despite this, she dared to fly closer and ask, “Y-your Highness?”
“You don’t have to call me that,” Nightmare Moon said as she turned to face Ditzy Doo. “I’m not your queen anymore. Now, are you okay?”
“We’re fine,” Ditzy said, though she couldn’t help but hold her daughter tighter. “What about you? That hydra ate you like you were a bite-sized muffin!”
“I’m fine,” Nightmare Moon assured her. “Now, you need to get to the castle. It’s the only safe place right now.”
Not wanting to argue, Ditzy Doo bowed respectfully and turned to leave. Dinky Doo also offered a thank you. She twisted around in her mother’s legs so she could smile and wave. The small gesture brought a smile to Nightmare Moon’s face, and she couldn’t help but wave back.
It was a short-lived moment; the sound of crashing trees and wood drew Nightmare Moon’s attention back to the task at hoof. In the time Nightmare Moon spent fighting the first hydra, the rest of the creatures that were coming out of the Everfree Forest had reached Ponyville. There were hydras, cerberi, scorpios… but the worst that Nightmare Moon could see were the lupus minors racing through the streets of Ponyville.
“Horse-feathers, there are too many to fight one at a time,” Nightmare Moon cursed to herself. She flapped her wings and began to circle above Ponyville while assessing the situation. She could easily handle any of the monsters one-on-one with the full extent of her magic, but, while she was fighting one, the other monsters would have free reign to attack, injure, and eat other ponies.
If she was going to save as many ponies as possible, she needed to fight all the monsters at once. She’d need to draw their attention away, so the residents of Ponyville could flee. But she couldn’t be in that many places at once.
Or could she?
For a moment, Nightmare Moon remembered how she had infiltrated Celestia’s castle, how she had become a whole group of soldiers. She could divide herself, divide her magic, and face down every monster at the same time. It would let her protect the most ponies.
Yet there was a danger to it. The more Nightmare Moon divided herself, the more vulnerable she would be. Her strength, resilience, and immortality were caused by the sheer amount of magic she, as a full-blood alicorn, could contain. It meant she had more than enough magic to divide herself, but, the more she divided herself, the weaker and more vulnerable each piece would be.
It would not only put her at a great disadvantage against the monsters, but, if her clones got too badly hurt… or if too many of them fell… she could easily get herself…
For a moment, Nightmare Moon hesitated. She wondered if it was really smart to make herself that vulnerable. Her ears continued to pick up on the panicked screams and sounds of destruction. The ponies… they needed her help. She made up her mind. Shutting her eyes, Nightmare Moon called on her magic, drawing it to its peak. She then began the quick but delicate process of subdividing her magic, and thus, herself.
~~~
“Come on, this way!” Rainbow Dash called out. She waved a hoof as she led a group of panicked ponies through Ponyville. The group followed the directions to a T, rounding a corner and continuing their panicked gallop into the center of town. A few more directions from Rainbow Dash, and the group of ponies was running up the road to the castle.
Dash watched the group for a few moments to make sure there weren’t going to be any stragglers before she looped around and flew to the town hall.
Soon after Zecora had been dropped off by Nightmare Moon, she had met up with Twilight, who immediately took it upon herself to organize the evacuation of Ponyville. Twilight called on her friends for help as she saw them. The six ponies and one zebra were now doing everything they could to ensure everypony got out safely.
Rainbow Dash landed beside Twilight, who was currently looking over a table. On it was a map of Ponyville along with several lists. Twilight was holding one of the lists magically and using a pencil to check something off as Rainbow Dash said, “Okay, I found everypony on Horseshoe Street and got them out. What’s next?”
“I need a fresh scouting report,” Twilight said without looking up from her work, much like a field general commanding her troops. “Fly up and see where all the monsters are, so we know what streets we need to clear next.”
Rainbow Dash snapped her hoof up into a momentary salute before zipping skywards. With her trademark speed, she was soon high above the town and looking across the panic-stricken Ponyville. She began taking quick mental notes of where the monsters were.
It was a bad situation. The two hydras still hadn’t gotten too deep into the town, but the other monsters were starting to spread into areas that hadn’t been evacuated. Rainbow Dash saw one cerberus getting close to the clinic where Applejack and Rarity were working to help evacuate the patients. The three-headed, black-furred, red-eyed, size-of-an-elephant dog lumbered through the streets, sniffing at the ground, following the thick scent of ponies.
That cerberus wasn’t alone. There were other three-headed dogs on the prowl around town, and they were spreading quickly. Not only that, there were scorpios too. Like the Ursa Minor, the scorpios were constellation beasts, magical in nature, and obscenely huge. The key difference was, while the Ursa Minor was bear-like, the scorpios were like scorpions, and they had a preference for having ponies for breakfast. The scorpios were crawling across the Ponyville buildings, using their claws and tails to try and strike at the ponies who still lingered in the streets while smashing anything in their way.
However, the most frightening things attacking the town were the lupus minors, constellation wolves. They weren’t big monsters; a lupus minor was about the size of an average pony. What they lacked in size, however, they made up for in ferocity and speed. While the average pony was able to outrun or outmaneuver the larger monsters, the lupus minors had the speed and skill to chase down their prey.
That was what one lupus minor was about to do. Rainbow Dash saw two little fillies galloping as fast as their hooves could take them away from a pursuing lupus minor. The fillies had about a two-block lead on it, but, due to their small size and short legs, the constellation wolf was catching up quickly.
Dash didn’t hesitate for a moment. She flew down to intercept the monster. It was a deadly race, but one Dash was sure she would win. Just as the lupus minor managed to catch up with the fillies, she soared in, tackled the beast, and sent it bouncing down the street while she rolled once and jumped back on her hooves. She skidded to a stop, finishing off a move that would have made the Wonderbolts proud.
As the wolf reeled from the sudden sky attack, Rainbow Dash chanced a glance over her shoulder, looking at the two fillies. It was a familiar pair: Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon. “You two need to get out of here! Now!” Dash snapped before turning her gaze forward again, so she could keep an eye on the lupus minor as it recovered.
“Come on, Silver Spoon, we’ve got to go!” Diamond Tiara stressed. She was trying to pull her friend off the ground. Silver Spoon, however, wouldn't budge; she was too scared. She had dropped down onto her stomach, covered her eyes with her hooves, and started to cry for her mother.
“Seriously, you two have to GO!” Dash yelled, taking a few anxious steps back. The lupus minor was back on its paws and creeping slowly towards the three ponies. It licked its lips and kept its eyes focused on them. Dash lowered herself and spread her wings, meeting the beast’s hungry stare while placing herself between it and the fillies. The beast growled as it prepared to pounce.
Rainbow snorted and pawed at the ground defiantly, like a bull ready to charge. The pair glared each other down for a time, each waiting for the other to make a move before Rainbow Dash finally shouted, “Are you all bark and no bite or what?”
The beast took Dash’s taunt and pounced with claws and teeth bared. The constellation wolf, however, soon found itself the victim of another sky-bound attack. A figure plowed into the wolf’s side, and both it and the wolf zipped across the street before crashing into a nearby market cart like a wrecking ball.
Rainbow Dash, Silver Spoon, and Diamond Tiara watched anxiously to see what had just saved them, only for the wolf to climb out of the wreckage first. It shook itself, tossing off a few shreds of wood that lingered in its coat before turning its focus back on them. That proved to be a mistake. While the wolf’s attention was on them, a smoky, star sparkled mane reached out from the wrecked market cart and grabbed the lupus by the hind leg.
The lupus minor was then promptly flung down the street, its starry body crashing into a cart full of hay. At the same time, another figure pulled itself out of the wrecked market cart near Rainbow Dash.
Nightmare Moon winced a bit as she folded her wings. She moved to the center of the street and positioned herself in front of Rainbow Dash. “Get them out of here,” she ordered while keeping her eyes focused on the far end of the street. The lupus minor was crawling out of the hay wagon, and, after growling, it began charging down the street again.
“NOW!” Nightmare Moon snapped as she unfurled her wings and stood to meet the constellation wolf’s charge.
Dash’s bewilderment ended with Nightmare Moon’s shout. She scooped up the fillies, carrying Silver Spoon on her back and holding Diamond Tiara in her front hooves as she flew skyward. She kept flying until she was sure she was at a safe distance, and only then did Rainbow Dash look back.
What Dash saw almost made her drop Diamond Tiara. There had to be dozens of Nightmare Moons all across town! The copies fought and distracted the many different monsters as the town’s residents fled in the direction of the castle. Rainbow Dash would have likely stayed there, if only to count all the Nightmare Moons she saw, but the crying and fussing fillies she was carrying reminded her what she had to do.
She would take Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara to safety, but only after she told Twilight what was going on.
~~~
“Hurry, Rarity, we’ve got to get all these here patients out of the clinic!”
“I am doing my best to hurry, Applejack,” Rarity replied, “but we can’t forget the medicine they need!”
Much like the unplanned sleepover the pair had at Twilight’s, Applejack’s and Rarity’s conflicting personalities were surfacing. Initially, the two had worked together flawlessly. Applejack had gotten straight to the important task of helping Nurse Redheart load the patients into a wagon that she was going to pull with the help of Big Macintosh, who was already hitched to the front. Rarity, on the other hoof, had used her eye for detail to gather any and all medical supplies they would need to make sure the patients didn't get any worse once they reached the castle. Each had been able to focus on their own, equally important, tasks.
Now, however, with time running short, tensions were beginning to flare.
“Girl, get that flank of yours in gear!” Applejack shouted. She had just helped the last patient, a pony with a busted up leg, into the wagon and was now waiting for Rarity to finish getting the last of the medical supplies. “We don’t know how long before them monsters—”
THHRRACCK!!
Applejack turned her head to the side abruptly, the loud crashing noise drawing her attention. For a moment, it seemed like the sound hadn’t come from anywhere, but, as Applejack listened, another crash reached her ears. That second crash was followed a few moments later by something bursting through the wall of a nearby shop, charging across the empty street, and slamming into the buildings on the other side.
“Horse-apples!” Applejack cursed, seeing that the thing that had just busted through a wall was a cerberus. “Big Mac, start pullin’ the cart!”
“Eeyup!” was all her older brother said back before he put his weight into the hitch. The cart budged and began to roll down the street, but it moved painfully slow. Rarity came galloping out of the hospital just in the nick of time, and she jumped into the cart just as it began to roll away.
“I thought you were going to wait!” Rarity half-whined. She set down the medical supplies she had been fetching and looked over the edge of the cart so she could glare at Applejack, who was trotting alongside.
“We were, but that was before that cerberus came barrelin’ through the side of a building!”
“A cerberus!?” Rarity gasped, looking back to see the three-headed dog, only for another gasp to escape her throat.
“What, what is it? Did we forget somepony?” Applejack asked, turning to look at the cerberus. That was when she noticed that the cerberus hadn’t just barreled through the side of a building because it felt like it. The beast had been fighting with something and had tackled it through the building before slamming it with bone-shattering force against a wall on the far side of the street. It was this same something that now lay limply on the ground, and it looked awfully familiar.
“What in the hay is Nightmare Moon doin’ here!?”
Rarity moved to the edge of the wagon, preparing to jump down. “I don’t know, Applejack, but we have to help her!”
“Help her?! Why exactly should we help her?!” Applejack half shouted as she skidded to a stop.
Rarity jumped from the cart, and, after a graceful landing, she trotted over beside Applejack. “Because,” she began as she used her magic to gather some banners from a nearby business, “she needs our help. Or, perhaps you would like to tell Twilight that we let Nyx get eaten?” Rarity’s sentence became punctuated with a small, magical pop as she transfigured the banners into a strong, sturdy length of rope.
Applejack opened her mouth to protest, but, after a few moments, she cursed and stomped her hoof. “Ah… ah shoot, yer right. Still, I’ll be the one doin’ the helpin’. You go with Nurse Redheart and make sure them injured and sick ponies get to the castle safely. I’ll do my best to help out here.”
“And you promise you’ll be okay?” Rarity asked.
“Take it from the Element of Honesty; no overgrown mutt’s gonna get the better of this rodeo pony. Besides, they need you more than I do.”
Rarity nodded and set the rope on the ground beside Applejack. “All right, but do be careful.”
“I will,” Applejack replied. She watched Rarity run to catch up with the cart before looking back down the street at the cerberus. She lifted a hoof to her head and gave her hat a gentle tap to make sure it was secure before she tied the rope Rarity had made around her tail.
Once she was ready, Applejack took a moment to focus herself. She took a single, deep breath and released it before galloping down the street. As she ran, she began working and spinning her tail, forming her lasso into a perfect circle in the air above her.
Nightmare Moon was lying limply on the ground next to the wall she had been smashed against, and the cerberus was just about to dig into the first pony meal it had ever gotten a chance to enjoy. Its center head reached out, fangs dripping with saliva.
Applejack didn’t let the monster get a taste of her. She tossed her lasso, and the loop of the rope soared around the center head’s muzzle. Applejack then stopped, took the rope in her teeth, and pulled, causing the lasso’s loop to shrink. The rope forced the cerberus’s mouth shut, and, before the beast could properly react, Applejack pulled hard on the rope, turning the beast away from Nightmare Moon.
With she and the cerberus now facing one another, Applejack resumed her galloping charge while keeping her rope in her teeth. The cerberus also charged, its attention now fully focused on the pony who dared to attack it. The center head of the beast still had its jaw shut tight by the lasso, but the creature’s other two heads were more than willing to bite down on Applejack if given the chance.
Applejack wasn’t about to give the monster that opportunity. When the cerberus was close enough, Applejack leapt up into the air. The timing of the jump allowed her to put her momentum to good use. She landed on top of the cerberus’s center muzzle and jumped off it like it was a spring board.
The second jump allowed her to land on the creature’s back, where Applejack proceeded to spin around and bite down hard on her rope. She then pulled back, drawing the rope taut and using it to keep herself on the monster.
“Come on, little doggie, let’s see how ya do against a rodeo mare!” Applejack grunted out around the rope in her teeth, and the cerberus was more than willing to put her to the test. It began to buck like a rodeo bull, trying its best to dislodge the pony who was standing on its back.
It was a fight the cerberus was destined to win. While it bucked and tossed for several seconds, the cerberus’s center head struggled against the rope around its muzzle. The rope held for a time, but, eventually, the strain proved too much and it snapped.
With the lasso broken, Applejack lost the one thing she had to keep herself anchored to the monster. The next time it bucked, she was thrown several feet upward. She tumbled head over hoof through the air like a rag doll, catching glimpses of the sky and the ground below. She flailed her legs, and, with enough effort, was able to right herself just as she began to fall back towards ground. She looked down to plan her landing, only for a fresh panic to rise in her chest.
The cerberus appeared to be smiling as it positioned itself beneath Applejack. It opened its jaws and began waiting patiently for the meal that was about to be dropped right onto its waiting tongue. However, in fighting Applejack, the cerberus had forgotten about the opponent it had been contending with earlier.
Nightmare Moon charged down the street and threw herself into the cerberus’s gut like a hoofball linebacker. The three-headed beast stumbled, whining from being hit in the stomach and having the air knocked from its lungs. Nightmare Moon, however, didn’t continue her assault. Instead she looked up, and, with careful positioning, she caught Applejack on her back.
“Are you okay?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“I… I reckon I am,” she replied as she tried to stand up on Nightmare Moon’s back. Applejack, however, put her hoof down on a tender spot, causing Nightmare Moon to wince and grit her teeth.
“But it looks like you aren’t,” Applejack added. She jumped down to the ground, so she wouldn’t hurt Nightmare Moon anymore.
“It’s nothing, just a bruised rib.”
“Bruised rib?! Now wait an apple pickin’ minute! I thought you were like the princesses, and aren’t they immortal?”
“We’re immortal because of the amount of magic inside us. But, right now, I’ve split myself and my magic amongst a number of copies. Each is still fairly powerful, but, with my magic divided as it is, I’m more vulnerable.”
“I guess that makes about as much sense as anything else. How many copies of yourself have you made?”
“A few dozen, enough to distract and fight most of these monsters and buy some time for everypony to escape,” Nightmare Moon replied. She watched as the cerberus recovered from being tackled in the gut. “I’ve gotten a few of the monsters to flee back to the Everfree Forest, but there are still so many of them left.”
“How do we get rid of them?”
“They’re here because they’ve realized Celestia’s gone, and they thought they could make an easy meal out of the ponies here in Ponyville. We need to show them otherwise.”
“I get ya. We put up too much of a fight, they start figurin’ we ain’t worth the trouble,” Applejack said, tapping the top of her hat to make sure it was secured. “Well, how much more punishment you think this here cerberus can take before it turns tail?”
“Not much, but this bruised rib is making it hard for me to breathe,” Nightmare Moon admitted. “These cerberi aren’t anything like their mother, the guardian of Tartarus. Still, even if they are pups, they put up a good fight.”
Applejack smiled, gathered up what remained of her rope and tied it into a fresh lasso. “Well, don’t you worry none. The two of us together will whip this dog back to the hills.”
~~~
One of the Nightmare Moon clones banked, staying aloft as she looked over the monster-ravaged Ponyville. The evacuation was continuing slowly. A lot of ponies had gotten out and to the castle, but there were still a lot who needed help. The monsters had spread all across town, leaving pockets of ponies trapped or fleeing for their lives.
So far, nopony had been hurt. Twilight and her friends were managing to lead the pockets of ponies to safety, but only while the small army of Nightmare Moons kept fighting the monsters, sending them back to the Everfree Forest or distracting the beasts long enough for the ponies in danger to escape.
The Nightmare Moon in the sky had taken up the duty of scouting, keeping a constant eye on what was happening. The clones didn’t share a consistent mental link, but, by using a bit of magic, the scout in the sky could shout messages to the Nightmare Moons on the ground, telling them of ponies in imminent danger.
Banking again, Nightmare Moon searched the streets for any brightly-colored spots. The natural coloring of ponies was very easy to spot against the simple streets of the town. One splotch of color drew her attention. It was bright pink and standing in the very center of an intersection with a lupus minor creeping up on it from behind.
It was Pinkie Pie, and she hadn’t noticed that she was about to be attacked.
With no time to alert any other of the clones, the Nightmare Moon in the sky tucked her wings in and went into a dive, rushing to save Pinkie Pie herself. The constellation wolf, however, was very close, and, even as Nightmare Moon dropped out of the sky like a stone, the wolf jumped, launching itself at Pinkie Pie.
It bit down, and Nightmare Moon expected to hear Pinkie Pie’s screams of pain. Instead, Pinkie Pie burst apart in an explosion of confetti and streamers. The first explosion was then followed by a second, which filled the intersection with a green cloud of smoke.
Spreading her wings wide, Nightmare Moon managed to slow her quick descent and land just outside the cloud. Then, after planting her hooves firmly on the ground, she beat her wings. The bursts of air she produced carried the cloud away, allowing her to see what remained of the strange double explosion.
The lupus minor was passed out on the ground, fast asleep. What Nightmare Moon had believed was Pinkie Pie was actually one of the training dummies from the castle’s guard room. Stepping forward, Nightmare Moon gently nudged what remained of the fake fabric pony. It was during her investigation of the strange doppelganger that she felt the street beneath her hooves shift. She stepped to the side and was surprised to see part of the street standing up.
It was Pinkie Pie, the real one this time. She had been hiding in a low hole while wearing some fake dirt and stones. It was a perfect disguise, so perfect, in fact, that Nightmare Moon hadn’t even realized she was standing on top of a pony.
“Aww, only got one that time,” Pinkie Pie said like a fishermare complaining about the size of her catch.
Nightmare Moon blinked a few times, her brain having some difficulty understanding what was going on. “Pinkie Pie?”
“Yeperooni!” she replied happily.
“What… is this?”
“A distraction,” Pinkie Pie answered proudly. “When Twilight was giving everypony something to do, I asked what I could do, and she wasn’t sure at first. But then she thought of something and told me about all these training dummies she saw in your castle. So she said I should make some surprises for the monsters because I have a special talent for being a distraction and making distractions.
“But isn’t that silly?” Pinkie Pie continued with a giggle. “I mean, my special talent is throwing amazing parties, not being a distraction! Still, these meanie mean monsters don’t deserve a party, so I decided to try what Twilight suggested. I ran and got some of these fake ponies and filled them with my patented confetti and streamer surprise. Then Rainbow Dash said I should make the fake ponies a prank and fill them with some sleeping powder from the joke shop.”
Pinkie Pie began picking up pieces of the dummy. “And I was like ‘Whoa, that is such a GREAT idea!’, so I did it. I’ve been leaving my special surprise ponies all over town to distract the monsters, and, whenever any of those nasty monsters bite down on one of my surprise ponies, they get confetti, streamers, and sleeping gas!”
“Do… you need any help?” Nightmare Moon hesitantly asked.
“Nope, I got this. But, just so you know, you can tell my fake ponies from the real ones by their flanks. None of my surprise ponies have cutie marks. That, and they’re made of fabric, but that’s kind of hard to see from a distance. These dummies are really life-like!”
Nightmare Moon couldn’t keep herself from laughing a little. “Well, keep up the good work then.”
“You too, Queen Nyxie,” Pinkie Pie chirped before running down the street with the remains of the exploded dummy. It was a sight that made Nightmare Moon just shake her head and smile. She took flight and, once she was back in the air, spread the word to the other clones, telling them about Pinkie Pie’s decoys. After that, whenever any of the clones saw a cloud of green smoke and confetti shoot up from Ponyville's streets, they would crack a smile.
Yes, the world could be ending, but Pinkie Pie would still be Pinkie Pie.
~~~
Cheerilee’s muscles and lungs were burning as she started to reach the end of her endurance. When the monster attacks started, she had come across a scorpio entering a park. While her first instinct had been to turn tail and run in the opposite direction, she soon noticed the monster had seen some of her students. The fillies and colts were playing in the park and were unaware of the looming danger.
Thus, her love of children rose to full force, and Cheerilee galloped to the park and jumped right into the path of the scorpio. She hopped around, waved her hooves, and probably made herself look partially demented, but it had done the trick. She distracted the orange-colored constellation monster, drawing its attention away from the children and to her. Cheerilee then ran and, for a while, had managed to stay ahead of her hungry pursuer.
Panting heavily, Cheerilee rounded a corner and chanced a glance back. It was, however, a poor time for her to look over her shoulder. On the street ahead, a vegetable cart had been overturned, and its contents were spread across the street. Cheerilee’s hoof landed on top of a carrot, and, with a yelp, she rolled her ankle and toppled forward.
Cheerilee hit the ground hard, and the impact knocked the wind from her lungs and made her vision swim. Knowing what was pursuing her, she forced herself back onto her hooves and attempted to continue fleeing. She, however, winced the moment she put weight down on her front right leg. She had sprained her ankle badly, and, despite the adrenaline in her system, it hurt too much to put any real weight on the injured joint.
Looking back, Cheerilee saw the scorpio round the corner. The arachnid constellation beast snapped one of its pony-sized claws threateningly. It advanced down the street, approaching Cheerilee as the school teacher backed up, limping each time she was forced to put weight on her sprained ankle.
Unable to escape, she could only watch as the scorpio drew closer, looming over her as it opened one of its terrible pincers. Cheerilee could only shut her eyes, swallowing nervously as she muttered a small prayer, hoping that, if she was going to die for protecting the children, it would at least be over quickly.
“AAAUUGGGHHHHHH!!!”
Cheerilee’s eyes snapped open, and her vision was filled with black, swirling indigo and stars. She backed up a few steps, and an audible gasp escaped her throat when she realized that Nightmare Moon was being held in the scorpio’s pincer, a pincer that should have been squeezing down on her own body.
Nightmare Moon grunted, kicked her legs, and flapped her wings as she struggled to free herself. The scorpio was bewildered for a moment to find such a large pony in its grip, but then its mouth began to clatter eagerly. It drew Nightmare Moon close, preparing to take its first bite from her.
Not eager to be eaten twice in one day, Nightmare Moon called on her magic. With a sharp snap, a small bolt of lightning struck the creature where its pincer joined its arm. The joint sizzled and turned black under the strike, and the scorpio dropped Nightmare Moon with a pain-filled hiss before retreating back a few steps.
Nightmare Moon managed to twist herself in the air enough to land on her hooves, and, with her horn glowing, she grabbed hold of the scorpio’s tail. She lifted the insect constellation beast into the air and began to swing it around in a circle. Round and round she swung the scorpio, building up momentum before releasing her hold on the beast. It flew through the air in a high arc like a well-thrown Olympic hammer. It flew clear of Ponyville and eventually crashed down back inside the distant Everfree Forest, scaring a number of birds from the trees.
“Don’t you ever try to lay a claw on my teacher ever again!” Nightmare Moon barked at the beast, even though it was far out of earshot. She then fell to her knees, panting heavily as a few tremors ran through her body, signs that she was becoming acquainted with her latest injuries.
Cheerilee moved up beside Nightmare Moon the moment she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth to ask if Nightmare Moon was all right, only to be interrupted by a similar question.
“Are… are you okay, Miss Cheerilee?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“Yes, I am. Thank you,” she replied, though her voice was shaky, not from facing Nightmare Moon but from how she was acting. The queen Cheerilee knew was a monster; that’s what all the old stories said. But… a monster wouldn’t have saved her from a scorpio like that… or asked if she was okay while ignoring her own injuries.
“Good, I’m glad I got here in time,” Nightmare Moon said before taking in a deep breath. She then grunted, gritted her teeth, and forced herself back onto her hooves. She stumbled a few times and would have fallen over if Cheerilee hadn’t rushed to her side and lent what little support she could.
“Nigh— I mean, Nyx, you’re hurt,” Cheerilee said. “We need to get you to Nurse Redheart, and—”
“Th-there’s no time,” Nightmare Moon replied just as she was finally managing to stand on her own four hooves. “There… there are other monsters that I have to take care of, but, first, I need to make sure I get you to the castle.”
“But—”
“I’ll be okay, Miss Cheerilee, I promise. Almost everypony has made it to my castle, and the monsters have started to flee back to the Everfree Forest, at least the ones that I haven’t tossed back out myself,” Nightmare Moon reassured her. “It will be okay, but I can’t rest yet. Now, you can’t run anywhere on that ankle. I’ll fly you to the castle, but then I have to go back out to help clear out the rest of the monsters.”
With that, Nightmare Moon’s horn glowed, and she lifted Cheerilee up onto her back. While Cheerilee obviously didn’t like the thought of Nightmare Moon doing anything in her injured condition, she didn’t protest. She instead just gave a thankful smile and a nod and did her best to stay balanced on Nightmare Moon’s back as she spread her wings and took flight.
~~~
Nightmare Moon leaned against a nearby building, closing her eyes as she took a moment to rest. The fight for Ponyville was still being waged, and, while the other clones of her continued to fight, this one copy needed a moment to rest. She had just beaten a cerberus back to the Everfree Forest, but the fight hadn’t been one sided. It had taken a lot to force back that one cerberus, and, if not for the building she was leaning on, Nightmare Moon would have been too weak to even stand on her own hooves.
And, if a predator is good at anything, it's sensing when its prey is weak.
A low growl caused Nightmare Moon to open her eyes, and she saw that she was surrounded by a trio of lupus minors. Nightmare Moon strained, trying to find the strength to face these new enemies… but she couldn’t. She was too tired. She needed more time to rest, though it was time the lupus minors were not going to allow her.
Shutting her eyes again, Nightmare Moon hung her head. She had learned, during her time impersonating a troop of soldiers, that by cloning herself she made herself weaker, but she had also learned that injuries the clones received didn’t just go away. Each wound would have an effect on her real body when she made herself whole again, though the effects would be dulled. Major injuries on a clone would become minor injuries for her real body, but, if a clone died… Nightmare Moon feared what that would do when she made herself whole again.
She would be the first clone to fall, but that was okay. She guessed she, as a whole, could survive if a few clones were lost, though it would put her in pretty bad shape when she became a single mare again. Still, if losing those clones meant she protected more ponies, then it was worth it in the end. Yes… losing one clone would be all right. She could stand losing one.
The lupus minors seemed to sense Nightmare Moon’s surrender. One licked its chops while the others sneered and inched closer. Their muscles began to tense; they were preparing to pounce on their injured prey.
“DON’T YOU DARE!”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes snapped open, turning her head to the source of the voice. It was a voice that was strong, firm, and commanding, but it was one she knew. It was a voice that was normally soft and gentle, and it belonged to the most compassionate and gentle pony in Equestria.
It was Fluttershy’s voice. She was standing between the lupus minors and Nightmare Moon… and she was furious. “I don’t care how many of you there are! I don’t care how big your fangs are or how sharp your claws are! You will not, I repeat: will. Not! Hurt! Her! You got THAT?!”
The lupus minors took an anxious step back, glancing between each other. One of the three wolves, however, found courage to face Fluttershy. It started to inch towards her, and it growled. Fluttershy, however, was unfazed. She turned her gaze upon the wolf, and opened her eyes wide. The orbs became as hard and cold as steel. The wolf froze up almost immediately, rigid as stone.
It was “The Stare”, and Fluttershy wasn’t holding back.
“Now,” Fluttershy began as she stepped towards the wolf that had dared to approach her until barely an inch separated her nose from its own, “you are going to take your two friends here, go back to the Everfree Forest, and I NEVER want to see you in Ponyville again.”
The lupus minor wilted, whimpered, and glanced over at the other two constellation wolves, who offered no support.
“Well, what are you waiting for!? SHOO!”
With that simple word, the three constellation wolves bolted and ran back towards the Everfree Forest with their tails between their legs. Fluttershy kept her hardened gaze fixed on the wolves until they were several blocks away before she softened and allowed herself to return to her usual, caring nature.
“You… didn’t have to do that,” Nightmare Moon grunted out as Fluttershy turned around.
“And you didn’t have to help us fight back the monsters,” Fluttershy replied with a gentle smile. She took flight and hovered in the air near Nightmare Moon’s head. “But you did, and, because of you, a lot of ponies are safe. I’m really proud of you, Nyx.”
Nightmare Moon looked away from Fluttershy, instead focusing on the ground. “Hasn’t Twilight told you? I don’t like being called Nyx.”
“Really?” Fluttershy asked. “She calls you that all the time.”
Nightmare Moon refused to meet Fluttershy’s gaze for a time, but eventually she couldn’t stop herself from looking up. “She does? Even after everything I’ve done and how I treated her… Twilight still calls me Nyx?”
Fluttershy nodded. “She still thinks of you as her Nyx. She thinks that, deep down, you’re not a bad pony… and I’m starting to agree with her. You’re not a bad pony, Nyx. You’ve just made some bad decisions.”
“Bad decisions… now that’s the understatement of the millennium,” Nightmare Moon grunted. She groaned and struggled to ease her weight off of the wall she had been leaning against. Her first try failed, but on the second Nightmare Moon managed to stand without aid. Only then did she look back to Fluttershy. “Answer me this: How many bad decisions can a pony make before she is a bad pony?”
“It doesn’t matter how many. If a pony is willing to apologize and do what’s right to fix her mistakes, then she’s never a bad pony. You’re a good pony, Nyx, and do you want to know why?”
“Why?”
“Because only a good pony would have come out here and faced down an army of monsters to protect the ponies she cares about.”
“You are kind as always, Fluttershy, the kindest pony in Equestria. This time, however, you are being too kind, but I appreciate your words nonetheless,” Nightmare Moon said before sucking in a deep breath and spreading her wings. “Now, I cannot ask you to keep the monsters away as I rest. I will retreat to the town square for now, and, when my strength has returned, I will fly out again.”
“There aren’t many monsters left, Nyx. You should just rest and let us handle it.”
“I cannot, and I will not let you put yourselves in danger fixing my mistake. This monster attack is my fault, and I will do whatever I must to set it right… once I’ve caught my breath.” Nightmare Moon took flight with those final words, and Fluttershy watched her join a few other clones before heading towards the center of town. Fluttershy let out a sigh and shook her head.
“Oh Nyx…”
~~~
The monster attack was finally drawing to a close as noon rolled around. All the ponies in Ponyville had been evacuated; the last few stragglers had been cleared out an hour before. The only ponies who remained were Twilight and her friends, who were staying behind to help the many Nightmare Moons fight off the remaining monsters.
And at ten minutes past noon, the last hydra was chased out of town. The four-headed monstrosity was running back into the forest like a crying baby, leaving in its wake a trio of Nightmare Moons who hovered in the air alongside Rainbow Dash.
“Yeah, you better run!” Dash called out before she snickered to herself and looked back at the three copies of Nightmare Moon, who all looked significantly worse for the wear than her. “Come on, let’s go meet up with all the other yous back at the town hall.”
The Nightmare Moons nodded and banked to follow behind Rainbow Dash on the flight back to the center of town. There, just outside of town hall, the small army of Nightmare Moons had gathered. The three clones flew to join the crowd while Rainbow Dash landed by her friends, who were on the veranda just outside the front door of town hall.
“Last hydra sent packing,” Dash proclaimed proudly.
“Good,” Twilight stated with a nod before placing a check mark on a piece of paper. “That should be all the monsters. Still, Rainbow Dash, I want you and Fluttershy to sweep through town and make sure everything is clear. I don’t want to bring any ponies back here until we’re sure that all these things are gone.”
“What about us, sugarcube?” Applejack asked.
“You take Rarity, Zecora, and Pinkie Pie and head up to the castle. Tell everypony there that we think all the monsters are gone and that it should be safe to come back fairly soon.”
“And what about you?”
“I’ll stay here until Fluttershy and Rainbow Dash have finished sweeping the town, and then I’ll meet you at the castle with them and Nyx,” Twilight assured as she stepped away from the table which had been her command center throughout the long morning.
All her friends nodded, and each quickly headed off to their assigned tasks while Twilight moved towards the crowd of Nightmare Moon clones. “Are there any monsters left?” the closest of the clones asked.
“No, I think we got them all. You can pull yourself back together now.”
All the Nightmare Moons nodded, and each turned into an indigo cloud before all the clouds gathered together into a single mass just a few feet in front of Twilight. It only took a moment for that single cloud to materialize into Nightmare Moon, and, a moment later, she collapsed to the ground with a painful whinny.
“Nyx!” Twilight yelped before quickly rushing over to her side. “Are you okay?”
Nightmare Moon coughed and struggled to pull herself off the ground. “I’m… fine… it’s just… when my copies… came back together… all the injuries… my clones received… are now affecting me.”
“All the injuries?!” Twilight exclaimed, and Nightmare Moon just nodded before pulling herself off the ground. Now, every injury she had endured was clearly visible to Twilight, and it made her lift a hoof to her mouth in shock. Nightmare Moon’s body was littered with cuts, she wasn’t able to put weight on her front right leg, and one of her wings hung limply at her side. On top of it all, Nightmare Moon’s breathing was labored, as if every breath caused pain to shoot through her body.
“We’ve got to get you to Nurse Redheart right away,” Twilight said firmly.
Nightmare Moon took a few gingerly limped steps away from Twilight. “No… I’ll be fine. You’ll need… need me here in case… there are more monsters.”
“No, I’m sure we got all of them. You should get to the castle and lie down before you—”
“TWILIGHT!!!”
The shout drew Twilight’s attention skyward, and she saw Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy flying towards her in a rush. “What is it?” she called up to them.
“There’s one left, a lupus, but it’s way bigger than the others!” Rainbow Dash shouted while waving her hooves above her head.
“Where is it?”
“It’s coming this way!” Fluttershy answered while pointing a hoof. Twilight turned her head in the direction Fluttershy was pointing and felt the blood in her veins turn to ice. Charging down the street towards her and Nightmare Moon was a lupus, but it was not a lupus minor. No, this was a full grown lupus major, a constellation wolf as large as Nightmare Moon and four times as ferocious as the smaller, younger lupus minors that had been terrorizing Ponyville.
The beast barreled towards them like a runaway locomotive, closing several blocks’ distance at a speed that rivaled even Rainbow Dash’s. The two pegasi in the air were shouting for Twilight and Nightmare Moon to get out of the way, and Twilight couldn't deny her first instinct was to run.
Then Twilight glanced over at Nightmare Moon. She was barely able to stand and probably couldn't fly. There was no way she could get away, and Twilight wasn't going to leave Nightmare Moon alone with the wolf. She wasn't going to abandon her again.
Unwilling to flee, Twilight furrowed her eyebrows and put herself directly in front of Nightmare Moon. She lowered herself down and began to call on her magic in preparation for a fight. She was, after all, a unicorn that had handled an Ursa Minor, and the lupus major, while more vicious, was a lot smaller.
The lupus major was almost upon her, but Twilight was ready. She'd wait for the creature to leap up, and then she'd catch it in her levitation magic and throw it back down the street. It wasn't easy to levitate things so big, but she knew she could do it. She wouldn't let an overgrown wolf lay a paw on her daughter.
Twilight gritted her teeth as the lupus got close enough to pounce, and the constellation wolf threw itself into the air in a grand, arcing lunge. It was baring its fangs, and its claws were extended, ready to grab hold of Twilight and tear into her flesh. Twilight was just about to unleash her spell when a cloud of indigo shot past her, snapped at the wolf like a whip, and knocked it back several feet.
“Get out of here!” Nightmare Moon ordered Twilight, “I'll handle this.”
“No! I'm not—”
“THIS ISN'T A DISCUSSION!” Nightmare Moon bellowed as her mane flared. Before Twilight could shout another protest, the mane had lashed out and encased Twilight as well as Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy. Nightmare Moon’s eyes glowed white, and three bright flashes emanated from inside her mane.
She had sent the three mares away to safety; they were gone, and, as Nightmare Moon panted from the exertion of magic, she turned her attention to the lupus major. It was slowly walking towards her with a murderous intent in its eyes, and she met its glare with her own.
~~~
Twilight blinked, shook her head, and tried to grasp what had just happened. One moment she saw Nightmare Moon getting attacked, but then her vision had been blocked with Nightmare Moon’s mane. The next moment, Twilight was looking out over Ponyville.
“Where… w-what?!” Twilight stammered as she looked around. She, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy were at Nightmare Moon’s castle, standing on top of the gatehouse. The gallows that Twilight had almost been hung from had been removed, torn straight from the wall, giving Twilight a clear view of Ponyville below.
Dash recovered from the teleportation spell and jumped into a hover. “How the hay did we get here?”
“Argh! It was Nyx! She must have teleported us away from the fight!” Twilight shouted. She lifted her forehooves and placed them on the gatehouse’s battlements, so she could balance on her back legs and look into Ponyville.
“But, Twilight, does that mean she’s still—”
Fluttershy’s question was interrupted by a loud crash that drew the mares’ attention and made them look in the direction of town. From their position on top of the gatehouse, they could see glimpses of Nightmare Moon as she fought with the lupus major in the center of Ponyville. She was standing away from the wolf and was on her hooves, but her movements made it apparent she was injured, tired, and at a major disadvantage.
“What is she thinking?! She’s going to get herself killed!” Twilight shouted. “We have to get down there and help her!”
“Twilight, if you go down there, you’ll just get yourself killed,” Rainbow Dash told her. “Nightmare Moon can handle it.”
“She’s hurt, Rainbow, badly! If we don’t help—” Twilight’s protest was silenced as she felt a wave of magic wash over her. She looked to Ponyville and could not see Nightmare Moon or the lupus major anywhere. There was, however, something Twilight could see. From between a few buildings, Nightmare Moon’s swirling mane began to rise up into the air above the town. It went several stories up before it formed into a threatening cloud, a cloud that soon began to crackle with energy.
The energy and magic built up quickly, and then its power was unleashed. A single, thick burst of lightning arced down, cut through the air, and caused a thunderclap that could not only be heard, but also felt by all the ponies hiding in the castle.
The lightning strike threw up a dark cloud of smoke where it struck, obscuring much of Ponyville. Twilight strained her eyes to see what was happening, but it was impossible. She wanted to race down there to make sure Nightmare Moon was alright, but fear had rooted her hooves in place. What if she was attacked by the lupus major; what if she found Nightmare Moon dead?
For several minutes, Twilight could only watch Ponyville with Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy by her side. The dust that had been thrown up began to drift on the wind, and the dark cloud that was Nightmare Moon’s mane fizzled and disappeared as well.
The first sign of life came from the lupus major. Twilight only saw glimpses of it at first, but she was able to see that it was running away from Ponyville. It was also limping, but the beast still managed an impressive pace despite its injury. It raced all the way to the edge of the Everfree Forest, and there it paused. It looked back at Ponyville and kicked some dirt in the town’s direction before disappearing back into the forest.
The next sign of life came a few minutes later, which felt like a torturous amount of time for Twilight. It was Dash who saw it first, and she quickly called out and drew Twilight’s attention to another part of town. There, a black figure had just rounded a corner and was now slowly limping up the road to the castle. She moved agonizingly slowly and looked to be in a lot of pain, but she was there. She was alive.
Twilight didn’t waste a single moment and broke into a gallop. She ran down the steps that connected the top of the gatehouse to the courtyard below, and she began pushing through the tightly packed crowd of ponies who had hidden in the castle’s safe embrace during the attack. It took a few minutes for Twilight to push her way through, but, after passing through a few final groups, she was free of the crowd and running through the castle gates. However, just as she got outside, she slid to a stop as her eyes grew wide.
Nightmare Moon was just a few yards away and was still continuing her slow limp towards the castle gates. To Twilight, it looked like Nightmare Moon was on the verge of collapse. She winced with each step, each breath was labored, and her injured wing dragged on the ground beside her. The lupus major had left her with several fresh wounds, though they were almost lost amongst her prior injuries.
The armor Nightmare Moon wore was torn to shreds. There were deep claw marks in several places, including one across the eye of her helmet. Her makeup was also gone, sweated and rubbed off thanks to the strain of battle. Even Nightmare Moon’s mane seemed injured. The usually full, flowing, star-speckled mass of indigo was pale, sickly, and came off of Nightmare Moon, not like a consistent cloud, but in thin trails and wisps.
“What did you do?”
For a moment, Nightmare Moon chose to ignore Twilight and just continued to limp towards the castle. It wasn’t out of rudeness, but from the fact that she was finding it difficult to breathe. Once she had gotten a little closer, Nightmare Moon stopped, gasped a few times, and then was able to find her voice.
“I… I couldn’t let you… attack the lupus… it might have hurt you. I was… fighting it… but it pinned me… to the ground… I couldn’t make… the lupus let go. So… I shocked us both… with a bolt of lightning.”
“But why would you do that? Why did you teleport me away? I told you I could handle it!”
“Because… I didn't want to see you… I didn't want to see anypony… get hurt. I… I can bear the pain. It's… better for me to be hurt… if it means… I can protect… the ponies I care about.”
Nightmare Moon grunted as she brought herself through the castle gates. She limped into the courtyard where the entire town populace was watching. The ponies made a wide path for her, much like they did when she had passed amongst them before. This time, only some stepped aside because of fear. The rest stepped back in respect.
With her slow steps, Nightmare Moon finally reached the center of the castle’s front courtyard. There, she stopped to rest and catch her breath. She wavered and tilted like she was about to fall, but then she took in a deep breath and looked across the surrounding sea of ponies.
Everypony… they were all safe. She had managed to protect them, and… she almost thought they were looking at her with concern, instead of fear and loathing… but, then again, she was feeling rather light-headed. Still, that didn’t matter. She had done it; she had kept them safe.
“The… the creatures of the Everfree Forest… have been driven back. Ponyville is safe, and you may return… to your homes,” Nightmare Moon called out, trying to give her voice strength. She then took another step with the intention of going back into the castle. She, however, did not make it five more feet before her hoof caught on an uneven stone.
Nightmare Moon fell and hit the ground hard. Audible gasps cascaded across the courtyard at the sight of the once greatly feared alicorn falling over and lying motionlessly on the ground. Still, none of them moved to help her. All they could do was glance anxiously amongst each other, unsure whether to help or not.
The only one that did not hold back was Twilight. She was at Nightmare Moon’s side almost instantly, looking over her in a panic.
“Nyx… NYX! Wake up!” Twilight shouted. She put her head down beside Nightmare Moon’s mouth. She was unconscious, and she was still breathing… but her breathing was weak. Twilight began to hyperventilate, nudging Nightmare Moon’s head. Nightmare Moon, however, didn’t rise, and her breathing was only growing weaker.
Twilight stepped back quickly and began calling on her magic. “Don’t… don’t you worry, Nyx. I’ll get you inside and get you patched up. Yeah, I’ll carry you inside and get you bandaged. It will be just like when I found you in the forest, and you’ll be okay, just like you were then.”
Twilight found concentrating difficult. The exhaustion of a long day and the stress of her own emotions were making it hard to focus on her magic. Still, she managed to lift Nightmare Moon and hold her a few feet above the ground in a levitation spell. Twilight then turned to the crowd watching her, noticing that some of them were frozen in shock.
“Quick, somepony find a first aid kit or something! She needs help!”
Despite Twilight’s call for help, nopony moved. They just stood there, watching with mixed emotions. Some of them couldn’t bear to look Twilight in the eyes. Others were confused and surprised. Some even looked on in anger and disbelief, as if she was doing something wrong. All this drew angry tears to Twilight’s eyes, and she glared at the crowd of ponies.
“What are you doing?!” Twilight screamed at the crowd, making a number of them step back anxiously. “She needs help! She’s hurt, and she got hurt protecting us! I know… I know you’re scared of her… but she needs help!”
Twilight grew hysterical, and desperation entered her voice. “Please… please… we can’t let her… please, I need help! I can’t… I can’t help her by myself. I’m not a doctor, I’m not even a nurse… I need help… she needs help! PLEASE!”
Twilight was crying openly at this point. Her begging eyes searched for somepony, anypony, that was willing to help her. Those nearby, however, chose to turn away, unwilling or unable to meet her gaze, the gaze of a mother who was terrified she was about to lose her daughter.
“You… YOU MONSTERS! SHE JUST SAVED YOU! SAVED YOUR CHILDREN! WHY WON’T YOU HELP?!”
Before Twilight could snap or break down, she felt a hoof on her shoulder.
“Don’t worry, Twilight, we’re here.”
Twilight snapped her head around and smiled through the panicked tears on her face. Floating in the air beside her was Fluttershy, and she was offering a very gentle and reassuring smile. Behind her were other ponies willing to help; they had been behind her the entire time, always willing to help. Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Applejack, Pinkie Pie, Zecora, and other ponies had stepped out from the crowd.
Nurse Redheart stood with saddlebags laden with medical supplies, and Cheerilee was beside the others carrying a first aid kit she had been using to tend to ponies with very minor injuries. It took her longer, because she wanted to speak with her daughter first, but Ditzy Doo also came up, ignoring her own injured wing. To top it all off, even Dr. Stable stepped forward from the crowd to offer his expertise.
These were only the first. Other ponies started to step out from the crowd. Some Twilight recognized, others she didn’t, but that didn’t matter at the moment. They were there, willing to help her… to help Nightmare Moon.
“We need to get her inside and start tending her wounds,” Dr. Stable told the growing group of ponies. “Twilight, continue to levitate her as gently as you can, and try to keep her as still and level as possible. Rainbow Dash, I need you to go back to the clinic in town. Find your way to the surgery room and open the big, blue cabinet. Inside will be a large black bag. I need you to get that for me as quickly as possible.”
“You got it,” Rainbow Dash said before quickly zipping off towards Ponyville.
Dr. Stable nodded and looked to everypony else. “The rest of you, help clear a path. We need to get her inside, now!”
The ponies nodded and went to work quickly. Most ran ahead and cleared a path to the castle doors. Others began doing anything and everything Dr. Stable needed. All the while, Twilight waited for her cue to move Nightmare Moon inside, and, as she waited, she drew Nightmare Moon close. Twilight then leaned in and gently nuzzled Nightmare Moon’s cheek.
“You’re going to be all right,” Twilight assured her, “I promise, you’re going to be all right.”
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Chapter 19
Recovery
===================
Ponyville had survived the monster attack from the Everfree Forest, but not unscathed. The town had been ravaged. Yet, through it all, the most important part of Ponyville, its residents, had survived. Some had been hurt, the worst of the injuries being broken bones, but it was nothing that wouldn’t mend with time.
For the first couple of hours, most ponies chose to remain in the safe embrace of Nightmare Moon’s castle. Very few were able to find the courage to venture beyond the protective walls, and none got very far before their nerves and fears drove them running back to the stone fortress.
Despite their fears, the ponies of Ponyville knew they couldn’t stay sheltered in the castle forever. After giving everypony time to rest and recover, Ponyville’s mayor, Ivory Scroll, called on every willing and able pegasus. The fastest of the pegasi were tasked to fly out to the rest of Equestria, warning the kingdom that the monsters were now a much greater threat as well as seeking aid for Ponyville. The rest were tasked with taking an account of the damage the town had suffered.
It wasn’t long after the pegasi flew out that news of which buildings were destroyed and damaged began to stream into the castle, and the news was grim. Many homes and business had been utterly crushed. Some families lost everything except their lives and loved ones. Other buildings were on the verge of collapse and would require extensive repair to be made habitable again. It was news that left many ponies sobbing, but, through the tears, they clung tightly to their friends and families, thankful that they had somepony to embrace.
Despite the dark reality, glimmers of hope shone through. While she could not compare with Twilight, the Mayor began organizing the town’s populace. Under her guidance, fresh life was breathed into Nightmare Moon’s castle. Halls, which had been hollow and lifeless that morning, once again bustled with ponies coming and going in every direction. By the time the sun was nearing the western horizon, the castle had undergone a transformation.
To those who were without a roof over their heads, the castle became a refuge. The guard barracks, guest bedrooms, and larger hallways became a temporary home for ponies who had lost everything or were too scared to leave the castle. Cots and sleeping bags filled every available inch of space, but some ponies were happy to lay down on the floor with just a blanket and pillow. The beds in the castle were reserved for the sick and injured, but nopony complained.
For those who were hungry, the castle became a place to find a filling meal. Ponies who were willing to share their stores of food gave purpose to the castle’s kitchen. Simple, warm, and much-appreciated meals were quickly prepared and passed out to the hungry. They ate in the castle’s dining room, which, for the first time, was filled well past capacity.
To the ponies who were injured both before and during the attack, the castle's medical chambers once again became a place of healing. Dr. Stable, Nurse Tenderheart, and other volunteers tended to the needs of the sick and injured. It also became a place of reunion, where ponies were given the good news that their friends and family members had survived and were on the road to recovery.
Overall, the castle, which had once been a place of fear and dread, had become a safe haven in a terrible storm. It was a place where a pony could find rest, food, medical aid, and, most importantly, some peace of mind. The castle’s thick outer walls, which were being dutifully patrolled by volunteers, provided a sense of security to those who feared the monsters would return in the night.
Yet amongst the hustle and bustle that now filled most of the fortress, there was one hallway and room many purposefully avoided, even if it meant going along a much longer route through the corridors. A hallway where, on one side, there was a large pair of doors emblazoned with a royal seal of a crescent moon.
It was the hallway that connected to the throne room of Nightmare Moon.
It was in this hallway that Twilight Sparkle waited. She sat on the floor, her back and head resting against the wall’s cold stone as she stared at the ceiling. Inside the throne room, Nurse Redheart and Fluttershy were tending to Nightmare Moon while her friends and the other ponies that had helped get her into the palace had moved on to other tasks.
Twilight was the only one not doing anything, and it was a fact that nipped and chewed at the back of her mind. She felt she should have been doing something, anything. She could have been helping the mayor organize the relief efforts, or she could have been using her magic to help lift and move things in town. She, however, just couldn’t bring herself to step more than five feet away from the throne room doors.
Twilight wanted to be inside the throne room, if only to be there for Nightmare Moon. Nurse Redheart, however, had insisted she stay outside, turning the hallway into an impromptu waiting room. Twilight had protested, but Redheart wouldn’t budge. She explained in no uncertain terms that, while she sympathized with Twilight, she couldn’t have her in the room in case something went wrong.
Shifting her gaze away from the ceiling, Twilight looked through one of the nearby windows. The sky was starting to shift from a pristine blue to a warm, welcoming orange; it was a picturesque sunset that at least distracted Twilight from her concerns. She took in the spectrum of colors and stared until the creaking of hinges drew her attention to the opening throne room doors.
Nurse Redheart was the first to step out. She was carrying not only her medical saddlebags but also the doctoral bag Dr. Stable had Rainbow Dash fetch from the clinic. Fluttershy was following close behind, and she carefully closed the door behind her once both she and Redheart were in the hallway.
“How… how is she?” Twilight asked, afraid of what the answer would be.
“She was gravely injured, Twilight. We did what we could to tend to the wounds. She’s stable for the moment, but the next few hours are going to be critical. We’ve done all we can. Now, all we can do is wait and see.”
“Can… can I go see her?”
“Yes, but don’t take too long,” Nurse Redheart advised, “She needs rest more than anything else. Now, you’ll have to excuse me. I have to go check on the other ponies at the clinic, but Fluttershy will be right outside the door if you need anything.”
Twilight nodded and watched Nurse Redheart leave in the direction of the castle’s medical wing. At the same time, Fluttershy landed beside the door, placed a hoof on it, and nudged it open before turning her eyes to Twilight. “Are you ready to go in?”
Twilight was afraid of what condition she would find Nightmare Moon in and, for a moment, wondered if it would be better if she just stayed outside. Still, Fluttershy’s reassuring smile gave her some courage, and, after taking a deep breath, she slipped through the open door into the throne room.
The stained glass windows were still broken, although they’d been covered with banners from another part of the castle to keep the cool evening breeze out. Gentle white light came from the gemstones embedded around the walls, though many of them had been covered with fabric, creating a comfortable dimness in the room.
Near the center of the space, a makeshift bed had been assembled. Blankets, pillows, and soft cushions had been scavenged from all around the castle. The only bed big enough for an alicorn was up in Nightmare Moon’s private chambers, and Dr. Stable had made it clear Nightmare Moon needed medical treatment immediately, not after a team of ponies had gone upstairs, disassembled her bed, brought it to the throne room, and reassembled it.
The temporary bed served its purpose though. It provided a soft place for a wounded pony to rest, and, as Twilight drew closer, it looked like Nightmare Moon was asleep. Her eyes were closed and her breathing, while weak, was consistent. Her mane was beginning to look a little more like it used to, and, most importantly, all of her injuries had been treated. It wasn’t exactly top quality medical work, but Nurse Redheart and Fluttershy had done amazingly well considering the lack of supplies. They had considered putting her in the medical chambers with the others injured during the attack, where Dr. Stable and Nurse Tenderheart would be able to help with her treatment. However, not only was there not enough room in the medical wing for Nightmare Moon, but Redheart believed it would be best to treat her someplace private.
That all led to Nightmare Moon being placed in the throne room, where she slept soundly as Twilight walked closer. She didn’t wake Nightmare Moon; she knew that she needed to let her rest. Still, Twilight wanted to be someplace close. She wanted to be there when Nightmare Moon finally did open her eyes.
Thankfully, the bed that had been assembled was far bigger than it needed to be. While Nightmare Moon took up the center, there was plenty of space on the edges for a pony to lie down, and that’s just what Twilight did. She drew herself up onto a corner near Nightmare Moon’s head, laid herself down, rested her head on top of her forelegs, and just watched Nightmare Moon sleep.
~~~
Twilight wasn’t sure when she had fallen asleep, but she awoke to the sensation of somepony tapping on her shoulder. She sat up, yawned, and, after giving her eyes a moment to focus and adjust, she looked to see who was there. “Mayor?” she muttered groggily while rubbing one of her eyes.
Ivory Scroll nodded her head. “I’m sorry to wake you, Twilight, but can I talk with you outside?”
“Of course,” Twilight replied as she carefully got up from the bed. She looked back to see Nightmare Moon was still sleeping off her injuries, and she smiled a little when she saw Nightmare Moon’s mane looked thicker than it did when she had fallen asleep. It brought a little bit of relief to Twilight’s mind and let her believe that Nightmare Moon was, in fact, recovering.
A small cough from Ivory Scroll reminded Twilight why she had been woken up, and she quickly fell in line behind the mayor. They slipped out of the room and into the adjoining hallway quietly.
“I do apologize for disturbing you. I know you’re worried about her,” the mayor said once the throne room doors were closed.
“It’s okay,” Twilight reassured her. “She’s getting better, and that’s all that matters. Now, what did you want to talk about?”
“There are a few things, actually,” Ivory began. She led Twilight over to a window and pointed outside with a hoof. “First, I wanted you to see that.”
Twilight followed the mayor’s pointing hoof, trying to see what was so important, but Ivory Scroll seemed to be pointing at nothing. The window in question offered a fairly beautiful view of the castle courtyard, where a few ponies were walking back and forth. She could see part of the castle’s outer walls, and, beyond that, the sun hung just above the far horizon, setting the sky ablaze with the warm colors of late afternoon.
“Um… what am I supposed to be looking at?”
“The sunset.”
“What about it?”
“Twilight, it’s a little past ten. In the evening,” Ivory explained flatly. “The sun should have gone down over an hour ago. Ponies are starting to worry.”
Twilight stared at the mayor in disbelief, and she realized that she had slept longer than she’d thought. “Yeah… I guess that’s the problem when there is only one immortal alicorn in Equestria. I’m sorry, but I doubt Nyx is going to be strong enough to handle moving the sun and moon for at least a few days.”
“That’s why I wanted to talk to you. I’ve been asked to inquire as to whether the Elements of Harmony can be used to free the princesses. We believe that since Nightmare Moon imprisoned them, if she wer—”
Twilight, bristling, interrupted her. “You want me to use the Elements of Harmony on Nyx?!”
“No, I don’t mean it like that,” Ivory quickly corrected. “What I meant to say was: Is it possible for the Elements to undo her banishment spell?”
Twilight's anger cooled as quickly as it had ignited, and the gears in her mind turned as she looked out at the sunset. “I don’t know… maybe. I’d need to ask Nyx how the banishment spell works. Maybe then my friends and I can use the Elements of Harmony to bypass it, but I can’t ask Nyx anything until she wakes up.”
“I understand,” the mayor said gently. “When I realized the sun wasn’t going to set, I sent out several messengers to tell the rest of Equestria what’s going on. The pegasi weren’t happy since they had only just returned from taking my last set of letters. Thankfully, Rainbow Dash pep-talked them into flying out again, and the messages will, hopefully, keep most ponies from panicking.”
“Hopefully,” Twilight echoed before she turned away from the distant, perpetual sunset. “So, was that everything?”
“For the moment, though Applejack caught me on my way here. She was taking a break from the kitchen and wanted me to try and get you to eat something. From what she says, you haven’t had a bite all day.”
“Thank you, but—” Twilight began, trying to politely refuse the mayor’s offer, but her grumbling stomach betrayed her. With a weak laugh and a hoof placed over her stomach to quiet its protests, Twilight gave her head a nod. “Okay, maybe a sandwich.”
~~~
It didn’t take long for the pair to reach the castle’s dining room, and, despite the late hour, there were still several ponies loitering about. Twilight could only guess that some of them, like her, had lost track of time at some point thanks to the halted sunset.
“It looks like Applejack really did a great job keeping the kitchen busy,” Twilight remarked as she and Ivory Scroll crossed the room. She took notice of the number of ponies still eating at the dining table. “It was a good idea to ask her to lead the kitchen crew.”
The mayor nodded as she and Twilight got in the line for food. “Yes, it was, and the ponies helping her have really been going all-out. The food itself is pretty simple and bland, but it’s filling, and the kitchen crew is working quickly enough to keep most ponies fed.”
It didn’t take long for the pair to get their food, mostly because there weren’t too many ponies trying to get something to eat so late at night. Twilight used her magic to carry both her plate and the mayor’s, and, after the pair had found a place to sit at the room’s massive dining table, Twilight licked her lips and sniffed eagerly at the food. “Mmmmm… this smells so good.”
“Yes, it does,” the mayor agreed with a little laugh before taking a bite from her meal. Twilight was about to do the same, only to feel a tap on her shoulder. When she turned, she saw a particular mulberry pony standing beside her with a pair of saddlebags resting on her back.
“I hope I’m not interrupting you, Twilight,” Cheerilee said as Twilight turned to face her.
“Don’t worry about it. How are you doing?”
“I think I’m going to have nightmares for a few weeks thanks to that scorpio, but I’m fine otherwise. I just wanted to give you something.” At that, Cheerilee bent her head back, reached into her saddlebags, and pulled out a small stack of papers.
“What are these?” Twilight asked as the papers were set on the table beside her.
“Well, after what happened, I thought some of the fillies and colts around the castle needed something to do, something to keep them from thinking about what happened. Now, I don’t know how, but your friend Pinkie Pie managed to find a bunch of arts and crafts supplies. The little ponies spent part of the afternoon drawing… and I thought you’d like to have a few of the pictures they made.”
Twilight glanced at the stack of papers that had been set down beside her and used her magic to pick them up. She looked at the first one, a rather crude crayon drawing. It depicted a small, blue, stick-figure pony standing with two larger ponies, with squiggles of grass beneath and a big, happy sun in the corner. It was just the kind of image one would see hanging on a school bulletin board.
But what made Twilight stare was what had been written on the picture. Above the drawing were the words ‘To Nightmare Moon,’ while at the bottom the young artist had written “Thank you for protecting my family.”
Twilight flipped to the next picture in the pile. It was a better drawing, and she could actually recognize the ponies in the picture. She saw Applejack and Nightmare Moon standing on top of a defeated cerberus, which had little swirls for all six of its eyes. The text below the image read: “Thanks for keeping my sister safe. Get well soon Nyx. From: Apple Bloom.”
There were only a hoofful of drawings in the stack, but they all shared a similar theme. They were warm wishes and “thank you’s” for Nightmare Moon. It left Twilight gawking in disbelief. She looked at each picture, went through the whole pile, and only then did she look back to Cheerilee.
“Did you…”
“Tell them to do this? No,” Cheerilee answered with a shake of her head. “It was Apple Bloom, actually. She started doing her picture, and, when the other little ponies asked what she was drawing, some of them wanted to do it too. I didn’t have a thing to do with it.
“Though, if you don’t mind,” Cheerilee paused and reached into her bag a second time. She removed from it a folded piece of paper which she set on the table where the stack of drawings had been a few moments before. “Would you give this to Nyx, please? That… that one’s from me.”
Twilight smiled, taking the folded piece of paper and adding it to the stack of crayon drawings. “Of course. And… thank you, Cheerilee, for bringing these to me.”
“It’s the least I can do, Twilight. Now, I’m going to go and try to get some sleep, but, if you need my help with anything, just ask, okay?”
“Okay,” Twilight replied before she watched Cheerilee walk off. She turned back to the stack of papers she was holding in her magic. She set them down delicately, as if they would turn to dust if she was too rough with them, and then quickly went back to her meal. She ate as fast as she could without being rude to the mayor or other ponies around. Then, once she was done with her meal, she took up the stack of drawings again and galloped from the room, so that she and the papers would be there when Nightmare Moon woke up.
~~~
Nightmare Moon groaned. She didn’t know how long she had been asleep, but that really didn’t matter to her at the moment. She was stiff all over, and any attempt to stretch and relieve that stiffness only made her realize how sore she was. She was lying on something soft but uneven, which was only moderately comfortable at best.
For a few minutes, Nightmare Moon was content with just rubbing the side of her head against whatever she was lying on, trying to relieve a small itch. Yet, as she became properly acquainted with how horrible she felt, the thing that pressed itself at the front of her mind was how dry her mouth was. Without even thinking, she licked her lips, hoping for a glass of water.
As if by magic, she felt something near her mouth and heard a familiar, gentle voice speaking softly to her. “Here, Nurse Redheart said I should get you to drink this when you woke up.”
The thing that was near her mouth was a straw, and, after fumbling with it for a moment, Nightmare Moon got her lips around it. She took a sip and shivered a little as the cool, crisp freshness of the water slipped over her tongue. Water had never tasted so good. She greedily drank it, not only to wet her mouth, but also to sedate her thirst. She sucked the glass of water dry in a matter of seconds.
When the cup was empty and the straw was moved away from her mouth, Nightmare Moon attempted to lift her head. She winced as the joints in her neck popped and cracked, but she forced her head up all the same before opening her eyes. She saw she was in the throne room, and she took notice of the bed she was lying in. Nightmare Moon also noted that she was practically covered from head-to-hoof in bandages and that her wing was held against her side in a simple sling.
“How are you feeling?”
Nightmare Moon turned and looked in the area near where her head had been lying. There, looking back with an honest and relieved smile, was Twilight.
“Sore…” Nightmare Moon replied as she laid her head back down.
Twilight leaned her head to one side as she stood up. “Well, you did get hurt pretty badly.” Then, with some careful maneuvering, Twilight climbed up onto the bed and put herself right beside Nightmare Moon’s head. She bent her head down and gently nuzzled at Nightmare Moon’s cheek. “I’m so glad to see you’re awake. You had me worried.”
“How long have I been asleep?”
“Don’t worry about that right now,” Twilight instructed as she stood up straight. She called on her magic, and, from nearby, a pitcher of water floated into view. She refilled the empty glass before holding the straw up to Nightmare Moon’s mouth a second time.
Nightmare Moon drank every drop, though she did not drain the glass as quickly as she had the first time. Her mouth was no longer feeling dry, and, as Twilight took the empty glass away, Nightmare Moon whispered a quiet, “thank you.”
“Do you want some more?”
“No,” Nightmare Moon replied with a weak shake of her head.
With a nod, Twilight set the empty glass over by the pitcher and turned her attention back to Nightmare Moon. “Are you hungry? I could go get you something from the castle’s kitchen.”
“I doubt there is much in there that hasn’t spoiled since the Children of Nightmare left.”
“Actually, the mayor and a bunch of other ponies have been using the castle as a kind of refugee camp. A lot of homes got damaged or destroyed during the monster attack, so they’ve been staying here. I hope that’s okay.”
Nightmare Moon let a thin smile creep onto her face. “I don’t mind, and… it’s nice to hear this castle can be used for something good.”
Twilight nodded her head in agreement. “It is. Still, do you want me to get you something?”
“No, I’m not hungry at the moment. How is everypony?”
“They’re fine,” Twilight answered softly, “Thanks to you.”
“I only bought time. It was you and your friends that got everypony out safely.”
“Something we couldn’t have done without you to hold back the monsters. You helped save lives, Nyx… you made me so proud.”
“Proud? How can you honestly be proud of me?” Nightmare Moon asked. She shifted her gaze to the far side of the room, unwilling and unable to look at Twilight. “After everything I’ve done, you should hate me, like they all do.”
Twilight lifted a hoof and ran it once through Nightmare Moon’s mane. The magical hair flowed around her leg like water, and it felt as cool as an evening breeze. “You’ve made mistakes, Nyx, but they’re mistakes you’ve tried to fix.”
“Nothing that I would have needed to do if I hadn’t been such a fool,” Nightmare Moon snapped, more at herself than at Twilight. “You were right all along, and I finally understand what you were trying to tell me. I may be Nightmare Moon, but that doesn’t mean I have to act like I did before. I didn’t have to listen to Spell Nexus or be the mare Celestia feared. Nopony could have forced me to do anything once I was fully resurrected.
“But… but I was so angry. I was angry at Celestia and… at you.” Nightmare Moon’s voice began to tremble as she fought back tears. “You let Celestia take me… you abandoned me and lied to me… and I hated you for it. I hated you so much.
“All I had left were my memories… all those memories of hating Equestria, of wanting the eternal night. My memories of being sealed in the moon.” Nightmare Moon’s voice dropped to a whisper, and she paused a moment. Twilight opened her mouth to offer her some comfort, but Nightmare Moon continued speaking before she could utter a single word.
“So I played the part. Like a stupid little filly in a stupid school play, I played the part of the monster. I played the role because it’s the only thing that felt true. It’s what Spell Nexus was telling me, it’s what Celestia feared, and it’s what my own memories told me was true.
“But I can’t be the way I was… and I don’t want to be like that ever again. That, however, doesn’t change what I’ve done. You and all of Equestria should just hate me… hate and despise me just like when Luna was Nightmare Moon… because that’s all I deserve.”
“No,” Twilight interrupted firmly. “No, that’s not all you deserve. You deserve more than that, and I don’t hate you.”
“You’re lying… just like you were lying to me before. You have to hate me. I’ve been the worst daughter in the world… you should hate me.”
“But I don’t, Nyx.”
Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth as her anger flared. “Don’t you get it?! No matter what you call me, no matter how I behave, I’m still the mare that locked up your mentor, that tried to kill you and your friends. I’m still the mare that usurped Equestria’s throne, locked you in a dungeon, and almost let Nexus kill you! I am, and forever will be, Nightmare Moon! So tell me, how can you not despise me?!”
“Because, Nyx, I’m your mother, and a mother will always love her daughter, no matter what.”
Nightmare Moon shut her eyes tight. She was trying to hold it back, trying to keep strong and resist, but it was all for naught. Twilight had broken down the emotional dam that had built up inside her. All of the pain, guilt, and confusion she had been bottling up was released, and it flooded her mind.
And so she wept. Nightmare Moon wept openly while attempting to blubber out apology after apology. Not since she had been a filly had she let her tears flow so freely. She cried and apologized for everything she had done, for everypony she had hurt, and for all the things she had put Twilight through.
She cried, and Twilight took it all in while trying her best to comfort the mare she called her daughter. She got as close as she could and nuzzled the side of Nightmare Moon’s head. It had been easier for Twilight to comfort her when she was still a little filly… but Twilight did her best. She did everything she, as a mother, could do to soothe her daughter. She even cried right alongside Nightmare Moon.
The tears that spilled from the pair’s eyes, however, were not just tears of sorrow. Some were tears of shared pain for the things they had both done wrong. Others were tears of joy, the pair sharing in an embrace they had been denied for so long.
After several long weeks, Twilight knew, without a doubt, that she had her daughter back.
~~~
Nightmare Moon cried for a long time, but, with Twilight’s presence, she eventually calmed down. She had cried herself dry of both her tears and the emotions she had bottled up inside. Overall, she felt better because of it. Still, as Nightmare Moon’s eyes dried, a single haunting question bubbled to the top of her mind… a question that she couldn’t ignore.
“Twilight… who am I?”
“What do you mean?” Twilight asked gently.
“I… I don’t know who I am anymore. I’m Nightmare Moon in mind and body. I was her in the past, but… I don’t want to be like that anymore. I want to be Nyx again, but… I can’t. I can’t go back to being the filly you found in the forest, yet I can’t go forward as the terror I once was. I’m stuck, somewhere in the middle… so, who am I?”
Twilight was silent for a time, needing to not only process the question, but also carefully choose her response. Her eyes wandered and looked across Nightmare Moon’s bruised, beaten, and bandaged body. She sighed and shook her head apologetically. “I’m sorry, Nyx, but I honestly can’t say. Everypony needs to decide for herself the kind of pony she is going to be, and you have to figure that out on your own. The only thing I could tell you is what I see.”
“Then what do you see, Twilight? I want the honest truth.”
“I suppose… I see a mare who is neither Nyx nor Nightmare Moon… or, actually, I see a mare that is a bit of both, if that makes sense,” Twilight began as she struggled to find the words to express herself. Thankfully, Nightmare Moon was patient and didn’t rush Twilight. She simply waited for her to compose her thoughts.
“Let me put it another way. Back when you were Nyx, you were… a little sensitive.”
“I was a coward and a crybaby,” Nightmare Moon corrected flatly.
“Okay, yes, but that wasn’t entirely your fault. You were young and you had been through a lot, even before I found you in the forest. I doubt any filly could go through what you did and not be a little traumatized.
“But you’re not like that anymore,” Twilight continued, smiling a little. “The Nyx I knew… she would never have been able to fight off the monsters like you did. Only a mare like Nightmare Moon would have been able to do what you did.”
“So even you finally admit I’m Nightmare Moon.”
“No,” Twilight corrected, “let me finish.”
“Sorry,” Nightmare Moon apologized.
“It’s okay, but you’re not like the old Nightmare Moon either, not anymore. If you were, you would have had the courage to face the monsters, but no reason to. When Luna was Nightmare Moon, she cared about herself first and everypony else second, if at all. If you were really that same pony, then you wouldn’t have cared about what happened to Ponyville.
“But the Nyx I know does care,” Twilight said as she gave Nightmare Moon a gentle reassuring touch. “She cares about other ponies, even putting them before herself. She cared about her friends enough that she performed in the Spring Festival Play, despite the fact I told her ‘no.’ You were there for them, and it’s because of that compassion that you were willing to fly out and throw yourself in harm’s way to protect Ponyville.
“So,” Twilight continued, “I guess you are a bit of both, perhaps even the best of both. But, as I said before, that is only what I see. It’s up to you to decide what kind of pony you want to be.
“And, by the way, I’m not the only one that thinks you’re not the same mare any more,” Twilight said as her horn began to glow. She turned her head and picked up a stack of papers that was lying nearby. She presented the pile, revealing to Nightmare Moon that the page on the top of the stack was the crayon drawing Apple Bloom had done.
“What… what are these?”
“Well, I think it’s best to call them thank you cards,” Twilight answered. Nightmare Moon took the drawings into her own magic and began flipping through them. Along with the picture from Apple Bloom, there were drawings from Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Twist. There were even a few from other ponies in her class, acquaintances who never really liked nor hated her. One such picture was from Dinky Doo, a crayon drawing of the alicorn zapping a hydra on the flank.
“There’s this as well,” Twilight said while holding out a carefully tri-folded piece of paper. “It’s a letter from Cheerilee.”
Nightmare Moon shifted her gaze and set down the crayon drawings before she gingerly suspended the letter in her magic. She unfolded it, and, after noticing the words were in fact written in Cheerilee’s hoof-writing, she looked to the top of the page and began attentively reading each line.
Dear Nyx,
Earlier today, when some of the fillies and colts I was watching started making get-well cards for you, I felt that I needed to offer a few words of my own. The first of those words are thank you. Thank you for saving my life. When that scorpio was about to grab me with its pincer, I had given up hope. I doubted I’d get out of that alive, but you flew in and saved me. I thank you for that.
I also wanted to say I’m sorry. I still remember what you said to me that night, when I let you play Nightmare Moon in the school play. I never meant it as an insult. I called the original Nightmare Moon ‘wicked and dastardly,’ but those words were never meant for you, a filly I called my student.
Your friends came to me at one time, back when you were making the night last forever. They asked me about you, asked why you were doing what you were doing. Their families weren’t telling them the whole truth, and I could tell they were worried. I told them the truth that I believed at the time: that you were confused about who you were, that you just needed some time, and that you would eventually do the right thing.
Thank you for proving me right, and, though you may now be an adult, I will always treasure the time you were in my class. While some of the students didn’t appreciate your curiosity, I found it refreshing. I hope that you never lose that drive to learn.
So, again, thank you.
Your Former Teacher,
Cheerilee
“It’s hard, sometimes, changing who you are, changing what everypony sees,” Twilight explained as Nightmare Moon stared at the letter and pictures. “Before I came to Ponyville, I was a bookworm with almost no real friends. But I changed. I started studying friendship, and I helped my friends just as much as they helped me. We’ve all grown because of the friendship we share. And you taught me what it takes to be a mother, to care for somepony like a daughter.
“It may seem impossible, but you can do it,” Twilight said confidently. “You’ve already started. These fillies and colts, they don’t see you as a monster anymore. They see you as the pony who saved their friends and families. You can be the mare you want to be.”
“Can it… can it really be that simple?” Nightmare Moon asked. She lowered the papers and looked at Twilight. “Do I just decide who I want to be?”
“No, it will be a lot of work and it may take a long time to be the mare you want to be. The first step, however, is answering that question: What kind of pony do you want to be?”
Nightmare Moon shifted her gaze down to her bruised and beaten body. She began to speak slowly, voicing her thoughts as they formed. “ I… I want… what I don’t want is to be queen. I don’t want to be a mare that ponies are afraid of. I want to be a pony with friends, real friends, not servants or subjects. I want to be a mare that makes you proud and to be your daughter.
“And… and I don’t want to care or worry about my past anymore. I know I’m Nightmare Moon, but I don’t want to be called that anymore. I don’t want that to be my name. I… I want my name to be Nyx.”
Twilight smiled and rested her head against Nyx’s cheek. “Well, to me, it sounds like you want to be a pretty amazing mare.”
“Of course you’d say that,” Nyx replied with a small chuckle, “you’re my mother.”
“Yes, but that doesn’t make it any less true.” Twilight said as one last laugh escaped her throat. She then glanced up at the throne room’s covered windows, and her smile withered on her face.
“Nyx?”
“Hmmm?”
“You remember earlier, when you asked how long you were asleep?”
“Yes,” Nyx replied with a nod.
“The honest answer is that it's been a little over half a day.”
Nyx tensed and tried to sit up from her bed and get to her hooves. Twilight, however, used her magic to force Nyx back down while a stern tone entered her voice. “Nyx, you’re in no condition to be moving around.”
“But what about the sunset? I need to lower the sun and raise the moon. Horse-feathers, if it has been half a day since I passed out, that would make it almost five in the morning.”
“It’s… actually closer to ten,” Twilight admitted.
“Ten?! It’s supposed to be light by now! I missed the entire night!” Nyx panicked, again trying to sit up while Twilight continued to hold her down.
“That doesn’t change the fact that you’re not strong enough right now to even consider handling the sun and moon,” Twilight snipped sternly before letting her voice soften. “Honestly, I doubt you’ll be strong enough for a while.”
“But what about Equestria?” Nyx asked. “It needs the sun and moon to move.”
Twilight sighed and nodded her head. “You’re right, Nyx, and that’s something I wanted to talk to you about. Nyx… can you release Princess Celestia and Princess Luna?”
Nyx stopped struggling to get up from under Twilight’s magic and, all too quickly, snapped, “No!”
“Nyx, they are the only ones—”
“Do you know what you’re asking me to do? If I let them go, I’ll take their place. They’ll banish me to the moon for what I’ve done! They each offered me mercy, a chance to stop, and I attacked them anyway. If I let them go now, they’ll show no mercy.”
Twilight gently shushed Nyx, nuzzling the side of her head. “I understand why you’re scared, but Equestria needs them back. What if the monsters attack again while you’re like this? What if it takes you weeks, or months, to get strong enough to move the sun and moon again?”
“I know,” Nyx begrudgingly admitted. “I know I need to let them go, but I don’t want to be banished again. It was hard enough the first time. The only thing that kept Luna and I, us… me sane was our anger and hatred. We spent those centuries plotting and scheming how we would get back at Celestia.”
Nyx trembled and drew her legs in close to her body. “But, if I go back now, I won’t have any of that. All I’ll have are my memories in Ponyville, and they’ll only make me long for freedom more.” She tossed her head and felt herself starting to cry again. “And, by the time Celestia and Luna let me go, or by the time I’m able to free myself, you’d be gone. You and everypony else would be gone. I’d never see Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, Twist, Owloysius, Cheerilee, or you again. The only ones who would have any chance of still being alive would be Spike and Peewee.
“I… I don’t want to go back,” Nyx said weakly, tears pooling in her eyes. “I don’t want to be alone again.”
“Shhhh,” Twilight softly soothed, doing her best to calm Nyx. “I know; I don’t want to see you get banished either, but you need to release them. Equestria needs them.”
“But—”
Twilight moved in close, hooked her forelegs around Nyx’s neck, and hugged her tightly. “I promise that I will not let Celestia take you away again. I’ll figure out some way to convince her. I’ll make her understand. I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure you don’t have to be alone for another thousand years.”
Nyx looked away from Twilight, trying to resist. She was injured, but she was still a full grown alicorn. She knew Twilight couldn’t force her to undo the spell that kept the royal sisters exiled. But… Twilight’s words, along with Zecora’s firm scolding from before the monster attack, rang in her mind. It was a bitter truth she couldn’t deny.
“The banishment spell… It’s simple to cast, easier to undo, and nearly impossible to break. It’s like a cell door. Without the key, the only way to get out is to smash the door or pick the lock. The Elements of Harmony smashed Celestia free when you defeated me, or rather me and Luna, in the Everfree Forest. Before that, Luna and I, when we were one, picked the lock of the spell when the stars were in proper alignment.
“But, for the thing or pony that cast the spell, their magic is the key to the lock,” Nyx explained. “Even you, without the Elements of Harmony, could undo the spell’s lock as long as you have a bit of my magic to act as the key. It does take some time to undo the locks, but, together, you and I could free the princesses within the hour.”
Twilight smiled and hugged Nyx’s neck even tighter while being careful not to choke her. “Thank you, Nyx.”
Nyx tried to smile, but the idea of her impending banishment was sucking the joy from her chest. “Y-you’re welcome, but—” She shifted her head and looked at Twilight with pleading eyes. “Can we wait a little while… just a few hours?”
Twilight pulled herself away from Nyx and frowned a little. “You know the sooner we let them go, the better, right?”
“I know, and I know you promise you won’t let them banish me, but I’m still scared,” Nyx admitted. “If we’re going to release Celestia and Luna, and, if you can’t stop them, I want one last memory. Just one last, good memory… something I can hold onto if the worst should happen.”
A comforting smile formed on Twilight’s lips. “I suppose Equestria can wait a couple hours.”
“Thank you,” Nyx gratefully whispered.
“Well then, how about we start this memory off with some food? I could go get us something to eat from the castle’s kitchen.”
“That… that does sound nice, and, after we eat, could we read a book together… like we used to?”
“Of course,” Twilight said as she carefully stood up from the bed. She was trying to keep her voice strong, though it had an audible quiver. “What story do you want to read?”
“You can pick, Twilight… you always pick the best stories.”
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Chapter 20
Judgment
===================
Being imprisoned in the sun is an experience most ponies would find utterly torturous. The bright, glowing orb was pictured by many to be made of swirling fires that would singe, burn, and utterly cremate anything that drew too close.
Yet, to Celestia, the sun was as much a warm embrace as it was a prison. The magic of the banishment spell took everything that made the princess and mixed it with the arcane energies of the sun. It was like Celestia had been stitched into the sun like a patch sewn onto a piece of fabric. She was part of it, but she was still able to identify where she ended and the sun began. She could only assume the same was true for Luna, which was why the moon took on a dark silhouette of a unicorn head. The sun had probably done the same, though no pony could look straight into the celestial sphere long enough to be sure.
Escape from the sun was possible, but it took very delicate work and timing for an alicorn to free herself from such a prison. Celestia had already made a number of attempts, feeling and probing the magic that held her, but an understanding of the spell would not be sufficient. She would need help: an alignment of the planets, stars, or some other celestial event that she could exploit to hold part of the spell open while she unlocked the rest. Yes, escape was possible, but it was a tedious, drawn-out game of waiting until such an event occurred.
Unless she was freed by another…
Suddenly, as Celestia was exploring a certain aspect of the spell with her magic, she felt it starting to unlock. However, it did not feel the same as when she had been freed from the sun by the Elements of Harmony. When that had occurred, the elements had burst through the binding spell, washing over her and pulling her back to Equestria like an ocean wave pulling her into deeper water. This time the spell was unlocking itself. She wasn’t being rescued; she was being released.
Celestia could not ponder this for much longer as the last of the binding spell evaporated away. She was free and, as the spell was designed, she found herself being carried back to Equestria. In just a few seconds, Celestia felt her physical body take shape. She felt the ground beneath her hooves, smelled the clean, fresh air as it filled her lungs, and felt the cool chill of evening on her coat.
Opening her eyes, Celestia found herself smiling as she took in her surroundings. She was in a large, elegant room she did not recognize. The stone walls, columns, floor, and ceiling were made of a dark stone. The ceiling itself was dotted with gemstones in a near-perfect depiction of the nighttime sky. She had materialized facing a set of large, blown-out windows with traces of glass and metal clinging to the frames. Through those openings she could clearly see the beautiful lands of Equestria stretching to the horizon.
“Sister?”
Celestia turned her head to the side, and her smile widened as her gaze met Luna’s. Her sister had also been freed and was obviously a little surprised. That didn’t keep Celestia from moving over and embracing Luna like any worried older sister would.
“Luna, are you all right?” Celestia asked gently.
“Yes, I’m fine,” Luna assured as she returned her sister’s embrace. “Were you the one that freed me?”
Celestia pulled back from Luna and shook her head. “No, I had no hoof in this. It would seem we were both released early.”
“You were,” a voice assured them. It was a voice that Celestia recognized; it belonged to a pony she wasn’t sure she was ready to face.
“Twilight Sparkle,” Celestia murmured quietly as both she and Luna turned. Twilight was standing just a few feet away from them. There was nopony else in the throne room, though the princess did take notice of a pile of cushions, blankets, and pillows in the center of the floor. “I trust that it was you and your friends that defeated Nightmare Moon and freed my sister and I?”
“No, it wasn’t,” Twilight replied. “The same day you two were banished, Nyx took the Elements of Harmony away from my friends. I was trapped in the dungeon at the time, so they tried to use another mare as the Element of Magic. From what I’ve been told, it didn’t turn out well.”
“I’d imagine it wouldn’t. The connection shared between friends is what gives the Elements of Harmony their strength. It is along those lines of power the virtues are able to mix and flow together. Still, if Nightmare Moon stole the Elements of Harmony, and you and your friends didn’t defeat her, how were you able to free us?”
“We didn’t free you. Nyx let you go.”
Luna and Celestia glanced at one another, both wearing expressions of confusion before they looked back to Twilight. “Why would Nightmare Moon do that?” Luna asked.
“Because she’s not the monster you or that cult made her out to be,” Twilight said firmly. “Now, before you say a single word about her or what she’s done, I have something I want to say. Something I need to say, and I hope you’re willing to listen.”
“I am, Twilight,” Celestia answered, neither smiling nor frowning as she spoke.
With that, Twilight began telling both Celestia and Luna everything that had happened over the weeks they had been trapped in the sun and moon respectively. She held nothing back, speaking of both the good and bad that Nyx had done, though Celestia noticed Twilight was focusing more on the good.
All the while Celestia listened intently, occasionally glancing over at Luna. Her sister’s expression ran through a spectrum of emotions: shock, surprise, skepticism, and amazement. She, however, kept her face as stoic and unreadable as a blank piece of paper. She kept to her word as well; she did not interrupt Twilight. She waited until her student was done, and only then did she speak.
“That… is a very interesting story, Twilight,” Celestia commented, keeping her voice flat. “I am glad to hear that Nightmare Moon has come to her senses and agreed to assist in our release. However, I find it hard to believe that she was so injured that she could not manage the spell herself.”
“Well then,” Twilight began while she turned and trotted to the far end of the room, “maybe you should see for yourself.” When Twilight reached the throne room doors, she gently poked her head outside to speak to somepony in the hallway. A few moments later, she walked back towards the princesses while another pony limped gingerly in her wake.
Nyx kept her head hung low, trying to make herself as small as possible. She did not lift her eyes to meet Celestia’s or Luna’s, content to stare at the floor while keeping Twilight between herself and the princesses.
“Is… is she going to be all right?” Luna asked, unable to keep herself from staring at the bandages wrapped across Nyx’s body.
“Nurse Redheart says she should make a full recovery,” Twilight answered, directing a glare at Celestia, “but this should prove that I’m telling you the truth.”
“I never meant to imply I didn’t believe you, Twilight,” Celestia corrected. “I just found it hard to believe Nightmare Moon was in such poor condition. It would seem, however, you weren’t exaggerating about her injuries.”
“No, I wasn’t,” Twilight continued. She maintained her firm tone despite being in the presence of the mare who was both her princess and teacher. “Nyx helped me free you; I couldn’t have done it without her. She also wants to return Equestria to you. She renounced her title as Queen over a week ago and returned control of the government to the ponies you appointed.”
“If that is true, why did she not free us sooner?” asked Celestia, unable to hide the skepticism in her voice.
“She doesn’t want to go back to the moon. She was afraid that, if she released you, she’d be imprisoned for another thousand years.”
Celestia took in a breath, steadying herself before speaking. “That… may not be an unfounded fear.”
“Sister!” Luna snapped, her voice echoing with shock and disbelief. “After everything we just heard, you aren’t considering—”
“I don’t want to, Luna, please believe me when I say that,” Celestia interrupted. “It would not be for as long as before. She certainly does not deserve another thousand years. However, while Ponyville was saved, much of Equestria will be calling for justice, and it's our duty as the Princesses of Equestria to ensure justice is carried out. I’m not saying it's a certainty, but it may be what the ponies demand.”
“No!” Twilight snapped, stamping a hoof. “I am not going to let you send her to the moon!”
Celestia took a step towards her student. “Twilight—”
Shaking her head firmly, Twilight took a few steps back and lowered herself into a defensive pose between Nyx and the princesses. “NO! I won’t let you touch her! If you have to punish somepony, then punish me!”
The room fell silent, and all three of the alicorns stared at Twilight with varying levels of disbelief. “Twilight, certainly you don’t mean—”
“I do, Luna,” Twilight replied, flicking her gaze to Luna before quickly returning it to Celestia. “If Equestria demands that somepony be sent to the moon, then send me there in her place.”
“No! What about your friends? What about Spike?” Nyx argued as she stepped out from behind Twilight. “You can’t just abandon them all like that, not for me.”
“You don’t deserve to be sent to the moon, Nyx. Nopony does, but, if somepony has to go, I would rather it was me.”
“No,” Nyx said firmly. She stepped forward and put herself between Twilight and the princesses. “My actions were my own. You don’t know how much it means to me that you're willing to accept the blame, but I can’t let you do it. I’m an alicorn; you're not. There’s no telling if you’d even survive being banished to the moon, but I survived last time and I can do it again.”
“But—” Twilight tried to protest, only for her words to be cut off.
“Do you remember what you asked me a few hours ago? Do you remember asking me what kind of mare I wanted to be?” Nyx asked softly while she bent her neck down, bringing her head near Twilight’s.
“Yes.”
Nyx smiled and drew Twilight into an embrace. “I’ve thought of one more thing I want to add to that list. I want to be a mare that protects the ponies she cares about. I’ve hurt a lot of ponies, Twilight. Maybe not directly, but it's because of me a lot of bad things happened. I don’t want to hurt anypony ever again if I can avoid it.
“But I want to do more than that. I want to make up for what I’ve done. I want to do whatever I can to make sure the ponies I care about never get hurt, so that my friends and family can continue to live and be happy.
“Right now,” Nyx continued, “it's more important for you to be here for your friends, including Spike and Owloysius. You’re also the Element of Magic, and, if Equestria needs the Elements of Harmony again, you’ll need to be here.”
Nyx extended her wings, brought them around Twilight, and held her more closely. “And now, I think I’m ready to face this. Just let me take the blame, and I promise I can bear the weight. I can live long enough to fix what I’ve done wrong, to make up for what I’ve done, but I would never be able to forgive myself if I let you take my place right now.”
Twilight shook her head. “No Nyx, you don’t have—”
“Thank you for always being there for me, Twilight. You're the best mother I could have ever asked for,” Nyx whispered. She leaned in close and nuzzled the side of Twilight’s face. Her tears smeared across Twilight’s cheek, but neither of them complained.
“But I have to do this.” With that, Nyx pulled away from Twilight, turned to face Royal Sisters, and sat before them with her head bowed in respect. “Princess Celestia, Princess Luna, Rulers of Equestria, Regents of the Sun and Moon respectively… I surrender to you. I have wronged you and Equestria, and I know that there is no way to change the past. What I have done can never be undone, so I await the justice befitting my crimes.
“All I ask, as my final request, is that you hold no ill will against your student or any ponies who were once poisoned by my magic. Lay all their sins and misdeeds upon my shoulders and allow me to bear them by myself. Let me defend them and take the punishment they should not have to endure.
“Promise me this one thing,” Nyx said before taking a breath to steady her voice, “and I will accept my fate—even banishment to the moon—without question.”
“Are you sure about this, Nightmare Moon?” Celestia asked, her voice barely louder than a whisper. “Do you truly want us to lay all that's happened, even the things beyond your control, on your shoulders?”
“Yes,” Nyx answered firmly. “As an alicorn, I can bear the burdens no other pony can. I threw myself in the way of a lupus major to protect Twilight because, while the beast wounded me, it could have easily killed her. The pain I endured saved not just one life but lives all over Ponyville. It’s far better for me to be wounded if it means somepony, anypony, can continue to live and be happy.
“I can be bruised, battered and beaten but, as long as there is still breath in my lungs, I will continue to protect ponies. I will protect them because what can kill them, I can survive. Because what hurts them is but a scratch for me… because it’s the one thing I’ve been able to do right.”
Celestia and Luna glanced at each other before looking back at Nyx. They were silent for a long time. Luna was unable to take her eyes off of Nyx’s determined stare. Celestia, on the other hoof, noticed a small flash of light. It was quick, and it was gone before Celestia could even glance in its direction. Her gaze lingered for a moment, trying to discern some clue to what she had seen. She then turned her attention back to Nyx’s gaze, which seemed to demand imprisonment in the moon.
“Nightmare Moon,” Celestia began, her voice regaining its usual regal strength, “though it pains me, you must face judgment for your crimes against Equestria and us, the Royal Sisters. This judgment, however, shall be deferred.”
“Deferred?” Nyx and Twilight echoed in disbelief.
“Twilight has spoken on your behalf, but, before proper judgment can be laid, more voices must be heard. So I will ask my sister, Princess Luna, to seek out these other voices. I will ask her to find others to speak of what you have done here in Ponyville. Then, I will entrust her to decide your fate.”
“Really?” Luna asked in disbelief. “You… you trust me to do that?”
Celestia gave a nod. “I do, sister.”
As Luna’s gaze lingered on Celestia, a small smile formed on her lips. But, as soon as she looked away, that smile faded and a more serious expression grew in its place. “I accept the task you have entrusted me with, sister, and I will do as you suggest. I will go out and learn from Ponyville the kind of mare Nightmare Moon has been. Then I will decide what punishment, if any, is needed.”
“Can you at least promise me you won’t banish her to the moon?” Twilight asked, only for Luna to shake her head.
“I am sorry, but the only thing I can promise is that I’ll be as fair as possible. If Nightmare Moon has done enough wrong to justify being banished to the moon, then that will be her fate. However, I will not ignore the good you say she’s done.”
Twilight nodded, though the anxiety in her eyes made it clear she did not entirely like the answer she had been given. She, however, did not press the issue, and instead turned to comfort Nyx while Luna shifted her attention to Celestia.
“Where can I expect to find you, sister, while I am out speaking with the ponies of Ponyville?” Luna whispered so that only Celestia would hear.
“I will remain here with Twilight and Nightmare Moon, if only to make sure my student does not start to panic and worry about what will happen.”
“Good, because I do wish to speak with you about this before I give my final decision. Still, that is for later. Right now, what I need is a pony who can be honest with me, so I can be sure what Twilight says isn’t being tinted by her care for Nightmare Moon.”
“Then, sister, I might have a suggestion of which pony you would want to speak with first.”
~~~
Applejack poked her head out from behind the tree, looking in the direction of the castle before smiling and ducking back behind her chosen haven. She was in the shade of a tree a few hundred yards away from the castle and couldn’t help but stifle a yawn as she settled in for a nap. She had been working since the wee hours of the morning, keeping the ponies in the castle kitchen churning out a bunch of good, wholesome food.
Still, after that one apple-bucking season, the farm mare was a little more aware of her limits. She knew she needed to get some sleep, just a quick nap. Yet, the Gabby Gums article her sister and her sister’s friends wrote still haunted Applejack from time to time. If somepony caught her napping, about half the time that pony would make some joke or comment about the article, and she hated it.
She wasn’t a “lazy daisy” like that article said. She worked hard. She gave her all whenever there was a job to do, but, when the work was done, didn’t she have as much right as anypony to take a nap?
Placing her stetson over her face to block the warm glow of the distant, currently perpetual, sunset, Applejack tried to settle into her nap. The grass beneath the tree was soft and the breeze was cool; it was a perfect place to doze off. That was, until Applejack heard the patter of hooves coming up beside her.
“Excuse me, I'm looking for Applejack.”
Bolting up, Applejack scrambled to her hooves and quickly spun around. “Now before y’all start, I ain’t layin’ down on the job or bein’ a ‘lazy daisy’! I was just—” she began, ready to defend herself, only for her argument to falter when she realized who she was speaking to. “P-Princess Luna.”
“I would never accuse you of idleness, Applejack,” Princess Luna said curtly. “From what I have heard of your work in the kitchens, there are few ponies who deserve rest more than you. If you would like, I can come back in a few minutes.”
Applejack worked to straighten her hat and brushed off a few blades of grass that still clung to her legs. “No, I can’t go turnin’ ya away after you came out here to find me. It wouldn’t be right, ‘specially since the last I heard, you were on the moon.”
“Not really on the moon,” Luna corrected before nodding her head, “but, yes, Celestia and I were banished until a little while ago. We were just released, by Nightmare Moon if you can believe it.”
“Well, honestly, I think I can,” Applejack said. “Still, shouldn’t you and Celestia be up in Canterlot? I’d imagine you two have a lot of work to catch up with.”
“From what my sister and I have been told by Twilight, our niece, Cadance, and her husband, Shining Armor, have been trying to put Canterlot’s government back in order ever since Nightmare Moon stepped down from her throne. They have, however, only managed to keep the situation from degrading further. Celestia and I will need to return to Canterlot soon so that everything can truly be set right. Before we depart, however, there are matters we have to deal with in Ponyville first.”
Applejack cocked an eyebrow. “Like what?”
Luna paused for a moment, glanced back towards the castle, and picked her words carefully. “Applejack, you are the Element of Honesty, correct?”
“I reckon I am.”
“Then I need you to tell me about Nightmare Moon, tell me what you honestly think about her, and, if you have time, I need your help to find other ponies to do the same.”
“I reckon I can do that,” Applejack said with a smile as she laid back down in the shade of the tree, “But, if ya don't mind, could we just talk here? I've been on my hooves all mornin’.”
Luna shook her head and joined Applejack in the shade. “I don't mind in the slightest.”
~~~
Normally, Nurse Redheart would have been the pony to tend to Nyx. She needed some of her bandages changed and wounds cleaned to make sure they didn't get infected. However, Luna and Celestia had come to a silent agreement that they didn't want everypony to know they had returned, at least not until they were able to decide what to do with Nyx.
Thankfully, Nurse Redheart was more than willing to let Twilight tend to Nyx herself. Redheart was still busy helping the sick and injured with Nurse Tenderheart, Fluttershy, and Dr. Stable, and she didn’t have much time to spare. They didn’t even ask why Twilight wanted to be the one to change Nyx’s bandages. She just gave Twilight the supplies and a medical hoofbook which specifically detailed the proper procedure for cleaning and changing bandages.
Nyx was laid out on her makeshift bed, though she would not allow herself to go to sleep. She was unwilling to lower her guard around Celestia despite Twilight’s assurances. Still, the exhaustion of healing and a sedation spell by Twilight got the better of Nyx, and she drifted off to sleep just as Twilight began changing her bandages.
As Twilight worked, Celestia stood by her side, offering what help she could. She held the materials Twilight needed and collected the used bandages and cotton balls as they accumulated. They needed no words and worked in silence for several minutes.
Yet, as Twilight was replacing a bandage on Nyx's side, Celestia chose to break the silence. She spoke softly, as if her words were unwelcome in the quiet that had befallen the room. “Twilight, may I ask you something?”
“Yes,” Twilight replied as she took some of the fresh medical supplies from Celestia's levitation spell.
“Who do you blame for what happened that night?”
“Which night?”
“The night the Children of Nightmare finished their spell,” Celestia replied as she took some used cotton balls and deposited them in a paper garbage bag. “Who do you blame for what happened? Do you blame the cult for finishing the spell, do you blame me for taking Nightmare Moon away, or do you place the blame elsewhere?”
Twilight placed a bandage over the wound she had just cleaned and used some medical tape to secure it in place. “I don’t blame you for what happened, and, while they were the ones that caused most of this, I don’t blame the Children of Nightmare… not completely.
“If anything, I blame myself for letting it all happen. I don’t know if I could have convinced you that you didn’t have to be afraid of Nyx, but… I don’t think I can ever forgive myself for not putting up more of a fight.”
“Is that why you were willing to take her place?” asked Celestia.
“I promised Nyx that I wasn’t going to let you take her away from me again, and I meant it,” Twilight answered as she turned her attention to the next of Nyx's bandages. She carefully peeled it away and began inspecting the wound to be sure it was healing properly.
“Twilight, I’m sorry about what I put you through that night,” Celestia said softly as she took the spent bandage and passed Twilight the disinfectant and a fresh cotton ball. “I did what I felt I needed to do at the time, but the ends did not justify my means. I can understand if you do not wish to forgive me.”
Twilight sighed, took the cotton ball she was offered, soaked it in disinfectant, and began to clean Nyx’s wound. “You’re right. I honestly don’t want to forgive you for that night, but… I do forgive you.”
“You do?” Celestia asked as she passed Twilight a fresh bandage.
“I do,” Twilight assured her. “Everypony needs to be able to be forgiven, because we’ve all done things we wish we could undo.”
~~~
“So, she was able to take the Elements of Harmony from you without even lifting a hoof? And then she just let you go?”
Applejack nodded, obviously a bit embarrassed. After talking for a time under the shade of the tree, the pair had gotten up and started walking towards town. She and Luna were now getting close to Ponyville.
“It wasn’t like we made it difficult. I reckoned that, as long as we found another unicorn who was good with magic, we’d be able to beat Nightmare Moon. Trouble was the only one we could find was an annoyin’ show pony named Trixie. She’s not as good as Twilight, but we hoped it would be enough. Still, even after all that magic mumbo jumbo, it didn’t look like we left a scratch on Nightmare Moon and we were plumb exhausted for our effort.”
“While it is true that the magic is an important part of the Elements of Harmony, it is but another source of power. The strength of the elements come from the ties that bind, for it is through those that the power of the virtues you and your friends represent can come together.”
Applejack tilted her head to one side in confusion. “The ties that what now? I don’t recall us bein’ tied together when we first used the elements.”
Luna chuckled as she came to a stop. “Never mind, Applejack. Now, we’re getting close to town, and there is something I need to do before we get there. Do you mind stopping for a moment?”
“Not at all, sugarcube. What’cha got to do?”
“First, I have one more question to ask. If you were given the responsibility of deciding how Nightmare Moon was to be punished for what she’s done, what would you do?”
Applejack blinked a few times then looked away from Luna, scratching the back of her neck. “Well… shoot, you had to go and ask somethin’ hard like that.”
“All I ask is for your honesty, Applejack. You don’t have to explain why, I just need to know what you would do,” Luna assured her.
Applejack pondered the question for a few seconds, continuing to scratch the back of her neck before eventually sighing. “Well, I reckon… I don’t know. She did do some pretty nasty things, but Nightmare Moon has also done more than her fair share of good, ‘specially durin’ that monster attack. Personally, I’d be inclined to go easy on her, but that’s because she's settled any debt she had with me.
“But honestly, I’m probably not the pony to go askin’ ‘bout this,” Applejack admitted.
“I only desired your honest answer, and you’ve given it,” Luna said with a thankful smile. “Now, I need to speak with other ponies about Nightmare Moon, but I would not like Equestria to know my sister and I have returned just yet. We’ve been lucky that we haven’t passed another pony on this road, but I need to keep myself hidden once we get into town, at least from the general public.”
“Well, I reckon you know better than me what’s best in this situation. Thing is, how you goin’ to be hidin’ yourself? Can you transform yourself like Nightmare Moon?”
Luna nodded. “I could, but it then becomes a matter of who I change into. If I turn into a resident of the town, then we may run into them and that would cause certain difficulties. If I were to shapeshift into a new pony, then we run the risk of Pinkie Pie trying to welcome me to town with a party.”
“Yeah, even with the town like this, Pinkie Pie would want to throw a new pony a party,” Applejack agreed. “So then, what are you gonna do?”
Luna smiled as her horn started to glow. For a moment, nothing seemed to be happening, but then she slowly faded away like a ghost before disappearing entirely. It was a sight that left Applejack a bit bewildered, and she looked around anxiously before putting a hoof out where Luna had been standing.
“Ow!”
“Oops, sorry, Princess!” Applejack apologized, quickly drawing back her hoof.
“It’s okay, you did no harm.”
Applejack leaned to one side, as if adjusting her perspective might make it possible for her to see where Luna was standing. “So are you just gonna to stay invisible like that and follow me into town?”
“Yes. When you’ve found somepony you want me to talk to about Nightmare Moon, then I’ll need you to pull them someplace private where I can make myself visible again. Oh, and it’s best not to talk to me directly when I’m like this. Ponies might think—”
“That I’ve gone and lost mah marbles,” Applejack chuckled.
Luna joined in the short round of laughter. “Yes, though I wouldn't have worded it so bluntly.”
“Well, it’s kind of weird knowin’ I’m bein’ followed by an invisible princess, but I reckon you know what yer doin’,” Applejack mused as she turned and continued to walk towards town. “Now, I think I’m goin’ to show you to Rarity first. She’s the only one of us that Twilight told the full truth to after she found Nightmare Moon, ‘cause she needed her help with Nightmare Moon’s little disguise.”
“Then please, lead the way.”
~~~
“Hey, Rarity, you home?” Applejack called out as she held the door open.
“Right here, dear,” Rarity answered back. She trotted out from the back room with spools of cloth floating in her magic. “I’m just making some blankets and the like for all the ponies stuck living at the castle. The blankets they got from the guard barracks keep them warm, but they’re made from such horrible, itchy cloth. I don’t know how those ponies are getting any sleep at all. So I decided I was going to use some of the old fabric that’s just been lying around in the back to make some blankets. I can’t use it for dress making anyway.”
“Why can’t you use this fabric for dresses? It looks fine to me,” Applejack asked as she approached Rarity and looked over the spools of fabric.
“It’s a matter of quality, Applejack,” Rarity explained as she set the fabric down. “The thread count on these bolts is far too low for proper, fashionable dress making. It was a little mistake by my supplier, one they rectified by sending me the correct fabric and letting me keep these. I’m just glad I finally have a use for them. They’ve been cluttering up the back room for ages. Still, I doubt you came in here to listen to me talk about fabric.”
“No, I didn’t,” Applejack said. “I got somepony that needs to ask you a few questions, if ya can spare the time.”
Rarity grinned. “Oh, I love chatting while I work, but may I ask who wants to ask me questions?”
“That would be me,” Luna replied while her invisibility enchantment faded. Rarity visibly jumped at the sound of the third voice in the room. Her eyes then went wide and her mouth hung open as her vision locked on her unexpected guest.
“Princess Luna is in my shop?”
Applejack took a few steps back and used a hoof to hold her hat on her head. “Uh oh. Princess, you may want to brace yerself.”
Luna glanced at Applejack and cocked an eyebrow. “What for?”
“Princess Luna… is in my shop…. PrincessLunaisinmyshop!” Rarity repeated, talking faster and faster before she broke into a sprint. She galloped about her shop, magic flying in all directions as she adjusted, beautified, and cleaned the front room of her boutique at speeds that would impress even Rainbow Dash. Applejack and Luna had to jump out of the way a few times as a great number of things floated about the room. Within a minute of feverish, panicked, and magic-driven cleaning, the shop was utterly spotless.
Rarity skidded to a stop in front of Luna and did her best to keep herself from panting as she bowed. “Your Highness, it’s a privilege to have you in my shop, even though I do wish Applejack had given me a little more warning.”
“Sorry, Rarity,” Applejack apologized, “but she kind of just dropped in on me too. She only got back from the moon a little while ago.”
Rarity perked her ears up with curiosity. “You only returned recently? How?”
“It was Nightmare Moon that released my sister and I,” Luna answered.
Rarity couldn’t help but smile. “Well, that’s good to hear. I was expecting it would happen sooner or later, but I’m surprised Nyx didn’t wait until her injuries had healed. The poor dear really got beat up during the attack.”
“You knew that Nightmare Moon would release me and Celestia?” Luna questioned.
“Well, I can’t say I knew for sure,” Rarity admitted as she batted at her hair: It was a nervous habit of hers. “But… oh, how best to put this? I can say that I knew there was a very, very good chance she would do it, and I hoped that she would.”
“But you didn’t know for certain?”
“If I may be so bold, Princess, it’s my personal opinion that you can never be absolutely sure about anything, at least when it comes to ponies.”
“What makes you say that, sugarcube?” Applejack asked.
“Why, personal experience of course,” Rarity said with a toss of her head. “Remember when I made you your gala dress? I was absolutely certain you’d all love the first set of dresses I made, but… well, you recall how that turned out.”
Applejack laughed. “Yeah. I still can’t figure why I thought galoshes would go with a gala dress.”
“You’re a practical pony, Applejack, so you consider function over form. You thought it might rain, so you wanted to be prepared,” Rarity reassured her friend with a gentle smile before turning her gaze back to Luna. “Still, that wasn't the first time I’ve created something I thought my client would love, only to find out that their opinion of my work was quite the opposite. And, over time, I’ve learned that you can’t be absolutely sure of anything when it comes to ponies.”
Luna gave an approving nod of her head. “That is a good lesson. Still, while you say you can’t be absolutely sure, I would like to know how you would answer one question, Rarity.”
“And what question would that be?”
“If you were given the responsibility of deciding how Nightmare Moon was to be punished for what she’s done, what would you do? How would you punish her? Or would you simply forgive her for what she’s done?” Luna asked, the serious tone of her question causing a silence to fall on the shop.
Rarity remained quiet for several moments, pressing her lips together as she contemplated the question. She began to frown a little, as if she didn’t like the answer that was forming in her head. “In all honesty, Princess, I’m torn. There is a part of me who would want to forgive Nyx. Besides Twilight, I was the only pony in town who knew what, or rather who, Nyx really was from the start, and even then I found her so darling. She’d bounce over to my shop from time to time, eager to be taught a lesson about being a proper mare, and I was more than willing to teach.
“But,” Rarity continued with a sigh, “she also locked up my sister. She locked Sweetie Belle in a cold, dank dungeon and worried me sick. My parents came and told me why Nyx had done it and that she would be returned safe and sound, but I still lay awake many nights wondering if Sweetie Belle was safe. That, and I suppose you can’t ignore all the ponies across Equestria who will want some justice…
“So I guess… I guess my answer would be that Nyx probably needs to be punished. Perhaps put in jail for a time?” Rarity finally concluded. She then scrunched up her face as if she found her own answer distasteful. “No, jail won’t do anypony any good. If anything, it will harden Nyx like some common criminal, and that’s the last thing we want to happen. Perhaps community service would be a better fit. Yes, Nyx could work to repay her debt to society, but she wouldn’t have to be locked up a horrible jail cell.
“I wouldn’t, however, have an inclination as to what you would have her do or for how long. I’m a dressmaker, not a judge,” Rarity concluded.
“I appreciate the fact you are trying to be as unbiased as a judge should be,” Luna commented with a smile. “But perhaps you would like to talk of less serious things, and I wish to know more about Nyx than just what she’s done recently. You mentioned that she used to come over to your shop to learn things from you. Would you mind telling me about that?”
Rarity perked up almost immediately, grateful that the conversation had shifted to a more pleasant topic. Soon she was telling short but energetic stories of some times Nyx had been over at her shop, either with Sweetie Belle and the other fillies or on her own accord.
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After tending to Nyx’s wounds, Twilight had been content to just lie next to her on the bed. Nyx, however, had been asleep for a while, and Twilight needed a moment to relieve the tight muscles in her legs. Getting up slowly, Twilight stretched and walked over to Celestia, who had moved to the windows and was currently looking out at the horizon.
“I’m going to get a late lunch from the castle kitchens. You want me to bring you something?”
Celestia shook her head. “No thank you, Twilight. I’m not hungry at the moment.”
“Even after being in the sun for six weeks?”
“Being imprisoned in a celestial body like the sun or moon isn’t like being locked in a jail cell. The body knows no wants or needs beyond sleep. It desires no air to breathe, no water to drink, and no food to eat. All the body truly needs is sleep.”
“Well, good to know if I ever get banished to the moon,” Twilight joked weakly in an attempt to break the stiffness in the air. She then turned to leave, but, as she did, she glanced over her shoulder at Celestia once more. “Would you mind watching Nyx while I'm gone?”
“I will keep an eye on her,” Celestia replied. Twilight gave a thankful nod and had soon left the room. For a time, Celestia remained at the windows, but, when she was sure Twilight would not return, she stepped over towards the sleeping form of the mare she still considered to be Nightmare Moon.
She circled the bed where Nightmare Moon lay and once again looked over the wounds she had sustained fighting back the creatures of the Everfree Forest. It was a simple truth that most ponies in Equestria didn’t always appreciate. Celestia did more than rule and guide the sun. She also protected Equestria from the hydras and similar monsters that saw ponies as the perfect mid-afternoon snack, keeping them at bay with shows of force whenever one believed they could step into her kingdom without consequence.
Yet, when she could have turned a blind eye, Nightmare Moon stood to defend the ponies of the town she called home. Celestia wasn’t sure what exactly drove Nightmare Moon to such a sacrifice, but the intent behind the action didn’t matter at the moment.
What mattered was that Nightmare Moon had changed. She was the same pony physically; her origins were still in the mare that Luna had once been, but something had caused her to change on the inside. Celestia couldn’t be sure what had caused that change. It could have been the incomplete spell, or it could have been Twilight’s loving care. In truth, Celestia wanted to believe it was her student that helped Nightmare Moon become something other than the monster foals feared would hunt them in the night.
Celestia could no longer deny that Nightmare Moon was different, just as she could not ignore the part she played in what had happened. With Luna, she waited too long to act and her sister became the original Nightmare Moon. With the pony lying on the bed before her, she had acted too quickly. Her interference only made her greatest fears come to pass.
Yet, even though her own fears had been dispelled, Celestia knew similar fears would continue to exist throughout Equestria. While there were undoubtedly those in Ponyville who now looked upon Nightmare Moon with kind eyes, the rest of the kingdom would only see the mare Nightmare Moon used to be. They would see the tyrant queen that usurped the throne and the monster that stole away their sun.
Arguably, Luna would have faced the same hatred had it not been for the Elements of Harmony. The power of the ancient artifacts not only freed Luna from her jealousy but also reverted her physically. This gave Luna a chance to prove she wasn’t Nightmare Moon, that she was once more the kind, good spirited princess of the night the ancient ponies of Equestria had once known. Through the Elements and Luna’s own actions, she had been able to wash away her past. To the eyes of the public, Luna had been made innocent once more.
Nightmare Moon would not share in that level of forgiveness, and that made Celestia’s heart weigh heavily in her chest. Nightmare Moon had fought tooth and hoof to become something else. Yet, because she had never been blasted by the Elements and still looked the same, the ponies of Equestria would want to hold her accountable for what happened. Some would demand nothing short of Nightmare Moon’s banishment.
In truth, Celestia doubted that Nightmare Moon would ever be totally forgiven. There would always be some ponies who only saw her as a monster.
Monster… Nightmare Moon would never escape that label. Her past was forever stained, and, no matter how much good she did, there would always be those who could only see those stains, like red juice spilled on a white table cloth.
Celestia heaved a heavy sigh, and she stepped away from Nightmare Moon to return to her place beside the throne room’s damaged windows. In her eyes, Nightmare Moon was not a monster. If anything, the guilt Celestia felt made her feel like she, at least in part, deserved the title.
She had done what she felt was necessary, done what she felt was best for her kingdom. She believed her intent was good and her actions right, but that didn’t change the fact she was the one who had torn a daughter from her home and mother.
~~~
“So, I would ask you three, what would you do if the responsibility fell to you to decide Nightmare Moon’s fate? Would you offer forgiveness or would you say she needs to be punished? And, if so, what is befitting of her crimes?”
After leaving Rarity's boutique, Applejack and Luna had gone back to the castle. With a little searching, Applejack found Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie, and she guided all of them to one of the castle's empty guard towers. There, Luna revealed herself, and, as she expected, the three ponies began bombarding her with questions about how she had escaped the moon. Luna cut through the questions gracefully, and finally managed to ask her own, leaving Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie glancing between one another.
“Well…um, it may just be me, but… uh, I would forgive her,” Fluttershy quietly admitted.
Rainbow Dash flared her wings and looked at Fluttershy in disbelief. “After all she’s done, you can’t seriously say you’d just forgive her!”
“Then may I ask what you believe should be done, Rainbow Dash?” Luna asked.
“Hey, don’t get me wrong. It was cool how she helped us out during the attack, but I saw what her eternal night was doing to a lot of ponies. When Applejack said we should try and find Trixie, I was the one that flew out to nearby towns to see if anypony had seen her. I gotta tell ya, there were a lot of ponies that were taking the whole ‘eternal night’ thing pretty hard.”
“Would you, if you could, banish her to the moon then?”
Rainbow Dash rubbed the back of her neck. “Well… not exactly. I mean, that’s kind of harsh. It would probably be better to just lock her up in a dungeon or jail or something for a few years.”
“Years?!” Fluttershy voiced in disbelief. “Rainbow Dash, you only lock up a pony for that long if she’s done something really horrible like setting some other pony’s house on fire or… or… deliberately hurting another pony!”
Dash’s lips tightened, preparing for the coming argument. “And bringing two weeks of endless night to Equestria isn’t really horrible?”
“Well… okay… that is pretty bad,” Fluttershy admitted weakly before forcing some strength back into her voice, “but she hasn’t hurt anypony. I mean… she did have the chance to hurt us, after we tried to use the Elements of Harmony with Trixie, but she didn’t do anything. She didn’t lock us up; she didn’t hurt us. She just let us go and took the Elements.”
“But what about Twilight?” Dash argued. “Nightmare Moon kept her locked up in the castle dungeon for weeks, and Twilight didn’t do anything wrong. Oh, and by the way, I still say we should have used one of my awesome escape plans to rescue her.”
“Rainbow, those plans were half-baked and you know it,” Applejack snapped.
Pinkie Pie nodded her head in agreement. “Yeah, and half-baked plans are like half-baked cakes; nopony likes them because they’re all soggy in the middle and—”
“Anyways,” Dash continued, cutting Pinkie Pie off before she could go off on one of her wild tangents, “while I admit Nightmare Moon did a lot to help Ponyville, she also did a lot of things that hurt all of Equestria. Even if you only made her stay in jail for one minute for every pony in Equestria, that would still add up to years… I think.”
Fluttershy shook her head firmly, and, while her voice was at its normal quiet volume, she was still showing more fight than she usually did. “No! No no no! You punish bad ponies, but you forgive good ponies who make a few bad decisions. Nyx isn’t a bad pony.”
“Fluttershy, she threw Equestria into what could have been an eternal night. She locked up Twilight and three little fillies, and she stole the Elements of Harmony from us. She banished Celestia and Luna to the sun and moon,” Dash said coldly. “That’s a lot of bad decisions.”
“But you’re ignoring all the good decisions she’s made,” Fluttershy pointed out. “She brought back the sun, she saved Twilight, and she defended Ponyville. She’s earned our forgiveness.”
“But Fluttershy—” Rainbow Dash tried to argue, only for Fluttershy to shake her head furiously from side to side.
“No, she deserves to be forgiven. Besides, have you thought about Twilight? How do you think she would feel if Nyx was locked up for years?”
Dash lowered her ears while her strong stance deflated. “I… didn’t think about that.”
“Rainbow Dash brings up a valid point, Fluttershy,” Luna said, defending Dash’s side of the argument. “There are many in Equestria that undoubtedly want to see Nightmare Moon punished, if only for the crimes we have laws for.”
“And stealing a princess’s pet phoenix is probably against the law too, but Celestia forgave me for that,” Fluttershy argued with a rare firmness in her voice. “Nyx is not a bad pony, she just made a few bad decisions, and she’s fixed everything she did wrong without anypony asking her. We should forgive her.”
“One who wields unmatched compassion, wishing only to grant forgiveness,” Luna commented as she looked at Fluttershy before she turned to face Rainbow Dash, “balanced by one who embodies loyalty, not only to her friends, but to all of Equestria. I am beginning to truly see why you ponies were able to bring such power to the Elements of Harmony.”
Luna looked to Pinkie Pie, who was wearing her usual smile. “We, however, have not heard your opinion yet, Pinkie Pie. Would you forgive Nightmare Moon or see her punished?”
“I’d forgive her,” Pinkie Pie chirped without a second thought.
“And might I ask why?”
“Well, if I locked her up or banished her, then Nyxie couldn’t come to the super fun-eriffic ‘Thanks-For-Saving-Ponyville-From-A-Bunch-Of-Scary-Monsters’ party!”
“You planned a party for her?” Dash asked incredulously.
Pinkie Pie nodded. “You bet! After all, my special talent is throwing parties and making ponies happy. That, and I wanted to ask if Nyx would try turning me into a cake.”
Luna lifted an eyebrow. “Turn you into a cake?”
“Oh yeah. See, Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree, and it was so cool, and I wanted her to turn me into a cake, but then Twilight took Nyx away to get lunch, and I figured, now that Nyx is all big like Nightmare Moon, she has to be even more wonderful at magic and turning me into a cake would be easy-peasy.”
“But would you not be worried about somepony trying to eat you?”
Pinkie Pie blinked a few times, confronted with an aspect of cake-ification she hadn’t considered. “I never thought about that. Huh… I wonder what I’d taste like.”
Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but snort. She put a hoof to her face and did her best to keep herself from laughing while Luna, Fluttershy, and Applejack looked at Pinkie Pie with utter confusion.
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Nyx groaned, waking up to her still-very-sore body. She didn’t know what had woken her up at first, but, after a moment of lying there groggily, she noticed something was bothering her eyes. She opened them to see what it was, but soon regretted the decision and squeezed them shut.
There was a light shining in her face, and it was bright enough that it was irritating her eyes, even when they were closed. Nyx lifted a hoof to shield her face and tried opening her eyes a second time.
The light that had awoken her was a reflection, a shimmer from the sun that was being directed into her eyes by something. That something was Celestia’s crown. Celestia was still lingering by the throne room windows, though she had moved since Nyx had fallen asleep.
Nyx wanted to get up, to move so the light wouldn’t be in her eyes. However, as she tried to shift her weight, she realized two things. First, she was really, really sore. Second, Twilight was sleeping next to her.
Smiling a little, Nyx couldn’t blame Twilight for dozing off. She also found it comforting. Twilight had nestled herself into the crook of Nyx’s neck and was sleeping like a filly curled up in a parent’s embrace. It was reversal of their situation, but Nyx still found comfort having her adoptive mother so close.
Still, because of Twilight she was unable to move, and because of the light she was unable to get back to sleep. That left Nyx with only one option.
“Um… Princess Celestia?”
Celestia turned her head abruptly, as if she had been startled out of her thoughts. She recovered her composure quickly and looked over at Nyx. “Yes?”
“Could you move a little, please? Your crown’s making the light shine in my eyes.”
Celestia turned her head to one side and took notice of the intense white spots of light, the reflections cast by her crown, that seemed to dance around the room as she moved. She then smiled, nodded, and moved to the other side of the windows, where she would not be in direct sunlight. Celestia then looked back at Nyx and asked gently, “Is that better?”
“Much, thank you,” Nyx replied before laying her head back down and stifling a yawn. Before she drifted back to sleep, she bent her neck down a little, allowing it to wrap more tightly around the sleeping Twilight.
“She just fell asleep,” Celestia said before turning her gaze back to the horizon. “She only left your side for a moment, when she had to go fetch lunch.”
“What was for lunch?” Nyx asked, her curiosity caused more by hunger than anything else.
“She brought back some celery soup. She thought you might like some when you woke up. It’s lying there by your head.”
Nyx shifted and took notice of the bowl of cold soup that was sitting on the floor beside her bed. The sight of it made her smile. “I wish she would have woken me. I would like to have eaten it while it was warm… it’s one of my favorite meals.”
“I find it interesting you count such a simple, plain soup among your favorites. Did you not eat finer things as Equestria’s Queen?”
“I did, but the reason it’s my favorite isn’t because of how it tastes. This and a daffodil sandwich were the first things I ever ate. It was what Twilight gave me when she first brought me back to the library. It… it always reminds me of her.” Nyx’s gaze shifted from the bowl back to the sleeping Twilight, and she nuzzled her once more. “It’s not the most delicious meal… but it has—”
“Sentimental value?” Celestia finished softly as she glanced at Nyx again.
Nyx nodded her head and would have gone back to sleep right then. Yet, after a laying there a few moments, Nyx began to smell something. She could smell the soup, but the odd thing was that it smelled warm. Lifting her head gingerly once more, Nyx saw some trails of steam gently rising up from the soup. She also noticed a few lingering bits of magic fade away from the edges of the bowl.
Nyx looked at Celestia, and she wore a gentle smile as the last sparks of magic faded from her horn. Celestia then turned her attention back to the horizon, staring at the perpetual sunset as the gentle clatter of a spoon against a bowl began to fill the room.
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After leaving Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy, Applejack had let Luna stay in the castle guard tower while she brought other ponies to talk about Nyx. Some spoke well, and, at times, Luna requested that Applejack find ponies that would speak poorly of Nyx, if only so she could hear a proper range of opinions.
Like Rainbow Dash, there were ponies that felt Nyx did need to be punished in some way, though a majority of them felt that such a thing also needed to be tempered with mercy. Cheerilee was among such ponies. She thought of the situation as she would a student breaking a rule in the classroom. The rules applied to everypony, and thus everypony needed to accept the consequences of their actions.
There were also those like Fluttershy, who wished only to offer Nyx leniency and forgiveness. Ditzy Doo was almost as adamant as Fluttershy that it would be better to forgive Nyx.
Finally, there were those who were in no way swayed by what Nyx had done, who blamed her for the monster attack. They believed that banishment to the moon was a just reward for the pony who usurped Equestria's throne. Those ponies also made it a point to mention that, unless Nyx was banished, nothing was stopping her from trying to take over Equestria a second time.
After one such harsh pony had said his two bits, Luna thanked him and allowed him to leave. As the stallion departed the tower, Applejack glared at him coldly while making a mental note to charge him extra the next time he came to her apple stand.
“Well, he was certainly adamant, wasn't he?”
“Bull-headed if you ask me,” Applejack retorted with a huff.
“His opinion is still valid, Applejack,” Luna lectured, “even if you don't agree with it.”
“I ain't sayin' his opinion isn't valid. I'm just sayin’ he has rocks for brains.”
Luna laughed a little. “Well, I suppose you are allowed your opinion as well. Still, I do believe I have heard enough. Thank you for your assistance, Applejack.”
“Ah’ shoot, I was glad to help. If you don't mind me askin', have you decided what you’re gonna do?”
“No,” Luna admitted with a sigh. “If anything, I feel that I am more unsure than I was this morning.”
Applejack cursed under her breath and kicked at the dirt on the floor. “Well, shoot. Sorry I couldn’t be of more help.”
“No, Applejack, you were very helpful. The fact this decision has become difficult for me is a sign that I have come to understand Nightmare Moon. I just… don’t know what I’m going to do.”
“Well, I’m sure you’ll think of somethin’. After all—”
“Hey Applejack!”
Hearing her name, Applejack snapped her head around and looked towards the steps of the guard tower. Four fillies came running into view, each wearing a Cutie Mark Crusaders cape. Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and, the group’s latest addition, Twist scampered up into the tower, barely giving Luna time to make herself invisible.
“Well hey there, sis, what are you four doin’ out here this late?” Applejack asked.
“Pinkie Pie told us that we should come talk to you, that you were askin’ a bunch of ponies about Nyx,” Apple Bloom answered.
Applejack chuckled and nodded her head. “Well, I reckon I was.”
“Well then why didn’t you come talk to us?” Scootaloo asked.
“Yeah, we’re Nyx’s best friends! Why wouldn’t you come talk to us about her?” Sweetie Belle added.
“Sorry. I guess y’all just didn’t cross my mind,” Applejack said before she glanced to where Luna had been standing a few moments before. “I reckon I should go ahead and let you four get yer word in since you went through the trouble of chasin’ me down. Now, what would y’all want me to know about Nyx?”
With nothing but that single question, the four fillies were off. They talked about everything that they could about Nyx, as if they had been thinking about that very question the whole time they were looking for Applejack. They told of how good she was at games, how smart she was, how she and Twist helped the other three with school work when it got hard, and how awesome she was at magic.
It was an endless stream of things, each some small event or nuance about the filly that the four called their friend. Through it all, Applejack felt the smile on her face slowly growing larger.
“And…” Apple Bloom tried to continue a few minutes later, looking at her friends anxiously. “I can’t think of anything else.”
“I can think of something,” Twist said cheerfully. “Nyx is a really good friend.”
“Personally, I reckon that all you little fillies are really good friends,” Applejack stated. “And thank you for runnin’ me down to tell me all of this, but it’s gettin’ late. You four should be gettin’ back to yer families, and that includes you, Apple Bloom. I don’t want to get back to the farm and hear from Big Macintosh you were late gettin’ back.”
The four fillies hung their heads but did as they were told. They made their way to the stairwell that led down from the top of the guard tower. Applejack stood and watched the four cape-wearing Crusaders leave, and, once she was sure the fillies were out of earshot, Applejack gave her hat a nudge as she smiled.
“If you wanted to know about Nightmare Moon, sugarcube, those are the four fillies that‘ll give you the honest truth,” Applejack said, assuming that Luna was still hiding invisibly nearby. “The others and I, we knew her because of Twilight. Those four, they’re her real friends, and real friends are the ones that know ya the best.”
~~~
Celestia’s horn began to glow gently as she shut her eyes and stretched out her magic. She had been watching the clock carefully, and, when the time was right, she reached out to the sun. While she and Luna wanted to keep their return a secret, it was important that the sun and moon were put back on schedule.
The princess’s bond with the sun made setting it as simple as reaching out to an old friend, or perhaps to a child. The sun would, on some days, be willing to slip off to its slumber beyond the horizon. On other days, it would fuss and refuse, but every day Celestia found a way of coaxing it down so that the moon could rise. She had done so for a thousand years, and did it again tonight… even if she could feel the lingering magic of Nyx, who had tended the sun in her absence.
The sun was willing this evening. It was ready for a rest after being in the sky for so much longer than usual. It began to sink below the horizon with only the slightest guidance.
Celestia’s attention was drawn away when she heard the doors to the throne room open. For a moment it looked as if nopony was there, but she could hear hoofsteps against the floor. Once the door was closed, Luna slowly bled back into visibility and crossed the room to sit by her sister.
“I see that they are sleeping,” Luna whispered as she motioned to Nyx and Twilight.
“Nightmare Moon needs her rest, and Twilight has been so worried I would be surprised if my student hadn't exhausted herself. Though, in honesty, her concerns of what we might do aren't unwarranted.”
“Despite our powers, Celestia, we are still just ponies, and at times we make mistakes just like any other. Our emotions get the better of us, and we make bad decisions. It was my jealousy of you that, a thousand years ago, led me to make the worst decision of my life, and, once that decision was made, it took the Elements of Harmony to set things right.”
“That does not excuse my actions.”
“I never said it did,” Luna corrected, “but you know you did something wrong, sister, which means you can work to make it right.”
Celestia nodded as she watched Luna raise the moon as her sun continued to set. “Perhaps I can. So, were you successful?”
“I was. I learned much about both the filly she was before and how Nightmare Moon is currently viewed by the residents of Ponyville.“
“Have you decided what you are going to do?”
“I believe I have,” Luna answered gently as she grew quiet. “I think it's for the best, but I can’t be sure. I actually wanted to talk with two more ponies first before I really decide.”
“And they are?”
“I need to speak with Nightmare Moon, but only after discussing this with you, Celestia. You've been with Twilight and Nightmare Moon all day. Surely you have noticed a few things.”
A cold sternness took shape on Celestia’s face. “I have. Much like Twilight and her friends, I am one of the few who has seen the true Nightmare Moon. I have seen the mare that I was forced to banish, who desired the night eternal, and who banished me to the sun during that fateful Summer Sun Celebration. I knew the monster and I feared her.
“Yes… I have seen the true Nightmare Moon,” Celestia continued before a smile started to form on her lips while her eyes softened, “and, while the alicorn who lies in this room is the same mare, she is no longer a monster. She is the same in form, in power, and in history, but she has also changed. She is not like what she once was, and I can now truly see that for myself.
“For while you have come to know Nightmare Moon as she was seen by Ponyville, sister, I have come to know how she is seen by the pony that cares for her the most,” Celestia said, looking over her shoulder at the sleeping form of Twilight Sparkle.
“To my faithful student, she has only known Nightmare Moon by another name. Through her eyes, she sleeps beside a mare that is not a monster and was never a queen. To Twilight, Nightmare Moon… no, Nyx is a daughter, one that Twilight is willing to do anything to protect. I have, honestly, never been prouder of my student.”
Celestia heaved a weary sigh. “Though, perhaps it is better to say my former student. I cannot be sure Twilight will ever be able to look upon me as her teacher again, considering what has transpired between us.”
“I think, sister, that an action is only unforgivable if we choose to make it that way,” Luna corrected softly as she leaned against Celestia's side. “By calling something we’ve done unforgivable, we do nothing to try and change it. We let the mistake we made define who we are, even if it’s not the pony we want to be.
“But everything is forgivable in time. Anypony can earn redemption. They have to be willing, and sometimes they need help and a lot of time… but anything can be forgiven.”
Celestia bent her head down, bringing it next to Luna’s as she smiled. “Forgiveness. Truly, if there were meant to be a seventh Element of Harmony, it would be the Element of Forgiveness. I will work to earn my forgiveness for what I’ve done.”
“You will not work alone, sister,” Luna replied. “It was my past, my bad decisions, and my wrongs that turned me into Nightmare Moon. This alicorn inherited all of my sins, whether she wanted them or not, and it is a burden that I intend to, at least in part, take back.”
~~~
Nyx glanced anxiously over her shoulder. Twilight was being shown out of the room by Celestia, who whispered something to her before sending her outside and closing the door. Celestia then sealed the door with both physical locks and magical barriers, something that made Nyx swallow nervously before turning her head forward. The bed she had been recovering on had been removed, she was standing where it had once been, and Princess Luna stood before her.
Luna, despite being smaller in stature than Nyx, stood with her back to the room’s broken windows with her wings spread and a firm, serious expression on her face. In all, Luna gave off an aura of leadership and power. Every part of her body language shouted that, at the moment, she stood not as a younger sister or a friend. No, in that moment, she stood as a Royal Sister of Equestria, as the Regent of the Moon, and as the one about to pass judgment on Nyx.
“Nightmare Moon, you stand accused of high treason against Equestria. You have committed crimes against the ponies of this kingdom as well as my sister and I, the High Princesses of Equestria. You have brought about two weeks of constant night to this land. You unjustly imprisoned one adult mare and three young fillies. Your agents, the Children of Nightmare, spread fear throughout the land and almost succeeded in executing an innocent unicorn. Above all, you usurped Equestria’s throne by imprisoning both me and my sister in the moon and sun respectively.
“Do you deny these crimes as I have spoken them?” Luna asked.
Nyx hung her head as everything she had done was verbally thrown back in her face. “No… I do not.”
“Before I pass my judgment, Nightmare Moon, I would ask you one question. Are you willing to answer it truthfully?”
Nyx replied with a simple nod.
“Earlier, just before you surrendered yourself to Celestia and I, you said something to Twilight Sparkle. What did you say?”
“I simply told her that I had decided what kind of mare I wanted to be.”
“And what kind of mare are you? Who are you? Are you Nightmare Moon, or are you Nyx? Are you the filly Twilight took care of, or are you the mare I used to be?”
Nyx swallowed, glancing over her shoulder to the closed throne room doors, beyond which she knew stood Twilight Sparkle. “I cannot deny my past nor my origins. I was born of a spell meant to resurrect Nightmare Moon. In power, in form, and in memory, I am the same mare you once were. And, in truth, if it were not for that past, I would not have had the courage and determination to protect the ponies I care about.”
Nyx then smiled and turned her eyes towards Luna as they filled with a firm conviction. “But I am now much more than your twisted shadow, Princess Luna. As Nyx, I learned what it was like to be cared for by a mother, to have friends and play in the sunshine. As Nightmare Moon, I was born into your jealousy and hatred. Yet, I was given a chance to know happiness, and that has left its mark on my soul.
“I am both Nightmare Moon and Nyx, because they are one and the same. They are both me, but the name I choose as my own is Nyx.” She finished with a stomp of her front right hoof. The last echoes of that proclamation lingered in the air before dissipating into the night.
Luna nodded in understanding, and shut her eyes as she listened as the last traces of Nyx’s words faded. She then took in a deep breath, and, when Luna next opened her eyes, both they and her horn were glowing.
“Then, Nyx, I lay my judgment upon you.”
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Chapter 21
The End of the Nightmare
=======================
Twilight paced anxiously outside the throne room. She could hear Luna and Nyx talking from the other side of the door but could not make out what was being said. No matter how intently Twilight listened, all the words just sounded muffled. She even tried putting her ear right up against the door, but it didn’t help.
Celestia had whispered just before shutting the door that “it would only take a few minutes.” Well, it had been a few minutes, and Twilight’s patience was wearing thin. What was Luna going to do to Nyx? She needed to know.
She was so wrapped up in her thoughts that she barely noticed the seams of the door beginning to glow, which spawned greater concerns in her mind. What was going on? Was Luna passing her judgment? What could she be doing that would be producing that much light? All these questions danced within Twilight’s mind, and, almost instantly, her thoughts flew to the worst case scenario.
They were banishing her! Luna was banishing Nyx to the moon for another thousand years!
That had to be what was happening! Twilight was sure of it, and she quickly began to buck and beat on the throne room doors, trying to get in. She needed to convince the princesses that banishing Nyx to the moon wasn’t the answer. If they locked her up in a dungeon or banished her from Equestria, Twilight could at least visit her, be with her, comfort her.
But the moon? She couldn’t go to the moon! In her panic, Twilight called on her magic and tried to teleport herself into the throne room, only to feel her spell falter. Somepony was stopping her, interfering with her magic. Twilight could only guess it was Celestia. The princess was probably standing right on the other side of the door, making sure she couldn't get inside.
With her magic blocked, Twilight resumed bucking at the door. She screamed at the top of her lungs to be let in. She assaulted the door, yet it held strong against her hooves and her voice. Still, Twilight did not relent. She fought for what felt like an eternity, stopping only when she saw the light coming through the cracks in the door grow dark.
Her blood ran cold.
She dropped to her flanks and sat there, staring up at the door she had been unable to get through. She… she had failed. She had failed Nyx again. She had let Luna take her daughter away, and she hadn’t been able to do anything to stop it. Why hadn’t she insisted on staying in the room? Why had she let Celestia lead her outside? She should have been there, should have stayed with Nyx. Why did she trust Celestia? Why hadn’t she…
Twilight jumped when the throne room doors opened and Celestia poked her head out. “Twilight, we’re—”
Like somepony had struck a match and thrown it into a tinderbox, Twilight’s anger exploded. Her mane was consumed with fire and her coat glowed white-hot. She rage-shifted, screaming so loudly that her voice echoed throughout the halls of the castle, causing anypony that could hear her to stop dead in their tracks and listen.
“You banished her! After all she’s done you banished her!” Twilight bellowed. She began grabbing at anything she could, ripping chunks of stone directly out of the walls and hurling them at Celestia.
“Twilight!” Celestia said firmly as she employed her own magic to catch the volley of stones.
“Why didn’t you at least let me SAY GOODBYE!?!”
“Twilight!”
“That’s why you didn’t want me in the room! You didn’t want me to stop you! She didn’t deserve this! She didn't deserve t—”
Celestia furrowed her eyebrows and spread her wings as her horn’s glow grew to a blinding intensity. Celestia then threw out her magic, the energies washing over Twilight like a tidal wave. Twilight’s own magic was overwhelmed, and her rage-shift ended like a fire doused in water.
“Twilight, we did not banish her to the moon,” Celestia said when she was finally able to get a word in.
“YOU… you… you didn’t?” Twilight asked, her voice changing from an indignant scream to a disbelieving whisper.
“No, we didn’t.”
“But, the light… and you were taking so long! What were you and Luna doing if you weren’t banishing her?”
Celestia let a smile blossom onto her face as she slipped back through the throne room doors. “Come see for yourself.”
Twilight followed Celestia into the throne room, and, the moment she was inside, she began to look around frantically. She wasn’t sure what she was supposed to see, but she still searched for Nyx. Her gaze, however, was quickly drawn to another figure.
At the far end of the room stood Princess Luna, but she had undergone a transformation. She had grown as tall and slender as Celestia. Her own starfield of a mane had also transformed. Nightmare Moon’s mane could be described as a dark night with a faint twinkling of stars. Luna’s old mane was a clear summer’s night. Her new mane, however, was the night sky at its finest. Millions of stars, nebulae, and other wonders that were normally only visible through a telescope could be glimpsed within her mane. It was a living tapestry.
In all, Luna truly looked like a Ruler of Equestria and the Regent of the Moon, a true equal to Celestia in both power, stature, and beauty. Twilight couldn’t tear her eyes away for several seconds. She was as dumbfounded as she was the first time she met Celestia in person. When she was finally able to look away, her gaze turned downward where she noticed the black mass on the floor just in front of Luna.
It was a little black filly with a unicorn horn, pegasus wings, purple hair, and a few lingering bandages lying lazily across her flank.
“N… Nyx!?” Twilight said breathlessly, her mind struggling to grasp what she was seeing. It was at that moment that Twilight felt a gentle nudge on her side. Looking back, she saw the nudge had come from Celestia. The princess nodded gently once, silently assuring Twilight that what she was seeing was real.
That single gesture was all Twilight needed. She burst into a full gallop, raced across the room, and dropped to her knees beside Nyx. The rejuvenated alicorn was passed out on the floor, but Twilight held her all the same. She embraced and nuzzled Nyx, all the while wearing the biggest smile that would fit on her face.
As Twilight hugged Nyx, Celestia and Luna moved closer, standing side by side. They watched the scene before them silently, sharing gentle smiles. “Careful,” Celestia said, “I think it would be wise to let her rest.”
Twilight was brought back to reality by Celestia’s words. She loosened her grip on Nyx, but she did not let go. She just held Nyx for a while, as if fearing it was some cruel joke. In time, she looked up at the sisters. “But… but I thought… how could she?”
“My sister and I, as well as Nyx, are different from normal ponies, Twilight, and not just because we have both wings and horns,” Luna explained. “We are also different for we are very closely bound to the magic we wield.
“Not only does our immortality and strength come from our magic, but so does our maturity. That was why, after I was saved by the Elements of Harmony, I was so much smaller, so much younger, than Celestia. The Elements of Harmony took away much of my capacity for magic, and thus I became a pony barely mature enough to be considered a young adult.”
“So what did you do?” Twilight asked.
“I took back what was mine,” Luna answered with kindness, rather than cruelty. “The power Nyx possessed was never her own. Nexus’s spell gave her the portions of my power that remained in the shreds and supplemented what was missing by drawing in raw magic from Equestria itself. I took most of that magic for my own, since it was mine to begin with, and dispelled what remained, leaving Nyx the way she was before the cult ponynapped her.
“I also,” Luna continued, her gaze shifting to the passed out filly, “took back the memories that never should have been hers. The memories of being trapped in the moon and everything that preceded that, when she and I were truly one and the same. She will remember the facts about our shared past, but she will no longer know the torment of spending a millennium in banishment.
“To put it simply, Twilight, I took back what was mine and mine alone.”
“Will she remember everything else that’s happened?” Twilight asked cautiously.
“Yes, Nyx must live with the decisions she made for herself. She possesses every memory from the moment she took her first breath as her own pony, until now. After all, it was the events of these last few weeks that helped her discover the kind of mare she wants to be. She’ll also retain a few key memories from the day of the Summer Sun Celebration two years ago, mostly because of how closely those memories are intertwined with her memories of her school play and the following evening.
“But otherwise, Nyx is as she once was. With her magic drained, her physical maturity has regressed. This has also affected her mind. Much like her body, it is once again youthful and innocent; it is the mind of a child.”
“But I thought you were going to punish her. Banish her to the moon, or—”
“Nyx has worked to undo the mistakes she’s made,” Luna interrupted, maintaining her gentle tone while still silencing Twilight. “That is a sign of a pony that deserves a chance to redeem herself, not one that needs to be punished.”
“But what about the rest of Equestria? They know Nyx is Nightmare Moon. If they see her—”
“Do not doubt that Nyx will have to face those she has hurt,” Luna explained as her voice took on a warning tone. “There are those across Equestria, even in Ponyville, who will strongly disagree with what I’ve done, but that is something Nyx must face. It is a consequence of her actions.”
“But what if somepony tries to hurt her?” Twilight asked nervously, once again imagining the angry mob she thought should have formed at the Spring Festival.
“She is like us, Twilight. Even as a filly she is much more durable than most ponies. However, if anypony gives you too much trouble, I am simply a letter away,” Celestia assured calmly.
“And, for the moment, let me and my sister worry about what Equestria thinks,” Luna added. “If there are any ponies that do not agree with what has been done, then they can come and voice their concerns to me. It was, however, my decision to make, and I stand by my belief that this is for the best.”
“So you’re going to let her go, just like that?” Twilight asked, finding the situation almost too good to be true.
“No,” Luna stated firmly, her lips bending down in a frown. “There is one other part of her punishment, and it involves you, Twilight Sparkle.”
Twilight winced and held Nyx tightly against her chest as she dreaded what the now-much-larger Princess Luna was going to do. Luna’s gaze was harsh, and she stared Twilight down for a few moments before leaning in to speak. Yet, as she spoke, the tone of her voice was serious but not threatening.
“Twilight Sparkle, I hereby place Nyx in your care. You shall be her legal guardian, and it will be your responsibility to ensure that she never again repeats her crimes. You shall watch her as she grows up. I want you to ensure she laughs, learns, lives, and has friends. I ask that you help her enjoy the childhood that was almost lost to her and make sure she becomes the mare she wants to be.”
Luna let her voice slip into a more pleasant tone, and she smiled mischievously. “Think you can do that?”
It took a moment for Twilight to process the order she had been given, but, the moment her brain connected the dots, she nodded her head furiously. She proceeded to hold and nuzzle Nyx while her face remained locked in a huge smile. Tears rolled down Twilight’s cheeks, and she made no effort to stop them. She was too happy to care.
It was then Celestia leaned in close to Luna and whispered quietly, “Good job, sister.”
~~~
Celestia and Luna departed for Canterlot soon after, planning to announce their return to Equestria in the morning. News would spread across the kingdom quickly and, if Twilight knew anything, Pinkie Pie would probably throw a “The Princesses are back” party as soon as she found out.
Despite that small, lingering concern, Twilight chose to focus on one thing: going home with Nyx. The Golden Oaks Library had survived the attack and, at the moment, Twilight wanted, maybe even needed, to have Nyx to herself for a little while.
After sneaking out of the castle, Twilight quickly strode through the empty streets of Ponyville. Upon entering the library, Twilight was thankful to find Owloysius wasn’t there. She did see Spike, but he had fallen asleep in the middle of the floor, dozing off during his chores with Peewee asleep on top of his head. It was a sight that really made Twilight feel like she was home: a single, simple familiarity. Taking a moment, Twilight levitated Spike’s basket down from the bedroom, ensuring that both he and Peewee were sleeping comfortably before she took Nyx upstairs.
Having her magic drained away had knocked Nyx out, something Twilight was a little thankful for. If Nyx had woken up at the castle, it would have been more difficult to get her back to the library without drawing attention. At the moment, however, she was still asleep, and Twilight carefully levitated her into bed. She then gently nuzzled Nyx, intending the touch to be a good night gesture.
Nyx, however, stirred and groaned a little as she opened her eyes. Confusion flashed across her face as she looked about the room. When she noticed Twilight and how big she seemed to be, Nyx looked down at herself, gaping in disbelief at her tiny body.
“How are you feeling?” Twilight asked.
“Okay… kind of—” Nyx began to answer, only to squeak a little and lift a hoof to her throat. Her voice was back to the way it was, something that only confused her further.
It was no surprise that Nyx asked what had happened, and Twilight was more than happy to tell her everything. It was an explanation that Nyx listened to intently. She hung on Twilight's every word until the very end, when she asked, “So, Princess Luna took it all back?”
“What was originally hers, but you should still remember everything that happened since I found you in the forest.”
“I… I do remember,” Nyx admitted, “but it’s weird.”
“How is it weird?”
“I can remember. I remember how I used to think, how I used to know all sorts of things, and I remember what I did, but it feels like it was a nightmare. It’s like I went to sleep, dreamed all those things, and now I’ve woken up.”
“But you do know that everything really did happen, don’t you? You do realize that it wasn’t a nightmare.”
“I know what I did,” Nyx said before looking up at Twilight nervously. “So, what happens to me now? Are the princesses going to take me away again?”
Twilight shook her head. “No, they aren’t.”
“Then… are they going to banish me to the moon?” Nyx asked as she tried to imagine what punishment awaited her.
“No, they aren’t,” Twilight said again, beginning to smile.
“Are they going to punish me at all?”
“Yes, they are.”
“W-what are they going to do?” Nyx asked with a small tremor in her voice.
“They are going to make you stay here and be my daughter,” Twilight answered, offering a big, toothy grin.
The words made Nyx’s eyes light up in disbelief. Unable to contain her joy, she leaped out of bed and tackled Twilight. The pair was soon lost in a fit of giggles, for Twilight was taking her revenge for being tackled by playfully tickling Nyx.
It was the kind of fun both of them had been missing. Twilight knew Nyx would grow up eventually, that someday she would once again become a tall, regal alicorn with enough power to move the sun and moon. But for the moment, she was just happy to have her daughter back, to be able to enjoy raising and caring for Nyx for longer than just a few months.
After Twilight finished tickling Nyx, she helped her back into bed. Like the many nights before Nyx had been taken away, Twilight carefully tucked her in and kissed her on the forehead.
“Welcome home, Nyx,” Twilight spoke sweetly, sneaking another kiss on Nyx’s cheek before she crawled into her own bed and extinguished the lights. As her eyes adjusted to the now dark room, Nyx yawned and snuggled into the covers of her bed. It was strange to be a filly again, for her mind to be like it had been before.
In the dark of the room, her eyes were once again playing tricks on her. Nyx noticed strange shadows around the room that caused a twisting sense of fear to build in her chest. She felt defenseless again. Without all the power she’d had as a grown-up, the world was once again a threatening place.
It was a lot easier to be brave and courageous when one possesses enough magical power to fry almost anything with lightning.
Despite the fact that the world was a scarier place than when she was an adult, Nyx still found a reason to smile. She turned her gaze over to Twilight, who was lying in her own bed. She had a mother that loved her more than anything, one that she knew would never abandon her. It didn’t matter anymore that she was Nightmare Moon. That didn’t mean she had to be a monster or a bad pony. She didn’t have to be a tyrant or a queen. She could be a normal filly just like her friends and just be herself.
She could just be Nyx.
Yet, as Nyx watched Twilight, a thought crossed her mind. It was a silly thought, a stupid thought, but one that made her anxious all the same. It was a thought that came from her younger mind, and it made Nyx worry, even though it was a concern that an older mare would be able to disregard.
“Um…Twilight?”
“Yes, Nyx?” Twilight asked as she lifted her head off her pillow.
“Can I ask you something?”
“Of course.”
“I know Princess Luna already gave me her judgment, and I'm glad to be a filly again, but… well… I did do a lot of really bad things. So, I was wondering, and if you say yes I promise I won’t get mad, but… am I grounded?”
A snort of laughter escaped Twilight’s throat before she could stop it. While Nyx wasn’t sure what Twilight found so funny, she regained her composure quickly and said, with an assuring tone, “No, you’re not grounded. You’ve been through a lot, and I think you’ve learned your lesson. Now don’t worry about it anymore and go to sleep.”
Nyx stifled another yawn, laid her head down, and shut her eyes. “Okay, Twilight,” she muttered out as sleep began to overtake her. Going from being a full adult mare back to a filly was a tiring experience and, with her fears sated, Nyx soon drifted off to sleep.
~~~
BURRRRPPP
Twilight’s eyes slid open at the familiar sound of Spike burping up a letter. It was a sound Twilight had longed to hear for the several weeks she was locked in the castle’s dungeons. Sitting up, Twilight yawned before slowly slipping out from her covers and making her way to the staircase.
Both Spike and Peewee had been abruptly woken up by Spike’s belch. By the time Twilight had arrived at the library’s main floor, Spike was already out of his bed and reading the note with Peewee perched on his shoulder.
“Good morning, Spike,” Twilight said as she began crossing the room in the direction of the kitchen.
Spike visibly jumped at the sound of Twilight’s voice and spun on his heels to face her. After he had seen that it was just Twilight, Spike was able to calm himself and say, “Hey Twilight, I thought you were going to stay at the castle last night.”
“I was, but… a couple things happened. Now, what does the letter say?”
“It’s great news! Princess Celestia and Princess Luna are back!”
Twilight paused, glanced at Spike, and said, “Oh, I already knew that.” She then continued walking towards the kitchen.
“Yeah it’s—” Spike began, only to stop and look at Twilight quizzically. “Wait, you know? How do you know?”
“I’ll tell you over breakfast, Spike,” Twilight replied. “Now, would you go upstairs and wake Nyx?”
“Nyx is upstairs!?” Spike exclaimed before he turned to look towards the library staircase.
“Don’t tell me you’re scared of her, Spike.”
“Twilight, she’s an alicorn ten times my size that shoots lightning! She locked you in a dungeon and did a whole bunch of other stuff!” He looked back over his shoulder anxiously. “Can we really trust her?”
“Spike, she’s just our Nyx. The princesses let her go because they think she deserves a second chance. You don’t have to be scared of her,” Twilight assured him.
“I’m not scared,” Spike argued before he lowered his head and looked at his claws. “I was just… really worried about you and what she was going to do to you. I didn’t know where you had gone until I found out you were in her dungeons. And then… then you almost got hanged and… and…”
“Spike,” Twilight said quietly. She rested her neck on him in a close embrace, and he returned the hug warmly, wrapping his short arms around her neck. “I’m sorry I worried you, but, I promise, you don’t have to be scared anymore. I’m not going anywhere anytime soon.”
Spike nodded and pulled away from Twilight, rubbing his eyes to fight back the few tears that were trying to form. “I guess I should go get Nyx now, huh?”
“Only if you feel up to it, Spike.”
He waved Twilight off, turned, and began walking towards the stairs. “I think I can manage. I just hope she doesn’t wake up on the wrong side of the bed.”
Twilight laughed a little and watched Spike until he disappeared up the stairwell. She then turned and made her way into the library’s kitchen. With her magic, she began drawing out ingredients for a nice, hearty breakfast. It would be Nyx’s first breakfast back at the library, and Twilight wanted to make it a good one. That, and she’d missed dinner the evening before, so she was looking forward to enjoying a big meal.
Opening the cupboards, Twilight levitated out some bowls and basic ingredients. “Let’s see, I feel like pancakes,” Twilight thought out loud to herself as she remembered the recipe and looked over what ingredients were available in the library. “We have flour, sugar, cinnamon, baking powder, milk, vegetable oil, water, vanilla, butter. Good, looks like I have everything I—”
SLAMMM!!!
Twilight almost dropped all the ingredients she had been levitating, but managed to keep a hold of everything… except the bag of flour, which dropped to the floor like a rock. It threw up a huge white cloud upon impact and filled the air with a smoke screen of white powder.
Twilight hacked and coughed as the flour settled, the front of her body covered in white dust, as was much of the kitchen. It was a sizable mess, one that Twilight could only frown at before turning her eyes to the kitchen door where Spike was smiling back sheepishly.
“Oh… uh… sorry Twilight.”
“It’s fine,” she huffed, “though I would like to know why you just burst through the door like that.”
“Twilight, Nyx is a filly again!”
“Yes, I know, Spike,” Twilight replied as she shook her body, trying to throw off the flour that was covering her.
“Wait, you knew that too? When did all this happen?”
“Yesterday evening,” Twilight answered. “Princess Luna was the one that changed her back.”
“But why would the princess—”
Twilight cut Spike off by putting a broom and dustpan into his claws. “I’ll explain while we clean up this mess.”
Spike nodded and, as the pair worked together, Twilight filled Spike in on everything that had happened. There were a couple times she had to back up and repeat herself, but, by the time the kitchen was clean, Spike had a fairly strong grasp on what had transpired.
“So… Nyx is mostly back to the way she was, but she still remembers everything that’s happened? And at the same time, Princess Luna’s now as big and tall like Princess Celestia, because she took back the power Nyx had?”
“Pretty much.”
“Wow… a lot happened yesterday.”
“Yes, it did,” Twilight agreed as she threw the last bit of the spilled flour away. “Now, would you please go upstairs and get Nyx while I start on these pancakes?”
Spike nodded and scampered out of the kitchen while Twilight turned her levitation spell on the ingredients. She began to carefully measure out and pour them into a mixing bowl. Soon, the batter was perfect and Twilight was cooking the first pancake on the stove. Feeling just a little adventurous, Twilight chose to forgo using a spatula and tried to flip the pancake with just her magic.
SQQQQUUUUUEEEEEEE!
The sound of Nyx’s voice made Twilight jump a second time that morning. The half-cooked pancake, which was being lifted by Twilight’s magic, soared skyward, flipping and turning in the air before it came back down. With a thick splat, the uncooked side landed on Twilight’s head, splattering white batter across her face while she furrowed her eyebrows in annoyance.
“Twilight, Twilight!” Spike chanted as he and Nyx came running through the kitchen door, only for both to come to a stop dead in their tracks.
“Whoa, Twilight, you trying to cook that pancake on your head?” Spike joked, which only drew a frown and an annoyed glare from her.
“No, I’m not,” Twilight grumbled as she levitated the pancake off her head and grabbed a wet rag from the sink to clean herself. “Now, why did I hear a scream?”
“Nyx has her cutie mark!”
Twilight’s annoyance disappeared, and she lowered the washrag from her face. “She does!?”
“Yeah!” Nyx chirped back, turning to the side. “See?”
Twilight leaned forward a little and focused her eyes on Nyx’s side. Her cutie mark was a single, simple image: a night-blue kite shield which tapered off to a single point at the bottom and crested to a single point on top. The blue color was steely, with a slightly lighter-toned metallic highlight that, if Twilight wasn’t mistaken, almost looked like a narrow crescent moon.
“Isn’t it amazing?” Nyx asked.
“Yes, it is,” Twilight answered. “Did you just get it?”
“No, and that’s the thing we couldn’t figure out,” Spike explained. “I saw it when Nyx climbed out of bed, and I’ve never heard of a pony getting a cutie mark while they were asleep… well, unless their special talent is sleeping. Anyways, that means she had to get it before she went to sleep last night, but she doesn’t remember seeing it before she woke up.”
“We were wondering if you know when it showed up and if you know what it means,” Nyx added.
“I’m sorry, but I don’t. Maybe Princess Celestia knows.”
“Why would the princess know?” Spike asked.
“She stayed with me and Nyx most of yesterday, so maybe she saw something. Spike?”
The baby dragon smiled, slipped out the kitchen, and appeared a few moments later with quill and paper in his claws. “Ready.”
“Dear Princess Celestia, I hope you are having an easy time settling back into Canterlot,” Twilight began as Spike wrote. “I know you must be busy, but we discovered this morning that Nyx has her cutie mark. We do not, however, know when it appeared. I was wondering if you, by chance, noticed anything yesterday, since we know that Nyx did not have her cutie mark before the attack. Your Faithful Student, Twilight Sparkle.”
“Twilight… Sparkle,” Spike echoed as he finished the letter. Then, in a flash of emerald fire, the letter was sent to Canterlot by Spike’s magical dragon fire.
With the scroll gone and a little encouragement from Nyx and Spike, Twilight began a third attempt at making breakfast. As Twilight cooked, Spike and Nyx tried to guess what Nyx’s cutie mark meant. It was a conversation Twilight joined once she had three plates stacked high with light, fluffy pancakes.
“You really think that’s what it means?”
“Oh yeah, that has to be what it means,” Spike assured as Twilight placed a plate in front of him. “Twilight will back me up.”
“Back you up on what?” Twilight asked as she set down Nyx’s plate.
“I think Nyx’s cutie mark means her special talent is being tough.”
“Really?” Twilight said, making no effort to hide the skepticism in her voice.
“Well, think about all the stuff she did when she was Nigh—, I mean… when she was big. She fought back a bunch of monsters and beat Celestia. A pony has to be tough to do all that, and shields are tough.”
“But Applejack, Pinkie Pie, and Fluttershy helped me fight all those monsters, and Celestia wasn’t really trying to beat me when we fought,” Nyx pointed out as Twilight sat down at the table with her own plate of food.
“But you still beat her,” Spike argued.
“I’m sorry, Spike, but, if you’re right, then wouldn’t Nyx’s cutie mark have appeared after she defeated Princess Celestia?” Twilight asked as she watched Spike drown his pancakes in maple syrup.
“Well, I guess you’re—” Spike began, only for his cheeks to puff out. A moment later he belched out a cloud of smoke, which swirled and materialized into a scroll. The letter dropped out of the air a moment later, and Twilight had to use a quick bit of magic to keep it from landing on top of Spike’s syrup-drenched pancakes.
“So, does Princess Celestia know?” Nyx asked, the letter completely distracting her from breakfast.
Twilight laughed and waved a hoof in Nyx’s direction as she unrolled the scroll. “Just a second, let me read.”
To My Faithful Student,
Things are busy around the palace, mostly because everypony wants to celebrate that Luna and I have returned. Still, it is good to be home and we are settling back in.
As to your question, I do believe I know when Nyx gained her cutie mark. It was yesterday, when she was surrendering herself to me and Luna. It was just after she finished speaking that I noticed a flash of light coming from her side. I was unable to see the mark at the time, due to Nyx’s bandages, but I do believe that was when Nyx’s cutie mark appeared.
Hopefully you find that helpful, and I offer my congratulations to Nyx.
Sincerely,
Princess Celestia of Equestria
P.S. Luna offers her congratulations as well.
Twilight’s mind slipped back to remember that moment in time. She had wanted her to stop, but Nyx had surrendered herself to Celestia and Luna all the same. It was then, at the end, that Nyx had spoken what could have easily turned out to be her final words.
“I can be bruised, battered and beaten but, as long as there is still breath in my lungs, I will continue to protect ponies. I will protect them, because what can kill them I can survive, because what hurts them is but a scratch for me, because it’s the one thing I’ve been able to do right.”
“So, what did Princess Celestia say?” Spike asked through a mouthful of food.
“She remembered seeing a flash of light, and she thinks that’s when Nyx got her cutie mark. If she’s right, then I think I know what your special talent is.”
“What is it?” Nyx asked anxiously.
“I think your special talent is protecting other ponies.”
“Protecting other ponies?” Nyx echoed quizzically.
“Yes, like how you protected Ponyville from the monster attack. Like how you were willing to surrender yourself not only to make up for what you had done, but also for the things done by the Children of Nightmare. Like a shield,” Twilight continued, pointing at Nyx’s cutie mark, “you are willing to put yourself in danger to protect other ponies, no matter who they are.”
Nyx glanced down at her cutie mark and then turned to look at her pancakes. She stared at them while the thought of her special talent rolled around in her head. Nyx then looked back at Twilight, obviously a little worried. “Um… Twilight? If my talent is protecting other ponies, does that mean I have to fight monsters now?”
Twilight chuckled before shaking her head.
“No, you don’t have to worry about fighting monsters right now. You’re just a filly, and Luna took away most of your magic. Even if you did have all your powers, I still wouldn’t let you fight anything from the Everfree Forest.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t want to even think about you fighting anything until you’re at least my age. But don’t get me wrong, I still think it’s a wonderful cutie mark.”
A smile spread across Nyx’s lips. Despite wanting to jump out of her seat from having both a cutie mark and Twilight’s approval, she managed to keep herself contained to her chair. She, however, quickly began expressing her joy through other means. Each forkful of breakfast was consumed with a huge smile, and even her chewing seemed happy.
“That is a nice special talent,” Spike commented after taking a drink of water to wash down a bite of pancake, “but I think that makes me kind of right.”
“Right about what?” Twilight asked.
“Well, Nyx’s special talent. I mean, to be good at protecting ponies she has to be pretty tough.”
Twilight laughed a little, about to take her first bite. “Well, I think it takes a little more than just being tough, but—”
KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK
Twilight sighed, wondering if she would ever get to eat breakfast that morning through all the interruptions. Twilight had every intention of ignoring the pony at the door, but a second set of knocks forced her to set her fork down and step away from the table. She walked to the front door, and, upon reaching it, Twilight opened it to reveal a pink earth pony with bright blue eyes.
“Hey Pinkie Pie.”
“Twilight, what are you doing inside?” Pinkie Pie asked with her usual level of energy.
“Trying to eat breakfast,” Twilight answered before cocking an eyebrow. “Why?”
“You silly filly, if you want to eat breakfast you should come to the party!”
Twilight cocked her head in confusion, but Pinkie Pie just responded by pointing down the street with her hoof. Twilight followed Pinkie’s point and stuck her head out of the library door to see that, a few blocks away, the streets of Ponyville had been transformed. Every lamppost, store front… basically anything that could be decorated had been decorated with banners and flags that featured suns and moons. Ponies were outside, laughing and dancing in the streets, and Twilight could even hear music in the air, though it sounded like it was coming from several blocks away.
“What’s all that about?”
“It’s my ‘The Princesses are back’ party!” Pinkie Pie answered with a bounce. “A pegasus came from Canterlot this morning and told the mayor that Celestia and Luna were back, and then she told Ditzy Doo, and Ditzy Doo told Carrot Top, and then Carrot Top told Mr. Cake, and then Mr. Cake told Mrs. Cake. Then Mrs. Cake told me. Now, since everypony knows the princesses are back and I don’t have to keep it a secret, I threw together the biggest, most exciting block party ever!”
“Wait, so you threw a party together already?”
“Of course!” Pinkie Pie replied. “I mean, I put together a party just as big for when we saved Princess Luna, and I barely had any time then! This time I actually had ponies to put up decorations, and I’ve got punch made, and I have five cakes baking!”
“Wait, how do you have five cakes baking? There’s only one oven at Sugarcube Corner.”
“That’s easy, silly! I just used other ponies’ ovens.”
“I guess that would make sense,” Twilight replied, though she was honestly expecting a much stranger answer.
“So,” Pinkie Pie began as she leaned in to Twilight, “are you going to come to the party?”
“Actually, I may not, Pinkie Pie.”
“Awwww, why not? I mean, it's going to be so terrific and I’d think you, more than anypony, would be happy that the princesses are back!”
“I am happy, but I wouldn’t want to make Nyx stay here at the library by herself, and it’s probably not a party she would like to go to. While it is a party for Princess Celestia and Princess Luna, there have to be some ponies out there celebrating the fact that they think Nyx is gone.”
“Oh, everypony already knows about Nyx.”
Twilight’s eyes widened and her mouth hung open slightly. “They… do?”
“Yeah. The message the princesses sent out said that Nyx let them go, that they punished Nyx by taking away her powers, and that they had put her in the care of a pony that would make sure she wouldn't be a threat to Equestria ever again, a pony Princess Celestia trusts completely.
“And,” Pinkie Pie continued, “Princess Celestia doesn’t trust anypony more than you, so I knew Nyx was staying with you. That, and a couple of ponies saw you leaving the castle last night with a little black filly. Still, Princess Celestia’s punishment sounds so silly. Anypony that knows you and Nyx would know that the idea of her living with you isn’t a real punishment!”
Twilight found herself smiling as she silently thanked the princesses. They had told Equestria the full truth about Nyx, but had done it in such a way that most of Equestria would believe Nyx was actually being punished. To the common pony, it sounded like she was being carefully guarded and that her powers had been taken away by force.
Yet the residents of Ponyville, who knew Nyx better, could see the full truth. Most would be angry that she got off so easily, but some would be happy to know she was back with the unicorn that cared about her. It was probably a foal's hope, believing all of Equestria wouldn’t find out the full truth sooner or later, but Twilight was thankful for what the princesses had done all the same.
“It does sound like a lot of fun, Pinkie Pie, but I think Spike, Nyx, and I should just spend today together.”
Pinkie Pie smiled knowingly. “Okay, Twilight, I hope you three have fun! Oh, and, if you change your mind, you’re welcome to stop by the party and get some cake.”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Twilight replied. She was about to slip back inside the library when a thought struck her. “Hey, Pinkie Pie?”
“Yeah?”
“Do the Cakes have any parties planned in Sugarcube Corner over the next few days?”
“Not that I can think of. Why?”
~~~
“Spike… Twilight!?” Nyx called out, slowly descending the stairs of the library’s main floor.
It had been a few days since the princesses’ return, a few days of fun for Nyx as she got back into a normal routine with Twilight, Spike, Peewee, and Owloysius. It hadn’t all been peaceful; a few ponies had come to the library to argue with Twilight that Nyx needed to be locked up or even taken away. Twilight, however, proceeded to chew out and slam the library door in those ponies’ faces, and afterward she always reassured Nyx that she didn’t deserve any of the punishments they were demanding.
It had been okay until three ponies came at once with every intention to take Nyx by force and lock her up until they could convince Celestia she needed to be banished. It had been a tense evening, but with her magic and Spike’s help, Twilight chased those three ponies off. Then, to make Nyx feel better, Twilight broke her usual rule and read two stories before bed.
Nyx had been so excited that she made herself stay up for both stories, which resulted in her sleeping in. It was almost ten in the morning and, while Nyx wasn’t surprised to see Twilight and Spike weren’t in bed, she was surprised to find they weren’t in the kitchen or the library’s main room.
“W-where is everypony?” Nyx asked herself after checking most of the library. For a brief moment, a flicker of fear sparked inside Nyx as her more youthful mind betrayed her. She couldn't stop herself from wondering if she had been abandoned again, but she dispelled the thought with a firm shake of her head.
She knew Twilight wouldn’t just leave her like that. Not now, not ever.
That still left Nyx wondering where everypony was, and she began to search the library. It was when she was in the library’s basement that the rapping of a hoof on wood reached her ears.
Somepony was knocking on the front door, and, for a moment, Nyx wasn’t sure whether or not she should answer. The ponies at the door could have easily been some of the ponies from town that wanted to take her away. On the other hoof, Nyx realized that the pony at the door could be Twilight or one of her friends. So, she decided to at least see who it was.
Nyx galloped to the door and reached out her magic to open it. She, however, couldn’t help but fumble with the handle for a few moments. Her magic was much weaker, and she was still getting used to it. It was even weaker than it had been when Twilight first found her for some reason. Still, with some effort, Nyx got the door unlatched and pulled it open with a hoof.
“There you are!”
Nyx jumped back, and a small “eep!” escaped her throat as she retreated into the library. The party pony of Ponyville, Pinkie Pie, had been standing right on the library doorstep, catching Nyx off guard. Yet, even after startling her, Pinkie Pie quickly zipped inside and got right up beside Nyx, giving her a playful noogie.
“I was so worried you were going to go and sleep through the party, but Twilight said I couldn’t wake you up until it was eleven. I thought that was kind of sad, since you’ve missed so much fun already, but then I heard somepony moving around. So, I guessed you were awake, decided to try knocking on the door, and I was right! Now you can come to the party earlier and have so much fun! I bet if we really try really hard, we can make up for the hour you were being a sleepy McSleeperhead!”
“Pinkie Pie, stop it!” Nyx half-giggled, half-whined. She escaped Pinkie’s relentless, but playful, noogie, and stumbled back a few steps from her. “What’s going on? What party?”
“Oh, my ‘Thanks-For-Saving-Ponyville-From-A-Bunch-Of-Scary-Monsters-party. Hey, can you guess who the guest of honor is?”
“Twilight?”
“Nooooo~.” Pinkie Pie replied with a sing-song voice.
“Rainbow Dash?”
Pinkie Pie giggled. “No!”
“Applejack?”
“Not even close.”
“… Fluttershy?”
“Wow, you really need to practice at guessing games. It’s you, you silly filly!”
“Me?”
“Well duh. Yeah, Applejack and Rainbow Dash and Twilight and Fluttershy all helped, but you were the mare that really saved the day. You went and broke yourself into all those clones, and then you flew around helping ponies like an army of super heroes! You brought lightning down with big KA-CRACKS, and you bucked with some KA-POWS, and threw some of the monsters back into the forest with a NEEERRR-THOOOOM!!! It was so totally amazing!”
A smile slipped onto Nyx’s face. “You really think so?”
“Yep! Now come on, everypony we know is over at Sugarcube Corner, and they’re going to be so excited to see you! Well, it’s actually more everypony you know. I know everypony in Ponyville, and Sugarcube Corner is too small to really fit them all. That, and a lot of ponies I know are being mean-meanie heads. Some actually heard about the party and came to tell me I shouldn’t be throwing it. They said that you didn’t deserve a party. How mean is that?
“Anyways,” Pinkie Pie continued, “all of my friends and all of your friends are there, and there are some other ponies too.
“Now, come on!” Pinkie Pie chirped. Before Nyx could react, Pinkie Pie had slipped a hoof under her belly. All it took after that was a single, swift, upward motion from Pinkie’s hoof, and Nyx found she had been popped into the air. She yelped, waved her limbs, and fluttered her wings as she toppled through the air. Nyx landed on Pinkie Pie’s back, and, before she could get her bearings, Pinkie reared energetically.
A moment later, Pinkie was charging through the streets of Ponyville while Nyx held on for dear life.
~~~
“WE’RE HERE~!!!” Pinkie Pie sang as she burst through the doors to Sugarcube Corner, startling a number of ponies around the room with her sudden arrival. After barely dodging a few ponies unfortunate enough to be in her path, Pinkie Pie skidded to a stop in the center of the room, a slightly shell-shocked Nyx holding tightly to her back.
When Nyx dared to open her eyes, her vision was met with a Sugarcube Corner decked out in party decorations, complete with streamers, banners, and balloons. Nyx could even see a cake, which had been decorated with a simple but recognizable rendition of a grown-up version of herself standing over a defeated Lupus Major, which had X’s over its eyes and its tongue sticking out comically.
Most importantly, Nyx saw the friendly, smiling faces of ponies, something she had sorely missed during her time spent as Nightmare Moon. There weren’t a whole lot of them. The room was maybe halfway full, but there were still more than Nyx expected. Twilight and her friends, Cheerilee, Sweetie Belle’s parents, Scootaloo’s parents, and a few other mares and stallions from the community were in attendance. There were even a few faces Nyx didn’t recognize, but even those ponies seemed happy to see her.
It wasn’t just the adult ponies though. Before Nyx could really recover from being whisked through Ponyville by Pinkie Pie, she found herself at the bottom of a pony-pile. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and Twist had jumped up, clearing Pinkie Pie’s back and tackling their friend in a fit of laughter and giggles.
“Guess Twilight was tellin’ the truth! You are back to normal!” Apple Bloom cheered as she pulled herself out of the pile of equines, the others quickly getting back to their hooves as well.
“Must be weird not being all grown up anymore,” Scootaloo noted, “but it’s good to have ya back, Nyx.”
“Th-thank you. It’s really good to be back. I missed you all so much,” Nyx said with a smile, though it was a grin that quickly withered into a frown as she hung her head. “Listen, I’m so sorry that I locked you in the dungeons. I really didn’t want to, but Spell Nexus convinced me that—”
“We know,” Apple Bloom reassured while she placed a hoof on Nyx’s shoulders. “It was scary, but Twilight told us why you had to lock us up.”
“I’m still really sorry, girls. I promise, I didn’t want to do it.”
Sweetie Belle was the next to come up beside Nyx, and she was wearing a comforting smile. “It’s okay, we’ve all forgiven you.”
“Yeah, it’s totally— HEEEEYYYYY!” Scootaloo zipped over to Nyx’s side and pointed a hoof to her hips. “Since when did you have that?”
“Have what?” Twist asked, tilting her head quizzically to the right side.
“Nyx has her cutie mark!” Apple Bloom chirped with a bounce before she, Twist, and Sweetie Belle moved over beside Scootaloo to inspect the new mark. “What is it, a shovel?”
“No, it doesn’t have a handle. I say it’s an arrow head,” Sweetie Belle argued.
“It’s not shaped right to be an arrow head. Uh, maybe it’s a… uh…” Scootaloo began, only to be cut off.
“It’s a shield,” Nyx said with a proud smile, despite the quizzical looks from her friends.
“A shield? What kind of special talent do you have that gives you a shield for a cutie mark?”
“Twilight says my special talent is protecting other ponies, even when I have to put myself in harm’s way, like how I protected Ponyville during the attack.”
Scootaloo nodded her head. “That’s pretty cool. It’s not as cool as Rainbow Dash’s cutie mark, but still cool.”
“But… I can still be a Crusader, right?” Nyx asked.
“Of course!” Sweetie Belle chirped. “After you made Twist a Cutie Mark Crusader, we’ve started a new membership policy. Ponies who already have cutie marks are allowed to be members as long as they help members who don’t have cutie marks discover their special talents. Though, you’ll have to work pretty hard to keep up with Twist. She’s been helping us out a whole bunch.”
“Aw, I just bring snacks,” Twist admitted while rubbing the back of her neck.
“But the snacks you bring are great, and you also help us find more things to try out for our special talents,” Apple Bloom pointed out.
“Hey,” Scootaloo began, “maybe one of our cutie marks are like Nyx’s! Maybe we should try defending other ponies.”
“But, what can we defend ponies against?” Sweetie Belle asked.
Nyx felt a bit of unease rising up in her chest. She did not want to let her friends go running into the Everfree Forest to try and defeat one of the monsters she had chased away. It was then, however, she noticed a hydra-shaped piñata hanging off a hook in the ceiling.
A sly smile formed on her face, and she pointed in the direction of the piñata. “You know, that big hydra looks pretty mean and scary. We wouldn’t want it hurting any ponies here at the party…”
“Yeah, it is pretty big and nasty,” Scootaloo agreed, rubbing her chin. The other four fillies soon caught onto Nyx’s idea and, with large smiles, the five friends shouted out in unison, scaring half the ponies at the party.
“CUTIE MARK CRUSADERS PIÑATA MONSTER SLAYERS!!! YAY!!!”
The Crusaders, now numbering five energetic fillies, quickly ran off to find a blindfold and stick so that they could crack open the piñata… or, rather, defend the innocent party goers from the paper-mache monster that just happened to be filled with candy.
~~~
“No cutie marks, but this candy is great,” Apple Bloom said as the Crusaders sat at a table. Nearby, the broken remains of the piñata lay scattered across the floor. Scootaloo had been the one to bring down the brightly colored paper-mache hydra, which had been such a threat to the party and all the ponies in attendance. It was a glorious explosion of candy, and the few other fillies and colts that were at the party cheered and scrambled to get their share of the bounty when the beast had been slain.
“So, Nyx,” Sweetie Belle began after she swallowed a piece of chocolate, “what was it like to be queen?”
Nyx stuck her tongue out at the sour memories. “I honestly didn’t like it that much.”
“Really? I mean, wasn’t it cool to live in that big castle and have all them servants workin’ for ya?” Apple Bloom asked. “I bet the food was good too, like those desserts we ate.”
“Sometimes, but the castle cook always made my food too fancy. I’d ask for a sandwich and the chef always turned it into an art project.”
“But those pastries he made were really good!” Scootaloo exclaimed, “They were good even after Sweetie Belle sat on one.”
“I still can’t believe you ate that,” Sweetie Belle commented.
“What? It was still good, just a little squished,” Scootaloo defended before popping another small candy in her mouth. Sweetie Belle wasn’t ready to drop the issue so quickly, and, within moments, she and Scootaloo had gotten into a discussion about when it was and wasn’t okay to eat a dessert. Apple Bloom, Twist, and Nyx weighed in from time to time, but the trio mostly just sat back and grimaced as Scootaloo openly admitted that she would eat a pastry even if it was dropped in the mud, at least after brushing most of the mud off first.
It was during this conversation that Nyx noticed a glint out of the corner of her eye and looked to her side. A familiar pair of fillies was coming in the front door of Sugarcube Corner, the shimmer of light coming from the tiara that one of the fillies was wearing.
“Isn’t that right, Nyx?”
Nyx shook her head and looked back at her friends. “What? Sorry, I wasn’t listening.”
“I was asking if it was cool to have a mane like Princess Celestia’s,” Sweetie Belle repeated.
“I thought we were talking about what Scootaloo is willing to eat.”
“We were, but then Apple Bloom said something about the mane and tail you had when you were all grown up, and we started talking about that. Weren’t you listening at all?” Twist asked before taking a bite of taffy.
“Sorry, I got distracted, but, yes, I guess it was pretty cool.”
“I wish I had a mane like that,” Sweetie Belle admitted. “It was so pretty.”
“Pretty nothin’!” Apple Bloom argued. “I just wish I could get my mane to do things. I could get to the cookie jar Big Mac hides on the top shelf if I had a mane like Nyx did.”
As her friends shifted into a conversation about the benefits of having a magical mane, Nyx excused herself a moment. After trotting around the party for a while, Nyx found Twilight talking with the mailmare, Ditzy Doo, near the punch bowl.
“Are you sure it’s okay?”
“I don’t mind at all,” Twilight assured. “I’d be happy to help Dinky with her magic.”
“Thank you, Twilight. My little muffin has just been so excited about magic since she played you in that spring play. Sparkler’s been trying to help her learn but she’s just had her heart set on learning from you. I know she’ll be so excited to hear you’re willing to teach her.”
“Um, Twilight?” Nyx quietly interrupted, seeing a small break in the conversation.
“Oh, hey Nyx, are you having fun?”
“I am, but—” Nyx paused and glanced over her shoulder to look at two fillies who were standing in the corner, who weren’t playing or talking with anypony else at the party. “Why are Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon here?”
“I know you don’t like them, Nyx, but I asked them to come.”
“Why would you want them here?”
“Do you remember what you did to them when you first became an adult?” Twilight asked, her tone becoming more parental and stern.
Nyx flattened her ears against her head, remembering how she had singled out the pair of fillies and practically blamed them for her completed resurrection. “Yes… I remember.”
“Don’t you think they deserve an apology?”
Nyx frowned and glanced a second time at the pair of fillies that had been the bane of her existence when she was in school. “I guess, but what if they don’t want to accept my apology?”
“Then that’s their loss,” Twilight answered before she gave Nyx a gentle nudge with her hoof. “Now, go on.”
Nyx pouted, but she started to walk across the room all the same. She was not looking forward to the conversation at all. She couldn’t foresee the apology turning out very well. Still, Twilight was right; she needed to apologize to everypony for what she did, and that included Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
“Oh look, Silver Spoon, it's Equestria’s ‘glorious’ queen,” Diamond Tiara mocked as the pair noticed Nyx walking up to them, her words dripping with sarcasm. “What do you want, Your Majesty? Oh, wait, let me guess. You want to humiliate us in front of everypony in town, again. Or maybe you want to take my dad away, again.”
“I… I…” Nyx fumbled under Diamond Tiara’s accusing gaze. Once again, Nyx had to deal with her younger mind. When she was Nightmare Moon, she wouldn’t have taken that kind of lashing, but as a filly…
Well, as a filly she didn’t want to take it either. She felt guilty, Diamond Tiara’s words were scalding, and she couldn’t deny that part of her wanted to break down. Still, that didn’t mean she had to. She was a filly again, but that didn’t mean she had to wilt and wither like she used to. She would be brave and face Diamond Tiara. After all, if she could face a bunch of big monsters, then she could handle a couple of bullies.
“I wanted to say I’m sorry.”
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon glanced at each other. The two obviously had not been expecting that to be the reason why Nyx had come over to talk to them. Still, Diamond Tiara’s mouth quickly bent down into a frown. “Sorry? Sorry!? Like, who do you take us for? We’re not stupid! You hate us almost as much as we hate you, so why would you be sorry?”
“Because what I did wasn’t right, and… and it doesn’t matter if I like you or not. You still deserve an apology.”
“Well, thank you sooo much. That makes things, like, sooo much better.”
Nyx felt herself bristle. “I was just trying to be nice. Why did you two even come anyway?”
“We just wanted to see how lame this party was going to be and get some free cake. Now, why don’t you go and be nice with your blank flank friends?” Diamond Tiara dismissed, waving Nyx off with a hoof. “We don’t need your sympathy, Nightmare Moon.”
Nyx furrowed her eyebrows and tried to fight the urge to flip Diamond Tiara upside down with her magic. It was a part of her old personality, her Nightmare Moon side, that remained despite her return to fillyhood. It was the same temper that made her lash out at her guards and servants when they disobeyed or questioned her. It was the same temper that made her want to strangle Spell Nexus’s scrawny neck for almost killing Twilight.
It was a temper that now remained with Nyx, but one she managed to wrangle before she did something she’d regret. She had given her apology, and, if those two wanted to be snooty and mean, then that was their business. Turning on her hooves, Nyx began walking away, doing her best to remain calm. She wanted to deny the bullies the pleasure of knowing they had gotten under her skin, yet she couldn’t keep herself from stomping a little and fluttering her wings.
Nyx was so wrapped up in being angry at Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon that she almost walked right past Twilight. Twilight, however, stepped on Nyx’s tail before she could and asked firmly, “Did you apologize?”
“Yes,” Nyx replied with a mixture of a grumble and whine, “but they didn’t accept it.”
“That’s fine,” Twilight said before she released Nyx’s tail and let her turn around. “What matters is that you did the right thing. Now, why don’t we go cut the cake?”
Nyx smiled as her anger over Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon subsided. She didn’t need them to like her; she had Twilight and her friends. She knew that was all she needed.
That, and the cake looked delicious.
~~~
“Well, sister, it seems that most of Canterlot is taking your transformation well,” Celestia commented as she and Luna strode through the royal castle, having a short respite between meetings and announcements. It had been very hectic for the Royal Sisters, trying to balance the work that needed to be done with the number of public appearances they had to make.
“They take it as a sign of Nightmare Moon’s defeat, that I ‘conquered’ the great monster and reclaimed my power. It may not be the proper truth, but I see no point in correcting them.”
“An honorable motive, sister, but I fear that the ‘proper truth’ will come out in time. Some ponies from Ponyville have already sent letters to me about the fact that Twilight isn’t punishing Nyx as they think she should. Shining Armor has been surprisingly vocal, and a letter from one Filthy Rich complained about the fact that his daughter, Diamond Tiara, was invited to a party for Nyx.”
“A party?” Luna echoed quizzically.
“From the invitation I personally received, it was a ‘Thanks-For-Saving-Ponyville-From-A Bunch-Of-Scary-Monsters’ party, thrown by the bearer of the Element of Laughter, Pinkie Pie. If memory serves me right, the party is going on right now.”
A small chuckle escaped Luna’s lips as she thought back to her own encounters with Pinkie Pie. “She does throw very grand parties. I hope Nyx enjoys it.”
“Speaking of Nyx, I must admit I was curious about something. I feel you made the best decision for Nyx and Twilight, taking back your power and memories, but—”
“You want to know how I did it?” Luna interrupted.
Princess Celestia nodded her head. “Yes, it isn’t a spell I’m familiar with.”
The smile slid from Luna’s face, and she choose to focus on the corridor ahead. “It was a spell created out of dark jealousy and ill-intentions. My plans to try and keep the moon in the sky began before I properly became Nightmare Moon. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to resist you and the sun for long, considering back then you were my elder and superior in terms of age and power.
“So I studied and developed a spell that allowed me to steal magic. Flowers, trees… ponies… I stole not only their magical power, but, if I came across a pony with a unique knowledge of magic, I would steal that as well.
“I used the spell to build up my power,” Luna admitted with hints of disgrace within her words. “When I had enough knowledge and magic gathered, I used it to transform into Nightmare Moon. I infused myself with the power and became a mare that could easily stand against the pony you were a thousand years ago. It… it is a horrible and dark art.”
Celestia shifted, gently nudging up against Luna as the pair continued to walk down the hall. “Do not worry yourself, sister. All that is in the past, and you found a way to take that spell and put it to good use.”
“I’m glad you agree. I didn’t want Nyx to have to live with the mistakes I made. I wanted to take it all back from her, and that desire made me think of that spell for the first time in centuries. I had almost forgotten it completely. It hadn’t crossed my mind since I became Nightmare Moon. Perhaps that is why Nyx does not know of the spell. It is a small miracle that she only knows the things I thought about when she and I were one and the same.
“Still, once I did remember the spell, I knew that was the best thing I could do for her.”
“It was the best outcome we could have hoped for, I believe,” Celestia agreed. “Many in Equestria may still fear and despise Nyx for what she did, but, as long there are those who see the good in her, I’m sure she will be able to find her way.”
“That, and you didn’t mention to Twilight you’ve put a couple royal guards undercover in Ponyville to make sure Nyx doesn’t get attacked by an angry mob,” Luna added knowingly.
“Just a precaution, nothing more.”
“Don’t worry, sister. Your secret is safe with me,” Luna assured her as the pair reached their destination. It was the castle dining hall, which was already filled to the brim with ponies. The occasion was another celebratory meal, hosted this time by the elite of Manehattan, who were more than eager to welcome back the Royal Sisters.
Celestia and Luna took their seats at the head of the table. The Mayor of Manehattan, along with a few of the city’s biggest businessponies, had the privilege of sitting right next to the Royal Sisters, and, after the princesses offered some welcoming words, lunch was served.
The businessponies around Celestia and Luna were soon lost in a discussion about the economic impact of Nightmare Moon’s short-lived reign. It was a conversation the princesses only half-listened to, Luna eagerly digging into her food after the long morning while Celestia picked and nibbled at her meal.
“What’s wrong, sister? Aren’t you hungry?” Luna whispered quietly before putting a forkful of food into her mouth.
“I am starving, but I already ate too much at breakfast,” Celestia whispered back, not wanting to draw the attention of the nearby ponies. “After what we've already eaten today, I honestly shouldn’t be eating anything more than a green salad. Otherwise I’ll have to skip dinner.”
Luna laughed to herself. “I still say you worry too much about your weight, Celestia.”
“You may be able to eat whatever you want, but, as you may recall, I’ve always had to be a little more conscious of my figure,” Celestia snipped before she glanced to her side. A servant had come up beside her. He whispered something into her ear and then retreated as quickly as he had approached.
“What’s wrong?” Luna asked, pausing with a fork in front of her mouth.
“It’s Spell Nexus,” Celestia whispered. “He’s broken into the castle dungeons.”
“Broken in?”
“He’s distraught because of the role he played in Nightmare Moon’s resurrection, even though it is my understanding that he and all the other Children of Nightmare were being influenced by parasitic magic.”
“So he broke into the dungeon to reprimand himself?”
Celestia nodded, taking up her napkin and gently cleaning her mouth. “Yes. Spell Nexus has always been a little over-dramatic. You should have seen him this one time when he was still my student. He accidentally broke a vase in the castle and was sure I needed to banish him from the kingdom. He can be such a drama queen at times.”
“Don’t you mean ‘king’?”
“No, queen,” Celestia corrected with a small grin. “Don’t tell anypony else, but he has a very high-pitched scream.”
Luna chuckled a little at the thought. “I’ll take your word for it, sister. Still, what are you going to do?”
“I am going to leave you to entertain our guests while I go convince Spell Nexus he does not need to imprison himself in the dungeon,” Celestia answered as she stood from her seat. “That, and, if I know him as well as I do, I’ll also need to convince him that he doesn’t have to resign from his position as headmaster of my school.”
“Do you want me to save you a piece of dessert? It’s supposed to be cloud cake, your favorite.”
Celestia winced, coming to a stop just a few steps away from her seat. After a few tense moments, she cast a glance back at Luna. “Save me one small piece… a small piece, Luna.”
Luna nodded, watching as Celestia left before returning to her meal. Then, when a servant drew close, Luna waved the mare over, leaned in, and whispered quietly as she smiled devilishly.
“Please be sure to save my sister a large, corner piece of cloud cake with as much frosting as possible. Actually, why don’t you just set aside one of the cakes for her, and make sure it’s delivered to the bed chamber this evening.”
“Of course, Your Majesty,” the servant replied, quickly scuttling away while Luna placed a forkful of food in her mouth, imagining just how Celestia would react when she found a whole cloud cake in her bedroom. She couldn’t help but wonder if her sister would be able to resist eating it.
~~~
Twilight had a weary smile on her face as she walked back to the library. Spike and Nyx were passed out on her back, the all-day party having utterly worn them out. Beside Twilight strode Rarity, who was carrying a dozing Sweetie Belle on her back.
“I think that even Pinkie Pie is tired after today,” Rarity said, her own exhaustion apparent in her voice. “I, for the first time ever, saw her walking up to her loft instead of bouncing.”
Twilight laughed and nodded. “Yeah, but it was still a lot of fun.”
“That it was, Twilight, that it was,” Rarity agreed. “Still, there is something I wanted to tell you before I forget.”
“What is it, Rarity?”
“Well, at the beginning of all this, I thought you were crazy taking care of a filly that turned out to actually be Nightmare Moon. And not just because of Nyx, but because of you as well. I know you’ve taken care of Spike, but I always assumed you got help raising him from Celestia.”
“Well, from her and some of the professors at the school.”
“Exactly. I was worried about what Nyx really was and for your safety, but I was also worried that you didn’t realize what you were getting yourself into. Taking care of a filly is a lot of responsibility, and Spike is really more of an assistant since he’s capable of taking care of himself.
“I wanted to say that I’ve never been happier to be proven wrong. You’ve done an amazing job taking care of Nyx. I mean, you helped Nightmare Moon change. Not many ponies can boast their parenting skills reformed one of the most feared villains in Equestrian history.”
“Thanks, Rarity. That means a lot coming from you.”
“Just don’t let it go to your head,” Rarity warned. “You may have done well so far, but you can’t let your guard down either. Trust me, if you don’t keep an eye on a little filly, she’ll get into trouble faster than you can imagine. I still can't believe Sweetie Belle was able to get into my gold silk to make her crusader capes without me even noticing.”
Twilight giggled a little, having heard more than once about the kind of trouble Sweetie Belle could cause for her sister. “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind.”
“I hope you do,” Rarity remarked as the pair reached an intersection in town. “Unfortunately, it would seem this is where we part ways for now. I need to take Sweetie Belle back to my parent's house. So, I must bid you adieu, Twilight.”
“Night, Rarity,” Twilight replied with a small chuckle. She watched Rarity take a few steps down the other street before she turned and continued on her way. It only took a few more minutes for Twilight to reach The Golden Oaks Library, and, after she tucked both Spike and Nyx into bed, she slipped downstairs. She summoned a scroll and ink jar to her side and began to write by light of the candle on her writing desk.
Dear Princess Celestia,
I just wanted to thank you and Luna again for letting Nyx stay with me. While most of Equestria may not be as welcoming to her, I can assure you that, after today’s events, Nyx has friends among the ponies in Ponyville. Ponies who are willing to see her for who she is, not who she was.
The one thing that I’ve learned from raising Nyx is that if anypony wants to change for the better, they can, especially if they have help from good friends. When I first saw Nyx, I was, just like you, afraid that she was Nightmare Moon. Even after discovering her, at the time, timid personality, I was still afraid of the truth, and I realize now that I was actively denying all evidence that pointed to who she really was just to alleviate my own fears.
And yet, despite all that happened, things didn’t turn out as dark as they could have. From what I’ve heard, even when she was fully resurrected, Nyx didn’t act like Nightmare Moon from the legends or the books. The time she spent with me as my daughter, the time she spent with her friends, had changed her for the better.
And if Nightmare Moon herself can become a better pony, then I think anypony can.
Your Faithful Student,
Twilight Sparkle
=====================================================================
The End
=====================================================================
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Prelude
Resurrection
===============
Amidst dim candlelight, a single unicorn sat with his head bent down, eyes shut. He sat alone at the edge of a still pond, his reflection dancing in the water. The pond was nestled deep within Everfree Forest, the darkened trees and gnarled branches surrounding all sides like silent sentinels.
While most of Equestria had just shifted into spring, Everfree was still gripped by clinging bits of winter. Snow covered the ground and there was a lingering chill in the air. The unicorn’s hot breath left puffs of steam to curl and rise for a few seconds before disappearing into the night.
For a long while, the unicorn had sat in the utter silence on the edge of the pond, with only a few nearby candles for company. The light from the tiny, flickering flames fell upon his black coat, though it wasn’t his natural color. No, his whole body, mane included, had been dyed the deepest black possible. Even his cutie mark had been covered by the dyes, his flank appearing utterly blank.
Only the quiet sounds of the forest were audible, the creaking of the trees and shifting of the pond water. It was a scene of tranquility the unicorn needed to prepare for the task of the evening. Yet, as he took in another deep breath and released it, hoofsteps began to echo across the trees.
“Nexus, we’re ready when you are.”
The black unicorn, Spell Nexus, took in another breath, turquoise eyes opening as he turned to look at the pony who had approached him from behind. “I will be along shortly.”
The pony who had interrupted nodded, disappearing back into the forest. After waiting for the hoofsteps to fade into silence, Nexus lit his horn. As his magic flowed, he reached to his side with the arcane energy, levitating a number of items into the air.
“Our queen, guide me this night,” Nexus said as he turned his gaze skyward, “for it is beneath this full moon that our efforts come to fruition.”
Nexus spoke the words slowly, his voice carrying the tone of a pony well practiced in preaching, whose words could inspire the loyalty of his brothers and sisters. A voice that had drawn great minds and strong bodies to the cause, though at the moment he was speaking only to himself.
The black dyed unicorn lowered his head and touched a hoof to his chest as he said, “Let me be merely a vessel for your will and strength until the deed is done.”
The levitating items drew close to him: a cape of midnight blue with white stars all across its surface, a chest plate, comprised of grayish purple metal, with a turquoise crescent moon set in its center, horseshoes to match the chest piece, and an armored plate for the back of his neck.
“Let me bear your mane,” Nexus spoke as he drew the cape over his back, “both powerful and beautiful, a depiction of the endless sky. Let me stand in uniform,” he continued as the armor began to secure itself to his body, “in the armor that pays tribute to your image and greatness. Let me be your agent this night, for it is you I serve above all others.”
The final piece of armor levitated towards Nexus, a helmet made of the same metal as the chest piece. The unicorn guided the helm carefully, bringing it down across his horn as it fit snugly onto his head.
“May your power be with me, for, tonight, you shall breathe and taste the cool night air for yourself,” Nexus spoke as he rose to his hooves. “You shall look upon the world with eyes of your own, and no longer be forced to share a body with a weak foal as you have in the past. Tonight, you shall be your own mare, never again to be threatened by the Elements of Harmony.”
Nexus stood, looking at his reflection in the pond. He now appeared the ultimate doppelganger of his mistress, taking on the visage of an eager acolyte, ready to receive her power and knowledge. Through the efforts of him and his group, they would see their queen rise again. Yet it was only he that was allowed to look so much like the queen, to lead the spell that was about to be cast. It was his place of honor, one no pony would steal from him.
“Tonight, Nightmare Moon, your followers shall grant you a life of your own, and the tyrants of sun and moon shall fall.”
Mentally prepared, Nexus turned and began to walk into the forest, following the trail that connected the pond to another part of the Everfree. Another clearing, which came into view quickly and was occupied by several unicorns, pegasi, and earth ponies moving about the space as they constantly checked their work.
The ground had been cleared of snow, though a few piles were left dotted about the space. On both the exposed ground and on the piles of snow there were wooden bowls filled with oil soaked powders. Paint had been used upon the ground to draw arcane lines of power, and in the air above cloaked pegasi worked to gather clouds, pushing them together to hide the clearing from prying, sky-bound eyes.
All the ponies Nexus saw wore the black cloak of the order except for three, who stood giving orders: a pair of pegasi and an earth pony. They, like Nexus, wore the honored armor, though he alone wore the flowing, star field cape and the helmet, vestments only he had the honor of wearing.
“How close are we, Night Wind?” Nexus asked as he approached the trio.
“Cloud cover is almost complete, and the pegasi only need a few minutes to get their bowls,” the dark purple pegasus answered, staring back at Nexus with her turquoise eyes, a sign of the order. Through the work of a spell, Nexus blessed each of the Children of Nightmare. It was a blessing that carried enlightenment along with special eyes, which bore their majesty’s regal turquoise color.
“Good,” Nexus said before turning to the earth pony, “Stonewall, do you have the items?”
“They have not left my sight since our departure from Canterlot, Nexus,” the earth pony replied, motioning to the bowl that was currently resting on his back.
“And Gray Gale, is our special guest awake?”
“Oh yeah, she just woke up,” the gray pegasus of the trio answered, talking far more casually. “And boy is she scared!”
“That’s because you told her Stonewall would snap off her horn if she tried to escape,” Night Wind snipped.
“Hey, it kept her from trying anything,” Gray Gale defended.
“She couldn’t try anything even if she wanted to. She’s got an anti-magic brace on her neck.”
“You have all done well,” Nexus spoke, stopping the argument before it could go any further. “But now we must all take our places. Stonewall, take the sacred items to the center of the ritual. Gray Gale, Night Wind, prepare your torches and head to the sky.”
The three nodded, going to their assigned tasks while Nexus turned his attention to one side of the clearing. There, lying on the ground, was a pony, hogtied with rope and a cloth bag over her head.
Treading carefully, Nexus moved between the wooden bowls and approached the hogtied pony. When he was a few steps away, the cult leader used his magic to remove the bag. The unicorn captive was now fully visible, her violet coat dirty in a few places from the fact she was lying on the ground. Her darker purple mane was a mess as she looked up at Nexus in fear, undoubtedly noticing the resemblance the unicorn had with a certain fallen princess.
“I’m so happy you were able to join us this evening, Miss Sparkle,” Nexus whispered as he looked down at the purple pony.
“Who are you? What are you going to do to me?” Twilight asked in a panicked squeak, just barely managing to find her voice as she struggled at the ropes around her legs. She had likely tried to use her magic to escape, but she was not just bound physically: a metal brace, secured around the unicorn’s neck, kept her from making use of her magic.
“Inquisitive, though I should expect no less from Celestia’s star pupil,” Nexus replied, his horn glowing as he picked Twilight off the ground. With the unicorn floating in his magic, Nexus walked back towards the center of the clearing. There, the earth pony Stonewall had set up a metal pedestal, upon which he had placed the wooden bowl from his back.
“What we have planned for you, Twilight Sparkle, is very simple. As to who we are... well, consider us simply the loyal servants of Equestria’s true queen, her regal majesty Nightmare Moon.”
“Are you crazy!?” Twilight asked, twisting a bit as she was carried upside down by Nexus’s magic. “Nightmare Moon is gone. How can you serve somepony who is gone?”
“It is much easier than you think, Miss Sparkle. I will not, however, spoil the surprise. For the moment, all you need to know is that your... contribution is appreciated,” Nexus replied as he placed the bag back over Twilight’s head, securing it tightly and placing a sound dampening spell across the fabric. The mare continued to protest, despite the fact her words were muffled by the spell-infused bag.
Leaving Twilight floating in the air, Nexus walked over to the metal pedestal. He examined the contents of the wooden bowl set upon the tall, narrow metal table, eyes glinting in anticipation. Inside the bowl were curled shreds of what looked like paper, but they were a purple color and one of the pieces had a big turquoise crescent moon on its surface.
He then turned his attention to a dagger resting beside the bowl, picking it up with his magic. The stallion then looked back at Twilight, who continued to twist, flail, and shout muffled protests. He drew close to Twilight, and, after lowering her a little closer to the ground, Nexus proceeded to give the mare a swift kick in the stomach.
The kick quickly made Twilight stop flailing, the unicorn hanging limply in Nexus’s magic as she tried to catch the breath that had been knocked out of her lungs. In the moment Twilight hung motionlessly, Nexus drew the dagger’s blade across part of Twilight's leg, leaving a very shallow wound. It was no worse than a paper cut, but it brought muffled screams of panic from the unicorn, as if he had done far worse.
The wound began to bleed gently, a few drops of blood weeping out. Nexus set the dagger against the wound, gathering several drops of blood on the blade before placing it into the wooden bowl with Nightmare Moon’s remains.
“Yes, steal the life from the blood of the bearer the of Element of Magic. Let it give you strength, so that you may shed the rest of her blood with your own hooves, ” Nexus whispered. He then levitated Twilight back to the edge of the clearing, and dropped her unceremoniously at the base of a tree before approaching the metal pedestal.
Slowly, Nexus drew in a breath, releasing it and watching the puff of steam escape into the night air. Then, with one final deep breath, the unicorn leader looked out across the rest of the Children of Nightmare, his voice echoing across the trees as he preached to his fellows.
“Brothers and Sisters, for months, we have toiled in secrecy. We worked behind the backs of the guards and tyrant princesses, putting our own safety at risk. Personal fortunes have been spent along with many hours to bring us to this point. But now we are ready; the spell is prepared.
“Tonight we, the Children of Nightmare, shall see our queen given life, blood, and form of her own.
“Once, she and Luna were one and the same, but the Elements of Harmony could not destroy what our queen was. No, that power could only peel her away from the weak foal Luna, could only trap her essence in these precious shreds. It was a horrible fate, but it is because of the Elements of Harmony’s inability to destroy our queen that we can stand here tonight.
“For tonight, this spell will give the essence of our queen life of its own. Never again shall she be shackled to the meek Princess Luna, and, with our aid, she will come to rule all of Equestria within a year of her tragic defeat.
“Now lend your magic to the spell, for the time of our victory is at hoof!” Nexus called out, rearing back triumphantly before slamming his fore-hooves into the ground.
“Let Nightmare Moon be born anew!”
The cult members quickly went about their work. The unicorns formed a circle around the clearing, their horns glowing as the lines of paint they had drawn on the forest floor came to life with a blue incandescence. Stonewall, one of the few earth ponies walked around the circle and, with a torch, lit the bowls filled with oil soaked powders, which burned with an eerie blue flame. As the fires grew, the air in the clearing became so thick with magic it was almost tangible.
Above the ritual, the cloaked pegasi cult members also held bowls of burning powder. With torches of their own, the armored Gray Gale and Night Shade flew around to light the bowls kept aloft above the clearing.
When all the bowls were lit, Nexus used his magic to take the fire from one, gently holding it in the air and keeping the flickering flame alive. He brought the fire over the bowl containing the shreds of Nightmare Moon and the bloodied dagger, and then dropped the flame inside.
The contents burst into flame almost instantly, Nexus quickly retreating to the edge of the circle to join his fellow unicorns. There, they all began to twist and form the magic in the air, working like potters with clay. They shaped the free magic, molded it, and began to force it down into the bowl that contained the shreds of Nightmare Moon.
After a few anxious moments, Nexus saw what he had hoped for; the blood soaked dagger started to float above the fire. The blood was drawn up from the dagger by the spell and formed into a single crimson sphere before the dagger itself was launched away, its polished metal surface sinking deep into a nearby tree.
Black smoke billowed from the central bowl, the shreds of Nightmare Moon starting to burn. The smoke began to form and swirl around the large drop of blood. The fires from the wooden bowls were drawn in, swirling and orbiting the spell’s focal point like water in a whirlpool.
The drop of blood became encased in a black sphere, and that black sphere began to slowly grow. It drew in the fire and smoke and everything, and grew larger with each passing moment.
“Yes... it is working my brothers and sisters. She is beginning to take shape. Our queen shall soon be-”
KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
The cult ponies jumped probably a foot in the air when a single bolt of lightning raced down from the sky and struck the very center of the spell, sundering the metal podium and wrapping the drop of blood, the shreds of Nightmare Moon, and the wooden bowl in crimson flames.
Eyes turned upward to the source of the lightning; the cloud cover the cult’s pegasi had carefully placed was blown back as a full battalion of royal guards flew down from the sky.
“FREEZE! YOU ARE ALL UNDER ARREST!!!” several of the guards shouted as dozens of other gold armored pegasi landed in the center of the clearing. Still, not a single pony froze, the cultists instead charging the guards in an all out assault.
Nexus stood flabbergasted, watching as the center of the spell and the precious shreds of Nightmare Moon were destroyed. All their plans, decimated by a single surge of magical lightning: lightning that could only have come from one source.
Turning his eyes skyward, Nexus glared at the next figure to float down through the hole in the clouds. With a single flash of her horn, the figure brushed away the rest of the cloud cover like froth from a cup of hot cocoa.
“Celestia...” Nexus forced out through gritted teeth, his turquoise eyes locked on the sun princess as she floated down amidst the fighting, casting back anypony that dared attack her with barely a flick of her horn. Inside him, a hatred billowed. Every fiber of Nexus’s being wanted him to attack, to smite down the sun princess for daring to interrupt the ritual, but he knew better.
“Don’t think you’ve won today, Sun Tyrant. You have merely delayed me at best,” Nexus hissed, his own horn starting to glow. Gray Gale, Night Wind, Stonewall, and a number of cultists gathered near Nexus as magic flowed from the unicorn’s horn. The group then seemed to disappear into thin air, though a number of hoofprints took shape in the soft ground as the now invisible cultists fled into the Everfree Forest.
===========
“Have you apprehended all involved?” the sun princess asked, her eyes locked on the guard that stood before her.
Celestia currently sat in the Ponyville library. After rescuing Twilight, the princess had taken her student home and sent her straight to bed. Twilight resisted a bit, but, after going through such a stressful situation, it didn’t take much to get the unicorn to fall asleep. Celestia had turned the library into a base of operations, keeping guard of her student personally while having her guards bring their reports to her.
“We have captured a great number of those involved, but we believe some were able to escape by using magic to disguise themselves,” the guard reported, head bowed respectfully to the alicorn. “We followed their tracks but they eventually ended, as if they realized their mistake and corrected it before we could catch them. Still, we are continuing to search the forest with the aid of the zebra that reported your student’s ponynapping.”
“Yes, Zecora. Please make sure that she is properly thanked for all she has done this evening. Also, please extend to her an invitation to the palace so that she may join Luna and I for dinner on an evening of her choosing.”
“Of course, Princess,” the guard answered as he raised his head. “Though, if I may ask, what were these ponies trying to do?”
“I do not know,” Celestia admitted. “All we were able to get from the information we gathered prior to this night was that something was going to happen, and that Twilight had her head covered by a thick sack for most of her ponynapping. She doesn’t know enough for us to ascertain this group’s purpose.”
“What about the spell?”
“The spell is not something I recognize. If it is from a book or ancient scroll, then I have not read of it, but it could just as easily be a new spell. A ritual crafted for a specific purpose, though that purpose still remains to be unearthed. Make sure that the details of the spell itself remain preserved; it will need to be studied.”
The guard snapped into a salute. “Of course, Princess. We will gather any evidence at the scene and have it taken to the castle until such time it can be examined.”
“Good. I have no doubt that the spell’s purpose was dark, and I will not stand for my student being threatened,” Celestia said, her eyebrows furrowing with determination. “I want the truth of this revealed, Captain, with all haste.”
“Of course, Your Majesty.”
===========
The unicorn guards searched the area, sweeping it with their magic to try and detect anything left behind. What remained of the wooden bowls were gathered and any unburnt powder was collected together into a single bag. Everything and anything that was not natural to the Everfree Forest was taken from the clearing, though the guards did not extend their search into bordering trees and bushes once it became clear the ritual’s radius ended at the treeline.
All that was gathered was loaded into a waiting chariot, and once the unicorns were finished, the pegasi hitched to the chariot took flight. They rose quickly into the sky before banking towards Canterlot as the unicorns below watched their fellow soldiers until they vanished beyond the treetops.
“All right stallions, let’s go join the groups searching the forest for any of the cult members that might have escaped,” the lieutenant directing the clean-up ordered. “Give higher priority to any that appear to be unicorns; one of them used some kind of crazy magic to get away, and we don’t want that to happen a second time.”
“Sir, shouldn’t some of us remain here?” one of the soldiers spoke up, a newer recruit to the royal guard.
“What for?” the lieutenant snapped, glaring down the soldier that dared to question his orders.
“To guard the crime scene, Sir,” the younger soldier replied, standing in staunch attention as the lieutenant walked right up to him.
“No, we’ve gathered everything of importance.”
“But what if the cultists come back, Sir?”
“Listen close, ‘cause I’ll say this only once,” the lieutenant snapped, glaring down the overly vocal soldier. “Any criminal worth his salt will get as far away from the scene of his crime as possible. These ponies are crazy, but they’re not stupid. They won’t be coming back.”
The younger guard opened his mouth to speak, but the lieutenant continued on, ignoring him. “Besides that, this isn’t the central park in Canterlot. Everfree is dangerous. There are monsters in here that could eat a pony twice my size in a single gulp, armor and all. This isn’t a place where we want to spend any more time than necessary.
“But, if you want to stay here and guard the scene of the crime, be my guest. Just watch out for the hydras,” the veteran guard concluded, beginning to walk out of the clearing. The rest of the soldiers followed behind him, heading out into the forest to join the search. Only the guard who had spoken up did not move, remaining in the clearing as the others disappeared amongst the trees.
He remained there for a minute at best before the lieutenant’s words got to him. The soldier broke into a gallop as he left the clearing, sprinting to catch up with his comrades.
Still, the magic that lingered in the air like a heavy mist began to shift, sparkling in the cool night air as it was drawn to one side of the clearing. There, hidden away by a bush, a black sphere lay amongst the dirt. A sphere which was cast away from the center of the spell by Celestia’s bolt of lighting.
The tiny black ball was nestled into a crook of the cold ground, and from there it drew in the lingering magic, like a magnet attracting metal. It pulled in the energy, and with each ounce it absorbed, it grew larger.
Then, when the sphere had doubled its size, it pulsed. That pulse caused the tiny drops of blood to weep from pores in the sphere’s surface. It was blood had been harvested at the edge of a dagger only moments before, but now it was black and gooey. The life had been drained from the blood, and it was now being discarded like trash.
With each pulse, the sphere excreted more of the dead blood, which formed a smear on the ground. Then, when none of the used blood remained, the sphere’s pulsing shifted. It became a weak, but distinct pattern. A pitter-patter that lived in the chest of almost every living creature: a heart beat. All the while, the sphere continued to grow larger, continued to draw in the magic of the clearing, and continued the process begun by the spell Celestia had interrupted.
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Chapter 1
Everfree Discovery
===============
“Oh Twilight, I just heard the news! Did those ruffians hurt you? Are you okay? Oh, I just can’t imagine what it must have been like! I mean, it was probably similar to when I was ponynapped by the Diamond Dogs. Still, that’s just not the same as getting taken by other ponies, and I, for one-”
“Rarity!” Twilight half-shouted. The white unicorn had barreled into the library in a huff, catching Twilight in the middle of reading a book. Spike had been organizing the library shelves, though the baby dragon was quickly distracted by Rarity’s arrival.
Grinning stupidly, and with a smitten look on his face, Spike waved a claw. “Hi Rarity.”
“Good day, Spike,” the unicorn said before she turned her attention back to Twilight. “Now, what is it you wanted to say, Dear?”
“I wanted to tell you to relax,” assured Twilight. “I’m fine.”
“Fine,” Rarity echoed dramatically, “how can you be fine? After such a harrowing ordeal you must be positively petrified, and I heard they had you tied up! Oh, you must have such horrible rope burns.”
“I’ll admit, it does hurt a little where they had me tied up, but Nurse Redheart already took a look. It's just a minor irritation that will go away by tomorrow. So, Rarity, believe me when I say ‘I’m fine.’”
“Are you sure?”
“I’m sure,” Twilight replied, her voice betraying her minor annoyance. “I appreciate your concern, but everypony has already been here to check on me.”
“Everypony? Even Fluttershy?”
“She was actually the first.”
“Oh, and what a horrible friend I must be!” Rarity voiced, putting a hoof to her head with a pained, theatrical expression. “Being the last to arrive to check on you. I would have come earlier, but I was working in my shop all day. I only just stepped out to get a late lunch when Rainbow Dash found me and told me everything, and I rushed right over.”
“Rarity, it’s okay.”
“No, no, it’s completely unacceptable. I officially owe you, Twilight Sparkle, a favor.”
“A what now?” Twilight asked as she cocked an eyebrow.
“A favor. Pinkie Pie has her promises; I have my favors. You just come to me if you need anything, and, if I can help, I will do my very best to assist.” Rarity paused, glancing anxiously away from Twilight while batting at a few strands of her hair. “Just as long as it doesn’t involve excessive amounts of dirt.”
Twilight giggled a little at Rarity’s usual discomfort with dirt. “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind, but you don’t have to worry about me, Rarity. I’m fine, really. Yes, getting ponynapped wasn’t exactly how I intended to spend my evening, but everything turned out all right. If anything, I’m just a little annoyed. I’ve been trying to get some reading done all day, but because of everypony coming to check on me, I haven’t even gotten past the first page.”
“Then I shan't take another moment of your time. You just read, relax, and recover from your traumatic ordeal,” Rarity said as she headed for the door, only to turn back one final time. “And remember, if you need anything, I owe you one favor.”
“I got it,” Twilight replied as she watched her friend leave before finally being able to get to her book. Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie, Applejack, Rainbow Dash, and now Rarity... she had been visited by all her closest friends. Maybe now she could get into the book she was trying to read.
==========
“Spike?” Twilight called a few hours later, finally a good distance into her book. “Can you bring me that book I had yesterday? Mountain Valley’s Geographic Guide to Equestria?”
Spike, who was sweeping the library, paused from his work and glanced in Twilight’s direction. “Didn’t you have it with you yesterday?”
Twilight looked up from her book, deciding to stare at the ceiling as she tried to think back. “Well... I didn’t think... but maybe... No, wait... I did have it. I put it in my saddlebags so that I could have it when I read this book at the park, but then I realized I had left this book here.”
The unicorn began to point her hoof at different spots in the air, mentally retracing her steps. “So I came back... but then Pinkie Pie grabbed me to help decorate for her party, and that took all afternoon. So, the book was still in my saddlebags when I went to the party... and then I left the party to come back here... and then I got ponynapp-”
Twilight quickly twisted her head around as her eyes darted about the library. The unicorn jumped to her hooves, galloping around the room in a panic while rummaging through drawers and checking every nook and cranny she could find.
Spike ended up being the one to stop Twilight’s panic by jumping in front of her when she was trying to turn and gallop in another direction. “Whoa, easy, Twilight. What’s wrong?”
“My saddlebags! Where are they?”
“How should I know?” the baby dragon asked with a shrug.
“Oh no! No no no no no no no no no!” Twilight rattled off, shaking her head from side to side. “I had my saddlebags with me when I was ponynapped, and that means that either those cult ponies took them or I lost them somewhere along the way! No no no no no! I can replace the copy of Geographic Guide to Equestria, but I had books in that bag Princess Celestia loaned me from the royal library! I can’t lose those books! No no no no-”
Spike grabbed the sides of the panicking unicorn’s head and brought her eyes to his. “Twilight, breathe... and think. Can’t you just use your locator spell?”
Twilight paused for a moment, but then a smile of relief burst onto her face as she closed her eyes and focused, her horn starting to shimmer and blink. The locator spell was a charm Twilight put on her saddlebags after leaving them in the library one too many times. It would allow her to find her bags based on similar magical principles to the spell Rarity used to find gems. Twilight’s spell, however, had a wider range and was more accurate, since it was focused on finding a single, magically marked item: namely her saddlebags.
Twilight waved her head around, crossing her eyes as she watched her horn flash at different rates, and eventually found the direction where the flashing was the fastest. The spell was pointing to a window, beyond which Twilight could see the Everfree Forest.
“Great... That’s just great. My bags are in the forest,’” Twilight grumbled. If it was just a normal bag of books, she would have probably left them, considering the dangers involved going into the Everfree Forest. Twilight, however, couldn’t keep herself from thinking about how Princess Celestia herself had loaned her some of those books. Even if the Everfree Forest was dangerous, disappointing the princess was worse, at least in Twilight's mind.
After a few seconds of internal debate, Twilight began to trot towards the door, only for Spike to quickly cut her off. “Nuh-uh! No way, Twi. Princess Celestia would have my scales if she found out I let you go back into the Everfree Forest the day after you were ponynapped!”
“Well then, she just won’t find out,” Twilight replied, levitating Spike out of the way, only for him to run back into her path.
“But what if those crazy ponies are still in the forest? Do you want to get ponynapped again?”
“Princess Celestia’s guards scoured the forest last night with Zecora’s help. I doubt that any of those ponies are still there,” Twilight rationalized. “Besides, I need to get those books back! They’re irreplaceable, and I need you to stay here in case somepony comes and needs to check out a book. This is a library, after all, and we can’t just close it whenever we want.”
Spike was not convinced, crossing his arms and eyeing the unicorn. “I still don’t like it, Twilight. Can’t you find somepony to go with you?”
“Everypony else is busy, especially after they already came by to see me. Besides, I’ve been to the Everfree Forest before, Spike; I know how to keep myself out of trouble.”
“Says the pony that got turned to stone by a Cockatrice,” Spike pointed out.
Twilight smiled weakly. “I’ll admit, that wasn’t one of my better moments. Still, if I’m not back in three hours, then you can tell the princess that I left. You can even say that I put you to sleep with a sedation spell so you couldn’t stop me.”
“Twilight, I don’t want you to go because I think it’s dangerous, not because I don’t want to get in trouble.”
“Spike, I promise everything will be fine,” the unicorn reassured as she walked around Spike and continued towards the door. “Now, just keep doing your chores, and I’ll be back before you know it.” She glanced at the clock. “It’s just after three, so if I’m not back by a little after six in the afternoon then you can tell Princess Celestia, but I promise I’ll be back before then.”
==========
Twilight swallowed nervously, stepping slowly through the forest as she kept her head down, following the light of her blinking horn. The threatening trees of the Everfree Forest surrounded the unicorn, their mangled and twisted branches reaching down from the canopy like deadly claws. The silence of the forest was unnerving, Twilight’s ears swiveling constantly to pick up any trace of sound as shivers ran up her spine from both the tension and the chill in the air.
“Okay... maybe it won’t be fine,” Twilight muttered to herself, finally admitting that she wasn’t completely ready to brave the forest alone. Although the unicorn was almost sure her mind was just playing tricks on her, she couldn’t keep herself from believing every pony-shaped shadow she saw was one of the cult ponies coming to ponynap her again. She even barreled off the forest path a few times, trying to get a jump on a would-be assailant, only to discover it was a bush or tree branch.
The situation was only made worse as dark, gray, and threatening clouds rolled in over the forest: Everfree’s first spring thunderstorm. Twilight could only imagine how horrible it would be to be caught in one of the forest’s infamous wild storms. With winds strong enough to pick a pony off her feet and throw her halfway across Equestria and lightning that-
Twilight shook her head, trying to clear away her panicked thoughts. She was getting close to her saddlebags now; the rate at which her horn was flashing was a sure indicator of that. She just needed to get those bags, and then she could just teleport herself back to the library.
“Okay... just hold it together, Twilight. Just hold it together a little longer,” the unicorn whispered to herself in a half-hearted pep talk. A pep talk she tried to continue as she rounded a bend in the path, only for its words to die in her mouth as she came to a stop. As she glanced about, her pupils constricted to small dots as her breathing quickened.
Her locator spell had led her back to where she had been the night before: the forest clearing where the spell had been cast. The same place where she had been held captive by the cult ponies. For a moment, Twilight had to fight the overpowering urge to teleport back to the library at that very moment and leave her saddlebags to their fate.
That urge, however, subsided when Twilight noticed her horn was blinking faster near the very edge of the clearing. After trotting just outside the clearing and rummaging through a few bushes, Twilight found her saddlebags. The cultists had probably tossed them aside once they finished carrying her to the clearing.
Carrying the bag with her magic, Twilight stepped back into the forest clearing. She opened the flaps, breathing a sigh of relief as she checked inside; none of the rare books were missing. In fact, nothing was missing, not even the more common texts she had been carrying. It was a discovery that brought a smile to Twilight’s face as she levitated the bags over her head and settled them down on her back.
“Perfect! now to just teleport myself back to the library, and-”
RUSTLE
Twilight froze, eyes narrow as her ears stood erect.
RUSTLE RUSTLE
She turned her head, focusing on the source of the noise. It was a single bush, located on the edge of the clearing. Something was moving around inside the foliage just out of sight, rustling the leaves. Almost instantly, Twilight’s mind began to jump to the worst case scenario, much like it had done when Fluttershy had taken Celestia’s pet, Philomena.
It could be a cultist, lingering there in the darkness. A cultist ready to jump Twilight, hogtie her again, and this time, when they cut her, they would do something far worse than what felt like a paper cut. They might use a knife, or a dagger, or a sword, or-
Twilight shook her head hard. No, she couldn’t think like that. That bush was too small to hide a full grown pony. It was probably just an animal. Yes, it was just a rabbit or something. She’d just get a little closer, and the little furry creature would pop out and scamper off, and she could finally breathe.
Unless it was a snake. Oh, if it was a snake, she was going to scream.
Inching closer to the bush, Twilight made each hoofstep as silent as possible, straining her eyes to see into the darkness formed by the leaves. The branches rustled again, but whatever animal was inside had yet to jump free.
FLASH... KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Twilight leapt a foot in the air before galloping in the exact opposite direction of the bush and diving behind a tree on the far side of the clearing. Her heart was pounding so hard it felt like it could burst out of her chest, Twilight putting a hoof over it to ensure it remained inside her ribcage. She then began breathing deeply, trying to calm down.
“It was just the storm...” Twilight told herself, looking up at the threatening sky above the forest. “It was just thunder... it was just thunder... thunder that scared me half to death... but it was just thunder.”
As the unicorn tried to calm herself, she began to hear something over the sound of her own breathing. It was soft at first, but as Twilight managed to slow and quiet her breathing, she began to hear the sound more clearly. It was... crying. Somepony nearby was crying, and, from the sound of the voice, it was a young filly.
“Hello?” Twilight called out, her ears swiveling as she tried to pinpoint the sound. “Is somepony there?”
The crying quickly fell silent, as if the voice’s owner was trying to hide. Still, Twilight had been able to figure out the general direction the voice was coming from, moving back into the forest clearing as she continued to listen.
“It’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you,” Twilight called out as she looked around. She, however, heard no voice call back to her. Maybe her imagination really was getting the best of her. Sighing, Twilight began to gather magic in her horn, preparing to teleport back to the library.
FLASH... KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Again, the storm caught Twilight by surprise. It wasn’t as bad as the first time; Twilight was able to keep herself standing in the center of the clearing instead of galloping off to hide. She did, however, throw an annoyed glare up at the clouds for startling her twice.
Still, the thunder had also brought with it another sound, the crying Twilight had heard earlier, and it was close. Deciding it would be better to not try and call out for the pony a second time, Twilight swiveled her ears forward and listened. The crying was now accompanied by some rustling, and it took Twilight only a few moments to pinpoint its source. It was the bush from earlier, the one Twilight had feared hid some horrible danger.
More concerned about the other pony than the possibility of being attacked, Twilight crept over to the bush as quietly as possible. As she drew close, the unicorn reached out with her magic and began to carefully grasp at the branches. If whatever inside the bush decided to run away, Twilight wanted to at least get a good look at it before it escaped.
With a nervous swallow, Twilight braced herself. Her magic shoved the branches away and the unicorn shut her eyes tight, a small part of her still expecting some pony in a cloak to jump out. When that didn’t happen, Twilight cracked open her eyes and took a long look at the interior of the bush.
What Twilight found, however, was nothing she could have expected. A filly, as young as or even a little younger than Apple Bloom, was tangled up in the thorny branches. The filly had nicks and scratches all over, caused by the thorns as she struggled to free herself. It looked like she had been there for a few hours, if not longer.
If it were any normal filly, Twilight would have reached out to help immediately... but the unicorn found herself frozen, mind locking up as she tried to process the filly’s appearance. Her coat was a regal black. She possessed a rich purple mane with a luster comparable to Rarity’s, despite the fact that its long strands were tangled in the bush’s thorny branches. And, finally, the filly had not only a pair of pegasus wings but a unicorn horn, making her an alicorn.
Twilight then looked to the filly’s turquoise eyes, which were locked on the young adult unicorn. Those eyes were filled with fear. The filly looked upon Twilight as if she was one of the nasty monsters of the Everfree Forest, as if the unicorn would strike out at any moment and devour her.
Those fear-filled eyes, however, were not shaped like a normal pony’s. The turquoise orbs, which should have had round pupils, instead resembled a dragon’s eyes, with dagger-shaped pupils. The whites of her eyes were also off. Instead of being white, they were a lighter color that closely resembled the color of the irises.
Above all, they were eyes Twilight had seen before: they were the eyes of Nightmare Moon.
Twilight felt her breathing quicken again as her memories slipped back to the night before. The cult said they were the servants of Nightmare Moon... and they were obviously trying to cast some kind of spell. She might not have gotten a great look at the clearing the night before, but she did see arcane lines, bowls with powders, and-
The spell they were attempting... it wasn’t some simple bit of magic. To need that much setup, the spell had to be powerful, possibly the most powerful spell Twilight had ever seen. On top of that, they said that they were servants of Nightmare Moon.
Yet, there was more to it than that. When they started to cast the spell, Twilight could feel it in her horn. The air became saturated with arcane energy, and, as the spell began to progress, the magic began to change, to feel familiar. It was a kind of magic she hadn’t felt since... since...
Twilight’s pupils narrowed into fine points from the horror of the idea she had formulated. What if... the spell cast... was supposed to bring back Nightmare Moon? And what if it worked?!
It was insane; it was something that shouldn’t be possible. Yet, how else could she have felt such a strong aura of magic in the air? Why else would a filly she had never seen before, an alicorn with such a strong resemblance to the infamous Mare in the Moon, be in the same clearing?
Was that their goal? To resurrect Nightmare Moon? Did it work? Had the cult succeeded in bringing back Nightmare Moon? Was this Nightmare Moon?
It had to be. There wasn’t any other explanation for the intensity of the spell nor the appearance of the filly. That crazy cult had actually brought back Nightmare Moon, and she had to warn somepony, tell somepony. She had to write to Princess Celestia immediately.
Or, better yet, she had to confront this... thing before it could get away and hurt somepony. Even if she was the size of a filly, Nightmare Moon was a master of deception. As far as Twilight knew, this was all just a trick. The alicorn could have simply been attempting to lure somepony into a trap, lying in wait for somepony to get close before attacking.
Twilight bristled, furrowing her eyebrows as she glared at the filly. “I know-” Twilight began harshly, only to stop abruptly. With just those two words, the filly shrank away whimpering, shutting her eyes as the bush's thorns left fresh cuts and scrapes on her body.
When the filly finally dared to open her eyes again, Twilight lifted her hoof and reached out as slowly as possible. Still, the result was the same. The filly shied away, whimpered, trembled, and succeeded in injuring herself further on the bush’s thorns.
It was a reaction of pure fear.
Twilight’s brain did a flip-flop trying to process this. Nightmare Moon was one of the greatest threats Equestria had ever faced. She was a monster that tried to, at best, scare Twilight and her new friends away, and, at worst, get them killed. She was supposed to be the worst part of Luna’s psyche brought to life. At least, that’s what Twilight thought the insane cult’s spell was supposed to do.
Yet here she was, just a filly, tangled in a thorn brush, and Twilight was unable to look away. Those dragon eyes that had once looked down on all ponies as if they were nothing but lowly insects were now filled to the brim with fear and pain. Some of the scratches from the bush’s thorns were bleeding. The filly was terrified, was hurt... and she needed help.
“I-it’s okay,” Twilight soothed shakily, “I won’t hurt you.” The unicorn wasn’t sure at all what she was doing, but she had, at the very least, get the little filly out of the bush so she couldn’t receive any more injuries. Taking hold of the bush magically, Twilight began carefully snapping away branches piece by piece. There were a couple times the filly winced, any small movement leading to a thorn pricking her, but still she kept her eyes locked on Twilight. The filly’s eyes were filled with fear, but behind that fear was a flicker of hope: hope that the unicorn who had appeared was not a monster.
A few minutes later, with a final snap, enough branches were cleared away for Twilight to gently levitate the filly out of the bush. She brought the filly Nightmare Moon out from the edge of the clearing, setting her down in the center where the pair proceeded to stare at each other.
Twilight’s mind was spinning at a million miles an hour while not going anywhere, cycling through the same thoughts over and over again. Was this really Nightmare Moon? Was that the purpose of the spell last night? Did it work? How did it work? How could there be a Nightmare Moon without Luna? Weren’t they one and the same? Why was Nightmare Moon so small? Did the spell not work? Was Nightmare Moon just trying to trick her into taking her back to Ponyville? Was she only pretending to be so small and helpless? Was she dangerous? Was this really Nightmare Moon?
Round and round the thoughts circled, Twilight unable to stop herself. It was the thunderstorm that finally managed to break the endless loop. Another crack of thunder cut through the air and snapped Twilight back to reality, and just as quickly the unicorn noticed that the filly had rushed up to her. Trembling like a leaf, the filly clung to Twilight’s leg, eyes shut tight.
She was scared of the thunderstorm... Would Nightmare Moon ever be scared of a thunderstorm? Could she just be playing a trick, trying to lull the unicorn into a false sense of security? Twilight just couldn’t be sure. Her mind was telling her that the filly couldn’t be trusted. That she should just leave her in the forest, tell Princess Celestia, and let the princess deal with it.
At the same time, if the filly was Nightmare Moon, Twilight couldn’t just leave her in the forest. If she did, then there was a chance that the filly would disappear. No, if the filly was a danger to Equestria, Twilight had to keep track her, if only to be sure she couldn’t hurt anypony. That and Twilight couldn’t deny it didn’t feel right to leave anypony alone in the dangerous forest.
“Um... would you like to come back to Ponyville with me?” Twilight asked, unable to think of a better way to try and ask the filly to come along willingly. The little pony remained silent, her eyes spoke her reply. She shakily nodded, clinging even closer to Twilight as the filly now looked upon the unicorn like she was the grand savior from a story book. Twilight might have smiled at this sight if it weren’t for the raindrops that were starting to fall on her head.
“Oh... great...” Twilight muttered, flinching a bit as the rain started to get thicker. The storm wasn’t going to break up anytime soon, and she wouldn’t be able to teleport back to the library with the filly. She wasn’t very good with multi-pony teleportation spells; the one time she had been able to pull it off, both she and her passenger had ended up pretty badly singed. That was the last thing the filly needed after being stuck in the thorny bush.
So Twilight did the only thing she could, horn aglow as she picked up the filly and nestled her down on her back, between her saddlebags. Twilight then turned her magic above her head, projecting a transparent barrier just in time to shield them from the worsening rain.
It would be a long, muddy walk back out of the forest. At the moment, however, Twilight just hoped that she could get back to the library before Spike panicked and sent a letter to the princess.
==========
Spike anxiously finished writing the letter to the princess, glancing at the clock as each minute ticked by. Twilight had been gone for two hours and fifty-nine minutes. Twilight had one minute, just one minute, to get back to the library before he notified Celestia. There wasn’t a second hoof on the clock, but Spike still watched it anxiously, rolling the scroll as he prepared to set it on fire.
The baby dragon glanced outside at the raging thunderstorm. Rainbow Dash had come by the library earlier to warn that the Ponyville weather team was letting a storm from Everfree Forest roll over Ponyville. The storm wasn’t scheduled, but the weather team had decided to let it pass over to save themselves the trouble of preparing a storm just two days later.
It made sense, but the storm was still pretty nasty. Thunder, lightning, wind, and pounding rain all came together, and Twilight was out in the storm, possibly hurt or ponynapped.
Spike glanced at the clock again, seeing the minute hoof click to the next slot. It was official; it had been three hours and Twilight hadn’t returned. Spike began to breathe in, the message to Celestia mere moments from being sent magically to Canterlot when the door suddenly swung open.
“Spike! Don’t you dare breathe out!” Twilight yelled, pointing a commanding hoof at the baby dragon. She had mud and grime up to her neck, little leaves and sticks caught in her mane, and a tired expression on her face. Still, Spike couldn’t help but smile, tossing the carefully prepared note aside before running up to Twilight.
“Where were you?” Spike asked in a combination of worry and relief. He would have hugged the unicorn’s leg, but he noticed how muddy she was.
“In the Everfree Forest, like I told you. It just took longer to find my saddlebags than I expected, and then I had to walk back in the storm,” Twilight explained, doing her best to wipe her hooves clean on the welcome mat before stepping inside.
“Are you okay?”
“Yes, I’m fine. Nothing happened... unless you count the storm. All I need is a bath and some dinner,” the unicorn answered, her horn glowing as she opened her saddlebags and removed the thankfully dry books, though the bags themselves were damp and splattered with mud.
“Well then, you go straight upstairs and take a bath. I’ll make dinner. How about some soup and sandwiches?”
“Can you make it celery soup and daffodil sandwiches?” Twilight asked with a weak smile.
“Of course, one order of celery soup and daffodil sandwiches coming right up... after I get these books put away.” Spike offered as he gathered the retrieved books, beginning the quick task of putting the more common tomes back on the library shelves. While the baby dragon went about his work, Twilight headed to the second floor of the library, crossing her bedroom and entering the bathroom. It was a small, cozy room with a bathtub that doubled as a shower and all the basic amenities. Nothing fancy, but it got the job done.
Twilight slipped into the bathroom before she shut and locked the door, breathing a sigh of relief before looking over her shoulder. Still lying on her back, nestled between her saddlebags, was the filly Nightmare Moon. She had curled up and fallen asleep halfway back to the library, and, thankfully, Spike hadn’t noticed the breathing black mass that was partially hidden by Twilight’s mane and saddlebags.
For the moment, Twilight just let the filly sleep, turning on the bathtub faucets. As the tub started to fill with hot water, the unicorn opened the medicine cabinet, gathering first aid supplies. While most of the injuries the filly had from the thorny bush were tiny, there were a couple Twilight wanted to bandage.
Twilight waited until the tub was almost full before shutting off the faucets, the perfectly warm water gently steaming in the cool bathroom air. At this point, Twilight turned her head back, lowering it as she gently nudged the filly Nightmare Moon with her nose. It took a few nudges, but the little black-coated pony finally began to wake up.
The filly looked about the room, taking in her surroundings before looking at Twilight, who offered a gentle smile.
“Don’t worry; you’re safe here. This is where I live, and you won’t have to worry about the storm or anything here,” Twilight assured. “Still, after walking around in that storm, I need to get cleaned up. Would you mind getting off my back while I take a quick bath?”
The filly shook her head once, very carefully and cautiously getting to her hooves before jumping off of Twilight’s back, using her wings to slow her descent. When her hooves were on the floor, the filly laid right back down again on the soft bathroom mat, curling back up into a tiny black-coated ball.
Twilight found this behavior a little bit strange, but she just guessed that the filly was tired and wanted to go back to sleep. The unicorn was now able to levitate her mud-splattered saddlebags off her back and climb into the bathtub, the warm water feeling wonderful as she used a brush to get clean.
She intended it to be a quick bath, more worried about getting clean than enjoying the water. Once the mud was gone and all the little sticks and leaves were out of her mane, Twilight climbed out and toweled herself off while she let the tub drain. When the dirty water was gone, she began filling the tub again, but this time only a quarter of the way full.
It was a very shallow bath, perfect for the small filly. Twilight was able to levitate the miniature Nightmare Moon lookalike into the water, the little pony offering no protest but a few winces as the warm water came in contact with her scratches. Twilight then used a brush, cleaning some of the mud that had managed to splatter up onto the filly, despite riding the whole way to the library on Twilight’s back.
With the filly clean, Twilight lifted her out of the tub, towelled her off, and used the first aid kit to bandage the worst of her cuts and scrapes. All the while, the unicorn was amazed with how cooperative the filly was, despite acting sad and tired.
Would Nightmare Moon really allow herself to be bathed and bandaged without protest? Sure, such a regal pony might expect to be waited on by servants, but that wasn’t what Twilight was doing. She was treating her like a foal, and the real Nightmare Moon wouldn’t accept being treated like a foal, no matter how small or young she actually was.
Again, the question of whether this filly really was Nightmare Moon rose up in Twilight’s head. She was becoming less and less sure. The resemblance was undeniable. If the little pony had a flowing, magical, star-dotted mane and tail, then she’d look exactly like the Mare in the Moon.
Besides the issue of age and hair, this filly just wasn’t acting like Nightmare Moon, at least in Twilight’s opinion. She didn’t talk down to Twilight, nor did she threaten her. She hadn’t even said anything yet, and the silence was even stranger.
And if she didn’t act like Nightmare Moon, that raised another question. If she wasn’t Nightmare Moon, then who was she?
Twilight couldn’t focus too much on that train of thought, a knock coming at the bathroom door as she was putting the last bandage on the filly.
“Hey Twilight, I’ve got your dinner.”
“Thank you, Spike,” Twilight replied, glancing back at the door to make sure the baby dragon wasn’t coming inside, "but... you know, I’m really hungry after hiking through Everfree Forest and the storm. Would you mind making me another sandwich and bowl of soup?”
“No problem,” the dragon proudly assured from the other side of the door. “I made a big batch of the celery soup, and we have plenty of stuff for sandwiches. I could probably make five servings of this meal.”
“That’s wonderful, Spike, but I only need one more.”
“You got it, Twi,” Spike replied as he departed. Twilight listened for her assistant’s footsteps to reach the bottom of the stairs before she opened the door. She checked the bedroom, making sure Spike really had left before she stepped out. The filly followed, staying close to Twilight as they crossed the room and moved towards the bed.
The meal Spike had brought in was sitting on her bedside table. It looked good, and the unicorn was starving, but instead of digging in herself, she levitated the filly up onto her bed and then set the food out in front of her.
“Here, you go ahead and eat this. I’m going to go downstairs and talk with Spike,” Twilight said, her words coming with a comforting smile. The filly, again, didn’t offer more than a simple nod in reply. She then leaned forward, taking a bite from the sandwich... a bite that was quickly followed by another, and another, and another, the filly eagerly devouring the food.
It was the first real sign of life Twilight had seen from the Nightmare Moon look-alike, and it was encouraging, to say the least. For now, however, the unicorn had to leave the filly alone to her meal. She had to go downstairs and tell Spike the truth before the baby dragon discovered the filly for himself, assumed the worst, and sent a letter to Celestia.
==========
It had taken a couple hours to convince Spike not to write to Celestia and tell her about the filly. He, like Twilight at first, assumed that she was Nightmare Moon reborn and that Celestia had to be told. He had even written up a letter and was about to send it before Twilight snatched it away and threw it in the garbage.
Twilight’s arguments were weak. All she could really say was that the filly really didn’t seem to act like Nightmare Moon. In her logical mind, Twilight knew that Spike was probably right. They needed to tell the princess, but once again, the unicorn’s imagination began to betray her. Celestia had banished Nightmare Moon to the moon for a thousand years. Twilight feared she would do the same to the little pony, and that just didn’t feel like something the filly deserved.
In the end, Twilight only got Spike to agree to the silence by promising she’d go buy him a large sapphire from Rarity as a bribe. It wasn’t how she would have wanted to obtain his silence, but Spike had Pinkie Pie promised that, if she got him the gem in the morning, he would keep quiet about the filly until she wanted to tell Princess Celestia.
Having eaten her own dinner during the negotiations, Twilight made her way back up to the bedroom. She was a little worried what she would find. There was a chance that, in the past two hours, the filly had grown into an adult Nightmare Moon and was ready to attack. Yet, after she opened the bedroom door, Twilight saw that the filly was still sitting on the bed, the sandwich and soup eaten.
Taking a moment to steady herself, Twilight approached the filly. Again, she found herself torn on just how she was supposed to act. Nightmare Moon could and had tried to plunge Equestria into eternal night, but the filly didn’t seem like a danger. She should have consulted Princess Celestia already, but she just wasn’t sure enough. It was a stalemated war, between her fear of what the filly could do and her fear of what Celestia would do if she found out. She wasn’t convinced enough to tell the princess, but she couldn’t let her guard down either. If she did, there was a chance the filly would show her true colors, transform into Nightmare Moon, and attack.
It was better to be safe than sorry, Twilight choosing to keep her guard up. She’d watch and be ready to bolt out of the room should things become dangerous. At the moment, however, she needed to find out more about the filly. She needed to see if she remembered being Nightmare Moon or maybe had other memories, something to prove who she was.
“Are you feeling better?”
The filly nodded only once, barely meeting the unicorn’s eyes.
“That’s good,” Twilight replied, sitting down beside the bed. “So... uh... do you know where you are? Do you remember where you were before I found you?”
The filly shook her head, the first of many such replies as Twilight began a longer chain of questions, asking the filly what she did remember, what she knew, and other such things.
There were a few nods here and there, but most of the questions were met with a shake of the filly’s head, her eyes slowly tearing up. Upon the last question, when Twilight asked the filly if she remembered her name, the little black pony broke down and began crying. It wasn’t wailing or outright sobbing, but a quiet cry, the filly sniffling as tears poured down her cheeks.
Twilight now began to understand why the little pony had been so quiet and subdued: she was scared and confused. The only memories she seemed to have were the ones of the past several hours. She had no memories of her own, yet possessed some common knowledge, like an understanding of Equestrian language.
Twilight found it difficult to even imagine having so few memories. It did, however, support Twilight’s theory that this little filly had been produced by the spell cast by the cult. It would make sense for her to only have a few hours of memory, as the spell had only been cast the night before.
Again, the question of whether or not the filly was really Nightmare Moon reared its ugly head. The spell’s purpose was to recreate Nightmare Moon, and it was working until Princess Celestia and the Royal Guard intervened. The spell was interrupted, meaning the filly was a product of an incomplete spell, and there was often no way to predict what effects an incomplete spell would have.
It was a question Twilight chose to shelve in her mind for later, mostly because the filly was still crying. It was a sight that pulled at her heartstrings, putting her at war with herself. Twilight had every desire to keep her guard up in case the filly was truly dangerous, but, at the same time, she couldn't in good conscience ignore how scared the filly was.
So, despite her own anxieties, Twilight crawled up onto the bed and lay down beside the young alicorn, doing her best to comfort her while the little black pony continued to cry, letting out the pent up fear and anxiety that had been building inside her for the past several hours.
===========
It took about half an hour for the filly to finally calm down, crying herself dry. The tears, however, seemed to have a good effect for the filly, as she looked less scared then she had been. She lay right next to Twilight, with her head leaned against the unicorn’s shoulder as she tried to dry her eyes.
“Feeling better?”
“Y-yes,” the filly shakily answered, the first word Twilight heard her say the entire night. The voice had a musical quality, but a fragility to it as well. It reminded Twilight of the time she had seen an earth pony playing crystal juice glasses filled with water, a glass harp. It was a feat made easier by the special horseshoes the pony had on, but it was still impressive to watch and listen to. A voice like a glass harp... certainly not the voice of an evil, fallen princess bent on creating an eternal night.
“That’s good,” Twilight replied, falling silent for a time as she struggled to find something to say. Yet when nothing came to mind, Twilight glanced at the clock and noticed the late hour. “So... uh... it’s been a long day. How about we get some sleep?”
“Can... can I sleep here?” the filly asked as she looked at Twilight, which drew up fresh moment tension in Twilight’s mind. Letting the filly sleep in the same bed was asking for trouble. If she was Nightmare Moon and just playing some cruel trick, she would have every opportunity to attack Twilight in the middle of the night. At the same time, Twilight couldn’t bring herself to say no. It was like her mouth had forgotten how to form the word ‘no’ in the face of the filly’s pleading eyes.
“Yes, you can,” Twilight finally admitted, “but how about I make it so we’re both more comfortable?”
With that the unicorn’s horn lit up as she shifted a few blankets and pillows around. Within a few moments, Twilight was under the covers of her bed while the filly lay comfortably on top, next to Twilight, with her own blanket and pillow.
Soon, both Twilight and the filly were stifling yawns as the long day had taken its toll on them. It was still relatively early, barely getting close to nine o’clock... but Twilight was more than willing to call it a night. Another yawn gripped the unicorn as her eyes started to droop a little.
“Miss Unicorn?”
Twilight was drawn back from the edge of sleep as she lifted her head, her eyes meeting the filly’s. “I’m sorry, I guess I never introduced myself. My name’s Twilight Sparkle.”
“Okay... Miss Sparkle, can I ask you something?”
“Yes?”
“Do you want me to leave in the morning?” the filly asked as she snuggled into Twilight’s side, fearing her answer.
“What makes you think I’d want you leave?”
The filly bit her lip for a second before continuing. “You... were mad when you first saw me. I just... didn’t think you’d want me around.”
“It’s not your fault, I just thought you were somepony else for a while,” Twilight assured, “but... no, you don’t have to leave in the morning.”
The filly smiled at this, the first honest smile she gave all evening. With that concern put to rest, the filly yawned and closed her eyes. Within minutes she drifted off to sleep, Twilight following soon after.
====================================================================
=====================================================================
Questions, Comments, Concerns?
pen.stroke.pony@gmail.com
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
=====================================================================
Past Sins
=====================================================================
Chapter 2
A Secret Between Friends
=====================
Twilight yawned as she made her way down the steps to the library’s main floor. Her mane was freshly brushed, but the unicorn herself still wasn’t completely awake. She had been up late the night before, doing research and making some plans, and had not gotten to bed until well past midnight.
Still, as an empty belly can be a powerful motivation to get out of bed, the unicorn stepped into the kitchen.
“Morning, Twilight," Spike greeted, the baby dragon working at the stove.
“Hey Spike," The unicorn replied, before having to yawn again as she made her way to the table. This had been Twilight and Spike’s usual morning ever since they had moved to Ponyville, and even for a time before that. One of them would get up early and make breakfast while the other would stumble into the kitchen sometime later. Who made breakfast largely depended on who went to bed first the night before, and the previous evening it had been Spike.
Yet, for the past few days, there had been an addition to the routine: a little black filly alicorn who was currently seated at the table, waiting patiently for breakfast.
Twilight had come to call the filly Nyx, an old name from a storybook Twilight remembered from her own fillyhood. Nyx, as the stories went, was a pony that basked in Luna’s night before the princess became Nightmare Moon; a black coated mare who guarded her home town from the creatures that lingered in the dark.
Nyx had been one of Twilight’s favorite storybook characters growing up, her parents reading some of the old stories to her at bedtime. The name just seemed to fit the filly, and it was far better than calling her Nightmare Moon.
And, in truth, the filly had become the focus of Twilight’s efforts for the past few days. She had spent all of her free time studying, devoting herself to researching the possibilities of resurrection spells. Unfortunately, none of the library’s books had any direct information, and what information she could find was in theoretical magic.
Her library was insufficient, but Twilight knew that the princess had unicorns in Canterlot working on the spell. They had to have more information, and she had asked Celestia if she could possibly read some of the same books or be kept informed on the progress of the research. Princess Celestia, however, refused the request, wishing Twilight to simply forget about the spell.
But Twilight couldn’t stop herself. While she couldn’t really believe that the scared little filly was Nightmare Moon reborn, the threat and danger of that truth lingered constantly on the fringes of her mind. She needed to be absolutely sure, and the only way to be absolutely sure was to understand the spell and figure out what could have happened if the spell was interrupted.
Progress, however, was slow and Twilight was forced to put her research on hold the previous evening to handle a more pressing concern, one that involved Nyx.
Over the past few days, Nyx had become a little more open, though she was still quite nervous and quiet. She had even started helping Spike with his chores, slowly winning over the skeptical baby dragon. She had also demonstrated an interest in reading, cracking open a number of books in the library. She struggled with the words at times, but she was reading a lot and not just stories either. She began to get into books that fillies her age would read at school; nonfiction books about a wide and almost random spectrum of subjects.
If there was one thing that Nyx did that annoyed Twilight, it was that she asked questions... a lot of questions. Most of them were things that Twilight could easily answer off the top of her head, but it was still enough of a distraction to greatly reduce the unicorn’s normal study time.
Nyx had also started demonstrating an anxious curiosity of the outside world, Ponyville looking far more inviting than the Everfree Forest. The filly would spend hours at a time just looking out the window, watching ponies pass by. If any happened to look in her direction she would quickly duck out of sight, but she would only hide for a few minutes before returning to the window.
It was something Twilight hadn’t concerned herself with until Nyx asked if she could go outside. Twilight, of course, had to refuse the request, and, thankfully, Nyx didn’t resist. The filly was willing to accept her confinement in the library, at least for the moment, but Nyx’s request had made Twilight realize something.
She couldn’t keep Nyx hidden in the library forever. The library wasn’t a jail, she wasn’t a warden, and Nyx wasn’t a prisoner. The filly deserved to be able to go outside and enjoy the sunshine, but if she did so without considerable preparation, it would have been disastrous.
So Twilight spent the previous evening making a plan. Twilight was going to pass off Nyx as a cousin who was going to stay with the unicorn indefinitely to study, much like how Twilight had started living at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns when she became the princess’ private pupil. It might not have been the greatest of plans, but Twilight never really told anypony in Ponyville about her family, so there was a chance they would probably believe it.
Most of all, it was a plan that could buy her the time she needed to be sure whether or not the filly was Nightmare Moon, but it would require a number of things to work, the first of which Twilight was going to try and tackle that very morning.
It was time to call in Rarity’s favor.
===========
It took some precise movements and careful hiding, but Twilight was able to lead Nyx across Ponyville to the Carousel Boutique without anypony getting a good glimpse of them. The front door to the shop was thankfully unlocked. The little bell rang as Twilight opened the door, let Nyx inside, and slipped in herself before being noticed by any passers-by.
While Nyx had been excited to finally go outside, the filly clung close to Twilight the entire trip over and still lingered nearby now that they were in the shop, just as scared of running into another pony as Twilight was, though for different reasons. Yet, her cautiousness was slowly being overridden by curiosity as the filly looked about the room, taking in the shop’s beautiful interior and the elegant dresses on display.
“Rarity, are you home?” Twilight called out as she levitated her saddlebags off and set them by the door.
“Yes, Dear, just a moment!” Rarity called back as she came out from the boutique’s back room with several spools of thread floating behind her. She had on her red glasses, a sign that Rarity was in the middle of sewing something together. Reading glasses, Rarity once told Twilight, that she only needed to work and, well, read.
“Twilight, Darling, I’ve seen neither hide nor hair of you in days. Where have you been hiding?”
“In the library, where else?” Twilight replied teasingly.
“Where else indeed,” Rarity chuckled before setting down the spools of thread she was levitating. “You know, all those dusty old books can’t be good for your complexion. You should come with Fluttershy and I on our weekly spa outing. You had such fun the last time you joined us that I was actually hoping the three of us could make it a regular thing.”
“I’m sorry, Rarity, really; I would like to, but sometimes I just can’t pull myself away from a book.”
“A fact I am well aware of,” Rarity replied, taking her glasses off and setting them on her workbench. “Still, I guess hearing that you’ve been studying your little head off is a good thing. It means you’ve recovered from your traumatic ponynapping as well as anypony could hope. Now, just what brings you by the boutique?”
“Um... I need some casual day-wear.”
“Casual day-wear? Now that is a request I don’t get too often. Most ponies are just satisfied strolling about without a thread of fabric on, but personally I feel some ponies would look just fabulous with the right vest or day dress.
“Personally though, I think you’re one of those ponies that doesn’t need casual wear,” Rarity assured, though she was already gathering up some pencils and blank pieces of paper. “I however, can’t say for certain until I have a chance to sketch out some designs. So, Twilight, what were you looking for in particular?”
Twilight smiled nervously. “Okay, so... here’s the thing... it really isn’t for me.”
“Well, who is it for then?” Rarity asked.
“It’s for her,” Twilight admitted as she stepped to one side, leaving Nyx standing out in the open. When Nyx realized that she was exposed and in clear view of Rarity, the filly hung her head and stepped back behind Twilight, trying to remain hidden. It took Twilight whispering some reassuring words to the filly to finally coax Nyx back into plain view, though Nyx chose to keep her head lowered and avoid direct eye contact.
“Rarity, I’d like you to meet Nyx.’ Twilight said when she was sure the filly wasn’t going to try and hide behind her a second time. “Nyx, this is my good friend, Rarity. Say hello, Nyx.”
“Um... H-Hello, Miss Rarity,” Nyx mumbled very quietly. It was a good thing Nyx kept her eyes turned down at the floor, for it kept the filly from noticing that Rarity was staring dumbfoundedly at her. The white unicorn was focused on Nyx’s eyes, which were all too familiar... eyes Rarity had gotten a very close look at during the last Summer Sun Celebration.
The white unicorn, however, managed to put on a uneasy smile as she turned her attention to Twilight. “Well... of course. I... just need you to... uh... come in back with me and... pick out a fabric. Uh... Nyx, was it? Would you mind staying here? I just need to speak with Twilight for a few moments in private.”
“T-Twilight?” Nyx whimpered, looking at the purple unicorn as if she would never see her again.
“It will be all right, Nyx,” the purple mare reassured. “Just go look at some of the dresses that Rarity has made. We’ll be right back.”
The little black pony slowly nodded before she turned and headed towards one of the mannequins, which was currently displaying the jumpsuit Fluttershy had worn when Rarity was trying to impress Photo Finish.
As soon as the filly’s back was turned, Twilight felt herself wrapped in magic; specifically Rarity’s magic. The white unicorn drug Twilight into the back room of her shop unceremoniously before shutting the door, though she did it gently so she wouldn’t draw unwanted attention. Then, the moment that backroom door was closed her eyes locked on Twilight.
“Twilight. Who. Is. That?” Rarity stressed.
“I take it you noticed she looks kind of like-”
“Nightmare Moon!” Rarity loudly whispered, though it was obvious she would have rather been shouting. “Yes, I did notice! Now, would you care to explain?!”
“Well, do you want the long or short version?” Twilight asked, anxiously scratching at her front right leg. “Or maybe the medium version? I suppose I could-”
“Twilight, just tell me!” Rarity pressed.
“Okay, short version. She might, and I mean might, be Nightmare Moon reborn. That crazy cult that ponynapped me cast some weird spell, and while Princess Celestia kept the spell from being completed, it still... well... I think it created her. I found her in the Everfree Forest, alone and scared, and-”
“And you brought her to Ponyville?!” the fashion designer snapped, struggling to keep herself from shouting.
“Rarity, calm down before she hears you!” Twilight stressed, motioning with her hoof that the white unicorn needed to keep quiet. “Look, she doesn’t remember anything that happened before I found her, and she acts nothing like Nightmare Moon. She’s... just a sweet, if a bit nervous, little filly. To be honest... I am having trouble believing she could be Nightmare Moon at all.”
Despite Twilight’s assurances, Rarity was worried and unconvinced. “And did it ever cross your mind what would happen if she really was Nightmare Moon? That monster could have attacked you in your sleep!”
“Rarity, she isn’t a monster, I promise. She’s just-”
“Twilight, I think your ponynapping has rattled your senses! You have to tell Princess Celestia about this! If there is even a small chance that filly is Nightmare Moon, the princess needs to know before-”
“But I’m afraid that if the princess finds out, she’ll banish Nyx to the moon!” Twilight said, struggling to keep her voice down as the argument grew more heated. “Look, you saw how she acted when she first met you. She’s more scared of you than you are of her. She really doesn’t know who Nightmare Moon is or anything that happened at the last Summer Sun Celebration.”
“And have you ever thought about what might happen if she did start to remember?”
“I’ve thought about it, yes... but-”
Rarity stomped a hoof. “Twilight, listen to yourself! If that filly was produced by a spell and that spell was supposed to bring back Nightmare Moon then-”
“Rarity, please! You’re the only other pony I’ve told, and I need you to keep this a secret,” Twilight pleaded, “If somepony finds out, then the princess will find out. Do you really think a filly that young deserves to be banished to the moon, even if she was created by a spell meant to bring back Nightmare Moon?
“Right now, all I want to do is to try pass her off as my cousin, just until I can figure out whether she is Nightmare Moon or just looks like her. But I can’t just keep her locked in the library all the time. If I’m going to pass her off as a normal unicorn, she needs to be able to go outside, but... she needs a disguise.”
“Twilight, I really think you should tell Princess Celestia,” Rarity nervously stressed.
“Rarity, I need you to keep this a secret. Consider this the favor you owe me.”
Rarity pushed her lips together. “And you want to use your favor like this?”
“Yes,” Twilight replied firmly.
“Are you absolutely sure?”
“Yes.”
“Are you absolutely, positively-”
“Rarity, I’m sure.”
Rarity let out a sigh, touching a hoof to her head for a moment before nodding. “Very well, Twilight. Your secret is safe with me, but that still leaves me wondering just why you’ve brought her to my boutique.”
“I need you to make something, anything, Nyx can wear on a daily basis to hide her wings.”
“Her wings?” Rarity echoed, cocking an eyebrow.
“Didn’t you notice? Nyx is an alicorn.”
“Well of course I noticed,” Rarity assured with a wave of her hoof. “I also understand why you’re apprehensive about her going outside, but, Twilight, wings are so in style right now. All the best boutiques in Canterlot are using pegasus models this season. Makes me wish I could talk Fluttershy into stepping back onto the stage; that or convince Rainbow Dash to give fashion modeling a try. She could have such a beautiful mane if she would just brush it out once in a while and-”
“Rarity, focus!” Twilight interrupted, bringing the fashion designer back to reality. “Even if wings are in style, its whole lot easier to hide a pair of wings than it is to hide a horn, wouldn’t you agree?”
“True, wings are a more readily hidden feature, and... I’ll admit she does have such a wonderful black coat; a rare color to say the least. And her mane... it’s not nearly as beautiful as mine, but with a little care... Hmmmm...”
At that, Rarity shut her eyes, gently tapping her chin with her hoof as the gears in her mind turned before a smile sprang onto the unicorn’s lips.
“Oh... iiiiiddddddeeeaaaa~!” Rarity sang, her horn lighting up as she opened the door to the backroom. And with that, the fashion designer was off, calling Nyx over as spools of fabric began to float around the room.
============
“I’m almost done, just hold still for a few more seconds,” Rarity said an hour later, having gotten lost in her work. She had been treating Nyx more like a mannequin and less like a filly, making her stand still almost the entire time, but it had allowed the white unicorn to work quickly and efficiently. It was, however, becoming apparent that Nyx was growing tired of standing in the same place for so long. Still, as Nyx had proved to Twilight, she was naturally well behaved, if timid, and did her best to keep still.
Rarity had worked her usual magic, creating a perfect bit of casual wear for the little filly. A simple purple vest, similar in design to the vests worn by everypony in town during Winter Wrap-Up. Rarity, however, modified the design in a few places so that Nyx’s wings could hide comfortably beneath the fabric. Rarity also worked to stylize the vest a little bit, putting some black bits here and there to blend with Nyx’s natural coat color.
The final thing Rarity needed to work on was Nyx’s hair. The unicorn had tried a number of different styles, including styling the mane up like her own as well as giving it more body like Fluttershy’s, but nothing she tried seemed to please Rarity.
“Oh, what to do? What to do?” Rarity pondered, letting Nyx’s hair drop. “Most ponies have their mane styled to leave a little something in the front, but I think you’d just look so... elegant with your mane pulled back. Yes, I definitely need to keep the pulled back style... but it just needs something... ”
Rarity’s horn glowed, the unicorn levitating a few ribbons and hair bands from her private collection. Her eyes moved over each, tossing some away while others lingered in the air, waiting to be judged by the fashion designer’s meticulous eye. Then, Rarity’s eyes lit up.
“Of course! Aloe and Lotus,” the fashion designer exclaimed.
“Who and what now?” Twilight asked, watching in confusion.
“Aloe and Lotus, the ponies who manage the spa,” Rarity answered, using a hoof to pull back on Nyx’s hair. “They style their manes back like this and, oh, that style would look absolutely perfect on little Nyx here.”
With that Rarity was off, running a brush through Nyx’s hair until every strand fell perfectly straight. Then, as a final touch, Rarity settled a head band just above Nyx’s horn, a turquoise color with some designs on the sides to bring out Nyx’s eyes.
“Perfect,” Rarity said, approving of her handiwork a few minutes later. “Oh yes, this really is a mane that can pull this off. The hair falls so wonderfully and has such a shine when it’s brushed. I dare say it gives off an air of sophistication and class.”
“Am I done now?” Nyx whined, not trying to sound bored but even the well-behaved filly was at her wits’ end.
Rarity nodded, slipping out of designer mode and gaining some cautious coldness in her voice as she remembered who she had been making the vest for. “Yes Dear, you are done. Here, why don’t you go take a look in the mirror?”
The filly nodded, jumping down from the table she had been standing on while Rarity worked. It wasn’t hard to find a mirror; the front of Rarity’s shop was littered with mirrors of varying sizes. Nyx moved to the nearest one, examining her reflection.
“It’s perfect Rarity,” Twilight beamed as she moved over beside the fashionista. “If I didn’t know better I’d say she was just a normal unicorn.”
“Oh, Twilight, must you always think of function over form?” Rarity chided as she began to put her supplies away. “Yes, it hides her wings, but she also looks fabulous, wouldn’t you agree?”
“Yes, she looks amazing, Rarity.”
The white unicorn batted at a bit of her hair. “Try not to sound so surprised. After all, I was the one that made your wonderful Gala dress.”
“Now all Nyx needs are her glasses,” Twilight said with a smile.
“Glasses? Heavens, what would that little filly need glasses for? Her eyesight seems fine.”
“These aren’t correctional glasses. It took a lot of research, but I’ve finally found an illusion spell so that I could enchant the glasses to disguise Nyx’s eyes that will make them look... well... more common.”
Again, Rarity slipped into fashion designer mode, lamenting Twilight’s decision.“Oh, but it will be such a travesty to hide those beautiful orbs! Those slits of pupils give Nyx an air of mystery about her. What other pony can say they have eyes like a dragon?”
“None; that’s the point,” Twilight insisted, whispering so Nyx, who was staring wide-eyed at her own reflection, wouldn’t be able to hear. “There is only one other pony who has ever had dragon-shaped eyes, and that was... you know who.”
Rarity frowned, her fashion desires defeated by Twilight’s logic. “True... and it was because of those eyes I was really able to notice the resemblance. Oooohhh, but it’s such a shame to hide them! At least tell me you got some fashionable frames.”
“Well, I thought they would be fine,” Twilight admitted. Turning her head, the unicorn’s horn began to glow as her saddlebags, which had been left by the door, flipped open. From inside Twilight extracted a pair of glasses, levitating them across the room before presenting them to Rarity.
“Twilight, please tell me this is some kind of cruel joke!” Rarity said as she shied away from the glasses, as if they were an angry snake.
“Why, what’s wrong?”
“Those glasses are in every way wrong,” Rarity stressed, treating the glasses as if their ugliness were infectious. “Those thick frames, and that black color! Oh, they utterly clash with Nyx’s entire outfit!”
“But... she has a black coat. How can black frames clash with a black coat?”
“It’s about so much more than just the color, Twilight. I mean, look at these glasses!” Rarity said, levitating the frames as she proceeded to point out their flaws. “They’re matte, with no shine whatsoever, while Nyx’s coat has just the slightest, natural sheen. And don’t get me started on the thickness.
“No, these just won’t do,” Rarity snipped matter-of-factly.
“But-”
“No buts!” Rarity said, getting behind Twilight and starting to push her towards the door. “I will not have you ruin this poor filly’s fashionable attire with some random frames you picked out just because you’d thought they’d ‘be fine’. As you surely remember, Twilight, I’ve seen your definition of fine... and it was embodied in that... interesting dress you were going to wear to the Gala. Not only was it old, the red and yellow colors were a horrible match for your mane, coat, eyes... It clashed with everything.”
“But-” Twilight tried to defend, only to get cut off again.
“Now, I want you to gallop down to wherever you purchased these atrocities and get them exchanged. Pick up something midnight purple with a slight, and I mean slight, gloss and make sure the frames are also at least half as thin as these... these... things,” Rarity stressed, setting the offending glasses on Twilight’s forehead.
“But what about Nyx?”
“She will be fine here with me until you come back with those new frames. Now, off with you,” Rarity ordered, shoving Twilight outside the shop before shutting the front door abruptly behind the purple unicorn.
“Twilight, I swear, sometimes you try to be unfashionable on purpose,” Rarity huffed, turning and trotting away from the door. “I do apologize for that outburst, Nyx, but I just couldn’t let Twilight make you wear those awful glasses. They would have just been a travesty against fashion, a simple travesty.”
“Were the glasses really that bad?” Nyx asked as she turned towards Rarity.
“Oh, yes, they were. Honestly, I wouldn’t make my worst enemy, somepony I truly hated, wear those glasses. They are, in all honesty, the very definition of a fashion don’t.”
At that Rarity turned, quickly busying herself as she cleaned up the bits and pieces left behind while she had been making the vest. For a time, the unicorn went about her work happily, humming a melody to herself. Yet, as Rarity worked she began to hear something: a quiet sniffling. Caught a bit off guard by the sound, Rarity turned to look at its source.
Nyx had plopped down in the middle of the shop floor and looked like she was on the verge of sobbing.
It was an awkward moment, but Rarity turned away and tried to ignore the filly. She wasn’t in any way convinced that Nyx wasn’t Nightmare Moon, and still strongly believed that Twilight needed to write a letter to the princess immediately. Yes, she couldn’t deny that Nyx had been well-behaved while she was working on the vest, but that hadn’t dispelled the white unicorn’s fears.
So Rarity continued to clean, putting away her spools of black and purple fabric. Yet, as Rarity tried to keep herself busy, Nyx’s sniffling began to mature, graduating to soft sobs. It was a noise Rarity tried to block out, tried to ignore, but she was finding it more and more difficult with each passing moment.
Finally, it became too much, Rarity turning and approaching Nyx. “What in the world is the matter?” Rarity asked, unable to hide the hint of annoyance in her voice.
“T-Twilight doesn’t like me,” Nyx blubbered with a whine, struggling to not cry outright.
Rarity was a little caught off guard by this, her annoyance being replaced with confusion. “Now just what makes you think that?”
“Y-you said that you wouldn’t m-make anypony wear those glasses, e-even some pony you really hate... b-but Twilight wanted me to wear those glasses, s-so she must hate me and... and...”
“Oh... oh Nyx, no,” Rarity reassured, speaking as if the filly was just being over dramatic as she used a hoof to raise Nyx’s chin. “Twilight does not hate you.”
“But... you said...”
“Allow me to clarify,” Rarity began, gently brushing away a few of Nyx’s tears. “I wouldn’t make anypony wear those glasses, but I also have a better sense of fashion than Twilight Sparkle. She just doesn’t realize how ugly those glasses were; she’s always more concerned with function at the expense of aesthetics. Honestly, if she needed to, she’d probably wear those glasses herself, and I know Twilight doesn’t hate herself.”
“Are you sure?” Nyx asked.
“I am absolutely positive,” Rarity said, her voice ringing with authority. “Twilight Sparkle does not hate you in the least.”
“O... okay, Miss Rarity.”
“Please, you may just call me ‘Rarity’,” the white unicorn corrected. She appreciated the fact the filly had enough manners to address her like a lady, unlike those ruffians the Diamond Dogs. However, she never quite liked it when young fillies and colts addressed her as “Miss Rarity”. Coming from them, it made her sound older than she liked.
“Okay, Rarity,” Nyx said again.
Rarity smiled, giving an approving nod before heading towards the stairs that led to the upper level of the shop, where she lived. “Now, I’m done cleaning, so why don’t we go and have ourselves a late morning tea while we wait for Twilight? I also think I have some leftover pieces of cake from one of Pinkie Pie’s many parties. I’d say you deserve to have a slice after behaving so well this morning.”
Nyx perked up at the thought of getting a slice of cake and eagerly followed Rarity to the boutique’s kitchen. With an elegant flick of her horn, Rarity set several things in motion about the kitchen, the fashion designer well-practiced at levitating a number of items around a room at the same time: a shining example of an efficient multi-tasker.
“Go ahead and sit there,” Rarity said, motioning to the small kitchen table. “The tea will be ready in a jiffy.”
Nyx complied as she jumped up into one of the seats, sitting and watching as Rarity poured the tea and served both herself and Nyx a slice of cake. It was going to be a pleasant late morning tea, but Rarity had another purpose for the impromptu gathering. To say the least, the designer was curious about the Nightmare Moon look-a-like, and now had an opportunity to satisfy her curiosity while Twilight was away.
“So, tell me a little about yourself, Nyx.”
Nyx looked up from the cake and tea that had been placed in front of her. “Well, I’ve been staying with Twilight. She’s a really nice unicorn, and Spike is nice too. She also has an owl named-”
“Nyx, you’re telling me about Twilight Sparkle, and I know Twilight,” Rarity said as she batted at her mane. “She is, after all, one of my closest friends. That and, if you recall, you and Twilight told me all about what you’ve been doing the past three days while I was working on your vest.”
Rarity levitated her cup of tea, preparing to take a sip. “No, I want to know more about you. Oh, and if I were you, I’d drink your tea before it starts getting cold.”
Nyx nodded, looking down at the small cup she had been served. The filly alicorn first leaned in to take a sip, but quickly froze up and cringed when Rarity began to speak.
“Oh, please tell me Twilight has at least taught you how to have tea correctly,” Rarity groaned.
“There’s... a proper way to have tea?”
“But of course,” Rarity replied as she gave her head a gentle toss, something she liked to do when making a point, “especially when you have a unicorn horn. The only proper way for a unicorn to have tea is to levitate the cup to your mouth and take a very delicate sip, and, above all, a proper mare shouldn’t spill a drop or slurp.”
As if to give an example, Rarity did just that. She expertly sipped from the cup of tea without making a single noise before levitating it back down onto its coaster.
“You mean... like this?” Nyx replied, her own horn starting to glow. Yet, to both her and Rarity’s surprise, Nyx’s cup of tea shot up into the ceiling, smashing to pieces as drops of tea rained across the room.
Rarity’s mouth hung open ever so slightly, the unicorn gaping at where the tea cup had shattered against the ceiling. “My word...”
“Rarity, I'm sorry! I'm so sorry!” the filly panicked, practically begging. “Please don't be mad, I-I-I didn't mean to do it! It was an accident! Please don't be mad! I'm so sorry, please don’t hate me! I... I..."
“Nyx, Nyx, please! Relax, it was just an accident,” Rarity replied, her own horn glowing as she took a few dish rags and began cleaning up the spilled tea and shattered tea cup. “Though, if I were to venture a guess, that was your first time trying to levitate something.”
The black coated filly replied with a nod.
“Well, I never liked that cup anyway, and no unicorn gets levitation right on the first try. Though, most colts and fillies your age have trouble lifting things, whereas your trouble seems to be that you have a natural ability for magic. You just put a little too much energy into it.
“Now,” Rarity continued, her magic cleaning up the last pieces of the mess while, at the same time, pouring Nyx a fresh cup of tea. “I want you to try again, but be very gentle this time.”
“But... what if I break another cup?”
“Then I’ll just clean it up and we’ll try again until I’m out of cups,” Rarity answered, though she would secretly keep some of her cups hidden away. She was willing to help a filly learn, but she wouldn’t risk her best china being destroyed.
The vote of confidence, however, brought a smile to Nyx’s face as her horn glowed again. This time, Nyx very gently levitated the cup of tea off the saucer. It wobbled around in the air but stayed level enough that it didn’t spill. Nyx then opened her mouth far wider than she probably needed to, bringing the cup close until she could bring her lips together and take a very gentle sip.
She then levitated the cup down, intending to set it gently on the saucer. Nyx, however, released her magic a little too early. The cup clattered down onto the waiting saucer, causing both Nyx and Rarity to wince. Thankfully, the cup neither broke nor spilled.
“There you go, just like that,” Rarity said, though her happiness came mostly from the fact that Nyx hadn’t smashed another tea cup. "Yes, you’ve taken a good first step towards being a proper mare.”
Nyx looked up at Rarity with wide, eager eyes. “So, if I can learn to sip tea right, I’ll be a proper mare!?”
“Oh heavens no,” Rarity replied, stepping away from the table as she began to slowly walk across the room. “A proper mare has to be able to be able to walk with the right posture, to keep up pleasant conversation, oh... and any proper mare must-”
“Can you teach me something else, Rarity?” Nyx asked eagerly. “Please?”
Rarity glanced in Nyx’s direction, finding the request all too enticing. Yes, she was still unsure about the filly. The white unicorn, however, had been presented with an opportunity to spread her knowledge of proper manners and elegance, and it was too tempting to pass up.
“Well... I suppose we have time before Twilight gets back to go over a few things,” Rarity mused with a smile as she walked back over to the table. “First, sit up straight; a proper mare must never slouch at the table. Now, while maintaining your posture, I’ll demonstrate the proper way to eat cake.”
============
Twilight galloped, grumbling under her breath about the pony at the shop where she had bought the frames. It had taken much longer than it should have to find the right glasses, and it was no fault of Twilight’s. The stallion who ran the store understood Rarity’s very specific specifications, but what had taken him forever was finding those glasses. The stallion had no organization skills, and they ended up looking through half the boxes he had in storage for that one pair of glasses.
Still, Twilight had the glasses in question and was happy to see she was getting close to the Carousel Boutique. She galloped in the door, looking around the front room for Rarity and Nyx. A small surge of panic went through the unicorn seeing the front room empty, but before starting to get worked up in worry, Twilight called out.
“Rarity?”
“Oh! Twilight! You’re back,” Rarity called. “Come on into the kitchen.”
Following her friend’s voice, Twilight nosed open the door to the kitchen and was a bit surprised at what she found. Both Nyx and Rarity were standing in the kitchen, the white unicorn balancing a stack of three books on her head while Nyx had a single fairly thin book on hers. The filly was watching the book, squirming a little as she tried to keep it balanced.
“What... are you two doing?” Twilight asked, her expression etched with confusion.
Rarity smiled, turning and strolling towards Twilight as the books remained perfectly balanced on her head. “Why, I’m just giving Nyx a few lessons in being a proper mare.”
“Yea, she taught me how to sip tea, how to eat cake, and now she’s showing me how to have proper posture,” Nyx chirped, all too excited by the prospect of learning... well, anything.
“There’s a way to eat cake?” Twilight couldn’t help but ask while raising an eyebrow.
“But of course, Twilight; at least there is a proper way to do it. Still, I assume you have the new glasses?”
“Yep, I’ve got them right here,” Twilight said, levitating the frames off her forehead and over to Rarity. The white unicorn took the glasses into her own levitation magic, turning them around a number of times as she examined them, scrutinizing every detail.
“These are... better,” Rarity admitted with sigh. “Not ideal, mind you, but still better than the last pair. Have you already enchanted them?”
“Yes, I did it on my way over here.”
“Well then, Nyx, try them on,” Rarity said, passing the glasses to the little filly. The spell took effect as soon as the glasses were on the bridge of the filly’s nose; Nyx’s dragon-shaped eyes now looking round and normal. Her irises were still turquoise, but, more importantly, the whites of her eyes were actually white.
“While I still say your real eyes are far better, you still look absolutely darling,” Rarity said, tilting her head to one side as she looked at the ensemble with a discerning gaze. The fashionista then began to grin as she gave her head a single decisive nod. “Yes, those midnight purple frames go perfectly with your new vest.”
“Twilight, why do I have to wear a vest and glasses?” Nyx asked, her curiosity about the clothes reaching its limits. Twilight bit her lip for a minute, trying to think of something but failing. Thankfully, Rarity seemed to pick up on Twilight’s nerves.
“Well, Twilight’s just trying to protect you.”
Nyx’s ears drooped and she shrank back a little. “Protect me? From what?”
“Why, from making other ponies jealous. Most ponies either have wings or a horn, if they even have either at all, but you have both. Not only that, but you have such unique eyes, and you wouldn’t want to make anypony jealous, would you?” Rarity finished by gently tapping Nyx on the nose, making the filly giggle a little.
“No, I guess I don’t...”
“Good. Now, why don’t you go finish your cake while I talk with Twilight for a moment?” Rarity suggested as she motioned towards the kitchen table. “Oh, but do remember to practice eating it properly.”
“I will, Rarity,” Nyx chirped, moving back to the table while Rarity guided Twilight to the far corner of the room, where they could talk quietly without being overheard.
“So, I take it you two have been getting along,” Twilight offered in a hushed voice.
“I’ll admit Twilight she’s... she’s very well behaved, and I can see why you believe she only looks like Nightmare Moon.”
Twilight breathed a sigh of relief. “I’m glad to hear that.”
Rarity lifted a hoof. “Don’t misunderstand me, Twilight. I still think you should tell Princess Celestia about this, but I can better appreciate your reasons for desiring secrecy. I also noticed a couple things that you may want to be aware of.”
“Like what?”
“Firstly, that little filly has a lot of magic,” Rarity warned. “As you can see, she’s already able to levitate a tea cup. Well, actually, the first cup she tried to lift flew straight into the ceiling and shattered to bits, like she put too much effort into it.”
“Well, she is an alicorn,” Twilight pointed out. “Princess Celestia and Luna are able to move the sun and moon, so moving a cup is probably something that comes quite easily to an alicorn.”
“Secondly,” Rarity continued, not even registering Twilight’s quick comment, “be very, and I do mean very, careful what you say around her. I’ve found out the hard way that Nyx is a very sensitive pony and tends to cry at the drop of a hat. I accidentally said something in passing that made her think you hated her, and she was absolutely heartbroken. In fact, I dare say she is actually worse than our dear Fluttershy.”
“To be fair, Fluttershy has gotten more sociable recently. I’m sure that Nyx will grow out of it eventually... or at least I hope so.”
“Well, still be careful of what you say,” Rarity stressed “It wouldn’t take much to hurt her feelings.”
“Don’t worry, Rarity,” Twilight replied with a reassuring smile. “I may not know as much about fashion as you do, but I do know that you have to be careful about what you say to some ponies because it just may hurt their feelings.”
Rarity gave a small laugh. “One of your lessons on friendship, I would imagine. So, what do you have planned for the rest of the afternoon?”
“I was actually planning to show Nyx around Ponyville and see how well her disguise works. Take her to see the rest of our friends.”
“Very clever of you, Twilight. In case the disguise isn’t enough, you’d only be introducing her to our friends, ponies who we can trust to keep a secret.”
Twilight gave an affirming nod. “Exactly, though... I think for right now I’d like to just keep the truth between you and me.”
“It would be for the best, wouldn’t it?” Rarity agreed. “While Fluttershy and Pinkie Pie may take well to Nyx, I can only imagine that convincing Applejack and Rainbow Dash that she isn’t Nightmare Moon would be much more difficult, considering how stubborn those two ponies are.”
“That, and the fewer ponies that know the truth, the better, at least until I can figure out if she really is Nightmare Moon or just happens to look like her. Still, you promise to keep this just between us?”
“Cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye,” Rarity quickly chanted, making the appropriate body movements in tune with the Pinkie Pie promise.
“Thank you, Rarity... and thanks again for helping with Nyx’s disguise.”
“It was my pleasure, Twilight. It was nice being able to extend my creativity to a casual wear vest,” Rarity replied before her tone once again turned serious. “Please promise me one thing, though.”
“What’s that?”
“Keep an eye on Nyx, Twilight. I know you don’t think she’s Nightmare Moon, but I would rather you err on the side of caution.”
Twilight nodded. “I’ll be careful Rarity, I promise.”
“Good,” Rarity said with an approving nod as she and Twilight began moving back to the table, now that the sensitive part of their conversation was done. Nyx had just finished the last of her cake, setting down her fork like a proper mare before getting down from the seat and smiling up at the two mares.
“All right Nyx, we need to get going,” Twilight said, beginning to walk towards the staircase as she glanced back at her white coated friend. “Thanks again, Rarity.”
“Yeah, thank you, Rarity,” Nyx added. “It was fun learning to be a proper mare.”
“Well, I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Rarity said with a smile.
“Do you think I could come back and learn some more?”
Rarity tensed, glancing anxiously at Twilight. It was a rare occasion when somepony was actually interested in learning about proper manners, at least in the simple-natured community of Ponyville. Rarity would walk down the street and see ponies slouching or eating with such horrible manners, and the few times she tried to correct ponies she was met with annoyed glares. The only other willing student she had was Sweetie Belle, and that was before her little sister started playing with her friends the Cutie Mark Crusaders on a daily basis.
It was such a tempting request, an opportunity to spread proper manners in a world that was often, in her opinion, lacking such things. That, and Rarity realized something else. Having Nyx over would give her the opportunity to make sure the filly wasn’t Nightmare Moon. While Twilight seemed at least somewhat certain, it wouldn’t hurt to have another pair of eyes on the filly, just in case she started to show signs of being evil.
“I suppose you could come back from time to time,” Rarity finally answered, “though, if I’m busy with a client, I expect you to either come back later or wait patiently. A proper mare doesn’t interrupt a lady when she’s working.”
Nyx nodded her head eagerly, more than willing to accept Rarity’s terms. The exchange made Twilight smile a little, happy to see that Rarity was at least somewhat open to the filly.
=============
Twilight spent the next few hours showing Nyx to her other friends, and, just like her friends, their responses to Nyx were vastly different, the only constant being that none of them could see through the expertly crafted disguise.
Rainbow Dash was actually the very first to run into Twilight... literally. Twilight was no stranger to being a living crash site for her pegasus friend, and was no worse for the wear. Nyx, however, was bawling her eyes out in panic, worried that the first pony to show her any kindness was seriously injured. Thankfully, it was easy enough to get Nyx to calm down once Twilight assured her that she wasn’t hurt.
Rainbow Dash, on the other hoof, wasn’t too impressed with Twilight’s “cousin”. In her own words, Dash pointed out that Nyx was kind of a crybaby and that she could stand a lot of toughening up. It was the kind of harsh honesty Dash was known for, though Twilight didn't appreciate it at the time. After those not so gentle words, Nyx hid behind Twilight until Rainbow finally left.
The next pony Twilight introduced Nyx to was Applejack. Still reeling from her encounter with Rainbow Dash, Nyx was frightened of Applejack, and seeing the farm mare bucking trees didn’t help. Nyx, however, warmed up to Applejack when she showed the filly some good old fashioned hospitality, offering a smile and apple juice. Soon, Applejack was answering Nyx’s almost endless stream of apple and farm related questions, impressing not only Nyx but Twilight with her extensive knowledge of her livelihood.
There was no doubt about it. If apple farming was a field of study, Applejack would have a PhD.
Nyx also got along with Fluttershy fairly well. Thought, if the filly couldn’t get along with the Bearer of the Element of Kindness, Twilight would’ve doubted that Nyx could ever get along with anypony. Fluttershy was all over her with how adorable she thought Nyx was, quickly pulling Nyx out of her shell. The yellow pegasus then introduced Nyx to as many of her animal friends as she could, happily responding to Nyx’s questions about the many cute and cuddly creatures.
After leaving Fluttershy’s, Twilight lead Nyx down the streets of Ponyville, their final destination looming closer. The disguise had to undergo one final test before Twilight would feel confident that Nyx’s resemblance to Nightmare Moon would remain hidden. One final opponent; an energetic pink earth pony that had a happy outlook on life but, more importantly, a strange sixth sense.
The disguise would have to stand up against Pinkie Pie.
Twilight winced when she heard the little bell above the shop’s door ring, announcing her and Nyx’s arrival. She knew she could make Pinkie Pie promise to keep the truth a secret if she saw through the disguise, but that didn’t ease Twilight's nerves. If anypony was going to see through the disguise, it would be Pinkie Pie. Yet, if the disguise could fool the party pony, then it meant that any regular pony would be fooled.
“Hey, welcome to Sugarcube Corner, where everything is super tasty, super sugary, and just super super. Oh, hey, Twilight!” the pink earth pony said as she bounced out from the kitchen. “Here for an afternoon snack?”
Twilight shook her head. “No, I’m actually here to introduce you to my cousin. She’s going to be staying here in Ponyville with me for a while, and-”
Twilight found herself quickly knocked out of the way as Pinkie Pie zipped up, bringing her face within inches of Nyx. The filly responded to this invasion of her personal space by craning her neck and taking a few nervous steps away from the earth pony.
“Yay! I love meeting new ponies! I’m Pinkie Pie. What’s your name?”
“I’m... I’m... I’m...” Nyx stammered as Pinkie Pie stared at her with expectant, almost manic blue eyes.
“Oh, I know!” Pinkie Pie chirped, bringing her head back and returning some of Nyx’s personal space. “ Let me guess! I’m great at guessing games. Um... Little Shadow? No... how about Night Shade? Oh, I know! Black Snooty, Black Snooty!”
Pinkie Pie froze up at this, as did Twilight. The unicorn’s mind slipped back to the morning of the last Summer Sun Celebration. When Nightmare Moon first appeared, Pinkie had tried to guess the alicorn’s name, and one of the names she guessed was Black Snooty. Was that a sign Pinkie Pie saw the resemblance? Was she able to see through Nyx’s disguise?
“Oh, I’m sorry, that was mean of me,” Pinkie then finally apologized, ending the silence that had fallen on the room. “I know your coat is black, but I don’t know enough about you to call you snooty, and even if I did, I wouldn’t say it to you like this. That would just make me a rude rudy rude pants.” Pinkie Pie tilted her head to one side, staring at the ceiling as she scratched her head. “I wonder why I thought that would be your name?”
“Well,” Twilight interrupted, not wanting to give Pinkie Pie time to think about it. “In any case, her name is Nyx.”
“Oh, that’s a cool name. Nyx... Nyx... Nyx... oh yea, that is a really cool name. So, Nyxie, how long have you been in Ponyville?”
“Just a few days,” Twilight answered for Nyx, who was now hiding behind the unicorn.
“WHAT?!” Pinkie Pie shouted, the earth pony glaring angrily at Twilight, causing the unicorn to take a few anxious steps back. “She’s been here for that long and you didn’t tell me?!”
“Well, I was just giving her a chance to settle in. See, she’s very-”
“Twilight, nothing helps a pony settle in better than a welcome party,” Pinkie Pie lectured, her tone dead serious, “and now I’m late! I’m going to have to make this party extra, super-duper special to make up for it being so late! Oh, I’m going to need streamers, balloons, and you know what else?”
“No... ” Twilight replied, slightly afraid of what the answer would be.
“I’m going to need... a piñata! That’s the only thing that can make up for the fact that I’m this late with Nyx’s ‘Welcome to Ponyville’ party!” Pinkie Pie announced, as if the strange unwritten laws of Pinkie Pie’s parties were common knowledge to anypony. “Now, we’ll have the party at the library tonight, and I’ll invite everypony! Oh, it’ll be so much fun, but I’m going to need help if I’m going to pull it off. Oh, where’s Rainbow Dash?”
With that, Pinkie Pie was off, leaving a very scared and confused Nyx in her wake. Twilight, however, was mostly relieved. Pinkie Pie was acting like Pinkie Pie, which meant she hadn’t recognized Nyx. The unicorn couldn’t help but worry that Pinkie Pie might have subconsciously noticed Nyx resemblance to Nightmare Moon, which could explain why she brought up the name Black Snooty. Still, as long as that recognition stayed in the pink pony’s subconscious, they would be fine.
With Pinkie Pie off to pull together a welcome party, Twilight turned her attention to Nyx. The filly was still stunned, as some ponies were when they first met the very energetic pink earth pony.
“Twilight, i-is she always like that?” Nyx asked as she began to recover from meeting Pinkie Pie, just barely finding the courage to come out from her hiding place behind Twilight.
“Only when she meets a new pony,” Twilight assured.
Nyx took this answer silently, turning her attention to the door Pinkie Pie had bounced out of a few moments earlier. “And... is she really going to throw me a party?”
“Yep. Pinkie Pie throws a party for every new pony who comes to Ponyville, even ponies who may only be staying here for a few days. She just... really likes throwing parties and making ponies smile.”
“That’s nice, but... please don’t hate me for saying this but... she’s kind of weird.”
Twilight laughed a little. “Yes, that’s Pinkie Pie. She’s on a different wavelength than anypony else. But don’t worry; she’s one of the nicest ponies in Ponyville. Still, if she’s going to throw you a party, I’m going to have to let you know what to expect. I don’t want you to get overloaded like I did at my welcome party.”
“Pinkie Pie threw you a welcome party? What was that like?”
Twilight chuckled anxiously; the welcome party had been on the night just before Nightmare Moon returned, which was treading dangerously closely to information Twilight didn’t want to share with Nyx. After all, the reason she hadn’t attended her own welcome party was she wanted time to look up more information about Nightmare Moon.
Then again, Nyx did just ask what the party was like. Twilight didn’t have to mention what happened during the Summer Sun Celebration or why she was so eager to get away from everypony that day. It couldn’t hurt to just tell her about the party.
“Well, it’s sort of like this,” Twilight began as the pair turned to leave Sugarcube Corner. “I had just arrived in Ponyville with Spike, and he told me to try to talk to some of the ponies in town. The first pony we ran into was Pinkie Pie, and..."
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Chapter 3
School Days and Memories
======================
Nyx stood close to Twilight’s front leg as she looked ahead. Before the pair was a building, painted in rich, welcoming red colors and surrounded by a lush green yard. The building was decorated with festive hearts; even the weather vane on the top of the bell tower featured a heart, looking almost like Cupid’s arrow. A playground was visible out behind the building, while in front was a flagpole and a hedge sculpture of a pony wearing a square, flat-topped hat with a tassel.
A welcoming sight to most young ponies in the community, and a place of fond memories to many of Ponyville’s residents. A place of learning, where ponies studied for a bright future and made good friends. The Ponyville Elementary School house, where the mulberry-colored earth pony Cheerilee granted the gift of knowledge to her students.
It was a place that utterly terrified Nyx.
“Do I really have to go?” The black coated filly asked, trying her best to hide behind Twilight’s leg.
“Yes,” Twilight replied.
“For how long?” Nyx whined.
“You’re signed up for the morning class, so you’ll be done around lunchtime. I’ll come back to pick you up then.”
“But I didn’t have to go to school before. Why do I have to go now?”
“It’s important for you to get a good education,” Twilight replied, though it wasn’t the whole truth. Yes, she felt it was important for Nyx to go to school, but it was also part of her disguise. If she was going to school, it would be easier for ponies to believe that she was just an average unicorn filly and Twilight’s cousin.
Nyx was also becoming just a little too clingy at the library. She had a thirst for knowledge that was almost unquenchable, and Twilight hadn’t been able to get much research done into the cult’s spell. She found Nyx’s curiosity wonderful and wanted to encourage it, but she needed to be able to get to her own studies as well... and maybe have a few hours to herself.
“Can’t I just stay at the library with you?” Nyx pleaded.
“The whole point of school is to learn new things,” Twilight replied. “You’ve been learning everything you can from me and Rarity, and you've been having a lot of fun. Now, you’re just going to learn from Cheerilee instead, and actually be in a class with other fillies and colts.”
“But I know you and your friends, and I don’t know Cheerilee. What if she’s mean?”
Twilight chuckled a little at Nyx’s fear. “Don’t worry, Cheerilee is very nice. Just pay attention in class and remember to follow the rules. That means both Cheerilee’s rules and my rules, which are?”
“I can’t take off my vest, I can’t take off my glasses, I can’t tell anypony about my wings or that I’m an alicorn, and I should try not to use my magic unless I’m writing something down.”
“And try to make some friends,” Twilight added, rubbing a hoof against the little filly’s head in a playful noogie.
Nyx giggled, escaping from Twilight’s hoof before looking up at the unicorn, curiosity gleaming in her eyes. “Are friends really that important?”
“Trust me, nothing is more important than having good friends,” Twilight said, taking a step forward as the school bell began to ring. “Now, come on. If we just keep standing here you’re going to be late.”
============
“Good morning, class,” Cheerilee said in a singsong voice as she stood at the front of the room.
“Good morning, Cheerilee,” the class echoed back, some honestly meaning it while others were just saying it because that’s what the teacher expected.
“Now, before we get started, I have a small announcement. We have a new student joining us today. Her name is Nyx,” Cheerilee said, motioning to the black coated filly standing next to her, “and I expect you all to welcome her as you would any new student.”
“Yes, Cheerilee,” the class chimed back.
The mulberry teacher gave a pleased nod before turning to look at Nyx. “Good. Now, go ahead and find a seat. You can take any open desk you like.”
Nyx nodded gently before she looked out across the dozen desks. The school house had only nine desks the day before, but, in preparation for having a new student, Cheerilee had brought another three desks from out storage. The room was now laid out with four columns of three desks each.
The rest of the class was sitting to one side of the room, leaving an entire column of empty desks to the left of the students. Nyx looked at each seat. Twilight had told her to sit as close to the front as possible, but at the same time Nyx didn’t feel brave enough to sit in the very front, at least not on the first day. With only three rows of desks to choose from, that only left one desk that really worked.
Nyx walked to the middle desk, setting down the saddlebags Twilight had packed for her that morning before taking a seat. Directly to her right was an earth pony with a grayish-magenta coat, and a mane that was a mixture of white and violet. Nyx couldn’t help but notice she was wearing a tiara very similar to the tiara she had for a cutie mark.
It was only then that Nyx realized the pony she was staring at was staring back, and not in a good way. The tiara-wearing pony wore an expression of annoyance, as if Nyx’s very presence offended her. Nyx shrank away from the other filly, not sure what to do... but then she remembered what Twilight told her.
Gathering what courage she could, Nyx gave a very sheepish smile and gently waved her hoof, but the tiara-wearing pony just humphed and turned her head away, lifting her nose a little. It was an action that made Nyx slump down in her seat, turning her attention to the front of the room where Cheerilee was writing something on the board.
School was not going to be fun at all.
==============
School was amazing!
Nyx could only smile, horn shimmering as she took notes feverishly. Cheerilee had started the day’s lesson with some history, talking about the founding of Ponyville by earth ponies and why the town honored some of the traditions they did, focusing on the town’s seasonal traditions.
“Now, are there any questions before we go to recess?” Cheerilee asked, not expecting to see a single hoof in the air since her students were always more interested in taking their recess. Still, the teacher couldn’t help but smile when she saw a particular black hoof in the air, one she had seen raised several times before: the sign of an eager student.
“Yes Nyx, what’s your question?”
“How was Winter Wrap Up done before there were pegasus ponies in Ponyville?”
“That is a very good question Nyx,” the teacher replied, pleased with her inquisitiveness. “While it is tradition that magic isn’t used to clean up winter, few ponies realize that, back when the tradition started, there weren’t pegasi around.”
“So how did they clean up the clouds and get the birds back?”
“Well, if you don’t mind getting to recess a little later than usual, I can tell you that originally the earth ponies in town-”
And Cheerilee was off, going much deeper into her lecture. Nyx was happy, already jotting down fresh notes. Her note taking, however, was interrupted as Nyx felt something hit the side of her head. Looking down at the floor, she saw it was a piece of paper, and upon looking up she saw a number of her classmates were glaring at her fairly coldly for delaying recess. Nyx sank into her desk, whimpering a little as she wondered what she had done wrong. She had just asked a question... she was just curious.
==============
“Boy, am I glad to get outside,” Apple Bloom said about fifteen minutes later, when Cheerilee had finished talking about how earth ponies cleared the clouds. “I’m just glad Cheerilee didn’t cancel recess because of the question that new filly asked.”
“But it was pretty cool hearing how earth ponies were able to clear the skies and bring back the southern birds before there were pegasi in town,” Twist argued as she and Apple Bloom walked down the outside steps of the school house, heading into the playground area.
“Yeah, it was kind of cool, but I’d still rather have recess. So, what do you want to do?”
“You want to take turns on the swing?” Twist asked, pointing at the swing in question.
“Sure!” Apple Bloom replied as the pair jogged. Twist arrived first, jumping on the wooden swing as she began to put her weight into swinging. Apple Bloom stood back, watching as her friend swung higher and higher into the air. It wasn’t the highest the farm filly had seen somepony reach on the swing, but respectable.
“Hey!” Twist called, as she reached the top of her forward swing.
“What is it?”
“I think... Silver Spoon... and... Diamond... Tiara... are talking... to... the new... filly,” Twist said, saying a few bits of her sentence each time she swung by Apple Bloom. The farm filly turned her head, seeing that the two school bullies had caught the new filly just as she came outside for recess. The three of them were talking on the schoolhouse steps.
“What do... you think... they’re... talking... about?”
“Nothin’ good if I know those two,” Apple Bloom said, before turning in that direction. “Twist, you stay here a sec. I’ll be right back.”
“O... kay!” Twist called, continuing to swing, but watching as her yellow earth pony friend made her way across the playground. Thankfully, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had their backs to the rest of the playground, so they couldn’t see Apple Bloom approaching. This allowed the yellow filly to listen in and hear what the two bullies were saying.
“So, like, we don’t appreciate nerds like you making us almost miss recess,” Diamond Tiara said, pointing an accusing hoof.
“That class is already soooo boring without you asking a bunch of questions,” Silver Spoon added. “We get enough of that from Twist.”
“But at least Twist is bearable. That, and she doesn’t have an ugly coat, like yours.”
Nyx cringed, lowering her head as her ears flattened, tears forming in her eyes. “U... ugly?” she barely sniffled out.
The two earth ponies looked at each other with malicious smirks before they turned their attention back to Nyx. “Yeah, ugly,” Diamond Tiara sneered. “The absolute worst color. I would just die if I had a black coat.”
Silver Spoon nodded her head in agreement, scrunching up her nose in disgust. “Me too! Not only is black, like, so ugly, but it’s creepy too. Only things like spiders, bats, and ticks are supposed to be black. Not ponies. It just isn’t natural.”
“She probably actually likes bugs. Why, I bet she’s covered in ticks this very moment.”
“Ewww...” Silver Spoon replied, sticking out her tongue before the two fillies began to chant evilly together. “Nyx has ticks, Nyx has ticks, Nyx has ticks.”
“I... I do n-not... ” Nyx whimpered, trying to defend herself, but lacking the courage or conviction needed to get the bullies to stop. Tears were already flowing from her eyes, only fueling the sadistic mood of the two class bullies.
“Awww, what’s the matter?” Diamond Tiara mocked with faked sympathy. “Are you going to cry like a little foal?”
“I bet she is; she’s been teary-eyed the whole time we’ve been talking to her. You are, like, such a crybaby.”
Nyx couldn’t stand it anymore. She collapsed on the ground and proceeded to wail, making the two earth ponies laugh, not noticing a yellow filly sneaking behind them.
“So, like, is crying supposed to be your special talent or something?” Diamond Tiara taunted.
“Nah, she doesn’t even have a cutie mark,” Silver Spoon noted, pointing to Nyx’s blank flanks.
“Wow, I so didn’t notice that before!” laughed Diamond Tiara. “So she’s a nerd, a creep, a crybaby, and a blank flank! She’s, like, the biggest loser in the whole school!”
“More like the biggest loser in Ponyville,” Silver Spoon corrected, making Nyx only cry harder. The two bullies continued to laugh until Diamond Tiara was suddenly shoved to the ground, namesake tiara falling off her head and into the dirt.
“Oh my gosh, Tiara!” Silver Spoon exclaimed, eyes darting until she saw a furious Apple Bloom standing just a few feet away. Silver Spoon quickly connected the dots and glared at the yellow farm filly. “Like, you’re going to be in so much trouble now.”
“My tiara!” Diamond Tiara cried out, turning and glaring daggers at Apple Bloom. “You got dirt on my tiara! I’m telling Cheerilee!”
“Fine!” Apple Bloom challenged. “If you do that, then I’ll tell her that you were bein’ mean.”
“Oh, what, and you think she’ll believe you?” Diamond Tiara said, pointing her hoof at Apple Bloom.
“Nyx is cryin’ and Twist is watchin’ the whole thing.”
“Is not!” Diamond Tiara protested. Apple Bloom, however, just smirked and pointed a hoof behind her, where Twist, while still on the swings, was watching the whole thing.
Silver Spoon grabbed Diamond Tiara’s tiara, doing her best to wipe the dirt off the treasured crown. “Come on, Diamond Tiara. This is, like, not worth our time getting in trouble for.”
“Hmph. Fine. You win this round, Blank Flank. Have fun with your new friend and all of her ticks,” Diamond Tiara sneered before turning away. “Let’s get out of here, Silver Spoon.”
Apple Bloom watched the pair retreat before huffing and scraping her hoof on the ground. “Someday I’d like to buck some sense into those two, just like my big sister would. She never got teased in school... but then again, she got in trouble for fightin’,” Apple Bloom grumbled before turning around. “You okay?”
Nyx nodded, still crying, but beginning to calm down. She carefully removed her glasses to rub the tears from her eyes. Nyx kept her eyes closed the entire time her glasses were off, not wanting to get teased about her strange eyes, and did not open her eyes again until the glasses were back where they belonged: perched on the filly's nose.
“W-why are those two so mean?” sniveled Nyx.
“Personally, I think it’s their special talents, and that they should have bully cutie marks. But I guess it’s kind of like havin’ a special talent for arguin’. There just isn’t a cutie mark that really makes sense for being a bully. I’m Apple Bloom, by the way,” the yellow filly chirped as she put out a hoof.
The disguised alicorn looked at the hoof for a bit before shakily offering up her own in a rather weak hoof shake.
“I’m Nyx.”
==============
“Well howdy, Twilight! What brings you round these here parts?” Applejack greeted, trotting up to the purple unicorn.
“Oh, hey, Applejack. I’m just on my way to the schoolhouse,” Twilight replied as the farm mare started to walk with her.
“Well, that’s just where I’m headin’. I’m pickin’ up Apple Bloom from school today. Need her help runnin’ some errands in town. What about yerself?”
“I’m picking up Nyx.”
“Nyx? That cousin of yours?” Applejack asked, surprised. “Since when did that little filly start goin’ to school?”
“Today was her first day, actually.”
“First day of school is never easy, ‘specially when you just moved to a new place.”
“Yeah, I remember the first day I transferred from my old school to Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns,” Twilight reminisced. “It was scary, but I really didn’t have to deal with a lot of other students, being Celestia’s private pupil and all. Still, doesn’t this mean Apple Bloom and Nyx are in class together?”
“I reckon it does. You think they’ve met?” Applejack asked as the pair rounded a bend in the path, the school coming into view.
Twilight smiled, taking notice of a couple of fillies playing just outside the schoolhouse. “I’d say they’ve more than just met.” Applejack followed Twilight's eyes, and then the pair stopped and watched from a distance as Apple Bloom playfully chased Nyx around.
The pair of young mares watched the fillies play for a few moments before resuming their approach. Applejack called out to her little sister, causing both Apple Bloom and Nyx to run in their direction.
“Hey Apple Bloom, how was school today?” Applejack asked once the fillies were within ear shot.
“It was really fun, and I’ve made a new friend,” Apple Bloom said with a smile.
“Is this her?” Applejack asked.
“Yep. Applejack, this is Nyx. Nyx, this is my big sister Applejack,” the yellow filly said, proudly introducing her sister.
“Wait... your big sister is Applejack?” Nyx asked, glancing with a confused expression at Apple Bloom.
“You already know my big sister?” Apple Bloom asked in return, reflecting Nyx’s confusion on her own face.
“She should,” the orange farm pony interrupted. “Twilight brought Nyx around to see me and all our other friends.”
“Why would she do that?” Apple Bloom asked, cocking her head to one side.
“Because Nyx is my cousin, and she’s staying with me at the library,” Twilight answered with her simple lie.
“Whoa, that’s cool!” Apple Bloom said excitedly. “Did you know Twilight once beat an Ursa Minor all by herself?”
Nyx eyes went wide, looking at the purple unicorn with awe and admiration. “You did?”
“Well... yes, but I wouldn’t really call what I did beating it,” Twilight clarified modestly. “The Ursa Minor was just cranky from being woken up, so I gave it some milk and rocked it to sleep.”
“But it was still really cool,” Apple Bloom offered.
“So, did anything else happen at school today?” Twilight asked, trying to steer the conversation away from her defeat of the Ursa Minor.
“Well... some of the other fillies in class were mean to me... Oh! And Cheerilee wanted me to give you something,” Nyx said, horn glowing as her saddlebags clicked open. A note floated into the air, passing from Nyx’s magic to Twilight’s as the unicorn began to read.
“What does it say? Did Nyx do something bad?” Apple Bloom asked, her only experience with teacher’s notes being when she had misbehaved at school.
“No, it’s just Cheerilee asking me to make sure Nyx knows about some subjects, since she’s starting partway through the school year.”
Applejack whistled, reading the note over Twilight’s shoulder. “That ain’t just some subjects Twi; that’s a lot of book learnin’ Nyx has to catch up on.”
“Yes... but with my help, I’m sure we’ll get through it really quickly,” Twilight said confidently as she rolled up to note and put it back in Nyx’s saddlebags. “We’ll, of course, start right away. We could probably get through basic mathematics this afternoon if we really hit it hard.”
“Awww... ” Apple Bloom muttered in disappointment.
“What’s the matter, Sugarcube?”
“I wanted to ask Nyx if she wanted to join the Cutie Mark Crusaders. I’m meeting Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle after they get out from the afternoon class so we can try and find our cutie marks, and Nyx doesn’t have hers either.”
“Well, them two friends of yers don’t get out of class until afternoon, and you and I got errands to run. So how about you let Nyx go get some learnin’ done with Twilight, and then you and your friends can go find her at the library later?” Applejack glanced over to her unicorn friend. “That is, ‘course, if it’s okay with Twilight.”
Before the unicorn could even answer, both Apple Bloom and Nyx were giving her the biggest, most pleading puppy dog eyes and begging smiles they could muster. It was enough to make Twilight giggle, nodding her head and drawing a pair of cheers from the two young fillies.
==============
Diamond Tiara groaned as she dropped her face into her open book. She glared coldly at the letters on the page, even though she’d rather be setting her glare on a certain black filly. Nyx had just asked another question, right before recess, and now Cheerilee was continuing to lecture past the time they were supposed to go outside.
Thankfully, the answer to Nyx’s question was short, and the fillies and colts of the school were soon free to run and play outside. Nyx rushed out with Apple Bloom and Twist, the three running off to play on a bit of playground equipment. Diamond Tiara watched the black filly from across the playground with a glare, waiting for Silver Spoon to get outside.
“Hey there, Diamond Tiara. How boring was that lesson?”
“Totally boring, and Nyx just couldn’t keep her mouth shut and had to ask another one of her dumb questions. Seriously, I don’t know what’s wrong with her. It’s like she actually likes school.”
“A total egghead,” Silver Spoon agreed.
“She’s been like this since she started class two weeks ago. I don’t know why she keeps doing it. Like, everypony else hates it. Her only friends are those three blank flanks and that other nerd, Twist. Somepony needs to teach her a lesson about being so... nerdy.”
“Yeah. Hey, you want to put gum on her chair?”
“No, that won’t do it. It might make her cry, but that’ll be it. If we’re going to prank her, it needs to be a prank that teaches her to not be so curious,” Diamond Tiara said, shifting her gaze away from the black filly, and to the forest trees in the distance.
Diamond Tiara began grinning devilishly. “Oh... that is too perfect.”
“What is it?” Silver Spoon asked.
Diamond Tiara motioned for Silver Spoon to get close before she started whispering in her friend's ear. Soon, Silver Spoon wore a similar grin to Diamond Tiara’s, nodding her head in approval. “Oh, Diamond Tiara, that will teach her.”
“Bump! Bump! Sugar-lump, rump!” the pair said in unison, doing their strange, special hoofshake before they laughed and began to stroll off to set their plans in motion.
==============
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK
“Coming,” Twilight announced, strolling towards the door. She and Nyx were in the middle of the filly’s extra afternoon lessons, where she and Twilight worked to catch Nyx up with the rest of her class. Nyx was working on some math problems Twilight had written out for her when the unicorn went to answer the door.
“Nyx?” Twilight called from the door.
“Yeah?”
“There are a couple of your friends from school here. You want to take a break and go play with them?”
Nyx was at the door in the flash, expecting Apple Bloom or Twist... but her smile turned into a frown when she saw Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon standing there.
“Hey Nyx, we were just going to Sugarcube Corner to get a snack. You want to come with?” Diamond Tiara offered, putting on a smile.
“I... I really shouldn’t. I’ve got a lot of studying to do.”
“Oh, nonsense,” Twilight said, using a leg to push Nyx out the door. She then fetched the black filly’s saddlebags and put a few bits into the right bag. “Go have a break with your friends. Oh, and can you bring me back a sugar cookie? Pinkie Pie was bragging about how the sugar cookies she made this morning are her best ever, and I was hoping to try one.”
“But, but...” Nyx stammered, the unicorn not quite picking up on Nyx’s lack of excitement. Before she knew it, she was already outside with Twilight expecting her to buy snacks for both herself and the little fillies. Nyx lowered her head, and looked at the two other fillies in fear, afraid of what other mean things they would say to emotionally wound her. Instead, the two continued to smile... and they were strangely welcoming smiles.
“So Silver Spoon and I just wanted to apologize for being so mean.”
“You... you do?” Nyx asked as she raised her head, utterly surprised to hear those words; it was the last thing she expected them to say.
“Yeah, like, we thought about what we did, and we’re so sorry we did it. It’s not easy being the new kid in town, and it was wrong of us to be mean to you like that.”
“O-oh, um... that’s okay. I forgive you,” Nyx said with a weak smile, still anxious about being around the two bullies. “Still... you two said a lot of mean things.”
“We know, and we feel really bad, but, like, we got to make sure the new ponies in town are cool,” Silver Spoon said, as if judging a pony’s coolness was their job.
“So all that was a test?” Nyx asked in disbelief.
“Yes,” assured Diamond Tiara, “and you passed. Congratulations.”
“But how is saying I have ticks a test?” Nyx asked, focusing her questioning gaze on the grayish pink filly. There was a moment of pause from Diamond Tiara, who smiled weakly as she glanced anxiously at Silver Spoon.
“Like, uh,” Silver Spoon interrupted, “we wanted to make sure you actually cared about being covered in ticks. That way, we would know whether or not you cared about... being clean.”
“Well, of course, what kind of pony would actually like being covered in ticks?” Nyx asked.
“A pony that’s, like, a real weirdo,” Diamond Tiara answered, jumping back into the conversation, “and you’re obviously not a weirdo, because you do care. Still, we are, like, sorry we made you cry. We just had to be sure you are a cool pony.”
“And am I a cool pony?” Nyx asked anxiously.
Silver Spoon nodded. “Totally cool, and that’s why we wanted to be, like, friends with you.”
“R-really?!” Nyx asked with a grin, unable to hide her enthusiasm at having more friends.
“Oh yea. We can, like, be total BFFs.” Silver Spoon assured eagerly.
“What’s that?” Nyx asked as she began to walk with the other two fillies.
“BFFs... Best Friends Forever,” Diamond Tiara explained. “Oh, and just so you know, black is so totally cool.”
“It is?”
“Like, coolest color ever. It makes you unique, even if you don’t have a cutie mark yet,” Silver Spoon assured.
“Totally cool,” Diamond Tiara agreed.
“Well, thanks... I’m glad we can be friends,” Nyx said, smiling. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon smiled as well, winking at each other behind Nyx’s back before snickering .
“What’s so funny?”
“Oh, nothing, just thinking of a joke Silver Spoon told me. Now, let’s go get those sweets.”
==============
“Really?” Nyx asked in disbelief as she sat with Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara just outside Sugarcube Corner, the three eating their snacks. Nyx levitated the food to her mouth, doing her best to remember all the lessons on being a proper mare Rarity had taught her, since Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon seemed to be the kind of fillies to care.
“Oh yes, the Everfree Forest really is amazing once you go deep enough inside,” Diamond Tiara reassured Nyx. She and Silver Spoon had just spent the last half hour telling Nyx that while the Everfree Forest was scary on the outside, it really was an amazing place. Once you traveled far enough inside, Diamond Tiara said it became a beautiful place with all sorts of gentle animals and babbling brooks and huge fields of flowers. To Nyx, it sounded like the best place ever.
“But... I’ve been in the Everfree Forest with Twilight and I never saw anything like that.”
“You must not have gone deep enough,” Silver Spoon answered quickly, brushing off Nyx’s comment.
“Still, you don’t know what you’re missing. It is, like, so beautiful,” Diamond Tiara said before perking up with a smile. “Hey, we should all go together.”
“I...I don’t know...” Nyx said nervously. “I’ve been in there and it’s really scary... and Twilight told me to never go back in there because of all the monsters.”
“Look, there’s nothing to be afraid of,” Silver Spoon insisted. “The main path is, like, enchanted or something. You stay on it and the monsters will leave you alone.”
“Oh, well... that’s good, but...” Nyx hesitantly rubbed her forelegs together. “Twilight’s expecting me back at the library.”
“Oh, don’t worry. Silver Spoon and I will go tell her where we’re going,” Diamond replied, reaching into her saddlebags and pulling out a map, on which she had drawn a dotted red line. “Just follow this map with the path marked, and you’ll get to the really beautiful part of the Everfree Forest. We’ll be right behind you.”
Nyx eyed the pair for a second, and then looked down at the map, biting her lower lip. Still, when she looked up and saw the very gentle and excited looks on Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon, she couldn’t help but smile. Nyx picked up the map with her magic and stuck it into her saddlebags. She then took out some of the bits Twilight had given her.
“Well, okay, I’ll see you there. But... please remember to take Twilight a sugar cookie when you go to tell her. “
“Of course,” Silver Spoon said, taking the bits and standing up from the table. “I’ll go buy the cookie right now.”
“Yea, we’ll go tell Twilight. You just go on ahead, BFF.”
Nyx nodded, jumping down from the table and trotting off in the direction of the forest. Diamond Tiara smiled, watching the black filly until she had rounded a corner before bursting out in laughter. Diamond Tiara laughed until Silver Spoon came back out of Sugarcube Corner carrying two freshly purchased cookies.
“Oh... that was too easy.”
Sliver Spoon nodded, offering one of the cookies to Diamond Tiara. “Yea, and we, like, got free cookies out of the deal.”
“This, Silver Spoon, was our best. Prank. Ever.”
“Totally,” the gray earth pony replied, the pair high hoofing before digging into their ill-gotten cookies.
==============
Twilight trotted through the streets of Ponyville as she anxiously looked around. She hadn’t seen Nyx in two hours and was starting to worry. She hadn’t been able to find the young alicorn or the two fillies that had come to play with her. For the moment, however, she was willing to believe they had just gotten caught up in playing and lost track of time.
The unicorn trotted into the market and looked around, but saw no sign of Nyx. She did, however, catch sight of Applejack. The farm pony was tending her market stand while keeping an eye on Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle, who were trying to balance on top of each other. It was another attempt in getting their cutie marks, but one Twilight didn’t have time to try and figure out.
“Hey, Applejack!”
“Hey there, Sugarcube. What can I do ya for? Want some Red Delicious, Gala, or maybe some Granny Smith apples?”
“Applejack, you haven’t seen Nyx have you?”
Applejack cocked her head to the side. “Nyx? Why no, I haven’t. Is she missin’?”
“I... I don’t know!” the unicorn fretted as she glanced about. “Two fillies from her class came by to see if she could play, but that was two hours ago and I’m starting to worry.”
Applejack chuckled, her eyes drifting over to Apple Bloom for a moment. “Oh, Twilight, I’m sure you got nothin’ to worry yourself about. You know fillies that age. They’re probably just off playin’.”
“I know, but it has been two hours.”
“What two fillies came to play with Nyx?” Apple Bloom asked as she and her friends walked up to the mares, having overheard the conversation.
“I don’t know their names. One was gray with a spoon cutie mark and a braid in her mane. The other had a swirled mane and a tiara.”
“Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon?! Nyx went to play with them?!” Apple Bloom said, her voice carrying undertones of concern.
“Yes... is that bad?” Twilight asked, her concerns increasing from the filly’s tone.
“Twilight, those two are bullies! Don’t you remember how they made fun of me and called me a blank flank at Diamond Tiara’s Cute-ceañera?”
Twilight’s eyes narrowed as she remembered that day and the two fillies who teased Apple Bloom; she hadn’t recognized them when they came to play with Nyx because they didn’t have their party dresses on.
“Girls,” Applejack began, getting the attention of the three fillies. “I reckon you three better help Twilight find those two. Do you know where they like to hang out?”
“I know where Diamond Tiara lives; her dad owns the jewelry shop here in town,” Sweetie Belle claimed. “My big sister Rarity is good friends with her father. Whenever I go over to the shop with her, I usually see Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon doing their homework at this time of day.”
“Take me there,” Twilight ordered. The three fillies abruptly saluted the unicorn, accepting her command before galloping off, Twilight following a few steps behind.
==============
Nyx shakily took out the map Diamond Tiara had given her, looking it over before looking up at the dark, foreboding path ahead. She didn’t know how far along the path she was, but the line on the paper said she still had to keep going.
The line crossed a river, and Nyx could hear the babbling of a stream just ahead of her. Still, after she rounded a corner, Nyx froze up, her eyes focusing on a large purple serpent that was splashing around in the water. Ducking behind a tree, Nyx watched as the purple sea serpent with strangely well-styled orange hair ate his lunch: some rough gemstones he had gathered from the river bed.
Nyx wasn’t certain the serpent wouldn’t turn down his gemstones to eat a little pony, so she decided to stay hidden and wait until he had left.
==============
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon weren’t at the jewelry store, and Twilight was officially starting to panic. The Cutie Mark Crusaders had split up, each going to fetch help. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle ran to get their big sisters while Scootaloo used her scooter to quickly race out of Ponyville to where Rainbow Dash was practicing tricks. That left Twilight to continue to run around Ponyville, trying to find the two fillies who had last been with Nyx. She began asking anypony she came across, growing more frantic as more time passed. Where were they? Where was Nyx?
“Twilight!”
The unicorn turned skyward, seeing Rainbow Dash circling above her.
“I’ve found them! This way!” With that, the pegasus banked, flying off to another part of Ponyville. Twilight galloped as fast as her hooves could carry her. It was a few blocks of running, but after rounding a corner, Twilight saw Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
“How you want to do this?” Rainbow Dash asked.
“Go find the others and have them meet in the town square, just in case we have to go and try to find Nyx. I’ll deal with these two.”
“You got it, ” Rainbow Dash said as she sped off to gather all the others. Twilight watched her friend leave for a moment before turning her eyes on the park bench, glowering as she approached the two fillies.
“Hey, you two!” Twilight snapped, making the two fillies jump. Still, the shock was short-lived as the pair’s expressions shifted to annoyance and disinterest.
“Oh look, Silver Spoon, it’s the town librarian. What, trying to find ponies that have overdue books?” Diamond Tiara teased.
“Where is Nyx?”
“Who is that? We don’t know a Nyx, do we Silver Spoon?”
“Doesn’t ring a bell,” Silver Spoon said behind a giggle. Diamond Tiara would have joined in the giggle, but the laughter died in her chest as her eyes fell on Twilight Sparkle.
While reports of such things are rare, exceptionally magically inclined unicorns were said to be able to perform a rage shift where their anger feeds into their magic and causes a physical change to their bodies. Twilight had experienced one such rage shift when she was trying to understand Pinkie Pie’s sixth sense, and today would be the second occurrence.
Mane and tail set ablaze by her rage-driven magic, eyes glowing red, and her coat a bright, angry white, Twilight glared down at Diamond Tiara like she was a pony of the apocalypse.
“Unless you want me to turn you into a cactus you will tell me where Nyx is RIGHT NOW!”
“She’s in the Everfree Forest!” Diamond Tiara squeaked out in fear. “We... we told her that the forest got really nice if you go deep enough and gave her a map. She left from Sugarcube Corner and that’s the last we saw of her!”
Twilight’s rage shift ended, her mane, tail, and coat returning to normal as her eyes narrowed to pin points. Without another word, Twilight spun on her hooves and galloped back towards the center of Ponyville, where Rainbow Dash would be gathering her friends. It would be getting dark soon, and the Everfree Forest only got more dangerous in the dark.
==============
Nyx trembled, just barely keeping herself moving without crying, if only so she didn’t attract the attention of any monsters. It had gotten dark, and the forest had gotten very, very scary. The little filly looked around the path anxiously, looking at the many long shadows... seeing things that may or may not have been there. It was only by some miracle that the moon was three-quarters full, providing plenty of light to see the path ahead.
Nyx had given up on trying to find the nice part of the forest. Now all she wanted to do was get back to Ponyville, but she had lost her map. Something had startled her, a rustling in the bushes, and when she ran, she left the map behind. Now she was wandering around aimlessly, hoping to recognize some landmark.
She tried to follow the paths that were familiar, ones she thought looked like parts of the forest she had seen before. Still, she hadn’t even crossed the river again, the one landmark Nyx was desperately hoping to see even if the sea serpent had returned.
Following a bend in the path, Nyx came to a stop as her eyes fell on aged and worn stone. A creaky rope bridge hung over a deep expanse, shifting gently from side to side. On the far side were the ruins of an ancient castle, long forgotten and partially overtaken by the Everfree Forest.
It was something Nyx knew she hadn’t passed by on her way into the forest, and yet... it was strangely familiar. Curiosity starting to replace fear, Nyx carefully stepped out onto the bridge, crossing the expanse. Thankfully, none of the wooden planks gave way, so Nyx was able to cross to the other side without incident.
Still, as the filly looked up at the long-forgotten castle, something began to bubble up in her mind. Nyx tried to force whatever it was away, tried to clear her head, but the blurry images and voices persisted, playing out inside her head.
“Oh, my beloved subjects. It's been so long since I've seen your precious little sun-loving faces.”
“What did you do with our Princess?”
“Whoa there, Nelly!”
“Why, am I not royal enough for you? Don't you know who I am?”
“Ooh! Ooh! More guessing games! Um... Hokey Smokes! How about Queen Meanie? No! Black Snooty, Black Snooty!”
“Does my crown no longer count, now that I have been imprisoned for a thousand years? Did you not recall the legend? Did you not see the signs?”
“I did, and I know who you are. You're the Mare in the Moon. Nightmare Moon.”
“Well well well, somepony who remembers me. Then you also know why I'm here.”
“You're here to... to...”
“Remember this day, little ponies, for it was your last. From this moment forth, the night will last forever! AH HAHAHAHAHAHAHAH!”
Nyx shook her head, finally managing to banish the blurred thoughts that had overtaken her. She had recognized some of the voices; she had heard Twilight... but there was a voice she shouldn’t have recognized, but did. The voice of the older mare, the one who laughed in the end. It was a voice that Nyx felt she kind of remembered, but she couldn’t recall who it belonged to.
Putting the strange occurrence out of her mind, the filly began to climb the steps to the castle. She didn’t know why, but she had to see inside, no matter how scary the Everfree Forest was. It was as if the castle was calling out to her.
She climbed steps, navigated old hallways, and eventually entered the one remaining tower. There were no defining features to the room, which had suffered under the passage of time, but Nyx recognized that it was the palace’s throne room, and it felt... like she had been there before.
The little filly stepped into the center of the room, looking up at the broken glass windows at the far end. She then winced in pain, images bursting to the front of her mind. These were far more aggressive than the images from before, and they were much clearer. They would not be ignored, shoving all other thoughts out of Nyx’s mind as they demanded attention.
Nyx... she realized they were memories, that she could remember standing at the far end of the room, looking down across it. In the memory, she was looking down at a small purple unicorn: a unicorn she knew... Twilight.
“You little foal! Thinking you could defeat me? Now you will never see your princess, or your sun! The night will last forever!”
Nyx could remember herself saying those words. She could remember thinking them, but even worse... she could remember the feelings behind those thoughts. She wanted to hurt Twilight, to punish the unicorn for trying to thwart her. She was thinking about banishing her, imprisoning her... even torturing her.
Nyx struggled against the memory. No, she wouldn’t want to hurt Twilight. Twilight was the kindest pony she knew. It was Twilight who took care of her, who taught her, who read her to sleep at night with story books. It was Twilight that had found her in the forest. She didn’t want to hurt Twilight!
Dark shadows shifted around the room, dispelled magic that had lain dormant being awoken by Nyx’s presence. Trails of indigo smoke began to creep towards Nyx, and as the magic began to seep into her, the memory continued despite how much Nyx wanted it to stop.
She saw Twilight with her friends, saw Twilight giving a long speech about elements... and then there was a bright light. A light so bright that it hurt to look at it, that she had to shield herself from it with her wing. And then... then there was a rainbow... but not a nice, pretty rainbow.
No, the rainbow lunged at her like an angry snake, encircling her. It... it burned. It was burning her away, tearing her away from something else. It was like a savage animal with razor-sharp claws, tearing her to ribbons despite her cries.
Nyx collapsed on the floor of the castle, panting heavily as the memory finally relented. Despite the cool feel of the castle stone floor, the filly could still feel the burning pain of the rainbow, how it had cut and torn at her.
Other thoughts began to bubble to the surface as more and more of the indigo smoke began to draw in from the room and feed into Nyx. The thoughts were desires... hateful desires. Desires to hurt ponies, to make them pay. Memories of being scorned and ignored, memories of jealousy and anguish.
Amongst these thoughts a few began to stand out. Thoughts that mingled with Nyx’s latest memories of her friends, of Twilight. They began to poison those memories, filling them with hatred. She wanted to hurt Twilight. She wanted to make her suffer, to torture her.
These were thoughts that Nyx didn’t want to have, the little filly clapping her hooves against the side of her head as she called out to the silence. “NO!!! I don’t want to hurt Twilight! She takes care of me, she teaches me things, and lets me go to school! I don’t want to hurt her!”
Yet the thoughts continued relentlessly. Thoughts of how she would hurt Twilight. How she would torture her. Snap off her horn, keep her locked into a dungeon, and horrible thoughts that started to make Nyx physically ill.
“NO!” Nyx cried to the silence. “I don’t want to hurt Twilight! I don’t want to!”
The thoughts were reaching a boil. As Nyx tried to push them away, more rose in their place. Thoughts of how she’d hurt Twilight’s friends to make the unicorn suffer. How she’d go after Twilight’s family. All the ways she could break the unicorn’s spirit.
“NO! NO NO NO NO NO NOOOO!!!”
With that final scream, something sparked to life inside Nyx, the filly alicorn’s eyes glowing white. The creeping tendrils of indigo smoke suddenly shifted, swirling faster and faster as they were sucked down into the filly like water in a whirlpool. At the same time, the dark desires began to fade, ebbing away and leaving as Nyx floated up into the air.
When the last traces of the indigo cloud were gone, Nyx’s horn sparked, a crack of lightning lancing up from her horn and into the sky with a thunderous boom.
==============
Celestia bolted up in bed and turned her eyes to her window, through which she could see Ponyville and the Everfree Forest. Her breathing was still as she stretched out her magic and senses. For a moment, it felt like... No, that was impossible. She could sense Luna in the castle, in the main hall... but this presence.
It was short lived, but she had sensed her presence... a presence the sun princess hoped to never sense again.
==============
In another part of Canterlot, a dark blue unicorn with turquoise eyes, who was sitting in his study, also looked out his window. His eyes remained focused on the window for a time, looking beyond it to the distant Everfree Forest. He shut the book he had been reading, a complex spell book on theoretical resurrection magic.
The figure quickly moved to the door of his study, opening it and calling out into the hallways of the stately manor.
“Proper Etiquette!”
“You called, Sir?” the butler pony replied, quickly zipping up. He was an all-white unicorn with a collar and tie around his neck and a monocle over his right eye, his eyes turquoise as well.
“Have messages sent to Miss Gray Gale, Miss Night Wind, and Mr. Stonewall. I need to speak them right away; this evening, if possible.”
“Of course, sir. I will have them summoned immediately.”
==============
Twilight cried out, tripping over her own hooves as she landed in a heap on the side of the path. She and her friends had been racing through the Everfree Forest when a bolt of lightning launched itself up into the sky. Twilight had been in the lead, galloping as quickly as her legs would carry her when she heard the thunder. It had made her jump, causing her to tumble head over hooves before crashing hard against the ground.
Rarity and Fluttershy quickly galloped up to assist Twilight while the others were transfixed skyward, where they had just seen the bolt of magic.
“Whoa! Did you see that!?” Dash asked, the pegasus pointing skyward.
“Sure did, Sugarcube. Where do you reckon it came from?”
“Oh, the Everfree Forest!” Pinkie Pie chirped.
“Well, no duh, Pinkie Pie,” Rainbow Dash pointed out. “We’re kind of in the Everfree Forest.”
“Of course, Silly! That’s how I knew that lightning bolt came from here.”
Dash slapped a hoof to her forehead while Twilight struggled to her hooves.
“Twilight, Dear, you okay?” Rarity asked.
“Yes, I’m fine... I just tripped,” Twilight assured, pushing her friend away as her horn glowed. The group had stopped just momentarily at the library before heading into the forest, getting a compass and map. Pinkie Pie had volunteered to carry the map in her curly mane, while the compass hung from Twilight’s neck by a thin piece of string. The unicorn drew both items out, levitating them in the air as she looked skyward.
“Okay,” Twilight began after taking a breath to calm herself, “where was that lightning bolt again?”
“Right over there,” Pinkie Pie answered, pointing at the sky with her hooves.
Twilight quickly positioned herself by Pinkie Pie, holding up the compass as she turned the map over in the air. “Okay... using the mountains as reference, we’re about here... and if we’re here and the lightning bolt was there, then the lightning came from-” Twilight fell silent, staring at the map. She double checked her rough measurements and guesses, but in the pit of her stomach she knew she was right.
“I... I know where Nyx is!” Twilight said, dropping the map and compass in the mud, “and I need to get to her now!”
“But, Sugarcube, how do you-” Applejack began to ask, only to be cut off as a bright light enveloped Twilight, the unicorn disappearing as she teleported away.
==============
Twilight reappeared, looking around the room she had not been in since the last Summer Sun Celebration: the throne room in the Ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters, where she and her friends had defeated Nightmare Moon. The room was just as Twilight remembered it, except for a single small detail.
Nyx was lying in the center of the room, allowing Twilight to have a brief moment of relief before a powerful fear gripped her chest. Nyx’s normal mane and tail were gone, replaced with flowing masses of star-dotted magic. The filly now looked much more like Nightmare Moon, lacking only the armor, eye shadow, and cutie mark.
This... this was her fears made real. With that mane and tail, could she deny the truth any longer? Could she honestly believe that the cultists’ spell had not accomplished its intended purpose? Nyx was young, but the magical mane and tail... there was no denying that she was-
Crying.
Nyx’s wails filled Twilight’s ears, derailing her train of thought. She was bawling her eyes out, her cries filling the room. For a moment Twilight had to catch herself, having already taken a few steps forward. She wanted to comfort Nyx, to tell her everything was okay. She was terrified, more so than she had been the night Twilight found her.
Twilight couldn’t dismiss Nyx’s resemblance to Nightmare Moon, especially now that the filly had the mane and tail the Mare in the Moon was infamous for. Yet, would Nightmare Moon be crying like that? Would she be wailing so loudly?
Unable to bear it any more, Twilight inched towards Nyx. When she was close enough, she reached out at gave Nyx a gentle touch. The filly spun her head around, a frightened look in her eyes. That fear, however, died almost immediately as Nyx scrambled to her hooves and pressed herself against Twilight, embracing the purple unicorn.
“Twilight!” Nyx bawled.
“Shhhh... it’s okay. It’s okay,” Twilight reassured, cautiously wrapping her hooves around Nyx as the filly trembled and buried her head in Twilight’s neck.
“I’m sorry, I’m sorry! Please don’t hate me! Please! I don’t want to hurt you!” Nyx wailed, her voice muffled.
Twilight’s heart skipped a beat as she fought the urge to pull away. “Hurt me? When did you want to-”
“I... I don’t know!” the alicorn filly sobbed miserably. “I-I came in here and then... and then I remembered looking down on you. W-we were both here, and you looked so scared, and I w-was happy to see you were scared... and-and I wanted to hurt you, b-because you tried to stop me from doing s-something... but I d-don’t want to hurt you, Twilight! Please... please don’t hate me! I don’t want to hurt you!”
Twilight felt a tension in her chest, a physical manifestation of the conflict going on in her mind. It was like the night she found Nyx. She saw the resemblance the filly had with Nightmare Moon, and yet she saw Nyx’s fear, of how utterly terrified the filly was at the time.
Now, Nyx wasn’t only scared, she was apologizing. Apologizing for things that Nightmare Moon had done, had thought, had felt. It was another sign that worried Twilight, because if Nyx had memories from Nightmare Moon, then it was almost conclusive evidence that the two were one and the same.
Yet, as Twilight looked at the filly crying into her neck, she just couldn’t see Nightmare Moon. The alicorn Twilight had fought wouldn’t be crying like this. Nyx just... wasn’t the same. Nyx loved the sun, had friends, and was curious about the world. These were all traits that didn’t fit Nightmare Moon.
No, she knew Nyx. The filly had been living with her for weeks, and Twilight had tried to keep herself distant. She didn’t believe Nyx was Nightmare Moon before, but at the same time, she had tried to not become attached. Yet, she was reading stories to Nyx at bedtime, helping the filly with school work. She had run into Everfree Forest in the middle of the night to find Nyx.
Twilight still wasn’t sure what Nyx was or how much - if anything - she shared with Nightmare Moon, beyond the physical similarities. She did, however, know one thing. Nyx was crying, terrified of her own memories; terrified of the fact that, at some point, she had wanted to hurt somepony. Twilight just couldn’t ignore Nyx’s suffering.
“I know you don’t,” Twilight finally comforted, hooking a leg around Nyx as she embraced the filly. “It’s okay, I know you don’t want to hurt me.”
Twilight’s words, however, were not enough to comfort Nyx. She continued to cry, begging Twilight’s forgiveness. Again and again Twilight said that was okay, but she did not force Nyx to stop. The filly needed to cry, to get it all out. She had remembered something terrible, something she couldn’t understand, and it scared her.
There was a chance Nyx was Nightmare Moon, and there was still a small chance that the filly just looked like the Mare in the Moon. All that, however, didn’t matter at that moment. What mattered was she needed to comfort Nyx, assure the filly that everything was okay, and that she didn’t hate her.
She just had to be there, to be a comforting adult for a filly who was terrified of her own memories.
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Chapter 4
Distant Storm Clouds
==================
Twilight stepped down the stairs of the library, having just tucked Nyx into bed. The filly was exhausted, falling asleep as soon as her head had hit the pillow. Down in the library’s ground floor, all of Twilight's friends, Spike, and the Cutie Mark Crusaders waited to hear how Nyx was doing. Only Rarity and the Cutie Mark Crusaders knew Nyx well enough to be so concerned, but the others were there because they knew it was important to Twilight. It was something Twilight appreciated greatly.
“She’s okay, just tired. I just put her to bed.” Twilight assured with a gentle smile.
With that, the tension in the room dissipated. Twilight embodied this release in tension by dropping to her haunches, sitting there on the floor. The past several hours had been trying, but Nyx was safe. No worse for wear... mostly.
“Well, I don’t know about the rest of you, but I am exhausted,” Rarity noted. “I hope you don’t mind, Twilight, but I’m going to take Sweetie Belle home.”
Twilight shook her hair. “No, I don’t mind. I know you are all tired. You should all go home and get some rest.”
“Would you, maybe, want some of us to stay?” Fluttershy offered.
“No, I couldn’t ask you to do that. You all dropped everything to help me find Nyx. I couldn’t make you stay now that she’s safe.”
“Well shoot, Sugarcube, that’s what friends are for. You’d do the same if Apple Bloom went missing.”
“Or Sweetie Belle.”
“Or Gummy!”
“I know,” Twilight said. “Still, I can’t thank you all enough. I was... I was really worried about her.”
“It wouldn’t be right if you weren’t concerned; you obviously care about that cousin of yours,” Applejack said, starting to head for the door. “Still, Twi’s right. We all should be in bed, includin’ three certain fillies that have school in the mornin’.”
“Awww... but we want to stay and make sure Nyx is okay,” Apple Bloom whined.
“No dice, Apple Bloom. You got school tomorrow. You can come and check on Nyx after class.”
“The same goes for you, Sweetie Belle,” Rarity added, looking at the smaller white unicorn. “We need to get you home and into bed.”
“And I know your mother’s got to be worried too, Scootaloo,” Twilight remarked.
“Oh no! My mom is going to flip!” the orange pegasus realized.
“Hey, don’t worry, Kid; I’ve got you covered,” Rainbow Dash said, giving Scootaloo a noogie. “I know your mom. How about I fly you home and explain everything?”
“Wow, you’d really do that?”
“Hey, you stayed here just to make sure Nyx got home safe. That’s a kind of loyalty I can appreciate,” Dash explained as she landed on the ground and motioned for Scootaloo to get on her back. “Now, get up here.”
Scootaloo grinned ear to ear, more than eager to accept Dash’s offer for a flight home. With that, the mass of ponies filtered out of the room, Twilight saying “good night”s and “thank you”s as she watched everypony leave. The unicorn then shut the door to the library, letting out an exhausted sigh as she began to head for the stairs. She was starving but too tired to eat. She’d just wait and have a big breakfast in the morning.
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK...
Twilight turned, eyeing her front door as she debated opening it. She really, really just wanted to go to bed, but her courteous nature got the better of her. The unicorn turned and walked towards the door as she opened it magically.
“That’s her, Daddy!”
Twilight’s eyes hardened as she saw Diamond Tiara standing on her doorstep, this time accompanied by an older stallion. He had a grayish-violet mane and a complementary grayed red tone coat. He was substantially sized, though not as large as Big Macintosh. He had a cutie mark of a jeweled necklace and jeweler’s eyepiece. His azure eyes were turned down in a hard glare set directly upon Twilight.
“Can I help you?” Twilight asked, trying to be as pleasant as possible.
“You most certainly can!” the stallion growled. “My daughter says you threatened to turn her into a cactus! I will not stand to have my child threatened. Consider yourself lucky I’m giving you a chance to apologize, because, if you weren’t one of the ponies that stopped Nightmare Moon last summer, I would have gone straight to the authorities.”
Twilight furrowed her eyebrows and stepped directly in front of the stallion, locking her eyes with his as she returned his glare. “Well, you should know, the only reason I threatened your daughter is because she sent Nyx into the Everfree Forest alone, into a place where she could have gotten hurt, lost, or eaten!”
“It is not my daughter’s fault this Nyx doesn’t know any better. I’ve made sure my daughter knows how dangerous the forest can be. Perhaps you should consider doing the same.”
“First, Nyx is my cousin,” Twilight snapped, re-enforcing the lie she had been giving to most of Ponyville. “Second, Nyx does know how dangerous the Everfree Forest is, but your daughter convinced her that the forest wasn’t dangerous when you got far enough in and gave her a map.”
“Do you have any evidence?” the stallion asked coldly, “because otherwise it’s Nyx’s word against my daughter’s, and Diamond Tiara would never lie to me.”
“And Nyx would never lie to me!” Twilight exploded, stamping a hoof on the ground. “Your daughter, on the other hoof, has every reason to lie. And, from what I’ve heard, your daughter is nothing but a bully, and you are doing no favors protecting her from the consequences of her actions.
“So, let me make this crystal clear,” Twilight continued, her voice getting low as she stood on the tips of her hooves, trying to make her eyes as level with the stallion’s as possible. “If she does anything like this to Nyx again, being turned into a cactus will be the least of her concerns.”
The stallion backed off, surprised by Twilight’s fury. He, however, quickly recovered, scowling as he redoubled his outraged tirade. “Who do you think you are, threatening my family like this? I am a respected member of this community!”
“And I’m the unicorn that beat an Ursa Minor bare-hoofed, and also Princess Celestia's private pupil! So, if you really want to push your luck, I’d be happy to take this outside. Otherwise, get out of my library!”
The stallion swallowed at this, his conviction wavering. There was a tense moment where Twilight began to worry she might have to actually make good on her threat, but the stallion buckled, taking a step back in defeat.
“Da... Daddy, what are you doing?”
“We’re going home, Diamond Tiara, and when we get there, you are grounded.”
“What!? For how long?”
“Indefinitely!” the father snapped back as he and the young bully walked away. Twilight slammed the door of the library shut, a final punctuation to her angry rant, before taking a few deep breaths to calm herself.
“Whoa... that was pretty scary, Twilight,” Spike said from the back of the library. “I’ve never heard you pull rank like that, using your position as Celestia’s student to threaten somepony.”
“Yeah... and Celestia wouldn’t be happy if she found out I did. So...”
“Hey, my lips are sealed. Personally, I think you should have turned him into a cactus just to prove a point.”
“No... that wouldn’t have helped. Still, I can’t believe that little filly actually sent Nyx into the Everfree Forest. I mean, what was she thinking?”
“Couldn’t tell you. I don’t make it a habit trying to understand bullies,” Spike replied, yawning as he glanced at the clock. “Well, it’s late. I’m surprised Owlowiscious hasn’t come in yet. He’s usual-”
“Hoo.”
Spike jumped, spinning around to see that the horned owl was sitting on top of a nearby book shelf. “Seriously, we need to tie a bell on you. You’re like a ninja owl or something.”
“Hoo,” the owl replied in his usual fashion.
“You.”
“Hoo.”
“You! I’m talking about you!”
“Hoo.”
“I’m... You know what? No. I’m not getting into that with you,” Spike said, heading towards the staircase. “I’m going to bed. Night, Twilight.”
“Good night, Spike,” The unicorn replied, watching her assistant climb the steps. She then turned to look at Owlowiscious, who tilted his head somewhat expectantly.
“Sorry, Owlowiscious, but I’m really tired; it’s been a long day. I hope you don’t mind if I just go to bed too.”
“Hoo,” was all the owl replied with, taking flight. He swooped around the room, grabbed a book off a shelf, and dropped it on the reading table. The book fell open, Owlowiscious landing a moment later before bending over and beginning to read. This made Twilight giggle a little, happy to see the owl was able to keep himself busy at night, even when the unicorn wasn’t up late studying.
Leaving Owlowiscious to his reading, Twilight climbed up to the library's second floor. Spike had already shut off the lamps and curled up in bed. The only light in the room came from the moon outside the window, just enough for Twilight to cross the room without any trouble.
Next to Twilight’s larger bed was a smaller one, one she had purchased for Nyx. She had expected to find the filly curled up there, but in the few minutes Twilight had been downstairs, Nyx had curled up on top of the larger bed. Normally, Twilight would have encouraged Nyx to sleep in her own bed, but after the day they both had, she would overlook it for one night.
Making sure not to wake Nyx, Twilight slipped herself slowly beneath the covers. She then levitated the blanket off Nyx’s bed and covered the sleeping filly with it so she wouldn’t get cold in the night.
Despite being asleep, Nyx managed to sense Twilight’s presence. She stirred, getting to her hooves. It was almost like she was sleepwalking, the blanket hanging off her body as she moved over beside Twilight. She lay back down beside the unicorn, resting her little head in the crook of Twilight’s neck. It was something that brought a smile to Twilight’s face as she gently nuzzled the sleeping Nyx.
The smile, however, slowly died as Twilight watched the filly sleep, her mind recalling all that had happened the last few hours. Her gaze drifted to the window, looking up at the distant moon. For a moment, she remembered what it used to look like when it bore the dark silhouette of the Mare in the Moon. She had a lot to think about, a lot to consider, but it would have to wait until morning. Her eyes were already drooping from the soft embrace of the bed, and soon, Twilight drifted off to a well-deserved sleep.
==============
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK
A white unicorn with a perfectly trimmed and slicked back black mane moved towards the door of a stately manor, magically undoing the locks and cracking open the large, elegant doors. Just beyond the doorway was a sleeping Canterlot: the manor nestled in a part of the capital populated by the elite of Equestria. Celebrities, politicians, and anypony else that was widely known and very well paid.
The butler pony who answered the door, Proper Etiquette, looked out at the three figures now standing in front of the manor. Two pegasi and an earth pony, who currently were dressed very casually... meaning they had nothing on. The very definition of pony casual.
“Yes?” Proper Etiquette asked, looking over the three guests. “May I help you?”
“Just open the freaking door!” the gray pegasus with darker gray mane and swirling tornado cutie mark snapped.
“Of course, Miss Gray Gale,” the butler replied, stepping back as he opened the door wide. The three ponies stepped in. The other pegasus was a dark purple mare with a black mane and swirling wind lines for a cutie mark. The sole earth pony was a dull clay-red stallion with a tall build. His blond mane was cut very short and his cutie mark was a stone wall that looked like castle battlements.
“Sir Spell Nexus is in his study. I believe you know the way,” Proper Etiquette said as he shut the manor’s front door.
“Yeah, yeah, we know the way,” Gray Gale said, jumping into the air. “But Nexus better have a good reason for calling us like this.”
“Yes,” Night Wind, the purple pegasus, agreed. “We are, after all, trying to lie low after that grand failure in the Everfree Forest. The town guard is much more alert, and is stopping ponies on the street if they run across them this late at night.”
“I do not know why Sir Spell Nexus called for you as he did,” Proper Etiquette remarked as he began to walk away. “But I do believe you will find it difficult to get an answer unless you go and speak with him. Now, I must be off to the kitchen; Sir Spell Nexus does not like to host company without refreshment.”
“Seriously, that pony takes his job way too seriously,” Gray Gale mumbled to herself as the three ponies made their way through the manor. After climbing a flight of stairs and passing down a lavishly furnished hallway, they arrived at a door they all knew quite well. Since they were the ones that had been summoned, they didn’t bother to knock before they entered the manor’s study.
The study was a cozy little room with very large windows and a fireplace. One wall was lined with bookshelves, properly filled with either books or small knick-knacks and pictures. The windows looked out over the elegant cityscape of Canterlot, a view that the manor’s owner had been complimented on a number of times.
The most prominent feature, however, was an oil painting above the fireplace. A regal portrait depicted a dark blue unicorn with a light gray mane sitting behind a very elegant-looking desk while offering a gentle smile. Below the portrait, set into the picture’s polished wooden frame, was an engraved plaque.
Sir Spell Nexus
Headmaster of Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns
Mystical Advisor to the Royal Court
The manor’s owner, who was the pony depicted in the portrait, stood in front of the study’s fireplace, its flames reflecting in his turquoise eyes. He did not turn to look at the three ponies who had entered his study, instead motioning with a hoof to some chairs.
“Please, have a seat.”
“What’s this about, Nexus?” Gale asked as the trio sat down. “You never send messengers for us in the middle of the night.”
“It is strange, ” Night Wind agreed. “You are the one who is always telling us to keep our movements subtle and hidden, and this is far from being subtle or hidden.”
“And not all of us have cushy jobs like you do,” Stonewall grumbled. “The commander is already suspicious of why I was late reporting in after what happened in the Everfree Forest. I’m skating on thin ice with the Town Guard.”
“Yes, I apologize for the late hour, my sisters and brother, but there has been an... interesting development.”
“It better be interesting,” Gray Gale grumbled under her breath.
“I assure you, it is,” Nexus said, turning away from the fire and walking towards the three seated ponies. “It would seem that our efforts on the past full moon were not wasted.”
“How were they ‘not wasted’?!” Gray Gale ranted, waving her hoof in a wide arch. ”A large chunk of our brothers and sisters were arrested by the guards, Celestia interrupted the spell, and we’ve lost the remains of Nightmare Moon!”
A grin spread onto Nexus lips as his eyes glinted. “Yes, but all those are no longer needed... for Nightmare Moon lives.”
There was a dead silence in the room, the earth pony and pegasi looking at each other in disbelief. Gray Gale was the one to break the silence, shaking her head. “Wait... wait wait wait... Are you saying the spell worked?”
“I did not dare to hope so,” Spell Nexus mused before giving his head a nod, “but yes... at least in part.”
“And just how do you know that Nightmare Moon lives?” Night Wind asked skeptically. “If that were true, wouldn’t she have overthrown Celestia by now?”
“It is true; if our queen was at full strength, Equestria would already be bathed in the glory of a night eternal and we would have received our just rewards as her loyal servants. Still, I cannot deny what I sensed and saw. Early this evening, a brilliant bolt of magical lighting shot up from Everfree Forest, and in that moment, I sensed her. I sensed our queen in all her power and glory. Her power flared only briefly, like a firework bursting and fading in the night sky, but it was there.”
Spell Nexus swept to one side, light on his hooves for a moment. “It was... so magnificent, and it made something inside me shift for a time. I felt positively giddy, and it took all my willpower to keep myself from racing to the forest.”
“Well, it’s nice to hear that we weren’t wasting our time with that spell,” Stonewall remarked, his very flat tone bringing Nexus back to the serious nature of the conversation.
“Yes, and now we have purpose once again. Brother, Sisters, we must find our queen. I believe her form, like the spell we cast that night, is incomplete... but something that can be completed. I believe she is in hiding, either amongst the trees of the Everfree Forest or in some area close to that. It is our duty as Children of Nightmare to seek her out and aid her however we can.”
“And just how are we supposed to do that?” Gray Gale asked cynically. “It’s not like we can just drop what we're doing and take a week-long stroll through a forest.”
“This is true, but thankfully not all our brothers and sisters were arrested in Celestia’s interruption,” Spell Nexus assured Gray Gale as he approached her. “In the morning you will find I’ve contracted out your services as a pair of wings for hire to deliver important letters to a number of individuals around Ponyville. Some of these letters are simple letters from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, but a few are notes to our brothers and sisters, telling them to keep an eye out for our queen.”
“Will I know who is who?” Gale asked.
Nexus shook his head. “No, their anonymity must be preserved; it is how we’ve been able to function so long without detection. Only I truly know all those who stand with the Children of Nightmare.”
“Which, as I’ve said before, is really creepy,” Gray Gale remarked, only to get elbowed in the side by Night Wind.
“And what about us, Nexus?” Stonewall asked.
“Stonewall, you must simply continue your duties with the Town Guard. Night Wind, however, has a greater responsibility.”
“And that is?”
“I have little doubt that Celestia will have sensed Nightmare Moon, and this will undoubtedly cause her to step up the research team she has working on analyzing our spell. Through our efforts, you were placed as a guard for that team. If Celestia speaks with them tomorrow, I want you to tell me exactly what she says. We must discover how much Celestia knows.”
The treacherous guard smirked. “Eavesdropping is easy for us guards. Most of those we guard see us as little more than statues, though considering how still we stand at times, I am inclined to agree with them.”
“Then let them continue to view you as nothing more than a statue, but keep your ears open,” Nexus advised. “Celestia was able to stop us once, but fate has given us another chance to see our queen rise, and I will not see it slip through our hooves. For the Night Eternal.”
“For Equestria’s True Queen,” the three other ponies chimed back.
==============
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK...
“Just one moment,” a light blue unicorn stallion called, pulling himself out of bed. Bastion Yorsets glanced at the clock, grumbling at the late hour as he began to head to his front door. His eggshell-white mane and tail were a mess, but he had no desire to try and make himself presentable for anypony who would come knocking at such an hour.
Horn glowing, Bastion opened his front door, intending to chew out whoever thought to disturb him so late at night. The unicorn, however, froze up like a statue when he saw Princess Celestia standing on his door step.
“Your... Y-your Highness!” Bastion stuttered out.
“I do apologize for the late hour, Bastion, but may I come in?” Celestia asked sweetly, as if Bastion had every right to turn her away.
“O-f course... Please, make yourself at home. I’ll be with you in a moment.” The stallion then galloped off to his bedroom. Bastion Yorsets was a teacher at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns and was there when the young Twilight Sparkle revealed her immense aptitude for magic. He was among the senior teaching staff, but recently, he was also charged with leading the team studying the spell created by the cult ponies who had ponynapped Twilight Sparkle.
Within a few minutes of the princess’ arrival, Bastion re-emerged from his bedroom far more presentable, his mane and tail brushed. He had slipped into his normal work attire: a collared shirt, and light brown sweater vest. A thin black tie finished his ensemble.
“My apologies for making you wait, Your Highness,” Bastion offered as he entered his living room, where the princess had laid down on his couch.
“Do not apologize, Bastion,” Celestia said as the stallion sat down in a nearby chair. “I would not normally disturb you at your home, or at such a late hour, but I was curious how things were going deciphering the spell.”
“It is progressing, but slowly. The unicorns were making use of several very old forms of magic of which there are few records. The oil-soaked powders they were burning come from zebra magic, and while there are records of unicorns using arcane designs to direct the flow of magic, there are no actual books describing how such magical lines work,” Bastion sighed tiredly. “Things would undoubtedly be going better if we were able to get some information from the cultists. Have your guards been able to get any of them to talk?”
“No,” Celestia admitted with a shake of her head. “The cultists are proving to be very strong-willed. The interrogators have not been able to convince any of those ponies to give up any new information.”
“Then I am sorry, Princess, but I fear my team is doing the best it can, considering we’re dealing with lost knowledge.”
“Well... “ Celestia mused aloud. “‘Purposefully hidden’ may be a more accurate turn of phrase.”
“Princess?” the unicorn asked as he cocked an eyebrow.
“Bastion, I want you to move your team out of the library and into the royal archives tomorrow morning. I have already arranged with the guards for your team to have full access to anything in there.”
The stallion’s eyes widened. “Princess, the archives guard the most precious literature in Equestria. Tomes of ancient knowledge and stories that haven’t been viewed first hoof in centuries.”
“Yes, but that is the point. The tomes in that collection are the final copies of books and knowledge that I wished to have preserved but not available to all of Equestria. There is very powerful magic in some of those books: spells that, if attempted by ponies who do not fully understand them, could have dire consequences. Some of those books, however, describe the arcane magic the cult’s spell is based upon, and thus would undoubtedly help your team understand the spell more quickly.”
Bastion nodded in understanding, the weight of this new privilege sinking in. “We will move to the archives first thing in the morning.”
“Good,” the princess said with a nod, “but one other thing, Bastion.”
“Yes, Your Highness?”
“While I do not want to distract your team from figuring out the spell’s intended purpose, I must ask that you also start investigating what the spell did.”
“What it did?” Bastion echoed in confusion.
Celestia gave a single nod. “Yes, for you see the cult was already casting the spell when I arrived with the guards. I was able to stop the spell, interrupt it, and I need to know if the spell was able accomplish anything, even though it did not get cast to completion.”
“That is a very theoretical branch of magic, Princess,” Bastion frowned, unsure. “Incomplete spells have been known to do a variety of things, some never doing the same thing twice.”
“As I am well aware,” Princess Celestia offered with a confident smile, “but I have every faith in you, Bastion. You are the greatest mind in the field of theoretical magic at the school, after all.”
Bastion couldn’t help but blush, bowing his head. “You flatter me, Princess.”
“I make no habit of flattery, Bastion. I only offer the compliments ponies deserve,” Celestia replied, getting up from the couch. “Now, I'd best depart. I wouldn’t want to impose.”
“You are never an imposition, Princess... though, none of this seems terribly pressing. Might I ask why you felt this could not wait until morning?”
Celestia paused at the door, having already put one hoof outside when she turned back to look at Bastion.
“I have simply realized that I have not been providing your team with the materials it needed to analyze this spell quickly, and... I have also come to realize this evening that swiftness in this matter is of the utmost importance.”
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Chapter 5
Theatrical Trouble
================
It had been about a week since Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon’s prank had gone bad. Nyx sat on the sole swing outside the Ponyville Elementary schoolhouse. Twilight had let Nyx skip a few days of school but wouldn’t let the disguised alicorn hide in the library for the rest of her life.
The filly stared at the ground with tears in her eyes, gently swinging back and forth by just a few inches in each direction. Despite the fact that all her classmates were laughing, giggling, and playing, Nyx couldn’t bring herself to smile. In truth, she was trying her hardest to keep herself from sobbing.
Things had been different back at the library; Twilight had been avoiding her and Nyx didn’t understand why. That, and Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had become unbearable since Nyx returned to school as Diamond Tiara enacted her vengeance for getting grounded because of what happened. They had spread nasty rumors around the school, picked on Nyx openly, and even tried to frame Nyx for putting a tack on Cheerilee’s desk chair.
Thankfully, the teacher had seen through their ruse. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were now missing recess, sitting at their desks as punishment for the tack. It gave Nyx her first peaceful recess in days, though it did little to raise the filly’s spirits. While Twilight had forgiven her and said it was all right, Nyx still felt horrible. She... she had wanted to hurt Twilight at some point in time. She didn’t know when she had or why, but the memory lingered in Nyx’s mind.
How could she have ever wanted to hurt Twilight? She was such a nice pony. It was Twilight who had found her in the forest, had taken her in her home, and had been taking care of her. It was Twilight who helped her catch up in school, and read her bedtime stories. How could she want to hurt somepony who was willing to do all that?
“Hey Nyx, how are you doing?”
Nyx jumped a little; she hadn’t noticed somepony come up beside her. Looking up, she saw Apple Bloom and Twist standing near the swing. After realizing it was her friends, Nyx looked back down, staring at the ground despite the comfort of her friends’ presence.
“I’m okay,” she lied, tears glistening at the edges of her eyes.
“You don’t sound okay,” pointed out Twist, “... or look okay either.”
Nyx sniffled, rubbing a hoof across her nose. “Can... can I tell you two a secret?”
“Of course,” Apple Bloom assured.
“And you promise not to tell anypony else?”
“Cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye,” Apple Bloom rattled off.
“What was that?” Twist asked, confused by the sudden movement and rhymes.
“It was a Pinkie Pie Promise.”
“There’s a promise named after Pinkie Pie?” Twist asked, a little confused.
“Oh, yeah; it’s a promise between friends that you have to keep forever.”
“Forever?” Twist echoed.
“Fooorreeevvveeerrr!”
Nyx, Apple Bloom, and Twist jumped, turning to look towards the path that went by the school. Standing on the other side of the fence that surrounded the playground was Pinkie Pie, who stood glaring seriously at the three fillies. She was carrying a tray of cupcakes on her back, and her saddlebags were loaded down with assorted goodies.
“Uh, hey, Pinkie Pie,” Apple Bloom said, giving the earth pony a weak wave.
The serious expression on Pinkie Pie’s face quickly shifted back to its normal, cheerful nature.
“Hey, Girls! I was just taking some sweets to a party. Well, I’d better get going. You have fun.”
“Uh... Okay, see ya,” Apple Bloom replied, the three watching Pinkie Pie bounce down the path.
“That... was weird,” Twist said, once she was sure Pinkie Pie was out of earshot.
“It’s Pinkie Pie being Pinkie Pie; that’s just how she is,” Apple Bloom replied. “Still, you have to keep a Pinkie Pie promise, since breaking it loses a friends trust and losing a friend's trust is the fastest way to lose a friend forever.”
“FOOOREEEEVVEEEEER!”
The three fillies jumped again, turning their heads. Pinkie Pie was a long way down the path, almost out of sight of the school. At the moment she was staring down the three fillies, as if she was able to hear their conversation, despite the distance. Her hardened gaze drifted between one, as if she was peering into their very souls. It was a gaze that sent shivers down the spines of the three young ponies.
Yet, just as quickly as she had spoken out, Pinkie Pie returned to her normal perky nature, turning and bouncing around a bend in the path as she continued on her task of delivering food for a party.
“If it’s okay with you, Apple Bloom, I think I’ll just use a normal promise,” Twist said, the yellow farm filly offering no protest.
“So, what did you want to tell us, Nyx?” Apple Bloom asked.
“W-well... when I was in the forest... I-I remembered things. Or... it felt like they were memories, even though I don’t think they are... and... and, in some of those memories... I wanted to h-hurt Twilight.”
“Why would you ever want to hurt Twilight?”
“I... I don’t know!” Nyx blubbered, the tears she had been trying to hold back streaming down her face. “But I wanted to! I really wanted to... but I don’t know why! And I don’t want to hurt Twilight now, because she’s so nice... but... but...”
“Whoa, easy, Nyx,” Apple Bloom said, seeing her friend was starting to hyperventilate. “Is that why you’ve been so sad, because you thought you wanted to hurt Twilight?”
Nyx nodded, trying to dry her eyes.
“I’m not even sure when it happened or why, but... I remember wanting to hurt her before. We were both standing in some old castle ruins, and I was really tall, and when I spoke, my voice was all strange, but I remember wanting to hurt her... and I don’t know why.”
“Are ya sure you weren’t just dreamin’?” Apple Bloom asked.
“D-dreaming?” Nyx echoed.
“Yeah, dreamin’. I mean, Twilight said you were way out in the Everfree Forest. Maybe you just got tired and passed out and dreamed the whole thing up. You just didn’t know it ‘cause of how scared you were. I mean, you ain’t exactly taller than Twilight, are ya?”
“Well... no... but even if it was just a dream, I still feel bad about it.”
“Have you told Twilight about this?” Twist asked.
“Yes...”
“And did you apologize?”
Nyx sniffed and nodded. “Yes, I apologized, and she said it was all right.”
“Well then why are you worryin’ about it, you silly filly?” Apple Bloom asked, smiling gently. “Like you said, you don’t really want to hurt Twilight, and it sounds like she’s already forgiven you. As my big sister would say, it's all water under the bridge now.”
“What does a bridge have to do with any of this?” Twist asked.
“No, you see, it’s an expression.”
“What does it mean?”
“Well... it kind of... look, I don’t know for sure, but I know it does mean somethin’ like that once you apologized for doing somethin’ and somepony has forgiven you, then it’s okay just to forget about it.”
“Oh, so since Twilight’s forgiven Nyx for thinking she ever wanted to hurt her, they can both just forget about it and go back to being happy?”
“Exactly!” Apple Bloom said with a smile.
“But... I may have wanted to hurt Twilight for real, and I don’t know why! What if I want to hurt her again... I don’t want to hurt her!”
“Okay, we’re going in circles. Time for an Apple family remedy,” Apple Bloom said, walking behind Nyx.
“Apple family remedy? What is- WHOA!”
Nyx went wide-eyed. Apple Bloom, putting her applebucking practice to use, turned and bucked at the swing. This sent Nyx swinging skyward, her purple mane flowing behind her as the filly clung tightly to the chains. The swing reached its peak and began swooping back. Apple Bloom had already gotten out of the way when Nyx swung as she and Twist laughed at Nyx’s panicked face.
“Come on, go higher!” Apple Bloom encouraged.
“Yea! Higher!” Twist added in her nasally tone.
Nyx gulped. She was already swinging higher than she ever had before, but Twist and Apple Bloom’s cheers filled the filly’s head. Taking a deep breath, Nyx began to throw her weight into the swing, causing the swing to travel higher and higher. Eventually, the filly even reached the point where the swing began to hang loose at the top of its arc, a few moments of free fall before the chains snapped taut again.
Nyx swung back and forth a number of times before her courage ran out and she let the swing slow down. But when she did stop, she was smiling and laughing along with Apple Bloom and Twist who quickly moved up beside her.
“See? The Apple family remedy works every time.”
“What’s the remedy? Swinging on a swing?” Nyx asked.
“No, havin’ fun. Nothin’ can get a pony feeling better like havin’ a little fun. Now scoot over. It’s my turn,” Apple Bloom replied. Nyx gladly obliged, relinquishing the swing to her friend and using her magic to push the farm filly so she could reach a similar height on the swing.
==============
Twilight smiled as she looked at the calendar on the wall, striking off another day. It had been about a month and a half since Nyx’s arrival, and Twilight was happy to say that the little black filly was doing well.
She had gotten caught up in school, so now instead of spending afternoons studying, Nyx was able to go out and play with her friends. There were, however, still days where Nyx chose to come back to the library, wanting Twilight to teach her more about something she learned in school. The alicorn’s curiosity was, at times, insatiable.
School itself had been going better as well. After Twilight’s confrontation with Diamond Tiara’s dad and a few other altercations between the fillies at school, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon started going to Cheerilee’s afternoon class, which in turn let Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo join the morning class. Add that to Twist and Apple Bloom, and Nyx had four solid friends... more than Twilight could say she had at that age, thanks to her excessive studying.
Moving away from the calendar, Twilight began to shuffle and clean up books around the library. Spike was over at Rarity’s place helping her, Owlowiscious was asleep, and Nyx was at school. All in all, it gave Twilight a quiet morning to clean up the mess caused by her usual study practices.
Putting the books back on the shelves, Twilight glanced at some of the titles, thinking about whether or not she had read them. At this point, the unicorn had read most of the books in the library, but she still, at times, came across books she hadn’t read. Some books she hadn't read by choice, others she simply hadn’t had time for yet.
All the books Twilight put away were ones she had read, but the unicorn lingered on the last book. It was brown with golden clasps on the corners and a gold unicorn on the cover. It was a book of folklore, old stories from Equestria’s past. It was from that book that Twilight had read about the Elements of Harmony and Nightmare Moon’s prophesied return.
Without even thinking about it, Twilight opened the book to the folktale in question, her eyes glancing over the beautiful illustrations before reaching the first line.
Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria, there were two regal sisters who ruled together and created harmony for all the land. To do this, the eldest-
“I’m home!”
Twilight smiled, setting the book down on the reading table as Nyx came running into the library, quickly moving over to and nuzzling up against Twilight.
“Hey there, Nyx. How was school today?”
“Great!” the filly chirped. “Cheerilee told us that we're going to be putting on a play.”
“Really?”
“Yep! She says that every spring, the school puts on a play for the Ponyville Spring Festival. It’s this really cool thing where a bunch of musicians, artists, and entertainers come to Ponyville and everypony has a lot of fun.”
“The Spring Festival...” Twilight repeated as she thought for a moment. “If I remember correctly, it was started by a traveling group of musicians that came to Ponyville every year around this time as they toured Equestria. Eventually, other musicians started showing up at the same time, and after a few years, it grew into a festival.”
“Yea, that’s what Cheerilee said,” Nyx replied. “And she says we can pick what the play will be about and that we’ll all have something to do.”
“Well, doesn’t that sound fun? Do you have any ideas?”
“I... was kind of hoping I’d find a good story in one of the library books.”
Twilight smiled. “That’s a great idea. Books have some of the best stories, but just remember that it’s meant to be a school play, so try to pick a story that’s short and one that all your friends will like.”
“Okay,” Nyx agreed, about to open her mouth and ask for Twilight’s help further. Still, the filly was interrupted as the door to the library opened, Applejack running in.
“Twi, there you are! I need your help with somethin’ fierce!”
“What’s wrong, Applejack?”
“Some nasty plant showed up in Sweet Apple Acres! It’s a vine and it’s startin’ to grow up around some of the trees. You got any books in here that can tell us what it is?”
Twilight nodded, her horn glowing as she grabbed a number of phytopathology books from the shelves and her saddlebags. The books flew into the bags, the bags settling on Twilight’s back as the unicorn looked over her shoulder.
“Nyx, I’ve got to go help Applejack. Will you be okay by yourself for a little while?”
“Sure, I’ll just try and find a story for my school play.”
Twilight nodded. “Good. Now, if you need help, Spike is at Rarity’s and Owlowiscious is asleep in the bedroom upstairs. I’ll be back soon.”
“Okay, Twilight.”
“Thanks again, Twi,” Applejack said as she and Twilight galloped out the door. “I don’t know what that nasty plant is, but I know it ain’t good for my apple trees.”
With that, the door to the library shut under Twilight’s magic, leaving little Nyx to her studies. The disguised alicorn looked about the room for a few minutes, mindlessly skimming the books on the shelves for something that looked like a storybook before she took notice of one book that was left sitting out.
After drawing close, Nyx was drawn in by the book’s beautiful illustrations. Her eyes quickly found their way to the first line, eager to begin reading.
Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria, there were two regal sisters who ruled together and created harmony for all the land. To do this, the eldest-
==============
“So, do you know what the play is supposed to be about?” Twilight asked as she walked with Rarity in the direction of the Ponyville Elementary School. The pair of unicorns had volunteered to help the students prepare the show, though all the actual work was going to be done by the fillies and colts. It was a chance for the students to find their cutie marks, and it was a similar school play that helped Rarity discover her special talent in fashion and clothes making.
“I’ve asked Sweetie Belle, but she’s refused to tell me; says we’ll find out today. She seems really excited, though.”
“Is she going to be acting in the play or is she helping some other way?”
“My sister wanted to help with the costumes but... after she mentioned to Cheerilee that she was the one that made the costumes for the Crusaders’ appearance in the talent show, Cheerilee encouraged Sweetie Belle to take on one of the acting parts... a part with singing.”
“Oh, that’s good. Sweetie Belle has such an amazing voice, so it will be nice to hear her sing.”
“Yes, it will. Personally, I’d bet that singing is her own special talent, but we just can’t be sure until that little cutie mark of hers appears, can we?”
Twilight shook her head as the pair began getting close to the school house. While the school and its playground were set up on one side of the path, the school’s outdoor stage was set up on the opposite side of the road: the one and only permanent stage in Ponyville.
Cheerilee stood in the center of the many colts and fillies, giving directions to the eagerly listening young ponies. After all, doing the play meant they got out of normal school work for at least part of the day. Still, when Cheerilee saw Twilight and Rarity approaching, the teacher decided to let the students slip off to recess a little earlier than scheduled so she could talk with the two unicorns.
“You two have excellent timing,” Cheerilee greeted as the children ran off to play, Nyx giving a wave to Twilight before running off with her friends. “I was just telling the class how you were kind enough to volunteer your time to help us make this play.”
“Always glad to help, Cheerilee,” said Twilight. “Though, we still haven’t been told just what the play is supposed to be about.”
“Oh, of course. Here,” Cheerilee replied, using a hoof to push a few scripts across the ground. Twilight picked up a script and Rarity looked over her shoulder as they read the title on the cover.
“Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters,” Twilight read aloud.
Cheerilee smiled. “Yes, it was Nyx’s idea. She found an old fairy tale about how Princesses Celestia and Luna kept the world in balance, and then how Luna became the frightful Nightmare Moon. Apple Bloom then had the idea to incorporate the adventure you and your friends had where you beat Nightmare Moon and restored Princess Luna back to normal.”
“Wow, that’s actually not a bad story. A wonderful little tale for a little school play. Much better than the usual fare,” Rarity mused.
“What are the plays usually about?”
“Well, at least when I was a filly, our Spring Festival play was about a pony picnic that got stolen by ants. It was... cute... but not exactly what you would call great theater, though it was because of that particular play that I got my cutie mark. This, however, looks far more interesting,” Rarity praised, flipping through a copy of the script.
“It’s so exciting! Usually, the school play is held the day before the Spring Festival and we just have it on our little stage here, but I told the mayor what we were planning and she said if the students can do a good enough job, we might get our own slot in the festival. It would be a wonderful opportunity for the kids to perform for not only for their parents, but also for the whole town on that big stage they set up in the town square,” said Cheerilee.
Rarity perked up, nudging Twilight as she pointed to a spot in the script. “Oh, and look here; they have Pinkie Pie’s song.”
“You mean the song she sang in Everfree Forest, when she was telling us to giggle at the ghostly and crack up at the creepy?” Twilight asked, flipping to the same page in the script.
“The very one. Oh, I can only imagine how Pinkie Pie will react when she hears them singing it. We won’t be able to stop her from bouncing for days.”
Twilight giggled, picturing Pinkie Pie’s reaction. “Yeah, she’ll probably start singing along right there in the audience. Still, this looks fun.”
“Oh yes, it's going to be one of the best plays the school has ever put on!” Cheerilee energetically agreed. “I’ve actually pulled together both classes because there are just so many parts to play and things to be done. And we’ve already got all the characters casted. You can see who is who on the first page.”
Twilight and Rarity nodded, flipping to the first page of the script.
Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters
A Ponyville Elementary School Production
Written by Cheerilee
Music composed by Lyra
Narrator............................Zecora
Twilight Sparkle.................Dinky Doo
Applejack......................Apple Bloom
Rarity.......................Sweetie Belle
Rainbow Dash.....................Scootaloo
Fluttershy...................Cotton Cloudy
Pinkie Pie......................Sunny Daze
The Mayor......................Little Hoof
Sea Serpent...................Tornado Bolt
Manticore...........................Archer
Princess Celestia............Diamond Tiara
Princess Luna.................Silver Spoon
Nightmare Moon.........................Nyx
Ponyville Residents & Everfree Forest Trees
Hot Rod,Ruby Pinch, Paradise, Tootsie Flute,
Set Design
Ruby Pinch, Paradise, Peachy Pie
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“Zecora... I’m surprised you were able to get her to be the narrator,” Rarity said, glancing up from the page.
“It was Apple Bloom that actually convinced her. From what I hear, she has an exceptional voice,” replied Cheerilee.
“Oh, she does, she does. Her voice is perfect for a story of this genre, narrating an epic tale. Yet, I’d suggest you let her come up with her own lines.”
Cheerilee raised an eyebrow. “Why is that?”
“Zecora speaks in rhymes very naturally, and having a rhyming narrator would just give the whole play a very old world, fairy tale appeal. That and I can’t imagine what her voice would sound like if she didn’t rhyme like she does.”
“I’ll be sure to sit down with her then and work on the script,” Cheerilee assured.
Rarity nodded with a smile, reading further down the page. “Well, would you look at that. Sweetie Belle is going to be playing me. Though, I suppose that does make sense; she has my wonderful white coat. Oh, and Scootaloo gets to be Rainbow Dash! She must be positively ecstatic!”
“Oh yes,” Cheerilee agreed. “Scootaloo was practically begging for the chance to play Rainbow Dash the moment she realized she’d be a character in a play. It’s also a character that suits her, since she talks so much like Rainbow Dash.”
“Yes, Scootaloo is definitely a filly who you hear saying ‘awesome’ just about as much as Dash,” Rarity agreed, continuing to read down the page. “Let’s see, don’t know her, or her, or her... wait, Sea Serpent? Do you mean Steven Magnet?”
“Who?”
“Steven Magnet, that’s the name of the sea serpent we met on our way to find the Elements of Harmony. Oh, I do hope you are portraying him well. Such a well-groomed and polite sea serpent shouldn’t be relegated to a role of a simple monster. Wouldn’t you agree Twilight... Twilight?”
Rarity and Cheerilee turned to look at Twilight, who was stiff as a statue and a few shades paler than she normally was.
“Twilight, Dear, what’s wrong?” Rarity asked, noticing the unicorn’s eyes were focused on the page. Returning to her own copy of the script, Rarity read down a few more lines and then froze up too, pupils contracting.
“Is... is something wrong?” Cheerilee asked, concerned why the two unicorns were acting so strangely.
“Oh... Oh, of course not,” Rarity replied, regaining her composure. “I was just curious about some of your casting. For example, what makes you feel Nyx will play a good Nightmare Moon? She’s a sweetheart, and, well... she’s also very timid and sensitive. Nightmare Moon, on the other hoof, was... well...”
“That’s the point of acting, Rarity: to be characters we usually aren’t. Besides, it was Scootaloo that suggested it, and everypony in class agreed that Nyx would do the best Nightmare Moon, if only because she has a black coat. I asked Nyx if she was okay with that, and she didn’t seem to mind at all. ”
“Oh, well, I suppose that if Nyx agreed to the role...”
“I think she’ll be just fine,” Cheerilee assured them. “Nyx is a smart filly, which is good because Nightmare Moon is one of the characters that has a lot of lines. Not as much as, say, your character, Twilight, but still a significant amount of lines. I have little doubt Nyx will be able to memorize what she needs to say.”
“Of course, I’m sure she’ll be a perfect Nightmare Moon. Don’t you agree, Twilight?” Rarity said, elbowing the purple unicorn in the side, snapping Twilight out of her shock.
“O-oh, yes, of... of course. Perfect,” Twilight said with a forced grin.
==============
“It’s going to be so much fun!” Nyx chirped as she bounced out of the kitchen with Twilight following a few steps behind. Over the course of dinner, Nyx had chattered almost constantly about the upcoming play. The filly had just come back from the dress rehearsal, returning to the library in her full, Nightmare Moon costume.
“Are you sure?” Twilight asked, “You’re going to be up on stage in front of a lot of ponies.”
“It... is kind of scary,” Nyx admitted, her enthusiasm diminishing as she turned to face Twilight, “but everypony else is really excited about it and are having a lot of fun.”
“But what if you forget a line?”
“Cheerilee promised she’s going to be just offstage, so she can whisper our lines to us if we forget,” Nyx answered, “but I’ve been studying my lines really hard.”
Nyx frowned a little, glancing off to the side. “That and Diamond Tiara’s been saying I’m not good enough to play Nightmare Moon and that Cheerilee should get a rock, since it would do a better job.
“But I’m going to show her,” Nyx snapped with determination. “I’m going to do my best and I’m not going to forget a single line. I’m going to be the best Nightmare Moon I can be!”
Twilight winced, cursing to herself quietly before sighing. “I’m... I’m sorry Nyx... but you can’t be in the play.”
The little filly stood stunned for a moment, her brain having trouble processing what she had just heard. “What?”
“I said you can’t be in the play,” Twilight repeated with more authority in her voice.
“B-but... but,” the filly stammered in confusion, “why can’t I be in the play? Did I do something bad?”
“No, you just... I’m sorry, Nyx, but you just can’t be in the play.”
“But the play is tomorrow and they won’t be able to perform without me!”
Twilight frowned, feeling her heart twist in her chest. It had been a few weeks since the unicorn found out the little filly was going to be Nightmare Moon in the play, and over those two weeks Twilight had agonized over what to do: to either let Nyx participate in the play or to make up an excuse and keep her at the library.
Twilight had actually started leaning towards letting Nyx be in the play, considering how much fun she seemed to be having. Two things, however, quickly changed Twilight’s mind:
The first was the announcement that Princess Celestia and Luna were going to be attending the Spring Festival, having heard that the Ponyville School was going to be telling the story of Princess Luna’s return, the first stage performance of the story. Twilight knew Nyx’s disguise could fool common ponies, but she couldn’t expect it to fool the princesses. Princess Luna had been Nightmare Moon, and Princess Celestia was arguably just as familiar with the Mare in the Moon. They would surely notice Nyx’s resemblance, and Twilight feared Nyx would be banished on the spot.
The other thing that had swayed Twilight was when she finally got to see Nyx’s costume. The armor was made of stiff fabric and wire, the wings were fake, and the sparkling mane was obviously just indigo fabric with sparkles... but it was enough that Nyx looked just too much like Nightmare Moon, especially with the moon cutie mark painted on her flank. Sure, some ponies in Ponyville might just think the costume was wonderful, but Twilight feared others would draw unwanted connections.
“I’m... I’m sorry, Nyx, but they’ll just have to make do without you.”
“But-” Nyx pleaded, only for Twilight to shake her head firmly.
“I said no, Nyx.”
Nyx tensed up, sniffling a little. She, however, didn’t break down and cry. Instead the filly glared up at Twilight, stamping her hooves against the floor.
“But it’s not fair! If I haven’t done anything wrong then I shouldn’t be punished! I should be able to go to the play!”
“Nyx-”
“NO!” Nyx snapped, cutting Twilight off as she threw her first temper tantrum. “It’s not fair! I’ve worked really hard, and I learned all my lines!”
“Nyx...”
“IT”S NOT FAIR!” the filly screamed.
“NYX!” Twilight barked, forcing the filly to fall silent as she looked at Twilight, still very angry. “I'm sorry, I really am, but this is just how it has to be! Now, I want you to go upstairs and take that costume off.”
“But-”
“Upstairs!” Twilight said, stamping her hoof. Nyx met Twilight’s hard gaze, trying to glare down the unicorn... but when that failed, the filly broke down. Nyx bolted up upstairs, wailing the whole way before she slammed the bedroom door shut behind her.
“Twilight, don’t you think you could just let her be in the play?” Spike asked. “I mean, she was really looking forward to it.”
Twilight’s face fell. “I know she was, Spike, and I want to let her, but... it’s just too risky. If Princesses Celestia and Luna were to figure out the truth, that she was made by the spell those cultists were casting... they’d banish her to the moon... take her away. I... I can’t let that happen.”
Spike crossed his arms and looked at Twilight with a very skeptical expression. “Do you really think Celestia would just do that? I mean, she trusts you completely. I’m sure you could convince her that Nyx isn’t Nightmare Moon.”
“I’m glad you think so Spike,” Twilight said before heaving a heavy sigh, “but I just can’t risk it.”
==============
“Now, Spike and I have to meet with the princesses this evening. Princess Celestia expects me and him to be there to watch the evening performances with her and Princess Luna,” Twilight said, talking to Nyx, the filly dressed in her normal, everyday clothes. “Owlowiscious will be keeping an eye on you, and I expect you to behave for him.”
“Yes, Ma’am,” Nyx said, the tone of disappointment thick in her voice. It unnerved Twilight because it was the first time that Nyx was truly angry with her before. Still, this was for the best.
“I am sorry Nyx, and I’ll make this up to you,” Twilight promised as she turned to leave. “Now, try not to think about it. Spike and I will be back soon.”
“Okay...” she sulked.
With that Twilight stepped out the door, closing it tightly behind her. Owlowiscious then flew across the room, taking the key from the door lock in his talons before landing on the edge of Twilight’s writing desk.
Nyx scrunched her face up in anger once Twilight was gone and kicked at some books on the floor. She then began stomping around. “It isn’t fair... it isn’t fair! Cheerilee is expecting me to be there, they’re all counting on me! And I practiced so hard! It isn’t fair...”
“Hoo.”
Nyx looked over at Owlowiscious, how was watching her. The filly then went wide-eyed, quickly scampering over to the owl.
“Please, Owlowiscious, let me go to the play! Everypony is counting on me! They won’t be able to do it without me! I’m supposed to be Nightmare Moon and you can’t tell the story without Nightmare Moon.”
“Hoo?”
“Nightmare Moon, the bad mare! Please, Owlowiscious... Please please please please PLEEAASSEEE,” Nyx begged.
The owl’s gaze met Nyx’s, the filly looking up at him with the biggest, most pleading eyes she could muster. She was even doing a trick Sweetie Belle taught her, the filly pushing out her bottom lip in a pout.
Owlowiscious, however, only continued to stare back, his beady eyes and non-expressive beak a perfect poker face crafted by nature itself. Owlowiscious wasn’t moved, his clawed grip on the door key tightening.
Nyx, however, had one more trick. She began to add her own touch to her carefully crafted display of begging. As she let her eyes water, a few pitiful tears began to streak down the filly’s cheeks. While the school had been practicing for the play, Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara were asked to try and learn to cry on command, since the Royal Sisters were supposed to cry when they were reunited at the end of the play.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon hadn’t been able to do it, but in a private place backstage Nyx decided to try and found that, if she thought about the right things, she could get her eyes to water. It was a trick she had yet to put to use but, with the Royal Pony Sisters as her witness, she was going to take advantage of that ability if it meant she could go do the play.
Owlowiscious stared at Nyx as coldly as he had before, but within a few moments the owl was forced to look away, hooting in defeat. Nyx’s begging was too much to bear. Taking off, Owlowiscious flew across the room and expertly placed the key in the door lock. He then circled around, making another pass as he turned the key and opened the door.
“Oh! Thank you, Owlowiscious! Thank you, thank you, thank you!” Nyx said with several bounces before running upstairs. In a flash, the filly alicorn got out of her vest and tossed off her glasses before pulling out her costume. With a single leap, Nyx landed in all four of the costume shoes and began putting on other bits of fake armor.
Cheerilee would paint on the fake cutie mark once Nyx got to the performance, but she would have to get the rest of the costume on herself. The bits of fake armor were easy enough, but then came the challenging part, the costume’s wings. Feathers glued on wooden wings that were then secured to a vest that was similar to the one she wore on a daily basis, though the costume vest was all black so it was difficult to notice at a distance. Personally, Nyx didn’t see the point of wearing fake wings when she had real ones, but Twilight had insisted that if she was going to be in the play that she had to wear the whole costume.
The fake wings, however, were difficult to get on. It was the one part of the costume that wasn’t very well designed and usually needed to be put on before the helmet. Nyx, however, had already put on the helmet and didn’t want to waste time taking off her helmet.
Nyx struggled and fumbled with the fake wings, and was making progress up until the point she tripped on her own hooves. She let out a panicked “eep” as she fell to one side, the wings sliding off her back. The wings hit the floor first and Nyx landed right on top of them, the fall punctuated by the sound of splintering wood.
“No... no!” Nyx cried, now starting to shed genuine tears while looking at the horribly bent wings. The filly nudged at them with her hoof, which only caused one of the fake wings to snap in half and flop on the floor. Nyx might have started to wail if she hadn’t glanced back at where the fake wings would have been... and took notice of the real wings that were already there.
“Well...” Nyx sniffled. “If... if I keep them straight all night... that might work,” Nyx mumbled to herself, extending her little wings vertically. The filly knew she was going to be in so much trouble with Twilight once she got home, not only for sneaking out to the play but also for going out with her real wings visible.
Still, at the moment, she was less afraid of being punished by Twilight than she was of disappointing the rest of her class. She did not want to let down her few friends, and she was already unpopular enough with the rest of the class. Everypony in class, except her friends, either thought of her as a crybaby, a teacher’s pet, or both; ruining the play would only make things worse.
Determination flaring, Nyx broke the fake wings off the costume vest, using a pair of scissors to cut some crude holes in the fabric. She then slipped it on over her wings, making it kind of look like her wings were the fake, costume wings. The vest had obviously been cut around the area where the wings were supposed to connect, but Nyx could only hope nopony would notice.
With the costume vest on, Nyx made sure she wasn’t missing anything else before galloping back downstairs and out the front door. She doubled back only once, poking her head in the library door to offer a final, loud “Thank you!” to Owlowiscious before running off towards the center of Ponyville.
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Chapter 6
Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters
===========================
Twilight, along with the rest of the audience, applauded as the preceding performance ended. All of Ponyville, as well as a number of ponies from other towns, were sitting in the city’s central square, which had been transformed into an outdoor theater for the Spring Festival.
A large, temporary stage, with a professional set up of lights and other equipment, had been constructed on one side of the plaza that surrounded the town hall. The area was packed with ponies, all eagerly standing and waiting to see the many performances. Twilight, Spike, and their friends were not amongst the crowd on the ground. Instead, they had been invited to sit with Princesses Celestia and Luna in what was being called the VIP section, for Very Important Ponies.
“Oh, that was a funny one! I loved the one part where they threw a pie!” Pinkie Pie cheered as she bounced on her seat cushion.
“Yeah,” Rainbow Dash agreed, “that was pretty sweet.”
“Total laugh riot,” Spike added excitedly.
“The humor was lowbrow... but enjoyable,” Rarity remarked, not as impressed as her friends. “Though I particularly liked the joke about blues music.”
“Really? ‘Cause that one was kind of stupid if you ask me,” Applejack argued.
“It must have simply gone over your head,” said Rarity.
“Really? Then wouldn’t it have hit her hat?” Pinkie Pie asked, making Rainbow Dash snort.
“Oh... oh geeze,” Rainbow Dash laughed, “somepony should tell those stallions that one; that’s a joke that should be in a play.”
The others were giggling right along with Dash, including Princesses Celestia and Luna. While the group of ponies had been a little tense around the royal sisters at first, a few good performances and Princess Celestia cracking a particularly witty joke let everypony feel more at ease.
“So, what’s next on the program, Sister?” Princess Luna asked, the younger royal sister obviously eager to see the next performance.
“Let’s see... the Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters, by the Ponyville Elementary School,” replied the sun princess.
“Oh yeah, this is the one I’ve been waiting for,” Dash said eagerly, sitting up on her cushion. “This is the one about us!”
“Personally, I ain’t as excited,” Applejack admitted. “I know Apple Bloom wouldn’t mean ta, but she could right easily make me look like a foal and I don’t need no ponies snickerin’ behind my back because of this.”
“I’m sure Apple Bloom will do fine,” Fluttershy reassured. “After all, she actually knows you. I don’t even know the pony who’s going to be playing me.”
“Yeah, I guess yer right,” Applejack agreed as she flipped open the program sitting at her hooves. “Hey, says here they got Nyx to play Nightmare Moon.”
“Really? Huh, I... I guess that’s kind of cool. I mean, sure, she’s got the right coat color... but she’s kind of a crybaby.”
“Rainbow Dash, that’s mean!” Fluttershy scolded.
Dash shrugged. “Hey, I just call it as I see it.”
“Well, I... I wouldn’t get your hopes up, Girls. Nyx wasn’t feeling well earlier,” Twilight lied.
“Oh, the poor thing; did she have a stomachache?” Fluttershy asked.
“Oh yes, really nasty tummy ache,” Twilight said, more than willing to latch onto Fluttershy’s provided excuse. “I actually left her back at the library with Owlowiscious. I doubt she’ll be able to make it.”
“Twilight, it sounds like this little filly is living with you,” Celestia pointed out, looking at her student. “I’m surprised you haven’t told me.”
“Oh... really? Ha ha... I... thought I’d told you about her back when she first arrived. She’s my cousin... half-cousin, really... but yea, she’s been staying with me for a while now.” Twilight was trying to keep as casual as possible, but was unable to stop herself from putting on a stupid, forced smile before quickly changing the subject. “So... uh... Princess Luna, are you going to be okay? I mean, this play is kind of about-”
“Don’t worry, Twilight,” the moon princess assured with a smile. “I... I think I’ll be okay. Besides, it’s a play by elementary school children. If anything, it will make ponies laugh at Nightmare Moon... and I think it would nice to see that particular part of my past portrayed comically. Thank you for asking.”
“Oh, you’re welcome Princess,” Twilight said, smiling that her redirection of the conversation had worked. It was just a few minutes later that the mayor, Ivory Scroll, walked out into the center of the stage, the politician pony acting as the Spring Festival’s Master of Ceremonies.
“Fillies and gentlecolts,” Ivory began with her usual flair. “I am now proud to present the Ponyville Elementary School’s original play, The Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters.”
The crowd applauded, the parents in the crowd particularly loud as the mayor stepped off the stage and the curtains opened. Smoke began to curl out from the stage, a few dark set pieces looming in the sea of mist. The only light came from the stars and moon above, and for a moment all things were quiet.
“Beware, beware you pony folk, for the tale I am about to tell is no joke: a story, begun in days, months, and years gone by, about the pony sisters who, in harmony, ruled the sky.”
At this, one of the set pieces on the stage moved, causing some of ponies in the audience to jump and others to gasp. What had appeared at first to be a set piece was, in fact, a cloaked equine figure, who moved to the center of the stage as a light clicked on. The single light cast heavy shadows across the figure, body hidden in the darkness of the cloak. The figure paused for a moment after the light had turned on before lifting a white and black stripped hoof.
Zecora couldn’t help but smile as she removed the hood of her cloak, looking out across the sea of faces that were staring back at her with varying levels of shock.
“The eldest did guide the sun when it woke up, raising it at the dawn,” Zecora narrated, continuing the performance’s introduction. “The other brought the moon when the day had ended and the sun to bed had gone.”
Two more lights clicked on stage, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon standing on opposite sides the stage in their Princess Celestia and Luna costumes. As Zecora stepped off to one side of the stage where she would narrate the rest of the play, the two little fillies climbed up steps hidden behind the backdrop of the play, standing on the backs of the painted wooden mountains while a number of the other students came out and began to dance and play on stage.
“The two sisters brought harmony to the world as they brought balance to the moon and sun, and beneath their guidance all different ponies lived, laughed, and had fun.”
“Wow, Zecora is doing a really good job with the whole narrator thing,” Dash whispered to Applejack, the pair sitting next to each other.
“You got that right, Sugarcube.”
“But not all would be well in Equestria as the younger sister grew resentful; her actions set to make the future of the land quite eventful. The ponies of the land did frolic and play, lived much of their lives under the sun’s golden rays. Yet they slept through the night and its majesty: something, in truth, that was a horrible tragedy.”
As Zecora narrated, the fillies and colts on stage performed the scene. Diamond Tiara, dressed as Princess Celestia, stood proud as the ponies on stage played and laughed, but when she hid and Silver Spoon came out as Princess Luna, the other ponies on stage all quickly pretended to fall asleep, some playfully snoring.
“In time, it all became too much for the younger to bear, to have her night ignored... to feel as if nopony cared. One fateful night she did protest, refusing to lower the moon in the west. All of this she did despite her the elder sister’s distress.”
“Luna, why won’t you lower the moon? It’s time for the sun to come up,” Diamond Tiara said, overextending the words as she gave a very forced regal tone to her voice. She and Silver Spoon were on the raised steps behind the plywood mountains again, calling to each other from opposite sides of the stage, while the other little actors and actresses continued to pretend to be asleep.
“I am tired of nopony seeing my night,” Silver Spoon called back, also faking a regal tone. “I work so hard on it, and all they do is sleep through it. It’s beautiful, but nopony ever sees it but me.”
“Well... well...” Diamond Tiara stammered.
“Looks like somepony has forgotten her lines,” Rarity whispered. “Personally, I don’t think it could have happened to a nastier filly.”
“Well... what else are ponies supposed to do? It’s too dark to work at night and, like, it’s too bright to sleep during the day,” Diamond Tiara finally answered. This caused some chuckles to go through the audience, Luna herself snorting. Diamond Tiara, in her moment of panic, had reverted to her normal, snotty way of speaking, a voice comically inappropriate for a filly that was supposed to be portraying the sun princess, who herself took it in good humor, chuckling under her breath.
“I don’t care!” Silver Spoon yelled, able to remember her lines better than Diamond Tiara. “I won’t have my work be ignored anymore! They are going to see the majesty of my night, whether they want to or not.”
“But Sister...” Diamond Tiara called, only for her voice to fall silence as the light on Silver Spoon grew dark and Zecora began narrating again.
“But it was too late for kind words to soothe the younger’s heart, too deeply had she been hurt by the ponies who ignored her sky-bound art. The bitterness inside her twisted, writhed, and contorted, to the point that even the princess’ exterior became distorted.
“Gone was her gentle visage in the emotional monsoon; leaving behind only the dreadful Nightmare Moon!”
The light on the right side of the stage clicked on again, and gasps cut through the audience. Silver Spoon had been replaced by another little filly with supposedly fake wings stretched high and perfectly still and an all-black coat. On her flank was a fairly well-painted crescent moon cutie mark, and the fake armor looked rather convincing from a distance. Finally the filly’s eyes, which appeared to be shaped like dragon eyes, had brilliant turquoise irises while the whites of the eyes were a lighter, teal color.
“Hey, look! Nyx made it!” Applejack whispered energetically. “Sweet apples, that little filly does pull off a convincin’ Nightmare Moon.”
“Oh... oh yes, of course,” Rarity agreed, glancing nervously at Twilight. “She’s... positively a doppelganger.”
“And it's good to see she’s over her tummy ache. Must have just been pre-show butterflies,” Celestia commented as she leaned over towards Twilight.
“Uh... uh yeah... butterflies,” Twilight answered weakly, suddenly feeling as if she were about to lose her lunch.
Nyx looked at the audience as the realization that she would be in front of this many ponies at once sank in. She instinctively closed her eyes and started to wince, feeling the temptation to fall on her knees and hide. She had been so excited about the play, so excited to do the story and maybe make some new friends. She hadn’t realized or been told that there were going to be this many ponies watching her.
Still, Nyx licked her lips and swallowed, thinking about her friends. She had just gotten herself in deep trouble with Twilight for them, and she wasn’t going to let them down now. She just had to get through her lines, and she had practiced and memorized those lines so many times she could recite them in her sleep. She just needed to take a breath and say the lines.
“N-Never again will the ponies of Equestria see the sun! I hereby decree that this night shall last forever! MUWAHAHAHA!” Nyx boasted, faking the evil laugh at the end which brought a small round of laughter from the crowd. It was kind laughter, supportive laughter; laughter that gave Nyx a little more courage. She could do this, and she would do it... because she was already going to get in trouble for it anyway.
Yet, while the laughter gave Nyx courage, the reaction of the crowd baffled Twilight. Why hadn’t an angry mob formed? Nyx looked too much like Nightmare Moon, but no pony seemed to take the resemblance seriously. Did they all just think that Nyx’s costume was just that good? The unicorn couldn’t contemplate this thought for long as Zecora’s voice drew her attention back to the stage.
“And night did last across the pony lands, despite the elder sister’s pleas and demands. In the end, with no other choice to be made, the elder sister had to take up the crusade. With the Elements of Harmony, a power beyond all measure, the elder banished her sister... an act in which she took no pleasure.”
The lights on the stage began to flicker on and off in a rainbow of colors as Nyx faked cries of anger and pain. When the lights returned to normal, Nyx had disappeared from view and, in her place, a plywood moon had been lowered into view which was painted with the visage of the Mare in the Moon.
“To the moon was the younger was then sent, so that the ponies of Equestria she would never again torment. The elder took on duties two-fold, tending both the moon silver and the sun gold. Harmony was returned, the elder’s actions many did commend. And for a thousand years all was good... but this story is not at its end.”
With that, the curtains quickly shut, the first act of the play ending to an appropriate round of applause. There was only one pony who didn’t applaud: Luna, while having enjoyed the children’s performance, had sunk down into her seat a little when the filly playing Nightmare Moon appeared on stage.
The moon princess hung her head, staring at her hooves as memories of that particular moment in her life came back like angry spirits. Yet, before Luna could get too lost in her own thoughts, she felt a very gentle touch. Looking to the touch, the moon princess saw a large white wing gently draped over her shoulder.
“Are you going to be okay?” Celestia asked very quietly, using her wing to gently hug her younger sister to her side.
“Yes... yes, I’ll be alright,” Luna replied, resting her head on Celestia’s shoulder. “Thanks, Tia.”
===================
While the play had the level of professionalism that one would expect from something put on by colts and fillies, the crowd as a whole was enjoying it, even those who weren’t parents. After the first act, the next part of the play was Twilight meeting up with her friends and Nightmare Moon’s return. That led into the second scene of the second act, when Twilight and her friends were going through the Everfree Forest and facing the trials within.
And of the crowd, Twilight’s friends seemed to be enjoying it the most. Dash was thrilled to see how awesomely she was being portrayed by Scootaloo while Applejack and Rarity were satisfied by how well their little sisters were acting. Dinky Doo put on a fairly good impression of Twilight, though the little filly tripped on her lines occasionally, and Pinkie Pie was still grinning ear to ear from hearing her song about giggling at the ghostly being sung on stage.
It was something they were all enjoying, even Twilight. Nyx had appeared on stage a number of times more. She had stood on some steps in the background during the town hall scene and, during the forest scenes, she was lowered down on a rope to say a few lines about what she had planned next for the little ponies before being raised back up.
Twilight was furious that Nyx had disobeyed her, but she didn’t dare risk running off to speak with Nyx in the middle of the show; that would have drawn too much attention. That and the princesses were just sitting there, smiling. They didn’t seem at all fazed with how much Nyx resembled Nightmare Moon, even though the filly’s true dragon-like eyes were visible to everypony.
Twilight needed to figure out a way to explain that before the play ended, but she couldn’t focus on it too much. The third scene of the second act, which was the play’s climax, was beginning. It was the part Twilight was worried about the most. It was set to occur against the backdrop of the old castle, and she feared the scene might dredge up unwanted memories in Nyx.
“And with the final trial passed the ponies did arrive, to the resting place of the elements they hoped to revive,” Zecora narrated, retreating off stage as the six ponies playing Twilight and her friends stepped into view, drawing close to the wooden pedestals that held the fake Elements of Harmony.
“The Elements of Harmony, we’ve found them,” Dinky Doo, the unicorn cast to play the role of Twilight, cheered. Unlike the real elements, the fake ones were set on pedestals low enough to the ground that the little colts and fillies were able to get them down without actually having to fly or lift them with magic.
“One, two, three, four... There’s only five!” the pony playing Pinkie Pie pointed out.
“Squeee!” Pinkie Pie whispered, trying to keep her voice down but finding it difficult. “I said that... I said that! This is so cool! They got everything just right.”
“That’s mostly because of you, Sugarcube, since you somehow remembered everythin’ we exactly said.”
“Oh, that was easy. I just read the transcript.”
“You read the what now?”
“Shhh! I’m trying to watch!” Dash grumbled, knowing her character had a line coming up.
“Where’s the sixth?” Scootaloo asked as she and the other fillies looking around while Dinky Doo moved closer to the five fake elements.
“The book said when the five are present, a spark will cause the sixth Element to be revealed.”
“What the hay is that supposed to mean?” Apple Bloom asked, pulling off her sister’s thicker accent fairly well.
“I’m not sure, but I have an idea. Stand back, I don’t know what will happen.”
“Come on now, y’all. She needs to concentrate,” Apple Bloom ordered, ushering the other fillies off the stage, leaving only Dinky Doo alone with the fake elements. The little unicorn knelt down beside the painted, round props and made her horn glow. She was not actually attempting to cast a spell, but merely making her horn glow for the effect.
The stage, however, began to get enveloped by smoke, fog machines in the back casting out the thick white clouds as indigo lights shined on the mist. A few of the students, who had slipped out of costume, used some ropes to pull the fake pedestal that had held the elements out of the middle of the stage.
Other students working backstage then pulled on some fishing string attached to the fake elements, causing them to slide away from Dinky Doo and hang in the air above the right side of the stage. When Dinky noticed what was happening, she reached out a hoof and shouted “The Elements!”
It was a shout reciprocated by fake, evil laughter as Nyx stepped into view while the stage lights flickered and students behind the scenes smashed pots and pans together, simulating thunder and lightning. Still, despite Nyx’s laughter, Dinky did as the real Twilight Sparkle did: she lowered her head, and beat her hoof at the ground aggressively.
Nyx lifted a hoof in disbelief. “You're kidding. You're kidding, right?”
Dinky, however, was not kidding. The young unicorn charged at Nyx, who broke into a similar charge. Just as the two were about to cross paths, the stage lights went pitch black, and when the lights came back on, Nyx was still in the center of the stage. Dinky Doo, however, was over by the fake elements, her horn glowing as some of the backstage students began flashing flashlights on the painted props, trying to make it look like they were starting to activate.
Nyx raced across the stage, but before she could reach Dinky Doo, a number of lights, which were aimed out at the audience, flashed. The bright light blinded most of the crowd, obscuring the stage for a few key moments. When the blinding effect was gone, Dinky Doo was on the far side of the stage, looking like she had been thrown back while Nyx stood in the center of the fake Elements of Harmony, the students from backstage still flicking flashlights on and off and waving them around as if the elements were about to activate.
“No, no!” Nyx snapped, shrinking back in fear of the fake elements, but as in reality the elements did not activate, the students playing with the flashlights stopping while Dinky Doo put on an overly large expression of shock.
“But... where's the sixth Element?!”
Nyx, however, only broke out her playful, evil laughter as she stomped on the fake Elements of Harmony, causing some of the more invested crowd members to gasp. Twilight, however, was holding her breath. This was the moment: this was the part of the play she had worried about the most.
Nyx finished stomping on the last of the elements, turning about to face Dinky Doo on the far side of the stage. The filly put on the wickedest smile she could manage, lifting a hoof to point at Dinky.
“You little foal! Thinking you could defeat me!?” Nyx called out, her voice turning very dark, very serious, and very convincing. “Now you will never see your princess, or your sun!
“The night will last forever!” Nyx finished before letting out an evil laugh, the most convincing evil laugh the audience had heard from the filly all evening. It sent a shiver down Twilight’s spine, as she had heard the real Nightmare Moon say those very same words and in a very similar way. It made the unicorn swallow nervously, looking over at Celestia and Luna. The princesses still seemed to be just enjoying the play, but Twilight still couldn’t shake the thought from her mind.
Nyx had said those last lines too well.
===================
“And thus the night again became ruled over by the younger, banished from her body the vengeful hunger. And from this story may a lesson you firmly grip: there is nothing stronger than the power of friendship.”
With those last lines from Zecora, the curtains fell, and the audience broke into a roaring round of applause. A few moments later, the curtains reopened as Cheerilee stepped onto the stage and gave a few quick bows and waves.
“Thank you all!” the teacher said to the crowd. “I’m happy to see that you all enjoyed the play. The students worked really hard and, because of their efforts, this became one of the best plays ever put on by Ponyville Elementary School. Now, let’s have a round of applause for these colts and fillies who did such an excellent job! First, a round of applause for those who played our story’s heroes. First, Dinky Doo!”
The crowd complied, stomping hooves as the students began to stream onto stage. Cheerilee introduced every filly and colt by name as they came out, doing her best to shout above the applause of her crowd. The first to come out, doing so one by one, were the fillies who played the parts of Twilight and her friends. Applejack gave out an extra loud holler when Apple Bloom came on stage, and Rarity put her hooves together and whistled when it was Sweetie Belle’s turn to step out and bow.
“Next, we have the fillies who portrayed our dearest Princess Celestia and Princess Luna, who grace us with their presence this evening: Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.”
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were the next to come out, acting like proper divas as they smirked and bowed in their Princess Celestia and Princess Luna costumes. They lingered on the stage for a little longer than they should have, soaking in the applause. It took Cheerilee motioning towards them to get the two fillies to back up and stand in line with the others.
“And now, playing the wicked and dastardly Nightmare Moon, give a big round of applause for Nyx!”
Twilight was shocked when the crowd cheered very, very loudly as Nyx nervously walked onto stage, the cheering as loud as the applause had been for Dinky Doo and the other fillies who played the main characters in the play. Applause that was also a whole lot louder than what Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had received, and by the looks on their faces, the two snooty fillies knew it.
Twilight couldn’t keep herself from applauding either, even though Nyx was still in so much trouble. Twilight even heard a whistle come from her side, Celestia putting a hoof to her lips and offering a very loud, very supportive whistle for Nyx. Even Luna was applauding, despite the fact Nyx had been portraying something that Luna probably only wished to forget. Did the two princesses really just believe Nyx was in costume?
It was a miracle Twilight would never have believed possible.
Nyx shakily bowed just a few times before stepping back to stand with those who had taken the stage and bowed. Some of the colts and fillies then stepped forward again as they were given credit for the costumes and set construction. The final two ponies invited up were Lyra and Zecora. The light turquoise unicorn had composed the background music, and Zecora, of course, deserved a round of applause for her expert narration.
Cheerilee was last to bow since she was the one that had taken the stories and converted them into the play for the kids to perform. After that, with a final bow from the group, the stage’s curtains closed as the Spring Festival entered an hour long intermission.
================
“Mommy!” Dinky Doo chirped as she ran up to a gray coated and blond maned pegasus. “Did I do good?”
“You were wonderful, Muffin,” Ditzy Doo replied, giving her little filly a nuzzle and a hug. Twilight passed by the warm scene with Rarity, Applejack, and Rainbow Dash as they moved backstage to where the students were getting out of their costumes.
It didn’t take long for the quartet to find the fillies they were looking for. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and Nyx were drinking water from paper cups. Three of the fillies had already gotten out of most of their costumes, while Nyx was still completely in hers.
“Darlings, that was positively fabulous!” Rarity chimed, alerting the four fillies to the group’s approach. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all quickly turned and ran over, grinning ear to ear. Nyx, however, hung back, trying not to meet Twilight’s gaze.
“Really, was it good?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“Positively pitch perfect,” Rarity assured.
“Yea, big props, Scootaloo, you got me down pat.”
“Ohmygoshohmygoshohmygoshohmygosh,” Scootaloo rattled off, overwhelmed by the fact that she was getting such a compliment from her personal hero Rainbow Dash.
“How about me, Big Sis?”
“It was like lookin’ in a mirror, Sugarcube,” Applejack praised, giving Apple Bloom a little noogie. “Y’all did a great job, didn’t they Twilight?”
“Yes, they all did an amazing job,” Twilight agreed. It was the first time since the unicorn arrived that Nyx chanced looking up, her currently undisguised dragon eyes meeting Twilight’s eyes. In that silent moment Nyx was able to smile, seeing that Twilight wasn’t glaring at her with disappointment or anger.
“E-even me?” Nyx nervously ventured.
“Well, shoot; of course Nyx,” Applejack assured. “Especially that last Nightmare Moon laugh. Whoa nelly, sent a shiver down my spine.”
“Wow, nice work on her eyes, Twilight,” Dash said, fluttering over and inspecting Nyx more closely. “I didn’t know you knew a spell for this.”
Twilight nervously smiled, thankful that Rainbow Dash had assumed it was a spell. “Oh, uh, j-just something I found in one of my spell books.”
“That is so awesome. I got to try it.”
“Say what now?”
“Come on, Twilight,” Dash said, landing and using a hoof to motion towards her face. “I want to see what I look like with dragon eyes.”
Twilight forced a smile, only now realizing that she might actually be asked to perform the spell. Still, there was no going back. She’d have to try, at least once, and if she failed, then she could tell Dash she’d do it tomorrow, buying herself enough time to actually figure out the spell.
Still, maybe she could pull it off. It would just be an illusion spell, like the one she put on Nyx’s glasses. She’d just have to apply it straight to Dash’s eyes. No big deal, she just had to use it on a live pony with the opposite effect. She could do it... maybe.
Closing her own eyes, Twilight focused her magic. She gritted her teeth, concentrating, and then she felt the flash of the spell going off. For a moment she didn’t dare to look, fearing that, despite her surge of magic, the spell hadn’t manifested and she had just made a foal of herself in front of her friends.
But the gasps of amazement from the other ponies encouraged Twilight to look at Dash’s eyes and see that spell had worked. Her eyes had been transformed, now looked very dragon-like: strong pink irises with dagger-shaped pupils. Even the whites of the pegasus’ eyes had been tinted, now a light pink that complemented the iris color.
“Whoa... this is so awesome!” Dash said, catching her reflection in a nearby wall mirror.
“Well, don’t get used to it. The illusion spell will wear off quickly,” Twilight lectured.
“Yeah, yeah, I hear ya,” Dash said as she looked away from the mirror. “Still, I’m going to enjoy this while it lasts. After we’re done here, we have to find Pinkie Pie. She is so going to freak out when she sees this.”
“Yea, I suppose she will,” Applejack agreed. “Still, I reckon all you little fillies have worked up quite the appetite with all this actin’. How about we catch up with Fluttershy and Pinkie and then all go get dinner together?”
“Yeah!” The fillies cheered in unison.
“Sounds good,” Twilight agreed. “Why don’t you go on ahead and find us a place to eat? I need to help Nyx out of her costume.”
The others offered nods in agreement, heading off the stage and leaving Twilight and Nyx alone. When their friends were out of sight, Twilight turned her gaze down on Nyx, raising an eyebrow as she tapped a hoof expectantly.
“Am... am I in trouble?” the filly asked, trying not to tear up.
“Yes... yes you are, Nyx. You did disobey me,” Twilight replied, but she soon smiled and raised Nyx’s chin with a gentle hoof. “But... you were right. It wasn’t fair of me to try and keep you from the play, and you did an amazing job.”
“R-Really?”
“Yes, really,” Twilight reassured as she nuzzled the filly. “Though, would you mind telling me why I can see your real wings and why you don’t have your glasses?”
“Well, when I was trying to get my costume on, I kind of... broke the costume wings. But, I’ve been keeping my wings up like this all night so nopony has been able to tell the difference.”
“And the glasses?”
“I... forgot them,” Nyx admitted. “Cheerilee thought you must have cast a spell on my eyes since you’re so good with magic.”
“Well, if there was a night to forget your glasses this was it,” Twilight said with a chuckle. “Now why don’t you get on top of my back? The library isn’t too far away. If I gallop, we can get back there real quick, get your glasses and vest, and then we’ll come back so we can eat dinner with the others.”
“Really? You... you aren’t going to make me stay at the library?”
“Kind of pointless now that the play is over,” remarked Twilight. “So, no, you can come back with me and have dinner with everypony.”
Nyx gave a wide smile as she hopped up onto Twilight’s back. “T-Thank you, Twilight!”
“And then we’ll discuss your punishment in the morning.”
Nyx flattened her ears. “Oh...”
================
“But Daddy, how could they cheer louder for her? She was the bad mare, and I was Princess Celestia!”
“Diamond Tiara, please be quiet and eat your dinner,” the filly’s mother scolded. Diamond Tiara’s and Silver Spoon’s families were seated together at one of Ponyville’s cafes. The restaurant was a fair distance from the Spring Festival, so it wasn’t too crowded. The parents had chatted lightly about the performance, but had long since gone onto other topics despite Diamond Tiara’s continued desire to keep whining about what had happened.
The worst of it was that Diamond Tiara hadn’t been able to escape Nyx. Within twenty minutes of her family’s arrival at the restaurant, Nyx had arrived with a large group of ponies, who were now laughing and having fun at the far end of the restaurant.
“Oh, look, Honey,” Diamond Tiara’s mother whispered, drawing the father’s attention as well Diamond Tiara’s. The whole restaurant, in fact, had turned their heads, watching as Princesses Celestia and Luna walked into the restaurant.
“I wonder what brings them to this quaint little eatery. It’s not exactly what I would consider royal class,” Silver Spoon’s mother whispered.
“Well, isn’t it obvious? They were so enamored by our daughters’ performances that they came looking for them. Now, everypony, look your best,” Diamond’s father assured, and soon the four adults and two fillies were doing just that, quickly primping and preparing themselves as the princesses began to walk in their direction. Still, despite Diamond Tiara’s wide grin, the princesses strolled right on by as if they weren’t even there.
“Where are they going?” Diamond Tiara whispered harshly. “No, they aren’t... they are! They’re sitting with those losers!”
“Diamond Tiara, hush. It’s isn’t our place to judge who the princesses sit with,” scolded her mother.
“But it isn’t fair! I actually had to dress up and put on a real costume to look like Princess Celestia. Nyx didn’t have to do anything but put on some fake wings to look like Nightmare Moon.”
Diamond Tiara’s father opened his mouth to tell his daughter to be quiet, but as he did, he looked over his shoulder and got a glance of the foal in question. “She does look a great deal like Nightmare Moon, doesn’t she?”
“Like, totally. She didn’t have to even dye her coat or mane or anything. Those are her natural colors. It isn’t even fair.”
Diamond Tiara’s father just kept staring, his azure eyes flashing a bit before he turned back to the table. “Yes, the natural resemblance is uncanny.”
================
“Well, “ Twilight yawned, “that was a long night.”
The unicorn had just arrived back at the library. Both Spike and Nyx were sleeping soundly, sprawled out across her back. It was a cute scene, but one that wore Twilight out since she had left the restaurant. Owlowiscious gave a welcoming hoot, which Twilight returned with a nod as she carried Spike and Nyx up to the bedroom.
Spike was the first to get tucked into bed, the dragon mumbling something about Rarity and donuts as he turned over and snuggled into his blanket. Nyx was next, Twilight slipping her out of her vest and glasses before putting her under the covers.
With the two tucked away, Twilight turned to head downstairs, only to hear a small voice call out to her.
“Twilight?”
“Oh, sorry, Nyx. I didn’t mean to wake you up,” Twilight apologized, turning back to see Nyx’s bright eyes staring at her in the dark.
“It’s okay. Thank you for letting me go to dinner with everypony.”
“Well, you’re welcome. Now, you should get some sleep. You’ve had a long day,” the unicorn replied, making sure Nyx was properly tucked into bed.
“Okay,” Nyx whispered hesitantly, “but, Twilight?”
“Yes?”
Nyx spoke slowly, fiddling anxiously with her blanket. “You remember what happened in the forest, that thing I remembered or dreamed about in the castle... how I wanted to hurt you?”
“Yes, I remember,” Twilight answered with a slow nod.
“Was...” Nyx paused, swallowing nervously. “Was that Nightmare Moon’s memory?”
“W-what makes you ask that?” Twilight stuttered.
“When I was on stage, when I was saying my last lines, I remember that I heard those same words in that nasty memory,” Nyx confessed, looking at her hooves. “T-then I started saying them just like the nasty voice I heard did, and it was like I had really said them before. Was... what I acted out in the play... was it really the same thing Nightmare Moon did?”
Twilight froze for a moment, debating how to answer the question. She had been striving to try and protect Nyx from what she feared was the truth... but, after the long day, Twilight didn’t have the mental strength to try and contrive some new lie to shield Nyx. And Nyx was too smart for anything overly simple.
In the end, Twilight could only nod yes.
“And when I went to the play every... everypony kept telling me that I-I looked j-just like Nightmare Moon,” Nyx stammered, the little filly starting to get worked up. “They said my eyes were perfect and so were my wings. T-they thought they were fake, but... they’re not. A-and I don’t know of a-anypony else who’s an alicorn like me either, a-and before the play started, I saw that book again and looked at the picture... and... and after hearing what everypony else said, I-”
Twilight’s heart skipped a beat as Nyx tried to brush away some tears that formed, fearing what the filly might ask next.
“Twilight,” Nyx began again, looking up at the unicorn with big, pleading eyes, “is the reason... is the reason I remember that night, r-r-remember you, a-and remember wanting to hurt you. Is the reason that I look like Nightmare Moon... i-is it because I’m.... am I... am I somehow-”
“No,” Twilight said firmly but comfortingly. “You are not Nightmare Moon.”
“But, what about-”
Twilight gently shushed Nyx and sat down beside the small bed before gathering her thoughts.
“Nyx, I know you’re little, and you may not understand all of this, but I think you deserve to know the truth... or at least, what I think the truth is. You remember where I found you, in the Everfree Forest? How, at the time, you didn’t have any memories before then? How you didn’t even have a name?”
The filly nodded silently.
Twilight exhaled, trying to figure out how to word her explanation properly. “Well, I think that is because that was where you were born, and that you only came into existence a few hours before I arrived. You weren’t even a pony until that first moment you woke up tangled in that bush.”
“W-w-what do you mean?” stammered Nyx.
“Nyx, I believe you were created by a spell.”
“A... spell?” Nyx asked, her eyes wide with confusion.
Twilight nodded. “You see, there were some very mean, very evil ponies who I believe were trying to bring Nightmare Moon back.”
Nyx sat up in her bed, pulling the covers up to her neck. “Why... why would they do that?”
“I don’t know, but that’s what I think they were trying to do. They ponynapped me and, while I wasn’t able to really see or hear what was going, I know what I felt. When they started casting the spell, I felt powerful magic... magic I have only sensed once before, when I was in the presence of the real Nightmare Moon.
“So, if my theory is right, they were trying to bring Nightmare Moon back. They were actually able to start the spell. They cast the spell, but then Celestia arrived and stopped the mean ponies. She interrupted the spell, rescued me, and her guards arrested all the mean, evil ponies involved.”
“And that’s where I came from?” Nyx asked cautiously.
“The thing about magic is that, if you interrupt a spell, you can’t really be sure what you’ll get,” Twilight explained. “The spell they cast wasn’t complete when it was interrupted, and... I think you’re the result. I found you right next to the same clearing where the spell was cast.”
At this, Nyx began to sniffle, tears already starting to stream down her face as she bit her lower lip. “But... but that means... I am Nightmare Moon.”
“No! No, Nyx, you’re not.”
“B-b-but you said that I c-came from that spell!” Nyx blubbered, her crying turning into full-fledged sobbing. “A-and you said that spell was supposed to b-bring back Nightmare Moon! If that spell made me, and I look like Nightmare Moon, and I have her memories, then I must be Nightmare Moon!”
Nyx let out a wail, not even trying to wipe the tears from her eyes. “I’m Nightmare Moon! I was the one that banished Celestia to the sun! I was the one who tried to hurt you and your friends! I’m a monster! I’m a bad pony! I’m-”
Before Nyx could continue her breakdown, Twilight brought her head close, nuzzling the filly’s neck and using a hoof to gently rub Nyx’s back. The filly responded by hooking her little front legs around the unicorn’s neck, hugging her tightly while she continued to sob.
“Nyx, you are not Nightmare Moon,” Twilight assured, being both comforting and firm.
“B-but-”
“You do look like her, and... and you do seem to have some of her memories,” the unicorn admitted, “but Nyx, you are not Nightmare Moon. What you are is a perfectly normal, wonderful little filly. A sweet little filly who has four really great friends. A filly that likes going to school and was willing to get in big trouble just so she didn’t let her classmates down.
“Nightmare Moon wouldn’t do any of that; she wouldn’t even have friends. Nightmare Moon was a bitter, vengeance-driven pony who was willing to doom Equestria to eternal night just because ponies didn’t stay up to look at the stars.
“And that isn’t you,” Twilight continued. “You aren’t the same pony. You are not Nightmare Moon, and you will never be her.”
Nyx sniffed loudly. “You... you promise?”
“I promise,” Twilight assured, reaching down and nuzzling the filly’s head. It drew a smile to Nyx’s face, but the moment of happiness was doomed to die quickly as a fresh frown and new tears appeared on Nyx's face.
“Hey, what’s wrong?” Twilight asked.
“I-if I was created by a spell, then... then that means I don’t have a mom and dad... I... I don’t have a family like my friends... I... I... ”
Twilight soon cursed herself, realizing too late that Nyx figured out more than the unicorn wanted her to. She had to think fast; she didn’t want Nyx to have to go to sleep with the knowledge she was born from a spell in the forest and that she had no real family. That was just too much to put on the little filly, at least all at once.
“Nyx, just because you weren’t born like a normal pony doesn’t mean you don’t have a family.”
The filly rubbed her tear-streaked face with a hoof. “It... it doesn’t?”
“No. You have all the family you could want right there in Ponyville,” Twilight reassured her. “Family is more than just the ponies you’re related to. Family can also be your friends and the ponies who care about you. After all, don’t you have four really great friends?”
“I... I do.”
“And not just them, there are plenty of others who care about you,” Twilight pointed out. “Just look at Owlowiscious and Spike; they’re practically your brothers.”
Nyx frowned again, though this time in confusion. “But... but Owlowiscious is an owl and Spike is a dragon; how can they be my brothers?”
“Owlowiscious keeps an eye on you when I can’t, and he brings you those little flowers and other presents once in a while. He’s also helped you with your homework when I don’t have the time, and like some big brothers, he’s gotten himself in trouble to make you happy by letting you go to the play.
“And Spike, well...” Twilight paused, needing to find the right words. “Spike... is your crazy older brother. He looks after you too and, while he sometimes gives you a hard time, he really appreciates it when you help him around the library. Both he and Owlowiscious would be among the first to jump up and help you if you were ever in trouble.
“So, even though Owlowiscious is an owl and Spike is a dragon, they both treat you like their little sister. They take care of you, and would rather see themselves get hurt before seeing you get put in any danger.”
“So,” Nyx said as she contemplated what she had been told, “if Owlowiscious and Spike are like my older brothers... what does that make you?”
Twilight felt the air catch in her lungs at this, looking down at the little filly. What was she to Nyx? What was Nyx to her? She could easily say she was just an older sister, like Owlowiscious and Spike were brothers, but... that didn’t feel right.
Applejack was the older sister to Apple Bloom, and while Applejack had to take some responsibility raising the little filly, they still had a sisterly relationship. Apple Bloom got on Applejack’s nerves from time to time, and the orange farm filly sometimes had to rein in her little sister once in a while like a big sister would.
But... that wasn’t the kind of relationship she had with Nyx. Twilight began to think of all the things she had done for Nyx since the little filly’s arrival. She had sent her to school, read bedtime stories to her, made her meals from time to time. She helped Nyx catch up to the rest of her class and tended to the filly when she was hurt.
Most of all, Twilight thought of the day Nyx got lost in the Everfree Forest because of Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon. Twilight had never been so furious or worried. She was really on the verge of turning that spoiled little brat into a cactus, and then her father came by the library wanting an apology. Oh, she wanted to... to... she wasn't sure what she would have done, but it wouldn't have been pleasant.
And yes, one could argue that was anything a big sister would do. Applejack would have probably beaten the tar out of that father stallion for trying to defend what his daughter had done. But... sister just didn’t seem to fit. Twilight... Twilight felt Nyx was more to her than a sister. Nyx depended on her and, if it weren’t for Twilight, she could have easily died in the Everfree Forest.
No; Twilight was no older sister to Nyx... but there was another name that seemed to fit, one that slowly floated to the top of the unicorn’s mind.
“Well... Nyx... if I was really honest, I’d say...” Twilight had to swallow, the words getting caught on the knot in her throat. “That, I’m like... well... your mother.”
There was a moment of silence, Twilight watching Nyx to see the filly’s reaction. It shifted through a number of expressions in this order: first shock, then disbelief, and finally, a weak but honest smile.
“You’d really want to be my mom?”
“I’d love to be your mother... if you’d let me?” Twilight asked, leaning her head in close so she was at eye level with Nyx.
Nyx’s answer was not in word, but in gesture, the filly sitting up in her bed. Before Twilight knew it, she was once again being hugged by the filly, Nyx nuzzling the side of the unicorn’s head while her front legs hooked around Twilight’s neck.
“I... I would love to have you as mom! You’re the best mom ever!”
“Oh... oh, Nyx,” Twilight whispered, eyes starting to tear up, even though she was smiling ear-to- ear. The pair sat in the moment for a time, Twilight nuzzling Nyx while the filly continued hugging her neck.
“Twilight?” Nyx asked a few minutes later, still holding tightly to the unicorn’s neck.
“Yes, Nyx?”
“Thank you... for everything. I love you.”
“I... I love you too Nyx,” Twilight replied, tears starting to roll down her cheeks. She gently pulled herself away, quickly rubbing the tears off her face with her forelegs before using her magic to tuck Nyx back into bed. “Now, it’s time to go to sleep. It’s late, and you’ve had a long day.”
“Okay,” the filly alicorn replied, yawning as she snuggled into her bed. Twilight smiled gently, and, thinking of her own mother, she bent forward and gave Nyx the gentlest kiss on the forehead as the filly finally managed to drift off to sleep.
Stepping back from the bed on the tips of her hooves, Twilight began to move towards the door. It wasn’t what she had expected, being called mom for the first time. She had always thought she’d want a filly of her own someday, it just never occurred to her that Nyx could really be that filly. And she’d have to convince Nyx to keep calling her cousin around Ponyville, since that was how everypony else thought they were related.
Still, Twilight realized that she had really been acting like Nyx’s mom for a long time, considering how she had been taking care of the filly. Reading her to bed at night, and making sure she went to school... Running out to find her when she got lost and being on the verge of turning Diamond Tiara into a cactus for the bully filly’s cruel prank...
Yeah... she’d been acting like it, but it was a whole other bucket of hay actually being called mom. Still, Twilight would think about that in a minute. First, she needed to go have a word with Owlowiscious about why he had let Nyx sneak out to the play. Yet, just before Twilight could reach the door, a voice whispered to her.
“Hey, why am I just ‘the older brother’? Can’t I be her uncle or something?”
Twilight turned, smiling gently as she saw Spike was sitting up in his bed, hands on his hips as he eyed Twilight from across the room.
“Spike, I was the one who hatched you and I helped raise you before you could talk and look after yourself. Also, technically speaking, you’re still a baby dragon, and that kind of makes me your mother too.”
“Pfft. Whatever, I still say I’d make a better uncle,” Spike stated. “Especially if you let me have back that awesome mustache. No uncle is complete without a mustache.”
“Sorry, Spike, but no mustache. Now you should get some sleep.”
“Yeah yeah, I heard you the first time, ‘Mom’,” Spike scoffed before he lay back down and threw the blanket back over himself, snuggling into his bed. The baby dragon was back to sleep almost instantly, making Twilight giggle quietly before she crept out of the bedroom, heading down stairs.
“Owlowiscious, can I have a word with you?”
“Hoo hoo.”
“Uh-oh is right, Mister,” Twilight firmly asserted, needing to have a word with the owl on why he let Nyx leave despite her direct orders.
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Chapter 7
Careful Maneuvering
===================
Dear Revered Brother Nexus - High Prophet of The True Queen
I write in regards to the assignment you gave me several weeks past. As chosen Prophet of Ponyville, I received your orders that we were to search the Everfree Forest for our queen, that she may have survived the sun tyrant’s interference in our resurrection spell.
And, as I reported to you just last week, our searches of the forest have proved fruitless. Those amongst us that are unicorns have not been able to find traces of our queen’s magic anywhere in the forest. Even the traces that once remained at the ancient castle have now dissipated.
Yet, this past evening, I believe I have spotted our queen, or at least one who bears a striking resemblance to her. A filly, who is currently in the care of Twilight Sparkle. Yes, the same Twilight Sparkle we are all so familiar with. I first saw her at an elementary school play, and then once again later in the evening when she shared a meal with Twilight Sparkle, the tyrants, and a number of other local mares and fillies.
Upon speaking with my own daughter, who shared a class with the filly for a number of weeks, I’ve come to discover the filly was admitted as a new student to Ponyville Elementary around the same time our spell was cast, near the beginning of spring.
I have been unable to ascertain any further information due to an altercation I had with Twilight Sparkle, which has put us at odds. My daughter, who might have proved useful in this matter, has also made herself just as unwelcome around the Ponyville Library.
I request your guidance in this matter in how you wish for me to proceed and patiently await your reply.
For the Night Eternal
For Equestria’s True Queen
Honored Brother Regal Cut - Prophet of Ponyville
The scroll, which had been hoof-delivered to the manor, lay across the desk in Spell Nexus’s study. The dark blue unicorn was standing near one of his windows, horn glowing as he held a glass of fine orange juice. He gently swished the glass, and its contents danced under the gentle motions. His turquoise eyes focused on the moon, which was a beautiful crescent shape in the sky.
“A filly...” Nexus whispered to himself before sipping from the glass. “A filly who attends school, who lives with Twilight Sparkle, who was seen in the presence of Princess Celestia, no less. Who participated in a school play, of all things. A filly... it is not what I would have expected.
“What are your plans; what are your schemes?” Nexus asked, as if posing his questions to the moon itself. “Do you act to keep your enemies close? Do you seek to find a weakness to exploit? Do you bide your time until you can overcome the Elements of Harmony and the ponies who wield them?”
Nexus drank from the glass again, draining every drop. The glow about his horn grew just a bit brighter as he took hold of a large, elegant pitcher on the nearby table. From the pitcher, he refilled his cup with more fruit juice, giving it a gentle swirl before setting the pitcher back down and turning from the window.
“Perhaps you are merely waiting for us, your children, to discover you. To prove ourselves capable and deserving of your grace,” Nexus mused, crossing the room. “Though... I assume much taking Regal Cut at his word. This filly may resemble Nightmare Moon, but a resemblance is not enough. No doppelganger will do.
“In any case, this warrants further investigation,” Nexus surmised as he neared his reading table. A book floated out from the shelves, gripped by Nexus’s levitation magic, yet the book the unicorn sought was tucked behind the other. A small black book floated into view, crossing the room and setting itself down on the writing desk while the other book was slipped back onto the shelf.
Nexus turned open the book, seeing in it names etched out in his own hoof-writing. The only true record of the Children of Nightmare; the only record of all the ponies who had sworn strength, magic, and life to the return of Equestria’s true queen. It was his duty alone to guard such precious information, for if such a list were to be found by Princess Celestia, all their hopes would be lost.
The unicorn’s turquoise eyes read across the names and the notes accompanying them. He would need agents, ponies that could travel to the small town of Ponyville and verify Regal Cut’s reports. Ones he trusted; ones like Gray Gale, Night Wind, and Stonewall, who had proven their loyalty to Nightmare Moon. Ponies who were not just honored brothers and sisters, but ponies among the Exalted. Those who were just below him in the order. Him, the one and only Revered Brother of the Children of Nightmare.
Other books began to make their way off the shelves, cradled by levitation magic as Nexus began checking information. Every move made by the Children of Nightmare had to be planned with such care, for his opponent in this high-stakes game of chess was none other than Celestia herself: a mare with a thousand years of rule and wisdom behind her who had unearthed less thoroughly thought-out plans during the cult’s infancy.
He’d have to spread his agents like a fine powder, sprinkle them amongst ponies that the filly would be brought into contact with. Ones to simply watch her, others to try and examine her more closely, and others still to simply ensure all went smoothly.
“Sir?”
Nexus looked up from his work and saw Proper Etiquette had poked his nose in the study doorway.
“Yes?”
“There is another letter for you, Sir,” Etiquette replied, holding up said scroll with his magic. It was bound shut with a purple ribbon and a silver, full moon metal seal.
“Thank you, Etiquette,” Nexus replied, taking the letter with his own magic.
“Will you be needing anything else, Sir?”
“No, not at the moment.”
“Very good, Sir,” the butler pony said before removing himself from the room.
Nexus carefully set down the many books he had been levitating, leaving them propped open on the floor so he could return to where he left off once the letter had been attended to. The scroll was bound with a purple ribbon and a silver seal: it was a sign of a letter from a brother or sister. The full moon on the seal indicated it was of the utmost importance.
Dear Revered Brother Nexus - High Prophet of The True Queen
This is a written report on the comings and goings of the unicorns assigned by Celestia to study and understand the nature of the resurrection spell we attempted to cast in the forest.
I realize this report comes fairly soon after my last, and that you did not expect another from me for the next several days. There has been, however, a few developments I believe you would want to know about without delay.
First, with the research team moved to the royal archives, their endeavors in understanding our spell are starting to make steady headway. They are beginning to decipher the arcane lines we used to augment and focus the magic in the Everfree Forest clearing. While I will act, as I have, to try and stall their efforts, I can, at this point, only slow their progress. They will, in time, decipher the spell.
Second, Celestia came to the research team this morning to check on the progress. They reported to her exactly as I have reported to you, that their progress has now become steady and dependable.
Bastion Yorsets and Celestia then began to chat casually. The princess talked about the Spring Festival she attended yesterday evening with her sister in Ponyville. She spoke highly of many of the performances, offering particular praise for a play put on by the town’s elementary school.
She, at this point, divulged to Bastion Yorsets that her student, Twilight Sparkle, was now taking care of a young filly by the name of Nyx. The only description she offered was that the filly was a black coated unicorn, and that the filly was a half-cousin.
I would have dismissed this as idle chatter if Bastion Yorsets hadn’t made a very interesting comment. He divulged that he had grown up knowing Twilight’s father, and had been the one to invite Twilight to take the entrance exam for Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns.
In his comments, Bastion admitted it was strange that Twilight had called Nyx a half-cousin. He revealed that, while Twilight’s father has siblings, her mother is an only child. He further pointed out that Twilight’s father and his siblings all share the same two parents, making it impossible for the unicorn to have any half-cousins.
Celestia simply offered that Twilight must have misspoken when introducing Nyx, or that she had a misunderstanding of what a half-cousin was. Bastion accepted this answer, and soon their meeting was over.
Again, I would have believed this as nothing but idle chatter. Yet, later that day in the barracks, I overheard Celestia’s private guards talking. The two pegasi were discussing the princess’s day, and after eavesdropping for a time, I discovered that the princess made an unscheduled stop on her daily routine. She went to the Equestria Central Records Office, during what was supposed to be her lunch hour. From the ponies there she requested that family records pertaining to Twilight Sparkle and her parents be delivered to her royal chambers this evening.
I was unable to discover more, since my shift had ended, and I dare not risk lingering around the castle after work. That is all I have to report at this time. I will continue my observation of the research team, and will alert you if I discover anything pressing.
I will submit my next regular report at the scheduled time.
For the Night Eternal
For Equestria’s True Queen
Exalted Sister Night Wind
Nexus licked his lips, his mouth having gone dry. The situation had become much more perilous. Celestia’s gaze was now turned upon the same black coated filly, her interest spurred by the blabber mouth, Bastion Yorsets. He would have to have been a childhood friend of Twilight’s father.
Taking up the orange juice glass, Nexus titled the glass up to his mouth. With a few swift gulps he emptied the glass, shaking his head after he had finished. The perfectly chilled juice was delicious, but when drunk quickly it gave the unicorn a brain freeze.
The momentary discomfort, however, helped focus Nexus’s mind. There was now a need for both subtlety and haste to ascertain who the filly truly was before Celestia could act in a way to make such an investigation impossible.
The books that had been left on the floor were carried back into the air by Nexus’s magic as he drew out a feather pen and several pieces of parchment. Feverishly, he began to work, his eyes moving between the little black record book of the Children of Nightmare and the many other tomes that now encircled the unicorn. Nexus would get no sleep that night.
========
Twilight yawned, making no effort to control or stifle it as she walked down the path to Ponyville Elementary. The sun was still rising from the horizon, the sunrise’s tapestry of colors just starting to fade to the constant blue of midday. Normally, it would have taken an important research trip to make Twilight get out of bed this early. That was, however, before Nyx came into her life. Now, it was not an expedition to some far-off archaeological site or a rare celestial event that drew Twilight from her warm bed covers. It was a far simpler event that, to a certain filly, was nearly as important.
A few days after the Spring Festival, Cheerilee announced that she wanted to try something new for the school, a Saturday where students would set up educational exhibits and the school would host food and games: something Cheerilee was playfully calling “Learn and Play Day.” It was an event that had quickly grown, Ponyville’s schools for older students joining in on the event as well.
It was because the event had grown so quickly that Cheerilee had called on Twilight, Ponyville’s number one organizer, to help get everything in order. The purple unicorn had been working alongside the teacher for the past two weeks to plan the event while the students researched for and built their educational exhibits. It had turned out to quite a lot of work. It was worth it though. Nyx was so excited about the event and her exhibit, and Twilight was more than willing to put in the hours necessary to ensure the “Learn and Play Day” went well.
Approaching the schoolhouse, Twilight walked around the brightly painted building to the open field behind it. There, Cheerilee was working with a few other volunteers to get everything set up.
“Good morning, everypony,” Twilight greeted, trying to put on a smile only to yawn again.
“Not much for mornings, Twilight?” Cheerilee asked as she walked over to meet the unicorn.
“Not usually, no.”
“Well, thank you for coming out and giving everything one final check-over before the big day. Everypony seems so excited! This little weekend may turn into a new Ponyville tradition if it goes off right.”
“Well, let’s get through today first before we start planning for next year,” Twilight said, opening her saddlebags and floating a checklist and pencil into the air. “Now, let’s see. Are the exhibit tables set up?”
Cheerilee nodded, pointing a hoof to the area behind the school. Several circular tables had been borrowed or rented from a number of ponies around Ponyville and covered in white tablecloths to form a veritable sea of tables. Each table had two little signs on it with numbers.
“Thirty round tables with tablecloths and sixty numbered exhibit signs on yellow paper.”
“Perfect,” Twilight replied, making a check on her list and starting to look around the area the pair were standing in. “What about food?”
“We’re just about to finish setting up the tables for our little food court. Big Macintosh has brought in a food cart from Sweet Apple Acres. That just leaves Danver and the Cakes, who need to arrive and set up their food stalls.”
“Danver?”
“His family owns and runs the carrot farm next to Sweet Apple Acres.”
“Oh,” Twilight said, lifting a hoof to mask a giggle. “Let me guess: Danver is a type of carrot.”
“You’d be guessing right,” Cheerilee replied with a chuckle of her own.
“I’d say the food and eating area is all taken care of,” Twilight said, checking off the next item on the list. “That just leaves the afternoon activities. Still, I doubt we’ll be able to check that one off just yet.”
“Why do you say that?”
“Well, we put Rainbow Dash in charge of that. She’s reliable, but she likes to procrastinate a little. I wouldn’t be surprised if she was still back at home, snoozing away the morning.”
“Boo!”
Twilight quickly turned her head to the side, a little startled by the sudden addition of a third voice to the conversation. It was only then that she noticed the sky blue pegasus hovering in the air near her head. Cheerilee had to cover her mouth to keep herself from laughing as Rainbow Dash looked at Twilight with a smug grin.
“Back at home snoozing, huh?”
Twilight laughed nervously, forcing a smile. “Rainbow Dash, I... didn’t expect you to be here this early.”
The pegasus chuckled, landing next to Twilight and folding her wings. “Relax, Twilight. On any normal day, I would still be asleep, but this is just going to be too awesome! I just had to get up early, not only to clear the skies, but to make sure all my cool sporting events were ready.”
“What all do you have planned?” Cheerilee asked.
“Oh, tons of stuff. I actually went and checked out a book with a whole bunch of killer ideas.”
“It was one of the few times she came into the library without crashing,” Twilight mentioned, though Rainbow Dash ignored her and kept going.
“We’ve got something for everypony. Got things for just the kids to do, things for kids to do with their parents, and things for the parents to do so the kids can cheer them on. We’ve got games for pegasi, for earth ponies, for unicorns, and games where you get to mix it up. It is all just going to be so awesome!”
“Wow, that... sounds like a lot,” Twilight said, unable to hide how impressed she was.
“Like a lot of fun, you mean,” Rainbow Dash corrected as she lifted a hoof, gently brushing it against her chest. “Yeah, I pretty much outdid myself.”
“And, since we got so many ponies to volunteer their time and things for free,” Cheerilee began as she reached under a nearby table and pulled out a box. “I actually was able to spend the last of the budget on some prizes for your events.”
“You got prizes? Oh boy, nothing is better than having prizes!” Dash cheered, already digging through the prize box as she took stock of what Cheerilee had bought.
“Cool, you got yo-yos in here,” Dash eventually said, pulling her head out of the box with one of the said yo-yos. In a flash, the pegasus had the yo-yo string around her hoof. Giving it a flick, she sent the little plastic disk down and up the string in a smooth motion. Another flick, and the yo-yo was in a simple sleeper trick, where the yo-yo stayed at the bottom of the string but continued to spin.
“Heh, I used to be pretty good at this,” Dash bragged, flicking her hoof to bring the yo-yo out of the sleeper trick. Rainbow Dash gave the yo-you a few more flicks to build speed then quickly wrapped some of the string around her hooves, resulting in the yo-yo swinging back and forth inside a triangle of string.
“This here is called ‘The Pendulum.’”
“That’s great, Rainbow, but shouldn’t you leave the prizes for the ponies who actually win them?”
“Sure, just one more trick. You heard of ‘Around the World?’ Well, this is my super, double loop, around the sun trick.” With that, Dash gave the yo-yo a firm flick and jumped into the air as she used her wings to spin herself. Still, a few seconds after starting the trick, Dash flopped to the ground, Cheerilee and Twilight laughing out loud as Dash had managed to hog-tie her legs and wings with the yo-yo’s string.
“Oh wow, Rainbow Dash, that was really something,” Twilight deadpanned.
“Yeah yeah, laugh it up. Now, are you going to stand there giggling or are you going to lend me a hoof?”
=============
The Learn and Play Day was in full swing the moment it opened to the public at nine o’clock that morning. The students had already arrived and set up their exhibits, each having done a project on something that interested them. There were exhibits about farming techniques, about history, about how weather was made, and dozens of other topics where the students tried to show off their work.
That was the “Learn” part of the “Learn and Play Day.” The students learned more about subjects they wanted to know more about, and some parents and other ponies in the community had a chance to learn as well.
“Isn’t this so super-duper fun, Fluttershy?!” Pinkie Pie chirped, bouncing along between the student exhibits while Fluttershy walked calmly beside her. “I mean, I knew cotton candy was good, and I knew how to make it. Still, I never knew how little pieces of sugar turned into stringy sweet goodness.”
“Yes, that was a really interesting display,” nodded Fluttershy.
“Which one’s been your favorite so far?” the pink mare asked excitedly.
Fluttershy shrank slightly under Pinkie’s undivided attention. “Well... um... I liked the one about how caterpillars become butterflies. I already know about that, but the student did such a wonderful job explaining it.”
“All the kids did a really good job,” Pinkie Pie agreed before her eyes lit up. “Oh, I wish I could have an exhibit! I’d do one about parties!”
Fluttershy blinked. “Parties?”
“Parties aren’t as easy as everypony thinks. There are lots of rules I have to follow for my parties: the Pinkie Pie Party rules,” the pink pony stated matter-of-factly.
“Really?” Fluttershy asked in disbelief. “I would never imagine you actually had rules for your parties.”
“Of course! How do you think they turn out so good? I have rules I can never ever ever ever never ever break. As long as anypony else doesn’t break them, then the party is a guaranteed success. Like, rule number one: Every party must have decorations, or rule number one hundred and fifty seven: If the ratio of fillies and colts to mares and stallions is at least two to one, there must be a piñata.”
Fluttershy couldn’t help but tilt her head to one side, confusion across her face. “Rule number one hundred and fifty seven? How many rules are there?”
“Three hundred and seventy six,” Pinkie said instantly.
“Oh... oh my... that’s... that’s a lot of rules.”
For a brief moment Pinkie Pie’s usually happy expression turned stone cold. “Hey, throwing parties is my special talent, and it is serious business to make them seriously fun.” Pinkie Pie’s normal, cheerful demeanor returned a moment later, the pink pony’s eyes scanning the exhibits. “Oh! Hey, there’s Nyx’s booth! We should go see what she did.”
Pinkie Pie bounced ahead, forcing Fluttershy to break into a quick trot just to catch up. A group of stallions and mares was just stepping away from Nyx’s booth when the pink earth pony and yellow pegasus came up.
“Hi Fluttershy!” Nyx said with a wide smile, one that withered a little as the filly turned to look at the, at times, overwhelming pink earth pony. “H-hi, Pinkie Pie.”
“Hey there, Nyx,” Pinkie Pie chirped. “What super cool, amazing thing did you do for your exhibit? Give us the whole rundown.”
“If you don’t mind, that is,” Fluttershy added, trying to curb Pinkie Pie’s enthusiasm.
“O-of course not, it’s-” Nyx stated, before she coughed into her hoof to clear her throat. “I chose to make my exhibit about transfiguration magic.”
Pinkie tilted her head, confused but still excited. “Transfigurwhatiewhat?”
“Transfiguration. It’s the magic that focuses on turning one thing into another.” The filly pointed to a number of pictures she had set up on the backdrop of her exhibit. “Transfiguration magic can be used to transform practically anything into anything else. Like a stick into a fancy walking cane. Or a stone into a hat. Or even an apple into a horse-drawn carriage.
“Transfiguration magic is only limited by the skill and the ability of the pony casting it. Skilled unicorns, such as Rarity, can use transfiguration to turn fabric into a dress, and Twilight Sparkle is able to transfigure four common mice into four full-sized horses.”
“Hey, I remember that!” Pinkie Pie said with a giggle. “They didn’t exactly look like horses.”
Nyx stammered a moment, trying to recover from Pinkie Pie’s interruption. “A-and that leads me to the next part of my exhibit: the limits of transfiguration magic. Transfiguration magic is always temporary. Everything transfigured will eventually turn back to normal. This is why anything that needs to be permanent is still hoofmade, like houses and clothing, since transfiguration magic only lasts for so long. Otherwise, there wouldn’t be a need for construction workers, carpenters, or any other ponies that make things.
“And, as a final part of my exhibit, I-I would like to provide a live demonstration of transfiguration magic.”
Nyx pointed to the rock setting on the table in the center of her exhibit. The black filly then shut her eyes, her horn and the rock beginning to glow. Eventually, with a small pop, the rock turned into a potted flower.
“Oooooooooooooo,” Pinkie Pie said, leaning in and sniffing the flower. “It even smells real.”
Nyx smiled bashfully. “So, um, any questions?”
“No, none at all. That was very well done, Nyx. You should be-” Fluttershy began to praise, only for Pinkie Pie to put her head between the pegasus and filly.
“Oh, I got a question! Have you tried changing anything bigger than a rock? Oh, do you take requests?”
“W-well... no,” Nyx stammered, “b-but I guess I could try. Um... what did you have in mind?”
“Turn that grass into cotton candy!” the party pony said ecstatically. “No, wait, turn that into a candy apple! No, wait, you should turn that stallion’s bowtie into a squirty flower! Oh! No no no no! I know what you should try to do!” Pinkie Pie was grinning ear to ear as she pointed a hoof at Fluttershy. “Turn her into a tree!”
“A... a tree?” Nyx asked, head lowering and ears flattening from both confusion and Pinkie Pie’s manic behavior.
“Yeah! Turn Fluttershy into a tree.”
“W-why would you want me to be a tree?” asked Fluttershy, looking incredulously at Pinkie Pie for her incredible suggestion.
“Because, this one time, on a train, I got talking with Rainbow Dash and Twilight, and, for some strange reason, Rainbow thought you were a tree, even though you obviously aren’t. But then you said you’d like to be a tree,” Pinkie Pie answered Fluttershy before turning her excited blue eyes back to Nyx. “So can you turn her into a tree? ”
“I don’t know...”
“Oh, come on, just give it a try. You never know unless you try,” Pinkie Pie encouraged.
“But...” Nyx tried to protest.
“Come on, Fluttershy doesn’t mind, do you Fluttershy?”
The yellow pegasus scratched at the ground a little. “Well... um, you do seem really excited so I guess I don’t mind, but are you sure it’s safe?”
“We saw Twilight turn mice into horses, and she wouldn’t put your animal friends in danger.”
“Well... I guess that’s true,” Fluttershy admitted, “and I guess it would be kind of nice to see what it’s like.”
“Yay!” Pinkie Pie cheered, turning her energetic blue eyes back on Nyx. “So, come on, let’s see some of that unicorn magic!”
Nyx took a step back, shying away. “Pinkie Pie, I-I d-don’t know... I don’t think Twilight-”
“Aw, come on, please? It will be so totally fun,” Pinkie Pie pressured as she bounced up and down with excitement.
“Pinkie Pie, maybe-” Fluttershy began, trying to tell her friend she was being a little overbearing. The pegasus, however, didn’t get to finish her sentence as she felt magic wrapping around her. Nyx had shut her eyes and focused her magic into her horn, making an attempt at the transfiguration spell in hopes of appeasing the energetic Pinkie Pie.
============
“Boy, some of these booths are really cool!” Rainbow Dash said, she and Twilight trotting amongst them. “I mean, did you see what Scootaloo did? She actually explained how my Sonic Rainboom works! I didn’t even really know how it worked, besides the fact that I was breaking the sound barrier.”
“Yes, all the students have really done-” Twilight began, only to be silenced as the ground shook and a loud noise cut through the air.
ssssrrrr-RRRRUUUUGGGGHHHH-RRRUUUGGGHHH-frrggggh...
Trrrssss-ssssttthhh-stttshh...
“What was that?” Twilight asked, regaining her footing from what had felt like a minor earthquake. When she got no answer, Twilight turned to look at Rainbow Dash, who was staring narrowed-eyed in the opposite direction. Following the pegasus' gaze, Twilight nearly choked on the air in her own lungs at what she saw.
A young tree had appeared in the center of the exhibits. It was just barely as tall as the schoolhouse’s roof, with a trunk about as wide as a metal bucket. It was a young weeping willow, its long, hanging branches and leaves draping down, hanging just above the ground and falling across some of the nearby exhibits. The tree, however, was very unusual: its bark was a bright yellow and all of its leaves were a light, frilly pink.
“Oh my gosh! You did it!” Pinkie Pie’s voice burst out above the crowd, drawing Rainbow Dash and Twilight out of their stupor. The two quickly raced through the network of tables and shoved their way through the crowd to reach the tree. Pinkie Pie had climbed up into the branches, hanging off one of the few branches thick enough to support her weight.
“Pinkie Pie, where the hay did this tree come from?” Rainbow asked, the pegasus taking flight as she caught up to Pinkie Pie in the tree’s crown.
“It was amazing! Nyx did it with her magic!”
“Nyx did?” Twilight said, the unicorn looking up and down the tree in disbelief before her eyes narrowed. “Wait, where is Nyx?”
Twilight’s question was answered with a whimper that emanated from beneath one of the exhibit tables. When Twilight lifted the tablecloth, she found Nyx shaking like a leaf. Her head was in her hooves, and a few tears were pulling at her eyes.
“Nyx, what did you-” Twilight began, which only caused Nyx to break down.
“Tw-Twilight, I’m sorry! I-I didn’t want to, but Pinkie Pie kept asking and Fluttershy said it was okay and... and I’m sorry! I didn’t want to do it!”
“Do what?” Twilight asked, still unsure exactly what had happened.
“She turned Fluttershy into a tree!” Pinkie Pie cheered.
“Wait... wait wait wait, hold on a sec,” Dash began, pointing a hoof at the yellow and pink weeping willow. “This, this tree right here. This tree is Fluttershy.”
“Well duh. Of course it is! I just told you that Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree. Seriously, Rainbow Dash, I’d think you’d be happy. After all, you were the one that thought Fluttershy was a tree when we were on our way to Appleloosa.”
“I did not! I was being sarcastic.”
Pinkie Pie flopped her head to one side. “You were being sarcastic?”
As Rainbow Dash tried again to explain to Pinkie Pie why she had once called Fluttershy a tree, Twilight began to glance nervously around the steadily growing crowd of ponies. They were all murmuring and whispering about Nyx.
Nyx picked up on this, noticing the growing concern on Twilight’s face and retreating further under the table. “I... I did something bad, didn’t I?”
“No, no, Nyx, it’s okay,” Twilight whispered, trying to reassure her. “Just... uh... give me one moment.” At that Twilight turned to look at the tree, taking in a deep breath to steady herself.
After the accident during her entrance exam to Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, when she had turned her own parents into potted plants, one of the first spells Twilight had been taught by the princess was a transfiguration reversal spell. Yes, transfiguration would wear off in time, but it was also important to be able to reverse transfiguration at a moment’s notice.
Closing her eyes, Twilight began to focus and her horn started to shimmer as she called on her magic. The same glow began to engulf the tree, and Rainbow Dash grabbed Pinkie Pie out of the tree’s crown before Twilight completed her reversal spell. The crowd watched in awe, the display even drawing Nyx out from beneath the exhibit table. Then, after a few tense moments the tree imploded on itself, compressing down to a single point.
With a magical pop, Fluttershy reappeared, and dropped to the ground with a small thud.
“Fluttershy, are you okay?” Twilight asked, quickly rushing up to help her friend back to her hooves.
The yellow pegasus was a shaky, but she gave a nod. “Ye... y-yes, I’m fine.”
Twilight breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. You were never in any real danger; transfiguration magic is, inherently, temporary. Still, from what my parents told me, being turned into a plant can be a bit disorienting.”
“Oh, what was it like? What was it like?” Pinkie Pie asked, bouncing in excitement.
“It was...” Fluttershy began, pausing a moment to collect her thoughts. Not only did Pinkie Pie, Twilight, and Rainbow Dash lean in to hear the answer, but any ponies nearby who had witnessed the feat of magic leaned in as well, eager to hear the first hoof account of what it was like to be a tree.
“Nice,” Fluttershy finally concluded. A groan of disappointment echoed through the crowd, many ponies turning to leave now that the spectacle had ended. Hearing that being turned into a tree was “nice” wasn’t exactly the kind of answer they had been hoping for.
Pinkie Pie was, as usual, unfazed. “Oh, now I want to be turned into something! A rose bush... no, a balloon! No! Turn me into a cake, turn me into a-”
“Wow, would you look at that! It’s almost lunch time,” Twilight interrupted, putting a hoof against Pinkie Pie’s mouth while she forced a smile. “Personally, I’m starved. Aren’t you starved, Nyx? Of course you are, you just turned a pony into a tree. That kind of thing must really work up an appetite. Why don’t we go get something to eat?”
Not even waiting for an answer from the black filly, Twilight grabbed Nyx with a levitation spell and galloped out of the crowd of ponies.
“Aw, but I want to be a cake,” Pinkie Pie complained, her voice ringing with a twinge of disappointment. The pink pony then quickly perked up, eyes darting around as she scratched at her neck.
Dash took notice of her pink friend’s sudden shift in mood. “What’s wrong, Pinkie Pie?”
“Itchy neck, itchy neck,” she replied.
“Itchy neck... wait, like twitchy tail?” Dash asked.
“No, Silly. Twitchy tail is when something is about to fall.”
“Then what does itchy neck mean?” asked Fluttershy.
“Somepony is watching us,” Pinkie Pie answered, eyes moving around the now dispersing crowd of ponies.
“Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy just got turned into a tree,” Dash pointed out before waving her hooves at the crowd. “Everypony was watching us.”
The pink earth pony shook her head violently from side to side. “No no no no no! That was an innocent ‘wow that’s a really cool thing that happened’ watching. No, itchy neck is a bad kind of watching.”
“What the hay is bad watching?” Rainbow Dash questioned.
"Sssssspyyyying," Pinkie Pie hissed quietly, “and the spy is... that way!”
Without another word the pink pony was off, galloping away and leaving a very confused Fluttershy and Rainbow Dash.
Dash shook her head in concern as she landed beside Fluttershy. “She is too random sometimes.”
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Chapter 8
You Can’t Hide Magic
===================
Twilight looked on in a daze as she and Nyx sat behind the apple stand where Big Macintosh was hard at work. The red stallion, in a simple but much appreciated act of kindness, had allowed the pair to hide from the crowds after the tree incident. Nyx was still visibly upset about what had happened, mostly because of the many funny looks everypony was giving her. Still, she was slowly recovering as she gingerly ate her lunch, a red apple Twilight had purchased from Big Macintosh.
Yet, while Nyx was recovering, Twilight was in a state of panic. She kept up a calm facade for Nyx’s sake, but that didn’t stop her mind from spinning faster than Dash could fly.
Dragon-shaped eyes could be hidden with glasses, and wings could be concealed with a vest. Yet, Nyx had almost blown her cover with that display of magic. Everypony at the Learn and Play Day had to be talking about what happened.
Sure, it was a feat of magic Twilight herself was capable of performing, especially with her years of practice and study under Princess Celestia. She had accomplished a similar feat of magic when she was Nyx’s age, turning her parents into potted plants. At that time, however, it was a manifestation of magic she didn’t have full control of. Nyx, on the other hoof, had just turned a pony into a tree on purpose, something that should have been impossible for a normal filly.
A normal filly had turned a pony into a tree.
No, despite what Twilight told herself and everypony, Nyx wasn’t entirely normal. She was an alicorn, and there were only two other alicorns Twilight knew: Princesses Celestia and Luna. Those two had the magical power to move the sun and moon. They were immortal princesses, and Twilight couldn’t keep herself from wondering if Nyx was the same way.
Doubts and fears, both old and new, began to rear their ugly heads in Twilight’s mind. Nyx had come from the spell meant for Nightmare Moon, and she was an alicorn. Had the filly somehow inherited a gift of immortality? Would she, when she was older, be able to move the sun, the moon, or other heavenly bodies? Would she become as grand and regal as Celestia?
The full weight of parenthood came crushing down on Twilight at this moment. What was she getting herself into? She was taking care of this filly like a daughter, like she was Nyx’s mother... and she was barely an adult herself. That and, for all she knew, she was raising a filly that could someday be like the princesses.
How long would she be able to keep the truth hidden? Dragon-shaped eyes and wings could be hidden, but that kind of magical power? How much longer would it be before Celestia heard of this prodigy in Ponyville? Even if the hiccup with turning Fluttershy into a tree was a one-time thing, what would happen as Nyx got older?
Would Nyx’s magic get more powerful? How big was the filly going to get? Princess Luna, after all, was only a little bigger than the average pony, but she was still the younger sister. She could easily get bigger in time, just like her older sister.
Thinking about Princess Celestia... what if Nyx grew as tall as her, and what about her mane? What if Nyx’s mane turned into a swirling cloud of indigo magic with stars like the real Nightmare Moon's mane? Those were things you just couldn’t hide.
What would ponies think when they realized what Nyx was, that she had some connection with Nightmare Moon? How long would it be before the torches and pitchforks came out? How long would it be before the royal guard was hunting Nyx down? How long would it be before Celestia banished Nyx to the moon? Nyx didn’t deserve any of that... well, unless she was, in fact, Nightmare Moon.
“Twilight, you okay? Yer lookin’ mighty pale,” said a deep voice on Twilight’s right.
The unicorn was snapped out of her spiraling thoughts as she looked up at Big Macintosh, who had a moment free from customers to check on the pair.
“Oh... yes, sorry... I’m fine. Just... just a little light-headed.”
“You want another apple?” he offered kindly.
“No, no thank you, Big Macintosh,” the unicorn replied. “Uh, have they started the afternoon activities?”
“Don’t think so, but I reckon it’s going to start right soon,” Big Macintosh answered, the straw in his mouth twitching as he spoke. “Saw Applejack and Apple Bloom headin’ in that direction.”
“Are... are we still going to that, even after what happened?” Nyx asked, a bit surprised.
“Yes, we are.” Twilight replied, getting to her hooves. She knew Nyx was looking forward to the afternoon activities, but the greater and unspoken reason was that Twilight was worried about what would happen if they left.
After what had happened, the two leaving abruptly would make her friends wonder where they went. They would then come looking for her and Nyx, expecting an explanation as to why they left and why Nyx was able to turn Fluttershy into a tree.
In truth, leaving would only invite more unwanted attention, but if they stayed, they could try and act like what had happened was nothing out of the ordinary. Twilight could act like she wasn’t at all surprised that Nyx was able to turn Fluttershy into a tree, that it was perfectly normal. This was far from the truth, but Twilight was hoping that maybe, just maybe, ponies would think Nyx was just a very, very gifted little unicorn.
For the moment, however, they would continue to hide behind the apple stand, if only to give Nyx a few more minutes to eat in peace.
================
“I know you’re here somewhere, Spy Spyerton McSpy,” Pinkie Pie whispered to herself, eyes focused in a hard glare as she surveyed the crowd of ponies moving about the lunch area and exhibits. Whoever had been watching her, Dash, and Fluttershy had slipped away once, but now Pinkie Pie knew the spy was there, and she would find him or her.
Itchy neck...
Pinkie Pie sharply turned her head to the right, and began looking across the crowd. Her vision eventually met with a pair of brown-gray eyes, eyes that were looked right back at her. It took a moment for the other pony to realize Pinkie Pie was looking right at him, and when he made that realization he ducked around a corner in the student exhibits.
Creaky knee...
“Gotcha,” Pinkie Pie whispered with a slightly devilish grin before breaking into a gallop. Creaky knee told her somepony was trying to get away from her with the knee closest to the pony was the one that got creaky. It was what allowed Pinkie Pie to follow Rainbow Dash wherever she tried to hide, and at the moment it meant Pinkie Pie would be able to track the spy.
Rounding the same corner the spy had just disappeared behind, Pinkie Pie maneuvered through the crowd and student exhibits in hot pursuit. She caught small glances of somepony moving just ahead of her, trying to lose her. The spy knew she was onto him, but that wouldn’t stop her. Nopony went about being a nasty Spy Spyerton McSpy, especially around her and her friends.
Creaky knee front left... Creaky knee front right... Creaky knee front right... Creaky knee back left... Creaky knee front right... Twingy ankle...
Pinkie Pie put all four of her hooves to the ground, braking hard and sliding to a stop. Twingy ankle... Now the spy wasn’t running, the spy was hiding. Pinkie’s eyes narrowed, finding herself on one side of the food court area that had been set up for the Learn and Play Day. There were ponies at almost every table, eating their lunches while other ponies mingled about, talking and laughing.
“Oh, he’s good, but hide and seek is one of my favorite games,” Pinkie Pie whispered, before taking in a deep breath and shouting, “You hear that?! I’ll find you!”
All the ponies who had been eating their meals and chatting turned to look at Pinkie Pie, most quite startled by the pink pony’s sudden and very loud proclamation. Still, Pinkie Pie ignored the confused stares as her eyes scanned the crowd, eventually taking sight of a pony sitting alone at a table who had not turned around, her eyes falling on the back of his slicked-back navy blue mane.
“Gotcha... again,” Pinkie Pie hissed with a menacing grin. She moved across the food court slowly, stepping between ponies as she did her best to approach the spy from behind. She was within a few tables when a face popped in front of her.
“Oh, there you are, Pinkie Pie. I was worried when you ran off,” Rainbow Dash said, hovering just in front of her. “It’s almost time to start the afternoon sports and games. You still want to help?”
Pinkie Pie glowered, trying to strain her neck and look around Rainbow Dash. “No... I don’t... because... I’m tracking... a pony and...” Eventually, the earth pony gently pushed the hovering pegasus out of the way, only to find the pony she had been creeping up on had vanished. Pinkie grunted in aggravation, turning an accusing glare onto Rainbow Dash. “And you let him get away!”
Dash put her hooves up defensively. “Whoa... sorry, I didn’t mean to mess up... whatever it is you’re doing.”
Creaky knee front right...
Pinkie Pie’s frown quickly turned back to a sinister smile, her turning her head in another direction. “Don’t worry about it, Dashie; now the spy is trying to run away from me again, and nopony can run away from Pinkamena Diane Pie.”
Dash cocked an eyebrow. “Wait, you’re still chasing this imaginary spy?”
Pinkie Pie, however, offered no answer as she galloped across the food court. She caught sight of a navy-blue tail ducking behind the front door of the schoolhouse, and the earth pony broke into a full sprint to catch up. She leaped around the corner, eyes darting about to see where the other pony went.
Creaky knee front right... Twingy ankle...
“Oh, you silly spy. You thought you could hide in the schoolhouse, but nopony can hide from me,” Pinkie Pie said as she moved to the school’s front door. Once she was standing on the school’s front-step, Pinkie Pie charged at the door, bursting through with a resounding crash. She then somersaulted once before jumping up onto her back hooves, pulling a few karate poses as she shouted into the dark.
“Come out now, Spy Spyerton McSpy! I know you’re in here, and you’re going to tell me why you’re being a big meanie and spying on me and my friends!”
“Enough of this,” a voice snarled from the back of the room. Pinkie Pie turned, her eyes meeting the same brown-gray eyes she had seen among the exhibits. Those eyes closed, then reopened a brilliant turquoise.
================
“All right, ponies!” Rainbow Dash hollered over the remaining crowd. “It’s time for the last awesome event of the day: the Tug of War Tournament!”
The parents and other ponies who had come out for the Learn and Play Day all cheered, having formed a sizable audience around three different colored tug of war ropes.
“So, here’s how it’s going to happen. There are teams of four, and each team has been placed on our tournament roster. There are also three age groups, and teams will fit into the age group of its oldest member. The last teams standing in each age group will get prizes, and then we’ll let the top teams tug it out to see which one is the Tug of War Champion of the day.
“Now teams, report to the colored rope you were assigned to and let’s get tugging.”
The fillies and colts all cheered, the large group dividing itself as the teams separated themselves into their age groups. At the red rope, for the youngest age group, Rarity stood with a clipboard floating gently in front of her. Cheerilee had the middle age group, and Applejack was keeping the oldest of the school age ponies in line.
“All right,” Rarity said in a singsong manner above the little fillies and colts that had crowded around her. “First up are The Cutie Mark Crusaders versus The Carrot Clan. Those two teams, get to your sides of the rope, and everypony else, stand back, please.”
The young ponies followed her directions. On one side of the rope were three colts and a filly, all of them with some form of carrot themed cutie mark, who took up the rope in their teeth. On the other side of the rope, the four fillies wearing bright red Cutie Mark Crusader capes got in line. Sweetie Belle was in the front, Scootaloo behind her. Nyx, who had been officially inducted into The Cutie Mark Crusaders just after the Spring Festival, took up the third position. Apple Bloom was at the end, acting as the team’s anchor.
“Now, while I suggested that having a rope to pull across a line would have been much cleaner and safer, Rainbow Dash saw fit to use mud pits; something about it being easier to keep track of winners,” Rarity mused as she looked over the colts and fillies she would be refereeing.
“Now, the goal is to pull all members of the other team into the mud pit. The rules are simple: if your team as whole lets go of the rope or gets pulled into the mud, then you lose. Magic is not allowed, and pegasi must keep their hooves on the ground. Everypony understand?” Rarity asked. The two teams nodded their heads in agreement, already starting to pull the rope taut between them.
“And remember, there is a wash station set up if you lose, but... Well, everypony just try their best and have fun, okay?”
The two teams both stared at each other, ready to begin, and Rarity didn’t waste another moment.
“Ready... Set... Go!”
The two teams tightened their jaws and pulled on the rope, struggling to drag the other team far enough to get the other team in the mud pit. For a moment, the Carrot Clan team had the advantage, managing to pull the Crusaders a few steps forward. Yet, the tides soon turned when Scootaloo began flapping her wings while keeping her hooves on the ground. The added force let the Crusaders regain their footing, and soon, with a few hard pulls and four splashes from the other team, they had won the first match.
“Yay! Cutie Mark Crusader Tug of War Champions!” the four cheered in unison before they stepped away from the rope, letting the next two teams approach.
=========
The Cutie Mark Crusaders won two more rounds before they reached their age group’s final match, and the Crusaders couldn’t be happier with who they were facing.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had gotten two of the strongest colts in the age group on their team, and they reached the final match by relying on those two colts. Still, the Crusaders weren’t about to lose to the fillies who regularly called them blank flanks, and Nyx still had a score to settle with Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon for the Everfree Forest prank.
“Ready... Set... Go!” Rarity shouted, and the two teams pulled the rope taut. Almost immediately, the two colts on the other team began dragging The Cutie Mark Crusaders forward. They were colts just barely in the youngest age group, which gave them a significant advantage over the Crusaders.
“Come on!” Apple Bloom grunted through the rope in her mouth. “Pull!”
“We are!” Scootaloo grunted back. “But our hooves are slipping!”
“Looks like you four are going to be losers and blank flanks,” Diamond Tiara heckled with a laugh, taking her mouth off the rope and allowing the two older colts on her team to do all the work.
“We are not losers!” Sweetie Belle shouted as she dug her hooves into the ground, finally halting her team’s slow defeat just before she would have fallen into the waiting mud pit.
“Everypony,” Apple Bloom said through the rope in her teeth, “pull hard together. Ready... Pull!”
The four Crusaders put their weight into their unified tug, and actually managed to regain some ground, each taking a single step back. Once more, Apple Bloom called out “Ready... Pull!” and again the fillies were able to reclaim a single step, slowly dragging back the older stallions.
For the first time in the tournament, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had to help the two colts on their team. Though they weren’t able to offer much help, it was enough to halt the Crusaders, but not before the Crusaders had regained the ground they lost.
It was then that the two teams entered into a tense stalemate. Neither team was able to gain an inch. Even Apple Bloom’s tactic was rendered useless; Diamond Tiara’s team had figured out a counter-strategy of pulling on the rope whenever Apple Bloom shouted pull. Soon, both teams broke down to pulling on the rope with all their strength, hoping to win the competition through brute force alone. That strategy, however, began to take its toll.
“My jaw is starting to hurt,” Sweetie Belle mumbled out.
“Just hold on, we can win this,” Scootaloo said, trying to pep up the team as she flapped her wings as quickly as she could.
Apple Bloom nodded, huffing through her nostrils. “Yeah, we just got to keep pullin’.”
“No, we don’t,” Nyx grunted as the Crusaders began to lose a little of their hard earned ground.
“You better not be sayin’ we should give up, Nyx!” Apple Bloom grumbled.
“I’m not,” Nyx stressed. “I’m just saying we can’t overpower them. We have to outthink them.”
“And just how are we supposed to do that?” Apple Bloom asked.
Nyx started whispering, her voice just loud enough for her friends to hear. The small idea Nyx had was soon formed into a plan by Apple Bloom, who conveyed the strategy to the other Crusaders. Then, when every filly was ready, Apple Bloom began to count.
“Three... Two... One... PULL!” Apple Bloom shouted through the rope in her teeth. Diamond Tiara’s team, hearing this, quickly pulled, trying to counter act the rallied tug the Crusaders were about to perform. The crusaders, however, did not pull back. They instead let Diamond Tiara’s team have some slack.
The sudden lack of opposition threw Diamond Tiara’s team off, causing the colt they had in the back to trip over his own hooves and fall to the side. This was what the Crusaders had been hoping for. Apple Bloom shouted out another “PULL,” and with one of the two big colts off his hooves, the four fillies were able to pull the entire team into the mud puddle with a resounding splash.
“Match over; The Cutie Mark Crusaders win!” Rarity sung out to the cheers of the crowd.
“No!” Diamond Tiara cried out in anger as she tried to stand up in the mud pit. “We were supposed to win!” Diamond Tiara then tried to stomp her hoof in protest, but the slick mud beneath her caused the filly to lose her balance and fall back into the mud.
Diamond Tiara's minor tantrum, however, only made the victory sweeter for the four Cutie Mark Crusaders. The fillies then shared a victory high-hoof and went to where Rainbow Dash hovered so they could wait for the other age groups to finish.
============
“All right, it’s time for our awesome championship round,” Dash announced to the applause of the crowd. The crowd had gathered around the one remaining tug of war rope, which Rainbow Dash was hovering above. “It’s going to be between The Cutie Mark Crusaders and The Boulders.”
Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Nyx all looked wide-eyed at their opponents. By some luck they had managed to beat the middle age group champion team, but now the four little fillies were facing The Boulders, a team of four colts that were very close to being considered young adults.
“Now, since one team has an obvious advantage,” Dash said, motioning towards the four earth ponies of the other team, “we’ll allow The Cutie Mark Crusaders to have an advantage: They can either add another pony to their team, have one unicorn be allowed to use magic, or they can pick a pony from The Boulders to sit out.”
The Crusaders huddled up, and Apple Bloom quickly offered her opinion. “We should ask my big sister to join our team. No! Wait! We should ask Big Macintosh to be on our team! I bet he could beat those four big ponies all by himself.”
“No, I want to beat these colts ourselves,” Scootaloo argued, taking a moment to poke her head out of the huddle and glared at the other team before looking back at her friends. “I say we take the biggest and make him sit out. It'll be four versus three.”
“What about magic?” asked Sweetie Belle, “I’m not that good at it, but Nyx is really good at magic. She turned Fluttershy into a tree!”
“You heard about that?” Nyx asked, a bit embarrassed.
“Hard not to, considering everypony here saw the tree,” Scootaloo pointed out. “Still, I think Sweetie Belle is right.”
“I don’t know,” Apple Bloom said hesitantly. “Nyx, do you think you have enough magic?”
“I... I don’t know... Maybe, I guess.”
“Come on, Applebloom just think about.” Scootaloo said as she nudged the yellow farm filly. “The four of us beating the four of them without any help. It would be so awesome.”
Applebloom smiled a little. “Well, I guess it would be cool, and it’s not like we got anything to lose. We already beat Diamond Tiara, and seeing her fall in the mud was all I really wanted to get out of this here tug of war thing.”
“All right, it’s decided. Nyx will be our anchor and use her magic,” Scootaloo concluded. The Crusaders end their huddle and told Rainbow Dash their choice. Rainbow echoed their choice to the crowd, and most of the ponies cheered at the team’s courage while one particular purple unicorn looked a little anxious.
The four nearly full-grown stallions on the other team took the rope in their mouths, smiling like they had already won. Sweetie Belle, Apple Bloom, and Scootaloo took the rope up as well, biting down hard as they prepared for what was going to be a very hard match to win. Nyx stood at the end, gripping the very end of the rope with her teeth. Her horn was also glowing as she used her magic to try and keep the team’s hooves from sliding.
“All right, is everypony ready?” Dash asked, looking at the two teams. They all gave a nod, and with a smile, Dash lifted a hoof high into the air.
“Ready... Set... GO!”
SPLASH!
Sweetie Belle was down within moments of the match starting. All it had taken was a sound tug from the big stallions on the other team to send her falling into the mud pit. The rest of the Crusaders tried their best to pull back, but the match had become one-sided. Even with Nyx enchanting her team’s hooves to hold tighter to the ground, The Boulders were able to drag them forward with little difficulty.
SPLASH!
Scootaloo crashed face-first into the mud pit right beside Sweetie Belle, who had just barely managed to get out of the way.
SPLASH!
The older colts were grinning, finding some perverse joy in sending four little fillies crashing into mud. With that third splash Apple Bloom had joined Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle, leaving Nyx alone on the rope. Her hooves were sliding across the ground, the other team dragging her closer and closer to the mud. Nyx, for a moment, considered just letting go and giving up. After all, what hope did she have to beat the four big colts?
“Come on Nyx!” Apple Bloom called out as she clamored out of the mud. “Use more magic!”
“Yeah, don’t let them beat you!” Scootaloo shouted. She also stomped her hoof, but soon regretted that action as she splashed more mud onto her face.
Nyx was in a panic as she scrambled to try and stop the other team from pulling her closer to the pit. The spell she had cast on her and her friends’ hooves had been working, but it hadn’t been enough to stop the other team. Now, she was all alone against four big colts, and she honestly didn’t think she could win. She even considered just letting go of the rope. After all, she didn’t want to fall in the mud either.
Still, with her friends cheering, Nyx found she couldn’t just give up. She didn’t want to let her friends down, but the task in front of her was daunting. Yes, she had an advantage over the colts because she had magic, but how could she use it? She couldn’t do anything too complex; otherwise she’d lose concentration and be pulled off her hooves. She also couldn’t just pull harder because her hooves were sliding across the ground as it was.
What she needed was traction and strength. Also, one of the spells had to be something that didn’t need to be sustained: a spell that could be cast once and then forgotten about because she wouldn’t be able to concentrate on more than one spell at a time.
The mud pit was drawing closer. The older colts on the other team were all wearing smiles, playing with Nyx as they inched her closer and closer to the pit. Most of the crowd had given up cheering and was now just waiting for the inevitable; and those who were still cheering were supporters of The Boulders. The only one still cheering for Nyx were Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Apple Bloom.
Nyx tightened her grip on the rope, despite the tightness already present in her jaw. The first thing she needed to do was to stop the other team from pulling her closer to the pit. Horn glowing, Nyx shut her eyes and cast her first spell, and with a flash, her hooves became rooted to the ground. The older colts were caught off guard by the sudden stop, but couldn’t process what had happened before Nyx began to shift her magic.
With the first spell cast, Nyx began to pour the mystical energy into herself, bending the magic from her horn down into her legs and jaw. Nyx could feel it working almost immediately, feeling herself getting just a little stronger as her body became fueled by the magic. Her jaw no longer hurt, and with her grip on the rope secured, she lifted one of her hooves and revealed the effect of her first spell. She had transfigured some of the dirt on the ground into horseshoes with long cleats, which kept her from sliding.
With magic coursing through her body and her eyes shut tight in concentration, Nyx took a step back and began to pull. The rope gave a little, just enough to let Nyx know that what she was doing was working and all she needed was more magic.
Calling on her horn, Nyx began pouring as much magic as she could into her little body, feeling it giving her strength. It also made her mane and tail tingle, as if they had fallen asleep, but the filly couldn’t focus on that. She had to focus on her legs, taking one step after another. The other team offered valiant resistance and at times was able to stop Nyx, but the tide of the match had turned. Soon Nyx’s ears were greeted with four sounds.
SPLASH... SPLASH... SPLASH... SPLASH...
The moment Nyx heard the fourth splash, she dropped the rope and released her magic, panting heavily as she stared at the grass. The magic began to evaporate, and Nyx began to feel sore all over, her jaw especially tender. Still, despite her exhaustion, Nyx smiled.
She had beat the big ponies all by herself, and maybe now everypony wouldn’t just think of her as the coward, the crybaby, or the teacher’s pet. Maybe they would start cheering her and wouldn’t think she was a loser anymore. She'd get a first place ribbon, just like her friends, and...
It was then Nyx noticed the crowd’s silence.
Looking up, she was surprised to see that everypony was staring at her, many with their jaws hanging open. Nyx even caught sight of Twilight, and she looked like she was about to faint as her eyes darted about the crowd. It was like she was expecting something bad to happen.
The unpleasant silence sank into Nyx, and she wondered if she had done something wrong. She shrank back, starting to tear up and sniffle. Everyone was staring at her—just staring—and she didn’t like it. She looked around desperately, hoping to find somepony, anypony, who was actually happy she had won the match.
Thankfully, she found three such ponies: her friends, the other Cutie Mark Crusaders. It had taken them a moment to process what Nyx had done, but when the realization hit them, the three fillies raced towards their friend with wide, excited grins on their faces.
Scootaloo, the first to reach Nyx, cheered at the top of her lungs. “That was awesome!”
“You did it! You did it!” Sweetie Belle added as she bounced excitedly up and down.
“I don’t think even my big sis could have beaten all those colts by herself!” Apple Bloom commended.
The cheers and admiration from the Crusaders snapped the crowd out of their stupor. Some of them applauded and offered very well-meant cheers, and others just stomped their hooves on the ground. The rest didn’t applaud at all, whispering to each other quietly.
Amongst those who applauded was one pony with brown-gray eyes and a blue, slicked back mane. He applauded with a gentle smile on his lips, eyes focused on the little black filly.
============
“Boy, that was crazy,” Rainbow Dash stated as she fluttered in the air and carried a box in her hooves. “I mean, little Nyx beating that whole team of older colts; I didn’t think the crybaby had it in her. What are the chances?”
“It really was amazing,” Fluttershy replied as walked along the ground and carried a box on her back. The pair were taking some of the leftover prizes and other things into the schoolhouse as they helped to clean up from Learn and Play Day. “I wonder if everypony in Twilight’s family is that good at magic.”
“I wouldn’t be surprised,” Rainbow Dash replied as she put a hoof on the door. She then entered the darkened schoolhouse, but before she could get two feet into the door, she ran into something. Caught off guard by the suddenly collision, Rainbow quickly flew backwards and tried to register what she had run into.
“Pi... Pinkie Pie?” Rainbow Dash eventually mumbled. She and Fluttershy set the boxes they were carrying down, then moved around in front of Pinkie Pie. She was standing still as a statue on her hind legs in a karate pose, eyes focused on a point on the far side of the room.
“Is... is she even breathing?” Dash asked, noticing how very still Pinkie Pie was standing.
“Oh no! She’s been Stared!” Fluttershy panicked.
Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but cock an eyebrow. “What does that mean?”
Fluttershy turned her gaze on Dash, using a hoof to motion towards her eyes. “You know, The Stare.”
“Oooooh, yeah,” Rainbow Dash replied, “It’s what you do when you want to make some animal do something, right?”
“Well, not exactly... but... yeah, sort of,” Fluttershy replied as she gingerly poked Pinkie Pie’s hoof. “Anyway... sometimes, when I use The Stare I can... well... I can make the pony or animal I’m staring at just freeze up.”
“Wait, so you did this to Pinkie Pie?”
“Oh no, it wasn’t me,” Fluttershy quickly clarified. “I haven’t done this to anypony in years. It was only when I first found out I had The Stare that I accidentally did this once in a while, but I’d never do it on purpose to another pony. No, some other pony did this.”
Rainbow Dash turned her attention back to Pinkie Pie. “Okay, but how do we fix it?”
“Well, um... I usually just throw a bit of water on them, but anything that gives the pony a little shock is enough to snap them out of it.”
“Oh, I got an idea,” Rainbow Dash said, hovering up near Pinkie Pie’s ear and beginning to whisper. “Hey Pinkie Pie! Twilight just got a letter from Princess Celestia. She wants you to plan the next Grand Galloping Gala.”
Pinkie Pie’s eyes, which had been narrow and transfixed on a spot on the far side of the room, went wide, and in a flash, Pinkie was bouncing off the walls and ceiling, her giggles filling the air.
“Oh, that is so super duper amazing! I am going to make it the best party ever! I’ll make it the most amazing incredible tremendous wonderfully terrifically humongous fun party in all of Equestria! Oh the Grand Galloping Gala will be the greatest party. Oh the Grand Galloping Gala will be the greatest party. Hip hip, Hooray, It will be the best, all thanks to me, to Pinkie!”
“Yeah, Pinkie Pie... “ Rainbow grinned apologetically. “About that—I was lying.”
Pinkie Pie froze up mid-jump, defying gravity for a moment before dropping down to the ground. She then trotted over to Dash with a cold glare in her eyes. “That was not an okay prank, Dashie.”
Rainbow smiled weakly, rubbing the back of her neck. “Yeah... Sorry about that, but it wasn’t meant to be a prank. I needed to say something to snap you out of being Stared.”
Pinkie’s expression shifted from irritation to confusion. “Stared... Wait, I was Stared?”
It was Dash’s turn to be confused. “You actually know what that is?”
“Oh... um, yes,” Fluttershy admitted sheepishly. “When... well, when I first met Pinkie Pie she kind of, well... scared me and, I didn’t mean to but... I used The Stare on her, and she got Stared.”
“It was the last time she ever did it,” Pinkie Pie pointed out, “unless you count today.”
“But Pinkie, I wasn’t the one who used The Stare on you,” Fluttershy corrected.
“You weren’t? But then who...” Pinkie Pie began, only for her eyes to narrow as turned to look at the far end of the room, intending to glare at a pony that was no longer there. “It was Him!”
“Him who, Pinkie?” Dash asked.
“The spy!” she seethed as she trotted across the room and pointed to a spot on the floor. “I followed him in here, and he was standing right here: right here! I had him cornered, but then he opened his eyes, and they had changed color. The next thing I remember is you telling me Princess Celestia wants me to plan the next Grand Galloping Gala, which, by the way, is still a mean prank, Rainbow Dash!”
“Look, Pinkie, I said I was sorry!” Dash countered as she flew over to her friend. “But, I guess you weren’t kidding about the spy. I mean, it’s not like an imaginary pony could have Stared you.”
“But why would anypony be spying on us?” Fluttershy asked as she made her way across the room, walking between the desks.
“I don’t know, but I’m going to find out,” Pinkie Pie assured firmly, only for her normal, happy, bubbly attitude to return a moment later as she bounced towards the schoolhouse door. “Well, after all the fun afternoon games; I would hate to miss the seven-legged race and watching the tug of war. Oh, and I just have to play Pin the Tail on the Pony!”
“Uh, Pinkie Pie, you did miss all that,” Dash admitted, causing Pinkie Pie to freeze up just as she reached the door.
“What!?” Pinkie Pie shouted as she spun on her hooves to look at the two pegasi.
“Yeah, you’ve been in here all afternoon,” Rainbow Dash informed her friend. “We’re actually cleaning up right now.”
“Oh... oh now I am going to find that spy!” Pinkie Pie declared, her eyes dark with resolve. “Not just because he was a Spy Spyerton McSpy. No, now it’s personal. Nopony makes Pinkie Pie miss Pin the Tail on the Pony!”
=====================================================================
=====================================================================
Questions, Comments, Concerns?
pen.stroke.pony@gmail.com
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
=====================================================================
CPast Sins
=====================================================================
Chapter 9
Revealing Truths
================
Twilight walked back to the library with Nyx as the sun began to set near the western horizon while Rainbow Dash and a few others stayed behind to clean up Learn and Play Day. It was a moment she was thankful that she hadn’t been asked to stay and help with the clean up. The last thing she wanted to do at the moment was linger around the school with Nyx.
Nyx, however, was oblivious to Twilight’s concerns and was happy as she could be. She bounced alongside Twilight, proudly wearing her first place ribbon from the tug of war competition and her Cutie Mark Crusader cape. She used a kazoo, her chosen prize, to play a triumphant fanfare that only she knew the notes to. It was a sight that let Twilight relax a little.
She was happy that Nyx had enjoyed herself and that it had all ended well. The silence from the crowd after the last round of tug of war had been deafening, and Twilight could only imagine how bad Nyx would have felt if nopony had cheered for her. Thankfully, Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo broke the silence, cheering and running up to their friend, letting Nyx laugh and enjoy her victory.
It was, however, only a small drop of happiness in the sea of fear and anxiety. While Nyx was unaware of what had happened, Twilight had been in the crowd watching when she began to use her magic to win that last round of tug of war. She was using her magic, a lot of it... and that was when things began to happen.
Nyx’s mane started shimmering at first, something that could have easily been a trick of the light. Yet, as Nyx began to use more and more magic, her mane and tail began to change more, revealing the energy flowing through her body.
Her mane and tail began to get lighter, and began to float and wave in the air as if Nyx were floating deep underwater. The shimmering of her mane and tail also started to focus into a few dots.
It was one of the worst things Twilight could imagine happening. Nyx’s mane and tail had started to change into the night-blue mane and tail that Nightmare Moon was known for, infamous for, and the change started to happen with everypony at Learn and Play Day watching.
Nyx’s mane and tail, however, never changed completely.They remained comprised of hair, similar to Celestia’s. In contrast, Nightmare Moon’s mane and tail were clouds of energy, which was why she was able to use and manipulate them like extra appendages.
It all brought several unwanted thoughts to Twilight’s mind. For the first time since that evening Nyx had called her “mom”, Twilight doubted herself. Could Nyx really be Nightmare Moon? She had always argued that Nyx just looked like the infamous Mare in the Moon, but with those memories coming back, and Nyx’s level of magic, was it possible she really was Nightmare Moon?
Part of Twilight’s mind snapped at these, cracking a mental whip like an animal tamer driving a beast back into its cage. No, Nyx was not Nightmare Moon! The filly was too sweet, too well behaved, too... sensitive to ever be Nightmare Moon! She had friends and was happy. Nightmare Moon laughed at times, but her laughter was a maddening laughter that was born of scorn and thoughts of domination, not true happiness.
Twilight was starting to wonder if she’d have to deal with the fact that Nyx seemed to possess an alicorn’s power and immortality. The filly she was taking care of, was raising... There was a chance she would be alive for thousands of years with the power to do things like move the sun and moon. She couldn’t help but wonder: Was she really up to that kind of responsibility, to shape the life of a filly that could live for the rest of time?
Nyx, noticing how silent Twilight had been, stopped her happy kazoo playing and looked up at Twilight with a hint of concern. "Twilight," she asked, "are you okay?"
"Huh, what?" said Twilight, turning down to face Nyx. She put on a forced smile. "Oh, I, uh... Yes, I'm fine. Just tired, that’s all. We’ve had a busy day. Now, why don’t you run in and show Spike your ribbon? I’m just going to stay outside for a little while longer.”
Nyx nodded, returning the kazoo to her mouth and blowing on it loudly as she ran inside, accidentally scaring Spike. Twilight smiled at this, a smile that faded quickly as the situation weighed down on her.
============================
“Dear, you really should drink your tea before it gets cold,” Rarity said before taking a sip from her own cup. She looked across the table at her guest, though she might as well have been having a conversation with a statue. Twilight had hardly said a word since her arrival, choosing to instead just stare at her cup of tea like it held all the answers in the world.
“Twilight? Twilight!” Rarity snapped, bringing her out of her thoughts.
“What? Oh! Oh, sorry, Rarity. I... I was just thinking about something.”
“That’s all you’ve been doing since you got here, Twilight.” Rarity pointed out with a frown. “All you’ve said to me is that you wanted to talk, but you haven’t said a single word since then. What is wrong?”
Twilight sighed, lifting the cup of tea magically. She drank it all down in a single gulp, which made Rarity squirm in her chair at the sight of improper manners.
“I’m sorry, Rarity. I’m just worried about Nyx.”
“What for, Dear? Don’t tell me she’s gone missing again.”
“No, she’s at school.”
Rarity refilled Twilight’s cup of tea. “Then why are you worried?”
“I’m worried because I think... I know...” Twilight groaned, dropping her head down on the table.
Rarity leaned in a bit, touching Twilight’s shoulder with a hoof. “Twilight, if something is wrong, you know you can tell me. I’m here for you.”
Her generous offer seemed to give Twilight some courage. She sat up and took a deep breath. “Rarity... I think Nyx is Nightmare Moon.”
Rarity raised an eyebrow, giving Twilight an unsure look. “You think she is?”
Twilight nodded then hung her head. “I’ve been trying to deny it, but after what happened at Learn and Play Day, I can’t ignore it anymore. She doesn’t just look like Nightmare Moon. She has Nightmare Moon’s power; she has some of Nightmare Moon’s memories. She was made by a spell meant to bring back Nightmare Moon. It’s just too much to ignore.”
“And have you told Princess Celestia?” Rarity asked cautiously.
“No,” Twilight groaned. She covered her face with her hooves. “And I know what I said. I promised that if I realized Nyx was was Nightmare Moon, I would. But Rarity, I just can’t bring myself to tell Princess Celestia. What if she sends Nyx to the moon? I’d never see her again.
Twilight looked at Rarity in desperation. “But what if she is Nightmare Moon? What will happen when she grows up or remembers more about her past? This might be our only chance to stop her. If I don’t tell the princess now, then Nyx might someday make the night last forever. I... I just don’t know what to do.”
A silence fell upon the two mares. Twilight stared at her tea while Rarity looked on with her eyes reflecting the thoughts occurring inside her head. For several minutes, the silence persisted before Rarity lifted her tea, took a sip, and set down the cup.
Rarity began speaking slowly and chose her words carefully. “Twilight, perhaps you need to think less about who Nyx was, and more about who she is."
Twilight looked up with confusion in her eyes. “What do you mean?”
“You’re right, it would be foolish of us to deny the facts in front of us, but you are putting too much focus on who Nyx was,” Rarity’s argued. Her voice grew stronger as she gained confidence in her argument. “You need to see her as who she is, and realize that the two are not one and the same.”
“But Rarity-” Twilight began, only for Rarity to lift a hoof.
“Twilight, do you know what happened last week? The Cutie Mark Crusaders, Nyx included, came stumbling into my shop covered in honey, leaving icky, sticky hoofprints all across my front room. I was, of course, furious, but before I began scolding them for making a mess of my boutique, do you know what they were doing?”
“No,” Twilight answered flatly.
A smile spread onto Rarity’s lips. “They were laughing. Laughing together at their latest escapade, and Nyx was laughing just as loudly as the others. Twilight, I can understand your fears. They are ones I shared when you first brought Nyx into my shop.
“But,” Rarity continued, ensuring that Twilight did not interrupt, “there is a difference between was and is, Twilight, and what matters now is who Nyx is, not who she was. Nyx is a curious little filly with four good friends, three of which ensure she gets into an appropriate amount of trouble for a pony her age.
“And above all,” Rarity said, giving Twilight a true, honest smile, “she is a filly you obviously care about and want to protect.”
Rarity’s kind words soothed Twilight, who finally managed a weak smile. “Thanks, Rarity. That makes me feel better, but I’m still worried.”
“And that’s perfectly normal,” Rarity assured her. “Heaven knows I worry about Sweetie Belle every time she goes off with her friends to do her ‘Crusading’. Those three fillies have gotten into more danger than I ever did growing up. I’m always afraid that somepony will come running into my shop telling me Sweetie Belle got hurt, or worse. Despite this, I can’t keep Sweetie Belle from enjoying her childhood. She should be out there with her friends, having fun and even getting into trouble... not too much trouble mind you, but some.”
Twilight frowned, unconvinced. “Sweetie Belle is just a normal little unicorn, Rarity. Nyx is-”
“Nyx is just as normal,” Rarity interrupted firmly. “Twilight, do not misunderstand me. I am fully aware of why you are worried. I am not ignoring Nyx’s past or the strong possibility she was, at one time, Nightmare Moon. You are also right, there is a chance that Nyx could become the Nightmare Moon that threatened Equestria last year. You, however, are failing to see something, Twilight.”
“What’s that?”
“That Nyx has a chance to be something else, and you have a chance to help her change.”
Rarity’s words rung through Twilight’s head and left her in a mild stupor. The thought of ponies changing wasn’t new to Twilight. In Canterlot, she was a hermit of the library that preferred the company of a good book to any other pony. Since her arrival in Ponyville, however, she had gained five really great friends and actually spent entire days away from her library and its books. But could Nightmare Moon change? Could a pony known for being utterly devoted to Princess Celestia’s fall and the eternal night, change?
Twilight wasn’t sure, but at the same time the tension and worry that had been plaguing her was being washed away by hope: the hope that Nightmare Moon could be a different mare. Despite all she had seen, despite the near conclusive evidence Nyx was Nightmare Moon, there was a chance she wouldn’t be the same Nightmare Moon.
The past didn’t matter. What mattered was who Nyx was now, and right now she was just an innocent, happy filly..
Twilight leaned in and gave Rarity a grateful hug. “Thank you, Rarity. That makes me feel much better.”
“I’m happy to help, Twilight,” Rarity said, returning the hug. When Twilight pulled away Rarity flashed a smile and lifted her cup of tea. “We mares have to stick together, after all.”
Twilight chuckled. “How did you get so smart, Rarity?”
“Learning from experience,” Rarity offered softly, staring into her own cup of tea. “Taking care of Sweetie Bell the past several years and running my boutique without any help, it’s forced me to learn many things the hard way... at least since mother and father...” Rarity trailed off, the end of the sentence dying in her throat.
“You want to talk about it?” Twilight asked quietly.
“Maybe another time, Twilight,” she replied. “I tend to get misty-eyed when I think about it too much, and I’ve got ponies coming into get fitted for some dresses in an hour. I need to look presentable. Still... I will definitely tell you about it sometime.”
“Of course, Rarity,” Twilight offered with a smile. “Whenever you are ready.”
Rarity smiled appreciatively for a moment before tossing her head, brightening up, and changing the subject. “Now, in light of all this, I do hope you’re going to let Nyx go to the Cutie Mark Crusader sleep over Apple Bloom is having at Sweet Apple Acres. I can only imagine that she’s just as excited about it as Sweetie Belle is.”
“Probably more excited, considering it’s her first sleep over.” Twilight gave Rarity a nod. “And yes, I think I will let her go.”
Rarity paused to take a sip of her tea. “That’s good. Not only will it make Nyx happy, but it may help dispel some of the rumors that are undoubtedly floating around. If ponies see you and Nyx walking to Sweet Apple Acres, it may help them believe that what happened at Learn and Play Day wasn’t out of the ordinary. After all, if something was wrong, most ponies would expect you to hide Nyx away.”
“Which is something I seriously considered,” Twilight admitted before taking a sip of tea, “but, if our friends are any indication, they all just think Nyx is really good at magic, like me. So, for the moment, I can just say that strong magic runs in our family. After all, I did turn my parents into potted plants when I was taking my entry exam for Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, and I was a filly back then too.”
“You mean the day you got your Cutie Mark? Yes, I heard it was quite the impressive display, at least from what Sweetie Belle told of the story.”
“Yeah, it was pretty crazy,” Twilight said.
Rarity leaned in, curious grin on her face. “Mind sharing?”
Twilight shook her head and took a second sip of her tea before going into the story.
============================
“Well, I don’t think our Cutie Marks have anything to do with bein’ rodeo ponies,” Apple Bloom said dejectedly. She pushed open the door to her bedroom, and walked inside with Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Nyx following close behind. Their sleeping bags were rolled out on the floor in the bedroom.
“It was kind of fun seeing Big Macintosh tied up like that,” Scootaloo said with a chuckle. “He didn’t even know what hit him.”
“Tell that to my sister,” Apple Bloom replied as she jumped onto her bed, “‘cause if she had found it funny, we wouldn’t have been sent to bed already.”
Sweetie belle laid down on her sleeping bag. “Yeah, but that isn’t so bad. I’m pretty tired.”
“Aw, don’t tell me you want to go to sleep already?” Scootaloo whined. “Sure, we had to go to bed, but there is still a lot of fun things we could do.”
“Like what?”
Scootaloo grabbed a flashlight and held it under her chin, causing spooky shadows to fall on her face. “We could tell ghost stories!”
“No offense, Scootaloo, but your ghost stories aren’t that scary,” Apple Bloom said. “Even Nyx isn’t afraid of them.”
“Hey!” Nyx whined.
Scootaloo lowered the flashlight from her face. “Okay, then what do you think we should do?”
“We could play a board game,” Sweetie Belle suggested.
Apple Bloom and Nyx perked up at the idea of a board game, but Scootaloo shook her head. “No, that’s too boring.”
“Well shoot,” Apple Bloom grumbled, “what are we goin’ to do then?”
“Um... well, Twilight did give me a book she said really helped with her first slumber party,” Nyx said. She levitated a book from her saddlebags, which were stacked with the rest by the bedroom door.
“Are slumber parties the same as sleepovers?” Sweetie Belle asked as Nyx cracked open the book.
“Well, you spend the night with friends, so I guess they’re the same,” Scootaloo said before scrunching up her nose. “But I don’t want to do any sort of makeup stuff.”
Nyx flipped through a few pages of the book in her search for ideas. “Me neither. We... could... have a pillow fight.”
“We only got four pillows, and my bedroom is too small,” Apple Bloom said, shooting down the idea.
“We could make smores.”
“We don’t have marshmallows. Or chocolate. Or graham-crackers. Or even a fire to roast the marshmallows on,” Sweetie Belle pointed out.
“Well, ghost stories are in here too,” Nyx said with a slight quiver. She shook her head before the thoughts of scary stories could sink in and continued reading. “But I think we’ve already decided not to do that.”
“Bet you’re glad about that, huh?” Scootaloo teased.
Nyx glared at Scootaloo for a moment before turning back to the book. “Here’s another game: Truth or Dare.”
“That could be fun,” Sweetie Belle offered with a smile. “Let’s give it a try.”
“How do you play?” Apple Bloom asked.
Nyx held a hoof on the page in the book, reading the instructions out loud. “Somepony starts by asking if another pony wants to tell the truth or take a dare. If the pony chooses truth, they have to answer one question truthfully. If they take the dare, they have to do whatever dare the first pony gives them. Once the question is answered or the dare is complete, the next pony in the circle takes their turn. Play continues for as long as desired.”
Scootaloo turned over on her sleeping bag, looking at the rest of her friends from her now upside-down perspective. “That sounds kind of boring. I mean, the truth part sounds all right, but what could we dare each other to do?”
“Oh, I know!” Apple Bloom perked up. “Let’s make it Truth or Challenge.”
“What’s the difference?” asked Scootaloo.
“Challenges are a lot harder than dares, because you actually have to do something... well, challenging. Something that might be hard to do. If ya don’t want to answer a question, then ya have to complete a challenge. If you can’t, then ya have to answer a question.”
“Oh, that sounds way better,” Sweetie Belle agreed. “Let’s do it.”
Nyx looked up anxiously from the book, obviously a little worried about the idea. Still, her three friends were very eager to get the game started, so she just put the sleepover guide book back into her bags and forced some enthusiasm. “Okay, so who wants to go first?”
Scootaloo shifted, sitting up right on her sleeping bag and putting one of her hooves into the air. “Oh, me! Me! Apple Bloom, truth or challenge?”
Apple Bloom paused to think. “Um... I’ll go with... the challenge.”
“I challenge you to stand on your head for ten seconds.”
“Ha, is that all?” Apple Bloom replied confidently. Within moments, the yellow filly was balancing on her head, legs waving around as her friends counted down.
“10... 9... 8... 7... 6... 5... 4... 3... 2... 1... 0!”
Apple Bloom got back on her hooves, smiling triumphantly before wavering. She shook her head to try and clear it. “Whoa, that makes my head all swimmy.”
“Really, let me try,” Sweetie Belle said before flipping onto her head. Soon, the other three Cutie Mark Crusaders were on their heads, laughing and giggling as the blood rushed from their brains..
====================
“Okay, Nyx... truth or challenge?” Apple Bloom asked about an hour later. The game had turned into a good way to end the sleepover. The four friends had done a lot of strange and silly challenges, from seeing how long they could hold their breath to having hoof wrestling contests. It was all in good fun, and Nyx was ready for more. She bit her lower lip, and focused on Apple Bloom as she tried to decide what she would do.
“Truth,” Nyx finally answered.
Apple Bloom leaned in, lowering her voice. “Tell us something you’ve never told any other pony.”
Nyx blinked in confusion and titled her head to one side. “Like what?”
Apple Bloom shrugged. “Anything.”
“Yeah, just make it something cool,” Scootaloo added.
“Well, I can’t really think of anything to tell you, but...” Nyx fell silent and glanced back at her vest. “There... is something I can show you.”
“Really, what is it?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“I think it’s better if you just see it, but you got to promise not to tell any other pony. Twilight and Rarity know, but they told me I couldn’t show what I’m about to show you to anypony.”
“Oh boy, this has to be good if Twilight told you to keep it a secret,” Scootaloo grinned. “But yeah, we promise not to tell anypony.”
Nyx turned to look at Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle, ensuring that the two other fillies also promised to keep her secret. Despite their nods, Nyx had one more condition. “And you have to promise me you won’t hate me and we’ll still be friends after I show you.”
“Well, that’s a silly thing to promise,” Apple Bloom said as Sweetie Belle nodded her head in agreement. “We’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders. We’re going to be best friends for life.”
“No matter what,” Scootaloo stated firmly, with a strong, confident smile on her lips.
Nyx nervously smiled, looking at her three friends. Decision made, she got up from her sleeping bag and walked across the room into Apple Bloom’s closet. She shut the door once she was inside, and for a moment there was only the thing that came out of the closet was the sound of rustling. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all craned their necks, watching anxiously until the door opened.
Nyx nervously walked out, carrying her vest in her teeth. Once she was a few steps out of the closet, she spread her wings out and stretched them for a few moments before letting them fold to her sides.
Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Apple Bloom all stared with eyes wide and jaws hanging open. Nyx set down her vest and waited for her friends to say something, but there was only unnerving silence. She started to frown, and looked away from her friends anxiously. Tears started to pull at her eyes, and she began to retreat back into the closet.
Yet, before Nyx could hide in Apple Bloom’s closet, her three friends surrounded her.
“Why didn’t you tell us sooner you had wings?” Apple Bloom asked.
“Well, Rarity told me that if ponies knew I had both a horn and wings, that they would get jealous of me. I didn’t ask for them, I just have them, and-”
Sweetie Belle nodded her head. “Oh, yeah! You could so make Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon jealous.”
“But aren’t you jealous? Rarity said everypony would be, and I don’t want to make anypony feel like that.”
“Naw, why would we be jealous?” Apple Bloom asked. “It’s just part of who you are. It’d be as silly as me being jealous of how well Sweetie Belle sings.”
“Or me being jealous of how well Scootaloo rides her scooter,” Sweetie Belle chimed in.
Scootaloo motioned to herself with a hoof. “Or me being jealous of how good Apple Bloom is at fixing up things like our clubhouse.”
“Yeah, it’s like my big sister Applejack says, ‘There ain’t no point in bein’ jealous, because it doesn’t change how things are.’”
“Still, why do you have wings and a horn?” Sweetie Belle asked, unable to contain the curious thought. “The only ponies I know that have both are Princess Celestia and Princess Luna.”
“Well, isn’t it obvious?” Apple Bloom asked, looking at her friends who only answered her with silent, blank stares. “Well, okay, maybe not so obvious.”
“Just spit it out, Apple Bloom,” said Scootaloo.
“I bet that one of Nyx’s parents is a unicorn and the other is a pegasus.”
Sweetie Belle cocked an eyebrow. “Does it really work like that? I mean, isn’t there somepony in our class that has a mom that’s a unicorn and a dad that’s a pegasus?”
“Maybe it doesn’t happen all the time,” Scootaloo guessed. “I mean, isn’t there also a pony in our class who has a pair of unicorns as parents but doesn’t have a horn of her own?”
Apple Bloom nodded as she turned to jump back up onto her bed. “Yeah, there is, and I think Scootaloo is right. It must only happen some of the time. Still, Nyx, it’s your turn now.”
Nyx, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo returned to their sleeping bags. She couldn’t deny it was nice not having to wear her vest. Her wings always felt kind of scrunched up beneath the fabric. She allowed her wings to flutter a little as she laid down on her sleeping bag. She then turned her attention back to the game. “Okay, Sweetie Belle, truth or challenge?”
“Truth!” Sweetie Belle answered without a moments’ hesitation.
“What’s the funniest story you have of your big sister Rarity?”
Sweetie Belle snorted and started giggling. “Oh, you’re going to like this.”
It didn't take long for Sweetie Belle to tell the story, and by the end all four fillies were giggling loudly until a pounding came at the bedroom door.
“Apple Bloom, you and yer friends get to sleep right this minute or I’m goin’ come in there and hogtie all of you in your sleepin’ bags!” Applejack threatened, clearly irritated by the late-night noise. “I got applebuckin’ to do in the mornin’, and I won’t have you four keepin’ me up all night.”
The four fillies chimed back a “We’re sorry”, and with their game over, decided to call it a night. Apple Bloom blew out the candles in her room, and the four friends lay down to go to sleep.
Still, before anypony could fall asleep, Nyx broke the silence. “Um... girls, thank you for still being my friends, even after I showed you my wings.”
“Aww, of course we would still be your friends!” Sweetie Belle replied from her own sleeping bag on the verge of going to sleep. “We’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders; that’s like being friends for life with a cool theme song.”
Sweetie Belle gently cleared her throat and began to sing. “We are the Cutie Mark Crusaders, on a quest to find out who we are. And we will never stop the journey, not until we have our cutie marks.”
While Sweetie Belle had been the one to start singing, the other three soon joined in. It wasn't the intense, arguably painful, rock ballad that had been performed at the talent show. Instead, the three sang it softly, softly enough that even Scootaloo’s voice was bearable.
To the sound of their own theme song, the four drifted off to sleep, none resting as well as Nyx. She had been able to reveal a truth about herself to her friends, and they accepted her all the same.
====================
Nexus stared at the moon with turquoise eyes through his study window, floating a glass of orange juice nearby. He swirled the contents gently while intently reading from a scroll. It was one of the reports he had received from the spy, and while some parts of the information were welcoming, other pieces were troubling.
His plan had gone off without a hitch, for the most part. Through his connections at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, he had sent out flyers to every school in Equestria pitching the idea of a “Learn and Play Day”. He also had some members of the Children of Nightmare in Ponyville approach Cheerilee and convince her of the idea’s merit.
In the end, Cheerilee held her own Learn and Play Day, and during the event, the spy had been able to accomplish his goal. He observed and spoke with Nyx while Twilight Sparkle was preoccupied elsewhere.
Despite the interruption by Pinkie Pie, the spy had been able to learn a great deal. He witnessed and reported the two feats of magic Nyx performed: turning a pony into a tree and her performance in the game of tug of war. It was a kind of magic that only few ponies could control at such a young age. There was no denying that the magical potential was there, but potential was not enough.
Nyx did not act like Nightmare Moon. She did not speak condescendingly to the country bumpkins of Ponyville. The spy described her as nervous and timid, having few friends. All things that Nexus wouldn’t have believed would be attributed to Equestria’s true queen, at least when dealing with the common pony.
But the potential was there, and that would be enough to make her Nightmare Moon. Making a second attempt at the resurrection spell without the lingering shreds would be impossible. But Nyx could be used as a seed. She could be used to draw in the traces of Nightmare Moon’s magic which was dispersed by Princess Celestia’s interruption. That magic would bear with it the echoes of Nightmare Moon. The memories, the emotions, the essence of the great dark empress would fill Nyx, and she would become the queen Equestria deserved.
But completing the spell would be difficult. He would need time to prepare, resources, and above all, power. The spell would need to be obscenely powerful. That was the only way to be sure the ritual would complete before Celestia could interfere a second time.
A powerful spell, however, could not be set up secretly. One precluded the other, and thus Spell Nexus found himself thinking in circles as he sipped at his orange juice. There was a need to act quickly, before something happened, but he could not act overtly. The spell had be powerful, but had to be done secretly. If he could not strike a perfect balance, he risked another failure or revealing his true intention to Celestia. What he needed was-
“Sir?”
“Yes, Proper Etiquette?” Nexus asked. He glanced over his shoulder at his butler, who was standing in the study's doorway.
“Princess Celestia is at the front door and wishes to have a word with you. Shall I see her in?”
“Yes, please,” Nexus replied, closing his turquoise-colored eyes. When he reopened them, they had reverted to their original slate gray color. He then finished the rest of the orange juice in his glass, winced a little from the resulting brain freeze, and then walked across the room. He sat in his favorite chair and picked up a book, all an effort to make Celestia believe that the only thing she had interrupted was a quiet evening reading.
The timing was near-perfect. Nexus had just settled into one of his chairs with a book when the doors opened and Princess Celestia strolled in. Her guards remained in the hallway.
“Thank you for allowing me into your lovely home at such a late hour, Nexus,” Princess Celestia said as she strode across the room. “I do hope I wasn’t interrupting anything.”
Nexus set his book down on a nearby end table. “A good book and nothing more. Still, I find it surprising you are out and about at such an hour. You are usually in bed by this time.”
The princess came to a stop beside Nexus. “If I may be honest with you, I have been having trouble sleeping.”
“Then please,” Nexus began. He motioned to a large cushion that was kept in his study specifically as a seat for royal, alicorn guests. “Make yourself comfortable, and tell me what troubles you.”
Princess Celestia took Nexus’s offer, sitting down on the cushion as she began to speak. She told Spell Nexus about the spell in the forest, about the research his co-worker Bastion was doing on the spell, and of many other things Celestia had learned about the Children of Nightmare. It was all information Nexus knew, but he feigned interest. He listened and offered appropriate levels of shock and disbelief.
“To think, ponies trying to resurrect Nightmare Moon. It is hard to believe some would be so foalish,” Nexus mused when Princess Celestia finished. He poured a fresh glass of orange juice for himself and offered some to her. She replied with a smile and a shake of her head.
“But you stopped them,” Nexus pointed out. He lifted his glass in a casual toast. “And Equestria continues to thrive in your protective embrace. So why have you not been sleeping well?”
Princess Celestia was silent for a moment before looking at Nexus with a grave expression painted across her features. “I’ve come to believe that the spell, while interrupted, may not have been completely unsuccessful.”
“What makes you say that?” Nexus asked with a concerned frown.
“Do you know my student, Twilight Sparkle?”
A chuckle escaped Nexus’s lips. “The most magically gifted unicorn I’ve ever had the pleasure of getting to know? Of course I know your student. I would bet that everypony at your school knows of her, both staff and students. Why do you ask?”
“At the Spring Festival in Ponyville, I discovered Twilight was taking care of a young filly by the name of Nyx, who she said was her half-cousin,” Celestia explained. “A filly that, if my sources are to be believed, started living with her shortly after the incident in the forest. A filly who, in recent days, performed two very profound feats of magic at a school weekend event.”
Nexus took a sip of his glass, not finding the information at all troubling. “I can only imagine powerful magic runs in her family.”
“Yes, I would believe that as well if Nyx was related to Twilight,” Princess Celestia said. “Yet, I have checked the family’s records. There is no listing of Twilight having a half-cousin named Nyx. In fact, there is no listing of a Nyx being born in Equestria in the past several decades. It is as if she appeared out of thin air.”
Nexus, who had been taking another sip from his orange juice glass, froze up for a single moment. He eyed Celestia over the rim of his glass, and then resumed drinking before the princess could take notice.
“Appeared out of thin air?” Nexus echoed after clearing his throat. “Your highness, do you believe that Nyx didn’t exist until a few months ago, that she literally appeared out of thin air?”
“I don’t think she just appeared, but I do believe Nyx’s origins are far different from a common pony’s. Based on the research done by Bastion Yorsets and his team, I’ve come to know for certain that the ritual I interrupted was designed to bring back Nightmare Moon.
“Then, within days of the spell’s failure, Nyx appeared in Ponyville. There are no records of her existing before she was registered for school. Nopony in Ponyville knows anything more about Nyx’s history than what Twilight herself has told me. As I have said, it seems like she appeared out of thin air... like she is the product of a spell.”
Nexus nodded his head. “I see. You believe Nightmare Moon and Nyx are one and the same, which is a very unsettling thought.” Nexus took in a deep breath. “I do believe I understand why you’ve been losing sleep.”
“No, Spell Nexus, you don’t,” Celestia replied. She stood up and walked across the room. “For it is not as simple as you make it sound.”
“What’s there to make it complex?” he asked. He sipped at his orange juice, trying to quell a tremor of fear that had slipped into his voice.
“The fact that Nyx doesn’t act anything like the mare I once knew,” Princess Celestia replied as she reached the study’s window. She looked at the moon while memories of the past overwhelmed her. “Nightmare Moon, the real Nightmare Moon, was a vindictive, deceptive, hateful pony. She desired to plunge Equestria into eternal night, not just so ponies would appreciate the beauty of the stars and moon, but so they would also be deprived of the sun they loved so dearly.
“She was a threat to all Equestria... and I watched it happen. I watched as Luna, my dear sister, became that monstrous mare, bent on vengeance. It was my duty as a big sister to protect her, and I failed. I failed so horribly that I had to banish her to the moon and wait a thousand years for six ponies to do what I could not.
“And now,” Celestia continued, lowering her head. Her regal composure was failing, and a tired expression took its place on her face. “The past few nights, my dreams have been haunted. I see Nyx growing to become the monster I once knew. She laughs and plunges Equestria into eternal night. She takes away my sister as well as Twilight. I scream out in the dream to try and help them, only to find myself sitting up in my own bed in an icy sweat.
“I fear this filly, Nexus,” Celestia concluded with a heavy sigh, “but at the same time I feel guilty for fearing her.”
“Why would you feel guilty?” Nexus asked.
Celestia turned her back on the window. “Because Nyx has done nothing to warrant such fear. I have met Nyx personally, over a short dinner, and she acted nothing like the Nightmare Moon I knew. At first, she was scared of me and my sister. She shied away, and only after some encouragement from Twilight was Nyx even able to say hello to us.
“It was Luna who was able to finally draw Nyx out of her shell, and, after that, Nyx laughed and spoke excitedly on many topics. She spoke of friends, spoke of school, spoke of all the things a normal filly her age would want to talk about: all things Nightmare Moon would never care about.
“And thus I am torn,” Princess Celestia explained. “I worry about what Nyx might become, but at the same time I believe that she is not the same as Nightmare Moon. She is the product of that spell, and yet she acts like any normal filly as she lives, laughs, and has friends. That, Spell Nexus, is what is troubling me.”
“It is something that would trouble anypony,” Nexus said, faking his concern. “I am honored you would come to speak with me about this, but I must ask... what does Luna think of her? Certainly she, who was once Nightmare Moon, would be able to judge Nyx’s true nature.”
“I... I must confess, I have been doing everything in my power to keep this a secret from Luna,” Princess Celestia said, heavy guilt in her voice. “It has not been easy. She was able to sense the same surge of magic I felt rise up from the Everfree Forest some time ago. By some stroke of luck I’ve been able to convince her it was nothing to worry about, and have kept the rest of what I’ve told you hidden.”
Nexus frowned. “I find it strange you would want to keep this a secret from Luna. Do you not trust her with this matter?”
“No, I do trust her, but... I choose to keep this a secret to protect her,” The princess admitted. “Call me a foal if you wish, Nexus, but I’m Luna’s big sister. I lost her once to Nightmare Moon, and I don’t want her getting anywhere near this.
“This is why I’ve come to you, Nexus,” Princess Celestia continued as she moved away from the window, retaking her seat next to him. “Because, while I cannot turn to Luna in this, I need somepony to talk to. I need somepony to give me an honest opinion. Am I wrong to fear Nyx? Am I wrong to doubt in my student’s ability to judge character? Assuming Twilight has noticed the similarities between Nyx and Nightmare Moon, would she not have come to me if she felt Nyx was a danger?
“And even if Nyx grows to be the same in body and power, could she not be her own mare? Or... do my dreams tell me the simple truth? In time, will Nyx become the only mare in the world I truly fear?”
Silence fell upon the study at this as Nexus slowly took his gaze off of the princess. He closed his eyes and swirled the orange juice in his glass. He tried to make it look like he was pondering the question, but in truth he was considering the situation as a whole.
Princess Celestia saw there was a chance the filly was a threat to Equestria, but did not act because of her feelings. An alicorn of her power and stature, hesitating because of her bleeding, tender heart. He’d pity the princess if her weakness wasn’t so pathetic. Above that, the thought of Nightmare Moon’s return scared her. She feared having to face Equestria’s true queen, and for good reason. Nightmare Moon would no longer be held back by Princess Luna and her feeble feelings.
Indecision, compassion, and fear... all weaknesses that only proved to Nexus that Princess Celestia wasn’t fit to rule Equestria. In his mind, only the cold wisdom of Nightmare Moon would ensure the kingdom’s future. Yet, these weaknesses were not without their purpose. Nexus took a sip from his glass of orange juice, using it to hide the smile that was trying to creep onto his lips. Only once he was able to force the smile away did he lower the glass and begin to speak.
“You are not wrong to fear Nyx. It is your job as a ruler of this kingdom to try and foresee anything that would arise to threaten Equestria. Right now, Nyx is a credible threat. Nightmare Moon is among the worst things to happen to Equestria in recorded history, and, if there is even a small chance Nyx could become her, then she is a threat you should take seriously.”
“But I cannot condemn Nyx for what she might do, just as I cannot punish a normal pony for a crime they have not yet committed,” Celestia argued. “Not only would that go against Equestrian law, Twilight would never forgive me.”
“Your concern for your student is heartwarming, Princess Celestia, but I shouldn’t need to remind you that you have a whole kingdom to worry about. Is it not better to save everypony in Equestria from the danger that is Nightmare Moon, even if it means one particular unicorn doesn’t like you anymore?”
“It is better, Nexus,” the princess admitted reluctantly, “and perhaps, if I were a stronger mare, I could do what is best for the kingdom without batting an eye. I, however, cannot and will not act against Nyx unless more evidence becomes available, even if it means I must endure sleepless nights.”
“Then maybe I can offer that evidence,” Nexus replied, smiling gently.
“And how would you do that?”
Nexus turned his head, looking across the many books tucked away on the study’s shelves. “If I recall correctly, there is a magical ritual from the zebra homelands that may just be the answer to this predicament.” With a delicate touch, he levitated a book from the shelves and cracked it open. He flicked through the pages, not truly reading the words but doing it more for appearances. He continued to turn pages for several moments before finally settling on a spot deep within the tome.
“Hmm, yes. It would take time to study it, even longer to prepare, but if the spell works, you will be able to take a glimpse inside Nyx’s mind and even her soul. From that glimpse, you should be able to see whether or not the filly is somepony you need to fear.”
Celestia smiled as the weights of fear and doubt began to lift off her chest. “Spell Nexus, do you honestly believe you can prepare this spell? Can you promise that this spell will do as you say?”
“I don’t know if I can outright promise, but I am very certain,” he replied with a confident grin.
“Then please, coordinate your efforts on the spell with the palace. I will make arrangements so that anything and everything you will need to perform this spell is provided,” Princess Celestia said as she crossed the room and approached him. “Do whatever it takes to get this spell prepared as quickly as possible.”
Nexus bowed respectfully. “It would be my pleasure to do so, Princess, but I should warn you of something. If my memory about the spell is correct, then Nyx will need to be present. This isn’t something that can be done unless she's at least in the same room. Nyx would need to be brought to the spell, taken from Twilight.”
The smile that had only just made its way onto Princess Celestia’s face vanished, replaced by a frown. For a moment, the sun princess sat in silence, contemplating the one catch to her and Nexus’ newly hatched plan. “Nyx would need to be taken from Twilight Sparkle?” The princess asked, as if hoping she had misheard.
“Yes,” Nexus stated coldly.
“But couldn’t Twilight accompany her?” Princess Celesetia asked. “Would they truly need to be separated?”
“I believe so,” Nexus answered, a heavy tone of regret in his voice. “I think it would be unwise to have such a magically talented unicorn present for the test. While you easily outclass Twilight with your power, she could do something regrettable before you could stop her, if she feels we’re harming Nyx. That and having to be there when Nyx is tested, be there when worse could revealed, would be very difficult for Twilight.”
Nexus heaved a sigh and scratched his forehead. “To put it simply, princess, do you really want to put Twilight through something like that? Do you want to have her there, to watch the test, knowing what it could reveal? Personally, I feel Twilight’s presence at the spell would only cause more trouble for us and more heartache for her, especially if she is as attached to Nyx as you say she is. I must strongly advice that Twilight remains in Ponyville.”
“Then that shall be my part in this,” Princess Celestia said in defeat, her heart once again heavy in her chest. “Spell Nexus, I would ask you to simply focus on preparing the spell. I... I will handle the task of fetching Nyx personally.”
“Are you sure?”
The princess nodded. “Twilight deserves as much.”
Nexus snapped the book shut and placed it on his desk before smiling reassuringly to Princess Celestia. “Very well. I will begin preparations in the morning. I will need time to study the spell, and then I will need time to gather the materials and prepare. Once the spell is ready, however, I will inform you so that you can perform your part. After that, it will take but a few minutes to know whether or not Nyx poses a threat to Equestria.”
“Thank you, Nexus,” The princess said, managing a weak, half-hearted smile. “You have been of greater service this evening than I could have hoped for.”
Nexus offered a short bow as a playful smile pulled at his lips. “Do give me some credit, Princess. My special talent is, after all, creating and understanding complex spells.”
“Oh, I haven’t forgotten. After all, it wasn’t so long ago that you were one of my faithful students,” Princess Celestia teased with her usual, playful tone. “Now, I believe I’ve taken up enough of your evening. I shall return to the castle to get some rest, but please send word to me when you are ready to begin preparing the spell. Also, please do not share our conversation here with more ponies than necessary. I do not want to burden Luna with this, and I do not want to cause a public panic about Nightmare Moon’s return.”
“Of course, Princess,” Nexus replied. He got out of his chair and walked with the princess to the door of his study. “I will keep what we discussed here a secret to all but those who need to know about it. Now, I hope you have a pleasant evening.”
“Good night to you too, Spell Nexus,” Princess Celestia said.
Nexus returned the farewell with a wave of his hoof as the princess slipped out the study doors. He then waited until the princess rounded a corner further down the hall before he pulled the doors shut and moved to the far side of his study. He looked out the window, and wore a gentle, happy smile on his lips until the princess had entered the courtyard, boarded her chariot, and departed.
It was only when Princess Celestia was out of sight that Nexus allowed his slate gray eyes to return to the turquoise color that marked him as a member of the Children of Nightmare. His gentle grin turned menacing, and he had to fight the urge to laugh out loud.
Horn glowing, Nexus began pulling books off his study shelves. Yes, he would need time to prepare, but now he had all the time he would need. He had no fear of the princess acting, for she was waiting for him to help her act. He had even convinced her to keep Twilight in Ponyville, which would make things much easier for him.
A second opportunity: he had been given a second chance to complete the spell, and it had been laid in his hooves by none other than the sun tyrant herself. Fate and destiny were on his side. The world itself worked to help him bring back Equestria’s true queen.
“Celestia, you have become a contributing architect in your own demise,” Nexus whispered before diving into the work that lay ahead of him.
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Treachery
===========
“That all sounds kind of dangerous, Scootaloo,” Sweetie Belle said anxiously.
“And scary,” Nyx added quietly.
Scootaloo shook her head. “No, I guess not.”
“Did we?” Scootaloo asked, looking at her friends for an answer.
“I don’t remember,” Sweetie Belle said with a shrug.
“Um,” Nyx mumbled. “I think I might have an idea to keep track of everything.”
“What’s that?” Apple Bloom asked.
“And how were your final grades?” Twilight asked.
Twilight smiled as placed a few final books onto the shelves. “I think Nyx should decide.”
Nyx blinked in disbelief, and the smile on her face grew wider. “Really? I get to pick?”
“Yep, whatever you want to do, Nyx,” Twilight happily confirmed.
“Can we get lunch at the Sugarcube Corner?”
“And then can we go play at the park?”
“That was the best afternoon ever!” Nyx cheered.
Nyx, on the other hoof, was still full of energy. “Can we do this again tomorrow?” she asked.
“But-” Twilight tried to protest.
“How much do you know?” Twilight asked quietly.
“I-I do,” Twilight replied, letting herself smile a little.
“Could you please say that again, Twilight?”
“S-she thinks of me as a mother,” Twilight admitted.
Twilight tensed, leaning in anxiously. “What do you have to do?”
Twilight blinked in confusion. “What shreds?”
“Twilight-” Celestia tried to interrupt again, but this time Twilight continued her rant.
“Princess, I didn’t mean... I would never-” Twilight tried to apologize.
“But if you’ve forgiven Princess Luna, can’t you forgive Nyx too?” Twilight pleaded.
“And what if you find more than a few traces?” asked Twilight.
“But what if you find that she does have these feelings? What if you find-”
“Twilight, don’t make me tell you something you don’t want to hear,” Celestia almost begged.
“I do trust you, but-” Celestia tried to reply, only to be cut off.
“Then listen and believe me!” Twilight pleaded. “Nyx. Is. Not. A. Bad. Pony. Anymore!”
“Oh, hey Princess,” Spike greeted. “Change your mind about eating dinner with us?”
Spike and Nyx paused from their dinner preparations. “What for?” Spike asked.
“Can't you have a doctor come here or something?”
“I guess that makes sense,” Spike eventually replied, “but why right now? Isn't it kind of late?”
“Twilight?” Nyx ventured to ask again, only for Princess Celestia to move over beside her.
“Nyx, please, we need to leave,” stressed Princess Celestia.
“NO! I don't want to see the doctor! I want to stay here with Twilight!”
“NO! Let me go! I don't wanna go! I want to stay here!”
And no real mother just lets her daughter get taken away.
“Are you all right?” Nexus asked, faking concern.
Shutting her eyes, Princess Celestia bent in close to Nyx, and whispered a prayer to the filly.
“Please, my little pony... Please, let Twilight be right about you.”
“Just a little more, Your Highness. The columns just need a little more charge.”
Among those who had been waiting in Ponyville were Night Wind, Gray Gale, and Stonewall, Nexus’s lieutenants. Joined by them was another in armor, a thin earth pony with a regal blue mane and a gently turned mustache. To the locals, he was known as Horte Cuisine, a waiter at a local restaurant. However, to the Children of Nightmare and Pinkie Pie, he had been a spy at Nyx’s school.
“So, is it really her?” Gray Gale asked, looking at the black filly who was still sedated by Princess Celestia’s spell.
“Yes. While Princess Celestia would doubt this filly’s power, I can see the truth. Our queen lies before us,” Nexus assured, looking skyward. The red glowing columns were acting as magical magnets, drawing in the wild magical energy that lingered in the air. Among that magic were trails of indigo smoke, which began to circle and spin, spiraling down like water in a whirlpool before feeding into the sleeping Nyx, who physically began to mature, quickly outgrowing her vest, glasses, and headband.
“Should we be worried about the villagers?” Stonewall asked. He looked over his shoulder, and took note of the crowd of ponies that was growing beyond the parameter formed by the rest of the cult. The residents of the small community looked on in confusion, fear, and awe.
“Our brothers and sisters will keep the crowd at bay, and Princess Celestia will not be able to follow us quickly enough to interfere,” Spell Nexus assured before smiling down at Nyx, who had already grown much lager. “Look, our queen is already at half the size she should be. We have nothing to fear. Nopony can stop us.”
~~~
Twilight galloped at a full sprint. She had seen the flash of light, heard the thunder but, more importantly, sensed the powerful surge of magic. She didn’t know what was going on, but for that much magic to be used up at one moment, it had to be something very large.
After rounding a corner, Twilight slowed and joined the huge crowd of ponies gathered around the glowing red stone columns in the center of the town. She jumped a few times, struggling to see past everypony else. She caught glimpses of the ponies near the columns, and felt the blood run cold in her veins. It was the cult who had ponynapped her.
In a panic, Twilight tried to push her way through the crowd and get closer. She didn’t know what the cult was doing in the center of the village, but she knew it was going to be bad. Still, she would try to stop them. She couldn’t just let them finish whatever spell they were casting. She just had to get through the crowd, she just had to-
A crack of thunder made Twilight stop in her tracks and drew her eyes skyward. Above the town, trails of indigo smoke circled, conducting sparks of fierce blue energy. A second crack of thunder came as a ring of energy spread out through in the air, stretching across the night sky like a ripple across a pond.
The ring of energy, however, then abruptly stopped and began flowing back. It collapsed into a single tight sphere in the air, taking with it the indigo smoke and other lingering magics that had been floating in the sky. It all compressed and compacted into a single, glowing sphere of energy. Then, with a third and final crack of thunder, the energy shot down to the ground, striking the center of the spell like lightning.
~~~
Nyx awoke just as the last of the magic fed into her. Her body crackled and tingled with the last traces of energy, and for a few moments she was unable to move. Then, she was able to feel her heart beating in her chest and the air in her lungs. She was able to stretch her wings, and slowly, she climbed to her hooves. She stood up, taller than she had ever stood before in her life.
No, that wasn’t quite true. She had been this tall before, though... it had been a long time ago.
Once on her hooves, Nyx looked down as the five ponies that had been standing around, and they quickly retreated under her gaze. They bowed as low as they could, pressing their noses against the ground in respect for her. And, as Nyx looked upon them, she began to smile... and then she began to laugh.
She laughed, but it wasn’t the giggle of a filly. It began as a dry chuckle, but then grew in volume, becoming loud and haughty. She then raised her head, looking at the night sky as her laughter became crazed and maniacal. It rang out, silencing all other noise and sounds across Ponyville.
It was the laughter of somepony who had just realized a great, cruel, and terrible truth.
Nyx finally understood everything. She understood why she woke up in the Everfree Forest when she did. She understood why she had memories of fighting Twilight Sparkle. She understood why she was able to say those lines in that school play so well.
She remembered what she was; who she was.
Nyx turned her gaze away from the night sky, and looked across the crowd of ponies that filled the center of Ponyville. They were ponies who had towered over her mere moments before, but were now dwarfed by her stature. She remembered another time when she stood over them, looking upon their sun-loving faces. She recalled how, on the day of the Summer Sun Celebration, they looked on her with fear, even though they didn’t know who she was.
And now, now they were looking over her with greater fear, for they now knew who she was. It should have made her happy. Inspiring such fear should have filled her with joy. Yet, it made her feel... uneasy.
Nyx gave her head a slight shake to banish that small, stray thought. She was enjoying this, she was sure of it. She put on a wicked smile, and spoke to the crowd with a voice that was regal, smooth, and threatening.
“My friends, neighbors… subjects, why do you look at me with such fear?’” Nyx asked. “You of all ponies should feel honored! For you will be able to tell your children and your children’s children that it was you who witnessed your queen’s rebirth. That it was you who witnessed her moment of ascension and enlightenment. That it was you who showed her kindness when she was incomplete.”
Nyx took a step forward, moving past the cloaked ponies who bowed to her. She walked into the crowd, and those ponies in her way quickly cleared a path, as they should.
“Yes, I was among you this entire time, though I was by no means trying to deceive you. No, I truly had no idea where I was, what was going on, or who I was. And yet you graciously accepted me into your community. When I take what is rightfully mine, I’ll be sure to remember your kindness... as long as you obey and give me the respect I deserve.”
“There are, however, those who deserved to be mentioned,” Nyx continued as she walked through the silent crowd. “Ponies who deserve special thanks, for without them, I may not be standing here tonight with my mind clear and power restored. Among those are two very special fillies. Now, I wonder where they could be.
“Ah, there you are, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.”
An entire group of ponies stepped to the side, clearing a path between Nyx and the two young bullies who had tormented her so. She approached them slowly, and her smile only grew with each step. She towered over them now, like a giant, and now they cowered in fear of her.
“Yes, everypony, take a good, long look at these two. When I was still but a meek, weak filly, it was they who set me up with a prank. It was they who sent me into the Everfree Forest, and it was there, amongst the trees, that I came across some lingering bits of my magic. It was because of them that I regained my most important memories, and regained enough of my power to attract the attention of those who would finish the spell that gave me a life and body of my own.
“So,” Nyx continued, her voice taking on a venomously sweet tone, “you could say that they are directly and fully responsible for me being able to stand among you as I am. For without that fateful trip, I may have simply stayed a harmless, timid little filly.”
Nyx leaned her head down, staring at the two fillies who were now terrified beyond belief of the pony they had once bullied and teased. Nyx, however, wore the gentlest of smiles. “Thank you, you two, from the bottom of my heart for helping me change from the biggest loser in Ponyville into the mare I was meant to be.”
At that, Nyx stood up, and smirked maliciously as several ponies began to glare at the two fillies with anger and contempt. Oh yes, this was a revenge much sweeter than merely pulling them into a mud pit. Maybe her new subjects might do her a favor and take care of the two eyesores for her.
“N-Nyx? Is that you? Why are you doing this? What’s wrong?”
Nyx froze at hearing the small voice. Her body became rigid, and her dragon-shaped irises pulsated feverishly with surprise. She turned to the source of the voice, and saw a single young filly staring up at her. It was Scootaloo, who was looking at her not with eyes filled with fear, but ones brimming with confusion. For a moment, Nyx remembered that Scootaloo lived near the center of town, which would explain why she was so close to the center of the crowd.
Nyx, however, could not stand to meet Scootaloo’s gaze or speak a direct reply to her question. She could only make a violent turn, and stride away as quickly as the crowd could clear a path. It was only after she had distanced herself from Scootaloo that Nyx stopped and cast her head back. “No, I am not your friend... or, more accurately, I am no longer her.”
With those few words spoken, Nyx turned her head forward again, searching for somepony else to focus on. She then caught sight of a familiar mulberry-colored pony in the crowd, Cheerilee. Instantly, Nyx’s mind latched onto verbally attacking her, if only to forget that Scootaloo was watching from a distance.
“Hello, Cheerilee, my teacher. Yes, I am no longer Nyx, but I am sure you could tell all these ponies who I really am. After all, you saw the resemblance just as everypony else did. And was it not you who called me ‘wicked and dastardly’? Was that not why I was perfect for the part in your little spring play?”
Cheerilee shakily took a few steps back, cringing as Nyx’s mystical indigo mane held her chin. It was easy for Nyx to see the fear in Cheerilee’s eyes, and how intently she watched her star-field of a mane. Cheerilee feared it as if it was a snake that would strike out at any moment, and Nyx enjoyed the fear in her teacher’s eyes. Yet, her attention was drawn away from Cheerilee when she noticed movement out of the corner of her eye.
She turned away from Cheerilee, and approached the pony that was forcing her way through the crowd. The pony was a mare, a purple unicorn, who came to a stop directly in front of Nyx. She looked ragged, was panting, and her face was stained with tears, some fresh while others were long dry.
“Hello, Twilight Sparkle, my savior, my best friend… and the only one I have ever called ‘mother’,” Nyx said coolly. “Are you here to lie to me again? Tell me that I’m not a ‘bitter, vengeance-driven mare’? Tell me that the most obvious answer is wrong even when the proof is right in front of your face?! Are you here to try to comfort me with false words!?
“Or are you here to apologize to me? To beg and grovel at my hooves? To admit that you were wrong to keep me in the dark? Or were you simply so desperate to care for a filly of your own that you didn’t want to believe the truth?”
Twilight couldn’t bring herself to say anything, which made Nyx furrow her brows and grit her teeth.
“Well?!? ANSWER ME!!!” Nyx shouted, anger welling up inside her from the mere sight of Twilight. It should have been pure anger, pure hatred for what Twilight Sparkle had done in the past, but at the same time Nyx felt her eyes trying to water. Nyx didn’t know why she suddenly felt like crying, but she forced her eyes to stop. She would not cry in front of the crowd.
She instead waited. She waited for Twilight to say something, but when no words came, Nyx huffed and glared down at her. “You have nothing to say. Well, that’s fine, because your actions have said enough already. You conspired with Celestia, you let her take me away, and you abandoned the only pony you have ever called a daughter.”
Nyx turned her back to Twilight, her voice cold as ice as she once more forced back the tears trying to form in her eyes. “I suppose that shows how little I meant to you. Well... I don’t need you any more, and I am ashamed that I ever called you my mother.”
With that Nyx stomped a hoof, stepping away from Twilight. She did not allow herself to look back, forcing her gaze on the cloaked ponies that were approaching her. From those ponies, one blue unicorn stepped forward and quickly bowed in her presence.
“Our most powerful and majestic queen,” the unicorn of the group said, “Celestia and Luna can be seen in the distance along with a large contingent of the royal guard. It would not be wise to linger here and face the Royal Sisters. You are reborn, but your power may not be complete. Let us retreat so that you can gather your strength. Then, when you are ready, you can bring the princesses beneath your hooves.”
Nyx looked at the unicorn, smiling. Already there were those who were willing to accept her, to regard her with the same respect others had for the Royal Sisters. “I assume you have someplace prepared.”
“Of course, my queen,” the unicorn said with the utmost reverence. “Take us in your magic, and I shall guide you to the fortress we have made ready for your rule.”
Nyx smiled, and gave an approving nod to the unicorn. She then looked back at the rest of the crowd, raising her voice once more to a deafening volume. “Remember this night well, for it marks the beginning of the end of the old order of Equestria! Treasure the days that come, for they shall be your last! Soon the night shall last forever and I, Nightmare Moon, shall be Equestria’s one true queen!”
With that Nightmare Moon broke into maniacal laughter and her mystical mane swirled. The magical aura consumed all the cloaked cult ponies, and in a single flash, they all disappeared into the night.
In the wake of their departure, Nightmare Moon and the cult left the shocked ponies of Ponyville to stand in utter silence. Even the arrival of Princesses Celestia and Luna didn’t ease the dread that was pulsing through the crowd. There would be no soothing their fears, no easing of their concerns. The truth was simple and undeniable.
Nightmare Moon had returned.
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Chapter 11
The Castle of Nightmare
====================
<<--Chapter 10 - Chapter 12-->>
They were too late. Even when they had her in their sights, they were too late. Princess Celestia’s worst fears had come true. Nyx had become Nightmare Moon, and Celestia had been the one to deliver her to those who would complete her transformation.
While Princess Luna lingered in Ponyville to find out more about what happened, Celestia went straight back to Canterlot. Upon arriving at the palace, she ordered for her generals to be summoned. She didn’t care if they needed to be roused from their beds or pulled from their spouses. Celestia needed to speak with them immediately, and was making rare use of her royal rank to ensure it happened.
That had been a few minutes prior, and her most trusted guards were already off fetching the generals. This left Celestia with a moment to herself, and she decided to spend it sitting in her throne. She needed some time to rest, but to also think.
Princess Celestia thought back, and began to scrutinize every recent memory she had of Spell Nexus. Surely there had to have been a clue. Surely there had to been a sign of his treachery, yet she could not remember a single instance of doubt. Spell Nexus betraying her would be like Twilight Sparkle betraying her; it just didn’t seem possible.
Yet that impossibility had become reality. Spell Nexus had betrayed her, but before Princess Celestia could try to figure out why, she was drawn from her thoughts. She heard the doors to the throne room open, and looked to see who had entered the room. She didn’t think her generals could have arrived so quickly, and they hadn’t. The pony that was now striding across the room, moving with purpose in each step, was her sister, Luna.
Princess Celestia rose from the throne and walked to meet her. “Luna, I’m surprised you were able to return so quickly. Have you already finished interviewing the residents of Ponyville?”
Luna did not reciprocate the warm welcome her sister offered, instead choosing to glare at Celestia. “I delegated the task to a number of guards, because there is only one pony I want to talk to at the moment: you. What have you been hiding from me?”
Celestia winced under Luna’s firm tone. She quickly realized the conversation she and her sister were about to have wasn’t going to be one of their better ones. Still, she maintained her composure and put on a caring face. “I don’t know what you mean, sister.”
“Don’t ‘sister’ me, Celestia,” Luna said with words laden with her anger. “You know something about what has just transpired in Ponyville, and of the strange mare that was seen there. Now, I shall only ask once more; what have you been hiding from me?”
Celestia turned away from her sister, unable to look her in the eye as she began to recount the truth. “Just a little after the end of winter, a cult ponynapped my personal student, Twilight Sparkle, as part of an elaborate spell that would have done the unthinkable. I am happy to say that Twilight suffered nothing worse than a small cut on the leg and some rope burns. The spell in question, however, was designed to take the shreds left behind when you were saved by the Elements of Harmony and...”
“And do what?” Luna pressed.
“The spell would have taken those shreds, the lingering magic and echoes of the mare you used to be... and used them to give Nightmare Moon her own body.”
“Give Nightmare Moon her own body?” Luna echoed in disbelief. “I... what... How is that possible?! I was Nightmare Moon! I became that mare when I let my anger and jealousy get the best of me! I became that mare when I stole magic to make myself more powerful, but all those powers and emotions were destroyed by the Elements of Harmony.”
Princess Celestia shook her head. “They were not destroyed, Luna. The Elements of Harmony are not a force of destruction. They could only separate you from the power and jealousy that once possessed you. What was left was in those shreds.”
“But how?” Luna asked. “How could power and some lingering echoes of my emotions be enough to make a full grown mare?”
“I do not claim to fully understand it,” Celestia said, “but you know how magic works just as well as I do. Truly pure magic is a rare thing. Any magic from any pony can carry with it an echo of its owner. It is why some spells are stronger when driven by emotions like anger or happiness. It is why no two unicorns have the same magic. Magic and the soul are very closely tied.
“And, because of this,” Celestia continued as she shifted in her hooves, “I can only assume that an echo of the mare you used to be, an echo of Nightmare Moon, lingered in the shreds that the Elements of Harmony left behind. That was what the resurrection spell was meant to target. If my understanding is correct, the spell was supposed to distill and strengthen those echos as well as feed them raw magic. It would be from that concentration of magic, emotions, and memories that the cult would reform Nightmare Moon.”
Luna shifted to the side, anxious confusion filling her mind. “But... but even if the spell formed a body, that would not be enough. For Nightmare Moon to even be alive, for her to be a completely separate mare from me, wouldn’t that mean she would have to have her own-”
“It doesn’t matter anymore,” Celestia interrupted, turning back to face Luna. “The simple truth we must deal with is that Nightmare Moon has returned, and we must stand against her.”
Luna nodded as she took a few steps forward. She pushed her confusion to the side, and focused a steely gaze on her sister. “I do not disagree with you on that fact. Something must be done, but I must ask one more question first. If all of this happened just after winter, then why am I only finding out now?”
“I didn’t want to burden you with this knowledge,” Celestia answered with a caring tone. “It was something that I was supposed to deal with, so you wouldn’t have to.”
“Celestia, what is wrong with you?!” Luna shouted, disbelief and anger flaring in her voice. “What made you think I wouldn’t want to help you handle this? I was Nightmare Moon once! Everything that mare did was my fault! If, somehow, somepony were to bring that... that... mare back as a complete and separate pony, then it’s my fault for being her in the first place!”
“Luna, stop it! You aren’t responsi-”
“Yes I am! It’s all my fault!” Luna argued and stomped her hoof. She then turned away, unable to look at Celestia as guilt writhed in her stomach. “There wouldn’t even be a Nightmare Moon if it weren’t for my mistakes!”
“I just felt that-” Celestia tried to comfort her sister, only to be cut off.
Luna glanced over her shoulder and whispered, “When were you going to tell me about this?”
“Sister, please-”
“Were you going to tell me about this?” Luna asked, her voice gaining more strength. She turned back to Celestia, and made no effort to hide the anger billowing inside her. Celestia opened her mouth to answer, but she was unable to say anything.
Luna got her answer from that silence, and her anger only grew. “You weren’t! You weren’t going to tell me anything, ever! You were hoping to keep this whole thing a secret!”
“I was only trying to protect you,” Celestia said, trying to defend herself. “I was just trying to keep you from having to-”
“Keep me from what?! Keep me from taking responsibility for my past? Keep me from doing what I can for the sake of our kingdom, for our ponies?! Nightmare Moon, either as what I was or what she is now, is still my responsibility! You should have told me about this from the very beginning!”
Luna brought her hooves up and stomped them on the ground in an attempt to vent some of the rage boiling inside her. “If anything, the fact that she and I were once one and the same makes me more qualified to deal with this situation than you. At the very least, if our roles were reversed, I would have told you the truth.”
“I know,” Celestia admitted, “and perhaps you are a better mare than me in that regard. Yet, sister, you’ve had enough to deal with. You’ve only just started to settle back into castle life, have only just caught up with Equestria’s history and laws. You’ve been working yourself to the bone so you can help me rule. I just didn’t want to burden you further.”
Luna huffed, but after a few tense moments nodded her head. “I understand, Tia... I do. You’ve been protective of me since I came back, and I appreciate that. Yet, while you are my older sister, we are both princesses of this kingdom. I hope in the future you’ll trust me enough to tell me when things like this happen.”
Celestia lowered her head apologetically. “I will try, sister.”
“I guess that will have to do for the moment,” Luna grumbled, choosing to focus her frustration on more pressing matters. “Now, we should send word to your student and her friends. I imagine we will need them to wield the Elements of Harmony against Nightmare Moon once more.”
Celestia tensed, and heaved a sigh. “We... may not be able to rely on the Elements of Harmony.”
Luna tilted her head a little to the side. “Why not?”
“Do you remember Twilight’s cousin, Nyx? The one who played Nightmare Moon during the children’s play at the last Spring Festival?”
“Of course,” Luna said with a nod. “Why do you ask?”
“That filly was never Twilight’s cousin, nor is she even related to Twilight by any familial connection. In fact, she had never been seen before until her arrival in Ponyville a few days after Twilight was rescued.”
Luna needed a moment to take in the information. Yet, when she realized why Celestia would bring up Nyx, her jaw dropped and her eyes narrowed in disbelief. “No, you can’t be saying... You don’t mean to tell me that-”
“Yes,” Celestia confirmed, “the filly known as Nyx was the incomplete product of the original resurrection spell. This evening the cult got their hooves on her, and they were able to finish the spell they started. In truth, Nyx was always Nightmare Moon, but tonight the cult returned to her all the memories and powers she once possessed.”
“But how did the cult get a hold of her?” Luna asked, her face reflecting her confusion. “I spoke with a few ponies in Ponyville before departing. They said that the cult appeared and that Nightmare Moon rose up from the center of the spell. They never saw anypony be taken into the ritual, and surely Twilight would have sent a letter if she feared Nyx was missing.”
“No, she wouldn’t have,” Celestia admitted with a whisper.
“Why?”
Celestia swallowed as she struggled to find the strength to admit her own mistake. “Be... because I was the one that took Nyx. I was the one that delivered her into the hooves of that cult.”
Luna was struck silent. She strode up beside her sister, expecting the punchline to what she believed could only be a cruel joke. Yet, the expression on Celestia’s face made it clear she was telling the truth, and Luna was only more stunned. “What... how... Why would you do that?”
“For some time now, I have feared that Nyx was Nightmare Moon, or at least somehow tied to the spell cast just after winter,” Celestia confessed. “At a school function, she was able to turn another pony into a tree and displayed other magic well beyond unicorns her age. My dreams became tormented with images of her growing into the mare you used to be and threatening everypony I care about.
“I had to be sure she wasn’t a threat,” Celestia admitted. “I had to know what I was dealing with, so I could act before Nyx could become a danger to Equestria, to Twilight, or to you. So, I spoke with Spell Nexus, and he promised a spell that would allow me to glimpse Nyx’s soul. The spell was supposed to allow me to know, for certain, if she was a danger.
“But, of course,” Celestia growled. She tossed her head as her frustration flared. “It would seem the greatest threat came not from Nyx but from Spell Nexus. He was attacked at the beginning of last fall, his home ransacked for the shreds of Nightmare Moon. He was hospitalized for weeks afterward, and he showed no signs of treachery. Yet, he not only seems to be a member of that cult, but a high-ranking one.
"He was once my student!” Celestia bellowed, punctuating her words with a stomp. “Why would he betray me?!”
“I do not know, Celestia, but that isn’t the question pressing on my mind,” Luna said, steering the conversation back to the matters at hoof. “The question I’ve asked, the one that you have yet to answer, is why we cannot rely on the Elements of Harmony.”
“Because I dare not ask a mother to strike down her own daughter,” Celestia seethed, her anger at Nexus shifting into loathing of her own actions. “Not when I was the one that tore her daughter away.”
“Mother... daughter? Celestia, who are you talking about?” Luna asked.
Celestia sighed, and hung her head. “I speak of Twilight and Nyx. Since the end of winter my student has been caring for Nyx. From what Twilight told me, it began as with her just wanting to be sure. Like me, she feared that Nyx was Nightmare Moon, but she did not want to risk an innocent filly being banished to the moon. Thus, until she could be certain, Twilight kept Nyx a secret, disguised her alicorn nature and allowed her to live a normal life in Ponyville.
“Yet, it seems in the months they spent together, Twilight Sparkle grew to be more than just a caretaker for Nyx. She...” Celestia began to struggle with her words. “She became an adoptive mother, and cared for Nyx like a daughter.”
A horrified expression formed onto Luna’s face. “And is that why we cannot rely on the Elements of Harmony!? Did you steal Nyx away from Twilight!? Sister, it’s one thing to keep this a secret from me, but what could have possessed you to... do you realize that-”
“I am fully aware of what I’ve done!” Celestia bellowed, cutting off Luna’s accusation.
“No, I don’t think you are!” Luna shouted back. “Don’t you think Twilight would have noticed if Nyx acted like the mare I used to be? Don’t you think she would have sent you a letter if she feared something was wrong? You once told me you trusted Twilight completely. Why would you doubt her on something so serious?
“And why couldn’t you just wait?!” Luna continued to rant. “If Nyx was going to become Nightmare Moon, there would have been warnings, signs. She wouldn’t have just transformed overnight. Why did you have to act before there was an actual threat? You realize that it’s your fault this happened, don’t you? It’s your fault Nightmare Moon-”
“I know!” Celestia shouted, her composure breaking like a frail twig. The exhaustion and emotions that she had been trying to control overwhelmed her. “Do you actually think for a moment that I wanted to do any of this?! To cause my dear student such pain? I do not need to be told the heinous nature of my actions! I went to Twilight’s home to take the child, unaware of how much my student had grown to care for her.
“But I could not wait for Nyx to become Nightmare Moon,” Celestia said with a flare of her wings. “I could not wait until that witch was standing on our doorstep with half of Equestria destroyed in her wake. I had to act preemptively. I had to be able to prepare, to get ready, so that if Nyx did change into Nightmare Moon, I would be ready to stop her before anypony got hurt.”
“But why couldn’t you wait, Celestia?!” Luna shouted back at her sister, her voice echoing across the throne room. “Why did you feel you had to act?!”
“Because the last time I waited, I lost you for a thousand years!” Celestia screamed.
The fire of Luna’s anger cooled under the weight of those words, and she watch Celestia crumbled in front of her. Her sister hung her head, so low her nose almost touched the floor, as the guilt, fear and pain in her heart became too much to bear. Luna even saw a few tears escape Celestia’s eyes, crawl down her face and drip to the throne room floor.
“The last time I waited,” Celestia said quietly, “the last time I decided to just wait and see if things would get better or worse was when you were showing the first signs of your jealousy. I thought, I hoped, you would get through it. I thought that surely the ponies of Equestria would begin to appreciate your night as I did. I decided to wait, to let things work themselves out, and we both know what happened because of that.
“So condemn me for what I’ve done, Luna; it’s no less than I deserve,” Celestia said. She raised her head to meet Luna’s gaze, but the tears continued to flow down her face. “I stole a daughter from a mother because I feared the monster she could become, and because of my actions, I made those fears a reality. I, however, couldn’t just sit by and wait. I couldn’t give Nightmare Moon the chance to hurt Twilight. I couldn’t let her hurt you. I just couldn't stand by and hope that things would work out, not again.”
“Sister,” Luna said, her voice carrying the first comforting tones she had offered since the conversation had begun.
Celestia, however, shied away from the comfort. She turned away and moved back towards the throne. “But I can’t think about that now. I can’t think about what I could have done differently. I can only focus on what’s ahead: the threat Nightmare Moon poses. I must be ready to stand against her.”
“Not ‘I’, sister, ‘we’,” Luna corrected. She moved up beside Celestia as a reassuring smile spread onto her lips. “Just as Nightmare Moon threatens me, she threatens you, and I’m not going to let her hurt my big sister. We’ll work together, we’ll find her and if she won’t listen to reason, we’ll do what is necessary to protect Equestria.”
Celestia returned Luna’s smile, nodded her head and leaned into her. “Thank you, Luna. I don’t think I could have faced this if you weren’t beside me.”
“That’s what sisters are for, Tia.”
===========
Nightmare Moon stood in an elegant hall, taking in its beauty. Regal black marble columns flanked either side of the hall and rose to support a high, arched ceiling. Rich purple curtains were draped from the columns, and torch holders glowed with magical white gems. The finest detail of the room, however, was the ceiling. It was encrusted with diamonds, and each one had been carefully placed so the ceiling was a portrayal of the nighttime sky. One gem in particular, which looked to be as big as Nightmare Moon’s head, had been used to mimic the full moon in all its glory.
“Does it please you, my Queen?” Spell Nexus asked with a respectful bow.
“It does,” Nightmare Moon replied. She strode forward, and approached her new throne. The throne had rich night-blue cushions, and its frame was made of rare black oak from the dragon country. It was a beautiful sight, and Nightmare Moon settled down into it. She fluttered her wings, and a contented smile formed on her lips as she looked across the room. It was her throne room, and it only complimented her own elegant beauty.
“You have done well, Spell Nexus,” Nightmare Moon said, “but I am curious. How did you managed to construct such a grand room in secrecy?
“It is not just this room, my Queen, but a whole castle,” Nexus replied. He rose from his bow, and approached the throne. “We found an unexpected ally in a clan of wild mutts known as the Diamond Dogs. They were a more than willing workforce once we promised to assist them in their search for precious gemstones.
“They dug out this entire cavern, and then assisted in the construction of the castle,” Spell Nexus continued to explain. “And, once you have defeated Celestia and Luna, there is but a few dozen feet of rock that separates this castle from the world above. Should you wish, your highness, it would be trivial for you to raise the castle to the surface. It would be a grand proclamation of your new place as Equestria’s ruler.”
Nightmare Moon’s smile widened, and she pictured her castle rising up and casting a harsh shadow across the land. Yes, it was a good thought, but one she would save for later. She could not raise the castle before defeating the Royal Sisters, and her curiosity was not yet sated.
“Tell me, why were the Diamond Dogs willing to put forth so much effort for the gemstones?”
“I do not know, Your Majesty,” Spell Nexus answered. “We never questioned why the Diamond Dogs wanted the gems. Perhaps they are like dragons, and eat them. Or perhaps they just like to roll around in piles of gemstones as hogs roll in mud. In the end, does the reason really matter? The important thing was that they were a strong, fast and willing workforce.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes flashed, Spell Nexus’s answer only adding fuel to the fire of her curiosity. What did the Diamond Dogs do with the gems? Was Nexus right? Did they use them as a source of food, like dragons, or did they in fact roll around in them? But wouldn’t rolling around in gemstones hurt? Perhaps they had thick skin, or maybe they used the gems in another way. Perhaps they used them to make clothes, or used them as a source of currency.
Those initial questions were quickly joined by others as Nightmare Moon’s mind spun ahead of itself. Did the Diamond Dogs recognize the Royal Pony Sisters or did they consider themselves outside the rule of Equestria? Did they have a form of government? Who was their leader?
There were simply too many questions, and Nightmare Moon would have at least some of them answered. “Spell Nexus, I want to see the leader of the Diamond Dogs. If their leader is unavailable or if they have no leader, then I want to speak with a selection of them. I imagine three or five would be sufficient.”
Nexus looked up at Nightmare Moon with equal parts of curiosity, concern and confusion. “Forgive me, Your Highness, but part of our agreement with the Diamond Dogs was that at the conclusion of the deal, they would migrate much further into their tunnels. We could not risk them interfering with our work.”
A frown formed on Nightmare Moon’s lips. She hated it when she couldn’t find the answer to a question. That was her vice, her insatiable curiosity. It was why she loved to sit in Cheerilee’s classroom everyday when she was still in school. Oh, how she found such joy in learning new things from the mulberry-colored pony who-
Nightmare Moon shut her eyes, and seized control of the thoughts that had started to run out of control in her mind. She could not think of those memories any more. She was a queen, and Cheerilee was no longer her teacher. Cheerilee, like everypony else, was just a subject of her kingdom that needed to be brought in line and nothing more.
“I see,” Nightmare Moon said as she turned her gaze back to Spell Nexus. “That is unfortunate. Still, if anypony happens to see a Diamond Dog, have them brought to me. There are some questions I would like answered.”
“As you wish, Your Majesty,” Spell Nexus said with another bow. “Now, your Highness, please allow me to show you the rest of your new castle.”
============
Nightmare Moon followed behind Nexus as he gave her a grand tour of her new home. The castle really was beautiful, every bit as regal as Canterlot Palace. Yet, Nightmare Moon found herself questioning some of the decorations. Around almost every corner there was a mural or statue depicting her.
That alone would have been creepy, but it wasn’t just the quantity of the images portraying her. It was also how she was being portrayed. Each mural and statue depicted something different, but each visual was dark and threatening. One had her standing over the beaten and defeated bodies of Celestia and Luna. Another had her casting a dark shadow over cowering ponies. They were all images of the future Equestria could look forward to, and it left a strange feeling in the pit of Nightmare Moon’s stomach.
“And here is the royal library,” Nexus announced, drawing Nightmare Moon’s attention away from the castle decorations as the pair entered the library. “Please forgive the lack of books on the shelves. We built it to be able to house the collection from the Canterlot Palace. Once you have taken your place as Equestria’s one true queen, we intend to move the collection from there to here, should you wish to continue using this castle as your palace.”
Nightmare Moon nodded, and let her gaze drift across the mostly empty shelves. The room was just as impressive as the rest of the castle. The towering bookshelves dominated the walls, and the entire room was wrapped in a cool, dark color scheme. Yet, she found one aspect of the decor unappealing. There was a painting above the library’s fireplace, which showed her standing over the charred, blackened ruins of Canterlot.
Why did every painting, mural and statue in her castle have to make her look so threatening?
Deciding she would leave that thought for another time, Nightmare Moon strolled around the room. She took notice of the few pegasus ponies fluttering about, putting away some books that had been gathered for the collection. Like all the other servants and guards she had seen, the pegasi possessed something that drew her curiosity.
“Why do all of you have eyes like mine?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“It is your blessing, my Queen,” Nexus replied, swelling with pride. “As you may know, I was once the headmaster of Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. Upon your initial defeat, Celestia tasked me with studying your shredded remains. It was upon examining and interacting with those shreds that I became enlightened to your wisdom and power.
“It was on that same day my eyes turned the turquoise color you see now, and it became a sign of the order. I bestow the gift of these eyes upon each pony who joins the Children of Nightmare, when they pledge their service to you.”
Nightmare Moon nodded, turning her attention back to the shelves as she perused the few books in the library’s existing collection. She didn’t recognize most of the book titles, but one book did catch her eye. Coming to a stop, she used her magic to remove the book from the shelf. She gently cracked it open, and flipped it to the title page. Grand Tales of Equestria.
***
“And with that final buck, the wolves were driven from the town,” Twilight said before looking up from the book she was reading aloud. “And the ponies rejoiced. They had once again been saved by the mare among them brave enough to stay out at night, the village’s own black-coated guardian: Nyx of the Night.”
“And did you really name me after her!?” Nyx asked in disbelief. She was lying in her bed, and she snuggled further into the covers as Twilight shut the book which had been the source of that evening’s bedtime story.
Twilight laughed and set the book down. “Yes, though I’ll admit it was mostly because she’s the only other pony I’ve heard of with a black coat.”
“Do... do you think I could be as brave as she was someday?” Nyx asked.
“Of course,” Twilight answered with a smile. “Being brave isn’t like a special talent; you just have to be able to stand up against the things that scare you.”
“Have you ever had to stand up to something really scary?”
Twilight nodded. “Yes, I have. This one time, my friends and I had to go convince a dragon to leave his cave and go someplace else.”
Nyx’s eyes went wide. “Really!?”
“Oh yes. He was taking a nap in the nearby mountains, and his snoring was throwing all kinds of black smoke into the air. So, Princess Celestia asked-” Twilight stopped her story, scrunched up her nose and looked at Nyx before playfully tapping her on the nose. “Hey, you just got a bedtime story. You don’t need another.”
“Awwwww,” Nyx complained, “but what about the dragon?”
“I promise I’ll tell you the story tomorrow night,” Twilight assured before she gently kissed Nyx on the forehead. “Now, go to sleep.”
“Okay,” Nyx replied with a yawn before letting her eyes slide shut..
***
“Your Majesty?”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, snapping the book shut and replacing it on the shelf before looking to Spell Nexus. “My apologies, I can get caught up in my reading.”
“No apologies necessary, my Queen. This is, after all, your library. It is yours to enjoy whenever you desire,” Nexus replied. “Though there is still much of the castle to see.”
“Then lead on. Let me see all that you have prepared for me, my faithful subject.”
============
“Here we have the guard barracks, where we train those new to the order to defend this castle. The good news is that word of your return is spreading. Those I have sent out to recruit new ponies to our cause are finding several eager to try and get on good terms with you. It would seem not all of Equestria is foalish enough to stand against you.”
Nightmare Moon didn’t offer any words in reply as she watched the soldiers in dark blue armor. They were standing in a line, each one taking turns attacking a set of training dummies under the watchful eye of their trainer. What drew Nightmare Moon’s eye, however, was the dummies themselves, which bore a striking resemblance to a certain set of mares.
“Why do the training dummies look like Twilight Sparkle and the other ponies who bear the Elements of Harmony?”
“Because it is they who are the greatest threat to you, my Queen,” Nexus explained. “It was they who defeated you, and we shall not let them have the opportunity to do so again. Should they get the idea in their heads to attempt to bring their unified power against you again, they will be dealt with immediately.”
Nexus’s words was punctuated as a guard attacked a training dummy that looked like Twilight Sparkle and, with a single swift motion, beheaded it. The cotton-stuffed head bouncing on the ground, and rolled to Nightmare Moon’s hooves. She stared at it, and then spoke with a firm tone. “No.”
“My Queen?”
“Should the Bearers of the Elements of Harmony come to the castle, they are not to be harmed. The Elements of Harmony themselves are to be taken from them for safe keeping. Then, Twilight Sparkle is to be brought directly to me and the rest of her friends locked in the dungeon. I will then decide how I want to punish them for standing against me once before.”
“Of course,” Nexus replied with an approving and devilish smile. “I can fully understand your desire to punish them with your own hooves.”
Nightmare Moon turned her back on the training dummies, and began to walk towards teh door. “Good, and I want one of the training dummies that looks like Twilight Sparkle brought to my bed chamber as well, and it is to be intact.”
“It will be there before the end of the tour,” Spell Nexus assured, choosing not to question why his queen’s wishes.
============
“The dining hall is, of course, spacious enough for any sort of event, should you ever be interested in holding a gala or other such frivolity,” Nexus explained as the pair walked alongside the long regal table that dominated the center of the dining room. It was made of softly-colored brown oak, covered in a night-blue table cloth, and decorated with sterling silver candelabrum, each holding three candles.
“You’ll also be happy to know we already have employed a royal chef who is eager to tickle your taste buds with some of his deserts,” Nexus said happily. He then motioned to a unicorn standing in the corner of the room. That unicorn quickly galloped forward, and levitated a tray in front of Nightmare Moon. The tray itself was filled to the brim with expertly decorated cupcakes. The cupcakes had a thick swirl of purple frosting on a chocolate cake and a single curl of white chocolate set delicately on top.
***
“Seriously, who would have thought making cupcakes would be so hard?” Scootaloo grumbled. The four Cutie Mark Crusaders were standing in the middle of an kitchen, which was covered in the messy aftermath of their baking endeavors.
“I told you,” Apple Bloom said. “I told you it wasn’t easy.”
“So girls, how are things going?” Pinkie Pie chirped, sticking her head into the kitchen.
“Not so good,” Sweetie Belle admitted.
“Please don’t be mad about the mess!” Nyx begged.
“Oh girls, I’m not mad! You should have seen the mess I made of the bakery when I first started working for the Cakes. After all, my special talent is throwing parties, not baking,” Pinkie Pie reassured them. “Now, why don’t we get this place cleaned up? Then I’ll show you how to make cupcakes one more time.”
The faces of the four fillies lit up with smiles, and they eagerly helped to clean up the mess. Then, under Pinkie Pie’s close supervision and unending enthusiasm, each filly managed to make a batch of cupcakes that was not only edible, but good tasting. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle made vanilla cupcakes with apple and chocolate frosting, respectively. Scootaloo and Nyx had, in contrast, chosen to make chocolate cupcakes.
Nyx’s cupcakes were frosted with a simple vanilla frosting, but Scootaloo tried to frost hers so each one would have a rainbow on it. The result of her endeavors, however, was all the frosting colors got mixed together to make a dark, purple frosting. Scootaloo was disappointed, but in the end the cupcakes still tasted good, and that was what mattered.
***
“My Queen, do the cupcakes displease you?” Nexus asked, noticing Nightmare Moon had once more fallen silent.
“No,” she replied before she used magic to gently nudge the tray away. “I am just not hungry at the moment. Have some delivered to my chamber. I will taste them later.”
The chef nodded, galloping off to place the best of his desserts in the bedchamber. At the same time, Nexus showed Nightmare Moon into the kitchen, to prove it was capable of handling any and all requests she could make of it or its staff.
============
Whatever high spirits Nightmare Moon was in when she first arrived at her own castle were beginning to die down. Each room Spell Nexus showed her dredged up unwanted memories and desires. She was no longer a weak, cowardly filly; she was no longer Nyx. Still, the months she spent as a filly would not give her any peace, and it was putting her in a foul mood.
Despite the small headache that was starting to chew on the front of her brain, Nightmare Moon continued to follow Spell Nexus. He seemed to take notice of her degrading mood, and seemed to be rushing through the tail end of the castle tour. She didn’t mind the rush, and was thankful when they entered what was going to be the last room on the tour.
The moment the door to the chamber opened, a tingling sensation washed over Nightmare Moon. Magic, very powerful magic, was being performed in the chamber. It wasn’t anything on the scale of the spell that had given her a body of her own, but the power was still respectable.
“Spell Nexus, what sort of sorcery is being performed in here?” Nightmare Moon asked. She and Spell Nexus walked into the room, and her sour mood began to lift.
“Research, my Queen,” Spell Nexus answered with a smile, waving his hoof across the room. “Welcome, to the research laboratory.”
Nightmare Moon eagerly looked across the room. A number of desks and tables were set about the space. At each work station, a unicorn worked, twisting and bending magical energy. Some of the unicorns seemed to be just casting spells, while others were working with different bobbles, trinkets, and equipment. Along with the unicorns were a number of pegasi and earth ponies, who were assisting the researchers by taking notes and fetching materials.
“Everything,” Nightmare Moon quietly muttered with a faint smile, “tell me everything about the work being done here.”
Spell Nexus gave an uneasy smile. He was glad that this room seemed to please his queen the most, but the curiosity she displayed was far more intense than he would have expected. Still, he nodded and quickly led her about the room.
The first research station they approached was by far the largest. A series of lamps had been mounted above the table, half of them shining with a bright yellow light while the other half had a pale, bluish-white glow. On the table itself, beneath the lamps, several different kinds of plants had been organized into neat rows. There was also a single black barrier separating one half of the table from the other, ensuring the plants under the yellow lights were separated from the plants under the blue lights.
“What is this?” Nightmare Moon asked, looking between the two batches of plants which were quite similar in appearance.
“Here we are testing our latest batch of plants that can grow under eternal moonlight. We initially focused this research on agricultural plants such as grains, fruits, and vegetables. Those plants were finished some time ago, and we’re ready to begin replanting Equestria’s fields, gardens, and orchards with the new plant breeds.”
“Then what are you currently developing?” Nightmare Moon asked as she inspected the plants more closely.
“More frivolous plants such as flowers, grasses and less productive species of trees,” Nexus answered. “Some of the researchers made a point to mention that Equestria would be far less picturesque without its many forests, plains, and flowered towns. I was inclined to agree with them, but I, of course, asked them to focus on flowers that compliment your beautiful night before proceeding onto other species.”
Nightmare Moon gave a satisfied nod as she followed Nexus. Each station held some bit of magic meant to make the eternal night possible, which also meant she was getting abruptly acquainted with the natural effects of never having any sunlight. The withering plants, the creeping cold, these were things the Children of Nightmare were working to solve. Yet, her gut began to twist as Nightmare Moon was faced with her own memories. During the Summer Sun Celebration, she had plunged Equestria into eternal night without considering any of these ramifications.
What was she thinking back then? Why did she not realize what the eternal night meant? Ponies would have seen her sky but they would not have survived for much longer after that. Nightmare Moon tried to remember why she hadn’t considered the consequences of her actions, but found she could not. It was like a piece of her memories was missing: the memories surrounding her motivations. She knew she had those motivations, she knew what they were. Yet, when she tried to remember those motivations directly, what they felt like and why they had driven her, it was like she was grasping at nothing.
“My Queen?”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, realizing she had zoned out once more. She turned to Spell Nexus, who was looking at her curiously. “Yes?””
“I’m sorry, I was wondering if you had any questions for the research team.”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, turning towards the door. “No, Nexus, I do not have any questions for them. They have been doing good work, and I’m happy to see you have endeavored to make Equestria a paradise of the eternal night.”
Spell Nexus smiled before he and the whole research team bowed. “You honor us with your kind words.”
Nightmare Moon huffed, fluttering her wings. “Just make sure that once I have unseated Celestia and Luna from Equestria’s throne that you do not waste time transforming Equestria so that it may survive my eternal night. I will not have this country become a frozen wasteland.”
“I assure you, my Queen, we will work with all haste to make Equestria a paradise worthy of your rule.”
“Good,” Nightmare Moon stated flatly. “Now, I am tired and wish to rest.”
“Then I’ll escort you to your private chambers without delay,” Spell Nexus said eagerly before leading Nightmare Moon back into the hallway.
============
“And here are your private chambers, my Queen,” Nexus said, his horn opening the large, elegant door. “You will find a pair of guards stationed outside at all hours, should you ever need any assistance. Only the finest furniture was selected and the decorations were picked out by myself. Does it please you?”
“Yes,” Nightmare Moon replied, though she had barely even looked at the room before she stepped inside.
“I am honored to hear you say that, my Queen. Now, you are undoubtedly tired. I will leave you to rest, and when you are ready to begin the campaign to seize Equestria, simply have one of the guards come find me.”
“I will,” Nightmare Moon replied flatly. She then turned, and watched Nexus bow one final time before leaving. He pulled the door shut behind him, and only then did Nightmare Moon take in the atmosphere and furnishings of the room. Like the rest of the castle, it was decorated in a nighttime theme, with dark blues and purples accented by moons and stars. A perfectly circular bed sat in the center of the room. It was easily large enough to fit her comfortably, and it rested beneath an intricate fresco of the moon on the ceiling.
With only mild interest, Nightmare Moon circled the room once and examined all of the new furniture. There was a fireplace, a vanity mirror, a set of dressers, a few tables, a bookcase, a door to a small exterior balcony, and a writing desk. It was everything somepony would need to enjoy a quiet night in their bedroom, and as Nexus said, it was all the finest furniture.
Still, it did little to improve Nightmare Moon’s mood, and after finishing her examination of the furniture she turned her attention back to the bed. There, resting on the soft looking blanket, were the two items she had requested during the day: a tray of carefully decorated cupcakes and the training dummy that resembled Twilight Sparkle.
Focusing on the desserts first, Nightmare Moon gently lifted and removed the paper from one of the cupcakes. She then took a single, gingerly bite, and smiled at the flavor. It was good. It was moist, smooth and it tasted so much like the cupcakes Pinkie Pie-
The cupcake hit the door a moment later, thrown across the room by Nightmare Moon’s magic. It bounced off the door, crumbling into pieces while part of its frosting stuck to the point of impact. Nightmare Moon then took up the tray as well and slammed it, along with the remaining cupcakes, against the door. She pressed down hard, using the tray to flatten each one of the frosted desserts for several seconds before she released her magic.
The tray stuck to the door for a moment, but then fell free to reveal the results of Nightmare Moon’s anger: the squished mess of cupcake crumbs and frosting. With the tray no longer holding it up, the gooey mess began to slide down the door. It left a trail in its wake, and only stopped once it had reached the floor.
The next thing to fall under Nightmare Moon’s hateful gaze was the training dummy of Twilight Sparkle. She lifted it up with her magical mane, and held it in front of her face. At first, her grip was careful, gentle, but then she began to squeeze tightly around the dummy’s neck.
Nightmare Moon stood there for several seconds, strangling the lifeless doll. She then threw it on the ground and proceeded to stomp on it. Again and again she lifted her body up and brought her fore hooves down on the Twilight dummy. Only when it was leaking cotton from a number of holes and a leg was about to fall off, did Nightmare Moon cease her assault.
Then, as a final insult to the doll and the pony it resembled, Nightmare Moon hurled the dummy across the room. It bounced off the floor, and ended up disappearing into the space beneath the writing desk. That was where Nightmare Moon chose to leave it. She stomped over to the balcony door, threw it open and stepped outside her room to look at the exterior of her castle and the cavern it was contained in.
She would be Equestria’s queen, she would overthrow Celestia and Luna, and she... she would make Twilight Sparkle pay.
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Chapter 12
Mother of a Nightmare
===================
“Ah can’t believe Nyx turned out to be Nightmare Moon. It... it just makes about as much sense as a blue apple,” Applejack commented.
“I can’t believe you were in on it the whole time and didn’t tell us!” Rainbow Dash snapped while pointing an accusing hoof at Rarity.
Rarity sat up defensively, and scrunched up her nose. “Do not take that tone with me Rainbow Dash. Twilight made me promise not to tell. What was I supposed to do, betray her trust? Besides, we did not believe Nyx was a threat, or haven’t you noticed Twilight is upstairs and has been crying her eyes out since Nightmare Moon disappeared?” Her tone softened, and she looked to the library staircase. “I had to carry the poor thing all the way back here and tuck her into bed.”
“Do you think she will be all right?” Fluttershy asked.
“I... I don’t know,” Rarity admitted. “Twilight is taking what happened very hard.”
“I’d be more surprised if she didn’t. She loved that little filly like she was her own,” Applejack pointed out.
“I’d try to cheer her up, but the only way I know how to cheer up ponies is with parties, and Twilight doesn’t need a party right now” Pinkie Pie said, her voice lacking much of its usual enthusiasm.
“No, she doesn't,” Rarity agreed. “Right now, Twilight just need some time. But I'm sure she'll be back on her hooves soon.”
“She'd better!” Rainbow Dash growled with agitation as she hovered above her friends’ heads. “Nightmare Moon is alive! That means we need to stop her again, and we can’t use the Elements of Harmony without Twilight!”
“Rainbow! Ssshh, Twilight will hear you!” Applejack scolded. Still, the five friends didn’t realize how well their voices carried in the old tree. Despite speaking in hushed voices, their words were able to bounce all the way upstairs to reach both the bedroom and Twilight’s ears.
Twilight was in bed, and her eyes were red from crying. She laid on top of the covers, and hugged a ripped purple vest, a bent headband, and a pair of cracked glasses to her chest as she looked out the window at the distant moon: Those three items were all that had been left in the center of Ponyville after Nyx became Nightmare Moon, and Twilight hugged these items to her chest as tightly as she could, but they offered her no comfort. They were no substitute for the little filly Twilight desperately desired to hold.
Twilight knew why she had done it, why she had been willing to let Celestia take Nyx away, and the truth was tearing up Twilight’s insides like a parasprite in a basket of apples. Princess Celestia... she was the princess and her mentor. Some would argue she treated the princess like a second mother, considering how close they had gotten while she was at school.
And when one of the ponies you trust in the world above all else, a pony who always seems to be right, tells you that the filly you’re caring for needs to be taken away, part of you wants to agree. Twilight had tried to argue, but Princess Celestia didn’t waver. It was like she was trying to move the sun itself: an impossible task.
So part of Twilight submitted, part of her agreed with what Princess Celestia was saying and shut down. The logical part of her brain conceded, even though other parts of her were screaming for her to keep up the fight. She had just shut down and become shell-shocked.
Then Nyx called out to her, called out for her mother, and all too late Twilight realized what an idiot she was being. She tried to catch up, tried to stop the princess, but she and Nyx were already gone. And now... now all she had left of the filly she cared for were a few pieces of clothing, and she hugged those things as tightly to her chest as she could.
But things would never be able to replace Nyx.
There was only one thing Twilight desired more than having Nyx back. She wanted to say she was sorry. She just wanted to say those words, whether or not she was forgiven. Yet, there was only one pony those words would mean anything to, and Twilight had no clue where Nightmare Moon was. She had vanished. Despite an all-out search by the Equestrian army, Nightmare Moon and the cult had left no clues behind. It was like they had just disappeared into thin air, which was an accurate description of the teleportation spell that was cast.
Twilight herself had tried a number of spells to locate Nightmare Moon. Scrying spells, locator spells: they all failed. She could only guess that the cult was purposefully masking Nightmare Moon’s location, to keep Celestia and Luna from finding out where they had hidden themselves.
“Hey, did I tell you yet that I figured out who the spy was?” Pinkie Pie’s voice echoed from the library’s main floor, drawing Twilight’s attention back to eavesdropping on her friends’ conversation.
“Spy? What spy?” Applejack asked.
“There was a spy at the Learn and Play Day,” Rainbow Dash answered. “Pinkie Pie chased him around until he used The Stare to make her freeze up.”
Pinkie Pie nodded her head. “Yeah, and you know who it was? That waiter pony from the cafe in town, Horte Cuisine. I saw him standing with all those nasty cult ponies, and I recognized his mane and those creepy weepy turquoise eyes of his.”
“Pinkie, they... um.... all had those eyes,” Fluttershy pointed out.
“I know, but I could still tell it was him” Pinkie Pie said. “When he saw me, my nose got scratchy and my ears got floppy. That means that somepony recognized me, and he was the only one looking at me.”
Applejack sighed, and shook her head. “Well shoot; makes you wonder how many other ponies around town were workin’ for that crazy cult.”
“Yes it does, Applejack, but I’m sure we’ll find out the extent of that particular poison in the morning,” Rarity huffed. “I’d rather not even think about it right now, personally.”
Rainbow Dash said something after that, but Twilight didn’t listen to it. Her attention was on her magic. With her horn was glowing, she stuffed her saddle bags with a number of different items. She then pushed open her bedroom window, jumped out onto the small balcony, and levitated herself down to the street below before galloping off into the night.
~~~
Within minutes, Twilight had made her way to Horte Cuisine’s home. The waiter stallion and bachelor lived a few blocks away from the restaurant where he worked, a fact Twilight knew from when she needed to retrieve an overdue library book from him. Twilight approached the front door, and made no effort to be stealthy or discrete as she used her magic to force her way inside.
The home looked positively pleasant. It was warm, welcoming, and very clean; not at all the kind of home Twilight would expect a cultist to live in. The decor of Horte’s home, however, wasn’t Twilight’s concern. She made her way upstairs, and into the home’s one bedroom. She then moved over to the bed, and magically opened her saddle bags. From inside the bags, a number of items floated into the air under the gentle caress of Twilight’s magic. An enchanted map of Equestria, a few smooth stones, and a book, “Skillful Seeking - Scrying and Searching Spells”, all found their way to the bed.
After flipping open the book to a marked page, Twilight read the instructions while using the smooth stones to keep the map spread out across Horte’s bed. She then set the book down, and began to rummage through the room. She opened drawers, searched the closet, and ransacked the room for small pieces of jewelry, pictures, and anything that was both small and something a pony might call personal.
Once she had a sizable cloud of random items floating around her head, Twilight looked down at the book and read the instructions on the spell again. She had the magically prepared map and she had to have some item of Horte’s that was of great personal value. That would be enough to try and scry for the waiter’s location.
That was the single hope Twilight was clinging to: that, while Nightmare Moon was protected against scrying spells, the cultists were not.
Levitating each item she had collected above the map, Twilight cast the scrying spell, and hoped it would lead her to Horte Cuisine. For most of the items, the spell had little to no effect, and any item that failed to work was quickly tossed aside.
The item that finally gave Twilight a good reaction was an old pocket watch. When the scrying spell was cast upon it, a thin line of light formed between the watch and a place on the map. It was a sight that made a smile blossom onto Twilight’s face, for the scrying spell was pointing to an area near Ponyville.
Quickly dropping all the other items, Twilight set the watch onto the open spell book before turning her head. Horn shimmering, she drew out another map from her bag, set it on top of the previous map, and kept its corners pinned down with the smooth stones. The new map was of Ponyville and the surrounding area, and once it was laid out on the bed Twilight quickly cast the scrying enchantment on it.
Then, with the new map prepared, Twilight grabbed the pocket watch of the book, and cast the scrying spell again. The line of light formed once more, and pointed to the edge of town. Yet, Twilight soon noticed the line was moving, which meant Horte Cuisine was also on the move.
Twilight leaned in close, and tracked Horte Cuisine as he moved farther away from Ponyville. Then, just as the line was starting to point to the area of the old gemstone quarries, the spell stopped working and the line disappeared. Twilight blinked a few times, and looked up at the pocket watch wondering if she had done something wrong. She tried recasting the scrying spell, and the line flickered back into existence for a moment before disappearing again. There was only a hoof full of reasons the spell would work one moment and stop working the next, and only one made sense to Twilight.
The spell was being blocked.
Eyes flashing, Twilight used a quill to mark on the map the last location the scrying spell had pointed to before she quickly packed up her things. She had a direction to go and a hunch to act on, which was enough for her. She turned towards the door, not even glancing at the mess she was leaving. In fact, she smiled a little at the thought of Horte Cuisine coming back to home to find his bedroom ransacked. It was her small way of getting back at him for spying on her, her friends, and Nyx.
Still, Twilight didn’t let her mind linger on Horte Cuisine. The sun was starting to rise, and Twilight didn’t want to run the risk of being caught by her friends or being stopped by anypony on the street. She was a pony on a mission, and with her eyes forward and her brow tucked down in determination, she began walking in the direction of the distant gem quarries.
~~~
“Twilight... Sugarcube, are you awake?” Applejack asked. Applejack and the others had decided to spend the night at the library, just in case Twilight needed them or Nightmare Moon decided to attack. Each had slept through the night with their Element of Harmony necklace, and Spike assured them that Twilight’s Tiara was safely tucked away in her bedside table. It may not have been the best place to hide such an important artifact, but it was better than leaving it out in the open.
Applejack saw a mound beneath the covers of the bed and drew close to it. “Sugarcube, I know you’re beatin’ yerself up ‘bout what happened, but you can’t just lie here mopin’. We got to go deal with Nightmare Moon before she can attack the princesses, and we can’t do it without yer help.”
Twilight didn’t reply and, after a few anxious moments, Applejack reached out a hoof to poke her friend and make sure she was awake. When her hoof sunk deeper into the covers of the bed than it should have, Applejack’s eyes narrowed and she tore off the covers.
Where Applejack thought Twilight had been lying was instead several strategically placed pillows, and attached to one was a note.
By the time you read this, I will be long gone. There is something I have to do, and I won’t let any of my friends or anypony else put themselves in danger trying to come with me. There are some things I have to say, to get off my chest, and there is only one pony I can say them to.
I do not know where I am going, and I doubt that I will return. I don’t expect everypony to understand why I am doing this, but I have to see Nightm Nyx my daughter one more time. I have to tell her how sorry I am, even if she doesn’t believe me.
Sincerely,
Twilight Sparkle
“Horse-feathers!” Applejack cursed. “Twilight, girl, what are you thinkin’?!”
~~~
Twilight peeked around the corner, and took note of the two guards standing in the earthen tunnel. After reaching the empty rock quarries outside Ponyville, it didn’t take long for Twilight to figure out that she needed to head down into the elaborate tunnel network of the Diamond Dogs. Then, after a few hours of navigating corridors, she almost walked into a pair of patrolling guards. It had been a close call, but it also let Twilight know she was in the right place.
The guards themselves were a twisted mockery of Princess Celestia’s royal guard. The armor was of similar build, but it was midnight blue, like the armor worn by Nightmare Moon. Also, like Princess Celestia’s soldiers, the armor was enchanted to change the appearance of the pony wearing it. The coats of the sturdily built stallions were a haunting, almost sickly gray tone, and they had Nightmare Moon’s piercing eyes.
After that first close call, Twilight moved carefully through the tunnels to ensure she avoided any wandering patrols. Now, however, Twilight faced a pair of guards that stood vigilantly at a door in the tunnels. She had no clue what was behind the door. It could be where Nightmare Moon was or it could easily be a guard barracks filled with a whole platoon of armored soldiers.
Twilight slipped back behind the corner, and took a moment to swallow the nervous knot in her throat and shore up her courage. She then picked up a nearby loose gemstone with her magic, and chucked it down the tunnel. The gemstone clattered against the stones, and the tinkling noise it made seemed to echo endlessly across the solid stone of the walls.
Yet, after a few tense moments, the guards hadn’t come to investigate. Twilight risked another peek around the corner, and saw the two unicorns hadn’t moved an inch. They had remained still as statues except for their ears, which were now turned forward and attentive. Her attempt to draw the guards away from the door did nothing but make them more alert, a little fact that made Twilight grit her teeth in aggravation.
“Okay, time for another tactic,” Twilight whispered as her horn started to glow. She’d have to do this quickly, but maybe it would work. Peeking out from behind the corner one more time, Twilight cast out her magic. The magic reached the door, and after taking a few moments to build strength, unleashed itself.
The heavy wooden door swung open violently, and crashed against the stone wall on the far side. Despite their training, the two guards jumped at the sound, and quickly turned to see who had opened the door so suddenly. Twilight too was looking through the door, but for another reason. First she confirmed there were no guards on the far side. She then focused on the hallway beyond the door. She studied it, and painted a picture of it in her mind. She tried to memorize every detail she could before the guards pulled the door shut and she was forced to duck back behind her corner.
Twilight then waited, staying hidden to make sure the guards weren’t going to come searching for her. She waited a good few minutes, but then began to smile as she pictured the far side of the door in her head. She then called on her magic, and disappeared with a flash.
After she felt her teleportation spell finish, Twilight held her breath and kept her eyes shut. She feared for a moment that she may have aimed incorrectly and appeared directly in front of the guards. Yet, when nopony reached out to grab her, she risked a look, and smiled when she saw she teleported to exactly where she wanted to be: on the far side of the door.
With the guards bypassed and a new trick for getting by any future obstacles, Twilight continued down the tunnel. It went straight for a long time before ending in a right turn, and upon reaching that bend, Twilight peeked around the corner and almost let out an audible gasp at what she saw.
A huge cavern had been carved out of the solid rock. It stretched on for what had to be twenty or thirty stories, and was easily several city blocks wide across. Even more impressive what was built in the cavern. A castle, both elegant and terrifying, had been erected in the deep underground cavern. Its tallest tower was just a few feet short of scraping the ceiling.
Twilight had little doubt she had found the castle of Nightmare Moon, and was beginning to regret the fact she hadn’t brought her friends. Still, she quickly shook this fear from her mind. If she had brought her friends along, it would be to confront and defeat Nightmare Moon using the Elements of Harmony, and she couldn’t be a part of that.
That wasn’t why she had come searching for Nightmare Moon.
Not wanting to rush out haphazardly, Twilight hung back in the small access tunnel and watched the many patrols of guards that kept watch from the castle’s high walls. As if being underground wasn’t enough, the castle still had defensive walls, which only made Twilight’s approach that more difficult.
She contemplated a dozen plans to get closer to the castle, but each quickly became squashed by the patrol routes of the guards. Yet, Twilight then remembered the trick she had just used. The guards wouldn’t be expecting a pony capable of teleporting, so Twilight began to look across the castle for any opening she could teleport to.
The opening Twilight chose was a balcony on the tallest tower, and with a small flash, she used her magic to reach that balcony with a single teleport. She then chanced a look back, both to make sure she hadn’t been seen and to smile at all the castle security she had been able to bypass. She’d need to tell Princess Celestia about the trick if she made it back. Her mentor would undoubtedly like to know how easy it was for a pony to sneak into such a heavily guarded castle by just popping around using a teleportation spell.
For the moment, however, Twilight shelved that thought and poked her head into the room the balcony was attached to. It seemed to be a room that existed only as a means of accessing the highest balcony of the castle, a room elegantly decorated with a night time sky on the ceiling and a map of Equestria on the floor. Otherwise, the room was completely devoid of furniture. It seemed a shame to waste such a perfectly good room, but Twilight didn’t think about it long before she moved towards a nearby stairwell and made her descent into the rest of the castle.
~~~
Twilight felt a lot less sure about what she was doing. Her progress through the castle was slow, mostly because she had to keep hiding from passing guards. That and she had almost screamed when she came across a room filled with dismembered and broken training dummies that looked like her and her friends. Even now, thinking about that room caused Twilight to lift a hoof to her neck and swallow nervously. She was so happy she had been able to avoid the castle guards so far.
Yet, after letting another pair of guards pass and slipping out of a storage closet, Twilight was able to continue her way through the castle. The hallways were kept lit with a number of enchanted gemstones, though the gems themselves cast an eerie light. Twilight could only imagine the precious jewels were an abundant resource in the tunnel network of the Diamond Dogs. It also made sense to use gems, since normal torches would quickly choke the castle and the cavern with smoke.
These, however, were all side concerns. Twilight had been scouring the rooms for probably an hour with no sign of Nightmare Moon. The worst part of it was the fact that Nightmare Moon could also be moving around. For all Twilight knew, Nightmare Moon could be in a part of the castle she had already checked. That made the chances of her finding Nightmare Moon before she was discovered by the guards almost non-existent.
Still, these worrisome thoughts were dispelled when Twilight heard another patrol of guards approaching. Needing to hide, she ducked into an open door. Twilight didn’t have time to shut the door without drawing suspicion, so she hid in the darkest corner of the room and prayed the guards wouldn’t look in her direction.
The sound of hoofsteps grew louder, and the guards soon stepped into view, but there was another pony with them. Twilight only saw the stallion from behind, but she recognized him all the same. It was Spell Nexus, the headmaster of Celestia’s School of Gifted Unicorns, and Twilight could only panic and wonder why he was in the castle. Had he been ponynapped? Was he being held captive? Did Nightmare Moon want to torture him for information?
Despite the danger to herself, Twilight also saw an opportunity. If she set him free, he could go tell the princesses where Nightmare Moon was. That way, they could prepare and plan an attack against the castle. He was also a unicorn with a talent for magic, and that meant he might be able to wield the Element of Magic in her place. He could possibly complete the Elements of Harmony, since Twilight doubted she’d be leaving the castle once she found Nightmare Moon.
So, with only the vaguest thoughts of a plan, Twilight jumped back into the corridor. Her horn glowed, and with a resounding clang she used her magic to smash the helmets of the two guards together. The blow wasn’t enough to knock the guards out, but they slumped to the floor in a daze. That was enough for Twilight. She wrapped her magic around Spell Nexus, and then broke into a gallop as she drug him away from the guards.
For five minutes Twilight ran, doing her best to put as much distance as she could between herself and the guards. It was only when she was satisfied that she wasn’t being followed that she came to a stop and released Spell Nexus from her levitation magic. She then glanced back, and smiled at Nexus. He had his eyes shut at first, but upon opening them he looked at Twilight as his slate gray orbs filled with confusion. “Twilight Sparkle?”
“Don’t worry,” Twilight said as she turned away from him and poked her head around a nearby corner. “I don’t know why you were ponynapped, but you don’t have to worry. I can get you out of here.”
“But Miss Sparkle, what in the world are you doing down here?” Spell Nexus asked. “How did you even find this place?”
“My friend, Pinkie Pie, figured out that a pony in Ponyville named Horte Cuisine was part of this crazy cult,” Twilight explained quickly. “So I used a scrying spell on some of his things, and saw him moving towards the gemstone quarries before he suddenly disappeared. I assumed that the reason my spell stopped working was that something was blocking it, so I decided to investigate the quarries. From there, I made my way into the Diamond Dog mines and eventually found my way here.”
Nexus stepped closer to Twilight. “But how did you get by the guards?”
“Oh, that was easy,” Twilight replied. She was still looking around the corner to make sure no guards were coming. “I know a teleportation spell, so I just popped by the guards whenever I needed to. That’s actually how I plan to get you out of here. Once I’m sure the coast is clear, I’ll teleport us up to a balcony. There, I can teleport us down to a cavern entrance. You’ll have to find your own way back to the surface from there, but I’m sure you can manage.”
“Oh, I can assure you, Miss Sparkle,” Spell Nexus replied, his voice taking on a haughty tone, “that won’t be necessary.”
“What do you mean by-”
THUNK
Twilight felt something firm strike the back of her head, and the world fell away in an instant. Behind her, Spell Nexus frowned, lowering the hoof he had just used to strike Twilight. Nexus then lifted his head, let his eyes shift back to a turquoise color, and shouted at the top of his lungs, “Guards!”
Nexus’ bellow brought three pairs of guards running, including the pair that had been attacked by Twilight. Nexus looked at each set of guards, and pointed to them in turn. “You two, take her to the dungeons and, if she resists, don’t be gentle. You two, go fetch the best unicorn sorcerers we have and tell them we need to expand the defensive spells. The anti-scrying spell needs to include Ponyville.
“And you two,” Nexus said, pointing a hoof at the two guards who were supposed to be protecting him. “Be thankful I need you for something, otherwise you’d be in the dungeon for letting yourselves get caught off guard like that. Now, I want you to go and alert all soldiers in the tunnels to be on the lookout for the bearers of the Elements of Harmony. I do not want to be surprised if her friends decide to show up.”
The three pairs of guards all snapped to attention and saluted before quickly going about their tasks. Nexus chose to follow the guards that carried the unconscious Twilight as a smile spread onto his lips. “You shall be presented to the queen in time, Twilight Sparkle. But first, I need to hear how you do that lovely little teleportation spell of yours. Can’t have other unicorns like you sneaking into the palace, now can we?”
~~~
The pair of servants at the entrance of the throne room pushed the large doors open and quickly bowed as Nightmare Moon stepped through. She had been returned to the frightful image so many ponies knew her by. She once again had on her purple eye shadow, and was clad in her regal armor.
All that was missing was her cutie mark, and that was a detail that perturbed Nightmare Moon to no end. She was a full grown alicorn, a queen, and yet she was still a blank flank. Nexus had offered an explanation that her original cutie mark was actually Luna’s, and now that she was her own mare, she might have a different special talent.
Nexus then, of course, quickly went about flattering Nightmare Moon endlessly. He said he was certain her cutie mark would be a crown or something similarly regal, and that it would appear when she took her rightful place as the queen of Equestria.
These words eased Nightmare Moon’s concerns, but did not remove them. For the moment, however, she let them simmer on the back burner of her mind as she approached her throne. Nexus was standing nearby, and wore a smile that she found unsettling. He seemed to happy, too eager, and she could only wonder what had put him in such a good mood.
“My Queen, you are looking positively radiant in your new armor,” Spell Nexus complimented as Nightmare Moon settled into her throne.
“Thank you, Spell Nexus,” Nightmare Moon replied flatly. “The blacksmith you recruited does fine work.”
“The finest, my Queen. You deserve nothing less.”
Nightmare Moon rolled her eyes. “Save your flattery, Nexus, and tell me if there is anything else you wish for me to attend to today?”
“There is but one matter, your highness, “Spell Nexus answered as his smile grew as large as it could, “and it’s some good news.”
Nightmare Moon arched an eyebrow. “News?”
“Bring her in,” Nexus called. At his beckoning, a set of doors to the side of the throne room opened and a pair of guards came trotting in. They dragged between them a limp body, which they then deposited on the floor just below Nightmare Moon’s throne.
“She was found sneaking around the castle corridors, and it appears that she came here alone,” Spell Nexus explained. “A rather stupid thing to do, considering she is supposed to be the smartest one in her group of friends.”
Nexus chuckled at his own insult but Nightmare Moon remained still as stone. The breath was caught in her chest, and her eyes were fixed on the battered figured on the floor below her.
It was Twilight Sparkle, and she looked like she had been on the losing end of a hoof fight. Her mane and coat were a mess and she was covered in small nicks and scratches. Her right eye was also puffy and swollen, like she had been hit in the face.
“Stand before your queen!” Nexus barked, using magic to lift Twilight off the ground. The sudden movement seemed to snap Twilight out of her stupor, and she attempted to struggle. Nexus saw this, and with a small chuckle he released Twilight from his magic.
This let Twilight flop down to the floor, and she whimpered in pain from the hard landing. Still, after a few moments Twilight struggled to her hooves. Though, even when she was standing, she kept her right front leg elevated, since putting weight down on it appeared to cause her pain.
“So, how do you wish to have her dealt with, my Queen?” Nexus asked eagerly. “I can only imagine some of the tortures you could inflict upon her. Oh, and then, after you’ve had your fun, perhaps a beheading? Or maybe it would send a more powerful message to have her hanged?”
Nightmare Moon’s tone was flat and cold. “Leave us.”
“P-pardon, my Queen?” Nexus asked, caught off-guard by his queen’s command.
“Leave. Us,” Nightmare Moon seethed before focusing her enraged glare on Nexus. “No other pony is to be in this room except me and Twilight, and nopony is to enter until I call for you.”
“O-of course,” Nexus stammered before quickly galloping away. He called out to all the ponies in the room, telling them to leave even though many had heard Nightmare Moon’s command for themselves. It took but a minute for the room to clear, and Nexus was the last to leave. He slipped out the front entrance, pulled it shut behind him, and then set the locks with a loud click.
Only then, when Nightmare Moon was sure she and Twilight were alone, did she make a move. She rose from her throne, and spread her wings wide. Her shadow fell across Twilight, who took an anxious step back as terror glinted in her unharmed eye.
“What are you doing here?” Nightmare Moon asked, her voice dripping with hatred and paranoia. “Have you come to try and purify me as you did before? Have you come to use the Elements of Harmony to save Equestria? Have you come to destroy me!?”
Twilight shrank away from the imposing alicorn before her, and flattened her ears against her head. “I... I... I...”
Nightmare Moon slammed a hoof against the floor, and bent her head down to Twilight’s eye level. “Why are you here!?”
“I came to say I’m sorry,” Twilight spat out as quickly as her mouth would allow.
Twilight’s words echoed hauntingly across the hall and Nightmare Moon remained still as stone. She simply stared at Twilight for a time, but then she stepped back, folded her wing, and sat back down in her throne. “It is too late for apologies.”
“But-”
“Don’t try to lie to me!” Nightmare Moon snapped. “I can see through your charade. Celestia came to visit, you two talked in private, and then she came into the library kitchen. She spoke sweet words about wanting me to see a doctor, just to make sure I was healthy, and how I could spend the night at the palace and even see your old room at her school. Of course, I was naive enough to believe her, but you knew what was going on. You knew, and that’s why you couldn’t even look at me when she was taking me out the door. You conspired with her against me, just as you do now! You knew what she was going to do, and you. Did! Nothing to stop her!”
“Please, Nyx, I’m so sorry,” Twilight said. She took a careful step forward, and looked at Nightmare Moon with her one good eye, since the other was still swollen shut.
“My name is not Nyx. It is Nightmare Moon.”
“You can call yourself what you want: Nightmare Moon, Queen Moon, the Empress of Equestria. You’ll always be Nyx to me,” Twilight said, her voice taking on a comforting tone.
Yet the comfort Twilight tried to offer only made Nightmare Moon’s gaze harden. “Oh, how so very sentimental of you, Twilight Sparkle. Pity that sentiment wasn’t there when Celestia was taking me away. Though, now that I think about it, you probably wanted her to take me away.”
“No, Nyx, I didn’t-”
“Do not spew your lies here!” Nightmare Moon interrupted with a bellow. “You saw who I was, you saw the truth, and, no matter how much you denied it, you were scared of what I would become. So you let Celestia take me away, so you could forget about me and go back to your happy little life. Go back and pretend... pretend like I was never even there.”
“I was scared. I’ll admit it,” Twilight said, trying to defend herself. She took another anxious step closer to Nightmare Moon. “Princess Celestia was scared too, and... and she convinced me that I had to let her take you, so that you could be tested. She just wanted to be sure you wouldn’t be a threat to Equestria. Princess Celestia never meant to take you away forever.”
Nightmare Moon flicked her gaze away from Twilight, and spoke with a cold, uncaring, yet strangely quiet tone. “Those are sweet lies and nothing more.”
“No, Nyx, it’s the truth,” Twilight assured. “I didn’t want Princess Celestia to take you. I heard you call out to me, and I tried to stop the princess. I ran out of the library after you two, but the chariot was already gone. I wanted to stop it, Nyx... I did.”
“A touching story, but that’s all it is,” Nightmare Moon snipped coldly. “No matter what your intentions were, it was your actions that set all this in motion. It is through your actions that you have done ill against me, and it’s your actions for which you shall receive no forgiveness.
“And do not think I have forgotten the stream of lies you have filled my head with, “Nightmare Moon continued. “After the spring play, you said I was not Nightmare Moon, that I could never be her. Well, if that was true, we wouldn't be sitting here, now would we? Now that I think about it, I have to wonder if that lie was more for your own sake. You were just trying to deny the truth that stared you in the face, weren’t you?”
Twilight shook her head. “It wasn’t a lie, Nyx, and it still isn’t a lie... or at least, it doesn’t have to be.”
Nightmare Moon fixed Twilight with a contempt-filled glare. “You are truly in denial when you can look upon me as I am and not see me as Nightmare Moon.”
“Nyx, ponies choose who they want to be,” Twilight insisted, her voice laced with desperation. “We all have that choice, and so do you. You are only Nightmare Moon if you want to be, and my Nyx wouldn’t want to be doing all this. She wouldn’t want to take over Equestria, or make her friends worry.”
A disheartened chuckle escaped Nightmare Moon’s lips. “Worry? Now that is your cruelest joke yet, Twilight Sparkle. No pony is foalish enough to worry about me.”
“Really? Because I can think of three,” Twilight said firmly as she took another step forward, “Three Crusaders who were your closest friends.”
A memory flashed in Nightmare Moon’s mind, of Scootaloo staring up at her. Scootaloo had been the one pony in the crowd, besides Twilight, who hadn’t looked at her in fear the night the resurrection spell was complete. Her eyes had, instead, been filled with concern, confusion, and sadness.
Nightmare huffed through her nose, and looked away from Twilight, for she was unable to bear the sight of her pathetic, pleading eyes anymore. “They will need to learn that their friend is never coming back, and that she’s gone forever.”
“She doesn’t have to be,” Twilight argued. “Nyx, you don’t have to be-”
“Enough!” Nightmare Moon screeched, the command punctuated by her wings unfurling. Still, Nightmare Moon caught her outburst. She took a deep breath, refolded her wings, and settled back into her throne. She then looked past Twilight to the throne room door. “Nexus! Guards!”
Spell Nexus and two guards slipped into the room within seconds of being called, galloped up to the throne, and bowed to their queen. “What are your orders, Your Highness?”
“With Twilight Sparkle in our custody, there is no threat posed by the Elements of Harmony. Celestia and Luna are defenseless,” Nightmare Moon said proudly as she raised her head high. “We must simply wait for the prime opportunity to strike against the Royal Sisters.”
“No!” Twilight said as a look of panic grew onto her face. It was the look of a pony whose desperate gambit had failed, whose last hopes had slipped from her grip. It was an expression Nightmare Moon couldn’t bear to look at, and she instead focused her gaze on Spell Nexus.
“Soon, I will fly to Canterlot to take the kingdom, but for this day, I wish to retire to my chambers and rest.”
Nexus deepened his bow to the point his nose was almost touching the floor. “Of course, Your Excellence. And what would you have me do with Twilight Sparkle?”
“You have done quite enough already, Spell Nexus,” Nightmare Moon seethed, her words dripping with her disappointment.
The harsh tone of his queen’s voice caused Nexus to raise his head with a look of confusion painted across his face. “Y-your Majesty?”
Nightmare Moon once again stood up and unfolded her wings, only this time she was casting her dark shadow across Spell Nexus, causing him to cower where he stood. “Do you, at all, recall my orders?”
“Your Majesty, I-”
“Let me refresh your memory,” Nightmare Moon snapped, cutting him off. “I told you that if any of the bearers of the Elements of Harmony were found, they were to be captured unharmed and Twilight Sparkle brought directly to me immediately.”
“Y-your Highness, you must understand-”
“Silence foal!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, “I gave you one simple order, and you failed to follow in spirit or letter! Give me one, single reason why I shouldn’t have your head for this!”
“My...m-my Queen, I... I-I...” Spell Nexus stuttered. He grappled with his words, trying to find a way to defend his action. When he was unable to do even that, he dropped to the floor and bowed as low as he could. “Forgive me, Your Highness, I was only trying to act in your best interest. We needed to know how Twilight Sparkle had snuck into the castle, but she would not tell us without... persuasion. I beg you, have mercy.”
Nightmare Moon remained silent for a time, glaring daggers at Nexus. She then huffed and turned, walking back to her throne. “I will forgive this grave sin you have committed, if you can follow my next order to the letter and without fail.”
“Anything, Your Highness.” Nexus said desperately.
Nightmare Moon turned and sat in her throne, tucking her wings away carefully. “Twilight Sparkle is to be taken to the dungeon and be given a cell of her own. Her injuries are to be tended by the finest doctors we have available, given the same treatment you would to any of our own ponies. Ensure that she has a proper blanket and pillow. She is also to be fed properly while she is in our custody, and not just bread and water. She is to be given real food, food you yourself would be willing to eat, Nexus.”
Nexus blinked in confusion before he began speaking. “B-but Your Highness. She-”
“Do you question my will, Nexus?” Nightmare Moon asked, her voice a deep rumble. “Twilight Sparkle has failed utterly. Her foolish ploy at sentimentality has crumbled and, in her failure, she has ensured our victory. Now, she poses as much threat to me as an ant, and I can deal with her at my leisure and at a time of my choosing. Until then you shall follow my orders and treat her as I have directed, so that she is in prime condition for when I take my revenge. And, if I discover that she has been harmed again by you or the guards, it will not be her hanging from the gallows. Do I make myself clear?!”
Twilight had paled, and looked like she was on the verge of tears. Spell Nexus, on the other hoof, had quickly scampered up to the throne and offered his queen another bow. “Of course Your Majesty. I should have never doubted your wisdom. She shall be shown the utmost care, so that she can truly appreciate the pain you will in time inflict upon her. I will see to it personally.”
“Good,” Nightmare Moon replied, “and to ensure that you obey, here is a small taste of my wrath. I hope you remember it the next time you think to cross me.”
With that, a small bolt of lightning crackled from Nightmare Moon’s mane and struck Nexus on his flank. He would have yelped in pain, but he bit back the cry and continued to bow. The bolt left a small mark of singed hair, and though it had done no real damage, the expression on Nexus’s face made it clear it was quite painful. The spot would undoubtedly be tender for days to come.
Once the worst of the pain had subsided, Nexus stood and rushed off, intending to relay Nightmare Moon’s orders to everypony in the castle. Nightmare Moon watched him leave, and only once Nexus was out of the room did she allow herself a few breaths to calm herself down. She then glanced over those ponies who were still in the room: the two guards and Twilight.
“I am now retiring for the day,” Nightmare Moon announced as she stood from her throne, forcing herself to look straight ahead as she walked past Twilight and towards the throne room doors. “I expect you to escort Twilight Sparkle to her cell and ensure that everything I told Spell Nexus to do is done. Report to me directly if anypony has failed to obey my orders.”
“Yes, my Queen,” the two guards replied in unison before moving over to Twilight. While the pair had tossed Twilight into the room like a sack of potatoes initially, the two guards were now handling her as if she was the most fragile thing in the world. They escorted her from the room, helped Twilight keep the weight off of her one hurt hoof, and did everything they could to keep Nightmare Moon from redirecting her anger to them.
~~~
Nightmare Moon’s anger had not cooled when she reached her bedroom. In truth, it had only reached a more violent boil as she thought about Twilight and Spell Nexus. She threw open the door to her bed chamber, and slammed it shut as soon as she had stepped inside. Then, for extra measure, Nightmare Moon took her bookcase and slammed it against the door, ensuring she would not be disturbed.
Her solitude guaranteed, Nightmare Moon began to remove her armor. The armor was comfortable, as comfortable as armor could be. Still, with her patience worn thin by both Twilight and Nexus, she could not stand to wear it any longer. She threw each piece against the nearby wall, letting the bits of metal form a cluttered pile on the floor. It was her attempt at venting some frustration, but it provided little relief.
“How dare she,” Nightmare Moon seethed as she approached her vanity. On one side of the vanity, next to her makeup, rested a bowl, pitcher, and cloth. She poured the water from inside the pitcher into the bowl. Then she wet the cloth, and used it to remove her eye shadow as she continued to rant to her reflection.
“How dare Twilight come to me to spew more of her lies? How dare she call me Nyx? Does she think I am still an ignorant foal? Does she think I’d be swayed by her words again? I should have cut her down where she stood for her arrogance alone.”
“And Nexus,” Nightmare Moon seethed. She finished cleaning off her makeup, and tossed the wet rag into waiting bowl. “He is lucky his transgressions only earned him a sore flank.”
“They are all forgetting who I am,” she said to her reflection, “but I’ll make them remember. I’ll show Twilight I am no longer the cowering filly she found, and Nexus will learn I am a mare not to be trifled with. They will both learn that Celestia’s fear of me and my potential was wise.”
The thought of Celestia made Nightmare Moon grit her teeth, “And Celestia... she will learn all too well the depths of my wrath, both her and Twilight. Twilight for abandoning me, and Celestia for taking me away. They will both pay for-”
Nightmare Moon grunted, and before she could stop herself, she lifted a hoof and smashed it into the mirror. The surface cracked and spider-webbed from her blow, and her reflection became fragmented and distorted so dozens of reflections of her eyes were staring back at her.
“No,” Nightmare Moon whispered, her words dripping with the venom of her anger. “I do not care that I was taken away in the night. I do not care that I was stolen from my home and that Twilight did nothing. No, they will be judged for their true crimes against me. Celestia shall regret sealing me in the moon, and Twilight will pay for bringing the Elements of Harmony against me. They shall know no remorse, no mercy.”
“I am Nightmare Moon,” she told her splintered reflection, “and they will pay for what they’ve done.”
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Chapter 13
All Hail The Queen
===================
CLANG... CLANG CLANG... CLANG CLANG... CLANG
The tolling of the alarm bells at Canterlot Castle signaled the changing of the guard. Moving like a wave retreating from the shore, the soldiers guarding the castle battlements retreated from their posts as new, fresh guards moved in. The new guards, however, were not as numerous as the old. There were only about half as many, but in one of the castle courtyards additional soldiers stood in rank and file as they were inspected by one of the guard captains.
The guard captain was silent as he went about his task. He looked over the line of recruits, glaring coldly at some who were standing in less than perfect attention. They were not the well trained soldiers usually entrusted with guarding the castle, but these were desperate times.
The inspection was ended when the guard captain took notice of a white figure flying towards a castle.“Soldiers, attention!” The guard captain bellowed, causing the recruits to snap into stiff, militaristic postures. Above them, Princess Celestia flew to an open balcony where Princess Luna was waiting. The pair exchanged words, but the ponies in the courtyard were to far away to have any hope of hearing what was said. Princess Luna then took to her wings, and flew off in the direction Princess Celestia had just come from.
Only once Princess Celestia had gone inside the castle did the guard captain relax and look to the recruits. “At ease soldiers, but keep your ears open.”
The recruits fell to a parade rest, and kept their eyes focused on the guard captain as he spoke. “There is no sugar coating it mares and stallions. Equestria is in crisis. The castle has been on high alert since Nightmare Moon’s return seven days ago, and though the royal guard is known for its diligence and endurance, even the best soldiers need their rest eventually.
“That’s where you recruits come in,” the guard captain said as he looked over the line of soldiers. “I know you haven’t had much training, barely the basics, but that’s going to have to be good enough for tonight. You will each be paired of with a seasoned member of the royal guard, you will assist them in keeping this castle secure, and I expect you to give it your all. Princess Celestia and the bulk of the royal guard need to rest, and we’re here to make sure this is the best night of sleep they’ve ever had. Do you understand this!?”
“Sir, yes Sir!” the line of newly recruited soldiers responded.
The guard captain gave a firm nod to his head. “Good, keep your eyes on the skies and the horizon. No pony gets close to the castle, no pony disturbs Princess Celestia, and if you see Nightmare Moon, I expect you to do your duty!”
“Sir, yes Sir!” the recruits replied once more.
“GOOD! Now report to your posts,” the guard captain finished sternly. He then took wing, and flew away as the line of soldiers quickly dispersed. The several dozen new recruits each quickly joined up with a seasoned veteran of the castle guard, forming teams of two before beginning their patrol of the castle.
~~~
The night wore on slowly as the moon rose up into the heavens. The night was still and quiet, as it usually was around Canterlot Castle. Yet, this peace was not greeted as warmly as it usually was. The smallest sounds became reason for panic, and young recruits were jumping at shadows.
A small clatter of armor caused one of the veteran guards to pause, and look back at the recruit he had been paired with. She had stumbled at the sight of a painting of Princess Luna, and had fallen forward onto her nose. She was now picking herself up of the ground, rubbing her now sore nose as he watched.
“Keep it together,” the old veteran advised.
The recruit quickly stumbled up beside him, and gave a brief salute. “Y-yes sir, sorry sir, it won’t happen again, sir.”
The veteran guard rolled his eyes, and resumed leading the patrol route as the recruit kept close to his side. She was still shaking in her armor, and glancing nervously at shadows. “You’re going to have a nervous breakdown if you don’t relax,” the veteran told the recruit when she jumped in fear at a statue of Princess Celestia.
“I’m sorry, sir,” the recruit apologized as she tried to keep herself calm. “It’s just... what have you heard about Nightmare Moon?”
“Nothing good,” the veteran answered as he continued to lead them through the castle. He knew the patrol route by heart. He had walked it more times then he cared to admit.
“I... I heard that Nightmare Moon is actually more powerful than Princess Celestia. That she was able to-”
“Kid, take a breath and stop thinking about it,” the veteran guard lectured, keeping his tone flat and professional. “You’ll never make it through the shift if you psych yourself out.”
“Sorry, sorry,” the recruit apologized. “I-I just, I’m worried.”
“Well, you’d be a foal not to be, but you can’t let that get to you. Just try and think about something else.”
The recruit nodded her head. “Oh... okay... uh... s-so, where is, um... where is Princess Luna and the rest of the regular army?”
“In the Manehatten area,” the veteran guard replied as he and the recruit rounded a corner. “They’re doing aerial and magical sweeps to try and find Nightmare Moon and the ponies helping her.”
“N-n-not to question the commanders, but w-why aren’t they here?” The recruit asked. She looked to a shadow which bore a vague resemblance to an alicorn, and swallowed nervously. “Shouldn’t we be keeping the army together, keeping the princesses together?”
“That’s what some of the generals think, but Princess Celestia and Princess Luna don’t just want to sit and wait for Nightmare Moon to attack. They don’t want to give her a chance to prepare herself. So they’re searching the countryside with the army.”
The recruit jumped, and spun around on the spot to look behind her. The veteran guard looked as well, but didn’t see anything. “There’s nothing there,” he told her before continuing along the patrol route.
“Y-yeah,” the recruit agreed, trying to calm herself and failing. “S-s-so, what do we do if Nightmare Moon attacks the castle... besides pray?”
“You and me are stationed to protect the unicorns who are hold up in the library,” the veteran guard answered.
The recruit took a few quick steps, so she was in line with the veteran guard. “W-why are there unicorns in the library?”
“Protection spells,” the veteran said. He and the recruit rounded another corner, moving deeper into the castle. “The generals aren’t stupid. After how easily Nightmare Moon dispatched guards at the Summer Sun Celebration, we know the royal guard doesn’t stand much of a chance against her alone. So, we recruited a bunch of strong spell-casters to setup some defensive magic.”
The recruit’s fear subsided a little with that knowledge. “So will the defensive magic let us beat Nightmare Moon?”
“Nope, we’re just here to hold our ground as long as we can if she and that cult of hers attacks,” the veteran answered. “We hold our ground so that word of the attack has time to reach Princess Luna, and she has time to get back. Then, she and Princess Celestia will attack Nightmare Moon together.” A confident smile spread onto his face. “No matter how strong Nightmare Moon is, she can’t take on both princesses at the same time.”
“Well then, I guess I need to be very careful nopony raises the alarm,” the younger guard said, her voice shifting in tone. The strange answer, in combination with the change in the recruit’s voice, was enough to make the veteran guard turn. He was about to ask the recruit what was wrong. The words, however, never left his mouth. Before he could react, before he could scream, the veteran guard found himself engulfed in an dark cloud. Then, when the cloud released him, he slumped over onto the floor, lost in a deep sleep.
The cloud itself stemmed from the recruit, who was smiling devilishly as the cloud receded back into her body. She then used her magic to levitate the sleeping veteran guards. The traitorous recruit then tossed him into an empty room before turning into a cloud and zipping through the castle hallways.
That cloud was joined by others. Each cloud had once been one of the recruits, and each had performed a similar action. They had taken out the veteran guards they were once paired with, and were now sprinting through the castle to clear out any guards that remained. Then, when the castle’s armored defenders all lay asleep, the clouds began to converge on the library.
Outside the library’s main doorway, the clouds began to merge together into a single mass. It grew larger and larger with each cloud that joined it, becoming a swirling field of stars. It twisted and turned as it waited for a few trailing clouds to reach it, and once it was whole it slipped beneath the seam of the library door.
At first, the silence of the castle persisted, but then a few muffled shouts began to escape the library. There was a commotion, a panic, but it ended just as quickly as it began. The library and castle fell silent once more, except for the creaking of hinges as the library doors swung open. Through the doorway, Nightmare Moon strode into the hallway. In the wake of her departure, all the unicorns that had been in the library lay on the floor, sound asleep, while she wore a confident smile.
“Nexus was right; this really was too easy,” Nightmare Moon mused with a small chuckle while her voice returned to its normal tone. The plan had worked. Much like the time she became the Shadowbolts to tempt Rainbow Dash, Nightmare Moon had divided herself into multiple clones that then took on the shape of other ponies. In this case, she had taken the place of a few dozen guards in training, who had been kept from reaching boot camp by Spell Nexus and the Children of Nightmare.
It had been interesting being a small army of ponies for several days. Nightmare Moon had never before divided herself up into so many copies, but it had served its purpose. The castle was undefended, no word of alarm had been sent to Luna, and she had Celestia all to herself. It was a grand gambit of a plan, one Nexus hadn’t entirely approved of, since it meant sparing the castle guard.
Still, this was how Nightmare Moon wanted it done. There were only two lives she would take that night, only two ponies whose blood she would spill, and the first one to face her wrath would be Celestia. Then, after both Celestia and Luna had been dealt with, the rest of Equestria would be left to cower in fear as she took her place as queen.
~~~
The first room Nightmare Moon had checked was Celestia’s bed chambers, where the princess should have been resting. Celestia, however was not there. Thus Nightmare Moon was forced to begin searching the rest of the castle. She worked her way down from one of the towers, checking every room as she went. Though it was a search that tried her patience, it was a search she had time for. Luna would not return to the castle before dawn.
Yet, despite that fact, Nightmare Moon was beginning to fear Celestia may have sensed something was wrong and fled. She quickened the pace of her search, wanting to ensure that her pray did not slip from her grasp.
Nearing the ground floor of the castle, Nightmare Moon was about to round a corner in the hallway when a noise began to reach her ears: hoofsteps. Almost instantly, she turned into a cloud of smoke and disguised herself as a rookie pegasus guard. She then waited a few moments for the hoofsteps to get closer before she jumped around the corner to confront the unknown pony.
“HALT! Who goes there?”
The pony in question flinched, fumbling with his unicorn magic. He stumbled and swayed in an effort to keep the covered tray he was carrying from hitting the floor. It was a frantic few seconds of juggling, but eventually the unicorn got a hold of the tray and breathed a sigh of relief before looking up at the disguised Nightmare Moon.
“My-my apologies, I am Silver Platter. I work in the royal kitchens,” the unicorn stallion replied hurriedly, thankful that it was only a guard that had startled him.
“Only guards are supposed to be out at this hour,” Nightmare Moon snipped, disguising her voice so she sounded like one of the young recruits. “What are you doing?”
“Delivering a meal to Princess Celestia.”
Nightmare Moon let her fake anger cool. She relaxed her body, and folded her wings. “Isn’t it rather late for the princess to be eating?”
“Yes,” Silver Platter agreed, “but her pet phoenix delivered the order to the kitchen, and I’m not exactly in a place to question the princess’s eating habits.”
“I suppose not,” Nightmare Moon remarked with a chuckle as an idea formed in her head. “I, however, cannot allow anypony to wander the halls. I will escort you to the princess, though I do not know where she is presently.”
“Princess Celestia has requested the meal be brought to the throne room,” Silver Platter replied as he walked up beside the guard.
Nightmare Moon nodded. “Then we shall head to the throne room, and I will allow you to set the pace.”
“Thank you. I’m honestly surprised I didn’t run into a guard sooner,” Silver Platter admitted, trying to make some small talk as they made their through the castle. “Though, don’t you ponies usually walk around in pairs?”
“I’m just a reserve brought in so that the normal royal guard can rest, and there aren’t enough of us to keep paired patrols,” Nightmare Moon answered flatly.
“I guess that makes sense. The royal guard has probably been getting less sleep than the princesses. If what I’ve heard is true, they’ve been pulling double and triple shifts. Princess Celestia tried to tell them all this wasn’t necessary, but the generals wouldn’t hear of it.”
“So all the guards and precautions are being done against Princess Celestia’s wishes?” the disguised Nightmare Moon asked.
Silver Platter nodded. “Yes ma’am, but what else are we supposed to do? The princesses are in danger, and if we don’t try to protect them, no pony will.”
“So you would face Nightmare Moon, despite being horribly out matched, just to protect the princesses?”
“Me? Oh heavens no!” Silver Platter replied, laughing nervously. “I’m just a unicorn that loves bringing good food to good ponies. I wouldn’t stand a chance against Nightmare Moon. She’d squash me like a bug or gobble me up. No, defending the princesses is what you and the other guards are doing, and I can respect that.”
“T-thank you,” Nightmare Moon said, though the words tasted rotten in her mouth. She shouldn't have been accepting thanks when she was the one that the guards and princesses feared. Still, she kept her composure, and let the conversation subject die in the silence before bringing up another, since the servant pony seemed nervous. “What are you bringing the princess?”
“Nothing much. It’s just a lot of comfort food, though I can certainly understand why she wants it. Stressful times, after all.” Silver Platter levitated the plate he was carrying lower and lifted up the lid so the disguised Nightmare Moon could see the food. “We’ve got a bowl of Maroon Carrot Soup, a few freshly picked apples from the princess’s golden apple tree, and a very large slice of cloud cake with a frosting flower.”
Nightmare Moon arched an eyebrow. “That soup is purple.”
Silver Platter chuckled, and put the lid back on the tray of food. “Of course; Maroon carrots are purple, so it would make sense that soup made from them would be purple. They are actually sweeter in flavor than most common carrots.”
“I prefer celery soup,” Nightmare Moon commented before the pair rounded a corner and a large set of doors coming into view.
“I’m a fan of tomato soup myself. Anyways, we’re here now. If you wouldn’t mind, could you wait out here? It will just take me a couple of minutes to give the princess her meal and then you can escort me back to the kitchen.”
“I don’t believe that will be necessary,” Nightmare Moon answered Silver Platter. “After all, you’re about to go to sleep.”
Before Silver Platter could turn around, Nightmare Moon had transformed into a cloud and engulfed him. In but a few moments the deed was done. She laid the sleeping Silver Platter out on the floor before disguising herself in his image. She then drew the covered serving tray close, and ensured the food inside had not been spilled before moving towards the throne room door.
~~~
Celestia sat back in her throne, staring mindlessly at the ceiling. She was tired, and would have rather been asleep, but sleep did not come easily. She dreaded Nightmare Moon’s coming attack, feared for Luna’s safety and, to top it all off, no pony had seen or heard from Twilight Sparkle in days. There was simply too much weighing on her mind to get any sleep.
KNOCK... KNOCK...
Celestia perked her ears up, and moved her gaze from the ceiling to the throne room doors as a figure poked his head inside. “My apologies if I disturbed you, Your Highness, but I have the meal you requested.”
“Thank you, Silver Platter,” Celestia greeted, “and I do apologize for making a request like this so late in the evening.”
“No apologies necessary, Your Highness,” Silver Platter replied. He crossed the room and presented the serving tray to the princess. “Though I hope you do not mind if I linger. That way I can take the dishes back to the kitchen once you’ve finished.”
Celestia smiled and took the tray in her own magic. “I do not mind in the slightest.” She then removed the lid from the tray, and sniffed at the warm soup. The aromas offered her some comfort, but not as much as the food itself would bring. She wouldn’t admit it to anypony and anypony who knew wouldn’t dare say it in public, but she had a tendency to eat when she was anxious, to seek comfort in sweet and savory foods.
It was a habit that, thankfully, didn’t cause Celestia too much trouble since she was rarely truly nervous. Still, after Nightmare Moon was dealt with, she would need to put herself on a diet to get her eating habits back in order. She had indulged in cloud cake a few too many times over the past week. The pegasus-made dessert was her great weakness, at least when it came to food.
The dessert, however, she would save for last. With the help of a spoon, Celestia began to enjoy the soup, which danced across her tongue and warmed her insides. Then came the apples, which offered a crisp freshness that was unmatched by any other fruit in the kingdom. Finally she allowed herself to eat the cloud cake. Each bite of it melted in her mouth, coating her tongue in its light, rich flavor.
The last thing to enter Celestia’s mouth was the large frosting flower that had been on top of the slice of cloud cake. She chomped down on the carefully formed mass of frosting, and licked her lips to gather every last trace of its sweet flavor. A smile then slipped onto her face, and she leaned back in her throne.
Silver Platter, seeing his princess had finished her meal, took the platter and set it off to one side before he began to walk around the back of the throne. “Was the meal to your liking?”
Celestia nodded. “It was delicious. Be sure to extend my thanks to the kitchen staff. I may just be able to get to sleep tonight thanks to that meal.”
“Good,” Silver Platter said from behind the throne as his voice began to shift, “everypony deserves a good last meal.”
Celestia snapped her head to the side, watching as a figure stepped out from behind her throne. Where Silver Platter had been the pony that disappeared behind her regal seat, the pony that stepped into her vision was decidedly not the unicorn waiter.
Celestia bristled and furrowed her brow. “How did you get in here?”
“You should be more careful when bringing in new recruits, Celestia,” Nightmare Moon mused with a taunting smile on her lips. She walked out from behind the throne, and positioned herself in front of Celestia. “They aren’t always as loyal as your normal guards.”
“So, is that what happened?” Celestia asked. “Did some of your cultists infiltrate the castle?”
“No, I did this alone,” Nightmare Moon commented before she broke into a cloud. That cloud divided itself into multiple pieces, each piece floating to a clear section of the throne room floor before manifesting into a doppelganger of a royal guard. Each clone looked uniquely different, but they were all looking at Celestia with Nightmare Moon’s turquoise eyes.
Celestia huffed, and she let her cold glare fell on the many clones. “It would seem you are just as powerful as you were a thousand years ago, even though you lack the power Luna currently possess.”
“You can thank Spell Nexus for that. Whatever power Luna retained after the Elements of Harmony purified her was replaced by power drawn from the Everfree Forest,” Nightmare Moon explained while she reformed herself.
“And what of my guards and servants?” Celestia pressed. “I can only imagine you went through them to get to me.”
“Don’t worry your pretty little head, Celestia. Your guards are now catching up on the sleep they deprived themselves of by protecting you. As to your servants, they are unaware of what occurs, except for Silver Platter. He sleeps in the hallway just outside this room.”
Celestia's stern exterior cracked and confusion filled her eyes. “You... didn’t hurt anypony?”
“I had no need to,” Nightmare Moon said with a short, confident chuckle.
“You had no need to bring lightning down on the ponies at the Summer Sun Celebration, and yet you had no qualms doing so then,” Celestia said. She rose from her throne and started to walk towards Nightmare Moon. “Now you are showing mercy and restraint. Perhaps, despite your appearance, you are not quite the same mare I once knew.”
A chilling laugh escaped Nightmare Moon’s lips. “You’re just as delusional as Twilight Sparkle.”
“And where is my student, Nightmare Moon?” Celestia asked. “ I can only imagine you’re the reason nopony has seen her in days.”
“She’s in my dungeon,” Nightmare Moon answered. She kept a safe distance from Celestia, moving towards the far side of the throne room as Celestia reached the bottom of her very large and extravagant throne. The pair of alicorns then began to circle each other, Celestia wearing a stern frown while Nightmare Moon wore a smug smile.
“And how did she end up there?” Celestia asked cautiously, on guard for any sudden movements.
“She came to me, if you would believe it,” Nightmare Moon answered. “I would have thought you’d taught her better than to go running to the very ponies that would want to capture her, but that’s what she did. She wanted to sell me some sob story about how sorry she was for what happened. It was truly pathetic.”
Celestia ruffled her wings as focused more intently on Nightmare Moon. “Yet you let her live, even though, as long as she is alive, the Elements of Harmony are a threat to you.”
“I will tell you what I told Spell Nexus. I will deal with Twilight Sparkle in my own way and in my own time,” Nightmare Moon snipped, horn beginning to glow. “Besides, you have more important things to be worried about, Celestia.”
Nightmare Moon’s magic surged, and in the air beside her a magical blade took shape. It was forged of what looked like black metal that shined and flashed like calm water beneath the night sky. While alicorns were very powerful, they were not truly immortal. Their strength came from the amount of magic they held, and the best tool to counter that magic was a weapon of pure, compressed mystic energy, much like the sword Nightmare Moon now wielded.
“But why would you give Twilight’s friends a chance to rescue her? Why would you risk them reuniting and using the Elements of Harmony?” Celestia asked. She formed her own magical sword, a pristine white blade, which she held in a defensive position while she and Nightmare Moon continued to circle one another.
“They pose no danger while I have Twilight,” Nightmare Moon noted confidently, “and they have no hope of rescuing her. Should they try, my guards would capture them. They would be brought before me, unharmed, so that I would be able to decide their fate.”
Celestia arched an eyebrow. “Unharmed? Why would you care about their well being? Why not let your minions bring them in bruised and beaten?”
Nightmare Moon snorted in contempt. “I will not let Spell Nexus, or any pony, take the vengeance I deserve for what those ponies did to me at the last Summer Sun Celebration. While you would not know it, being torn off another pony like a cheap costume by the Elements of Harmony is an excruciating experience, and they will endure double the pain they caused me that day.”
“Then what do you intend to do with them?” Celestia questioned.
“Whatever I see fit!” snarled Nightmare Moon. “Their fate is in my hooves and nopony, neither you nor Nexus, has any right to question my decisions. I am above reproach.”
“You speak as if you and Nexus are not seeing eye to eye.”
Nightmare Moon laughed, though made sure to keep her sword raised. “He is a foal who believes he knows my every desire, but I am not so easily understood by such common ponies. He knows of my desire to seize Equestria, and he acts to support that, as he should. It was his hooves, however, that hurt Twilight, and it was his belief that I would have her hanged or beheaded; as if that such a thing was my desire.”
“And isn’t it?” Celestia asked, pressing the issue. “Would it not be simpler for you to let him do as he wishes with Twilight? Why not let him do as he wishes to her, and save yourself the trouble?”
Nightmare Moon launched herself at Celestia while swinging her sword in a wide arc. “Nopony hurts Twilight except me!”
Celestia just barely managed to block the blow, the clang of metal striking metal echoing across the throne room walls. Nightmare Moon then attempted a thrust, but Celestia spread her wings. With a single powerful flap, Celestia threw herself back, dodging the blade and putting more distance between herself and Nightmare Moon.
“I do not wish to fight you,” Celestia said, but Nightmare Moon paid her words no mind. Celestia was just barely able to raise her sword to block a downward swing from Nightmare Moon, and the two magical swords clashed with a resounding clang.
Nightmare Moon pressed her blade against Celestia's in an attempt to break her defense with sheer force. “Then surrender yourself!”
Celestia buckled momentarily under the weight of Nightmare Moon’s attack, but she would not be so easily defeated. A careful turn of her blade sent Nightmare Moon's sword down into the throne room floor. Celestia then proceeded to bring up the butt of her sword, the pommel, around to strike Nightmare Moon in the throat.
The sudden thrust of the sword’s blunt hilt into her neck caused Nightmare Moon to stumble back, coughing and wheezing from the blow. Celestia, however, did not press her offensive. She instead stayed on the far side of the throne room, lowering her sword as her voice echoed across the marble hall. “You have told me what your minions did to Twilight Sparkle, but what have you done to her, Nightmare Moon?”
“N-nothing,” Nightmare Moon choked out. “She has been recovering from the injuries given to her by Nexus, under the care of my castle’s doctor.”
An expression of surprise became etched across Celestia’s face.“You are caring for her?”
“I told you, no pony else will have my vengeance. I am having her injuries treated simply so that she can properly appreciate the pain I will induce when I take my due justice for what she’s done to me!”
Nightmare Moon’s shout hung in the air, words that echoed not with rage but with pain. Celestia remained silent until the echoes had faded, and then spoke with an odd, almost concerned tone to her voice. “And what has she done to you, Nightmare Moon?”
The question struck Nightmare Moon’s heart and set her fury ablaze. “Don’t you dare speak as if you don’t know!” she yelled, her words dripping with loathing as she recovered from Celestia’s blow. “It was her and her friends that set the Elements of Harmony upon me. That, and I have not forgotten her most recent crimes. Twilight Sparkle betrayed, lied to, and above all else, abandoned me!”
“Listen to me, Nightmare-” Celestia paused, taking a step forward as her tone became more pleading. “No, listen to me, Nyx. I'm sorry. I did not want to take you away from Twilight forcibly, and I had every intention of returning you to her the next morning.”
Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth. “Those are nothing but lies. You and Twilight conspired against me that night. Twilight knew what you were going to do, and she did nothing to stop it. She wanted you to take me away.”
“Nyx, that is not true,” Celestia said firmly. “Twilight tried to convince me you weren't a danger. She didn't want to let you go.”
Nightmare Moon drew in a deep breath, her cold composure returning. “But she did let me go, and I will never forgive her for it.”
“But-”
“And don’t think I’ll ever forgive you either!” seethed Nightmare Moon. She pointed the tip of her sword at Celestia. “It’s all your fault! Everything is your fault! You allowed the ponies of the past to ignore the night sky, turning Luna into me! You sent your student to Ponyville where she and her friends murdered me with the Elements of Harmony! You took me away from Ponyville, from my simple, ignorant life!”
Nightmare Moon sucked in a breath, held it, and fixed her accusing gaze on Celestia. “All that I have lost, all that I have become, all that I can ever claim to be is a shadow of your actions. Tonight, you shall now pay for your sins, Celestia!”
With those words Nightmare Moon lashed out, springing into the air and soaring across the room while yelling in a furious rage. She brought her sword beneath her, and swiped at Celestia as she flew by. Celestia dodged to the left, and spun herself around just in time to see Nightmare Moon land and resume her ground attack. Sparks soared into the air as their blades clashed again and again.
The pair were evenly matched for a time, but then Celestia saw an opening. Nightmare Moon swung too wide, overextended her attack, and Celestia seized the opportunity. As quickly as her hooves would allow, Celestia spun around and bucked. Her hooves hit Nightmare Moon in the side, and the force of the blow sent her flying across the room. She would have likely crashed into a wall, but with a flutter of her wings, Nightmare Moon was able to right herself. She then put her hooves on the ground, and skidded to a stop before she glared across the room at Celestia with murderous intent.
“Nyx, please, I implore you to listen to reason. End this senseless fight. I promise-”
Nightmare Moon ignored Celestia and charged back into battle. Her and Celestia's blades clashed once more, with Nightmare Moon putting all her strength behind her attack. It was enough to force Celestia’s blade out of the way.
Knowing her defenses had been broken through, Celestia put her strength into her legs and tried to jump away, but she could not escape without harm. Nightmare Moon struck out again, and the tip of her sword nicked Celestia’s cheek, leaving a small cut that began to weep blood.
Celestia landed a few feet back, and then cast a surge of magic from her body. The wave of energy pushed Nightmare Moon back, giving Celestia a moment to recover. She could feel herself bleeding, but she remained focused on her opponent. “Nyx, please-”
Nightmare Moon winced, her voice dripping with her hatred of Celestia. “Stop calling me Nyx! I am not Nyx! I can never be Nyx because of you! Because of you, I am and will forever be Nightmare Moon! Now silence your tongue and quit holding back! Fight me, coward!”
“I am not a coward," Celestia retorted firmly as she wiped the blood away with her right forehoof, “and I am not the only one holding back. You strike only to injure me, Nyx, and that is not the only time you have shown mercy. You put my guards to sleep, where in the past you wouldn't have batted an eye at seeing them injured or even dead. You speak of Twilight's betrayal, and yet you have not taken your vengeance against her. If you are truly Nightmare Moon, then why do you show mercy?”
“I... I...” Nightmare Moon struggled with her words, her mind locking up as she was faced with Celestia’s questions. Why was she holding back? Why wasn’t she giving it her all? She had practiced with a sword as the guards in training, she knew how to fight, so why she wasn’t going for the killing blows?
“Nyx,” Celestia began, lowering her sword as the fight slipped into a lull. “I know you’ve been hurt. I know you have a right to be angry at me, and I do not deserve forgiveness for the part I played in turning you into this. Yet, if this is what you truly wanted, you would have killed me with that last blow. Please, end this farce and let us put our swords away. It is not too late.”
“Too late?” Nightmare Moon echoed, a inferno of rage flashing to life behind her eyes. “Too late?!
“It was always too LATE FOR MEEE!” Nightmare Moon yelled, her voice growing until she was shouting at the top of her lungs. At the same time her mane started to surge and swirl, reflecting the storm of anger that raged within.
With an screech, Nightmare Moon launched herself at Celestia, this time accompanying her charge with a volley of lightning. Celestia managed to block a few of the arcane bolts with her sword, but she was struck by others. The bolts did little damage themselves, but they caused Celestia to wince, which made it all the more difficult for her to block Nightmare Moon’s coming sword strike.
Yet, the rage and magic behind Nightmare Moon’s blade would prove too much. Their blades clashed with a thunderous crack, and before Celestia could retreat, her own sword began to fracture. It then burst apart, shattering like glass as its magic failed beneath the force of Nightmare Moon’s sword.
The magic released from her broken sword knocked Celestia of her hooves. She rolled and bounced across the throne room floor, and eventually came to a stop at the base of her own throne. Shards of the shattered blade had speckled her with small cuts, and her breathing was labored as the pain of the magical knock-back pulsed in her body.
Celestia took a few deep gasping breaths to try and recover more quickly, but it was already too late. When she looked up, she saw Nightmare Moon standing over her, and the black magical blade Nightmare Moon wielded was pressed against her neck.
“It’s over, Celestia,” Nightmare Moon said coldly, and Celestia knew it was true. Yet, instead of closing her eyes and waiting for the bitter end, Celestia locked her gaze on Nightmare Moon. The pair stared at each other for a long time, both still as stone. All it would take for Nightmare Moon to end Celestia’s life was a twitch of her sword, yet she just stood there.
“You’re still holding back,” Celestia said.
Nightmare Moon pressed her sword into Celestia’s neck. “SHUT UP! I could end this right now. I could kill you, get my revenge for everything you’ve done against me and truly have Equestria for my own. Just a quick slash of my sword and your life would be forfeit.”
“Yes, you have beaten me,” Celestia said, “but I still implore you to stop, Nyx, and listen.”
Nightmare Moon put more pressure on her sword, the blade breaking the surface of Celestia’s skin and drawing blood. “Why? Why should I stop now? Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t slash your throat!”
“Because, though you deny it, your actions and words still tell me that you care about Twilight,” Celestia calmly explained. “So I ask you to stop, Nyx, and realize where you stand. This is your point of no return. If you finish me here, you will secure Equestria for your own, but across Equestria, even in Twilight’s eyes, you shall never be seen as anything but my murderer and a monster.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes pulsated at the mention of Twilight Sparkle, and she lowered her sword a few inches. Celestia dared to hope that Nightmare Moon had finally listened to reason, but a few moments later the sword was back against her neck. Yet, the murderous intent that once filled Nightmare Moon’s eyes had faded, and her sword was trembling, as if she was having trouble keeping it up.
Then, with a slow breath Nightmare Moon lowered her blade. She spoke with a broken, hollow voice as her mane began to wrap around Celestia. “Your time will come, but before then you will know the pain I’ve suffered. For a thousand years you shall be banished to the sun, held amongst its magic, just as I was held by the moon. Only then, once you’ve known the full extent of my suffering, shall you know death.”
With those final few words, and a flash of light from within her mane, Nightmare Moon made good on her word. She banished Celestia to the sun, leaving her alone in the throne room.
Yet, even after Celestia was gone, Nightmare Moon remained where she was. She stared at the spot where Celestia had been before she looked to the now empty throne. Then, with little warning, Nightmare Moon’s sucked in a deep breath, cried out in a rage and threw her sword so that it sunk deep into the back of Celestia’s throne.
~~~
Luna banked to one side, looking over Canterlot. It was nearly dawn, and she was returning to the castle so that Celestia could fly out and meet the army and continue the search for Nightmare Moon. The search over the evening had been fruitless. Both exhaustion and disappointment made Luna yearn for the comfort of her bed.
Yet, as Luna drew closer to the castle, she began to take notice how still and quiet it was. She saw no guards moving along the battlements, saw no pony at all. Some servants should have at least been out tending to the early morning chores, but there was nopony around.
Luna felt the air catch in her chest, and with a few furious flaps of her wings, she surged forward towards the castle. She dove into the courtyard, and did not land nor slow down. Instead, she threw open the castle doors with her magic and soared through the hallways. It was something Celestia was unable to do because of her size, but Luna was still small enough that her wingspan fit inside the corridors.
The castle was deserted, utterly empty, and it did nothing to improve Luna’s nerves. She flew with even greater speed, fearing the worst as she raced amongst the halls. Luna first went to Celestia’s bedroom, but when her sister wasn’t there Luna went to the next likely place: the throne room. When she couldn’t sleep, Celestia always liked to sit in the throne room.
“Sister? Sister, are you in here?” Luna called, landing in the throne room doorway. She looked first to the throne, desperately hoping to see Celestia there. Her sister, however, was no where to be seen. In her place, standing just in front of the throne, was an all black alicorn with a swirling magical mane and tail.
Luna felt herself tense when she saw Nightmare Moon, a figure she had only ever before seen reflected back in a mirror. Was this really what she used to look like? She could now see why so many ponies told scary stories about her. An all-black mare, with a magical mane and tail of the night and piercing dragon eyes, it was the kind of things nightmares were made of.
Swallowing nervously, Luna drew up her courage and began to move across the room. Though she was walking on the regal, red rug that ran from the door to Celestia’s throne, Luna’s hoof steps were still audible.
“You’re back earlier than I expected, or perhaps it is later in the morning than I realize,” Nightmare Moon remarked quietly. She turned to face Luna, revealing her tired eyes.
“Where is Celestia?” Luna asked with a tremor in her voice.
“Your precious sister is getting a taste of her own medicine. She has been banished to the sun,” Nightmare Moon replied, forcing firmness into her voice. “Though, do not take this as a sign of mercy. I merely wish for Celestia to know the torture of the imprisonment that I endured for a thousand years. Once she has known that, then her life is forfeit.”
“Imprisonment ‘we’ endured,” Luna corrected, “or have you forgotten where you came from?”
“I have not forgotten. All the memories I have are either my own or the memories from when you were the one called Nightmare Moon. It is from those memories that I know my desires and destiny. It a destiny you were too weak to seize for your own, but a destiny that will be mine.”
“But is it a destiny you want?” asked Luna.
“I cannot recall any time when I did not want the eternal night and the defeat of Equestria’s royalty... which includes you,” Nightmare Moon answered. She manifested her her magical sword and began to walk towards Luna. “Now defend yourself.”
Luna formed two smaller, shorter blades which floated on either side of her. “Is that truly all you can remember? Do you not recall the time you spent with Twilight Sparkle, Nyx?”
“Do not call me that. I am Nightmare Moon.”
“But do you remember the time you spent with Twilight?” Luna pressed.
Nightmare Moon snorted in contempt. “Of course I do. I would not forget something so recent so easily.”
“Then you have memories beyond being Nightmare Moon, beyond the memories you had to inherit from me.”
“What is your point? Those memories are a few short months compared to the hundreds of years of memories I have from the time when we were one and the same.”
“But I know those memories are a thousand times happier than the memories we share. I came to know you briefly, Nyx, at the dinner after the Spring Festival. You talked of friends, of school, of Twilight... you were happy. Why are you throwing that away to pursue old desires that were never yours?”
“They are my desires,” Nightmare Moon spat. “I want vengeance. I want Equestria. I want ponies to look upon the beauty of my night.”
“But it isn’t your night. It’s mine,” Luna stressed. “I was the one that made the night. I’m the one that raises and lowers the moon. I’m the one who got jealous of Celestia. I was the one that grew to loath the ponies who slept through my night, but that’s because I was the one that made it. I was the one being ignored, not you.”
Nightmare Moon stomped a hoof. “It will be my night soon enough. With you gone, I shall inherit not only your memories but your status as ruler of the nighttime sky. I will make it more beautiful than you ever could. Ponies will look upon it, and be in such awe that they will love the night, love me, and forget all about the sun and you royal sisters.”
“Nyx, you don’t have to be what I was,” Luna pleaded, not for her own sake but for the sake of the filly she had met not so long ago. “You can escape it, or do you forget that I was able to change what I was? I’m not Nightmare Moon any more, which means you don’t have to be either.”
Nightmare Moon hung her head and lowered her sword. “No, you are wrong, for it is not just your memories I inherited. The loathing, the fear, and the hatred Equestria had for you has become mine as well. The Elements of Harmony left you to live a happy life again while I became your scapegoat, the monster in the dark that you were saved from.”
“I never asked nor wanted you to take responsibility for what I did,” Luna said. “I should be the one to bear those burdens, but if you don’t stop this, you’ll be guilty of your own crimes. It won’t be my past that haunts you, but your own. So please, Nyx, just-”
“I told you not to call me that! I. Am. Nightmare Moon!” she seethed. “It is what I am, it is the only thing I can be. It is the only thing Equestria will ever see as. No matter what you say, they will only ever see Nightmare Moon.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes flashed with fresh determination, and she raised her sword. “Now defend yourself. If I have to be Nightmare Moon, than I shall also be Equestria’s Queen.”
“I... I'm sorry Nyx, b-but I can’t just let you do this,” Luna said shakily, trying to keep a firm stance though she fully realized how outmatched she was. She lifted her twin blades, taking up a defensive position. “I-I will fight to protect Equestria.”
Nightmare Moon began to stride towards Luna like a storm cloud rolling over Equestria. “Yes, you will fight... you will fall... and then you’ll share Celestia’s fate, because this is my kingdom now.”
~~~
Whispers and hushed voices filled the Ponyville square. Every pony in town had gathered outside the town hall. The sun was supposed to have risen several hours ago, but, instead, the moon still lingered in the center of the sky, filling the world with its pale glow. What was worse was the dark pattern of craters that had returned to the moon’s surface. The craters darkened the moon’s surface, returning to it the rough silhouette of the Mare in the Moon.
Beneath that moon, the Mayor of Ponyville, Ivory Scroll, moved up to the podium set on the veranda of the town hall. It looked like she had been crying, but the mayor wiped her eyes and cleared her throat, forcing herself to be strong.
“Fillies and Gentlecolts, as Mayor of Ponyville it is my duty, my solemn duty, to announce that Princess Luna and Princess Celestia have-” She choked on her words, but after licking her lips she managed to continued. “They have been defeated.”
A hushed gasp cascaded through the crowd. Ponies looked at each other with disbelief, but none dared to speak as they hung on every word that left Ivory’s mouth.
“I received word just after sun... when the sunrise was due to occur. During the night, Nightmare Moon seized Canterlot Castle without raising an alarm. She defeated Princess Celestia, and then laid in wait until Princess Luna returned to the castle a few hours ago. Both princesses are now imprisoned in the sun and the moon respectively.”
Ivory Scroll coughed again, trying to keep the strength in her voice from failing. “Now, Nightmare Moon has hereby decreed herself Queen of Equestria, and the Children of Nightmare, the ponies responsible for her return, are already taking control of the government. I have also been told that... that any open rebellion against the new crown will be met harshly and... and that,”
Ivory’s voice began to tremble as she forced out the final words. “A-and that we h-have seen the last of the s-sun. That this night... will last f-f-for... forever.”
Another gasp cut through the crowd, and few a ponies even fainted. Yet, before the truth could even properly sink into the residents of Ponyville, another voice rang out through the now everlasting night. “Oh Miss Mayor, you speak as if this is some great tragedy.”
Every head in the crowd spun around, looking back to see Nightmare Moon striding towards them. She was flanked on either side by two of her own royal guard. They were clad in armor that matched hers in color and their eyes, like hers, seemed to glow in the night with their turquoise irises.
The crowd quickly parted and made a path, much like they did the day Nightmare Moon first returned. Some even bowed as she passed, a sight that made Nightmare Moon smile. She couldn’t expect them all to be so eager to bow right away, but it was a start and she could be patient. After all, she had all the time in the world.
Once she had reached the veranda of the town hall, Nightmare Moon used her magic to move the podium Ivory Scroll had been speaking from off to one side. She then looked to Ivory Scroll, and saw that the mayor had retreated back several steps and was trembling like a leaf. Still, Ivory managed to bow to her new queen.
Satisfied with the level of respect the mayor had shown her, Nightmare Moon turned to face the crowd and let her voice ring out through the night. “Citizens of Ponyville, it is hard to believe that merely a week ago I stood amongst you, freshly reborn, and now I am already your queen. One must truly wonder how sturdy your monarchy was, considering how easily it was toppled.
“But toppled it I have, and I now stand as your one true queen. Under me, Equestria shall flourish under the eternal night. You need not fear for your crops or your homes, for while the night can be cold, those most loyal to me have already begun the act of making this kingdom a place that can thrive beneath the moonlight. They have long been prepared for the night eternal.
“And there is further reason to rejoice!” Nightmare Moon told them. “For, as I promised on the day of my return, I have not forgotten the kindness you all offered me when I was but a scared little filly. For this, I have decided to give Ponyville a great honor, to bestow upon it a gift no other town or city in Equestria will share.”
The ground shook, a distant rumbling reaching the ear of everypony as Nightmare Moon's eyes glowed. All heads turned to the distant rock quarries in the hills just beyond Ponyville, where the rumbling seemed to be emanating from. For a moment, none of them were able to see anything. Yet, as the rumbling continued, a single pointed spire began to rise up against the horizon.
The rumbling then rose to a terrifying cacophony, as if the world was splitting in two. At the same time, the first spire continued to rise higher and was joined by others. Soon a whole castle had risen up into view, casting a harsh shadow and looking down upon Ponyville like a giant ready to strike.
When the castle had fully risen and the rumbling had stopped, Nightmare Moon looked down and savored the shock and horror on her subjects’ faces. “Yes, ponies of Ponyville, your eyes do not deceive you. For the time being, Canterlot shall remain the administrative capitol of Equestria, but Ponyville shall be the true heart of this kingdom. It is here, in your town, that both I and my castle find a home, and Ponyville will know prosperity unmatched as it slowly becomes the beating heart of Equestria.”
Nightmare Moon finished her speech with a triumphant smile and a flare of her wings. The crowd, however, did not share in her enthusiasm. The only pony that dared to speak was Ivory Scroll. She dared to take a few steps towards Nightmare Moon, only so she could bow to her new queen. “You... y-you honor us, Your Highness. We... w-we will gladly serve as your home.”
Nightmare Moon smiled. “Well chosen words, Mayor. If you keep that attitude up, I may just let you keep your position.”
“Well, some of us ain’t goin’ down without a fight!”
Nightmare Moon and the crowd as a whole turned their heads, and saw six ponies standing in a nearby, empty street. Nightmare Moon recognized five of the ponies. Applejack, Rarity, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy were all together, wearing their Elements of Harmony necklaces. They were standing strong, except for Fluttershy, who was hiding behind Rarity. Still, all five of them were there and together.
The sixth pony, however, was one Nightmare Moon did not recognize. She appeared to be a simple earth pony. Her coat was blue, and her mane was a mixture of white and silver. She was, for some reason, wearing a purple pointed hat that was decorated with silver and gold stars. She also had on a cape that matched the hat, and the mare stood with her head held aloft. It was a posture that reminded Nightmare Moon of Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
Nightmare Moon hated the blue-colored pony already.
“Well well well, I was wondering when you five would show up. Who’s the new mare?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“Her name is-” Applejack began, only for the blue pony to interrupt her.
“I believe that I can speak for myself, thank you very much,” the new pony snipped. She then turned and gave Nightmare Moon a confident grin, as if she was looking down at some pony far beneath her. “Remember this face well, Nightmare Moon, for it will be the face of your doom!” the blue pony exclaimed as she pointed a hoof at the self-appointed queen. “For on this day, it will be I, the Great and Powerful Trixie, who will single-hoofedly vanquish you and bring peace and order back to Equestria!”
An eruption of magical fireworks and firecrackers erupted from behind the blue pony, as if in fanfare for her words. The display, however, only made Nightmare Moon arch her eyebrows skeptically and look to Applejack. “You're kidding. You're kidding, right?”
“I assure you, Nightmare Moon, this is no jest,” the blue pony crowed. A light purple glow encased the mare’s hat, causing it to rise up and shift back on the pony’s head. The adjustment revealed that the blue pony was, in fact, a unicorn. “I, the Great and Powerful Trixie, shall defeat you.”
“Okay, this has to be a joke,” Nightmare Moon scoffed. “This was your idea, Pinkie Pie, wasn’t it? You five got together and decided to get on my good side by playing a prank. Very smart of you, but I think you may want to tell your friend there to tone it down. I may actually start to believe she intends to defeat me.”
“That is exactly what the Great and Powerful Trixie intends to do,” she said.
The smile faded from Nightmare Moon’s face, and threatening coldness filled her voice. “Do you understand who you challenge? Do you even have a clue about the power that courses though every fiber of my being?”
Trixie lifted a hoof anxiously at Nightmare Moon’s statement, as if she was going to take a step back, but instead she planted her hoof back down defiantly. “I am fully aware of your power, but I wield a far greater one, and with it I shall send you back to the dark pit you crawled out from. For you see, I am not merely a unicorn but I am the most magical unicorn in all of Equestria!”
Nightmare Moon couldn’t help but gape. This... this foal was either completely clueless or had a death wish. Who was crazy enough to be so boastful? The only time Nightmare Moon had ever heard of a pony with such an ego was when-
Nightmare Moon’s eyes pulsated, and she was struck with a realization. She knew this mare. Not personally, but she had heard of her. Twilight had told her a story about a blue unicorn that had come into town, boasting she had defeated a Ursa Major. But when an Ursa Minor came into town, the unicorn was unable to do anything, leaving Twilight to save the day.
It was a tale that had become one of her favorite bedtime stories, and that memory caused Nightmare Moon to smirk. “Oh... oh yes, of course,” she spoke with a deceptively gentle tone. “I’ve heard of you before, Great and Powerful Trixie."
“Y-you have? I mean, of course you have! Far and wide ponies have heard the tales of the miraculous feats of the Great and Powerful Trixie!” she exclaimed before releasing more firework magic in the air.
A chuckled escaped Nightmare Moon’s lips. “Yes, I know who you are. You are the egomaniac with a tacky hat that almost destroyed Ponyville with your boasting.”
Nightmare Moon’s words suck the air right out of Trixie’s lungs and caused her pupil’s to narrow into tiny dots.
“At least,” Nightmare Moon continued, smiling devilishly. “That’s how Rarity put it. When Twilight told me about the last time you were here, she was more... polite, though she basically said the same thing.”
Trixie turned and glared at Rarity as she hissed in a whisper, “You know her, and you told her that?!?”
“Hey, don’t you get mad at her! She’s not the one boasting that she’s going to save the day all by herself!” Rainbow Dash argued in Rarity’s defense.
“And I shouldn't need to remind you that your Element of Magic isn’t worth a rotten apple without the rest of us,” Applejack added, pointing an accusing hoof at Trixie.
Trixie met the harsh tone in Applejack’s voice with a snarl. “Hey, you’re the ones who convinced me to come back here. You’re the ones that came to me, and the only reason I agreed is because defeating Nightmare Moon would salvage my career. I wouldn’t even be here if it weren’t for you, so you better not mess this up!”
“As amusing as it is to meet the overconfident show pony from one Twilight’s stories,” Nightmare Moon interrupted, if only to keep keep the six ponies from squabbling amongst themselves. “I am curious. What makes you think you actually stand a chance against me? Just how do you plan to defeat me, an alicorn, when you are nothing more than a mere unicorn?”
“I, the Great and Powerful Trixie, intend to use the most powerful magic known to pony kind, for I am the new Bearer of the Element of Magic!” Trixie exclaimed. She lifted her hat again and revealed that she was wearing a familiar tiara. She then quickly swapped the two things around, setting her hat back on her head and placing the tiara on top of the hat. It allowed her to proudly wear both at the same time.
And, for the first time since her transformation, Nightmare Moon felt real fear. She had made a miscalculation. She had come so far, but now her destruction was staring her down. Even with Twilight, the supposed keystone of the elements, locked away, her friends had found a replacement, and Trixie wasn’t wasting anytime.
To Nightmare Moon’s horror, the Elements of Harmony began to come to life. They glowed, and began lifting the six wielders into the air. Nightmare Moon instinctively worked herself into a defensive position, and made sure she was ready to leap clear of the coming attack. She had been torn apart by the magical rainbow once. She would not let it happen again. She’d jump out of the way, try to escape, but she would not go down a second time so easily.
The spell continued to grow in power, and the six ponies were engulfed in light. The crowd below began to cheer, and they looked on with eager eyes. The Elements of Harmony then launched their fabled rainbow, and the moment Nightmare Moon saw it she was filled with an overpowering desire... to laugh.
The rainbow spat out by the Elements of Harmony was the size of a candy bar, and its colors were sickly and mismatched. It drifted on the wind like a leaf, and when it finally reached Nightmare Moon, the rainbow did not burn or hurt. All it was able to do was make a small patch of her body feel warmer before it faded. If Nightmare Moon was to be honest, it was a rather pleasant sensation, like a warm towel.
Yet, as Nightmare Moon tried to contain the laughter caused by the pitiful display, she was struck by inspiration. Wanting to teach the show pony a lesson and have a little fun at the same time, she took in a deep breath. She then groaned loudly, as if in agony, and let her body burst into indigo smoke.
The crowd all gasped and watched as the smoke faded into the night air, unable to believe what they had seen. Behind the crowd, the six ponies who had just wielded the Elements of Harmony laid sprawled out on the ground.
When the group was lead by Twilight Sparkle, the magic of the elements left them feeling refreshed and rejuvenated. Now, however, they were covered with scuffs and scratches. It was like the ancient magic had worked against them, not with them. Trixie herself hastily shoved the tiara off her head and threw the valuable artifact into the dirt before proceeding to rub the sides of her skull. Her head was pounding with the worst headache she had ever felt in her life.
The first to recover was Rarity, who forced herself to her hooves and looked around for any sign of Nightmare Moon. “Is... is it over?”
“I reckon it is,” Applejack answered. A small smile formed on her face. “I didn’t think it’d be that easy a second time, or that Trixie would actually be able to sub in for Twilight.”
Trixie huffed, her large ego unaffected by her splitting headache. “You doubted that I could be the new Bearer of the Element of Magic? Don't you know, you can always count on the Great and Powerful Trixie.”
Applejack rolled her eyes, but the gesture went unnoticed as the residents of Ponyville began to encircle them. The crowd was cheering their heroes and the defeat of Nightmare Moon. Soon the princess would grace the town with their presence. The moon would be lowered and the sun would rise and everything would be normal. And, as sure as the sun would rise, Trixie stood up and began to bask in the adulation, soaking it all in.
“Yes! Yes, celebrate ponies of Ponyville! For I, The Great and Powerful Trixie, have saved Equestria all by myself! I truly am the greatest equine who has ever lived!”
Very quickly the cheers from the crowd began to die as Ponyville’s residents began to remember why they didn’t particularly like the “Great and Powerful” Trixie. Still, they wouldn’t let Trixie’s gloating ruin their happiness. Nightmare Moon had been defeated, it was a day to celebrate.
Still, the celebration ended before it even began. From amongst the crowd’s hooves, several trails of indigo smoke swirled up into the air and towards the bearers of the Elements of Harmony. The smoke formed into a swirling tornado, which sucked up the six mares despite their panicked shouts. The tornado spun the mares round and round, and moved towards the town hall.
Then, as quickly as it had picked them up, the tornado dropped the six mares at the foot of the town hall steps, leaving them in a crumpled heap. “Did... did anypony get the license plate number of the carriage that hit us?” Pinkie Pie asked as she lifted her head from the pile, her eyes spinning.
Pinkie Pie’s question drew a haughty laugh from the swirling indigo tornado. It moved a few feet away from them, to the top of the town hall’s steps, and there it materialized into Nightmare Moon. Once more the crowd gasped, for not only had Nightmare Moon not been defeated but she now held all six of the Elements of Harmony in her mane.
After glaring down at the six mares for a time, Nightmare Moon let a smile creep onto her lips as she descended the steps. For a moment she considered enacting her revenge on the mares who had just attacked her. That was what Nexus would have her do. Still, she was feeling merciful, if only because their attempted to defeat her had been so humorously pathetic.
Nightmare Moon focused her attention on Trixie, the mare who actually believed herself to be a match for Equestria’s new queen. She took a few steps forward, positioning herself so she towered over Trixie. The show pony was just starting to recover from her ride in the tornado. She sat up, rubbed her head, and when she finally opened her eyes, Trixie found herself staring straight into Nightmare Moon’s face.
“Gotcha,” Nightmare Moon whispered with a mischievous smile.
With a loud yelp, Trixie jumped to her hooves and tried to run away, but Nightmare Moon quickly whipped out her magic and caught one of Trixie’s legs. This caused her to stumble, trip, and crash to the ground with a painful thud. Yet, despite the pain, Trixie quickly turned over onto her back, and with wide, fearful eyes she looked up at the towering form of Nightmare Moon.
“To celebrate your rather disappointing rebellion,” Nightmare Moon said, “I believe I will be taking a trophy to remember this day.” At that Nightmare Moon let her mane violently strike out at Trixie, who flinched and braced herself for the pain of death. Yet, Nightmare Moon didn’t touch a hair on her head. Instead, she used her magical mane to remove Trixie’s hat and cape.
“What? Were you afraid that I would take your pretty little head?” Nightmare Moon sardonically asked. “Don’t worry, if I want that I’ll come back for it. Now, if I remember Twilight's story correctly, this is the part where you realize what a foal you've made of yourself and you run away.”
“M-Mark my words, you haven’t seen the last of me!” Trixie vowed weakly, trying to save face even though she knew Nightmare Moon was letting her go. “For while you may have won the battle, the war is far over! The Great and Powerful Trixie never runs away. She only makes tactical retreats!”
At that,Trixie used her magic to summon a smoke screen before she ran away as fast as her hooves would carry her. It was the same kind of retreat she had made after the Ursa Minor incident, and the display left most of Ponyville’s residents groaning.
While the crowd was disappointed with Trixie, Nightmare Moon reveled in her most recent success. The one thing left that could possibly defeat her, the Elements of Harmony, were now in her possession. She could now make sure they were never used again. So thrilled was she at her absolute victory, Nightmare Moon couldn’t keep herself from having a little more fun.
Looking over the crowd of ponies that hung on her every word out of fear, Nightmare Moon once again turned into an indigo cloud. Her body swirled and condensed quickly before she rematerialized, but not as a regal alicorn. No, instead Nightmare Moon had taken on Trixie’s appearance, and was wearing the cape and hat she plucked from the real Trixie but a few moments ago.
“Behold, Ponyville!” the shape-shifted Nightmare Moon shouted out in Trixie’s own voice. “I am the Weak and Cowardly Trixie! Thrill as I attempt to pretend that sparklers and flashes of light are worthy of admiration! Be dazzled as I bore you with speeches about my unfounded belief in my own abilities! Gasp as I turn tail and run at the first sign of danger!”
The Not-Trixie began to laugh haughtily, finding amusement at her own joke. Still, the performance was met with utter silence. No pony in the crowd gave so much as a chortle or giggle.
The silence made the Not-Trixie’s face contort, first into one of pain then one of annoyance. “Hmph. Plebeians. You would think they would appreciate a mare that can shape-shift at will,” Nightmare Moon grumbled to herself. She changed back into her normal appearance, with the Elements of Harmony now joined by Trixie’s hat and cape in the embrace of her magical mane.
With her impromptu attempt at celebrity roasting failing to earn a single laugh, Nightmare Moon redirected her focus on the five remaining mares that dared to opposed her. She expected them to be shocked, filled with fear, to be trembling in her shadow, but they were, in fact, arguing among themselves.
“I told you we shouldn’t have used her,” Rainbow Dash barked at Applejack.
“Oh hush up you,” Applejack snapped back. “She was the only unicorn we could find who had a special talent for magic, and even that was a long shot.”
“So, my little ponies,” Nightmare Moon began, ending the disagreement and forcing the five mares to take notice of her, “what am I going to do with you?”
“Do whatever you want, you can’t make us talk!” Dash shouted defiantly.
“Yeah!” Pinkie Pie agreed, only to look quizzically at Rainbow Dash a moment later. “Wait, what would we talk to her about?”
“Pinkie Pie, shhhh.”
Nightmare Moon chuckled. “Your bickering alone is very amusing to me. How would you five like to be my personal court jesters? I’ll even let you have visitation rights with Twilight Sparkle.”
“Your Majesty, the law dictates that there is only one punishment for those who dare to attack you."
Nightmare Moon turned her attention to the voice, seeing it was one of her body guards. She was surprised they had actually lingered nearby after her faked defeat. She would have expected them to bolt for the castle to inform Spell Nexus of what had happened. Still, they had remained and were now bowing down to her respectfully.
Heaving a heavy sigh, Nightmare Moon turned her attention away from the guards that were interrupting her fun. “Let me guess, this is one of Nexus’ laws.”
“Yes, Your Highness,” one of her guards confirmed.
“And what does this law say?”
“That any pony that attacks your royal grace is to meet the gallows,” the other guard answered.
“Did... did he just say... gallows?” Rarity asked in a hushed, disbelieving whisper.
Applejack nodded. “He... he did, sugarcube.”
“B-b-but what about the animals at my cottage?” Fluttershy asked as she started to tear up in panic. “There are some that need their medicine. I have to go take care of them. There is a little ferret that needs his bandages changed a-and there are song birds that are just about ready to take their first flight. What will happen if I’m not there to catch them if they fall?”
“You be strong, sugarcube. I promise all those little animals will get along just fine,” Applejack tried to reassure her. “Just... just like how Big Mac, Apple Bloom and Granny Smith will get along. It will be hard, specially when the next Apple Bucking season comes. I-I don’t think Big Macintosh will be able to handle all them trees himself, but Apple Bloom's gettin’ big. She’ll be buckin’ apples any year now. She’ll be able to help.”
“But... but I can’t go to the gallows!” Rarity wailed in a panic. “I just can’t! Who will...who will look after Sweetie Belle? I’m... I’m the only family she has left.”
“And who will throw the parties when I’m gone?” Pinkie Pie asked, her usually curly hair starting to deflate and fall straight. “Who's going to make the cake when I'm gone? The Cakes will have their anniversary party soon, and there is a wedding party that we have to cater, and then there is a birthday party for Lyra, and-”
“What’s wrong with all of you!?” Rainbow Dash bellowed at her friends. She got to her hooves, and flared her wings. “We can’t give up. We can take her without the elements!” At that Rainbow Dash turned and leapt at Nightmare Moon.
Yet, before Rainbow could even put on hoof on Nightmare Moon, the two body guards had rushed forward and tackled her. They pinned Rainbow Dash against the ground, and while she struggled to try and free herself, the stallions were too strong. She had no hope to escape, and finally the reality of the situation was starting to settle in. “We... we’ve lost.”
Applejack sniffled and rubbed her hoof across her nose. She was doing her best not to cry, to be the strong one for her friends, but she was losing that fight. “I’m sorry, Rainbow, but that’s what it looks like.”
“But this isn’t fair,” Dash complained. She began to struggle against the guards again as tears formed in her eyes. “I was going to go to the Wonderbolt tryouts this summer. I was going to be a Wonderbolt, and I promised Scootaloo that I would teach her how to fly like I do when her wings were stronger. I promised her that I would, and... and who's going to clear the weather in Ponyville if I'm not around?"
Rainbow Dash’s questions were the final straw. Applejack, who had been struggling to be strong, broke like a thin twig. She began to cry with her friends, and Nightmare Moon watched as all five mares crumbled under the cost their attempted rebellion would incur. And as she watched them, Nightmare Moon knew she should have been happy. She should have been enjoying the sight of them suffering, but instead her chest felt tight.
“My queen, shall we place them under arrest?” One of the guards asked.
Nightmare Moon opened her mouth to reply, but she could not bring herself to say “yes”. The words were too heavy on her tongue. No matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t force herself to do it. She could not doom them, Twilight’s friends, to a death at the gallows.
Thus, Nightmare Moon said the only thing she could. “No, you are to let them go.”
“WHAT!?”
The shouted question had come from not just the guards, but from everypony who heard Nightmare Moon’s order.
“I said that you are to let them go,” Nightmare Moon repeated. “I am officially pardoning them as my first act as Queen of Equestria.”
“B-b-but, my Queen, the law says,” one of the guards tried to protest.
“Am I, or am I not, your queen?!” Nightmare Moon snapped. “Now, return to the castle and inform Nexus that I want him to take me through all the new laws he’s enacted, every single one of them. Also let him know that if he dares enact any more laws without my permission or consent, then I will consider it an act of treason!”
“But my Queen, we aren’t supposed to leave your side for any-”
“NOW!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, her angry shout punctuated by a lightning bolt directed at the hooves of the guards. The guards didn’t waste a moment after that. They took off and flew towards the now above ground castle as fast as their wings would carry them.
Nightmare Moon kept her eyes on the guards for a few more moments before turning her gaze down on the five mares, who were staring back at her. They, along with the rest of the crowd, didn’t dare to say a word, not until Rarity broke the silence. “You’re... you’re letting us go... just like that?”
“It is a repayment of kindness, and nothing more,” Nightmare Moon answered coldly as she spread her wings. “For the kindness you showed me when I was but a cowardly filly, I am now sparing your lives. Do not expect the same mercy should you try and rebel against me again.”
With those final words, Nightmare Moon took flight. She circled once over Ponyville, looking down at the crowd and seeing their fear-filled eyes. She then turned in the direction of her freshly-risen castle, and flew towards it with the Elements of Harmony, along with Trixie’s hat and cape, floating in her magical mane.
~~~
With a flutter of wings, Nightmare Moon landed on her bedroom balcony and stepped inside. She floated the Elements of Harmony to a nearby dresser, and tucked them away along with her armor. She removed her helmet last, and hung it from a stud on the wall. Then she simply tossed Trixie’s hat and cape onto a table, with the intention of dealing with them later.
The now armor less Nightmare Moon laid down on her bed, breathing out slowly as she sank into the softness of her blanket. She wanted nothing more to simply sleep. Yet, as she tried to rest, she found sleep would not come easily.
Her mind began to turn, to go over over her actions of the past few hours, and it was struggling to understand some of her recent choices.
First, she didn’t attack the guards. She could have easily sent the Children of Nightmare at the castle and seized it by force. In fact, that was what the royal guard expected her to do, to be a direct threat to them. Instead, she had gone a more subversive route. She had impersonated soldiers, infiltrated the castle, all so that she could get to Celestia without hurting anypony else.
Second, she didn’t kill Celestia or Luna. In her anger, she came close to finishing Celestia. All it would have taken was a flick of her sword, but then the princess said those words. Celestia made her think of Twilight, and how she would react to the news that her mentor had been slain. Then, even during the fight with Luna, Celestia words rang out in her mind, and in the end she banished Luna to the moon just as she banished Celestia to the sun.
Thirdly, she had spared Twilight’s friends. In fact, she had let them go completely unpunished. Yes, she had the Elements of Harmony now, but would those mares ever truly accept her rule? Would they not attempt to free Twilight and retake the Elements of Harmony? It would have made more sense to take them out... permanently.
Yet, like Luna and Celestia, she had spared them... just as she had spared Twilight. She should have struck Twilight Sparkle down the moment Nexus brought her to the throne room. In fact, she should have done it the night she was fully resurrected, when she found Twilight in the crowd. Yet, whenever her thoughts turned to such dark actions, to taking the lives of those ponies... she couldn’t bring herself to do it.
Nightmare Moon violently shook her head. What was wrong with her? She was no longer that scared, crybaby Nyx. She was Nightmare Moon: Queen of Equestria and Bringer of the Night Eternal! She was the sole alicorn left in the world, the most powerful pony that ever lived and ever would live!
She had won. In all aspects her victory was absolute. She had everything she ever wanted. Celestia and Luna were gone. She now held the Elements of Harmony, the one force that could defeat her. She was the one true Queen of Equestria, and she would reign for millennia to come. Even if she was unwilling to kill, she didn’t need to. No pony in Equestria or the world would be able to defy her.
She had won, and that was all that mattered.
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Chapter 14
Once a Crusader
===================
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK...
Cheerilee looked up from her book. She was curled up with a blanket in her home and there was a fire roaring in the fireplace. Nightmare Moon had taken over Equestria one week prior, and without the sun’s warmth, the kingdom had been slowly getting colder and colder. At the moment, the air outside was still mildly bearable. Cheerilee doubted that would last for much longer.
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK...
The second set of knocks drew Cheerilee out of the warm spot she had made for herself on the couch. She moved to the door, checking through the peep hole first. She never used to worry about which ponies were on her doorstep, but she didn’t feel as safe as she used to. However, the ponies outside her door weren’t royal guards, Nightmare Moon, or anypony that looked dangerous. It was instead three familiar fillies, who Cheerilee quickly opened the door for. “Girls, what are you doing out here in the dark?”
“It’s always dark,” Scootaloo pointed out. She was standing between Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom on Cheerilee's front step.
“I guess that’s true.” Cheerilee forced a weak smile. “Still, what can I do for you three?”
“Cheerilee, can we ask you some questions?” Sweetie Belle asked. “I’ve been trying to get Rarity to tell me what’s going on, but i don’t think she’s telling me the truth.”
“And Applejack and Big Macintosh won’t tell me anything,” added Apple Bloom.
“And my parents won’t even let me talk about what’s going on,” Scootaloo finished.
Cheerilee’s smile weakened.“Girls, I don’t think it’s my place, especially if your families don’t-”
“Please, Cheerilee,” the three Crusaders begged in unison.
Cheerilee stepped back, and motioned with a hoof. “All right. Still, why don’t you come inside? Can’t have you three standing outside in the cold, now can I?”
The Crusaders happily accepted their teacher’s offer. They moved inside, and once they were clear of the door, Cheerilee pulled it shut and rubbed her forelegs together to drive away the chill. It was still getting colder outside. She would need her winter clothes soon.
After guiding the three fillies to her living room, Cheerilee let them jump up onto her couch. She then climbed up onto a smaller chair, and wrapped herself in a blanket. Only then, once she had finished making herself comfortable, did she turn her attention back to her guests. “So girls, what did you want to ask me?”
“We wanted to know what happened to Nyx,” Apple Bloom explained as the three fillies shared the blanket Cheerilee had left behind on the couch.
“Girls, I really don’t think I-” Cheerilee began, only to be cut off.
“Please,” Sweetie Belle pleaded. “Scootaloo says that Nyx is Nightmare Moon, but Rarity’s keeps telling me that Nyx just went back to live with her family, since she was Twilight’s cousin.”
Cheerilee pulled at her blanket, tightening it’s grasp around her body while focusing on Scootaloo. “Why do you think Nyx is Nightmare Moon?”
“Because of everything Nightmare Moon did when she showed up in the center of town with those weird ponies in cloaks.”
“You were there?”
Scootaloo nodded her head. “Yes, and I heard her say she used to be a meek, weak filly. Then she went after Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon, saying that it was their prank that let her become Nightmare Moon. Not only that, Nightmare Moon didn’t have a cutie mark, just like Nyx.”
“Are you sure Nightmare-” Cheerilee tried to interrupt, only for Scootaloo to continue without pause.
“Then, when she was close to me, I shouted at her. I called her Nyx, and she turned to look at me. She recognized me, I know she did!” Scootaloo’s ears flattened against her head. “But then she said we... we weren’t her friends any more.”
The heads of all three fillies sank at those words, and Cheerilee felt her stomach twist as a frown formed on her lips. It was obvious to her that their families were trying to shield them from the truth, either by not telling them or lying. Despite that, she knew she wouldn’t be able to deny the three fillies. They were worried, and if anypony deserved to know the truth, it was them.
“All right, girls, from what I’ve read and heard, Nyx is Nightmare Moon... and she was Nightmare Moon all along.”
Apple Bloom’s eyes widened. “The whole time?”
Cheerilee answered with a nod.
“No way!” protested Scootaloo. “Nyx wasn’t like Nightmare Moon at all the last time we saw her. No, those weird ponies did something to her.”
“And even if Nyx is Nightmare Moon, why would she make it dark?” Sweetie Belle asked, glancing out a window at the night-locked sky. “She never really liked it when it was dark out, so why would she make it like this all the time?”
Cheerilee sighed, pausing to think very carefully on how to phrase her reply. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle deserved the truth, but it would be a bitter pill. She tried to open her mouth, to tell them the straight truth, but the words died in her throat. She had to soften the blow, sugar-coat it... mix in some faint, if unrealistic, hope she herself was clinging to.
“I think Nyx is just... confused,” Cheerilee finally told them, hoping the three fillies would accept her explanation.
“Why would she be confused?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“You see, girls, Nyx didn’t remember being Nightmare Moon when she was in class with us, but because of what happened, now she does. She remembers everything, and I think she’s just confused now. She just doesn’t really know which pony she is supposed to be: the Nightmare Moon everypony fears or the Nyx that was your friend. And right now, unfortunately, she’s decided to be Nightmare Moon.”
“But if she’s just confused, that means she could be Nyx again, right? Maybe she doesn’t like being Nightmare Moon,” Scootaloo pointed out, a hopeful smile forming on her face.
“Yeah! I mean, if she was really Nightmare Moon, she wouldn’t have let my big sis and her friends go,” Apple Bloom said confidently. “That proves she is still Nyx!”
Cheerilee put a hopeful smile on her face, but it was difficult. “I hope you’re right, girls. Still, why don’t you run along, go play, and try to take your minds off of it?” Cheerilee suggested. She shifted in her seat, sinking deeper into the warm embrace of her chair and blanket. “And please make sure the door is locked when you leave.”
The three fillies nodded before jumping down from Cheerilee’s couch, thanking her, and slipping out her front door. The trio then lined up side by side as they walked down the street.
“I feel bad for Nyx,” Scootaloo said, glancing at her two friends. “I can’t imagine what it would be like to be confused about who you are.”
Sweetie Belle nodded her head. “Yeah, it’s probably like having a different cutie mark on each of your flanks. You wouldn’t know if your special talent was supposed to be one or the other.”
“Too bad we can’t do anything to help her,” Scootaloo said as her ears drooped.
“Yeah, too bad,” Sweetie Belle agreed. She and Scootaloo continued to walk, but after several steps they realized that Apple Bloom wasn’t following them. Looking back, they saw she had stopped dead in her tracks. Her head was bent down, and her eyes focused down at the ground as if she was thinking about something.
“Hey, Apple Bloom, you okay?” asked Scootaloo.
Apple Bloom was quiet for a few moments more before snapping her head up. “Crusaders, we have a friend who doesn’t know who she is,” she said like a general speaking to her troops. “A fellow Crusader in that big nasty castle that is confused, and do you know what she needs?”
“Um... no,” Sweetie Belle replied, not understanding why Apple Bloom was acting or speaking the way she was.
“Well, I do!” Apple Bloom snapped, starting to march back and forth in front of her friends. “She needs somepony to remind her who she is. To remind her that she has friends, friends that want to be able to play with her in the sunshine again. And Crusaders, we’re just the ponies to do it.”
Scootaloo smiled, getting into the attitude. “Yeah! Let’s go show Nyx that Cutie Mark Crusaders stick together no matter what!”
“Um, girls?” Sweetie Belle interrupted. “You do realize Nyx is in that big castle, the castle guarded by all those big scary ponies in armor, right?”
“So? We’ll just sneak past the guards,” Apple Bloom said confidently.
“Yeah, we could be Cutie Mark Crusader,” Scootaloo began, only to fall silent and look over at her friends. “Uh, what’s a pony called when they sneak into places like a castle?”
“Boogie Mare?” suggested Apple Bloom.
“No.”
“Infiltrator?” Sweetie Belle offered.
“Close, but no...”
Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom looked at each other for a moment, each trying to think. Sweetie Belle eyes then lit up as she thought of the perfect word. “Spy?”
“That’s it!” Scootaloo said with a bounce. “We’ll be Cutie Mark Crusader Spies!”
Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle smiled, and the three friends high-hoofed before quickly running down the street to make their plans.
~~~
Nightmare Moon descended a spiraling stone staircase of her castle, thankful that she was not constantly flanked by guards when she was in her own home. The past week had all been about transferring the power over Equestria from the Royal Pony Sisters to her. Members of the Children of Nightmare were put into important positions of power, if they weren’t already in such positions, and the government was once again turning.
At the moment, however, court was over. It was past six, and while the castle was ending business for the day, Nightmare Moon would be expected in the dining hall soon for her evening meal. Nexus had arranged a dinner where she would meet with lords and ladies who had sided with her new regime, all of which had her turquoise eyes. It was a sign that Nexus was spreading her “blessing” around quite freely.
Truthfully, Nightmare Moon was starting to get a little sick of seeing everypony around her with the same colored eyes. She decided that as soon as she was done here, she was going to tell Spell Nexus that she wasn’t going to attend dinner, that she just wasn’t in the mood. She was Equestria’s queen; what was he going to do?
Reaching the bottom of the staircase, Nightmare Moon pushed the thoughts from her mind and strode down the dimly lit hallway. She was down in her castle dungeons, and she passed by the many empty cells until she reached the one at the very end: the only occupied cell.
Twilight Sparkle sat up from her cot, having wrapped herself tightly in a blanket. She was unharmed, but still bore one sign of her imprisonment. The metal collar that was secured to her neck blocked her magic, ensuring she could not escape through her teleportation spell or even by levitating a key.
Nightmare Moon looked in on Twilight for a time, staring at her through the bars, before finally speaking. “I trust the guards have been treating you as I ordered.”
“They bring me my meals and nothing else,” Twilight replied softly.
“Good. That’s... good, and are your injuries healing well?”
Twilight looked down at her back leg, shifting it gingerly. “My ankle is still a little tender, but I’m fine.” She paused for a moment before looking back to Nightmare Moon. “H-how are you doing?”
“I am perfectly fine. I am the Queen of Equestria. Everypony is enjoying the beauty of an eternal night, the Children of Nightmare are settling into control of the government, and Equestria is mine to rule. I couldn't be happier.”
“You don't sound happy,” Twilight pointed out.
Nightmare Moon’s eyes pulsed, and her gaze turned into a glare. “What would you know about how I sound when I'm happy?”
“Because I've seen you happy, Nyx. I've heard you laugh and seen you smile. You may say you’re happy, but I can tell you’re not.”
“You don't know what you’re talking about,” Nightmare Moon snipped. “And what would you have me do if I wasn’t happy, Twilight? Would you have me give up the crown, or perhaps you want me to release Celestia and Luna?”
“Yes!” Twilight answered eagerly. She moved out from underneath her blanket and to the cell door, getting as close as she could to Nightmare Moon.
“Then you would have me sign away my own freedom. The moment Celestia and Luna are free, they will work together to make sure that I take their place.” Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth, and lowered her head down so she was at eye level with Twilight. “I will not spend another thousand years banished to the moon. You and Celestia have made it perfectly clear that no matter what I do, no matter how well I behave, that I am and forever will be an enemy to Equestria. It is too late to go back now, Twilight, even if I wanted to.”
“But... do you want to?” Twilight asked hopefully.
Nightmare Moon offered no reply. She turned with a huff, and strode back towards the staircase. Twilight watched her for as long as she could. She pressed her face up against the bars, and strained her ears. She stayed there until she couldn’t hear hoofsteps anymore, and only then did she climb back into her cot.
She wrapped herself back up in her blanket, and laid her head down on her pillow. She then lifted a hoof to try and dry her eyes, but it was a fruitless effort. No matter how she tried, she couldn’t keep herself from crying.
~~~
“Halt, who goes there?” a guard snapped from the top of the castle gatehouse.
“Apple delivery,” Big Macintosh called up to the guards in his deep, calm drawl. He was hooked to a wagon filled with several baskets of ripe, red apples. “Y’all ordered them yesterday.”
The guards on the top of the gatehouse flipped through some paperwork, but then poked their heads over the edge again. “Proceed. Unload the wagon just inside the gate and then leave. You got that?”
“Eeyup,” was all Big Macintosh said in reply as the castle gates began to open in front of him. The moment he could, he pulled his cart inside. Then, as he had been instructed, Big Macintosh unloaded the baskets of apples and left soon after. The castle gates swung shut behind his cart, and once the courtyard was secured, servants from the castle’s kitchen appeared. They came out to fetch the baskets of apples, carry them inside, and place them in the pantry for storage.
Once all the apples were moved, the last of the kitchen servants pulled the pantry door shut and went about their other duties. For a time after that, the inside of the pantry was pitch black and utterly quiet, but soon a rustling began to fill the air. The rustling was then followed by another noise: the sound of apples hitting the floor.
“Coast is clear.”
After some straining and grunting, a light flared to life in the room. The light sat at the very tip of a little white unicorn horn: Sweetie Belle’s horn. She poked her head out from a basket of apples and looked around the room. Apple Bloom was already out of her own basket and was pulling at her Cutie Mark Crusader cape, which was caught under some apples. At the same time, some apples fell from a third basket as Scootaloo popped into view.
“This was an awesome plan, Apple Bloom,” Scootaloo praised before she clamored out of her basket.
“Thanks,” Apple Bloom replied. “It’s a good thing I overheard Applejack and Big Mac talkin’ about the delivery to the castle. I don’t know how we would have gotten in otherwise.”
“But what do we do now that we’re here?” Sweetie Belle asked Apple Bloom.
“Simple. If Nyx is in the castle, she has to eat sometime, right? Well, that’s the best part about us bein’ in the kitchen and it bein’ so close to dinner time. We’ll just wait until somepony makes her dinner-”
“And then we’ll use our super spy skills to follow that pony, and she will lead us right to Nyx!” Scootaloo interrupted before striking a dramatic, kung-fu pose.
“But we aren’t even in the kitchen. We’re in a pantry, and we don’t have super spy skills,” Sweetie Belle pointed out.
“Well... it’s still a solid plan,” Scootaloo weakly defended.
“Hey, get some of those apples,” a fourth voice spoke from outside the door.
The three fillies jumped. They ducked into a corner of the pantry, behind some bags of potatoes, just as the door opened. One of the kitchen workers stepped inside, lingering just long enough to grab one of the baskets. He then turned to leave, letting the door swing shut under its own weight.
The door was about to snap shut again when Scootaloo bolted out of the hiding place and put her hoof in the way. She winced a little as the heavy door hit her hoof, but she had succeeded in keeping the door cracked open. She then waved at her friends, and soon all three fillies were peeking out the crack in the door.
There seemed to be two sides to the kitchen. On one side, a team of chef ponies were making a bunch of very plain-looking, mass-produced meals that were probably for the ponies that worked in the castle. On the other side of the kitchen, however, one chef worked diligently on a few smaller plates, stacking them with food that looked much more appetizing.
“I bet that’s Nyx’s dinner,” Scootaloo whispered, pointing at the chef working away from all the others.
“What makes you think that?” asked Apple Bloom.
“Well, she’s supposed to be queen or something, and I never seen food like that before So, it must be something really fancy, and queens eat fancy food.”
“Makes sense to me,” Sweetie Belle said.
Apple Bloom puckered her face up in contemplation. “But how are we gonna follow him to where Nyx is?”
“Look,” Scootaloo said as she pointed with her hoof. “He’s putting some of the plates onto that cart. We’ll just take one of those big silver lids he’s using to cover the plates with and hide on the bottom of the cart.”
“But how are we gonna get that lid?” Apple Bloom asked. The answer, this time, came from Sweetie Belle. She grunted and shut her eyes tight as her horn began to glow. Shakily, one of the largest silver plate covers began to float up into the air, moving lazily along the ceiling towards where the crusaders were hiding. It dipped and bobbed a number of times as Sweetie Belle struggled, but it remained aloft.
Scootaloo smiled and watched eagerly the lid float through the air. “That’s it, just a little closer.”
“I... I can’t... do it,” Sweetie Belle whimpered as she began to sweat.
“Come on Sweetie Belle,” Apple Bloom said trying to encourage her, “just a little farther.”
“I just... can’t,” Sweetie Belle answered, her magical grasp on the silver lid breaking. The lid dropped, landing on the floor with a clatter. The abrupt noise caused many of the cooks in the kitchen to jump, and soon all eyes were on the silver plate cover.
The nearest unicorn cook, the one who had been preparing the fancy food, trotted over to the silver plate cover. He picked up the lid magically, and looked beneath it. He expected to find some ruined food, but there was nothing there. Confused, the cook lifted his eyes, and noticed the pantry door was open.
Curiosity getting the best of him, the chef used his magic to open the pantry door while he kept the serving dish lid in the air beside him. He looked all around the pantry, but when he saw nothing out of place he looked back at the other chefs and shrugged. With no apparent explanation for where the lid had come from, the chefs in the kitchen went back to their tasks, writing off the event as a mystery.
The chef that currently held the mysterious plate cover went back to work as well. He picked up a particularly large plate, which was laden with a number of sugary desserts, and after wiping the bottom rim of a lid with a cloth, he placed the lid over top the desserts. The chef then gently set the now covered plate on the bottom of the serving cart before returning to his cooking.
“Whew... nice move, Scootaloo,” Apple Bloom whispered.
In the last possible moment, Scootaloo had grabbed her two friends and dove out of the pantry. The serving lid had come down right on top of the trio, and before the chef could investigate, the three fillies had pressed their legs against the lid’s interior sides. By doing that, the trio managed to keep themselves inside the lid, even as it was lifted off the ground.
Now, the trio found themselves on the way to Nyx, and they carefully got down form the interior of the lid. They stepped gingerly around the desserts on the serving tray while Sweetie Belle lit her horn, giving the three fillies some light. The tray itself seemed unnecessarily big for the number of desserts that were set out across its surface, but the crusaders didn’t notice this as they were soon distracted by the food itself.
Scootaloo licked her lips as she looked over the treats with wide eyes. “Wow, these sure do look good. Um... you think Nyx would mind if we had some?”
“She always liked to share the treats she brought to school with us,” Apple Bloom remarked. Both she and Sweetie Belle were looking at desserts just as eagerly as Scootaloo was, even as they felt the cart begin to slowly move.
~~~
“Your dinner, Your Majesty,” the waiter pony Horte Cuisine announced. He pushed the dinner cart into Nightmare Moon’s bedroom, and gave his queen a respectful bow. “The royal chef also prepared a selection of desserts for you. They are on the platter on the bottom of the cart.”
“Thank you, you can just leave it there,” Nightmare Moon replied. She had only just arrived back in her room herself and was in the process of removing her shoes. Horte Cuisine gave a nod in reply, and backed out of the room with a final bow before he pulled the door shut. Nightmare Moon only sighed at the sight. She had already grown tired of the constant pomp and circumstance the castle staff went through whenever she was around.
Having cleaned off her eye shadow, the now all-natural Nightmare Moon moved over to the food cart. She lifted the lid off her dinner, and leaned in to inspect it. The royal chef had, of course, taken her very simple request and turned it into some artful, overly-fanciful display. The sandwich was cut into weird angles and stacked like some kind of sculpture. Her side salad had also suffered. The green leaves were garnished with garishly colorful flowers.
The only thing that looked simple was the soup; then again, it’s hard to mess up soup.
Leaving the sandwich and salad alone, Nightmare Moon took the soup in her magic and levitated it over to the bed. She kept the bowl suspended as she laid down on top of the covers while also levitating a book up to her face. That was the one benefit she had come to enjoy as Equestria’s new queen: access to the royal library. Some of the books she had been able to read were amazing, despite the few times she had tripped over books that reminded her of the Ponyville Library, Spike, and Twilight Sparkle.
Holding the soup with her magic, Nightmare Moon drew out a spoonful and drank it gently. In spite of all that happened, Rarity’s etiquette lessons lingered with her. She did not slurp and did not spill: she ate the soup like a proper mare before turning open her book and continuing to read.
AAAchoo!
Caught off guard, Nightmare Moon almost dropped the whole bowl of soup. By a small stroke of luck, she managed to save it, but not before spilling some of the soup on her bedspread. She furrowed her eyebrows and cursed at the mess, though it didn’t last for long. With a bit of magic she drew up the soup from the fabric and levitated it to the garbage. Nightmare Moon then set the bowl down on her bedside table and turned her eyes to the source of the sneeze.
It was the dinner cart, specifically the dessert tray on the bottom. Climbing out of bed, Nightmare Moon strode over to the cart and lowered her head down. She brought her ear close to the silver lid that covered what was supposedly a plate of desserts. She then listened for a moment. Through the thin metal, she was able to hear tiny voices whispering.
Eyebrows furrowing further, Nightmare Moon grabbed up the tray with her magic and carried it to the bed. The voices that had been whispering before began to panic, but she didn’t care. Somepony had dared to sneak into her castle, into her bedroom, and she was going to confront them.
After spreading her wings in preparations for facing the intruders, Nightmare Moon set the tray down in the center of her bed. She then took the lid in her magic, and lifted it off the tray in a single, abrupt motion.
The sudden motion caused the ponies hiding beneath the lid to snap their head up in her direction. The three fillies that were covered in crumbs from long-eaten desserts looked up at her with large, startled eyes. The fear in those eyes, however, were quickly replaced with happiness. The three cape-wearing crusaders smiled, jumped up from the tray, and moved to the edge of the bed closest to Nightmare Moon.
“See? I told you we’d find her,” Scootaloo said. “My plan was just that awesome.”
“It sure was!” Apple Bloom cheered. “And boy, Nyx, Scootaloo wasn’t kidding. You got big! You’re as tall as Princess Celestia!”
Sweetie Belle’s smile faltered as she sat back on her haunches and tapped her forehooves together. “Um, we’re sorry if we ate your food. We... kind of missed dinner.”
Scootaloo rubbed the back of her neck. “Yeah, sorry about that. You aren’t too mad, are you?”
Mad? Nightmare Moon was honestly unable to process anything at the moment. She was still as a statue, mind and body locked up like a machine with a wrench thrown into its gears. Her jaw hung open, and her eyes had narrowed at the sight of the three little fillies that had managed to find their way to her bedroom without being detected by the guards.
“Whoa, Nyx, is this your room?” Apple Bloom asked, looking around in awe. “It's so big.”
“And beautiful,” Sweetie Belle mused as she spook much like her big sister, Rarity.
“Well, Nyx isn’t exactly as small as us anymore,” Scootaloo pointed out, “she kind of needs a bigger room. Hey, Sweetie Belle, look over there. She has a vadidy mirror like your sister.”
“It’s called a vanity mirror,” Sweetie Belle corrected. The three fillies jumped down from the bed, scampered over to the mirror, which had been replaced just that morning, and leapt up onto the small table that was attached to it just before looking at their reflections.
“Oh, I got crumbs in my tail,” Sweetie Belle whined. She used a hoof to bat at her hair.
“Well, that's what you get for sittin’ in one of the desserts,” Apple Bloom said flatly.
“It wasn’t my fault! The cart shook. At least I didn’t eat it, like Scootaloo did.”
“What? It was still good. It was just a little smushed,” Scootaloo defended as she opened a makeup box that was on the top of the vanity, taking notice of the large amount of purple eyeshadow inside. “Wow, that’s a lot of makeup. Didn’t know you were into-”
Scootaloo didn’t get to finish her sentence as the makeup box was snapped shut by Nightmare Moon’s mane. The queen had rushed over to where the three little fillies were, and was looking down at them with panicked eyes.
“I-I’m not! It’s just that Spell Nexus says that I need-”
Nightmare Moon caught herself and gave her head a firm shake. There was no reason for her to be justifying herself to her friends... to her old friends. There was no reason she needed to justify herself to anypony.
“What are you three doing here?” she asked with a voice that was firm but not harsh.
“We wanted to help you so you weren’t so confused,” Apple Bloom said as she and the other crusaders turned away from the mirror and looked at Nightmare Moon. Nightmare Moon still had a significant height advantage, even though the fillies were standing on top of the vanity table, but they either didn't care or didn't notice.
Nightmare Moon cocked an eyebrow. “Who said I was confused?”
“Cheerilee did,” answered Sweetie Belle. “She said that you were confused about who you were, and so you were trying to be the pony other ponies expected you to be.”
“And that’s why you made it so that the sun doesn’t come up. Because you’re confused,” Apple Bloom added. “So we decided to come here to help you remember who you are. After all, Cutie Mark Crusaders stick together.”
“We even brought you a cape!” Sweetie Belle chirped. She stuck her head beneath her own cape and brought out a fourth little red cape which bore the blue Cutie Mark Crusader emblem and an interior made with golden fabric.
Sweetie Belle held the cape up with a smile. “We wanted to bring your old one, but we couldn’t find it. So, I decided to make you a new one.” Her smile then faded as she glanced between the cape and Nightmare Moon. “Though, now that I think about it, I probably should have made it bigger.”
“Oh yeah, a whole lot bigger,” Scootaloo said with a nod.
Nightmare Moon was once again struck speechless. She gingerly took the cape from Sweetie Belle, and held it up to her eyes. She focused on the haphazardly sown blue shield emblem with a rearing, smiling, cape-wearing yellow filly in the center.
***
“Why are we going to the club house again? I thought we were going to try being Cutie Mark Crusader Couch Salesponies with Mr. Davenport,” Nyx asked. She was following Apple Bloom to Sweet Apple Acres where, in a more secluded, private part of the farm, a simple club house stood. It was a hoof-me-down from Applejack and the current headquarters of the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
“We are, but we need to go pick up something first,” Apple Bloom replied before she climbed up the steps and nosed through the door of the tree-house. She then stepped back, letting Nyx walk in first. Nyx didn't think much of it until she noticed Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle were standing in front of her with big smiles on their faces.
“Oh hi,” Nyx greeted. “I thought you were going to meet us at Sofas and Quills.”
Scootaloo was grinning ear to ear. “We were, but first we got a surprise for you.”
“Really? What is it?” Nyx asked excitedly.
“First you gotta close your eyes, and keep them closed,” Sweetie Belle told her.
Nyx closed her eyes as fast as she could, and kept them sealed tight even as she felt something made of fabric fall on her back. She stood there, biting her lower lip in anticipation, but she wouldn't let herself peek.
“May I look yet?” Nyx asked when her curiosity was to much to bear.
“Yes!” Sweetie Belle chirped, and in a single motion, Nyx opened her eyes and looked behind her. There, on her back and on top of her usual vest, was the signature red cape of the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
“Consider yourself an official Cutie Mark Crusader,” Apple Bloom announced happily. Nyx looked over at the cape, a smile spreading onto her face. That smile was soon joined by a few tears. “Th-thank you... thank y-you so much,” she sputtered out.
“Told ya she would cry,” Scootaloo teased with a grin on her face.
“Scootaloo! That’s mean!” Sweetie Belle chided, though she was surprised to hear Nyx giggling a bit.
“It’s okay, Sweetie Belle,” Nyx assured her friend while she admired the cape.
***
Nightmare Moon shook her head, reclaiming her thoughts from the memory that had forced itself to the front of her mind. The three small crusaders were still looking up her, smiling as they waited for the her response. For a moment longer, Nightmare Moon looked at the little cape, and then gently set it down on the side of the vanity.
“We need to talk.” Nightmare Moon spoke neither as a friend nor as a queen, but as an adult speaking seriously to children. She stepped away from the vanity, and motioned with a hoof for the fillies to follow her.
Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo did as they were asked, and followed Nightmare Moon as she led them to her bed. The three fillies jumped up first and sat down on the edge while Nightmare Moon climbed up and laid down on her stomach, which at least brought her eye level closer to the fillies she once called her friends.
“First of all, you shouldn’t have come here,” Nightmare Moon began firmly. “You put yourself in a lot of danger sneaking into the palace. If one of my guards had found you, it would have been very bad. I can’t imagine how worried everypony is, since I know you didn't tell anypony where you were going.”
A frown formed on Apple Bloom’s face. “Well, if we had, they would have stopped us, and-”
“For good reason,” Nightmare Moon scolded, causing the three fillies to flatten their ears.
“W-we just,” Sweetie Belle mumbled out, “ just wanted to help. We were worried about you.”
Nightmare Moon’s voice softened. “I know, and I appreciate your concern. But I don’t need help. I’m the Queen of Equestria now.”
“What about Celestia and Luna?” asked Scootaloo. “What happened to them?”
“Hasn’t anypony told you?” Nightmare Moon asked.
The three fillies hesitated, but eventually nodded their heads.
“Nopony told us, but... sometimes we hear them whisperin’,” Apple Bloom admitted. “They said you locked the princesses up in the sun and moon, and you were the one makin’ it dark all the time. That isn’t true, is it?”
“It is,” Nightmare Moon admitted with a pang of regret in her voice. “I won’t lie to you, I am the one that did all that.”
“But why?”
“It’s... it’s complicated, Apple Bloom,” Nightmare Moon replied as she continued her attempts to defend herself against her the fillies’ questions. “I... I-I have a lot of expectations that I have to live up to. It’s just... confusing.”
“But that’s why were here,” Scootaloo added. “To remind you who you really are, so you don’t have to be confused anymore.”
Nightmare Moon felt the air catch in her throat, but she forced the strength into her voice. “And... who am I to you three, now that I’m like this?”
“Well, you did look scary the other night,” Scootaloo said. Those words dug deep, and made Nightmare Moon wince. Scary... she closed her eyes and lowered her head at that word. She should have been expecting that. Of course her friends wouldn’t-
“But now that we’re all here, you don’t seem that scary at all.”
Nightmare Moon lifted her head back up, unable to believe what she was hearing. “I don’t?”
“Nope! I think you’re just confused, and if that’s true, then you’re still our friend, Nyx. A pony that is really awesome at magic,” Scootaloo said confidently.
Apple Bloom nodded her head. “And a pony that’s also really good at school and is always ready to answer Cheerilee’s questions.”
“And who is always really nice and fun to play with,” Sweetie Belle concluded.
Nightmare Moon was finding it difficult to breathe, a tightness in her chest forming that she couldn’t shake away, no matter how hard she tried to banish it with her willpower. “But... you do know who I actually am, don’t you? That I am Nightmare Moon, right?”
“Cheerilee said that you were always Nightmare Moon, but... we’ve never really met Nightmare Moon. We’ve only ever known you as Nyx,” Apple Bloom explained. “Sure, I’ll admit, you look like Nightmare Moon now, but that doesn’t mean you have to act any different.”
“Yeah, it doesn’t matter what a pony looks like on the outside,” said Sweetie Belle, reciting something Cheerilee had said in class. “It’s who that pony is on the inside that counts.”
“That, and getting a cutie mark,” Scootaloo added. “Hey! I bet you’ve got your cutie mark now! Oh, what is it? What is it!?”
“I... don’t have a cutie mark yet,” Nightmare Moon replied, looking back at her painfully blank flank.
“Well, don’t worry about it, Nyx. Everypony finds their special talent sooner or later. You’ll just have to keep crusading with us until you find it. After all, that’s what the Cutie Mark Crusaders are all about,” Apple Bloom reassured.
“I... I think... I think I would like that,” Nightmare Moon replied, letting herself smile. It was weak, tiny, but it was the first honest smile to grace her lips in several days. It was also a smile destined to be short lived. It was wiped away when the door to her bed chambers opened.
“I do apologize for this, my Queen, but there is something that you should be aware of. There are reports that the monsters in the Everfree Forest have started to get restless. It may be in our best interests to-” Nexus began, only to freeze up when he glanced away from the clipboard he was levitating in front of his nose and saw the three small fillies that were sitting on Nightmare Moon’s bed.
~~~
“They need to be made an example of,” Nexus grumbled as he paced anxiously. Before Nightmare Moon could stop him, he had called for the guards. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle were now out in the hallway, being held in custody by soldiers.
“They are fillies, Nexus, ones who were my friends when I was myself just a cowardly filly,” Nightmare Moon stated calmly. “They meant no harm.”
“It is not the intent that matters, but the action taken. They snuck into your castle, and were able to reach your bed chambers without detection. That kind of trespassing cannot be allowed,” Nexus stressed. “If we do nothing, how long will it be before assassins begin roaming these very halls? NO! They need to be made an example of!”
“So what would you have me do?” Nightmare Moon snipped. “Let them hang from the gallows?”
“If that’s what it takes to ensure your rule as queen is unquestioned, then yes.”
Nightmare Moon’s face tightened to an angry scowl. “I will not execute fillies, Nexus.”
Nexus stopped on the spot, caught off guard by Nightmare Moon’s defense of the fillies. He then began to frown himself, turning to face her. “My Queen, if I may speak frankly, you have already shown far too much mercy. You’ve allowed the mares who wield the Elements of Harmony to go free, when they should be rotting in the dungeon with Twilight Sparkle at the very least. Now, because of that, these three fillies believed they could just waltz up to you like you are any regular pony, and such disrespect cannot be condoned.”
“Is it not I who decides what can be condoned?” Nightmare Moon asked. “Am I not your queen?”
“You are,” Nexus said with a respectful bow of his head, “but I ask for you to listen to your own words, my Queen. You are not acting like yourself.”
“How so?”
Nexus moved a step closer, his voice becoming gentle yet confident. “My Queen, you are the most glorious alicorn to ever grace Equestria. You are mightier than Celestia, and the night glistens with greater beauty than it ever did when it was under Luna’s care. Your form is far more magnificent than theirs. You are the one true queen of Equestria, where the sisters were only ever princesses, treating this kingdom like a pet that needed to be coddled.
“Think of what you’ve done in the past,” Nexus continued as he raised a hoof dramatically. “You struck down royal guards at the Summer Sun Celebration with lightning for simply drawing too close to you. You’ve held Celestia at the tip of your sword, and then banished her to the sun so that she would know the same suffering you endured for a thousand years. You are Nightmare Moon. Your name strikes fear into the hearts of ponies all across Equestria whenever it is spoken. There is a holiday created solely so ponies learn to fear you.”
“These are all things I already know, Nexus. Get to the point,” Nightmare Moon snapped.
“The point is, my Queen, think about what you’re doing. Do not view those fillies as friends you had in ignorance. View them as they are: trespassers in your castle who have insulted you, who have approached you as if you were some common mare. These are indignities you should not have suffered, and thus they need to be punished. They need to be taught a lesson, and through their punishment all of Equestria can learn that you are not to be trifled with.”
Nightmare Moon scowled, turning her attention to her closed bedroom door. She was silent for a long time, but then she sighed. “You are right, Nexus. I, as Nightmare Moon, cannot consider those three my friends any more. They are fillies who have trespassed in my castle, and-” Nightmare Moon’s voice caught in her throat. She needed to take a fresh breath to force out the last few words. “And they need to be punished.”
A pleased smile grew onto Nexus’s lips and he began moving towards the door. “Then I’ll make the arrangements. The fillies will hang in the wind before dinner tomorrow.”
“No!” Nightmare Moon said firmly, “they are not to be hung, Spell Nexus.”
“But your Majesty, don’t you think-” Nexus began, only to fall silent under Nightmare Moon’s cold, hard gaze.
“You will lock them in the dungeon. That will be enough to teach them a lesson.”
Nexus puckered his lips, thinking about Nightmare Moon’s proposed punishment before his smile returned. “Of course, my Queen. They shall learn their lesson and then be able to spread it to the general public. They’ll tell their friends and neighbors of their time in our dungeons. I’ll even have them placed in individual cells, give them a taste of the solitude you endured when on the moon.”
“No, I want them all placed in Twilight Sparkle’s cell.”
Again, Nexus looked at his queen with a dumbfounded look, but as before his devilish grin returned. “Of course, the dungeons will likely start to get very crowded as time goes by. We might as well start saving as much space as we can.”
With that Nexus turned and left the room, pulling the door shut behind him. Nightmare Moon waited for a few moments after that, ensuring Nexus would not return, before she locked the door with a flick of her horn. She then stood from her bed and moved over to her writing desk. There, she drew out a scroll, a feather pen, and an ink bottle before beginning to write.
Twilight,
This evening, Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle snuck into the castle and managed to make it to my bed chamber. They are currently being taken down to the dungeons and will be placed in your cell momentarily.
Please believe I take no joy in this, but there is a lesson they must learn. I’m not their friend any more. Also, I do this for their own protection. Spell Nexus would have them executed for their intrusion. He would use them to send a message to Equestria, but I do not want to see them get hurt. They were once my closest friends. If any pony deserves mercy from me, it’s them.
So they will remain in the dungeons for a time, until Spell Nexus is satisfied that they have been punished enough. I will try to free them in a few weeks, but until then I must ask that you try and keep them safe. Make sure the guards do not hurt them, and make sure they believe they will, in time, be free.
I know I have no right to ask favors of you at this point, but if you will not do this for me, then please do it for them. Also, dispose of this note before Spell Nexus can see it.
Nightmare Moon
The queen rolled the letter and took hold of it with her mane. She then let her whole body turn into an inky, indigo cloud before she surged out her bedroom window. She raced around the exterior of the castle as quickly as she could in hopes of beating Spell Nexus and the guards to the dungeon.
It was, thankfully, an easy feat. She was able to arrive well before her advisor, and after slipping through a barred window she made her way to Twilight’s cell. There, Nightmare Moon tossed out the letter she had just written.
The piece of parchment’s sudden appearance startled Twilight, and she looked around for it’s source, but Nightmare Moon had hidden the cloud that was her body against the ceiling of the dungeon hallway. Still, despite being unaware of the scroll’s origins, Twilight moved over to it, opened it with a hoof, and began to read.
Twilight was just able to finish the letter when the door to the dungeons open. In a panic to dispose of the letter, Twilight stuffed it in her mouth, chewed quickly, and forcibly swallowed before gagging from the dry taste. She then laid back down in her cot, set her head down, and pretended to sleep until the group of ponies stepped into view of her cell.
Spell Nexus scrunched up his nose at the sight of Twilight, and behind him a pair of guards kept close watch on the Cutie Mark Crusaders. The three fillies were clinging together and trembling. Sweetie Belle had already been fitted with a anti-magic collar very similar to to the neck shackle that Twilight was wearing.
With a flare of magic, Spell Nexus opened the cell door and let the guards shove the three fillies inside. He then slammed the door shut, causing a loud metallic clang to echo through the dungeon’s corridors. Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo all moved up against the cell door, their faces reflecting the fact they were just coming to terms with the reality of their confinement.
“How long do we have to be in here?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“Well, that depends on the queen,” Nexus told them, “but I wouldn’t get your hopes up. After all, I’d leave you in here for a few years, just to be sure you learned your lesson.”
The mention of “years” took the strength from Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo’s legs. They crumpled into piled on the floor right were they stood. The sorrow on their faces tore at Nightmare Moon’s heart, but seemed to have no effect on Nexus. He just chuckled under his breath, and lead the guards away.
Sweetie Belle began to cry, and she covered her face with her hooves while Apple Bloom and Scootaloo looked off into the distance. They looked as if they wanted to cry too, but somehow they kept themselves from doing it... at least at first.
Still, before all three could break down, Twilight Sparkle got up off her cot and moved to the three fillies. She laid down on the floor next to them, and did her best to embrace all three fillies at once as she said, “everything will be okay.”
It was an embrace Nightmare Moon watched from her hiding place as a cloud against the ceiling, and it dug at her chest like a rusty sword. She was only able to watch for a few moments before she forced herself to leave. She couldn’t... she couldn’t stand the sight of that.
~~~
After floating lazily outside the castle as a cloud for a few minutes, if only to feel the night’s breeze flowing through her, Nightmare Moon returned to her bedchambers. Despite her hopes, the wind had provided no comfort. She collapsed onto her bed, and sought any distraction from the knowledge her friends were now prisoners. Her eyes glanced about the room, and eventually she found herself focusing on her reflection in the vanity mirror.
A full grown mare... she was a full grown mare, yet her flank was as blank as a starless night sky. That thought alone stung at her brain like a swarm of angry bees. It was a thought she had tried to ignore, but the presence of her old friends in the castle made it impossible to ignore. That, and sitting on her dresser, right where she left it, was the new Cutie Mark Crusader cape Sweetie Belle had brought.
A cutie mark is supposed to appear when a pony finds that one thing that makes them special, their special talent. Nexus had assured Nightmare Moon that, after she defeated the princesses and taking over Equestria, her cutie mark would appear. He promised that her special talent and destiny was to be the Queen of Equestria... but if that was the truth, then why was she still a blank flank?
What did it mean? What was her special talent supposed to be? She had always wanted Equestria; she had always wanted the eternal night. This was what she had always wanted, and Nexus had promised that once she had achieved her goals her own cutie mark was sure to appear.
Yet, even that wasn’t true. Luna's words echoed in Nightmare Moon's mind from when the two had fought in Canterlot Castle. To rule Equestria and bring about the night eternal: those had been Luna’s thoughts and Luna’s desires. It was Luna’s jealous rage that had once been the sole defining feature of their mutual existence, but now she was her own mare. Now, she wasn’t just Luna’s twisted reflection, and that had changed something. But what? What was different? What was her special talent, her cutie mark, supposed to be?
Nightmare Moon looked into the eyes of her reflection in the mirror, as if expecting it to offer answers to the questions buzzing around in her mind. The mare reflected back in the mirror, however, looked at Nightmare Moon with the same questioning gaze.
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“I am a full-grown mare, Nexus; explain how it is even possible!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, finishing what had been an exhausting half hour rant. It was the morning after she had been forced to imprison her old friends in the dungeon, and a near sleepless night had worn her patience thin.
“Y-your Highness, I’m certain there is an explanation for why you don’t have your cutie mark,” Spell Nexus assured her in an attempt to assuage his queen’s rage. “Perhaps you have simply not struck on your talent for ruling.”
“Is being queen not enough!?”
“It should be, and if I had the magic, I’d force your cutie mark to appear,” Spell Nexus said. “Please understand, you have been too preoccupied with more important tasks than the monotony of ruling a kingdom. Perhaps, now that your rule is assured and there are no challengers to your throne, you can discover your talent for truly ruling Equestria.”
Nightmare Moon leaned back in her throne, not convinced. “Perhaps. What would you suggest, Nexus?”
“There are many things, your highness,” he eagerly answered. “If I may be so bold as to speak of your predecessor, Princess Celestia would often oversee the enactment of laws or make public appearances. She would entertain dignitaries, and would also regularly held open court, where petitioners would make requests of the throne.”
Nightmare Moon twitched her wings in irritation. She had little interest in laws, giving speeches or speaking with dignitaries who were too eager to please her. Only the idea of holding court held some appeal, and that was only because it was the simplest of the tasks.
Holding court was something she could at least see herself doing, but it felt strange to be considering it. A ruler held court so that her subjects could petition her for things they wanted, things to make themselves happy. In all her memories, she had never been concerned with the happiness of Equestria, just her own. Yet, maybe Spell Nexus was onto something. She had never held court before, thus if she had a talent for it, she would be unaware of said skill.
“If I were to hold court, do you believe that would make my mark appear?” Nightmare Moon asked Spell Nexus.
“Most certainly, Your Highness.”
Nightmare Moon gave a firm nod. “Then announce that I shall be holding court every day, from when the castle opens in the morning to when it closes at night. Let it be known that it will be this way until I deem otherwise or until my cutie mark appears.”
~~~
Nightmare Moon nestled herself into throne just before her open court was due to begin. Messenger pegasi had flown out the day before, carrying her proclamation to every corner of the kingdom, and the response had been greater than she could have anticipated. Ponies, wrapped in winter clothes against the cold, had formed a line outside the castle gates that stretched all the way to Ponyville. They had come from every corner of the kingdom to see her, and for a moment she allowed herself to smile.
The sound of hooves and voices beyond the throne room door alerted Nightmare Moon that her court was about to begin. Hastily, she adjusted her armor, preened her wings for out of place feathers, and made whatever last-minute preparation she could think of.
Clocks around the castle rung out with the top of the hour, and with the final chime, the throne room doors open. Nightmare Moon watched as her servants quickly guided the front of the line into the room, and she looked over the many visiting ponies as they slowly filed in. Those brave enough to meet her gaze looked on with wide eyes, and everypony else kept their heads bent down to the floor.
At the prompting of the servants, the first in line stepped forward and approached her throne. He was a pony farmer that Nightmare Moon found vaguely familiar. His cutie mark was of several carrots lying on their side. He had come in wearing a large brimmed hat, but he quickly removed it once he reached the foot of her throne.
“It is an honor to be in your presence, Your Majesty,” the farmer pony managed to choke out. “I am Danver, and my family runs a carrot farm just outside of Ponyville.”
“Danver... yes,” Nightmare Moon mused pleasantly. “You are neighbors to the Apple family, correct?”
“Yes, your... uh,” Danver glanced around anxiously, stumbling on his words. A few servants eyes him, and one guard began to approach before he hurriedly forced out, “your glorious Majesty.”
Nightmare Moon arched an eyebrow, but made no other move. “And what request do you bring to this court?”
“I-I-I,” Danver stuttered under Nightmare Moon’s constant, expecting gaze. “I would request that you would raise the sun, Your Highness.”
Nightmare Moon’s eye brows furrowed, and she spoke with such resentment it was like her words had been dipped in poison. “The sun?”
Danver winced and took a step back. “M-my crops are wilting, Your Highness. Your servants have come to help me replant, b-but we can’t just r-replant this late into summer. The carrots won’t be ready in time for the harvest, a-and I can only imagine how much colder it will get when winter sets in. W-we just need a few more months of s-s-sunshine to grow enough food for w-winter.”
Nightmare Moon stomped the floor with a hoof. “Like my rule over this kingdom, the night shall be eternal! Your request is denied!”
Danver did not argue nor protest. He instead turned tail and sprinted out of the throne room, as if lingering a moment more would be suicidal. His quick departure made many of the ponies in the line shift uneasily. They all stayed, though many looked much more fearful than they had been moments before.
After giving her temper a moment to cool, Nightmare Moon motioned for the next pony in line to come forward. The stallion appeared to be a business pony, and was dressed with a tie, collar and cuffs. He bowed, and introduce himself in almost the exact same way the carrot farmer had. Nightmare Moon could only guess her servants were instructing the petitioners on how to speak to her.
And just as his introduction was similar, so was his request. He asked for the sun to be raised. His reasons were far different from the farmer’s, but Nightmare Moon didn’t really listen to them as she found herself gritting her teeth. She denied the stallion’s request, and quickly called for the next pony in line.
Pony after pony came to her, and time after time Nightmare Moon heard the same request. They wanted the sun; they wanted their day, and while none dared speak it, she could tell that they wanted more. They wanted the Royal Sisters back. They wanted Equestria to go back to the way it was, but they would be disappointed. She was queen now, and she would not simply give up he throne.
~~~
After spending hours listening to ponies requesting the sun’s return, Nightmare Moon had enough. She stood up from her throne, and spread out her wings. “Let it be known that the next petitioner who asks for the sun to be raised will locked in the dungeon. I will never raise the sun. I have decreed that Equestria shall live in a night eternal, and that decree will stand. Now, all those who have a request for the sun to be raised, should leave... now!”
Every pony in line turned and bolted, many screaming in panic as they ran from the throne room. This just seemed to fuel the anger burning in Nightmare Moon’s chest, but she did not pursue the petitioners. She was glad they were gone, glad to be rid of their sun-loving faces.
On top of it all, she could tell that her special talent was not in holding court. No cutie mark would come of this, and the frustrating indignity of being a adult blank flank, coupled with the disrespect of the ponies, had Nightmare Moon seething. She turned her head down, glaring at the floor around her throne as she debated which part of it she would smash with her hoof.
Yet, just as Nightmare Moon had picked the part of the floor that was going to be the victim of her aggravation, she heard a pair of hoofsteps echoing from the exterior hallway. Were there still petitioners who had a request not related to the sun, or were they just too stupid to take a hint?
Preparing herself to make good on her threat, Nightmare Moon sat up in her throne and watched two ponies step through her throne room door. It was a pair of pegasi, a mare and a stallion. The stallion was fairly large, with a very short-cut blond mane and brown coat. A heavy set pony, who looked to be fairly middle aged and had a rough shadow across his face from not shaving, a rare example of a pony that could grow a beard.
The mare was average-sized, with a lavender coat and a mane that was a mixture of different tones of yellow; a surprisingly colorful pony compared to the stallion. The pair approached the throne together, bowing down respectfully. They were ponies she recognized, ponies she had met once or twice before, but Nightmare Moon failed to remember their names or how she knew them.
“It is an honor to be in your presence, your Majesty,” the stallion began. “I am Boxxy Brown, and this is my wife Cloud Kicker.”
“And what do you want?” Nightmare Moon asked flatly.
“We’d,“ Boxxy Brown began. He choked a little on his words but forced them out all the same. “We’d like to know if our daughter can come home.”
The shout Nightmare Moon had been preparing in response to another request for a sun died, and she arched an eyebrow in confusion. “Who is your daughter?”
“Scootaloo, Your Highness.”
Nightmare Moon felt her heart seize up in her chest. She now realized why the pair were familiar; they were Scootaloo’s parents. She had seen them only in passing, when she and the other Crusaders went by Scootaloo’s house. It was strange to think such a brightly colored and spirited filly came from these two, but then again, little ponies didn’t always look like their parents.
“I... I am afraid she cannot,” Nightmare Moon answered.
“Why? Please, Your Highness, whatever Scootaloo has done wrong, can’t you show her mercy?” Cloud Kicker asked, her voice trembling.
Nightmare Moon closed her eyes, and shook her head once. “I cannot.”
Those words were enough to break what little control Cloud Kicker had over herself. The mother wailed and collapsed into a heap on the floor. “Please, she needs to be at home, not locked in a dungeon! I promise, whatever she did wrong, we’ll make sure she never does it again! We’ll move out of Equestria. We'll do whatever you want! Just let us have our little filly back!”
Boxxy Brown placed a hoof on his wife’s shoulder, trying to calm her, but she batted his hoof away and continued to wail out her pleas. Nightmare Moon made every effort to shut out Cloud Kicker’s cries. Yet, when that failed, she turned her gaze to her guards. Wiithout a word, she motioned for them to leave. Soon after, the throne room was once again sealed up, leaving Nightmare Moon alone with Scootaloo’s parents.
With no prying eyes to see what she was about to do, Nightmare Moon stood up from her throne and closed the distance between her and Scootaloo’s parents. Boxxy Brown looked up at her in fear while Cloud Kicker continued to cry. Yet, to Boxxy’s surprise, Nightmare Moon lowered her head down, putting herself at eye level with the parents.
“I am sorry to do this to you, but Scootaloo must face the consequences of her actions,” Nightmare Moon told them with an apologetic tone. “She, Apple Bloom, and Sweetie Belle trespassed in my castle, but I will let them go soon. I just... can’t do it right now.”
“But when? When can she come home?” Cloud Kicker asked.
Nightmare Moon sighed, turned her back on the parents, and began walking back to her throne. “Request an audience with me again in a few weeks. My advisor should be satisfied with the punishment by that time. I will then be able to release not only Scootaloo, but Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom as well.”
Boxxy Brown nodded his head. “We will do that.”
Nightmare Moon retook her seat in her throne, and looked down at Scootaloo’s parents. “Despite what you may think of me, know that I take no joy in punishing my old friends. Still, they must learn that I am Nightmare Moon, and that I can no longer be the friend they once knew.”
Boxxy Brown and Cloud Kicker nodded, and unlike all the petitioners before them, the pair bowed to Nightmare Moon a second time. “Thank you, Your Highness, and we’ll be sure to tell Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle’s families the news,” Boxxy Brown assured her before looking back to his wife. “Come on, honey.”
Cloud Kicker nodded, and though tears still streaming down her face, she was at least partially comforted by the notion that her daughter would be returned soon. She turned with her husband and soon the pair had left the throne room. At the same time, the servants and guards moved back in to find Nightmare Moon sitting in her throne, with her eyes shut and a frown on her face.
“Are there any other petitioners?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“No,” one of the servants replied.
Nightmare Moon offered a weak nod. “Then I am ending court today. Have the gate guards notified and let the ponies of Equestria know that they must come asking for an audience if they wish to speak to me. Let it be known that I shall no longer be holding open court.”
“Understood, Your Majesty.”
~~~
Despite the failure of holding court, Spell Nexus continued to offering royal tasks to Nightmare Moon. She tried every aspect of ruling the kingdom, from making speeches to helping form laws. Nightmare Moon even sat through what was an utterly boring tax meeting, and despite Spell Nexus’s continued promises, her flank remained blank.
When a week of trying different royal duties failed, Spell Nexus began propopsing talents related to the nighttime sky. He suggested to Nightmare Moon that she should turn the night into her tapestry, and fill it with such beauty that all of Equestria would want the eternal night, just so they would never be parted from her sky bound art.
Yet, when Nightmare Moon did try her hoof at changing the stars in the nighttime sky, she quickly regretted it. Her mind flashed with memories of art projects in Cheerilee’s class. Some of her classmates were talented in such endeavors, but her pictures always turned out foalish. The only way she knew how to draw a pony was with a stick figure. About the only pony less skilled with art in the class was Sweetie Belle, and that was only because she kept forgetting to wash out her brush between colors when they were painting.
Thus any change Nightmare Moon made to the sky was no improvement. She tried to make constellations, but there was a subtlety to Luna’s artwork. The constellations had vague resemblances to the creatures they were supposed to be, but were also up for interpretation. All the while, the constellations remained hidden within the grander picture of the sky. They only came to the surface only when one searched for them.
This was a stark contrast to anything Nightmare Moon attempted. The constellations she made stood out like the rough and haphazard brushstrokes of a painter that might as well have been purposefully trying to desecrate another artist’s work. For an entire night, Nightmare Moon attempted to make the sky her own, but every change she began she removed in disgust a few minutes later.
The only thing that Nightmare Moon succeeded in over the course of the night was building up her frustration. Her cutie mark had once been a moon against the darkest night. She was supposed to have a special talent for this, for tending the night sky. But if anything, her actions were equivalent to a foal who had just found a set of hoofpaints to play with.
A nearby clock chimed the morning hour, and Nightmare Moon admitted defeat. With a stomp of her hoof, she used her magic to wipe away her latest failure before she let her whole body turn to smoke. She zipped through the air like an angry snake, and returned to her bedroom’s balcony before she stomped inside.
Nightmare Moon moved straight to her mirror, and she stared at the reflection of her still very blank flank. She glared at that patch of her coat, as if trying to force her cutie mark to appear through sheer will alone. When that didn’t work, Nightmare Moon shut her eyes tight and fought the urge to smash her bedroom mirror for a second time.
What was different? Why wasn’t her talent what it used to be, when she and Luna were one and the same? Was there anything that made her different, beyond being a queen that every pony feared, despised, and wished banished back to the moon?
Opening her eyes again, she let her angry glare turn from her blank flank to her armor. At the moment, it was just as much a mockery as her absent cutie mark. She wasn’t a war pony or a terror who would strike down those who stood in her way. If she was, then she would not have spared Twilight or her friends. Armor was something worn by a killer or a soldier, and she was neither. Without even a thought, Nightmare Moon magically removed her armor and tossed it all into a corner with a loud clatter.
Her eye shadow was next to go, another thing that Nightmare Moon had grown tired of applying. She had worn it only to meet the expectations of Nexus and the Children of Nightmare, but she was weary of it. A wet cloth removed every trace of the makeup, and once again Nightmare Moon looked upon herself as simply a black mare.
How befitting was her black coat. She was once nothing but a shade, a poison; an infection of thought and jealousy that had taken captive the true guardian of the nighttime sky. Even the cutie mark she had once possessed was just a twisted shadow of Luna’s. It had been Luna’s talent for the sky, Luna’s jealousy and emotion, and Luna’s desire that had formed and given purpose to Nightmare Moon.
Now that she was separated from Luna, made a mare of her own, what did that leave? The desires that Nightmare Moon remembered, that once burned within her like a fire, had gone ice cold, lingering only in her memories. It felt like she had no desires or wishes of her own, and was beginning to fear she didn’t even have a special talent or a cutie mark.
Unable to stare at her reflection in the mirror any more, Nightmare Moon moved back to her bedroom balcony. She looked out across Equestria with tired eyes. For two weeks the night had lasted, and the effects were visible. Plants were wilting all across the kingdom; even the staunch and sturdy Everfree Forest was looking sickly. The few ponies out so early in the day were bundled up like it was the dead of winter, when it was in fact supposed to be summer.
Nightmare Moon saw Sweet Apple Acres on the far side of the town, and thought of Apple Bloom’s family. The orchards looked weak. How much longer would the trees be able to survive? What would happen to Apple family and to Ponyville when the harvest failed? Would the town survive winter without the orchard’s usually bountiful harvest?
Nightmare Moon violently shook her head. Why did she care about this? The Nightmare Moon she used to have been would have just laughed at the hardship and reveled in the suffering. She never used to care about the ponies of Equestria. All that used to matter was that the ponies saw her, or rather Luna’s, night sky and appreciated its beauty.
Nightmare Moon glanced upward at the sky. She sought comfort in the beauty it was supposed to hold, but after staring at it all night, it only disgusted her. She was tired of the moon and stars. She was tired of the night’s cold and darkness. She was just... tired of it all, and wanted to see something else. She wanted something other than night, but there was only one other thing.
Furrowing her brow, Nightmare Moon looked to the horizon. The thoughts in her head snowballed together into one desire, a desire that she shouldn’t of had. At the same time, that desire was only growing stronger, and soon Nightmare Moon did the one thing she had sworn to everypony in open court she would not do.
With her mane swirling and her eyes glowing white, Nightmare Moon stretched her magic to the heavens. Without a warning to anypony watching below, the moon began to race across the sky. Within five minutes it had reached the west and began to set beyond the distant horizon, but Nightmare Moon did not look to watch her moon set. Instead, her gaze remained focused eastward.
A bit of red started mixing with the dark blue and black of the night. It was just a shimmer at first, but it grew. The red fringes were pushed farther into the sky by an orange core, and the orange pushed higher as a bright yellow sphere began to peak over the horizon.
This was against everything she was supposed to stand for, everything she was supposed to want. Yet, Nightmare Moon couldn’t help but smile. She could already feel a few of the sun’s golden rays striking her coat and filling her with warmth. Her eyes moved to the sky, and she watched it shift from inky black to a bright, cheerful blue while the stars slowly faded from view.
For the first time in two weeks, the sun had risen over Equestria.
Leaving her armor behind, Nightmare Moon made her way to the royal throne room, curious as to just how long it would take before somepony came running in, looking for her in a panic.
~~~
“My Queen, I have dire news!” Spell Nexus yelled. He burst into the throne room. A number of soldiers followed in his wake, yet his panic was met by a cool pair of eyes and a small smirk from Nightmare Moon, who was sitting in her throne calmly.
“Only ten minutes? I was sure it would have taken you longer than that,” Nightmare Moon mused.
Nexus and the soldiers came to a stop at the foot of the throne, confusion painted across their faces. “My Queen?”
“It is nothing. Now, what pressing business do you have that makes you feel you can burst in here and make such a spectacle of yourself?”
“Your Majesty, the moon has set and the sun is beginning to rise. Celestia has obviously escaped her imprisonment, and it is only a matter of time before she comes to strike you down. I have already alerted the guard, and the castle is preparing to defend. We will do all we can to assist you in the upcoming battle, and-”
“That will not be necessary,” Nightmare Moon interrupted. “You can tell the guards there is nothing to fear.”
“Your confidence is refreshing, my Queen, but now Celestia has the advantage of surprise. We do not know when or how she will attack. She could be plotting even as we speak.”
Nightmare Moon nodded her head before she let another smirk form on her face. “Yes, that would be true if Celestia had escaped the sun, but I assure you she is still there.”
“But... but then why...why is the sun rising? Surely it is not you-”
“Yes Spell Nexus, I am the one that lowered the moon, and it is by my will and power the sun climbs into the sky.”
Nexus could only look at Nightmare Moon in shock, mouth agape. “B-b-but... but Your Highness, why would you end your own night? Is it not your deepest desire to have Equestria forever bathed in the glory of the moon and the stars?”
“Don’t be foalish!” Nightmare Moon barked. “Have you even felt how cold it is outside the castle? Have you even seen the plants beginning to wilt? It is a miracle Equestria has survived two weeks of constant night, but to expect this kingdom to survive an eternity is ludicrous!”
Nexus shakily took a few steps towards Nightmare Moon with pleading eyes. “My Queen, if this is about our progress transforming Equestria, then I assure you-”
“That your renovations would come too late. Your progress in replanting is pitiful at best, and the warming lamps that you promised would keep the populated parts of Equestria warm haven’t been installed in most towns. Half of Equestria would starve and the rest would freeze to death by the time you finished.
“Speaking of the night, there is no longer any reason to make it last forever. Things are not as they were a thousand years ago, Nexus. There are now ponies who live, work, and spend their entire lives sleeping through the day and being awake at night. There are ponies who appreciate the beauty of the night, but there is beauty to be found in the day and sunlight as well.
“Beauty that I have decided to rule over,” Nightmare Moon continued. “I have decided that as long as I am the sole ruler of Equestria, I will tend to the sun and moon myself. I will do just as Celestia did for a thousand years, and I shall be her better. I shall hold dominion over both heavenly orbs, and be the purveyor of their beauty not merely for a thousand years, but for all eternity. I shall be the eternal queen of both night and day.”
Nexus opened his mouth to continue his protest, but Nightmare Moon kept him silent with a single hard glare. Eventually, he bowed, as did the rest of the soldiers. “As you wish, my Queen. Is there anything else you would like me to know?”
“Yes. I will be taking leave of the castle today,” Nightmare Moon told Nexus as she rose from her throne.
“Of course, Your Majesty. I shall have somepony fetch your armor and-”
“No, I shall be going out just as I am.”
Nexus stared at Nightmare Moon as if she had gone mad. “But your Highness, I really think-”
“I’ll decide what I will and will not wear!” Nightmare Moon bellowed. “Now, away with you!”
Nexus did not linger a moment longer. He and the guards bolted from the room as fast as their hooves could carry them. Nightmare Moon waited until they were all out of earshot before letting an irritated sigh escape her nostrils. She departed the throne room, and within minutes, she had reached one of the castle’s many balconies. She looked upon the sun and rich blue sky with a smile, like she was greeting a friend she had long missed.
A gust of wind carried with it the sounds of cheers and what Nightmare Moon believed was music. Turning her eyes towards the source, she looked down into Ponyville. Ponies all about the town were rushing out into the streets, many gathering in the town square.
Her subjects, her “unblessed” subjects, they were as happy to see the sun as she was. They were rejoicing in its light and warmth. For a rare moment, Nightmare Moon felt happy, and she did not try to explain or wonder why she felt the way she did. She just took to her wings, and flew towards Ponyville as her feathers and coat absorbed the sun’s warmth.
~~~
Never had Ponyville been overtaken by celebration so quickly. Pinkie Pie was working with several pegasi, including the lightning-quick Rainbow Dash, to hurriedly put up decorations for a party that had arguably already started.
A local DJ was already spinning vinyl records and filling the air with music, and ponies shouted their joy to the heavens. Warmth was already filling the air, driving away the long, lingering chill of the extended night. Ponies who had been bundled up were now tossing off boots, winter jackets and scarves to bask in the sunshine.
So enthralled were the ponies with the celebration, they didn’t take notice of the indigo cloud lingering in the shadows of the nearby trees. Nightmare Moon watched them, and would have been grinning ear to ear if she wasn’t currently a floating mass of magical energy.
Now this felt good and right. Ponies laughing and playing in the sun, overflowing with happiness and joy without a care in the world... this was what Equestria was meant to be like. This was the Equestria Nightmare Moon had seen through young, innocent eyes, and it was not an Equestria locked in an eternal night.
Spell Nexus could go eat moldy hay. This was how Nightmare Moon was going to rule, and this was what made her happy. She would move the sun and moon just like Celestia did, and let the ponies of Equestria have both their day and their night.
As the celebration nearby continued to grow, Nightmare Moon’s mind began to get away from her. The ponies were so happy, so overjoyed to see their sun, maybe now they would not look on her in fear. Maybe they would even thank her for bringing back the sun. Yes, she’d appear before them, and instead of cowering in fear, they would look upon her just as they used to look upon Celestia.
Yes, she could already picture it. She would reveal herself to them and smile. She would do as Celestia did and affectionately call them “my little ponies”, and speak in the sweetest, softest voice she could manage. She’d show them they would never have to fear another eternal night, and they would praise her just as they praised her predecessors.
Nightmare Moon was drawn from her daydream by nearby cheers. A few mares and stallions had moved over beside her hiding place, and were carrying with them a table laden with a bowl of punch and empty cups. As soon as they set the table ground, each one took up a cup, and one of the stallions laughed and lifted his glass. “I propose a toast, to the sun.”
“To the day!” another in the group added.
“To Equestria’s true royalty!”
“To Celestia and Luna!”
Nightmare Moon’s heart dropped in her chest like a stone in the ocean. The ponies... they were celebrating her defeat. They thought the sunrise meant that Equestria was once again ruled by the Royal Pony Sisters.
In an instant, Nightmare Moon felt the urge to bring back the night. She began reaching her magic to the sky, with every intention of stealing the sun away until the ponies could appreciate it, could appreciate her. Yet, before Nightmare Moon could send the sun from the sky, her determination faltered. It had been two long weeks of night, and these ponies would be heartbroken enough when they learned that their beloved princesses had not returned.
Sinking to the ground, the cloud that was Nightmare Moon snuck between the hooves of the ponies and slunk away from the party. She would let them have their day, let them have their celebration, but she would not stand to stay there and watch.
~~~
On the far outskirts of Ponyville, where the party and its music were nothing more than haunting tones on the wind, Nightmare Moon laid down on the grass. She found refuge in one of the town’s many exterior parks, in the shade of a weeping willow. The long hanging branches hid her from any ponies that might walk past on the path, ensuring she privacy she sought.
Her heart ached. The happiness that had flickered to life when she raised the sun had been slain in cold blood by the celebrating ponies. The worst part was that she had tasted that happiness. It was like giving a swallow of water to a pony lost in a desert. It had been a brief moment of refreshment that, when passed, only left the soul craving more.
But why, why had she only been happy then? Cutie mark or not, she had everything else she had ever wanted. She was queen. She banished Celestia and Luna to the moon. There was no pony to challenge her rule. So why had she only been happy when she raised the sun, when she thought the ponies of Ponyville didn’t fear her any more?
What had made her happy in the past? She knew it hadn’t always been like this, and thinking back, memories Nightmare Moon had long tried to bury began to bubble to the surface. She knew what had made her happy in the past, and it was not power or a crown. It was not a thing or a trinket; it was ponies.
It was ponies like Twilight Sparkle, Cheerilee, and Twist. It was ponies like Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo. It was all the residents of Ponyville who had once looked upon her with smiles and happy faces, as just another citizen of their humble little town.
Nightmare Moon groaned as she laid her head on the ground and covered her eyes. With determination she began to tear though her thoughts. She was tired of the uncertainty, tired of the unknown. She would know why those short months she spent as a filly were more important to her than all the rest of her memories. She would not be tormented by this a second more.
Focusing, Nightmare Moon thought back to her oldest memory, the first she shared with Princess Luna. It was just a wisp, but as she grasped at it as the memory began to take better shape. The faded memory was when she and Luna, when they had been one and the same, looked on Celestia from a distance. She did not remember the event, or the day, but the important detail of the memory held true.
Celestia had been surrounded by happy ponies, each praising her for a beautiful day, and in the pit of her stomach, jealousy had twisted and turned. Why did Celestia receive all the praise? She only raised the sun. She did not fill the sky with a tapestry of stars while also tending the moon. Celestia only put forth half the work, at best, and yet the ponies loved her ten times more.
In that ancient memory, Luna had wanted that admiration, and thus so had Nightmare Moon. That thirst, that hunger had been the fuel of their existence until the Elements of Harmony split them apart, and it was at the core of everything she had once wanted. Her desire for the eternal night, her desire to be queen, it all stemmed from one thing.
She just wanted to be... to be...
Loved.
Love? Was that it? Was that all she really wanted? Nightmare Moon shook her head in disbelief, trying to deny it, but she couldn't. Even after she had been stripped away from Luna by the Elements of Harmony, that one core truth had lingered. It had been a simple thought so ingrained in their shared existence, that not even the most powerful magic in existence was wash it away.
And she had been loved as Nyx. Back then, Twilight had loved her, and she had friends back then. She was happy, but she ruined everything. She had thrown it all away to chase old memories and desires that had never been her own. She had let Spell Nexus and the Children of Nightmare convince her to be a monster and a tyrant. She had imprisoned her friends and... the mare she had called mother.
It was infuriating, but at the same time Nightmare Moon did not shout out in rage. Instead she, the Queen of Equestria, cried. She didn’t wail, didn’t bawl, but in the protective shade of the willow tree, she could not hold back the tears streaming down her face.
~~~
For the longest time, that was all Nightmare Moon did. She just let herself cry, ignoring all the world around her. She didn’t know or care how long she had hidden beneath the shade of the tree, but her crying was abruptly stopped by a tiny voice.
“Are you okay?”
Nightmare Moon snapped her head up in shock, and hurriedly dried he eyes. Who would even dare approach the queen when she was obviously in a bad mood? Who would even... care?
It took Nightmare Moon a moment to locate the source of the voice. Its owner had retreated outside the sagging branches of the weeping willow. Yet, after a few moments, the pony dared to push her head through the hanging branches of the willow once more.
It was a filly who was roughly the same age as the Cutie Mark Crusaders. She had cream-white coat, curly red hair, admittedly dorky purple glasses and a cutie mark of two candy canes crossed in the shape of a heart. It was a pony Nightmare Moon knew all too well, having spent time with her at school.
“I... I’m sorry, Your Highness,” Twist apologized in her nasally lisp. “I just heard somepony crying while I was going back to my house to get some of peppermint sticks. I’ll... I’ll leave you alone if you want-”
“No,” Nightmare Moon said before she could even really think about what she was doing. “Please, it’s been a long time, Twist. You don’t have to go if you don’t want.”
“How do you know my name?” Twist asked with wide, disbelieving eyes.
Nightmare Moon lifted a hoof to her chest, and pointed to herself. “I-it’s me, Twist. It’s Nyx.”
With her jaw hanging slack, Twist took a few steps closer. “Nyx? My mom said you had gone bad and that you were the one that made it dark all the time. I told her that wasn’t true, but... I guess she was right...”
The truth in those words hurt, but Nightmare Moon did not allow herself to snap at Twist, nor did she try to defend herself. “I’m sorry I did that, Twist, but I promise I’m never going to do it again.”
“ It was actually kind of fun at first. I’ve never been able to play outside after dark before. I played some really fun games of hide and seek.” Twist’s face lit up, and she took a few steps away. “Hey, you should come to the party in town! Everypony is outside, dancing and playing.”
Nightmare Moon winced at the invitation before shaking her head. “I... would like to, Twist, I really would, but I don’t think I can. I’m very busy,” she lied.
The smile that had blossomed onto Twist’s face faded. “That’s what Apple Bloom always said before she went to visit her family.”
Visit her family? A white lie Nightmare Moon could only guess was told to Twist so she wouldn’t know that Apple Bloom and the other crusaders were locked in the castle dungeon. Still, Nightmare Moon did not focus on that. She did not want to give Twist reason to hate her... not now.
“Why does Apple Bloom always say that?” Nightmare Moon asked, hoping to drive the conversation in another direction.
“Because she’s always being a Cutie Mark Crusader,” Twist replied. She kicked at the dirt with a forehoof. “I’m happy I got my cutie mark, but ever since I did, Apple Bloom only ever wants to play with Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle. Whenever I try to play with her, she’s always too busy.”
Twist kicked at the dirt again. “I almost wish my cutie mark hadn’t appeared.”
“Now don’t say that, Twist,” Nightmare Moon said, trying to comfort her. A small smile then spread onto her lips. “Hey, can you wait here for a minute? I need to run and get something, but I promise I’ll be right back.”
“Sure, just don’t take too long. I need to get back to the party,” Twist replied.
Nightmare Moon nodded, and in a swirl of indigo clouds she disappeared. Twist hardly had to wait a full minute before Nightmare Moon had returned. She reappeared from the swirling vortex of her smoky mane and laid back down on the grass.
“Okay, I want to close your eyes. I’ve got a surprise for you,” Nightmare Moon said with a warm smile.
Twist bounced on her hooves. “Really?!”
“Yes, but you have to close your eyes and no peeking,” Nightmare Moon told her.
Twist squeezed her eyes so tightly shut she scrunched up her face into a silly expression.
Nightmare Moon had to stifle a small laugh at the sight, but she went about her work all the same. She took something out of her magical mane, and with a delicate touch she used her horn’s magic to carefully draped it over Twist’s back. Only when she was sure the item wasn’t going to fall off did Nightmare Moon pull her magic away. “Okay, you can look now.”
Twist snapped her eyes open, and then looked to the thing Nightmare Moon had tied onto her. A smile exploded onto her face when she saw the red cape with familiar blue and yellow emblem.
“As a member of the crusaders and the Queen of Equestria, I hereby declare you an official member of the Cutie Mark Crusaders. Now you can play with Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all you want,” Nightmare Moon told her.
“Really?” Twist asked in disbelief. “Even though I already have my cutie mark?”
“Being a Crusader isn’t just about finding your own cutie mark,” Nightmare Moon told her. “It’s about helping a friend find their special talent, and who better to help a friend get their cutie mark than a pony who already has hers?”
Twist bounced. “Oh, I can’t wait until Apple Bloom comes back! I bet I could show her, Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle how I make candy, and then maybe they could have a cutie mark like mine.”
“I’m sure Apple Bloom will be back sooner than you think,” Nightmare Moon said, still unable to admit the truth to Twist.
“Thanks Nyx; this is so sweet! I can’t wait to show it to everypony,” Twist exclaimed before an expression of realization flashed onto her face. “Oh, I forgot, I was bringing back some of my peppermint sticks to the party.”
Nightmare Moon lifted a hoof, and used it to gently nudge Twist. “Well, then you’d better run along.”
Despite Nightmare Moon’s encouragement, Twist turned back to look at her. “Are you sure you don’t want to come to the party?”
“I’m sorry, Twist, but I really don’t think I should go.”
“Okay,” Twist replied, but not before reaching into her saddle bags and drawing out one of the peppermint sticks. It was wrapped in colorful tissue paper and a big red bow. “Here, you should at least have one of my peppermint sticks. I just made them this morning.”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes soften at the sight of the small gift. “Oh Twist, no, I couldn’t.”
“They’ll make you smile,” Twist assured her in a sing-song voice after setting the peppermint stick down on the ground.
It was too much for Nightmare Moon to bear. She picked up the candy with her mane, as if it was fragile glass, and smiled a little as she turned it over in front of her eyes. “Thank you, Twist.”
“Okay, I’d better get going... but, Nyx?”
Nightmare Moon turned her gaze back to Twist. “Yes?”
“Is the sun going to rise tomorrow? Or is it going to be dark again?”
“I’ll make you a deal,” Nightmare Moon said as she leaned in closer to Twist. “If you promise not to tell anypony that you saw me or that I was the one that raised the sun today, I’ll make the sun rise again every day.”
“Does it have to be a Pinkie Pie Promise?” Twist nervously asked.
Nightmare Moon chuckled, remembering the day they had encountered Pinkie Pie after Diamond Tiara’s prank had gone bad. “No, it doesn’t.”
“Okay, I promise, Nyx,” Twist replied with a smile, “but I hope you change your mind. The party’s going to be a lot of fun. Still, if you don’t, I’ll see you later, okay?”
Nightmare Moon nodded, and watched as Twist slipped out from underneath the canopy of the weeping willow. She then used a touch of her magic to push back some of the hanging branches, so that she could watch Twist bounce towards town. Then, once Twist had disappeared from sight, she turned her attention back to the peppermint stick. She removed it from it’s tissue paper wrapping, and placed it in her mouth. It was sweet, minty and in that moment, every way delicious.
~~~
Nightmare Moon remained where she was until the end of the day, when the celebrations had died down and the sun was nearing the far horizon. She made the sun set and the moon rise from her hiding place beneath the tree, and she lingered there a bit longer before daring to leave.
She moved through Ponyville as a mystical shadow, making her way to her destination: the Ponyville Library. While Nightmare Moon was happy to give Twist the new Crusader cape she had received from Sweetie Belle, she soon after found herself almost regretting what she had done. She realized to late she wanted the cape for her own, to have as a memento, but at the same time she knew she couldn’t take it back from Twist
So that left Nightmare Moon wanting, until she remembered there was one more crusader cape in the world. There was one she could have and keep for herself, that in truth already belonged to her. It was her first cape, the one she had received during the school year. and she knew exactly where to find it.
Back when she was known simply as Nyx, a pony returned a library book damaged. A number of pages had been torn out and many of the others stained with water. The book was simply ruined, and Twilight was forced to throw it out. At the same time, however, Nightmare Moon had been reading a story where the main character hid things inside a hollowed-out book.
Thus, after fishing the book out of the garbage, Nightmare Moon made it into her best hiding spot, something Twilight didn’t even know about. She had hollowed the book out, and then she hid it under her bed with other storybooks. It was a hiding spot she had been so proud of. To find a single, small book under a fillies bed in a library would be like finding a needle in a haystack... unless one knew where to look.
The cloud that was Nightmare Moon drew close to the library at this point, and she was struck with a bit of déjà vu as she approached one of the windows. In the past, she had snuck up to the same window and peeked in on Twilight Sparkle and the other five ponies that would wield the Elements of Harmony against her that fateful night, back when she and Luna were one and the same.
And just like that night, Nightmare Moon peeked through the library window, only to find a very different scene than she remembered.
“Are you sure you’ll be okay here by yourself, Spike? You are more than welcome to keep staying with me,” Rarity offered. She was standing in the center of the room, watching Spike as he rushed about cleaning.
“No way! I need to be here and make sure the library is in tip-top shape for when Twilight comes back. I mean, you saw it, the sun came up. That means Princess Celestia’s back, and if she’s back, it won’t be long before she beats Nightmare Moon. Then she’ll free Twilight, and I don’t want her to come back to a dirty library.”
“You really are her number one assistant, aren’t you?” Rarity praised with a smile.
Spike paused from his cleaning, and puffed out his chest in pride. “You bet I am.”
“Well then, I won’t keep you, but if you get hungry, I want you to come over to the boutique. While I can’t promise you gemstones, you are always welcome to share dinner with me. Oh, and don’t stay up too late,” Rarity finished before she turned to leave. “You wouldn’t want to be tired when Twilight comes back, now would you?”
Nightmare Moon shrunk back, hiding her cloud-like body in a nearby bush as Rarity excited the library. She waved a final good bye to Spike before departing, and only when she had disappeared around a distant street corner did Nightmare Moon dare to peek through the window again.
Spike had finished dusting the last of the library shelves, and had moved onto Twilight’s writing desk. He began to clean that just as he had cleaned everything else, but he soon paused to pickup a nearby picture frame.
It was a picture of him and Twilight. The two were posing for the picture, undoubtedly a shot for a school yearbook or something back when Twilight was attending Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. Both she and Spike looked younger in the image, back at a time when he was just starting to act more like Twilight’s assistant. It was a picture that brought a smile to Spike’s face, and he took a moment to hug it to his chest.
“Come home soon, Twilight.”
Until Spike had said those words, Nightmare Moon had every intention to wait until he had fallen asleep before sneaking upstairs to retrieve her treasure book. Now, however, she slunk away from the window, and let her cloud-like form begin making its way back to the palace.
Spike would wait up all night for Twilight, and with each passing hour his hope that she would be freed by Celestia would diminish. He would soon come to realize, like everypony in Ponyville, that it was Nightmare Moon that had raised the sun.
And Nightmare Moon had no interest waiting by the window if it meant she’d have to watch as Spike’s hopes of Twilight’s return died in his chest.
~~~
The waiting was excruciating. Nightmare Moon had returned to the castle, and ordered her guards to fetch her treasure book the moment Spike left the library unattended. She had stayed in her throne since then, not wanting to move an inch and risk missing the guards’ return.
She had made the book sound like something far worse than it was. She wove a tale of how the book held her grand plans for Equestria, and Nexus was more than eager to believe her. He even volunteered to go take the book from the library with his own hooves to ensure it was never opened.
It was an offer Nightmare Moon didn’t refuse, though she insisted that Spike had to be out of the library. When Nexus asked why, she gave him the simple explanation that no pony or dragon in Ponyville was to know that the book even existed, and that seemed to thrill Nexus even more. He would have probably waited years for Spike to leave the library before securing the book.
Thankfully, it had only taken hours. A short time after the sunrise the following day, Nightmare Moon heard the doors to her throne room open. Nexus poked his head in the moment the crack was wide enough, and he wore a broad smile.
“Were you successful?” Nightmare Moon asked, though she could already see he had been. As she rose from her throne and crossed the room to meet Nexus halfway, he walked towards her with the book levitating beside his head.
“Of course, my Queen. The book was just where you said it would, and the baby dragon was out fetching breakfast for himself at the time. No pony saw us enter or exit. I have also ensured that nopony has even cracked the cover. The book has remained tightly closed since it was removed from its hiding spot, as per your request.”
“Excellent,” Nightmare Moon said gleefully as she took the book in her own magic. “You have done well, Nexus.”
“You honor me, Your Highness. Though, if I may be so bold, what exactly does this book contain? You have spoken of it as if it holds something of unfathomable importance, but I find myself wondering how such a simple-looking book could contain something so-”
“Do you question my word, Nexus?!” Nightmare Moon hissed out, leaning in close and glaring coldly at him.
Nexus had to swallow nervously, trying to force down the knot that had formed in his throat. “No... Never my Queen! Perish the thought!”
“Then you will trust in my word. This book is important, but its contents is for my eyes only. Now, I am retiring to my bedchambers for the morning. It is of the utmost importance that I am not disturbed.”
“Yes, my Queen,” Nexus replied. He bowed once more as Nightmare Moon strode past him, and he waited until she had left the throne room before shouting her orders to the guards.
~~~
Back in her bedchambers, with her armor and make-up removed, Nightmare Moon laid on her bed with the book held gently in her magic. It had taken every ounce of her will to keep herself from opening the book before she had reached her bed. Yet now she was there, now she had privacy, and after licking her lips, she cracked open the top cover.
Inside the book a rectangular hole had been cut into water stained pages, and within the gap were a hoof-full of items that made the air catch in Nightmare Moon’s lungs.
Lying right on top, and taking up the largest part of the book’s interior, was her original Cutie Mark Crusader cape. It was frayed on a few edges and had a stain on one corner, but it was still a rich red color. The rearing pony emblem it bore was just as Nightmare Moon remembered it.
Carefully, Nightmare Moon removed the cape and draped it across the cover of the book as she looked at the other items inside. She found her blue ribbon from the Learn and Play Day, and other little trinkets that she had gathered from her many attempts to find a cutie mark. Marbles, old coins... the book was filled with things that had no significant monetary value, but to her they were utterly priceless.
Before she could stop herself, Nightmare Moon found her magic reaching out to one of the items: her kazoo. She withdrew the cheap, little thing she had won along with the blue ribbon from the Learn and Play Day’s tug-of-war match, and before she could stop herself she placed the toy against her lips.
It felt so much smaller now, as if she could break it just by holding it in her mouth. Still, Nightmare Moon held the kazoo with care, and she breathed out. The kazoo gave up its note, which sounded against the walls of her bedchamber.
That single note, that Nightmare Moon hoped would bring back even a fraction of the happiness she once knew, only left the bitter taste of plastic in her mouth. As quickly as her magic would allow, she put all the treasures back into the book, and hid it in the drawer of a dresser. She then flopped down on her bed, once more finding herself staring at her reflection in her vanity mirror.
As Nightmare Moon glared at her reflection, Luna’s words rose and burned at her mind like angry phantoms. “It won’t be my past that haunts you, but your own.”
Luna had been right. She had been Nyx, and she could have stayed Nyx. The Royal Sisters had offered her a chance to stop, but she had been a fool lost in the past. She had listened to Spell Nexus, the Children of Nightmare and her own memories. She had focused on being the mare she once was, and in the process she had destroyed everything she had once had.
Yes, she was Nightmare Moon, she had made herself into Nightmare Moon, but now she didn’t want to be that. She didn’t want to be the monster colts and fillies feared haunted the shadows. She did not want to be the tyrant queen, but she couldn’t go back now. She had gone too far. No amount of apologies would cleanse her of what she had done. If she freed Celestia and Luna, they would seal her in the moon for a thousand years, if not longer.
She was... stuck: simply stuck. She could not go back but she did not want to go forward. She was in every way her reflection in the mirror. She could not be Nightmare Moon any more, clad in armor as she struck fear into the hearts of ponies. She, however, could not go back to being the small, innocent filly Nyx either. She was the blank-flanked, adult mare who was stuck in the middle, and she could not stand that reflection any more!
With an aggravated huff, Nightmare Moon flopped over on her bed. She put her back to the mirror, and searched the other side of her room for something to distract her. She looked to her writing desk and the papers on the surface, but then her gaze was drawn by a familiar, purple color.
The purple color belonged to an item that was lodged beneath her writing desk, in the same place she had thrown it in a fit of rage weeks before. It was a thing she reached out to with her magical mane, and drew back into the light.
Nightmare Moon once more looked upon the training dummy of Twilight Sparkle she had destroyed the day she first arrived at the castle. It now had a small layer of dust covering its features, and it had lost more of its stuffing while it had lain forgotten. Still, the resemblance the dummy shared with Twilight Sparkle was just as striking as when Nightmare Moon first saw it.
It was so much like Twilight, Nightmare Moon couldn’t stop herself from drawing the dummy close and letting her magic flow through it. The rips and tears began to fix themselves, and soon the training dummy was as good as new. She, however, didn’t stop there. She continued to use her magic on the dummy, and she changed the rough, potato sack fabric into something soft and plush.
Under the influence of Nightmare Moon’s magic, the training dummy became in form and appearance a doll, and the freshly transformed Twilight Sparkle doll soon found a place against Nightmare Moon’s chest. She hugged the doll to her body with her legs, and for a moment she dared to pretend the doll was the real Twilight.
“What do I do now, Twilight?” Nightmare Moon asked, praying that the doll might actually provide an answer. “What do I do now?”
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Chapter 16
To Harden a Soft Heart
===================
For a full week, Nightmare Moon dutifully raised and lowered the sun, making the days pass as they did before her rule. She did that and little else, choosing to sequester herself in her chambers otherwise. She kept tabs on how the kingdom was being ruled, and made sure Spell Nexus didn't overstep certain boundaries. Beyond that, Nightmare Moon could hardly bring herself to rise from her bed.
News had been spread that it was she who raised the sun, that it was by her choice that the eternal night ended. It had been some of the most startling news to ever hit Equestria, falling just short of Nightmare Moon’s very quick rise to power.
The reactions to the news were mixed.
The Children of Nightmare sulked, Nexus in particular, seeing her decision as a sign of weakness that needed to end. They would dare not say such a thing to their Queen's face, but she could hear whispers just as well as any regular pony.
The general populace at large seemed uneasy, as if Nightmare Moon was only teasing them with a few sunny days. They believed she would bring back the eternal night without warning, that she was only playing some sick game, or that she had something far worse planned for Equestria.
And if there were those who truly appreciated her returning the sun to the sky each day, Nightmare Moon didn’t hear about them. Their voices were quiet whispers in thunderous chorus of shouts from ponies who feared she would return the night eternal or demanded that she did.
It was a surrounding storm, which only aggravated the one that billowed in Nightmare Moon's mind. She kept trying to understand why she felt the way she did. Why was she only happy when she was with Twist and the Cutie Mark Crusaders, or thinking of her time as Nyx? Why did she not have the same driving desires she once had? Why was she showing so much mercy, when the old Nightmare Moon was merciless?
This endless merry-go-round of thoughts and questions never relented, leading sleepless nights for Equestria’s new queen. It all drove Nightmare Moon to her hide in her bed chamber, lock the door, and pretend the world outside didn’t exist.
But at times, the world will not be ignored.
STOO-ONGK!!!
“Hey, I said you can't enter!”
“Grab her!”
TRISH! CLANG!! CLONK!!!
“Halt... I said HALT!”
“Watch it, she's making a run at the door!”
“Somepony get some pegasi here to help us catch her!”
“Watch out!”
TRISH!! THRONG!! STREEECHK!!!! TISH!!!
“That... that's it! We got her! We've got her surrounded.”
“No pony makes a fool out of us! You are under arrest for trespassing on castle grounds! Everypony, rush her on three... two... one...”
“RRRAAAAAHH!!!”
KKKRRRAASSH-TRISSH. Clang clang....
Nightmare Moon bolted up from her bed, eyes narrowed into thin silts of anger. She moved to her balcony door, and burst outside while unfurling her wings. She turned her gaze down on the castle courtyard below. She had raised the sun only hours before, but not caring about the early hour, Nightmare Moon took in the deepest breath she could manage before bellowing at the top of her lungs. The sheer volume of her voice undoubtedly scared some ponies in Ponyville awake.
“WHAT IS GOING ON OUT HERE!?”
All that answered was moaning and groaning. A large portion of the castle guard were piled on top of each other in the center of the main courtyard. The cause of the commotion was just near the defeated guards. Giggling and bouncing around them playfully, as if it was all a game, was Pinkie Pie.
“You ponies are silly! That isn't how you play tag.”
Nightmare Moon didn't know whether to be shocked at what she was seeing, to be enraged that her guards had been so easily defeated, or to drop on the ground and laugh her head off. A single hyper pink pony had just bested her pegasi and earth pony guards without meaning to. The world could probably be on the verge of ending, and Pinkie Pie would still be Pinkie Pie.
“HALT!” Several fresh guards shouted. The unicorns of the castle’s garrison rushed forward into the courtyard, horns already glowing. Nightmare Moon had little doubt they were preparing to either grab Pinkie Pie with levitation magic or use far more dangerous spells to stop the bouncing intruder.
Pinkie Pie, however, didn’t seem to register the danger she was in, and put on a big smile. “Oh, do you guys want to play tag too? Okay, but remember that I'm ‘it’, and you have to run away from me. These ponies just didn't get it; they kept running towards me.”
“This is no game; you are trespassing in the royal castle of Queen Nightmare Moon. Surrender now!”
“Guards, at ease.”
The unicorns, who had been on the verge of using magic grab and tie down Pinkie Pie, quickly snapped to attention. Nightmare Moon glided down from her bedroom balcony, landing near the commotion.“Your Highness, this pony has trespassed in your royal castle!” a guard reported.
“Yes, I can see that,” Nightmare Moon replied, looking down at Pinkie Pie. “What are you doing here?”
“Well, I came here see you, but when I asked the guards, they told me ‘No, any petitioners that want an audience with the glorious Nightmare Moon must make an appointment, and that appointment must then be approved by Spell Nexus’,” Pinkie answered. She spoke the last sentence in a gruff voice, mimicking or mocking the guards before continuing.
“But then I told them that I wasn't a medical practitioner and that, if I wanted to be part of an audience, I'd go watch a fun play, or maybe listen to a band. All I wanted was to talk to you, but they told me to go away.
“But I really need to talk to you, so I didn't leave,” Pinkie Pie continued to babble. “Then they opened the gates to make me leave, and I decided that, if they were silly enough to leave the castle gates open, then they probably didn't mind if I came inside. And then all these silly guards started chasing me, and before I knew it, we were having a great game of tag.”
Nightmare Moon lifted a hoof to her mouth, trying her very best not to laugh in front of her guards. She didn't know what it was that she found so funny, but she could not deny it was a struggle to keep her own giggles maintained. Still, with a forced cough, she was able to regain her serious expression as she looked down at Pinkie Pie. “And why do you want to see me?”
“To give you this,” Pinkie Pie replied, reaching back into her curly tail and pulling out an envelope. She held it gingerly in her teeth until it was taken from her by Nightmare Moon, who levitated the envelope up to her face before opening it.
She removed the contents to find a bright pink piece of paper decorated with happy balloons, flowers, and bright smiling colts and fillies. It was... an invitation, to a party, Twist’s birthday party.
In a flash, the mild humor Nightmare Moon found in the situation was replaced with a seething anger. She threw the invitation onto the ground and stomped on it with a hoof. “What cruel joke are you playing?!”
“Joke? What joke? Did somepony tell a joke?” Pinkie Pie asked before she gasped and then smiled. “Ooooooo, was it a knock knock joke? I love knock knock jokes! My absolute favorite goes like this. The first pony says 'knock knock', and the other pony says 'who's there', and then the first pony says-”
“PINKIE PIE!” Nightmare Moon snapped, causing most of her guards, as well as Pinkie Pie, to jump. “I'm talking about the invitation.”
Pinkie Pie giggled. “Oh, that's not a joke, silly.”
“Do you think I am so foalish?! Why would I want to attend some little filly's birthday party? Why would Twist even want me there? What makes you think I'd believe her parents would even allow her to send an invitation to me, even if Twist did want to invite me? I should lock you in the dungeon for this cruel prank!”
Pinkie Pie’s smile, which she had worn since Nightmare Moon’s arrival, faded. “But... this isn't a prank.”
“Then tell me the truth!”
Pinkie Pie looked skyward as if she was going to pluck something from the clouds. “Okay. Let me see... uh... you asked a lot of questions, but I’ll try to answer them all. No, I don't think you’re foalish. You're too big to be a filly, let alone a foal. Why would you want to attend a party? Well it’s a party, and everypony likes parties. Why did Twist want to invite you? She said it's because she never saw you at the block party we had when the sun came up again.
"As for Twist's parents,” Pinkie Pie continued, “ they kind of don't know she sent you an invitation. The party's going to be at Sugarcube Corner, so I was handing out all the invitations, and Twist asked if I had an extra one and if I would bring it to you.
“And, honestly, I wasn't sure at first. I mean, parties are always more fun when there are more ponies, but even I didn't think it was a good idea to invite you. But then Twist told me that you weren't really as mean as everypony thinks you are, and that she still wanted you at her party. So I smiled, and I told her, 'Silly filly, I always have ten extra invitations just in case'. So after delivering all the other invitations, I bounced right over here to bring you yours!
“So, are you going to come? It's today, and it's going to be a lot of fun.”
Nightmare Moon stared at Pinkie Pie’s expectant smile, and then glanced to see that the eyes of the guards were on her. She then looked down to the smashed invitation, and carefully picked it up with her magic. She gingerly straightened it, looking once more at the happy balloons and flowers. She then folded the invitation, and held it back out to Pinkie Pie.
“I am not going,” Nightmare flatly announced.
Pinkie Pie’s face fell into a disappointed frown. “Aw, why not? Twist was really hoping you would come. She promised to make lots of peppermint sticks. She said you liked them.”
“Tell Twist thank you for the invitation, but... I cannot attend,” Nightmare Moon reiterated.
“Well... okay,” Pinkie Pie replied. She took the invitation and slipped it back into the curly hair of her tail. “It’s still a party even if all the guests cannot come. Still, there's always room for more ponies at a party. So, if you want to come, the party’s going to be today at noon. Feel free to just drop by if you want. I know Twist will be super happy if she thinks you’re not coming, and then you do come. It will be like a surprise!
“Well, I got to get back to Sugarcube Corner,” Pinkie Pie chirped, spinning on her hooves. “See you later, Queen Nyxie.” With that, she started bouncing away, heading out the castle front gates and down the road to Ponyville.
“Your Majesty, would you like us to pursue and arrest her?” one of the unicorn guards asked.
“That depends. Do you think you can actually catch her?” Nightmare Moon asked, looking at the pile of guards that were just starting to get back on their hooves. “And do you want to risk making fools of yourselves if you can't?”
The guards glanced at each other, and then decided quietly to go back to their normal patrols. Soon, the humorous distraction Pinkie Pie had caused was washed away by the return of the castle’s normal staunchness... and for a moment, Nightmare Moon wished that Pinkie Pie had stayed for just a little longer.
~~~
Nightmare Moon returned to her bed chamber, intending to resume her depressed wallowing. She laid down on her bed, shut her eyes, and relinquished herself to her thoughts. Thoughts that, before Pinkie Pie's interruption, had been an endless questions to which Nightmare Moon had no answers. Concerns over how all of Equestria was expecting her to be a tyrant, and why she was finding it so difficult to live up to that expectation.
Those thoughts, those tortuous thoughts, were now being pushed back. Like a brave hero facing a pack of wolves, a single thought was fighting against the dark, clinging emotions that had been weighing her down.
Twist wanted Nightmare Moon to come to her birthday party. She had never been to a birthday party before, and she couldn't deny that some part of her was finding the invitation strangely tempting. For a moment, the full grown alicorn was a filly again, letting herself fantasize about what the party would be like. What kind of cake would be there? Would there be games?
Of course there would be games! If Pinkie Pie was involved then there would, at the very least, be Pin the Tail on the Pony. She might have even hung up a pinata!
Still, the fantasies of the party died as Nightmare Moon looked at herself in her bedroom mirror, and was forced to remember she wasn't Nyx anymore. She wasn't a filly anymore, she was an adult and the Queen of Equestria. She was Nightmare Moon, the bringer of the eternal night, and the monster who banished Celestia and Luna to the sun and moon. According to what Nexus, the Children of Nightmare, and most of Equestria expected, she was supposed to be an evil tyrant. Heartless, cold, and-
Nightmare Moon looked away from the mirror in aggravation. She was tired of this. Tired of being pulled in two so very different directions. She was tired of... of having to keep her friends and mother imprisoned in the dungeons. Applebloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo deserved to go to that party more than she did.
Nightmare Moon paused on that thought, and began to smile a little. She could not go to the party. She’d never hear the end of it from Spell Nexus, but... perhaps there was something else she could do for Twist to make the day extra special.
~~~
KNOCK... KNOCK..
Pinkie Pie bounced over to the front door of Sugarcube Corner, opening it with a bright smile. Twist’s birthday party was in full swing, the only unaccounted-for guest being Nightmare Moon. The party was still turning out fun, the music and happiness of the party flowing out into the street as Pinkie Pie held the door open.
“Hi, what can I do for you stallions?”
The pair of Nightmare Moon’s royal guards remained stone-faced, stepping to the side to reveal a large birthday present, wrapped in purple wrapping paper and blue ribbons, with a few holes in the top.
“We were ordered to deliver this present to a filly named Twist, and to see to it that she opened it immediately.”
“A surprise present! Oh, that's so fun! Just a second,” Pinkie Pie replied. She galloped back into the party, and In moments she had found the guest of honor. With little warning, she whisked Twist away from the conversation she was having with a few of her friends, and brought her to the large present sitting on the front step.
“Whoa, is that for me?” Twist asked when she saw the present, which was larger than she was.
Pinkie Pie motioned towards the guards. “That's what they said, and they also said you had to open it right away. Sooooo... open it, open it!”
Twist nodded, just as eager as Pinkie Pie to see what was inside. She took hold of one of the loose bits of the ribbon with her teeth, and pulled back until bow on top came untied. Then, without warning, the top of the box exploded open, shooting confetti everywhere as three figures popped up, smiling ear to ear.
“Happy Birthday!” Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo all cheered in unison as they held their front legs over their heads with excited fanfare.
“OH MY GOSH!” Twist shouted, practically leaping at the three fillies. “I thought you girls were all out of town!”
“Well, we were, but... let's just say Nyx helped us get back home early,” Apple Bloom lied.
“This is so awesome!” Twist exclaimed. “The only way it could be better was if Nyx was able to come.”
“Sorry, Twist, but she can't,” Sweetie Belle said as she and the other Crusaders got out of the large present. “But, Nyx wanted us to tell you she really wanted to come.”
“Yeah, and she also sent you a present... well, a present besides us. It's in the bottom of the box.”
“Oh, I'll get it,” Pinkie Pie chirped. She bounded into the air before diving into the larger box. A moment later she resurfaced, holding a much more reasonably sized present in her teeth which she set down in front of Twist. The birthday filly quickly and eagerly opened the box and dug her head around inside.
“What is it? What is it?” Apple Bloom asked.
Twist brought her head back out of the box, licking some chocolate off her lips. “It's fudge, and it's really good.”
“Oh, can I have some?” Scootaloo asked, quickly zipping over to the side of the present.
“Sure,” Twist replied, letting each of the Crusaders and Pinkie Pie dig into the present, and take one of the carefully cut squares of fudge. Soon, all their eyes were lighting up, having never tasted such amazing fudge before.
~~~
A strong frown hung on Nexus's face as he descended a spiraling stone staircase in the castle. He was not accompanied by any guards, and he had reworked the patrols. He needed to have a private conversation with a particular mare, and he did not want to be interrupted.
Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Nexus strode along the empty cells of the castle dungeon until he reached the one at the very end, the only one that was occupied. Twilight Sparkle was sitting up in her cot when he stepped in front of the bars, and he met her gaze with a cold, hateful glare.
“This is all your fault,” Nexus seethed.
“Well that's wonderfully specific,” Twilight mocked. “And just what is 'all my fault'?”
“Do you realize what Nightmare Moon did today?”
Twilight shook her head. “No. All I know is that she came to take Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo away. She didn't tell me what she was going to do with them.”
“Well, I'll tell you what she did,” Nexus forced out through gritted teeth before he leaned in and put his nose through the bars. “She. Let. Them. Go.”
A smile blossomed on Twilight’s face as she stood from her cot. “She did?”
“Yes, but it wasn't just that,” Nexus growled before pacing in front of the cell. “No, she wrapped those fillies up in a present and then wasted the time of two of her soldiers by having them deliver the present to a birthday party. She also sent another gift: fudge made by the royal chef.”
The smile on Twilight's face turned to a wide grin, and she gave one of her forelegs a triumphant swing. “That's my girl.”
“NO!” Nexus snapped, his voice filling the dungeon and echoing with his rage. “The queen is in no way your daughter, no matter what lies you filled her head with! If anything, you have ruined her.
“It is you who softened her heart and filled her mind with notions of compassion and laughter. It is you who taught her to love the sun, who allowed her to have friends. Friends only bring weakness. A true queen must think only of the kingdom and her own wishes, but now, Nightmare Moon is so soft-hearted she is sending birthday presents to a little filly!”
Twilight snorted at Nexus dismissively. “Say what you want, Spell Nexus, but I'm proud of her. She’s not listening to her old memories or listening to your insane suggestions. She’s choosing to listen to her conscience and do what she knows is right. At this rate it won’t be long until Nyx will-”
“SHE IS NOT NYX!” Nexus interrupted with a bellow. “She is Nightmare Moon! She is meant to bring the eternal night to Equestria, and to make the ponies of this kingdom suffer for how they scorned her in the past! She is meant to make you and your friends pay for defeating her with the Elements of Harmony. That is what Nightmare Moon should be doing.”
“That is what Nightmare Moon would do, but the pony you call queen is not her any more. She is her own mare, and can choose for herself who she wants to be,” Twilight smiled, leaning into the bars as she looked Nexus dead in the eye. “And right now Nyx is choosing to be the pony she wants to be, not the monster you tried to make her.”
Nexus shut his eyes and gritted his teeth, biting back a scream of rage. He stomped his hooves, tossed his head as he fought against the urge to strangle Twilight Sparkle through the bars of her cell. After a few tense moments, Nexus calmed himself down. He was still angry, but now the anger was back under control, allowing him to refocus his glare.
“I do not know why I am so surprised. You were a student of Celestia, the bleeding heart who used to sit upon Equestria's throne. The one who sought peace above all else, who did not see that, under proper leadership, Equestria could rise to control so much more, to be so much more.
“And as the teacher passed the lessons onto the student, so did the student pass on the poisoned knowledge of kindness to the filly in her care. Even after my queen was reborn, even when Nightmare Moon returned as the mare she was meant to be, you did not stop. You came to the castle, speaking apologies and sweet words. It was you who refreshed the poison of kindness in Nightmare Moon's veins.
“But there is still hope...” Nexus said. His horn glowed as he clicked open the lock on the cell. Twilight quickly retreated, pressing herself against the back wall of the cell as Nexus moved slowly towards her, his dark shadow falling upon her as his turquoise eyes flashed menacingly.
“If... if you hurt me, Nyx will-”
“Oh, you misunderstand, Twilight Sparkle. I have no intention of hurting you. In fact, quite the opposite. After all, there is no better cure for a soft heart than to be betrayed by one you hold dear.”
~~~
“And she wouldn't say why she wanted to see me?”
“No,” Nexus replied. He walked alongside Nightmare Moon as the pair descended into the dungeon. “The guards only reported that she started screaming, demanding to see you. I would not have brought it to your attention, but she has refused to eat.”
“I thank you for bringing this to my attention, Nexus,” Nightmare Moon replied. “But I would have you wait at the bottom of the stairwell. I will speak with Twilight Sparkle alone.”
“Of course, your Majesty,” Nexus agreed as the pair reached the dungeon. As he was asked, Nexus remained at the base of the steps while Nightmare Moon walked to the far end of the hall. She turned to look into the last cell, and saw Twilight was lying on her cot. Her body almost completely covered by her blanket, and she was facing the wall.
“You wanted to see me?” Nightmare Moon spoke softly, wishing to keep Nexus from overhearing the conversation.
Twilight groaned weakly before she began speaking. “Yes... please, the... the guards... they...”
Nightmare Moon felt her heart skip a beat. She opened the cell door without hesitation, and rushed in. “Did they hurt you?”
Twilight mumbled something, but Nightmare Moon didn't hear. She bent close, bringing her head next to Twilight’s.
“Did the guards do something to you?” Nightmare Moon asked, still speaking softly but with a firm undertone.
“I'm sorry... I'm sorry...”
Nightmare Moon nuzzled Twilight’s neck reassuringly. “Twilight, no, whatever they did to you, it wasn't your fault.”
“I'm sorry... that I ever found you in the forest.”
In but a single breath, Nightmare Moon felt the atmosphere in the cell change. The panic and fear she felt for Twilight was replaced with dread, and within moments of that last, whispered word escaping Twilight's lips, Nightmare Moon felt a searing pain in her right shoulder.
She jumped back, stumbled, and fell onto the floor of the cell. She looked back at her shoulder, where a large gash was now visible. It was painful, one of the few times Nightmare Moon had felt physical pain since her resurrection. And this pain was caused by Twilight.
Looking back at Twilight, Nightmare Moon saw her getting up from her cot slowly. The anti-magic ring that was supposed to be around her neck was lying lying on the pillow of her cot, and in the air beside her head, Twilight a thin magical dagger. It was a much smaller version of the spell Nightmare Moon used to form a sword to fight Celestia, but that didn’t make it any less dangerous.
“What are you doing?” Nightmare Moon asked. She scrambled to try and get to her hooves, but the small space of the cell was making it difficult for her to maneuver.
Twilight took a step towards Nightmare Moon as she kept the dagger held aloft. “Fixing my mistake.”
“M-m-mistake?”
“Yes,” Twilight replied as she continued her slow approached. “You’re a monster, you’re a tyrant, and I should have never saved you from the forest.”
“Twilight... Twilight, what’s wrong? Why- why are you...” Nightmare Moon stuttered out. Her voice grew weak as she began to hyperventilate. “It’s... i-it’s me... it’s Nyx... d-don’t you remember-”
“I remember perfectly what you’ve done. You took over Equestria, you banished my mentor to the sun and you brought eternal night to Equestria. You locked up three innocent fillies, and made me promise them everything would be all right before you took them away.”
Nightmare Moon continued to panic, struggling to get to her hooves. She pushed herself against a wall of the cell. “I took them away to let them go. I let them go, Twilight. You have to believe me. You... y-you always believed me.”
Twilight stood over Nightmare Moon, and there Equestria’s queen saw nothing of the care and compassion she once knew. Instead, Twilight’s purple eyes were filled with nothing but hatred and murderous intent. “That’s what being in this dungeon has helped me realize, that I never should have believed or trusted you. That you were, you are... and you will always be a monster, and that I’m ashamed I ever called you my daughter.”
“N-n-n-no... n-n-n-no...” Nightmare Moon began to weep. “Twilight... Twilight don’t say that! Please, please don’t say that! I- I-I’m sorry I did all this! Just, please! Don’t say that! I’m sorry!”
“There is no forgiveness,” Twilight said coldly. She began to raise the dagger. “I can never forgive myself for believing you were anything but a monster... and now, I’m going to fix my mistake. I’m going to fix. It. All.”
“NOOOO!!!” Nightmare Moon cried out, truly afraid for her life. In a flash, Spell Nexus was at the cell door. His magic wrapped around Twilight and pinned her against the wall.
“GUARDS! The Queen has been injured!” Nexus shouted out. Within moments, a patrol of soldiers arrived. The guards escorted Nightmare Moon from the cell while Nexus used his magic to re-secure the anti-magic brace to Twilight’s neck. Then, he slammed the door shut, and turned to follow behind the royal guards as they carried Nightmare Moon away.
Nexus, however, didn’t follow too closely. After all, he didn’t want the guards, or his queen, noticing the grin on his face.
~~~
Nightmare Moon laid on her bed, head resting on her tear-soaked pillow as she hugged her Twilight Sparkle doll to her chest. She had not moved from that spot for hours. Her world, in a single brief moment, had been shattered. The one solid, constant foundation she had been able to rely on through the chaos of becoming queen had just crumbled.
Twilight had attacked her. Twilight had called her a monster. Twilight... was ashamed of her.
Those thoughts hurt more than the wound in Nightmare Moon’s shoulder, which had been bandaged and cared for. It was a pain in her chest, like somepony had stabbed her in the heart with a dagger, and was now twisting it. Twilight, the one who always believed she was still Nyx, the one who raised her as Nyx, had turned her back on her.
She really was a monster; who was she trying to kid by pretending otherwise? She was Nightmare Moon, the Queen of Equestria, one of the most monstrous beings that Equestria had ever known. Any hopes and desires to the contrary were nothing but lies and falsehoods she was creating for herself. If Twilight... if even Twilight was unable to see her as anything else, then she had no hope.
She was Nightmare Moon, and there was no escaping it.
Shuddering as a fresh wave of tears fell from her eyes, Nightmare Moon turned over on her bed, trying to find a dry patch on her pillow to rest her head on. Her eyes flicked to the clock, allowing her to see she had spent the whole afternoon just lying there. It honestly had felt much longer than that.
The clock showed it was almost time for her to make the sun set. Nightmare Moon was tempted to just blow it off, to leave the world in the amber glow of early evening but, at the same time, she had a responsibility to Equestria. Even if Twilight hated her, even if every pony thought she was a monster, she wouldn’t let them down. She’d make the sun and moon go through their cycle, rise and set.
It was the one thing she seemed to be able to do that didn’t make somepony hate her even more.
Taking in a deep breath, Nightmare Moon had to draw up on every ounce of energy of she had left to haul herself up from the bed and walk slowly to her balcony. She hadn’t done anything but lay there all afternoon, but she was still exhausted. As soon as she was on her hooves, she wanted to lay back down.
Yet she found the strength to reach her bedroom’s balcony and step into the cool evening air. She turned her gaze to the west, where the sun was waiting to be tucked below the horizon. The sky was already starting to glow with the warm, golden colors of the sunset.
Thankfully, Nightmare Moon only needed to nudge the sun with her magic. The golden orb seemed all too willing to sink below the horizon. The moon was just as compliant that evening, and began its rise into the sky willingly, unlike other days when the pair of orbs resisted the transition.
With the deed done, Nightmare Moon lingered on her balcony a moment to watch the sunset. It was a beautiful sight, and she lingered for a few minutes before turning away. She had every intention of going back to her bed and hugging her Twilight Sparkle doll to her chest once more.
Yet, just as Nightmare Moon turned, she took notice of something out of the ordinary. There was a huge crowd of ponies outside the castle gates, and on top of the gatehouse, Spell Nexus was standing with a large contingent of soldiers. The gatehouse itself had also been modified. Jutting out from the top of the battlements was a platform, a simple structure of wood timbers, and a rope.
A hanging noose and gallows had been built over the edge of the castle gates, and there was a pony about to be executed. She stood on the very edge of the platform, with the noose around her neck. She was mere moments from being shoved, moments from falling to her death, and yet the mare was looking back over her shoulder.
She was staring straight at Nightmare Moon.
~~~
Spell Nexus made every attempt to remain stoic and serious, to be professional, but he could not contain his giddiness. This was it, this was what he needed and hoped for. It had all worked beautifully, and now he was finally going to be able to get rid of Twilight Sparkle. Get rid of the mare that was injecting the poison of kindness into his Queen, making her weak.
Nexus moved to the edge of the castle’s gatehouse, looking over the beautiful set of gallows that had been constructed over the course of the afternoon. A single long, thin wooden platform extended from the top of the gatehouse outwards, over the waiting crowd of ponies below. Above that platform were a number of thick timbers, constructed and laid out to support a single, hanging rope.
The rope itself was long, and its free end had been tied into a noose. Nexus had measured the rope himself. Once a pony was pushed off the platform, they would fall almost all the way to the ground. Yet, just before their hooves would reach the ground below the gatehouse, the rope would snap taut. The victim would be dead almost instantly but, more importantly, they would hang in clear view of the ponies watching below.
It was a thing of beauty to Spell Nexus.
The sound of marching hooves drew his attention away from the gallows, and to a quartet of guards. The guards were just reaching the top of the stairs that connected the castle battlement’s to the courtyard below, and standing between them was a particular purple unicorn.
Spell Nexus smiled as he looked over Twilight Sparkle. Her ankles were shackled in heavy irons, and she had an anti-magic collar around her neck. Yet, he knew she wouldn’t resist. She wouldn’t try to escape or flee, but heavy restraints sent a message. It sent a message that would reverberate across Equestria.
The ponies; they would look upon his queen and the Children of Nightmare with the fear and respect they deserved. They would inspire fear and loyalty, even if her highness continued to raise the sun. That small act of kindness could possibly turn into a very convincing bit of leverage. After all, the threat of an eternal night still lingered. Should the ponies try to stand up or revolt, Nightmare Moon would be able to bring back the eternal night until their spirits and wills were broken.
Yet all of that was just frosting on the cake. Nightmare Moon would once again act like the queen she was meant to be. Twilight’s betrayal would harden Nightmare Moon’s soft heart. Yes, it had pained Nexus to let Twilight cause his queen harm, but it had to be done.
While Nexus had been contemplating all this, Twilight had been guided out to the edge of the platform. There she stood, eyes shut as she faced the crowd, who looked on in disbelief and worry. Some even began to call out in protest, but a few quick passes by the castle’s pegasus guards silenced those that would speak out against the execution.
Then, the moment came. Twilight was going to fall with the last traces of the sun, and with the sun halfway set, it was time for Nexus to begin his speech. After he had moved to the edge of the castle battlements, he used a spell to magically increase the volume of his voice. He then spoke, and let his words flow out across the crowd.
“Twilight Sparkle,” Nexus began, his voice serious though a smile still lingered on his lips, “You are accused of attempting to assassinate her royal majesty, the regent of the sun and moon, our beloved Nightmare Moon. Do you deny these charges as I have read them?”
“No,” Twilight answered, her voice hollow and flat.
“Then, for your crimes against the crown and kingdom, you are hereby sentenced to execution by hanging immediately.” Horn glowing, Nexus secured the noose around Twilight’s neck. “Do you have any final words?”
For the first time since she had been guided to the gallows, Twilight turned, and opened her eyes. She look at Nexus through the turquoise orbs, but then shook her head once.
Nexus smiled and nodded approvingly before stepping back. He prepared a wave of magic that would shove Twilight Sparkle from the edge of the platform. At the same time, Twilight turned to look forward again. Yet, her eyes drifted as she caught sight of Nightmare Moon watching from a distant castle balcony. Their eyes locked, and Nightmare Moon bristled visibly as she spread her wings.
The brief moment of eye contact between the two was then broken by Nexus. Letting his smile crack into a maniacal grin, he shoved Twilight off the platform.
Everypony below gasped as Twilight began to fall, her body limp in the air. The rope on the noose was long, and she would only reach its end just before she was about to hit the ground. A long, few seconds of falling before the final snap. Some ponies hid their eyes, unable to watch what was about to occur. Others were unable to look away, no matter how hard they tried.
Further and further Twilight fell, the rope eating up its slack. Nexus had moved to the edge of the gatehouse, and watched as his moment of triumph drew closer. His eager eyes betrayed the fact he was enjoying the execution, that he was drinking in every moment.
The rope was about to snap taught, the air was about to be filled with a sickening crack of a breaking neck. Nexus held his breath, bit his lip. The guards, the ponies below, no pony dared to blink.
And then... it didn't happen.
For a moment, the crowd, guards and Nexus had to stare at the rope when what they expected to happen didn’t occur. There was no snap of the rope or crack of a neck. The rope just swung lazily back and forth. The unicorn and noose that had once been at end of the rope had vanished, gone so fast that no pony had been able to see what had happened.
Nexus was the first to speak, his angry bellow echoing across the castle grounds.
“WHERE DID SHE GO!?!?!”
~~~
Nightmare Moon had never moved so fast, had never put so much magic into becoming a cloud of energy. She had never managed to create a doppelganger so quickly, a fake Nightmare Moon she left in her bedroom, in case Nexus came looking for her. She had never done so much so quickly at the same time, and it had been a painful strain on her magic.
But she had done it. She had saved Twilight.
She was currently carrying Twilight away from Ponyville, the indigo cloud that was her body flying off into the Everfree Forest. Almost instinctively, she found her way to the Ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters. It was someplace forgotten. There would be no ponies around and it was someplace Nexus would never think to look. Nightmare Moon had little doubt that he was already sending out troops to find the pony that was supposed to be hanging from the other end of his rope.
Moving to the most intact part of the castle, Nightmare Moon entered the old throne room. It had been the place of her greatest defeat but, at the moment, she didn’t care. She very carefully deposited Twilight on the floor before letting her body re-solidify.
Once her hooves were on solid ground again, Nightmare Moon rushed over to Twilight. She removed the shackles and anti-magic brace, and tossed the hunks of metal away. Next, she gingerly lifted the noose from Twilight’s neck and tossed it away as well. She did not want to even look at the horrible piece of rope for a moment longer than she needed to.
And with that, Twilight was free, but Nightmare Moon held her breath. What would the mare do? Would she try to attack again? Nightmare Moon wasn’t sure she could bare being attacked by Twilight a second time, verbally or physically. Still, she had to be sure Twilight was safe. She just had to be sure.
And, after a few moments, Twilight began to recover from being whisked away so abruptly from her own execution. It was a sign of life Nightmare Moon was thankful for, but her heart seized up in her chest when Twilight opened her eyes, revealing a pair of turquoise-colored eyes.
Twilight had turquoise eyes... which meant that Nexus had blessed her.
As Twilight bowed to her, Nightmare Moon’s mind buzzed. Was that why Twilight had attacked? Was Nexus behind it? She had always wondered what being blessed did, since Spell Nexus always said it opened a pony’s mind to the wisdom of her rule. She had wondered, in the back of her mind, if the blessing didn’t do more than that. Yet, whenever she asked about it, Nexus always assured her otherwise.
A flutter of hope came to life in Nightmare Moon’s chest. If Twilight was blessed, there was a chance that she really didn’t mean what she had said. Maybe she could fix this; maybe she could undo what Nexus had done.
Twilight was still bowing respectively and, after taking a moment to steady herself, Nightmare Moon sat down in front of her and cleared her throat. “Please... rise,” she said, and that was what Twilight did. She stood up, her turquoise eyes once again locked with the gaze of Nightmare Moon.
“Why did you attack me?”
“Spell Nexus instructed me on how to form a magical dagger. He then told me to attack you, so that you would remember the mare you are meant to be, so that I could no longer poison you with kindness,” Twilight answered flatly, as a peasant would speak to royalty. “He told me what to say, and I said it so that you would be able to become the queen you were meant to be.”
“And your eyes, why are they now turquoise when they were purple in the cell?”
“Spell Nexus instructed me to keep my eyes disguised when I was supposed to attack you. Once the deed was done, he gave me permission to return my eyes to this color. He said that I had done well, and that he would allow me the honor of dying as a member of the revered Children of Nightmare,” Twilight answered.
“And did Nexus do something to you before that?” Nightmare Moon asked, a small tremor entering her voice.
Twilight nodded. “He came to my cell in the dungeon, and offered me the blessing of your magic. I then saw that you truly are meant to be Equestria’s one and only queen. That is your destiny, and I had no right keeping you from it.”
“No... no, you had every right,” Nightmare Moon whispered. She wanted to cry, but she forced herself to stay strong. She couldn’t be weak, not now... not when Twilight needed her. She steeled herself, and continued to question the blessed Twilight.
“How does a blessing work? Nexus has never let me see the blessing ritual, so tell me how it is done.”
“Nexus opened his mouth, and a small black cloud slipped out. He then bit down, cutting off a piece of that cloud. The vapor then entered my mouth, and after a few moments, I saw the truth.”
“Down your mouth...” Nightmare Moon echoed, licking her lips as she shifted anxiously. “Twilight, I’m going to try something... and if it works, you should be your old self again... but... it may not work. Do you trust me?”
“Of course, my Queen,” Twilight answered, though Nightmare Moon could tell it was more the blessing speaking than it was the real Twilight. She took a deep breath and composed herself, calling on her magic.
She had to at least try.
Slowly, Nightmare Moon reached out and surrounded Twilight with her magical mane, cradling her as gently as possible. As the magical aura engulfed Twilight, she took in a deep breath. The truth was that Nightmare Moon no longer had any true hair. Her tail and mane were nothing more than pure magic, a manifestation of the incredible power at her disposal. Her mystical “hair” flowed and ebbed, and it was even able to phase through solid matter. It was why her mane flowed through her helmet, always visible no matter what she chose to wear.
Now Nightmare Moon was going to try to phase her mane through Twilight’s own body. It was something that she believed would work, but she could not be totally sure. A living pony body was different from the metal of her helmet, the magical mane could easily do more harm than good. Still, as she gently lifted Twilight off the ground, she knew she at least had to try.
Taking one more breath to calm her nerves, Nightmare Moon began to phase her magical mane through Twilight’s torso, near her heart, while she used her mystical tail to keep Twilight held aloft.
Yet, despite Nightmare Moon’s hopes, her magic passed through Twilight’s torso without obstruction. She could not sense anything and was unable to find any manifestation of the blessing Nexus had put in her. There was nothing there, and Nightmare Moon’s heart sunk in her chest as her mind began to swim with fears. What if the blessing was permanent? What if she had lost her mother forever?
Nyx would have broken down at such thoughts, but Nightmare Moon shook her head and shoved the thoughts away. No, Twilight wasn’t beyond rescue. She would not let her mother be taken away. She could bring the real Twilight Sparkle back. Magic like this had to have a manifestation, it had to be hiding someplace. She just had to find it.
The search continued, and Nightmare Moon phased her mane through the rest of Twilight’s body. Fetlocks, haunches, ankles, back legs, thighs, hooves, chest, torso, forelegs, elbows; Nightmare Moon checked every muscle, bone and fiber of Twilight’s being. She checked and double-checked everywhere she could think of, yet was still unable to find the blessing. Running out of places to look, Nightmare Moon swept her magic up towards Twilight's head.
That’s when Nightmare Moon felt it. A mass, a haze of magic shaped like a choking vine, was clinging to the back of Twilight’s skull. It was interleaved with the muscles and bones that were already inhabiting the physical space, but more importantly, it was foreign magic, not at all like the magic that naturally occurred in Twilight’s body.
Nightmare Moon reached out to grasp the magical mass with her mane, slowly feeling out the extent of its presence. While there was a center core to the mass, there were also long tendrils, like roots, spreading out in all directions. Some of the roots even reached out to Twilight’s eyes.
There was no doubt in Nightmare Moon’s mind. The thing she had just found was the blessing, and without a moment’s hesitation, she began to drag out the mass with her own magic.
The tumor of magic fought back; it tried to repel her attack, but it was no match. Nightmare Moon carefully pulled away the roots of the infection, drawing it out of Twilight’s head. The infection became a dark black spot in her otherwise indigo mane, one that Nightmare Moon watched intently while she carefully set Twilight down on the ruined castle’s stone floor.
The infection pulsed and squirmed in her magic. It was trying to move up the field of mystical star-field, in the direction of the her head. It, however, did not get very far. With the same cold, merciless expression she once used to look down upon the ponies of Equestria, Nightmare Moon began calling on her magic. With glowing eyes, she forced the magic of her mane to attack the infection she had removed from Twilight, causing it to burn away.
Nightmare Moon did not take her eyes off the infection until every last piece had been destroyed, and it was only then she allowed her expression to soften. She glanced back at Twilight, who had become unresponsive during the procedure. For a moment Nightmare Moon feared she had done harm to her mother.
Yet, Twilight began to recover. She began to shift, and after a few tense minutes she sat up straight. A groan escaped her lips as she lifted a hoof to her head. She shut her eyes, and kept them shut for a time as she rubbed her forehead as though she was suffering from a very nasty headache.
Then Twilight opened her eyes, and Nightmare Moon felt a wave of relief wash over her and a smile blossom onto her face. Twilight’s eyes were once again purple; the blessing had been removed. Nightmare Moon had done it.
“Urgh, my head is killing me,” Twilight complained. She lowered a hoof and began to look around. “What happened? Where am-”
Twilight didn’t get to finish her last question as she suddenly felt herself get taken up in an embrace, her face buried into black fur. Without a word, Nightmare Moon had moved closer to Twilight, drawing in and hugging her mother tightly to her chest as her great black wings encircled Twilight, joining in the embrace.
“Oh... oh thank you. Thank you for being okay,” Nightmare Moon whispered, bending down and nuzzling at Twilight’s neck.
“Nyx... what... what’s going on?” Twilight asked. She managed to pull her head out from Nightmare Moon’s chest so she could try and look into her eyes.
“Don’t worry, you’re someplace safe. You’re safe, and I won’t let Nexus ever hurt you again.”
Twilight looked up at Nightmare Moon in confusion. “Nexus... wait, did he do something?”
“Don’t you remember?”
“I... I think... maybe,” Twilight scrunched up her nose, and then winced and moved a hoof to hold her head. She still had a throbbing headache, but she found some comfort in Nightmare Moon’s embrace.
“It’s a bit hazy, but it’s getting clearer. Nexus came to my cell, he was blaming me for how you’ve been acting. Then... then he moved into the cell. I tried to escape... tried run out and find the guards, but he pinned me and then... something black came out of his mouth and... urgh, my head.”
“It’s okay, you don’t have to try to remember everything right now,” Nightmare Moon reassured her. “Just take your time.”
Twilight nodded, smiling a little as she let herself settle into Nightmare Moon’s embrace. “The next thing I remember after that is hearing your voice. I was lying on my cot... I... I said something, and then you came into my cell. And then...”
Twilight audibly gasped. She pulled herself away from Nightmare Moon, and shoved one of her wings out of the way to reveal the bandages on her shoulder.
“It’s not your fault, Twilight,” Nightmare Moon said in an attempt to console her.
“But... but I stabbed you! W-why w-would I stab you? H-how did I stab you? I... I don’t even know how I cast that spell!” Twilight began to panic as her breathing quickened. Nightmare Moon drew Twilight back into the embrace of her wings, and hugged her as tightly as possible, as if fearing she would be ripped away at any moment.
“Twilight... you... were being controlled,” Nightmare Moon admitted, once Twilight had calmed down a little.
“Controlled? How?”
“Anypony that joins the Children of Nightmare receives a blessing from Nexus. It’s supposed to be a blessing of my magic, something Nexus received when he first dealt with the shreds that were left after you and your friends defeated me with the Elements of Harmony.
“It’s the reason why all the Children of Nightmare have turquoise eyes. Nexus said that the blessing of magic opened ponies’ eyes to what good I could bring as Queen of Equestria. That it was the blessing that opened his eyes, inspiring him to form the Children of Nightmare and try to resurrect me.
“And... I think that’s what he did,” Nightmare Moon concluded. “He used the blessing to make you attack me, so that he could use you against me. Use you to make me into the queen he thinks I should be.”
Twilight looked back at Nightmare Moon apologetically. “I’m so sorry, Nyx. I... I would never... never in a million years want to hurt you.”
Nightmare Moon nodded, a few tears escaping her eyes and running down her cheek. “I know... I know, Twilight... and I’m sorry... I’m so sorry.”
“For what?”
“I thought you hated me... and because of that... they almost... they were almost able to...”
“To what?” Twilight pressed.
Nightmare Moon shook her head, trying to keep her voice from trembling. “I... I didn’t know they were going to do it. You have to believe I didn’t know. I would have never let them, you have to believe that. I... I wouldn’t want to lose you like that.”
Twilight looked at Nightmare Moon with a deep frown as the confusion in her eyes only grew. “Nyx, what are you talking about?”
“I... I almost wasn’t able to save you. If I hadn’t gone out onto the balcony then... if I hadn’t turned to look... then... then you could have... could have...”
“Could have what?” Twilight asked fearfully, her memories still not completely returned. “W-what almost happened?”
Nightmare Moon couldn’t bring herself to say it, so instead she pulled her head away from Twilight’s and folded her wings. She made a motion with her hoof, and Twilight’s eyes looked in that direction to see the noose Nightmare Moon had removed from her neck moments before.
Twilight lifted a hoof to her neck, her breathing once again starting to become panicked, as she came to terms with the fact that she had almost been hanged. Yet, instead of trying to embrace and comfort Twilight, Nightmare Moon instead got to her hooves.
“Twilight, I want you to go to Zecora’s hut,” Nightmare Moon instructed while she kept her back turned to Twilight. “I want you to go there and hide. My royal guard are undoubtedly looking for you, and I need to know you’re someplace safe.”
“What... why? Nyx, what are you going to do?” Twilight asked, not liking the very serious tone of Nightmare Moon’s voice.
Nightmare Moon spread her wings, preparing to take off. “I would have words with Spell Nexus, and Twilight... stop calling me Nyx.”
“But-”
“Nyx would have never let Nexus get so close to taking you away. Nyx... would have known something was wrong when you started shouting like that. I’m... I’m not your daughter any more, Twilight. I don’t deserve to be called Nyx any more, and I don’t deserve a mother as wonderful as you. There is no forgiveness for Nightmare Moon.
“But, while there is no redemption for me, for what Spell Nexus has done, there will be retribution.”
With that, and before Twilight could shout a word in protest, Nightmare Moon had taken flight. She circled the ruined castle only once, glanced down at Twilight one final time, and then banked to fly in the direction of Ponyville and her castle.
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Chapter 17
Tainted Blessing
===================
“SHE DID NOT JUST VANISH INTO THIN AIR!” Nexus snapped. He slammed his hoof down on his desk and glared at the pair of guards that had entered his office. Since Twilight had disappeared from the end of the hangmare’s noose, Nexus had orchestrated an all-out search for her, but it was proving fruitless.
“We’re sorry, sir, but we can’t find any trace of the prisoner,” reported one of the two guards in front of Nexus.
Nexus grunted in frustration. “Did you search the town?”
“Yes sir.”
“WELL SEARCH AGAIN! SHE DID NOT JUST VANISH!”
The two guards saluted, and quickly vacated the room. Nexus glared at them as they left, and then flopped down onto the cushion behind his desk. He rubbed his temples, but before he could gather himself, another guard came into the room.
“What do you want?” Nexus asked, not even looking at the guard.
“Queen Nightmare Moon wishes to speak with you. She’s waiting in the throne room.”
Nexus’s aggravation cooled to a simmer, and he eyed the guard. “Did she say why?”
“She wanted to speak with you about Twilight Sparkle’s escape.”
Instead of growing worried, Nexus allowed himself to smile a little. The queen was concerned that Twilight had escaped. It was a sign his efforts had born fruit. This was the Equestrian queen he had been expecting. She would undoubtedly be furious about Twilight’s escape, and demand she be captured. He was going to receive a brutal verbal lashing for letting her escape, but he he’d accept it graciously if it meant the queen was finally acting like the way she was supposed to.
~~~
Spell Nexus found the entrance to the throne room shut when he arrived, and no guards standing watch. It was ominous, and it sent a pleasant shiver down his spine. The silence, the cold, the ever present sensation of danger; this was how the castle should have felt since day one. This was the castle of Nightmare Moon.
Not wishing to keep his queen waiting a moment longer, Nexus knocked on the throne room door. The chamber beyond echoed with the sound, and after the reverberations had faded, a familiar voice called out to him. “Come in, Spell Nexus.”
The doors to the throne room swung open of their own accord, nudge by magic that left no visible trail. This caused another shiver to crawl down Nexus’s spine, but this time he was unable to enjoy it. He felt like an ant stepping into the presence of a god, and was beginning to fear what fate awaited him.
Still, Nexus forced himself to enter the throne room, and he quickly crossed the hall and bowed at the base of the throne. Behind him, the doors swung shut, and he could sense a surge of magic. The room had been sealed. Nopony would be able to enter or exit the room until the spell was lifted, and nopony would be able to hear what occurred inside. It was just him and his queen, and that fact fueled the growing fear in Nexus’s chest.
Nightmare Moon was sitting in her throne, and her royal seat had been turned to face the towering stained glass windows. The windows depicted her flying through the sky, basking in the light of a full moon while ponies below cowered and fled in fear. They were, in his opinion, the perfect decoration for the queen’s throne room.
Still, unable to stand the silence pervading the throne room, Spell Nexus forced down the tight knot in this throat. “You summoned me, Your Highness?”
~~~
It had taken every ounce of will power, but Nightmare Moon kept herself from attacking Spell Nexus outright. On the flight back, her anger had reached a boil. She was ready to do her worst to him, punish him for what almost happened to Twilight. She had every intention of making him pay, but as she imagined and planned what she would do to Nexus, other nagging thoughts began to enter her mind.
The first thought was what Twilight would think. Nexus deserved to be punished severely, maybe even made to face his own noose, but what would Twilight think if she did that to Nexus? How disappointed would Twilight be to see her take another pony’s life in rage... like the true Nightmare Moon.
From that first thought of mercy sprung others, and they choked Nightmare Moon’s anger like a weed. It also brought on a single, chilling realization that cooled her rage just enough. When she arrived at the castle, she did not seek out and attack Nexus as she had planned. Instead, she had waited in her throne room for him to arrive, to provide answers she sought.
As she waited, Nightmare Moon sat in her throne and stared at the stained glass windows of her throne room. The image they depicted, of her soaring over Equestria and inspiring fear. It was exactly how she was depicted in old legends, and what most ponies thought of her.
It was an image Nightmare Moon had grown to despise. She hated those windows as well as all the windows, murals, and statues that decorated her castle. Everything that only served the sole purpose of being constant reminders of what and who she was supposed to be.
She heard the knock at the door, and beckoned Nexus in. She heard him walk across the hall, and listened to every hoof-fall. She then waited, waited for him to be the first to speak, if only to allow herself a few more moments to ensure that when she turned around and saw Spell Nexus, she would not attack.
“You summoned me, Your Highness?” Nexus asked with a bow.
“Yes, Spell Nexus, I did,” Nightmare Moon said coldly. “I wanted to ask you a few questions.”
“Of course, Your Majesty. Anything you want to know I will gladly answer for you,” Nexus said with the utmost respect.
“Have you found Twilight Sparkle?”
“No,” Nexus answered with a shake of his head. “She’s eluded our search for the time being, but she will be found.”
Nightmare Moon shifted in her throne, and glanced over her shoulder. “Did you order her execution because she attacked me?
“Yes, Your Highness; something like that can’t go unpunished.”
Nightmare Moon slowly stood from her throne, and stepped around the regal seat so she could look directly at Nexus. “You mentioned once before that Celestia asked you to study the shreds of my body... and it was while interacting with those shreds that your eyes were opened to the truth, to the good I could do for Equestria.”
Nexus smiled, slowly allowing himself to rise and stand up straight in front of his queen. “Yes, my Liege; it was the greatest day of my life.”
Nightmare Moon moved froward, and came to a stop in front of Nexus. Her tall stature dwarfed his, just like the mountain dwarfs a hill. “Would you have, before that day, ever considered going against Celestia?”
Nexus blinked a few times as an expression of confusion formed on his face. “I don’t see how that matters. I-”
“Answer the question, Nexus,” Nightmare Moon hissed, her words dripping with her resentment.
“I-I suppose I wouldn’t have,” Nexus admitted while struggling to control the tremor in his voice.
Nightmare Moon continued glaring at Nexus, casting her shadow down upon him. “Did you have any affection for Celestia before you were blessed?”
“I-I might have,” Nexus said as he took an anxious step back, “in my foalishness.”
Nightmare Moon did not allow Nexus to stay away. For each step he took in retreat, she advanced a step of her own. “What was your exact relationship with Celestia?”
Nexus struggled to force down the knot that formed in his throat. “I was the headmaster of her school and, at times, I served as an advisor.”
“Anything else?”
“I-I was once... a l-long time ago, her-” Nexus had to pause, and struggled with his words. “I was her private student. She took me on as her personal pupil shortly after I had earned my cutie mark, when I had created my very first spell.”
Nightmare Moon stood silent for a moment. Her eyes were narrow slits, and her icy glare threatened to bore a hole straight into Nexus’s soul. “One final question. How close were you to Celestia when you were her student?”
“I... I was just a foalish child, Your Highness,” Nexus tried to protest, though his voice was cracking from fear. “I didn’t know any better or that she-”
“How close. Were you. To. Celestia?” Nightmare Moon repeated, bending her head down so her eyes were even with Nexus’s.
“I... I once thought of her as... as... as a second mother.”
Nexus shut his eyes tight and winced, as if admitting such a thing was not only painful, but an invitation for him to be punished physically. Nightmare Moon, however, turned her back on him, and looked back to the stained glass mirror. She said nothing, though a deep frown formed on her lips as she squeezed her eyes shut.
“My queen, please, forgive me,” Nexus begged. He bowed as low as he could, and practically kissed the floor as he spoke. “I was ignorant and foalish before, but this is why I am so blessed! Your blessing allowed me to see what a utter and weak fool Celestia is. Your gift opened my eyes to the truth.”
“Or blinded you,” Nightmare Moon whispered so quietly Nexus was unable to properly understand what was said. Before Nexus could ask what she had muttered, Nightmare Moon turned to face him once more, this time wearing a kinder expression. “Spell Nexus, would you like to receive a greater blessing from me? Would you be willing to receive a gift more precious than any you have ever received from me before?”
“O-of course, my Queen,” Nexus answered, looking as if he was on the verge of tears. “It... it would be my eternal honor to receive any gift from you, no matter how small.”
Nightmare Moon’s mane flared, and she stood tall before Nexus. “Then prepare yourself.”
Nexus nodded, took a seat before his queen, and puffed out his chest in pried. He waited eagerly for the blessing he was about to receive, and he closed his eyes to try and hide the joyful tears streaming down his face. All the while, Nightmare Moon’s mane slowly encircled him, like the cool embrace of a morning fog.
Yet, before Nexus realized what was going on, Nightmare Moon had put him to sleep just as she had subdued the guards of Canterlot palace. She then laid him down on the floor gently, and spoke just above a whisper. “I shall now grant greatest gift I could possible give you. I will return to you your freedom.”
With those whispered words, Nightmare Moon let her mane flow into Spell Nexus’s body and phase through his flesh. She began to search for what she knew was already there, a parasitic blessing of magic. It was... the only explanation that made sense to her, after hearing how much Spell Nexus once cared for Princess Celestia.
Yet, the blessing Nightmare Moon found was more advanced than she could have ever imagined.
Every fiber of Nexus’s being was choked with the so-called blessing. The foreign magic was everywhere, like a thick network of roots in fertile soil, and the magic was pulsing with a steady, reliable rhythm... like a heartbeat. Still, just like with Twilight, Nightmare Moon found the core of the infection in Nexus’s head. Though, she quickly discovered that the infection’s core had overtaken Nexus’s entire brain, where in Twilight it was more like a cancerous growth on the back of her skull.
While more advanced, the infection felt the same to Nightmare Moon, so she tried to do as she did before. She used her magical mane to try and pull at the roots, to remove the blessing from Nexus’s body. Yet, when her mane made contact with the infection, it made contact back. It was like getting zapped by lighting, and for a moment her mind filled with strange thoughts.
The suddenness of the attack made Nightmare Moon pull her mane back, and she quickly distanced herself from Nexus in fear he had been the one that attacked her. Yet, even as he began to sit up, Nexus’s movements were sluggish and sloppy, as if he was sleepwalking.
Nightmare Moon watched as Spell Nexus sat up straight. He then rolled his head back, and allowed his mouth to open in a silent scream. For a moment it looked as if Nexus wasn’t breathing, but then he coughed and something began to spill out of his mouth. It was a gashly black smoke that looked both sickly and poisonous. With each breath Nexus took, more of the smoke escaped his mouth, and the vapors began to circle and wrap around him while a larger cloud formed above his head.
The cloud continued to grow and began to drift towards Nightmare Moon. It was a slow drift, and given a few more seconds, the cloud would have likely reached her. Yet, before it could draw too close, Nexus choked, as if something had suddenly grabbed hold of his throat. At the same time, the spirals in his horn began to glow with a weak but steady white light. That light spread from his horn to the rest of his body, covering almost every inch of his coat. When it was done, it looked like Nexus's body had been painted with eldritch lines.
From those glowing white lines, which seemed to focus around Nexus’s cutie mark, chains of magic began to appear. They lunged out, somehow grabbing hold of the black cloud. They wrapped around and dug in, binding the smoke before snapping taut and pulling the cloud back into the air above Nexus’s head.
It was a display that left Nightmare Moon feeling tense. She anxiously fluttered her wings in an effort to relieve the uneasy feeling that was gripping her. There was something about the cloud that made the hairs on the back of her neck stand up, yet at the same time she felt drawn to the cloud.
Taking an anxious step, Nightmare Moon walked around Nexus, keeping her distance until she stood just to his left side. She focused on the white, eldritch lines that had appeared across his body. It was a spell of some sort, there was no doubting that, but it was not a spell she had seen before. The lines even seemed to merge with Nexus’s spell-circle cutie mark.
Nightmare Moon began tracing the arcane lines with her eyes, trying to see if there was any rhyme or reason to the way they were laid out. She had come across a few books in the library about arcane lines, ones she had searched for when she had heard her resurrection spell had relied heavily on that ancient form of magic.
Yet focusing solely on the white lines would prove to be a mistake. As Nightmare Moon tried to find meaning in the spell that had appeared across Nexus’s coat, the cloud was inching its way closer to her. It came at her from the side, keeping the mystic chains that held it pulled taut.
When Nightmare Moon finally noticed how close the cloud had come, it was already too late. Striking with the speed of a snake, the cloud lashed out, surging through a hole in the chains that bound it. Nightmare Moon wasn’t able to jump away fast enough, and the cloud came in contact with the side of her body.
From that one moment of contact, Nightmare Moon felt something. It was like a sea of emotions was pouring into her. Hatred, loathing, a thirst for revenge and power; these and many other emotions began to fill her chest. It felt like she was being overwhelmed, washed away, and drowned, like she had fallen into a raging river.
In that moment, however, the white lines on Nexus’s coat pulsed, and the chains that were wrapped around the cloud rattled. The spell holding the cloud began to pull, and slowly but surely it drug the vaporous mass away from Nightmare Moon, eventually breaking the connection that had formed between the two.
The instant the connection was broken, Nightmare Moon found she was able to move and breathe again, and within moments her mind was in a panic. She stumbled back to put as much distance between her and the cloud as possible, and she panted heavily as she tried to comprehend the overwhelming emotions that were already dying in her chest.
It was just as Nightmare Moon had feared. Rifling through her memories, she thought back to the conversations she had shared with Spell Nexus, remembering details he had offered. He had been chosen by Celestia to study the shreds that were left behind when she, or rather she and Luna, were defeated by the Elements of Harmony.
Nexus said it was while he was working with those shards that he received the very first blessing, that his eyes were opened to her wisdom and glory. But, if anything, his eyes had been blinded. He had been twisted and turned into a tool by a will that wasn’t his own, much like how Nexus had used the poisonous magic to turn Twilight against her.
Spell Nexus was the mastermind behind the Children of Nightmare, but it was not his will that drove him forward. He was just another victim, the first victim, and the true evil behind the Children of Nightmare, behind all that had happened in Equestria...
... Was none other than Nightmare Moon herself.
The black cloud... Nightmare Moon could only guess that it was once a shred left behind by the Elements of Harmony. It was part of her, arguably the worst part: her unmatched loathing of the Royal Sisters, her arrogant sense of superiority, and her thirst for vengeance. The echoes of the most powerful emotions, the emotions that had once made Nightmare Moon seek the eternal night, had attacked, entered, and corrupted Spell Nexus.
It was those emotions that drove Nexus to turn against Celestia, to form the Children of Nightmare, and to attempt the resurrection spell. Yet, if that was the case, why hadn’t that poisoned magic tried to rejoin with the rest of the shreds when the spell was being cast? Why hadn’t it left Nexus and merged with her?
That was when Nightmare Moon realized the purpose of the white lines that crisscrossed Nexus’s body. It was a binding spell, meant to hold a majority of the poisonous magic.
Nexus was the headmaster of Celestia’s school and a previous student of the princess. He wasn’t an idiot, and he must have known that dealing with the shreds would be dangerous. Nightmare Moon could only guess that he prepared a binding spell either before he began working with the shreds or after he realized he had been attacked.
Nexus, the real Spell Nexus, had turned his body into a living prison, even if it meant that the corrupting magic was free to twist his mind. Yet the binding spell was not perfect. He was able to spread his so called “blessing” by breaking off small pieces of the corruption inside him.
It was a bitter truth, and Nightmare Moon still wished to punish the pony who had almost killed Twilight. She, however, could not deny Nexus’s innocence. He was just another victim. He was just another pony she had hurt.
And she had to try and set things right.
Lightning began to crackle around Nightmare Moon’s horn, and the energy quickly spread to her mane. She would attack this poisonous magic outright, and destroy it. She would rid the world of it. She would destroy the thing that had dared to threaten the ponies she cared about.
She would destroy the worst part of herself.
That thought, that one thought echoed in Nightmare Moon's mind like a haunting call, and it stirred something deep inside. She hesitated, and just stood there while the black cloud continued to reach out to her, even as the binding spell on Nexus’s body kept pulling it back.
The cloud was a part of her, the worst part, but... it was still a part of her.
Without even thinking, Nightmare Moon took an anxious step forward, now understanding why she was drawn to the cloud. It was her vengeance, pride and loathing. It was the thing that would let her become the merciless ruler that everypony expected, let her become a whole mare again. It was the part of her that would actually enjoy being Equestria’s tyrant queen.
The cloud was just inches away now, and Nightmare Moon came to a stop when she saw it try to close the minuscule distance that kept the two separated. She shut her eyes, and tried to fight the temptation building in her mind. If she joined with this, she would be able to forget about it all. Forget about her friends, about Twilight. She could simply forget about the time she had spent as a filly.
Nightmare Moon opened her eyes, and they glinted as a smile started to form on her lips.
Yes... she would be able to forget, and then she would be able to take her revenge. She would make the bearers of the Elements of Harmony pay for what they had done. She would smash the ancient power as she had before, and lead those who had wielded it against her to their just reward: a tight-fitting rope and a long fall from the gallows. She would watch them plummet until the noose tightened about their thin little necks. She would watch them all fall. She would watch Twilight fall, twist in the wind, and receive her just reward for abandoning Equestria's true queen.
She would do it all, and then she would-
Fresh glowing chains lashed out from Nexus’s body, digging deep into the cloud. The binding spell was struggling to pull back the smoke as it spread out across Nightmare Moon’s body. It began to blend with her coat and merge with her flesh, until one of the mystical chains grazed Nightmare Moon’s chest.
The magic burnt like a hot stove, and the pain snapped Nightmare Moon back to reality. She realized what she was thinking, and jumped back to separate herself from the black cloud. Heavy pants escaped her mouth as she fought the urge to vomit.
She had just wanted to hurt the ponies of Equestria. She had wanted to bring back the eternal night, to deprive the ponies of their sun. She had wanted to destroy the Elements of Harmony, and she had wanted... wanted to see Twilight hang from the gallows.
A flutter of movement in the periphery of her vision drew Nightmare Moon’s attention, and she saw the cloud inching towards her once again. This time, however, she retreated from its reach while her eyes and mane flared.
“NO!” she snapped at the cloud. “I don’t want you! I don’t care if you’re some missing piece of me, I don’t-”
Nightmare Moon’s words died on her lips as she was hit with a cold realization, like somepony had thrown a brick in her face. Her breathing became slow, and tears formed in her eyes. She began to laugh and cry at the same time. Laughing at how stupid she had been, and crying because of what she had lost.
“The part I’ve been missing...” Nightmare Moon echoed, half-heartily stomping the ground, venting frustration from her own idiocy. “Without you, I’m not the same mare I used to be. Without you, I could have gone on being ignorant, continued being a silly, scared filly. I could have just stayed Nyx.”
That thought sparked something to life inside Nightmare Moon, like a match being tossed into a barrel of oil. It ignited a rage, a rage like none she had ever felt before. Her gaze quickly hardened, focusing on the black cloud with an unmatched hatred.
“And you... YOU TOOK THAT AWAY FROM ME!!!” Nightmare Moon bellowed. “You couldn’t be satisfied. You couldn’t take defeat. You had to corrupt innocent ponies and finish the resurrection spell. You had to make me remember everything I’ve done, and convince me to do things I can never be forgiven of! And, because of that, now.... THEY ALL HATE ME!!! I CAN NEVER BE HAPPY AGAIN BECAUSE OF YOU!!!”
The surge of anger in Nightmare Moon’s voice seemed to give strength to the cloud. The dark magic swirled into a frenzy and strained against the chains that bound it to Nexus. As Nightmare Moon calmed herself from the outburst, so did the cloud also calm down, though it still continued to reach out to her.
“But no more,” Nightmare Moon seethed as a cold determination formed in her eyes as tears streamed down her face. It was in that moment the cloud of smoke changed its intent. It no longer reached for Nightmare Moon. Instead, it was trying to distance itself from her. It was trying to flee, despite the fact that it was still being contained by the binding spell.
Nightmare Moon spread her stance, and her eyes began to white with her magical power. At the same time, the gentle waving of her mane grew more violent and the magical field of stars rose upward like a roaring fire. Her mane stretched out and began to pool against the ceiling of the throne room. It was just like the night when she first came back to Equestria, when her mane filled the air inside the Ponyville town hall.
“I won't be the mare you want me to be,” Nightmare Moon spoke, punctuating her sentence with a crack of lighting from her mane. It arched down and struck the black cloud, causing part of it to vaporize and burn away. The cloud surged and swirled in a panic, struggling with greater force against the binding spell like a caged animal.
“I won’t let you hurt the ponies I care about any more! I won’t let you hurt Rarity! Or Rainbow Dash! Or Applejack! Or Fluttershy! Or Pinkie Pie! Or Cheerilee!”
With each name, Nightmare Moon brought down a crack of arcane lightning from the dreadful storm her mane and tail had formed in the air of the throne room. With each strike, part of the black cloud was eradicated. The dark vapor scrambled and swirled, as if wincing, like it could feel the pain of being struck by the focused magical energy.
“I won’t let you hurt Apple Bloom! Or Scootaloo! Or Sweetie Belle! Or Twist! I won’t let you hurt my friends ever AGAIN!”
The next bolt Nightmare Moon called down was stronger than the ones before, her rage giving strength to her spell. It blew a significantly larger hole in the cloud, but unlike the bolts before, Nightmare Moon also felt the lightning bolt striking her as well. It was like she had been stabbed in the chest with a dagger, and the searing pain made her grit her teeth.
Despite the fact that it was trapped inside Spell Nexus, Nightmare Moon still shared a link to the cloud. It was a part of her, and her base instincts of self-preservation were screaming for her to stop. A fresh wave of nausea passed through her and her body felt like it was on the verge of giving out.
Her own body was rebelling, trying to keep her from further destroying the cloud, but Nightmare Moon would not stop. Keeping herself on her hooves through sheer willpower, she continued.
“I won’t let you hurt anypony ever again!”
This time, when Nightmare Moon shocked the cloud, it audibly hissed in pain, its form writhing in the air like a bag of wounded snakes. It was hurting, but it was a pain she did not hear or see, but felt herself. Her eyes were shut tight and her ears rang with the sound of her own screaming.
It hurt a lot worse now. Nightmare Moon felt as if she had just hit her own chest with the lightning bolt. A burning, searing, stabbing sensation shot deep into her body. She was forced to drop to one knee, if only to keep herself from falling over completely. She panted, and the glow in her eyes fading as she tried to recover.
It was a moment the cloud, which was half as large as it had been, tried to seize. It squirmed and strained against the chains of the binding spell in a desperate attempt to escape, and it was beginning to succeed. The lines on Nexus's body were beginning to fade; the binding spell was losing power.
Freedom, however, would come too late for the cloud. Rising back off her front knee, Nightmare Moon steadied herself as the glow in her eyes returned brighter than ever. The thunderous storm formed by her mane began to crackle with energy, and became saturated to the point where it couldn’t hold any more magic even if it tried. Nightmare Moon then focused that energy, and with a single, final stomp, she screamed her final words to the poisonous magic.
“I WON’T LET YOU HURT TWILIGHT... EVER... AGAIN!!!”
The surge of lightning that was released at that moment was like none other seen in Equestria. The thunder blew out the throne room’s stained glass windows and cascaded across the land. The sound felt like an earthquake in Ponyville and was clearly audible even in distant Appleloosa.
The bolt of arcane energy itself was as thick as a tree trunk and shone like a miniature sun. The throne room was completely bathed in light, and anypony who happened to be looking at the throne room’s windows was forced to shield their eyes from the bright glare.
The thunderous sound of the spell drowned out Nightmare Moon’s scream. Even though she couldn’t hear herself, she knew that the scream coming out of her mouth was blood curdling. The pain... it was like nothing she had ever experienced before. It was worse than when she had been attacked by the Elements of Harmony, because now it felt like she was being burned and stabbed to death from the inside out.
To Nightmare Moon, it felt like the pain and the spell went on for an eternity. It was, however, only a few seconds before the spell was spent. The arcane lighting slimmed and faded before completely disappearing, leaving only a few lingering arcs of energy to cascade across the room.
With the spell ended, Nightmare Moon collapsed into a trembling, panting mass on the floor. Her body tried to recover from the pain as her vision swam. She didn't know how long she laid there, but as soon as she had the strength Nightmare Moon raised herself up off the floor, and looked across the throne room.
Spell Nexus had been blown clear by the thunderous explosion and was now laying against a far wall, unconscious. The glowing white lines on his body looked broken and jagged, and were now starting to fade away. The binding spell had been broken, but it had served its purpose.
The dark cloud was gone, but Nightmare Moon could see something remained of the poisonous magic. It was a pathetic little blob of black gunk that oozed and gurgled. It was no larger than a field mouse, and it rolled like a sickly, sticky ball of tar. It was inching its way towards the throne room door, still trying to flee.
Sneering and grunting, Nightmare Moon forced herself back up onto her hooves. Her legs were shaking, but she kept her balance enough to begin walking forward. It took only a few steps to catch up with the little ball of black ooze, and she stomped her hoof down on it once she was close enough.
Then, without a single word of mercy or regret, Nightmare Moon’s eyes flashed white once more. A final jolt of energy surged down her leg, and the ooze burned and hissed beneath her hoof. She winced at the slight pain in her chest, but Nightmare Moon did not relent until the ooze was nothing but an ashy smudge on the floor.
And with that, Nightmare Moon took in a single deep breath, held it, and then let it slip out slowly. She stood there for several long moments, taking in everything she had just done... and she was happy. Equestria, her friends, Twilight... they were all safe. She had destroyed the thing that had tried to hurt those she cared about.
But what else had she just done?
She had destroyed a piece of herself, the part that would have made everything she had done, everything she had accomplished, have meaning and purpose. Now, she truly and forever was stuck between two lives. She could never be Nyx again, and she had just burnt away the part of her that could have found happiness living the life of the true tyrant queen Nightmare Moon.
Still... the fleeting moment of happiness in her chest lingered. She had... done something right, and even if Equestria as a whole hated her for the rest of eternity for what she had done, she had at least done this much right.
And it wasn’t going to be the last thing she did right either.
~~~
CREEEEEAAAAAAAK... CREAK... CREEEEEAAAAAAAK... CREAK
At a larger home on the outskirts of Ponyville, a single filly sat on a swing in the front yard. The hinges of the swing set creaked and squeaked as the filly barely swung at all. She only moved a few inches back and forth as she sat on the swing on all fours with her eyes on the ground.
Her dad always used to push her on the swing. He got busy sometimes, had to work late, but he always made time to push her on the swing. The swing had been her favorite birthday present, even more than her tiara. It was the only thing her dad was always willing to do with her. He was always willing to give her a short push, even if he was heading out to work or going someplace.
That was before Nightmare Moon came back.
The past few weeks had been the worst of the filly’s life. Almost every pony in town was mad at her. Some outright blamed her for everything that had happened, but the worst part was what had happened with her father.
When Nightmare Moon came back, her father left home to go work and live in the castle. Her mother had said he was working for the queen; that they should be happy. Her mother had said that her father was now a powerful stallion in the government, and that’s why he had left. He was important to Nightmare Moon, and that they should be happy.
Yet Diamond Tiara wasn’t happy at all. She continued to stare at the ground, not even caring that her tiara had fallen off and was now sitting in the dirt underneath her swing. She didn’t care about that stupid thing, didn’t care if daddy was powerful or important. The only thing she wanted was to have him back. He’d make all the mean ponies stop teasing her. Ponies never made fun of her when he was around. That... and she missed him.
Diamond Tiara sniffled, using a front leg to wipe her nose. She didn’t cry; not because she wasn’t sad but because she was also angry. She wanted to make Nightmare Moon give her daddy back, but she was scared. It was stupid to think she was scared of Nyx... but... but Nightmare Moon was scary.
Why did Nightmare Moon needed him anyway? She had so many other ponies working for her; why did she need to take her daddy?
Diamond Tiara grumbled, pouted, and did her best to keep herself from crying as she continued to think about her father. She had been moping around inside the house, but her mother had tried to encourage her to swing on her swing. She had gone outside and sat down on the swing set just so her mother would leave her alone.
Still, she didn’t swing, mostly because what she wanted the most was to be pushed on the swing. She wanted to get a push from her daddy, but he didn’t come home anymore and she didn't see him in town either. He was just gone, stolen away.
And if her father wasn’t there to give her a swing, Diamond Tiara didn’t want to swing at all. She just wanted to sit there and wait until her father finally came home to give her a push.
It was at this moment, amidst the creaking and whining of the swing’s hinges, Diamond Tiara heard another creak. The house was surrounded by a fence, and the new sound she heard was the creaking of the front gate’s hinges as it was opened. Diamond Tiara first thought it was Silver Spoon, and she lifted her head to tell her friend she wasn’t in the mood to play or do anything. Yet, when she looked up, her gaze met with a pair of azure eyes.
She stared at those eyes for a long time, and those eyes stared back. The pony who owned those eyes took a tentative step forward, and then broke into a gallop. Diamond Tiara just as quickly jumped off the swing and ran to meet the other pony, leaping into his embrace. She hugged the stallion tightly around the neck, and he held her in his front hooves just as tightly.
“Diamond Tiara, Sweetie, it's time for dinn-” Diamond Tiara’s mother began. She poked her head out the front door, but then froze. She looked at the stallion her daughter was hugging, and her own eyes began tearing up.
“Regal... Regal Cut, is that you?”
Regal Cut looked up, smiling through the tears streaming down his face. In an instant, Diamond Tiara’s mother was outside, joining the warm embrace the family was sharing.
“Daddy, does this mean you’re not working for the queen any more?” Diamond Tiara asked.
“Yes... yes it does,” Regal Cut said with a nod, not even bother to wipe away the tears on his face. “She released me.”
“Released? But honey, I thought-”
“Not now, dear,” Regal Cut said, quickly sneaking a kiss from his wife. “I... I promise I’ll explain later. So... I heard dinner is ready?”
“Yes... yes it is.”
“Good. Diamond Tiara and I will be right in, but first... I want to push my daughter on her swing.”
The mare nodded, and Diamond Tiara laughed as she quickly galloped over to the swing, Regal Cut following behind her. Soon, Diamond Tiara was giggling and laughing, calling out to be pushed higher while her father smiled, tears of joy pouring from his eyes.
All across Equestria, similar homecomings occurred. Stallions and mares who had once served Nightmare Moon were returning to the families and friends they had all but abandoned. As each was greeted with warm embraces and tear-filled eyes, those who had once served Equestria’s queen spoke of how they had not been fired from their jobs, but released... given back the freedom they never knew they had lost.
~~~
Zecora nosed open the door to her hut, returning to her home after gathering herbs and roots she would need for her latest brew. She smiled as she stepped inside, and sniffed at the aroma that hung in the air. It smelt just as it needed to. She took in the sent a few moments longer before turning to look at her bubbling cauldron. Sitting beside it, Twilight Sparkle was using her magic to carefully stir the contents.
“In herbalism, Twilight, you have shown great potential. In just a few days, your growth has been exponential,” Zecora praised.
Twilight smiled, and looked up from her work. “Thanks, but I’m just a quick study. That, and you have some really amazing books on herbs and their properties.”
“In stewing herbs and roots, zebras are unmatched, and to our books the same compliment can be attached. Still, I offer thanks for your aid with my work. You could have easily just hung around my home, like a lazy jerk.”
Twilight laughed a little, and went back to stirring the cauldron. “Well, I’ve never been that good at just sitting around, especially when I’ve got a lot on my mind. It helps if I can find something to distract myself with.”
“Heavy thoughts rest upon your soul,” Zecora said knowingly as she began to unpack her ingredient laden saddlebags. “Undoubtedly about an alicorn queen who was once a foal.”
“Filly,” Twilight corrected. “But... yes, I am thinking about Nyx. How can I not? The last time I saw her, she was going to confront Nexus about what he did to me. I know she’s an alicorn... but it’s been three days. What if something happened?”
“To your concern I can relate, you worry about Nightmare Moon and her fate. But you must understand you are a wanted mare, and-”
KNOCK... KNOCK...
“you must hide yourself with care,” Zecora finished, quickly changing her sentence while still managing to pull off a rhyme. Twilight nodded, and slipped into Zecora’s bedroom while the zebra moved to the front door. After giving Twilight a few more moments to hide and hearing the pony on the far side knock once more, Zecora cracked open the door and looked to see who was outside.
“Hey there, Zecora.”
A relieved smile formed on Zecora's lips. She opened the door as a particular orange farm pony walked inside with a baby dragon riding on her back. “Applejack and Spike, it is good to see you. I hope you have not come seeking a healing brew.”
“Naw, we ain’t here for anything like that. Though, I gotta say, the critters here in the Everfree Forest sure seem more riled up than usual. I swear I saw something that looked like a wolf on my way here.”
“A lupus minor is what you saw, I have no doubt. I too have noticed them lingering about. For several days now the forest has not been at ease. There are far too many monsters linger amongst these trees.”
Applejack glanced outside, as if she would see one of those monsters looking in on them through one of the hut’s windows. “If there are so many monsters, maybe you should come stay in Ponyville for a spell, just to be safe.”
“Your concern is touching, but you need not worry. If it becomes too much, I will leave this place in a hurry. Still, if I may ask, what brings you here, out into Everfree’s wild frontier?” Zecora asked before going to the cauldron and resuming the stirring Twilight had been forced to abandon.
“Don’t bother barking up that tree, Zecora,” Spike said as he jumped off Applejack’s back. “I’ve been trying to get her to tell me the whole way here.”
“Well, I told ya it was a surprise, and now that we’re actually here, I'll tell ya,” Applejack lectured before looking back at Zecora. “We’re here to see Twilight.”
Spike’s eyes widened, and he quickly looked around. Twilight, having heard her name, stepped out from her hiding place in Zecora’s bedroom. The second Spike saw Twilight, he tackled her and hugged her neck while laughing and crying at the same time.
“Twilight! Oh Twilight, I’ve missed you so much, and when I heard you were going to be executed, I... I...”
“I’ve missed you too, Spike,” Twilight said. She lifted a hoof and returned Spike’s hug. “And I’m sorry I couldn’t tell you I was okay, but I couldn’t risk the royal guards finding me.”
“Well, Sugarcube, I reckon you don’t have to worry about that any more,” Applejack responded, “and, by the way, it’s good to see you’re okay.”
“Thanks, Applejack, it’s good to see you too,” Twilight replied, “but why don’t I have to worry any more? How did you two even find me, and what’s going on in Ponyville?”
“A whole lotta crazy,” Applejack answered. “A few days ago, Nightmare Moon called all the ponies she had workin’ for her to the castle. Every single one, and she kept them all locked up at the castle until sometime this mornin’. Then, she called the mayor up there. We were all worried, but an hour after that the castle gates opened and all them ponies started comin’ out.
“But here's the strange thing,” Appeljack continued. “All the ponies that went in had turquoise eyes, but when I saw them comin’ out, not one of them had that eye color any more.
“They didn’t?”
Applejack shook her head at Twilight’s question. “No, and that ain’t the end of it either. After all them ponies left the castle, the mayor came back out. She rounded up all the ponies in Ponyville, and read us a message from Nightmare Moon. It was all about how her crazy cult was disbanded, and how she was sendin’ all the ponies who worked for her back to their families.”
“She... she sent them all home?” Twilight asked in disbelief.
“Yeah, it was so crazy,” Spike said as he finished hugging Twilight. “I think I even saw Spell Nexus walking by the library, along with some other ponies from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. I would have never thought he had anything to do with this.”
“Oh, trust me, he had something to do with it alright,” Twilight grumbled. Her memory of being attacked by Nexus caused a small twinge of pain in her neck.
“Well, maybe not, Sugarcube. From the way it sounded, none of them ponies workin’ for Nightmare Moon were doin’ it on purpose. Supposedly, they were brainwashed, but when she found that out, Nightmare Moon fixed the brainwashin’. She freed all them ponies, and then let them choose whether or not they wanted to stay and work for her or go home. And, from what I hear, they all chose to leave.”
“This is very peculiar and strange; what has caused Nightmare Moon to change?” Zecora asked.
Applejack shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t rightly know, sugarcube. But that still ain’t the strangest part.”
“What could be stranger than what has been said?” Zecora asked. “Has Nightmare Moon grown a second head?”
“No, I reckon even that wouldn’t be as strange as what she has done. Nightmare Moon went and stepped down as the Queen of Equestria.”
“She... she stepped down?” Twilight whispered in disbelief.
“No, I find this all too much to swallow. I believe your words, Applejack, are quite hollow.”
It took a moment for Applejack to parse what Zecora had said before she furrowed her eyebrows. “You callin’ me a liar?”
Zecora nodded her head firmly. “Nightmare Moon relinquishing her crown and control, it goes against all her plans and her greatest goal.”
“Well, if you don’t believe me, then why don’t you take a gander at this?” Applejack replied. She reached into her saddlebags, and after a moment of digging, pulled out a scroll. Twilight took the scroll in her magic, unrolled it, and saw it was something of a royal proclamation, though it was written more like a common letter. It did, however, have a royal seal.
Zecora leaned in behind Twilight’s head, reading the message alongside her.
To the citizens of Equestria,
Today I, Nightmare Moon, have disbanded the Children of Nightmare, the cult of ponies who were responsible for my resurrection. They, along with any other ponies that joined the castle staff in the past few weeks, have been released from their service and are allowed to return to their homes, families, friends, and lives.
Please hold no ill will against these ponies. Their actions were not their own. All that they did was done under the influence of my magic. My magic tainted and corrupted these ponies. They, like all of Equestria, were victims and nothing more.
If you must blame anypony, blame only me.
Finally, I, Nightmare Moon, hereby step down as Queen of Equestria. All power and control of the government is hereby returned to the regents and officials appointed by Celestia and Luna, those who are entrusted to rule in the absence of the Royal Sisters.
Should anypony need to speak with me, they can find me in my castle. Otherwise, I would ask that you all simply pretend that I don’t even exist.
Nightmare Moon
“I guess what you say is true; forgive me for ever doubting you.”
Applejack smiled and gently punched Zecora in the shoulder. “Aw, don’t you worry about it. I probably wouldn’t believe it myself if I hadn’t seen all them ponies leavin’ the castle un-brainwashed.”
“It kind of makes sense, actually,” Spike remarked. “Can you think of anypony you know that would have worked for Nightmare Moon willingly? I mean, back me up on this Twi... Twilight, are you crying?”
Twilight looked up from the message, and quickly used a front hoof to rub away the tears that were starting to slide down her cheeks. “Sorry... I’m just... so happy.”
“I’ll admit, sugarcube, this here is some good news,” Applejack said, “but not exactly that good.”
“But don’t you see what this means?” Twilight asked with a wide grin on her face.
“I reckon I don’t. What does it mean?”
“She’s not trying to be Nightmare Moon any more,” Twilight said, rubbing her eyes again to try and keep back the tears. “I think... I think my Nyx... is coming back.”
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Chapter 18
A Mare Against Monsters
=====================
The castle, which once bustled with ponies going about their work, now stood silently in the gem quarries outside of Ponyville. Wind whistled through the empty halls, flitted through the windows, and, at times, made it sound like the old castle was singing some sad, lonesome, wordless chorus in an attempt to draw back the ponies who had once given it purpose.
Only one soul remained amongst the stone walls: a single resident that continued to haunt the halls like a restless spirit. At the moment, Nightmare Moon sat still in her throne like a statue, looking out across her empty throne room.
It had been one week of silence and solitude. One week since she had freed the Children of Nightmare, and removed the cursed blessing that Nexus had infected them with. A week where she had barely tended to her own needs. She had eaten and slept, but little else. Her coat needed washing, and her armor had grown dull without its usual polish. The eye shadow on her face was faded since it had been neither washed away nor reapplied.
A chiming clock in a distant hall alerted Nightmare Moon to the hour, and without moving a hoof or feather, she called on her magic. Her horn glowed, and the sun and moon exchanged places in the sky. The moon set, and the sun began its flight into the heavens.
The sun’s light began to filter through the broken windows to fall on Nightmare Moon’s coat, and its warmth started to fill the throne room. Yet, despite the beautiful day that was dawning over Equestria, Nightmare Moon took little notice of it. She was too lost in her own thoughts to pay attention or even care.
Shutting her eyes, Nightmare Moon thought back to that moment when the deed had been done. She had gathered all the Children of Nightmare in her castle courtyard, even Spell Nexus. While the worst of his infection had been destroyed, enough still lingered to make him like any other cultist, blindly obedient and loving. Still, his continued loyalty served a purpose. She had him gather all the others, and when she was sure every cultist and blessed pony was accounted for, she acted to remove the blessing.
She spoke to them, told them that they were going to receive a blessing like they have never felt, and once they closed their eyes, she let her mane engulfed them. She put them to sleep, just as she had done to Spell Nexus. Then, once they were no longer conscious, she let her mane phase through their bodies to attack their infections. It had taken time, but she removed every blessing. Some infections were worse than others, and some infections fought back. In the end, however, she freed every pony.
And afterwards, she undid the spell that had been keeping them asleep, and for a time after they all just lay there, as if dead.
Then some began to rise, to open their eyes and look around. Nightmare Moon had smiled at the first sign of movement. The ocean of turquoise eyes that had looked at her before was now a rainbow of colors. Browns, yellows, pinks, blues, greens, grays, ambers, magentas... but no other eyes matched hers. She alone had the turquoise irises.
The Children of Nightmare were bewildered. Some didn’t know where they were or how they had gotten there, but their memories began to flow back. One by one they remembered, and soon they were all staring at her, fear and resentment dancing in their eyes.
Nightmare Moon met those gazes for a time, but then turned her back on the crowd and offered a few words with a voice that was strong but not threatening.
“I have returned to you ponies your freedom. Those who wish to stay may stay, and those who wish to leave may leave. I will hold no ill will to those who want to go back to their friends and family.”
After making her proclamation, Nightmare Moon then used her magic to open the castle gates. She then just sat there and listened. She began to hear hooves moving against the ground and wings flapping in the air. She heard the sounds of ponies leaving, not just a few at a time but in droves. She sat and listened until all was silent again, and only then did Nightmare Moon dare look to see who had remained.
As she expected, there was no pony left. Not a soul had remained... but what sensible pony would want to stay to serve a tyrant and a monster?
It all ended with Nightmare Moon turning to the one pony who had remained, the one pony she had called to be a witness to what she had done. She had summoned the Mayor of Ponyville to the castle and, now that she had freed the Children of Nightmare, she gave the mayor a written message and instructions on what was to be done with it. After that, Nightmare Moon slipped into her now empty castle and shut the doors behind her.
It was just another painful memory to join Nightmare Moon’s growing collection. She felt a single tear stream down her cheek as she cracked open her eyes, looking across the room with a half open gaze.
She had been such a foal.
Even if she would forever be remembered as Nightmare Moon, she was done. She would no longer be queen, and would only serve Equestria as the one that raised and lowered the sun and moon. Yes, she knew it would be better if she just released the Royal Sisters, and resigned herself to their judgment. Equestria would be better off with the sisters back and her gone.
For all she had done, Nightmare Moon knew she deserved to be punished. She deserved to be sent to the moon, perhaps never to be free again. More than once she had begun to undo the spells that held Celestia and Luna captive, so she could accept her punishment and make up for her final mistake. Yet, every time she was unable to bring herself to finish freeing them.
She wanted to do what what was best for Equestria, but she just couldn’t bring herself to do it. She had been trapped within the moon for a thousand years, trapped in the cold loneliness, but this time it would be so much worse. She would not have her hatred to distract her, and the chill of the solitude would sting far worse. Her happy memories, that carried with them warmth and laughter, would burn like salt in an open wound. They would become memories that would taunt her with the life she had so foolishly thrown away.
Yet the worst part was that, if she was ever able to return from the moon, she would return to a world where she knew nopony except the Royal Sisters. She would never be able to see her friends again, never again be able to embrace Twilight. She would be alone, and she would still be hated. Maybe... that was what she deserved.
But she didn’t want to go back to the moon.
Nightmare Moon’s mind lingered on her own weakness, only to be drawn out of the vicious cycle of emotions and thoughts. Her keen hearing picked up on distant hoof steps: a single echoing sound amid the castle’s painful silence. They were drawing closer, and it sounded like the pony the hooves belonged to was running.
Nightmare Moon, however, did not linger to meet the pony. Instead, she became a cloud and drifted up to the throne room ceiling. She hid amongst the glinting gems that elegantly depicted the nighttime sky, and waited for the pony she expected to see.
Every morning since the Children of Nightmare had been freed, Twilight Sparkle had come to the castle. She would call out for Nyx, and wander the halls for hours. She would only give up in the early afternoon, when her empty stomach forced her to retreat back to Ponyville.
And Nightmare Moon yearned to answer Twilight’s calls... but her guilt was too great. She could not face Twilight, not when it was her magic keeping Celestia and Luna trapped in the sun and moon. It was better if Twilight just forgot about her, and that was why Nightmare Moon hid. Twilight was searching for Nyx, but... Nightmare Moon knew there was no Nyx to be found.
The hinges of the throne room doors creaked as they opened, and the sound of hoofsteps started to echo across the interior of the throne room. Nightmare Moon expected it to be like any morning: Twilight would arrive, and then start calling out to her. Yet, when the pony the hooves belonged to called out, it wasn’t Twilight’s voice Nightmare Moon heard. It was a far different voice, a smoother voice that spoke in rhyme. When Nightmare Moon dared to look, she saw it was no pony who had came looking for her, but instead a zebra.
“Where are you, Nightmare Moon?” Zecora called, looking about the throne room. “I must speak to you about Ponyville’s impending doom.”
Nightmare Moon debated answering Zecora’s call for a moment, thinking that perhaps Twilight had gotten sneakier, and was sending another pony looking for her. Yet, Zecora seemed honestly worried. So she called on her magic, a little spell that would make it seem her voice was coming from everywhere in the room at the same time. That way, Zecora would not know where she was hiding.
“What is it?”
“Restlessness grows in the forest Everfree, the monsters are moving amongst its trees. Their hungry bellies groan and grumble. They march this way, making the ground rumble. I was forced to flee to escape their advance, but I fear Ponyville has no chance.”
“The monsters are leaving Everfree?” Nightmare Moon echoed, making sure she had understood Zecora’s rhymes.
“That is what I said, it is the utter truth; the monsters come to satisfy their pony sweet tooth.”
Realizing that Zecora was dead serious about the threat, Nightmare Moon rematerialized her normal body right where she was in the air. She dropped down, landing with a thud against the throne room floor. Zecora noticeably jumped, but recovered quickly from Nightmare Moon’s sudden appearance.
“Why would they leave the Everfree Forest now?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“The monsters remained amongst the trees in fear, cowering away from the princess who guided the day’s celestial sphere. But now Celestia has been gone too long, the lingering scent of her magic is no longer strong. The monsters see their chance, they have realized she is gone. They now seek to rampage, with their hunger and brawn.”
Nightmare Moon lowered her gaze, cursing to herself quietly. Just another thing she had done to cause pain to the ponies of Equestria. Equestria really would have been better off if she had never been resurrected. It would be safe, and she wouldn’t have to deal with the painful guilt that twisted in her chest.
“I’m sorry, this is my fault. I am to blame for it all.”
“I did not come here to belittle you, Nightmare Moon, to use my words like salt in a wound,” Zecora said firmly. “I came here to ask for your aid, hoping you would begin a mighty crusade. Repel the monsters that threaten the village, before they have a chance to pillage.”
Nightmare Moon huffed, and turned away from Zecora. “What do you expect me to do? I am Nightmare Moon; my only talent is in hurting the ponies I care about.”
“No, such self-pity I cannot condone, not when monsters threaten our home. Your guilt is justified, your actions were not right. To Equestria you were, for a time, a terrible blight. But now I ask you to answer this question, can you truly ignore the monsters’ aggression? Will you not stand against those who wish to take what you hold dear, show the creatures that you are an alicorn that they should all fear? Can you truly ignore Ponyville in its hour of need? Would you truly allow us to be nothing more than monster feed?
“It is not you who should hide in this castle, empty and dark, while monsters roam free in Ponyville’s parks. You are an alicorn, a pony of unmatched power. In your presence it should be the beasts who flee and cower. Such trespass should be met with your full fury, and if you are to do something, then you must hurry.
“For if you do nothing, then Ponyville will have a grim fate. Even Twilight will be nothing more than food upon an earthen plate.”
Zecora’s words struck a chord inside Nightmare Moon’s brain. The thought of Twilight being threatened sparked and ignited two fires inside her chest. Part of her felt insulted. These monsters thought that, just because Celestia was gone, they could turn Equestria into a buffet? Was she not also something to be equally as feared, if not more so? Had she not been the one to defeat Celestia?
At the same time, Nightmare Moon began to worry about all the ponies in Ponyville. Ponies she knew, ponies she cared about... her friends... Twilight. They were, at this moment, in danger, and she wouldn’t let anything, be it a monster or pony, hurt those she cared about... not again.
“How close are they?” Nightmare Moon asked. She began to stride towards the throne room door, with Zecora having to gallop to keep up.
“Do not doubt that they draw near. We may already be too late, I fear.”
====================
GRRRAAAAAAAAWWWRRRRRRR!!!!
GRRRRRRAAAAAWWRRRR!!!!
GRAAAAAAAAAWWWWWRRRR!!!!
GGGRRRAAAAAWWWRRRRRRR!!!!
“It’s a hydra!”
“Everypony run for your lives!”
“My daughter! Where’s my daughter?!”
“Hurry, Hurry! Don’t let it catch you!”
TTTHHHOOOOMMM-CCCCCRRRACCK-SCCCRRAACCKKK-TTTRRRACCCK!!!
Nightmare Moon took flight from the castle with Zecora holding tight to her back as she soared skyward. From the high vantage point, she was able to assess the situation. A hydra had reached the edge of town, and was starting to rampage. It snapped at the ponies who were currently panicking in the streets and crushed anything that stood in its path.
No other beasts from Everfree had reached the town yet, but Nightmare Moon could see at least two more hydras moving through the trees towards town. The multi-headed monstrosities were infamous for enjoying the taste of ponies.
Seeing all she needed to see, Nightmare Moon folded her wings and dropped out of the sky like an attacking hawk. She plummeted, and waited until the last moment before spreading her wings again. She slowed her landing enough that she landed with a firm thud against the stone of Ponyville’s streets, though she remained on her hooves and unhurt.
“Get as many ponies as you can to the castle. It’s the safest place right now,” Nightmare Moon told Zecora as she kept her eyes focused on the hydra in the distance.
“I will direct all I can and ask them to pass the word, to the castle all of Ponyville will be spurred,” Zecora replied. She jumped down from Nightmare Moon’s back before starting to shout at any pony that would listen. In but a few moments, the flow of the panicked crowd was redirected. The populace of the town raced to the protective embrace of Nightmare Moon’s castle.
As Zecora began the rough evacuation, Nightmare Moon took flight again. She surged forward towards the hydra. Three of the monstrosity’s four heads were snapping at ponies running through the streets. One head, however, had some ponies cornered in an alley way: a gray pegasus and a purplish filly unicorn, both with straw blond manes. The monster had them pinned in a dead-end alley. Ditzy Doo was doing her best to shield her daughter, Dinky, from the huge hydra head that was licking its lips mere feet in front of them.
Ditzy Doo would have normally flown away, carried her daughter to safety, but one of her wings was ruffled, a sign she had injured it. The injury was not bad enough she couldn’t fly, but flying quickly was out of the question. She wouldn’t be able to pick up Dinky and get away before the monster snapped its jaws down on them.
The hydra head moved in a little closer, grinning at its first pony meal of the day. Ditzy Doo took an anxious step back, but otherwise held her ground. She had her wings spread and body lowered. She trying to look as strong as possible, a natural defensive instinct even though she had no chance of scaring the monster away.
Licking its lips one final time, the hydra decided it had waited long enough. It brought its head back, the muscles in its neck coiling and tensing as it opened its jaw wide. It was mere moments from striking out, from enjoying the taste of a pony for the first time ever. Yet, before it could attack, something dropped down on the hydra’s head, smashing its jaw against the ground.
The thing that had landed on top of the hydra was Nightmare Moon. She had dropped out of the sky like an anvil, using her own weight and momentum to smash the hydra head’s jaw against the ground. It was at best a small diversion, but that’s all she needed.
With a single fluid motion, Nightmare Moon took flight again as her mane stretched out to picked up Ditzy and Dinky. With the mare and filly safely in the embrace of her magic, Nightmare Moon soared skyward and, when at a relatively safe distance, set the two down on her back.
“Are you two okay?” Nightmare Moon asked as she glanced over her shoulder and leveled off.
“Yes... yes, we’re fine,” Ditzy replied through the tears in her misaligned eyes while she smiled and hugged Dinky tightly.
“Can you fly and carry her?”
Ditzy Doo nodded. “Yes.”
“Then go with everypony else and fly to the castle. It’s the safest place right now.”
After quickly picking Dinky Doo up in her legs, Ditzy took off from Nightmare Moon’s back. The pair flew a bit before Ditzy turned to look back, to offer a thank you to Nightmare Moon. She, however, looked back just in time to see the hydra below stretching out one of its heads.
In a single, swift motion, it snapped its jaw down around Nightmare Moon, swallowing her whole.
Ditzy froze in midair, not wanting to believe what she had just seen. The hydra head that had eaten Nightmare Moon was smiling stupidly, licking and smacking its lips as it enjoyed the lingering taste in its mouth. The other heads glared at the first with fiery jealousy, obviously wishing they had gotten to enjoy the rare delicacy.
Yet after a few moments, all four heads of the hydra stood up straight. Nauseated expressions formed on their faces, and each head let out a short burp. With each belch, a cloud of indigo, star-speckled smoke appeared in the air. The four clouds, once free of the Hydra’s mouths, quickly flew away, swirled together, and rematerialized into Nightmare Moon.
Nightmare Moon glared down at the hydra with a cold, merciless glare and her voice seethed with anger. “Did you... just try... to eat me?!”
The hydra backed up anxiously, and the four heads looked at each other anxiously. The hydra, however, didn’t have time to do anything else. Nightmare Moon’s eyes flashed to life, and from her mane small bolts of lighting surged out in rapid succession. They struck the ground around the hydra’s feet, and the monster quickly jumped around in a panic to try and keep its toes from being shocked. This lasted for a few seconds before the hydra turned to flee. It ran back towards the Everfree Forest. Still, Nightmare Moon was not satisfied until she sent one final bolt of lightning shooting through the air to strike the hydra on the base of its tail, causing it to yelp.
Ditzy Doo dared to fly a little closer to Nightmare Moon, and ask, “Are you okay?”
“I’m fine, but you need to get to the castle. It’s the only safe place right now.”
Not wanting to argue, Ditzy Doo bowed respectfully and turned to leave. Dinky Doo also offered a thank you. She twisted around in her mother’s legs so she could smile and wave back. The small gesture brought a smile to Nightmare Moon’s face, and she couldn’t help herself. She offered a similar smile and a wave in return.
It was a short-lived moment, and the sound of crashing trees and wood drew Nightmare Moon’s attention back to the task at hoof. In the time Nightmare Moon was fighting the first hydra, the rest of the creatures that were coming out of the Everfree Forest had reached Ponyville. There were hydras, cerberi, scorpios... but the worst that Nightmare Moon could see were the lupus minors racing through the Ponyville streets.
“Horse-feathers, there are too many to fight one at a time.” Nightmare Moon cursed to herself. She flapped her wings, and began to circle above Ponyville while assessing the situation. She could easily handle any of the monsters one on one with the full extent of her magic, but while she was fighting one, the other monsters would have free reign to attack, injure, and eat other ponies.
If she was going to save as many ponies as possible, she needed to fight all the monsters at once. She’d need to draw their attention away so the residents of Ponyville could flee. But, she couldn’t be in that many places at once.
Or could she?
For a moment, Nightmare Moon remembered how she had infiltrated Celestia’s castle, how she had become a whole group of soldiers. She could divide herself, divide her magic, and that would allow her to face down every monster at the same time. It would let her protect the most ponies.
Yet there was a danger to it. The more Nightmare Moon divided herself, the more vulnerable she would be. An alicorn’s strength, resilience, and near-immortality was caused by the sheer amount of magic an alicorn could contain. It meant she had more than enough magic to divide herself, but the more she divided herself, the weaker and more vulnerable each piece would be.
It would not only put her at a great disadvantage to the monsters, but if her clones got too badly hurt... or if too many of them fell... she could easily get herself...
For a moment, Nightmare Moon hesitated. She wondered if it was really smart to make herself that vulnerable. Her ears continued to pick up on the panicked screams and sounds of destruction. The ponies... they needed her help, and she made up her mind. Shutting her eyes, Nightmare Moon called on her magic, drawing it up to its peak. She then began the quick but delicate process of subdividing her magic, and thus herself.
~~~
“Come on, this way!” Rainbow Dash called. She waved a hoof as she led a group of panicked ponies through Ponyville. The group followed the directions to a T, rounding a corner and continuing their panicked gallop into the center of town. A few more directions from Rainbow Dash, and the group of ponies was running up the road to the castle.
Dash watched the group for a few moments to make sure there weren’t going to be any stragglers before she looped around and flew to the town hall.
Soon after Zecora had been dropped off by Nightmare Moon, she had met up with Twilight, who immediately took it upon herself to organize the evacuation of Ponyville. Twilight called on her friends for help as she saw them. The six ponies and one zebra were now doing everything they could to ensure everypony got out safely.
Rainbow Dash landed beside Twilight, who was currently looking over a table. On it was a map of Ponyville along with several lists. Twilight was holding one of the lists magically, and using a pencil to check something off as Rainbow Dash came up beside her. “Okay, I found everypony on Horseshoe Street and got them out. What’s next?”
“I need a fresh scouting report. Fly up and see where all the monsters are so we know what streets we need to clear next,” Twilight ordered, much like a field general commanding her troops.
Rainbow Dash snapped her hoof up into a momentary salute before zipping skyward. With her trademark speed, she was soon high above the town and looking across the panic-stricken Ponyville. She began taking quick mental notes of where the monsters were.
It was a bad situation. The two hydras still hadn’t gotten too deep into the town, but the other monsters were starting to spread into areas that hadn’t been evacuated. Rainbow Dash saw one cerberus getting close to the clinic, where Applejack and Rarity were working to help evacuate the patients. The three-headed, black-furred, red-eyed, size-of-an-elephant dog lumbered through the streets, sniffing at the ground, following the thick scent of ponies.
That cerberus wasn’t alone. There were others on the prowl around town, and they were spreading quickly. Not only that, there were scorpios too. Like the Ursa Minor, the scorpios were constellation beasts, magical in nature, and obscenely huge. The key difference was, while the Ursa Minor was bear-like, the scorpios were like scorpions, and they had a preference for having ponies for breakfast. The scorpios were crawling across the Ponyville buildings, using their claws and tails to try and strike at the ponies that still lingered in the streets while smashing anything in their way.
However, the most frightening things attacking the town were the lupus minors: constellation wolves. They weren’t big monsters. A lupus minor was about the size of an average pony. Yet, what they didn’t have in size they made up in ferocity and speed. While the average pony was able to outrun or out-maneuver the larger monsters, the lupus minors had the speed and skill to chase down their prey.
That was what one lupus minor was about to do. Rainbow Dash saw two little fillies running as fast as their hooves could take them away from a pursuing lupus minor. The fillies had about a two-block lead on the lupus but, due to their small size and short legs, the constellation wolf was catching up quickly.
Dash didn’t hesitate a moment. She flew down to intercept the monster. It was a deadly race, but one Dash was sure she would win. Just as the lupus minor managed to catch up with the fillies, Dash soared in, tackled the beast, and sent it flopping down the street while she rolled once and jumped back to her hooves. She then skidded to a stop, finishing off a move that that would have made the Wonderbolts proud.
As the wolf reeled from the sudden sky attack, Rainbow Dash chanced a glance over her shoulder, looking at the two fillies. It was a pair of fillies she was familiar with: Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon. “You two need to get out of here! Now!” Dash snapped before turning her gaze forward again, so she could keep an eye on the lupus minor as it recovered.
“Come on, Silver Spoon, we got to go!” Diamond Tiara stressed. She was trying to pull her friend off the ground. Silver Spoon, however, wouldn't budge; she was too scared. She had dropped down onto her stomach, covered her eyes with her hooves, and started to cry for her mother.
“Seriously, you two have to GO!” Dash yelled, taking a few anxious steps back. The lupus minor was back on its paws, and was creeping in slowly towards the three ponies. It licked its lips once, and its sickly yellow eyes with the red iris focused in on them. Dash lowered herself down and spread her wings, meeting the beast’s hungry gaze while she put herself between it and the fillies. The beast growled as it lowered itself down and prepared to pounce.
Dash puffed some air out through her nose, pawing at the ground with a hoof defiantly. The pair glared each other down for a time, each waiting for the other to make a move before Rainbow Dash finally shouted, "Are you all bark and no bite or what?"
The beast took Dash’s taunt and pounced with claws and teeth bared. The constellation wolf, however, soon found itself the victim of another sky-bound attack. A figure plowed into the wolf’s side, and both the figure and the wolf zipped across the street before crashing into a nearby market cart like a wrecking ball.
Dash, Silver Spoon, and Diamond Tiara watched anxiously to see what had just saved them, only for the wolf to climb out of the wreckage first. It shook itself, tossing off a few shreds of wood that lingered in its coat before it turned its focus back on them. That proved to be a mistake. While the wolf’s attention was on them, a smoky, star sparkled mane reached out from the wrecked market cart and grabbed the lupus by the hind leg.
The lupus minor was then promptly flung down the street, and its starry body crashing into a cart full of hay. At the same time, another figure pulled itself out of the wrecked market stall near Rainbow Dash.
Nightmare Moon winced a bit as she folded her wings, but only for a moment. She then moved to the center of the street, and put herself in front of Rainbow Dash. “Get them out of here,” she ordered while keeping her eyes focused on the far end of the street. The lupus minor was crawling out of the hay wagon, and after growling it began charging down the street again.
“NOW!” Nightmare Moon snapped as she unfurled her wings and stood to meet the constellation wolf’s charge.
Dash’s bewilderment from what was happening ended with that snapped word. She scooped up Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara, and carried one filly on her back while holding the other in her front two hooves as she flew skyward. She kept flying until she was sure she was at a safe distance, and it was then Rainbow Dash looked back.
What Dash saw almost made her drop Diamond Tiara. There had to be dozens of Nightmare Moons all across town. The copies fought and distracted the many different monsters as the town’s residents fled towards the town center or in the direction of the castle. Rainbow Dash would have likely stayed there, if only to count all the Nightmare Moons she saw, but the crying and fussing fillies she was carrying reminded her what she had to do.
She would take Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara to safety, but only after she told Twilight what was going on.
~~~
“Hurry, Rarity, we got to get all these here patients out of the clinic!”
“I am doing my best to hurry, Applejack,” Rarity replied, “but we can’t forget the medicine they need!”
Much like the unplanned sleepover the pair had at Twilight’s, Applejack and Rarity’s conflicting personalities were surfacing. Applejack y had gotten straight to the most important thing of helping Nurse Redheart load the patients into a wagon she was going to pull with the help of Big Macintosh, who was already hitched up. Rarity, on the other hoof, was using her eye for detail to gather any and all medical supplies they would need to make sure the patients didn't get any worse once they reached the castle.
It was a moment where the two conflicting personalities had worked together flawlessly. Each was able to focus on their own tasks which were both equally important. Still, Applejack had just helped the last patient into the wagon, a pony with a busted up leg, and was now waiting for Rarity to finish getting the last of the medical supplies.
“Girl, get that flank of yours in gear! We don’t know how long before them monsters-”
THHRRACCK!!
Applejack turned her head to the side abruptly, the loud crashing noise drawing her attention. For a moment, it seemed like the sound hadn’t come from anywhere, but, as Applejack watched, another crash reached her ears. That second crash was followed a few moments later by something bursting through the wall of a nearby shop, charging across the empty street, and slamming into the buildings on the other side.
“Horse-apples!” Applejack cursed when she saw that the thing that had barreled across the street was a cerberus. “Big Mac, start pullin’ the cart!”
“Eeyup!” was all her older brother said back before he put his weight into the hitch. The cart budged, and began to roll down the street, but it moved painfully slow. Rarity came galloping out of the hospital just in the nick of time, and jumped into the cart just as it began to roll away.
“I thought you were going to wait!” Rarity half-whined. She set down the medical supplies she had been fetching, and looked over the edge of the cart so she could glare at Applejack, who was trotting alongside.
“We were, but that was before that cerberus came barrelin’ through the side of a building!”
“A cerberus!?” Rarity gasped, looking back to see the three-headed dog, only for another gasp to escape her throat.
“What, what is it?” Applejack asked, turning to look at the cerberus. That was when she noticed that the cerberus hadn’t just barreled through the side of a building because it felt like it. The beast was fighting with something it had tackled as it barreled through one wall and slammed into a second wall on the other side of the street. It was the same something that now laid limply on the ground, and it was something that looked awfully familiar.
“What in the hay is Nightmare Moon doin’ here!?”
Rarity moved to the edge of the wagon, preparing to jump down. “I don’t know, Applejack, but we have to help her!”
“Help her?! Why exactly should we help her?!” Applejack half-shouted as she skidded to a stop.
Rarity jumped from the cart, and after a graceful landing, she jogged over beside Applejack. She then began using her magic. She gathered some banners from a nearby business, and transfigured them into a strong, sturdy length of rope. “Because she needs our help, or would you like to explain to Twilight that we let Nyx get eaten by a monster?”
Applejack opened her mouth to protest, but after a few moments she cursed and stomped her hoof. “Ah... ah shoot, yer right. Still, I’ll be the one doin’ the helpin’. You go with Big Macintosh and Nurse Redheart, and make sure them injured and sick ponies get to the castle safely. I’ll do my best to help out here.”
“And you promise you’ll be okay?” Rarity asked.
“Take it from the Element of Honesty; ain’t no overgrown mutt gonna get the better of this rodeo pony. Besides, they need you more than I do.”
Rarity nodded, and set the rope down on the ground beside Applejack. “All right, but be careful.”
“I will,” Applejack replied. She watched Rarity run to catch up with the cart before looking back down the street at the cerberus. She then lifted a hoof to her head, and gave her hat a gentle tap to make sure it was secure on her head before she tied the rope Rarity had made around her tail.
Once she was ready, Applejack took a moment to focus herself. She took a single deep breath and released it before she began galloping down the street. As she galloped, she began working and spinning her tail, getting her lasso to form a perfect circle in the air above her.
Nightmare Moon was lying limply against the wall she had been smashed against, and the cerberus was just about to dig into the first pony meal it had ever gotten a chance to enjoy. Its center head began to reach out, fangs dripping with saliva.
Applejack, however, didn’t let the monster get a taste of Nightmare Moon. She tossed her lasso, and the loop of the rope soared around the center head’s muzzle. Applejack then stopped, took the rope in her teeth, and pulled, causing the lasso’s loop to shrink. The rope forced the cerberus’s mouth shut, and, before the beast could properly react, Applejack pulled hard on the rope, turning the beast away from Nightmare Moon.
With the cerberus and her now facing one another, Applejack resumed her galloping charge while keeping her rope in her teeth. The cerberus also charged, its attention now fully focused on the pony that dared to attack it. The center head of the beast still had its jaw shut tight by the lasso, but the creature’s other two heads were more than willing to bite down on Applejack if given the chance.
Applejack, however, wasn’t about to give the monster that opportunity. When the cerberus was close enough, Applejack leaped up into the air. The timing of the jump let her land directly on top of the cerberus’s center head. She then put her momentum to good use, and jumped off the creature’s center muzzle like it was a spring board.
The second jump allowed her to land on the creature’s back, where Applejack proceeded to spin around and bite down hard on her rope. She then pulled back, drawing the rope taught and using it to keep herself on the monster’s back.
“Come on, little doggie, let’s see how ya do against a rodeo mare!” Applejack grunted out around the rope in her teeth, and the cerberus was more than willing to put her to the test. It began to buck like a rodeo bull, trying its best to dislodge the pony that was standing on its back.
It was a fight the cerberus was destined to win. While it bucked and tossed for several seconds, the cerberus’s center head struggled against the rope around its muzzles. The rope held for a time, but eventually the strain proved too much and it snapped.
With the lasso broken, Applejack lost the one thing she had to keep herself anchored to the monster. The next time it bucked, she was thrown several feet upward. She tumbled through the air like a rag doll, flailing her legs while she tried to right herself.
For a while, Applejack was looking skyward as she hurdled through the air. Still, with some effort, she was able to right herself. She then looked down to plan her landing, only for a fresh panic to rise in her chest.
The cerberus appeared to be smiling as it positioned itself beneath Applejack. It opened its jaws, and began waiting patiently for the meal that was going to be dropped right onto its waiting tongue. Still, in fighting Applejack, the cerberus had forgotten about the opponent it had been contending with earlier.
Nightmare Moon charged down the street, and threw herself into the cerberus’ gut like a hoofball linebacker. The three-headed beast stumbled, whining from being hit in the stomach and having the air knocked from its lungs. Nightmare Moon, however, didn’t continue her assault. Instead she looked up, and with careful positioning, she made it so that she was able to catch Applejack on her back.
“Applejack, are you okay?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“I... I reckon I am,” she replied as she tried to stand up on Nightmare Moon’s back. Applejack, however, put her hoof down on a tender spot, causing Nightmare Moon to wince and grit her teeth.
“But it looks like you aren’t,” Applejack added. She jumped down to the ground so she wouldn’t hurt Nightmare Moon any more.
“It’s nothing, just a bruised rib.”
“Bruised rib!? Now wait an apple pickin’ minute! I thought you were like the princesses, and aren’t they immortal?”
“We’re immortal because of the amount of magic magic inside us. It’s that magic that allows an alicorn to live so long. But, right now, I’ve split myself and my magic amongst a number of copies. Each is still fairly powerful, but with my magic divided as it is, I’m more vulnerable.”
“So it’s the amount of magic you alicorns have that makes you so darn tough? Huh... I guess that makes about as much sense as anything else. Still, how many copies of yourself have you made?”
“A few dozen, enough to distract and fight most of these monsters and buy some time for everypony to escape,” Nightmare Moon replied. She watched as the cerberus recovered from being tackled in the gut. “I’ve gotten a few of the monsters to flee back to the Everfree Forest, but there are still so many of them left.”
“How do we get rid of them?”
“They’re here because they’ve realized Celestia’s gone, and they thought they could make an easy meal out of the ponies here in Ponyville.”
“I get ya. We put up too much of a fight, they start figurin’ we ain’t worth the trouble,” Applejack said, tapping the top of her hat to make sure it was secured on her head. “Well, how much more punishment you think this here cerberus can take before it turns tail?”
“Not much, but this bruised rib is making it hard for me to breathe,” Nightmare Moon admitted. “These cerberi aren’t anything like their mother, the guardian of Tartarus. Still, even if they are pups, they put up a good fight.”
Applejack smiled, gathered up what remained of her rope, and tied it into a fresh lasso. “Well, don’t you worry none. The two of us together will whip this dog back to the hills.”
~~~
One of the Nightmare Moon clones banked, staying aloft in the sky as she looked over the monster-ravaged Ponyville. The evacuation was continuing slowly. A lot of ponies had gotten out and to the castle, but there were still a lot that needed help. The monsters had spread all across town, leaving pockets of ponies trapped or fleeing for their lives.
Twilight and her friends were managing to lead the pockets of ponies to safety, but only if the small army of Nightmare Moons kept fighting the monsters, sending them back to the Everfree Forest, or distracting the beasts long enough for the ponies in danger to escape. So far, nopony had been hurt, thanks to the many clones who were bearing the brunt of the monster attacks on their own.
The Nightmare Moon in the sky had taken up the duty of scouting, keeping a constant eye on what was happening. The clones didn’t share a consistent mental link, but by using a bit of magic, the scout in the sky could send messages to the Nightmare Moons on the ground, telling them of ponies in imminent danger.
Turning and banking again, Nightmare Moon searched the streets for any brightly-colored spots. The natural coloring of ponies was very easy to spot against the simple streets of the town. One splotch of color drew her attention. It was a bright pink and standing in the very center of an intersection, with a lupus minor creeping up on it from behind.
It was Pinkie Pie, and she didn’t noticed that she was about to be attacked.
With no time to alert another one of the clones, the Nightmare Moon in the sky tucked her wings and went into a dive, going to save Pinkie Pie herself. The constellation wolf, however, was very close, and even as Nightmare Moon dropped out of the sky like a stone, the wolf jumped, launching itself at Pinkie Pie.
It attacked, bit down, and then Pinkie Pie burst apart in an explosion of confetti and streamers. The first explosion was then followed by a second one which filled the street intersection with a green cloud of smoke.
Spreading her wings wide, Nightmare Moon managed to slow her quick descent and she landed just outside the cloud. Planting her hooves firmly on the ground, she then beat her wings. The bursts of air she produced carried the cloud away, allowing her to see what remained of the strange double explosion.
The lupus minor was passed out on the ground, fast asleep. What Nightmare Moon had believed was Pinkie Pie was actually a fabric dummy, one of the training dummies from the castle’s guard room. Stepping forward, Nightmare Moon gently nudged what remained of the fake, fabric pony. It was during her investigation of the strange doppelganger that she felt the street beneath her hooves shift. She stepped to the side, and was surprised to see Pinkie Pie standing up. She had been lying in a low hole, and had been wearing some fake dirt and stones that let her hide as part of the street.
“Aw, only got one that time,” Pinkie Pie said like a fishermare complaining about the size of her catch.
Nightmare Moon blinked a few times, her brain having some difficulty understanding what was going on. “Pinkie Pie?”
“Yeperooni!” she replied happily.
“What... is this?”
“A distraction,” Pinkie Pie answered proudly. “When Twilight was giving everypony something to do, I asked what I could do, and she wasn’t sure at first. But then she thought of something, and told me about all these training dummies she saw at in your castle. So she said I should make some surprises for the monsters, because I have a special talent for being a distraction and making distractions.
“But isn’t that silly?” Pinkie Pie continued with a giggle. “I mean, my special talent is throwing amazing parties, not being a distraction! Still, these meanie mean monsters don’t deserve a party, so I decided to try what Twilight suggested. I ran and got some of these fake ponies, and filled them with my patented confetti and streamer surprise. Then Rainbow Dash said I should make the fake ponies a prank, and fill them with some sleeping powder from the joke shop.
Pinkie Pie began picking up pieces of the dummy. “And I was like ‘Whoa, that is such a GREAT idea!’, so I did it. Now I’ve been leaving my special surprise ponies all over town to distract the monsters, and whenever any of those nasty monsters bite down on one of my surprise ponies, they get confetti, streamers, and sleeping gas!”
“Do... you need any help?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“Nope, I got this. Still, just so you know, you can tell my fake ponies from the real ones by their flanks. None of my surprise ponies have cutie marks. That, and they’re made of fabric, but that’s kind of hard to see from a distance. These dummies are really life-like!”
Nightmare Moon couldn’t keep herself from laughing a little. "Well, keep up the good work then."
"You too, Queen Nyxie," Pinkie Pie chirped before running off down the street with the remains of the exploded dummy. It was a sight that made Nightmare Moon just shake her head and smile. She then took flight, and once she was back in the air she sent word to the other clones, telling them about Pinkie Pie’s decoys. After that, whenever any of the clones saw a cloud of green smoke and confetti shoot up from Ponyville's streets, they would crack a smile.
Yes, the world really could be ending, and Pinkie Pie would still be Pinkie Pie.
~~~
Cheerilee’s muscles and lungs were burning as she started to reach the end of her endurance. When the monster attacks started, she had come across a scorpio entering a park. While her first instinct had been to turn tail and run in the opposite direction, she soon noticed the monster had seen some of her students. The fillies and colts were playing in the park and were unaware of the looming danger.
Thus, her love of children rose to full force, and Cheerilee galloped to the park and jumping right into the path of the scorpio. She hopped around, waved her hooves, and probably made herself look partially demented, but it had done the trick. She distracted the orange-colored constellation monster, drawing its attention away from the children and to her. Cheerilee then ran and, for a while, had managed to stay ahead of her hungry pursuer.
Panting heavily, Cheerilee rounded a corner and chanced a glance back. It was, however, a poor time for her to look over her shoulder. On the street ahead, a vegetable cart had been overturned, and its contents was spread across the street. Cheerilee’s hoof landed on top of a carrot, and with a yelp she rolled her ankle and toppled forward.
Cheerilee hit the ground hard, and the impact knocked the wind from her lungs as well as made her vision swim. Knowing what was pursuing her, she forced herself back onto her hooves, attempted to continue fleeing. She, however, winced the moment she put weight down on her front right leg. She had sprained her ankle badly and, despite the adrenaline in her system, it hurt too much to put any real weight on the injured joint.
Looking back, Cheerilee saw the scorpio round the corner. The arachnid constellation beast snapped one of its pony-sized claws shut threateningly. It rounded the corner, approaching Cheerilee as the school teacher backed up, limping each time she was forced to put weight on her sprained ankle.
Unable to escape, she could only watch as the scorpio drew closer, looming over her as it opened one of its terrible pincers. Cheerilee could only shut her eyes, swallowing nervously as she muttered a small prayer, hoping that, if she was going to die for protecting the children, that it would at least be over quickly.
“AAAUUGGGHHHHHH!!!”
Cheerilee’s eyes snapped open, and her vision was filled with black, swirling indigo and stars. She backed up a few steps, and then an audible gasp escaped her throat when she realized that Nightmare Moon was being held in the scorpio’s pincer, a pincer that should have been squeezing down on her own body.
Nightmare Moon grunted, kicked her legs, and flapped her wings as she struggled to free herself. The scorpio was bewildered for a moment to find such a large pony in it’s grip, but then it’s mouth began to clatter eagerly. It drew Nightmare Moon close, preparing to take it’s first bite from her.
Not eager to be eaten twice in one day, Nightmare Moon called on her magic. With a sharp snap, a small bolt of lightning struck the creature where its pincer joined to its arm. The joint sizzled and turned black under the strike, and the scorpio dropped Nightmare Moon with a pain-filled hiss before retreating back a few steps.
Nightmare Moon managed to twist herself in the air enough to land on her hooves, and with her horn glowing, she grabbed hold of the scorpio’s tail. She then lifted the insect constellation beast in the air, and began to swing it around in a circle. Round and round she swung the scorpio, building up momentum before releasing her hold on the beast. The scorpio flew through the air with a high arch, like a well thrown Olympic hammer. It flew clear of Ponyville and eventually crashing down back inside the distant Everfree Forest, scaring up a number of birds from the trees.
“Don’t you ever try to lay a claw on my teacher ever again!” Nightmare Moon barked at the beast, even though it was far out of ear shot. She then lowered herself down to her knees, panting heavily as a few tremors ran through her body, signs that she was becoming acquainted with her latest injuries.
Cheerilee moved up beside Nightmare Moon the moment she dropped to her knees. She opened her mouth to ask if Nightmare Moon was all right, only to be interrupted by a similar question.
“Are...are you okay, Miss Cheerilee?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“Yes, I am. Thank you,” she replied, though her voice was shaky, not from facing Nightmare Moon, but from how she was acting. The queen Cheerilee knew was a monster, that’s what all the old stories said. But... a monster wouldn’t have saved her from a scorpio like that... or asked if she was okay, while ignoring her own injuries.
“Good, I’m glad I got here in time,” Nightmare Moon said before taking in a deep breath. She then grunted, gritted her teeth, and forced herself back onto her hooves. She stumbled a few times, and would have fallen over if Cheerilee hadn’t rushed to her side and lent what little support she could.
“Nigh- I mean, Nyx, you’re hurt,” Cheerilee said. “We need to get you to Nurse Redheart, and-”
“Th-there’s no time,” Nightmare Moon replied just as she was finally managing to stand on her own four hooves. “There... there are other monsters that I have to take care of, but first I need to make sure I get you to the castle.”
“But-”
“I’ll be okay, Miss Cheerilee, I promise. Almost everypony has made it to my castle, and the monsters have started to flee back to the Everfree Forest, at least the ones that I haven’t tossed back out myself,” Nightmare Moon reassured her. “It will be okay, but I can’t rest yet. Now, you can’t run anywhere on that ankle. I’ll fly you to the castle, but then I have to go back out to help clear out the rest of the monsters.”
With that Nightmare Moon’s horn glowed, and she lifted Cheerilee up onto her back. While Cheerilee obviously didn’t like the thought of Nightmare Moon doing anything in her injured condition, she didn’t protest. She instead just gave a thankful smile and a nod, and did her best to stay balanced on Nightmare Moon’s back as she spread her wings and took flight.
~~~
Nightmare Moon leaned against a nearby building, closing her eyes as she took a moment to rest. The fight for Ponyville was still being waged, and while the other clones of her continued to fight, this one copy needed a moment to rest. She had just beaten a cerberus back to the Everfree Forest, but the fight hadn’t been one sided. It had taken a lot to force back that one cerberus, and if not for the building she was leaning on, Nightmare Moon would be too weak to even stand on her own hooves.
And if a predator is good at anything, it's sensing when its prey is weak.
A low growl caused Nightmare Moon to open her eyes, and look to see she was surrounded by a trio of lupus minors. Each constellation wolf was bent low, and their bodies were tense as they prepared to pounce. Nightmare Moon strained, trying to find the strength to face these new enemies... but she couldn’t. She was too tired. She needed more time to rest, though it was time the lupus minors were not going to allow her.
Shutting her eyes again, Nightmare Moon hung her head. She had learned, during her time impersonating a troop of soldiers, that by cloning herself she made herself weaker, but she had also learned that injuries the clones received didn’t just go away. Each wound would have an effect on her real body when she made herself whole again, though the effects would be dulled. Major injuries on a clone would become minor injuries for her real body, but if a clone died... Nightmare Moon feared what that would do when she made herself whole again.
She would be the first clone to fall, but that was okay. She guessed she as a whole could survive if a few clones were lost, though it would put her in pretty bad shape when she became a single mare again. Still, If losing those clones meant she protected more ponies, then it was worth it in the end. Yes... losing one clone would be all right. She could stand losing one.
The lupus minors seemed to sense Nightmare Moon’s surrender. One licked it’s chops while the others sneered and inched closer. They’re muscles began to tense; they were beginning to pounce on their injured pray.
“DON’T YOU DARE!”
Nightmare Moon’s eyes snapped open, turning her head to the source of the voice. It was a voice that was strong, firm, and commanding, but it was one she knew. It was a voice that was normally soft and gentle, and it belonged to the most compassionate and gentle pony in Equestria.
It was Fluttershy’s voice. She was standing between the lupus minors and Nightmare Moon... and she was furious. “I don’t care how many of you there are! I don’t care how big your fangs are or how sharp your claws are! You will not, I repeat, will. Not! Hurt! Her! You got THAT!?”
The lupus minors took an anxious step back, glancing between each other. One of the three wolves, however, found courage to face Fluttershy. It started to inch towards her, and it growled. Fluttershy, however, was unfazed. She turned her gaze upon the wolf, and opened her eyes wide. The orbs became as hard and cold as steel. The wolf froze up almost immediately, rigid as stone.
It was “The Stare”, and Fluttershy wasn’t holding back.
“Now,” Fluttershy began as she stepped towards the wolf that had dared to approach he until barely an inch separated her nose from its own, “You are going to take your two friends here, go back to the Everfree Forest, and I NEVER want to see you in Ponyville again.”
The lupus minor wilted, whimpered, and glanced over at the other two constellation wolves, who were offering no support.
“Well, what are you waiting for!? SHOO!”
With that simple word, the three constellation wolves bolted and ran back towards the Everfree Forest with their tails between their legs. Fluttershy kept her hardened gaze fixed on the wolves until they were several blocks away before she softened and allowed herself to return to her usual, caring nature.
“You... didn’t have to do that,” Nightmare Moon grunted out as Fluttershy turned around.
“And you didn’t have to help us fight back the monsters,” Fluttershy replied with a gentle smile. She took flight, and hovered in the air near Nightmare Moon’s head. “But you did and, because of you, a lot of ponies are safe. I’m really proud of you, Nyx.”
Nightmare Moon looked away from Fluttershy, instead focusing on the ground. “Hasn’t Twilight told you? I don’t like being called Nyx.”
“Really?” Fluttershy asked. “She calls you that all the time.”
She refused to meet Fluttershy’s gave for a time, but eventually Nightmare Moon couldn’t stop herself from looking up. “She does? Even after everything I’ve done and how I treated her... Twilight still calls me Nyx?”
Fluttershy nodded. “She still thinks of you as her Nyx. She thinks that deep down, you’re not a bad pony... and I’m starting to agree with her. You’re not a bad pony, Nyx. You’ve just made some bad decisions.”
“Bad decisions... now that’s the understatement of the millennium,” Nightmare Moon grunted. She managed to take her weight off the wall she had been leaning against and get back to standing without aid. “Answer me this, Fluttershy: how many bad decisions can a pony make before she is a bad pony?”
“It doesn’t matter how many. If a pony is willing to apologize and do what’s right to fix her mistakes, then she’s never a bad pony. You’re a good pony, Nyx, and do you want to know why?”
“Why?”
“Because only a good pony would have come out here and faced down an army of monsters to protect the ponies she cares about.”
“You are kind as always, Fluttershy, the kindest pony in Equestria. Still, this time, you are being too kind, but I appreciate your words none the less,” Nightmare Moon said before sucking in a deep breath and spreading her wings. “Now, I cannot ask you to keep the monsters away as I rest. I will retreat to the town square for now, and when my strength has returned, I will fly out again.”
“But there aren’t many monsters left, Nyx. You should just rest and let us handle it.”
“I cannot, and I will not let you put yourselves in danger fixing my mistake. This monster attack is my fault, and I will do whatever I must to set it right... once I’ve caught my breath.” Nightmare Moon took flight with those final words, and Fluttershy watched her join a few other clones before heading towards the center of town. Fluttershy then let out a sigh, and shook her head.
“Oh Nyx...”
~~~
The monster attack was finally starting to draw to a close as noon rolled around. All the ponies in Ponyville had been evacuated; the last few stragglers had been cleared out an hour before. The only ponies that remained were Twilight and her friends, who remained to help the many copies of Nightmare Moon fight off the remaining monsters.
And at ten minutes past noon, the last hydra was chased out of town. The four-headed monstrosity was running back into the forest like a crying baby, leaving in its wake a trio of Nightmare Moons who hovered in the air alongside Rainbow Dash.
“Yeah, you better run!” Dash called out before she snickered to herself and looked back at three copies of Nightmare Moon, who all looked significantly worse for the wear than her. “Come on, let’s go meet up with all the other yous back at the town hall.”
The Nightmare Moons nodded, and banked to follow behind Rainbow Dash on the flight back to the center of town. There, just outside the town hall, the small army of Nightmare Moons had gathered. The three clones with Rainbow Dash flew to join the crowd while she landed by her friends, who were on the veranda just outside the front door of the town hall.
“Last hydra sent packing,” Dash proclaimed proudly.
“Good,” Twilight stated with a nod before placing a check mark on a piece of paper. “That should be all the monsters. Still, Rainbow Dash, I want you and Fluttershy to sweep through town and make sure everything is clear. I don’t want to bring any ponies back here until we’re sure that all these things are gone.”
“What about us, sugarcube?” Applejack asked.
“You take Rarity, Zecora and Pinkie Pie and head up to the castle. Tell everypony there that we think all the monsters are gone, and that it should be safe to come back fairly soon.”
“And what about you?”
“I’ll stay here until Fluttershy and Rainbow Dash have finished sweeping the town, and then I’ll meet you at the castle with them and Nyx,” Twilight assured as she stepped away from the table, which had been her command center throughout the long morning.
All her friends nodded, and each quickly headed off to their assigned tasks while Twilight moved towards the crowd of Nightmare Moon clones. “Are there any monsters left?” the closest of the clones asked.
“No, I think we got them all. You can pull yourself back together now.”
All the Nightmare Moons nodded, and each turned into an indigo cloud before all the clouds gathered together into a single mass just a few feet in front of Twilight. It only took a moment for that single cloud to materialize into Nightmare Moon, and a moment later she collapsed on the ground with a painful whinny.
“Nyx!” Twilight yelped before quickly rushing over to her side. “Are you okay?”
Nightmare Moon coughed, and struggled to pull herself off the ground. “I’m... fine... it’s just... when my copies....came back together... all the injuries... my clones received... are now affecting me.”
“All the injuries?!” Twilight exclaimed, and Nightmare Moon just nodded before pulling herself off the ground. Now, every injury she had endured was clearly visible to Twilight, and it made her lift a hoof to her mouth in shock. Nightmare Moon’s body was littered with cuts, she wasn’t able to put weight on her front right leg, and one of her wings hung limply at her side. On top of it all, Nightmare Moon’s breathing was labored, as if every breath caused pain to shoot through her body.
“We got to get you to Nurse Redheart right away,” Twilight said firmly.
Nightmare Moon took a few ginger, limped steps away from. “No... I’ll be fine. You’ll need... need me here in case... there are more monsters.”
“No, I’m sure we got all of them. You should got to the castle and lie down before you-”
“TWILIGHT!!!”
The shout drew Twilight’s attention skyward, and she saw Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy flying towards her in a rush. “What is it?” she called up to them.
“There’s one left, a lupus, but it’s way bigger than the others!” Rainbow Dash shouted while waving her hooves above her head.
“Where is it?”
“It’s coming this way!” Fluttershy answered while pointing a hoof. Twilight turned her head in the direction Fluttershy was pointing, and she felt her blood turn to ice in her veins. Charging down the street towards her and Nightmare Moon was a lupus, but it was not a lupus minor. No, this was a full grown lupus major, a constellation wolf as large as Nightmare Moon and four times as ferocious as the smaller, younger lupus minors that had been terrorizing Ponyville.
The beast barreled towards them like a runaway locomotive, closing the several blocks’ distance at a speed that rivaled even Rainbow Dash’s. The two pegasi in the air were shouting for Twilight and Nightmare Moon to get out of the way, and Twilight couldn't deny her first instinct was to run.
Then Twilight glanced over at Nightmare Moon. She was barely able to stand and probably couldn't fly. There was no way she could get away, and Twilight wasn't going to leave Nightmare Moon alone with the wolf. She wasn't going to abandon her again.
Unwilling to flee, Twilight furrowed her eyebrows and put herself directly in front of Nightmare Moon. She lowered herself down, and began to call on her magic in preparation for a fight. She was, after all, a unicorn that had handled an ursa minor, and the lupus major, while more vicious, was a lot smaller.
The lupus major was almost upon her, but Twilight was ready. She'd wait for the creature to leap up, and then she'd catch it in her levitation magic and throw it back down the street. It wasn't easy to levitate things so big, but she knew she could do it. She wouldn't let an overgrown wolf lay a paw on Nightmare Moon.
Twilight gritted her teeth as the lupus got close enough to pounce, and the constellation wolf throwing itself into the air in a grand, arching lunge. It was bearing its fangs and its claws were extended, ready to grab hold of pony and tear into her flesh. Twilight was just about to unleash her spell when a cloud of indigo shot past her, snapped at the wolf like a whip, and knocked it back several feet.
“Get out of here!” Nightmare Moon ordered Twilight, “I'll handle this.”
“No! I'm not-”
“THIS ISN'T A DISCUSSION!” Nightmare Moon bellowed as her mane flared. Before Twilight could shout another protest, the mane had lashed out, and encased Twilight as well as Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy. Nightmare Moon’s eyes then glowed white, and three bright flashes shown out from inside her mane.
She has sent the three mares away to safety, they were gone, and as Nightmare Moon panted from the exertion of magic, she turned her attention to the lupus major. It was slowly walking towards her with a murderous intent in its eyes, and she met it’s glare with her own.
~~~
Twilight blinked, shook her head, and tried to grasp what had just happened. One moment she saw Nightmare Moon getting attacked, but then her vision had been blocked with Nightmare Moon’s mane. The next moment Twilight was looking out over Ponyville.
“Where... what!?” Twilight asked as she started to look around. She, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy were at Nightmare Moon’s castle, standing on top of the gatehouse. The gallows that Twilight had almost been hung had been removed, torn straight from the wall, giving Twilight a clear view of Ponyville below.
Dash recovered from the teleportation spell, and jumped into a hover. “How the hay did we get here?”
“Argh, it was Nyx! She must have teleported us away from the fight!” Twilight shouted. She lifted her forehooves, and placed them on the gatehouse’s battlements so she could balance on her back legs and look into Ponyville.
“But, Twilight, does that mean she’s still-”
Fluttershy’s question was interrupted by a loud crash that drew the mares attention and made them look in the direction of town. From their position on top of the gatehouse, they could see glimpses of Nightmare Moon as she fought with the lupus major in the center of Ponyville. She was standing off from the wolf and was on her hooves, but her movements made it apparent she was injured, tired, and at a major disadvantage.
“What is she thinking?! She’s going to get herself killed!” Twilight shouted. “We have to get down there and help her!”
“Twilight, if you go down there you’ll just get yourself killed,” Rainbow Dash told her. “Nightmare Moon can handle it.”
“She’s hurt, Rainbow, badly! If we don’t help-” Twilight’s protest was silenced as she felt a wave of magic wash over her. She looked to Ponyville, and could not see Nightmare Moon or the lupus major anywhere. There was, however, something Twilight could see. From between a few buildings, Nightmare Moon’s swirling mane began to rise up into the air above the town. It went several stories up before it began to form into a threatening cloud, a cloud that soon began to crackle with energy.
The energy and magic built up quickly, and then its power was unleashed. A single, thick burst of lightning arced down, cut through the air, and caused a thunder clap that could not only heard but felt by all the ponies hiding in the castle.
The strike of the lightning threw up a dark cloud of smoke where it struck, obscuring much of Ponyville. Twilight strained her eyes to see what was happening, but it was impossible. She wanted to race down there to make sure Nightmare Moon was alright, but fear had rooted her hooves in place. What if she was attacked by the lupus major, or what if she found Nightmare Moon dead?
For several minutes, Twilight could only watch Ponyville with Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy by her side. The dust that had been thrown up began to drift on the wind, and the dark cloud that was Nightmare Moon’s mane fizzled and disappeared as well.
The first sign of life came from the lupus major. Twilight only saw glimpses of it at first. That, however, was enough for her to see that the creature was running away from Ponyville. It was also limping, but the beast still managed an impressive pace despite its injury. It raced all the way to the edge of the Everfree Forest, and there it paused. It looked back at Ponyville, and then kicked some dirt in the town’s direction before disappearing back into the forest.
The next sign of life came a few minutes later, which felt like a torturous amount of time for Twilight. It was Dash who saw it first, and she quickly called out and drew Twilight’s attention to another part of town. There, a black figure had just rounded a corner, and was now slowly limping up the road to the castle. It moved agonizingly slowly and looked to be in a lot of pain, but she was there... and she was alive.
Twilight didn’t waste a single moment and broke into a gallop. She ran down the steps that connected the top of the gatehouse to the courtyard below, and she began pushing through the tightly packed crowd of ponies who had hidden in the castle’s safe embrace during the attack. It took a few minutes for Twilight to push her way through, but after passing through a few final groups she was free of the crowd and running through the castle gates. Yet, just as she had gotten outside, she slide to a stop as her eyes grew wide.
Nightmare Moon was just a few yards away, and was still continuing her slow limp towards the castle gates. To Twilight, it looked like Nightmare Moon was on the verge of collapse. She winced with each step, each breath was labored, and her injured wing dragged on the ground beside her. The lupus major had left her with several fresh wounds, though they were almost lost amongst her existing injuries.
The armor Nightmare Moon wore was torn to shreds. There were deep claw marks in several places, including one across the eye of her helmet. Her makeup was also gone, sweated and rubbed off thanks to the strain of battle. Even Nightmare Moon’s mane seemed injured. The usually full, flowing, star speckled mass of indigo was pale and sickly, and came off of Nightmare Moon, not like a consistent cloud, but in thin trails and wisps.
“What did you do?”
For a moment Nightmare Moon chose to ignore Twilight, and just continued to limp towards the castle. It wasn’t out of rudeness, but from the sheer fact that she was finding it difficult to breathe. Once she had gotten a little closer, Nightmare Moon stopped, gasped a few times, and then was able to find her voice.
“I... I couldn’t let you... attack the lupus... it might have hurt you. I was... fighting it... but it pinned me to the ground... I couldn’t make... the lupus let go. So... I shocked us both.... with a bolt of lightning.”
“But why would you do that? Why did you teleport me away? I told you I could handle it!”
“Because... I didn't want to see you... I didn't want to see anypony... get hurt. I... I can bear the pain. It's... better for me to be hurt... if it... means... I can protect... the ponies I care about.”
Nightmare Moon grunted as she brought herself through the castle gates. She limped into the courtyard, where the entire town populace was watching. The ponies made a wide path for her, much like they did when she passed amongst them before. This time, they stepped aside not just from fear. Some stepped back in respect.
With her slow steps, Nightmare Moon finally reached the center of the castle’s front courtyard. There, she stopped to rest and catch her breath. She wavered and tilted, like she was about to fall, but then she took in a deep breath and looked across the surrounding sea of ponies.
Everypony... they were all safe. She had managed to protect them, and... she almost thought they were looking at her with concern, instead of fear and loathing... but then again she was feeling rather light-headed. Still, that didn’t matter. She had done it, she had kept them safe.
“The... the creatures of Everfree... have been driven back. Ponyville is safe, and you may return... to your homes,” Nightmare Moon called out, trying to give her voice strength. She then took another step, with the intention of going back into the castle. Yet, she did not make it five more feet before her foot caught on an uneven stone.
Nightmare Moon fell, and hit the ground hard. Audible gasps cascaded across the courtyard at the sight of the once greatly feared alicorn falling over and lying so motionlessly on the ground. Still, none of them moved to help her. All they could do was glance anxiously amongst each other, unsure whether to help or not.
The only one that did not hold back was Twilight. She was at Nightmare Moon’s side almost instantly, looking over her in a panic.
“Nyx... NYX! Wake up!” Twilight shouted. She put her head down beside Nightmare Moon’s mouth. She was unconscious and she was still breathing... but the breathing was weak. Twilight began to hyper-ventilate, nudging Nightmare Moon’s head. Nightmare Moon, however, didn’t rise, and her breathing was only growing weaker.
Twilight stepped back quickly, and began calling on her magic. “Don’t... don’t you worry, Nyx. I’ll get you inside, and get you patched up. Yeah, I’ll carry you inside and get you bandaged. It will be just like when I found you in the forest, and you’ll be okay, just like you were then.”
Twilight found concentrating difficult. The exhaustion of a long day and the stress of her own emotions making it hard to focus on her magic. Still, she managed to lift Nightmare Moon up, and holder her a few feet above the ground in a levitation spell. Twilight then turned to the crowd watching her, noticing that some of them were frozen in shock.
“Quick, somepony find a first aid kit or something! She needs help!”
Yet, despite Twilight’s call for help, nopony moved. They just stood there, watching with mixed emotions. Some of them couldn’t bear to look Twilight in the eyes. Others were confused and surprised. Some even looked on in anger and disbelief, as if she was doing something wrong. All this drew angry tears to Twilight’s eyes, and she glared at the crowd of ponies.
“What are you doing?!” Twilight screamed at the crowd, making a number of them step back anxiously. “She needs help! She’s hurt, and she got hurt protecting us! I know... I know you’re scared of her... but she needs help!”
Twilight grew hysterical, and a tone of desperation began to enter her voice. “Please... please... we can’t let her... please, I need help! I can’t... I can’t help her by myself. I’m not a doctor, I’m not even a nurse... I need help... she needs help! PLEASE!”
Twilight was crying openly at this point. Her begging eyes searched for somepony, anypony that was willing to help her. Those nearby, however, choose to turn away, unwilling or unable to meet her gaze: the gaze of a mother who was terrified she was about to lose her daughter.
“You... YOU MONSTERS! SHE JUST SAVED YOU! SAVED YOUR CHILDREN! WHY WON’T YOU HELP?!”
Before Twilight could snap or break down, she felt a hoof on her shoulder.
“Don’t worry Twilight, we’re here.”
Twilight snapped her head around, and smiled through the panicked tears on her face. Floating in the air beside her was Fluttershy, and she was offering a very gentle and reassuring smile. Behind her were other ponies wiling to help; they had been behind her the entire time, always willing to help. Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Applejack, Pinkie Pie, and Zecora stepped out from the crowd, along with other ponies as well.
Nurse Redheart stood with saddle bags laden with medical supplies, and Cheerilee was beside the others carrying a first aid kit she had been using to tend to ponies with very minor injuries. It took her longer, because she wanted to speak with her daughter first, but Ditzy Doo also came up, ignoring her own injured wing. To top it all of, even Dr. Stable step forward from the crowd to offer his expertise.
These were only the first. Other ponies started to step out from the crowd. Some Twilight recognized, others she didn’t, but that didn’t matter at the moment. They were there, willing to help her... to help Nightmare Moon.
“We need to get her inside, and start tending her wounds,” Dr. Stable told the still growing group of ponies. “Twilight, continue to levitate her gently as gently as you can, and try to keep her as still and level as possible. Rainbow Dash, I need you to go back to the clinic in town. Find your way to the surgery room, and open a big, blue cabinet. Inside will be a large black bag. I need you to get that for me as quickly as possible.”
“You got it,” Rainbow Dash said before quickly zipping off towards Ponyville.
Dr. Stable nodded, and then looked to everypony else. “The rest of you, help clear a path. We need to get her inside, now!”
The ponies nodded and went to work quickly. Most ran ahead and cleared a path to the castle doors. Others began doing anything and everything Dr. Stable needed. All the while, Twilight waited for her cue to move Nightmare Moon inside, and as she waited, she lowered her a few inches.
She draw Nightmare Moon close, and gently nuzzled her cheek, “You’re going to be all right,” Twilight assured her, “I promise, you’re going to be all right.”
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Chapter 19
Recovery
===================
Ponyville had survived the monster attack from the Everfree Forest, but not unscathed. The town had been ravaged. Yet, through it all, the most important part of Ponyville, its residents, had survived. Some had been hurt, the worst of the injuries being broken bones, but it was nothing that wouldn’t mend with time.
For the first couple of hours, most ponies chose to remain in the safe embrace of Nightmare Moon’s castle. Very few were able to find the courage to venture beyond the protective walls, and none got very far before their nerves and fears drove them running back to the stone fortress.
Despite their fears, the ponies of Ponyville knew they couldn’t stay sheltered in the castle forever. After giving everypony time to rest and recover, the Mayor of Ponyville, Ivory Scroll, called on every willing and able pegasus. The fastest of the pegasi were tasked to fly out to the rest of Equestria, warning the kingdom that the monsters were now a much greater threat as well as seeking aid for Ponyville. The rest were tasked with taking an account of the damage the town had suffered.
It wasn’t long after the pegasi flew out that news of which buildings were destroyed and damaged began to stream into the castle, and the news was grim. Many homes and business had been utterly crushed. Some families lost everything except their lives and loved ones. Other buildings were on the verge of collapse and would require extensive repair to be made habitable again. It was news that left many ponies sobbing, though through the tears they clung tightly to their friends and families, thankful that they had somepony to embrace.
Despite the dark reality, glimmers of hope shone through. While she could not compare with Twilight, the Mayor began organizing the town’s populace. Under the khaki-colored mare’s guidance, fresh life was breathed into Nightmare Moon’s castle. Halls, which had been hollow and lifeless that morning, once again bustled with ponies coming and going in every direction. By the time the sun was nearing the western horizon, the castle had undergone a transformation.
To those who were without a roof over their heads, the castle became a refuge. The guard barracks, guest bedrooms, and larger hallways became a temporary home for ponies who had lost everything or were too scared to leave the castle. Cots and sleeping bags filled every available inch of space, but some ponies were happy to lay down on the floor with just a blanket and pillow. The beds in the castle were reserved for the sick and injured, but nopony complained.
For those who were hungry, the castle became a place to find a filling meal. Ponies who were willing to share their stores of food gave purpose to the castle’s kitchen. Simple, warm, and much-appreciated meals were quickly prepared and passed out to the hungry. They ate in in the castle’s dining room, which for the first time was filled well-past capacity.
To the ponies who were injured, both before and during the attack, the castle's medical chambers once again became a place of healing. While Nurse Redheart tended to Nightmare Moon, Dr. Stable, Nurse Tenderheart, and other volunteers tended to the needs of the sick and injured.
Overall, the castle, which had once been a place of fear and dread, had become a safe haven in a terrible storm. It was a place where a pony could find rest, food, medical aid and, most importantly, some peace of mind. The castle’s thick outer walls, which were being dutifully patrolled by volunteers, provided a sense of security to those who feared the monsters would return in the night.
Yet, amongst the hustle and bustle that now filled most of the fortress, there was one hallway and room many purposefully avoided, even if it meant going along a much longer route through the corridors. A hallway where, on one side, there was a large pair of doors emblazoned with a royal seal of a crescent moon.
It was the hallway that connected to the throne room of Nightmare Moon.
And it was in this hallway that Twilight Sparkle waited. She sat on the floor, her back and head resting against the wall’s cold stone as she stared at the ceiling. Inside the throne room, Nurse Redheart and Fluttershy were tending to Nightmare Moon while her friends and the other ponies that had helped get her into the palace had moved on to other tasks.
Twilight was the only one not doing anything and it was a fact that nipped and chewed at the back of her mind. She felt she should have been doing something, anything. She could have been helping the mayor organize the relief efforts, or using her magic to help lift and move things in town. Yet, the mare just couldn’t bring herself to step more than five feet away from the throne room doors.
Twilight wanted to be inside the throne room, if only to be there for Nightmare Moon. Nurse Redheart, however, had insisted she stay outside, turning the hallway into an impromptu waiting room. Twilight had protested, but Redheart wouldn’t budge. She explained in no uncertain terms that, while she sympathized with Twilight, she couldn’t have her in the room in case something went wrong.
Shifting her gaze away from the ceiling, Twilight looked out at one of the nearby windows. The sky was starting to shift from a pristine blue to a warm, welcoming orange: a picturesque sunset, one that at least distracted Twilight from her concerns. She took in the spectrum of colors, and stared until the creaking of hinges drew her attention to the opening throne room doors.
Nurse Redheart was the first to step out. She was carrying not only her medical saddle bags, but the doctoral bag Dr. Stable had Rainbow Dash fetch from the clinic as well. Fluttershy was following close behind, and she carefully closed the door behind her once both she and Redheart were in the hallway.
“How... how is she?” Twilight asked, afraid of what the answer would be.
“She was gravely injured, Twilight. We did what we could to tend to the wounds. She’s stable for the moment, which is a start. The next few hours are going to be critical, but all we can do is wait. It’s all up to her now.”
“Can... can I go see her? Is she awake?”
“Yes, but don’t take too long,” Nurse Redheart advised, “She needs rest more than anything else. No, I have to go check on the other ponies at the clinic, but Fluttershy will be right outside the door if you need anything.”
Twilight nodded, and watched Nurse Redheart leave in the direction of the castle’s medical wing. At the same time, Fluttershy landed beside the door, placed a hoof on it, and nudged it open before turning her eyes to Twilight. “Are you ready to go in?”
Twilight was afraid of what conditions she would find Nightmare Moon in, and for a moment wondered if it would be better if she just stayed outside. Still, Fluttershy’s reassuring smile gave her some courage and, after taking a deep breath, she slipped through the open door into the throne room.
The stained glass windows were still broken, although they’d been covered with banners from another part of the castle to keep the cool evening breeze out. Gentle white light came from the gemstones embedded around the walls, though many of them had been covered with fabric so there was a comfortable dimness to the room.
Near the center of the space, a makeshift bed had been assembled. Blankets, pillows and soft cushions had been scavenged from all around the castle, since the only bed big enough for an alicorn was up in Nightmare Moon’s private chambers, and Dr. Stable had made it clear Nightmare Moon needed medical treatment immediately, not after a team of pones had gone upstairs, disassembled her bed, brought it to the throne room, and assembled it.
Still, the makeshift bed served its purpose. It provided a soft place for wounded pony to rest, and as Twilight drew closer, it looked like Nightmare Moon was sleep. Her eyes were closed and her breathing, while weak, was consistent. Her mane was beginning to look a little more like it used to and, most importantly, all of her injuries had been treated. It wasn’t exactly top quality medical work, but Nurse Redheart and Fluttershy had done amazingly well considering the lack of the supplies. They had considered putting her in the medical chambers with the others injured during the attack and where Dr. Stable and Nurse Tenderheart would be able to help with her treatment. Still, not only was there not enough room in the medical wing for Nightmare Moon, but Redheart believed it would be best to treat her someplace private.
That had lead Nightmare Moon being where she was as Twilight walked closer. She didn’t wake Nightmare Moon, she knew that she needed to let her rest. Still, Twilight wanted to be someplace close. She wanted to be there when Nightmare Moon finally did open her eyes.
Thankfully, the bed that had been assembled was far bigger than it needed to be. While Nightmare Moon took up the center, there was plenty of space on the edges for a pony to lie down, and that’s just what Twilight did. She drew herself up onto a corner near Nightmare Moon’s head, laid herself down, rested her head on top of her forelegs, and just watched Nightmare Moon sleep.
~~~
Twilight wasn’t sure when she had fallen asleep, but she awoke to the sensation of someone tapping on her shoulder. She sat up, yawned, and after giving her eyes a moment to focus and adjust, she looked to see who was there. “Mayor?” she muttered groggily while rubbing one of her eyes.
Ivory Scroll nodded her head. “Yes, and I’m sorry to wake you, Twilight, but can I talk with you outside?”
“Of course,” Twilight replied as she carefully got up from the bed. She looked back to see Nightmare Moon was still sleeping off her injuries, and she smiled a little when she saw Nightmare Moon’s mane looked thicker than it did when she had fallen asleep. It was something that brought a little bit of relief to Twilight’s mind, and let her believe that Nightmare Moon was in fact recovering.
A small cough from Ivory Scroll reminded Twilight why she had been woken up, and she quickly fell in line behind the mayor. They slipped out of the room quietly, and into the adjoining hallway.
“I do apologize for disturbing you. I know you’re worried about her,” the mayor said once the throne room doors were closed.
“It’s okay,” Twilight reassured the mayor. “She’s getting better, and that’s all that matters. Now, what did you want to talk about?”
“There are a few things, actually,” the Ivory began. She lead Twilight over to a window and pointed outside with a hoof. “First, I wanted you to see that.”
Twilight followed the mayor’s pointing hoof, trying to see what was so important, but Ivory Scroll seemed to be pointing at nothing. The window in question offered a fairly beautiful view of the castle courtyard, where a few ponies were walking back and forth. She could see part of the castle’s outer walls, and beyond that the sun was hanging just above the far horizon, setting the sky ablaze with the warm colors of late afternoon.
“Um... what am I supposed to be looking at?”
“The sunset.”
“What about it?”
“Twilight, it’s a little past ten, in the evening,” Ivory explained flatly. “The sun should have gone down over an hour ago. Ponies are starting to worry.”
Twilight glanced at the mayor in disbelief, and came to realize she had slept longer than she’d thought. “Yeah... I guess that’s the problem when there is only one alicorn in Equestria. I’m sorry, but I doubt Nyx is going to be strong enough to handle moving the sun and moon for at least a few days.”
“That’s why I wanted to talk to you. I’ve been asked to enquire as to whether the Elements of Harmony can be used to free Celestia and Luna. We believe that, since Nightmare Moon imprisoned them, if she wer-”
Twilight bristled and interrupted her. “You want me to use the Elements of Harmony on Nyx!?”
“No, I don’t mean it like that,” Ivory quickly corrected. “What I meant to say was, is it possible for the Elements to undo her banishment spell?”
Twilight's anger cooled as quickly as it had ignited, and the gears in her mind turned as she looked out at the sunset. “I don’t know... maybe. I’d need to ask Nyx how the banishment spell works. Maybe then my friends and I can use the Elements of Harmony to bypass it, but I can’t ask Nyx anything until she wakes up.”
“I understand,” the mayor said gently. “When I realized the sun wasn’t going to set, I sent out several messengers to tell the rest of Equestria what’s going on. The pegasi weren’t happy, since they had only just gotten back from taking my last set of letters. Thankfully, Rainbow Dash pep-talked them into flying out again, and the messages will, hopefully, keep most ponies from panicking.”
“Hopefully,” Twilight echoed before she turned away from the distant, perpetual sunset. “So, was that everything?”
“For the moment, though Applejack caught me on my way here. She was taking a break from the kitchens and wanted me to try and get you to eat something. From what she says, you haven’t had a bite all day.”
“Thank you, but-” Twilight began. She was trying to politely refuse the mayor’s offer, but her grumbling stomach betrayed her. With a weak laugh and a hoof placed over her stomach to quite it’s protests, Twilight gave her head a nod. “Okay, maybe a sandwich.”
~~~
It didn’t take long for the pair to reach the castle’s dining room, and despite the late hour, there were still several ponies mulling about. Twilight could only guess that some of them, like her, had lost track of time at some point thanks to the halted sunset.
“It looks like Applejack really did a great job keeping the kitchen busy,” Twilight remarked as she and Ivory Scroll crossed the room. She took notice of the number of ponies still eating at the dining table. “It was a good idea to ask her to lead the kitchen crew.”
The mayor nodded as she and Twilight got in the line for food. “Yes, it was, and the ponies helping her have really been going all-out. The food itself is pretty simple and bland, but it’s filling and the kitchen crew is working quickly enough to keep most ponies fed.”
It didn’t take long for the pair to get their food, mostly because there weren’t too many ponies trying to get something to eat so late at night. Twilight used her magic to carry both her plate and the mayors, and after the pair had place to sit at the room’s massive dining table, Twilight licked her lips and sniffed eagerly at the food. “Mmmmm... this smells so good.”
“Yes, it does,” the mayor agreed with a little laugh before taking a bite from her meal. Twilight was about to do the same, only to feel a tap on her shoulder. When she turned, she saw a particular mulberry pony standing beside her, with a pair of saddlebags resting on her back.
“I hope I’m not interrupting you, Twilight,” Cheerilee said as Twilight turned to face her.
“Don’t worry about it. How are you doing?”
“I think I’m going to have nightmares for a few weeks thanks to that scorpio, but I’m fine otherwise. I just wanted to give you something.” At that Cheerilee bent her head back, reached into her saddle bags, and pulled out a small stack of papers.
“What are these?” Twilight asked as the papers were set on the table beside her.
“Well, after what happened, I thought some of the fillies and colts around the castle needed something to do, something to keep them from thinking about what happened. Now, I don’t know how, but your friend Pinkie Pie managed to find a bunch of art and craft supplies. The little ponies spent part of the afternoon drawing... and I thought you’d like to have a few of the pictures they made.”
Twilight glanced at the stack of papers that had been set down beside her, and used her magic to pick them up. She looked at the first one, a rather crude crayon drawing. It depicted a small, blue, stick-figure pony standing with two larger ponies, with squiggles of grass beneath and a big, happy sun in the corner. It was just the kind of image one would see hanging on a school bulletin board.
But what made Twilight stare was what had been written on the picture. Above the drawing were the words “To Nightmare Moon” while at the bottom the young artist had written “Thank you for protecting my family.”
Twilight flipped to the next picture in the pile. It was a better drawing, and she could actually recognize the ponies in the picture. She saw Applejack and Nightmare Moon standing on top of a defeated Cerberus, which had little swirls for all six of its eyes. The text below the image read: “Thanks for keeping my sister safe. Get well soon Nyx. From: Apple Bloom.”
There were only a hoof-full of drawings in the stack, but they all shared a similar theme. They were warm wishes and “thank you’s” for Nightmare Moon. It was something that left Twilight gawking in disbelief, with her mouth hanging open. She looked at each picture, when through the whole pile, and only then did she look back to Cheerilee.
“Did you...”
“Tell them to do this? No,” Cheerilee answered with a shake of her head. “It was Apple Bloom, actually. She started doing her picture, and when the other little ponies asked what she was drawing, some of them wanted to do it too. I didn’t have a thing to do with it.
“Though, if you don’t mind.” Cheerilee paused at this, and reached into her bag a second time. She removed from it a folded piece of paper, which she set on the table where the stack of drawings had been a few moments before. “Would you give this to Nyx, please? That... that one’s from me.”
Twilight smiled, taking up the folded piece of paper, and added it to the stack of crayon drawings. “Of course. And... thank you, Cheerilee, for bringing these to me.”
“It’s the least I can do, Twilight. Now, I’m going to go and try to get some sleep but, if you need my help with anything, just ask, okay?”
“Okay,” Twilight replied before she watched Cheerilee walk off. She then turned back to the stack of papers she was holding in her magic. She set them down delicately, as if they would turn to dust if she was too rough with them, and then quickly went back to her meal. She ate as fast as she could without being rude to the mayor or other ponies around. Then, once she was done with her meal, she took up the stack of drawings again and galloped from the room, so that she and the papers would be there when Nightmare Moon woke up.
~~~
Nightmare Moon groaned. She didn’t know how long she had been asleep, but that really didn’t matter to her at the moment. She was stiff all over, and any attempt to stretch and relieve that stiffness only made her realize how sore she was. She was lying on something soft but uneven, which was only moderately comfortable at best.
For a few minutes, Nightmare Moon was content with just rubbing the side of her head against whatever she was lying on, trying to relieve a small itch. Yet, as she became properly acquainted with how horrible she felt, the thing that pressed itself at the front of her mind was how dry her mouth was. Without even thinking, she licked her lips, hoping for a glass of water.
As if by magic, she felt something near her mouth and heard a familiar, gentle voice speaking softly to her. “Here, Nurse Redheart said I should get you to drink this when you woke up.”
The thing that was near her mouth was a straw and, after fumbling with it for a moment, Nightmare Moon got her lips around it. She took a sip, and shivered a little as the cool, crisp freshness of the water slipped over her tongue. Water had never tasted so good and she greedily drank it, not only to wet her mouth but also to sedate her thirst. She sucked the glass of water dry in a matter of seconds.
When the cup was empty and the straw was moved away from her mouth, Nightmare Moon attempted to lift her head. She winced as the joints in her neck popped and cracked, but she forced her head up all the same before opening her eyes. She saw she was in the throne room, and she took notice of the bed she was lying in. Nightmare Moon also noted that she was practically covered from head-to-hoof in bandages and that her wing was held against her side in a simple sling.
“How are you feeling?”
Nightmare Moon turned her head, and looked in the area near where her head had been lying. There, looking back with an honest and relieved smile, was Twilight.
“Sore...” Nightmare Moon replied as she laid her head back down.
Twilight leaned her head to one side as she stood up. “Well, you did get hurt pretty badly.” Then, with some careful maneuvering, Twilight climbed up onto the bed and put herself right beside Nightmare Moon’s head. She then bent her head down, and gently nuzzled at Nightmare Moon’s cheek. “Still, I’m so glad to see you’re awake. You had me worried.”
“How long have I been asleep?”
“Don’t worry about that right now,” Twilight instructed as she stood up straight. She called on her magic, and from nearby, a pitcher of water floated into view. She refilled the empty glass before holding the straw up to Nightmare Moon’s mouth a second time.
Nightmare Moon drank every drop, though she did not drain the glass as quickly as she had the first time. Her mouth was no longer feeling dry, and as Twilight took the empty glass a way, Nightmare Moon whispered a quiet “thank you.”
“Do you want some more?”
“No,” Nightmare Moon replied with a weak shake of her head.
With a nod, Twilight set the empty glass over by the pitcher and then turned her attention back to Nightmare Moon. “Are you hungry? I could go get you something from the castle kitchens.”
“I doubt there is much in there that hasn’t spoiled since the Children of Nightmare left.”
“Actually, the mayor and a bunch of other ponies have been using the castle as a kind of refugee camp. A lot of homes got damaged and destroyed during the monster attack, so they’ve been staying here. I hope that’s okay.”
Nightmare Moon let a thin smile creep onto her face. “I don’t mind, and... it’s nice to hear this castle can be used for something good.”
Twilight nodded her head in agreement. “It is. Still, do you want me to get you something?”
“No, I’m not hungry at the moment, but how is everypony?”
“They’re fine,” Twilight answered softly, “Thanks to you.”
“I only bought time. It was you and your friends that got everypony out safely.”
“Something we couldn’t have done without you to hold back the monsters. You helped save lives, Nyx... you made me so proud.”
“Proud? How can you honestly be proud of me?” Nightmare Moon asked. She shifted her gaze to the far side of the room, unwilling and unable to look at Twilight. “After everything I’ve done you should hate me, just like they all do.”
Twilight lifted a hoof, and ran it once through Nightmare Moon’s mane. The magical mane flowed around her leg like water, and it felt as cool as an evening breeze. “You’ve made mistakes, Nyx, but they’re mistakes you’ve tried to fix.”
“Nothing that I would have needed to do if I hadn’t been such a fool,” Nightmare Moon snapped, more at herself than at Twilight. “You were right all along, and I finally understand what you were trying to tell me. I may be Nightmare Moon, but that doesn’t mean I have to act like I did before. I didn’t have to listen to Spell Nexus or be the mare Celestia feared. Nopony could have forced me to do anything once I was fully resurrected.
“But... but I was so angry. I was angry at Celestia, and... at you.” Nightmare Moon’s voice began to tremble as she fought back tears. “You let Celestia take me... you abandoned me and lied to me... and I hated you for it. I hated you so much.
“All I had left were my memories... all those memories of hating Equestria, of wanting the eternal night. My memories of being sealed in the moon.” Nightmare Moon’s voice dropped to a whisper, and she paused a moment. Twilight opened her mouth to offer her some comfort, but Nightmare Moon continued speaking before she could utter a single word.
“So I played the part. Like a stupid little filly in a stupid school play, I played the part of the monster. I played the role because it’s the only thing that felt true. It’s what Spell Nexus was telling me, it’s what Celestia feared, and it’s what my own memories told me was true.
“But I can’t be the way I was... and I don’t want to be like that ever again. That, however, doesn’t change what I’ve done. You and all of Equestria should just hate me... hate and despise me just like when Luna was Nightmare Moon... because that’s all I deserve.”
“No,” Twilight interrupted firmly. “No, that’s not all you deserve. You deserve more than that, and I don’t hate you.”
“You’re lying... just like you were lying to me before. You have to hate me. I’ve been the worst daughter in the world... you should hate me.”
“But I don’t, Nyx.”
Nightmare Moon gritted her teeth as her anger flared. “Don’t you get it!? No matter what you call me, no matter how I behave, I’m still the mare that locked up your mentor, that tried to kill you and your friends! I’m still the mare that usurped Equestria’s throne, locked you in a dungeon, and almost let Nexus kill you! I am still and forever will be Nightmare Moon! So tell me how can you not despise me?!”
“Because, Nyx, I’m your mother, and a mother will always love her daughter, no matter what.”
Nightmare Moon shut her eyes tight. She was trying to hold it back, trying to keep strong and resist, but it was all for naught. Twilight had broken down the emotional dam that had built up inside her. All of the pain, guilt, and confusion she had been bottling up was released, and it flooded her mind.
And so she wept. Nightmare Moon wept openly while attempting to blubber out apology after apology. Not since she had been a filly had Nightmare Moon let her tears flow so freely. She cried and apologized for everything she had done, for everypony she had hurt, and for all the things she had put Twilight through.
She cried, and Twilight took it all in while trying her best to comfort the mare she called her daughter. She got as close as she could, and nuzzled the side of Nightmare Moon’s head. It had been easier for Twilight to comfort Nightmare Moon when she was still a little filly... but Twilight did her best. She did everything she, as a mother, could do to soothe her daughter. She even cried right alongside Nightmare Moon.
The tears that spilled from the pair’s eyes, however, were not just tears of sorrow. Some were tears of shared pain, for the things they had both done wrong. Yet others were tears of joy, the pair sharing in an embrace they had been denied for so long.
After several long weeks, Twilight knew, without a doubt, that she had her daughter back.
~~~
Nightmare Moon cried for a long time, but with Twilight’s presence she eventually calmed down. She had cried herself dry, of both her tears and the emotions she had bottled up inside. In all, she felt better because of it. Still, as Nightmare Moon’s eyes dried, a single haunting question bubbled to the top of her mind... a question that she couldn’t ignore.
“Twilight... who am I?”
“What do you mean?” Twilight asked gently.
“I... I don’t know who I am any more. I’m Nightmare Moon in body, in past, but... I don’t want to be like that any more. I just want to be Nyx again, but... I can’t. I can’t go back to just being the filly you found in the forest, but I can go forward as Nightmare Moon. I’m stuck, somewhere in the middle... so, who am I?”
Twilight was silent for a time, needing to not only process the question but also carefully choose her response. Her eyes wandered, and looked across Nightmare Moon’s bruised, beaten, and bandaged body. She then breathed a sigh, and shook her head apologetically. “I’m sorry, Nyx, but I honestly can’t say. Everypony needs to decide for herself the kind of pony she is going to be, and you have to figure that out on your own. The only thing I could tell you is what I see.”
“Then what do you see, Twilight? I want the honest truth.”
“I suppose... I see a mare who is neither Nyx nor Nightmare Moon... or, actually, I see a mare that is a bit of both, if that makes sense,” Twilight began as she struggled to find the words to express herself. Thankfully, Nightmare Moon was patient and didn’t press or rush Twilight. She simply waited for her to compose her thoughts.
“Let me put it another way. Back when you were Nyx, you were... a little sensitive.”
“I was a crybaby and a coward,” Nightmare Moon corrected flatly.
“Okay, yes, but that wasn’t entirely your fault. You were young and you had been through a lot, even before I found you in the forest. I doubt any filly could go through what you did and not be a little traumatized.
“But you’re not like that any more,” Twilight continued, smiling a little. “The Nyx I knew... she would never have been able to fight off the monsters like you did. Only a mare like Nightmare Moon would have been able to what you did.”
“So even you finally admit I’m Nightmare Moon.”
“No,” Twilight corrected, “let me finish.”
“Sorry,” Nightmare Moon apologized.
“It’s okay, but your not like the old Nightmare Moon either, not any more. If you were, you would have had the courage to face the monsters, but no reason to. When Luna was Nightmare Moon, she cared about herself first and everypony else second, if at all. If you were really that same pony, you wouldn’t cared about what happened to Ponyville.
“But the Nyx I know does care,” Twilight said as she gave Nightmare Moon a gentle, reassuring touch. “She cares about other ponies, even putting them before herself. She cared about her friends enough that she performed in the Spring Festival Play, despite the fact I told you ‘no’. You were there for them, and it’s because of that compassion that you were willing to fly out and throw yourself in harm’s way to protect Ponyville.
“So,” Twilight continued, “I guess you are a bit of both, perhaps even the best of both. But, as I said before, that is only what I see. It’s up to you to decide just what kind of pony you want to be.
“And, by the way, I’m not the only one that thinks you’re not the same mare any more,” Twilight said as her horn began to glow. She turned her head, and picked up a stack of papers that were lying nearby. She then presented the pile, revealing to Nightmare Moon that the page on the top of the stack was the crayon drawing Apple Bloom had done.
“What... what are these?”
“Well, I think it’s best to call them thank you cards,” Twilight answered as Nightmare Moon took the drawings into her own magic and began flipping through them. Along with the picture from Apple Bloom there were drawings from Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Twist. There were even a few from other ponies in her class, acquaintances who never really liked nor hated her. There was also one from Dinky Doo. It was a crayon drawing of the alicorn zapping a hydra on the flank.
“There’s this as well,” Twilight said while holding out a carefully tri-folded piece of paper, “It’s a letter from Cheerilee.”
Nightmare Moon shifted her gaze, and set down the crayon drawings before she gingerly suspended the letter in her magic. She unfolded it, and after noticing the words were in fact written in Cheerilee’s hoof-writing, she looked to the top of the page and began attentively reading each line.
Dear Nyx,
Earlier today, when some of the fillies and colts I was watching started making get-well cards for you, I felt that I needed to offer a few words of my own to you. The first of those words are thank you. Thank you for saving my life. When that scorpio was about to grab me with its pincer, I had given up hope. I doubted I’d get out of that alive, but you swooped in and saved me, and I thank you for that.
I also wanted to say I’m sorry. I still remember what you said to me that night. When I let you play Nightmare Moon in the school play, I never meant it as an insult. I called the original Nightmare Moon ‘wicked and dastardly’, but those words were never meant for you, a filly I called my student.
Your friends came to me at one time, back when you were making the night last forever. They asked me about you, asked why you were doing what you were doing. Their families weren’t telling them the whole truth and I could tell they were worried. I told them the truth that I believed at the time: that you were confused about who you were, that you just needed some time, and you would eventually do the right thing.
Thank you for proving me right and, though you may now be an adult, I will always treasure the time you were in my class. While some of the students didn’t appreciate your curiosity, I found it refreshing and I hope that you never lose that drive to learn.
So, again, thank you.
Your Former Teacher,
Cheerilee
“It’s hard, sometimes, changing who you are, changing what everypony sees,” Twilight explained as Nightmare Moon stared at the letter and pictures. “Before I came to Ponyville, I was a bookworm with almost no real friends. But I changed. I started studying friendship, and I helped my friends just as much as they helped me. We’ve all grown a little because of the friendship we share. And you taught me what it takes to be a mother, to care for somepony like a daughter.
“It may seem impossible, but you can do it,” Twilight said confidently. “You’ve already started. These fillies and colts, they don’t see you as a monster any more. They see you as the pony who saved their friends and families. You can be the mare you want to be.”
“Can it... can it really be that simple?” Nightmare Moon asked. She lowered the papers and looked at Twilight. “Do I just decide who I want to be?”
“No, it will be a lot of work and it may take a long time to be the mare you want to be. The first step, however, is answering that question: What kind of pony do you want to be?”
Nightmare Moon shifted her gaze down at her bruised and beaten body. She then began to speak slowly, voicing the thoughts that were in her head as they formed. “ I... I want... what I don’t want is to be queen. I don’t want to be a mare that ponies are afraid of. I want to be a pony with friends, with real friends, not servants or subjects. I want Spike and Owlowiscious to be my brothers, even if they aren’t ponies themselves. I want to be a mare that makes you proud, and to be your daughter.
“And... and I don’t want to care or worry any more about my past. I know I’m Nightmare Moon, but I don’t want to be called that any more. I don’t want that to be my name. I... I want my name to be Nyx.”
Twilight smiled, and rested her head against Nyx’s cheek. “Well, to me, it sounds like you want to be a pretty amazing mare.”
“Of course you’d say that,” Nyx replied with a small chuckle, “you’re my mother.”
“Yes, but that doesn’t make it any less true,” Twilight reassured her. Still, after that bit of laughter, Twilight glanced up at the throne room’s covered windows, and the smile withered on her face.
“Nyx?”
“Hmmm?”
“You remember earlier, when you asked how long you were asleep?”
“Yes,” Nyx replied with a nod of her head.
“The honest answer is that it's been a little over half a day.”
Nyx tensed, and tried to sit up from her bed and get to her hooves. Twilight, however, used her magic to force Nyx back down while a stern tone entered her voice. “Nyx, you’re in no condition to be moving around.”
“But, what about the sunset? I need to lower the sun and raise the moon. Horse-feathers, if it has been half a day since I passed out that would make it almost five in the morning.”
“It’s... actually closer to ten,” Twilight admitted.
“Ten!? It’s supposed to be light by now! I missed the entire night!” Nyx panicked, again trying to sit up while Twilight continued to hold her down.
“That doesn’t change the fact you’re not strong enough right now to even consider handling the sun and moon,” Twilight snipped sternly before letting her voice soften. “Honestly, I doubt you’ll be strong enough for a while.”
“But what about Equestria?” Nyx asked. “It needs the sun and moon to move.”
Twilight sighed and nodded her head. “You’re right, Nyx, and that’s something I wanted to talk to you about. Nyx... can you release Celestia and Luna?”
“No,” Nyx answered all too quickly.
“Nyx, they are the only ones-”
“Do you know what you’re asking me to do?” Nyx asked. “If I let them go, I’ll take their place. They’ll banish me to the moon for what I’ve done. I stole their throne and their kingdom, and that was after they each gave me a chance to stop. They each offered me mercy, and I attacked them anyway. If I let them go now, they’ll snow no mercy.”
Twilight gently shushed Nyx, nuzzling the side of her head. “I understand why you’re scared, but Equestria needs them back. What if the monsters attack again while you’re like this? What if it takes you weeks, or months, to get strong enough to move the sun and moon again?”
“I know,” Nyx begrudgingly admitted. “I know I need to let them go, but I don’t want to be banished again. It was hard enough the first time. I wasn’t in pain, but I was cold and lonely. At the same time, Luna and I, our anger, our rage, kept us sane. When she and I were one and the same, we plotted and schemed how we would get back at Equestria.”
Nyx trembled, and drew her legs in close to her body. “But, if I go back now, I won’t have any of that. All I’ll have are my memories in Ponyville, and they’ll only make me long for freedom more.” She tossed her head, and felt herself starting to cry again. “That isn’t even the worst part. By the time Celestia and Luna let me go, or by the time I’m able to free myself, you’d be gone. You and everypony else would be gone. I’d never see Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, Twist, Owlowiscious, Cheerilee, or you again. The only one who would have any chance of still being alive would be Spike.
“I... I don’t want to go back,” Nyx said weakly, tears pooling in her eyes. “I don’t want to be alone again.”
“Shhhh,” Twilight softly soothed, doing her best to calm Nyx. “I know, I don’t want to see you get banished either, but you need to release them. Equestria needs them.”
“But-”
Twilight moved in close, hooked her forelegs around Nyx’s neck, and hugged her tightly. “I promise that I will not let Celestia take you away again. I’ll figure out some way to convince her. I’ll make her understand. I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure you don’t have to be alone for another thousand years.”
Nyx looked away from Twilight, trying to resist. She was injured, but she was still a full grown alicorn and she knew Twilight couldn’t force her to say or do anything about the spell. But... but Twilight’s words were a bitter truth she couldn’t deny.
“The banishment spell... I came to understand it after I was banished by the Elements of Harmony. It’s simple to cast, hard to break, harder to crack, but easy to undo. It’s like a cell door. Without the key, the only way to get out is to smash the door or pick the lock. The Elements of Harmony smashed Celestia free and when you defeated me, or rather me and Luna, in the Everfree Forest. Luna and I, when we were one, we picked the lock of the cell when the stars were in proper alignment.
“But for the thing or pony that cast the spell, their magic is the key to the lock,” Nyx explained. “Even you, without the Elements of Harmony, could undo the locks as long as you have a bit of my magic to act as the key. We could free the princesses within the hour.”
Twilight smiled, and hugged Nyx’s neck even tighter while being careful not to choke her. “Thank you, Nyx.”
“You’re welcome, but can we wait a little while... just a few hours?” Nyx asked.
Twilight pulled herself away from Nyx, and looked into her adoptive daughter’s pleading eyes. “Why do you want to wait?”
“I know you promise you won’t let them banish me, but I’m still scared,” Nyx admitted. “If we’re going to release Celestia and Luna, and if you can’t stop them, I want one last memory. Just one last, good memory... something I can hold onto if the worst should happen.”
A comforting smile formed on Twilight’s lips. "Equestria can wait a couple hours. You can have that good memory, even though I promise it won’t be your last. Still, how about we start this memory off with some food? I could go get us something to eat from the castle kitchens.”
“That... that does sound nice, and after we eat, could we read a book together, like we used to?”
“Of course,” Twilight said as she carefully stood up from the bed. She was trying to keep her voice strong, though it had an audible quiver. “What story would you want to read?”
“You can pick, Twilight... you always pick the best stories.”
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Chapter 20
Judgement
===================
Being imprisoned in the sun is an experience most ponies would find utterly torturous. The bright, glowing orb was pictured by many to be made of swirling fires that would singe, burn, and utterly cremate anything that drew too close.
Yet, to Celestia, the sun was as much a warm embrace as it was her prison. The magic of the banishment spell took everything that made the princess and mixed it with the arcane energies of the sun. It was like Celestia had been stitched into the sun, like a patch sewn onto a piece of fabric. Although she had been made a part of it, she was still able to identify where she ended and the sun began. The same was true for Luna, which was why the moon took on a dark silhouette of a unicorn head. The sun had probably done the same, but no pony could look straight into the celestial sphere long enough to be sure.
Escape from the sun was possible, but it took very delicate work and timing for an alicorn to free herself from such a prison. Celestia had already made a number of attempts, feeling and probing the magic that held her, but an understanding of the spell would not be sufficient. She would need help, an alignment of the planets, stars, or some other celestial event that she could exploit to hold part of the spell open while she unlocked the rest. Yes, escape was possible, but it was a tedious, drawn out game of waiting for the time to be right and for the heavens to align.
Unless she was freed by another...
Just as Celestia was exploring a certain aspect of the spell with her magic, she felt it starting to unlock. It was not like when she had been freed from the sun by the Elements of Harmony. When that had occurred, the elements had burst through the binding spell just as they were purifying Luna. This time though, the spell was unlocking itself. She wasn’t being rescued; she was being released.
Celestia could not ponder this for much longer as the last of the binding spell evaporated away. She was released and, as the spell was designed, she found herself being carried back to Equestria. In just a few seconds, Celestia felt her physical body take shape. She felt the ground beneath her hooves, smelled the clean, fresh air of Equestria as it filled her lungs, and felt the cool chill of evening on her coat.
Opening her eyes, Celestia found herself smiling as she took in her surroundings. She was in a large, elegant room she did not recognize. The stone walls, columns, floor, and ceiling were made of a dark stone. The ceiling itself was dotted with gemstones in a near-perfect depiction of the nighttime sky. She had materialized facing a set of large, blown-out window frames with traces of glass and metal on their edges. Through those openings she could clearly see the beautiful lands of Equestria stretching to the horizon.
“Sister?”
Celestia turned her head to the side, and her smile widened as her gaze met Luna’s. Her sister had also been freed, and was obviously a little surprised.
“Luna, are you all right?” Celestia asked gently.
“Yes... I’m fine. Did you free me, sister?”
“No, I had no hoof in this. It would seem we were both released early.”
“You were,” a voice assured them. It was a voice that Celestia recognized all too well, though its owner was a pony she felt unsure about facing.
“Twilight Sparkle,” Celestia murmured quietly as she and Luna turned. Twilight was standing just a few feet away from them. There was nopony else in the throne room, though the princess did take notice of a pile of cushions, blankets, and pillows in the center of the floor. “I trust that it was you and your friends that defeated Nightmare Moon and freed my sister and I?”
“No, it wasn’t,” Twilight replied. “The same day you two were banished, Nyx took the Elements of Harmony away from my friends. I was trapped in the dungeon at the time, so they tried to use another mare as the Element of Magic. From what I’ve been told, it didn’t turn out well.”
“I’d imagine it wouldn’t. The connection shared between friends is what gives the Elements of Harmony their strength. It is along those lines the powers from the virtues are able to mix and flow together. Still, if Nightmare Moon stole the Elements of Harmony, and you and your friends didn’t defeat her, how were you able to free us?”
“I didn’t free you. Nyx let you go.”
Luna and Celestia glanced at one another, both of their faces wearing expressions of confusion before they looked back to Twilight and Luna asked, “Why would Nightmare Moon do that?”
“Because she’s not the monster you and that cult made her out to be,” Twilight said firmly. “Now, before you say a single word about her or what she’s done, I have something I want to say. Something I need to say, and I hope you’re willing to listen.”
“I am, Twilight,” Celestia answered, neither smiling nor frowning as she spoke. “What did you want to say?”
With that, Twilight began, telling both Celestia and Luna everything that had happened over the weeks they had been trapped in the sun and moon respectively. She held nothing back, speaking of both the good and bad Nightmare Moon had done, though Celestia noticed Twilight was focusing more on the good Nyx had done.
All the while the princesses listened intently. Luna’s expression ran through a spectrum of emotions: shock, surprise, skepticism, and amazement. Celestia’s face, however, remained stoic as both of them listened and hung on every word Twilight spoke, waiting until they were sure she had finished speaking.
“That... is a very interesting story, Twilight,” Celestia commented, keeping her voice flat. “I am glad to hear that Nightmare Moon has come to her senses and that she agreed to assist in our release, even though you were the one that undid the seals. However, I find it hard to believe that she was so injured that she could not manage the spell herself.”
“Well then,” Twilight began while she turned and trotted to the far end of the room, “maybe you should see for yourself.” Twilight then reached the throne room doors, and she gently poked her head outside to speak to somepony that was standing in the hallway. A few moments later, she was walking back towards the princesses as another walked gingerly in her wake with a slight limp.
Nyx kept her head hung low, trying to make herself as small as possible. She did not lift her eyes to meet Celestia or Luna’s, and was content to stare at the floor while keeping Twilight between herself and the princesses.
“Is... is she going to be all right?” Luna asked, unable to keep herself from staring at all of the bandages wrapped across Nyx’s body.
“Nurse Redheart says she should make a full recovery,” Twilight answered before fixing a glare on Celestia, “but this should prove that I’m telling you the truth.”
“I never meant to imply I didn’t believe you, Twilight,” Celestia corrected. “I just found it hard to believe Nightmare Moon was in such poor condition. It would seem, however, you weren’t exaggerating about her injuries.”
“No, I wasn’t,” Twilight continued. She maintained her firm tone, despite being in the presence of the mare who was both her princess and teacher. “Nyx helped me free you; I couldn’t have done it without her. She also wants to return Equestria to you. She renounced her title as queen over a week ago and returned control of the government to the ponies you appointed.”
“If that is true, why did she not free us sooner?” asked Celestia, unable to hide the weak tone of skepticism in her voice.
“She doesn’t want to go back to the moon. She was afraid that, if she released you, she’d be imprisoned for another thousand years.”
Celestia took in a breath, steadying herself before speaking. “That... may not be an unfounded fear.”
“Sister!” Luna snapped, her voice echoing with shock and disbelief. “After everything we just heard, you aren’t considering-”
“I don’t want to, Luna, please believe me when I say that,” Celestia interrupted. “It would not be for as long as before. She certainly does not deserve another thousand years. However, while Ponyville was saved, much of Equestria will be calling for justice, and it's our duty as the Princesses of Equestria to ensure justice is carried out. I’m not saying it's a certainty, but it may be what the ponies demand.”
“No!” Twilight snapped, stamping a hoof. “I am not going to let you send her to the moon!”
Celestia took a step towards her student. “Twilight-”
Shaking her head firmly, Twilight took a few steps back and lowered herself into a defensive pose between Nyx and the princesses. “NO! I won’t let you touch her! If you have to punish somepony, then punish me!”
The room fell silent at this, and all three of the alicorns stared at Twilight with varying levels of disbelief. “Twilight, certainly you don’t mean-”
“I do, Luna,” Twilight replied, flicking her gaze to Luna before quickly returning it to Celestia. “If Equestria demands that somepony be sent to the moon, then send me there in her place.”
“No! What about your friends? What about Spike?" Nyx argued as she stepped out from behind Twilight. “You can’t just abandon them all like that, not for me.”
“You don’t deserve to be sent to the moon, Nyx. Nopony does, but if somepony has to go, I would rather it was me.”
“No,” Nyx said firmly. She stepped forward, and put herself between Twilight and the princesses. “My actions were my own. You don’t know how much it means to me that you're willing to accept the blame, but I can’t let you do it. I’m an alicorn; you're not. There’s no telling if you’d even survive being banished to the moon, but I survived last time and I can do it again.”
“But-” Twilight tried to protest, only for her words to be cut off.
“Do you remember what you asked me a few hours ago? Do you remember asking me what kind of mare I wanted to be?” Nyx asked softly while she bent her neck down so her head was near Twilight’s.
“Yes.”
Nyx smiled, and drew Twilight into an embrace. “I’ve thought of one more thing I want to add to that list. I want to be a mare that protects the ponies she cares about. I’ve hurt a lot of ponies, Twilight. Maybe not directly, but it's because of me a lot of bad things happened. I don’t want to hurt anypony ever again if I can avoid it.
“But I want to do more than that. I want to make up for what I’ve done. I want to do whatever I can to make sure the ponies I care about never gets hurt, so that my friends and family can continue to live and be happy.
“Right now,” Nyx continued, “it's more important for you to be here for your friends, for Spike, and for Owlowiscious. You’re also the Element of Magic and if Equestria needs the Elements of Harmony again, you’ll need to be there.”
Nyx extended her wings, brought them around Twilight, and held her more closely. “And now, I think I’m ready to face this. Just let me take the blame, and I promise, I can bear the weight. I can live long enough to fix what I’ve done wrong, to make up for what I’ve done, but I would never be able to forgive myself if I let you take my place right now.”
Twilight shook her head. “No Nyx, you don’t have-”
“Thank you for always being there for me, Twilight. You're the best mother I could have ever asked for,” Nyx whispered. She leaned in close, and nuzzled the side of Twilight’s face. The tears that were on her eyes became smeared on Twilight’s cheek, but neither of them complained.
“But, I have to do this.” With that, Nyx pulled away from Twilight, turned to face Celestia and Luna, and then sat before them with her head bowed in respect. “Princess Celestia, Princess Luna, Rulers of Equestria, Regents of the Sun and Moon respectively... I surrender to you. I have wronged you and Equestria, and I know that there is no way to change the past. What I have done can never be undone, so I await the justice befitting my crimes.
“All I ask as my final request, is that you hold no ill will against your student or any ponies who were once poisoned by my magic. Lay all their sins and misdeeds upon my shoulders, and allow me to bear them by myself. Let me defend them and take the punishment they should not have to endure.
“Promise me this one thing,” Nyx said before taking a breath to steady her voice, “and I will accept my fate, even banishment to the moon, without question.”
“Are you sure about this, Nightmare Moon?” Celestia asked, her voice barely louder than a whisper. “Do you truly want us to lay all that's happened, even the things beyond your control, on your shoulders?”
“Yes,” Nyx answered firmly. “As an alicorn, I can bear the burdens no other pony can. I threw myself in the way of a lupus major to protect Twilight because, while the beast wounded me, it could have easily killed her. The pain I endured saved not just one life but lives all over Ponyville. It’s far better for me to be wounded if it means somepony, anypony, can continue to live and be happy.
“I can be bruised, battered and beaten but, as long as there is still breath in my lungs, I will continue to protect ponies. I will protect them, because what can kill them I can survive, because what hurts them is but a scratch for me... because it’s the one thing I’ve been able to do right.”
Celestia and Luna glanced at each other before looking back at Nyx. They were silent for a long time, Luna unable to take her eyes off of Nyx’s determined stare. Celestia, on the other hoof, noticed a small flash out of the corner of her eye, and after glancing in that direction for a moment, she turned her attention back to Nyx’s gaze, which seemed to demand imprisonment in the moon.
“Nightmare Moon,” Celestia began, her voice regaining its usual regal strength, “though it pains me, you must face judgment for your crimes against Equestria and us, the Royal Sisters. This judgment, however, shall be deferred.”
“Deferred?” Nyx and Twilight echoed in disbelief.
“Twilight has spoken on your behalf but, before proper judgment can be laid, more voices must be heard. So I would ask my sister, Princess Luna, to seek out these other voices. I would ask her to find others to speak of what you have done here in Ponyville. Then, I will entrust her to decide your fate.”
“Really?” Luna asked in disbelief. “You... you trust me to do that?”
Celestia gave a nod. “I do, sister.”
A small smile formed on Luna’s lips for just a moment as her gaze lingered on Celestia, but as she looked away, the smile faded and a more serious expression grew onto her face. “I accept the task you have entrusted me with, sister, and I will do as you suggest. I will go out and learn from Ponyville the kind of mare Nightmare Moon has been. Then I will decide what punishment, if any, is needed.”
“Can you at least promise me you won’t banish her to the moon?” Twilight asked, only for Luna to shake her head.
“I am sorry, but the only thing I can promise is that I’ll be as fair as possible. If Nightmare Moon has done enough wrong to condone being banished to the moon, then that will be her fate. However, I will not ignore the good you say she’s done.”
Twilight nodded, though the anxiety in her eyes made it clear she did not entirely like the answer she had been given. She, however, did not press the issue, and instead turned to comfort Nyx while Luna shifted her attention to Celestia.
“Where can I expect to find you, sister, while I am out speaking with the ponies of Ponyville?” Luna whispered so that only Celestia would hear.
“I will remain here with Twilight and Nightmare Moon, if only to make sure my student does not start to panic and worry about what will happen.”
“Good, because I do wish to speak with you about this before I give my final decision. Still, that is for later. Right now, I need is a pony who can be honest with me, so I can be sure what Twilight says isn’t being tinted by her care for Nightmare Moon.”
“Then, sister, I might have a suggestion of which pony you would want to speak with first.”
~~~
Applejack yawned, lying down in the shade of a tree just outside the walls of the castle. She had been working since the wee hours of the morning, keeping the ponies in the castle kitchen churning out a bunch of good, wholesome food. Still, after the last apple bucking season, the farm mare was a little more aware of her limits. She had gotten the Cakes to take over the kitchen while she took an early afternoon nap, although the sun was still hanging just above the western horizon.
She was just about to doze off with her stetson resting over top of her face, when she heard the patter of hooves coming up beside her.
“Excuse me, I'm looking for Applejack,” a voice asked, one Applejack found familiar, but couldn’t place.
“Well, ya found her,” she answered, though she did not bother to move her hat out of the way. “But, if ya'll don't mind, could ya come back later? I was just settlin' in for a nap.”
“I realize you are tired. From what Twilight has told me, you've been working yourself to the bone helping in the kitchen. However, if I could ask for just a bit of your time...”
Applejack grumbled a little and pushed her hat up off her face. Her eyes fell on the pony who was interrupting her nap, and a moment later, Applejack was on her hooves. She straightened her hat, and nervously brushed a few blades of grass off her leg. “P-Princess Luna. Shoot, I didn't know it was you.”
“It's okay, Applejack,” Luna assured her, “you have every right to be tired. If you want, I can come back later.”
“No,‘course not, Princess,” Applejack said before she bowed respectfully. “Just... well... I reckon I’m a little surprised. I thought you were... you know, on the moon...”
“Celestia and I were released just a little while ago, by Nightmare Moon if you can believe it.”
Applejack rose from her bow, and laughed a little. “Well, honestly, I think I can. Still, shouldn’t you and Celestia be up in Canterlot? I’d imagine you two have a lot of work to catch up with.”
“Yes, being away from the capitol for as long as we have has undoubtedly caused a great deal of work to build up, especially since Equestria had a queen for a short span of time. However, there are matters we have to deal with in Ponyville first.”
Applejack cocked an eyebrow. “Like what?”
Luna paused for a moment, glanced back towards the castle, and picked her words carefully. “Applejack, you are the Element of Honesty, correct?”
“I reckon I am.”
“Then I need you to tell me about Nightmare Moon, tell me what you honestly think about her and, if you have time, I need your help to find other ponies to do the same.”
“I reckon I can do that,” Applejack said with a smile as she laid back down in the shade of the tree, “But, if ya'll don't mind, could we just talk here? I've been on my hooves all mornin’.”
Luna shook her head, and joined Applejack in the shade. “I don't mind in the slightest.”
~~~
Normally, Nurse Redheart would have been the pony to tend to Nyx. She needed some of her bandages changed and wounds cleaned to make sure they didn't get infected. However, Luna and Celestia had come to a silent agreement that they didn't want everypony to know they had returned, at least not until they were able to decide what to do with Nyx.
Thankfully, Nurse Redheart was more than willing to let Twilight tend to Nyx herself. Redheart was still busy helping the sick and injured with Nurse Tenderheart, Fluttershy, and Dr. Stable, and she didn’t have much time to spare. They didn’t even ask why Twilight wanted to be the one to change Nyx’s bandages. She just gave Twilight the supplies as well as a medical hoofbook which specifically detailed the proper procedure for cleaning and changing bandages.
Nyx herself was laid out on her makeshift bed, though she would not allow herself to go to sleep. She was unwilling to lower her guard around Celestia, despite Twilight’s assurances. Still, the exhaustion of healing and a sedation spell by Twilight got the better of Nyx, and she drifted off to sleep just as Twilight began changing her bandages.
As Twilight worked, Celestia stood by her side, offering what help she could. She held the materials Twilight needed, and collected the used bandages and cotton balls as they accumulated. For several minutes the pair had worked without saying a word.
Yet, as Twilight was replacing a bandage on Nyx's side, Celestia chose to break the silence. She spoke softly, as if her words were unwelcome in the quiet that had befallen the room, but she spoke all the same. “Twilight, may I ask you something?”
“Yes,” Twilight replied as she took some of the fresh medical supplies from Celestia's levitation spell.
“Who do you blame for what happened that night?”
“Which night?”
“The night the Children of Nightmare finished their spell,” Celestia replied as she took some used cotton balls and deposited them in a paper garbage bag. “Who do you blame for what happened? Do you blame the cult for finishing the spell, do you blame me for taking Nightmare Moon away, or do you place the blame elsewhere?”
Twilight placed a bandage over the wound she had just cleaned, and began using some medical tape to secure it in place. “I don’t blame you for what happened, and while they were the ones that caused most of this, I don’t blame the Children of Nightmare... not completely.
“If anything, I blame myself for letting it all happen. I don’t know if I could have convinced you that you didn’t have to be afraid of Nyx, but... I don’t think I can ever forgive myself for not putting up more of a fight.”
“Is that why you were willing to take her place?” asked Celestia.
“I promised Nyx that I wasn’t going to let you take her away from me again, and I meant it,” Twilight answered as she turned her attention to the next of Nyx's bandages. She carefully peeled it away, and began inspecting the wound to be sure it was healing properly.
“Twilight, I’m sorry about what I put you through that night,” Celestia said softly as she took the spent bandage and magically passed Twilight the disinfectant and a fresh cotton ball. “I did what I felt I needed to do at the time, but the ends did not justify my means. I can understand if you do not wish to forgive me.”
Twilight sighed, took the cotton ball she was offered, soaked it in disinfectant, and then began to clean Nyx’s wound. “You’re right, I honestly don’t want to forgive you for that night, but... I do forgive you.”
“You do?” Celestia asked as she passed Twilight a fresh bandage.
“I do,” Twilight assured her. “Everypony needs to be able to be forgiven, because we’ve all done things we wish we could undo.”
~~~
“So, she was able to take the Elements of Harmony from you without even lifting a hoof? And then she just let you go?”
Applejack nodded, obviously a bit embarrassed. After talking for a time under the shade of that tree, the pair had gotten up and started walking towards town. She and Luna were now getting close to Ponyville.
“It wasn’t like we made it difficult. I reckoned that, as long as we found another unicorn who was good with magic, we’d be able to beat Nightmare Moon. Trouble was, the only one we could find was an annoyin’ show pony named Trixie. She’s not as good as Twilight, but we hoped it would be enough. Still, even after all that magic mumbo jumbo, it didn’t look like we left a scratch on Nightmare Moon and we were plumb exhausted for our effort.”
“While it is true that the magic is an important part of the Elements of Harmony, it is but another source of power. The strength of the elements come from the ties that bind, for it is through those that the power of the virtues you and your friends represent can come together.”
Applejack tilted her head to one side in confusion. “The ties that what now? I don’t recall us bein’ tied together when we first used the elements.”
Luna chuckled as she came to a stop. “Never mind, Applejack. Now, we’re getting close to town, and there is something I need to do before we get there. Do you mind stopping for a moment?”
“Not at all, sugarcube. What’cha got to do?”
“First, I have one more question to ask. If you were given the responsibility of deciding how Nightmare Moon was to be punished for what she’s done, what would you do?”
Applejack blinked a few times then looked away from Luna, scratching the back of her neck. “Well... shoot, you had to go and ask something hard like that.”
“All I ask is for your honesty, Applejack. You don’t have to explain why, I just need to know what you would do,” Luna assured her.
Applejack pondered the question for a few seconds, continuing to scratch the back of her neck before eventually sighing. “Well, I reckon... I don’t know. She did do some pretty nasty things, but Nightmare Moon has also done more than her fair share of good, ‘specially during that monster attack. Personally, I’d be inclined to go easy on her, but that’s because she's settled any debt she had with me.
“But honestly, I’m probably not the pony to go askin’ ‘bout this,” Applejack admitted.
“I only desired your honest answer, and you’ve given it,” Luna said with a thankful smile. “Now, I need to speak with other ponies about Nightmare Moon, but I would not like Equestria to know my sister and I have returned just yet. We’ve been lucky that we haven’t passed another pony on this road, but I need to keep myself hidden once we get into town, at least from the general public.”
“Well, I reckon you know better than me what’s best in this situation. Thing is, how you goin’ to be hidin’ yourself? Can you transform yourself like Nightmare Moon?”
Luna nodded her head. “I could, but it becomes a matter of who I change into. If I turn into a resident of the town, then we may run into them and that would cause certain difficulties. If I were to shape shift into a new pony, then we run the risk of Pinkie Pie trying to welcome me to town with a party.
“Yeah, even with the town like this, Pinkie Pie would want to throw any new pony a party,” Applejack agreed. “So then, what are you gonna do?”
Luna smiled as her horn started to glow. For a moment, nothing seemed to be happening, but then she slowly faded away like a ghost before disappearing entirely. It was a sight that left Applejack a bit bewildered, and she looked around anxiously before putting a hoof out where Luna had been standing.
“Ow!”
“Oops, sorry, Princess!” Applejack apologized, quickly drawing back her hoof.
“It’s okay, you did no harm.”
Applejack leaned to one side, as if adjusting her perspective might make it possible for her to see where Luna was standing. “So, are you just gonna to stay invisible like that and follow me into town?”
“Yes. When you’ve found somepony you want me to talk to about Nightmare Moon, then I’ll need you to pull them someplace private where I can make myself visible again. Oh, and it’s best not to talk to me directly when I’m like this. Ponies might think-”
“That I’ve gone and lost mah marbles,” Applejack chuckled.
Luna joined in the short round of laughter. “Yes, though I wouldn't have worded it so bluntly.”
“Well, its kind of weird knowin’ I’m bein’ followed by an invisible princess, but I reckon you know what yer doin’.” Applejack mused as she turned and continued to walk towards town. “Now, I think I’m goin’ to show you to Rarity first. She’s the only one of us that Twilight told the full truth to after she found Nightmare Moon, ‘cause she needed her help with Nightmare Moon’s little disguise.”
“Then please, lead the way.”
~~~
“Hey, Rarity, you home?” Applejack called as she held the door open, as if she was letting some other pony into the shop even though there appeared to be nopony there.
“Right here, dear,” Rarity answered back. She trotted out from the back room with spools of cloth floating in her magic. “I’m just making some blankets and the like for all the ponies stuck living at the castle. The blankets they got from the guard barracks keep them warm, but they’re made from such horrible, itchy cloth. I don’t know how those ponies are getting any sleep at all. So I decided I was going to use some of the old fabric that’s just been lying around in the back to make some blankets, since I can’t use it for dress making.”
“Why can’t you use this fabric for dresses? It looks fine to me.” Applejack asked as she approached Rarity and looked over the spools of thread.
“It’s a matter of quality, Applejack,” Rarity explained as she set the fabric down. “The thread count on these bolts is far too low for proper, fashionable dress making. It was a little mistake by my supplier, one they rectified by sending me the correct fabric and letting me keep these. I’m just glad I finally have a use for them. Still, I doubt you came in here to listen to me talk about fabric. So, what can I do for you?”
“Well, I got somepony that needs to ask you a few questions, if you can spare the time.”
Rarity grinned. “Oh, I love chatting while I work, but may I ask who wants to ask me questions?”
“That would be me,” Luna replied while her invisibility enchantment fade. Rarity visibly jumped at the sound of the third voice in the room. Then, her eyes then went wide as her vision locked on her unexpected guest while her mouth hung open.
“Princess Luna, is in my shop?”
Applejack took a few steps back, and then used a hoof to hold her hat on her head. “Uh oh. Princess, you may want to brace yerself.”
Luna glanced at Applejack, and cocked an eyebrow. “What for?”
“Princess Luna... is in my shop.... PrincessLunaisinmyshop!” Rarity repeated, talking faster and faster before she broke into a sprint.. She galloped about her shop, magic flying in all directions as she adjusted, beautified, and cleaned the front room of her boutique at speeds that would impress even Rainbow Dash. Applejack and Luna had to jump out of the way a few times as a great number of things floated about the room. Within a minute of feverish, panicked, and magic-driven cleaning, the shop was utterly spotless.
Then, Rarity skidded to a stop in front of Luna, and did her best to keep herself from panting as she bowed. “Your Highness, it’s a privilege to have you in my shop, even though I do wish Applejack had given me a little more warning.”
“Sorry Rarity,” Applejack apologized, “but she kind of just dropped in on me too. In fact, she was only released from the moon just a little while ago.”
Rarity perked her ears up with curiosity. “Released? By whom?”
“From what she says, Nightmare Moon went and let her and Celestia go.”
“Well, that’s good to hear,” Rarity said as a smile formed on her face. “I was expecting it would happen sooner or later, but I’m surprised she didn’t wait until her injuries had healed. The poor dear really got beat up during the attack.”
“You knew that Nightmare Moon would release me and Celestia?” Luna questioned.
“Well, I can’t say I knew for sure,” Rarity admitted as she batted at her hair: a nervous habit of hers. “But... oh, how best to put this? I can say that I knew there was a very, very good chance she would do it, and I hoped that she would.”
“But you didn’t know for certain,” commented Luna.
“If I may be so bold, Princess, it’s my personal opinion that you can never be absolutely sure about anything, at least when it comes to ponies.”
“What makes you say that, sugarcube?” Applejack asked.
“Why, personal experience of course,” Rarity said with a toss of her head. “Remember when I made you your gala dress? I was so absolutely certain you’d all love the first dresses I made, but... well, you recall how that turned out.”
Applejack laughed a little. “Yeah. I still can’t figure why I thought galoshes would go with a gala dress.”
“You’re a practical pony, Applejack, so you consider function over form. You thought it might rain, so you wanted to be prepared,” Rarity reassured her friend with a gentle smile before turning her gaze back to Luna. “Still, that wasn't the first time I’ve created something I thought my client would love, only to find out that their opinion of my work was quite the opposite. And, over time, I’ve just learned that you can’t be absolutely sure of anything when it comes to ponies.”
Luna gave an approving nod of her head. “That is a good lesson. Still, while you say you can’t be absolutely sure, I would like to know how you would answer one question, Rarity.”
“And what question would that be?”
“If you were given the responsibility of deciding how Nightmare Moon was to be punished for what she’s done, what would you do? How would you punish her? Or would you simply forgive her for what she’s done?” Luna asked, the serious tone of her question causing a silence to fall on the shop.
Rarity remained quiet for several moments, pressing her lips together as she contemplated the question. She then began to frown a little, as if she wasn’t liking the answer that was forming in her head. “In all honesty, Princess, I’m torn. There is a part of me who would want to forgive Nyx. Besides Twilight, I was the only pony in town who knew what Nyx really was and even then I found her so darling. She’d bounce over to my shop from time to time, eager to be taught some lesson about being a proper mare, and I was more than eager to teach.
“But,” Rarity continued with a sigh, “she also locked up my sister. She locked Sweetie Belle in a cold, dank dungeon, and worried me sick. Scootaloo’s parents came and told me why Nyx had done it and that she would be returned safe and sound, but I still laid awake a lot of nights wondering if Sweetie Belle was safe. That, and I suppose you can’t ignore all the ponies across Equestria that will want some justice...
“So I guess... I guess my answer would be that Nyx probably needs to be punished.” Rarity finally concluded, though she still seemed to find her own answer distasteful. “Perhaps put in jail for a time, but I wouldn’t dare venture a guess as to long such an imprisonment should last. I am sure most of Equestria will be calling for justice, considering most of them only see Nyx as Nightmare Moon. I, however, personally think some leniency would be prudent, given the context of the situation. Then again, I’m a dress maker, not a judge.”
“Yet I appreciate the fact you are trying to be as unbiased as a judge should be,” Luna commented with a smile. “But perhaps you would like to talk of less serious things, and I wish to know more about Nyx then just what she’s done recently. You mentioned that she used to come over to your shop to learn things from you. Would you mind telling me about it?”
Rarity perked up almost immediately, grateful that the conversation had shifted to a more pleasant topic. Soon she was telling short but energetic stories of some times Nyx had been over at her shop, either with Sweetie Belle and the other fillies or having come over on her own accord.
~~~
After tending to Nyx’s wounds, Twilight had been content to just lie next to her on the bed. Now, however, Nyx had been asleep for awhile, and Twilight needed a moment to stretch her legs. Getting up gingerly, Twilight stretched her tight muscles and chose to walk over by Celestia, who had moved over to the throne room windows and was currently looking out at the horizon.
“I’m going to get a late lunch from the castle kitchens. You want me to bring you something?”
Celestia shook her head. “No thank you, Twilight. I’m not hungry at the moment.”
“Even after being in the sun for six weeks?”
“Being imprisoned in a celestial body like the sun and moon isn’t like being locked in a jail cell. The body knows no wants or needs beyond sleep. It desires no air to breathe, no water to drink, and no food to eat. All the body truly needs is sleep.”
“Well, good to know if I ever get banished to the moon,” Twilight joked weakly in an attempt to break the stiffness in the air. “Still, would you mind watching Nyx while I'm gone?”
“I will keep an eye on her,” Celestia replied. Twilight gave a thankful nod and had soon left the room. For a time, Celestia remained at the windows, but when she was sure Twilight would not return, she stepped over towards the sleeping form of the mare she still considered to be Nightmare Moon.
She circled the bed where Nightmare Moon lay, and once again looked over the wounds she had sustained fighting back the creatures of the Everfree Forest. It was a simple truth that most ponies in Equestria didn’t always appreciate. She did more than rule and guide the sun. She also protected Equestria from the hydras and similar monsters that saw ponies as the perfect mid-afternoon snack, keeping them at bay with shows of force whenever one believed they could stepped into her kingdom without consequence.
Yet, when she could have turned a blind eye, Nightmare Moon stood to defend the ponies of the town she called home. Celestia wasn’t sure what exactly drove Nightmare Moon to such a sacrifice, but the intent behind the action didn’t matter at the moment.
What mattered was that Nightmare Moon had changed. She was still the same pony; she was the mare that Luna had once been, but something had caused her to change. Celestia couldn’t be sure what had caused that change. It could have been the incomplete spell, or Twilight’s loving care, and in truth Celestia wanted to believe it was her student that helped Nightmare Moon become something other than the monster fillies and colts feared would hunt them in the night.
Yes, Celestia could no longer deny that Nightmare Moon was different, just as she could not ignore the part she played in what had happened. With Luna, she waited too long to act and her sister became the original Nightmare Moon. With the pony lying on the bed before her, she had acted too quickly, and her interference only made her greatest fears come to pass.
Yet, even though her fears had been dispelled, Celestia knew similar fears would continue to exist throughout Equestria. While there were undoubtedly those in Ponyville who now looked upon Nightmare Moon with kind eyes, the rest of the kingdom would only see the mare Nightmare Moon used to be. They would see the tyrant queen that usurped the throne and the monster that stole away their sun.
Arguably, Luna would have faced the same hatred had it not been for the Elements of Harmony. The power of the ancient artifacts not only freed Luna from her jealousy, but reverted her physically. This had made Equestria not only willing, but eager to accept Luna back. To the ponies, the Elements had purified Luna and washed away everything she had done. To the eyes of the public, Luna had been made innocent once more.
Nightmare Moon would not share in that level of forgiveness, and that made Celestia’s heart weigh heavily in her chest. That was why she had suggested that Luna only seek out and speak with ponies in Ponyville, for she had little doubt the rest of Equestria would demand nothing short of Nightmare Moon’s banishment. In truth, Celestia doubted that Nightmare Moon would ever be totally forgiven, that there would always be some ponies who only saw her as a monster.
Monster... Nightmare Moon would never escape that name. Her past was forever stained, and no matter how much good she did there would always be those who could only see those stains, like red fruit juice spilled on a white table cloth.
Celestia gave a heavy sigh, and she stepped away from Nightmare Moon to return to her place beside the throne room’s blown out windows. There would be those who could only see Nightmare Moon for her past, but Celestia was no longer among them. Nightmare Moon was not a monster. If anything, the guilt Celestia felt made her feel like she, at least in part, deserved the title.
She had done what she felt was necessary, done what she felt was best for her kingdom. She believed her intent was good and her actions right, but that didn’t change the fact she was the one who had torn a daughter from her home and mother.
~~~
“So, I would ask you three, what would you do if the responsibility fell to you to decide Nightmare Moon’s fate? Would you offer forgiveness, or would you say she needs to be punished? And, if so, what is befitting of her crimes?”
After leaving Rarity's, Applejack and Luna had gone back to the castle. With a little searching, Applejack found Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie, and she guided all of them to one of the castle's empty guard towers. There, Luna revealed herself, and as she expected, Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie began bombarding her with questions about how she had escaped the moon. Still, Luna cut through the questions gracefully, and finally managed to ask her own questions: questions that left Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie glancing between one another.
“Well...um, it may just be me, but... uh, I would forgive her,” Fluttershy quietly admitted.
Rainbow Dash flared her wings, and looked at Fluttershy in disbelief. “After all she’s done, you can’t seriously say you’d just forgive her!”
“Then may I ask what you believe should be done, Rainbow Dash?” Luna asked.
“Hey, don’t get me wrong. It was cool how she helped us out during the attack, but I saw what her eternal night was doing to a lot of ponies. When Applejack said we should try and find Trixie, I was the one that flew out to nearby towns to see if anypony had seen her. I gotta tell ya, there were a lot of ponies that were taking the whole eternal night thing pretty hard.”
“Would you, if you could, banish her to the moon then?”
Rainbow Dash rubbed the back of her neck. “Well... not exactly. I mean, that’s kind of harsh. It would probably be better to just lock her up in a dungeon or jail or something for a few years.”
“Years?!” Fluttershy voiced in disbelief. “Rainbow Dash, you only lock up a pony for that long if she’s done something really horrible like setting some other pony’s house on fire or... or... deliberately hurting another pony!”
Dash’s lips tightened, preparing for the coming argument. “And bringing two weeks of endless night to Equestria isn’t really horrible?”
“Well... okay... that is pretty bad,” Fluttershy admitted weakly before forcing some strength back into her voice, “but she hasn’t hurt anypony. I mean... she did have the chance to hurt us, after we tried to use the Elements of Harmony with Trixie, but she didn’t do anything. She didn’t lock us up, she didn’t hurt us. She just let us go and took the Elements.”
“But what about Twilight?” Dash argued. “Nightmare Moon kept her locked up in the castle dungeon for weeks, and Twilight didn’t do anything wrong. Oh, and by the way, I still say we should have used one of my awesome escape plans to rescue her.”
“Rainbow, those plans were half-baked and you know it,” Applejack snapped.
Pinkie Pie nodded her head in agreement. “Yeah, and half-baked plans are like half-baked cakes; no pony likes them because they’re all soggy in the middle and-”
“Still,” Dash continued, cutting Pinkie Pie off before she could go off on one of her wild tangents, “while I admit Nightmare Moon did a lot to help Ponyville, she also did a lot of things that hurt all of Equestria. Even if you only made her stay in jail for one minute for every pony in Equestria, that would still add up to years... I think.”
Fluttershy shook her head firmly, and while her voice was at its normal quiet volume, she was still showing more fight than she usually did. “No! No no no! You punish bad ponies, but you forgive good ponies who make a few bad decisions. Nyx isn’t a bad pony.”
“Fluttershy, she threw Equestria into what could have been an eternal night. She locked up Twilight and three little fillies, and she stole the Elements of Harmony from us. She also banished Celestia and Luna to the sun and moon,” Dash summarised coldly. “That’s a lot of bad decisions.”
“But you’re ignoring all the good decisions she’s made,” Fluttershy pointed out. “She raised the sun, she saved Twilight and she defended Ponyville. She’s earned our forgiveness.”
“But Fluttershy-” Rainbow Dash tried to argue, only for Fluttershy to shake her head furiously from side to side.
“No, she deserves to be forgiven. Besides, have you thought about Twilight? How do you think she would feel if Nyx was locked up for years?”
Dash lowered her ears while her strong stance deflated. “I... didn’t think about that.”
“Yet Rainbow Dash brings up a valid point, Fluttershy,” Luna said, defending Dash’s side of the argument. “There are many in Equestria that undoubtedly want to see Nightmare Moon punished, if only for the things we have laws for.”
“And stealing a princess’s pet phoenix is probably against the law too, but Celestia forgave me for that,” Fluttershy argued with a rare firmness in her voice. “Nyx is not a bad pony, she just made a few bad decisions and she’s fixed everything she did wrong without anypony asking her. We should forgive her.”
“One who wields unmatched compassion, wishing only to grant forgiveness,” Luna commented as she looked at Fluttershy before she turned to face Rainbow Dash, "balanced by one who embodies loyalty, not only to her friends, but all of Equestria. I am beginning to truly see why you ponies were able to bring such great power to the Elements of Harmony.”
Luna then looked to Pinkie Pie, who was wearing her usual smile. “We, however, have not heard your opinion yet, Pinkie Pie. Would you forgive Nightmare Moon or see her punished?”
“I’d forgive her,” Pinkie Pie chirped without a second thought.
“And might I ask why?”
“Well, if I locked her up or banished her, then Nyxie couldn’t come to the super fun-eriffic ‘Thanks-For-Saving-Ponyville-From-A-Bunch-Of-Scary-Monsters’ party!”
“You planned a party for her?” Dash asked incredulously.
Pinkie Pie nodded. “You bet! After all, my special talent is throwing parties and making ponies happy. That, and I wanted to ask if Nyx would try turning me into a cake.”
Luna lifted an eyebrow. “Turn you into a cake?”
“Oh yeah. See, Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree, and it was so cool, and I wanted her to turn me into a cake, but then Twilight took Nyx away to get lunch, and I figured, now that Nyx is all big like Nightmare Moon, she has to be even more wonderful at magic, and turning me into a cake would be easy-peasy.”
“But would you not be worried about somepony trying to eat you?”
Pinkie Pie blinked a few times, confronted with an aspect of cake-ification she hadn’t considered.
“I never thought about that. Huh... I wonder what I’d taste like.”
Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but snort. She put a hoof to her face, and did her best to keep herself from laughing while Luna, Fluttershy, and Applejack just looked at Pinkie Pie with utter confusion.
~~~
Nyx groaned, waking up to her still-very-sore body. She didn’t know why she was awake at first, but after a moment of lying there groggily, she took notice of something bothering her eyes. She opened her eyes to see what it was, but soon regretted that decision as she squeezed them shut.
There was a light shining in her face, and it was bright enough that it was an irritation her eyes even when they were closed. Still, after giving her eyes a moment to recover, Nyx lifted a hoof to shield her face and tried opening her eyes a second time.
The light that had awoken her was a reflection, a shimmer from the sun that was bouncing off something in the room to hit her in the eyes. That something was Celestia’s crown. Celestia was still lingering by the throne room windows, though she had moved since Nyx had fallen asleep.
Nyx wanted to get up, to move so the light wouldn’t be in her eyes. However, as she began trying to shift her weight, she realized two things. First, she still was really, really sore. The second thing was that Twilight was sleeping next to her.
Smiling a little, Nyx couldn’t blame Twilight for dozing off. She also found it comforting. Twilight had nestled herself into the crook of Nyx’s neck, and was sleeping like a filly curled up in a parent’s embrace. It was an exact reversal of their situation, but Nyx still found comfort having her adoptive mother so close.
Still, because of Twilight she was unable to move and because of the light she was unable to get back to sleep. That left Nyx with only one option.
“Um... Princess Celestia?”
Celestia turned her head abruptly, as if she had been startled out of her thoughts. She, however, recovered her composure quickly and looked over at Nyx. “Yes?”
“Could you move a little, please? Your crown’s making the light shine in my eyes.”
Celestia turned her head to one side, and took notice of the intense white-spots of light that seemed to dance around the room as she moved her head: the reflections cast by her crown and her jewels. She then smiled, nodded her head to Nyx, and moved to the other side of the blown-out windows, where she would not be in direct sunlight. Celestia then stopped and looked back at Nyx while asking gently, “Is that better?”
“Much, thank you” Nyx replied before laying her head back down and stifling a yawn. Still, before Nyx tried to drift back to sleep, she bent her neck down a little, allowing it to wrap more tightly around the curled up and sleeping Twilight while she nuzzled her head.
“She only just fell asleep,” Celestia said before turning her gaze back to the horizon. “She only left your side for a moment, when she had to go fetch lunch.”
“What was for lunch?” Nyx asked, her curiosity caused more by hunger than anything else.
“She brought back some celery soup. She thought you might like some when you woke up. It’s lying there by your head.”
Nyx shifted, and took notice of the bowl of cold soup that was sitting on the floor beside her bed. The sight of it made her smile. “I wish she would have woken me. I would like to have eaten it while it was warm... it’s one of my favorite meals.”
“I find it interesting you count such a simple, plain soup among your favorites. Did you not eat finer things as Equestria’s Queen?”
“I did, but the reason it’s my favorite isn’t because of how it tastes. This and a daffodil sandwich were the first things I ever ate. It was what Twilight gave me when she first brought me back to the library. It... it always reminds me of her.” Nyx’s gaze shifted from the bowl back to the sleeping Twilight, and she nuzzled her once more. “It’s not the most delicious meal... but it has-”
“Sentimental value?” Celestia finished softly as she glanced at Nyx again.
Nyx nodded her head, and would have gone back to sleep right then. Yet, after a laying there a few moments, Nyx began to smell something. She could smell the soup, but the odd thing was that it smelled warm. Lifting her head gingerly once more, Nyx saw some trails of steam gently rising up from the soup. She also noticed a few lingering bits of magic fade away from the edges of the bowl.
Nyx looked at Celestia, and she wore a gentle smile as the last sparks of magic faded from her horn. Celestia then turned her attention back to the horizon, staring at the perpetual sunset as the gentle clatter of a spoon against a bowl began to fill the room.
~~~
After leaving Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy, Applejack had let Luna stay in the castle guard tower while she brought other ponies to talk about Nyx. Some spoke well, and at times Luna requested that Applejack find ponies that would speak poorly of Nyx, if only so she could hear a proper spectrum of opinions.
Like Rainbow Dash, there were ponies that felt Nyx did need to be punished in some way, though a majority of them felt that such a thing also needed to be tempered with mercy. Cheerilee was among such ponies. She thought of the situation as she would a student breaking a rule in the classroom. The rules applied to everypony, and thus everypony needed to accept the consequences of their actions.
There were also those like Fluttershy, who wished only to offer Nyx leniency and forgiveness. Ditzy Doo was almost as adamant as Fluttershy that it would be better to forgive Nyx.
Finally, there were those who were in no way swayed by what Nyx had done, who blamed her for the monster attack. They believed that banishment to the moon was a just reward for the pony who usurped Equestria's throne. Those ponies also made it a point to mention that unless Nyx was banished, what was stopping her from trying to take over Equestria a second time?
After one such harsh pony had said his two bits, Luna thanked him and allowed him to leave. Yet, as the stallion departed the tower, Applejack glared at him coldly while making a mental note to charge him extra the next time he came to her apple stand.
“Well, he was certainly adamant, wasn't he?”
“Bull-headed if you ask me,” Applejack retorted with a huff.
“His opinion is still valid, Applejack,” Luna lectured, “even if you don't agree with it.”
“I ain't sayin' his opinion isn't valid, I'm just sayin’ he has rocks for brains.”
Luna laughed a little. “Well, I suppose you are allowed your opinion as well. Still, I do believe I have heard enough. Thank you for your assistance, Applejack.”
“Ah’ shoot, I was glad to help. Still, if you don't mind me askin', have you decided what you’re goin’ to do?”
“No,” Luna admitted with a sigh. “If anything, I feel that I am more unsure than I was this morning.”
Applejack cursed under her breath, and kicked at the dirt on the floor. “Well, shoot. Sorry I couldn’t be of more help.”
“No, Applejack, you were very helpful. The fact this decision has become difficult for me is a sign that I have come to understand this new Nightmare Moon better. I just... don’t know what I’m going to do.”
“Well, I’m sure you’ll think of somethin’. After all-”
“Hey Applejack!”
Hearing her name, Applejack snapped her head around and looked to the steps of the guard tower. Four fillies came running into view, each wearing a Cutie Mark Crusaders cape. Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo and, the group’s latest addition, Twist, scampered up into the tower, barely giving Luna time to make herself invisible.
“Well hay there, sis, what are you four doing out here this late?” Applejack asked.
“Pinkie Pie told us that we should come talk to you, that you were askin’ a bunch of ponies about Nyx,” Apple Bloom answered.
Applejack chuckled and nodded her head. “Well, I reckon I was.”
“Well then why didn’t you come talk to us?” Scootaloo asked.
“Yeah, we’re Nyx’s best friends! Why wouldn’t you come talk to us about her?” Sweetie Belle added.
“Sorry. I guess y’all just didn’t cross my mind,” Applejack said before she glanced to where Luna had been standing a few moments before. “Still, I reckon I should go ahead and let you four get yer word in, since you went through the trouble of chasin’ me down. Now, what would y’all want me to know about Nyx?”
With nothing but that single question, the four fillies were off. The talked about everything that they could about Nyx, as if they had been thinking about that very question the whole time they were looking for Applejack. They told of how good she was at games, how smart she was, how she and Twist helped the other three with school work when it got hard, and how awesome she was at magic.
It was an endless stream of things, each some small event or nuance about the filly that the four called their friend. Through it all, Applejack felt the smile on her face slowly growing larger.
“And...” Apple Bloom tried to continue a few minutes later, though she looked around at her friends anxiously. “I can’t think of anything else.”
“I can think of something,” Twist said cheerfully. “Nyx is a really good friend.”
“Personally, I reckon that all you little fillies are really good friends,” Applejack stated. “And thank you for runnin’ me down to tell me all of this, but it’s gettin’ late. You four should be gettin’ back to yer families, and that includes you, Apple Bloom. I don’t want to get back to the farm and hear from Big Macintosh you were late gettin’ back.”
The four fillies hung their heads a bit but did as they were told. They made their way to the stairwell that led down from the top of the guard tower. Applejack stood and watched the four cape-wearing Crusaders leave, and once she was sure the fillies were out of earshot, Applejack gave her hat a nudge as she smiled.
“If you wanted to know about Nightmare Moon, sugarcube, those are the four fillies that‘ll give you the honest truth,” Applejack said, assuming that Luna was still hiding invisibly nearby. “The others and I, we knew her because of Twilight. Those four, they’re her real friends, and real friends are the ones that know ya the best."
~~~
Celestia’s horn began to glow gently as she shut her eyes and stretched out her magic. She had been watching the clock carefully and, when the time was right, she reached out to the sun. While she and Luna wanted to keep their return a secret, it was important that the sun and moon were put back on schedule.
The princess’ bond with the sun made setting it as simple as reaching out to an old friend, or perhaps to a child. The sun would, on some days, be willing to slip off to its slumber beyond the horizon. On other days, it would fuss and refuse, but every day Celestia found a way of coaxing it down so that the moon could rise. She had done so for a thousand years, and did it again tonight... even if she could feel the lingering magics of Nyx, who had tended the sun in her absence.
The sun was willing this evening. It was ready for a rest after being in the sky for so much longer than usual. It began to sink below the horizon with only the slightest guidance.
Celestia’s attention was drawn away when she heard the doors to the throne room open. For a moment it looked as if nopony was there, but she could hear hoof steps against the floor. Once the door was closed, Luna slowly bled back into visibility and crossed the room to sit by her sister.
“I see that they are sleeping,” Luna whispered as she motioned to Nyx and Twilight.
“Nightmare Moon needs her rest, and Twilight has been so worried I would be surprised if my student hadn't exhausted herself. Though, in honesty, her concerns of what we might do aren't unwarranted.”
“Despite our powers, Celestia, we are still just ponies, and at times we make mistakes just like any other. Our emotions get the better of us, and we make bad decisions. It was my jealousy of you that, a thousand years ago, led me to make the worst decision of my life and, once that decision was made, it took the Elements of Harmony to set things right.”
“That does not excuse my actions.”
“I never said it did,” Luna corrected, “but you know you did something wrong, sister, which means you can work to make it right.”
Celestia nodded as she watched Luna raise the moon as her sun continued to set. “Perhaps I can. So, were you successful?”
“I was. I learned much about both the filly she was before, and how Nightmare Moon is currently viewed by the residents of Ponyville.“
“Have you decided what you are going to do?”
“I believe I have,” Luna answered gently as she grew quiet. “I think it's for the best, but I can’t be sure. I actually wanted to talk with two more ponies first before I really decide.”
“And they are?”
“I need to speak with Nightmare Moon, but only after discussing this with you, Celestia. You've been with Twilight and Nightmare Moon all day. Surely you have noticed a few things.”
A cold sternness took shape on Celestia’s face. “I have. Much like Twilight and her friends, I am one of the few who has seen the true Nightmare Moon. I have seen the mare that I was forced to banish, who desired the night eternal, and who banished me to the sun last year during the Summer Sun Celebration. I knew the monster, and it was why I feared her.
“Yes... I have seen the true Nightmare Moon,” Celestia continued before a smile started to form on her lips as her eyes softened, “and while the alicorn who lies in this room is the same mare, she is no longer a monster. She is the same in form, in power, and in history, but she has also changed. She is not like what she once was, and I can now truly see that for myself.
“For while you have come to know Nightmare Moon as she was seen by Ponyville, sister, I have today come to know how she is seen by the pony that cares for her the most,” Celestia said before she looked over her shoulder to the sleeping form of Twilight Sparkle.
“To my faithful student, she has only known Nightmare Moon by another name. Through her eyes, she sleeps beside a mare that is not a monster, and was never a queen. To Twilight, Nightmare Moon.... no. To Twilight, Nyx is a daughter, one that Twilight is willing to do anything to protect. I have, honestly, never been prouder of my student.”
Celestia heaved a weary sigh. “Though, perhaps it is better to say my former student. I cannot be sure Twilight will ever be able to look upon me as her teacher again, considering what has transpired between us.”
“I think, sister, that an action is only unforgivable if we choose to make it that way,” Luna corrected softly. She leaned against Celestia's side. “By calling something we’ve done unforgivable, we do nothing to try and change it. We let the mistake we made define who we are, even if it’s not the pony we want to be.
“But everything is forgivable in time. Anypony can earn redemption. They have to be willing, and sometimes they need help and a lot of time... but almost anything can be forgiven.”
Celestia bent her head down, bringing it next to Luna’s as she smiled. “Forgiveness. Truly, if there were meant to be a seventh Element of Harmony, it would be an Element of Forgiveness. I will work to earn my forgiveness for what I’ve done.”
“You will not work alone, sister,” Luna replied. “It was my past, my bad decisions and the wrongs I committed that turned me into Nightmare Moon. This alicorn inherited all of my sins, whether she wanted them or not, and it is a burden that I intend to, at least in part, take back.”
~~~
Nyx glanced anxiously over her shoulder. Twilight was being shown out of the room by Celestia, who whispered something to her before sending Twilight outside and closing the door. Celestia then sealed the door with both physical locks and magical barriers, something that made Nyx swallow nervously before turning her head forward. The bed she had been recovering on had been removed, she was standing where it had once been, and Princess Luna stood before her.
Luna, despite being smaller in stature than Nyx, stood with her back to the room’s broken windows, with her wings spread, and a firm, serious expression on her face. In all, Luna gave off the air an air of leadership and power. Every part of her body language shouted that, at the moment, she stood not as a younger sister or a friend. No, in that moment, she stood as a Royal Sister of Equestria, as the Regent of the Moon, and as the one about to pass judgment on Nyx.
“Nightmare Moon, you stand accused of high treason against Equestria. You have committed crimes against the ponies of this kingdom as well as my sister and I, the Princesses of Equestria. You have brought about two weeks of eternal night to this land. You unjustly imprisoned one adult mare and three young fillies. Your agents, the Children of Nightmare, spread fear through the land and almost succeeded in executing an innocent unicorn. Above all, you usurped Equestria’s throne by imprisoning both my sister and I in the sun and moon respectively.
“Do you deny these crimes as I have spoken them?” Luna asked.
Nyx hung her head as everything she has done was verbally thrown back in her face. “No... I do not.”
“Before I pass my judgment, Nightmare Moon, I would ask you one question. Are you willing to answer it truthfully?”
Nyx replied with a simple nod.
“Earlier, just before you surrendered yourself to Celestia and I, you said something to Twilight Sparkle. What did you say?”
“I simply told her that I had decided what kind of mare I wanted to be.”
“And what kind of mare are you? Who are you? Are you Nightmare Moon, or are you Nyx? Are you the filly Twilight took care of, or are you the mare I used to be?”
Nyx swallowed a moment, glancing over her shoulder to the closed throne room doors, beyond which she knew stood Twilight Sparkle. “I cannot deny my past nor my origins. I was born of a spell meant to resurrect Nightmare Moon. In power, in form, and in memory, I am the same mare you once were. And, in truth, if it were not that past, I would not have had the courage and determination to protect the ponies I care about.”
Nyx then smiled, turning her eyes on Luna as they filled with a firm conviction. “But I am now much more than your twisted shadow, Princess Luna. As Nyx, I learned what it was like to be cared for by a mother, to have friends and play in the sunshine. As Nightmare Moon, I was born into your jealousy and hatred. Yet, as Nyx I was given a chance to know happiness, and that has left its mark on my soul.
“I am both Nightmare Moon and Nyx, because they are one and the same. They are both me, but the name I choose as my own is Nyx.” She finished with a stomp of her front right hoof, and for a moment, the last echoes of that proclamation lingered in the air before dissipating into the night.
Luna nodded in understanding, and shut her eyes as she listened as the last traces of the Nyx’s words faded. She then took in a deep breath, and when Luna next opened her eyes, both them and her horn were glowing.
“Then, Nyx, I lay my judgment upon you.”
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Chapter 21
The End of the Nightmare
=======================
Twilight paced anxiously outside the throne room doors. She could hear Luna and Nyx talking from the far side of the door, but could not make out what was being said. No matter how intently Twilight listened, all the words just sounded muffled. She even tried putting her ear right up against the door, but it didn’t help.
Celestia had whispered, just before shutting the door, that “it would only take a few minutes”. Well, it had been a few minutes, and Twilight’s patience was running thin. What was Luna going to do to Nyx? She needed to know.
She was so wrapped up in her thoughts, Twilight almost didn’t notice the seams of the door beginning to glow. She did notice, however, and it spawned greater concerns in her mind. What was going on? Was Luna passing her judgment? What could she be doing that would be producing that much light? All these questions danced inside Twilight’s mind and, almost instantly, Twilight’s thoughts flew to the worst case scenario.
They were banishing her! Luna was banishing Nyx to the moon for another thousand years!
That had to be what was happening! Twilight was sure of it, and she quickly began to buck and beat on the throne room doors, trying to get in. She needed to convince the princesses that banishing Nyx to the moon wasn’t the answer. They could lock her up in a dungeon, banish her from Equestria. At least then she could still be with Nyx or go visit her.
But the moon?! She couldn’t go visit the moon. In her growing worry, Twilight called on her magic, and tried to teleport herself into the throne room, only to feel her spell falter. Somepony was stopping her, interfering with her magic. Twilight could only guess it was Celestia. The princess was probably standing right on the other side of the door, making sure she couldn't get inside.
With her magic blocked, Twilight resumed bucking and beating at the door. She screamed at the top of her lungs to be let in. She raged for what seemed like an eternity until the light finally faded, the cracks along the door growing dark.
It was a sight that made the air in Twilight’s lungs feel like solid rock.
She dropped to her flanks and sat there, staring up at the door she had been unable to get through. She... she had failed. She had failed Nyx again. She had let Luna take her daughter away, and she hadn’t been able to do anything to stop it. Why hadn’t she insisted on staying in the room? Why had she let Celestia lead her outside? She should have been there, should have stayed with Nyx. Why did she trust Celestia? Why hadn’t she...
Twilight jumped when the throne room doors opened and Celestia poked her head out. “Twilight, we’re-”
Like somepony had struck a match and thrown it into a tinderbox, Twilight’s anger exploded. Her mane was consumed with fire and her coat turned a white-hot color. She rage shifted, screaming so loudly that her voice echoed throughout the halls of the castle, making anypony that could hear her stop dead in their tracks and listen.
“You banished her! After all she’s done you banished her!” Twilight bellowed. She began grabbing at anything she could, ripping chunks of stone directly out of the walls and hurling them at Celestia.
“Twilight!” Celestia said firmly as she wielded her own magic to catch the volley of stones.
“Why didn’t you let me SAY GOODBYE!?!”
“Twilight!”
“That’s why you didn’t want me in the room! You didn’t want me to stop you! She didn’t deserve this! She didn't deserve t-”
Celestia furrowed her eyebrows, and she spread her wings as her horn’s glow grew to a blinding intensity. Celestia then threw out her magic, and they magical energies washed over Twilight like a tidal wave. Twilight’s own magic was overwhelmed, and her rage shift was forced to end like a fire being doused in water.
“Twilight, we did not banish her to the moon,” Celestia said when she was finally able to get a word in.
“YOU... you... you didn’t?” Twilight asked, her voice changing from an indignant scream to a disbelieving whisper.
“No, we didn’t.”
“But, the light... and you were taking so long! What were you and Luna doing if you weren’t banishing her?”
Celestia let a smile blossom onto her face, and she slide back through the throne room doors. “Come see for yourself.”
Twilight followed Celestia into the throne room, and the moment she was inside she began to look around frantically. She wasn’t sure what she was supposed to see, but Twilight searched for Nyx. Her gaze, however, was drawn to another figure.
At the far end of the room stood Princess Luna, but she had undergone a drastic transformation. She had grown as tall as Celestia and her hair, while still the same color, glistened like a creek swirling beneath the night sky. It had also grown much longer and now flowed freely, as if caressed by a non-existent breeze.
In all, Luna truly looked like a Ruler of Equestria and the Regent of the Moon, with a regal beauty equal to Celestia’s. Twilight couldn’t tear her eyes away for several seconds; she was as dumbfounded as the first time she saw Celestia in person. Yet, when she was finally able to look away, her gaze turned downward, and that’s when she noticed a black mass on the floor just in front of Luna.
It was a little black filly, with a unicorn horn, pegasus wings, purple hair, and a few lingering bandages lying lazily across her flank.
“N... Nyx!?” Twilight said breathlessly, her mind struggling to grasp what she was seeing. It was at that moment Twilight felt a gentle nudge to her side. Looking back, she saw the nudge had come from Celestia, who gave Twilight a single nod: a silent assurance that what she was seeing was real.
That single gesture was all Twilight needed. She burst into a full gallop, raced across the room, and dropped to her needs beside Nyx. The once more young alicorn was passed out on the floor, but Twilight held her all the same. She embraced Nyx, nuzzled her, and all the while she wore the biggest smile that would fit on her face.
As Twilight embraced Nyx, Celestia and Luna moved closer, standing side by side as they watched silently. Luna was still a bit shorter than Celestia, and nuances in facial structure, physique, and coat, eye, and hair color made the two easily discernible. Luna, however, truly looked like she was not only a Princess of Equestria, but that she was Celestia's sister.
“But... but I thought... how could she?” Twilight finally managed to ask, looking up at the sisters.
“My sister and I, as well as Nyx, are different from normal ponies, Twilight, and not just because we have both wings and horns,” Luna explained. “We are also different because we are very closely tied to the magic we wield.
“Our immortality and strength come from our magic, but so does our maturity. That was why, after I was saved by the Elements of Harmony, I was so much smaller than Celestia. The Elements of Harmony took away much of my capacity for magic, and thus I became younger, a pony barely mature enough to be considered a young adult.”
“So what did you do?” Twilight asked.
“I took back what was mine,” Luna answered, gentleness rather than harshness infused in her words. “The power Nyx possessed was never her own. Nexus’s spell gave her the portions of my power that remained in the shreds and supplemented what was missing by drawing in raw magic from Equestria itself. I took most of that magic for my own, since it was mine to begin with, and I dispelled what remained so that I would leave Nyx the way she was before the cult ponynapped her.
"I also," Luna continued, her gaze shifting to the passed out filly, "took back the memories that never should have been hers. The memories of being trapped in the moon and everything that happened before you found her in the Everfree Forest. She will know that she had those memories at one point, but she will not be able to clearly recall anything beyond that. She will, at best, remember the facts about our shared past, the same facts that anypony else would know.
“To put it simply, Twilight, I took back what was mine and mine alone."
“So, will she remember everything else that’s happened?” Twilight asked cautiously.
“Yes, Nyx must live with the decisions she made for herself. Everything she has done she will remember, for it was the events of these last few weeks that helped her discover the kind of mare she wants to be. I will warn you, however, that Nyx can no longer think like a mature adult anymore. Much like her body, her mind is once again youthful, the mind of a child.”
“But I thought you were going to punish her. Banish her to the moon, or-"
"Nyx is willing to make up for what she’s done,” Luna interrupted, maintaining her gentle tone while still silencing Twilight, “and she’s worked to fix her mistakes. Those are signs of a pony that deserves a chance to redeem herself, not one that needs to be punished.”
“But what about the rest of Equestria? They know Nyx is Nightmare Moon. If they see her-”
“Do not doubt, Twilight, that Nyx will have to face those she has hurt,” Luna explained as her voice taking on a warning tone. “There are those across Equestria, even in Ponyville, that will strongly disagree with what I’ve done, but that is something Nyx must face. It is a consequence of her actions.”
“But what if somepony tries to hurt her?” Twilight asked nervously, once again imagining the angry mob she thought should have formed at the Spring Festival.
“She is like us, Twilight. Even as a filly she is much more durable than most ponies. However, if any pony gives you too much trouble, I am simply a letter away,” Celestia assured calmly.
“And, for the moment, let us worry about what Equestria thinks,” Luna added. “If there are any ponies that do not agree with what has been done, then they can come and voice their concerns to me. It was, however, my decision to make, and I stand by my belief that this is for the best.”
“So you’re going to let her go, just like that?” Twilight asked, finding the situation almost to good to be true.
“No,” Luna stated firmly, her lips bending down in a frown. “There is one other part of her punishment, and it involves you, Twilight Sparkle.”
Twilight winced, and held Nyx tightly against her chest as she dreaded what the now-much-larger moon princess was going to do. Luna’s gaze was hard, and she stared Twilight down for a few moments before leaning in to speak. Yet, as she spoke, the tone of her voice was serious but not threatening.
“Twilight Sparkle, I hereby place Nyx in your care. You shall be her legal guardian and it will be your responsibility to ensure that she never again repeat her crimes. You shall watch her as she grows up. I want you to ensure she laughs, plays, learns, lives, and has friends. I ask that you help her enjoy the childhood that was almost lost to her, and make sure she becomes the mare she wants to be.
Luna let her voice slip into a more pleasant tone, and she smiled mischievously. “Think you can do that?”
It took a moment for Twilight to process what she had been ordered, but the moment her brain connected the dots, she nodded her head furiously. She then proceeded to hold and nuzzle Nyx while her face remained locked in a huge smile. Tears rolls down her cheeks, and it was a scene Celestia and Luna watched silently for a time.
Celestia then leaned in close to Luna, and whispered quietly, “good job, sister.”
~~~
Celestia and Luna departed for Canterlot soon after, planning to announce their return to Equestria in the morning. News would spread across the kingdom quickly and, if Twilight knew one thing, Pinkie Pie would probably throw a “Celestia and Luna are back” party as soon as she found out.
For the moment though, Twilight only focused on one thing: going home with Nyx. The library had survived the attack and, at the moment, Twilight wanted, maybe even needed, to have Nyx to herself for a little while.
After sneaking out of the castle, Twilight quickly strode through the empty streets of Ponyville. Upon entering the library, Twilight was thankful to find Owlowiscious wasn’t there. She did see Spike, but he had fallen asleep in the middle of the floor, dozing off in the middle of his chores. It was a sight that really made Twilight feel like she was home: a single, simple familiarity. Taking a moment, Twilight levitated Spike’s basket down from the bedroom, and she ensured he was sleeping comfortably before she took Nyx upstairs.
Having her magic drained away had knocked Nyx out, though it was something Twilight was a little thankful for. If Nyx had woken up at the castle, it would have been more difficult to get her back to the library without drawing attention. At the moment, however, she was still asleep, and Twilight carefully levitated her into her bed. Twilight then gently nuzzled Nyx, intending the touch to be a good night.
Nyx, however, stirred and groaned a little as she opened her eyes. Confusion flashed across her face as she looked about the room. When she notice Twilight and how big she seemed to be, Nyx looked down at herself, gaping in disbelief at her tiny body.
“How are you feeling?” Twilight asked.
“Okay... kind of-” Nyx began to answer, only to squeak a little and lift a hoof to her throat. Her voice was back to the way it was, something that only confused her further while her squeak drew a small chuckle from Twilight.
It was no surprise that Nyx asked what had happened, and Twilight was more than happy to tell her everything. It was an explanation that Nyx listened to intently. She hung on Twilight's every word until the very end, when she asked, “So, Luna took it all back?”
“What was originally hers, but you should still remember everything that happened recently.”
“I... I do remember,” Nyx admitted, “but it’s weird.”
“How is it weird?”
“I can remember. I remember how I used to think, how I used to know all sorts of things, and I remember what I did, but it feels like it was a nightmare. It’s like I went to sleep, dreamed all those things, and now I’ve woken up.”
“Luna said that, like your body, your mind has reverted to a younger form. Still, you do know that everything really did happen, don’t you? You do realize that it wasn’t a nightmare.”
“I know what I did,” Nyx said before looking up at Twilight nervously. “So, what happens to me now? Are Luna and Celestia going to take me away again?”
Twilight shook her head. “No, they aren’t.”
“Then... are they going to banish me to the moon?” Nyx asked as she tried to imagine what punishment awaited her.
“No, they aren’t,” Twilight said again, beginning to smile.
“Are they going to punish me at all?”
“Yes, they are.”
“W-what are they going to do?” Nyx asked with a small tremor in her voice.
“They are going to make you stay here, and be my daughter,” Twilight answered, offering a big toothy grin.
Those words made Nyx’s eyes light up in disbelief. Unable to contain her joy, she leaped out of bed and tackled Twilight. The pair were a soon lost in a fit of giggles, for Twilight was taking her revenge for being tackled by by playfully tickling Nyx.
It was the kind of fun both of them had been missing. Twilight knew Nyx would grow up eventually, that someday she would once again become a tall, regal alicorn with enough power to move the sun and moon. Still, for the moment, she was utterly happy to have her daughter back, to be able to enjoy raising and caring for Nyx for longer than just a few months.
After Twilight finished tickling Nyx, she helped her back into bed. Like the many nights before Nyx had been taken away, Twilight carefully tucked her into her bed, and kissed her daughter on the forehead.
“Welcome home, Nyx,” Twilight spoke sweetly, sneaking another kiss on Nyx’s cheek before she crawled into her own bed and used magic to turn off the lights. At the same time, Nyx yawned and snuggled into the covers of her bed. It was strange to be a filly again, for her mind to be like it had been before.
In the dark of the room, her eyes were once again playing tricks on her. Nyx took noticed strange shadows around the room that caused a twisting sense of fear to build in her chest. She felt defenseless again. Without all the power she’d had as a grown up, the world was once again a threatening place.
It was a lot easier to be brave and courageous when one possess enough magical power to fry almost anything with lightning.
Despite the fact that the world was a scarier place than when she was an adult, Nyx still found a reason to smile. She turned her gaze over to Twilight, who was lying in her own bed. She had a mother that loved her more than anything, one that she knew would never abandon her. It didn’t matter any more that she was Nightmare Moon. That didn’t mean she had to be a monster or a bad pony any more. She didn’t have to be a tyrant or a queen. She could be a normal filly just like her friends and just be herself.
She could just be Nyx.
Yet, as Nyx watched Twilight, a thought crossed her mind. It was a silly thought, a stupid thought, but one that made her anxious all the same. It was a thought that came from her younger mind, and it made Nyx worry, even though it was a concern that an older mare would be able to disregard.
“Um...Twilight?”
"Yes, Nyx?" Twilight asked as she lifted her head off her pillow.
"Can I ask you something?”
“Of course.”
“I know Luna already gave me her judgment, and I'm glad to be a filly again, but... well... I did do a lot of really bad things. So, I was wondering, and if you say yes I promise I won’t get mad, but... am I grounded?"
A snort of laughter escaped Twilight’s throat before she could stop it. While Nyx wasn’t sure what Twilight found so funny, she regained her composure quickly and said, with an assuring tone, “No, you’re not grounded. You’ve been though a lot, and I think you’ve learned your lesson. Now don’t worry about it any more and go to sleep.”
Nyx stifled another yawn, laid her head down, and shut her eyes. “Okay, Twilight,” she muttered out as sleep began to overtake her. Going from being a full adult mare back to a filly was a tiring experience and, with her fears sated, Nyx soon drifted off to sleep.
~~~
BURRRRPPP
Twilight’s eyes slid open at the familiar sound of Spike burping up a letter. It was a sound Twilight had longed to hear for the several weeks she was locked in the castle’s dungeons. Sitting up, Twilight yawned before slowly slipping out from her covers and making her way to the staircase.
Spike had been abruptly woken up by his own belch but, by the time Twilight had gotten to the library’s main floor, he was already out of his bed and reading the note. “Morning,” she said to spike as she continued towards the kitchen.
Spike visibly jumped at the sound of Twilight’s voice, and spun on his heels to face her. Still, after he had seen that it was Twilight, Spike was able to calm himself and say. “Hey Twilight, I thought you were going to stay at the castle last night.”
“I was, but... a couple things happened. Now, what does the letter say?”
“It’s great news; Celestia and Luna are back!”
“Oh, I already knew that,” Twilight replied nonchalantly as she paused by Spike before continuing towards the kitchen.
“Yeah it’s-” Spike began, only to stop and look at Twilight quizzically. “Wait, you know? How do you know?”
“I’ll tell you over breakfast, Spike,” Twilight replied. “Now, would you go upstairs and wake Nyx?”
“Nyx is upstairs!?” Spike exclaimed before he turned to look towards the library staircase.
“Don’t tell me you’re scared of her, Spike; she’s just our Nyx.”
“Twilight, she’s an alicorn ten times my size that can shoot lightning bolts. I mean, she did save your life, so that makes her okay in my book. I’m not scared, but I’m not stupid either; I don’t want to be the one to find out if Nyx woke up on the wrong side of the bed.
“Wait, how in Equestria did get her into the bedroom anyways? She’s too big to fit up the stairs... well, unless she turned into a cloud or something. Then she could probably fit anyplace.”
“Spike, just go get her.”
“All right, all right, I’m going,” Spike grumbled as Twilight made her way into the library’s kitchen. With her unicorn magic, she began drawing out ingredients for a nice, hearty breakfast. It would be Nyx’s first breakfast back at the library and Twilight wanted to make it a good one. That, and she’d missed dinner the evening before, so she was looking forward to enjoying a big meal as well.
Opening the cupboards, Twilight levitated out some bowls and basic ingredients. “Let’s see, I feel like pancakes,” Twilight mused to herself as she remembered the recipe and looked over what ingredients were available in the library. “We have flour, sugar, cinnamon, baking powder, milk, vegetable oil, water, vanilla, butter. Good, looks like I have everything I-”
SLAMMM!!!
Twilight almost dropped all the ingredients she had been levitating in the air, but managed to keep a hold of everything... except the bag of flour, which dropped to the floor like a stone. It threw up a huge white cloud upon impact, and filled the air with a smoke screen of white powder.
Twilight hacked and coughed as the flour settled, the front of her body covered in white dust, as was much of the kitchen. It was a sizable mess, one that Twilight could only frown at before turning her eyes to the kitchen door, where Spike was smiling back sheepishly.
“Oh... uh... sorry Twilight.”
“It’s fine,” she huffed, “though I would like to know why you just burst through the door like that.”
“Twilight, Nyx is a filly again!”
“Yes, I know, Spike,” Twilight replied as she shook her body, trying to throw off the flour that was covering her.
“Wait, you knew that too? When did all this happen?”
“Yesterday evening,” Twilight answered. “Luna was the one that changed her back.”
“But why would Luna-”
Twilight cut Spike off by putting a broom and dustpan into his claws. “I’ll explain while we clean up this mess.”
Spike nodded and, as the pair worked, Twilight filled Spike in on everything that had happened. There were a couple times she had to back up and repeat herself but, by the time the kitchen was clean, Spike had a fairly strong grasp on what had transpired.
“So... Nyx is mostly back to the way she was, but she still remembers everything that’s happened? And at the same time, Luna’s now as big and tall like Celestia, because she took back the power Nyx had?”
“Pretty much.”
“Wow... a lot happened yesterday.”
“Yes, it did,” Twilight answered as she threw the last bit of the spilled flour away. “Now, would you please go upstairs and get Nyx while I start on these pancakes?”
Spike nodded, and scampered out of the kitchen while Twilight turned her levitation spell on the pancake ingredients. She began to carefully measure out and pour them into a mixing bowl. Soon, the batter was perfect and Twilight was cooking the first pancake on the stove. Feeling just a little adventurous, Twilight chose to forgo using a spatula and tried to flip the pancake with just her magic.
SQQQQUUUUUEEEEEEE!
The sound of Nyx’s voice made Twilight jump a second time that morning. The half-cooked pancake, which was being lifted up by Twilight’s magic, soared skyward, flipping and turning in the air before it came back down. With a thick splat, the uncooked side of the pancake landed on Twilight’s head, splattering white batter across her face while she furrowed her eyebrows in annoyance.
“Twilight, Twilight!” Spike chanted as he and Nyx came running through the kitchen door, only for both to come to a stop dead in their tracks.
“Whoa, Twilight, you trying to cook that pancake on your head?” Spike joked, which only drew a frown and an annoyed glare from her.
“No, I’m not,” Twilight grumbled as she levitated the pancake off her head and grabbed a wet rag from the sink to clean herself off. “Now, why did I hear a scream?”
“Nyx has her cutie mark!”
Twilight’s annoyance disappeared and she lowered the wash rag from her face.“She does!?”
“Yeah!” Nyx chirped back, turning to the side. “See?”
Twilight leaned forward a little, and focused her eyes on Nyx’s side. Her cutie mark was a single, simple image: a night-blue shield. The shield itself was a kite shield, which tapered off to a single point at the bottom and crested to a single point on top. The blue color was steely, with a slightly lighter-toned metallic highlight that, if Twilight wasn’t mistaken, almost looked like a narrow crescent moon.
“Isn’t it amazing?” Nyx asked.
“Yes, it is,” Twilight answered. “Did you just get it?”
“No, and that’s the thing we couldn’t figure out,” Spike explained. “I saw it when Nyx climbed out of bed, and I’ve never heard of a pony getting a cutie mark while they were asleep... well, unless their special talent is sleeping. Anyways, that means she had to get it before she went to sleep last night, but she doesn’t remember seeing it before she woke up.”
“We were wondering if you know when it showed up, and if you know what it means,” Nyx added.
“I’m sorry, but I don’t. Maybe Celestia knows.”
“Why would Celestia know?” Spike asked.
“She stayed with me and Nyx most of yesterday, so maybe she saw something. Spike?”
The baby dragon smiled, slipped out the kitchen door, and appeared a few moments later with quill and paper in his claws. “Ready.”
“Dear Princess Celestia, I hope you are having an easy time settling back into Canterlot,” Twilight began as Spike wrote down the letter. “I know you must be busy, but we discovered this morning that Nyx has her cutie mark. We do not, however, know when it appeared. I was wondering if you, by chance, noticed anything yesterday, since we know that Nyx did not have her cutie mark before the attack. Your Faithful Student, Twilight Sparkle.”
“Twilight... Sparkle,” Spike echoed as he finished the letter. Then, in a flash of emerald fire, the letter was sent to Canterlot by Spike’s magical dragon fire.
With the scroll was gone and, after a little encouragement from Nyx and Spike, Twilight began a third attempt at making pancakes. As Twilight cooked, Spike and Nyx tried to guess what Nyx’s cutie mark meant, and Twilight joined the conversation once she had three plates stacked high with light, fluffy pancakes.
“You really think that’s what it means?”
“Oh yeah, that has to be what it means,” Spike assured as Twilight put a plate full of pancakes in front of him. “Twilight will back me up.”
“Back you up on what?” Twilight asked as she set down Nyx’s plate.
“I think Nyx’s cutie mark means her special talent is being tough.”
“Really?” Twilight said as she made no effort to hid the skepticism in her voice.
“Well, think about all the stuff she did when she was Nigh-, I mean... when she was big. She fought back a bunch of monsters and beat Celestia. A pony has to be tough to do all that, and shields are tough.”
“But Applejack, Pinkie Pie, and Fluttershy helped me fight all those monsters, and Celestia wasn’t really trying to beat me when we fought,” Nyx pointed out as Twilight sat down at the table with her own plate of food.
“But you still beat her,” Spike argued.
“I’m sorry, Spike, but, if you’re right, then wouldn’t Nyx’s cutie mark have appeared after she defeated Celestia?” Twilight asked as she watched Spike drown his pancakes in maple syrup.
“Well, I guess you’re-” Spike began, only for his cheeks to puff out. A moment later he belched out a cloud of smoke, which swirled and materialized into a scroll. The letter dropped out of the air a moment later, and Twilight had to use a quick bit of magic to keep it from landing on top of Spike’s syrup-drenched pancakes.
“So, does Celestia know?” Nyx asked, the letter completely distracting her from her breakfast.
Twilight laughed and waved a hoof in Nyx’s direction as she unrolled the scroll. “Just a second, let me read.”
To My Faithful Student,
Things are busy around the palace, mostly because everypony wants to celebrate that Luna and I have returned. Still, it is good to be home and we are settling back in.
As to your question, I do believe I know when Nyx gained her cutie mark. It was yesterday, when she was surrendering herself to me and Luna. It was just after she finished speaking that I noticed a flash of light coming from her side. I was unable to see the mark at the time, due to Nyx’s bandages, but I do believe that was when Nyx’s cutie mark appeared.
Hopefully you find that helpful, and I offer my congratulations to Nyx.
Sincerely,
Princess Celestia of Equestria
P.S. Luna offers her congratulations as well.
Twilight’s mind slipped back to remember that moment in time. She had wanted her to stop, but Nyx had surrendered herself to Celestia and Luna all the same. It was then, at the end, that Nyx had spoken what could have easily turned out to be her final words.
“I can be bruised, battered and beaten but, as long as there is still breath in my lungs, I will continue to protect ponies. I will protect them, because what can kill them I can survive, because what hurts them is but a scratch for me, because it’s the one thing I’ve been able to do right.”
“So, what did Celestia say?” Spike asked through a mouthful of pancake.
“She remembered seeing a flash of light, and she thinks that’s when Nyx got her cutie mark. If she’s right, then I think I know what your special talent is.”
“What is it?” Nyx asked anxiously.
“I think your special talent is protecting other ponies.”
“Protecting other ponies?” Nyx echoed quizzically.
“Yes, like how you protected Ponyville from the monster attack. How you were willing to surrender yourself not only to make up for what you had done but the things done by the Children of Nightmare. Like a shield,” Twilight continued, pointing at Nyx’s cutie mark, “you are willing to put yourself in danger to protect other ponies, no matter who they are.”
Nyx glanced down at her cutie mark and then turned to look at her pancakes. She stared at them while the thought of her special talent rolled around in her head. Nyx then looked back at Twilight, obviously a little worried. “Um... Twilight? If my talent is protecting other ponies, does that mean I have to fight monsters right now?”
Twilight chuckled before shaking her head.
“No, you don’t have to worry about fighting monsters right now. You’re just a filly, and Luna took away most of your magic. Though, even if you did have all your powers, I still wouldn’t let you fight anything from the Everfree Forest.”
“Why?”
“Because I don’t want to even think about you fighting anything until you’re at least my age. But don’t get me wrong, I still think it’s a wonderful cutie mark.”
A smile spread onto Nyx’s lips, and she would have probably jumped out of her seat in joy from not only having a cutie mark but from also having Twilight’s approval. Still, while Nyx kept herself contained to her chair, she quickly began expressing her joy while eating her pancakes. Each fork full was consumed with a huge smile, and even her chewing seemed happy.
“That is a nice special talent,” Spike commented after taking a drink of water to wash down a bite of pancake, "but I think that makes me kind of right.”
“Right about what?” Twilight asked.
“Well, Nyx’s special talent. I mean, to be good at protecting ponies she has to be pretty tough.”
Twilight laughed a little, about to take her first bite of pancake. “Well, I think it takes a little more than just being tough, but-”
KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK
Twilight sighed, wondering if she would get to eat breakfast at all that morning through all the interruptions. Twilight had every intention of ignoring the pony at the door, but a second set of knocks forced her to set her fork down and step away from the table. She walked to the front door, and upon reaching it, Twilight opened it to reveal a pink earth pony with bright blue eyes.
“Hey Pinkie Pie.”
“Twilight, what are you doing inside?” Pinkie Pie asked with her usual level of energy.
“Trying to eat breakfast,” Twilight answered before cocking an eyebrow. “Why?”
“You silly filly, if you want to eat breakfast you should come to the party!”
Twilight cocked her head in confusion, but Pinkie Pie just responded by pointing down the street with her hoof. Twilight followed Pinkie’s point, and stuck her head out of the library door to see that, a few blocks away, the streets of Ponyville had been transformed. Every lamppost, store front... basically anything that could be decorated had been decorated with banners and flags that featured suns and moons. Ponies were outside, laughing and dancing in the streets, and Twilight could even hear music in the air, though it sounded like it was coming from several blocks away.
“What’s all that about?”
“It’s my ‘Celestia and Luna are back’ party!” Pinkie Pie answered with a bounce. “A pegasus came from Canterlot this morning and told the mayor that Celestia and Luna were back, and then she told Ditzy Doo, and Ditzy Doo told Carrot Top, and then Carrot Top told Mr. Cake, and then Mr. Cake told Mrs. Cake. Then Mrs. Cake told me, and I was so happy and excited I started planning a party right then and there!”
“Wait, so you threw a party together already?”
“Of course!” Pinkie Pie replied. “I mean, I put together a party just as big for when we saved Luna, and I barely had any time then! This time I actually had ponies to put up decorations, and I got punch made, and I have five cakes baking!”
“Wait, how do you have five cakes baking? There’s only one oven at Sugarcube Corner.”
“That’s easy, Silly! I just used other ponies’ ovens.”
“I guess that would make sense,” Twilight replied, though she was honestly expecting a much stranger answer.
“So,” Pinkie Pie began as she leaned in to Twilight, “are you going to come to the party?”
“Actually, I may not, Pinkie Pie.”
“Awwww, why not? I mean, it's going to be so terrific and I’d think you, more than anypony, would be happy that Celestia and Luna are back!”
“I am happy, but I wouldn’t want to make Nyx stay here at the library by herself, and it’s really not a party she would probably like to go to. While it’s a party for Celestia and Luna coming back, there have to be some ponies out there celebrating the fact that they think Nyx is gone.”
“Oh, everypony already knows about Nyx.”
Twilight’s eyes widen, and her mouth hung open slightly. “They... do?”
“Yeah. The message Celestia and Luna sent out said that Nyx let the princesses go from the sun and moon, and that they punished Nyx by taking away her powers and putting her in the care of a pony that would make sure she wouldn't be a threat to Equestria ever again, a pony Celestia trusts completely.
“And,” Pinkie Pie continued, “Celestia doesn’t trust any pony more than you, so I knew Nyx was staying with you. That, and a couple of ponies saw you leaving the castle last night with a little black filly. Still, Celestia’s punishment sounds so silly. Anypony that knows you and Nyx would know that the idea of her living with you isn’t a real punishment!”
Twilight found herself smiling as she silently thanked Celestia and Luna. The princesses had told Equestria the full truth about Nyx, but had done it in such a way that most of Equestria would believe Nyx was actually being punished. To the common pony, it sounded like she was being carefully guarded and that her powers had been taken away by force.
Yet the residents of Ponyville, who knew Nyx better, could see the full truth. Most would be angry that she got off so easily, but some would be happy to know she was back with the unicorn that cared about her. It was probably a foal's hope, believing all of Equestria wouldn’t find out the full truth soon or later, but Twilight was thankful for what the princesses had done all the same.
“It does sound like a lot of fun, Pinkie Pie, but I think Spike, Nyx and I should just spend today together.”
Pinkie Pie smiled knowingly. “Okay, Twilight, I hope you three have fun! Oh, and if you change your mind, you’re welcome to stop by the party and get some cake.”
“I’ll keep that in mind,” Twilight replied, and she was about to slip back inside the library when a thought struck her. “Hey, Pinkie Pie?”
“Yeah?”
“Do the Cakes have any parties planned in Sugarcube Corner over the next few days?”
“Not that I can think of. Why?”
~~~
“Spike... Twilight!?” Nyx called out, slowly descending the stairs of the library’s main floor.
It had been a few days since Celestia and Luna’s return, and a few days of fun for Nyx as she got back into a normal routine with with Twilight, Spike, and Owlowiscious. It hadn’t all been peaceful; a few ponies had come to the library to argue with Twilight that Nyx needed to be locked up or even taken away. Twilight, however, proceeded to chew out and slam the library door in those ponies’ faces, and afterward she always reassured Nyx that she didn’t deserve any of the punishments they were demanding.
It had been okay until about three ponies came at once with every intention to take Nyx by force and lock her up until they could convince Celestia she needed to be banished. It had been a tense evening, but with her magic and Spike’s help, Twilight chased those three ponies off. Then, to make Nyx feel better, Twilight broke her usual rule and read two stories before bed.
Nyx had been so excited that she made herself stay up for both stories, which resulted in her sleeping in. It was almost ten in the morning and, while Nyx wasn’t surprised to see Twilight and Spike weren’t in bed, she was surprised to find they weren’t in the kitchen or the library’s main room.
“W-where is everypony?” Nyx asked herself after checking most of the rooms. For a brief moment, a flicker of fear sparked inside Nyx as her more youthful mind betrayed her. She couldn't stop herself from wondering if she had been abandoned again, but she dispelled the thought with a firm shake of her head.
She knew Twilight wouldn’t just leave her like that. Not now, not ever.
That still left Nyx wondering where everypony was, and she began to search the library. It was when she was in the library’s basement that the rapping of a hoof on wood reached her ears.
Somepony was knocking on the front door, and for a moment, Nyx wasn’t sure whether or not she should answer. The ponies at the door could have easily been some of the ponies from town that wanted to take her away. At the same time, Nyx realized that the pony at the door could be Twilight or one of her friends. So, she decided to at least see who it was.
After galloping to the door, Nyx reached out her magic to open it. Yet, she had to fumble with the handle for a few moments. She was still getting used to how much weaker her magic had become. It was even weaker than it had been when Twilight first found her, for some reason. Still, with some effort Nyx got the door unlatched and she pulled it open with a hoof.
“There you are!”
Nyx jumped back, and a small “eep!” escaped her throat as she retreated into the library. The party pony of Ponyville, Pinkie Pie, had been standing right on the library door step and caught Nyx off guard. Even after startling her, Pinkie Pie quickly zipped inside and got right up beside Nyx, giving her a playful noogie.
“I was so worried you were going to go and sleep through the party, but Twilight said I couldn’t wake you up until it was eleven. I thought that was kind of sad, since you’ve missed so much fun already, but then I heard somepony moving around. So, I guessed you were awake, decided to try knocking on the door, and I was right! Now you can come to the party earlier, and have so much fun! I bet if we really try really hard, we can make up for the hour you were being a sleepy McSleeperhead!”
“Pinkie Pie, stop it!” Nyx half-giggled, half-whined. She escaped Pinkie’s relentless but playful noogie, and stumbled back a few steps from her. “What’s going on? What party?”
“Oh, my ‘Thanks-For-Saving-Ponyville-From-A-Bunch-Of-Scary-Monsters’-party, and guess who is the guest of honor?”
“Twilight?”
“Nooooo~.” Pinkie Pie replied with a sing-song voice.
“Rainbow Dash?”
Pinkie Pie giggled. “No!”
“Applejack?”
“Not even close.”
“... Fluttershy?”
“Wow, you really need to practice at guessing games. It’s you, you silly filly!”
“Me?”
“Well duh. Yeah, Applejack and Rainbow Dash and Twilight and Fluttershy all helped, but you were the mare that really saved the day. You went and broke yourself into all those clones, and then you flew around helping ponies like an army of super heroes! You brought lightning down with big KA-CRACKS, and you bucked with some KA-POWS, and threw some of the monsters back into the forest with a NEEERRR-THOOOOM!!! It was so totally amazing!”
A smile slipped onto Nyx’s face. “You really think so?”
“Yep! Now come on, everypony we know is over at Sugarcube Corner, and they’re going to be so excited to see you! Well, it’s actually more everypony you know. I know everypony in Ponyville, and Sugarcube Corner is too small to really fit them all. That, and a lot of ponies I know are being mean-meanie heads. Some actually heard about the party, and came to tell me I shouldn’t be throwing it. They said that you didn’t deserve a party. How mean is that?
“Still,” Pinkie Pie continued, “all of my friends and all of your friends are there, and there are some other ponies too.
“Now, come on!” Pinkie Pie chirped. Then, before Nyx could react, Pinkie Pie had slipped a hoof under her belly. All it took after that was a single, swift, upward motion from Pinkie’s hoof, and Nyx found she had been popped into the air. She yelped and waved her limbs as well as flutter her wings as she toppled through the air. Nyx then landed on on Pinkie Pie’s back, which made Pinkie rear back energetically. She then galloped out into the streets of Ponyville while Nyx held on to Pinkie’s back for dear life.
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“WE’RE HERE~!!!” Pinkie Pie sang as she burst through the doors to Sugarcube Corner, startling a number of ponies around the room with her sudden arrival. After barely dodging a few ponies unfortunate enough to be in her path, Pinkie Pie skidded to a stop in the center of the room, a slightly shell shocked Nyx holding tightly to the pink pony’s back.
When Nyx dared to opened her eyes, her vision was met with a Sugarcube Corner decked out in party decorations, complete with streamers, banners and balloons. Nyx could even see a cake, which had been decorated with a simple but recognizable rendition of a grown-up version of herself standing over a defeated Lupus Major, which had X’s over its eyes and its tongue sticking out comically.
Most importantly, Nyx saw the friendly, smiling faces of ponies, something she had sorely missed during her time spent as Nightmare Moon. There weren’t a whole lot of ponies; the room was maybe halfway full, but there were still more than Nyx expected. Twilight and her friends, Cheerilee, Scootaloo’s parents and a few other mares and stallions from the community were in attendance. There were even a few faces Nyx didn’t recognize, but even those ponies seemed happy to see her.
It wasn’t just the adult ponies though. Before Nyx could really recover from being whisked through Ponyville by Pinkie Pie, she found herself at the bottom of a pony-pile. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and Twist had jumped up, clearing Pinkie Pie’s back and tackling their friend in a fit of laughter and giggles.
“Guess Twilight was tellin’ the truth! You are back to normal!” Apple Bloom cheered as she pulled herself out of the pile of equines, the others quickly getting back to their hooves as well.
“Must be weird not being all grown up anymore,” Scootaloo noted, “but it’s good to have ya back, Nyx.”
“Th-thank you. It’s really good to be back. I missed you all so much,” Nyx said with a smile, though it was a grin that quickly withered into a frown as she hung her head. “Listen, I’m so sorry that I locked you in the dungeons. I really didn’t want to, but Spell Nexus convinced me that-”
“We know,” Apple Bloom reassured while she placed a hoof on Nyx’s shoulders. “It was scary, but Twilight told us why you had to lock us up.”
“I’m still really sorry, girls. I promise, I didn’t want to do it.”
Sweetie Belle was the next to come up beside Nyx, and she was wearing a comforting smile. “It’s okay, we’ve all forgiven you.”
“Yeah, it’s totally- HEEEEYYYYY!” Scootaloo zipped over to Nyx’s side, and pointed a hoof to her hips. “Since when did you have that?”
“Have what?” Twist asked, tilting her head quizzically to the right side.
“Nyx has her cutie mark!” Apple Bloom chirped with a bounce before she, Twist, and Sweetie Belle moved over beside Scootaloo to inspect the new mark. “What is it, a shovel?”
“No, it doesn’t have a handle. I say it’s an arrow head,” Sweetie Belle argued.
“It’s not shaped right to be an arrow head. Uh, maybe it’s a... uh...” Scootaloo began, only to be cut off.
“It’s a shield,” Nyx said with a proud smile, despite the quizzical looks from her friends.
“A shield? What kind of special talent do you have that gives you a shield for a cutie mark?”
“Twilight says my special talent is protecting other ponies, even when I have put myself in harm’s way, like how I protected Ponyville during the attack.”
Scootaloo nodded her head. “That’s a pretty cool. It’s not as cool as Rainbow Dash’s cutie mark, but still cool.”
“But... I can still be a Crusader, right?” Nyx asked.
“Of course!” Sweetie Belle chirped. “After you made Twist a Cutie Mark Crusader, we’ve started a new membership policy. Ponies who already have cutie marks are allowed to be members as long as they help members who don’t have cutie marks discover their special talents. Though, you’ll have to work pretty hard to keep up with Twist. She’s been helping us out a whole bunch.”
“Aw, I just bring snacks,” Twist admitted while rubbing the back of her neck.
“But the snacks you bring are great, and you also help us find more things to try out for our special talents,” Apple Bloom pointed out.
“Hey,” Scootaloo began, “maybe one of our cutie marks are like Nyx’s! Maybe we should try defending other ponies.”
“But, what can we defend ponies against?” Sweetie Belle asked.
Nyx felt a bit of unease rising up in her chest. She did not want to let her friends go running into Everfree Forest to try and defeat one of the monsters she had chased away. It was then, however, she noticed a hydra-shaped piñata hanging off a hook in the ceiling.
A sly smile formed on her face, and Nyx pointed in the direction of the piñata. “You know, that big hydra looks pretty mean and scary. We wouldn’t want it hurting any ponies here at the party...”
“Yeah, it is pretty big and nasty,” Scootaloo agreed, rubbing her chin. The other four fillies soon caught onto Nyx’s idea and, with large smiles, the five friends shouted out in unison, scaring half the ponies at the party.
“CUTIE MARK CRUSADERS PIÑATA MONSTER SLAYERS!!! YAY!!!”
The Crusaders, now numbering at five energetic fillies, quickly ran off to find a blindfold and stick so that they could crack open the piñata... or, rather, defend the innocent party goers from the paper-mache monster that just happened to be filled with candy.
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“No cutie marks, but this candy is great,” Apple Bloom said as the Crusaders sat at a table. Nearby, the broken remains of a piñata lay scattered across the floor. Scootaloo had been the one to bring down the brightly colored paper-mache hydra, which had been such a threat to the party and all the ponies in attendance. It was a glorious explosion of candy and the few other fillies and colts that were at the party cheered and scrambled to get their share of the bounty.
“So, Nyx,” Sweetie Belle began after she swallowed a piece of candy: a small chocolate, “what was it like to be queen?”
Nyx stuck her tongue out at the sour memories. “I honestly didn’t like it that much.”
“Really? I mean, wasn’t it cool to live in that big castle and have all them servants workin’ for ya?” Apple Bloom asked.
“The castle was nice, but all those ponies always expected me to be like my old self: mean and evil. That, and they always tried to get me to wear make-up and armor, and I didn’t like wearing either.”
“Well, the food was good, wasn’t it?” Sweetie Bell asked.
“Sometimes, but the castle cook always made my food too fancy. I’d ask for a sandwich and the chef always turned it into an art project.”
“But those pastries he made were really good!” Scootaloo exclaimed, “even after Sweetie Belle sat on one.”
“I still can’t believe you ate that,” Sweetie Belle commented.
“What? It was still good, just a little squished,” Scootaloo defended before popping another small candy in her mouth. Still, Sweetie Belle wasn’t ready to drop the issue so quickly and, within moments, she and Scootaloo had gotten into a discussion about when it was and wasn’t okay to eat a dessert. Apple Bloom, Twist, and Nyx weighed in from time to time, but the trio mostly just sat back and grimaced as Scootaloo openly admitted that she would eat a pastry even if it was dropped in the mud, at least after brushing off most of the mud first.
It was during this conversation that Nyx noticed a glint out of the corner of her eye and looked to her side. A familiar pair of fillies were coming in the front door of Sugarcube Corner, the shimmer of light coming from the tiara that one of the fillies was wearing.
“Isn’t that right, Nyx?”
Nyx shook her head, and looked back at her friends. “What? Sorry, I wasn’t listening.”
“I was asking if it was cool to have a mane like Celestia’s,” Sweetie Belle repeated.
“I thought we were talking about what Scootaloo is willing to eat.”
“We were, but then Apple Bloom said something about the mane and tail you had when you were all grown up, and we started talking about that. Weren’t you listening at all?” Twist asked before taking a bite of taffy.
“Sorry, I got distracted, but yes, I guess it was pretty cool.”
“I wish I had a mane like that,” Sweetie Belle admitted. “It was so pretty.”
“Pretty nothin’!” Apple Bloom argued. “I just wish I could get my mane to do things. I could get to the cookie jar Big Mac hides on the top shelf if I had a mane like Nyx did.”
As her friends shifted into a conversation about the benefits of having a magical mane, Nyx excused herself a moment. After trotting around the party for a while, Nyx found Twilight talking with the mail-mare, Ditzy Doo, near the punch bowl.
“Are you sure it’s okay?”
“I don’t mind at all,” Twilight assured. “I’d be happy to help Dinky with her magic.”
“Thank you, Twilight. My little muffin has just been so excited about magic since she played you in that spring play. Sparkler’s been trying to help her learn but she’s just had her heart set on learning from you. I know she’ll be so excited to hear you’re willing to teach her.”
“Um, Twilight?” Nyx quietly interrupted, seeing a small break in the conversation.
“Oh, hey Nyx, are you having fun?”
“I am, but-” Nyx paused, and glanced over her shoulder to look at two fillies who were standing in the corner, who weren’t playing or talking with anypony else at the party. “Why are Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon here?”.
“I know you don’t like them, Nyx, but I asked them to come."
"Why would you want them here?"
"Do you remember what you did to them when you first became an adult?” Twilight asked, her tone becoming more parental and stern.
Nyx flattened her ears against her head, remembering how she had singled out the pair of fillies and practically blamed them for her completed resurrection. “Yes... I remember.”
“Don’t you think they deserve an apology?”
Nyx frowned, and glanced a second time at the pair of fillies that had been the bane of her existence when she was in school. “I guess, but what if they don’t want to accept my apology?”
“Then that’s their loss,” Twilight answered before she gave Nyx a gentle nudge with her hoof. “Now, go on.”
Nyx pouted, but she started to walk across the room all the same. She was not looking forward to the conversation at all. She couldn’t foresee the apology turning out very well. Still, Twilight was right; she needed to apologize to everypony for what she did, and that included Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
“Oh look, Silver Spoon, it's Equestria’s ‘glorious’ queen,” Diamond Tiara mocked as the pair noticed Nyx walking up to them, her words dripped with sarcasm. “What do you want, Your Majesty? Oh, wait, let me guess. You want to humiliate us in front of everypony in town, again. Or maybe you want to take my dad away, again.”
“I... I...” Nyx fumbled under Diamond Tiara’s accusing gaze. Once again, Nyx was having to deal with her younger mind. When she was Nightmare Moon, she wouldn’t have taken that kind of lashing, but as a filly...
Well, as a filly she didn’t want to take it either. She felt guilty, Diamond Tiara’s words were scalding, and she couldn’t deny that part of her wanted to break down. Still, that didn’t mean she had to. She was a filly again, but that didn’t mean she had to wilt and wither like she would before. She would be brave and face Diamond Tiara. After all, if she could face a bunch of big monsters, then she could handle a couple of bullies.
“I wanted to say I’m sorry.”
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon glanced at each other. The pair obviously had not been expecting that to be the reason why Nyx had come over to talk to them. Still, Diamond Tiara’s mouth quickly bent down into a frown. “Sorry? Sorry!? Like, who do you take us for? We’re not stupid! You hate us almost as much as we hate you, so why would you be sorry?”
“Because what I did wasn’t right, and... and it doesn’t matter if I like you or not. You still deserve an apology.”
“Well, thank you sooo much. That makes things, like, sooo much better.”
Nyx felt herself bristle. “I was just trying to be nice. Why did you two even come anyway?”
“We just wanted to see how lame this party was going to be, and get some free cake. Now, why don’t you go and be nice with your blank flank friends?” Diamond Tiara dismissed, waving Nyx off with a hoof. “We don’t need your sympathy, Nightmare Moon.”
Nyx furrowed her eyebrows, and tried to fight the urge to flip Diamond Tiara upside down with her magic. It was a part of her old personality, her Nightmare Moon side, that remained despite her return to fillyhood. It was a temper that made her lash out at her guards and servants when they disobeyed or questioned her. It was the same temper that made her want to strangle Spell Nexus’s scrawny neck for almost killing Twilight.
It was a temper that now remained with Nyx, but one she managed to wrangle before she did something she’d regret. She had given her apology, and if those two wanted to be snooty and mean, then that was their business. Turning on her hooves, Nyx began walking away, doing her best to do it calmly. She wanted to deny bullies the pleasure of knowing they had gotten under her skin, yet she couldn’t keep herself from stomping a little.
Nyx was so wrapped up in being angry at Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon that she almost walked right past Twilight. Twilight, however, stepped on Nyx’s tail before she could walk past and asked firmly, “Did you apologize?”
“Yes,” Nyx replied with a mixture of a grumble and whine, “but they didn’t accept it.”
“That’s fine,” Twilight said before she released Nyx’s tail and let her turn around. “What matters is that you did the right thing. Now, why don’t we go cut the cake?”
Nyx smiled as her anger over Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon subsided. She didn’t need Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon to like her; she had Twilight and her friends. She knew that was all she needed.
That, and the cake looked delicious.
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“Well sister, it seems that most of Canterlot is taking your transformation well,” Celestia commented as she and Luna strode through the royal castle, having a short respite between meetings and announcements. It had been very hectic for the Royal Sisters, trying to balance the work that needed to be done while with the number of public appearances they had to make.
“They take it as a sign of Nightmare Moon’s defeat, that I ‘conquered’ the great monster and reclaimed my power. It may not be the proper truth, but I see no point in correcting them.”
“An honorable motive, sister, but I fear that the ‘proper truth’ will come out in time. Some ponies from Ponyville have already sent letters to me about the fact that Twilight isn’t punishing Nyx as they think she should. A letter from one Regal Cut said that his daughter, Diamond Tiara, was invited to a party for Nyx.”
“A party?” Luna echoed quizzically.
“From the invitation I personally received, it was a ‘Thanks-For-Saving-Ponyville-From-A Bunch-Of-Scary-Monsters’ party, thrown by the bearer of the Element of Laughter, Pinkie Pie. If memory serves me right, the party is going on right now.”
A small chuckle escaped Luna’s lips as she thought back to her own encounters with Pinkie Pie. “She does throw very grand parties. I hope Nyx enjoys it.”
“Speaking of Nyx, I must admit I was curious about something. I feel you made the best decision for Nyx and Twilight, taking back your power and memories, but-”
“You want to know how I did it?” Luna interrupted.
“Yes, it isn’t a spell I’m familiar with.”
The smile slid from Luna’s face, and she choose to focus on the corridor ahead. “It was a spell created out of dark jealousy and ill-intentions. My plans to try and keep the moon in the sky began before I properly became Nightmare Moon, and I knew that I wouldn’t be able to resist you and the sun for long, considering back then you were my elder and superior in terms of age and power.
“So I studied and developed a spell that allowed me to steal magic. Flowers, trees... ponies... I stole not only their magical power but, if I came across a pony with a unique knowledge of magic, I would steal that as well.
“I used the spell to build up my power,” Luna admitted with hints of disgrace flitting in her words. “When I had enough knowledge and magic gathered, I used it to transform into Nightmare Moon. I infused myself with the power and became a mare that could easily stand against the pony you were a thousand years ago. It... it is a horrible and dark art.”
Celestia shifted, gently nudging up against Luna as the pair continued to walk down the hall. “Do not worry yourself, sister; all that is in the past, and you found a way to take that spell and put it to good use.”
“I’m glad you agree. I didn’t want Nyx to have to live with the mistakes I made. I wanted to take it all back from her, and that desire made me think of that spell for the first time in centuries. I had almost forgotten it completely. It hadn’t crossed my mind since I became Nightmare Moon. Perhaps that is why Nyx does not know of the spell. It is a small miracle if that’s true, that she only knows the things I thought about when she and I were one and the same.
“Still, once I did remember the spell, I knew that was the best thing I could do for her."
“It was the best outcome we could have hoped for, I believe," Celestia agreed. "Many in Equestria may still fear and despise Nyx for what she did but, as long there are those who see the good in her, I’m sure she will be able to find her way.”
“That, and you didn’t mention to Twilight you’ve put a couple royal guards undercover in Ponyville to make sure Nyx doesn’t get attacked by an angry mob,” Luna added knowingly.
“Just a precaution, nothing more.”
“Don’t worry, sister. Your secret is safe with me,” Luna assured her as the pair reached their destination. It was the castle dining hall, which was already filled to the brim with ponies. The occasion was another celebratory meal, hosted this time by the elite of Manehattan, who were more than eager to welcome back the Royal Sisters.
Celestia and Luna took their seats at the head of the table. The Mayor of Manehattan, along with a few of the city’s biggest business ponies, had the privilege of sitting right next to the Royal Sisters and, after the princesses offered some welcoming words, lunch was served.
The business ponies around Celestia and Luna were soon lost in a discussion about the economic impact of Nightmare Moon’s short-lived reign. It was a conversation the princesses only half-listened to, Luna eagerly digging into her food after the long morning while Celestia picked and nibbled at her meal.
“What’s wrong, sister? Aren’t you hungry?” Luna whispered quietly before putting a forkful of food in her mouth.
“I am starving, but I already ate too much at breakfast,” Celestia whispered back, not wanting to draw the attention of the nearby business ponies. “After what we've already eaten today, I honestly shouldn’t be eating anything more than a green salad, and that’s if I don’t want to have to skip dinner.”
Luna laughed to herself. “I still say you worry too much about your weight, Celestia.”
“You may be able to eat whatever you want, but, as you may recall, I’ve always had to be a little more conscious of my figure,” Celestia snipped before she glanced to her side. A servant had come up beside her. He whispered something into her ear and the retreated as quickly as he had approached.
“What’s wrong?” Luna asked, pausing with a fork in front her mouth.
“It’s Spell Nexus,” Celestia whispered. “He’s broken into the castle dungeons.”
“Broken in?”
“He’s distraught because of the role he played in Nightmare Moon’s resurrection, even though it is my understanding that he and all the other Children of Nightmare were being influenced by parasitic magic.”
“So he broke into the dungeon to reprimand himself?”
Celestia nodded, taking up her napkin and gently cleaning her mouth. “Yes. Spell Nexus has always been a little over-dramatic. You should have seen him this one time when he was still my student. He accidentally broke a vase in the castle and was sure I needed to banish him from the kingdom. He can be such a drama queen at times.”
“Don’t you mean ‘king’?”
“No, queen,” Celestia corrected with a small grin. “Don’t tell anypony else, but he has a very high pitched scream."
Luna chuckled a little at the thought. “I’ll take your word for it, sister. Still, what are you going to do?”
“I am going to leave you to entertain our guests while I go convince Spell Nexus he does not need to imprison himself in the dungeon,” Celestia answered as she stood from her seat. “That and, if I know him as well as I do, I’ll also need to convince him that he doesn’t have to resign from his position as headmaster of my school.”
“Do you want me to save you a piece of dessert? It’s supposed to be cloud cake, your favorite.”
Celestia winced, coming to a stop just a few steps away from her seat. After a few tense moments, the sun princess cast a glance back at Luna. “Save me one small piece... a small piece, Luna.”
Luna nodded, watching as Celestia left before going back to her meal. Then, when a servant drew close, Luna waved the mare over, leaned in and whispered quietly as she smiled devilishly.
“Please be sure to save my sister a large, corner piece of cloud cake with as much frosting as possible. Actually, why don’t you just set aside one of the cakes for her, and make sure it’s delivered to the bed chamber this evening.”
“Of course, Your Majesty,” the servant replied, quickly scuttling away while Luna placed a forkful of food in her mouth, imagining just how Celestia would react when she found a whole cloud cake in her bedroom and wondering if her sister would be able to resist eating it.
~~~
Twilight had a weary smile on her face as she walked back to the library. Spike and Nyx were passed out on her back, the all-day party having utterly worn them out. Beside Twilight strode Rarity, who was carrying a dozing Sweetie Belle on her back.
“I think that even Pinkie Pie is tired after today,” Rarity said, her own exhaustion apparent in her voice. “I, for the first time ever, saw her walking up to her loft instead of bouncing.”
Twilight laughed and nodded. “Yeah, but it was still a lot of fun.”
“That it was, Twilight, that it was,” Rarity agreed. “Still, there is something I wanted to tell you before I forget.”
“What is it, Rarity?”
“Well, at the beginning of all this, I thought you were crazy taking care of a filly that turned out to actually be Nightmare Moon. And not just because of Nyx, but because of you as well. I know you’ve taken care of Spike, but I always assumed you got help raising him from Celestia.”
“Well, she and some of the professors at the school.”
“Exactly. I was worried about what Nyx really was and your safety, but I was also worried that you didn’t realize what you were getting yourself into. Taking care of a filly is a lot of responsibility, and Spike is really more of your assistant since he’s capable of taking care of himself.
“Still, I wanted to say that I’ve never been happier to be proven wrong. You’ve done an amazing job taking care of Nyx. I mean, you helped Nightmare Moon change. Not many ponies can boast their parenting skills reformed one of the most feared villains in Equestrian history.”
“Thanks, Rarity. That means a lot coming from you.”
“Just don’t let it go to your head,” Rarity warned. “You may have done well so far, but you can’t let your guard down either. Trust me, if you don’t keep an eye on a little filly, she’ll get into trouble faster than you can imagine. I still can't believe Sweetie Belle was able to get into my golden fabric to make her crusader capes without me even noticing.”
Twilight giggled a little, having heard more than once about the kind of trouble Sweetie Belle could cause for her sister. “I’ll be sure to keep that in mind.”
“I hope you do,” Rarity remarked as the pair reached an intersection in town. “Unfortunately, it would seem this is where we part ways for now. I need to take Sweetie Belle home myself. So, I must bid you adieu, Twilight.”
“Night, Rarity,” Twilight replied with a small chuckle. She watched Rarity take a few steps down the other street before she turned and continued on her way. It only took a few more minutes for Twilight to reach the library, and after she tucked both Spike and Nyx into bed, she slipped downstairs. She summoned a scroll and ink jar to her side, and then began to write by light of the candle on her writing desk.
Dear Princess Celestia,
I just wanted to thank you and Luna again for letting Nyx stay with me. While most of Equestria may not be as welcoming to her, I can assure you that, after today’s events, Nyx has friends among the ponies in Ponyville. Ponies who are willing to see her for who she is, not who she was.
The one thing that I’ve learned from raising Nyx is that if anypony wants to change for the better, they can, especially if they have help from good friends. When I first saw Nyx, I was, just like you, afraid that she was Nightmare Moon. Even after I quickly discovered her, at the time, timid personality, I was still afraid of truth, and I realize now that I was actively denying all evidence that pointed to who she really was, just to alleviate my own fears.
And yet, despite all that happened, things didn’t turn out as dark as they could have. From what I’ve heard, even when she was fully resurrected, Nyx didn’t act like Nightmare Moon from the legends or the books. The time she spent with me as my daughter, the time she spent with her friends, had changed her for the better.
And if Nightmare Moon herself can become a better pony, then I think anypony can.
Your Faithful Student,
Twilight Sparkle
=====================================================================
The End
=====================================================================
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ZPast Sins
Ezn: The tense I wish this story stayed in!
intangiblepony: Whatever the hell happened to Present and Future Sins?
Anon13: Aren’t those porn films?
lightsideluc: This story brought to you by - Hammer and Wig's Pardon services: Don't let the sins of your past haunt your future! Call today for your FREE consultation. If you aren't pardoned, you don't pay!
What else can you be
when the world can only see
a monster?
Crazy56U: Oh, wait, that was on Final Jeopardy last night...
Nuke.Equestria: I thought monster prejudice had been stamped out.
Isphone: Well, I can be a phone.
Anon13: Ooh, ooh, I know! A klee-shay! No, wait, a reject from Sesame Street!
GelidEnmity: Something with significance?
Pemberton: A haunted house decoration?
DiStort: A popsicle?
RingmasterJ5: I was thinking a pop star. (Insert Bieber joke here)
intangiblepony: Or you could just say screw it and move to Alaska.
By Pen Stroke
Assisted by Batty Gloom
=============================================================
Dedicated to my loving aunt.
Among the first to encourage me to write.
She passed away while this story was being written.
She was a 3rd grade teacher, a mother, a wife, and a dear aunt,
And I will miss her greatly.
=============================================================
Prelude
Resurrection
Saint: Generally you wait until the sequel to use the overworked subtitles.
===============
Amidst dim candlelight, a single unicorn
Ezn: He likes long walks on the beach, ladies.
sat with his head bent down, eyes shut. He sat alone at the edge of the still pond, reflection dancing in the water.
ecyor0: A waltz, to be precise.
Intangiblepony: Clear sign of someone getting dumped.
Vimbert: Who says disco is dead?
Casca: Aaaand this is where most regular ponies would freak out and run away. But not "him", oh no.
The pond was nestled deep within Everfree Forest, the darkened trees and gnarled branches surrounding all sides like silent sentinels.
While most of Equestria had just shifted into spring, Everfree still had lingering bits of winter.
Casca: There goes Rainbow Dash's pay rise...
Snow covered the ground and there was a lingering chill in the air, the unicorn’s hot breath leaving puffs of steam to curl up for a few seconds before disappearing into the night.
Anon13: Damn it, why can’t we ever have demonic rituals someplace warm?
Intangiblepony: Because the travel budget doesn’t cover Florida.
For an hour the unicorn had sat in the utter silence on the edge of the pond,
Ezn: Long walks on the beach, and long sits at the edges of ponds in the Everfree. Quite the catch!
Vimbert: I think he needs a hobby.
only a few nearby candles for company.
Isphone: They don’t talk much.
The light from the tiny, flickering flames fell upon his black coat, though it wasn’t his natural color. No, his whole body, mane included, had been dyed the deepest black possible... even his true cutie mark
Ezn: All the false cutie marks he’d had tattooed on his body were still visible though.
Nuke.Equestria: Especially that one on his rear.
Lightsideluc: That isn’t a Cutie Mark, that’s a tramp stamp.
had been covered by the dyes, his flank appearing utterly blank.
Hellioning: CUTIE MARK CRUSADERS EMO KIDS YAY!
Anon13: Rage against the dye-ing of the blight!
Ezn: We will not go garishly out of sight.
Only the small sounds of the forest were audible,
Ezn: Not the big sounds, of course. Those were obviously inaudible.
the creaking of the trees and shifting of the pond water. It was a scene of utter peace,
Ezn: The peace was not unlike our unicorn friend’s blank flank, or the scene’s own silence.
what the unicorn needed as he prepared for the task of the evening.
disco: Arson?
Vimbert: Nothing like a moment of quiet reflection before everything goes to hell.
Yet, as he took in another deep breath and released it,
Casca: I thought he was going to make sculptures with it. Can't please everypony, I guess.
Ezn: “Your blood oath is fulfilled, deep breath. Go forth a free man.”
Midnight: “A free pony?”
Ezn: Silly Midnight, breaths aren’t ponies!
the sound of hoof steps began to echo across the trees.
“Nexus, we’re ready when you are.”
The black unicorn, Spell Nexus,
ecyor0: N-E-X-U-S
took in another breath,
Ezn: When will you air currents learn to stop crossing this guy?!
turquoise eyes opening
Alcoremortis: Do... pony-eyes even come in turquoise?
as he turned to look at the pony who had approached him from behind. “I will be along shortly.”
Anon13: “I’m not really here, you understand.” (Oh how I wish we weren’t.)
The pony who had interrupted nodded, disappearing back into the forest. After waiting for the sound of hoof steps to once again fade, Nexus lit his horn,
Ezn: For a smoke break.
Nuke.Equestria: Despite the no smoking sign.
Vimbert: Spell Nexus doesn’t play by your rules.
Lightsideluc: “Screw the rules, I have bits!”
magic flowing. He reached to his side, levitating a number of items into the air.
Hellioning: Fourteen, to be exact.
RingmasterJ5: Sleeping bag, tent, issue of Playcolt; it looks like he’s ready to start one of the most hated fics in MLP history! ...Or a camping trip.
disco: But can he lift an X-Wing out of a bog? What about stacking stones while standing on his head?
GelidEnmity: If he tried standing on his head, his horn would snap off.
“Our queen, guide me this night... for it is beneath this full moon that our efforts come to fruition.”
Lightsideluc: And then delicious apples were had by all. But they weren't just any apples, they were MOON apples.
Nexus spoke the words slowly, his voice carrying the tone of a pony well practiced in preaching,
Disco: Or villainous monologuing.
whose words could inspire the loyalty
Disco: or stupidity
of his brothers and sister.
Ezn: Good to know.
Midnight: only the one sister. We don’t like to talk about... the accident
Nuke.Equestria: Didn’t that sister use to be a brother?
Lightsideluc: You would have to ask Midnight about that.
Midnight: ...don’t judge me!
intangiblepony: Well, damn, I feel awkward now...
A voice that had drawn great minds
svensvenderson: Free hand, no less.
and strong bodies to the cause,
Casca: Winter Wrap Up Slack Appreciation Society?
though at the moment he was speaking only to himself.
DiStort: “Did I leave the stove on..?”
“Let me be merely a vessel for your will and strength until the deed is done.”
Anon13: Most bitchin’ D&D session EVER, dude!
ecyor0: But after that, I expect a pay rise, buddy.
The levitating items drew close to him, a cape that was a midnight blue with white stars all across its surface.
icreid1125: Trixie, you let yourself go after your humiliation, didn't you?
anon1: Well, sex change operations are expensive...
A chest plate comprised of grayish purple metal, with a turquoise crescent moon
Alcoremortis: The author sure does like the word “turquoise.” Can’t we have some love for the pale blue-greens of the world?!
set in its center. Horseshoes to match the chest piece.
CTOONfan1: Gotta accessorize.
Disco: Hasbro should get on that.
An armored plate for the back of his neck. All these bits of metal
Hellioning: Metal capes seem rather uncomfortable.
secured themselves to the unicorn as he spoke.
Midnight: I put on my robe and wizard hat.
RingmasterJ5: IT’S MORPHIN’ TIME!
“Let me bear your mane, both powerful and beautiful,
RingmasterJ5: For some reason, I am imagining this pony holding up Nightmare Moon’s hair as he says this, as if he ripped it off of her.
Nuke.Equestria: No, he’s just holding it while she vomits in the toilet.
a depiction of the endless sky. Let me stand in uniform, bearing the armor in the image of your greatness.
Vimbert: So, technically he’s cross-dressing if he’s done up as Nightmare Moon. I guess Spell Nexus does have a hobby after all.
Let me be your agent this night, for it is you I serve above all others.”
Saint: "May you again remind me why I have to do this stupid chant every time I wear the armor."
Pemberton: Then Nightmare Moon said, “lol no.”
Lightsideluc: “OK, being the awesome agent I am, I’ve managed to get you booked at that local bar and, if their backup-backup band doesn’t show, you might even get a chance to play at the hotel during Jazz Fridays!”
The final piece levitated towards Nexus, a helmet made of the same metal as the chest piece. The unicorn guided the helmet carefully, bring it down across his horn as it fit snuggling onto his head.
Anon13: And whispered sweet nothings into his ear.
Nuke.Equestria: “The helmet tenderly cradled his head. ‘You are the only cranium for me’ it whispered sweetly into his ear.”
ecyor0: If your helmet is snuggling, this is a sign that you have won its trust, and it will now view you as its mother figure.
“May your power be with me, for tonight you shall not only breathe again of the cool night air,
Isphone: By your powers combined, I am CAPTAIN PLANET!
Lightsideluc: Take the form of a bucket of water!
but you shall look upon the world with eyes of your own, no longer sharing a body with a weak foal. Tonight, you shall be your own mare,
Saint: "Cuz you don't need no stallion"
and never again to be threatened.”
Lightsideluc: Oh great, a feminist deity.
DiStort: You forget, Equestria is a female dominated society.
Nexus stood, looking at his reflection in the pond.
Ezn: “Hellooooooo handsome!”
He now appeared the ultimate doppelganger of his mistress,
Pemberton: And readied himself for kinky roleplaying.
DiStort: So, what? He wants to be a mare? I think there are some closed doors here that need to be opened.
Midnight: Don’t judge m- ...I’ll, uh, be over here...
Intangiblepony: Anything you need to talk about Midnight?
an eager acolyte to her power and knowledge. Through his efforts and those of the rest of the group, they would see their queen rise again. Yet it was only he that was allowed to look so much like the queen,
Anon13: being quite a queen himself...
Hellioning: Somebody's possessive. He needs therapy.
Midnight: (sings, badly) Dancing Queen, young and sweet, only seventeeeeeeeenn...
ecyor0: In Equestria, only the cool kids can be cross-dressers.
to lead the spell that was about to be cast. It was his place of honor, one no pony would steal from him.
Lightsideluc: And then Gilda the griffon swooped in and swiped it right out from underneath his muzzle.
Midnight: Griffin! Griffin!
Ezn: No, I don’t think we need Peter Griffin in this story.
“Tonight, Nightmare Moon, your followers shall grant you a life of your own, and the tyrants of sun and moon shall fall.”
Anon13: “Uh, wasn’t she the tyrant of the moon?”
“Shh, let the crazy pony talk.”
Mentally prepared,
GelidEnmity: And challenged,
Hellioning: but physically unfit.
Disco: Wonder how long that took.
Nexus turned and began to walk into the forest, following the trail that connected the pond to another part of the Everfree. Another clearing, which came into view quickly and was populated by several unicorns, pegasi, and earth ponies moving about the space as they double and triple checked their work.
Nuke.Equestria: And then they double triple checked it.
Anon13: Which is a lot tougher without a baby dragon.
Vimbert: Hope they remembered their checklists.
svensvenderson: Measure twice, cast once.
The ground in the clearing had been cleared of snow, a few piles left dotted about the space.
Vimbert: So, it’s clear of snow, but there are still a few piles? I guess I have a slightly different idea of what “cleared” means.
On both the exposed ground and on top of the piles of snow wooden bowls
ecyor0: Similar to rain wooden bowls, only meant for frozen deserts.
had been placed, the bowls themselves filled with oil soaked powders. Paint had been used upon the ground to draw arcane lines of power,
Isphone: Damn power lines.
Nuke.Equestria: Don’t they know power lines cause cancer?
Lightsideluc: And the occasional rift into the realm of hell. Can't forget that.
and in the air above cloaked pegasi gathered clouds, pushing them together to hide the clearing from prying, sky bound eyes.
Anon13: Evil wrap-up, evil wrap-up.... Let’s finish our summoning here...
Nuke.Equestria: Evil wrap-up, evil wrap-up... Cause tomorrow tyranny is here.
ecyor0: Never mind the fact that a bunch of pegasi in cloaks pushing clouds around over the Everfree forest would probably draw more attention than just leaving it be.
All the ponies Nexus saw wore the simple, black cloak of the order
Pemberton: Oh, great. One of THESE stories.
except for three, who stood giving orders. A pair of pegasi and an earth pony, who like Nexus wore the honored armor. Still, they lacked the flowing, star field cloak and the helmet...
Vimbert: And the makeup, of course. Nexus would have executed anypony who dared to look as fabulous as him.
Midnight: Black nail polish? Check. Eyeliner? Check
Vimbert: Hoof polish?
those were vestments that were worn by Nexus alone.
disco: Nexus always dresses in style.
Nuke.Equestria: “Nexuuusss! I want to wear the star field cloak! You wore it lassst tiiime!”
“How close are we Night Wind?”
Lightsideluc: "We are uncomfortably close together, sir."
Nuke.Equestria: NIGHT WIND! HE BLOWS IN THE DARK!
Anon13: Biggest gasbag in the whole damn cult.
Nexus asked as he approached the two pegasi and the one earth pony.
“Cloud cover is almost complete and then the pegasi need a few minutes to get their bowls of powder.”
Vimbert: “And then, they’ll do lines of it off of the earth ponies.”
The dark purple pegasus answered, staring back at Nexus with her turquoise eyes,
Ezn: But watching the sky with her yellow eyes.
Anon13: Derpy, how’d you get mixed up in this?
Nuke.Equestria: There was mail to deliver.
Alcoremortis: Again with the turquoise. Not that I have something against the color, it’s just a bit overused now.
a sign of the order. Through the work of a spell Nexus blessed each of the Children of Nightmare, a blessing that carried enlightenment
disco: Is that what the kids are calling it these days?
along with with eyes to match their queen.
Ezn: He travelled back in time before doing this, in order to ensure the previous sentence made sense.
Nuke.Equestria: He brought an extra “with” with him from the future. Damn time paradoxes.
Eyes that could be shifted to the regal turquoise
Alcoremortis: AGH! The turquoise! It haunts MY DREAMS!
color when the order assembled but changed back to normal when in public.
Saint: or red to warn the herd of danger.
Ezn: Regular coloured contacts don’t really scream “demonic cult”.
Vimbert: Shh, they’re trying.
intangiblepony: Not very well. The last cult I was kidnapped by didn't even have eyes.
“Good. Stonewall,
disco: Jackson?
Crazy56U: Huh, I didn't know the Confederacy were in on this ritual.
do you have the items?”
WhileItsStillFunny: “Bombs? You want it? It's yours my friend, as long as you have enough rupees.”
“They have not left my sight since our departure from Canterlot, Nexus.” The earth pony replied,
Anon13: Stonewall doesn’t say much, especially to the press--but he’s a riot!
Midnight: Badum-tsh!
motioning to the bowl that was currently resting on his back.
Lightsideluc: The bowl was quite tired from the trip, after all.
Nuke.Equestria: Stonewall was relieved that Nexus forgot ‘items’ was plural.
Anon13: Actually, if the bowl on his back never left his sight he was probably running into trees.
“And Gray Gale,
Anon13: “Call me Smog, everyone else does.”
is our special guest awake?”
“Oh yea, she just woke up.” The gray pegasus of the trio offered, talking far more casually. “And boy is she scared!”
“That’s because you told her Stonewall would snap off her horn if she tired to escape.”
Lightsideluc: Don’t worry; it’s only a clip-on horn.
Ezn: And snap her legs if she didn’t get tired of escaping.
Isphone: “We’ve got a check list full of this stuff, so just sit down and keep quiet!”
Nuke.Equestria: Jeez, nameless grey pegasus. Way to frighten our victim.
Alcoremortis: This...doesn’t seem scarier than whatever they plan to do to that poor pony...
Night Wind snipped.
Pemberton: … the hedges.
Crazy56U: I guess he's half-scissor on his mother's side.
“Hey, it kept her from trying anything.” Gray Gale defended.
“You have all done well.”
Ezn: Gold pentagrams all around!
Lightsideluc: “Except for you, Ralph. You forgot the lemonade and virgin blood again.”
“Awww...”
Nexus spoke, stopping the argument before it could begin.
Isphone: Conveniently right after it ended.
“But now we must all take our places.
ecyor0: for the line dance.
Nuke.Equestria: Places everyone! Let’s take this from the top! A one, and a two...
Stonewall, take the sacred items to their place in the center of the ritual. Gray Gale, Night Wind, prepare your torches and head to the sky.”
The three nodded, going to their assigned tasks while Nexus turned his attention to one side of the clearing. There, lying on the ground was a pony, hogtied with rope and a cloth bag over her head.
Lightsideluc: Ooh, kinky.
Vimbert: Somepony forgot the safe word.
disco: And somewhere in the dark recesses of Equestria Daily, Phoe squeed.
DiStort: This is either going to get really weird or really awesome. Or really awesomely weird.
Intangiblepony: Is it odd that I'm really hoping it's the last option?
Walking slowly, being careful not to brush against any of the wooden bowls set around, Nexus approached the hogtied pony and, when he was a few steps away, used his magic to loosen and remove the bag. The unicorn was now fully visible,
Lightsideluc: Peekaboo!
Alcoremortis: This really begs the question of how she was to “escape” earlier. Do they really need threats when she can’t move?
her violet coat dirty in a few places from the fact she was lying on the ground.
Hellioning: The fact she had been ponynapped was of course, completely irrelevant.
Lightsideluc: The Fact was the only thing they let her keep, and she always kept it close.
Her darker purple mane was a mess
Ezn: But her lighter purple mane was just fine!
and she looked up at Nexus in fear, undoubtedly noticing the resemblance the unicorn had with a certain fallen princess.
Vimbert: “His fabulousness... it’s too powerful!”
“Twilight Sparkle...” Nexus half whispered,
Vimbert: Half announced
smiling down at the unicorn. “I’m so happy you were able to join us this evening.”
Disco: Welcome to the herd!
Isphone: "Now that you're into modern art, we thought you might like snorting this powder stuff we found behind the Canterlot library."
“Who... who are you? What are you going to do to me?”
Anon13: Why haven’t I nuked your sorry flank yet?
Saint: "and exactly what is that powder all over the place?"
Twilight asked, just barely managing to find her voice
Lightsideluc: Her voice was a slippery fellow, always trying to run off by itself.
as she struggled at the ropes around her legs.
RingmasterJ5: There is almost no way this could not end in rape.
DiStort: Maybe it could end in a trapeze act?
Alcoremortis: I was thinking something more along the lines of an escape artist act, but now I see that that would just be silly.
“Inquisitive, though I should expect no less from Celestia’s star pupil.”
Hellioning: So being able to ask questions is what Celestia's star pupils are most known for? Seems it's much easier then believed.
Pemberton: I don’t think asking why you’ve been kidnapped and hogtied is
necessarily “inquisitive”.
Nuke.Equestria: Celestia’s standards have been slipping.
Alcoremortis: Yeah...generally, they just give up halfway through and accept their fate unquestioningly.
Nexus replied, his horn glowing as he picked Twilight off the ground. With the unicorn floating in his magic, Nexus turned and began walking back towards the center of the clearing, where the earth pony Stonewall had set up a metal pedestal, upon which he had set the wooden bowl from his back.
Lightsideluc: Stonewall was at a disadvantage, though, since rock types are weak to both grass and steel types.
“What we have planned for you, Twilight Sparkle, is very simple, but something I’d rather keep as a surprise.
Ezn: “Surprise sex, that is. Rape is such a negative word.”
As to who we are... well, consider us simply the loyal servants of Equestria’s true queen, her regal majesty
Disco: Lauren Faust.
Nightmare Moon.”
Isphone: No, he’ll never say the name of his organization. He can only outline their overall simple plan in more than sufficient detail.
Anon13: Mysterious Bad Guy Syndrome. Tragic, really.
Lightsideluc: I’ve heard it’s terminal.
Vimbert: The poor thing.
“Are you crazy!?” Twilight asked, twisting a bit as she was carried upside down by Nexus’s magic. “Nightmare Moon is gone. How can you serve somepony who is gone?”
Anon13: Let’s ask this group of Elvis fans.
Pemberton: Just look at Arrested Development’s following.
Alcoremortis: For a supposedly inquisitive and excellent student...Twilight doesn’t really seem to be all that great at connecting the dots. Or adding one and one together.
“Ah... but that’s why we’re here tonight Miss Sparkle.” Nexus replied, reaching the metal pedestal. He floated Twilight closer, letting the hogtied unicorn see the contents of the wooden bowl
Nuke.Equestria: NO! NOT THE WOODEN BOWL!
Lightsideluc: OH GOD, THERE'S BEES INSIDE OF IT! NOT THE BEES NOT THE BEES ARGHHHRARRAGRHHARGAHG
set upon the tall but narrow metal table. Inside the bowl were curled shreds of what looked like paper, but it was a purple color and one of the pieces had a big, turquoise crescent moon its surface.
Vimbert: Evil origami, oh my!
Hellioning: Unless Nexus is Yomiko Readman, I can't see where this is scary.
“Do you recognize these, Miss Sparkle?
DiStort: A horribly mistreated arts and crafts project?
They are the shreds left behind when you and your friends struck down our beloved queen, all to free your precious Celestia and her feeble sister. The only remains of that regal beauty.”
Ezn: “I like to sniff them when nopony is looking.”
Nuke.Equestria: If you love them so much why don’t you marry them?
Pemberton: “Now let’s blaze; this isn’t going to smoke itself.”
“Yes, I do.”
Hellioning: So you only recognize them AFTER he explains what they are to you? The role of "Celestia's Star Pupil" seems to be dropping in prestige quickly...
The unicorn half snapped,
Vimbert: Half moaned,
finding her courage.
Hellioning: "Oh, THERE it is. Left it under the doormat again."
RingmasterJ5: Really? I thought it was under the couch cushions.
Lightsideluc: No, that’s where I found Religion last week, remember?
“But that’s all they are: shreds. Nightmare Moon is gone! And even if she wasn’t, why would you want her to be Equestria’s queen? She wanted to plunge the kingdom into eternal night!”
Ezn: “Well, y’know, ponies change.”
Alcoremortis: “Because we look more badass in the dark.”
“Her wisdom is greater than yours or mine;
Disco: Not like it takes much.
her plans are not for us to understand.”
CTOONfan1: So you’re following someone without knowing what they're doing and why? Smart.
Vimbert: “I’m just doing this to get back at my parents, really.”
Pemberton: “I just thank God every day that my followers haven’t realized that I have no idea what I’m doing.”
Nexus replied, his turquoise eyes flashing
Hellioning: The eyes were later arrested for indecent exposure.
Alcoremortis: This word is starting to annoy me. Get back, foul turquoise! Back, fiend, to the chasm from whence you came! But seriously, I don’t really need to be reminded of the colors every five minutes. My attention span is at least six minutes long.
as he turned his gaze upon Twilight. “And it is through her greatness Equestria will be able to achieve its full potential.
Anon13: As a frozen wasteland no one can see!
Pemberton: “I mean, I think it will achieve its full potential. Like I said, I’m not totally clear on what might happen.”
“And tonight, Twilight Sparkle, you shall not only bear witness to her greatness once again but shall contribute to her return.”
Lightsideluc: For only a bit a day--less than a cup of coffee--you, too, can save a world-ending goddess from a life of saturday morning cartoon reruns!
intangiblepony: God damn it, where’s the TV remote?
Pen Stroke: *facehoof* Oh yes, let’s have the villain explain exactly what’s going on.
Anon13: Page 13 of Evil for Dummies.
Midnight: Amateur, he forgot the evil laugh! ...And he forgot to twirl his moustache. ...Tell me he has a moustache. He didn’t forget the moustache too, did he?
Nuke.Equestria: It was one of the items Stonewall forgot to bring.
DiStort: Better pay a visit to Steven Magnet later.
At this moment Nexus’s magic shifted, part of his levitation spell keeping Twilight held in the air while another part of his magic drew a dagger from beneath the metal podium. Twilight began to twist and flail,
Vimbert: TWIST AND SHOUT! Twist and shout. C’mon, c’mon, c’mon, baby now...
Alcoremortis: Please. If we’re going to start quoting songs... “Let me in, get me out. Can’t do more than twist and shout...”
trying to escape the blade that drew closer and closer. She then shut her eyes tight, undoubtedly fearing where Nexus was going to plunge the blade.
Midnight: (lifts hoof) “I... no, too easy.”
The black dyed unicorn, while enjoying Twilight’s fear, did not really injure the hogtied unicorn.
ecyor0: Psych!
Nexus drew the blade across part of Twilight's leg, leaving a very shallow cut that was no worse then a paper cut.
Alcoremortis: Really? That’s...one really sharp knife and a very steady hand. I doubt I could do as well.
The wound began to bleed gently,
Ezn: And continued to do so, until it stopped.
a few drops of blood forming.
Ezn: As it does, when something begins to bleed.
Nuke.Equestria: Does a wound ever end to bleed?
Alcoremortis: It doesn’t if you have hemophilia. Wait...if Twilight has hemophilia, she must be related to Anastasia, the missing princess! I solved the mystery!
Nexus used the blade to gather several of these drops before placing both the blood and blade into wooden bowl
Nuke.Equestria: The blood and the blade in the bowl. Say that five times fast!
Alcoremortis: Is it just me, or is this really starting to resemble Voldemort’s resurrection?
with Nightmare Moon’s remains.
Isphone: Hero blood + broken bits of evil armor = profit.
Lightsideluc: You forgot the “???” step.
Anon13: Wait, where does the underwear stealing come in?
Midnight: find underwear! steal underwear! ??? Profit!
“Yes, the spark of life from one who bears the Element of Magic. May it grant our queen invulnerability against those cursed Elements of Harmony.” Nexus whispered, levitating Twilight back to the edge of the clearing while he remained at the center.
Ezn: “I prefer colts.”
Hellioning: So, um, you're not gonna kill the person who defeated your queen before when she's helpless before you? Ok...
Slowly, Nexus drew in another breath, releasing it
Hellioning: What is it with this guy and kidnapping and releasing breaths?
and watching the puff of steam escape into the night air. Then, on final deep breath before the unicorn leader look out across the rest of the Children of Nightmare,
svensvenderson: Distantly related to the Children of the Corn.
his voice echoing across the trees
DiStort: Man, those trees must be tired of being echoed across.
as he preached to his fellows.
“Brothers and Sisters,
Lightsideluc: It would appear as if Suzy finally found her way there.
for months we have toiled in secrecy. We worked behind the back of the guards, of the tyrant princesses, putting our own safety at risk. Personal fortunes have been spent
Ezn: “By me, because that’s how these cult things tend to work.”
Nuke.Equestria: Order “101 Ways to Finance Your Evil Cult” and we’ll send you “Elder God Investing” FREE! Operators are standing by.
RingmasterJ5: Act now, and we’ll DOUBLE your order for just the price of the original order!
ecyor0: How expensive IS black coat polish in Equestria?
along with many hours to bring us to this point. But now we are ready, the spell is prepared.
Alcoremortis: “Get on wiv it!” <-arbitrary English-accented pony at the back.
“Tonight we, The Children of Nightmare, shall see our queen given life, blood, and form of her own.
Midnight: I have many forms! Chief amongst them, form 14b, the requisition order for an evil moustache!
Lightsideluc: Bah! Everyone knows that form 12A, the requisition form for an evil goatee, is far superior!
“Once, she and Luna were one and the same, but the Elements of Harmony could not destroy what our queen was.
Disco: A cliched, ineffectual villain?
No, that power could only peel her away from the weak foal Luna,
Lightsideluc: Like a heavily bruised banana being stripped by a lusty orangataung.
Isphone: CLEARLY YOU KNOW NOTHING OF THE TRADITIONAL CANTERLOT VOICE!
trap her essence in these precious shreds. It was a horrible fate, but it is because the Elements of Harmony inability to destroy our queen that we can stand here tonight.
Ezn: If any of you guys get frostbite, that’s Nightmare Moon’s fault, y’hear?
“For tonight this spell will give the essence of our queen life of its own. She will no longer be shackled to the meek Princess Luna.
Disco: and her abacus.
She shall breathe the cool night air
Ezn: I’m beginning to think this guy has some kind of breathing fetish.
Lightsideluc: Bondage, colts and breathing, oh my!
intangiblepony: Perfect ingredients for a good time!
Anon1: erotic asphyxiation with cross-dressing? By the goddesses, this cult is awesome!!!
with lungs of her own, see the world with eyes of her own,
Anon13: Pull a justification for all this out of a colon of her own...
and with our aid will come to rule over all Equestria within a year of her tragic defeat.
Hellioning: or your money back!
Midnight: Remember kids, evil is punctual!
Pemberton: After all, it would be rude to be late for the usurping.
“Now, lend your magic to the spell...
lightsideluc: "And you, Romans! I shall also require your ears."
Nuke.Equestria: “Don’t worry, I’ll give them back.”
for the time of our victory is at hoof! Let Nightmare Moon be born anew!”
Pemberton: See, everyone here is kind of skeptical, because the last time Nexus did this, he resurrected Voldemort by mistake.
Alcoremortis: So I’m not the only one who thinks this! Huzzah! Cupcakes for everyone! Don’t worry, they’re very nutritious and full of protein.
Anon13: Ack! Wrong fic!
Alcoremortis: I swear I haven’t the faintest clue what you’re talking about. The...uh...almonds in them...have...protein content. Or something. *grins*
All the cult members quickly went about their work. The unicorns formed a circle around the clearing, horns starting to glow as the lines of paint they had drawn on the forest floor came to life with a blue glow. Stonewall, one of the few earth ponies, walked around the circle,
Ezn: offering refreshments to his betters, as was befitting of his race.
Alcoremortis: At least he isn’t dancing around the circle to lift a solitary rock or anything. No...wait. He’d need, like, four other earth ponies to do that.
using a torch to light the bowls filled with oil soaked powders. The powders burned with an eerie blue flame, the air in the clearing becoming so thick with magic it almost became tangible.
The cloaked pegasi cult members also held bowls of burning powder, the armored Gray Gale and Night Shade flying around to light the bowls kept aloft above the clearing.
Hellioning: "We're trying to keep this secret. Quickly, go mark our location to any passing pegasi!
When all the bowls were lit, Nexus used his magic to take the fire from one,
CTOONfan1: Nexus: Hot! Hot! Hot!
gently holding it in the air and keeping the flickering flame alive. He brought the fire over the bowl containing the shreds of Nightmare Moon and the bloodied dagger, and then dropped the flame inside.
Isphone: More data! Let's see... so hero blood + dagger + broken bits of evil armor + fire = evil demon summoning divided by underwear stealing squared. Seems legit.
DiStort: I'd say "It's magic, he doesn't have to explain it," but I don't think he's earned that liberty.
Alcoremortis: Wait...now this is starting to sound like freeing Calypso in the Pirates movies. Make up your mind! Is this Voldemort or Calypso? You can’t have both!
Anon13: There are rules to ripoffs?
Alcoremortis: There should be. There should be.
The contents burst into fire almost instantly,
ecyor0: As fabric tends to do when you drop a flaming torch on it.
Nexus quickly retreating to the edge of the spell to join his fellow unicorns. There, they all began to twist
Vimbert: AND SHOUT!
RingmasterJ5: Miles away, a certain filly was having nightmares about people overusing her name.
and work at the magic in the air, working like potters with clay. They shaped the free magic,
Vimbert: Communist magic.
Nuke.Equestria: Stalin was an evil wizard!
Lightsideluc: Well, Lawful Evil, at least.
formed it, and began to force the magic down into the bowl that was currently burning the shreds of Nightmare Moon.
Saint: Even the ambient magic wanted out of this.
After a few anxious moments Nexus saw what he had hoped for, the blood soaked dagger starting to float above the fire.
Ezn: “Yes! I’ve invented a way to levitate things with magic! Oh wait...”
The blood was drawn up from the dagger, formed into a single crimson sphere before the dagger itself was launched clear of the spell, its polished metal surface digging into a nearby tree.
Pemberton: After tearing through four consecutive cult members.
Lightsideluc: Tree: "Ow."
Dagger: "Terribly sorry."
Saint: Fluttershy was admitted to Ponyville hospital for severe blood loss soon after.
The central bowl then began to billow with black smoke,
Anon13: Is Sweetie Belle trying to cook again?
lightsideluc: Spell Nexus: Finally, my breakfast is complete!
Stonewall: I suppose it's porridge?
Nexus: No, you fool! It's cinnamon toast crunch! Can't you see the swirls of cinnamon in every bite?
the shreds of Nightmare Moon starting to truly burn.
Neligahn: Rather than only sort of burning.
The black smooth
Anon13: Oh, yeah, smoooooooth.
Midnight: NOPONY CAN STOP THE SMOOTH!
began to form and swirl around the large drop of blood. The fires from the wooden bowls began getting drawn in, the flames swirling and orbiting the spell’s focal point like water in a whirlpool.
disco: No fire hazard or potential pony-made disaster here. Not at all.
The drop of blood became encased in a black sphere, and that black sphere began to slowly grow. It drew in the fire and smoke, everything,
Vimbert: Including Spell Nexus, who cried tears of joy that he would finally be a pretty filly.
and grew larger with each passing moment.
Isphone: Stonewall looked at the bowl AND A SKELETON POPPED OUT!
Lightsideluc: ~Hello my Dalin', hello my baby, hello my rag-time gal~
“Yes... it is working my brothers and sisters. She is beginning to take shape. Our queen shall soon be-”
KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Ezn: Nah, I think Nightmare Moon is a better name for a queen of darkness than that.
Midnight: no, no, “Krac-crooo-ooom” has a certain... something.
Intangiblepony: Eh, I'll give it a 3.5 on the name scale.
Anon13: Out of a hundred.
Pemberton: Fun fact: Krac-Crooo-ooom is actually the name of Cthulhu’s city dwelling, more benevolent cousin.
Alcoremortis: I dunno, Kra-Crooo-ooom sounds a bit like Krakow... which is a pretty big city in Poland. Maybe they resurrected the Polish version of Nightmare Moon?
Every pony jumped probably a foot in the air
Ezn: Probably. No-one had a ruler on hoof to check, you see.
Isphone: Damn it, Stonewall, what didn’t you forget to bring?
when a single bolt of lighting
Vimbert: From a convenient lamp,
Midnight: Wow, the everfree has everything! Manticores, cockatrices, power outlets...
raced down from the sky and struck the very center of the spell, hitting the metal podium while causing it, the shreds of Nightmare Moon, and the wooden bowl all to become wrapped in crimson flames.
Blaze: It's a good thing there's nothing flammable nearby... Oh wait. It's a forest.
Hellioning: What were they burning with before, burnt umber flames?
Nuke.Equestria: It was more of a burnt sienna.
Alcoremortis: Ah, crimson, another one of my old enemies. Overused in fanfictions everywhere. Protip: Just say “red.” Nobody will think you’re a Communist if you do. These are more enlightened times.
Eyes turned upward to the source of the lighting, the cloud cover the cult’s pegasi had carefully placed blown back as a full battalion of royal guards flew down through the new hole in the cloud.
DiStort: Wow. Great job, pegasi. Somepony's getting a pay dock.
Intangiblepony: Wait! I got four kids!
ecyor0: Police work is a lot easier when you have the ability to fry anyone standing out in the open.
“FREEZE!! YOU ARE ALL UNDER ARREST!!!”
Ezn: “Stop criminal scum! You have violated the law!”
Anon13: “You have the right to remain stupid!”
Ezn: “And you, Nexus, have the right to remain FABULOUS!”
esoomynopa: ALL YOUR CULT ARE BELONG TO US
Crazy56U: Well, tonight's episode of "COPS: Equestria" should be interesting...
Several of the guards shouted as dozens of other gold armored pegasi landing in the center of the clearing.
disco: Cheese it! The cops!
Still, not a single pony froze,
CTOONfan1: They WERE near a fire.
the cultists charging and attacking the armored guards.
Pemberton: >Resist Arrest. “THEN PAY WITH YOUR BLOOD”
Ezn: I’d recommend just paying the fine, but I guess resisting arrest could work too.
Vimbert: “Am I supposed to be impressed?”
Nexus stood only flabbergasted,
ecyor0: Not, we must point out, confused, perplexed or uncertain. Only flabbergasted.
watching as the center of the spell and the precious shreds of Nightmare Moon were destroyed. All their plans, decimated by a single surge of magical lightning...
Isphone: Well, it's not so bad. Decimated means reduced by one tenth, so you can probably hit it with lightning about nine more times.
lightning that could only have come from one source.
disco: Zeus? Thor? Raiden? Pikachu? Storm? Magneto? The Emperor? Blanka? Nikola Tesla?
ecyor0:The sky.
Turning his eyes skyward, Nexus glared at the next figure to float down through the hole in the clouds, her horn flashing once before all of the cloud cover was brushed away like froth from a cup of hot cocoa.
Pemberton: A humorous analogy given the context of the story thus far.
Ezn: Celestia later banished the cultists to the moon, for daring to serve her cocoa with froth, as she much prefers it plain.
Alcoremortis: Mmm...chocolate... Wait. What were we talking about again?
“Celestia...” Nexus forced out through gritted teeth,
Neligahn: We would have gotten away with it too, if it wasn't for you meddling ponies!
his turquoise eyes locked on the sun princess as she floated down amidst the fighting, casting back anypony that dared attack her with barely a flick of her horn.
Ezn: “May this be our final battle!”
“You... you shall regret stepping into my sight, Celestia.
Lightsideluc: Except she kept flying, much to his chagrin.
I will strike you down and please my queen.”
Hellioning: Wow, Nightmare Moon's into some kinky stuff.
Vimbert: I don’t think deicide is quite as easy as Nexus thinks it is.
Nexus hissed, his own horn starting to glow. He, however, did not get to act as a firm hoof to the back of his head knocked the unicorn out.
Midnight: Nexus, evil mastermind, potent unicorn, really bad with armour.
Lightsideluc: He’s a mage, so he can only equip light-armour.
Midnight: still, one-shot by a trash mob?
Hellioning: They were in heroic mode.
Alcoremortis: And it also makes sense why he didn’t cast his spell since even light armor carries with it a 10% arcane spell failure chance, I think.
“Sorry Nexus, but we can’t let you get arrested.”
Neligahn: We need your incompetence to fail another day!
Gray Gale offered,
Vimbert: Oh, this story and its love affair with the word “offered”.
the pegasus being the one to knock out the unicorn. With the help of Night Wind, the unconscious Nexus
Disco: His real name is Epic Failure.
was loaded onto Stonewall’s back, the earthy pony making sure the cult’s leader wasn’t going to fall off before he and the two armored pegasi charged off into the forest,
Vimbert: If he fell off after they took off, not that big of a deal. But before? There would have been hell to pay.
Lightsideluc: Well, at least Stonewall didn't forget Nexus as well.
fleeing from the royal guards.
Isphone: Right, because knocking you out and putting you on the back of the earth pony is so much easier than tapping you on the shoulder or something.
===========
“Have you apprehended all involved?”
Celestia currently sat in the Ponyville library.
Ezn: She’s sitting there right now, but that’s unrelated to our story, which happened in the past.
After rescuing Twilight, the princess had taken her student home and sent her straight to bed.
Ezn: with no dinner, for being a naughty girl and getting kidnapped.
Anon13: I thought she liked that kind of thing?
Ezn: “I am the only one allowed to hold you against your will, my faithful student.”
Vimbert: Can’t molest the willing.
Twilight resisted a bit, but after going through such a stressful situation it didn’t take much to get the unicorn to fall asleep.
Midnight: (raises a hoof) I... no, too easy.
disco: Just a little dab of chloroform.
Ezn: Or just a half dose of rohypnol.
Celestia had turned the library in to a base of operations,
Neligahn: To ensure the tired unicorn could sleep, they made sure to make AS MUCH NOISE AS POSSIBLE.
keeping guard of her student personally
Lightsideluc: Very, very personally...
while having her own guards bring their reports to her.
ecyor0: In times of crisis, learning lessons about friendship is left to the military.
“We have captured a great number of those involved, but there are signs some escaped into the forest.
Nuke.Equestria: One even read “Neener, neener.”
We are currently searching the forest with the aid of the zebra that reported your student’s ponynapping.”
Alcoremortis: For some reason, this just makes me think of a short afternoon rest.
“Yes, Zecora. Please make sure that she is properly thanked for all she has done this evening. Also, please extend her an invitation to the palace so that she may join Luna and I for dinner on an evening of her choosing.”
Anon13: As long as she uses the rear entrance.
“Of course Princess. Though, if I may ask, what were these ponies trying to do?”
“I do not know. All we were able to get from the information we gathered prior to this night was that something was going to happen.
Anon13: Unlike, say, every other night.
Ezn: Oh man you guys, something was going to happen!
Nuke.Equestria: Didn’t Nexus tell Twilight what they were doing?
And the spell is not something I recognize. If it is from a book or ancient scroll, then I have not read of it,
Midnight: Meet Celestia, godlike entity, supposed creator of all Equestria, not a great reader, it seems.
but it could just as easily be a new spell. A ritual crafted for a specific purpose...
Anon13: Unlike all those other rituals, which are purely for giggles.
DiStort: I've heard Cthulhu is a riot at parties.
Alcoremortis: Actually, he causes the riots at parties.
though that purpose still remains to be unearthed.
Ezn: “I’ve taken quite an interest in archeology lately, so let’s start digging around the site of the ritual.”
ecyor0: Really? The Nightmare Moon cosplay didn't clue you in?
Neligahn: If only we had a witness who was there when the villains attacked her with plot exposition!
Make sure that the details of the spell itself remained preserved; it will need to be studied.”
“Of course Princess. We will gather any evidence at the scene and have it taken to the castle until such time it can be examined.”
ecyor0: and used to create an easily-avoidable crisis.
Hellioning: "I explain this to you, our immortal ruler, because I'm sure you don't understand our procedures."
“Good. I have no doubt the spell’s purpose was dark, and I will not stand for my student being threatened either. I want the truth of this revealed, Captain, with all haste.”
Anon13: YOU CAN’T HANDLE THE … naah, too easy.
“Of course, Your Majesty.”
===========
And the area was searched, unicorn guards sweeping over it with their magic to try and detect anything left behind.
Disco: Like a poorly-conceived plot coupon.
What remained of the wooden bowls were gathered, the unburnt powder collected together into a single bag. Everything and anything that was not natural to the Everfree forest was taken up from the clearing, loaded into a sky chariot before it was carried back to Canterlot by pegasi.
Anon13: Unfortunately its luggage went to Cleveland.
“All right stallions,
Anon13: “TAKE ME, TAKE ME NOW! Er, uh, I mean...”
let’s go join the groups searching the forest for any of the cult members that might have escaped. The gray coated unicorn lieutenant offered, his soldiers snapping to attention and quickly marching out of the clearing. The lieutenant moved to follow them, glancing back over the clearing once. Upon seeing nothing being left behind,
Disco: Due to his obvious blindness
he disappeared amongst the trees.
Still, the magic that lingered in the air like a heavy mist began to shift, sparkling a bit in the cool night air as it was drawn to one side of the clearing. There, hidden away by a bush, a black sphere lay amongst the dirt.
Ezn: So that’s where I left my best marble!
A sphere which was cast away from the center of the spell by Celestia’s bolt of arcane lighting. A sphere that, at its heart,
scriber: DEAR GOD, RUN! THE SPHERES HAVE HEARTS!
contained the blood of a certain purple unicorn.
Midnight: Pay attention kids, this is what you get when you hire your security teams from the lowest bidders. That, or they really need to grind their “detect magic” spell.
The magic that lingered in the clearing flowed into the sphere, drawn to it like metal to a magnet. As the arcane energy was absorbed the sphere continued to grow,
disco: Rita Repulsa ought to take notes.
continuing the process begun by the spell Celestia had been interrupted.
Anon13: ALL HAIL THE MIGHTY PLOT POINT!
Past Sins
By Pen Stroke
Assisted by Batty Gloom
Lightsideluc: Assist spree!
Chapter 1
Everfree Discovery
===============
“Oh Twilight, I just heard the news!
DiStort: "I had no idea you were into such things!"
Did those ruffians hurt you? Are you okay? Oh, I just can’t imagine what it must have been like!
Disco: Suuuure you don't.
I mean, it was probably similar to when I was ponynapped by the diamond dogs.
ecyor0: “Y'know, if the diamond dogs had wanted to sacrifice me in a pagan ritual to their dark god.”
Still, that’s not the same as getting taken by other ponies and I for one-”
“Rarity!” Twilight half shouted.
Ezn: and half-whispered, creating an interesting vocal effect.
intangiblepony: What’s with all the half talking?
Nuke.Equestria: They’re half-decided on what to say.
Anon13: It’s a half-assed fic. Er, half-flanked.
The white unicorn had barreled into the library in a huff,
CTOONfan1: Did she happen to roll as well?
Disco: Depends if she used her bombs wisely.
catching Twilight in the middle of reading a book while Spike had been getting some things off the shelves. The baby dragon now had a slightly bewildered look on his face, smiling stupidly as he waved a claw.
Vimbert: Spike desperately tried to conceal the “toys” Twilight had asked him to fetch. With Rarity here, if he was very lucky, this could be the greatest day of his life.
Nuke.Equstria: He’ll never be that lucky.
“Hi Rarity.”
“Good day Spike.” The unicorn offered before turning her attention back to Twilight. “Now, what is it you wanted to say Dear?”
Ezn: “My name’s not Dear!”
“I wanted to tell you to relax. I’m fine.”
“But how can you be fine? After such a harrowing ordeal you must be positively petrified,
Lightideluc: Twilight is quite familiar with that.
and I heard they had you tied up. Oh, you must have such horrible rope burns.”
DiStort: You should've seen her in gym class back in Canterlot. It's hard enough to climb a rope with fingers.
Hellioning: "That's nothing! You should see me after Celestia-I mean...."
scriber: Kinky.
“I’ll admit, it does hurt a little where they had me tied up, but Nurse Redheart already took a look and said it just a minor irritation
Anon13: Then she looked at my rope marks. Hey, wait a minute!
and that it will go away by tomorrow. So, Rarity, believe me when I say I’m fine.”
“Are you sure?”
Isphone: “No, I’m Twilight.”
Midnight: “I thought you said you were fine... impostor!” (I’ll be here all week, try the fish!)
RingmasterJ5: “No...I’m still Twilight.”
disco: Seriously, have you read some of the fanfics? Self-loathing practically has its own tag.
“Yes, I’m sure.” Twilight replied with a smile, though her voice betrayed her minor annoyance.
Hellioning: Curse your sudden but inevitable betrayal!
“I appreciate your concern but everypony has already been here to check on me and I’ve all told them the same thing.”
CTOONfan1: "Please leave me alone!"
“Everypony? Even Fluttershy?”
“She was actually the first.”
Alcoremortis: Wrong images here. I should really stop reading into these things.
“Oh, and what a horrible friend I must be!” Rarity voiced dramatically, putting a hoof to her head with a pained, practically theatrical expression.
disco: She finally admits the truth.
Ezn: “That’s one of my lines for the play I’m going to be in. How did you like my delivery?”
Anon13: “Can I mark it ‘Return to Sender’?” (rimshot)
Nuke.Equestria: I love practical theatrics!
“Being the last to arrive to check on you. I would have come earlier, but I was working in my shop all day. I only just stepped out to get a late lunch when Rainbow Dash found me and told me everything, and I rushed right over.”
“Rarity it’s okay.”
Ezn: “You’re kind of irritating anyway.”
“No, no it’s completely unacceptable. I officially owe you, Twilight Sparkle, a favor.”
Ezn: Wink wink, nudge nudge.
Vimbert: Spike leaned in, intense interest on his face.
“A what now?”
“A favor.
Vimbert: A slow grin spread over Spike’s face...
Midnight: (raises hoof) I... *sigh*
Pinkie Pie has her promises, I have my favors. You just come to me if you need anything
Anon13: Like, say, if you need some pony whacked...
DiStort: Oh god, now I have an image in my head of Rarity talking like Marlon Brando.
and if I can help I will do my very best to assist...
Vimbert: Spike began to drool.
as long as it doesn’t involve excessive amounts of dirt.”
Hellioning: She is, however, fine with medium amounts of dirt.
Twilight giggled a little at Rarity’s usual discomfort with dirt.
Isphone: Twilight has obviously never had dirt in the places Rarity has had dirt.
“I’ll be sure to keep that in mind. Still, you don’t have to worry about me Rarity. I’m fine, really. Yeah, it was pretty scary,
Vimbert: As you can tell by how hysterical and broken-up about it she is.
DiStort: She's gonna repress the HELL outta this one.
but everything turned out all right. If anything, I’m just a little annoyed.
ecyor0: “I'm lying of course, I'm in denial.”
Nuke.equestria: Repression is a healthy thing.
Anon13: "I'll probably have a breakdown later. Screaming and everything."
I’ve been trying to get some reading in all day but because of everypony coming to check on me I haven’t even gotten past the first page.”
Pemberton: Hasn’t gotten past the first page? Sounds like she’s reading the Conversion Bureau.
“Then I shan't take another moment of your time. You just read, relax, and recover from your harrowing ordeal.” Rarity said, heading for the door only to turn back one final time. “And remember, if you need anything, I owe you one favor.”
Ezn: Rarity’s word of the day: “harrowing”.
Nuke.Equestria: Can everyone spell “Harrowing”? H... A... R... R... O... W... I... N... G!
Anon13: She couldn’t wait to just harrow all over the place.
Ezn: Later on that day, she offended an Asian tourist with what she thought was a clever greeting pun.
“I got it.” Twilight replied, watching her friend leave before finally being able to get to her book.
Hellioning: Nopony must ever find her secret stash of Appledash stories!
Anon13: Especially not Applejack.
Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie, Applejack, Rainbow Dash, and now Rarity... that was all her closest friends which meant that, maybe, she could get into the book she was trying to read.
Saint: Because Celestia forbid you actually allow yourself to be comforted by close friends.
==========
“Spike?” Twilight called a few hours later, finally a good distance into her book. “Can you bring me that book I had yesterday? Mountain Valley’s Geographic Guide to Equestria?”
“Didn’t you have it with you yesterday?”
Ezn: “Yes, that’s what I just said.”
Twilight looked up from her book, deciding to stare at the ceiling as she tried to think back.
Ezn: Twilight isn’t afraid to make tough decisions.
Nuke.Equestria: Easy ones...
Alcoremortis: Psh. There was probably a crack that looked like a bunny up there.
“Well... I didn’t think... but maybe... No, wait... I did have it.
DiStort: As previously stated.
I put it in my saddle bag so that I could have it when I read this book at the park, but then I realize I had left this book here.
“So I came back... but then Pinkie Pie grabbed me
Ezn: Mystery solved! Pinkie Pie is Spell Nexus!
Vimbert: I’m pretty sure that I would have loved this fic forever were that true.
to help decorate for her party, and that took all afternoon. So, the book was still in my saddlebags when I went to the party... and then I left the party to come back here, and then I got ponynapp-”
Twilight quickly twisted her head around as her eyes darted about the library in a panic.
Anon13: Fortunately, with Spike’s help, she got them back in her head fairly quickly.
The unicorn the practically
Ezn: The unicorn, the practically, the LEGEND.
jumped to her hooves and began galloping around the room, rummaging through drawers and checking strange corners of the library.
Anon13: Hoping not to run into Hounds of Tindalos.
Hellioning: Why not the normal corners? Is Twilight prejudiced against strange corners?
Pemberton: How many corners does this library have, anyway?
Spike watched the unicorn run about in the panic
Vimbert: Not just any panic. The panic.
RingmasterJ5: Wasn’t that a movie?
for a few minutes before deciding he had seen enough,
DiStort: It's only funny for so long, then it just gets sad.
putting himself in front of Twilight just to get her to come to a stop.
Anon13: Roadkill.
“Whoa, easy Twilight. What’s wrong?”
Nuke.Equestria: “The library has too many corners!”
“My saddlebags, where are they?”
“Well, didn’t you have them with you when Celestia brought you back last night?”
“Oh no! No no no no no no no no no!
disco: Getting kidnapped and stabbed? No problem. Losing a book? Blasphemy.
I had my saddlebags with me when I was ponynapped, and that means that either those cult ponies took them or I lost them somewhere along the way! No no no no no! I can replace the copy of Geographic Guide to Equestria but I had books in that bag Celestia loaned me from the royal library! I can’t lose those books, I-”
Pemberton: “Celestia would murder me if I lost her collection of modern art books and Appledash clopfics!”
ecyor0: “I'll get LATE FEES! Quick, Spike, find Smarty Pants, we need to create another ill-thought-out plan to solve the problem!”
Spike grabbed the sides of the panicking unicorn’s head, bring her eyes to his.
Ezn: And then nothing sexual happened.
Lightsideluc: Midnight was very disappointed.
Alcoremortis: This sounds kind of painful, actually.
“Twilight, breathe...
Vimbert: And then Spike also had a breathing fetish.
intangiblepony: So much breathing!
and think. Can’t you just use your locator spell?”
Hellioning: "You know, the one that was just made up for this story?"
A smile of relief burst onto the unicorn as she closed her eyes and focused.
Ezn: “I can breathe and think at the same time!”
Nuke.Equestria: Twilight is a very advanced student.
Twilight’s horn shimmered and glowed for a moment before staring
Ezn: She’d never told her horn how rude it was to stare.
to blink. The locator spell was a charm Twilight put on her saddlebags after leaving them in the library one too many times. It would allow her to find her bags.
Alcoremortis: I don’t know. A locator charm shows the location of an item? Psh. Frankly, I don’t believe any of this.
It was based on some of the same magical principles that Rarity used to find gems, though the spell had a wider range since it was focused on finding a single item that had been magically marked.
Anon13: Thank you, Exposition Man!
Twilight waved her head around, watching her horn as it flashed at different rates.
Anon13: You ever just, like, really look at your horn, man?
Finally she found the direction where the flashing was the fastest, walking in the direction of a window before looking outside.
Ezn: When directions start walking, you know you’re in for a trip.
Isphone: We can't stop here. This is bat crap insane country.
Midnight: Then she walked in the direction of a door, before decided to stick to normal, Euclidean directions
In the distance was the Everfree Forest.
DiStort: DUN DUN DUN
Pemberton: ORIGINALITY STRIKES AGAIN
Nuke.Equestria: That’s not original, everyone uses the Everfree Forest.
Anon13: Nuke, are you familiar with 'irony'?
Nuke.Equestria: That’s when something has a lot of iron, right?
“Great... just great. My bags are in the forest.’”
Ezn: To make matters worse, there’s a poor, frightened, lost... apostrophe at the end of that sentence.
Anon13: For a mere 8 bits a month, you can adopt a punctuation mark of your own.
Vimbert: Think of the semicolons!
Twilight grumbled, turning as she began to trot towards the door, only for Spike to quickly cut her
Ezn: Nah, too easy.
Midnight: Hey, that’s MY line!
off.
“Nuh-uh, no way Twi. Celestia would have my scales
Ezn: “How would I weigh things?!”
if she found out I let you go back into the Everfree Forest the day after you were ponynapped.”
“Well then, Celestia just won’t find out.”
Anon13: The sun deity who considers me her prize student and lov... uh, best friend, won’t suspect a thing!
Twilight replied, moving Spike out of the way with some levitation, only for him to run back into her path.
“But what if those crazy ponies are still in the forest? Do you want to get ponynapped again?”
Ezn: “Of course I do! I’m not going to die a virgin!”
“Celestia’s guards scoured the forest last night with Zecora’s help. I doubt any of those ponies are still there.”
Ezn: “Her keen zebra-senses must have rooted them all out.”
Anon13: Except of course for the plot point.
“I still don’t think you should go on your own.”
“Spike, I need to get those books back. They’re irreplaceable,
Ezn: “And I hid all my secret fanfiction underneath their dust jackets!”
Vimbert: “And that copy of Hot Hum... Er, never mind.”
and I need you to stay here in case somepony comes and needs to checkout a book.
CTOONfan1: Whoa whoa whoa. Ponies who aren't you read those books?
Crazy56U: Oh, so THAT'S why Ponyville has a library!
Ezn: That is one fiiiiiiiiine book! Binding that goes on for miles...
This is a library after all and we can’t just close it up whenever we want.
Ezn: “We might get our first member! It’ll happen any day now, I’m telling you.”
Midnight: “I don’t get paid to leave my shop and have adventures in the Everfree Forest! What sort of non-bookish nerd do you take me for?”
And like I told my friends, I’m fine.”
Pen Stroke: Flimsy Excuses! Get your Flimsy Excuses here!
Spike crossed his arms. “I still don’t like it Twilight. Can’t you find somepony to go with you?”
“Everypony is busy, especially after they each came by to see me already.
Anon13: Obviously, if they took time out of their schedules to see me they couldn’t possibly have time to come and make sure I don’t get ponynapped or killed.
Alcoremortis: What about Rarity? She did offer. Sounds like someone has a secret desire to end up captured again.
I don’t want worry them anymore. Besides, I’ve been to Everfree before Spike. I know how to keep myself out of trouble.”
Disco: Yet it happens in nearly every episode.
intangiblepony: Saying a phrase like that is the same as saying "What could possibly go wrong".
Pemberton: Which is proven by how she was kidnapped less than 24 hours ago.
Alcoremortis: Personally, I’m a fan of “There’s no turning back now” and talking about the wife and kids in a war movie.
“Says the pony that got turned to stone by a Cockatrice.”
Ezn: “That was... consensual.”
Anon13: Insert obligatory ‘Getting Stoned’ joke here.
“Okay, I’ll admit, that wasn’t one of my better moments.
Vimbert: “It was one of my best. I hope I can meet that scaled, feathery, magnificent beast again...”
Midnight: “A secluded glade, private, alone... our eyes met, it was magical...”
Lightsideluc: Twilight would be the most literal trophy wife of all time.
Still, how about this? If I’m not back in three hours you can tell Celestia that I left and that I put you to sleep with a spell so you couldn’t stop me.” The unicorn replied, walking around Spike and finally reaching the door
Vimbert: Hey, it takes a long time to walk from one end of a small town’s library to the other.
“Twilight, I don’t want you to go because I think it’s dangerous, not because I don’t want to get in trouble.”
Anon13: “You know I can’t carry the show by myself!”
“Spike, I promise, everything will be fine. Now, just keep doing your chores and I’ll be back before you know it. It’s just after three, so if I’m not back by a little after six in the afternoon then you can tell Celestia,
Vimbert: Because Spike obviously can’t count or anything.
but I promise I’ll be back before then.”
==========
Twilight swallowed nervously, stepping slowly as she kept her head down. Her eyes darted back and forth
Ezn: She didn’t have Spike to help her gather them up this time, so she stopped them from roaming too far afield.
as she looked to the threatening trees of Everfree Forest,
Ezn: “I’ll slit yo mother’s throat if you say one more thing about my bark, y’hear?”
Pemberton: “Oi! We gotsa Ponyville filly here, mates! ‘Ey Miss Sparkle, when’s the
next Twixie fic comin’ out, ya poof?”
DiStort: They're still disgruntled about being repeatedly echoed across by Spell Nexus.
the unicorn slowly following the blinking light of her horn.
“Okay... maybe it won’t be fine.”
disco: Ya think?
Twilight muttered to herself, finally admitting that maybe she wasn’t ready to brave the forest alone. Though the unicorn was 95% sure her mind was just playing tricks on her,
Vimbert: The 5% had held control for far too long. #OccupyTwilight #WeAreThe95Percent
she couldn’t keep herself from believing every pony shaped shadow she saw was one of the cult ponies coming to ponynap her again.
Ezn: Not even the distraction of calculating her certainty percentage helped ease her mind!
Anon13: Never tell yourself the odds.
She even barreled off the forest path a few times, trying to get a jump on her would be assailant only to discover it was a bush or tree branch.
Ezn: “They never take us seriously, Leafy old pal.”
Anon13: Within weeks the Plant Gang would be the terror of Ponyville.
Isphone: "Meah, Applejack sleeps with the potatoes."
That and some bad weather had rolled in over the forest. Dark, gray, and threatening clouds of a nasty storm... Everfree’s first spring thunderstorm. Twilight could only imagine how horrible it would be to be caught in one of the infamous wild storms. With winds strong enough to pick a pony off her feet and throw her half way across Equestria and lighting that-
Vimbert: Was less than optimal. Twilight had read a great deal about how inadequate lighting could affect eyesight.
Twilight shook her head, trying to clear away her panicked thoughts. She was getting really close to her saddlebags now, the rate at which her horn was flashing was a sure indicator of that.
Crazy56U: Either that, or her horn's batteries needed changing.
She’s just needed to get those bags and then
Ezn: she will have outlived her usefulness.
she could just teleport herself back to the library.
“Okay... just hold it together a little longer.”
Saint: "Home, home is where you can treat yourself and go nuts again"
Ezn: Nerve by nerve, holding it together!
The unicorn muttered to herself, walking around a bend in the path before coming to a dead stop.
Ezn: Oh Stop, we hardly knew ye.
Her eyes glanced about and became small dots
intangiblepony: They're always a little loose after you take them out.
Anon13: Damn it, they’re getting away again!
as her breathing became more rushed.
Ezn: She needs to take breathing lessons from Spell Nexus.
Vimbert: Haven’t you been paying attention? Nexus’ “lessons” on breathing are only for the colts.
Her locator spell had led her back to where she had been the night before. The clearing in the forest where the spell had been cast, where she had been held captive by the cult ponies.
Hellioning: Yeah, your stuff is where you were taken when you were ponynapped with your stuff. Unbelievable, I know.
Pemberton: Because God forbid she should be jumped by the cult of cross dressing, trying too hard to be mysterious ponies.
Nuke.Equestria: I had to read a paragraph of exposition on a spell Twilight didn’t need. I want my time back!
For a moment, Twilight had to fight the insanely strong urge to teleport back to the library at that very moment and forget her saddle bags.
ecyor0: That urge isn't insane, that's your sense of self-preservation saying you're being an idiot.
Still, that urge was ended
Anon13: With EXTREME PREJUDICE.
when Twilight saw a small corner of purple in a bush on the far side of the clearing.
Ezn: SOMEPONY CALL THE FASHION POLICE! Purple’s not your colour, bush darling.
It was her saddlebag,
Vimbert: The location of the other saddlebag remained a mystery.
probably tossed aside by the cult ponies when they had finished carrying Twilight to the clearing.
The unicorn trotted out into the open air,
Ezn: Stood there for a moment, and then fell to her death as gravity kicked in.
horn glowing as she lifted the bag from the bush magically. The purple bags
Vimbert: The bags are now doubled!
Ezn: How many books do I receive?
Midnight: huzzah!
Lightsideluc: I search the bags for loot.
floated over to the unicorn as their flaps open,
Anon13: Tenses, people! Get ’em straight!
Midnight: (raises hoof, checks about, lowers hoof)
Twilight smiling when she saw none of the rare books were missing. With a satisfied nod, she levitated the bags over her head and set them down on her back.
“Perfect; now just to teleport myself back to the library and-”
RUSTLE
Ezn: Rustle’s in this story? Oh man, I love that guy!
GelidEnmity: Ever notice that everyone named Rustle is fat?
Twilight froze, eyes narrow as her ears stood erect.
GelidEnmity: She heard a sound that excited her.
RUSTLE RUSTLE
Saint: CROWE CROWE
Anon13: Dang rustlers! Get Applejack!
She turned her head, focusing on the source of the noise. It was a single bush just off to the side of the clearing, the leaves rustling
Nuke.Equestria: The rustling leaves rustled. Pure poetry!
as something moved around inside the foliage. Almost instantly Twilight’s mind began to jump to the worse case scenario, much like it had done when Fluttershy had taken Celestia’s pet, Philomena.
Ezn: Did you guys know this was an MLP:FiM fanfic? I wasn’t sure, but this line cleared it up.
intangiblepony: I thought... Nah too easy.
Nuke.Equestria: My Little Pony? GAAAYYY!!!
It could be a cultist, lingering there in the darkness. Ready to jump Twilight, hogtie her
ecyor0: Again with the hogties. What ever happend to plain old 'tying her up'?
GelidEnmity: Pen Stroke is subtly calling Twilight a hog.
again, and this time when they tried to bring Nightmare Moon back they’d use more than just a drop of blood.
Vimbert: Twilight hoped they’d take more fluids than just her blood this time.
No, they’d get much more brutal with a dagger... heck, they’d probably use an actual sword and just-
Ezn: Twilight pushed the giddy, lustful thoughts out of her mind.
Twilight shook her head hard. No, she couldn’t think like that. That... that bush was too small to hide a full grown pony. It’s probably just an animal.
Nuke.Equestria: Or a midget cultist.
Yes, it’s just a rabbit or something.
Ezn: And right now, it is. But again, that’s unrelated to the story, which happened in the past.
She’d just get a little closer, and the little furry creature would pop out and go
Ezn: yiff in hell.
GelidEnmity: f*ck itself.
scampering off and she could finally take a breath.
Pemberton: Remember, breathing is ESSENTIAL to good storytelling, you ingrates.
Unless it was a snake... oh, if it was a snake she was going to scream.
Inching closer to the bush, Twilight made each hoof step as silently as possible, straining her eyes to try and see inside the darkness of the bush. The branches rustled again, but still whatever animal was inside had yet to jump free.
Hellioning: As opposed to, what, teleporting away?
Ezn: I want to jump free~ee! I want to jump free!
FLASH...
disco: Savior of the Universe?!
KCANRadio: Gordon's alive?!
ecyor0: AAAAAAAHHHH!!
yobxof2000: He saved every one of us!
GelidEnmity: ~He's for everyone of us
Stand for everyone of us
He'll save with a mighty hand
Every man every woman
Every child - with a mighty flash~
KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
intangiblepony: There’s that name again.
Alcoremortis: The Polish Nightmare Moon! Run for your lives!
Twilight leapt a foot in the air,
Ezn: This time, somepony was on hoof with a ruler.
Vimbert: Nexus, noting Rustle’s efficiency, promptly fired Stonewall.
quickly galloping
Ezn: Sky-galloping!
in the exact opposite direction of the bush
Ezn: The ruler was on the side of a protractor.
Nuke.Equestria: Precise measurements are essential to good storytelling.
before diving behind a tree on the far side of the clearing. Her heart was pounding so hard it felt like it could burst out of her chest, the unicorn putting a hoof over top of it to try and calm the thumping vital organ
Ezn: Damnit Twilight, this isn’t the time for that!
while she breathed deep.
Nuke.Equestria: Breath in. *Inhales deeply* Breath out.
Lightsideluc: Nexus, hiding in a bush: “Ohhhh yessss, more, more! You breath so deeply, don’t you, Twilight?
“It was just the storm...”, Twilight told herself, looking up at the threatening sky above the forest.
Ezn: I should reeally just ree~lax!
“It was just thunder... it was just thunder... thunder that scared me half to death... but it was just thunder.”
Isphone: B-b- but... WHO WAS BUSH?
Lightsideluc: Dick Cheney is the one she should be worried about.
And apparently she wasn’t the only one startled.
Ezn: I’m... so... STARTLED...
As Twilight calmed herself, something began to reach her ears... crying. Somepony nearby was crying,
Disco: Yeah, the readers.
and from the sounds of the voice it was a very young filly.
“Hello?” Twilight called out, her ears swiveling as she tried to pinpoint the sound. “Is somepony there?” The crying quickly fell quiet, like the voice’s owner was trying to hide.
Ezn: “Start crying again! I need your tears to fuel my magic!”
Isphone: Magic. Is that what they call it these days?
Nuke.Equestria: Ahhh, the sweat tears of terror.
GelidENmity: Yes, you heard Nuke right, they cry sweat.
Still, Twilight was able to get a general direction of the voice, the unicorn moving back into the forest clearing.
“It’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you.”
disco: "I have darker plans for you!"
Twilight offered as she looked around. Still, she heard nothing, or at least she didn’t hear any voice calling back. Maybe her imagination was really getting the best of her. Sighing once, Twilight began to gather magic in her horn, preparing to teleport back to to the library.
Ezn: “I think that was enough crying for a short teleport trip, but you’re not coming with!”
FLASH...
disco: King of the impossible?!
ecyor0: AAAAAAHHHH!!
yobxof2000: Stand tall for every one of us!
GelidEnmity: ~Just a man
With a man's courage
He knows nothing but a man
But he can never fail
No one but the pure in heart
May find the golden grail~
KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Pemberton: Votes are in, “Krac-crooo-ooom” is now a worse sound effect than the
slide whistle.
Nuke.Equestria: It sounds like the offspring of a kangaroo and a crocodile.
Again, the storm caught Twilight by surprise, making the pony jump a little. It was not as bad as the first time; Twilight able to keep herself standing
Ezn: Ezn able to point out missing “was”.
Nuke.Equestria: You’re missing a “was”.
in the center of the clearing instead of galloping off to hide. Instead, the unicorn looked up at the clouds, throwing them an annoyed glare for startling her twice.
DiStort: One day, clouds. ONE DAY.
Still, the thunder had also brought back another sound, the crying Twilight had heard earlier, and it was close. Deciding it would be better to not try and call out for the pony, Twilight swiveled her ears forward and listened. The sound was accompanied by some rustling, the leaves of the bush that Twilight had feared hid some horrible danger quivering slightly.
More concerned about the other pony than the possibility of crazy cult ponies,
GelidEnmity: As we all know that Crazy Cult ponies are the least of everyone’s problems.
Twilight trotted over to the bush as quietly as possible. When she was close enough, Twilight began to reach out her magic. She wanted to be sure to be sure she at least got one good look at what was in the bush, even if it ran away from her.
A single nervous swallow,
Saint: And several perturbed chickadees.
and Twilight braced herself. Her magic shoved the branches away and the unicorn shut her eyes tight, a small part of her still expecting some pony in a cloak
GelidEnmity: Help me Obi Wan Kenobi, I've been hogtied!
Anon13: And not in the fun way!
to jump out and hog tie
ecyor0: TIE HER UP! Just say "tie her up", for the love of Tom!
GelidEnmity: Servo!?
her. When that didn’t happen Twilight opened her eyes, and took a look at the interior of the bush.
What Twilight found, however, was nothing she could have expected.
Nuke.Equestria: NOBODY EXPECTS THE SPANISH INQUISITION!!!
GelidEnmity: Bring out...THE COMFY CHAIR!!
A filly, as young or even a little younger than Apple Bloom, was tangled up in the thorny branches. She had nicks
Ezn: FORESHADOWING.
Midnight: What shall we call this strange filly with the nicks all over her?
intangiblepony: We shall call her Ticks!
Ezn: Ticks has nicks! Ticks has nicks!
and scratches in a number of places, caused by the thorns as the filly struggled to free herself.
Ezn: That’s what her cultist parents told her to tell the social worker, at least.
Vimbert: “She fell down some stairs.” “But she’s a pegasus!” “A very clumsy pegasus.”
Alcoremortis: I predict she is the midget cultist.
Her mane was also tangled amongst the branches, and it looked like she had been there for at least a few hours if not longer.
If it was any normal filly Twilight would have reached out to help immediately
GelidEnmity: But instead, she clubbed her to death.
Vimbert:
... but the unicorn found herself frozen, mind locking up as she tried to process the filly’s appearance. Her coat was black, a regal black.
Neligahn: Unlike the more common: Darkness Black, Common Black, and Intense Black.
GelidEnmity: LOOK OUT GUYS, WE HAVE A BLACK PONY ON BOARD.
Ezn: Watch your tongue! She’s an Equestrian African-American!
DiStort: So … she’s a zebra?
Pemberton: CONGRATULATIONS, TWILIGHT; A NIGERIAN FILLY PRINCESS WISHES TO SHARE HER FORTUNE WITH YOU
A purple mane, dark in tone like Twilight’s but it had a shine and splendor that was comparable to Rarity’s, despite the fact the long strands were tangled in the bush’s thorny branches.
Ezn: Her mane also changed depending on her mood, like Pinkie’s, hung in her eyes when she was shy like Fluttershy’s, and allowed her to do Sonic Rainbooms. Also she could do rope tricks with her tail.
Midnight: *shiver* We got a fic like that once... I’m... I’m still in rehab.
intangiblepony: I shall pray for your soul Midnight. I shall pray...
And, finally, the filly had not only a pair of pegasus wings but a unicorn horn, making her an alicorn.
Hellioning: Really? I thought pegasus wings + unicorn horn = sea pony.
GelidEnmity: Mary Sue alert is ‘a ringin’!
The filly’s eyes were locked with Twilight’s,
Ezn: Twilight had put the four of them in a cage, to prevent further eye-escaping mishaps.
filled with fear but also a flicker of hope that this strange new face might be her escape from the bushes.
Ezn: Maybe I can use this strange new face to cut through the vines, she thought.
Those eyes,
GelidEnmity: They burned her brain like glue! Ohwait...
however, were not shaped like any normal ponies.
Ezn: Her eyes were instead shaped like weird, eye-shaped ponies.
Disco: What's wrong with your faaace?
The turquoise orbs,
Ezn: You know things are getting real when eyes start turnin’ into orbs. Paging Jim Theiss...
Alcoremortis: AAAH! The return of the turquoise! Quick! Get the color list from Wikipedia so that I might fight words with...different words!
which should have had round irises, were instead dagger shaped...
Ezn: I stand corrected: her eyes orbs were shaped like daggers.
Pemberton: Orbs = Daggers = wtf
Nuke.Equestria: No, it’s Orbs = Daggers = Mary Sue. Don’t you know literary algebra?
resembling in a way dragon eyes. And the whites of the eyes were not white, but instead a lighter tone that matched the irises.
Ezn: So really, a more apt name for them would be “the light turquoises of her eyes”.
Twilight felt her breathing quicken a bit,
GelidEnmity: Isn’t that considered pedophilia?
Isphone: "Get in my library. I have books on candy."
her memories slipping back to the night before.
Ezn: “Come back memories! You’re not allowed to use my time travelling spell!”
The spell to bring back Nightmare Moon... did it work? Had the cult succeeded in bring back Nightmare Moon?
Ezn: “Bring Back Nightmare Moon” made for a pithy campaign title, but the political tides were sadly not with them.
Was this Nightmare Moon?
It had to be. She... she had to warn somepony, tell somepony... she had to write Celestia immediately.
Ezn: And so she did, bringing a swift end to this story.
Vimbert: Silly Ezn, applying logic where Twilight Sparkle is involved. Why did you ever have such a silly notion? It’s not as though she’s the most intelligent character in the show or anything.
Midnight: “Quick! The fate of Equestria hangs in the balance! Fetch me... a quill and parchment!!!”
GelidENmity: Nee! Nee!! NEE!!!
Yet... while every logical part of Twilight’s brain was telling her hooves to run or her horn to teleport her away,
Ezn: every illogical part of Twilight’s brain was telling her horn to run or her hooves to teleport her away. And her mouth to sing a carefree ditty.
GelidEnmity: Which ditty?
Isphone: Ever heard "Chattanooga Choo Choo?" This sounds nothing like that.
she remained frozen... eyes locked on the filly Nightmare Moon. Those dragon eyes,
Nuke.Equestria: They only resemble dragon eyes!
GelidEnmity: How do you know? Maybe her mother was experimenting...
that had once looked down on all ponies as if they were nothing but lowly insects... were now filled to the brim with fear and pain. Some of the scratches from the bush’s thorns were bleeding,
Ezn: Those poor scratches!
the filly was hurting... and she needed help.
“It’s okay.” Twilight offered shakily,
Ezn: Everypony keeps offering stuff in this story, but no-one’s offered me a drink yet!
Midnight: Shaken, not stirred.
Lightsideluc: Don’t you mean “shakily, not stirred”?
DiStort: Snack time is later today, bro. Be patient.
not even really thinking about what she was doing as she just did it.
ecyor0: A recurring theme for Twilight in this story.
Her magic began to take hold of the bush, carefully snapping away branches piece by piece
Ezn: Piece by piece! Ush’ring in a new era of darkness!
Vimbert: Indeed, we stand at the precipice of such an era before darkness falls. A twilight, if you will.
as she worked to free the filly. There were a couple times the filly winced, any small movement leading to a thorn pricking her, but still she kept her eyes locked on Twilight’s face.
Ezn: You know when something’s so ugly, you just can’t look away?
A few minutes later, with a final snap, enough branches were cleared away for Twilight to gently levitate the filly out of the bush. She brought the filly Nightmare Moon out from the edge of the clearing, setting her down in the dead center where the pair proceeded to just stare at each other.
Ezn: “Twilight, I’d like you to take a seat over there.”
Twilight’s mind was going a million miles an hour while still not really going anywhere.
Ezn: Much like us all.
Lightsideluc: Much like this story.
Hellioning: Really? I thought her mind was running away from her body, that is just so common.
She kept just circling around the same thoughts. Was this really Nightmare Moon? Did the spell last night work?
Pemberton: Their leader’s name is “Spell Nexus”, would you expect anything they do
to work?
How could there be a Nightmare Moon and a Luna? Weren’t they one and the same? Why was Nightmare Moon so small?
Nuke.Equestria: She shrunk in the wash.
Did the spell not work? Was Nightmare Moon just trying to trick her into taking her back to Ponyville? Was she dangerous? Was this really Nightmare Moon?
Hellioning: Who shot JR? Who shot Mr. Burns? Can you believe it's not butter?
ecyor0: Don't miss our next exciting episode, same bat-time, same bat-channel!
Round and around the thoughts circled, Twilight unable to stop herself from looping.
Ezn: You’ve been circling for 500 seconds!
Saint: I wonder what it looks like when a unicorn bluescreens.
It was the thunderstorm that finally managed to break the endless loop. Another crack of thunder cutting through the air snapped Twilight back to reality, and just as quickly the unicorn notice that the filly had rushed up to her.
Ezn: This is some precision thunder, dayum.
Standing right near the unicorn’s front legs, Nightmare Moon trembling like a leaf while keeping her eyes shut tight.
She was scared of the thunderstorm... would Nightmare Moon be scared of a thunderstorm? Could she just be playing a trick, trying to lull the unicorn into a false sense of security? Twilight, however, just couldn’t be sure. Her mind was telling her that the filly couldn’t be trusted. That she just needed to leave her in the forest, tell Celestia, and let the princess deal with it.
Vimbert: And she did, ending the... oh, who am I kidding?
DiStort: There, there, Vimbert. We'll get through this somehow.
But, at the same time, Twilight knew she couldn’t just leave the filly there. Nightmare Moon or not, she looked terrified. As stupid as it sounded,
Vimbert: You don’t need to tell us how stupid it sounds, believe me.
she just couldn’t
disco: In her idiocy.
in good conscience abandon the little pony.
Hellioning: But is it your little pony or my little pony?
Vimbert: DOH HO HOH
“Um... would you like to come home with me?” Twilight asked, not really how else she would phrase the question.
Ezn: “I’ve got some candy for you there.”
Nuke.Equestria: “I’ll even let you pet my puppy.”
While the filly didn’t speak the answer, her eyes spoke it all.
DiStort: And considering her eyes were dagger-shaped, the message conveyed may have been less than pleasant.
Midnight: (raises hoof, looks around) “Ahh who am I kidding... still too easy.”
She nodded her head, clinging even closer to Twilight as she looked upon the unicorn like she was some grand savior from a story book.
Ezn: Covert dig at organized religion? You decide!
Nuke.Equestria: I’d rather a story book tell me.
“Okay... great...” Twilight muttered, flinching a bit as she felt a raindrop hit her head.
Ezn: “You’re such a silly pegasus, Raindrop!”
The storm wasn’t going to break up anything soon, and she wouldn’t be able to teleport back to the library with the filly.
Ozimul: Yes, because you never teleported with Spike OH WAIT
She wasn’t very good with multi-pony teleportation spells, the one time she had been able to pull it off she and Spike both were pretty badly singed,
Vimbert: But since she’d been teleporting a pony and a dragon, that wasn’t an example of multi-pony teleportation spells.
and that was the last thing the filly needed after being stuck in the thorny bush.
DiStort: I dunno, a few good burns would shut her up, at least.
Ezn: I say electrocution! Electrocution builds character!
So, Twilight did the only thing she could.
Ezn: She took out a book and started to read, like a useless piece of garbage.
Pemberton: I TOLD YOU ABOUT STAIRS
Horn glowing, the unicorn picked up the filly and set her down on her back, nestled between the saddle bags. Twilight then turned her magic above her head, projecting a transparent barrier. Just in time too, because the rain began to fall down. It would be a long, muddy walk back out of the forest... but at the moment Twilight just hoped she could get back to the library before Spike panicked and sent a letter to Celestia.
Ezn: This is what she was hoping at this very moment, which is not... well, actually it’s not clear what’s going on with the tenses here.
Nuke.Equestria: Twilight’s time travel spell malfunctioned. And so, Twilight Sparkle finds herself leaping from life to life; trying to put right what once went wrong, and hoping that her next leap will be the leap home.
Ezn: And suddenly I started liking this fic a whole lot more!
==========
Spike anxiously finished writing the letter to Celestia, glancing at the clock as each minute ticked by. Twilight had been gone for two hours and fifty nine minutes. Twilight had one minute, just one minute, to get back to the library before he called in the cavalry.
Ezn: And another hour or so before he let Celestia know.
There wasn’t a second hoof on the clock, but still Spike watched it anxiously... rolling the scroll as he prepared to set it one fire.
intangiblepony: What happens when you set it two fire?
Hellioning: One fire, two fire, red fire, blue fire...
Ezn: He hated clocks.
The baby dragon glanced outside, the thunderstorm raging.
Ezn: It had been unjustly sent to its room by its mother again.
Dash had come by the library to warn Twilight that the weather team was letting a storm from Everfree Forest roll over Ponyville. The storm wasn’t scheduled, but the weather team had decided to let it roll over to save themselves and the trouble of preparing a storm just two days later.
Vimbert: Anything led by Rainbow Dash was bound to be lazy, and Ponyville’s weather team was no exception.
It made sense, but the storm was still pretty nasty.
Ezn: Its punishments hadn’t had the desired character-building effect.
Thunder, lighting...
Ezn: VERY VERY FRIGHT’NING!
Vimbert: But if there was only thunder, where did the lighting come from? Thunder doesn’t illuminate.
Midnight: so... Whoof was isphone?
Isphone: You caught me! I was Spell Nexus the whole time!
the whole nine yards, and Twilight was out in that storm, possibly hurt or ponynapped.
Spike glanced at the clock again, seeing the minute hand click to the next slot. It was official,
Ezn: clocks really sucked.
it had been three hours and Twilight hadn’t been back. Spike began breathing in, the message to Celestia mere moments from being sent magically to Canterlot when the door swung open.
“Spike! Don’t you dare breath out!”
disco: I want to watch your face turn blue!
Ezn: And he didn’t breath out, bringing this tale to a tragic end.
Vimbert: “HOLD IT!” “TAKE THAT!”
GelidEnmity: “OBJECTION!!”
Twilight said, pointing an accusing hoof at the baby dragon.
Ezn: She’d got it on sale at the Accusing Body Part shop a few days before, and was overjoyed to finally have a reason to use it.
She had mud and gunk up to her neck, little leaves and sticks caught in her mane, and a tired expression on her face.
Ezn: “Sorry I’m late - ran into Celestia along the way. She wanted to teach me... some new material”
Still, Spike couldn’t help but smile,
Ezn: “Oh, to be young and desperate!”
tossing the carefully prepared note aside before running up to Twilight.
Crazy56U: Spike hasn't gotten the concept of recycling down yet.
intangiblepony: Dammit! Parchment isn't cheap, you know!
“Where were you?” Spike asked. He would have hugged the unicorn’s leg, but he took notice of how muddy she was.
“In Everfree Forest, like I told you.
Vimbert: “Metal Gear?” “METAL GEAR!”
It just took longer to find my bags than I expected and then I had to walk back in the storm.” Twilight replied, doing her best to
Vimbert: Speak very slowly for the stupider members of the audience who might have forgotten what just happened.
wipe off her hooves on the welcome mat before stepping inside.
“Are you okay?”
GelidENmity: “I’m talking to you, how do you think I am?”
“Yes, I’m fine. Nothing happened... unless you count this storm.
ecyor0: And the baby Cthulhu I just picked up.
All I need is a bath and some dinner.”
disco: And some common sense.
Ezn: “Hop to it, slave! Run the water at my usual temperature - and don’t be sloppy, I’ve got a thermometer!”
Pemberton: She stole it off of Stonewall when she had been kidnapped.
The unicorn replied, her horn glowing as she opened her saddle bags and removed the thankfully dry books, though the bags themselves were damp and splattered with mud.
intangiblepony: First, a breathing fetish, now a mud fetish. What do they do with their free time?
Nuke.Equestria: The better question is “when do they have free time?”
“Well then, you go straight upstairs and take a bath.” Spike said, already grabbing up the books to put them back on the shelves. “I’ll make some dinner. How about some soup and sandwiches?”
Ezn: “Aww, no hay fries?”
Midnight: No daffodil sandwiches, either.
“You make that celery soup and daffodil sandwiches and it will be perfect.”
Midnight: “Twilight, we’ve talked about this...” “And I’ve said if I don’t get my damned daffodil sandwiches, you sleep in the box again!”
“Celery soup and daffodil sandwiches coming right up... after I get these books put away.” Spike offered
Ezn: a book sacrifice to the powerful and terrible Elder Book Gods.
, climbing the library ladder with one of the said books, slipping it onto the shelves. While the baby dragon went about his work, Twilight headed to the second floor of the library, crossing her bedroom and entering the bathroom. It was a small, cozy room with a bathtub that could also be a shower and all the basic amenities. Nothing fancy, but it got the job done.
GelidEnmity: Much like Twilight’s plastic ‘wands’.
Vimbert: Oh lawd
Twilight got all the way in before she used her magic to
Ezn: Nah, too easy.
Midnight: “Do I ever get to say my line?”
GelidEnmity: Even better if you read my last comment.
shut and lock the door, breathing a sigh of relief before looking back over her shoulder. Still lying on her back, nestled between her saddle bags was the filly Nightmare Moon. She had curled up and fallen asleep half way back to the library, and thankfully Spike hadn’t noticed the breathing black mass that was partially hidden by Twilight’s mane and her saddlebags.
Saint: He probably would have thought it was malignant.
ecyor0: The truth is revealed - Spike is terminally short-sighted.
Vimbert: What a convenient botch on a Spot check.
Hellioning: Everyone gets natural ones occasionally.
For the moment Twilight let the filly sleep, using her magic to turn on the bathtub faucets. As the tub filled the unicorn opened up the medicine cabinet,
Ezn: “Time for my happy pills!”
GelidEnmity: “Darn, all outta morphine again?”
gathering up some first aid supplies. While most of the injuries the filly had from the thorn bush were very minor there were a couple Twilight wanted to bandage to keep them
Ezn: together forever. Twilight was quite the romantic.
from bleeding and getting infected.
Twilight waited until the tub was almost full before shutting off the faucets, the perfectly warm water gently steaming
Ezn: while it thought up passive-aggressive taunts
in the cool bathroom air. At this point Twilight turned her head back,
Ezn: *snap* “Oops...”
lowering down as she gently nudged the filly Nightmare Moon with her nose. It took a few nudges, but little black coated pony finally began to wake up.
Ezn: I want you to point her where she touched you on this doll, sweetheart.
Her dragon like eyes looked about the room, the filly taking in her surroundings before looking at Twilight, the unicorn offering a gentle smile.
Ezn: “Where’s that candy you promised?”
“Don’t worry, you’re safe here. This is where I live, and you don’t have to worry about the storm or anything here.” Twilight offered. “Still, after walking around in that storm I need to get cleaned up. Would you mind getting off my back while I take a quick bath?”
disco: I need to cleanse myself of your horrid, potentially evil stench.
The filly shook her head
Ezn: “Now watch carefully, because I’m only going to do this”
once
Ezn: “You weren’t watching!”
and only once, very carefully and cautiously standing up on Twilight’s back before jumping off, using her wings to slow her fall to the floor. When her hooves were on the ground the filly laid right back down again on the semi-soft bathroom mat, curling back up into a tiny black coated ball.
Hellioning: Dude, she's a pony, not a cat.
GelidENmity: Maybe she’s some cross-breed freak of nature?
Twilight found the behavior a little bit strange,
Ezn: “Who the hell goes to sleep?”
Nuke.Equestria: I know I never do.
but she just guessed that the filly was tired and wanted to go back to sleep. The unicorn was now able to levitate her mud
Ezn: into a plastic container, which she planned on selling to Rarity later.
splattered saddle bags off and climb into the bathtub, the warm water feeling wonderful as she used a brush to get the mud off her body.
Ezn: “Can’t let any of this go to waste!”
It was destined to be a quick bath,
Ezn: As the stars had foretold.
Twilight more worried about getting clean
Neligahn: Usually the goal of most baths.
than enjoying the water. Once the mud was gone and all the little sticks and leaves were out of her mane, Twilight climbed out and magically toweled herself off while she let the tub drain. When the dirty water was gone she then began filling the tub again, but this time only to about quarter of the way full.
It was a very shallow bath, but it would be perfect for the filly.
Ezn: But only a pretty filly, as the bath was too shallow to look beyond physical appearances.
Vimbert: Just enough water to hold her head under with magic.
Twilight was able to levitate the miniature Nightmare Moon
Ezn: into her carefully constructed Ancient Equestria diorama.
into the water, the little pony
Ezn: Who may or may not have belonged to someone.
offering no protest but a few winces as the warm water touched some of her scratches. Twilight then made use of the brush,
Ezn: She sure did!
GelidENmity: Brushie Brushie.
cleaning some of the mud that had manged to splatter up onto the filly despite riding the whole way back to the library on the unicorn’s back.
With the filly clean, Twilight proceeded to lift her out of the tub, towel her off, and then use the first aid kit to put some bandages on the worst of her cuts and scrapes. All the while the unicorn was amazed with how cooperative the filly was being.
Disco: It rubs the lotion on its skin or it gets the lecture again!
Ezn: “Strange... I usually have to knock them out at around this point.”
Vimbert: “Somehow, it’s not as fun this way.”
Would Nightmare Moon really allow herself to be bathed and bandaged without protest?
DiStort: Sure, who wouldn't want to be bathed by a complete stranger?
Sure, such a regal and royal pony may expect to be waited on by servants but that wasn’t what Twilight was doing. She was cleaning the filly more like a caretaker or parent, in a way treating her like a foal.
The real Nightmare Moon wouldn’t accept being treated like a foal, no matter how small she actually was.
Ezn: Twilight knew this from her years-long friendship with the demonic tyrant.
This raised the question again of whether this filly really was Nightmare Moon.
Ezn: Nah, I think that question has been raised for a while now.
Hellioning: Can we put it back down again? Raised questions make me uncomfortable...
Twilight was becoming less and less sure. The resemblance was undeniable. All the little pony was missing was the flowing, magical mane that was dotted with stars and she’d looked exactly like the Mare in the Moon, only miniaturized.
scriber: My little Nightmare, my little Nightmare...
Despite arguments of age,
Ezn: age() has no arguments, silly!
Nuke.Equestria: She just forgot to declare them.
this filly just wasn’t acting like the Nightmare Moon the unicorn expected.
Hellioning: As opposed to the OTHER Nightmare Moon? I'm sure it's a popular name...
Ezn: “I’m the Nightmare Moon this city deserves, not the one it expects.”
Yet that raised another question. If she was not Nightmare Moon, who was she?
disco: Spartacus?
Ezn: ALL THESE QUESTIONS THEY KEEP BEING RAISED.
Twilight couldn’t focus too much on that train of thought,
Ezn: It was a condition she didn’t like to talk about.
a knock coming at the bathroom door
Ezn: “Damnit, Knock!”
Midnight: Knock: “I’m so sorry, this... this has never happened before...”
just as she was putting the last bandage on the filly.
“Hey Twilight, I’ve got your dinner.”
“Thank you Spike, but... you know, I’m really hungry after hiking through Everfree and the storm. Would you mind making me another sandwich and filling another bowl of soup?”
Ezn: “And get me some hay fries, too.”
intangiblepony: I didn't want to say anything, but Twilight really needs to watch how many hay fries she eats...
“No problem; I made a big batch of the celery soup and we have plenty of stuff for sandwiches. I could probably make five servings of this meal.”
“That’s wonderful Spike, but I only need one more.”
Ezn: “Keep the rest for tomorrow. You aren’t allowed to make any for yourself.”
“You got it Twi.” The baby dragon replied from the other side of the bathroom door before departing. Twilight listened for the baby dragon’s footsteps to reach the bottom of the stairs before she opened the door. She checked the bedroom, making sure Spike really had left before stepping out. The filly followed, staying close to Twilight as the unicorn cross the room and moved towards her bed.
The meal Spike had brought in was sitting on her bedside table.
Ezn: “He didn’t remove the crusts! Spike is such a disappointment sometimes.”
It looked good and the unicorn was starving, but instead of digging in herself,
Ezn: She dug into the filly, channelling Sergeant Sprinkles as she made intestine puns.
she levitated the filly up onto her bed and then set the food out in front of her.
“Here, you go ahead and eat this.
Ezn: “It’ll fatten you up nicely.”
I’m going to go downstairs and talk with Spike.” Twilight said, her words coming with a comforting smile.
Hellioning: "I'm sorry, this usually doesn't happen to me..."
The filly, again, didn’t offer more than a simple nod in reply.
Ezn: “I feel like I’m doing all the giving in this relationship. We need to talk.”
She then leaned forward, taking a bite from the sandwich... a bite that was quickly followed by another as the filly began to devour the food.
Ezn: Always with the beginning to do stuff! When will I get closure on these actions!
It was the first real sign of life Twilight had seen from the Nightmare Moon look a like,
ecyor0: Huddling in a bush, crying, and running out to be comforted doesn't count as 'alive', apparently.
Ezn: Okay, who stole all of this story’s hyphens?
intangiblepony: Maybe the same person who stole the commas.
Nuke.Equetria: I don’t know why you’re complaining. I haven’t seen an indent since the beginning.
and it was encouraging to say the least. Still, the unicorn had to leave the filly to her meal. She had to go downstairs and tell Spike the truth,
Ezn: “Spike... Soylent Green is made of ponies.”
before the baby dragon discovered the filly for himself,
Midnight: (raises hoof) “I... oh what the hell. SHWING!”
assumed the worse, and sent a letter to Celestia.
Hellioning: I'd hate to be Luna when Celestia received that letter... "Dear Princess Celestia, your personal student has a kid that looks exactly like your sister did."
==========
It had taken a couple hours to finally convince Spike not to write Celestia and tell her about the filly.
Neligahn: A loud conversation between two main characters about the merits of keeping a possibly satanic baby in their house: not interesting. Step by step bath time: Yes please!
Ezn: “I will.” “No you won’t.” “Yes, I will.” “Nuh-uh!” “Yuh-huh!” “Nuh-uh infinity!” “Yuh-huh infinity plus one!”
Midnight: “Spike, if you tell Celestia, I’ll tell her about that one time I caught you under her bed...” “Wait, how do you know I was under the bed?”
He, like Twilight had at first, assumed she was Nightmare Moon reborn and that Celestia had to be told.
Ezn: Go easy on the assumptions, Spike! There’s no need to tell Celly about every demon that gets reborn.
He had even written up a letter and was about to send it before Twilight snatched it away and threw it in the garbage.
Ezn: “Damnit! I even spelt ‘precipice’ right in that one!”
Twilight’s arguments were weak.
Ezn: There was a reason they’d kicked her off the debating team at school.
Vimbert: Her arguments were hacks! They were wack.
All she could really say was that the filly really didn’t seem to act like Nightmare Moon. In her logical mind,
Vimbert: As opposed to her illogical mind.
Nuke.Equestria: “...her logical mind...” the one she’s currently not using.
Twilight knew that Spike was probably right. They needed to tell Celestia, but again the unicorn’s imagination began to betray her.
Ezn: Twilight’s imagination began to slide a dagger into her back, upon which the resulting wound began to bleed, and Spike began to panic and yell for help.
Celestia had banished Nightmare Moon to the moon for a thousand years, and Twilight feared she would do the same to the little pony.. and that just didn’t seem like something the filly deserved.
Ezn: “I don’t think she even likes bananas!”
In the end, Twilight had only gotten Spike to agree to the silence by promising she’d go buy him a large sapphire from Rarity as a bribe.
Ezn: Spike: a dragon of principles.
Nuke.Equestria: Hey, principles cost money.
Midnight: The three rules of parenting, kids! Bribery, threats and extortion.
ecyor0: Worrying news that the princess must know, because it might threaten the safety of Equestria? Sure, I'll take a gem to not talk about it.
Saint: And remember kids, picking up potentially dangerous strays is wholesome fun!
disco: Seriously. Everyone in this story is suffering from Skewed Priorities Syndrome.
It wasn’t how she would have wanted to obtain his silence, but Spike had Pinkie Pie promised
Ezn: With a real cupcake, so you know it’s legit!
that if she got him the gem in the morning he would keep quiet about the filly until Twilight wanted to tell Celestia.
Having eaten her own dinner during the negotiations,
Ezn: Say what you will about her, but Twilight’s efficient.
Twilight made her way back up to the bedroom. She was a little worried what she would find,
Ezn: And I’m a little worried where that word went. Is it safe out there, lost among sentence fragments and comma splices?
that maybe in the past two hours the filly had grown into an adult Nightmare Moon
DiStort: "Maybe I shouldn't have slipped those growth hormones into her food."
Midnight: “Spike, I’m sure it’s safe! ...Oh, I hope it’s safe. Oh yes, it’s safe. Maybe. OH SWEET CELESTIA.”
and was ready to attack. Still, upon opening the bedroom door, she saw the filly was still sitting on her bed, the sandwich and soup eaten.
“Well, looks like you were hungry,” Twilight offered as she trotted over. “Are you feeling better?”
The filly nodded her head once.
“That’s good.” Twilight replied, sitting down beside the bed. “So... uh... do you know where you are?”
disco: You're in the jungle, baby! You're gonna DIIIIE!
The filly shook her head.
“Do you remember where you were before I found you?”
The filly shook her head, the first of many such replies
Ezn: WRONG. It was the third.
as Twilight then began a longer chain of questions, asking the filly what she did remember, what she knew, and all such things.
Hellioning: "Where were you on Monday the fifteenth?"
Ezn: “What’s your favourite colour?” *nods* “No, that’s not a colour.” *nods* “I think I understand why your parents abandoned you now.”
Midnight: “WHAT is the airspeed of an unladen swallow?”
There were a few nods here and there, but most of the questions were met with a shake of the filly’s head, her eyes slowly tearing up. Upon the last question, when Twilight asked the filly if she remembered her name, the little black pony broke down and began crying.
DiStort: "Ah, I see. Your name is crybaby. Of course."
It wasn’t wailing or outright crying, but it was a quiet cry... the filly sniffling as tears poured down her cheeks.
Twilight now began to understand why the little pony had been so quiet and secluded; she was scared and confused.
ecyor0: Really? I never would have guessed.
Ezn: Twilight’s not so great with body language.
DiStort: She must suck at charades.
The only memories she had were the ones of the past several hours, waking up in that thorny bush and then being rescued by Twilight. She had no memories of her own while still having some common knowledge like an understanding of Equestrian language.
ecyor0: Plot convenience saves us again.
Ezn: I thought her nods and headshakes were some sort of subtle interpretive dance, personally. But now you’ve shattered my carefully-constructed fanon. Oh well...
It was difficult to even imagine only having so few memories, of waking up in a place like the Everfree Forest, caught in a thorny bush and being unable to remember anything before that.
intangiblepony: Where can I get some of that Forget-Me juice?
It did, however, support Twilight’s theory that this little filly had been produced by the spell cast by the cult. It would make sense for her to only have a few hours of memory, because the spell had only been cast the night before.
Again, the question of whether or not the filly was Nightmare Moon reared its head.
Hellioning: With the number of times that question has been raised, it must be on the moon by now.
Anon13: Dude, don’t give away the ending!
The spell’s purpose was to resurrect Nightmare Moon, and it had been working until Celestia and the Royal Guard intervened. The spell was interrupted, and that meant that the filly was a product of an incomplete spell,
disco: So she's an accident? You might want to wait until she's older before you tell her, Twi.
Crazy56U: I might sound redundant here, but the narrator is being redundant.
and there was often no way to predict what effects an incomplete spell would have.
Still, it was a question Twilight shelved in her mind for later as she crawled up onto the bed. She laid down beside the filly, doing her best to comfort her while the little black pony continued to cry, letting out the pent up fear and anxiety that had been building for the past several hours. Nightmare Moon or not, Twilight couldn’t in good conscience not try to comfort a scared little filly.
Vimbert: Somehow, I think she’ll only be more scared after Twilight’s particular brand of “comfort”.
===========
It took about half an hour for the filly to finally calm down, crying herself dry.
Ezn: Such are the consequences of Twilight’s “good conscience”.
Still, the tears seemed to have a good effect, the filly looking less scared then she had been. She was currently lying right next to Twilight, leaning her head against the unicorn’s shoulder as she tried to dry her eyes.
“Feeling better?”
“Yes.” The filly offered, the first word Twilight had heard her say.
Ezn: “Now that I know you can talk, we can rehearse what you’re going to tell your parents about your visit to Auntie Twilight.”
The voice had a musical quality, but a fragility to it as well. It reminded Twilight of one time she had seen an earth pony playing crystal juice glasses filled with water. It was a feat made easier by the special horseshoes the pony had on, but still it was impressive. A voice like a Glass Harp.... certainly not the voice of an evil, fallen princess bent on creating an eternal night.
Pen Stroke: Fan-fiction linking side effect - confusing the hell out of one very professional glass harp performer when his video gets several hundred more hits because of a My Little Pony Fan-fiction.
Midnight: One of these days I’m going to write a serious fanfic, and then link it to a rickroll *trollface*
“That’s good. Still, we’ve both had a long day. How about we get some sleep?”
“Can I stay here?”
Ponyboy: NOPE! Go back in that bush!
Twilight nodded. “Yes, but how about I make it so we’re both more comfortable?”
esoomynopa: I like where this is going...
Hellioning: "Allow me to slip into something more...comfortable."
Anon13: Bow chicka bow bow...
With that the unicorn’s horn lit up, shifting things around. Within a few moments Twilight was under the covers of her blanket while the filly still lay on top of the covers with her own blanket and pillow, resting next to Twilight’s side.
Midnight: “Only real ponies sleep under the covers, you get the end of the bed and like it, slave.”
disco: Oh, no. It's not going to turn into one of those fanfics, is it?
It was comfortable enough, both Twilight and the filly having to stifle yawns
Ezn: “These yawns will never go to a good home, and we can’t afford them. It’s for the best, really.”
Midnight: “She knew she’d never get much sleep that night, after digging the shallow graves and all.”
as the long day began to take its toll on them. It was still relatively early, barely getting close to nine o’clock... but Twilight was more than willing to call it a night. Another yawn gripped the unicorn,
Ezn: “You’ll pay for what you did to my brothers!”
Midnight: “My name is Inyawno Montoya, you killed my father, prepare to die!”
her eyes starting to droop a little.
“Miss unicorn?”
Twilight was drawn back from the edge of sleep, her eyes meeting the the filly’s dragon like eyes.
Ezn: Thanks for that: I’d forgotten what her eyes looked like in all the excitement.
Midnight: I thought they were daggers?
“Sorry, I guess I never introduced myself. I’m Twilight Sparkle.”
disco: I’m Batman!
“Okay... Miss Sparkle?”
“Yes?”
“Will I have to leave in the morning?”
Vimbert: “I thought we had something special!”
“What makes you think I’d make you leave?”
DiStort: "Y'know, besides the fact that I think you're the reincarnation of an immortal goddess/demon."
The filly could only shrug. “I... I just feel like you wouldn’t want me around.”
“No, you don’t have to leave in the morning. You can stay here as long as you want.”
CTOONfan1: The rent is 50 bits a week.
The filly smiled at this, the first honest smile she offered all evening.
Vimbert: So she’s been dishonest the whole time! It’s canon, everyone!
With that concern put to rest the filly herself yawned, eyes drooping. Within minutes she had drifted off to sleep, Twilight soon following.
Chapter 2
A Secret Between Friends
===================
Twilight yawned as she made her way down the steps to the library’s main floor, her mane freshly brushed but the unicorn herself still not completely awake. She had been up late the night before doing research and making some plans, and had not gotten to bed until well past midnight.
Still, an empty belly can be a powerful motivation to get out of bed,
Ezn: and on a note unrelated to that pearl of wisdom:
the unicorn stepping into the kitchen.
“Morning Twilight.” Spike offered, the baby dragon working at the stove.
Vimbert: Just like a good sl... Indentured servant!
“Hey Spike.” The unicorn replied before having to yawn again, Twilight making her way to the table.
Ezn: “Spiiike! What’s this unicorn doing in my house!”
This had been the pair’s usual morning ever since they had moved to Ponyville and even for a time before that, one of them making breakfast while the other stumbled into the kitchen not quite ready to wake up. Who made breakfast also depended on who went to bed first the night before, and the previous evening it had been Spike.
Ezn: Just kidding, Spike always made breakfast!
Still, for the past few days, there had been an addition to the routine, a little black filly alicorn who sat at the table, waiting patiently for her breakfast.
Ezn: “I’m serious, Spike, show your unicorn friend the door. We’ve got an extra mouth to feed as it is.”
Nuke.Equestria: “But, I paid her for the hour.” he whined.
Twilight had come to call the filly Nyx,
disco: "™”
Ezn: “Filly, I have come to call you Nyx. With that, I go!”
Midnight: “Now, what shall I call this filly with all the nicks on her?”
an old name from a storybook Twilight remembered. Nyx, as the old stories went, was a pony that basked in Luna’s night before she became Nightmare Moon. A black
Ezn: leather
coated mare who stood guard of her home
Ezn: And the rest of the Greasers’ turf.
against the creatures that lingered in the dark, protecting those she cared about while they slept.
Nyx had been one of Twilight’s favorite storybook characters growing up, her parents reading some of the old stories to her at bedtime. The name just seemed to fit the filly,
Ezn: She was also Twilight’s favourite...
and it was far better than calling her Nightmare Moon.
Crazy56U: How much you wanna bet that's the last time the name is used?
And, in truth, the filly had become the focus of Twilight’s efforts for the past few days.
Ezn: She sure had.
Midnight: Bow chicka wow-wow
All of her research and time she could spare studying was devoted to trying to understand the spell that the cult ponies
GelidEnmity: Probably made to reincarnate Satan.
had been trying to cast. Twilight knew that the princess had unicorns in Canterlot on the same research, and she had been asked to be informed what they had found.
Midnight: She had also been asked to go do what more like
Celestia, however, had refused the request, wishing Twilight to not concern herself with it.
intangiblepony: No need to involve secret lov... uh, students in the investigation!
But Twilight couldn’t stop herself, not just because of her own curiosity but because of Nyx. While she couldn’t really believe the sweet little filly was Nightmare Moon reborn,
Crazy56U: Well, that didn't take long!
Disco: If this were a drinking game, we'd all be dead by the second page.
the threat and danger of that truth lingered constantly on the fringes of the unicorn’s mind. She needed to be absolutely sure, and the only way to be absolutely sure was to understand the spell that was being cast and what had happened when the spell was interrupted.
Vimbert: Or to just cast Identify on Nyx.
Nuke.Equestria: Twilight’s lore is too low.
But that wasn’t what had kept Twilight up late the night before.
Midnight: (raises hoof, puts it down again) “Honestly, it’s like these jokes write themselves...”
No, her efforts of the previous evening was in planning. Over the past few days Nyx had become a little more open, showing that she was more than just a scared filly.
Ezn: Some nights she pretended to be a petrified colt, much to Twilight’s excitement.
She had started helping Spike with his chores, winning over the skeptical baby dragon.
Vimbert: Spike finally has a friend!
Nuke.Equestria: That’s what he keeps telling himself anyways.
Midnight: Twilight: “Spike! Make dinner!” Spike: “Nyx! Make dinner!” Nyx: “Dammit.”
She had also demonstrated an interest in learning, or at least an interest in reading.
Her curiosity, however, was not going to be constrained by the library for long.
GelidEnmity: You know what they say! ‘Curiosity killed the social life!’
Nuke.Equetria: Her curiosity kept running out in to the street, making Twilight go chase after it.
Nyx had seen the many ponies walk past the library windows, seen some fillies and colts her own age playing, and she had asked more than once if she could go outside.
Twilight, of course, had to refuse the request.
Ezn: “Silly Nyx, there’s no such thing as ‘outside’!”
Even if Nyx didn’t look like a certain Mare in the Moon,
Ezn: or even a Mare in the Moon with a healthy amount of self-doubt
she was an alicorn, and that alone would raise a lot of suspicion. Thankfully, Nyx didn’t resist,
Ezn: I don’t really even have to say it at this point.
and was willing to accept her confinement in the library... at least for the moment.
Still, Twilight knew that she
Ezn: had to escape the clutches of this word “still”.
couldn’t keep Nyx hidden in the library forever. That and she didn’t want to. The library wasn’t a jail, she wasn’t a warden, and Nyx wasn’t a prisoner.
Ezn: Despite their occasional roleplaying sessions.
Nuke.Equestria: Prisoner is such a harsh word. I prefer mandatory guest.
The filly deserved to be able to go outside and enjoy the sunshine... but if she did it on her own without any preparation it would prove disastrous.
Ezn: That thinning Ozone layer ain’t no joke.
ecyor0: Likewise with getting water on her and feeding her after 12am.
So, the previous evening had been spent making a plan. Twilight was going to pass off Nyx as a cousin, who was going to stay with the unicorn indefinitely as a sort of student.
Ezn: It took her the entire evening to come up with this.
Much like how Twilight had started living at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns when she became the princess’ private pupil.
It was a plan that could work, buy her the time she needed to be sure whether or not the filly was Nightmare Moon. But it would require a number of things to work. The first of which Twilight was going to try and tackle that very morning.
intangiblepony: Time for College Football!
It was time to call in on Rarity’s favor.
Ezn: Spike leaned in eagerly at the word “tackle”.
===========
It took some precise movements and careful hiding,
Disco: And occasionally a cardboard box.
but Twilight was able to lead Nyx across Ponyville to the Carousal Boutique without anypony really getting a good glimpse of them.
Ezn: Zecora, however, noticed immediately and sounded the alarm.
Midnight: Nyx can’t go out to play, but she can drag the little blighter halfway across town in broad daylight? Good plan, Twilight!
Thankfully the front door to the shop was open, the little bell ringing as Twilight let Nyx get inside before the unicorn herself slipped in unnoticed by any ponies passing on the street.
While Nyx had been excited to finally go outside, the filly clung close to Twilight the entire trip over and still lingered nearby now that they were in the shop. Yet slowly her cautiousness was being overridden by curiosity as the filly looked about the room, taking in the shop’s beautiful interior and the elegant dresses on display.
Ezn: “Don’t steal too much now, Nyx. We don’t want Rarity to notice anything.”
“Rarity, are you home?” Twilight called out as she levitated her saddle bags off and set them by the door.
“Yes Dear, just a moment!” Rarity called back, the white unicorn coming out from the boutique’s back room with several spools of thread floating behind her. She had on her red glasses, a sign that Rarity was in the middle of sewing something together.
DiStort: FRANKENSTEIN JOKE.
Reading glasses, Rarity once told Twilight, that she only needed to work and, well, read.
“Twilight, Darling, I haven’t seen coat nor hair of you in days. Where have you been hiding?”
GelidEnmity: “Not in your closet.”
“In the library, where else?”
“Where else indeed. You know, all those dusty old books can’t be good for your complexion. You should come with Fluttershy and I on our weekly spa outing. You had such fun the last time you joined us that I was actually hoping the three of us could make it a regular thing.”
“I’m sorry Rarity, I would like to but sometimes I just can’t pull myself away from a book.”
Ezn: Well, “book” is probably one word for it.
“As I am well aware.” Rarity replied, setting the spools of fabric down as well as levitating her glasses off and setting them on her workbench. “Still, I guess hearing that you’ve been studying your little head off is a good thing. It means
Ezn: we can replace that little head with a normal-sized one, so you look like less of a freak.
you’ve recovered from your traumatic ponynapping as well as anypony could hope. Now, just what brings you by the boutique?”
“I need some casual day-wear.”
“Casual day-wear? Now that is a request I don’t get too often. Most ponies are just satisfied strolling about without a thread of fabric on,
Saint: I only now realized this world is mostly populated by nudists.
but personally I feel some ponies would look just fabulous with the right vest or day dress.
“Personally, I think you’re one of those ponies that doesn’t need casual wear
Vimbert: Twilight was one pony Rarity wanted to always be naked.
but I can’t say for certain until we try on some designs. So, Twilight, what were you looking for in particular?”
“Okay, so... here’s the thing. It really isn’t for me.”
“Well, who is it for then?”
“It’s for her.”
At this Twilight stepped to one side, leaving Nyx standing in clear view of Rarity.
“Rarity, I’d like you to meet Nyx. Nyx, this is my good friend Rarity. Say hello Nyx.”
“Um... Hello, Miss Rarity.” Nyx offered, though the filly was doing her best to avoid meeting Rarity’s surprised gaze.
DiStort: Lest her dagger-like eyes stab out Rarity's.
The white unicorn was staring, focused on the dragon like eyes that were all too familiar... eyes Rarity had gotten a very close look at during the Summer Sun Celebration.
Still, the white unicorn put on a smile... an uneasy smile but a smile none the less before turning her attention to Twilight.
GelidEnmity: Then she pulled out a mallet and bludgeoned her to death with it.
THE END
“Well...of course... Dear. I just need you to... uh... come in back with me and....pick out a fabric. Uh... Nyx, was it? Would you mind being a dear and staying here? I just need to speak with Twilight for a few moments.”
ecyor0: If you hear a cry of "WHAT IN CELESTIA'S NAME ARE YOU DOING?!" from the other room, don't worry that's just friendly banter.
“Twilight?”
“It will be all right Nyx.”
GelidEnmity: “You’ll most likely end up without any wounds.”
The unicorn reassured. “Just go look at some of the dresses Rarity’s made. We’ll be right back.”
The the
Vimbert: Even the narration is stuttering. Not a good sign.
GelidEnmity: It’s not the narrator’s fault. He’s writing this at gunpoint.
little black pony nodded, turning and heading towards one of the display mannequins to look at a dress, which was actually the white jumpsuit Fluttershy had worn when Rarity was trying to impress Photo Finish.
DiStort: Remember, MLP fanfiction. In case you forgot.
Ezn: Fact: only the dresses seen and used in episodes actually exist.
As soon as the filly’s back was turned, Twilight felt herself wrapped in magic. Specifically Rarity’s magic,
intangiblepony: Ahhh, I thought it was Trixie's magic.
the white unicorn dragging Twilight into the back room of her shop.
Ezn: “I’m liking this favour already, Rarity!”
Saint: No! this screws up my shipping charts! and i just made RariDash work!
Rarity had the self-control to gently shut the door, as to not draw too much attention, but the moment that backroom door was closed her eyes locked Twilight.
“Twilight. Who. Is. That?”
DiStort: "I thought we discussed this little 'kidnapping' thing?"
Rarity stressed.
“I take it you noticed she looks kind of like-”
GelidEnmity: “-Pavarotti? Yeah, I noticed that too.”
“Nightmare Moon!” Rarity whisper-shouted,
Saint: Whisper shouting? Is this fanfic trying to go zen riddle on me?
the kind of whispering where the pony would rather be shouting but was still maintaining some self control. “Yes Dear, I DID notice! Now, would you care explaining?”
“Well, do you want the long or short version? Or maybe the medium version?
disco: “How about venti-size? Medium rare?”
I suppose I could-”
GelidEnmity: “Give you the medium version with easy fries on the side.”
Midnight: Easy fries are SO less fattening than hay fries.
“Twilight, just tell me!” Rarity pressed.
“But...”
“Tell me tell me tell me tell me!”
Ezn: Well, if you must know... *breathes deeply* It’s Nyx she’s the black alicorn Nightmare Moon filly that the fandom can’t decide whether it likes or hates she’s inspired a whole bunch of fanart some of it cute some of it gory and a lot of fans think she’s a Mary-Sue but man what does Mary-Sue even mean anymore?
“Okay, short version. She might, and I mean might... be Nightmare Moon reborn. That crazy cult that ponynapped me casted some weird spell, and while Celestia kept the spell from being completed, it still... well... I think created her.
GelidEnmity: “But, since EqD doesn’t allow porn, that’s a story for another day.”
Midnight: Twilight: “Hi Rarity, I’ve just brought filly Nightmare Moon into your shop for some casual daywear, hope you don’t mind! Also, tell anyone about this and I’ll have to... silence you, like I silenced the previous shop-owner.”
I found her in the Everfree Forest, alone and scared.
“She doesn’t remember anything that happened before I found her and she acts nothing like the Nightmare Moon we knew. She’s...just a sweet little filly. To be honest... I just am having trouble believing she could be Nightmare Moon.”
Ezn: Twilight doesn’t want to believe.
GelidEnmity: She can’t handle the truth.
“And did it ever cross your mind what would happen if she really was Nightmare Moon? That monster could have attacked you in your sleep!”
DiStort: I... no, too obvious.
“Rarity, she isn’t a monster, I promise. She’s just-”
Vimbert: Nightmare Moon, the pony who was going to take over the world. No big deal.
“Twilight, Dear, I think your ponynapping has rattled your senses. You HAVE to tell Celestia about this! If there is even a small chance that filly is Nightmare Moon the princess needs to know.”
Vimbert: When Rarity is thinking more logically than Twilight, something is very, very wrong.
disco: Rarity is afflicted with Common Sense Syndrome. Hopefully it'll pass.
“Rarity, please, I’m afraid that if Celestia finds out she’ll banish Nyx to the moon or something, and would you really like to see a little filly banished to the moon?”
DiStort: "Depends. Does she like bananas?"
Rarity cringed a bit, biting her lip
GelidEnmity: Little did she know that she was a VAMPIRE!!
THE END
before answering. “Well... No, but Twilight-”
“Rarity, please, you’re the only other pony I’ve told, and I need you to keep this a secret. I’m trying to pass her off as my cousin,
GelidEnmity: Yes, because EVERY pony’s cousin has lizard eyes.
Midnight: DRAGON eyes... no, wait, DAGGER eyes, no, wait... which one was it again?
at least until I can figure out if she really is Nightmare Moon or if she just looks like her. But, I can’t just keep her locked in the library. If I’m going to pass her off as a normal unicorn she needs to be able to go outside, but... she needs a disguise.”
scriber: "I was thinking something with a mustache, maybe a cape..."
“Twilight... I really think you should tell Celestia.”
“Rarity, I need you to keep this a secret.
Ezn: “Spike has a crush on Rarity! ...Oops.”
Consider this the favor you owe me.”
Rarity pushed her lips together, realizing that Twilight had just called in the one favor the unicorn owed her and she did not like the nature of the favor.
Ezn: “Don’t tell me I dragged you in here for nothing!”
“And you want to use your favor like this?”
“Yes.” Twilight replied firmly.
“Are you absolutely sure?”
Disco: Don't you want to save it for another fanfic?
“Yes.”
“Are you absolutely, positively-”
GelidEnmity: “-ULTRA MEGA SUPER KAMIKAZE sure!?”
“Rarity, I’m sure.” Twilight snipped.
GelidEnmity: Rarity’s face then slipped off, dripping blood onto the ground. “Whoops! Butterfingers!”
vertlizard: Rarity: "Alright, alright! Just put down those scissors!"
“......
Vimbert: What a pause! LOOK AT ALL THOSE PERIODS. Because doing this isn’t horrifically incorrect grammar or anything, amirite?
Ezn: It must be her time of the month. All the months.
Very well, Twilight. Your secret is safe with me, but that still leaves me wondering just why you’ve brought her to my boutique.”
Vimbert: Even though you just told me why. I have as short a memory as our readers.
“I need you to make something, anything, Nyx can wear on a daily basis to hide her wings.”
“Her wings?”
Midnight: A really short memory
“Didn’t you notice? Nyx is an alicorn.”
“Yes I noticed, but why would you want to hide her wings? Wings are so in style right now.
DiStort: Rarity has AFD. Attention Fashion Disorder. Tragic, really.
GelidEnmity: But...if Rarity’s always the one in fashion...then...*heartattack*
All the best boutiques in Canterlot are using pegasus models this season.
Blaze: What are the earth ponies and unicorns supposed to do? Wear fake wings?
Makes me wish I could talk Fluttershy into stepping back onto the stage, that or I could convince Rainbow Dash. She could have such a beautiful mane if she would just brush it out once in a while-”
“Rarity, focus!” Twilight said, bringing the fashion designer back to reality. “I can’t let Nyx go outside if ponies can see she is an alicorn, and it’s a whole lot easier to hide a pair of wings than it is to try and hide a horn.”
The white unicorn nodded her head. “True, wings are a feature more readily hidden... and that little filly does have such a wonderful black coat. It’s like obsidian
DiStort: Better get the diamond pickaxe.
the way it shines in the light. And her mane... it’s almost as beautiful as mine, and with a little care.... Hmmmm...”
Disco: I could make a dress out of it! Oh, um...
At that Rarity shut her eyes, gently tapping her chin with her hoof. A smile then sprang onto the unicorn’s lips.
ecyor0: Rarity kept a few tamed smiles running around the shop for just such an occasion.
GelidEnmity: And it danced for hours on end. That smile was happy.
“Oh... iiiiiddddddeeeaaaa~!”
disco: This won't end well.
Rarity sang, her horn lighting up as she opened the door to the backroom. And with that, the fashion designer was off, calling Nyx over as spools of fabric began to float around the room.
============
“Okay, Nyx, you’ve been an absolute darling and I’m almost done. Just hold still for a few more seconds.” Rarity said an hour later. The little black filly had a pained expression on her face, like she was tired of standing still in the same place. Still, as Nyx had proved to Twilight, she was naturally well behaved and did her best to keep still as Rarity touched up a few things.
GelidEnmity: “This is a BAD touch!”
Rarity had worked her usual magic, creating a perfect bit of casual wear for the little filly. A simple purple vest, similar in design to the vests worn by every pony in town during Winter Wrap-Up. Rarity, however, had modified the design in a few places so that Nyx’s wings could hide comfortably beneath the fabric and not be readily visible from the outside.
Ozimul: That is generally what hiding means, yes.
Rarity had also worked to stylize the vest a little bit, putting some black bits here and there to blend with Nyx’s natural coat color.
Ezn: Nyxbow Dash always dresses in style.
The final thing Rarity was working on was Nyx’s hair, the unicorn trying a number of different styles with it. She had tried styling it up like her own mane
Ezn: Back at the library, Spike’s heart skipped a beat.
as well as giving it more body, like Fluttershy’s, but neither style seemed to please Rarity.
“Oh, what to do? What to do?” Rarity said, letting Nyx’s hair drop. “ Most ponies have their mane styled to leave a little something in the front, but you just looks so elegant with your mane pulled back, and it shows off more of your adorable little face.
Vimbert: Twilight gave Rarity a warning glare that spoke volumes.
Yes, I definitely need to keep the pulled back style but it just needs something... but what?”
Rarity’s horn glowed, the unicorn levitating a few ribbons and hair bands from her private collection. Her eyes moved over each, tossing some away while other lingered in the air, waiting to be judged by the fashion designer’s meticulous eye. Then, Rarity’s eyes lit up.
“Of course! Aloe and Lotus.” The unicorn proclaimed.
“Who and what now?” Twilight asked.
“Aloe and Lotus;
DiStort: “My two potted plants. They tell me to do things.”
they are the ponies who run the spa. They style their manes back like this and, oh, that style would look absolutely perfect on little Nyx here.” And with that Rarity was off, running a brush through Nyx’s hair until every strand fell perfectly straight. Then, as a final touch, Rarity settled a turquoise head band just above Nyx’s horn, a turquoise color
Vimbert: So the turquoise headband is turquoise? I never would have guessed.
with some designs on the sides that really brought out Nyx’s eyes.
“There, perfect... oh Dear, you really do have the mane to pull this off.
Ezn: I *really* like her mane!
Your hair falls so wonderfully and has such a shine when its
Vimbert: *twitch*
GelidEnmity: Was that for the grammatical error, or..?
brushed. With your face... I dare say it gives you an air of sophistication and class.”
Vimbert: “Just the thing for when you’re crushing Equestria beneath your hooves!”
“Am I done now?” Nyx asked, not trying to sound bored but even the well behaved filly was at wits’ end.
Vimbert: Not just one wit, but multiple wits.
“Yes Dear, you are done and you look wonderful. Here, why don’t you go take a look in the mirror?”
Ezn: “My name’s not Dear!” “Well I wasn’t talking to you, you hideous girl.”
The filly nodded,
Ezn: Something she had become quite proficient at.
jumping down from the table she had been standing on while Rarity worked. It wasn’t hard to find a mirror, the front of Rarity’s shop littered with mirrors of varying sizes.
Ezn: Rarity was never a fan of remirrorcycling.
Nyx moved to the nearest one, examining her reflection.
Ezn: “Ah! It’s Nightmare Moon!”
NMM69: I am not that ugly.
“It’s perfect Rarity; if I didn’t know better I’d say she was just a normal unicorn.”
Ezn: Don’t listen to her, Nyx! You can be anything you want! Your hideous disability doesn’t have to stop you from living!
“Oh, Twilight, must you always think of function over form? Yes, it hides her wings, but she also looks fabulous, wouldn’t you agree?”
“Yes, she looks amazing Rarity.”
Vimbert: Twilight couldn’t help but drool as she stared at Nyx.
The white unicorn batted at a bit of her hair.
GelidEnmity: STEEEE-RIKE!
“Try not to sound so surprised, Darling.
Ezn: And get your jaw off the floor.
After all, I was the one that made your wonderful Gala dress.”
Ezn: Twilight opened her mouth to mention that her name wasn’t “Darling”, but thought better of it.
“Now all Nyx needs are her glasses and she’ll be perfectly disguised.”
GelidEnmity: “Ooh! Can’t forget the large nose and moustache!”
“Glasses? Heavens, Dear, what would that little filly need glasses for? Her eyesight seems fine.”
“These aren’t correctional glasses.
Ezn: “I just want Nyx to get bullied when she starts going to school.”
I’ve put a spell on them so that they can disguise Nyx’s eyes,
DiStort: Plot convenience 101, fillies and gentlecolts.
make them look... well... more common.”
ecyor0: If they thought her eyes were a rare drop, things would get ugly pretty quick.
“Oh, but it will be such a travesty against fashion to hide those beautiful orbs!
Ezn: Orbs.
Those slits of irises give Nyx an air of mystery about her.
Midnight: “I’m sure nopony will worry that, fabulous as they are, dragon/dagger-shaped orbs instead of eyes are at all ominous and scary.”
Ezn: And her dark coat gives her an air of mystery about somepony else!
What other pony can say they have eyes like a dragon?”
“None, but that’s the point. There is only one other mare who has ever had dragon shaped eyes,
CTOONfan1: I thought you said there was none.
and that was... you know who.”
Ezn: It was............... VLODIEMORT!
RingmasterJ5: No, it was …................DUMBLEDORE!
GelidEnmity: Didn’t you just make a comment about ellipsis ab00se?
Midnight: You know, dragon-shaped eyes would be REALLY painful. What part would they see from?
Rarity frowned. “True... and it was because of those eyes I was really able to notice the resemblance.
CTOONfan1: So it was easy for me to forget.
Oooohhh...
GelidEnmity: “Those eyes are positively ORGASMIC!”
Midnight: Rarity: “I’ll be in my bunk.”
but it’s such a shame to hide them!
ecyor0: Hang the consequences, fabulousness must win through!
At least tell me you got some fashionable frames.”
“Well, I thought they would be fine.” Twilight admitted. Her horn began to glow,
Ezn: And it continued to shine from that day forth, a bright beacon to all that unicorn ponies had achieved in the study of magic.
the saddle bags she had left by the door opening as a pair of glasses floated across the room. Rarity let out a not only audible but also rather loud gasp at the sight of the glasses.
“Twilight, please tell me this is some kind of cruel joke!”
Ezn: “Yeah, it is. Nyx is just some unicorn kid I taped a pair of wings onto.”
“Why do you say that; what’s wrong?”
“Those glasses, Dear. They are in every way wrong. Those thick frames, and that black color. Oh, they utterly clash with Nyx’s entire outfit!”
Ezn: “You have disappointed me for the last time, Dear. Twilight, you’re my new sla- assistant!”
disco: It's like she's cosplaying Velma!
“But... she’s got a black coat.
GelidEnmity: Nyx never asked for this...
How can black frames clash with a black coat?”
“It’s so much more than just the color,
Anon13: The whole “Aura of Evil” thing is tres gauche!
Twilight. I mean, look at these glasses! They’re matte, with no shine what so ever while Nyx’s coat as just the slightest, natural sheen. And don’t get me started with the thickness.
scriber: That's what she said.
Nuke.Equestria: *rimshot*
“No, these just won’t do.” Rarity snipped matter of factly.
“But-”
“No buts!”
Vimbert: What about secret butt fun?
Rarity said, getting behind Twilight and starting to
Midnight: Ezn, you may do the honours.
Ezn: Nah.
push her towards the door. “I will not have you ruin this poor filly’s fashionable attire with some random frames you picked out just because you’d thought they’d be fine. As you surely remember, Twilight, I’ve seen your definition of fine... and it was embodied in that horrible excuse of a dress you were going to wear to the Gala.
GelidEnmity: I thought Rarity made those dresses.
Not only was it old, the red and yellow colors were a horrible match for your mane, coat, eyes... it clashed with everything.”
Ezn: “I felt compelled to mention that, but I’m not sure why.”
“But-” Twilight tried to defend, only to get cut off again.
“Now, I want you to gallop
Ezn: because we are horses
down to wherever you purchased these atrocities and get them exchanged. Pick up something midnight purple with a slight, and I mean slight, gloss and make sure the frames are also at least half as thin as these... these... things.” Rarity replied, setting the offending glasses on Twilight’s forehead.
GelidEnmity: *Drum beat* YEAAAAAAAAAAHHHH!!!
“But what about Nyx?”
“She will be fine here with me until you come back with those new frames. Now, off with you.” Rarity said, shoving Twilight outside the shop before shutting the front door abruptly behind the purple unicorn.
Disco: Mwahaha! Now's my chance to steal her coat!
DiStort: Man, everyone wants a piece of Nyx.
“Twilight I swear, sometimes you try to be unfashionable on purpose.” Rarity huffed, turning away from the door and trotting away from the door.
Ezn: “Oh, how I loathe hipsters.”
“I do apologize for that outburst, Nyx, but I just couldn’t let Twilight make you wear those awful glasses. They would have just been a travesty against fashion, a simple travesty.”
Ezn: “They weren’t even a complicated travesty!”
Nyx turned away from the mirror.
GelidEnmity: Yet her reflection stared at her ass.
“Were the glasses really that bad?”
“Oh, yes Dear, they were. Honestly, I wouldn’t make my worst enemy, some pony I truly hated, wear those glasses. They are, in all honesty, the definition of a fashion don’t.”
Midnight: “And Celestia knows if I’ll let Nightmare Moon wear such ugly things, why, the coming Queen of Darkness simply must dress in style.”
Nyx fell quiet at this, looking down at the floor. Rarity didn’t take notice of this at first,
Midnight: Poor This, always ignored.
busying herself cleaning up the shop after making the vest. Still, the silence began to nip at the unicorn’s ear,
Ezn: “Stop it, Silence! We can do that later... once Darling gets back.”
and, when she looked back at Nyx, the foal looked like she was on the edge of tears.
“Oh... oh Dear, what in the world is the matter?”
“Twilight doesn’t like me.”
“Now just what makes you think that?”
DiStort: "Besides the fact that it's true."
“You said that you wouldn’t make any pony wear those glasses, even some pony you really hate... but Twilight wanted me to wear those glasses, so she must hate me.”
Ezn: Logic at its finest.
“Oh... oh Nyx, no.” Rarity reassured, trotting over beside the foal and using a hoof to raise her chin, so that she could look into those turquoise dragon-like eyes. “Twilight does not hate you.”
“But...”
Vimbert: Playing the sympathy card. Nice. Soon, Nyx will hold another canon character under her hypnotic sway.
Ezn: Not content with her conquest of canon, Nyx would later go on to conquer the fandom.
“Allow me to clarify. I wouldn’t make anypony wear those glasses, but I also have a better sense of fashion than Twilight Sparkle. She just doesn’t realize how ugly those glasses are; she’s always more concerned with function instead of form.
Ezn: “As I said a few minutes ago, in the exact same words.”
Honestly, if she needed to, she’d probably wear those glasses herself, and I know Twilight doesn’t hate herself.”
CTOONfan1: She hates popular things.
“Are you sure?”
Ezn: “Well, not really. That one’s a bundle of neuroses.”
“I am absolutely
Ezn: HIV
positive.” Rarity said, her voice ringing with authority.
GelidEnmity: “Now, YOU HAVE THE RIGHT TO REMAIN SILENT!!”
“Twilight Sparkle does not hate you in the least, and I don’t want you to ever think otherwise.”
“Okay Miss Rarity.”
“Please, Dear, it’s just Rarity.”
Ezn: “Miss Rarity’s my online handle, and I like to keep those perversions separate from my IRL ones.”
The white unicorn corrected, heading for the stairs that lead to the upper level of the shop, where the unicorn lived. “Now, why don’t we go and have ourselves a late morning tea while we wait for Twilight? I also think I have some leftover pieces of cake from one of Pinkie Pie’s many parties. I’d say you deserve to have a slice after behaving so well this morning.”
Nyx perked up at the thought of getting a slice of cake,
Vimbert: The pony with no memory knows what cake is. How convenient.
Ezn: I guess the idea that “Cake is good” is in the same part of the brain as inherent knowledge of the Equestrian language.
and eagerly followed Rarity to the boutique’s kitchen. With an elegant flick of her horn, Rarity set several things in motion about the kitchen, the fashion designer well practiced at levitating a number of items around a room at the same time, an efficient multi-tasker.
“Go ahead and sit there.” Rarity said, motioning to the small kitchen table. “The tea will be ready in a jiffy.”
Nyx complied, jumping up into one of the seats, though it quickly became apparent that the seats were a little too big for the foal, her eyes barely breaking
GelidEnmity: God forbid her eyes break.
Anon13: Hey, at least they won’t run off, like Twilight’s.
even with the top of the table.
Ezn: Nyx and the top of the table parted ways after their failed business venture, having learnt many valuable lessons about life, love, and the consequences of unpaid debt.
A stack of books quickly alleviated that and within minutes Rarity had poured the tea and served both her and Nyx a slice of cake.
It was a pleasant late morning tea, but Rarity had another purpose for the impromptu sit down.
Ezn: “Nyx, take peace pipe. Breathe deep.”
To say the least, the designer was curious about the Nightmare Moon look-a-like.
Ezn: Hyphens! Oh joy, I’ve found some at last!
A curiosity she was now going to work to satisfy while Twilight was away.
Midnight: Bow chicka wow-wow!
“So, tell me a little about yourself Nyx. Twilight has managed to keep you a secret for the past three days, but now I want to know everything.”
“Well,
GelidEnmity: “I first started out in Alberta...”
I’ve been staying with Twilight the past three days. She’s a really nice unicorn, and Spike is nice too... not as nice but still nice. She also has an owl named-”
Ezn: Nyx was strategically interrupted, saving the author the trouble of looking up the owl’s impossible-to-spell name.
“Dear, you’re telling me about Twilight Sparkle, and I know Twilight.
Saint: She crazy.
She is, after all, one of my closest friends. That and, if you recall, you and Twilight told me all about what you’ve been doing the past three days while I was working on your vest.
Vimbert: RETCONNED!
No, I want to know more about you. Oh, and I’d drink your tea before it starts getting cold.”
Ezn: “In fact, I will! Give it here!”
Nyx nodded, looking down at the small cup she had been served. The filly alicorn first leaned in to take a sip,
Ezn: While the mare alicorn looked on proudly, and the stallion alicorn looked at his watch.
but quickly froze up when Rarity began to speak.
“Oh, Dear, please tell me Twilight has at least taught you how to have tea correctly.”
“There’s a proper way to have tea?”
“But of course.”
GelidEnmity: “You simply take the cup, and pour the scalding hot water into your face! Simple!”
Rarity replied, giving her hair a toss
GelidEnmity: I knew it was a salad!
as she liked to when making a point. “Especially when you have a unicorn horn.
DiStort: "There's no need to drink like a filthy earth pony."
The only proper way for a unicorn to have tea is to
Ezn: hook the handle with your horn and flick the cup up into the air!
levitate the cup to your mouth and take a very delicate sip, and above all a proper mare shouldn’t spill a drop or slurp.”
Ezn: “If you do either of those things, it makes you not a proper mare forever, and you will be doomed to short life full of abuse and misery.”
As if to give an example, Rarity did just that.
Ezn: “RIP Rarity. Died alone and unloved. She was very committed to her examples.”
She expertly sipped from the cup of tea without making a single noise before levitating it back down to its coaster.
Ezn: “Beat that, punk.”
“You mean... like this?” Nyx replied, her own horn starting to glow... only for her cup of tea to sky rocket up into the ceiling, smashing to pieces as drops of tea rained across the room.
Ezn: “No, retard!”
“My word...”
Crazy56U: ...huh... She must've spooked it.
Saint: That or she confused "levitation" with "mortar"
“Rarity, I’m so sorry! I... I didn’t mean... mean to... it just... “
“Nyx, relax, it was just an accident, I’m not going to hate you
DiStort: "Do it again, though, and I'll do a lot worse than hate you."
for something so trivial.”
disco: Mess with my fabrics, on the other hand, and I'll banish you to the moon myself!
Rarity replied, her own horn glowing as she took a few dish rags and began cleaning up the spilled tea and shattered tea cup. “Though, if I were to venture a guess, that was your first time trying to levitate something.”
The black coated filly replied with a nod.
“Well, I don’t want you to worry. No unicorn gets levitation right on the first try. Though, most colts and fillies your age have trouble lifting things, where as your trouble seems to be that you have a natural ability for magic and you just put a little too much energy into it.
Saint: A little? the roof was the only thing between that teacup and low orbit.
Ezn: “Rainbow Dash told me the same thing about flying! And Applejack said something like that about applebucking.”
“Now,” Rarity continued, her magic cleaning up the last pieces of the mess while, at the same time, pouring Nyx a fresh cup of tea .”I want you to try again, but be very gentle this time.”
“But, what if I break another cup?”
Ezn: “You break cup, I break you.”
“Then I’ll just clean it up and we’ll try again until I’m out of cups.”
GelidEnmity: “And if you manage to f*ck that up, I’ll just pour it into your mouth.”
Rarity answered, though she would secretly keep some of her cups hidden away. She was willing to help a filly learn, but she wouldn’t risk her best china being destroyed.
The bode
Vimbert: lolwut
of confidence, however, brought a smile to Nyx’s face as her horn glowed again. This time, the cup of tea very gently levitated off the cup, wobbling around a bit in the air but staying level enough that it didn’t spill. Nyx opened her mouth far wider than she probably needed to,
CTOONfan1: And she ate the cup.
bringing the cup close until she could bring her lips together and take a very gentle sip of tea. Then, she levitated the cup down. She let go of the cup a little early, causing it to clatter against its accompanying saucer but not spilling any of the tea.
“Oh, that was marvelous Darling, simply marvelous!
Ezn: “As for you, Nyx... well, we can’t all be ladies proper mares...”
I can tell, you have the makings and natural talent to really be a proper mare and a talented magic user, with the right instruction.”
disco: They said the same thing about Anakin Skywalker.
“There is more to being a proper mare then sipping tea?”
“But of course! You have to be able to walk with the right posture, have to be able to keep up pleasant conversation, oh... and any proper mare must-”
Disco: Oh no, is she going to start singing?!
“Can you teach me something else?” Nyx asked eagerly.
Disco: That was a close one.
Ezn: “I really want to learn how to ‘-’!”
“Oh, now if only Sweetie Belle was so eager.”
Midnight: OH COME ON!
Rarity mused with a smile. “But yes, I can teach you. We can get started right now, as a matter of fact. With the proper way to eat a cake.”
GelidEnmity: Rarity then got out her book from Twilight, titled: The Proper Way to Eat a Lie. By: Caroline Johnson.
============
Twilight galloped, grumbling under her breath about the pony at the shop where she had bought the frames.
Ezn: “Uurgh, I hope he didn’t get any of his filthy earth pony germs on me!”
It had taken way longer than it should have to find the right glasses. And it was no fault of Twilight’s.
Crazy56U: She knew that the plot was to blame.
The stallion running the store understood Rarity’s very specific specifications, but what had taken forever was him finding those glasses. The stallion had no way of organizing his stock and they ended up looking through half the boxes he had in storage for that one pair of glasses.
Ezn: And then this fic became about Twilight’s adventures in micromanaging Ponyville!
DiStort: I dunno, that sounds a lot more interesting than what's going on.
Still, Twilight had the glasses in question and was happy to see she was getting close to Carousal Boutique.
Vimbert: It was located very close to Carousel Boutique.
Anon13: Ponyville has a strip club?
She galloped in the door, looking around the front room for Rarity and Nyx. A small surge of panic
GelidEnmity: Or Electricity, we’re not sure.
went through the unicorn seeing the front room empty, but before starting to get worked up in worry Twilight called out.
Ezn: “Good thing I have this handy flowchart!” Is room empty? → If yes, then call out → Is there a reply? → If no, then start to panic
“Rarity?”
“OH! Twilight! You’re back.” Rarity called. “Come on into the kitchen.”
disco: And make me a sandwich!
Ezn: Rarity knows a woman’s true place.
Following her friend’s voice, Twilight nosed open the door to the kitchen and was a bit surprised at what she found.
Ezn: “Oh my Celestia, it’s a room!”
Both Nyx and Rarity were standing in the kitchen, the white unicorn balancing a stack of three book on her head while Nyx had a single fairly thin book on hers. The filly was watching the book,
Ezn: The poor child thought books worked like TV - she hadn’t yet grasped the concept of “reading”.
squirming a little as she tried to keep the book balanced.
“What... are you two doing?”
GelidEnmity: Ship-Fics inbound.
Ezn: “And why does it stir my loins so?!”
“Why, I’m just giving Nyx a few lessons in being a proper mare.”
Ezn: So that’s what they’re calling it these days.
“Yea, she taught me how to sip tea, how to eat cake, and now she’s showing me how to have proper posture.” Nyx chirped, all too excited.
“There’s a way to eat cake?”
GelidEnmity: “I just thought it magically went away after a scene change.”
“But of course, Twilight; at least there is a proper way to do it.
Saint: Celestia's beard, I've been teleporting it straight to my stomach all this time!
Still, I assume you have the new glasses for Nyx?”
“Yep, I’ve got them right here.” Twilight said, levitating the frames off her forehead and over to Rarity. The white unicorn took the glasses into her own levitation magic, turning them around a number of times as she examined them, scrutinizing every detail.
“These are... better. Not ideal, mind you, but still better than the last set of frames. Have you already enchanted them?”
“Yes, I did it on my way over here.”
“Well then, Nyx dear, try them on.” Rarity said, passing the glasses to the little filly. Nyx didn’t hesitate a moment, grinning as she slipped the glasses on before looking at the two mares. The effect was immediate, Nyx’s dragon shaped eyes now looking round and normal while the whites of her eyes actually
Ezn: descriptively-named
white.
“While I still say your real eyes are far better, you still look absolutely darling and those midnight purple frames go perfectly with your new vest.
Ezn: “The fans will go rabid for you!”
Yes, I officially declare you to be fabulous, Nyx.”
disco: And I officially declare you to be Velma. Now, go solve some mysteries.
Vimbert: Somewhere, Spell Nexus’ nose itched, his Fabulosity Sense tingling.
Nyx could only giggle. “Thank you Rarity. That means a lot coming from a pony as beautiful as you.”
Vimbert: Twilight felt jealousy overcome her.
Crazy56U: Spike had a hand in the script, it seems.
“Oh my, why aren’t you the little flatterer.” Rarity teased.
Ezn: “But you’ll need to work a little harder before I give you one of my ‘favours’.”
“Still, why don’t you go finish your cake while I talk with Twilight for a moment, but do remember to practice eating it properly.”
“I will Rarity.” Nyx chirped,
DiStort: Nyx is a bird. It is canon now.
moving back to the table while Rarity guided Twilight to the far corner of the room, where they could talk quietly without being overheard.
Ezn: “Psst, Twilight, Santa Hooves isn’t real.” “REALLY?!”
Midnight: Rarity: “Santa Hooves is your parents!” “MY PARENTS ARE POT PLANTS!”
“So, I take it you two have been getting along.” Twilight offered in a hushed voice.
“Oh Twilight, she is a little angel!
Ezn: Somepony needs to get wise, ‘cause she’s the devil in diguise!
I can see why you were so adamant earlier that she only looks like Nightmare Moon. I can’t imagine that wicked old mare being so positively pleasant.”
Vimbert: You know, I can actually see Rarity being so easily duped. I’m okay with this.
“I’m glad to hear you think so.”
“Though I did notice a couple things that you may want to be aware of.”
“Like what?”
“Firstly, that little filly has a lot of magic. As you can see, she’s already able to levitate a tea cup. Well, the first cup she tried to lift flew straight into the ceiling and was smashed to bits, like she put too much effort into it.”
“Well, she is an alicorn.” Twilight pointed out. “Celestia and Luna are able to move the sun and moon, so moving a cup is probably something that comes quite easily to an alicorn.”
“Secondly,” Rarity continued, not even registering Twilight quick comment. “Be careful what you say around her. I accidentally said something in passing that made her think you hated her... and the poor dear was heart broken. For reasons I don’t understand, Nyx seems to hate the thought of ponies not liking her, specifically you.”
Disco: Just like half the fanbase.
Crazy56U: Five bucks says this fact will bite everypony involved in the butt later on. Anyone in?
Disco: Surely the foreshadowing can't be that obvious!
Vimbert: SHE JUST WANTS TO BE LOVED AND TO BE YOUR WAIFU
Ezn: Don’t let her see the “fan”art!
“Well, I was the one that found her in the forest and the one she’s been living with. Honestly, I think I was the first pony she’s ever seen.”
Ezn: “Thirdly, her head has this odd habit of twisting all the way round while she does this nasty projectile-vomiting thing. You may want to have that checked out.”
“That would explain a lot. Still, be careful what you say. While not as bad as our dear Fluttershy,
Ezn: Fluttershy probably would have committed seppuku at that “worst enemy” comment.
Nyx is sensitive. It wouldn’t take much to hurt her.”
Ezn: “I’ve tested her pain receptors very thoroughly, believe me...”
Twilight smiled. “Don’t worry Rarity, I may not know as much about fashion as you do but I do know that you have to be careful what you say to some ponies because it just may hurt their feelings.”
Ezn: Callin’ Twilight’s bluff here. Anypony without extensive fashion knowledge cannot possibly have a sense of empathy, or a conscience.
“One of your lessons on friendship, I would imagine.” Rarity said with a smile. “So, what do you have planned for the rest of the afternoon?”
Ezn: “Well now...”
“I was actually planning to show Nyx around Ponyville and see how well her disguise holds up. Take her to see the rest of our friends.”
“Very clever of you Twilight.
Disco: It's very Clark Kent-ish.
In case the disguise isn’t enough you’d only be introducing her to our friends, ponies who we can trust to keep a secret.”
“Exactly, though... I think for right now I’d like to just keep the real truth between you and me.”
“It would be for the best, wouldn’t it? While Fluttershy and Pinkie Pie may take well to Nyx, I can only imagine that convincing Applejack and Rainbow Dash that she isn’t Nightmare Moon would be more difficult, considering how stubborn those two ponies are.”
“That and the fewer ponies that know the truth the better, at least until I can figure out if she really is Nightmare Moon or just happens to look like her. Still, you promise to keep this just between us?”
“Cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye.” Rarity quickly chanted, making the appropriate body movements in tune with the Pinkie Pie promise.
Ezn: “Oh Rarity, that’s soooo last season!”
“Thank you Rarity... and thanks again for helping with Nyx’s disguise.”
“It was my pleasure Twilight, really.” Rarity replied, she and Twilight moving back to the table now that the sensitive part of their conversation was done. “But just promise me one thing.”
“What’s that?”
“I want you to let Nyx come over to see me once in a while. I won’t let you keep this little sweetheart all to yourself.”
Crazy56U: Annnnd, things just got creepy.
disco: She's like the sister I never had!
Twilight: What about Sweetie B-
Rarity: Like the sister I never had!
Twilight giggled a little, but nodded her head all the same. “I promise.”
Vimbert: Twilight wasn’t used to sharing her “toys”, but she had no choice.
=============
A few hours later, Twilight and Nyx were walking down the street of Ponyville, their destination looming closer. They had been to see Applejack, Fluttershy, and Rainbow Dash. All of those ponies had met Nyx in her disguise, and had not been able to notice her similarity to Nightmare Moon thanks to her vest and her charmed glasses.
disco: and their gullibility.
Vimbert: Those scenes could have been included, but frankly, they were boring.
Twilight had a feeling all her friends would have accepted Nyx anyway, even if she told them the truth about the little filly.
Vimbert: Twilight’s indoctrination is progressing very quickly.
Still, it was safer for Nyx if fewer ponies knew. She just needed time to study the crazy cult’s spell, to figure out what had happened when the spell was interrupted.
Vimbert: That’s exactly why Twilight was doing all this other stuff instead.
Once she knew for sure she would tell them the truth.
Midnight: “You know my cousin?” *sips tea* “yeah?” *nods* “Really Nightmare moon.” *sip* “that so?” *nod* “cool beans.” *sip* “so, how ‘bout them Wonderbolts?”
But, for the moment, Rarity would be the only one Twilight would let in on the secret... that’s if the disguise held up against its most difficult opponent. An energetic pink earth pony that had a happy outlook on life but, more importantly, a strange sixth sense
disco: She sees dead people?
about the future.
Crazy56U: And medium awareness! Don't forget medium awareness!
The disguise would have to stand up against Pinkie Pie.
Ezn: And against that other pony in the previous paragraph, of course.
Twilight winced when she heard the little bell above the shop’s door ring, announcing her and Nyx’s arrival. She was understandably nervous. She knew she could make Pinkie Pie promise to keep the truth a secret if she saw through the disguise. If any pony was going to keep a Pinkie Pie promise it was the pony the promise was named after. Still, if the disguise could fool the pink earth pony then it mean that almost any regular pony would be fooled.
DiStort: Was that an insult or a compliment?
Midnight: It’s only an insult to those filthy earth ponies
“Hey, welcome to Sugar Cube Corner where everything is super tasty, super sugary, and just super super.
Saint: is it super special awesome?
OH, hey Twilight!” The pink earth pony said as she bounced out from the kitchen. “Here for an afternoon snack?”
“Actually, I’m here to introduce you to my cousin. She’s going to be staying here in Ponyville with me for a while, and-”
Ezn: “OH, hey Nightmare Moon!” “Rats.”
Twilight found herself quickly knocked out of the way as Pinkie Pie zipped up,
Ezn: “Wheee, zip-lining is fun!”
bringing her face within inches of Nyx, who could only crane her neck back in a bit of shock at how quickly the earth pony had crossed the room.
“OH YEA! I love meeting new ponies!
Ezn: “And new ancient demons!”
I’m Pinkie Pie. What’s your name?”
“I’m... I’m... I’m uh...” Nyx tried to answer, but was finding it hard to concentrate with Pinkie Pie’s face so close to hers.
Ezn: Twilight felt the same way.
“Oh, I know... let me guess. I’m great at guessing games.” Pinkie Pie chirped, bringing her head back and actually giving Nyx a bit of her personal space back . “Um... Little Shadow? No... how about Night Shade? Oh, I know... Black Snooty, Black Snooty!”
Pinkie Pie froze up at this, as did Twilight.
Crazy56U: Both had realized that Pinkie skipped ahead in the script.
The unicorn’s mind slipped back to the morning of the last Summer Sun Celebration.
DiStort: Wonder why nobody noticed the disembodied brain floating around that day.
When Nightmare Moon first appeared Pinkie tried to guess her name, and one of the names she guessed was Black Snooty. Was that a sign Pinkie Pie saw the resemblance?
Ezn: Yes, it was. And then Pinkie called in Princess Celestia, and Equestria was saved once more!
Was she able to see through Nyx’s disguise?
scriber: Are these questions rhetorical?
“Oh, I’m sorry, that was mean of me.” Pinkie then finally offered, ending the silence that had fallen on the room.
Ezn: “I meant African-American Equestrian Snooty.”
“I know your coat is black but I don’t know enough about you to call you snooty, and even if I did I wouldn’t say it to you like this. That would just make me a rude rudy rude pants. Still, I wonder why I thought that would be your name?”
Ezn: DRAMATIC IRONY!
“Well,” Twilight interrupted, not wanting to give Pinkie Pie time to think about it. “In any case her name is Nyx.”
“Oh, that’s a cool name. Nyx... Nyx... Nyx... oh yea, that is a really cool name. So, Nyx, how long have you been in Ponyville?”
“A few days.” The filly replied, finding it easier to answer Pinkie Pie’s very energetic question now that the pink pony had taken a few steps back.
“WHAT?!!!” Pinkie Pie half shouted before turning an angry glare at Twilight. “She’s been here for that long and you didn’t tell me?!”
“Well, I was just giving her a chance to settle in.”
Ezn: “Also, last time I told you about one my of my... little visitors, you really ruined it for me!”
“Twilight, nothing helps a pony settle in better then one of my famous Pinkie Pie Welcome Parties and now I’m late!
Ezn: “I cannot stand idly by while this glorious OC’s entrance into the story goes uncelebrated!”
I’m going to have to make this party extra, super duper special to make up for it! Oh, I’m going to need streamers, balloons, and you know what else?”
“No...” Twilight replied, slightly afraid of what the answer would be.
“I’m going to need... a pinata!
Vimbert: “It’ll be shaped like you for reasons TOTALLY unrelated to the itsy-bitsy little thing you did to annoy me, and we won’t stop until that purple pinata is punished!”
That’s the only thing that can make up for the fact I’m this late for with Nyx’s ‘Welcome to Ponyville’ party!” Pinkie Pie announced, as if the strange unwritten laws of Pinkie Pie’s parties were common knowledge to anypony.
Ezn: Hey, if you guys didn’t take the time to read the party manual, then that is really just your problem. The section on pinatas is quite thought-provoking.
“Now, we’ll have the party at the library tonight and I’ll invite every pony. Oh, it will be such fun, but I’m going to need help if I’m going to pull it off. Oh, I wonder if I can find Rainbow Dash?”
Vimbert: inb4 Cupcakes.
disco: I need to make some cupcakes!
With that Pinkie Pie was off, leaving a very stunned Nyx in her wake. Twilight, however, was mostly relieved. Pinkie Pie was acting like Pinkie Pie, which meant she hadn’t recognized Nyx, at least consciously. The unicorn couldn’t help but worry that Pinkie Pie might have subconsciously recognized Nyx, which is why she brought up the name Black Snooty. Still, as long as that recognition stayed in the pink pony’s subconscious they would be fine.
disco: And we all saw how well that worked out in Inception.
Still, with Pinkie Pie off to pull together a welcome party,
Vimbert: Twilight stole a few pastries from the unmanned counter.
Twilight turned her attention to Nyx.
Ezn: Not in public! Have some decorum!
The filly was stunned, as some ponies were when they first met the very energetic earth pony. As the filly recovered she blinked a few times before looking at Twilight.
“Twilight, is she always like that?”
Ezn: “Pretty much. Sometimes I make her run on a treadmill to power my experimental electronics. That’s really the only reason I haven’t already killed her.”
“Not always... but she does get like this whenever she meets a new pony.”
Nyx took this answer silently, turning her attention to the door Pinkie Pie had bounced out of a few moments earlier. “And is she really going to throw me a party?”
Ezn: “No, Pinkie would never throw a party for a horrible little filly like you!”
“Yep. Pinkie Pie throws a party for every new pony who comes to Ponyville, even ponies who may only be staying here for a few days. She just... really likes throwing parties and making ponies smile.”
Ezn: She’s especially pedantic about always throwing parties for OCs.
“I... I think I like Pinkie Pie.
CTOONfan1: That's everyone's first reaction. Then they read Cupcakes.
She’s a nice pony, and fun... but kind of random.”
Twilight laughed a little. “Yep, that’s Pinkie Pie. Fun... but random.”
disco: And psychotic, but we don't like talking about that.
=======
Past Sins
By Pen Stroke
Assisted By Batty Gloom
============================================================
Chapter 3
Saint: Why are we still here?
Disco: Morbid curiosity.
School Days and Memories
===================
Nyx stood near Twilight, close to the mare’s front leg as she looked ahead.
Ezn: “Arr, Ah lost the other one to mah sworn enemy, Moby Slick.”
Before the pair was a building painted in rich, welcoming red colors set amongst a lush green yard.
Ezn: The extreme contrast made Nyx want to throw up every last content of her sensitive little tummy.
The building was decorated with festive hearts, even the weather mane
disco: Did you mean 'vane'? Damn you, muscle memory!
on the top of the bell tower featured a heart,
DiStort: Seems like the schoolhouse is overcompensating a little.
Midnight: “See that heart kids? Disappoint me again, and that’ll be YOU.”
looking almost like a Cupid arrow. A playground was visible out behind the building while a flag pole and a hedge sculpture stood in front. The hedge sculpture was of a pony wearing a square, flat topped hat with a tassel.
Ezn: This schoolhouse reminds of one I saw in a television show recently. Was it... Pound Puppies?
An utterly welcoming sight
Ezn: UTTERLY WELCOMING
to most young ponies in the community and a place of fond memories to many of Ponyville’s resident
Vimbert: Pedophiles
. A place of learning, where ponies studied for a bright future and made good friends.
disco: And get harassed for not having cutie marks.
Ponyville Elementary School house, where the mulberry-colored earth pony Cheerilee
Ezn: Who had recently been confirmed for NOT FLOWER SMILES, so SUCK IT.
granted the gift of knowledge to her students.
Ezn: Along with some other gifts it would be inappropriate to discuss here.
It was a place that scared Nyx utterly.
Ezn: She was scared to the same degree that the lake in the Everfree was peaceful, and Spell Nexus’s painted flanked appeared black
“Do I really have to go?” The black coated filly asked, trying her best to hide behind Twilight’s leg.
“Yes.” Twilight replied.
“For how long?”
DiStort: "The rest of your life. Welcome to your new home, kid."
“You’re signed up for the morning class, which means you’ll start school now but you’ll be done around lunchtime and I’ll come back to pick you up then.” Twilight answered.
“But... I didn’t have to go to school before. Why do I have to go now?”
disco: Nyx has obviously been listening to Pink Floyd.
“It’s important for you to get a good education.” Twilight replied, though it wasn’t the whole truth.
Ezn: “...Psych! All that matters is social connections and marrying rich!”
Yes, she felt it was important for Nyx to go to school but it was also part of her disguise. If she was going to school it would be more easy for ponies to believe that she was just an average, unicorn filly and really was Twilight’s cousin.
Ezn: “But if you’re too average Twilight’s gonna have ta smack a fillah!”
Nyx was also becoming just a little too clingy at the library. She had a thirst for knowledge that was almost insatiable
DiStort: She will suck out your brain... THROUGH A BENDY STRAW!
and Twilight hadn’t been able to get much research done into the cult’s spell. She found Nyx’s curiosity wonderful and wanted to encourage it, but she needed to be able to get to her own studies as well.
“Do I really have to?”
“The whole point of school is to learn new things.
CTOONfan1: Like how to leave me alone.
You’ve been learning everything you can from me and Rarity and having a lot of fun doing it.
Ezn: Wink wink, nudge nudge.
Now you’re just going to learn from Cheerilee instead, and actually be in a class with other fillies and colts.”
Ezn: Oh my!
“But I know you and Rarity... I don’t know Cheerilee. What if she’s mean?”
Ezn: “Then just murder her with your evil alicorn powers! Nothing could be simpler!”
“Don’t worry, Cheerilee is very nice. Just pay attention in class and remember to follow the rules. That means both Cheerilee’s rules and my rules, which are?”
disco: Don’t talk about Fight Club.
Vimbert: “Don’t cry out, don’t tell anyone where the bruises are from, and don’t speak ever.”
“I can’t take off my vest and I can’t take off my glasses and I should try not to use my magic unless I’m writing something down.”
“And try to make some friends.” Twilight replied, rubbing a hoof against the little filly’s head. This made Nyx giggle a little, squirming to escape Twilight to escape the playful noogie.
“Are friends really that important?”
DiStort: "It's in the title of the show, kid. You tell me."
Ezn: “Nah, it’s magic that is truly important.”
“Trust me, nothing is more important than having good friends.” Twilight said, taking a step forward as the school bell began to ring. “Now, come on. If we just keep standing here you’re going to be late.”
============
“Good morning class.” Cheerilee half sang,
Vimbert: Half screamed, as she was getting into death metal in her free time.
Disco: No! No impromptu singing! Please!
standing at the front of the room.
“Good morning Cheerilee.” The class echoed back, some honestly meaning it while others were just saying it because, if they didn’t, they’d have to say it again.
Ezn: “I’m just going through the motions, man. Just saying good morning when I really mean good afternoon.”
“Now, before we get started, I have a small announcement. We have a new student joining us today. Her name is
Ezn: Nyxia D’arkness Nightmare Tara Moon
Nyx, and I expect you all to welcome her as you would any new student.”
Crazy56U: By silently judging her.
disco: Get your spitballs ready!
Cheerilee said,
Vimbert: Giving implied permission for everypony to abuse and traumatize Nyx like good children.
Ezn: That’s what school is for! Trauma builds character!
motioning to the black coated filly standing next to her.
Ezn: “Treat this black filly well. Nyx, on the other hand, you should shun and make fun of, because she’s Nightmare Moon.”
“Now, go ahead and find your seat Nyx. You can take any open desk you like.”
Ezn: “Call Twilight and Rarity in and tell them to sit down as well. Right over there.”
Nyx nodded gently, looking out across the dozen desks. Unbeknown to the filly alicorn, the school house had only had nine desks the day before. In preparation for having a new student Cheerilee had brought out another three desks from storage.
Vimbert: For some reason, Cheerilee had lost the ability to count.
Ezn: “She’s so fat I might need a fourth!”
The room was now laid out with four columns of three desks each.
The rest of the class was sitting to one side of the room, leaving an entire column of desks on the right side of the room when one was looking from the teacher’s desk. Nyx looked at each seat. Twilight had told her to sit as close to the front as possible, but at the same time Nyx didn’t feel brave enough to sit in the very front, at least not on the first day. With only three rows of desk to choose from, that only left one desk that really worked.
Nyx walked to the middle desk, setting down the saddle bag Twilight had packed for her that morning before taking a seat. Directly to her right was an earth pony with a grayish magenta coat, and a mane that was a mixture of white and violet. Nyx couldn’t help but glance up to the top of the filly’s head, where she wore a tiara very similar to the tiara she had for a cutie mark.
It was only then that Nyx realized the pony she was staring at was staring back, and not in a good way.
Vimbert: It reminded her of the look Twilight gave her when she was washing her.
Disco: The potential shipping was thankfully averted.
The tiara wearing pony wore an expression of annoyance, like Nyx’s very presence was something of an offence to her.
DiStort: I see Diamond Tiara is channeling her inner klansman.
The black filly tried to dispel this, offering a gentle smile and a wave, but the tiara wearing pony just humphed and turned her head away, lifting her nose a little. It was an action that made Nyx slump down in her seat, turning her attention to the front of the room where Cheerilee was writing something on the board.
School was not going to be fun at all.
==============
School was AMAZING!!!
Crazy56U: Uh, that was a quick turnaround.
nuke.equestria: Short attention span.
Vimbert: UHMAZING BUUUUHKS
Ezn: Neeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerd!
Nyx could only smile, horn glowing gently as she took notes feverishly.
FreeKey: Note fever, note fever. Gently's how to do it...
Cheerilee had started the day’s lesson with some history, talking about the founding of Ponyville by earth ponies and why the town honored some of the traditions they did. Specifically, she focused on the town’s seasonal traditions, giving simple explanations as to why the traditions were done and why they were so important.
Ezn: “We’re all stupid and like doing hard work for nothing, as is the way of the filthy earth pony.”
“Now, are there any questions before we go to recess?” Cheerilee asked, not expecting to see a hoof in the air since her students were always more interested in taking their recess. Still, the teacher couldn’t help but smile when she saw a particular black hoof in the air.
Ezn: I stick my hoof up IN THE AIR SOMETIMES!
“Yes Nyx, what’s your question?”
Ezn: “What’s the quickest and most discreet way to kill a pony?”
“How was Winter Wrap Up done before there were pegasi ponies in Ponyville?”
“That is a very good question Nyx. While it is tradition that magic isn’t used to clean up winter, few ponies realized that back when the tradition started that there weren’t pegasi around.”
“So how did they clean up the clouds and get the birds back?”
Ezn: “Yeah, okay, you caught me out. Of course there were pegasi around. Earth ponies couldn’t survive on their own!”
Midnight: “Us filthy earth ponies just can’t survive without our moral and physical superiors and betters, the pegasi and their masters the unicorns. All hail unicorn Nyx, you get an A.”
“Well, if you don’t mind getting to recess a little later than usual, I can tell you that originally the earth ponies in town-”
And Cheerilee was off, going much deeper into her lecture.
Vimbert: Having written himself into an corner, the author decided to not follow her.
Nyx was happy, already jotting down fresh notes,
Ezn: She had picked them from the orchard just that morning.
but while she was in the middle of doing that she felt something hit the side of her head. Looking down at the floor, she saw it was a piece of paper, and upon looking up she saw a number of her classmates were glaring at her fairly coldly
disco: Lukewarm?
for delaying recess.
Ezn: Sadly, none of them really had ice-vision, so Nyx went on to Sue another day.
Crazy56U: I'm sorry, but I got to side with them. Recess is the most important subject in school, no exceptions.
==============
“Boy, am I glad to get outside.” Apple Bloom said about fifteen minutes later, when Cheerilee had finished talking about how earth ponies cleared the clouds. “I’m just glad Cheerilee didn’t cancel recess because of the question that new filly asked.”
“But it was pretty cool hearing how earth ponies were able to clear the skies and bring back the southern birds before there were pegasi in town.”
Midnight: It was so cool, the author forgot to mention it! WAIT, how DID the EARTH ponies clear the SKY? Tell us, Pen!
Twist offered
Midnight: Twist without a lithp? THAT’S IT. *flips table, leaves*
as she and Apple Bloom walked down the outside steps of the school house, heading into the playground area.
“Yea, it was kind of cool, but I’d still rather have recess. So, what do you want to do?”
Ezn: “Let’s try clearing the clouds!”
“You want to take turns on the swing?” Twist asked, pointing at the swing in question.
CTOONfan1: Y'know. Before you go back to ignoring me with those friends of yours?
Ezn: “No, go away, I’m not your friend anymore, you dirty picture flank!”
“Sure!” Apple Bloom replied, the pair jogging
Ezn: Not galloping or cantering? Suspension of disbelief = broken!
over. Twist arrived first, jumping on the wooden swing as she began to put her weight into swinging.
Ezn: Oh, so that’s what you’re supposed to do!
Apple Bloom stood back, watching as her friend got pretty high,
Ezn: Don’t do drugs, stay in school, and don’t do drugs at school, kids.
not the highest the farm filly had seen but respectable.
Ezn: Rustle quickly ran up to her with the measurements, and she ascertained that she was still the highness record holder.
“Hey!”
Saint: Listen!
Twist called, as she reached the top of her forward swing.
“What is it?”
Ezn: “I’m so high you should call me ‘Your Highness’! *giggle*”
“I think... Silver Spoon... and... Diamond... Tiara... are talking... to... the new... filly.”
DiStort: Man, at this rate those ellipses are gonna go extinct.
Ezn: Ah Twist, from one wacky speed impediment to the next...
Twist said, saying a few bits of her sentence each time she swung by Apple Bloom. The farm filly turned her head, seeing that the two school bullies had caught the new filly just as she came outside for recess, the three of them talking on the school house steps.
“What do... you think... they’re... talking... about?”
CTOONfan1: Not sure, Mr. Shatner.
“Nothin’ good if I know those two.” Apple Bloom said, before turning in that direction. “Twist, you stay here a sec. I’ll be right back.”
“O... kay!” Twist called, continuing to swing but watching as her yellow, earth pony friend made her way across the playground. Thankfully, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had their backs to the rest of the playground, so they couldn’t see Apple Bloom coming
Midnight: “Applebloom, I think we need to have a little talk about... things we don’t do in public...”
Vimbert: HNNNNNG
Ezn: “I’M COMING FOR YOU!”
up. This allowed the yellow filly to listen in and hear what the two bullies were saying.
Ezn: Like the filthy little eavesdropper she was.
“So, like, we don’t appreciate nerds like you making us almost miss recess.” Diamond Tiara said, pointing an accusing hoof.
GelidEnmity: “So, like, for, like, your, like, punishment, like, we’re going to, like, never stop, like, saying ‘Like’.
DiStort: OH DEAR GOD IT'S LIKE NEEDLES IN MY EARS.
“That class is already soooo boring without you asking a bunch of questions.” Silver Spoon added. “We get enough of that from Twist.”
“So the next time you got a question, just button your lip, Blank Flank.”
Ozimul: S*** just got real.
disco: I'm getting Season 1 flashbacks! And not the good kind!
GelidEnmity: “I tried, but I only have hooves!”
Apple Bloom had heard enough at this point, the blank flank insult one that tended to rile the young farm pony very quickly.
Ezn: Sticks and stones, AB.
GelidEnmity: Sticks and Stones may break their bones, but bullets hurt them greater.
Breaking into a gallop, Apple Bloom closed the last few feet between her and the bullies in a few seconds, putting herself between them and Nyx.
Ezn: “Why can’t we all get aloooooooooooong?!”
“Hey, that’s enough!”
Ezn: “My turn! Nyx, you don’t have parents.”
“Wow, it’s the blank flank to the rescue.” Diamond Tiara offered, drawing a snicker
GelidEnmity: Have at you!
Ezn: Mmm, Snickers. How kind of you to offer, DT.
Anon13: They really satisfy, unlike this story.
from Silver Spoon. While Apple Bloom had been able to stand up to the pair at Diamond’s cute-ceañera, it was still a taunt the pair made use of regularly, especially since it was well known she, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Bell had made a club all about getting a cutie mark.
Ezn: This fic is so great, you don’t even have to watch the episodes!
“Just leave her alone! All she did was ask a question, and it was a pretty interestin’ question.”
“Only nerds find school interesting.”
DiStort: And only future high school drop-outs still talk like that.
“That is so totally true Silver Spoon.” Diamond Tiara offered. “Still, I’d rather be a nerd than have such an ugly coat color.”
Ezn: “This hideous shade of pink just makes me want to end it all!”
“What’s the matter with her coat color?” Apple Bloom asked.
GelidEnmity: All of a sudden, AB became a bully!
THE PLOT TWIST
Ezn: No AB, you are the bullies. And then AB was a racist.
“It’s creepy. The only things that are black are things like spiders and bugs and other nasty insects.”
“Yeah, and ticks.” Silver Spoon added with a shutter, only for a devilish smile to sprout on her lips. “Like, for all we know, she could be crawling with those icky black bugs.”
“I am not!” Nyx whined from behind Apple Bloom.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon both grinned, having found a sensitive button to press.
“Nyx has ticks, Nyx has ticks, Nyx has ticks.”
disco: There are worse rhymes they could have used.
Ezn: “Oh yeah, I got ticks... on my school assignments! Awwwwwwwwww yeah!”
GelidEnmity: “NERD!”
“Hey, stop that or I’ll tell Cheerilee that you were being mean when she told us all to be nice.”
scriber: "Oh no, tattling! My only weakness!"
disco: It's the kryptonite of Equestria.
While Apple Bloom wasn’t one to tattle tale, there were points where she knew it was better to get the teacher. Thankfully, Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara took the threat seriously, Diamond offering a huff as she stuck her nose up and turned to leave.
Anon13: Much to her chiropractor’s dismay.
Ezn: And only a single huff was given that day.
“Fine; I hope you two blank flanks have a lot of fun together.
Ezn: Diamond Tiara’s got swag; she talks with semicolons.
Come on Silver Spoon, let’s get out of here before we get infested with ticks.”
With that the pair turned, tactically retreating while still lashing out with a final few cutting insults. Apple Bloom huffed,
Anon13: paint
scrapping her hoof on the ground
Anon13: sounds painful.
as she watched the two leave.
“Someday I’d like to buck
GelidEnmity: them right in their-- I mean... buck
some sense into those two,
CTOONfan1: Why not now?
just like my big sister would. She never got teased in school... but then again she got in trouble for fighin’.”
Ozimul: I want to hear THAT story!
nuke.equestria: Can’t be worse than this.
GelidEnmity: Fighin, the new form of throwing figs at the poor.
DiStort: It's the sport sensation that's sweeping the nation.
Apple Bloom grumbled before turning around. “You okay?”
Ezn: “Those two had better have left some untapped vulnerabilities for me!”
Nyx nodded, using a hoof to dry her eyes a bit. She had been close to crying underneath Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon’s assault, but was now able to smile thanks to her yellow rescuer.
“Yea... but why are those two so mean?”
Ezn: “They’re only mean to awful fillies like you.”
“Personally, I think it’s their special talents and that they should have bully cutie marks, but I guess it’s kind of like havin’ a special talent for arguin’. There just isn’t a cutie mark that really makes sense for being a bully. I’m Apple Bloom by the way.” The yellow filly chirped as she put out a hoof.
“Nyx.” The disguised alicorn replied, shaking hooves with Apple Bloom.
==============
“Well howdy Twilight; what brings you round these here parts?”
GelidEnmity: “I’m here to insult vampires and werewolves!”
Applejack greeted, trotting up to the purple unicorn.
“Oh, hey Applejack.
DiStort: "How is your sex life?"
I’m just on my way to the schoolhouse.” Twilight replied, the two friends staring to walk along side each other down the path.
“Well, that’s just where I’m headin’. I’m pickin’ up Apple Bloom from school today. Need her help runnin’ some errands in town. What about yerself?”
Ezn: “I just like being around the schoolhouse when all the little foals come out.”
“I’m picking up Nyx.”
“Nyx? That cousin of yours? Since when did that little filly start goin’ to school?”
“Today was her first day actually.” Twilight admitted.
GelidEnmity: So it was a secret she went to school?
“First day of school is never easy, ‘specially when you just moved to a new place.”
DiStort: And when your school is full of junior klansmen, apparently.
“Yea, I remember the first day I transferred from my old school to Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns.
Disco: Twilight, stealth bragger extraordinaire.
It was scary, but I really didn’t have to deal with a lot of other students, being Celestia’s private pupil and all.
Vimbert: Just in case all you readers forgot who Twilight was. Are you following the story? Do I need to stop and repeat everything that’s happened?
Still, doesn’t this mean Apple Bloom and Nyx are in class together?”
“I reckon it does. You think they’ve met?” Applejack asked as the pair rounded a bend in the path, the school coming into view.
Ezn:”I hope your sister hasn’t gone around putting funny ideas about children’s rights and bad touch into my Nyx’s little head!”
Twilight smiled, taking notice of a couple of fillies playing just outside the schoolhouse. “I’d say they’ve more than just met.”
Ezn: Arg, not in public! Come on now!
The pair stopped at this, deciding to watch from a distance as Nyx chased Apple Bloom around, probably in a game of tag though Twilight couldn’t be sure, both due to the distance and because sometimes it’s just hard to tell what little fillies and colts were doing.
Vimbert: “Well, it could be tag, or it could be demonic rituals. I can’t tell!”
GelidEnmity: “Hell, these varmints and their hormones...”
The pair of young mares watched the fillies play for a few moments before resuming their approach, Applejack calling out to
Ezn: tell them to stop perving.
her little sister and causing both Apple Bloom and Nyx to run in their direction.
“Hey Apple Bloom, how was school today?” Applejack asked once the fillies were within ear shot.
Ezn: Before she could reply, AJ shot her in the ear.
“It was really fun, and I’ve made a new friend.”
“And would this be her?”
Ezn: “You’re such a disappointment sometimes, Apple Bloom. Why can’t you make friends with normal ponies?”
“Yep. Applejack, this is Nyx. Nyx, this is my big sister Applejack.”
“Wait... your big sister is Applejack?”
“You already know my big sister?”
“She should.” The orange farm pony interrupted. “Twilight brought Nyx around to see me and all our other friends.”
Ezn: “It was a day I’ll never forget...”
CTOONfan1: It involved an adventure across the country with pirates and the discovery of the meaning of life. You wouldn't want to hear it.
“Why would she do that?”
“Because, Nyx is my
Ezn: father
cousin. And she’s staying with me at the library.” Twilight answered with her simple but effective lie.
“Whoa, that’s cool!” Apple Bloom offered excitedly.
Ezn: “I wish I was allowed indoors!”
“Did you know Twilight once beat an Ursa Minor all by herself?”
Nyx eyes went wide, looking at the purple unicorn with awe and admiration. “You did?”
Ezn: “And I’ll do the same to you if you cross me, Nightmare.”
“Well... yes, but I wouldn’t really call what I did beating it. The Ursa Minor was just cranky from being woken up, so I gave it some milk and rocked it to sleep.”
Ezn: You forgot to mention Trixie in your episode summary.
“But it was still really cool.” Apple Bloom offered.
“So, did anything else happen at school today?” Twilight asked, trying to steer the conversation away from her defeat of the Ursa Minor.
“Well... some of the other fillies in class were mean...
DiStort: "But enough about my childhood trauma."
OH, and Cheerilee wanted me to give you something.” Nyx said, horn glowing as her saddle bag clicked open. The note in question floated into the air, passing from Nyx’s magic to Twilight’s as the unicorn read.
“What does it say? Did Nyx do something bad?” Apple Bloom asked, her only experience with teacher’s notes being when she had misbehaved at school.
Ezn: “Yes, it says that Nyx is stealing attention from all the canon fillies and colts and should be taken out behind the shed and dealt with immediately.”
“No, it’s just Cheerilee asking me to make sure Nyx knows about some subjects, since she’s starting partway through the school year.”
Applejack whistled, reading the note over Twilight’s shoulder. “That ain’t just some subjects Twi; that’s a lot of book learnin’ Nyx has to catch up on.”
“Yes... but with my help I’m sure we’ll get through it really quickly. We’ll of course start right away. We could probably get through the basic mathematics this afternoon if we really hit it hard.”
Anon13: POUND THOSE PUNY PLUS SIGNS.
Ezn: Past Sines!
“Awww...” Apple Bloom muttered in disappointment.
“What’s the matter Sugarcube?”
“I wanted to as Nyx if she wanted to join the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
Ezn: “And be our leader, since she’s so amazing!”
Anon13: The curse of the Mary Sue.
I’m meeting Scootaloo and Sweetie Bell after they get of the afternoon class
Ezn: Not after S2E6, you aren’t.
so we can try and find our cutie marks, and Nyx doesn’t have hers either.”
“Well, them two friends of yers don’t get out of class until mid-afternoon and you and I got errands to run. So, how about you let Nyx go get some learnin’ done with Twilight and then you and your friends can go find her at the library later?
“That is, ‘course, if it’s okay with Twilight.”
Ezn: “Of course it is! I love little children...”
Anon13: Lightly sauteed with a hint of garlic.
Before the unicorn could even answer, both Apple Bloom and Nyx were giving her the biggest, most pleading puppy dog eyes and begging smiles they could muster. It was enough to make Twilight giggle, nodding her head.
Saint: The mind control experiment was a success!
“Of course. Nyx may need to study, but she also needs to have time to play with new friends.”
Ezn:”And I want to watch!”
==============
Diamond Tiara groaned as she dropped her face into her open book. She glared coldly at the letters on the page,
CTOONfan1: If only she could read.
even though she’d rather be setting her glare on a certain black filly.
Anon13: Those soft eyes, that sweet sweet flank...
Nyx had just asked another question, right before recess, and now Cheerilee was continuing to lecture past the time they were supposed to go outside.
Thankfully the answer to Nyx’s question was short and soon the fillies and colts of the school were free to run out
Diamond Tiara groaned as she dropped her face into her open book. She glared coldly at the letters on side. Nyx rushed out with Apple Bloom and Twist, the three rushing
Ezn: On and on and on, everybody’s rushin’~
off to play on a bit of playground equipment. Diamond Tiara watched the black filly from across the playground with a glare, waiting for Silver Spoon to get outside.
“Hey there Diamond Tiara. How boring was that lesson?”
“Totally boring, and Nyx just couldn’t keep her mouth shut and had to ask another one of her dumb questions. Seriously, I don’t know what’s wrong with her. It’s like she actually likes school.”
Anon13: “Next thing you know she might -- gasp -- learn stuff!”
“and, like, go on to make the world better! We totally have to stop that!”
“A total egghead.” Silver Spoon agreed.
“She’s been like this since she started class two weeks ago. Somepony needs to teach her a lesson about being so... nerdy.”
CTOONfan1: That's right. Being smart is bad. Try being dumb like me is.
“Oh yea. Hey, you want to put gum on her chair?”
“No, that won’t do it. It we’re going to prank her,
Ezn: “I told you not to call me that!” “Shut up, It.”
it needs to be a prank that teaches her to not be so curious.” Diamond Tiara smiled, shifting her gaze away from the black filly and to the forest trees in the distance.
Ezn: DOSE LEAVES
It was at this point the bully began to smile. “Oh... that is too perfect.”
“What is it?”
Ezn: “I found a bit on the ground!” “Yay! Now we can eat!”
Diamond Tiara just smiled, motioning for Silver Spoon to get close before she started whispering in her friends ear. Silver Spoon also began smiling, nodding her head in approval.
“Oh, Diamond Tiara,
Ezn: “I love it when you talk dirty!”
that will teach her.”
DiStort: Yes, that'll teach her to be friendly and care about her education.
“Bump! Bump! Sugar-lump, rump!” The pair said in unison, doing their strange special hoofshake
GelidEnmity: Isn’t it more an Ass Shake?
before laughing,
FreeKey: Always laugh after the hoofshake. No exceptions.
strolling off to set their plans in motion.
==============
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK
Crazy56U: (embarrassed) ...w-we couldn't afford actual sound effects, so... ... we paid somepony to say them out loud. ...heh.
“Coming.” Twilight announced,
Vimbert: Too much information, Twi.
strolling towards the door. She and Nyx were in the middle of the filly’s extra afternoon lessons, where she and Twilight worked to catch Nyx up with the rest of her class. Nyx was currently working on some math problems Twilight had written out for her while the unicorn answered the door.
“Nyx?” Twilight called from the door.
“Yeah?”
“There are a couple of your friends from school here. You want to take a break and go play with them?”
Nyx was at the door in the flash, expecting Apple Bloom or Twist... but her smile turned into a frown when she saw Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon standing there.
CTOONfan1: KILL THEM WITH FIRE!
“Hey Nyx, we were just going to Sugar Cube Corner to get a snack. You want to come with?” Diamond Tiara offered, putting on a smile.
Ezn: “Do you like it? I cut this smile off one of my other victims. Do you think it goes with my tiara?”
“I... I really shouldn’t.” Nyx said. “I’ve got a lot of studying to do.”
Ezn: “Among other things,” added Twilight.
“Oh, nonsense.” Twilight said, using a leg to push Nyx out the door. She then fetched the black filly’s saddle bags and puts a few bits into the right bag. “Go have a break with your friends.
GelidEnmity: “Even though I’ve met them before and know they’re complete douches.”
That and can you bring me back a sugar cookie.
Ezn: Twilight doesn’t play by your stuffy punctuation rules.
Pinkie Pie was bragging that the sugar cookies she made this morning are her best ever and I was hoping to try one.”
“Okay Twilight.” Nyx replied, the unicorn not quite picking up Nyx’s lack of excitement.
Vimbert: Grow a Sense Motive, Twilight.
Still, since she was already outside and she had been given bits for a snack, the black filly decided to just roll with it.
Ezn: She hadn’t eaten in days.
She began walking with Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon, the pair standing on either side of her.
“So Silver Spoon and I just wanted to apologize for being so mean. We tease, like, every new student in class to see if their cool enough to hang with us.
Ezn: “And your cool is enough to hang with us!”
After all, we can’t be friends with just anypony.”
“Yea, mares like us
Disco: Upperclass twits?
need to stick together.”
“So, you really didn’t mean all those mean things you said?”
Ezn: “Nah, we totally did. They were true.”
“Of course not, we were just playing with you. It was a joke.”
“Kind of a mean joke.” Nyx pointed out.
“Yea, but that doesn’t matter now. Now we’re friends, isn’t that right Silver Spoon?”
“So totally BFF’s.”
“BF whats?”
“BFF’s... Best Friends Forever.” Diamond Tiara said. “Oh, and just so you know, black is so totally cool.”
CTOONfan1: It's the new black.
scriber: Ahh, so this fic is post-Civil Rights movement!
disco: Yes, it's all very PC. Zebras, on the other hand...
“It is?” Nyx perked up, starting to get won over.
Ezn: “Yeah homie, let’s chill at my crib and pop some punk-ass Bloods, dawg!”
“Like, coolest color ever. It makes you unique, even if you don’t have a cutie mark yet.” Silver Spoon assured.
“Totally cool.” Diamond Tiara agreed.
“Well, thanks. I’m glad we can be friends.” Nyx said, smiling. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon smiled as well, winking at each other behind Nyx’s back before laughing a bit.
“What’s so funny?”
“Oh, nothing, just thinking of a joke Silver Spoon told me.
Vimbert: We are in no way suspicious.
DiStort: IGNORE US.
Now, let’s go get those sweets.”
==============
“Really?” Nyx asked in disbelief, sitting with Silver Spoon and Diamond Tiara just outside Sugarcube Corner, the three eating their snacks.
Ezn: “I can’t believe that Snape would kill Dumbledore!”
GelidEnmity: *Annoying pre-teen voice* “AWW, I NEVER WATCHED THAT MOVIE!! GAWD, SPOILERS!”
Nyx was using her horn to levitate the food to her mouth, doing her best to remember all the lessons on being a proper mare Rarity had taught her since Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon seemed to be the kind of mares to care.
“Oh yes, the Everfree Forest really is amazing once you go deep enough inside.”
Ezn: “A lot of things are like that, really.”
Diamond Tiara reassured. She and Silver Spoon had just spend the last half hour telling Nyx that while the Everfree Forest was scary on the outside, once you got deep enough the forest turned into an amazing place will all sorts of gentle animals and babbling brooks
scriber: Bodies of water are talkative in the Everfree.
and ponies playing in fields of flowers.
Vimbert: Sounds legit.
“But... I’ve been in the Everfree Forest with Twilight and I never saw anything like that.”
“You must not have gone deep enough.”
GelidEnmity: Should I... Nah.
Ezn: She needs to go deeper. Into the forest within the forest.
Silver Spoon answered quickly, brushing off Nyx’s comment.
Ezn: “Uurgh, this comment is all tangled up with my mane!”
“Still, you don’t know what you’re missing. It is, like, so beautiful.” Diamond Tiara offered before perking up with a smile.
Ezn: Just like you, she thought dreamily.
“Hey, we should all go together.”
“But Twilight’s expecting me back at the library.”
“Oh, don’t worry. Silver Spoon and I will go tell her where we’re going.” Diamond replied, reaching into her saddle bag and pulling out a map, one which she had drawn a dotted red line. “Just follow this and you’ll get to the really beautiful part of the Everfree Forest. We’ll be right behind you.”
Nyx eyed the pair for a second, and then looked down at the map...
Ezn: “Get a unicorn to do this for you next time: these mouth-drawn lines just scream ‘tacky’.”
but then she smiled, picking up the map with her magic and sticking it into her saddle bag. She then took out some of the bits Twilight had given her.
Ezn: She swiftly fastened them in the mouths of the other two and rode off into the sunset on a bully-pulled chariot.
“Okay, I’ll see you there. But, remember to take Twilight a sugar cookie when you go to tell her. “
Ezn: “She gets cranky if she doesn’t get her fix.”
Anon13: “Every night I can hear her saying ‘Gimme some sugar, baby’ in her sleep, so I figure it’s important.”
“Of course.” Silver Spoon said, taking the bits and standing up from the table. “I’ll go buy the cookie right now.”
“Yea, we’ll go tell Twilight. You just go on ahead, BFF.”
Nyx nodded, jumping down from the table and trotting off in the direction of the forest. Diamond Tiara smiled, watching the black filly until she had rounded a corner before bursting out in
Ezn: profuse sweating
laughter. She laughed until Silver Spoon came back out of Sugar Cube Corner, carrying two freshly purchased cookies.
“Oh... that was too easy.”
Ezn: “The nerdy ones always are.”
Sliver Spoon nodded, offering one of the cookies to Diamond Tiara. “Yea, and we, like, got free cookies out of the deal.”
Disco: Does their depravity ever end?!
“This, Silver Spoon, was our Best. Prank. Ever.”
DiStort: "That was even better than the time we got that one colt to try and adopt a diamond dog! Hopefully the hospital bill will be twice as much this time!"
“Totally.” The gray earth pony replied, the pair high hoofing before digging into their ill gotten cookies.
soFreeKey: Because nothing beats a stolen cookie after an attempted murder.
disco: Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon stole cookies. And that's terrible.
Vimbert: Those FIENDS.
GelidEnmity: The poor cookies. Someone get them some soup.
Ezn: brb soup
==============
Twilight trotted through the streets of Ponyville anxiously, looking around. She hadn’t seen Nyx in two hours and was starting to worry.
Ezn: “She better not have gone to the police!”
She hadn’t been able to find the filly or the two friends that had come to play with her, but at the moment she was willing to believe they had just gotten so caught up in playing and lost track of time.
The unicorn trotted into the market, looking around but seeing no sign of Nyx.
Ezn: A diabolical thief had stolen all of the town’s carefully-placed “Nyx is that way -->” signs.
She did, however, catch sight of Applejack.
Anon13: That soft mane, strong legs, sweet sweet flank....
The farm pony was tending the market stand while, at the same time, keeping an eye on Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle, the Cutie Mark Crusaders trying to balance on top of each other. It was another attempt in getting their cutie marks, but one Twilight didn’t have time to try and figure out.
Ezn: Cutie Mark Crusader Pony Centipede!
“Hey, Applejack!”
“Hey there Sugarcube. What can I do ya for? Want some red delicious, gala, or maybe some granny smith apples?”
Ezn: “No, but I’d like some Granny Smith, if you catch my drift...”
“Applejack, you haven’t seen Nyx have you?”
“Nyx? Why no, I haven’t. Is she missin’?”
Ezn: “Yes! I finally got rid of her!”
“I... I don’t know. Two fillies from her class came
Ezn: “It was very arousing.”
by to see if she could play, but that was two hours ago and I’m starting to worry.”
“Oh, Twilight, I’m sure you got nothin’ to worry yourself about. They’re probably just off playin’.”
“I know, but... but it has been two hours.”
Ezn: “Nyx doesn’t have that kind of endurance!”
“What two fillies came to play with Nyx?” Apple Bloom asked, she and the other crusaders overhearing the conversation and walking up to the young adult mares.
Vimbert: CUTIE MARK CRUSADER EAVESDROPPERS, YAAAAY
“I don’t know their names. One was gray with a spoon cutie mark
GelidEnmity: Guess what her special talent is?
DiStort: No, seriously, someone guess. I have no bloody idea what it's supposed to be.
Ezn: spooning lol. That, or being rich.
and a braid in her mane. The other had a swirled mane and a tiara.”
“Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon?! Nyx went to play with them?!” Apple Bloom said, her voice carrying undertones of concern.
Ezn: Only undertones, though. She didn’t really care.
“Yes... is that bad?”
“Twilight, those two are bullies. Don’t you remember how they made fun of me, called me a blank flank at the Cute-ceañera?”
Twilight’s eyes narrowed, remembering that day and the two fillies who had been teasing Apple Bloom. She hadn’t recognized them when they came to play with Nyx because they didn’t have on their party dresses.
Vimbert: Fact: Twilight only recognizes ponies by their cutie marks. Clearly.
“Girls, I reckon you three better help Twilight find those two.
Ezn: Don’t you use your fancy mathematics to muddy the issue!
Do you know where they like o hang out?”
“I know where Diamond Tiara lives, her dad owns the jewelry shop here in town.
GelidEnmity: Ironically, he still never gave his wife a diamond ring.
DiStort: To be fair, where would she wear it?
GelidEnmity: Er...Ya got me.
” Sweetie Belle offered. “My big sister Rarity is good friends with her father.
Ezn: “And she says he’s a gentle, well-paying man.”
Whenever I go over to the shop with her, I see Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon
Ezn: and
their doing homework,
Ezn: I wish I had a doing homework. Must be a great pet!
at least at this time of day.”
“Take me
Ezn: “Shh, not here!”
there.” Twilight said, the three fillies quickly snapping into stiff salutes before galloping off, Twilight following in their wake.
==============
Nyx shakily took out the map Diamond Tiara had given her, looking it over before looking up at the dark, foreboding path ahead. She didn’t know how far along the path she was, but the line on the paper said she still had to keep going.
Ezn: It was very insistent on that point.
The line crossed a river,
Ezn: leaving Nyx to fend for herself.
and Nyx could hear the babbling of a stream just ahead of her. Still, after rounding a corner, Nyx froze up, eyes focusing on a large purple serpent that was splashing around in the water. Ducking behind a tree, Nyx watched the purple sea serpent with strangely well styled orange hair ate his lunch, some rough gemstones he had gathered from the river bed.
Anon13: At which point she was sure she’d become unstuck in time.
Nyx was certain the serpent wouldn’t turn down his gemstones to eat a little pony, so she decided to stay hidden and wait until he had left.
Ozimul: Wait, what? If he's not going to eat her why does she need to hide? Nyx, you make no sense.
disco: She was probably intimidated by his fabulous moustache.
Vimbert: Check another one off the list of pointless fandom references.
Ezn: Pointless, sure, but fabulous nonetheless! Spell Nexus approves.
==============
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon weren’t at the jewelry store, and Twilight was officially starting to panic.
Ezn: “Check that off the list, Spike!”
The Cutie Mark Crusaders had split up, each going to fetch help. Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle ran to get their big sisters, Applejack and Rarity, while Scootaloo used her scooter to quickly race out of Ponyville to where Rainbow Dash was practicing tricks.
Ezn: crying all the while about her lack of a sister.
That left Twilight to continue to run around Ponyville, trying to find the two fillies who had last been with Nyx. She began asking anypony she came across, growing more frantic as more time passed. Where were they, where was Nyx?
“TWILIGHT!”
The unicorn turned skyward, seeing Rainbow Dash circling above her.
“I’ve found them, this way!” With that the pegasus banked, flying off to another part of Ponyville. Twilight galloped as fast as her hooves could carry her. It was a few blocks of running, but, after rounding a corner, Twilight saw Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.
Ezn: “HI GIIIIIIIIIIIIRLZ!”
“How you want to do this?” Rainbow Dash asked.
Crazy56U: The calm, legal way or the fast, easy way?
Disco: Nah, this fic desperately needs another action scene.
Anon13: You hit the one on the left, I’ll put righty down fast and we’ll be long gone before the cops get here. Don’t forget their wallets this time!
“Go find the others and have them meet in the town square, just in case we have to go and try to find Nyx. I’ll deal with these two.”
FreeKey: "In my calm, polite and civil Equestrian way."
“You got it, Twi.” Rainbow Dash said, the look in the unicorn’s eye
Vimbert: And then, Twilight was a cyclops.
GelidEnmity: The End.
telling the pegasus that she didn’t want to try and argue. With a flap of wings
Ezn: And a bit of salt, just a pinch!
Dash was airborne and flying to gather all the others. Twilight watched her friend leave for a moment
Ezn: DAT TAIL
before turning her eyes on the park bench, eyebrows furrowing as she approached the two fillies.
Ezn: “Help girls! My eyebrows have gone rogue!”
“Hey, you two!” Twilight snapped, making the two fillies jump. Still, the shock was short lived as the pair’s expressions shifted to annoyance and disinterest.
“Oh look, Silver Spoon, it’s the town librarian. What, trying to find ponies that have over due books?” Diamond Tiara teased.
GelidEnmity: Suddenly, Twilight’s horn lit up and their heads exploded.
NON SEQUITOR
“Where is Nyx?”
“Who is that? We don’t know a Nyx, do we Silver Spoon?”
“Doesn’t ring a bell.” Silver Spoon said behind a giggle. Diamond Tiara would have joined in the giggle, but the laughter died in her chest as her eyes fell on Twilight Sparkle.
Ezn: “I’ve always liked older mares...”
While reports of such things are rare, especially magically inclined unicorns were said to be able to perform a rage shift,
Casca: Manacost 140/160/180, cooldown 45 seconds, and buying Aghanim's Specter will improve both.
where their anger feeds into their magic and causes a physical change to their bodies.
Ezn: This was not, as previously suspected, a symbolic artistic flourish on the part of the animators.
Twilight had experienced one such rage shift when she was trying to understand Pinkie Pie’s sixth sense, and today would be the second occurrence.
Ezn: Nyx is just that important!
Anon13: ITYM Mary Sue.
Mane and tail set ablaze by her rage driven magic,
FreeKey: Okay, not a calm or polite or civil, but definitely an Equestrian way.
eyes a glowing red, and coat a bright, angry white, Twilight glared down at Diamond Tiara like a fiery unicorn of doom.
Vimbert: Strike them down with all of your hatred.
“Unless you want me to turn you into a cactus tell me where Nyx is RIGHT NOW!”
Ezn: “I’d like to be a cactus.”
“She’s in the Everfree Forest!” Diamond Tiara squeaked out in fear. “We... we told her that the forest got really nice if you go deep enough and gave her a
Ezn: spinning top and some guns.
map. She left from Sugarcube Corner and that’s the last we saw of her!”
Twilight’s rage shift ended,
Anon13: OK, that makes no sense. Going nuclear makes more sense.
Ezn: Luckily, Spike was on hoof to tow away the red background.
her her mane, tail, coat, and eyes returning to normal
Ezn: but everything else staying enraged.
as her eyes narrowed into pin points. Without another word, Twilight spun on her hooves and galloped back towards the center of Ponyville, where Rainbow Dash would be gathering her friends. It would be getting dark soon, and the Everfree Forest only got more dangerous in the dark.
==============
Nyx trembled, just barely keeping herself moving. It had gotten dark, and the forest had gotten very, very scary.
DiStort: As opposed to before, when the forest was all bright and happy with little birds singing copy-written Disney songs in the background.
The little filly looked around the path anxiously, looking at the many long shadows... seeing things that looked like scary monsters.
Ezn: “Ah! Nightmare Moon! Oh wait, that’s just my reflection.”
It was only by some miracle that the moon was three fourths full,
disco: Or one quarter empty.
Ezn: Deft language usage, as always.
providing plenty of light to see the path ahead.
Nyx had given up trying to find the nice part of the forest, just trying to get back to Ponyville.
Ezn: She had also given up try to get away from comma splices, just let them have their way with her.
But, she had lost her map when something startled her and she ran, leaving the map behind.
Ezn: She took a moment to mourn the fate of her only true friend.
Now she was wandering around aimlessly but what else could she do?
disco: Yell for help? Fly? Use her magic to send up some kind of distress signal?
Ezn: This was the only way she could symbolise the direction of the story she was in.
She tried to follow the paths that were familiar, ones she thought looked like parts of the forest she had seen before. Still, she hadn’t even crossed the river again, the one landmark Nyx was desperately hoping to see, even if the sea serpent was back.
Rounding a corner in the path, Nyx came to a stop as her eyes fell on aged and worn stone.
DiStort: "OH MY GOD, A GIANT ROCK!"
Ezn: So handsome!
A creaky rope bridge hung over a deep expanse, shifting gently from side to side. On the far side was the ruins of an ancient castle, long forgotten and partially overtaken by the Everfree Forest.
Ezn: The Everfree didn’t make it a priority to remember castles.
It was something Nyx knew she hadn’t passed by on her way into the forest, and yet... it was strangely familiar.
Ezn: I WONDER WHY
Without really thinking about it,
Ezn: Taking a page from Ethan.
Nyx carefully stepped out onto the bridge, crossing the expanse. Thankfully none of the wooden planks gave away, Nyx able to cross to the other side without incident.
Ezn: I’m just relieved that those planks are all okay!
Still, as the filly looked up the long forgotten castle... she began to remember something, a memory rising to the surface.
Ezn: “Hey, remember that time my memory rose to the surface?” “Yeah man, that was craaaaaazy. What were we even on?”
It wasn’t like she was trying to remember, but the memory just wouldn’t go away. It forced itself to the front of Nyx’s mind,
Ezn: Taking advantage of her nubile lobes.
the voices and blurry images from the memory playing in her head.
Disco: Obligatory flashback sequence, go!
Oh, my beloved subjects. It's been so long since I've seen your precious little sun-loving faces.
What did you do with our Princess?
Whoa there, Nelly!
Why, am I not royal enough for you? Don't you know who I am?
Ooh! Ooh! More guessing games! Um... Hokey Smokes! How about Queen Meanie? No! Black Snooty, Black Snooty!
Does my crown no longer count, now that I have been imprisoned for a thousand years? Did you not recall the legend? Did you not see the signs?
I did, and I know who you are. You're the Mare in the Moon. Nightmare Moon.
Well well well, somepony who remembers me. Then you also know why I'm here.
You're here to... to...
Crazy56U: "...uh... ...line?"
Remember this day, little ponies, for it was your last. From this moment forth, the night will last forever! AH HAHAHAHAHAHAHAH!
Ezn: “This is a pretty good show. My memories should play it more often, instead of that Strawberry Shortcake nonsense.”
Nyx shook her head, finally managing to banish the blurred thought
disco: to the moon?
that had overtaken her mind.
Ezn: “Uurgh, reruns.”
She had recognized some of the voices, she had heard Twilight’s voice... but there was a voice she shouldn’t have recognized, but did. The voice of
Ezn: BILLY MAYS HERE TO SELL YOU SOME OXYCLEAN
the older mare, the one who laughed in the end. It was a voice that Nyx felt she kind of remembered, but she couldn’t remember who it belonged to.
Putting the strange occurrence out of her mind,
Vimbert: Clearly, this won’t come up again.
the filly began climbing the steps to the castle. She didn’t know why, but she just had to see the inside. She climbed steps, navigated old hallways, and eventually climbed to the one remaining tower. Despite its age, Nyx couldn’t help but shake the thought from her head that she had just entered the palace’s old throne room... like she had been there before.
The little filly stepped into the center of the room, looking up at the broken glass windows at the far end. She then winced in pain, a memory coming to the surface of her mind again. This memory, however, was far more aggressive. It would not be ignored; it shoved all other thoughts out of the way, demanding attention.
disco: Just like Rarity.
Anon13: HATE IT when thoughts have temper tantrums! Where’s its binky?
Nyx could remember standing at the far end of the room, looking down across it. She was looking down at a small purple unicorn... a unicorn she knew... Twilight.
You little foal! Thinking you could defeat me? Now you will never see your princess, or your sun! The night will last forever!
Nyx could remember herself saying those words.
disco: She practiced them in front of a mirror for hours.
She could remember thinking them, but even worse... she could remember the feelings behind those thoughts.
Ezn: She just couldn’t remember the name of the drugs Twilight had given her the day she’d had this sweet trip.
She wanted to hurt Twilight, to punish the unicorn for trying to usurp her.
DiStort: She wasn't really trying to usurp you so much as vaporize you with rainbow laser beams.
She was thinking about banishing her, imprisoning her... even torturing her.
GelidEnmity: Don’t turn into a clopfic, don’t turn into a clopfic...
Nyx struggled against the memory. No, she wouldn’t want to hurt Twilight. Twilight was the kindest pony she knew. It was Twilight who took care of her, who taught her, who read her to sleep at night with story books.
Ezn: who touched her in uncomfortable places and made her a mare.
It was Twilight that had found her in the forest. She didn’t want to hurt Twilight.
Vimbert: She wanted Twilight to hurt her.
GelidEnmity: Suggestive Themes make this a T rated comment.
Dark shadows shifted around the room, dispelled magic that had laid dormant being awaken by Nyx’s presence. Trails of purple smoke began to creep towards Nyx, and as the magic began to seep into her, the memory continued, despite how Nyx would want it to stop.
She saw Twilight with her friends, the unicorn giving a long speech about elements... and then there was a bright light. A light so bright that it hurt to look at it,
disco: Blinded by the light!
scriber: Wrapped up like a deuce in the middle of the night!
that she had to shield herself from it with her wing. And then... then there was a rainbow... but not a nice, pretty rainbow.
No, the rainbow lunged at her like an angry snake, encircling her. It... it burned. It was burning her away, tearing her away from something else. It was like a savage animal with razor sharp claws, tearing her to ribbons despite her cries.
Anon13: Too late she remembered the warning “Stay away from the brown acid!”
Nyx collapsed on the floor of the castle, panting heavily as the memory finally relented.
Midnight: (raises hoof, puts it down) “Honestly, by now, is ANYPONY surprised?”
Despite the cool feel of the castle stone floor the filly could still feel the burning pain of the rainbow, how it had cut and tore at her.
Disco: Guess she doesn't like Skittles.
And with that memory other thoughts began to bubble to the surface as more and more of the purple smoke began to draw in from the room and feed into Nyx. The thoughts were desires... hateful desires. Desires to hurt ponies, to make them pay for ignoring her. Memories of being scorned and ignored,
DiStort: As the aforementioned desires alluded to.
memories of jealousy and anguish.
Casca: And memories of bananas. Bananas as far as the eye could see.
Amongst these thoughts a few began to stand out.
Ezn: Before stopping halfway, in an awkward half-crouch position.
Thoughts that mingled with Nyx’s latest memories of her friends, of Twilight. They began to poison those memories, filling them with hatred. She wanted to hurt Twilight. She wanted to make her suffer, wanted to torture her. These were thoughts that Nyx didn’t want to have, the little filly clapping her hooves against the side of her head.
Ezn: But alas, she squeezed a little too hard, and her brains splattered on the cold stone floor.
GelidEnmity: Fin
“NO!!!” Nyx tried to argue, shouting to the silence of the castle as if to chase the thoughts away. “I don’t want to hurt Twilight! She takes care of me, teaches me things, let’s me go to school. I don’t want to hurt her!”
Yet the thoughts continued, unrelenting. Thoughts of how she would hurt Twilight. How she would torture the unicorn. Snap off her horn, keep her locked into a dungeon,
Ozimul: FORESHADOWING
horrible thoughts that started to make Nyx physically ill.
Ezn: And then further horrible thoughts that excited her somewhat.
“NO!” Nyx cried to the silence. “I don’t want to hurt Twilight! I don’t want to!”
The thoughts were reaching a boil.
Anon13: Time to lower the stove to medium heat and add the other ingredients.
As Nyx tried to push some away, more rose in their place. Thoughts of how she’d hurt Twilight’s friends to make the unicorn suffer. How she’d go after Twilight’s family. Of all the ways she could break the unicorn’s spirit.
“NO! NO NO NO NO NO NOOOO!!!”
With that final scream something sparked to life inside Nyx,
GelidEnmity: She’s a woman!
the filly alicorn’s eyes glowing white.
Ezn: Avatar state, yip yip!
The creeping tendrils of purple smoke suddenly shifted, swirling faster and faster as they were sucked down into the filly like water in a whirlpool.
Ezn: I’ve seen enough hentai to know where this is going.
At the same time the dark desires began to fade, ebbing away and leaving as Nyx floated up into the air.
When the last traces of the purple cloud was gone, Nyx’s horn sparked, a crack of lighting lancing up from her horn and into the sky with a thunderous boom.
==============
Celestia bolted up in bed, turning her eyes to her window, through which she could see the distant Ponyville and the Everfree Forest. Her breathing was still,
Ezn: HELP, HELP, she’s been assassinated!
the alicorn trying to stretch out her magic and senses. For a moment, it felt like... but that was impossible.
Ezn: Her heart had been closed to love for too many years for this sudden fluttering.
She could sense Luna in castle, in the main hall...
Disco: Talking to her abacus again...
ozimulm: In addition to raiding the sock drawers....
but this presence.
It was short lived, but she had sensed her presence... a presence the sun princess hoped to never sense again.
Ezn: I know you mean, Celestia. Underlined words are soooo last century.
==============
In another part of Canterlot, a dark blue unicorn with turquoise eyes,
Disco: Hey, look! Epic Failure is back!
who was sitting in his study, also looked out his window.
Ezn: It faced the window of the mare he’d pined after for years. He looked on as she slept peacefully.
His eyes remained focus on the window for a time, looking out beyond it on the distant Everfree Forest. He shut the book he had been reading, a complex spell book on theoretical resurrection magic.
Ezn: with a copy of Playcolt hidden inside.
The figure quickly moved to the door of his study, opening it and calling out into the hallways of the stately manor.
“Proper Etiquette!?”
GelidEnmity: “I’ve never HEARD of such a thing!”
“You called Sir?” The butler pony replied, quickly zipping up.
GelidEnmity: Guess he got called at the wrong time...
He was an all white unicorn with a collar and tie around his neck and a monocle over his right eye, his eyes turquoise as well.
“Have messages sent to Miss Gray Gale, Miss Night Wind, and Mr. Stonewall. I need to speak them right away, this evening if possible.”
DiStort: “We are going to have a movie night AND THEY ARE GOING TO LIKE IT.”
Ezn: “And then we are going to do each others’ manes and talk about boys.”
“Of course Sir. I will have them summoned immediately.”
==============
“AAHHHH!!!” Twilight cried out in pain,
Ezn: and in Capslock
tripping over her own hooves. She and her friends had been racing through the Everfree forest when a arcane bolt of lighting launched itself up into the sky.
Ezn: It’s always an arcane lightning bolt! Why can’t it ever be a comprehensive one?
Twilight tumbled on the ground, landing in a heap on the side of the path. Rarity and Fluttershy
Ezn: saw her tumblin’, they hatin’
quickly galloped up while the others were transfixed skyward, where they had just seen the bolt of magic.
“WHOA!!! Did you see that!?” Dash asked, the pegasus pointing skyward.
Ezn: “The sky, maaan. Have you ever looked at the sky? It’s everywhere...”
“Sure did Sugarcube. Where do you reckon it came from?”
“Oh, the Everfree Forest!” Pinkie Pie chirped.
“Well, no duh Pinkie Pie.” Rainbow Dash pointed out. “We’re kind of in the Everfree Forest.”
“Of course, Silly, that’s how I knew that lighting bolt came from here.”
Dash could only face hoof while Twilight struggled to her hooves.
FreeKey: "Your hooves Rainbow Dash, I want them, I need them.
Ezn: and while Rarity placed a hoof on Fluttershy, who waved a hoof at Pinkie.
“Twilight, Dear, what happened?” Rarity asked. “You were running just fine and then you... you just crashed. Did you trip on your own hooves?”
Ezn: “No, it was your hooves, you naughty, lustful filly!”
“No... I just...
FreeKey: "wanted a taste of the ground for some reason."
it felt like a big surge of magic was just released. It... it came from the old castle... and I think Nyx is there.”
Pen Stroke: I was going to have this uncanny knowledge mean something at some point, and then... plah.
GelidEnmity: There’s been a disturbance...in...the force. Like a certain *cough* Mary Sue *cough* cried out in pain and was suddenly silenced.
Ozimul: Pinkie sense? Blasphemy. Sensing Nyx at an old castle? Totally legit.
“But why would she be there?” Rarity asked as Twilight got to her hooves.
Ezn: “This is where all the cool kids hang these days.”
“I don’t know... but I got to get to her now.” Twilight said, her horn starting to glow. Before any of her friends could protest the unicorn was enveloped in light, teleporting away.
DiStort: Way to abandon your friends in a forest, Twilight.
Midnight: Way to mangle to Equestrian Language, Twilight.
==============
Twilight reappeared, looking around the room she had not been in since the last Summer Sun Celebration. The throne room in the Ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters,
Ezn: Well, that’s what it said on the sign. “Ancient” had been added by the master tagger, CpnObviouz.
where she and her friends had defeated Nightmare Moon. The room was just as Twilight remembered it, except for a single small detail.
Lying in the center of the room, bawling her eyes out, was Nyx.
Ezn: “Nightmare Moon is so small this time! This’ll be easy!”
Twilight rushed over to the filly, getting down on the floor beside her as the unicorn did her best to embrace and comfort the little pony.
Ezn: successfully terrifying her further.
“Shhhh... it’s okay. It’s okay.”
Saint: Pinkie, get the shotgun, she's gone NM
disco: She's gone to New Mexico?
Twilight reassured, Nyx trembling in her hooves. Still, as Twilight looked down at the filly, she took notice of something that made her heart skip a beat.
Ezn: “We’re going to make your death as painless as possible, don’t worry.”
Nyx’s mane and tail had changed, becoming a swirling cloud of bluish-purple dotted with stars. It was the “hair” of Nightmare Moon. Still, even as Twilight was trying to process the existence of the mystical mane and tail they began to fade and change, reverting back to the regal purple hair Nyx normally had.
Ezn: While reports of such things are rare, especially magically inclined unicorns were said to be able to perform a sadness shift, where their emoness feeds into their magic and causes a physical change to their manes and tails. True story.
The unicorn found herself hugging Nyx even tighter,
Ezn: “Can’t... breathe...”
Midnight: “Ssh, shh, it’ll all be over soon...”
her mind trying to find some way to explain what she had just seen.
Vimbert: Here’s an easy one: the filly CREATED BY THE SPELL MEANT TO BRING BACK NIGHTMARE MOON is NIGHTMARE MOON. What a shocker, I know.
“I’m sorry, please don’t hate me!”
Disco: A feeble appeal to the readers.
Nyx wailed,
Ozimul: "Now, now, Nyx, don't go stealing my quotes from the Trixie incident."
burying her head in Twilight’s chest.
“It’s okay, it’s okay. I’m not mad.
GelidEnmity: “But I still hate you.”
Ezn: This sort of deep-rooted hatred doesn’t just go away, young Nyx.
I know Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon tricked you to come here.”
“No... I’m sorry I wanted to hurt you.”
“When did you-?”
Ezn: “Well, I really didn’t like it when you touched my-” “Shh, not here!”
“I... I don’t know. I came in here and then... and then I remembered looking down on you. We were both here, and you looked so scared, and I was happy to see you were scared... and I wanted to hurt you, because you tried to stop me from doing something... but I don’t want to hurt you, Twilight. Please... please don’t hate me, I don’t want to hurt you.”
Disco: I don't want to be a cliched and hammy villain!
DiStort: “Well, that’s a shame young lady, ‘cause the feeling ain’t mutual.”
Ezn: “This gives me a great idea for tonight, though!”
Saint: Does she really want to hurt her? Does she really want to make her cry?
“I know you don’t.” Twilight reassured. “It’s okay, I know you don’t.”
Ezn: “And you don’t have to. I’ve got enough self-loathing for the both of us!”
Still, the unicorn couldn’t help but look up at the far end of the throne room, where the true Nightmare Moon had stood on the night of her defeat.
Ezn: with the false Nightmare Moon seated just behind her, enjoying some popcorn.
There was only one pony Twilight had ever really stopped, a pony whose plan she had thwarted.
Vimbert: Assuming you don’t count Trixie.
Ezn: And who does?
Trixie: The Great and Powerful Trixie is not thwarted by a mere bookish Nerd! The Great and Powerful Trixie decided to retreat!
That pony had been defeated in that very room, and it was possibly the room itself that triggered these memories in Nyx.
Ezn: Y’think?
It sent a chill down Twilight’s spine and she hugged Nyx as tightly as she could without hurting the filly.
Ezn: Much.
GelidEnmity: Her hug was interrupted by a sickening *SNAP*.
THE FREAKIN’ END
If she remembered this place... if she had memories of that night... then... then there was a chance she really was Nightmare Moon.
Ezn: Twilight became confused as to how many notches she now needed to carve in her bedpost.
Twilight shook her head, feeling herself tear up. No... it couldn’t be true. She wouldn’t believe it. She didn’t care what anypony said. Nyx wasn’t Nightmare Moon, she just wasn’t.
Vimbert: Twilight loved Big Brother.
It just couldn’t be true... could it?
disco: Search your feelings, you know it to be true!
Lightsideluc: YOU CAN’T HANDLE TH- Oh wait, we’ve already done that joke...
Vimbert: Hasn’t stopped us yet, Light.
DiStort: He’s right. If we cared about repeating jokes, we wouldn’t have all of the Twilight=rape stuff.
Ezn: *Everypony=rape. It’s like a Tumblr account in here!
Crazy56U: We will have more information on this as it develops. But first, your local weather.
============================================================
Questions, Comments, Concerns?
Crazy56U: Oh, you have no idea...
pen.stroke.pony@gmail.com
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============================================================
Disco: And the chapter slowly, mercifully stumbles to a close.
GelidEnmity: Finally! I can finish it!
The End (for real this time!)
Anon13: Oh no, Gelid... it’s only just begun.
Chapter 4
Distant Storm Clouds
Crazy56U: B-but the Weather Channel said it was going to be sunny! (sad face)
Anon13: Isn’t that a Rush album?
===================
Twilight stepped down the stairs of the library, having just tucked Nyx into bed. The filly was exhausted, falling asleep almost as quickly as her head had hit the pillow.
Stars: The pills didn’t hurt either.
Lightsideluc: It helped that the pillow was filled with bricks.
Vimbert: She repeatedly attacked the bricks with her face.
Anon13: That’s our story and we’re sticking to it.
Down in the library’s main floor all of her friends had gathered, as well as Spike and the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
simonAJ: Very important to make the distinction between "friends" and "Spike".
Anon13: It's official: Spike is Zoidberg.
Twilight was touched by how worried her friends had been, but she offered them a gentle smile.
Ezn: “Gentle smiles! Get your gentle smiles here! Smiles fresh off the faces of happy ponies!”
“She’s okay, just tired. I just put her to bed.”
Disco: “Chloroform never fails.”
The breath that was being held by everypony was exhaled at once,
Anon13: “Damn! Who had onions for lunch?”
Ezn: So Spell Nexus DOES give breathing lessons to fillies...
the tension in the room dissipating. Twilight embodied this release in tension
Crazy56U: Well, this isn't being rated PG now.
by dropping to her haunches,
Ezn: Nah, too easy.
taking a deep breath. It had been a long several hours...
Ezn: Sixty long minute-length minutes in each of them!
but Nyx was back and safe. No worse for wear... mostly.
Disco: Aside from the traumatic flashback and anguish.
Svensvenderson: Nyx'll get over the PTSD sooner or later.
“Well, this has been fun but I am exhausted.”
Lightsideluc: Hello Exhausted. You look an awful lot like Rarity, Exhausted.
Rarity offered. “I hope you don’t mind Twilight, but I’m going to take Sweetie Belle home.”
CTOONfan1: Mind? I’ll pop the champagne!
“No, I don’t mind. I know you are all tired and Nyx is safe now.
Ezn: “We’ll get her someday...”
You should all go home and get some rest.”
“You sure you don’t want some of us to stay?”
“No, I couldn’t ask you to do that. You all dropped everything to help me find Nyx...
Svensvenderson: "Could you clean that up? I'm OCD about that."
I couldn’t make you stay now that she’s safe.”
Vimbert: Counterpoint: telekinesis.
“Well shoot, Sugarcube, that’s what friends are for. You’d do the same if Apple Bloom went missing.”
Vimbert: “For a filthy earth pony? Oh, your lowborn humor is so ADORABLE!”
“Or Sweetie Belle.”
“Or Gummy!”
Disco: Scootaloo would die alone.
Vimbert: As it should be.
“I know. Still, I can’t thank you all enough. I was... I was really worried about her.”
CTOONfan1: What if I no longer had my excuse to go to Chuck E. Cheese?
“It wouldn’t be right if you weren’t concerned; you obviously care about that cousin of yours.”
Ezn: “You care about her in the way only a canon character can care about a Mary-Sue.”
Applejack said, starting to head for the door. “Still, Twi’s right. We all should be in bed, includin’ three certain fillies that have school in the morning.”
“Awww.... but we want to stay and make sure Nyx is okay.” Apple Bloom whined.
Svensvenderson: Having taken lessons from Rarity.
Ezn: “Very thoroughly.”
“No dice Apple Bloom.
Lightsideluc: Applebloom rolled a critical failure on her bluff.
You got school in the mornin’. You can come and check on Nyx after class.”
“The same goes for you Sweetie Belle.” Rarity added, looking at the smaller white unicorn.
CTOONfan1: “You’re going to Applejack’s too!”
“We need to get you home and into bed.”
“And I know your mother’s got to be worried, Scootaloo.” Twilight said.
Ezn: Scoot: “Really?!”
Twilight: “Nah, just messing with you, kid.”
“Oh no! My mom is going to flip out!” The orange pegasus realized.
Anon13: Or do a barrel roll!
Ezn: “It’s going to be my first birthday all over again...”
“Hey, don’t worry Kid, I’ve got you covered.” Rainbow Dash said
Ezn: to somepony named Kid, ignoring Scootaloo entirely.
, giving Scootaloo a noogie. “I know your mom.
Hellioning: Biblically.
How about I fly you home and explain everything?”
“Wow, you’d really do that?”
“Hey, you stayed here just to make sure Nyx came home safe. That’s a kind of loyalty I can appreciate.”
Ezn: “It’s not one of those other bogus kinds of loyalty to non-Mary-Sues.”
Dash said, landing on the ground, and motioning for to her back.
Ezn: The strangely-named dance sensation that’s sweeping the nation!
Vimbert: She’s bringin’ back... back?
Hellioning: For to her back... what? What should to her back do?
Anon13: Well, it definitely shouldn’t front. (rimshot)
“Now, get up here before we worry your mom. I’ll talk to her.”
Anon13: And probably scare her to death.
Scootaloo grinned ear to ear,
Ezn: “You wanna know how I got this grin?”
more than eager to accept Dash’s offer of a flight home. With that, the mass of ponies
Ezn: Being equal to the energy of ponies over the speed of a rainboom squared.
filtered out of the room,
Vimbert: Nothing like a good filtration system to rid the air of unwanted characters.
Twilight offering good nights
Bravetriforcer: The ungrateful bastards wouldn't take any of them, though.
Ezn: “Buy two good nights and get a gentle smile free!”
Anon13: Meanwhile, for a little more, Rarity offered a GREAT night.
and thank you’s
Bravetriforcer: You is so ungrateful for refusing my good night.
as she watched everypony leave.
She then shut the door to the library, letting out an exhausted sigh
CTOONfan1: Talking is tiresome. So much more than reading.
as she began to head for the stairs. She was dead
Ezn: And then Nyx was an orphan! Her Sue levels have gone critical!
tired and starving, but she was too tired to eat. So, she’d just wait for Spike’s big breakfast
CTOONfan1: she ordered him to make
in the morning.
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK...
Anon13: Hey, sound guy’s back!
Disco: And this time, it’s personal!
Ezn: Who’s there?
Crazy56U: Thank God it isn't four knocks; Doctor Whooves would've had a fit.
Twilight turned, eyeing her front door
Ezn: “Oh door, you so fine!”
Vimbert: “You so fine you blow my mind! Hey door!”
Lightsideluc: Sorry guys, the door doesn’t swing that way.
as she debated opening it.
Svensvenderson: "My opponent fails to understand the severity of opening the door..."
Still, her more courteous nature got the better of her,
Ezn: “I’ll be good, courteous nature! I will! Just don’t slap me with your white glove again!”
the unicorn turning as she magically opened the door.
Vimbert: “Spike, I told you to get rid of our guest! Why is she still here?”
“That’s her Daddy.”
Anon13: No, no, it’s “Who’s your daddy?” Get your taunts straight!
Ezn: Twilight’s secret birth gender, revealed at last!
Disco: I knew it!
Vimbert: TwilightxSpell Nexus OTP
Twilight’s eyes hardened as she saw Diamond Tiara standing on her doorstep,
Ezn: Eyeboner?
Bravetriforcer: I was going to say "Too easy," but then I realized I had mis-read the sentence
this time accompanied by an older stallion. He had grayish violet mane and a complementary grayed red tone for his coat. He was substantially sized, not as big as Big Macintosh but substantial
Disco: So he’s Little Mac?
Vimbert: And suddenly Fallout: Equestria happened. THE END
and he had a cutie mark of a jeweled necklace and jeweler’s eyepiece.
CTOONfan1 He was mocked royally for it in elementary school.
His azure eyes were turned down
Vimbert: Over and over by the other eyes, leading to an inferiority complex.
in a hard glare set directly upon a certain purple unicorn.
Ezn: Sparkler, how’d you get into Twilight’s library?
“Can I help you?” Twilight asked.
“You certainly can. My daughter says you threatened to turn her into a cactus!
Eclipse: Why didn't you go through with it ?!
Stars: Yes. If you don't follow things up, Twilight, people will stop believing you.
RLYoshi: "Why would you not follow through with it?! Now I have to put up with her constant complaining!"
RingmasterJ5: “I DEMAND you change your threat to a much more fitting plant! Like a venus fly trap, for example!”
I will not stand to have my child threatened, and I expect a full apology or I’m going to the authorities.”
Disco: Turning ponies into plants is a heinous crime!
Vimbert: Poor Fluttershy will never have her forbidden wish fulfilled.
Twilight’s eyebrow furrowed, the unicorn stepping so she was directly in front of the stallion, her eyes locked on his as she glared him down.
“Now you listen here;
Vimbert: “TAKE ME, YOU MAGNIFICENT BEAST”
your daughter sent Nyx into the Everfree Forest alone. Into a place where she could have gotten hurt, lost, or even
CTOONfan1: Trampled by annoyed bronies!
eaten!”
Ezn: “And what’s worst, none of those things happened!”
CTOONfan1: I still think bronies are the more feared opponent.
“It isn’t my fault this Nyx doesn’t know any better.
Ezn: “The other Nyxs, however...”
Crazy56U: Yes, tell Twilight it's Nyx's fault; that will end well!
I’ve made sure my daughter knew the Everfree Forest was dangerous;
Ezn: “Back when she was able to know things, and before the forest stopped being dangerous.”
maybe you should consider doing the same.”
Anon13: For starters, stop calling it the Happy Happy Fun Zone.
“Diamond Tiara still put Nyx in danger, and not accidentally.
Ezn: “You must be SO PROUD!”
She did it on purpose; she even gave Nyx a map and drew a line
Ezn: On her face
so she would get
Ezn: Mocked for being a zebra.
lost in the deepest part of the forest.”
Disco: She also stole cookies!
Lightsideluc: Forty of them!
Anon13: And that’s terrible.
“A likely story. Let me guess: Nyx told you that. Well, she is lying. My little angel
Eclipse: No! No new toylines!
RingmasterJ5: Well, at least it’s not “My Little Unicorn”.
Crazy56U: Who said anything about a new toy line? Maybe it's foreshadowing the inevitable MLP/Buffy crossover?
Vimbert: My little blasphemy, my little blasphemy... AHHHH~
wouldn’t do anything to endanger one of her fellow classmates.”
Ezn: “Filly classmates though... yeah, I see your point.”
“Nyx has no reason to lie to me, unlike your daughter who has every motivation to not tell the truth.
Crazy56U: Like a politician. ZING!
On top of that, from what I’ve heard, your daughter is nothing but a bully, and you are doing no favors protecting her from the consequence of her actions.
“So, let me make this crystal clear.”
Svensvenderson: "No, Crystal Clear is my wife."
Twilight continued, her voice getting low as she stood on the tips of her hooves,
Ezn: Being careful not to stand in her voice
trying to make her eyes as level with the stallions as possible.
Ezn: “Maybe I should have listened to that optometrist. Double vision is weird.”
“If she does anything like this to Nyx again, being turned into a cactus will be the least of her concerns.”
Bravetriforcer: Because threatening a child's life to their father's face is the best solution to this problem.
“Who do you think you are, threatening my family like this? I am a respected member of this community!”
Disco: “I draw tons of fan art!”
RingmasterJ5: “Sorry, clop doesn’t count.”
“And I’m the unicorn that beat a Ursa Minor bare hoofed and also the unicorn who is Princess Celestia's private pupil! So, if you really want to push your luck, I’d be happy to take this outside. Otherwise, get out of my library!”
Anon13: “These stacks ain’t big enough for the two of us!”
CTOON: Whoa! Shit just got REAL.
The stallion swallowed at this, his conviction wavering.
Svensvenderson: “Not guilty! No, wait; guilty!”
There was a tense moment where Twilight began to worry she might have to actually “take this outside”, but the stallion followed, taking a step back in defeat.
Ezn: “Fine, you’ve won. I’ll take this lousy step off your hooves.”
“Da... Daddy, what are you doing?”
“We’re going home Diamond Tiara, and when we get there you are grounded.”
Anon13: Until you learn to only threaten ponies that can’t hit back!
“What!? For how long?”
Disco: FORRRREVVVVERRR!
“Indefinitely!” The father snapped back, he and the young bully walking down the street.
Ezn: (carefully stepping over stray comma splices as they went)
Twilight shut the door to the library at this, taking a few slow deep breaths to calm herself.
Ezn: Spell Nexus watched through a window.
Anon13: Breathing heavier than usual.
Crazy56U: STRANGER DANGER!
Finally, her anger broke
Bravetriforcer: KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Ezn: They just don’t make emotions like they used to...
and Twilight felt a cool wave of calmness flow over her,
Crazy56U: Actually, that's from the brownies she ate earlier.
allowing the unicorn to regain her composure.
“Whoa... that was pretty scary, Twilight.” Spike offered,
Ezn: Free with every can of thank-you!
the baby dragon having stood at the back of the library,
Blahdeblah: Like a good little slave.
keeping out of the fight. “I’ve never heard you pull rank like that, using your position as Celestia’s student to threaten somepony.”
Ezn: “Completely out-of-character, wasn’t it?”
“Yeah... and Celestia wouldn’t be happy if she found out I did.”
DiStort: "Fuck the moon, she'd send me straight to Pluto for that one."
“Hey, my lips are sealed. Personally, I think you should have turned him into a cactus just to prove a point.”
Hellioning: No pun intended, Spike?
Ezn: “The point being that cacti are cool.”
Crazy56U: Nope, fezzes are cool. Cacti are just pointy.
“No... that wouldn’t have helped at all.
RingmasterJ5: Of course it would! Turn him into a cactus, then push cactus-him onto his daughter. There, both your problems are solved.
Disco: The library could use some new decor.
Still, I can’t believe that little filly actually sent Nyx into the Everfree Forest. I mean, what was she thinking?”
Disco: She wanted to save us from the rest of the story.
Vimbert: Suddenly, I find myself liking her much more.
“Couldn’t tell you; I don’t make it a habit trying to understand bullies.” Spike replied, yawning as he glanced at the clock. “Well, it’s late. I’m surprised Owlowiscious hasn’t come in yet.
Crazy56U: Owlowiscious confirmed for existing in this story.
He’s usual-”
“Hoo.”
Spike jumped, spinning around to see the horned owl was sitting on top of a nearby book shelf.
“Seriously, we need to tie a bell on you. You’re like a ninja owl or something.”
Disco: Pirate owls are out of the question.
“Hoo.” The owl replied in his usual fashion.
“You.”
“Hoo.”
“You, I’m talking about you!”
“Hoo.”
“I’m... you know what, no... I’m not getting into that with you.”
Bravetriforcer: Even though you already did just now, but whatever.
Spike said, heading towards the staircase.
Anon13: You’re missing out on a comedy classic, but OK.
Ezn: In a scene cut from the final story, Spike and Owlowiscious launch into a soulful duet of a classic Who song.
Anon13: Idiot-ball Wizard?
“I’m going to bed. Night Twilight.”
Ezn: Afternoon Midday Morning Dawn! This is a fun game!
“Good night, Spike.” The unicorn replied, watching her assistant climb the steps. She then turned to look at Owlowiscious, the owl titling his head a little bit expectantly.
DiStort: "Where's my sandwich, woman?"
Ezn: A little bit curiously, a little bit excitedly, and a little bit enigmatically! This guy’s a gamut of emotion!
“Sorry Owlowiscious, but I’m really tired. It’s been a long day.
CTOONfan1: I counted. I'm sure there were at least 24 hours!
I hope you don’t mind if I just go to bed too.”
Ezn: “That, and owls aren’t one of my many kinks.”
Vimbert: “The princess hasn’t taught me that yet.”
“Hoo.” Was all the owl replied, taking flight.
Ezn: No way.
He swooped around the room, grabbing a book of a shelf.
Anon13: “The Shelf, an Intimate Exploration” by Horizontal Surface.
RingmasterJ5: From the same series as “Outdoor Tables: 1,001 Uses for That Hole in the Middle”.
Ezn: I do so enjoy Horizontal Surface’s thought-evoking prose. That passage on proper varnishing had me in tears.
Disco: Truly the furniture epic of the ages.
He then dropped the book on a reading table,
Ezn: “tl;dr”
the pages flipping open as the owl too landed, bending over as he began to read. This made Twilight
Ezn: very angry. What kind of monster bends the pages of books?
giggle a little, happy to see the owl was able to keep himself busy at night,
Disco: Binging on Appledash shipfics.
Vimbert: At least it’s not this story.
even when the unicorn wasn’t up late studying.
CTOONfan1: Whoa whoa whoa! You don't stay up late to study ALL the time?
Hellioning: It's as if you have more then one personality trait!
Leaving Owlowiscious to his reading, Twilight climbed her way to the library's second floor.
Ezn: The staircase was out-of-order; Twilight hadn’t fixed it because the climbing kept her fit.
Spike had already curled up in bed and shut off the light, the only light in the room coming from the moon through the window. It was enough light for Twilight to cross the room without any trouble.
Ezn: Luna’s a friggin’ bro.
Next to Twilight’s larger bed was a smaller bed, which she had purchased for Nyx.
Ezn: Kinky.
WhileItsStillFunny: She purchased the Tails Doll, which resulted in several deaths. She knew that "Toys R' Evil" wasn't a nice place...
Crazy56U: Aw, but that giraffe seemed so promising...
Still, the filly was not there, instead curled up on top the covers of Twilight’s bed.
DiStort: Better get the spray bottle.
Stars: That's for cats and dogs, get the whip.
The unicorn had been trying to encourage Nyx to sleep in her own bed,
CTOONfan1: You sleep there! DO IT!
Disco: She knew about Nyx’s ticks.
but, after the day they both had, Twilight was more than happy to share her bed.
Anon13: with evil.
Svensvenderson: Incoming slash fics!
Being sure not to wake Nyx, who was sleeping on top of the blanket,
Hellioning: I believe the phrase is "ur doin it rong".
Anon13: Nyx usually sleeps above the covers. Four feet above the covers.
Anonymous: Who you gonna call?
Crazy56U: The priest from "The Exorcist".
Twilight slipped herself slowly beneath the covers. She then used her magic to levitate the blanket off Nyx’s bed, using it to cover the sleeping filly.
Disco: She couldn’t smother her, despite numerous attempts.
Vimbert: WHY WON’T YOU DIE?!
Despite being asleep, Nyx seemed to sense Twilight’s presence.
Ezn: Only seemed to; she was just having nightmares.
Vimbert: “No, I was good today Twilight... I promise...”
She woke up just barely, a sleep walking like state.
Ezn: In her tired haze, she had lost her hyphens.
Blanket hanging of her little body
Crazy56U: Man, even the blankets don't like her.
Ezn: This is great! I would’ve settled for just a regular hanging!
Blahdeblah: Shh! You'll spoil the surprise!
she moved over beside Twilight, lying back down right beside the unicorn in the bed, her little head resting in the crook of Twilight’s neck.
Anon13: Her horn sweetly and gently stabbing Twilight in the carotid.
It was something that brought a smile to Twilight,
Ezn: But just a smile - she sold all the ones with adverbs.
gently nuzzling the sleeping Nyx. Memories of what she had seen in at the ruined castle still lingered in Twilight’s mind,
Ezn: As memories do.
the moment she had seen Nyx with the magically infused mane of Nightmare Moon.
CTOONfan1: It seems we can't go a chapter without that Nightmare Moon thing coming up. Wonder what this means.
Hellioning: I think it means that Diamond Tiara is secretly Nightmare Moon. Hey, it'd be an actually interesting plot twist.
She still didn’t know what that meant,
Disco: Her books didn’t have anything on demonic possession.
Svensvenderson: Her copy of Tobin's Spirit Guide hadn't come yet.
Vimbert: Because she was still using her illogical mind.
but that could wait until morning.
Vimbert: “This could doom all of Equestria! Eh. It can wait until tomorrow.”
At the moment, the pair had both had a long day... and deserved a simple, peaceful night sleep.
Crazy56U: "Night sleep"? ...must be a pony thing.
==============
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK
Anon13: OK, I think he’s just padding his part by now.
RingmasterJ5: No, that’s the readers banging their heads against the wall.
Ezn: Again, who’s there? I’m getting comedy build-up not hearing the rest of this joke!
CTOONfan1: Stop screaming, I’m coming.
Anon13: TMI, CToon.
A white coated unicorn with a perfectly trimmed and slicked back black mane moved towards the door of a stately manor, magic undoing the locks and gently cracking open the large, elegant doors. Just beyond the doorway was a sleeping Canterlot,
Hellioning: As opposed to all of the awake Canterlots that dotted the countryside.
Ezn: It was a pretty big manor, and belonged to a very prolific thief.
the manor nestled in a part of the capitol populated by the elite of Equestria. Celebrities, politicians, and anypony else that was widely known and very well paid.
Ezn: We’re not even trying to make proper sentences anymore.
The butler pony who answered the door, Proper Etiquette,
Anon13: who vigorously denied he was the brother of Gross Sight Gags,
Ezn: “He’s a half-cousin at best.”
looked out at the three figures now standing in front of the manor.
Svensvenderson: "Nightmare night, what a fright, give us something sweet to bite!"
Ezn: “No solicitors!”
Two pegasi and an earth pony, who currently were dressed very casually... meaning they had nothing on. The very definition of pony casual.
Ezn: If not for this paragraph, I may have assumed they were wearing clown suits.
“Yes?” Proper Etiquette asked, looking over the three guests. “May I help you?”
“Etiquette, just open the freaking door!” The gray pegasus snapped. She was one of those rarer ponies
RingmasterJ5: As opposed to one of those overcooked ones.
that had a mane color very similar to her coat color, the hairs just a few shades darker.
Ezn: They’re like the pony equivalent of gingers.
Anon13: So, they have no souls?
Ezn: No soles either, poor dears. Fortunately they’re usually pegasi.
Her cutie mark was that of a dark gray, swirling tornado.
Ezn: I wonder who this could be.
“Of course Miss Gale.”
Ezn: Mystery solved!
The butler replied,
Ezn: Sadly, his name was not Proper Dialogue Punctuation.
stepping back as he opened the door wide. The three ponies stepped in. The other pegasi was a
Ezn: pair of Siamese twins.
dark purple colored mare with a black mane and a pair of black feathered wings
Ezn: Methinks she’ll be the star of the sequel.
Anon13: Don’t even joke about a sequel to this!
Disco: Past Sins 2: Electric Hoofaloo!
Ezn: Past Sins 2: Electric Hoofaloo: The Wrath of Rustle: In 3D!
DiStort: Directed by Michael Bay.
Crazy56U: Scripted by M. Night Shyamalan. The twist is that Nyx is actually a flower sack!
Hellioning: Shouldn't that me M. Nightmare Shyamalan? Why do you ignore the opportunities for an equine pun?
Crazy56U: That's the second twist!
and some swirling wind lines for a cutie mark. The sole earth pony was a dull clay-red colored stallion with a tall build. His blond mane was cut very short and his cutie mark was a stone wall
Anonymous: Jackson? Wait. We already used that.
CTOONfan1: Wonder who this guy is.
Hellioning: Night Wind?
that looked like castle battlements.
“Sir Spell Nexus is in his study.
DiStort: "Reading teen dream magazine."
I believe you know the way.” Proper Etiquette offered as he shut the manor’s front door.
“Yeah yeah, we know the way.” Gray Gale said, jumping into the air. “But Nexus better have a good reason for calling us like this.”
Ezn: Girls’ night!
“Yes.” Night Wind, the purple pegasi agreed.
Ezn: So was the one twin’s name Night, and the other’s Wind? Were they talking in unison? So many questions!
“Not only is it late but we are trying to lie low after that grand failure
Ezn: in last week’s Limbo Championships.
DiStort: As opposed to that regular failure they had a few weeks ago.
Stars: And that mild failure two days before that.
in the Everfree Forest. The town guard is much more alert
CTOONfan1: They're actually doing their job now.
and is stopping ponies on the street if they run across them this late at night.”
“I do not know why Sir Spell Nexus called for you as he did.” Proper Etiquette assured as she began to walk away.
Ezn: Proper Etiquette worked as a butler to make ends meet, but his/her real talent was gender-bending magic.
DiStort: Oh, that explains why Nexus hired him.
“But I do believe you will find it difficult to get an answer unless you go and speak with him.
Ezn: Proper Etiquette was a pony of many firmly-held beliefs.
Now, I must be off to the kitchen
Ezn: having become female and all
; Sir Spell Nexus does not like to host company without refreshment.”
CTOONfan1: He gets a drink, and you all have to watch him drink it.
“Seriously, that pony takes his job way too seriously.”
Anon13: Is somepony out there half-flanking demonic summonings?
RingmasterJ5: Yeah, Stan’s Demonic Summoning Emporium.
DiStort: I heard he was offering a two-for-one special on summoning Beelzebub.
Hellioning: Buy one apocalyptic hellspawn, get a second one for free!
Gray Gale mumbled to herself as
Ezn: Proper Etiquette shifted again.
the three ponies made their way through the elegant manor.
WhileItsStillFunny: While obviously drinking their hot coffee, and making sure they didn't forget their monocles.
After climbing a flight of stairs
Ezn: These ones weren’t out of order, but the ponies enjoyed the challenge of rappelling up the banister.
and passing down a lavishly furnished hallway they arrived at a door they all knew quite well.
Anon13: They and the door would often go barhopping together.
Moving inside, they entered the manor’s study.
The study was a cozy little room with very large windows and a fireplace. One wall was lined with book shelves, properly filled with
Ezn: Horizontal Surface’s complete works.
Svensvenderson: All first editions, too.
either books or small nick-nacks and pictures. The windows looked out over Canterlot, an elegant city scape
Vimbert: Of a completely different city.
and a view that the manor’s owner had been complimented on a number of times.
DiStort: "DUDE. YOUR WINDOWS ARE AWESOME."
Vimbert: Two is still a number! Spell Nexus just knows that NO ONE UNDERSTANDS!
The final detail was an oil painting above the fireplace, a regal portrait of the manor’s owner. The painting depicted a dark blue unicorn with a light gray mane sitting behind a very elegant looking desk,
Ezn: I’ve always wanted a looking desk.
Anon13: What are YOU lookin’ at?
Vimbert: It has its eye on you.
a few papers spread around as the unicorn in the painting offered a gentle smile.
Ezn: Hours after the painting’s completion, Twilight sued him for copyright infringement.
A metal plate at the bottom of the portrait was engraved with beautiful, cursive writing.
Sir Spell Nexus
Disco: AKA Epic Failure
Crazy56U: AKA. Mr. Definitely-Not-A-Bad-Guy
Stars: AKA Sir I-Am-Totally-Not-Up-To-Something.
Headmaster of Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns
CTOONfan1: Celestia sure knows how to pick 'em.
Mystical Advisor to the Royal Court
Disco: Cliched Antagonist
Microshazm: The word 'Mystical' obviously added with a Sharpie.
Ezn: Spell Nexus was really glad to have that portrait when he lost his memory that one time.
The pony from the portrait was standing in front of the fireplace, its fires reflecting in his turquoise eyes. He did not turn to look at the three ponies who had entered his study, instead motioning with a hoof to some chairs.
Disco: So they’re the Cult of Lyra?
Crazy56U: It's better than the Cult of Derpy. I'm not sure about you, but the idea of a Muffin God is just plain silly.
Hellioning: Says you. Free baked breakfast foods? Sign me up!
“Please, have a seat.”
Ezn: “Why thank you! I can sell it to feed my family!”
“What’s this about Nexus?” Gale asked. “Even you don’t send messengers for us in the middle of the night.”
CTOONfan1: “It's usually just as we're about to go to bed. Kinda rude, really.”
“It is strange Nexus.”
Ezn: Strange Nexus? Where?
Night Wind agreed. “You are the one that is always telling us to keep our movements subtle and hidden,
CTOONfan1: The swirling clouds, forest fire, and loud incantations are proof of that.
and this is far from subtle or hidden.”
Disco: He’s setting new standards of villainous idiocy.
“That and not all of us have cushy jobs like you do.” Stonewall grumbled.
Ezn: Some of us are earth ponies!
Vimbert: Yes, yes, and we’re all very sorry about his birth defect... I mean race.
“The commander is already suspicious why I was late reporting in after what happened in Everfree. I’m skating on thin ice with the Town Guard.”
Ezn: Nice going Nexus, your cult is going to make spring late again!
“Yes, I apologize for the late hour my sisters and brother,
CTOONfan1: Dysfunctional family, anyone?
Stars: they put the fun in dysfunctional.
but there has been an... interesting turn of events.”
Vimbert: In this story? Well, this is a nice change.
“It better be interesting.”
Disco: Unlike this story.
“I assure you, it is.” Nexus said, turning away from the fire
Vimbert: As a random spark lit his tail on fire. Soon, the entire building burned down. THE END
and walking towards the three seated ponies. “It would seem that our efforts on the past full moon were not wasted.”
Ezn: “Look at this bit I found next to the lake!”
“How were they ‘not wasted’? A large chunk of our brothers and sisters
Ezn: Wow, this just took a gory turn.
were arrested by the guards, we barely escaped, and Celestia interrupted the spell and we’ve lost the remains of Nightmare Moon!”
Ezn: “And Johnny didn’t ask me to prom!”
Vimbert: Spell Nexus swiftly summoned Proper Etiquette to fetch the Emergency Mint Chocolate Chip ice cream.
“Yes, but all that is no longer needed... for Nightmare Moon lives.”
Anon13: Trumpet sting, zoom in, fade to a commercial.
Disco: Someone’s been watching too many reruns.
There was a dead silence in the room,
Vimbert: Dead Silence? I love that guy!
the earth pony and pegasi looking at each other in disbelief.
Ezn: “I thought Dead Silence was a myth!” “Us too!”
“Wait... wait wait wait.” Gray Gale began, pointing a hoof at Nexus. “Are you saying the spell worked?”
“I did not dare to hope so, but in part... yes.”
WhileItsStillFunny: Which resulted in the moon falling three days later.
Crazy56U: A lot of ponies were upset, including the one in green clothing. I think his name is "Luke" or something.
“And just how do you know that Nightmare Moon lives? I mean, wouldn’t she have overthrown Celestia by now?”
DiStort: Rather hard to overthrow someone who can step on you.
“It is true, if our queen was at full strength, Equestria would already be bathed in the glory
DiStort: "If not the logic"
of a night eternal and we would have received our just rewards as loyal servants to Nightmare Moon.
CTOONfan1: Being banished to the moon?
Hellioning: No, no, no. Getting banished to the SUN.
Still, I cannot deny what I sensed and saw. Early this evening, a brilliant bolt of arcane lighting shot up from Everfree Forest, and in that moment I sensed her. I sensed our queen in all her power and glory. Something inside me shifted,
Disco: His lunch?
and... and I felt positively giddy for a moment and had to fight the urge to race to the forest.
Anon13: Laughing and giggling like a little schoolfilly!
“Yes, a brief, brilliant flame of our queen’s magic that then faded back into the cool of the night.”
Ezn: Ponies talk like this all the time.
“While its nice to hear we weren’t wasting our time with that spell, just what are we supposed to do
Ezn: without our magic, help the earth pony way!
now?” Stonewall asked.
Crazy56U: "Jefferson Davis can only do so much, darn it!"
“Brother... sisters, we must find our queen.
Anon13: “I thought that was you, EF.”
I believe her form, like the spell we cast that night, is incomplete...
CTOONfan1: We must look for any scattered limbs lying about.
but it something that can be completed.
Ezn: Well DUH, it IS an incomplete thing!
I believe she is in hiding, either amongst the trees of Everfree
DiStort: "Of course, with all of the echoing across I did to them before, they're probably not going to give her to us easily."
or in some area close to that. It is our duty, as Children of Nightmare, to seek her out and aid her however we can.”
Ezn: “We’re gonna give her AID(S)!”
“And just how are we supposed to do that?
Vimbert: “How do you look for things? Using my eyes is harrrrrd!”
It’s not like we can just drop what were doing and take a week long stroll through Everfree.”
Ezn: “We can’t just drop our work like we drop apostrophes!”
CTOONfan1: Well we could, but then the plot wouldn't become even more convoluted.
“This is true, but thankfully not all our brothers and sisters were arrested in Celestia’s interruption. Gray Gale, in the morning you will find I’ve contracted out your services as a pair of wings for hire
Ezn: Don’t worry, you’ll be under anaesthetic when we saw them off.
to deliver important letters to a number of individuals around Ponyville.
Disco: How many muffins did it take to bribe Derpy into this?
Crazy56U: Well, it IS Derpy, so maybe it took 50.
Hellioning: I'm betting 40 and a free scholarship for Dinky.
Some of these letters are simple letters from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, but a few of those letters are
Ezn: complicated letters from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns
notes to our brothers and sisters, telling them to keep an eye out for our queen.”
“Will I know who is who?”
simonAJ: "No, that's the owl. He's not a member."
“No, their anonymity must be preserved; it is how we’ve been able to function so long without detection.
Ezn: “The Brotherhood cannot be wiped out because it is not an organization in the ordinary sense. Nothing holds it together except an idea which is indestructible. You will never have anything to sustain you, except the idea. You will get no comradeship and no encouragement. When finally you are caught, you will get no help. We never help our members.”
DiStort: That was a lot of words.
Crazy56U: Maybe he thinks he's actually Spell Nexus.
Stars: tl;dr
Only I truly know all those who stand with the Children of Nightmare.”
Disco: Their codename is CMC.
Crazy56U: CUTIE MARK CRUSADER CULTISTS! YAY!
Hellioning: Loud chanting, garish costumes... I'm fairly certain the only thing they'd need to change from their talent show performance is a couple of words about how awesome NMM is.
“Which, as I’ve said before, is really creepy.”
Anon13: As opposed to that whole evil-summoning-eternal-night thing, which ought to be a barrel of laughs.
Disco: All the cool kids do it!
Gray Gale said, only to get elbowed in the side
Svensvenderson: Do ponies have elbows?
Hellioning:They're more knees then anything else.
by Night Wind.
“And what about us Nexus?” Stonewall asked.
Ezn: Yeah, I wanna know what happens to Us Nexus too!
Vimbert: Stonewall was quickly punished for speaking in the presence of superior races.
“Stonewall, you must simply continue your duties with the Town Guard.
Ezn: I trust you to do it “simply” because you are a dim-witted earth pony.
Night Wind, however, has a greater responsibility.”
“And that is?”
Disco: “You get to feed my cat!”
“I have little doubt that Celestia will have sensed Nightmare Moon, and this will undoubtedly cause her to step up the research team she has working on deciphering our spell. Through my efforts and our brothers and sisters, you were placed as a guard for that team.
CTOONfan1: Once again. Quality control is not Celestia's strong suit.
If Celestia speaks with them tomorrow I want you to tell me exactly what she says. We must discern how much Celestia knows.”
Disco: Not much.
“Eavesdropping is easy for guards. Most of those we guard see us as little more than statues,
CTOONfan1: Then they blink.
though, considering how still we stand at times, I am inclined to agree with them.”
Ezn: Uncharacteristically subtle.
“Then continue as the silent statue, but keep your ears open.” Nexus advised. “Celestia was able to stop us once, but fate has given us another chance to see our queen rise... and I will not see it slip through our hooves. For the Night Eternal.”
“For Equestria’s True Queen.”
Disco: Lauren Faust!
The three ponies chimed back.
simonAJ: someone having replaced their vocal chords with bells while no-one was looking.
Hellioning: If this whole "insane cult" thing fails, they could always be a barbershop quartet.
==============
KNOCK... KNOCK... KNOCK...
Anon13: Enjoy it while it lasts, sound guy.
Ezn: Uurgh...
“Just one moment.” A light blue unicorn stallion called, pulling himself out of bed. Bastion Yorsets
RingmasterJ5: “See? We’re using an actual background character! Look at our adherence to canon!”
Disco: Past Sins is officially legit!
glanced at the clock, grumbling at the late hour as she began to head to the front door.
Anon13: He loved that recurring dream in which he was a pretty filly, damn it. Somepony’s about to get the slapping of their life.
Ezn: So the late hour is female and can head to the front door? The plot thickens!
Vimbert: I want to hear more of Late Hour’s struggles. She sounds like a nice pony.
His very light gray mane and tail
Ezn: Yep, Past Sins’s canon reference still checks out.
were a wreck
Vimbert: No, they were a mane and tail.
but he
Vimbert: WAIT, what about Late Hour?
didn’t have any desire to try and make himself presentable for anypony who would come knocking at such an hour.
Disco: He is only a background pony, after all.
Horn glowing, Bastion opened his front door and then froze still as a
Ezn: guard
statue
CTOONfan1: The curse of the Weeping Angels.
Hellioning: I hope that Celestia doesn't blink.
when he saw Princess Celestia standing on the door step.
“Your... Your Highness!”
Ezn: “Hey... horsie. Look... look at my hoof. How weird is my hoof?”
“I do apologize for the late hour Bastion
CTOONfan1: “I've been meaning to fix that ‘time’ thing.”
Ezn: Celestia was an indie game enthusiast, and would often play her favourite titles long into the night.
, but may I come
Vimbert: Celestia practices proper surprise sex etiquette, like the classy god-princess she is.
in?”
“Of.. of course... please, make yourself at home. I’ll be with you in a moment.” The stallion then galloped off to his bedroom.
Ezn: to slip into something more comfortable.
DiStort: In case you missed that link the first time.
was teacher at Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, and had even been there when the young Twilight Sparkle revealed her immense aptitude for magic.
Anon13: Remember, My Little Pony fanfic. For those of you who dozed off or something. Or, you know, are in active denial.
Ezn: Yep, the reference still checks out. Move along, folks.
He was among the senior teaching staff, but recently he was also the unicorn leading the team of ponies who were studying the spell created and casted by the cult ponies who had ponynapped Twilight Sparkle.
Anon13: The Return of Exposition Man!
Crazy56U: He's the Superman of writing!
Vimbert: Exposition Man II: Return of Exposition Man
Ezn: Bastion Yorsets has a lot of irons in the fire.
Disco: And most of them have melted.
Within a few minutes of the princess’ arrival, Bastion re-emerged from his bedroom far more presentable, his mane brushed. He had even slipped into his normal work attire, a collared shirt, and light brown sweater vest. The ensemble was finished off by his thin, black tie.
Disco: Hasbro should get on this.
Ezn: If only all this effort had been put into sentence structure and characterisation.
“My apologies for making you wait, Your Highness.” Bastion offered as he entered his living room, where the princess had laid down on his couch.
Anon13: “I had to go into the next room and poop myself in fear.”
“You need not apologize Bastion.”
CTOONfan1: 1000 years on the moon will be fine.
Hellioning: "On a completely unrelated question, do you like bananas?"
Celestia offered as the stallion sat down in a nearby chair.
Ezn: “I have that effect on ponies.”
Anon13: “It’s this whole ‘god-queen’ thing. Makes social stuff tricky.”
“I would not normally disturb you at your home, or at such a late hour... but I was curious how things were going deciphering the spell.”
“It is progressing, but slowly.
Disco: Like the plot.
RingmasterJ5: Which is?
Crazy56U: Convoluted.
Stars: and beating us with sticks.
The unicorns were making use of several very old forms of magic of which there are few records. The oil soaked powders they were burning came from zebra magic,
Disco: Zecora is in on this too?!
Ezn: She was the one who cursed Bastion’s hair.
and while there are records of unicorns using arcane designs to direct the flow of magic, there are no actual books describing how such magical lines work.
Svensvenderson: Their copy of Tobin's Spirit Guide hadn't come in either.
It’s information lost.”
“Well... purposefully hidden may be the more accurate phrase.”
DiStort: "We always enjoyed a good scavenger hunt in those days."
“Princess?”
“Bastion, in the morning I want
Ezn: “to play you again and then post about it on TIGSource.”
you to move your team out of the library and into the royal archives.
CTOONfan1: because you are history!
I have already arranged with the guards for your team to have full access to anything in the archives.”
“Princess... those... those books are hundreds of years old!”
Ezn: “Get with the times, grandma!”
“Yes, but that is the point. The tomes in that collection are the final copies of books and knowledge that I wished to have preserved but not available to all of Equestria.
Ezn: “We’ve got Appledash from before Fall Weather Friends!”
There are very powerful magics in some of those books, spells that, if attempted by ponies who do not fully understand them, could have dire consequences.
Ezn: “Full-life consequences, even.”
Some of those books, however, describe such ancient arts as the diagrams made use in the cult’s spell.”
Anon13: What the hell were they looking in before, the Weekly World News?
Crazy56U: Nope, Wikipedia. Unfortunately, some punk kept changing the articles they wanted to say nothing but "Farts".
“We will make our move to the archives first thing in the morning.”
“Good, but one other thing Bastion.”
“Yes Your Highness?”
Ezn: “Where’d you hide my commas?”
“While I want your team to figure out what the spell was supposed to do, I now need you to find out something else.
CTOONfan1: Why is the story getting even more boring?
I need to know what the spell did.”
“Pardon?”
“The spell was started when I arrived with the royal guards and I interrupted it. I need to know if the spell did anything, even though it did not get casted to completion.”
simonAJ: It only managed to get through half of "Pants on the Ground" before Simon Cowell told it to leave.
“That is a very theoretical branch of magic, Princess. Incomplete spells have been known to do a variety of things, some never doing the same thing twice.”
CTOONfan1: Much like lightning, but not as mystical.
RingmasterJ5: Ah, Lightning Dawn, then.
“I have every faith in you Bastion. You are the greatest theoretical magic mind at the school.”
Disco: That’s not saying much.
Bastion couldn’t help but blush, bowing his head. “You flatter me, Princess.”
“I make no habit of flattering, Bastion, I only offer the compliments ponies deserve.” Celestia replied, getting up from the couch. “Now, I best depart. I wouldn’t want to impose.”
Disco: “There’s a filly in my chambers awaiting my... attention.”
“You are never an imposition Princes...
RingmasterJ5: Right at that moment, Celestia decided to try out a new spell she was working on that turns the user into two smaller, opposite-gender beings.
Ezn: And then ate all the food in Bastion’s fridge, screaming “I am too an Imposition Princes!”
though, none of this seems terribly pressing. Might I ask why you felt I needed to hear all this now?”
RingmasterJ5: “Because some higher force that calls itself ‘plot’ needed me to.”
Ezn: “It was a very shapely higher force; I couldn’t say no.”
Celestia paused at the door, having already put one hoof
GelidEnmity: You put your right hoof out...
outside when she turned back to look at Bastion.
“I have simply realized
Ezn: There’s a lot of simple things in this chapter. Must be an effort to appeal to the earth pony demographic.
Disco: Surely Stonewall appreciates it.
that I have not been providing your team with the materials it needed to decipher this spell quickly, and... I have also come to realize this evening that swiftness in this matter is of the utmost importance.”
Anon13: DUN DUN DUN!
=====================================================================
Questions,
Anonymous: What is the plot?
Hellioning: The only question I have is thus: Why?
Stars: Can I have a kitty?
Comments,
Anonymous: Plenty.
Concerns?
Disco: Several.
Stars: The sanity of those here perhaps, myself included.
GelidEnmity: I’m CONCERNED about the questions and comments.
pen.stroke.pony@gmail.com
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
RLYoshi: The PHYSICAL properties, on the other hand...
=====================================================================
Chapter 5
Theatrical Trouble
===================
Nyx sat on the sole swing outside the Ponyville Elementary Schoolhouse.
Ezn: swinging her sole.
DiStort: Must've been some budget cuts.
It had been a few days since Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon’s prank gone bad,
DiStort: Bad? You got lost in the forest. Sounds like it went pretty good to me.
Hellioning: Yes, but Nyx wasn't supposed to survive. It's a major wrench in their plans.
and while Twilight had
Ezn: told Nyx to throw it out before it attracted rats.
let Nyx skip a few days of school
Ezn: and a little sentence punctuation
CTOONfan1: She missed school? I want to be emotionally scarred next!
Crazy56U: Then do I have just the thing! (pulls out a copy of "Sweet Apple Massacre")
she felt the disguised alicorn
Anonymous: In case you forgot.
Bravetriforcer: I'll be honest. I thought Nyx was a mule before this line clarified things.
Crazy56U: Really? I though she was the Unabomber.
couldn’t just hide in the library for the rest of her life.
Casca: Given Twilight's early years of doing just that, I find this train of thought ironic.
Dark Pinkie: Well, you see, its easy being a hypocrite when you are taking care of someone else.
The black coated filly stared at the ground,
CTOONfan1: Nyx: I think that rock's slightly bigger than the one next to it by 0.01 inches... I need more friends.
Ezn: eating a bucket of KFC
Vimbert: One Crusader down, two to go.
the swing rocking back and forth just a few inches.
Ezn: Rustle was off sick, so the exact number of inches was impossible to ascertain.
Casca: I swing mah swing back and forth, I swing mah swing back and forth...
Hellioning: Just swing it. Swing it real good.
Dark Pinkie: I’m sorry... She does not swing that way.
Despite the fact all her classmates were laughing, giggling, and playing, Nyx couldn’t bring herself to smile.
Disco: She’s gone emo?
Vimbert: Crawwwling innn her coooat, these ticksss they cannnot flick...
And two certain fillies weren’t helping the situation at all.
Ezn: Don’t even get me started on the three uncertain fillies...
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had become unbearable
CTOONfan1: Become?
since Nyx returned to school, Diamond Tiara enacting her vengeance for getting grounded because of what happened. They had spread nasty rumors around the school, picked on Nyx openly, and even tried to frame Nyx for putting a tack on Cheerilee’s desk chair.
Disco: Those sick bastards!
Thankfully, the teacher had seen through the ruse.
Crazy56U: Well it wasn't hard, seeing as how they placed the tack WHILE SHE WAS LOOKING.
Ezn: After all, it was merely a distaction.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were now missing recess, sitting at their desks
CTOONfan1: Oh the irony!
Anon13: Now they might learn something, and that would be terrible!
as punishment for the tack. It gave Nyx her first peaceful recess in days, though it did little to raise the filly’s spirits. She... she had wanted to hurt Twilight at some point in time.
DiStort: As opposed to now, where it's the other way around.
Anon13: And the readers want to hurt everyone involved.
She didn’t know when she had or why... but the memory lingered in Nyx’s mind... making her feel horrible.
Ezn: I know that feel, Nyx. I had my iPod stolen once.
How could she have ever wanted to hurt Twilight? She was such a nice
Disco: but idiotic
Vimbert: and out of character
pony.
It was Twilight that had found her in the forest, had taken her in, and had been taking care of her.
Vimbert: Nyx knew the bruises would heal.
How could she wanted to hurt somepony who was willing to do all that?
Casca: Because plot and bananas.
Hellioning: It's called being evil. I highly recommend it.
Who was willing to read
Vimbert: This story?
bedtime stories and help Nyx catch up with the rest of her class?
“Hey Nyx, how are you doing?”
Looking up, the disguised alicorn
Anonymous: Forgot again.
Bravetriforcer: I could have SWORN that she was a pistol shrimp before this line happened.
Dark Pinkie: I thought she was a bulldog.
Ezn: And suddenly this story became Sunny Skies All Day Long.
Vimbert: HAHAHAHA NO
was surprised to see Apple Bloom and Twist standing near the swing. She hadn’t even noticed them walk up.
Vimbert: Failed Spot checks. Failed Spot checks EVERYWHERE.
Casca: Cutie Mark Crusader Ninjas, go!
Dark Pinkie: What would a ninja cutie mark even look like?
“I’m okay.”
“You don’t sound okay.” Twist pointed out.
CTOONfan1: Neither do you with that strange lack of lisp accent you're speaking in.
“Can... can I tell you two a secret?”
“Of course.”
Ezn: “I once killed a man, just to watch him dye. The carpet, that is. With his blood.”
“And you promise not to tell any pony else?”
Vimbert: Soon, Spike and Zecora would rise to the top of the seedy rumor underbelly of Ponyville, their fortunes buoyed by technicalities.
“Cross my heart, hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye.” Apple Bloom rattled off.
“What was that?” Twist asked, confused by the sudden movement and rhymes.
Microshazm: Apple Bloom was just about to start a full-on rap battle, but came to her senses.
Dark Pinkie: Rap battles of fanfiction! NYX! VERSUS! APPLEBLOOM! BEGIN!
“It was a Pinkie Pie Promise.”
CTOONfan1: Copyright Pinkie Pie, Sugarcube Corner Productions.
“There is a promise named after Pinkie Pie?”
DiStort: Patent pending.
“Oh yeah, it’s a promise between friends that you have to keep forever.”
Ezn: Forgotten by Studio B, held sacred by fans.
Vimbert: Just in case you had forgotten, this is a STORY ABOUT MY LITTLE PONIES.
“Forever?” Twist echoed.
Anonymous: NO! WAIT! THAT SUMMONS HER!
Crazy56U: TAKE COVER! (hides under table)
Ezn: Oh how I wonder what’s going to happen next...
Vimbert: Oh?
“Fooorreeevvveeerrr!”
Anonymous: Told you.
Ezn: No way.
Vimbert: Oh.
Nyx, Apple Bloom, and Twist jumped, turning to look towards the path that went by the school.
Ezn: 180 degree flip!
Standing on the other side of the fence that surrounded the playground was Pinkie Pie,
CTOONfan1: She's everywhere!
the earth pony eyeing the three fillies.
Ezn: Why is everypony in this story a pedophile?
Vimbert: Because fanfiction!
She was carrying a tray of cupcakes on her back and her saddle bags were loaded down with assorted goodies.
Disco: Her unmarked van was around the corner.
“Uh, hey Pinkie Pie.” Apple Bloom said, giving the earth pony a weak wave.
Ezn: “Daaahhhhling!”
The serious expression on Pinkie Pie’s face
CTOONfan1: Did we just encounter the rare Serious Pinkie? GO POKÉBALL!
quickly shifted back to its normal, cheerful nature.
CTOONfan1: Aw. It appeared to be caught.
soFreeKey: Next time, throw a rock at it.
“Hey girls! I was just taking some sweets to a party. Well, I’d better get going.
Disco: “I have to bury the evidence.”
You have fun.”
“Uh... okay, see ya.” Apple Bloom replied, the three watching Pinkie Pie bounce down the path.
“That... was weird.”
CTOONfan1: THAT was weird? Have you read this story?
Hellioning: No, your lack of a lisp is weird.
Twist offered once she was sure Pinkie Pie was out of ear shot.
“It’s Pinkie Pie being Pinkie Pie, that’s just how she is.”
Disco: Terrifying? Deranged?
Anonymous: Murderous? Crimanly insane?
Apple Bloom replied. “Still, a Pinkie Pie promise is a promise you have to keep, since losing a friends trust is the fastest way to lose a friend forever.”
Anonymous: NOT AGAIN! (Grabs riot shield)
Ezn: The second fastest way is to lose a friends possessive apostrophe.
“FOOOREEEEVVEEEEER!”
CTOONfan1: Will these girls ever learn?
The three fillies jumped again, turning their heads.
Ezn: 180 degree flip 2X COMBO!
Pinkie Pie was a long ways down the path, almost out of sight of the school, but at the moment she was staring down the three fillies, as if she was able to hear their conversation, despite the distance. That or her strange Pinkie Pie Sense let her know when somepony was talking about her Pinkie Pie Promises
DiStort: The signal for that one is constipation.
It was a tense moment, Pinkie Pie eyeing the three fillies.
GelidEnmity: *Licks lips*
RingmasterJ5: *slowly backs away*
Anon13: *subtly dials 911*
But just as quickly as she had spoken out Pinkie Pie returned to her normal perky nature, turning and bouncing around a bend in the path as she continued on her task of delivering food for a party.”
Disco: Creeeepy.
“If it’s okay with you Apple Bloom, I think I’ll just use a normal promise.”
Anonymous: Good call, Twist.
DiStort: Suddenly, Pinkie felt a stabbing pain in the back of her head.
Crazy56U: The voices in her head got meaner.
Twist said, the yellow farm filly offering no protest.
Ezn: “No protests! Get your no protests here! Fresh off the inoffensiveness grill!”
“So, what did you want to tell us Nyx?” Apple Bloom asked.
Disco: “I am your father!”
Ezn: “Soylent Rainbow is made of ponies!”
“When I was in the forest... I remembered things.
Ezn: “It was like... there were these images and sounds... in my brain. It was really weird, you guys.”
Vimbert: What in Celestia’s name is a memory?
Or... it felt like they were memories, even though I don’t think they are... and, in some of those memories... I wanted to hurt Twilight.”
DiStort: Join the club.
“Why would you ever want to hurt Twilight?”
Disco: “Hey, you try sharing a room with her every day.”
Ezn: “Well, she asks me to sometimes, but I’m not supposed to talk about that...”
Casca: Have you even read the books? Really, such silly questions you ask.
RingmasterJ5: I thought the RiffTrax guys did a pretty good job of that already.
“I... I don’t know!” Nyx half blubbered.
Ezn: and half-whaled, sorry, -wailed.
Vimbert: Half-offered
Anonymous: How does one "half blubber"?
Svensvenderson: Very carefully.
Crazy56U: You cry with one eye open, natch.
“But I wanted to. I really wanted to... but I don’t want to hurt Twilight now, she’s so nice... but...”
Ezn: If you really want to know *deep breath* she’s obsessive-compulsive, she studies too hard, she’s a kinda antisocial and she’s got a crippling complex about magic kindergarten.
Vimbert: I suppose we were about due for another “Remember, this is a MLP:FiM fanfic” moment.
“Whoa, easy Nyx.” Apple Bloom said, seeing her friend was starting to tear up.
Ezn: in a swirling universe-correction wormhole, which left nothing but a shattered pair of glasses behind. And there was much rejoicing.
Hellioning: flutteryay
“Is that why you’ve been so sad, because you thought you wanted to hurt Twilight?”
Nyx nodded.
“I’m not even sure when it happened or why, but... I remember wanting to hurt her before.
CTOONfan1: I think we've all had that feeling before.
Anon13: When she's acting this dumb Darwin demands it.
We were both standing in some old castle ruins and I was really tall and when I spoke my voice was all strange, but I remember wanting to hurt her... but why would want to hurt somepony so nice?”
Hellioning: I repeat, because it's hilarious.
“Are ya sure you weren’t just dreamin’?” Applebloom asked.
Disco: Or watching Season 1?
“Dreaming?” Nyx asked.
“Yeah, dreamin’. I mean, Twilight said you were way out in the Everfree Forest. Maybe you just got tired and passed out and dreamed the whole thing up and just didn’t know it because of how scared you were. I mean, since when were you ever taller than Twilight?”
“I...I guess that might make sense
CTOON: Sense? Pshaw!
....but even if it was just a dream, I still feel bad about it.”
“Have you told Twilight about this?” Twist asked.
“Yes.”
“And did you apologize?”
“Yes, I apologized
DiStort: “And then she took out Mr. Naughty Stick. I don’t like Mr. Naughty Stick...”
Vimbert: "Twilight says I will one day."
and she said it was all right.”
“Well then why are you worryin’ about it, you silly filly?” Apple Bloom asked, smiling gently.
Ezn: Twilight’s most faithful customer.
“Like you said, you don’t really want to hurt Twilight and it sounds like she’s already forgiven you. As my big sister would say, its all water under a bridge now.”
“What does a bridge have to do with any of this?”
DiStort: Wasn’t Twist supposed to be smart or something?
Anon13: Wasn’t the ENTIRE CAST supposed to be smart or something?
Crazy56U: Hmm... "Past Sins Abridged"... ...it could work.
Anon13: Sorry, but unless you abridge this thing down to a haiku it won't be enough.
Disco: Nightmare Moon is back?
Disco: Mary Sues are annoying!
Disco: Because Nyx has ticks.
Ezn: Good job so far, but it needs a wiki link and some rows of equal signs.
Vimbert: Don't forget Twilight with a creepy obsession with an unfulfilled maternal instinct.
Twist asked.
“No, you see, it’s an expression.”
Ezn: Like the ones Twilight’s always trying to get ponies to buy from her.
“What does it mean?”
“Well... it kind of... look, I don’t know for sure,
Vimbert: Metaphorgottened.
CTOONfan1: I just say things because they make me sound smarterer.
Crazy56U: Thanks, now I can't stop picturing Twilight dancing and singing "I am so smart! I am so smart! S-M-R-T! I mean, S-M-A-R-T!"
but I know it does mean somethin’ like that once you apologized for doing somethin’ and somepony has forgiven you then it’s okay just to forget about it.”
“Oh, so since Twilight’s forgiven Nyx for thinking she ever wanted to hurt her they can both just forget about it and go back to being happy?”
Disco: Denial is magic!
“Exactly!” Apple Bloom said with a smile.
“But... I may have wanted to hurt Twilight for real, and I don’t know why.
CTOONfan1: There's a lot of things in this story we don't know why.
What if I want to hurt her again... I don’t want to hurt her!”
“Okay, we’re going in circles, time for an Apple family remedy.” Apple Bloom said, walking behind Nyx.
“Apple family remedy, just what is- WHOA!”
simonAJ: It's an expression of shock or surprise. Pretty common, actually.
Crazy56U: And Nyx has been possessed by Keanu Reeves.
Nyx went wide eyed as Apple Bloom, putting her practice apple bucking to use, turned and bucked at the swing Nyx was sitting on.
Disco: Damn it, just missed!
Ezn: I think she hit that sentence’s hyphens instead.
This sent Nyx swinging skyward, her purple mane flowing behind her.
Ezn: An opportunistic camera crew was quick enough to capture the footage for a shampoo commercial.
The swing reached the peak of its swing,
Ezn: The swing had its own swing, with a peak and everything? Dayum, playgrounds are fancy these days.
Anon13: That may explain why there was only one, though...
and began swooping back. Apple Bloom had already gotten out of the way, she and Twist laughing at Nyx’s panicked face.
Casca: Cutie Mark Crusader Schadenfreude Practicers, go!
Hellioning: Am I the only one having Carrie flashbacks?
Crazy56U: That depends: are you thinking of "Carrie 2: The Rage" as well?
“Come on, go higher!” Apple Bloom encouraged.
Disco: Kick her again! Kick her again!
“Yea! Higher!” Twist added in her nasally tone.
Nyx gulped a little
Ezn: bird that flew past just then. It got caught in her throat and she died.
Vimbert: And that was the second time Scootaloo died.
, but then began to do just that. She hadn’t ever really gone this high on the swing before... but the cheers from Apple Bloom and Twist drove her one.
Disco: Peer pressure is a bitch.
Nyx threw her weight into the swing,
DiStort: Crushing it instantly. You really shouldn't throw anvils around, kid.
and it began to work its way higher. Nyx started to get so high that the swing would hang in the air at the top, a few brief moments of free fall before the chain snapped taut again.
Crazy56U: ...thanks for reminding us that physics exists?
Nyx swung back and forth a number of times, to Twist and Apple Bloom’s cheers
CTOONfan1: They enjoy watching her misery and confusion.
before she stopped and let the swing slow down, eventually using her hooves to skid to a stop, a broad smile on her face.
“See? Apple family remedy works every time.”
Ezn: “Except that one year when the swing was out-of-order. We don’t talk about that.”
“And just what remedy is that? Swinging on a swing?”
“No, havin’ fun. Nothin’ can get a pony feeling better like havin’ a little fun.
Disco: And alcohol. Just look at Berry Punch!
Now, scootch over, it’s my turn.” Apple Bloom replied, moving over to the swing. Nyx gladly obliged,
CTOONfan1: Such a pushover.
Ezn: And a crybaby. Oops, that's not in this version, sorry.
relinquishing the swing to her friend and even pushing Apple Bloom with the use of her magic.
==============
Twilight smiled gently
Ezn: keeping this gentle smile all to herself.
as she looked at the calender on the wall, striking off another day.
Ezn: She really hated days.
It had been about a month and a half since Nyx’s arrival, and Twilight was happy to say that the little black filly was doing well.
Casca: Psychotic breakdown? Murderous impulses? Sure, Twilight. Suuuure.
Disco: Given how crazy her friends are, she probably thinks it's normal.
Hellioning: If she hasn't acted on the murderous impulses, she's still better than Pinkie.
She had gotten caught up in school,
Ezn: A dangerous drug. Once you study, you can’t stop!
so now instead of spending afternoons studying with Twilight she was able to go out and play with her friends, though Nyx still liked to come back to the library anyway and have Twilight teach her more about something she learned in school. The alicorn’s curiosity was, at times, insatiable.
DiStort: Damn, already made the bendy straw joke.
School itself had been going better as well. After Twilight’s confrontation with Diamond Tiara’s dad and a few other altercations between the fillies at school, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon started to going to Cheerilee’s afternoon class,
GelidEnmity: LOL how 2 grammer?
which in turn let two fillies in particular join the morning class. Those two fillies were Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo. Add that to Twist and Apple Bloom, and Nyx had four solid friends...
Disco: But no liquid or gaseous friends.
Crazy56U: What about plasma?
more than Twilight could say she had at that age.
CTOONfan1: Twilight, the only friends you had as a kid were books, and I'm sure you had a lot of those.
Crazy56U: Thanks, now I'm imagining the creepy birthday party scene from "Party of One", but with Twilight and some books.
Moving away from the calender, Twilight began to shuffle and clean up books around the library.
Ezn: Shuffling has more practical applications than you might think.
Spike was over at Rarity’s place helping her, Owlowiscious was asleep, and Nyx was at school.
Ezn: Rainbow Dash was napping, Fluttershy was wrestling with a bear, Pinkie Pie was watching TV, Derpy was cleaning a well...
All in all, it gave Twilight a quiet morning to clean up the library, a mess caused by her usual study practices.
DiStort: I mean there is studying, and then there's STUDYING.
Ezn: The library sure is a mess caused by her study practices. Now that that tree’s been cleaned up, Ponyville can get a stripmall!
Putting the books back on the shelves, Twilight glanced at some of the titles,
CTOONfan1: “Where did I keep that Blockhead's Guide to Raising Possible Demons of Darkness?”
Crazy56U: Unfortunately, the last book she had by Horizontal Surface had been checked out.
thinking about whether or not she had read them. At this point most of the books in the library had been read by the unicorn,
Ezn: Sparkler, get out!
but she still at times came across books she hadn’t read, some by choice
Ezn: She had Past Sins? Meta...
and others because she just hadn’t come across them yet.
Disco: Some were so bad that she burned them out of her memory.
Casca: Ones, for instance, that shared her name.
RingmasterJ5: Or any by that deranged “Mykan” colt.
All the books Twilight put away were ones she had read, but the unicorn lingered on the last book. It was brown, with golden clasps on the corners and a gold unicorn on the cover surrounded by six golden gemstones.
Ezn: Its thick binding sent her into throes of pleasure.
It was a book of folklore, old stories from Equestria’s past.
Casca: Behold, mortals, the Necronomicon.
Ezn: *Neighcronomicon
Vimbert: Just in case you didn't know what "folklore" meant, readers. Are you confused? Do I need to define more terms? Hold on, I'll insert more explanatory wikipedia links.
It was, in fact, from that book that Twilight had read about the Elements of Harmony, which lead her to discover that Nightmare Moon was going to return.
Without even thinking,
Disco: Like she does with everything else,
Vimbert: (at least in this story)
Twilight opened the book to the folktale in question,
Ezn: Twi’s a loose canon reader who reads now and thinks later.
her eyes glancing over the beautifully illustrations before reaching the first line.
Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria, there were two regal sisters who ruled together and created harmony for all the land. To do this, the eldest-
“I’m home!”
Twilight smiled, looking up from the book as Nyx came running into the library, quickly moving over to and nuzzling up against Twilight.
Ezn: *holds up ‘Awwww...’ sign*
“Hey there Nyx, how was school today?”
“Great!”
Disco: “I was only beaten up twice!”
simonAJ: “They didn’t even use the stick this time!”
The filly chirped. “Cheerilee told us that were going to be putting on a play.”
Ezn: were doing it man
“Really?”
Ezn: “No, she wrote it on the board in Pony Hieroglyphics and we had to decipher it before time ran out and the classroom exploded.”
“Yep! She says every spring the school puts on a play for the Ponyville Spring Festival. It’s this really cool thing where a bunch of musicians, artists, and entertainers come to Ponyville and every pony has a lot of fun.”
Casca: Not the dragons and other, ahem, sub-races, though. They have to work and clean up and do other generally degrading activities.
Vimbert: We give the filthy earth ponies a break for once.
“The Spring Festival; if I remember correctly it was started by a traveling group of musicians that came to Ponyville every year around this time as they toured Equestria. Eventually, other musicians started showing up at the same time and after a few years it just turned into a festival.”
Anon13: A few more kilos of interesting plants and it’ll be our own Burning Man!
“Yea, that’s what Cheerilee said.” Nyx chirped. “And she says we can pick what the play will be about and that we’ll all have something to do.”
Disco: This won’t end well for anyone.
“Well doesn’t that sound fun?
Disco: More like ridiculous.
Do you have any ideas?”
“I... I was kind of hoping I’d find a good story in one of the library books.”
Casca: Like that one Rarity borrowed the other day, the one with the three mares and honey drizzles all over their midriffs, I thought maybe we could do that one.
Twilight smiled. “That’s a great idea. Books have some of the best stories
CTOONfan1: But worst graphics.
Crazy56U: Yes, just like my Pre-Calc textbook! It contains the most MAGICAL of stories!
Ezn: “and they will never call you mean names, or make fun of your Sailor Moon fanfiction, or go to the prom with Moondancer instead...”
, but just remember that it’s meant to be a school play, so try to pick a story that’s short
Ezn: “Remember, you have earth ponies in your class. They can’t focus on reading for too long before their tree-kicking senses start to tingle.”
that all your friends will want to help with.”
Disco: That means no Rent.
“Okay.” Nyx replied, about to open her mouth and ask for Twilight’s help further.
Ezn: “Help” is probably one thing you could call it.
Still, the filly was interrupted as the door to the library opened, Applejack running in.
“Twi, there you are! I need your help with somethin’ fierce!”
Disco: Is it down right fierce?
“What’s wrong Applejack?”
Disco: “I’ve lost my accent!”
Anon13: “The Plot demanded a distraction!”
“Some nasty plant showed up in Sweet Apple Acres; it’s a vine and it’s startin’ to grow up around some of the trees. You got any books in here that can tell us what it is?”
Casca: Iiiiit's theeee Great Big Book of Everything, with everything inside, see the world around us, let's look what we can find!
CTOONfan1: It's "this book's the perfect guide," not, "let's see what we can find." I'm sad that I remember that.
Twilight nodded, her horn glowing as she grabbed a number of phytopathology
Ezn: You learn something new every day.
Crazy56U: You have to give Pen Stroke credit; he IS saving us the time of Googling this stuff.
Vimbert: Me? Give Pen Stroke credit? Heck, I didn't even do that when I was editing this thing.
Crazy56U: Well, did he pay you?
books from the shelves and her saddle bag. The books flew into the bags, the bags settling on Twilight back as the unicorn looked over her shoulder.
Ezn: What’s a shoulder? Help, Pen Stroke! Give me links!
“Nyx, I’ve got to go help Applejack.
Ezn: “I’m going to try to teach her to count without using her hooves.”
Will you be okay by yourself for a little while?”
Vimbert: “She is an earth pony, so explaining this might take a while.”
“Sure, I’ll just try and find a story for my school play.”
Twilight nodded. “That’s an excellent idea. Now, if you need help Spike is at Rarity’s and Owlowiscious is asleep in the bedroom upstairs.
Vimbert: Translation: if you need help, too bad!
I’ll be back soon.”
“Okay Twilight.”
“Thanks again Sugarcube.” Applejack offered as she and Twilight galloped out the door. “I don’t know what that nasty plant is, but I know it ain’t good on my apple trees.”
At that the door to the library shut under Twilight’s magic, leaving little Nyx to her studies. The disguised alicorn
Anonymous: This again... Really?
Anon13: Apparently Pen believes when in doubt, assume the reader is a goldfish.
looked about the room for a few minutes, just mindlessly perusing the books on the shelves for something that looked like a story book before she noticed one book that was left setting out.
Disco: “Furniture: The Anthology?”
simonAJ: Horizontal Surface really lost his touch after the caterpillar incident.
Crazy56U: Yeah, after that, he went full on Hunter S. Thompson and tried to shoot his typewriter.
Trotting over, Nyx looked into the book and its beautiful illustrations, beginning to read the first line.
Once upon a time, in the magical land of Equestria, there were two regal sisters who ruled together and created harmony for all the land. To do this, the eldest-
Ezn: I WONDER WHAT WILL HAPPEN NEXT.
==============
“So, do you know what the play is supposed to be about?”
Ezn: “It’s about life! And meaning! About real people... and sewer mutants.”
Disco: The tragic story of a Mary Sue corrupted by her own idiocy.
DiStort: Truly an epic tragedy for the ages.
Anonymous: From where I'm standing, its quite a common one at this point.
Twilight asked as she walked with Rarity in the direction of the Ponyville Elementary School. The pair of unicorns had volunteered to help the students prepare the show, though all the actual work was going to be done by the fillies and colts.
Ezn: Rarity had been appointed because of her experience with sweatshops.
It was a chance for the students to find their cutie marks,
Disco: And fail miserably.
and in truth it was a similar school play event that helped Rarity discover her special talent in fashions and clothes making.
CTOONfan1: So the bedazzled dancing food play is back?
Ezn: This play is something that would totally happen in Ponyville, you guys.
“I’ve asked Sweetie Belle but she’s refused to tell me; says we’ll find out today. She seems really excited though.”
“Is she going to be acting in the play or she helping some other way?”
“My sister wanted to help with the costumes but... after she mentioned to Cheerilee that she was the one that made the costumes for the Crusaders’ appearance in the talent show she encouraged Sweetie Belle to take on one of the acting parts... a part with singing.”
Disco: Common Sense Syndrome claims another victim.
Vimbert: The poor Dears.
“Oh, that’s good. Sweetie Belle has such an amazing voice, it will be nice to hear her sing.”
“Yes it will. Personally, I’d bet that she’s destined to be a great singer...
Disco: Or a dictionary.
DiStort: Or a singing dictionary.
Crazy56U: Please; that's too silly for this series.
Anonymous: ...but not for Past Sins...
Ezn: This is your singing dictionary, I hope it finds you well!
Ezn: You're invited to a lecture 'cause we want you to go to Hell!
but we just can’t be sure until that little cutie mark of hers appears, can we?”
Twilight shook her head as the pair began getting close to the school house. While the school and its playground were set up on one side of the path, the school’s outdoor stage was set up on the opposite side of the road. The one and only permanent stage in Ponyville, unless you counted the town hall.
Anon13: Then again, considering the farces and tragedies that happen there...
Cheerilee was standing in the center of the many colts and fillies, giving directions to the eagerly listening young ponies. After all, doing the play meant they got out of normal school work
CTOONfan1: On second thought, dress me up as a ruby pie!
for at least part of the day. Still, when Cheerilee saw Twilight and Rarity approaching, the teacher decided to let the students slip off to recess a little earlier than scheduled so she could talk with the two unicorns.
“You two have excellent timing.” Cheerilee offered
Vimbert: A deep bow to her betters, as was befitting of her race.
as the children ran off to play, Nyx giving a wave to Twilight before running off with her friends. “I was just telling the class how you were kind enough to volunteer your time to help us make this play.”
Casca: Parent-teacher Relations 101: Tell guardian that he/she is being given credit for efforts to distract them from the lack of actual work being done.
“Glad to help Cheerilee, though we still haven’t been told just what the play is supposed to be about.”
“Oh, of course. Here.” Cheerilee replied, using a hoof to push a few scripts across the ground. Twilight picked up the one on top, Rarity looking over the purple unicorn’s shoulder as they read the title on the script.
CTOONfan1: “High Stable Musical”?
Crazy56U: (tries to leave) Darn it, the door's locked.
Vimbert: I've been trying to dig my way out, but since I'm not a filthy earth pony I'm not getting anywhere.
“Reunion of the Royal Pony Sister.”
Anonymous: We can all tell this will end just fine.
Twilight read aloud.
“Yes, it was Nyx’s idea. She found an old fairy tale about how Celestia and Luna kept the world in balance, and then how Luna became the frightful Nightmare Moon. Apple Bloom then had the idea to incorporate the adventure you and your friends had where you beat Nightmare Moon and restored Princess Luna back to normal.”
Disco: When in doubt, plagiarize.
Anonymous: I think I can hear Season 1 crying from here.
“Wow, that’s actually not a bad story. A little fairy tale.” Rarity mused.
Crazy56U: Damn, Rarity just burned the Season 1 premiere!
Disco: It’s a fanfic within a fanfic!
DiStort: FANFICCEPTION.
Anon13: We have to go derper!
RingmasterJ5: Yo, dawg. We put a fanfic in a mock of a fanfic so you can read while you mock while you read!
“What are the plays usually about?”
“Well, at least when I was a filly, our Spring Festival play was about a pony picnic that got stolen by ants. It was... cute... but not exactly what you would call great theater.
Disco: Unlike ripping off a children’s cartoon.
But this actually looks passable.” Rarity offered, flipping through another copy of the script. “Oh, and look here, one of the songs they sing, it’s the one Pinkie Pie sang
CTOONfan1: Be more specific, please.
Vimbert: Maybe we should include a link just in case.
when we were in Everfree Forest.”
“You mean when she was telling us to giggle at the ghosties and crack up at the creepy?” Twilight asked, flipping to the same page in the script.
“The very one. Oh, I can only imagine how Pinkie Pie will react when she hears them singing it. We won’t be able to stop her from bouncing for days.”
Twilight giggled, picturing Pinkie Pie’s reaction.
“Yea, she’ll probably start singing along right there in the audience.
Anonymous: Screw the audience. She's gonna jump on stage.
Still, this looks fun.”
“Oh yes, its going to be one of the best plays the school has ever put on!” Cheerilee energetically agreed.
Disco: Not like the standards are high.
“I’ve actually pulled together both classes because there are just so many parts to play and things to be done. And we’ve already got all the character’s casted.
Anon13: They’re made of pewter, and will be sold on TV for the Franklin Mint.
You can see who is who on the first page.”
Twilight and Rarity nodded, flipping to the first page of the script.
Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters
CTOONfan1: Or, What Happens When Your Sister Thinks She Got The Short Stick
A Ponyville Elementary School Production
Written By Cheerilee
Disco: At least we know who to blame.
Music Composed By Lyra
Narrator.................................Zecora
Twilight Sparkle.................Dinky Doo
Applejack......................Apple Bloom
Rarity............................Sweetie Belle
Rainbow Dash....................Scootaloo
Fluttershy.....................Cotton Cloudy
Pinkie Pie........................Sunny Days
The Mayor...........................Little Hoof
Sea Serpent....................Tornado Bolt
Manticore..................................Archer
simonAJ: I cast 404 at the darkness!
Crazy56U: Figures they got the worst Starfleet captain to be in this.
Anon13: Would you want Shatner in this role?
RingmasterJ5: Yes, actually.
Disco: It’d make this play somewhat entertaining.
Princess Celestia.........Diamond Tiara
Princess Luna..................Silver Spoon
Nightmare Moon.............................Nyx
Isphone: Convenient...
Anonymous: Like I said. It'll all be fine.
Disco: But where’s Derpy?!
Crazy56U: Hiding in the chicken coop.
Ponyville Residents & Everfree Forest Trees
Hot Rod, Berry Pinch, Paradise, Tootsie Flute,
White Lightning, Peachy Pie, Lily Dache
Set Design
Berry Pinch, Paradise, Peachy Pie
Costumes
Sunny Days, Tootsie Flute, Lily Dache
Stage Hooves
Anon13: There’s a pony named after bleach?
DiStort: Dear God, that's a lot of links.
Anonymous: Lot of broken links.
Ezn: Remind me to thank Pen for graciously giving us these ponies’ contact details. I’m planning to put on a play, you see...
“Zecora... I’m surprised you were able to get her to be the narrator.” Rarity said, glancing up from the page.”
Ezn: “I didn’t know zebras could read!”
Vimbert: “Next you’ll tell me that filthy earth ponies can... err...”
“It was Apple Bloom that actually convinced her. From what I hear, she has a great voice.”
“Oh yes, her voice is perfect for a story of this kind of genre, narrating an epic tale. Yet, I’d suggest you let her come up with her own lines.”
“Why is that?”
Disco: She actually has taste.
“Zecora speaks in rhymes very naturally, and having a rhyming narrator would just give the whole play a very old fairytale appeal.
Crazy56U: Wrongo. It'll give the whole play a Dr. Seuss-ish appeal.
That, and I can’t imagine what her voice would sound like if she didn’t rhyme as she does.”
Disco: Normal?
“I’ll be sure to sit down with her then and work on the script.”
Ezn: “She can make the sandwiches and lemonade!”
Rarity smiled with a nod, reading further down the page.
Ezn: She then frowned with a cringe, barely containing her rage.
“Well, would you look at that. Sweetie Belle is going to be playing me. Though, I supposed that makes sense. She does have my wonderful white coat.
Ezn: “I lost it to her in a bet.”
Disco: “And my terrible personality.”
Vimbert: *nods*
Oh, and Scootaloo gets to be Rainbow Dash! She must be positively ecstatic!”
Ezn: “Now she can pretend to be a pony who other ponies care about!”
“Oh yes.” Cheerilee agreed. “Scootaloo was practically begging for the chance to play Rainbow Dash
CTOONfan1: Are you sure you don't mean "bribing" or "threatening"?
Anon13: I would guess "incessantly whining".
the moment realized
CTOONfan1: The moments are apparently alive.
Anon13: ♫ With the sound of faaaailuuuuure....♫
she’d be a character in a play. It is also a character that suits her, since she talks so much like Rainbow Dash.”
Disco: She also worships a small effigy made of Dash’s used chewing gum.
“Yes, Scootaloo is definitely a filly who you hear saying ‘awesome’ just about as much as Dash.” Rarity agreed, continuing to read down the page.
Ezn: An astute observation, my good lady.
“Let’s see, don’t know her, or her, or her... wait, Sea Serpent? Do you mean Steven Magnet?”
“Who?”
“Steven Magnet, that’s the name of the sea serpent we met on our way to find the Elements of Harmony.
CTOONfan1: And you learned this... when?
Ezn: “Well, that’s what this strange pony called Youtube Caption told us. She kind of scares me, actually.”
Oh, I do hope you are portraying him well. Such a well groomed and polite
Disco: And simply fabulous!
sea serpent shouldn’t be relegated to a role of a simple monster.
Ezn: “You have a point there. I think we should rename the play ‘Steven Magnet and the Pony Sisters’. We could even call it ‘Magnet!’ and do a musical...”
Blahdeblah: Yet another story that I would much rather be reading.
Wouldn’t you agree Twilight?....... Twilight?”
Rarity and Cheerilee turned to look at Twilight, the unicorn stiff as a statue and a few shades paler than she normally was.
Disco: The cockatrice finally got its revenge!
“Twilight, Dear, what’s wrong?” Rarity asked, noticing the unicorn’s eyes were focused on the page. Returning to her own copy of the script, Rarity read down a few more lines and then froze up too,
CTOONfan1: It strikes again! Someone get Fluttershy quick!
eyes narrowing.
“Is... is something wrong?” Cheerilee asked, concerned why the two unicorns were acting the way they were.
Ezn: It’s ‘cause they’re unicorns, dear. Weirdo magic does something to their brains.
“Oh... oh, of course not, Dear.”
Vimbert: Twilight, angered at being ignored in favor of Dear, left the fic.
Rarity replied, regaining her composure. “I was just curious about some of your casting. For example, what makes you feel Nyx will play a good Nightmare Moon?
Ezn: “It’s mainly because she’s black. The villain has to be black.”
Svensvenderson: But then won't she die first?
Anon13: No, no, no, being the main villain makes her an exception to that rule. She won't die until right before the closing credits.
RingmasterJ5: Only to be revived in the obligatory post-credits Sequel Hook.
She is, after all, such a sweetheart and Nightmare Moon is... well...”
Crazy56U: A hammy excuse of a villain?
Anon13: But still better than Serpent-Tyrant.
“That’s the point of acting, Rarity, to be characters we usually aren’t.
CTOONfan1: For instance, I'm acting right now like I give a crap!
Ezn: Oh! Let me try! *Ahem* i luv nyx shes sooo cwot pas syns is gratest wrok of literture evar!!1!
Besides, it was Scootaloo that suggested it
Disco: Because she’s such a fountain of good ideas.
and everypony in class agreed that Nyx would do the best Nightmare Moon,
Ezn: They decided to settle for doing Nightmare Moons of lesser quality
if only because she has a black coat.
Ezn: THAT’S RACIST!
I asked Nyx if she was okay with that, and she didn’t seem to mind at all.”
Ezn: “Well, she might have complained, but I don’t speak Mary-Sue.”
”Oh, well it’s good to know Nyx is looking forward to the role.”
Anon13: Ignore that ominous trumpet sting that just sounded out of nowhere.
“It is, especially because it’s one of the characters that has a lot of lines. Not as much as, say, your character, Twilight, but still a significant amount of lines.
Ezn: Litres and litres of lines! So much lines!
Still, I have little doubt Nyx will be able to memorize what she needs to say.”
“Of course, she’ll be a perfect Nightmare Moon.
Ezn: DUN DUN DUN!
Don’t you agree Twilight?” Rarity said, elbowing the purple unicorn in the side and snapping her out of her shock.
“Oh... oh yes of course. Perfect.” Twilight said with a forced grin.
==============
“But WHY!?”
Disco: That’s what the readers ask every couple of sentences.
“I’m sorry Nyx, you just... you can’t be in the play.”
Ezn: “It’s not you, it’s me. The play, that is. It’s afraid of commitment.”
“But...but that isn’t fair!” The black filly whined, stomping her hoof.
Ezn: A simple mare, living simple dreams...
“The play’s tomorrow! They won’t be able to do perform without me!”
Ezn: “They’re not even able to do perform with me!”
Twilight frowned, feeling her heart twist in her chest.
Casca: Bedurn'd burritos.
It had been a few weeks since the unicorn found out the little filly was going to be Nightmare Moon in the play, and over those two weeks Twilight had agonized over what to do.
Ezn: So much so that she lost her past perfect tense in the middle of this sentence.
Whether to let Nyx participate in the play or to make up an excuse and keep her at the library.
Disco: Twi’s cutie mark really represents indecision.
Twilight had actually started leaning towards letting Nyx be in the play, considering how much fun she seemed to be having. Two things, however, quickly changed Twilight’s mind.
CTOONfan1: Common and sense.
Vimbert: Oh no, she's afflicted too!
The first was
Ezn: that she liked watching Nyx suffer
the announcement that Celestia and Luna were going to be attending the Spring Festival, having heard that the Ponyville School was going to be telling the story of Luna’s return, the first stage performance of the story.
Twilight knew Nyx’s disguise could fool common ponies, but she couldn’t expect it to fool Celestia and Luna. Luna had been Nightmare Moon
Crazy56U: Gee, thanks for reminding us, Sherlock.
and Celestia was arguably just as familiar with the Mare in the Moon.
Svensvenderson: What with the banishing and all.
Ezn: You only really know someone after you banish them to the moon.
They would surely notice Nyx’s resemblance,
Ezn: What? Nyx has a resemblance? I want one of those!
and Twilight feared Nyx would be banished on the spot.
Disco: We couldn’t possibly be that lucky.
The other thing that that had swayed Twilight was when she finally got to see Nyx’s costume.
Ezn: That sure did sway Twilight (nudge nudge, wink wink)!
The armor was made of stiff fabric and wire, the wings were fake, and the sparkling mane was obviously just purple fabric with sparkles... but it was enough that Nyx looked just too much like Nightmare Moon,
DiStort: Nightmare Moon would probably take that as an insult.
Hellioning: I was unaware that Nightmare Moon was the size of a little filly when she was trying to take over the world.
Ezn: You've gotta watch the episodes quite a few times to pick up these little details.
especially with the moon cutie mark painted on her flank. Sure, some ponies in Ponyville might just think the costume was wonderful... but still Twilight feared they would draw unwanted connections.
Ezn: I prefer to draw unwanted conclusions, but that’s just me.
“I’m... I’m sorry Nyx, but they’ll just have to do the play without you.” Twilight assured.
“NO! It’s not fair! I’ve worked really hard and I learned all my lines!”
Disco: “I watched the episode ten times!”
Ezn: Pshh, amateur.
Nyx threw out,
Vimbert: some dope rhymes, revolutionizing the industry forever.
Ezn: “Yo my name is Nyx and I don’t no got ticks!
I’m an alicorn reanimated nightmare!
My Mary-Sue skills make you care!
The level of cuteness I’m throwing down
is over nine thousand, soyouwillbe going down
Down to E-Q-Daily, where you will love me
I’m super adorable, you will see
You’ll draw some fanart, until you’re sick
You’ll make sixty-seven threads on /fic/
Haters gonna hate, but I’m still sinnin’ in the past
You best read my story, I promise it’s a blast
N-Dawg OUT”
Anon13: Mad props, Ezn. Word. (Or whatever the hell they’re saying these days.)
Crazy56U: I'd answer, but then I would be the whitest (and nerdiest) guy in the universe.
Disco: I’m jiggy with it.
Crazy56U: ...PAST SINS VERSION OF "EPIC RAP BATTLES OF HISTORY"! Pen Stroke, make it so!
RingmasterJ5: Who would Nyx battle? Actually...make it an “EPIC RAP BATTLES OF BAD MLP FANFICTION!” and have her battle Lightning Dawn. (All these future references must be confusing the hell out of everyone just starting with this MST.)
Anon13: Let’s just say people will look back on this and laugh.
RingmasterJ5: They’ll probably laugh harder at the MiB mock.
starting to enter a tantrum.
simonAJ: "Sorry miss, this tantrum's full. Try the one down the street."
“Nyx...”
“IT”S NOT FAIR!!!”
“NYX!” Twilight barked, forcing the filly to fall silent.
Disco: Twilight speaks fluent Dog.
“I”m sorry, I really am, but this is just how it has to be. Now, I want you to go upstairs and take that costume off.”
Disco: “You’d better be naked when I come up there!”
“But...”
“Upstairs!” Twilight said, stamping her hoof. Nyx met Twilight’s hard gaze... and then began to tear up. Breaking into a gallop, Nyx ran upstairs, crying the whole way before slamming the bedroom shut behind her.
Crazy56U: Oh, good one, Twi!
“Twilight, don’t you think you could just let her be in the play?” Spike asked. “I mean, she was really looking forward to it.”
Disco: No one else was.
“I know she was Spike, and I want to let her but... it’s just too risky. If Celestia and Luna were to figure out the truth,
Ezn: “I do not believe that they would be able to handle it.”
that she was made by the spell those cultists were casting... they’d banish her to the moon... take her away.
Ezn: “Even... even if she doesn’t like bananas.”
I... I can’t let that happen.”
Svensvenderson: "No matter how much I want to."
Anon13: On behalf of the readers... DO IT! DO IT NOW!
Disco: You can do it, Twi! Just believe in the me that believes in you!
“Do you really think Celestia would just do that? I mean, she trusts you completely. I’m sure you could convince her that Nyx isn’t Nightmare Moon.”
“I’m glad you think so Spike... but I just can’t risk it.”
Ezn: “This story’s still got another sixteen chapters to go!”
==============
“Now Spike and I
Disco: “But not Past Spike and I. Don’t want to create a time paradox.”
have to meet with the princesses this evening. Celestia expects me and him to be there to watch the evening performances with her and Luna.”
Crazy56U: "And if I'm tardy, I'm going to go bucking insane, so I have to leave now."
Twilight said, talking to Nyx, the filly dressed in her normal, everyday clothes. “Owlowiscious will be keeping an eye on you, and I expect you to behave for him.”
“Yes Ma’am.” Nyx said, the tone of disappointment thick
Svensvenderson: With just a hint of scorn for flavor.
Ezn: She was positively italic with disappointment and scorn.
in her voice.
“And... I am sorry Nyx, and I promise I’ll make this up to you.” Twilight said, having to turn to leave. “Now, try not to think about it. Spike and I will be back soon.”
Disco: Scootaloo’s mother said the same thing.
Ezn: I heard she left a note.
“Okay...”
With that Twilight stepped out the door, closing it tightly behind her. Owlowiscious then flew across the room, taking the key from the door lock in his talons before landing on the edge of Twilight’s writing desk.
Nyx’s eye brows furrowed once Twilight was gone, the little filly kicking at some books on the floor as she stomped around the floor.
Ezn: The books bounced around on the floor while the carpet sat on the floor and the floor held up the walls.
“It isn’t fair... it isn’t fair! Cheerilee is expecting me to be there, they’re all counting on me! I practiced so hard! It isn’t fair....”
“Hoo.”
DiStort: Translation: SHUT UP.
Nyx looked over at Owlowiscious, the horned owl watching her. Nyx then went wide eyed, quickly scampering over to the owl.
Disco: There was no food in the library, and she was starving.
“Please, Owlowiscious, let me go to the play. Everypony is counting on me. They won’t be able to do it without me. I’m supposed to be Nightmare Moon and you can’t tell the story without Nightmare Moon.”
Crazy56U: For some reason, her shadow moved when she said that.
Ezn: Meta.
“Hoo?”
“Nightmare Moon, the bad mare.
Ezn: Bad mare! Bad mare! Bad mare! She’s bad!
Please, Owlowiscious... Please please please please PLEEAASSEEE.”
Casca: The power of caps lock compels you!
Disco: Ugh, Rarity flashback.
Vimbert: I know that feel.
The owl’s gaze met Nyx’s for a moment,
CTOONfan1: They leaned in and... oh sorry. Wrong fic.
Crazy56U: ... (scoots away)
RingmasterJ5: Sadly, that probably exists.
the filly looking up at him with the biggest, most pleading eyes she could muster. She was evening
Casca: Because being a certain time of day will do wonders for your complexion.
Hellioning: I dunno, it doesn't seem to do much for Twilight.
doing a trick Sweetie Belle taught her, the filly pushing out her bottom lip in a pout.
Ezn: Then the owl pecked off her face for being an emotionally manipulative little brat.
“Hoo....”
Casca: Translation: Darn this plot, it drives me to betray my owner.
The owl replied, almost in defeat. Taking off, he flew across the room and expertly placed the key in the door lock.
Ezn: “When you bin doin’ this as long as I have kid, puttin’ a key in a lock’s as easy as puttin’ a key in a lock.”
He then flew around, making another pass as he turned the key and opened the door.
Disco: No! Look what you’ve done! Bad owl!
Ezn: Bad owl! Bad owl! Bad owl! He’s bad!
Crazy56U: Silly Disco; the plot says this is a GOOD thing! ...I think.
“OH! Thank you Owlowiscious! Thank you thank you thank you!!!” Nyx said with several bounces before running upstairs.
Ezn: Where she was met by the police and taken to jail for exclamation point abuse.
In a flash the filly alicorn got out of her vest and tossed off her glasses
Ezn: I don’t really even need to say it anymore.
before pulling out her costume.
Casca: I put on my robe and wizard hat...
Ezn: The rest of the night was spent trolling Omegle.
With a single leap Nyx landed in all four of the costume shoes
Svensvenderson: Able to land in four shoes in a single bound!
and began putting on other bits of fake armor.
Disco: “Comic-Con, here I come!”
Cheerilee would paint on the cutie mark once Nyx got to the performance, but first she needed to get on her fake wings.
Ezn: Cheerilee was kinda weird about painting that way.
While it seemed pointless, since the filly alicorn already had wings,Twilight insisted that if she was going to be in the play that she had to wear the fake wings that went with the costume and keep her wings hidden underneath.
Ezn: Plothole averted!
The fake wings, however, were difficult to get on. The one part of the costume that wasn’t very well designed and usually needed to be put on before the helmet, which Nyx was already wearing. Still, not wanting to waste time taking off the helmet, Nyx struggled to just get the wings on. She was making progress
CTOONfan1: Actually, I think Andrew Joshua Talon writes that.
Crazy56U: Great, now we have two cases of plagiarizing! Pen Stroke is SO sued!
after fumbling with the wings for a few minutes, only to trip tripped
CTOONfan1: Double the tripping, double the OUCH!
Ezn: Huzzah!
Anon13: That often happens when you don't put your verb tenses where they belong.
over her own hooves. The wings hit the floor and Nyx landed on top of them, the fall punctuated by the sound of snapping wood.
Ezn: I wish more things in this story would be punctuated.
“Oh no!” Nyx half shouted,
Vimbert: Half-whimpered
looking at the now horribly bent wings.
Disco: It’s just like every Rainbow Dash fic ever!
Ezn: “Help! Help! Someone did a find-and-replace with Nyx and Rainbow Dash on the Past Sins docs and now Seth has banned the fic!”
The filly pushed at them with her hoof, which only caused one of the fake wings to snap in half. She looked down at the costume wings for a time, and then glanced back at hers.
“It... it will be fine. I just have to keep my wings standing up.” Nyx said, smiling as she extended her little wings vertically.
Disco: Must...resist...wingboner joke!
Anonymous: I won't! WINGBONER! HAH!
Crazy56U: Dude! She's a filly!
RingmasterJ5: Uhh, Crazy, you do realize that Twilight’s probably taught her all about that during their “special times”, right?
Anon13: With help from Rarity’s “Special” book collection?
RingmasterJ5: Yes, those are used to weigh her down.
Disco: Wow.
Anon13: … you went there.
RingmasterJ5: It happens when you’ve read every ComicsNix fic. You go EVERYWHERE with fanfic sex jokes.
The filly knew she was going to be in SO much trouble with Twilight once she got home, but that didn’t matter at the moment. She had responsibility to her friends and the rest of her class.
Disco: By stopping that travesty of a play.
Making sure the rest of her costume was secured and in good shape, Nyx galloped back downstairs and out the front door, racing towards the Spring Festival after offering a final loud “Thank you!” to Owlowiscious, who replied with his characteristic hoot.
CTOONfan1: It's literally all he has to his character.
=====================================================================
Questions, Comments, Concerns?
DiStort: More than you can count.
pen.stroke.pony@gmail.com
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
Hellioning: And thank Faust for that.
=====================================================================
Chapter 6
Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters
Crazy56U: Tonight, on a very special Jerry Springer.
===========================
Twilight, along with the rest of the audience, applauded as the preceding performance ended.
CTOONfan1: Thank Celestia it's over!
Crazy56U: Not even close, junior.
All of Ponyville as well as a number of ponies from other towns were sitting in the city’s central square, which had been transformed into a outdoor theater for the Spring Festival.
Ezn: Theater is a art.
A large stage, with all the bells and whistles of proper lighting and the such,
Anon13: Whoa, the such is in this? Awsum!!!
Drizzel: EXCELLENT! (guitar riff)
had been set up on one side of the plaza that surrounded the town hall. The area was packed with ponies, all eagerly standing
Ezn: Dayum, that standing. I know I get eager when I’m standing.
and waiting to see the many performances. Twilight, however, wasn’t among the ponies below but instead was seated up on a balcony of the town hall.
Svensvenderson: 'Cause she's special.
She, Spike, and her friends had been invited to sit with Princess Celestia and Luna
Disco: and her abacus
in what was being called the VIP section, for
Disco: Vaguely Idiotic Protagonists?
Vimbert: Very Idiotic Protagonists.
Very Important Ponies.
“Oh, that was a funny one!
GelidEnmity: “So funny I completely went out of character!”
Vimbert: “Not that anypony noticed, because none of us are in character!”
I loved the one part where they threw a pie.” Pinkie Pie said, bouncing on her sitting cushion.
Vimbert: “Pinkie Pie, that was all they did for twenty-five minutes.”
“Yea,” Rainbow Dash agreed, “That was pretty sweet.”
Vimbert: Unfortunately for Rainbow Dash, the pies had been left out too long, and were becoming decidedly sour by that point.
“Total laugh riot.” Spike added.
GelidEnmity: “The laughs circled around the bank, screaming ‘We are the 99%!’ while being sprayed in the face with pepper spray.”
“The humor was low brow...
CTOONfan1: Is there any better?
but enjoyable.” Rarity offered as a counter point.
Vimbert: She counters a point by agreeing completely. Master debater Rarity is not.
“Though I particularly liked the joke about blues music.”
Ezn: And suddenly this fic became Tangled Up in Blues.
DiStort: Wait, Equestria has blues music? Who invented it? Zebras?
Svensvenderson: I smell a Blues Brothers crossover fanfic in the works.
Crazy56U: Not before the "Big Lebowski" crossover; Season 2 demands it.
“Really? Cause that one was kind of stupid if you ask me.” Applejack argued.
“It must have simply gone over your head.”
GelidEnmity: Much like everything in her school years.
Vimbert: Well, she is an earth pony.
“Really, then wouldn’t it have hit her hat?” Pinkie Pie asked, a question that made Rainbow Dash snort.
Svensvenderson: Just say no RD!
Ungulateman: Winners don’t do drugs!
“Oh... oh geeze, somepony should tell those stallions that one; that’s a joke that should be in a play.”
The others were giggling right along with Dash, including Celestia and Luna.
Anonymous: The abacus just made a few clacking noises.
Ungulateman: Luna then spent the next several years studying her abacus’ newfound language instead of being in this fic. THE END.
While the group of ponies had been a little tense around the royal sisters at first,
CTOONfan1: "Don't send us to the moon" was heard a few times.
Drizzel: A few others were panicking about bananas for some reason.
a few good performances and Celestia cracking a particularly witty joke let everypony act a bit more casually.
Disco: Celestia riffs in her free time.
Anon13: She actually knew the bit about the young colt from Nantucket.
“So, what’s next on the program Sister?” Luna asked, eager to see what’s next.
Ezn: “Banana break.”
Private Sprinkles: "I think we should go to wonderful play called Cupca-" "NO!" "awww"
Anonymous: The no came from Pinkie.
Svensvenderson: And everypony else, everywhere.
“Let’s see... the Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters by the Ponyville Elementary School.”
“Oh yeah, this is the one I’ve been waiting for.” Dash said eagerly, sitting up on her cushion. “This is the one about us!”
Disco: “Get your rotten tomatoes ready!”
“Personally, I just hope Apple Bloom don’t make me look like a foal.” Applejack admitted.
Disco: A bit late for that, AJ.
Ezn: You’re already a silly pony.
“Don’t need no ponies snickerin’ behind my back because of this.”
Disco: Don’t worry, they’ll laugh in your face.
“I’m sure Apple Bloom will do fine.” Fluttershy reassured. “After all, she actually knows you. I don’t even know the pony whose going to be playing me.”
GelidEnmity: When Fluttershy stopped talking, the camera panned to reveal a fat pony with foals attempting to escape her folds.
“Yea, I guess yer right.
GelidEnmity: Not her left?
Hey, says here in this program they got Nyx to play Nightmare Moon.”
“Really! That’s awesome! I bet she’s gonna make a great Nightmare Moon.” Rainbow Dash offered.
CTOONfan1: Oh you have no idea.
Anon13: Spoilers, dude.... oh who am I kidding.
“I... I wouldn’t get your hopes up, Girls. Nyx
GelidEnmity: From now on, I’ll always yell at the mention of Nyx.
NYYYYYYYYYYYX!!!
Midnight: Hi Nyx, would you mind playing yourself because we’re not quite sure that everypony is ostracising the incarnate remnant of evil quite enough this week.
wasn’t feeling well earlier.”
“Oh, the poor thing; did she have a stomach ache?” Fluttershy asked.
Ezn: “You could probably call it that, yeah.”
“Oh yes, really nasty tummy ache.” “Twilight lied.
Disco: Our heroine, folks.
GelidEnmity: Did she eat too many apples?
Vimbert: Apples filled with POIZEN
“I actually left her back at the library with Owlowiscious.
Svensvenderson: “Who?”
Crazy56U: That is true, Who is in fact on first base.
I doubt she’ll be able to make it.”
“Twilight, it sounds like this little filly is living with you.” Celestia pointed out. “I’m surprised you haven’t told me.”
Vimbert: “We weren’t going to reach pedophilia until next month. I applaud your enthusiasm.”
“Oh... really? Ha ha...
Private Sprinkles: What a story Mark. So how is your sex life?
Crazy56U: YOU ARE TEARING ME APART, SPRINKLES!
Ungulateman: Oh, hi doggy.
GelidEnmity: Doggy: “Don’t touch me mother focker!”
I thought I’d told you about her back when she first arrived. She’s my cousin... half-cousin,
Ezn: and half-shouted
Ungulateman: It’s not very nice to buy someone half a drink.
really ... but yea, she’s been staying with me for a while now.” Twilight answered, trying to keep as casual as possible but unable to stop herself from putting on
Ezn: formalwear
Ungulateman: airs of nobility
a stupid, forced smile.
Disco: Twi, Celestia doesn’t even need to be omnipotent to know you’re lying.
Anonymous: Its official. Twi is now a worse liar than AJ.
“Well, I do hope you’ll introduce me to her.”
Vimbert: Someone botched a Sense Motive roll.
CTOONfan1: Apparently living over 1000 years and ruling a country hasn't taught her how to read an obvious lie.
Ungulateman: I’m more worried about what Molestia would do to Nyx.
“I’d love to, but like I said she wasn’t feeling well so she may not be up to it this evening.”
Ungulateman: Go on. Read this out of context. Consider Molestia. Read it out of context again.
“I understand. Perhaps another time.” Celestia assured,
Vimbert: And another botch.
Anon13: Dude. Get new dice, yours suck.
turning her pink eyes
Ezn: And suddenly this fic became a popular Fallout Equestria spinoff.
back to the stage where Ponyville’s mayor was stepping out.
Disco: “I’ll banish her one of these days.”
“Ladies and Gentlecolts,
Vimbert: No “Fillies and gentlecolts”? PAST SINS CANON STATUS LOST
I am now proud to present the Ponyville Elementary School’s original
Ezn: lol
play, The Reunion of the Royal Pony Sisters.”
DiStort: "Copyright Cheerilee."
Anonymous: Ahem You mean: Stolen by Cherilee.
Crazy56U: Hey, what Faust doesn't know won't hurt her, right?
Anonymous: But Faust knows all.
Vimbert: No, you see, Cherilee made a FAUSTian bargain to obtain the rights.
The crowd applauded, the parents in the crowd particularly loud
Vimbert: As they had been drinking to dull the pain.
as the mayor stepped off the stage and the curtains opened. Some smoke began to curl out from the stage, a few dark set pieces looming in the sea of mist.
Disco: Oh, look. Someone set the stage on fire. Can we go home now?
The only light came from the stars and moon above, and for a moment all things were quiet.
“Beware... Beware you pony folk, for the tale I am about to tell is no joke.
Disco: You sure about that, Zecora?
Vimbert: Unlike the tale we’re reading.
Ezn: Beware, beware, you riffing folk, for this riff here is no- oh wait...
Midnight: beware beware you zebra folk, to speak in rhyme, it is no joke. If your meter’s off or candence wide, your poetic license will be denied.
A story begun in days, months, and years gone by, about the pony sisters who, in harmony, ruled the sky.”
simonAJ: The Earth was left to the care of some guy named John.
Anon13: He didn't mind, he had a well-cared-for lawn.
Midnight: And as we all know, earth ponies ruled the land and the sea ponies ruled the sea. shoo-shoo-be-doo.
At this one of the set pieces on the stage moved, causing a few ponies to gasp as the figure stepped forward and one of the stage lights clicked on. Zecora stood for a moment in her cloak, eyes glowing beneath the hood, but she then lowered it and offered a smile to the crowd, taking in their shocked faces.
Disco: “Ugh, what’s a zebra doing here?!”
Vimbert: Even the earth ponies could look down at a zebra.
“The eldest did guide the sun, raising it up at the dawn. The other brought the moon to the sky when the day had ended and the sun to bed had gone.”
Ezn: A half-rhyme at best. Minus 9001 points.
Midnight: That... that was supposed to rhyme?
Ungulateman: I dunno, accents make rhymes hard. Damn zebras.
At this two more lights clicked on stage, Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon standing on either side the stage in their Luna and Celestia costumes.
CTOONfan1: Celestia: I don't really look that much like a bitch, do I?
Private Sprinkles: DOES SHE LOOK LIKE A BITCH!?
As Zecora stepped to one side of the stage, where she would narrate the rest of the play, the two little fillies climbed up some steps hidden behind the backdrop of the play, standing on the backs of the painted wooden mountains while a number of the other students came out and began to dance and play on stage.
“The two sisters brought harmony to the world as they brought balance to the moon and sun,
Ezn: The moon and sun have notoriously complicated accounting records.
and beneath their guidance all different ponies lived, laughed, and had fun.”
“Wow, Zecora is doing a really good job with the whole narrator thing.”
Ezn: “I guess zebras are good for something after all!”
Dash whispered to Applejack, the pair sitting next to each other.
Disco: Appledash sense is tingling!
“You got that right, Sugarcube.”
Anon13: “I’ve totally forgotten everypony’s names, so I just call you all ‘Sugarcube’ like it’s all there is to my character.”
“But, not all would be well in Equestria as the younger sister grew resentful, her actions set to make the future of the land quite eventful.
Crazy56U: But... the future refused to change. The task was quite out of her range.
The ponies of the land did frolic and play, lived much of their lives under the sun’s golden rays. Yet they slept through the night and its majesty. Something, in truth, that was a horrible tragedy.”
DiStort: This was before the days of nightclubs, sadly.
Anon13: And before serenades done by drunks singing badly.
As Zecora narrated, the fillies and colts on stage performed out the scene.
Ezn: while the foals of indeterminate gender performed in the scene
Diamond Tiara, dressed as Celestia,
Ezn: Just in case you forgot.
Anon13: Goldfish rule still in force.
stood proud as the ponies on stage played and laughed, but then when she hid behind the set pieces and Silver Spoon came out as Luna, the other ponies on stage all quickly fell asleep, some playfully snoring.
Anon13: Even fillies could spot a one-note character.
Vimbert: When not even the actors can stay awake, you know you’ve got a winning script on your hooves.
“In time it all became too much for the younger to bear, to have her night ignored... to feel as if no pony cared. One one fateful night she did protest, refusing to lower the moon in the west. All of this in spite of the elder sister’s
Ezn: tea chest
Midnight: feathered vest?
distress.”
“Luna, why won’t you lower the moon? It’s time for the sun to come up.” Diamond Tiara said, over extending the words as she gave a very forced regal tone to her voice. She and Silver Spoon were on the raised steps behind the plywood mountains again, calling to each other on either side of the stage while the other little actors and actresses continued to pretend to sleep.
Disco: The audience wasn’t pretending.
“I am tired of no pony seeing my night.
CTOONfan1: Well maybe if it wasn't so dark...
Ezn: “Can we just kill all the zebras and dragons and stuff? I don’t want them looking at it.”
I work so hard on it and all they do is sleep through it. It’s beautiful and no pony ever sees it but me.”
Ezn: And then Luna started the goth movement.
Ungulateman: CRAWLIIING IIIN MY SKIIIN THESE WOOOUNDS THEY WIIILL NOT HEEEAL
“Well... well...”
“Looks like somepony forgotten her lines.” Rarity whispered.
CTOONfan1: No I have a script right here. Celestia is supposed to say, "Well... well... oh crap I know what the rest of the story is. Just give me a moment."
Anon13: An earlier draft just had a tirade of swearing here.
The story, not the play.
“Personally, I don’t think it could have happened to a nastier filly. Did you know how she used to tease Apple Bloom?”
simonAJ: IWASN'TBULLIEDINSCHOOLANDTHISISN'TWISHFULFILLMENT I mean... Hi! What?
“Well... what else are ponies supposed to do? It’s too dark to work at night and, like, it’s too bright to sleep during the day.”
Ezn: The play had been tailored to the sensibilities of modern audiences. In a deleted scene, Celestia returns from the sun on a rocket-powered surfboard.
Diamond Tiara finally answered. This caused some chuckles to go through the audience, Luna herself snorting at hearing some pony that was supposed to be playing her sister speaking like that.
CTOONfan1: Hehe. Her failure as an actress brings us joy.
Still, Celestia took it in good humor, chuckling a little to herself as well.
Disco: “Add another one to the Banish List!”
CTOONfan1: Honestly, she should've been on it long ago.
“I don’t care!” Silver Spoon replied, able to remember her lines better than Diamond Tiara. “I won’t have my work be ignored anymore. They are going to see the majesty of my night, whether they want to or not.”
CTOONfan1: I shall teach them all to sleep with their eyes OPEN!
“But Sister...” Diamond Tiara called, only for her voice to fall silence as the light on Silver Spoon grew dark
Svensvenderson: We always knew Sliver Spoon was a bit dim...
Crazy56U: Uh, no. She was the smartest of the pair.
Anonymous: And yet still the equivalent of a damp match.
Anon13: This is like the perennial debate over whether Beavis or Butthead is "the smart one".
and Zecora began narrating again.
“But it was too late for kind words to sooth the younger’s heart, too deeply had she been hurt by the ponies who ignored her sky bound art. The bitterness inside her did twist, writhe, and contort, to the point that even the princess’ exterior did
Ezn: come apart
distort.
“Gone was her gentle visage in the emotional monsoon, behind all that was left was the dreadful Nightmare Moon!”
The light on the right side of the stage clicked on again, and gasps cut through the audience.
Ezn: killing hundreds. The event later came to be called the Great Gasp Massacre
Silver Spoon had been replaced by another little filly, with wings stretched high and perfectly still and an all black coat.
Ezn: I WONDER WHO THIS COULD BE...
On her flank was a fairly well painted crescent moon cutie mark and the fake armor looked rather convincing from a distance. The final touch was the filly’s eyes, which appeared to be shaped like dragon eyes,
Ezn: It took some extensive surgery to make them not look like daggers.
a brilliant turquoise with the whites of the eyes replaced with a lighter, blue/green color.
Disco: Her glasses! She can’t be seen without her glasses!
“Hey look, Nyx made it!” Applejack whisper-cheered.
Anon13: OK, how exactly would you do that without hurting yourself?
Ezn: You’ve gotta half-whisper, half-cheer. Every character in this story can do that in their sleep.
“Sweet apples, that little fully does pull off a nice Nightmare Moon.”
“Oh... oh yes, of course.” Rarity agreed, glancing nervously at Twilight. “She’s positively a doppelganger.”
Ezn: FORESHADOWING.
Anonymous: You're really pushing it Rarity.
“Yes, it is very impressive.”
Ezn: “I even feel my banishment senses tingling!”
Celestia commented, leaning towards Twilight. “And its good to see she’s over her tummy ache. Must have just been pre-show butterflies.”
Vimbert: Either Celestia has the worst d20 in the world or she’s just toying with Twilight before she busts out the banishment.
Blahdeblah: Well, she IS called "Trollestia" for a reason...
“Uh... uh yeah... butterflies.” Twilight half answered,
Vimbert: Half-yodeled
Ungulateman: And half-sang (three halves? I DON’T CARE!)
the unicorn suddenly feeling like she was about to lose her dinner.
simonAJ: The dinner is the most likable character in the story. If it goes, I'm outta here.
“Never again will the ponies of Equestria see the sun! I do hereby decree that this night shall last forever! MUWAHAHAHA!!!” Nyx
GelidEnmity: NYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYX!!!
said, faking the evil laugh at the end which brought a small round of laughter from the crowd... laughter that made Twilight look around the crowd in disbelief, wondering why an angry mob hadn’t already formed.
Disco: Most of the readers were too bored to make it this far.
“And night did last across the pony lands, despite the elder sister’s pleas and demands. In the end, with no other choice to be made, the elder sister had to take up the crusade. With the Elements of Harmony, a power beyond all measure, the elder banished her sister... an act in which she took no pleasure.”
DiStort: Though that opinion may vary, depending on who you ask.
The lights on the stage began to flicker on and off in a rainbow of colors
Ezn: To Dash’s approval.
CTOONfan1: Giving everypony seizures.
Crazy56U: Celestia summoned a rave to do in Nightmare Moon! Quick, pass out the glow sticks!
Ungulateman: Illegal drugs for everyone!
as Nyx
GelidEnmity: NYYYYYYYYYYX!!!
offered faked cries of anger.
Ezn: Don’t be fooled, people! Get the real deal. Don’t buy fake!
When the lights returned to normal Nyx
CTOONfan1: There's a normal Nyx? Where's she been?
GelidEnmity: NEEEEVER mind I’m getting bored.
simonAJ: Took you this long? Patience of a saint, hot damn.
had disappeared from view and, in her place, a plywood moon had been lowered down into view on which was painted the visage of the Mare in the Moon.
“To the moon the younger was sent, so that the ponies of Equestria she would never again torment.
CTOONfan1: You just know Luna's squirming.
The elder took on duties two fold,
Ezn: and made all the papercraft ponies without any help.
tending both the moon silver and the sun gold. Harmony was returned, the elder’s actions many did commend.
Ezn: Sadly, the previous sentence did not receive a semicolon in the end.
And for a thousand years all was good... but this story is not at its end.”
Disco: No! End this now! Please!
Ezn: Still seven chapters, bro!
===================
While the play had the level of professionalism that you’d expect from something put on by colts and fillies,
Ezn: or fanfiction on the internet, HYUK HYUK
DiStort: Which is to say, zero. Same for talent.
the crowd as a whole was enjoying it, even those who weren’t parents. After the first scene ended the next part of the play was Nightmare Moon’s return and Twilight meeting up with her friends.
Vimbert: And Spike.
Disco: Derpy was snubbed!
The third act was them going through the Everfree Forest, and facing the trials within.
And, of the crowd, Twilight’s friends seemed to be enjoying it the most. Dash was thrilled to see how awesome she was being portrayed by Scootaloo and Applejack and Rarity
simonAJ: Come on, she's not so fat that you need three actors to portray her.
Crazy56U: No pony decided to question why there were 3 Rainbow Dashes in the play now, and they CERTAINLY didn't question why two of them were played by adults.
Vimbert: Oh my god, triple rainbow...
Ezn: WHAT DOES THIS MEAN?!
were also satisfied by how well their sisters were acting. Dinky Doo was pulling off a pretty darn good Twilight, though the little filly tripped on her lines occasionally,
Ezn: A vindictive stagehand had left them lying around, you see.
and Pinkie Pie was still grinning ear to ear
simonAJ: This is a lot less endearing if you actually picture it. Go on, try.
Anonymous: HI GIRLS!
from hearing the pony acting her character and sing the song about ghosties and giggling.
It was something they were all enjoying, even Twilight.
Ezn: They were narcissistic like that.
Nyx had appeared on stage a number of times more.
CTOONfan1: Each time met with all the attention a Mary Sue doesn't deserve but gets anyway.
Okay, not exactly on stage.
Disco: She fell off several times.
She had stood on some steps in the background during the town hall scene and, during the forest scenes, she was lowered down on a rope, saying a few lines about what she had planned next for the little ponies before being raised back up.
Ezn: Sadly not as high as the moon.
The unicorn was furious that Nyx had disobeyed her...
Ezn: Sparkler had never babysat a more badly-behaved filly.
but she didn’t dare risk running off to speak with Nyx in the middle of the show; that would have drawn too much attention.
Crazy56U: Especially considering how she was going to use swears.
That and Celestia and Luna were just sitting there, smiling.
Disco: They were waiting for a chance to strike.
CTOONfan1: It took hours to realize they were wax dummies.
They didn’t seem at all phased with how much Nyx resembled Nightmare Moon,
Hellioning: So...the concept of "good costumes" and "looking like the person being portrayed" are foreign to Twilight?
even though the filly’s true, dragon like eyes were visible to everypony.
Twilight needed to figure out a way to explain that before the play ended, but she couldn’t focus on that too much.
Anonymous: OCD and ADHD!
Disco: They have prescriptions for that.
The fourth act was about to start, each act respectably short, but now it was the climax... the part of the play Twilight worried about the most.
CTOONfan1: She worried her hammy speech on friendship wouldn’t be dramatic enough.
Ezn: Twilight often worried about climaxes.
The fourth act was set to occur against the backdrop of the old castle... and the unicorn feared this scene might dredge up unwanted memories in Nyx.
Disco: Like all of Chapter 1.
Ezn: What made things worse was that Act 5 was to be set against the backdrop of Twilight’s bedroom.
“And with the final trial passed the ponies did arrive, to the resting place of the elements they hoped to revive.” Zecora narrated, the zebra’s part in the play becoming smaller after the first act.
Ezn: In a daring metaphor for the zebra’s part in the labour market.
The six ponies playing Twilight and her friends stepped onto the stage, drawing close to the wooden pedestals that held the fake elements of Harmony.
“The Elements of Harmony, we’ve found them.”
Ezn: No, you’ve found the fake ones! Haven’t you been reading this story?
Dinky Doo chimed out, the unicorn cast to play the role of Twilight.
Disco: In case you’ve forgotten.
Anonymous: We seem to be doing that a lot.
Dark Pinkie: Forgot what?
Anon13: Goldfish rule still in effect.
Unlike the real elements, the fake ones were set on pedestals low enough to the ground that the little colts and fillies were able to get them down without actually having to fly or lift them with magic.
“One, two, three, four... There’s only five!” The pony playing Pinkie Pie chimed out.
Ezn: Earth ponies can’t count! Suspension of disbelief = broken
“Squeee!” Pinkie Pie whispered, trying to keep her voice down but finding it difficult. “I said that... I said that! This is so cool. They got everything just right.”
“That’s mostly because of you, Sugarcube, since you somehow remembered everything we exactly said.”
“Oh, that was easy. I just read the transcript.”
Disco: Pinkie memorized all the episodes.
Anonymous: WARNING. FOURTH WALL BREACHED. Twi, please go get the duct tape.
Ezn: The fic! It’s becoming self-aware!
Dark Pinkie: Self aware fics!? RUN! RUN FOR YOUR PONY LIVES!
“You read the what now?”
“Shhh! I’m trying to watch!” Dash grumbled, knowing her character had a line coming up.
“Where’s the sixth?” Scootaloo asked, she and the other fillies looking around while Dinky Doo stepped forward to the five fake elements.
Ezn: Your mom took it with her when she went to buy you ice-cream, Scoots.
“The book said when the five are present, a spark will cause the sixth Element to be revealed.”
“What the hay is that supposed to mean?”
DiStort: It means you clearly dicked something up.
Apple Bloom said, pulling off her sisters accent fairly well.
CTOONfan1: You mean the accent she also has?
“I’m not sure, but I have an idea. Stand back, I don’t know what will happen.”
Disco: Can we skip this part and just watch the episode? Please?
“Come on now, y’all. She needs to concentrate.”
Svensvenderson: We’re going to be here a while.
Apple Bloom said, ushering the others fillies off the stage, leaving only Dinky Doo alone with the fake elements. The little unicorn knelt down beside the painted, round props and made her horn glow, not actually attempting to cast a spell but more for the effect.
The stage, however, began to get enveloped by smoke,
Ezn: But stopped about halfway because no-one wanted to lick the envelope.
fog machines in the back casting out the thick white clouds as purple lights shown on the mist. A few of the students, who had slipped out costume, used some ropes to pull the fake pedestal that had held the elements back, out of the middle of the stage.
Hellioning: So, um, the concept of a "stage crew" is foreign to Equestria?
Then, other students working backstage pulled on some fishing string. The fishing string was attached to the fake elements of harmony, causing them to slide away from Dinky Doo and then hang in the air above the right side of the stage while Nyx stepped into view.
Ezn: All this technical information is sure to come in handy when I steal some ponies from the petting zoo and take this show on the road.
“The Elements!” Dinky called, reaching out a hoof.
Ezn: “THEY’RE ALIIIIIIIVE!”
Nyx only replied to this with a laugh, the lights flickering on stage while students smashed pots and pans together in the background to simulate thunder and lighting.
Ezn: VERY VERY FRIGHTENING
Anon13: Galileo, Galileo, Galileo Figaro.....
Disco: MAGNIFICO-O-O
Still, despite her laughter, Dinky did as the real Twilight Sparkle did.
Ezn: and handed Nyx over to the Princesses just in case she was actually Nightmare Moon.
Svensvenderson: Dinky must be a method actor.
Disco: The amount of studying must have scarred her for life.
She lowered her head, and beat her hoof at the ground aggressively.
Ezn: And blew air out of her nose. You forgot that part.
“You're kidding. You're kidding, right?”
Disco: A common reaction to the story.
Dinky, however, charged at Nyx, the black filly doing the same.
Ezn: It had taken a lot of practice before Nyx fully mastered charging at herself.
Isphone: It’s just like chasing your tail, but really fast.
Just as the two were about to cross paths
Svensvenderson: Don’t cross the paths!
the stage lights went pitch black. When the lights came back on Nyx was still in the center of the stage, but Dinky Doo was over by the fake elements, her horn glowing.
CTOONfan1: Suddenly the props were muffins. Mom was so proud.
Some students began flashing flashlights
Ezn: Flashlights? No evidence of flashlights in canon. Past Sins canon status revoked.
Midnight: Again.
on the painted props, trying to make it look like they were starting to activate.
Nyx raced across the stage,
Ezn: bringing fall to a close in record time.
but before she could reach Dinky Doo the stage lights flashed a bright white, a number of them turned out on the audience to blind them as well. When the blinding effect was gone,
Disco: Numerous ponies were rushed to the hospital.
Dinky Doo was on the far side of the stage, looking like she had been thrown back while Nyx stood in the center of the fake Elements of Harmony, the students around her still flicking flashlights on and off and waving them around as if the elements were about to activate.
“No, no!” Nyx snapped, shrinking back in fear of the fake elements, but as in reality the elements did not activate, the students playing with the flashlights stopping while Dinky Doo put on an overly large expression of shock.
Ezn: The expression bunched up around her ankles in a rather unsightly manner.
“But... where's the sixth Element?!”
Hellioning: Um...everywhere? carbon’s pretty common...
Crazy56U: Isn’t it obvious? There IS none! You got Punk’d!
Nyx, however, only broke out her playful, evil laughter as she stomped on the fake Elements of Harmony, causing some of the more invested crowd members to gasp.
Ezn: “Damnit! I knew I shouldn’t have invested in ancient magical stones.”
Twilight, however, was holding her breath.
Disco: She enjoyed indulging in her kinks in public.
This was the moment, this was the part of the play she had worried about the most.
DiStort: This would make or break Nyx’s acting career.
Nyx finished stomping on the last of the elements,
Ezn: Rustle was there with his ruler; the broken bits of element were each less than two centimetres thick.
turning about to face Dinky Doo on the far side
Ezn: brandishing her cow tools
of the stage. The filly put on the wickedest smile she could manage,
Ezn: She’d spent hours poring over Twilight’s collection before choosing it, and it had not been cheap.
lifting a hoof to point at Dinky.
But then Nyx froze up, her eyes narrowing.
Disco: She had to sneeze.
The audience all leaned forward in anticipation, none more so than Twilight who felt her heart skip a beat.
Ezn: Poor little Miss Who-Felt-Her-Heart-Skip-A-Beat was always picked on at school.
Off stage, Cheerilee calling to Nyx from offstage, not getting into view but close enough she could whisper at the filly, trying to remind her of her lines.
“You... you little foal! Thinking you could defeat me!?” Nyx finally said, her voice shaking at first and then turning very dark, very serious, and very convincing.
Disco: And very redundant.
“Now you will never see your princess, or your sun!
“The night will last forever!” Nyx finished before letting out an evil laugh, the most convincing evil laugh the audience had heard from the filly all evening.
Vimbert: It was about as menacing as Fluttershy when she wasn’t Talking The Monster to Death. BECAUSE IN CASE YOU FORGOT THIS IS A PONY FIC, GUYS
Anon13: Goldfish, Vim. All the best fics assume the reader’s a goldfish.
It sent a shiver down Twilight’s spine, as she had heard the real Nightmare Moon say those very same words and in a very similar way.
Vimbert: It was almost as though someone had tried to recreate every line said! However, Twilight knew such an idea was ridiculous.
It made the unicorn swallow nervously,
Ezn: Still, she swallowed.
looking over at Celestia and Luna. The princesses still seemed to be just enjoying the play...
Disco: Luna was nuzzling her abacus.
but Twilight still couldn’t shake the thought from her mind.
CTOONfan1: “Did I leave the curling iron on?”
Nyx had said those last lines too well.
Anon13: Actual talent in a school play is always suspicious.
Anonymous: Like common sense or plot.
===================
“And thus the night again became ruled over by the younger, banished from her body the vengeful hunger.
Crazy56U: So...Luna went evil because she skipped dinner?
And from this story may a lesson you firmly grip, there is nothing stronger than the power of friendship.”
With those last lines from Zecora the stage curtains fell shut, and the audience broke into a roaring round of applause.
Disco: It’s over! It’s finally over!
Ungulateman: If only the fic was too!
A few moments later the curtains opened, Cheerilee stepping onto the stage and offer a few quick bows and waves.
Ezn: At half-price!
“Thank you all!” The teacher offered. “I’m happy to see you all enjoyed the play.
Ezn: “On an unrelated note, I’ve always had trouble reading emotion in facial expressions.”
DiStort: Actually, they're all just baked out of their minds right now. Good effort, though.
The students worked really hard and, because of their efforts, this became one of the best plays ever put on by Ponyville Elementary School.
Vimbert: It was actually our first, but that’s beside the point!
Isphone: This also technically means it’s the worst.
Now, let’s have a round of applause for these colts and fillies who did such an excellent job. First, a round of applause for the colts and fillies who played our story’s heroes. First, Dinky Doo!”
Ezn: “First, her horn! Clap for her horn’s ability to light up. Second, her mouth! Clap for her mouth’s ability to deliver lines!”
The crowd complied, stomping hooves as the students began to stream onto stage. Cheerilee introduced every filly and colt by name as they came out, doing her best to shout above the applause of her crowd.
Ezn: She had trained them well, and made a note to give them a treat after the show.
The first to come out, doing so one by one, where the fillies who played the parts of Twilight and her friends. Applejack gave out an extra loud holler
Svensvenderson: “YOU STINK!”
when Apple Bloom came on stage, and Rarity put her hooves together and whistled when it was Sweetie Belle stepped out next.
“Next, we have the fillies who portrayed our dearest Princess Celestia and Princess Luna, who grace us with their presence this evening. Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.”
Crazy56U: Get the tomatoes ready!
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon were the next to come out, acting like proper divas as they smirked and bowed in their Luna and Celestia costumes. They, of course, lingered on the stage for a little longer than they should, soaking in the appropriate and proper amount of applause
Ezn: The ever-diligent Rustle was on hoof with a stopwatch and a decibel meter.
before Cheerilee motioned for them to back up
Ezn: ‘cause their daddies taught them good
and stand with the others.
“And now, playing the wicked and dastardly Nightmare Moon, give a big round of applause for
Ezn: “Nightmare Moon!”
Nyx!”
Twilight was shocked when the crowd cheered very, very loudly as Nyx ran onto stage,
Ezn: Rustle had run some wires between her chair and the decibel meter.
as loud as the applause had been for Dinky Doo and the other fillies who played the mane characters in the play. Applause that was also a whole lot louder than what Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon had received, and by the looks on their faces the two snooty fillies knew it.
Twilight couldn’t keep herself from applauding either,
Disco: A side effect of Mary Sue Syndrome.
even though Nyx was still in SO much trouble. Twilight even heard a whistle come from her side, Celestia putting a hoof to her lips and offering a very loud, very supportive cheer whistle for Nyx.
Private Sprinkles: I’m having trouble imagining how you could whistle with a hoof.
Crazy56U: It’s really not that hard. I’d tell you how I know...but that petting zoo told me to never mention it again.
Even Luna was applauding, despite the fact Nyx had been portraying something that Luna probably only wished to forget.
Ungulateman: Just like this story.
CTOONfan1: I wish we were allowed to forget.
Ungulateman: Forget what?
Anon13: Goldfish syndrome!
Did the two princesses really just believe Nyx was in costume? It was a saving grace Twilight would never have believed possible.
Anon13: PRAISE the Random Number God for sucky die rolls!
Nyx bowed just a few times before stepping back to stand with the others, the rest of the fillies and colts who had played parts in the play taking the stage
Ezn: back home with them
and bowing. Some of the colts and fillies then stepped forward again as they were given credit for the costumes and set construction. The final two ponies invited up were Lyra, a mint green unicorn who had composed the background music to the play, and, of course, Zecora, who had really kicked the play up to the next level with her eloquent narration.
Anon13: Granted, in this case it meant going from “atrocious” to “terrible”, but good effort!
Cheerilee was last to bow, since she was the one that took the stories and transcribed them for the kids to perform,
Disco: It’s all her fault! Get her!
and, with a final bow from the group,
Ezn: So Cheerilee actually wasn’t the last to bow! Stop lying to me, Pen Stroke! I thought we had something special!
the curtains closed, the performances of the Spring Festival taking an hour intermission
CTOONfan1: You mean it STILL isn’t over?
Ezn: They still have to do the rest of season one.
Lily: OH! The horror! The HORROR!
so ponies could stretch and get dinner if they wanted.
================
“Mommy!” Dinky Doo chirped
Ezn: Nyx wiped a solitary tear from her eye, and beamed with pride.
as she ran up to a gray coated and blond maned pegasus. “Did I do good?”
Disco: “No, you were terrible. No dessert for you.”
“You were wonderful Muffin.”
Vimbert: Am I the only one that thinks using one’s favorite thing to eat as a term of endearment is creepy?
Ditzy Doo replied, giving her little filly a noogie
Ungulateman: Ditzy doesn’t like her child.
and a hug. Twilight passed by the warm scene with Rarity,
Ezn: Good thinking, Twilight! Let’s roast some marshmallows!
Applejack, and Rainbow Dash as they moved backstage to where the students were getting out of their costumes.
Ezn: Twilight moaned in anticipation.
It didn’t take long for the quarter to find the fillies they were looking for.
Ezn: These aren’t the fillies you’re looking for.
DiStort: Talk about a determined 25 cents.
Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle, and Nyx drinking some water from paper cups.
Disco: Celestia spiked their drinks with roofies beforehand.
Ezn: And suddenly this was The Hangover.
Three of the fillies had already gotten out of most of their costumes, while Nyx was still completely in hers.
Ezn: Evil night demons were that evening’s kink.
“Darlings that was positively fabulous!”
Disco: “Just like Steven Magnet!”
Rarity chimed, alerting the four fillies
Svensvenderson: “When alerted, the fillies’ fight or flight response is activated.”
Hellioning: *insert Snake-being-spotted sound effect here*
to the group’s approach. Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all quickly turned and ran over,
Ezn: a dog that foolishly tried to cross the road
grinning ear to ear. Nyx, however hung back a bit, trying not to meet Twilight’s gaze.
“Really, was it good?”
“Positively pitch perfect.” Rarity assured.
Disco: “Like my fake accent!”
“Yea, big props,
Ezn: “I like plays with big props.”
Anon13: And I cannot lie/you other fillies can’t deny...
Scootaloo, you got me down pat.”
“ohmygoshohmygoshohmygoshohmygosh.” Scootaloo rattled off,
Ezn: JUST LIKE THAT ONE TIME IN S01E16 “Sonic Rainboom”.
DiStort: Dash! You know Scootaloo is prone to seizures!
overwhelmed by the fact that she was getting such a compliment from her personal hero Rainbow Dash.
“How about me Big Sis?”
“It was like lookin’ in a mirror Sugarcube.” Applejack said, giving Apple Bloom a big smile.
CTOONfan1: So did Apple Bloom grow or Applejack shrink?
Ezn: “First one’s free.”
“Y’all did a great job, didn’t they Twilight?”
“Yes, they all did an amazing job.” Twilight agreed.
Ezn: It was much better than that one time when they tried to build a table in S01E17 “Staremaster”.
Isphone: They were building a table?
It was the first time since the unicorn arrived that Nyx chanced looking up, her currently undisguised dragon eyes meeting Twilight. In that silent moment Nyx was able to smile, seeing that Twilight wasn’t glaring at her with disappointment or anger.
Disco: Unlike the readers.
“Even me?” Nyx ventured.
“Shoot, of course Nyx.” Applejack reassured. “Especially that last Nightmare Moon laugh. Whoa nelly, sent a shiver down my spine.”
Ezn: “Nelly’s a kidder like that, with her shivers.”
“Wow, nice work on her eyes Twilight.” Dash said, the pegasus fluttering over and inspecting Nyx’s dragon eyes more closely. “I didn’t know you knew a spell for this.”
“I just learned it.”
Svensvenderson: "You know, because of all the reading I do. In the library. With the books. That I read."
Twilight lied, thankful Rainbow Dash had assumed it was a spell, which was going to be Twilight’s cover story anyway.
“That is so awesome. I got to try it.”
“Say what now?”
Ezn: What now.
“Come on Twi.” Dash said, landing and using a hoof to motion towards her eyes. “I want to see what I look like with dragon eyes.”
Twilight forced a smile, having not realized that she might actually be asked to perform the spell. Still, there was no going back now. She’d have to try, at least once, and if she failed
Ezn: she’d be sent back to Magic Kindergarten
then she could tell Dash she’d do it tomorrow. And then she’d hope that Dash would forget or that she could figure out the spell before then.
Disco: Assuming she didn’t fry Dash’s skull accidentally.
Still, maybe she could pull it off. It would just be an illusion spell, like the one she put on Nyx’s glasses... she’d just have to apply it straight to Dash’s eyes.
Vimbert: APPLY DIRECTLY TO THE EYE
Crazy56U: Hmm... Unicorn horn... plus eyeballs... ...I don't see anything wrong there!
No biggie... okay, it was a biggie,
Disco: Twilight’s spells come in Short, Tall, Biggie, and Venti.
but Dash and the other
Vimbert: The Other was there. The Other was watching. Always.
were watching her expectantly so Twilight couldn’t do anything but try.
Svensvenderson: ...and fail hilariously.
Ezn: Do or do not. There is no “try”.
Closing her own eyes, the purple unicorn focused her magic as her horn glowed. She gritted her teeth, concentrating, and then she felt the flash
Ezn: SAVIOUR OF THE UNIVERSE!
of the spell going off. For a moment the unicorn didn’t dare to look, fearing she had done something horrible to Dash.
Disco: She’d read enough fanfics to be worried.
But “awwws” of amazement from the other ponies around encourage Twilight to look, and to see Dash’s now very
Ezn: broken wings and exposed intestines.
dragon looking eyes. A strong pink center,
Disco: With a creamy chocolate filling,
with dagger shaped pupil and the whites of the pegasus’ eyes now a lighter pink.
“Whoa... this is so awesome!” Dash said, catching her reflection in a nearby wall mirror.
Ezn: “This spell lets me grab reflections!”
“I am, like, 20% cooler now at least.”
Anon13: Whoa, where’d that catchphrase come from? The show should use that!
“Well don’t get used to it. The illusion spell will wear off quickly.”
Disco: If your illusion lasts for more than four hours, consult a physician immediately.
“Still, I’m going to enjoy this while it lasts. After we’re done here we got to find Pinkie Pie. She is so going to freak out when she sees this.”
Anonymous: Careful. Pinkie is easily suprised and is known to have a hacksaw concealed in her mane.
Crazy56U: ...why DO they call it a hacksaw, anyway?
Anon13: They keep showing up in hack fics.
“Yea, I reckon all you little fillies have worked up quite the appetite with all this here acting. How about we catch up with Fluttershy and Pinkie and then all go get dinner together?”
“YEA!!!” The fillies cheered out in unison.
“Sounds good.” Twilight agreed, “Why don’t you go on ahead and find us a place to eat. I need to help Nyx out of her costume.”
CTOONfan1: If you hear screams of pain or cries for help, it's just a stuck zipper.
The others offered nods in agreement,
Ezn: for just $2.99.
heading off the stage and leaving Twilight and Nyx alone.
Disco: Nyx was never seen alive again.
When their friends were out of sight, Twilight turned her gaze down on Nyx, raising an eyebrow as she tapped a hoof expectantly.
Ezn: “Get that costume off and go directly to my bedchambers!”
“I’m in trouble, aren’t I?” The filly asked.
“Big time.”
Ezn: “but small space.”
DiStort: "You're getting a visit from mister naughty stick when we get home."
Twilight replied, but with a smile “But... you were right. It wasn’t fair of me to try and keep you from the play and you did an amazing job.”
“Really?”
Disco: Haha, no. The Abridged Series was better!
“Yes, really.” Twilight reassured as she nuzzled the filly. “Though, would you mind telling me why I can see your real wings and why you don’t have your glasses?”
“Well, when I was trying to get my costume on, I kind of... broke the costume wings. But, I’ve been keeping my wings up like this all night so nopony has been able to tell the difference.”
Vimbert: Because feathers look exactly like cardboard!
“And the glasses?”
“I... forgot them.”
Disco: “I’m cosplaying Velma, remember?”
“Well, if there was a night to forget your glasses this was it.” Twilight said with a chuckle. “Now, stay close to me. I’m going to have to teleport us back to the library real quick so you can get your glasses and vest. Then we’ll come back here so we can have fun and eat dinner with your friends.”
“Really? You aren’t going to make me stay at the library?”
CTOONfan1: No. That would be merciful to the readers.
“Kind of pointless now that the play is over.
Disco: “I don’t want another tick infestation.”
So, no, you can come back with me and have dinner with everypony.”
“YAY!!!”
“And then we’ll discuss your punishment in the morning.”
“Awww...”
Crazy56U: At least Pen Stroke decided to not use the "WAH WAH WAAAAAH" thing here.
Vimbert: SHH, YOU KNOW HE'S LISTENING
================
“But Daddy, how could they cheer louder for her? She was the bad mare, and I was Princess Celestia.”
DiStort: I think you just answered your own question, kid.
Ezn: “Nightmare Moon doesn’t turn ponies to stone, dear.”
Crazy56U: Easy, villains are cooler.
Isphone: And because Nyx's guardian can, and will, turn ponies into cacti.
“Diamond Tiara, please be quiet and eat your dinner.” The filly’s mother scolded. Diamond Tiara’s family and Silver Spoon’s family were seated together at one of Ponyville’s cafes, the restaurant a fair distance from the festivities of the Spring Festival so it wasn’t too crowded. The parents had been chatting lightly about the performance, but had since gone onto other topics despite Diamond Tiara’s continued desire to keep whining about what had happened.
Anon13: Mainly the parents’ unspoken agreement to sell the kid at the first opportunity.
The worst of it was Diamond Tiara hadn’t been able to escape Nyx either.
Ezn: I know that feel, DT.
Within ten minutes of her family’s arrival at the restaurant Nyx had arrived with a large group of ponies, and were now laughing and having fun at the far end of the restaurant.
Ezn: “She’s even got an entourage! Why can’t I have an entourage?”
“Oh, look Honey.”
Ezn: Mmm, honey...
Diamond Tiara’s mother whispered, drawing the father’s attention as well Diamond Tiara’s.
Ezn: DT’s mother was a master at Pictionary.
The whole restaurant in fact had turned their heads, watching as Celestia and Luna not only approached but then walked into the restaurant.
Anon13: “THE QUEEN OF THE NIGHT WANTS ONE OF THESE ‘HAPPY MEALS’!”
Drizzel: Then she gets a sad meal and turns into nightmare moon.
“I wonder what brings them to this quaint little eatery. It’s not exactly what I would consider royal class.” Silver Spoon’s mother whispered.
“Well, isn’t it obvious?
Disco: “They’re here to banish us!”
They were so enamored by our daughters’ performances that they came looking for them.
Anonymous: Seriously? I mean... Seriously?
Crazy56U: (2X Facehoof Combo)
CTOONfan1: Make that 3X.
Now, everypony look your best.”
Ezn: “Silver Spoon, go hide in the bathroom.”
Diamond’s father assured, and soon the four adults and two fillies were doing just that, quickly primping and preparing themselves as the princesses began to walk in their direction. Still, despite Diamond Tiara’s wide grin, the princesses strolled right on by.
“Where are they going?” Diamond Tiara whispered harshly. “No, they aren’t... they are! They’re sitting with those losers!”
CTOONfan1: You mean her personal student and the bearers of the Elements of Harmony who've saved your ass multiple times? Yep. Losers.
Disco: “We’re saved!”
“Diamond Tiara, hush. It’s isn’t our place to judge who the princesses sit with.”
Ezn: “Not in public, anyway.”
“But it isn’t fair! I actually had to dress up and put on a real costume to look like Celestia. Nyx didn’t have to do anything but put on some fake wings to look like Nightmare Moon.”
Drizzel: I’m confused, are we supposed to care?
Diamond Tiara’s father opened his mouth to tell his daughter to be quiet, but as he did, he looked over his shoulder and got a glance of the foal in question. “She does look a great deal like Nightmare Moon, doesn’t she?”
Midnight: FORESHADOWING!
“Like, totally. She didn’t have to even dye her coat or mane or anything. Those are her natural colors. It isn’t even fair.”
Diamond Tiara’s father just kept staring, his azure eyes
DiStort: FORESHADOWING.
Crazy56U: Dun dun DUUUUUN!
flashing a bit before he turned back to the table. “Yes, the natural resemblance is uncanny.”
Disco: “To my fan art.”
================
“Well... that was a long night.” Twilight said, door opening to the library as she strode inside. Both Spike and Nyx were sleeping soundly sprawled across the unicorn’s back,
Disco: Spinyx = OTP.
Ezn: Sparkler was an au pair as well as a babysitter
a cute scene but one that wore Twilight out
Vimbert: Clop clop clop
since she had to carry them all the way back to the library. Owlowiscious offered a welcoming hoot, which Twilight returned
Ezn: for manufacturing defects.
with a nod as she carried Spike and Nyx up to the bedroom.
Spike was the first to get tucked into bed, the dragon mumbling something about Rarity and donuts as he turned over and snuggled into his blanket.
Disco: It’s one of those dreams.
Anon13: “If I hear ‘Who wants a spanking, you naughty filly?’ one more time you are SO out of here.”
Nyx was next, Twilight slipping the filly out of her vest and glasses before putting her under the covers.
Vimbert: Go for the smother!
With the two tucked away, Twilight turned to head down stairs, only to hear a small voice call out to her.
Private Sprinkles: If you build it, they will come...
Drizzel: They told me to burn things...
“Twilight?”
Disco: Think! You’ve got to think! Think Big!
“Oh, sorry Nyx. I didn’t mean to wake you up.” Twilight apologized, turning back to see Nyx’s bright turquoise eyes staring at her in the dark.
“It’s okay. Thank you for letting me go to dinner with everypony.”
Disco: “Thank you for not turning me into a cactus.”
“Well, you’re welcome. Now, you should get some sleep. You’ve had a long day.” The unicorn replied, making sure Nyx was properly tucked into bed
Ezn: She quickly skimmed over her well-worn copy of Proper Bed-Tucking Practices
“Okay... but, Twilight?”
“Yes?”
Crazy56U: "Why did you take that poor sentence's period?" "Go to sleep, Nyx."
“You remember what happened in the forest...
Ezn: “What happens in the forest stays in the forest.”
that thing I remembered or dreamed about in the castle... how I wanted to hurt you?”
“Yes, I remember.”
“Was... was that Nightmare Moon’s memory?”
Disco: Nah, just a rerun.
“What... what makes you ask that?” Twilight said, swallowing nervously.
“When I was on stage... when I was saying my last lines...
CTOONfan1: I realized how much better they were than our writing.
I remember that I heard those same words in that nasty memory. I then started saying them just like the nasty voice I heard did... like I had really said them before. Was... what I acted out in the play... was it really the same thing Nightmare Moon did?”
Vimbert: “No, the play written to be an exact recreation of Nightmare Moon’s return added lines.”
Twilight froze up a moment,
Ezn: This moment right here. She made it last forever.
Hellioning: Twilight Sparkle has suffered a fatal error...
Anonymous: Plot.exe has crashed. Please restart fanfic and try again.
debating how to answer the question.
Ezn: “I think I should use words. Words and sentences.”
Ungulateman: “Maybe even clauses!”
She had been striving to try and protect Nyx from the truth... but, after the long day, Twilight didn’t have the metal strength
Anon13: Being mere flesh rather than steel
Isphone: Rainbow Dash: I am the iron pony!
Crazy56U: Can she see, or is she blind?
Ungulateman: Nightmare Moon tried to kill the metal..she FAILED, and was thrown to the ground!
to try and contrive some new lie to shield Nyx. And Nyx was too smart for anything overly simple.
Svensvenderson: That's an interesting definition of 'smart'.
In the end, Twilight could only nod.
“Yes...”
Disco: Yes, except she was far less annoying.
“Twilight... is the reason... is the reason I remember that night... remember you... remember wanting to hurt you...is because I’m.... am... am I Nightmare Moon?”
Hellioning: Yes. Now, we tell Celestia and send her back to the moon!
Ungulateman: THE END. (Apologies to GelidEnmity)
“No.” Twilight said firmly but comfortingly. “You are not Nightmare Moon.”
Blahdeblah: "You just look exactly like her and have her memories. Total coincidence."
“But, what about...”
Twilight gently shushed Nyx, the mare sitting down beside the small bed as a small sigh escaped her lips.
Ezn: “I’M FREE AT LAST!”
“Nyx... I know you’re little, and you may not understand all of this...
Ezn: “Damnit, Twilight, I’m not an earth pony!”
but, I think you deserve to know the truth... or at least, what I think the truth is. You remember where I found you, in the Everfree Forest? How, at the time, you didn’t have any memories before then? How you didn’t even have a name?”
“Yes.”
“Well, I think that is because that was where you were born... or made... and that you only came into existence a few hours before I arrived. You weren’t even a pony until that first moment you woke up tangled in that bush.
CTOONfan1: You were originally a puppet named Pinnyxio.
“Is that how all little fillies are born?”
DisTort: “No, Nyx. That’s how freaks are born.”
Ungulateman: “Although that’s how most fillies are conceived...”
“No, most fillies come from a
Ezn: magic mirror
Ungulateman: Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who is the most Sueish of them all?
mother and a father, but you... I believe you were created by a spell.”
“A spell?”
Twilight nodded. “You see, there were some very mean,
Disco: Cross-dressing, bland,
CTOONfan1: Obnoxious, incompetent,
Vimbert: Stereotypical, fabulous,
evil ponies who were trying to bring Nightmare Moon back.”
“Why would they do that?” Nyx asked, sitting up in bed a bit.
Svensvenderson: ‘Cause they’re EEEEEVVIIILLLLL!
Anon13: And stupid. Like most of the characters in this fic.
“I don’t know, but that’s what they were trying to do. They even ponynapped me to use me as part of the spell. They also had pieces of Nightmare Moon, shreds of her magic and body that survived being purified by the Elements of Harmony.
“They were going to use all that to bring Nightmare Moon back, and they were actually able to start the spell. Nightmare Moon began to take form, started to have a new body... but then
Ezn: she got cold feet about the whole “eternal night” thing and decided to pursue other interests.
Celestia arrived and stopped the mean ponies. She interrupted the spell, rescued me, and her guards arrested all the mean, evil ponies involved.
“Then... where did I come from?”
Ungulateman: “I dunno. Internet?”
Disco: “I wish I knew, so I could send you back!”
“The thing about magic is that if you interrupt a spell you can’t really be sure what you’ll get.
Disco: Twilight is well-versed in fanfic cliches.
Ezn: “Although it’s usually transdimensional teleportation.”
midnight: “followed by exploding wings, mind swaps, gender bending and evil doubles.”
The spell that was bringing back Nightmare Moon wasn’t complete when it was interrupted, and... I think you’re the result.
Vimbert: Twilight’s logic. Step 1: spell to create Nightmare Moon.
Step 2: Interrupted, Nyx produced because of spell.
Step 3: ???
Step 4: Nyx is not Nightmare Moon!
Anon13: Step 3 is something about underwear theft, I think...
Drizzel: Profit!
I found you right next to the same clearing where the spell was cast. The whole reason I was there was because the
Ezn: plot demanded it
Midnight: lots of things are demanded by plot...
mean ponies had taken my saddle bags and left them in that part of the Everfree Forest.”
“So... I am Nightmare Moon...”
“No; no, Nyx you are
Ezn: the demons.
Ungulateman: And then Nyx was a zombie.
not.”
DiStort: "Nightmare Moon was a halfway interesting character."
“But you said that I came from that spell!” Nyx snapped,
Ungulateman: her reptilian jaws now matching her extremely sharp eyes
starting to tear up. “And you said that spell was supposed to bring back Nightmare Moon. If that spell made me, then I must be Nightmare Moon!”
Ezn: “Well, when you put it like that... uh, Celestia wants to know if you want an aisle or window seat on your ride to the moon.”
Before Nyx could break down further
Disco: She couldn’t handle those sudden bursts of logic.
Twilight brought her head close, nuzzling the filly’s neck.
Ezn: “I know! I’ll turn you into a vampire! Nightmare Moon’s not a vampire!”
Nyx responded by hooking her little front legs around the unicorn’s neck, hugging her tightly.
“Nyx, you are not Nightmare Moon.” Twilight assured, being both comforting and firm.
Crazy56U: “Stop using logic, you crazy filly.”
Anon13: Stop using what?
Disco: Never heard of it.
“But...”
“You do look like her, and... and you do seem to have some of her memories... but Nyx, you are not Nightmare Moon. What you are is a perfectly normal, wonderful little filly.” Twilight reassured.
DiStort: "Y'know, aside from the eyes, wings, horn, whiny attitude..."
Anon13: dark miasma, horrific destiny, blatant Mary-Sue-ness...
Private Sprinkles: Don't forget Nightmare Moon's memories.
Crazy56U: And that tick problem that you apparently have.
CTOONfan1: Not to mention she keeps making chirping noises.
“A sweet little filly who has four really great friends.
Disco: And several more enemies.
Who likes going to school
Ezn: That’s Nightmare Moon, alright. Pure eviiiil.
and was willing to get in big trouble with me just so you didn’t let your classmates down at the play.
“Nightmare Moon wouldn’t do any of that; she wouldn’t even have friends. Nightmare Moon was a bitter, vengeance driven mare who was willing to doom Equestria to eternal night just because ponies didn’t stay up at night to look at the stars.
“And that isn’t you. You aren’t the same pony. You are not Nightmare Moon, and you will never be her.”
“You promise?”
“I promise.”
Disco: “Pinkie Pie Promise?”
Nyx smiled, but it wasn’t a very strong smile...
CTOONfan1: Her cheeks need to lift more weights.
something was still troubling the filly, and Twilight took notice.
“Hey, what’s wrong?”
“Does that mean we’re not really cousins?”
DiStort: Wow. There are no words to describe the levels of stupid Nyx is radiating here.
Twilight couldn’t help but smile and try to suppress a chuckle at this.
Disco: The readers couldn’t help but facehoof and groan.
“Nyx, you silly filly, you knew from the beginning that we weren’t really cousins. It’s just a story I made up so that I wouldn’t have to tell other ponies you came out of thin air in the Everfree Forest.”
“But you said I probably did have family someplace, and that they’d eventually come looking for me. That I could live with you until my mom and dad came to get me. Is that still true?”
Ezn: “Yeah, we’ll go to meet your Uncle Spell Nexus in the morning.”
“Well....... No, Nyx... that isn’t true.” Twilight said, pulling her head away from the filly’s embrace. “I’m sorry I lied to you, but... I just didn’t want to hurt your feelings. Still... no, what I said isn’t true. You were created by a spell, so you don’t have parents like normal ponies. And, because you don’t have parents, you don’t have any normal blood relatives like uncles, brothers, aunts, sisters, or grandparents.”
Disco: Way to traumatize, Twi.
Twilight soon cursed herself
Ezn: But there’s no such thing as curses!
Crazy56U: STOP USING LOGIC!
Ungulateman: We started?
as she realized she had explained a little too much. The small smile Nyx had from being told she was not Nightmare Moon was now long dead, a frown on the filly’s face as she tried to keep herself from crying. The unicorn had to think fast,
Ezn: as a ball was coming right for her!
she didn’t want Nyx to have to go to sleep with the knowledge she was born from a spell in the forest AND that she had no real family. That was just too much to ask of the little filly.
“But,” Twilight added, “Just because you aren’t related to anypony by blood doesn’t mean you don’t have a family.”
“It doesn’t?”
Ezn: “No, that’s exactly what it means. I guess you don’t get your brains from either of your parents.”
“No. You have all the family you could want right there in Ponyville.” Twilight reassured. “Family is more than just the ponies you’re related to. Family can also be your friends and the ponies who care about you. After all, don’t you have four really great friends?”
“I do.”
“And not just them, there are plenty of others who care about you. I mean, just look at Owlowiscious and Spike. They’re practically your brothers.”
“But Owlowiscious is an owl and Spike is a dragon; how can they be my brothers?”
DiStort: Alcohol. Lots of alcohol.
Disco: I smell a spin-off fanfic.
“Owlowiscious keeps an eye on you when I can’t and he brings you those little flowers and other presents once in a while.
Ezn: As we’ve seen in the story so far.
He’s also helped you with your homework when I don’t have the time and, like some big brothers, he’s gotten himself in trouble
Anon13: with the cops while drunk
to make you happy by letting you go to the play.
“And Spike, well... he’s your crazy older brother.
Disco: “Unlike me, the embodiment of sanity.”
Hellioning: "Hey, Nyx, want my Smarty Pants doll? :D"
Vimbert: “So believe me when I say that you are definitely not Nightmare Moon, in spite of a mountain of evidence stating otherwise!”
He picks on you sometimes, and gives you a hard time, but he’s never really mean and you two always laugh about his pranks after they’re done.
Ezn: As we’ve seen in the story so far.
He’s also helped look after you, and both him and Owlowiscious would be among the first to jump up and help you
Disco: And die senselessly
if you were ever in trouble.
“So, even though Owlowiscious is an owl and Spike is a dragon, they both treat you like their little sister. They take care of you, and would rather seem themselves get hurt
CTOONfan1: Not really get hurt. Just seem that way.
before seeing you get put in any danger.”
“So... if Owlowiscious and Spike are like my older brothers... what does that make you?”
Anon13: Really, really dumb!
Twilight felt the air catch in her lungs at this, looking down at the little filly. What was she to Nyx? What was Nyx to her?
CTOONfan1: A plot device comes to mind.
She could easily say she was just an older sister, like Owlowiscious and Spike were brothers, but... that didn’t feel right.
Applejack was an older sister to Apple Bloom, and while Applejack had to take some responsibility raising the little filly they still had a sisterly relationship. Apple Bloom teased and tormented Applejack from time to time, and the orange farm filly did the same to her little sister once in a while.
But... that wasn’t the kind of relationship she had with Nyx.
Ezn: Well, considering AJ and AB are from the South, it could be.
Ungulateman: Applejack IS Texas!
Twilight began to think of all the things she had done for Nyx since the little filly’s arrival. She had sent her to school, read bedtime stories to her, made her meals from time to time. She helped Nyx catch up to the rest of her class, held sleepovers for her and the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
Most of all, Twilight thought of the day Nyx got lost in the Everfree Forest because of Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon. Twilight had never been so furious.
Svensvenderson: Or the readers so joyous.
She was really on the verge of turning that spoiled little filly into a cactus, and then her father came by the library wanting an apology. Oh, Twilight could have strangled him right there. Just wrung his pompous neck.
And yes, one could argue that was anything a big sister would do. Applejack would have probably beaten the tar out of that father stallion for trying to defend what his daughter had done. But... sister just didn’t seem to fit. Twilight... Twilight felt Nyx was more to her than a sister.
Hellioning: Woah, woah, Twilight, at least wait until she can consent!
Nyx depended on her, if it weren’t for Twilight she arguably wouldn’t even still be alive.
Ezn: Nice going, Twi!
She could have easily died in that bush in the Everfree Forest.
Disco: But we couldn’t get off that easily.
No... Twilight was no older sister to Nyx... but she was something else.
Disco: A control freak?
Vimbert: An enabler?
“Well... Nyx... if I was really honest... I’d say...” Twilight had to swallow, the words getting caught on the knot in her throat. “That... I’m like... well... your mother.”
Ezn: “Nyx, I am your mother.”
Dark Pinkie: Nyx: NOOOOOOOOOO!
There was a moment of silence, Twilight watching Nyx to see the filly’s reaction. It shifted through a number of expressions in this order. First shock, then disbelief,
Disco: That’s not true! That’s impossible!
Crazy56U: Search the author's notes, you know it to be true!
and finally a big, wide smile.
CTOONfan1: She searched her feelings and knew it to be true.
“Really? You’d want to be my mom?”
DiStort: "Wow, Twilight! I had no idea you had such low standards."
“I’d love to be your mother... if you’d let me?”
Ungulateman: “Hell no, bitch.”
Vimbert: In Twilight’s world, all foals get to choose their parents.
Twilight replied, leaning her head in close so she was eye to eye with Nyx.
Ungulateman: She was then blinded by Nyx’s daggers.
Nyx’s answer was not in word but in gesture, the filly sitting up in her bed.
Vimbert: Truly, a dramatic answer that shows us that sometimes language cannot convey all.
Before Twilight knew it, she was once again being hugged by the filly, Nyx nuzzling the side of the unicorn’s head while her front legs hooked around Twilight’s neck.
Disco: Look out, Twi! She’s trying to kill you!
“Of course you can be my mom! You’re the best mom ever.”
“Oh... oh Nyx.”
Disco: “Can’t...breathe...”
Twilight whispered, eyes starting to tear up
CTOONfan1: as she realized what she just did.
even though she was smiling ear to ear. The pair sat in the moment for a time, Twilight nuzzling Nyx while the filly continued to hug her neck.
“Twilight?” Nyx asked a few minutes later, still holding tightly to the unicorns neck.
“Yes Nyx?”
Disco: “You’re turning blue.”
“Thank you... for everything.
Disco: “For lying to and traumatizing me.”
I love you.”
“I... I love you too Nyx.”
Vimbert: “When you establish a new world order, make me Head Inquisitor.”
Twilight replied, tears starting to roll down her cheek. The unicorn very gently pulled herself away, quickly rubbing the tears off her face with her fore legs before using her magic to tuck Nyx back into bed. “Now it’s time to go to sleep. It’s late and you’ve had a long day.”
CTOONfan1: I think time goes slower for Twilight or something.
“Okay.” The filly alicorn replied, yawning as she snuggled into her bed.
Ezn: Princess Cadence? How’d you get in here?
Twilight offered a gentle smile, and, thinking of her own mother, the unicorn bent forward and gave Nyx the gentlest kiss on the forehead.
Disco: The kiss of death?
Vimbert: We wish.
This seem to be the final trick, Nyx drifting off to sleep.
Stepping back from the bed on the tips of her hooves, Twilight began moving towards the door. It wasn’t what the unicorn expected, being called mom for the first time. She had always thought she’d want a filly of her own some day... it just never occurred to Twilight that Nyx could really be that filly.
Ezn: “Damnit! I have a filly and I’m still a virgin!”
And she’d have to convince Nyx to keep calling her cousin around Ponyville,
Ezn: Twilight’s cousin’s real name wasn’t something that little fillies should say.
Ungulateman: Bella Swan?
since that was how every pony else thought they were related.
Still, Twilight realized that she had really been acting like Nyx’s mom for a long time, considering how she had been taking care of the filly. Reading her to bed at night and making sure she went to school. Running out to find her when she got lost and being on the verge of turning Diamond Tiara into a cactus for the bully filly’s cruel prank.
Ezn: In case you had forgotten.
Anon13: Goldfish rule, Ezn.
Drizzel: Where am I? Who are you people!?
Yeah... she’d been acting like it, but it was a whole other bucket of hay
Svensvenderson: Hay comes in buckets?
RingmasterJ5: Of course, how else would they feed the lowly worker earth ponies?
actually being called mom. Still, Twilight would think about that in a minute. First she needed to go have a world with Owlowiscious
Disco: A Whole New World?
Crazy56U: A dazzling place I never knew?
Blahdeblah: Where everyone tells the author "no", and Nyx where to go, and says we've only been dreaming this fic.
about why the owl had let Nyx sneak out to the play. Yet, just before Twilight could reach the door, a voice whispered to her.
Ezn: “Open the door. Get on the floor. Everypony walk the dinosaur.”
“Hey, why am I just ‘the older brother’? Can’t I be her uncle or something?”
The unicorn turned, smiling gently as she saw Spike was sitting up in his bed, hands on his hips as he eyed Twilight from across the room.
Ezn: “You really need to learn to smile with other adverbs, Twi.”
“Spike, I was the the one who hatched you and raised you before you could talk and look after yourself. And technically speaking, you’re still a baby dragon. So, if anything, I’m sort of a mother to you too.”
Ezn: And suddenly this fic became A Day for Spike and Twilight.
“Pfft. Whatever, I still say I’d make a better uncle. Especially if you let me have back that awesome mustache. No uncle is complete without a mustache.”
“Sorry Spike, but no mustache.
Disco: How about a goatee?
Now you should get some sleep.”
“Yeah yeah, I heard you the first time ‘Mom’.” Spike scoffed before he laid back down and threw the blanket back over himself, snuggling into his bed. The baby dragon was back to sleep almost instantly, making Twilight giggle quietly before she crept out of the bedroom and began heading down stairs.
“Owlowiscious, can I have a word with you?”
Ezn: Only one.
Anon13: Bleeped.
“Hoo hoo.”
“Uh-oh is right, Mister.”
CTOONfan1: Twilight speaks owl now, apparently.
Twilight firmly assured, needing have a word with the owl of why he let Nyx leave despite her direct orders.
Disco: And they had fried owl for breakfast the next morning.
=====================================================================
Questions, Comments, Concerns?
Anonymous: I think you know the answer at this point.
Crazy56U: Yep, 42.
pen.stroke.pony@gmail.com
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I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
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Chapter 7
Careful Maneuvering
Disco: Mostly barrel rolling.
Crazy56U: Yes... if you call driving into the wall "careful maneuvering".
Vimbert:
Crazy56U: Um... I don't mean to judge but... who had the bright idea of giving Derpy a driving license?
Anon13: Who says she has one?
===================
Dear Revered Brother
Disco: Epic Failure
Nexus - High Prophet
Anonymous: Low standards.
Ezn: Nexus always got higher on the swingset than the other prophets.
of The True Queen
DiStort: Did you get that thing I sent ya?
I write in regards to the assignment you gave me several weeks past.
Ezn: TAR-DEE!
As chosen Prophet of Ponyville I received your orders that we were to search the Everfree Forest for our queen,
Ezn: I am telling you this just in case anyone else reads this letter. We wouldn’t want them to get confused.
that she may have survived the sun tyrant’s interference in our resurrection spell.
And, as I reported to you just last week, our searches of the forest have proved fruitless.
Disco: We’re unbelievably inept.
Vimbert: We trained our cultists wrong, as a joke!
Those amongst us that are unicorns have not been able to find traces of our queen’s magic anywhere in the forest. Even the traces that once remained at the ancient castle have now dissipated.
Yet, this past evening, I believe I have spotted our queen, or at least one who bears a striking resemblance to her.
Crazy56U: Oh boy, they found a cosplayer.
A filly, who is currently in the care of Twilight Sparkle. Yes, the same Twilight Sparkle to which we are all so familiar.
DiStort: In so many dirty, dirty ways.
Anon13: Not that kind of fic!
I first saw her in an elementary school play, and then once again later in the evening when she shared a meal with Twilight Sparkle
Ezn: Her doppleganger spell is most impressive.
as well as Celestia and Luna.
Anonymous: and an abacus.
Disco: As suspected, the abacus was the life of the party.
Drizzel: I’ve never seen an abacus drink so much.
Upon speaking with my own daughter, who shared a class with the filly for a number of months, I’ve come to discover the filly was admitted as a new student to Ponyville Elementary around the same time our spell was cast, near the beginning of spring.
Vimbert: Just in case you forgot that detail, readers. Do I need to summarize Chapter 1? Are you confused at all?
I have been unable to ascertain any further information, due to an altercation I had previously with Twilight Sparkle which has put us at odds.
Disco: I now have a cactus phobia.
That and my daughter, who might have proved useful in this matter, has
Vimbert: Disappointed me, as usual.
made herself just as unwelcome around the Ponyville Library.
I request your guidance in this matter in how you wish for me to proceed, and patiently await your reply.
For the Night Eternal
For Equestria’s True Queen
Anonymous: FOR FAUST!
Honored Brother Regal Cut - Prophet of Ponyville.
The scroll, which had been hoof delivered to the manor, lay across the desk in
Ezn: a seductive pose.
Spell Nexus’s study. The dark blue unicorn was standing near one of his windows, horn glowing as he held a glass of fine orange juice.
Disco: It was a Tequila Sunrise in the uncut version.
He gently swished the glass, the contents dancing under the gentle motions as his turquoise eyes focused on the moon,
Ezn: in a gentle fashion
Drizzel: … Gentle.
which was a beautiful crescent shape in the sky.
“A filly...” Nexus whispered to himself before sipping from the glass. “A filly who attends school, who lives with Twilight Sparkle, who was seen in the presence of Princess Celestia no less. Who participated in a school play, of all things. A filly...
DiStort: "Lucky bitch..."
it is not what I would have expected.
“What are your plans, what are your schemes?”
Ryo: What are your strategies? How 'bout your guides. Leads? What's the big picture? Your procedures? Suggestion? Intention? Orders? Tactics? Scenarios? System-
Alright, I'll put down the thesaurus.
Anon13: Give it to Pen if it has alternatives to ‘offered’!
Disco: Are you pondering what I’m pondering?
Crazy56U: I think so, Disco. But why would Charlie Brown agree to kidnap the mayor of Retroville?
Ezn: I have a cunning plan.
Anon13: EF, you wouldn't see a cunning plan if it painted itself purple and danced naked on top of a harpsichord singing "Cunning plans are here again!"
Nexus asked, as if posing his questions to the moon itself. “Do you act to keep your enemies close? Do you seek to find a weakness to exploit? Do you bide your time until you can overcome the Elements of Harmony and the ponies who wield them?”
Casca: Does GEICO save you fifteen percent or more on car insurance?
Drizzel: Do you believe it’s not butter?
Disco: Do you ramble on in pointless monologues?
Nexus drank from the orange juice again, draining every drop. The glow about his horn grew just a bit brighter as the unicorn took hold of a large elegant pitcher on the nearby table.
Disco: He’s going to have such a hangover tomorrow.
Crazy56U: Last time he drank this much, he wandered into the Everfree Forest wearing a lampshade and screaming the lyrics to Margatriaville. It was a fun birthday for him.
From the pitcher he refilled his cup with the fruit juice,
Svensvenderson: Fruit juice. Right.
RingmasterJ5: Well, wine is technically fruit juice.
giving it a gentle swirl before setting the pitcher back down and turning from the window.
CTOONfan1: "I'm too good for you."
“Perhaps you are merely waiting for us, your children, to discover you. To prove ourselves capable
Anon13: Don’t hold your breath.
and deserving of your grace.” Nexus mused, crossing the room. “Though... I assume much taking Regal Cut at his word. This filly may resemble Nightmare Moon, but a resemblance is not enough.
CTOONfan1: For instance, I resemble someone with brains.
No doppelganger will do.”
“In any case, this warrants further investigation.” Nexus surmised as he neared his reading table.
Ezn: “Go away,” said the table. “I’m busy reading!”
In the bookshelves on the nearby wall a book floated out from the shelves, gripped by Nexus’s levitation magic. Yet, the book the unicorn sought was tucked behind the other, a small black book which floated across the room and set itself upon the writing desk while the other book was slipped back onto the shelf.
Disco: The Complete Works of Horizontal Surface.
Nexus turned open the book, seeing in it names etched out in his own hoof-writing. The only true record of Children of Nightmare, the only record of all the ponies who had sworn strength, magic, and life to the return of Equestria’s true queen. It was his duty alone to guard such precious information, for if such a list were to be found by Celestia... all hope would be lost.
Svensvenderson: He then immediately loses it.
Ezn: Stonewall standing just behind him, beaming with pride and wiping a solitary tear from his eye.
The unicorn’s turquoise eyes read across the names and the notes accompanying them.
Ezn: “Ooooo, Night Wind has a crush on Indigo Chalice!”
He would need agents, ponies that could travel to the small town of Ponyville and verify Regal Cut’s reports. Ones he trusted, ones like Gray Gale, Night Wind, and Stonewall
Vimbert: He trusts Stonewall? No wonder he can’t rise above Harmless Ineffectual Villain.
who had proven their loyalty to Nightmare Moon.
CTOONfan1: They haven't proven their competence, though.
Anon13: They’re in if they grade on a curve.
Ponies who were not just honored brothers and sisters, but ponies among the Exalted. Those who were just below him in the order. Him, the one and only Revered brother of the Children of Nightmare.
Blahdeblah: I didn't realize Him was in on this operation. That explains the crossdressing.
DiStort: He's the only one who gets to use the executive bathroom.
Other books began to make their way off the shelves,
Ezn: two by two, preserving the world’s knowledge against the upcoming flood.
cradled by levitation magic as Nexus began checking information. Every move made by the Children of Nightmare had to be planned with such care, for his opponent in the high-stakes game of chess was none other than Celestia herself. A mare with a thousand years of rule and wisdom behind her, who had stumbled across less thoroughly thought out plans
Disco: That was a plan?
during the cult’s infancy.
He’d have to spread his agents like a fine powder, sprinkle them amongst ponies that the filly would be brought to interact with.
DiStort: Good thing he got his new grinder in the mail that day.
Anon13: Whoa, Fargo flashback...
Ones to simply watch her,
Yarrik: This is starting to sound kind of creepy.
Svensvenderson: I think we passed creepy at least two chapters ago.
others to try and examine her more closely, and others still to simply ensure all went smoothly.
Vimbert: Silk sheets were prepared.
“Sir?”
Nexus looked up from his work, Proper Etiquette having poked his nose in the study doorway.
“Yes?”
“There is another letter for you sir.” Etiquette replied,
Ezn: “It’s from a giiiiirl!”
holding up said scroll with his hoof. It was bound shut with a purple ribbon and a silver, crescent moon metal seal.
“Thank you Etiquette.” Nexus replied, taking the letter with his magic.
“Will you be needing anything else Sir?”
Ezn: “No, I’m good, and so is Spell Nexus.”
“No, not at the moment.”
“Very good Sir.”
Ezn: “Good Sir! Good Sir! Does Sir want a gentlecolt treat?”
With that the butler pony removed himself from the room.
Ezn: It was a slow and painful process.
Nexus carefully set down the many books he had been levitating, leaving them propped open on the floor so he could return to his place once the letter was written. A purple ribbon with silver seal: it was a sign of a letter from a brother and sister, and the full moon on the seal indicated it was of the up most importance.
Dear Revered Brother
Disco: Epic Failure
Nexus - High Prophet of The True Queen
Private Sprinkles: Are you interested in a horn enlargement program?
Crazy56U: "Hello, I am an Appleloosian prince who wants to give you his fortune..."
This is a written report
Ezn: I was too busy laughing to make an audio one.
on the comings and goings of the unicorns assigned by Celestia to study and understand the nature of the resurrection spell we attempted to cast in the forest.
I realize this report comes fairly quickly after my last, and that you did not expect another from me for another several days. There has been, however, a few developments I believe you would want to know about without delay.
Disco: There’s a sale on hoof polish this weekend!
Vimbert: ‘Cuz she’s an emo pony, nonconforming as can be. You’d be nonconforming too if you looked just like she...
Firstly, with the research team moved to the royal archives, their endeavours in understanding our spell are starting to make steady headway. They are beginning to decipher the arcane lines we used
Ezn: I fear Stonewall’s messy mouth-writing was not enough of an obstacle to their discovery of our dramatic performance of your fanfiction, sir.
to augment and focus the magic in the Everfree Forest clearing.
Vimbert: For some reason, they seem to think we have no idea what we’re doing.
While I will act, as I have, to try and stall their efforts,
Vimbert: Fun fact: the deleted scene of Night Wind comically tripping researchers and spilling ink on important documents is available in the Special Edition!
I can, at this point, only slow their progress. They will, in time, decipher the spell.
DiStort: In retrospect, it was a really bad idea to hide the details in a crossword puzzle.
Secondly, Celestia came to the to the research team this morning to check on the progress. They reported to her exactly as I have reported to you, that their progress has now become steady and dependable now that they have been granted access to
Ezn: Rainbow Dash’s pet tortoise.
some of the oldest books in Equestria.
Bastion Yorsets
Disco: Who is that again? I can’t remember without the wiki links.
DiStort: No link?! But what if I forgot what he looked like?
Crazy56U: Meh, the link was broken anyway.
and Celestia then began to chat casually, the princess talking about the Spring Festival she attended yesterday evening with her sister in Ponyville. She spoke highly of many of the performances, offering particular praise for a play put on by the town’s elementary school.
Ezn: I told you we should have gone, but you just had to watch Swan Lake again.
She then, at this point,
Ezn: on the complex plane
divulged to Bastion Yorsets that her
Ezn: sled’s name was Rosebud
student, Twilight Sparkle, was now taking care of a young filly by the name of Nyx. The only description she offered was that the filly was a black coated unicorn, and that the filly was a half-cousin
Vimbert: Gain a hyphen, lose a period. We just can’t win, folks.
I would have dismissed this as idle chatter if Bastion Yorsets hadn’t made a very interesting comment.
Ezn: I Digged and Stumbled Upon it!
He divulged that he had grown up knowing Twilight’s father,
Disco: Before he was tragically turned into a cactus,
and had been the one to invite Twilight to take the entrance exam for Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns.
In his comments, Bastion admitted it was strange that Twilight had called Nyx a half cousin. He revealed that while Twilight’s father has siblings, her mother is an only child. He further pointed out that Twilight’s father and his siblings all share the same two parents, making it impossible for the unicorn to have any half cousins.
Celestia simply offered that Twilight must have misspoken when introducing Nyx
Ezn: The Princess is a little too sophisticated to be offering such trinkets as gentle smiles and hoots, after all.
or that she had a misunderstanding of what a half cousin was.
DiStort: She probably thought a half-cousin was a combination of cousin and half-wit.
Bastion accepted this answer, and soon their meeting was over.
Again, I would have believed this as nothing but idle chatter if not later that day in the barracks I overheard Celestia’s private guards talking. The two pegasi were discussing the princess’ day, and after ease dropping for a time I discovered that the princess made an unscheduled stop on her daily routine. She went to the Equestria Central Records Office during what was supposed to be her lunch hour for the day, and requested that family records pertaining to Twilight Sparkle and her parents be delivered to her royal chambers this evening.
Disco: Celestia’s obsession just reached a new low.
Ezn: She made the same request the next night, just without the “family records pertaining to” bit.
I was unable to discover more, since my shift had ended and I
Ezn: got all depressed about not being a pretty filly anymore
dare not risk lingering around the castle after work.
DiStort: It's when Celestia starts getting her weird urges. I pity the nighttime help.
That is all I have to report at this time. I will continue my observation of the research team and will alert you if I discover anything pressing.
I will submit my next regular report
Ezn: when and if I learn something new about friendship
at the scheduled time.
For the Night Eternal
For Equestria’s True Queen
Exalted Sister Night Wind
Nexus licked his lips, his mouth having gone dry.
Disco: He’s had a lot to drink.
The situation had become much more perilous.
Ezn: Penelope Pitstop was tied to the traintracks!
Celestia’s gaze was now turned upon the same black coated filly, her interest spurred by the blabber mouth Bastion Yorsets. He would have to have been a childhood friend of Twilight’s father.
Hellioning: Of course he had to. Don't you know anything about plot?
Vimbert: This has that?
Taking up the orange juice glass, Nexus swigged it in a few swift gulps before shaking his head, the perfectly chilled juice giving the unicorn a momentary brain freeze.
DiStort: Must be a pretty big lightweight to get brain freeze from orange juice.
Disco: He must have been smashed when he planned the resurrection.
There was now a need for both subtly and some haste, to ascertain who the filly truly was before Celestia could act in a way to make such investigation impossible.
The books that had been left on the floor moved back into the air, carried by Nexus’ magic as he drew out a feather pen and several pieces of parchment.
Vimbert: He enjoyed creating modern art in his free time.
Feverishly he began to work, his eyes moving between the little black record book of the Children of Nightmare and to the many other tombs that now encircled the unicorn.
Ezn: “Life... is pain.”
He would get no sleep that night, as in more ways than one Nexus was racing the sun and its master.
Disco: He’d wake up the next day, with bloodshot eyes and a drool-drenched cheek.
========
Twilight yawned,
CTOONfan1: This story's even boring the characters.
making no effort to control or stifle it as she walked down the path to Ponyville Elementary. The sun was still rising from the horizon, the sunrise’s tapestry of colors just starting to fade to the constant blue of midday. Normally, it would have taken an important research trip to make Twilight get out of bed this early. That was, however, before Nyx came into her life.
DiStort: She had to make sure to sterilize everything Nyx had touched from the day before.
Disco: That’s it! The ticks die today!
So, it was not an expedition to some a far off archaeological sight
Disco: As opposed to a near-sighted one.
or a rare celestial event that drew Twilight from her warm bed covers. Though, to a certain little black filly, it was nearly as important.
A few days after the Spring Festival, Cheerilee announced that she wanted to try something new for the school. A Saturday where students would set up educational exhibits and the school would host food and games. Something Cheerilee was playful calling the “Learn and Play Day”. It was an event that had quickly grown, Ponyville’s schools for older colts and fillies getting in on the event as well.
And, due to the fact that the event had grown so quickly, Cheerilee had called on Twilight, Ponyville’s number one
Ezn: Pest Control Service operator
organizer, to help get everything in order. The purple unicorn had been working alongside the teacher for the past two weeks to organize the event while the students had been researching and building their educational exhibits.
DiStort: "So how many potato batteries do you think we'll end up with?"
Anonymous: 39, a tree, and a ruined enrichment center.
It had turned into quite a bit of work, but... Twilight had
Ezn: been glad that she’d got Sparkler to fill in for her
accepted it. Nyx had been so excited about the event the moment she heard about it that Twilight wanted to be sure it went off well.
Approaching the schoolhouse, Twilight walked around the brightly painted building and to the open field behind it. There, Cheerilee was working with a few other volunteers to get everything set up.
“Good Morning everypony.” Twilight offered, trying to put on a smile only to
Ezn: curse the Korean sweatshop workers as it fell apart
yawn another time.
“Not much for mornings, Twilight?” Cheerilee asked as she walked over to meet the unicorn.
“Not usually, no.”
Disco: “What’s the sun doing in that part of the sky?”
Kurisu Fuyuumi: Trollestia strikes again?
“Well, thank you for offering
Ezn: “No worries, I do it ALL THE TIME.”
to come out and give everything one final check over before the big day. Everypony seems so excited! This little weekend may turn into a new Ponyville tradition if it goes off right.”
Ezn: “If it goes off wrong... well, there’s always Hoofington.”
“Well, let’s get through today first before we start planning for next year.” Twilight said, her saddle bags opening at the beckon call of the unicorn’s magic,
Ezn: Fact: unicorn magic has a very persuasive voice.
a checklist and pencil floating into the air and in front of Twilight.
“Now, let’s see. Are the exhibit tables set up?”
Cheerilee nodded, pointing a hoof to the area direction behind the school.
Ezn: breaking several laws of physics and geometry as she did so.
Several circular tables had been borrowed and rented from a number of ponies around Ponyville and covered in white tablecloths to form a veritable sea of tables.
Ezn: Little chair boats sailed across them, buffeted by the strong table-ocean wind.
Each table had two little signs on it with numbers.
“Thirty round tables with tablecloths with sixty numbered exhibit signs on yellow paper.”
Disco: Somewhere, Applejack gripped her head in agony.
Vimbert: Twilight was impressed an inferior earth pony could count that high.
“Perfect.” Twilight replied, making a check on her list, starting to look around the area the pair were standing in. “What about food?
Ezn: “We’re gonna eat that close bracket I swiped off the end of my dialogue!”
Private Sprinkles: We have a wondrous selection of the flesh of your enemies.
Crazy56U: You're penning a Cupcakes sequel while you riff, aren't you?
“We’re just about to finish setting up the tables for our little food court. Big Macintosh has brought in a food cart from Sweet Apple Acres. That just leaves Danver and the Cakes
simonAJ: "Danver and the Cakes" is my Beatles cover band.
who need to arrive and set up their food stalls.”
“Danver?”
“His family owns and runs the carrot farm next to Sweet Apple Acres.”
Ezn: Elsewhere, Carrot Top sighed deeply.
“Oh.” Twilight said, lifting a hoof to giggle. “Let me guess: Danver is a type of carrot.”
“You’d be guessing right.” Cheerile replied with a chuckle of her own.
Disco: Danver is easier to type than Chantenay or Imperator.
Vimbert: OH GOD SOMETHING SOMEONE MIGHT NOT HAVE HEARD OF LINK NOW
“Still, I’d say the food and eating area are all taken care of.” Twilight said, checking off the next item on the list. “That just leaves the afternoon activities. Still, I doubt we’ll be able to check that one off just yet.”
“Why do you say that?”
CTOONfan1: "We need some sort of problem to keep the story going."
“Well, we put Rainbow Dash in charge of that. She’s reliable, but she kind of likes to procrastinate a little. I wouldn’t be surprised if she was still back at home snoozing away the morning.”
“Boo!”
Twilight quickly turned her head to the side, a little startled by the sudden third voice in the conversation. It was only then that she took notice of the sky blue pegasus that was hovering in the air near her head. Cheerilee had to cover her mouth to keep herself from laughing as Rainbow Dash looked at Twilight with a smug grin.
“Back at home snoozing, huh?”
“Heh heh...” Twilight said, forcing a smile. “Rainbow Dash, I... didn’t expect you to be here this early.”
The pegasus just chuckled, landing next to Twilight and folding her wings.
“Relax Twi; on any normal day I would still be asleep.
Disco: “But Scootaloo wouldn’t shut up.”
But this is just going to be too awesome!
Anon13: Damn that pony has low standards.
Anonymous: At this point I think they all do.
Svensvenderson: We're still reading this. What does that say about us?
Vimbert: Nothing good.
I just had to get up early, not only to clear the skies but to make sure all my awesome sporting events were ready.”
“What all do you have planned?” Cheerilee asked.
“Oh, tons of stuff. I actually went and checked out a book with a whole bunch of killer ideas.”
Disco: They were all tagged [Grimdark].
Anonymous: Except one that had "as FUCK" following.
“It was one of the few times she came into the library without crashing.” Twilight offered, though Rainbow Dash ignored the unicorn
Ezn: “I’m not wasting any more money on your junk, Twilight!”
and kept going.
“We’ve got something for everypony. Got things for just the kids to do, things for kids to do with their parents, and things for the parents to do so the kids can cheer them on. We’ve got games for pegasi, for earth ponies, for unicorns and games where you get to mix it up.
Svensvenderson: Uni ponies? Earthsi? Pegacorns?
Ezn: “Well, at least that’s how our games guy, uh, ‘Discord’ put it... He was cheap.”
It is all just going to be so awesome!”
“Wow, that sounds like a lot.”
Disco: Of nonsense.
“Like a lot of fun, you mean.” Rainbow Dash said, lifting a hoof to a chest and gently brushing it against her. “Yea, I pretty much outdid myself.”
“And, since we got so many ponies to volunteer their time and things for free.”
DiStort: Equestria's economy baffles me to no end.
Cheerilee said with a chirp,
Hellioning: First Nyx, and now Cheerilee? Crap, it's contagious!
Vimbert: Bird flu has reached Equestria.
reaching under a nearby table and pulling out a box. “I actually was able to spend the last of the budget on some prizes for your events.”
“Prizes? Oh boy, nothing is better than having prizes.” Dash said, the pegasus already digging through the prize box as she took stock of what all Cheerilee had bought.
Ezn: Derpy, get out of that box!
“Cool, you got yo-yo’s in here.” Dash eventually offered, pulling her head out of the box with one of the said yo-yo’s. In a flash the pegasus had the yo-yo string around her hoof, giving it a flick and sending the little plastic disk down and up the string in a smooth motion before pulling off a simple sleeper trick, where the yo-yo stayed at the bottom of the string but continued spinning.
simonAJ: Did you seriously just spend 3/4 of a paragraph describing a yo-yo trick? I can't even make a joke about that. I'm flabbergasted.
Hellioning: Considering most yo-yo tricks are all about finger control, how does that work with hooves?
“Heh, I used to be pretty good at this.” Dash admitted,
Ezn: “But then I took an arrow to the yo-yo.”
a flick of her hoof bringing the yo-yo out of the sleeper trick. A few more flicks to build up speed and then Dash quickly wrapped some of the string around her hooves, resulting in the yo-yo swinging back and forth inside a triangle of string.
“This here is called ‘The Pendulum’.”
Disco: It’s like I’m in the third grade all over again!
“That’s great Dash, but shouldn’t you leave the prizes for the ponies who actually win them?”
“Sure, just one more trick. You heard of ‘Around the World’?
Hellioning: Yeah, I love Daft Punk.
Vimbert: Daft Pony?
Crazy56U: Honey, let it go. If we spend the entire riff pony-fying terms, we're going to be here for a while.
Well, this is my super, double loop, around the sun trick.” With that Dash gave the yo-yo a firm flick, the pegasus jumping into to mid air as she used her wings to spin herself. Still, a few seconds after starting the trick, Dash flopped to the ground, Cheerilee and Twilight laughing out loud as Dash had managed to hog-tie
CTOONfan1: There's that phrase again.
Ezn: a hog to
her legs and wings with yo-yo string.
Disco: And Phoe’s squees echoed through the halls of Equestria Daily.
Vimbert: And then everything sexual happened.
“Oh, wow Dash, that really was something.” Twilight prodded.
Vimbert: “Prodded”... see?
“Yeah yeah... laugh it up. Now, are you going to stand there giggling or are you going to lend me a hoof?”
Ezn: “You need five hooves to do this next trick.”
=============
The Learn and Play Day was in full swing the moment it opened to the public at 9:00 that morning. The students had already arrived and set up their exhibits, each having done a project on something that interested them.
Svensvenderson: And only 17 baking soda and vinegar volcanoes.
There were exhibits about farming techniques, about history, about how weather was made, and dozens of other little topics where the students tried to show off their work.
Disco: Yet none of them showed how the first Winter Wrap-Up was done.
DiStort: That's classified info, Disco.
That was the “Learn” part of the “Learn and Play Day”, where the students not only learned more about subjects they wanted to know more about
Hellioning: If pony children are anything about human children, that is a category consisting only of video games and candy.
but some parents and other ponies in the community had a chance to learn something new as well.
Anon13: Primarily the depths of boredom a pony can endure.
“Isn’t this so super duper fun Fluttershy?!” Pinkie Pie chirped,
Vimbert: And another victim is claimed.
bouncing along between the student exhibits while Fluttershy walked calmly beside her. “I mean, I knew Cotton Candy was good
Vimbert: Of course. She’s a nice pony.
and I knew how to make it but I never knew how little pieces of sugar turned into stringy, wingy goodness.”
Disco: She’s taking notes for the next Cupcakes sequel.
“Yes, that was a really interesting display.”
Private Sprinkles: What I really liked about it was when it ended.
“Which one’s been your favorite so far?”
“Well... um...I liked the one about how caterpillars become butterflies. I already knew about it,
CTOONfan1: before it was mainstream.
Anon13: Hipstershy!
but the student did such a wonderful job explaining it.”
“All the kids did a really good job. Oh, I wish I could have an exhibit. I’d do one about parties.”
“Parties?”
“Well duh; parties aren’t as easy as everypony thinks. There are lots of rules you have to follow, the Pinkie Pie Party rules.”
DiStort: "Parties aren't about WHY! They're about WHY NOT?!"
Anonymous: WHY are Pinkie's parties so dangerous?
CTOONfan1: Why not MARRY safe parties if you love them so much?
The pink pony offered matter of factly.
“Really?” Fluttershy offered
Blahdeblah: Please, for the love of Faust, use a thesaurus! They don't bite, I promise!
in disbelief.
Ezn: A bold sales technique.
“I would never imagine you actually had rules for your parties.”
Crazy56U: Fluttershy... please realize who you're talking about. This is expected of her!
Yarrik: First rule of Pinkie Pie Parties: Do not talk about Pinkie Pie Parties.
Anonymous: Rule 2: DO NOT TALK ABOUT PINKIE'S PARTIES!
Hellioning: Rule 3: Bring a friend!
“Of course! How do you think they turn out so good? I have rules you can never ever ever ever never ever break, and as long as you don’t break them then the party is a guaranteed success. Like, Rule #1: -
Disco: Don’t talk about Pinkie’s parties.
Every party must has
Ezn: cheezburger and pictures of cat slathered with Impact font
Blahdeblah: I can has grammar check?
decorations... or Rule #157: If the ratio of fillies and colts to mares and stallions is at least two to one, there must be a pinata.”
Fluttershy couldn’t help but tilt her head to one side, confusion across her face.
Ezn: “Everything’s sideways!”
“Rule #157? How many rules are there?”
“376.”
“Oh... oh my... that’s...
Disco: Ridiculously arbitrary.
that’s a lot of rules.”
“Hey, throwing parties is my special talent
Ezn: Just in case you forgot.
and it is serious business to make them seriously super, duper fun. OH! Hey, there’s Nyx’s booth! We should go see what she did.”
Hellioning: "I mean, she's the only reason we exist, anyway! ALL HAIL NYX!"
With that Pinkie Pie bounded ahead, forcing Fluttershy to break into
Ezn: song, bringing Past Sins several places higher in my fic hierarchy.
a quick trot just to catch up. A group of stallions and mares
Ezn: who were horses and not ponies
were just stepping away from Nyx’s booth
CTOONfan1: They wanted to get as far away as possible.
when the pink earth pony and yellow pegasus came up,
Ezn: Berry Punch? Raindrops? What?
the black filly offering them a big smile.
Ezn: “She’s trying to sell us something! Run!”
“Hey Fluttershy. Hey Pinkie Pie.”
Disco: Oh hai guys.
Crazy56U: Oh hai Mark.
Yarrik: YOU'RE TEARING ME APART, LISA!
“Hey there Nyx.” Pinkie Pie chirped.
Hellioning: The chirps are spreading! It's an epidemic! We need to quarantine them!
Crazy56U: So, in other words... it's a birdemic. Quick, get the coat hangers!
Ezn: My little birdie, my little birdie...
I used to wonder what birdsong could be!
Until you shared your contagious birdflu with me!
“What super duper thing did you do for your exhibit? Give us the whole rundown.”
“If you don’t mind, that is.” Fluttershy offered, trying to curb Pinkie Pie’s enthusiasm.
Ezn: “Stop it! We don’t want Nyx to think we actually like her!”
“Of course not, it’s-” Nyx replied, before coughing into her hoof to clear her throat. “I chose to make my Exhibit about
Ezn: Those annoying People who capitalise random Nouns.
Transfiguration Magic.”
“Tranafigurwhatiewhat?”
Ezn: Pinkie Pie needs those wiki links too.
Nyx giggled.
Private Sprinkles: And an angel died that day.
Vimbert: Every time Nyx smiles, a puppy dies.
Crazy56U: And when she laughs, a pony has a heart attack.
“Transfiguration, Pinkie Pie. It’s the magic that focuses on turning one thing into another.”
CTOONfan1: Really? Can it turn this story into something more entertaining?
At that the filly pointed to a number of pictures she had set up on the backdrop of her exhibit.
Ezn: “Nyx, have you been looking under Twilight’s bed again? Those pictures aren’t nice, you know.”
“As you can see, Transfiguration Magic can be used to transform practically anything into anything else. A stick into a fancy walking cane. A stone into a hat. An apple into a horse drawn carriage.
Private Sprinkles: A good premise into a horrible execution.
Ezn: You forgot “mice into abomination horse-demons”.
RingmasterJ5: Mykan knows transfiguration magic?
“Transfiguration Magic is only truly limited by the skill and the ability of the pony casting it. Skilled unicorns, such as the local fashion designer Rarity, can use Transfiguration to turn fabric into a dress.
Svensvenderson: That's called 'sewing', Nyx.
Crazy56U: Please, she's too busy being a Mary Sue to know what sewing is... because that's how that works.
Or another unicorn, Twilight Sparkle, being able to transfigure four common mice into four full sized horses.”
Ezn: How could I ever have doubted you, Pen Stroke?
Disco: Nyx’s exhibit was surrounded by cacti.
Ezn: It’s so nice that she was such a good relationship with her adoptive grandfather.
“I remember that.” Pinkie Pie said with a giggle. “They didn’t exactly look like horses.”
“Yes, and that leads me to the next part of my exhibit. The limits of Transfiguration Magic. Transfiguration magic is, above all, temporary.
Ezn: “Much like all life. I’d like to digress into philosophy for just a moment...”
Everything transfigured will eventually turn back to normal.
Anon13: Wouldn’t that mean Rarity’s dresses eventually pop back into random bits of cloth? … And wouldn’t that be really fun to watch?
This is why most anything that needs to be permanent is still hoof made, like houses and clothing,
Vimbert: “even though I just said that Rarity uses it to make dresses. Guess my filthy earth pony side is showing at last.”
since Transfiguration magic only lasts for so long. Otherwise, there wouldn’t be a need for construction works, carpenters, or any other ponies that make things.
“And, as a final part of my exhibit, I would like to provide a live demonstration of Transfiguration Magic.”
At that Nyx pointed to the rock setting on the table in the center of her exhibit.
Ezn: “This rock setting is designed to invoke primitive emotions in us ponies. Emotions of anger, and of love.”
The black filly then shut her eyes, focusing as her horn began to glow. The rock glowed until, eventually, it popped and turned into a small, potted flower.
Disco: Which began to scream in terror.
Yarrik: "For my next trick, I turn it into a whale!"
Hellioning: "Oh bother. Not again."
“Oooooooooooooo...” Pinkie Pie said, leaning in and sniffing the floor.
Isphone: Silly Pinkie. We're talking about the flower.
“It even smells real.”
“So, any questions?”
Hellioning: Several. First off, how does it feel, being a Mary Sue?
Disco: “Can I eat it?”
Vimbert: I'll take a flower chip... AND EAT IT!
“No, none at all.
Ezn: “I don’t question things. I just do what the Man tells me to.”
That was very well done, Nyx. You should be-”
Ezn: “-boiled in oil.”
Fluttershy began to say, only for Pinkie Pie to put her head between the pegasus and filly.
Ezn: “THREE-WAY!”
“OH, I got a question! Have you tried changing anything bigger than a rock? Oh, do you take requests?”
“Well... no, but I guess I could try. Uh... what did you have in mind?”
Ezn: “I’ve got thoughts in my mind, silly!”
“Turn that grass into cotton candy. No, turn that into a candy apple. Wait, you should turn that stallion’s bowtie into a squirty flower. OH, no no no no. I know what you should try to do!” Pinkie Pie smiled,
Ezn: “No, Pinkie. We’re going to do the same thing we do every night...”
Svensvenderson: Turn Scootaloo into a chicken?
Hellioning: That wouldn't accomplish anything, it'd be like turning Nyx into a badly written character.
Crazy56U: Or making Pinkie Pie insane.
pointing a hoof at Fluttershy. “Turn her into a tree.”
Disco: **** just got real.
Vimbert: Pardon me while I go break things for several hours.
“Turn who into a what now?” Nyx asked, tilting her head to one side in confusion.
“Turn Fluttershy into a tree.”
“Why?”
Ezn: The million-dollar question.
Vimbert: Because pointless fandom reference!
“Because this one time on a train I got talking with Rainbow Dash and Twilight and for some strange reason Dash thought Rainbow Dash was a tree, even though she obviously isn’t. But then Fluttershy said she’d like to be a tree, so can you turn her into a tree? It would be super duper fun.”
Ezn: “This is a fond memory that my friends and I have cherished. We reminisce about it all the time.”
“Well... I don’t know....”
“Oh come on, just give it a try. You never know until you try.” Pinkie Pie chirped.
“Are you okay with this Fluttershy?”
Ezn: Nah, I prefer that other Fluttershy. The one that comes with the gala dress.
“Well, it won’t hurt will it?” The pegasus asked quietly.
Ezn: Rainbow Day, it’s really rude to butt into other ponies’ conversations like this!
“It shouldn’t.”
Disco: “You’ll die too quickly.”
“And it won’t be permanent?”
Ezn: “Weren’t you listening to my speech? Nothing is permanent! We are all dust in the wind!”
“No, Transfiguration Magic is by definition temporary.” Nyx assured. “That and the first spell Twilight made me learn when I started this project was how to break a Transfiguration spell... in case I made a mistake.”
CTOONfan1: You? Make mistakes? Yeah right.
Svensvenderson: Silly Mary-Sue, you can do no wrong!
“Well... I am kind of curious what it would be like...”
“See? It will be so much fun!” Pinkie Pie half shouted,
Vimbert: Half-moaned
bouncing a little in excitement. Nyx could only swallow hard,
Ezn: Twilight had taught her well.
having been literally put on the spot
Anon13: Unless Pinkie picked Nyx up and put her on a circle on the ground YOU’VE GOT IT WRONG.
by the pink earth pony as some others in the crowd had gathered. Taking a deep breath, Nyx
Ezn: Not in public, Nyx!
shut her eyes as her horn began to glow. First a single level of glow,
Ezn: Vegeta, what does the scouter say about Nyx’s glow level?
then another took shape
Ezn: Fact: levels of glow can take shape.
as the filly focused on her magic.
============
“Man, some of these booths are really cool.” Rainbow Dash offered,
Ezn: I’ve run out of these jokes, but ponies just keep offering!
she and Twilight trotting amongst them. “I mean, did you see what Scootaloo did?
Ezn: “No, I don’t usually pay attention to that failure of a pony.”
She actually explained how my Sonic Rainboom works. I didn’t even really knew how it worked,
CTOONfan1: I didn't knew how it work, so her explanation really helping.
besides the fact I was breaking the sound barrier.”
Disco: Someone has been watching pony physics videos.
“Yes, all the students have really done-”Twilight
Ezn: The space has been left out here to visually display the abruptness of what interrupted Twilight. A bold typographical choice.
began, only to be silenced as the ground began to shake and a loud noise cut through the air.
ssssrrrr-RRRRUUUUGGGGHHHH-RRRUUUGGGHHH-frrggggh.....trrrssss-ssssttthhh-stttshh...
Private Sprinkles: Did someone break the T.V again?
Crazy56U: Either that, or Giygas was summoned.
Anon13: Or else some filly's doing an exhibit on passing kidney stones.
Yarrik: Don't be silly, that's the call of Cthulhu. Don't you feel your sanity oozing out your ears?
Hellioning: Remember children: Never summon Great Old Ones at home! Go to a friend's house instead!
Disco: I’a Cthulhu!
Crazy56U: HE COMES.
Anon13: For the love of god, do NOT make this a clopfic!
“What was that?” Twilight asked, regaining her footing from what had felt like a minor earthquake.
Ezn: It was something that felt like a minor earthquake.
When she got no answer,
Ezn: Oh, so NOW you ponies aren’t offering stuff anymore?
Twilight turned to look at Dash, who was staring narrowed eyed in the opposite direction. Following the pegasus' gaze Twilight nearly choked on the air in her own lungs at what she saw.
Ezn: Nyx had accidentally summoned Discord and single-hoofedly defeated him, and was now glowing with deadly Sue-radiation.
A large, leafy tree had appeared in the center of the exhibits, as tall as the school house with a trunk as thick as a pony was long. It was a weeping willow tree, its long hanging branches and leaves draping over the nearby exhibits. The tree, however, was very unusual as its bark was a bright yellow and all of its leaves were a light, frilly pink.
Ezn: I WONDER WHAT THIS COULD BE.
“Oh my Gosh! You DID IT!”
simonAJ: "You wrote something even more balls-to-the-wall retarded than Spiderses!"
Pinkie Pie’s voice burst out above the crowd,
Ezn: killing thousands.
drawing Rainbow Dash and Twilight out of their stupor. The two quickly raced through the network of tables and to the base of the tree. Pinkie Pie had climbed up into the branches, climbing around with speed and agility that would make a monkey proud.
Ezn: A little off to the side, Lyra wiped a single tear from her eye and beamed with pride.
“Pinkie Pie, where the hay did this tree come from?” Dash asked, the pegasus taking flight as she caught up to Pinkie Pie in the tree’s crown.
Jamie Norman: Fluttershy - Queen of the Trees!
“It was super duper amazing! Nyx did it with her magic!”
“Nyx did?”
DiStort: Way to raise a witch, Twilight.
Crazy56U: I don't think we should be concerned until the flying monkeys appear.
Twilight said, the unicorn looking up and down the tree in
Ezn: lust she couldn’t understand.
disbelief before her eyes narrowed. “Wait, where is Nyx?”
Ezn: “She didn’t survive the casting.”
“Over here.” The filly replied, climbing out from beneath her exhibit table. “Twilight, I’m sorry... I didn’t mean... well, I meant to
Ezn: “AND HAVE NO REGRETS! Fluttershy will be a tree... forever!”
but Pinkie Pie asked and Fluttershy said it was okay but I didn’t think I would be able to do it.”
“Do what?” Twilight asked.
Ezn: Nyx: “Have a believable character arc.”
Twilight: “You were right.”
“She turned Fluttershy into a tree!” Pinkie Pie cheered as she hung from one of the branches.
“Wait... wait wait wait.” Dash said, pointing a hoof at the yellow and pink weeping willow. “This, this tree right here. This tree is Fluttershy.”
Disco: Nobody move! She might start balding!
“Well duh. Of course it is! I just told you that Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree. Seriously Dash, I’d think you’d be happy. After all, you were the one that thought Fluttershy was a tree when we were on our way to Appleloosa.”
Ezn: “We have a page about it in our photo album and everything!”
“I did not! I was being sarcastic.”
“Sarcastawhat?”
Ezn: I do not understand your pony sarcasm. Provide me with wiki links.
Crazy56U: But they'll be broken...
As Dash tried again to explain to Pinkie Pie why she had once called Fluttershy a tree,
Ezn: and this story rode on the laurels of S01E21 “Over A Barrel”
Twilight began to glance nervously around the steadily growing crowd of ponies.
Ezn: ZOMBIES...
They were all murmuring and whispering about Nyx, considering a filly had just done something that even she wouldn’t have been able to do without a lot of practice.
DiStort: Nearby, a torch and pitchfork salespony suddenly gets the feeling he's going to have a really good day.
“Nyx, Sweetie.” Twilight whispered, leaning into the little black filly.
Ezn: “I want you to try this transfiguration stuff again... tonight.”
“Can you turn Fluttershy back... now?!”
Disco: “This meme is so last season!”
The last words communicated the urgency of the request,
Ezn: This story is suitable for viewing by the italics-impaired.
Nyx nodding her head and shutting her eyes.
Ezn: putting her left hoof out and spinning all about
Isphone: Lets do the time warp again!
The filly’s horn glowed again, reaching the same brilliance it had when first casting the Transfiguration spell. Twilight watched and observed
Ezn: That’s why she has TWO eyes, y’see.
the glow around Nyx’s horn and how far it radiated out, a sign of how hard a unicorn was straining their natural magical ability.
The glow got about twice as bright and large as when Nyx was usually using her horn before the tree imploded in
Ezn: As opposed to imploding out.
on itself, its roots being pulled out of the ground. Dash grabbed Pinkie Pie before she could drop out of the air, the blue pegasus setting the earth pony down just as a resounding pop filled the air.
Ezn: Meanwhile, Pinkie slipped out of Dash’s hooves and fell to the ground, breaking her neck in the process.
With that pop Fluttershy reappeared, the pegasus dropping to the ground with a small thud.
Ezn: why won’t you die
“Fluttershy, are you okay?” Twilight asked, quickly rushing up to help her friend back to her hooves.
Ezn: “Yeah, I’m only a little traumatised.”
“Ye... yes, I’m...I’m fine.”
“Oh, what was it like? What was it like?” Pinkie Pie asked, bouncing in excitement.
“It was......”
Disco: Terrifying?
Vimbert: Painful?
Isphone: A level of disturbing that cannot be properly conveyed through spoken word?
Yarrik: STUPID?!
Anon13: That’s it.
Fluttershy began, pausing a moment to collect her thoughts.
Ezn: “It was like being a tree.”
Not only did Pinkie Pie and Dash lean in to hear the answer, but any ponies nearby who had witnessed the feat of magic leaned in as well, eager to hear the a first hand
Ezn: And suddenly Past Sins was a Human in Equestria fic.
account of what it was like to be a tree.
“Nice.” Fluttershy finally concluded.
DiStort: In other words, it was the most horrifyingly painful thing she had ever experienced.
Vimbert: Check another one off the list of pointless fandom references!
Dash’s disappointment in the answer was reflected on the faces of most ponies who had watched.
Ezn: The dragoneye magic had worn off by now, so she was unable to grab the disappointment off their faces and offer it back to them at exorbitant prices.
Hearing that being turned into a tree was “nice” wasn’t exactly the kind of answer they had been hoping for.
Vimbert: When not even the author is pleased with his own meta-joke, things are not good.
Pinkie Pie was, as usual, un-phased.
Vimbert: She had managed to keep herself in this plane of existence. She was fazed, however.
“Oh, now I want to be turned into something! A rose bush... no, a balloon! NO! Turn me into a cake, turn me into a-”
Anonymous: I wanna be a pie!
Yarrik: A Pinkie Pie! Genius!
Vimbert: And then you should turn Rainbow Dash into a cupcake!
Crazy56U: Hmm... "Cupcakes", but replacing Pinkie with Nightmare Moon... nah, it wouldn't be the same.
“Wow, would you look at that! It’s almost lunch time.”
Ezn: “Nyx, turn Scootaloo into lunch.”
Twilight interrupted, putting a hoof against Pinkie Pie’s mouth while she put on a forced smile. “Personally, I’m starved. Aren’t you starved Nyx? Of course you are,
Ezn: “I never feed you!”
you just turned a pony into a tree. That kind of thing must really work up an appetite.
CTOONfan1: "I should know. I've turned several ponies into cacti."
Why don’t we go get something to eat?”
Anon13: And just for fun, why don’t we go someplace quiet and just start screaming and never stop? ‘Cuz that’s what I’m gonna do!
Not even waiting an answer from the black filly,
Ezn: This is the plight of the black filly in our society.
Twilight grabbed up Nyx with a levitation spell and galloped out of the crowd of ponies.
“Aw... but I wanted to be a cake...”
Disco: Someone has been reading too many Nightly Roundups.
Pinkie Pie, her voice ringing with a twinge of disappointment.
The pink pony then quickly perked up, eyes darting around as she scratched at her neck.
“What’s wrong Pinkie Pie?”
Ezn: “My eyes just darted away from me!”
“Itchy Neck, Itchy Neck.” The pony replied.
Ezn: Go away, Hayseed Turniptruck!
“Itchy neck... wait, like Twitchy Tail?” Dash asked.
“No, Silly. Twitchy Tail is when something is about to fall.”
“Then what does Itchy Neck mean?” Fluttershy asked.
Jamie Norman: Horseflies.
Ezn: “It means I’m in fanfiction with Nyx!”
“Somepony is watching us.” Pinkie Pie replied, eyes moving around the now dispersing crowd of ponies.
Disco: She’s on to us! Hide!
“Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy just got turned into a tree. Everypony was watching us.” Dash pointed out.
“No, no no no no. That was an innocent ‘wow that’s a really cool thing that happened’ watching us. No, Itchy Neck is bad kind of watching.”
“Bad watching? What the hay is bad watching?”
Ezn: Bad watching is when you watch something bad. Or read something bad. Like the other day I was reading this fanfic called- OH SNAP!
“Ssssspyyyyying.”
Crazy56U: Damn it, the fan fic is having buffering issues!
Vimbert: The framerate is downright terrible here.
Pinkie Pie replied with a hush. “And the spy is... that way!”
Without another word the pink pony was off, galloping at a full sprint
Ezn: The bar was about to close and Berry Punch was still sober.
leaving a very confused Fluttershy and Rainbow Dash.
Ezn: She ran so fast that she made a new pony called Rainbowshy!
“She is so random.”
Ezn: Little did Rainbow Dash know that particle decay is the only TRUE randomness.
Disco: Next time, on Past Sins MST! Will Pinkie find the spy? How much can Epic Failure drink? Can Nyx ascend to new levels of Mary Sue-dom? Does anyone actually care?! To find out, tune in next time, to Past Sins MST!
Ezn: Same Past URL, same Sins channel!
=====================================================================
Disco: What, no Questions, Comments, Concerns?
DiStort: Aww, but I have so many!
simonAJ: Shove 'em. That's the old Pen Stroke. The new and reformed Pen Stroke knows he's perfect in every way.
Crazy56U: In other words, Nyx turned him into a Gary Sue.
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Chapter 8
You Can’t Hide Magic
Crazy56U: But you CAN run from it! (runs away... and into a wall) ...ow.
RLYoshi: That... was the worst attempt at running away... EVER. Of all time.
Drizzel: Not his fault, someone put a wall in his way.
Crazy56U: (dazed) What? I don’t think I can hear anymore. The wall broke my space... (falls over) ...I’m alright...
===================
Twilight looked on in a half daze,
Anon13: Someone should tell Pen that one of the Habits of Highly Successful Fanfics is NOT DOING THINGS BY HALVES!
Ezn: and half-cousined half-shouted
Crazy56U: Huh. I guess she had some special brownies.
watching as Nyx gingerly
Svensvenderson: Since when is Nyx a ginger?
Hellioning: That would explain so much.
ate at an apple. The pair were sitting on the grass behind the apple stand currently being worked by Big Macintosh,
Ezn: although at the time of this event it was empty
the red stallion allowing the pair to hide away from the crowds after the tree incident.
Shadix: They will never see trees the same way again.
The unicorn was in full on panic mode,
Ezn: Sparkler’s pickle jar got stuck again!
Isphone: I thought it was peanut butter.
Ezn: Mmm, peanut butter...
DiStort: Maybe it was a jar of peanut butter pickles?
though she was doing her best to keep up a calm facade so that Nyx wouldn’t feel like she had done anything wrong.
CTOONfan1: When in reality, her very existence was wrong.
Still, Twilight’s mind was spinning
RLYoshi: right round baby right round.
faster
RatherHomely: (Singing) Dreidel, dreidel, dreidel, I made it out of brain.
than Dash could fly.
Dragon shaped eyes could be hidden with
Ezn: dragon-shaped
glasses,
Crazy56U: AKA The Clark Kent Maneuver.
wings with a vest but... but Nyx had practically blown her disguise right out of the water with that display of magic.
Disco: She’s sunk her own battleship!
Every pony at the Learn and Play Day had to be talking about what happened. A tree as tall as the school house had popped up out of nowhere and just as quickly turned back into a yellow pegasus.
Ezn: Just in case you... well, this IS a new chapter.
Disco: Yes, there’s no way we could possibly remember something that happened five paragraphs ago.
DiStort: Why? What happened five paragraphs ago?
Vimbert: Sorry, guys. What were we talking about? I forgot.
Crazy56U: Who are you people?!?
RLYoshi: So we're riffing Conversion Bureau, right? That's what this fanfic is?
Twilight wasn’t even sure she could pull off that kind of magic, and not only was she an adult
Anon13: Coulda fooled me.
she was one of the most gifted unicorns in Equestria. Her special talent was magic itself;
Vimbert: Just in case you forgot. Do you need a picture? A wiki link?
RatherHomely: Wait, there's MAGIC in this show?!
if anypony could do something like that it would be her...
Isphone: Jealousy overtook Twilight as she picked up Nyx and threw her in the street.
but here that feat of magic had been done by Nyx... a normal filly.
Svensvenderson: No, Nyx is a Mary Sue. Haven’t we figured that out, Twi?
Anon13: Yeah, Nyx blew ‘normal’ away several chapters ago.
Disco: They’re still washing the blood off the pavement.
Drizzel: And the bloods making everything sparkle-no offense Twilight.
No, despite what Twilight told herself and everypony, Nyx wasn’t entirely normal.
Ezn: She had a birthmark in the shape of a porkchop under her chin. Oh, and she was the reincarnation of Nightmare Moon.
Crazy56U: She had made friends with her ticks; Twilight has gotten concerned.
Hellioning: Nyx is perfectly normal for her species. It's just that her species is an abomination unto Celestia.
She was an alicorn, and there were only two other alicorns Twilight knew.
Ezn: She hadn’t made a very good impression at the alicorn singles mixer the previous month.
Luna and Celestia,
RLYoshi: Because, y'know, that isn't plainly obvious or anything.
and those two had the magical power to move the sun and moon.
Vimbert: Are you sure? PROVE IT.
RLYoshi: Pics or it didn't happen.
They were immortal princesses...
Was... was Nyx the same way? She wasn’t Nightmare Moon,
Crazy56U: Nope, Chuck Testa.
Twilight was dead
RLYoshi: YES! THE END AT LAST!
sure of that.
Vimbert: For no apparent reason.
Svensvenderson: Foreshadowing, perhaps?
But... she had come from the spell meant for Nightmare Moon
CTOONfan1: Don't you hate when your spell is sent to a neighbor?
and she was an alicorn.
Disco: Oh man, I’m having Chapter 1 flashbacks! Make them stop!
Vimbert: So clearly, there was no way she could be Nightmare Moon. Clearly.
Had the filly somehow inherited a gift of immortality?
Shadix: Come One, Come all! Fresh Immortality to any fine filly or colt!
Crazy56U: If she's immortal, does that mean she can only die if her head's cut off?
RLYoshi: Please let us test this theory...
Would she, when she was older,
CTOONfan1: develop interesting character traits?
RLYoshi: Hm... nah, probably not.
be able to move the sun and moon or other heavily bodies?
Ezn: Would she be able to help Twilight move her bookcases around without pay?
Isphone: Could she create a rock that's impossible to move, and then move it?
Private Sprinkles: Could she create a taco so huge, even she couldn't eat it?
Crazy56U: Could she make "Jersey Shore" enjoyable?
For The Plot: Other heavily bodies? Heavy bodies! Obviously, not only is she good at magic, she's incredibly strong.
Would she become as grand and regal as Celestia?
Ezn: Would she ever be rid of her tick infestation?
Disco: That’d require divine intervention.
Svensvenderson: “Would she be as perverted as Molestia? As mean as Trollestia?”
Crazy56U: What if... what if she became all three?
Anon13: She’d be the Sue to End All Sues.
The full weight of parenthood came crushing down on Twilight at this moment.
Svensvenderson: Twilight made her reflex save, and only took half damage.
For the Plot: At this moment? Not the other moments... THIS MOMENT?
What was she getting herself into?
Disco: The readers are asking themselves the same question.
She was taking care of this filly like a daughter, like she was Nyx’s mother... and she was barely an adult herself.
CTOONfan1: How old exactly IS she?
For the Plot: She was an adult just a few sentences back.
And, for all the unicorn knew, she was raising a filly that could someday sit beside Luna and Celestia as another immortal princess.
DiStort: You ever notice how ponies make a big deal out of what is essentially a birth defect?
And how long would she be able to keep the truth hidden?
CTOONfan1: I'm betting a few more hours.
For the Plot: At least two more chapters...
Drizzel: And even then we'll all be left in the dark...
Dragon shaped eyes could be hidden, wings could be hidden, but...
Ezn: copy-pasted lines could not be hidden as well.
that kind of magical power, how much longer would it be before Celestia heard of this prodigy in Ponyville and came to investigate herself? And even if the hiccup with turning Fluttershy into a tree
Anon13: That was a hiccup? What happens when she sneezes?
Crazy56U: The world ends. Duh.
Ezn: Everything gets 20% cooler, Scootaloo becomes a chicken and the fun gets doubled.
Disco: Everyone would suddenly find their manes drenched, and their hooves covered in poorly-drawn socks.
DiStort: I believe the scientific term is “Memetasm.”
Drizzel: And it would be beautiful.
was a one time thing, what would happen as Nyx got older?
Disco: She’d probably turn emo and use her magic to write crappy poetry.
Anon13: Or go completely meta and write atrocious fanfics.
Vimbert: A Mary Sue that wrote other Mary Sues. It’s like some kind of dystopian nightmare.
RLYoshi: Yo dawg, I heard you like Mary Sues...
Svensvenderson: I would think anatomy would have been one of Twilight’s favorite subjects.
CTOONfan1: She's very self-conscious about that.
For the Plot: hey! She's working on that! You see her going to the gym...
Would Nyx’s magic get more powerful? How big was the filly going to get?
Crazy56U: Based on what I know about future events (in order): Yes, very big...
Luna, after all, was only a little bigger than the average pony
CTOONfan1: She's very self-conscious about that.
but she was still the younger sister; she might get bigger in time just like her older sister. And speaking of Celestia.... what if Nyx got to be as big as her? You can’t hide a pony that big.
Batman_the_Dino: Unless you build a very large barn in the middle of nowhere.
And what about her mane? What if Nyx’s mane started to turn magical, turning into that night blue field of magic with stars like the real Nightmare Moon?
Crazy56U: Then she has become Nightmare Moon...
Ezn: I, for one, would really like her mane then.
She could dress Nyx in a full body suit
Vimbert: That would be made out of rubber for completely innocent reasons
and that mane would still give her away.
Ezn: to charity, as a warm black blanket.
Disco: She’d be sent back in an attempt to avoid further tick infestations.
And what would ponies think when they began to realize what Nyx was? That she had some connection with Nightmare Moon? How long before the torches and pitchforks came out?
Crazy56U: They'd be angry, they'd be scared, they won't (unfortunately)...
DiStort: Ooh, I sense a fun new sport in the works.
How long before the royal guard was hunting Nyx down? How long before Celestia would banish Nyx to the moon?
Crazy56U: They won't, and she won't. ...oh yeah, spoilers.
Ezn: How long before Pen Stroke’s question mark key gets worn out?
Disco: Not soon enough.
RLYoshi: Next time on Ponyball Z!
Nyx didn’t deserve any of that.
Anon13: WRONG!
Disco: She deserves far worse.
She wasn’t Nightmare Moon, she just wasn’t.
Ezn: Except that she actually was.
She just looked like her... and had her power...and some of her memories...but she wasn’t-
Disco: Denial is magic!
Svensvenderson: If it walks like a duck, talks like a duck...
Crazy56U: Then it’s a rabbit. Obviously.
Hellioning: She's not a duck! She's an ANTI-duck, a counter-duck if you will...
“Twilight, you okay? Yer lookin’ a might pale.”
Crazy56U: She turned white out of anxiety? ...meh, at least she didn't have another "tardy" episode...
Disco: Twilight is clearly a mood ring.
Hellioning: "Might Pale" sounds like an anime character name.
The unicorn was snapped out of her spiraling thoughts
CTOONfan1: Her thoughts that will pierce the heavens!
as she looked up at Big Macintosh,
Batman_the_Dino: with the dreamy eyes of a schoolgirl,
who had a moment free from customers to check on the pair.
“Oh... yes, sorry... I’m fine. Just... just a little light headed.”
Anon13: “Internal monologues are exhausting.”
“You want another apple?”
Anon13: “They’re pretty much all there is to our entire family.”
Vimbert: They’re one trick ponies, if you will.
Hellioning: Ba-dum-tish!
RLYoshi: (crickets)
Crazy56U: Boooo!
“No, no thank you Big Macintosh.”
Disco: “Save the shipping innuendo for another fic.”
Crazy56U: Please, that wasn't Big Macintosh talking; all he can say is "Yup" and "Nope". Season 2 taught me that.
The unicorn replied. “Uh, have they started the afternoon activities?”
“Don’t think so, but I reckon’ it’s going to start right soon. Saw Applejack and Apple Bloom headin’ in that direction.”
CTOONfan1: "That's the afternoon activity direction."
“We’re still going to that, even after what happened?” Nyx asked, a bit surprised.
Ezn: “We need something to pad the rest of this chapter with, silly!”
Vimbert: AND FILLER MAKES IT ALL COMPLETE!
“Yes, both because you didn’t really do anything wrong
DiStort: “Y’know, besides break several laws of magic and ethics.”
Vimbert: “And being a horrible abomination that perverts the natural order.”
Hellioning: But who's counting, really?
Crazy56U: I’d answer, but the Count from Sesame Street keeps screening my calls.
and because I know you’ve been looking forward to it.” Twilight replied, getting to her hooves.
Anon13: “Also, I left my brains in my other pants.”
Disco: It’s been through wash a few times.
Drizzel: "And I don't have pants."
Those were two valid reasons for them to stay and participate in the afternoon activities.
Svensvenderson: Twilight apparently doesn’t know the definition of ‘valid.’
Crazy56U: Please, “valid” to her is “insane” to us.
The greater and unspoken reason, however, was that Twilight was worried about what would happen if they left.
CTOONfan1: She feared if Nyx left the story, it would be much more enjoyable.
The two leaving abruptly would seem out of the ordinary, which would make her friends worry. They would then come looking for her and Nyx expecting an explanation,
Vimbert: Which would be happening anyway if any of them had come down with Common Sense Syndrome.
not only to why they left but even why Nyx was able to turn Fluttershy into a tree.
CTOONfan1: It's magic. She doesn't have to explain.
Crazy56U: That may work for Joe Quesada, but that won’t fly here, buddy.
Leaving would invite more unwanted attention.
Svensvenderson: And then she would be TARDY!
But if they stayed, then they could try and act like what had happened was nothing out of the ordinary.
Ezn: “Nyx turned me into a tree just the other day! It’s totally normal.”
That Twilight wasn’t at all surprised that Nyx was able to turn Fluttershy into a tree and that it was perfectly normal.
CTOONfan1: Yes. Turning fellow living creatures into trees happens every Tuesday where I'm from.
This was the farthest from the truth, but at the moment Twilight was hoping that maybe, just maybe, ponies would think Nyx was just a very, very gifted little unicorn
CTOONfan1: who may be the spawn of evil incarnate.
and not Nightmare Moon reborn.
Disco: Twilight: strategist extraordinaire.
Vimbert: “HI GURRRRRLZ! If you’d just drink the Kool-Aid...”
Hellioning: I'm the only one who cares, but it was FLAVOR-AID that the cult drank!
RLYoshi: ...I care...
For the moment, however, they would continue to hide behind the apple stand, if only to give Nyx a few more minutes to eat in peace.
RLYoshi: Are we still talking about food?
================
“I know you’re here some where Spy Spyerton McSpy.”
Svensvenderson: O.C. Copyright Pen Stroke.
Vimbert: He can have him.
Hellioning: Gentlemen...
Pinkie Pie whispered to herself, eyes focused in a hard glare
Disco: She’s gotten into the coffee again!
Crazy56U: Back under the table for me. (does just that)
as she surveyed the crowd of ponies moving about the lunch area and the exhibits. Whoever had been watching her, Dash, and Fluttershy had slipped away once, but now Pinkie Pie knew the spy was there,
CTOONfan1: meaning he wasn't a very good spy.
and she would find him
DiStort: and get him back for sapping her sentry.
or her.
Itchy Neck...
Private Sprinkles: You know, maybe she just needs to scratch her neck?
Hellioning: Stop making sense, it's making the fic look even worse!
Pinkie Pie’s head snapped to the right,
RLYoshi: and she fell down and died of a broken neck.
Crazy56U: (to the sky, shaking his fist) SPY SPYERTON MCSPYYYYYYYYY!
her eyes zipping through the crowd
Ezn: injuring hundreds
For the Plot: And suddenly, injuries.... Thousands of them.
to meet a pair of brown-gray eyes.
Ezn: It was love at first sight.
Her eyes remained fixed on those eyes for a moment, the pony who owned them
CTOONfan1: wanted them back desperately.
realizing Pinkie Pie was looking right in that direction and quickly ducked around a corner.
Creaky Knee...
Ezn: I have a creaky knee too. It’s from an arrow.
RLYoshi: (eye twitches) Ezn... could you stand there? Riiiiight there? Thanks. (pulls out bazooka)
Crazy56U: "You got your over-used meme in my riffing!" "You got your riffing in my over-used meme!"
“Gotcha...” Pinkie Pie whispered with a slightly devilish grin, starting to
Batman_the_Dino: imagine their life together once she was finally with him.
gallop. Creaky Knee was
Ezn: a nice pony.
one of her twitches that told her somepony was trying to get away from her...
Ezn: It told her this by whispering into her ear.
Vimbert: “KILL YOUR FAMILY! KILL YOUR FAMILY!”
Crazy56U: Hey, cool! I'm a HUGE fan of the "'Kill Your Family' Show"!
and most importantly the knee closest to the pony was the one that got creaky. Which meant she could track the spy.
Private Sprinkles: Pinkie Pie: living deus ex machina.
Hellioning: So Pinkie is a Pyro?
For the Plot: "most importantly the knee closest to the pony was the one that got creaky. Which meant she could track the spy." Sounds legit.
Rounding a corner the spy had just disappeared around, Pinkie Pie maneuvered through the crowd in hot pursuit.
Disco: She narrowly dodged a sheet of glass, and burst through several
fruit carts.
Hellioning: "My cabbages!"
Crazy56U: Well, since pizza is now a vegetable, why NOT make cabbages fruits?
She caught small glances of somepony at a full gallop just ahead of her, rounding corners.
Disco: The pony was desperately trying to escape the story while it still could.
Anon13: If you make it, come back for us!
RLYoshi: You know, if you really want out of the story, the exit is right there... am I the only one who's noticed this? Really?
Crazy56U: Really? Because the only exit I see is a brick wall with “Exit” spray-painted on it. ...jerk.
RLYoshi: That might explain why I got a bloody nose when I tried to leave...
The spy knew she was onto him, but that wouldn’t stop her.
Mastr13: Oh yeah? What if I said... blargen fedibble no-hip!?
Crazy56U: Sorry, I don’t speak French...
Nopony went about being a nasty Spy Spyerton McSpy, especially around her and her friends.
Batman_the_Dino: However, if they were a polite Spy Spyerton McSpy, they could do whatever they pleased.
Creaky Knee Front Left... Creaky Knee Front Right... Creaky Knee Front Right... Creaky Knee Back Left... Creaky Knee Front Right... Twingy Ankle...
DiStort: Has Pinkie considered that she might she might just be having a seizure?
CTOONfan1: This is the weirdest Hokey Pokey I've ever seen.
For the Plot: Clopfic material right here.
Pinkie Pie put all four of her hooves to the ground, breaking hard and sliding to a stop. Twingy Ankle... now the spy wasn’t running, the spy was hiding.
For the Plot: "Twingy Ankle... now the spy wasn’t running, the spy was hiding." Again, sounds legit.
Anon13: Damn, I hope Pinkie came with a user’s manual.
DiStort: She did, but it has several trillion pages, all of which are written in sanskrit.
RLYoshi: Stonewall was supposed to bring it, but... well... you know the drill.
Crazy56U: So it was a drill that kept stealing Stonewall’s things! THE FIEND!
Pinkie Pie’s eyes narrowed, the pony finding herself on one side of the food court area that had been set up for the Learn and Play Day.
CTOONfan1: It was to be lent next week for "Shut Up and Read a Book Day."
There were ponies at almost every table, eating their lunches while other ponies mingled about, talking and laughing.
“Oh, he’s good, but Hide and Seek
Ezn: are two of my favourite ponies.
is one of my favorite games. ”
Ezn: “Mainly because I can cheat.”
Pinkie Pie whispered, before taking in a deep breath
Ezn: Spell Nexus, who was standing to the side, beamed with pride and wiped a solitary tear from his eye. He then did other things.
Batman_the_Dino: ...like inhaling and exhaling passionately.
and shouting, “YOU HEAR THAT!!! I’LL FIND YOU!!!”
Crazy56U: Yep, it's official: she's gone full-on Captain Ahab.
Ezn: You are so dumb. You are really dumb. For real.
Crazy56U: (as Antoine Dodson) Wellst... Obviously we have a breathing-fetishist in Ponyville.
Disco: *Facehoof* Real smooth, Inspector Javert.
All the ponies who had been eating their meals and chatting turned to look at Pinkie Pie, most quite
Ezn: hungry for some pink pie.
startled by the pink pony’s sudden and very loud proclamation.
Svensvenderson: The town of Ponyville hasn’t gotten used to Pinkie Pie yet?
Hellioning: Is it possible for anypony to get used to Pinkie Pie?
Still, Pinkie Pie ignored the confused stares
CTOONfan1: as that’s the normal look she gets.
Ezn: Haters gonna hate.
as her eyes scanned the crowd, eventually taking sight of a pony sitting alone at a table who had not turned around,
CTOONfan1: believing a party is needed to make him some friends.
her eyes falling on the back of his slicked back navy blue mane.
Ezn: and getting tangled in it.
“Gotcha... again.” Pinkie Pie offered
Vimbert: An attractive going-away party to Hide and Seek before they left the story.
with a menacing
Ezn: eyeless
grin. The pink pony moved across the food court slowly,
Ezn: swaying drunkly and drinking some berry punch.
Drizzel: Berry Punch: Put me down!
stepping between ponies as she did her best to approach the spy from behind.
Ezn: RAPE IMMINENT
She was within a few tables
CTOONfan1: Tables are now storage devices. Also, Pinkie is in pieces.
RLYoshi: Pieces? Like jigsaw pieces? I always thought she was quite puzzling!
Drizzel: Boo!
when a face popped in front of her.
Ezn: splattering blood and eyeballs all over her coat.
“Oh, there you are Pinkie Pie. I was worried when you ran off.”
CTOONfan1: "You're not trying to escape this story, are you?"
Drizzel: If you are TAKE ME WITH YOU!
Dash said, hovering just in front of the pink earth pony.
Ezn: “Dash! I’m over here! I hate it when you confuse me with Berry Punch!”
Vimbert: “What? All you earth ponies look the same.”
Crazy56U: Ah, nothing like a little casual racism to go along with a fan-fic riffing.
Drizzel: You know, for kids!
“It’s almost time to start the afternoon sports and games. You still want to help?”
“No... I don’t... because... I’m tracking... a pony and...”
Anon13: All these ellipses are covering his tracks!
Pinkie Pie replied, trying to strain her neck to look around Rainbow Dash.
CTOONfan1: She had gotten really fat lately.
Eventually, the earth pony gently pushed the hovering pegasus out of the way, only to find the pony she had been creeping up on had vanished.
CTOONfan1: Obviously he turned invisible.
RLYoshi: Dammit, he must have the Cloak and Dagger! Stupid lucky drops...
The pink pony grunted in aggravation, turning accusing glare on Rainbow Dash.
Disco: Pinkie SMASH!
“And you let him get away!”
Ezn: “Now I’ll have to make cupcakes out of you instead!”
RLYoshi: NO. (snaps Ezn's neck) WE DO NOT TALK ABOUT... THAT.
Crazy56U: (hits you with a frying pan) It’s a running gag. Deal with it.
“Whoa... sorry, I didn’t mean to mess up... whatever it is you’re doing.”
Creaky Knee Front Right...
CTOONfan1: That means “kill the rainbow one”.
Pinkie Pie’s frown quickly turned
Ezn: into a jet and bombed the Russians.
Hellioning: At this point, she promptly flew into Celestia. Now she's dead. And on the moon.
RLYoshi: LIKE A FAUST!
Crazy56U: TRANSFORMERS! MORE THAN MEETS THE PIE!
back to a sinister smile,
Anonymous: Crazy, I suggest you get back under the table.
her head snapping in another direction.
“Don’t worry about it Dashie; now the spy is trying to run away form me again and nopony can run away from Pinkamena Diane Pie.”
Ezn: “No rock or bag of flour either!”
Batman_the_Dino: twitch
“Wait, you’re still chasing this imaginary spy?”
Ezn: “It makes me happy, okay! It helps me cope with the pain!”
Pinkie Pie, however, offered no answer
Ezn: at CRAZY LOW PRICES!
Disco: for a LIMITED TIME ONLY!
Private Sprinkles: Made in Germany, you know the Germans always make good stuff.
as she galloped across the food court. She caught sight of a navy-blue tail ducking behind the front of the school house, and the earth pony broke into
Ezn: five pieces and had the tail surrounded.
CTOONfan1: SONG!
Batman_the_Dino: several houses before following the spy.
a full sprint to catch up. She leapt around the corner, eyes darting about to see where the pony went.
Ezn: Two of the pieces were her eyes - they served as scouts for the mission.
Creaky Knee Front Right... Twingy Ankle...
“Oh, you silly spy.
Crazy56U: Hmm... anybody in the mood for Team Fortress 2?
Hellioning: Right behind you, gentlemen.
You thought you could hide in the school house, but nopony can hide from Pinkie Pie.”
RLYoshi: Am I the only one thinking her special talent should have been stalking rather than partying?
With that the earth pony moved to the school’s front door,
Ezn: “The rent’s pretty cheap, and there’s a nice view.”
taking a moment to gather herself
Ezn: into one piece again.
before bursting through the door
CTOONfan1: covering herself in hundreds of splinters.
and jumping up onto her back hooves, pulling a few karate poses
Ezn: out of Hammerspace and flinging them around
Disco: Everypony was kung fu fighting!
as she shouted
Svensvenderson: HIKEEBA!
into the dark.
“Come on out now, Spy Spyerton McSpy!
CTOONfan1: “the Spyth from Spyville, Spysylvania!”
Crazy56U: And so’s his dad.
I know you’re in
Ezn: “the stable! You’re a brony! Admit it!”
Crazy56U: "NEVER!!!"
here, and you’re going to tell me why you’re being a big meanie and spying on me and my friends!”
“Enough of of this.”
arcaneterror: The the eye creatures
A voice offered
Ezn: “This phrase comes with a spare ‘of’, in case you lose one!”
Anon13: SAY ‘OFFERED’ AGAIN, MOTHERFUCKER!
Crazy56U: I DARE YOU! I DOUBLE DOG DARE YOU! Heck, I TRIPLE DOG DARE YOU!
Ralphie: Hmm... Crazy56U created a slight breach of etiquette by skipping the triple-dare and going right for the throat!
from the back of the dark room. Pinkie Pie turned,
Ezn: into a tree. Twilight glared at Nyx.
Batman_the_Dino: Nyx proceeded to cry. A lot.
Anon13: And then the universe exploded. THE END.
her eyes meeting the same brown-gray eyes she had seen among the exhibits.
Ezn: “Don’t you see! We were meant for each other!”
The eyes closed, and then, upon reopening, had turned a brilliant turquoise.
Ezn: SHOCK AND HORROR
Crazy56U: (woodenly) "Birdemic"! What a great movie! That's it, I'm going to buy more coat hangers!
Disco: How harrowing!
================
“All right, ponies!” Rainbow Dash half shouted
Ezn: half-cousined
over the remaining crowd.
CTOONfan1: The rest had been turned into trees.
“It’s time for the last awesome event of the day.
Ezn: “Enjoy it, because we’ve got like ten lame events afterwards.”
CTOONfan1: The rest had been turned into trees.
The Tug of War Tournament.”
DiStort: Not that I disapprove, but what exactly is educational about Tug-of-war?
Vimbert: It lets the ponies... uh... I got nothin’.
Anon13: Oh, that’s easy... it teaches fillies that the strong usually have their way regardless of intelligence or morality. A valuable life lesson.
RLYoshi: It teaches them about physics and science and leverage! Strong pony pulls one end, weak pony pulls other end, weak pony's end moves. Now for homework...
Crazy56U: It's educational because shut up.
The parents and other ponies
DiStort: who had nothing better to do that day
Drizzel: Except get turned into trees.
Anon13: Beats the hell out of a school board meeting.
who had come out for the Learn and Play Day all cheered,
Svensvenderson: Knowing it was almost over.
having formed into a sizable audience around three different colored tug of war ropes
Batman_the_Dino: , all of which were shades of turquoise.
RLYoshi: PLOT TWIST! THE SCHOOL IS PART OF NIGHTMARE MOON'S CULT!
Drizzel: Teaching all the students to be fabulous!
. “So, here’s how it’s going to happen.
Anon13: “You’re all going to make valiant efforts, and then Nyx is going to Mary Sue her way to winning everything.”
Ezn: SPOILERS!
DiStort: Is it spoilers if it’s obvious?
There are teams of four,
Ezn: “One for unicorns, one for pegasi, and two for second-class citizens.”
and each team has been placed on our tournament roster.
Ezn: “It’s printed on like A0-size paper.”
There are also three age groups and teams will fit into the age group of its oldest member. The last teams standing in each age group will get prizes,
CTOONfan1: The rest will go to the moon.
and then we’ll let the top teams tug it out
Ezn: Nah, too easy.
to see which one is the Tug of War Champions of the day.
RLYoshi: Tomorrow they will be overthrown.
“Now teams, report to the colored rope you were assigned to and let’s get tugging.”
Ezn: Spell Nexus complied at once, using a colored rope he’d brought himself.
Isphone: "This sweatshop wall won't raise itself!"
Another round of cheers as fillies and colts, some younger and some on the verge of being mares and stallions, filtered
Ezn: incredibly painfully
to one of the three ropes. At the red rope, for the youngest age group, Rarity stood with a clipboard levitating gently in front of her
Batman_the_Dino: , ready to smack the losers.
. Cheerilee had the middle age group and Applejack was keeping the oldest ponies in line.
Svensvenderson: Since being able to wrangle sheep automatically makes you leadership material.
Hellioning: If nothing else, she could just ask.
Crazy56U: Applejack: "Losing a game of tug-of-war? A night in the Box. Cheating in a game of tug-of-war? A night in the Box. Refusing to spend a night in the Box? A night in the Box."
“All right.” Rarity half sang
Ezn: half-moaned
above the sizable crowd of little fillies that had crowded around her.
CTOONfan1: "I NEED BREATHING ROOM!"
“First up are the Cutie Mark Crusaders vs The Carrot Clan.
Svensvenderson: Do they go around wearing big orange hoods?
Hellioning: EARTH PONY POWER!
Crazy56U: Hippies? RUN!
Those two teams get to your sides of the rope and everypony else stand back please.”
Vimbert: Isn’t it cute how she asked a question without asking a question? No? Okay.
The young ponies followed the directions. On one side of the rope were three colts and a filly, all of them with some form of a carrot themed cutie mark,
Ezn: clasped in their teeth.
who took up the rope in their teeth. On the other side of the rope, the four fillies wearing bright red Cutie Mark Crusader caps
Ezn: Baseball caps were in that season; cloaks were out.
Disco: Hasbro should get on that.
got into line. Sweetie Belle was in the front, Scootaloo behind her. Nyx, who had been officially inducted into the Cutie Mark Crusaders just after the Spring Festival,
Svensvenderson: Of course.
jelfes1: Oh my... just how Mary Sue can she possibly be?!
Hellioning: This is the Mary Sue singularity. We need to stop her before she destroys the universe.
took up the third position while Apple Bloom became the team’s anchor.
Ezn: Almost the correct pony race hierarchy.
Disco: Give them time. They’ll figure it out.
CTOONfan1: "I'm at the back of the Tug of War line. Will we win? More at 11."
“Remember, the goal is to pull the flag in the center of the rope across your line.” Rarity replied,
Ezn: “If you can’t manage that, you will have failed at being a pony.”
Crazy56U: "For that, I award you no points. And may Celestia have mercy on your soul."
motioning towards the white
Ezn: Stripes, who were providing the afternoon’s music.
lines that were painted on the ground. The two teams nodded their heads in agreement, already starting to pull the rope taut between them.
CTOONfan1: Cheaters!
Able to notice the eagerness in the team,
Ezn: thanks to her degree in psychology
Rarity didn’t waste another moment.
“Ready... Set... GO!”
RLYoshi: ROUND ONE! FIGHT!
The two teams tightened their jaws
Ezn: by adjusting their braces
and began to pull on the rope,
Ezn: but then let go and ran off to ride bikes.
struggling to drag the other team far enough the flag would cross the line. For a moment the Carrot Clan team began to get the advantage,
Ezn: but then got bored with it and wanted to see what the disadvantage was like.
the four earth ponies managing to pull the Crusaders a few steps forward. Still, the tides turned back
CTOONfan1: It was now low tide.
as Scootaloo began flapping her wings,
Batman_the_Dino: So unicorns can't use magic, but pegasi can use wings? RACISM!
much like when she was riding on her scooter. The added force let the Crusaders regain their footing, and soon, with a few hard pulls, they had won the first match.
Ezn: Once more proving that earth pony is the worst race.
“YAY! Cutie Mark Crusader Tug of War Champions!”
Ezn: “Did we get our cutie marks for playing a useless schoolyard game?!”
The four cheered in unison
Ezn: “CUTIE MARK CRUSADER SYNCHRONISED CHEERSQUAD YAY!”
Drizzel: And everyone's ears started to bleed.
before stepping away from their side of the rope, letting the next two teams approach.
Svensvenderson: I hope they clean the rope afterwards.
Vimbert: Heh... nope.
=========
Due to the tournament ladder, the Cutie Mark Crusaders had
Ezn: three years of bad luck.
two more rounds of tug of war before they reached their age group’s final match, and
Ezn: would be able to use it to take a smoke break.
the Crusaders couldn’t be happier who they were facing.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon
CTOONfan1: Why don’t they just die?
Crazy56U: Well, Diamond Tiara can’t because she’s the anti-Celestia, but I can’t explain why Silver Spoon won’t.
RLYoshi: Because her name has alliteration, and as we all know, alliteration is the most important part of cartoons.
For the Plot: Scootaloo: "I'm liking this idea."
had gotten two of the strongest colts in the age group on their team,
CTOONfan1: Jean Colt van Damme and Arnold Schwartzenbucker.
and they had gotten to the final match by basically relying on those two strong colts.
Ezn: “SNOOTY RICH FILLY MANAGERS YAY!”
For the Plot: They don't care, though. They're getting all the fillies.
Still, the Crusaders weren’t about to lose to fillies who liked to call them blank flanks on a regular basis.
Ezn: They would much rather lose to fillies who liked to call them annoying characters.
That and Nyx still had a bit of a personal score to settle with Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon for
Ezn: killing her father.
Crazy56U: So... is Nyx Luke Skywalker now?
RLYoshi: Well, she definitely has enough magic to lift an X-Wing out of a bog...
the whole Everfree Forest prank.
DiStort: Winning at Tug-Of-War is an equivalent act to attempted murder. Eye for an eye, folks.
Batman_the_Dino: Note: both of those eyes are turquoise.
“Ready... Set... Go!” Rarity shouted, the two teams quickly pulling the rope taut. Almost immediately the Cutie Mark Crusaders began to lose ground,
CTOONfan1: Okay. Who's the one who enchanted a shovel?
the two colts on the other team starting to drag the three fillies back.
Ezn: Three fillies? Nyx is a colt!
Disco: I knew it!
Hellioning: Won't Spell Nexus be disappointed?
They were colts just barely in the youngest age groups; one of them literally had a birthday within a week.
Svensvenderson: Hey! That’s... perfectly legal.
“Come on!” Apple Bloom grunted through the rope in her mouth. “Pull!”
“We are!” Scootaloo grunted back. “But our hooves are slipping!”
Ezn: “And my mom isn’t here to cheer for me!”
“Ha ha ha! Looks like you four are going to be losers and blank flanks.” Diamond Tiara called, actually taking her mouth off the rope since the two older colts on her team were doing all the work.
CTOONfan1: She's gonna make a great Bella Swan one day.
Crazy56U: (slap) DON’T EVEN JOKE ABOUT THAT!
“Oh... It. Is. On!” Sweetie Belle offered,
Ezn: having pilfered Rarity’s closet earlier that morning.
the unicorn in the front digging her hooves into the ground and finally managing to halt the team’s slow defeat,
CTOONfan1: Everyone, Sweetie Belle is now the most badass dictionary ever.
the flag on the rope just short of the other team’s line.
“Everypony.”
Ezn: “And you too, Scootaloo.”
Isphone: “I’m speaking to every pony, dictionary, and chicken!”
Crazy56U: You forgot "Mary Sue".
RLYoshi: So a pony, a dictionary, a chicken, and a Mary Sue walk into a bar...
Crazy56U: The punchline is “The Aristocrats”, isn’t it?
Nyx mumbled out. “Pull hard together.
Ezn: Spell Nexus excused himself to visit the bathroom.
Ready... PULL!”
The four Crusaders put their weight into their unified tug,
CTOONfan1: adding 6 pounds.
and actually managed to regain some ground, each taking a single step back.
Ezn: Spike then greedily gathered up their hard-won collection of steps.
Nyx made the “Ready... PULL!” again, and
Ezn: offered it to somepony.
again the fillies were able to reclaim a single step,
Ezn: in the name of The Children of Nightmare!
slowly dragging back the older stallions.
Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon tried for the first time in the tournament to really help pull, not wanting to see the Crusaders win. Still, Nyx’s strategy was working, enough that they were able to get the flag on the rope back to where it had started.
Hellioning: How the hell does "pull at the same time" count as a strategy? I know common sense is neither but this doesn't seem that impressive...
Ezn: DT and SS simply did not have their opponent’s Mary-Sue reality-warping powers.
DiStort: In the TV Tropes hierarchy, the Libby is vastly inferior to the Black-hole Sue.
Crazy56U: Where does "The Scrappy" fit?
RLYoshi: Where else would a scrappy fit? Right at the bottom, in the pit of hellfire.
At that point, however, Diamond Tiara’s team
Ezn: noted that the graph had an inflection.
figured out a counter strategy for the Cutie Mark Crusaders’ tactics,
Ezn: “We’ll throw counters at them!”
Disco: Horizontal Surface’s teachings were forever corrupted.
Crazy56U: Darn it. Now we have to make a new file for his teachings!
the four of them leaning hard into the rope whenever Nyx called out pull. It lead to a tense stalemate.
Ezn: It was so tense that the quotation marks in that paragraph ran off to hide.
Disco: Just like most of the readers.
“My jaw is starting to hurt.” Sweetie Belle mumbled out.
Disco: My head has been hurting for a few chapters.
Svensvenderson: Maybe if they stopped trying to talk while pulling on the rope it wouldn’t hurt.
“Just hold on, we can win this.” Scootaloo countered,
Svensvenderson: “Scootaloo used counter! It’s not very effective.”
trying to pep up the team as she beat her wings like mad.
“We can’t over power them.” Nyx grunted
CTOONfan1: Yes, the filly who turned a full grown mare into a tree doesn't have enough power for this.
as the Crusaders began to lose a little of their hard earned ground. “We have to out think them.”
Disco: That shouldn’t be too hard.
“And just how are we supposed to do that?” Apple Bloom asked,
Ezn: “What’s this ‘thinking’ thing?”
Isphone: Sounds like somepony needs a Party Time Menthol.
Vimbert: Oh, Apple Bloom. Leave the thinking to your betters.
RLYoshi: I can't think. I have the dumb.
Crazy56U: I’LL SAVE YOU! (hits you with a book)
only for Nyx to start whispering, just loud enough for her friends to hear
Ezn: “This is no time for- Dinky Doo said what?”
but keeping the plan secret from their opponents.
Anon13: How exactly can you do that while pulling a rope with your teeth?
Disco: Very carefully.
When the plan had been conferred to all Nyx began to count.
Ezn: Applejack narrowed her eyes in concentration.
Vimbert: “One... uh... two... um... four?”
Drizzel: "Three sir."
“Ready... PULL!” Nyx shouted out through the rope in her teeth.
CTOONfan1: She had practiced using ropes as megaphones for weeks.
Diamond Tiara’s team, hearing this, quickly pulled, trying to counter act the tug the Crusaders were about to perform. The crusaders, however, did not pull back. They instead let Diamond Tiara’s team have some of the slack.
RLYoshi: Only a small amount, though. Slack is very valuable, so they wanted to keep some of it, but they were willing to offer about thirty percent of it as a peace offering.
The sudden lack of opposition threw off Diamond Tiara’s team, causing the stallion they had in the back to
Ezn: suddenly hit puberty, apparently.
trip over his own hooves and fall off the rope. This was what the Crusaders had been hoping for, as Nyx shouted out another “PULL” and the four fillies took back all the slack they had given and then some.
Ezn: The slack was later donated to poor orphan earth ponies.
“Match over; the Cutie Mark Crusaders win!” Rarity sung out
Ezn: as she snapped the match with her hooves, decrying the CMCs’ filthy smoking habits.
Crazy56U: For the love of Batman, "Past Sins", please don't turn into a musical...
to the cheers of the crowd, and the defeated shouts of Diamond Tiara.
Ezn: The amazing cheer vs shout battle was what the audience had really come to see.
DiStort: It’s like a rap battle. Only louder and less musical.
Crazy56U: And less epic. And less pertaining to history.
Still, her minor tantrum was ignored
Crazy56U: as nopony gave a crap.
as the four Cutie Mark Crusaders high hoofed and then went over to where Dash was hovering to wait for the other age groups to finish.
Ezn: Scootaloo: “Did I do good, Rainbow Dash?”
Dash: “What? I wasn’t watching.”
============
“All right, it’s time for our awesome championship round.” Dash announced,
Ezn: “It’s awesome because instead of a championship round, we’re all going to beat up Nyx!” “YAY!”
only one tug of war rope remaining. “It’s going to be between the Cutie Mark Crusaders and The Boulders.”
Hellioning: Won't The Boulders feel conflicted about having to fight four young fillies?
Anon13: They’re doing a Flintstones crossover?
Crazy56U: Why not? If there's a Flintstones/Jetsons crossover, why not a Flintstones/MLP crossover?
Ezn: Ponies! Meet the ponies! They’re the perfect Equestrian bunch of pals!
Ponies! With the ponies! Making quality television for gals!
Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Nyx
Ezn: The hierarchy is wrong again!
all looked wide-eyed
Ezn: as a consequence of their eyes being wide.
Batman_the_Dino: and turquoise, as a result of Spell Nexus growing bored.
at their opponents. By some luck they had managed to beat the middle age group champion team,
Ezn: They used a secret earth pony Winter Wrap Up technique.
Vimbert: In a scene too boring for even this story.
but now the four little fillies were facing a team of four colts that were arguably full grown stallions, or very close to being considered young adults.
“Now, since one team has an obvious advantage,” Dash said,
Ezn: “We’ll let the Boulders choose an OC alicorn from the crowd.”
motioning towards the four earth ponies of The Boulders. “We’ll allow the Cutie Mark Crusaders to have an advantage.
CTOONfan1: "Nyx, turn them into trees."
They can either add another pony to their team, have one unicorn be allowed to use magic, or they can pick a pony from The Boulders to sit out.”
The Crusaders quickly huddled up, Apple Bloom quickly offering her opinion.
Ezn: Silly Pen Stroke, earth ponies don’t have opinions!
“We should ask my big sister to join our team, no, wait! ... we should ask Big Macintosh to be on our team! I bet he could beat those four big ponies all by himself.”
Ezn: “Eeyup.”
“No, I want to beat these colts ourselves.
Ezn: “I have a feminism quota to fulfill.”
I say we take the biggest and make him sit out. It be four vs. three.” Scootaloo argued.
Ezn: Applejack quickly borrowed Luna’s abacus to double-check Scootaloo’s counting.
Disco: She collapsed in agony shortly after.
“What about magic? I’m not that good at it, but Nyx is really good at magic. She turned Fluttershy into a tree!” Sweetie Belle pointed out.
Svensvenderson: “Since she’s a Mary Sue, she’s good at everything!”
“You heard about that?” Nyx asked, a bit embarrassed.
Ezn: “I was going to turn her into a forest, but... I couldn’t. Twilight was so disappointed.”
“Hard not to, considering everypony here saw the tree. Still, I think Sweetie Belle is right.
Ezn: “She’s a unicorn, after all!”
Nyx is wicked awesome at magic, and just think how cool it would be to beat those big ponies without help from anypony else.”
“I don’t know.” Apple Bloom admitted. “Nyx, do you think you have enough magic?”
Crazy56U: Nyx, are you a bad enough filly to save the President?!?
Anon13: Are you kidding? She’s MARY SUE!
“I... I think so. I mean, I did turn a pony into a tree.”
DiStort: OKAY. WE GET IT. SHE TURNED FLUTTERSHY INTO A TREE. STOP REMINDING US.
Vimbert: Are you following the plot, readers? Do you need a recap? A Past Sins wiki link? (oh Celestia I hope one of those doesn’t exist)
Crazy56U: Not if I have anything to say about it! (runs off)
10 MINUTES LATER
Crazy56U: ...I've been banned from "Wikipedia".
Disco: There’s a wiki for everything. Everything.
“All right, it’s decided then. Nyx will be our anchor
Batman_the_Dino: She fixed her hair, turned around, and attached her mic, getting ready to deliver the evening news.
and use her magic.” Scootaloo concluded,
Ezn: And suddenly this fic became the lost Nyx arc of The End of Ponies.
Vimbert: NOT ON MY WATCH.
Crazy56U: (Sharpies what Ezn said on your watch) Hah, and hah.
the Crusaders ending their huddle and telling Rainbow Dash their choice. The pegasus echoed their choice to the crowd,
Ezn: Their choice their choice their choice their choice
Drizzel: (slap) Darn thing, always breaking...
most of the ponies cheering while one particular purple unicorn looked a little anxious.
Batman_the_Dino: "Do I have time to go to the bathroom before the match starts?"
Ezn: “I still can’t get this jar open!”
CTOONfan1: Where are the Powerpuff Girls when you need them?
Vimbert: Twilight Sparkle, meanwhile, cheered like an idiot, seeing no way this could possibly go wrong.
Soon the two teams were lined up on the single, remaining tug of war rope. And, since it was the last final
DiStort: Wait, I thought we were on the final last.
, there was even a proper mud pit.
Anon13: Imported, too. Rarity could barely keep herself out of it.
The rules were classic:
Svensvenderson: As opposed to the post-modern rules.
For the Plot: You mean the Reformist rules they had before.
once all the members of one team were in the mud they lost. It was a tug of war to the last pony standing.
CTOONfan1: They had a janitor on standby to mop up the blood.
The four nearly full grown stallions on the other team took the rope in their mouths, smiling like they had already won.
Ezn: “This defeat of four tiny fillies shall be our greatest victory!”
Sweetie Belle, Apple Bloom, and Scootaloo took the rope up as well, biting down hard as they prepared for what was going to be a very hard match to win.
Ezn: Scootaloo started getting withdrawal, and nicotine patches were rushed onto the field.
Nyx stood at the end, gripping the very end of the rope in her teeth while her horn glowed, the filly deciding to use her magic
Batman_the_Dino: as opposed to ignoring her magic and failing miserably.
to help her keep her hooves from sliding.
Disco: Which promptly failed, causing her to fall on her face.
“All right, is everypony ready?”
CTOONfan1: NO!
Crazy56U: Interesting arguement, but I offer this as a rebuttal.
Dash asked, looking ta the two teams. Every pony gave a nod,
Ezn: “And you, Scoots? Is every chicken ready?”
Disco: Nah, she’s still undercooked. Give her another five minutes in the
microwave.
DiStort: What about Sweetie Belle? We need to make sure every dictionary is ready, too.
and with a smile Dash lifted a hoof high into the air.
Ezn: I STICK MY HOOF UP IN THE AIR SOMETIMES
“Ready... Set... GO!”
SPLASH!!!
Anon13: Nice to see sound guy’s branching out.
Disco: It’ll look good on his resume.
Sweetie Belle was in the mud pit within moments of the match starting,
Ezn: Rarity bit her lip with jealousy.
the big stallions on the other team just having to give a sound tug to
Ezn: a deserving little child for Hearth’s Warming.
drag the little white unicorn into the mud. The other three fillies did their best to pull back, but even with Nyx’s trying to bewitch their hooves to hold tighter to the ground The Boulders
Hellioning: have gotten over their conflicted feelings and are ready to bury them in a ROCKALANCHE!
were able to drag them.
SPLASH!!!
DiStort: Mud’s supposed to be semisolid, it shouldn’t be splashing! Aw, man, they must’ve sprung for the bargain bin stuff.
Scootaloo was next, Sweetie Belle just barely able to get out of the way before the orange pegasus joined her in the mud pt.
Ezn: Team effort! There’s no I in mud pt!
Crazy56U: Darn budget cuts! What k_nd of world _s _t when we can't spr_ng for a s_mple letter l_ke "_"?!?
CTOONfan1: There was only a pint of mud? How are they all getting in it?
RLYoshi: Very carefully.
SPLASH!!!
The older kids weren’t even trying that hard, practically just dragging the Crusaders into the mud.
Vimbert: Except that’s what they would be doing even if they were trying.
Nyx was the last left, the magical filly’s hooves sliding across the ground as she was inched closer and closer to the mud pit.
CTOONfan1: Oh NOW it's a pit.
“Come on NYX!” Apple Bloom called out,
RLYoshi: Making sure to use capslock on the alicorn's name to make it sound important.
the farm filly already out of the mud. “Use more magic!”
RLYoshi: "The answer? Is magic. And if that don't work? Use more magic."
“Yea, don’t let them beat you!” Scootaloo offered,
Anon13: >BANG!<
stomping a hoof.
Ezn: because it just wasn’t fair.
The black filly glanced at them, knowing they were right.
Ezn: They were master-race non-blacks, after all.
All she had that might have been stronger than the other team was her magic, but how could she use it?
Ezn: With her horn, duh!
She couldn’t do anything too complex, otherwise she’d lose concentration and be pulled off her hooves,
CTOONfan1: A slightly more violent way to fall in love than swept off her hooves.
and she couldn’t just pull harder because her hooves were sliding across the ground.
What she needed was traction and strength,
Disco: and some common sense.
DiStort: And a tick bath.
Crazy56U: What, no force, balance, and push? (What? At least I didn’t mention arrows.)
and one of the spells had to be something she could cast and forget
CTOONfan1: Amnesia spell. Of course!
RLYoshi: Make the other team forget how to play Tug-of-War! It's genius!
because she wouldn’t be able to concentrate on more than one spell at a time. The mud pit was drawing closer,
Ezn: threatening to take the Pictionary World Champion title yet again.
the older colts playing with Nyx
Ezn: Chris Hansen: I’d like you boys to take a seat over there.
Crazy56U: And then the colts promptly shot themselves.
as they inched her closer and closer to the pit without even really trying.
Batman_the_Dino: Oh, and did I mention they weren't trying very hard?
That was the first thing she needed was to them from pulling her closer to the pit.
Anon13: No, the first thing she needed was a “stop” in that sentence.
Nyx’s horn began to glow a little brighter, and with a flash Nyx was suddenly rooted to the ground,
Batman_the_Dino: as she had suddenly become a tree. Get it? Rooted?
RLYoshi: Leaf it alone, pal. You need to start branching out.
her hooves no longer sliding. The older colts were caught off guard by the sudden stop,
Ezn: HAMMERTIME
but didn’t get to process
Svensvenderson: Being Earth ponies, it would have taken too long.
what was going on before Nyx began to shift
Ezn: Proper Etiquette stood off to the side, beaming with pride and wiping a solitary tear from his eye.
her magic.
She began to just pour the mystic energy into herself,
Ezn: adding a pinch of cinnamon for flavour.
Crazy56U: only to realize that it was actually gas. She cursed the burrito she had for lunch.
bending the magic from her horn down into her legs and muscles and jaw. When ponies are directly exposed to magic, it can have a profound effect.
Ezn: A profoundly magical effect, you could even say.
Celestia’s hair was a constant example, the magic that naturally flowed from the sun princess giving her the amazing, regal mane.
Ezn: I thought she just used special shampoo.
Fill a pony with magic, and their body will
Ezn: explode twice.
use the energy to make itself better until the magic is gone.
Anon13: And suddenly we’re in a Discovery Channel documentary.
And Nyx could feel it working, feel herself getting just a little stronger.
Ezn: Your magicalness has increased. Please find a bed to rest in.
Her jaw was no longer hurting and she was able to bite down harder on the rope. The black filly lifted one of her hooves, revealing the fact that her first spell had transfigured some of the dirt on the ground into
Ezn: a tree.
horseshoes with long spikes,
CTOONfan1: So horsecleats.
the perfect thing to keep Nyx from sliding.
Magic flowing through her and her eyes shut tight in concentration, Nyx took a step back and began to pull, and the rope gave a little.
Ezn: yelp of fright as her ticks crawled all over it.
Not much, but just a little. It was enough to tell Nyx what she was doing was working and all she needed was more magic.
Ezn: “Construct additional magic pylons,” it said.
RLYoshi: She promptly ragequit.
Anon13: WE WISH.
Calling on her horn,
Ezn: “Horn? You there?”
Nyx began pouring as much magic as she could into her little body,
Batman_the_Dino: leaving her big body devoid of magic.
feeling it giving her strength. It also made her mane and tail feel weird, but the filly couldn’t focus on that as she took another few steps.
Anon13: Mary Sue Powers … ACTIVATE!
Crazy56U: Form of: A POORLY WRITTEN CHARACTER!
Vimbert: Shape of: NEEDLESS RECAPS!
The other team offered valiant resistance,
Ezn: Which Nyx promptly accepted, using it to win a quick victory.
and at times made Nyx have to take a step forward again.
Ezn: She did the pony pokey! She did the pony pokey! That’s what I’m talking about!
Vimbert: So, she’s giving them an advantage, since she’d need to step backward in order to drag them. Truly, our Sue is a gracious Sue.
Still, the match had become very one sided,
Ezn: as Spike had just grabbed the other side and added it to his horde.
and soon Nyx’s ears were greeted with four sounds.
SPLASH... SPLASH... SPLASH... SPLASH...
Ezn: The sound guy sobbed into his hat, as some evil villain had stolen the top bits of his exclamation points.
Crazy56U: THE FIEND!
RLYoshi: That's almost as bad as Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon stealing those cookies!
Drizzel: And that’s terrible.
The moment Nyx heard the fourth splash she
Ezn: chastised the sound guy for forgetting the fifth one, adding to his sorrow.
dropped the rope and released her magic, panting heavily as she stared at the grass.
Ezn: “Mmm... grass. Almost as good as hay fries.”
The magic began to evaporate from the filly,
Svensvenderson: “Where the magic will gather in the atmosphere, completing the magic cycle.”
her body releasing the high concentration of arcane energies that had been poured into it.
Disco: The smell was horrendous.
Crazy56U: Ah. So it smelled like coffee.
Nyx began to feel sore all over, her jaw especially tender, but she was still smiling.
Ezn: “This is just like last night!”
jelfes1: "With Big Macintosh, you know, there's a reason he's called Big Macin---err, never mind!"
Crazy56U: ...where’d Chris Hansen go; I think he’d like to hear this.
She had beat the big kids,
DiStort: How many classes does Cheerilee teach, anyway?
just her, and now everypony would be cheering and happy
CTOONfan1: that the Mary Sue got her way.
and she’d get a first place ribbon just like her friends and...
Ezn: maybe the reader would finally like her!
Drizzel: Pfft-BAHAHAHAHAHA...
RLYoshi: Yeah, not gonna happen.
It was at this moment Nyx noticed how very quiet it was.
Ezn: SOUND GUY!
Anon13: I think we caught him in a coffee break.
Looking up, the black filly was surprised to see everypony that had been watching the match was staring at her,
CTOONfan1: Big surprise.
many with their jaws hanging open.
Ezn: It was for the bonus audience participation fly-catching round.
Nyx even caught sight of Twilight,
Ezn: It sped by as she enacted her secret plan to bring eternal night to Equestria.
the unicorn looking like she was about to faint, her narrow eyes darting about the crowd
Ezn: and stealing everypony’s wallets.
like it could turn into something very dangerous very quickly.
Ezn: And then the crowd became a very scary-looking tree.
Hellioning: Where's Pinkie when you need her?
The silence wasn’t pleasant at all,
Ezn: It’s not The’s fault! She had a hard childhood! Mr and Mrs Silence abused her!
Nyx starting to feel like she had done something wrong.
Svensvenderson: “But she was a Mary Sue, and thus could do no wrong.”
Drizzel: Unless she's an Angst-Sue. in which case GOD HELP US.
The black filly shrunk back a bit, her own eyes moving about the crowd
CTOONfan1: having abandoned her a while ago.
as she tried to find eyes
Ezn: for her evil gypsy magic.
that weren’t looking at her like she was weird.
Svensvenderson: Because the embodiment of an evil force that attempted to cast the entire world into a perpetual night isn’t weird.
And Nyx did find those eyes,
Ezn: and Nyx did subsequently toss them in the cauldron. And Nyx did create a wormhole and travel back in time.
Crazy56U: Well, it's an easier time-travel method than using a DeLorean, that much I can say.
three pairs looking at her with disbelief but slowly building with joy.
Ezn: “Slowly” because joy’s a lousy building material, and their towers kept falling over.
It was her friends, the other Cutie Mark Crusaders slowly coming to terms that their friend
Ezn: was Nightmare Moon.
Crazy56U: It isn't chapter 10 yet, dagnabbit! STOP JUMPING THE GUN!
CTOONfan1: Dude! Spoilers, much?
Crazy56U: Yep! And I give not one fuck! :)
RLYoshi: WATCH YOUR LANGUAGE, BITCH!
Drizzel: DO I NEED TO GET FLUTTERSHY IN HERE?!
just beat four big colts at a game of tug of war all by herself. And, when that realization hit them,
Ezn: it gave Scootaloo a black eye but nopony cared.
Vimbert: “Remember, kid, you fell down some stairs, alright?” “Yes, Rainbow...”
Crazy56U: Scootabuse... you went there. (facehoof)
RLYoshi: TVTropes says it's a running gag, so we have to keep doing it. Can't argue with the Internet.
the three fillies raced towards Nyx in their excitement.
“That was awesome!”
“You did it! You did it!”
“I don’t think even my big sis could have beat all those colts by herself!”
Ezn: “Oh, I have other methods of dealing with colts, dear Sweetie.”
The cheers and admiration from the Crusaders snapped the crowd
Ezn: in two, right down the middle, killing hundreds.
Vimbert: I’m okay with this.
out of their stupor, and many began to applauded as well, some offering
Anon13: >BANG!<
Crazy56U: Dude, stop shooting the fan-fic; it doesn't deserve it.
RLYoshi: YES IT DOES.
RingmasterJ5: Eh, there’s worse.
very well meant cheers
Ezn: at very affordable prices!
while some were just stomping their hooves on the ground
CTOONfan1: as, you know, they can't clap. No hands.
since it was what was expected.
Ezn: Sheep! They’re sheep, not ponies! Always doing what the Man wants!
Vimbert: So what you’re saying is that Celestia is male now?
Hellioning: It would explain a lot.
Others didn’t applaud at all, whispering to each quietly.
Disco: Wait, were they full whispers or half?
Eclipse: Thirds.
Vimbert: They may have even been the legendary quarter-whispers.
Crazy56U: My guess? They thought the magic BS they saw was fake.
Amongst those who applauded was one pony with brown-gray eyes and a blue, slicked back mane.
CTOONfan1: He wasn't evil or anything.
He applauded with a gentle smile on his lips, eyes focused on the little black filly.
Ezn: I WONDER WHO HE COULD BE WORKING FOR
Vimbert: The sound guy, of course.
Svensvenderson: Where’s the Sound Guy with a ‘DUN DUN DUNNNNN!’ When you need him?
Crazy56U: I thought he was on a coffee break?
Anon13: He is. It’s a union thing.
============
“Man, that was crazy.” Rainbow Dash said as she fluttered in the air, carrying a box in her hooves.
CTOONfan1: Rainbow Dash's hooves are now storage devices.
“I mean, little Nyx beating that whole team of older colts.
Disco: “It’s like one of those Tumblr accounts!”
What are the chances?”
Ezn: Almost 100%, actually.
Svensvenderson: Dash hasn’t figured out Nyx is a Mary Sue either.
“It really was amazing.” Fluttershy replied,
DiStort: Deciding to leave her traumatizing experience as a tree for her therapist to worry about.
the pegasus pony walking along the ground. She too was carrying a box on her back,
Ezn: like a good non-unicorn packmule.
the pair taking some of the leftover prizes and other things into the school house,
Ezn: where they would offer them as a sacrifice to prevent Spike from destroying the town.
helping to clean up from the Learn and Play Day.
CTOONfan1: There would be no more learning or playing until next year.
“To do all that, Nyx has to have as much magic as Twilight.”
“Or more!” Dash added,
Ezn: Twilight hung her head and went to sulk in a corner.
the pegasus pushing open the door and into the darkened school house. Still, before the pegasus could get two feet into the door,
Ezn: She realised that she had hooves, not feet!
she ran into something. The blue pegasus jumped a little, quickly flying backwards
Batman_the_Dino: Wait... so did she jump or fly?
Crazy56U: SHE CREATED A TIME PARADOX!
Drizzel: QUICK! TO THE TARDIS!
as she tried to register what she had run into.
“Pi...
Ezn: “...is approximately 3.14!” Somewhere off to the side, Applejack groaned.
Pinkie Pie?” The pegasus eventually mumbled, she and Fluttershy setting down the boxes they were carrying and moving around in front of the earth pony.
Ezn: “Yo Hayseed.”
Pinkie Pie was standing still as a statue on her hind legs in a fake karate pose with her eyes focused on a point on the far side of the room.
Ezn: Rainbow Dash nodded ever so slightly, letting Pinkie know that her interpretive dance had artistic merit.
“Is... is she even breathing?” Dash asked, noticing how very still Pinkie Pie was standing.
Ezn: “If she’s not, I want her party cannon.”
“Oh no! She’s been Stared!” Fluttershy offered.
Ezn: BILLY MAYS HERE TO SELL YOU SOME OH NO! SHE’S BEEN STARED!
Crazy56U: Billy Mays: Pitchman brony from beyond the grave!
RLYoshi: That right there is proof that bronies will stay bronies even when they die. YOU CANNOT GET RID OF US!
“Stared, what’s Stared?”
“You know The Stare.”
Ezn: The Stare’s such a nice pony.
Vimbert: The Stare used to look in my window and just watch me.
“Oh, yeah.” Rainbow Dash replied. “It’s when you stare an animal or pony down
CTOONfan1: "until you get the evidence out of them."
and it makes them do what you want them to.”
Ezn: JUST LIKE IN S01E17 “Staremaster”.
Disco: Yes, this chapter was in desperate need of a pointless continuity
reference.
Vimbert: We clearly need a wiki link, STAT!
RLYoshi: I'd post one, but Stonewall forgot to bring it.
“Well, not exactly... but, yes.
Ezn: “You’re wrong, but also you’re right.”
Well, sometimes, when I use The Stare and I don’t mean too...
CTOONfan1: She uses the stare and is really nice about it.
well, sometimes I can make
Ezn: extra “o”s appear on the ends of words.
the pony or animal I’m staring at just freeze up.”
Ezn: “And then I get the sudden urge to make an ice pun in an Austrian accent.”
“Wait, so you did this to Pinkie Pie?”
Ezn: “And I would’ve gotten away with it too if it hadn’t been for you darn kids and your colony of ticks!”
“Oh no, it wasn’t me.” Fluttershy quickly defended.
Ezn: “It was Colonel Mustard in the Billiard Room with the dagger! He used to the dagger to do the Stare! Nyx helped.”
“I haven’t done this to anypony in years.
CTOONfan1: "I HAVE done it to several chickens, a cockatrice, a dragon, and the writers to give me better scenes."
It was only when I first found out I had The Stare that I accidentally did this once in a while, but I’d never do it on purpose to another pony. No, some other pony did this.”
Crazy56U: ...can we please hear more of THAT story? ...please?
Disco: I smell a spinoff!
RLYoshi: It probably smells like trash, considering what it'd be a spinoff of.
“Well, how do we fix it?”
“Well, um... I usually just throw a bit of water on them, but anything that gives the pony a little shock is enough to snap them out of it.”
Svensvenderson: “But not warm water, otherwise they’ll shrink.”
Batman_the_Dino: Unfortunately, Stonewall had forgotten the water.
“Oh, then I know just the thing.” Rainbow Dash said, hovering up near Pinkie Pie’s ear
Crazy56U: Hmm... to make a Rainbow Pie joke, or not to make a Rainbow Pie joke... that is the question.
Hellioning:The answer is "yes".
Anon13: The answer is always yes.
RLYoshi: At least, when it's not magic. snort snort
and beginning to whisper. “Hey Pinkie Pie!
Ezn: “All your friends hate you!”
Crazy56U: Damn it, we don’t want a repeat of “Party of One”!
Twilight just got a letter from Princess Celestia.
CTOONfan1: "You are now more popular than Fluttershy."
Drizzel: LIES!
Crazy56U: (pulls out pitchfork) GET HIM!!!
She wants you to plan the next Grand Galloping Gala so it’ll be, like, 200% more fun.”
Ezn: “And also, like, 20% co-” *is shot*
Crazy56U: (hides gun, turns to you, the reader) You owe me.
Pinkie Pie’s eyes, which had been narrow and transfixed on a spot on the far side of the room, suddenly went wide,
Svensvenderson: Caught the ball, and ran for a touch down!
and in a flash the pink pony was bouncing off the walls and ceiling,
CTOONfan1: It appears she has become Flubber.
giggles filling the air.
Ezn: “Oh Berry Punch,” said Pinkie from the floor.
“Oh, that is so super dupe amazing!
Ezn: “What? Super dupe. It’s gonna be a thing.”
DiStort: Oh, Pinkie. Always the trend setter.
Hellioning: "Hey, kids, wanna try some Super Dupe? First one's free..."
I am going to make it the best party ever! I’ll make it the most amazing incredible tremendous super-fun wonderful terrifically humongous party in all of Equestria!
CTOONfan1: Maybe, but will it be the most splendiferous party ever?
Oh the Grand Galloping Gala will be the greatest party. Oh the Grand Galloping Gala will be the greatest party. Hip hip, Hooray, It will be the best all thanks to me, to Pinkie!”
Crazy56U: When in doubt, reference season one!
“Yeah, Pinkie Pie... I was lying.”
The party pony froze up practically mid-jump, defying gravity for a moment before
Batman_the_Dino: realizing that stopping for a moment is normal at the peak of a jump.
dropping down to the ground. Springing back to her hooves, Pinkie Pie trotted over to Dash, glaring coldly at the pegasus.
Ezn: And tasty rainbow cupcakes were enjoyed by all.
Private Sprinkles: I didn't get one. :(
“That was not an okay prank, Dashie.”
Svensvenderson: “Bitch.”
“Sorry, but it wasn’t meant to be a prank. I needed to say something to snap you out of being Stared.”
“Stared... wait, I was Stared?”
CTOONfan1: Yes, Pinkie. People Stare at you all the time through computer screens.
“You actually know what that is?”
“Oh... um, yes.
Crazy56U: I do too. ...involves weirdos on the bus, right?
When... well, when I first met Pinkie Pie she kind of, well... scared me
CTOONfan1: (sarcastically) No way.
and, I didn’t mean to but... I used The Stare on her and she got Stared.” Fluttershy admitted sheepishly.
Ezn: This is how the Stare works, kids. True story.
Svensvenderson: First a tree, now a sheep? Fluttershy’s a shape shifter!
“It was the last time she ever did it.” Pinkie Pie pointed out. “Unless you count today.”
Ezn: “And she won’t be doing it again...”
“But Pinkie, I wasn’t the one who used The Stare on you.”
DiStort: Can you really call it “The Stare” if Fluttershy isn’t the one using it? I mean, she has it copyrighted and everything, so...
RLYoshi: Has she? I didn't see no TM in the corner!
Batman_the_Dino: No, silly, that would mean it was trademarked!
“You weren’t? But then who...” Pinkie Pie began, only for her eyes to narrow as turned to look at the far end of the room,
CTOONfan1: "The house has eyes."
intending to glare at a pony that was no longer there. “It was HIM!”
RLYoshi: -who-shall-not-be-named.
Ezn: And suddenly this became a Powerpuff Girls crossover.
Vimbert: Please, can’t this fic stick to making a mess of only one show?
“Him who, Pinkie?”
“The Spy!” The party pony seethed
Anon13: Bland. James Bland.
Crazy56U: Wait, Sebastian Starchild is now in this? Man, won't Linkara be thrilled!
Disco: License to bore.
Ezn: Red or Blu?
Hellioning: The scout is a spy!
CTOONfan1: You must've been mistaken for the Black Spy.
as she trotted across the room and pointed to a spot on the floor.
Ezn: “Out, damn spot!”
“I followed him in here and he was standing right here and I had him cornered but then he opened his eyes and they were turquoise instead of the color they were
Crazy56U: And since she's Pinkie Pie, she obviously knew that those eyes weren't that color. I'm not making a joke; I'm just saying.
and then the next thing I remember is you telling me Celestia wants me to plan the next Grand Galloping Gala, which, by the way, is still a very mean prank.” The party loving pony forced out in a single long breath before turning her gaze back on her friends.
Ezn: “Berry Punch, you silly party-lover! We’re not your friends! Go sober up!”
“Look, Pinkie, I said I was sorry.” Dash countered as she flew over by the earth pony.
CTOONfan1: "But let me brag about how I've got wings and you don't."
“But, I guess you weren’t kidding about the spy. I mean, its not like an imaginary pony could have Stared you.”
DiStort: Why not? She’s had stranger things done to her by imaginary creatures.
“But why would anypony be spying on us?” Fluttershy asked as she made her way across the room, choosing to walk between the desks.
Ezn: “We’re not even involved in an interesting story right now!”
CTOONfan1: It's not wrong.
“I don’t know, but I sure as sugar am going to find out... after all the fun afternoon games though. I would hate to miss the seven legged race, or watching the tug of war.”
“Uh, Pinkie Pie, you did miss all that.” Dash admitted.
“WHAT!?”
Ezn: “It’s okay, you mainly just missed Nyx warping reality and turning stuff into trees.”
Anon13: Pinkie: “Nyx warped reality? That’s MY shtick!”
“Yea, you’ve been in here all afternoon. We’re actually cleaning up right now.”
“Oh... oh now I am going to find that spy!
Not just because he was a Spy Spyerton McSpy.
Ezn: but also because he killed my father.
Mastr13: Hello, my name is Pinkie Pie. You killed my father. Prepare to die.
No, now it’s personal. No pony makes Pinkie Pie miss Pin the Tail on the Pony!”
Crazy56U: EVERYONE GET DOWN; PINKIE IS GOIN' TO BUCK SOMEONE UP!
Eclipse: Sorry Crazy, but I'll be going under the table this time.
Disco: In a world where ponies can’t party, one mare will even the odds.
Ezn: Pink vs Spy. Coming Summer 2012.
Private Sprinkles: This time, it's personal.
=====================================================================
Disco: Um, I have Questions, Comments, and Concerns? Hello?
Vimbert: Pen Stroke stopped pretending to care about the readers.
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
Crazy56U: Aw, no Gmail link?
RLYoshi: Wanting to spam Pen Stroke's email, are we?
=====================================================================
Chapter 9
Revealing Truths
DiStort: The horrible truth is... NYX IS A MARY SUE!
RingmasterJ5: He said “horrible”, not “obvious”.
Anon13: The real horrible truth is that we’re still reading this.
RingmasterJ5: What’s worse: This is only the SECOND MST fic. There’s going to be many more...
CTOONfan1: That just means more trashing to be done. No problems.
Disco: GASP!
DiStort: FORESHADOWING.
Crazy56U: DUN DUN DUUUUUN!
Isphone: SORRY! I’M SORRY!
Vimbert: Ugh. Just kill me now.
Drizzel: … … OK. (shoots you)
RLYoshi: Got another bullet in there? If so, take aim at my head and pull the trigger, please.
Drizzel: (aims gun)
Drizzel: (gun clicks)
Drizzel: Buck! sorry.
===================
Twilight walked back to the library with Nyx as the sun began to set near the western horizon. Rainbow Dash and a few others were staying to cleanup the Learn and Play Day.
Ezn: There was so much blood. And tree sap.
It was a moment the unicorn was thankful she hadn’t volunteered to help
DiStort: Because menial work like that is better left to non-unicorns.
, since staying around the school at that point was the last thing she wanted to do.
Ezn: All the nubile schoolfillies had left, you see.
Hellioning: Crap! Spell Nexus got to Twilight!
Nyx was happy as she could be, bouncing along with her first place ribbon
CTOONfan1: She didn't get a trophy? That's no way to treat your Mary Sue.
RLYoshi: Do you really want to treat her like a proper Mary Sue?
from the tug-of-war competition, wearing her Cutie Mark Crusader cape and a kazoo in her mouth,
DiStort: Oh, good. Let’s make Nyx MORE annoying.
Disco: Huh, I didn’t think that was possible. Thank you, Pen Stroke.
Crazy56U: (proceeds to jam cotton balls in his ears)
Hellioning: At least it's not a vuvuzela.
Vimbert: HE’LL HEAR YOU, YOU FOOL!
her chosen prize from the prize box. The little filly was content to play the kazoo in a triumphant fan fare
Svensvenderson: Truly, the kazoo is the noblest of instruments.
Drizzel: Right up there with the cow bell.
Tavish Dougherty: We need more of it.
that only she knew the notes to,
Anon13: A lovely little piece entitled “You’re All Gonna Die Soon”.
Wild Trotter: Or "Nobody Told Me About Equestria".
a sight that made Twilight smile a little.
Wild Trotter: Secretly, her ears were bleeding a little.
Twilight was happy that Nyx had a good day, and that it had ended well.
Disco: That was a good ending?!
Ezn: I’mma reload from the last save and try again.
Hellioning: Would you like your possessions identified?
Svensvenderson: You probably need to use New Game Plus to get the best ending.
Anon13: Either that or shell out the cash for the strategy guide.
RLYoshi: Personally, I'd just say "screw it" and go watch a let's play on YouTube.
The silence from the crowd
CTOONfan1: Was bliss compared to this noise.
after the last round of tug-of-war had been deafening.
Ezn: SOUND GUY!
Drizzel: Earl! you've been sleeping on the job again?!
Had it not been broken by Nyx’s friends, Twilight could only imagine how bad the filly would have felt,
Ezn: Twilight cackled in glee at her musings.
wondering if she had done something wrong. But thankfully Apple Bloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo had ran up to her and cheered her on, making the black filly very happy.
Ezn: It helped that Scootaloo was wearing a KFC bucket on her head.
Hellioning: Nyx, however, was jealous of the unnamed black filly's enjoyment.
Yet, it was only a small drop of happiness in a sea of a very bad situation.
Wild Trotter: With an island of common sense isolated from the rest of the landmass that is her brain.
RLYoshi: And the boat she was on kind of lost its compass, if you know what I mean.
While Nyx was unaware of what had happened, Twilight had been in the crowd watching when she began to use her magic to try and win that last round of tug of war. She was using her magic, a lot of it... and that was when it began to happen.
Disco: Yes, please remind the readers of what happened a few paragraphs ago.
Vimbert: Wait, who’s Twilight again? WIKI LINK PLZ
Nyx’s mane at first just seemed to start shimmering, something that may have just been contributed to a trick of the the light.
Ezn: Twilight promptly contributed Nyx’s shimmering to a trick of the light, beating Notch’s donation by a hair.
But as the little filly began to use more and more magic her mane and tail began to change more, her hair reflecting the arcane energy that the filly was using.
RLYoshi: Nyx's hair is now a mirror. IT IS CANON.
Her hair began to get lighter, and then actually began to float and wave in the air,
DiStort: In other words, she went super saiyan.
Crazy56U: Just like Hitler! :D
Hellioning: She can't have gone super saiyan, it only took a couple of paragraphs!
Disco: She finally ascended to a new level of Mary Suedom.
as if Nyx was floating deep underwater instead of standing on solid ground in a tug of war grudge match. The shimmering of the hair also began to get more noticeable, starting to focus into a few dots.
It was one of the worst things Twilight could imagine happening.
Disco: But not as bad as being tardy.
RLYoshi: Twilight: "Of all the worst things that could happen, this is THE! WORST! POSSIBLE-"
Rarity: "You finish that statement and I'm suing."
Crazy56U: (sigh) Another lawsuit for the pile...
RLYoshi: Eh, when you've got a username like mine, you get used to them.
Nyx’s mane and tail had been changing into the night blue mane and tail that Nightmare Moon was known for, infamous for...
Anon13: She tried to cover Equestria in eternal night, and she’s infamous for her mane and tail? What, did they clash with the drapes that badly?
RLYoshi: Equestria really liked her mane.
Vimbert: And Rarity was never put in charge of Equestria’s police force again.
and the change had started to happen right there with everypony at the Learn and Play Day watching.
Ezn: “I knew I shouldn’t have tried that new shampoo brand!”
By some small miracle Nyx’s hair didn’t completely change. It reached a point very close to changing completely but it didn’t finish the transition.
Hellioning: Did I mention that it didn't completely change? Because it didn't completely change. Did you know that?
If anything, it more closely resembled Celestia’s mane, which was still made of hair even though the follicles were in a rainbow of pastel colors and moved constantly.
DiStort: Celestia’s hair didn’t actually move on its own, she just always had a little fan running offscreen.
Nightmare Moon’s mane and tail, in contrast, were clouds of magical energy, which was why she was able to use and manipulate them like they were extra appendages.
Svensvenderson: Now that we’ve thoroughly covered Celestia and Nightmare Moon’s mane and tails, any other pony we want to talk about?
Crazy56U: I’m all for talking about Derpy.
RLYoshi: EVERYONE is all for talking about Derpy.
Wild Trotter: What about Sapphire Shores... or Photo Finish, even?
And it all brought several unwanted thoughts back to the forefront of Twilight’s mind.
Disco: They involved things like logic and common sense.
Ezn: Twilight thought about how she really didn’t like her mane.
For the first time since that evening Nyx called her mom, Twilight was starting to doubt herself. Could Nyx really be Nightmare Moon?
DiStort: Oh for.... How many times has she asked herself this, now?
Crazy56U: I'd answer, but that would involve the "OVER 9000" meme. And I'm above that, dagnabbit!
Anon13: Anyone who tried the Nightmare Moon Drinking Game has probably dissolved by now.
Disco: I’m still goin’...*falls under the table*
Crazy56U: OK, considering how many times it was said, either you are immune to alcohol poisoning, or God loves you.
Wild Trotter: The latter part, maybe a little too much.
RLYoshi: I haven't mentioned it, but I've been doing a variation where I slam my head into the keyboard every time it's said, since I'm not of legal drinking age. I'm currently writing this from the hospital after being admitted for massive brain damage and concussions.
The unicorn had always argued that Nyx just looked like the infamous Mare in the Moon, but... with those memories coming back and Nyx’s unbelievable level of magic... was it possible she really was Nightmare Moon?
Hellioning: Copypasta; making your stories that much easier to type.
Another part of Twilight’s mind snapped at this, cracking a mental whip
Svensvenderson: Whips always made Twilight smile.
Vimbert: As Spike was well-aware.
like some wild animal tamer trying to drive a beast back into its cage. No, Nyx was not Nightmare Moon!
DiStort: But on the other hoof, what if she was?
The filly was too sweet, too well behaved.
Disco: It’s like she’s somehow ridiculously perfect in every way!
She had friends and was happy. While Nightmare Moon laughed at times, it was because she believed she had won.
Crazy56U: Either that, or she remembered a really good Jeff Dunham joke. ...nah, who am I kidding, I making crud up.
Vimbert: Or because she’s cleverly manipulated a herd of main characters into following her will.
A maddening laughter that was not born of true happiness.
CTOONfan1: It was born of happiness that lies on occasion.
But Twilight was starting to wonder if she’d have to deal with the fact that Nyx had the fallen princess’ power.
Wild Trotter: But not her sex appeal to the ponies. Well, not yet, anyway.
And... possibly even her immortality. That the filly she was taking care of, was raising...
Crazy56U: To quote the Nostalgia Critic: STOP! USING! ELLIPSES!
would possibly be alive for thousands of years after she had gone, with the power to do things like move the sun and moon.
CTOONfan1: Yet she will never move her readers.
Was she really up to that kind of responsibility, to shape the life of a filly that could live for the rest of time?
DiStort: Wait, didn’t we have literally THIS line of thought just last chapter?
Anon13: Goldfish rule, DiStort. Last chapter was SO long ago.
Disco: Can I get a wiki link? I’m so confused.
“Twilight, are you okay?” Nyx asked, breaking the unicorn’s train of thought.
Ezn: “Damnit Nyx, that was a one-of-a-kind model train!”
The little black filly had taken notice of how quiet Twilight had been and had ended her happy kazoo playing
Disco: Much the relief of everyone around her.
to look up at her unofficial mother.
“Yes, I’m fine.” Twilight lied, putting on a smile as she and Nyx neared the library. “Just tired, that’s all; we’ve had a busy day. Now, why don’t you run in and show Spike your ribbon? I’m just going to stay outside for a little while longer.”
Anon13: You want lots of space and minimal fragile stuff around for your truly epic nervous breakdowns.
Nyx nodded, replacing the kazoo in her mouth and blowing on it loudly as she ran inside, scaring one particular dragon quite well.
Disco: The resulting kazoo phobia haunted him for the rest of his life.
Svensvenderson: Because an alicorn with a kazoo is the epitome of stealth.
Twilight smiled at this sight, a smile that faded quickly as the truth of the situation weighed down on her.
Disco: This is heavy, Doc!
Crazy56U: Great Scott!
============================
“Dear, you really should drink your tea before it gets cold.” Rarity lectured before taking a sip from her own cup. She looked across the table at her desk, though she might as well have been having a conversation with a statue.
CTOONfan1: Maybe she was. (dramatic music plays)
Drizzel: Weeping pegasus man
Twilight hadn’t hardly said a word since her arrival, choosing to instead just stare at her cup of tea like it held all the answers in the world.
DiStort: It probably did. I heard some detective ID’d a guy on a case once because he saw his initials in his morning cup of coffee.
Disco: The Coffee Whisperer is truly the hero of our times.
“Twilight... Twilight!” Rarity snapped
Vimbert: Nyx’s neck as revenge for Twilight not listening to her. THE END
RLYoshi: That's not revenge. That's mercy.
, bringing the purple unicorn out of her thoughts.
“What... oh, sorry Rarity. I... I was just thinking about something.”
Disco: “How can I escape from this story?”
Crazy56U: Please, at this rate, resistance is futile. ...wait, ESCAPE! I MEANT ESCAPE!
Wild Trotter: Take me with you!
“That’s all you’ve been doing since you got here, Twilight.
Ezn: “It’s all you ever do! There’s no passion! No feeling!”
Disco: Your dialogue is empty! Empty like your soul!
All you’ve said to me is that you wanted to talk,
CTOONfan1: "I didn't know you meant to yourself."
but you haven’t said a single word since then. What is wrong?”
Anon13: How long a list would you like?
Hellioning: An easier question to answer would be: "What is right?"
Vimbert: Give me a sign... WHAT IS LOVE? Baby don’t hurt me... Don’t hurt me...
Twilight sighed, lifting the cup of tea magically as she drank it all down in a single gulp,
CTOONfan1: CHUG! CHUG! CHUG! CHUG!
something that made Rarity squirm since it wasn’t at all the manners of a proper mare.
Vimbert: Luckily, Twilight had enchanted her throat to be fire resistant after the first time she had to give CPR to Spike.
“I’m sorry Rarity, I’m just worried about Nyx.”
Ezn: “She’s proving very difficult to kill.”
Vimbert: WHY WON’T SHE DIE?
“What for Dear? Don’t tell me she’s gone missing again.”
Crazy56U: ...well, that was... nonchalant. It's as if you WANTED Nyx to go missing... herm...
Disco: She just implied what everyone was thinking.
Hellioning: "What for Dear" sounds it look should be the name of an indie band.
“No, she’s at school.”
“Then why are you worried?”
DiStort: “Because she’s at school. I’m worried she might corrupt more children.”
Rarity asked as she refilled Twilight’s cup of tea,
Svensvenderson: So what kind of tea is Twilight’s cup of tea?
silently hoping the purple unicorn would drink it properly this time.
Ezn: Much to Rarity’s delight, Sparkler jumped in through the window and sipped Twilight’s tea beautifully.
“Rarity, every pony in Ponyville has heard what happened at the Learn and Play Day.
CTOONfan1: "So much learning and playing. It was terrifying!"
They all know Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree
DiStort: One more reminder for good measure.
and how she won the tug of war tournament by herself with her magic. They all also saw her mane and tail start to turn
Ezn: “FABULOUS!”
magical... start to resemble what Nightmare Moon’s mane and tail used to look like. I worried that I won’t be able to keep
Ezn: “my tenses consistent.”
her safe much longer.
Svensvenderson: Let’s see, you’ve already lost her once, and had Nyx reveal her identity how many times? How ‘safe’ has she been so far?
That every pony in town will realize how strongly she resembles Nightmare Moon, that Celestia will swoop down from the palace...
Wild Trotter: "And likely take her to her bedchambers."
that they’ll take her away from me.
Disco: They’ll never get...my precious!
Wild Trotter: My precious. My precious! My precious!! MY PRECIOUS!!! AHAAA... (falls over)
Crazy56U: Easy there, Gollum.
“I... I’m wondering if I shouldn’t just lock Nyx up in the
Vimbert: Dungeon of Love
library and hide her away, at least until things calm down.”
Disco: No, for the rest of her life. Please!
“Twilight...” Rarity began, speaking softly. “Locking Nyx up is the last thing you should do.
Crazy56U: Speaking for everyone riffing this, that's a load of crock.
Disco: “You need to do far, far worse.”
RLYoshi: According to this checklist, you should take away her kazoo, yell at her, beat her into submission, THEN lock her up.
Drizzel: In the place you banish her to, of course.
Crazy56U: ...Alex, I’ll take “Too Far” for a thousand, please. Oh look, the Daily Double!
That would be no better than Celestia banishing her to the moon.
Vimbert: We still wouldn’t know if Nyx likes bananas!
She’d be separated from her friends, from doing the things she loves like going to school, and it would break her heart having you go from the pony she loves to the pony that’s keeping her unfairly imprisoned in the library.”
DiStort: So... what’s the problem?
Anon13: Upset Sues are like whiny WMDs.
DiStort: Ah. Point taken. Give the baby its bottle, Twilight.
“But Rarity... I’m just so worried-”
Anon13: Us readers are past worried and well into apoplectic by now.
“And that’s perfectly normal. Heavens knows I
Vimbert: can’t make a subject and a verb agree to save my life
worry about Sweetie Belle every time she goes off with her friends to do her Crusading.
Vimbert: So is “Crusading” some kind of euphemism, or...?
Those three fillies have gotten into more danger then I ever did growing up... and I’m always afraid that somepony will come running into my shop telling me Sweetie Belle got hurt... or worse.
Disco: Her binding could come loose.
“But I can’t let my concerns keep Sweetie Belle from enjoying her childhood. She should be out there with her friends, having fun and even getting into trouble...
CTOONfan1: If you love something, let it potentially harm themselves or people around them.
not too much trouble mind you, but some.”
Svensvenderson: "Not too much, not too little. Just the right amount."
“Sweetie Belle is just a normal little unicorn, Rarity. Nyx is...”
Disco: An abomination?
Svensvenderson: A Mary Sue?
Anon13: Same thing, really.
Crazy56U: Polish?
Isphone: HEADCRAB ZOMBIE?
RLYoshi: YOUR FATHER?
Crazy56U: Nyx has been spending too much time with Proper Etiquette, me thinks.
“Nyx is just as normal.” Rarity retorted. “Yes, she is an alicorn, and yes she
Ezn: “is the reincarnation of Nightmare Moon”
has magical power that you and I could only dream off. But, she is still just a normal little filly.
Disco: Uh, that kinda negates the whole “normal” thing, Rarity.
She goes to school, she has friends, she gets teased by bullies,
Svensvenderson: Right, because getting teased by bullies always ends well.
and when she scared or when she is in trouble she has somepony that cares about her to come to her rescue...
CTOONfan1: Pen Stroke.
a certain purple unicorn who is quite the maven at magic herself.”
Ezn: “Wrong! That useless babysitter can’t even open a peanut butter jar!”
Hellioning: This guy either plays League of Legends or is reading from a thesaurus cause that is the second time I ever saw that word.
Anon13: If it's the latter, the book's missing the section on 'offered'.
Isphone: My personal thesaurus doesn't have offered. It only has offer. I will be shooting the thesaurus at dawn.
Twilight smiled a little.
Ezn: What with the recession and all.
“I... I guess you’re right Rarity.”
“Trust me Twilight; it’s a good thing you are worried about her,
CTOONfan1: "Because the readers are too busy worrying about their sanity."
RLYoshi: Can you blame us?
never think otherwise. But don’t ever let your worry make you do things that wouldn’t be in Nyx’s best interest.
Ezn: “She is the only reason any of us exist, after all!”
Yes, there is a risk of the truth being discovered when she is out and about Ponyville... but that’s only a risk.
Ezn: “I can get you an insurance quote on it if you like.”
You try to hide her away in the library, and I guarantee the only thing you’ll really accomplish is making Nyx hate you.”
Ezn: “And that’s why it’s such a good idea!”
“How do you know all this Rarity?”
Disco: She’s read Jane Eyre dozens of times.
“Learning from experience.” Rarity offered softly, now staring into her own cup of tea.
Ezn: “In my youth, I was also the caretaker to demonic hellspawn.”
“After all, I’ve been taking care of Sweetie Belle all by myself for the past several years now. After... well... after what happened to our parents.”
CTOONfan1: I'd like to take a moment to thank the actual show for making Pen Stroke wrong.
Ezn: “They passed away in a tragic breakfast accident.”
DiStort: What’s Rarity got to be depressed about? Her dad looks like the pony version of Magnum P.I.. That’s pretty awesome.
Anon13: Yeah, but … he wears Hawaiian shirts.
DiStort: Don’t you mean HAYwaiian shirts?
RLYoshi: BA-DUM TISH.
“You want to talk about it?”
Ezn: “Not until Season Two gives me something to work with.”
“Maybe another time Twilight.” The white unicorn replied. “I tend to get misty eyed when I think about it too much
Disco: Just like everything else.
Vimbert: People thinking about something too much? In this story?
RLYoshi: Now I've seen everything.
and I’ve got ponies coming into get fitted for some dresses in an hour so I need to look presentable. Still... another time for sure.”
DiStort: One day, they’re gonna sit down and watch the entire series run of Magnum P.I..
“Of course Rarity.” Twilight offered with a
Vimbert: Dinner mint.
smile.
“Now, in light of all this, I do hope you’re going to let Nyx go to the Cutie Mark Crusader sleep over Apple Bloom is having at Sweet Apple Acres. I can only imagine that Nyx is just as excited about it as Sweetie Belle is.
“Probably more excited considering it’s her first sleep over. And... yes, I think I will let her go.”
Ezn: “I’ll make sure to quiz her on the contents of my numerous sleepover guidebooks before she leaves.”
“That’s good. Not only will it make Nyx happy but seeing her going out with her friends will help dispel any thoughts ponies around town have that what happened at the Learn and Play Day was out of the ordinary.”
Ezn: “Everypony will be watching the sleepover.”
RLYoshi: CUTIE MARK CRUSADERS STALKER VICTIMS, YAY!
“Yeah, and, if our friends are any indication, they all just think Nyx is really good at magic, like me.
DiStort: But, considering we’re in a fanfic, that would mean she’s all the more likely to BOTCH magic, like you.
So... for the moment I can just say that strong magic runs in our family and most ponies seem to believe that.
CTOONfan1: The others just needed some... “convincing.”
After all, I turned my parents into potted plants
Crazy56U: “and they were scared of me ever since. ...so I got that going for me.”
and made Spike grow to a full grown dragon when I was taking my entry exam for Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, and I was still just a filly myself back then too.”
Disco: Yes! More needless continuity nods! Bring ‘em on!
Vimbert: Needless? No way! This one totally reinforces... um. *runs away*
“You mean the day you got your Cutie Mark? Yes, I heard it was quite the impressive display, at least from what Sweetie Belle told of the story.”
“Yea, it was pretty crazy.”
“Mind sharing?”
Disco: I don’t think you want to get anywhere near Twilight’s mind.
Twilight shook her head, taking a sip of her tea before going into the story, though she’d try to keep herself from jumping around endlessly saying “Yes!” as she had done with the Crusaders.
Crazy56U: It's a good thing she did, otherwise she would've lost Rarity's respect for her. And that's terrible.
RLYoshi: Because by this point Rarity has LOADS of respect for her.
============================
“Well, I don’t think our Cutie Marks have anything to do with bein’ rodeo ponies.”
DiStort: G’night, everypony!
Apple Bloom offered dejectedly as she pushed open the door to her bedroom. Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Nyx were all following close behind, their sleeping bags already rolled out on the floor in the yellow farm filly’s bedroom.
“Though, it was kind of fun seeing Big Macintosh tied up like that.” Scootaloo offered with a chuckle.
Ezn: It was a buy one, get a free chuckle sorta deal.
“He didn’t even know what hit him.”
Disco: Oh no, it’s turned into one of those fics!
DiStort: I SAID G’NIGHT.
“Tell that to my sister.” Apple Bloom replied as she jumped onto her bed. “Because if she had found it funny we wouldn’t have been sent to bed already.”
“Still, I’m pretty tired.” Sweetie Belle admitted, lying down on her sleeping bag.
“Aw, don’t tell me you want to go to sleep already?” Scootaloo whined.
CTOONfan1: "We all know sleeping doesn't happen at a sleepover. Duh!"
“Sure, we had to go to bed but there is still a lot of fun things we could do.”
Ezn: Oh my!
“Like what?”
Ezn: Please don’t turn into a clopfic!
“We could tell... ghost stories!”
Crazy56U: Oh, goody! I have a great one concerning film-makers in the Black Hills!
The orange pegasus replied, grabbing a flashlight and holding it under her face, using it to create a spooky face.
Ezn: “We’ll start with the one about when I created a spooky face with a flashlight and used it to build a Frankenpony.”
Anon13: Or the time the four of us were filler in a mediocre fanfic!
“No offense, Scootaloo, but your scary stories aren’t that scary.” Apple Bloom commented.
Ezn: “The stuff about what your mom used to do to you before she left is pretty funny, though.”
“Okay, then what do you think we should do?”
CTOONfan1: Read a different story, instead?
“We could play a board game?”
DiStort: Aw no, if this turns into a game of Mario Party, I quit.
Crazy56U: ESPECIALLY if it's Mario Party 1. The control stick spinning mini-games in that tore my hand apart.
RLYoshi: Then sue them for some gloves. Duh.
Crazy56U: (sobs) B-but they don't make them anymore...
“No.” Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo said in unison.
Crazy56U: They speak for the audience.
“Well shoot...
Svensvenderson: BANG!
Vimbert: Idiot! You’re firing blanks! C’mon, shoot those annoying fillies like you MEAN IT!
Crazy56U: And that’s why you aren’t around fillies anymore.
what are we goin’ to do then?”
Ezn: Please don’t turn into a clopfic!
“Well, Twilight did give me a book she said really helped with her first slumber party... which is kind of what this is.”
Ezn: Twilight had forgotten to drill her on the important distinctions between a sleepover and a slumber party.
Nyx offered, horn glowing as she levitated a book from her saddle bags, which were stacked with the rest by the bedroom door.
Hellioning: Even at explaining what to do at slumber parties, Nyx has to beat everypony else.
“Are slumber parties the same as sleep overs?”
Crazy56U: Speaking as someone who never went to either, I can safely say no, they aren't the same.
Sweetie Belle asked as Nyx cracked open the book.
Ezn: The lecture lasted for hours.
“Well, you spend the night with friends. So, I guess they’re the same. Still, I don’t want to do any sort of makeup stuff.” Scootaloo said, scrunching up her nose at the thought.
RLYoshi: "That kind of stuff is for girls! ...wait..."
“Well, we could have a pillow fight.” Nyx offered
Vimbert: with a dinner roll.
, looking up from the book.
Ezn: “This phrase came free with the book! Anyone want it?”
“We only got four pillows and my bedroom is too small.” Apple Bloom countered.
Ezn: Horizontal Surface beamed with pride, wiping a solitary tear from his eye.
“We could make s-mores.”
“We don’t have marshmallows... or chocolate... or gram-crackers... or even a fire to roast the marshmallows on.” Sweetie Belle pointed out.
Ezn: The other three narrowed their eyes at Sweetie, taking note of her white coat.
“Well... Ghost Stories are in here too, but I think we’ve already decided not to do that...
RLYoshi: But I've got this great story about a rainbow factory!
Crazy56U: So... does that mean I have to put away my copy of “Pattycakes”?
um, what about Truth or Dare?”
CTOONfan1: How's this for an answer: I dare you to be less important.
“That could be fun.” Scootaloo offered. “Let’s give it a try.”
“How do you play?”
Nyx held a hoof on the page in the book, quickly reading it over before speaking. “Okay, rules are simple. Somepony starts by asking if another pony wants to tell the truth or take a dare. If the pony chooses truth, they have to answer one question truthfully. If they take the dare, they have to do whatever dare the first pony gives them. Once the question is answered or the dare is complete. Then, the next pony in the circle takes their turn. Play continues for as long as desired.”
Crazy56U: Amazing. One paragraph spent on the rules for bucking "Truth or Dare". I thought Pen Stroke learned his lesson after spending 2/3rds of a paragraph describing a yo-yo trick back in Chapter 7!
Disco: Wonders never cease.
Vimbert: I dunno, man. Somepony might not know what “Truth or Dare” is. I think we need a wiki link.
Crazy56U: OK, even you’re questioning the intelligence of the audience? (to the sky, shakes fist) DAMN YOU, PEN STROKE! YOU HAVE CORRUPTED ONE OF US!
“That sounds kind of boring actually. I mean, the truth part sounds all right but the dares, what could we dare each other to do?”
Ezn: And then this did become a clopfic.
“Oh, I know!” Apple Bloom perked up. “Let’s make Truth and Challenges. If you don’t want to answer a question then you have to complete a challenge. If you can’t, then you have to answer a question.”
Hellioning: So... um, what's the difference?
Crazy56U: The difference is shut up.
“Oh, that sounds way better.”
Disco: It’s just like Double Dare, but without the slime!
Svensvenderson: But where’s the fun in that?
Crazy56U: Exactly.
Sweetie Belle agreed. “Let’s do it.”
RLYoshi: LEEEEEROOOOOOOOOOY JEEENKIIINS!
Crazy56U: Oh my god, they went in.
Nyx nodded, putting the sleep over guide book back into her bags. “So, who wants to go first?”
“Oh, me! Me!” Scootaloo offered, putting a hoof in the air. She then turned her attention on Apple Bloom. “Truth or Challenege?”
Ezn: Scootaloo, weren’t you listening? We’re not doing challeneges here!
“Um... I’ll go with the Challenege.”
Ezn: “Whatever that is.”
“I challenge you to stand on your head for ten seconds.”
Ezn: “I can do that in ten seconds fl-” *is shot*
Crazy56U: (turns to the reader) What? ...It wasn’t me this time, swear to Luna!
RLYoshi: (turns to reader) He's telling the truth. (cocks gun) It was me. (shoots Crazy56U)
Crazy56U: (dodges bullet) … ...dude, what the hell?!
“Ha, is that all?” Apple Bloom replied confidently. Within moments the yellow filly was balancing on her head, legs waving around as her friends
Svensvenderson: And Nyx.
counted down.
“10... 9... 8... 7... 6... 5... 4... 3... 2... 1... 0!”
Ezn: I like this elevator music, how about you guys?
Crazy56U: … (backs up) ...what kind of elevators have you been on?!
Apple Bloom got back on her hooves, smiling but then wavering a little big, having to shake her head. “Whoa, that makes my head all swimmy.”
DiStort: “This must be what Pinkie Pie feels like when she sniffs that funny sugar.”
“Really, let me try?” Sweetie Belle chirped,
Ezn: Sweetie Belle was desperate for approval, even from Nyx.
Anon13: You do realize befriending the Mary Sue is Fanfic Survival 101, right?
Wild Trotter: Either that, or avoiding any screentime in the fanfic altogether if said Sue is beyond intolerable.
Vimbert: So what you’re saying is that everypony’s doomed.
the unicorn quickly flipping onto her head. Soon, all four Cutie Mark Crusaders were on their heads, laughing and giggling as the blood rushed from their legs into their skulls.
Disco: All four were rushed to the hospital soon after.
Vimbert: And they were never seen again...
====================
“Okay, Nyx... Truth or Challenge?” Apple Bloom offered about an hour later.
Ezn: The special had ended, so Nyx had to pay full price.
The game had turned into a perfect way to spend the last bit of the sleep over.
Disco: They had wasted the rest on pointless dialogue.
The four friends had done a lot of strange and silly challenges, from holding their breath to having hoof wrestling contests.
Ezn: Plenty of other things as well...
Nothing that would be considered a proper dare but plenty of very fun challenges.
The black filly stuck out her tongue, turquoise
RLYoshi: WILL IT NEVER STOP.
eyes focusing on Apple Bloom as the black filly tried to decide which thing she would do.
“Truth.”
“Tell us something you’ve never told any other pony.”
Drizzel: "I'm actually a Mary Sue."
Drizzel: CMC: (gasp in horror)
“Like what?” Nyx asked, caught a little off guard by the very general nature of the question.
“Anything.”
Ezn: “Hi, my name’s Nightmare Moon.” “Hi Nightmare Moon!” “...and I’m here to bring about eternal night.”
“Yea, just make it something cool.” Scootaloo added.
Ezn: “Tell us about the time you snuck into Rainbow Dash’s house to watch her sleep. Everypony does that, right?”
“Well... I can’t really think of anything to tell you... but...” Nyx fell silent at this, glancing back at her vest. “There... there is something I can show you.”
Crazy56U: Hmm... I can't tell, but I think things got 20% more uncomfortable.
Vimbert: Damn it, that’s not what “show don’t tell” means!
“Really, what is it?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“I think it’s better if you just see it but... you got to promise not to tell any other pony.
Crazy56U: 40%...
Twilight knows, but she told me I couldn’t show what I’m about to show you to anypony.”
Ezn: When you see it...
“Oh man, this has to be good if Twilight told you to keep it a secret.” Scootaloo offered.
CTOONfan1: Everyone in this town is really freaking generous, offering things this way and that.
Ezn: If I had a bit for everytime ponies offered something in this story, I’d be able to buy it all.
“But yea, we promise not to tell nopony.”
Ezn: “We’ll just tell Zecora and Spike, and then they can do the hard work spreading the gossip around.”
Nyx turned to look at Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle, the two other fillies also offering their promise. Still, Nyx wasn’t done.
Ezn: She needed to know if their promises came with warranties.
“And... you have to promise we’ll still be friends after I show you.”
Crazy56U: 56%...
“Well, that’s a silly thing to promise.”
Ezn: “We were never your friends in the first place!”
“Yea, we’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders. We’re going to be best friends for life.”
“No matter what.”
Hellioning: "Unless you turn out to be the reincarnation of a tyrant. Then it's off."
Nyx smiled, looking at her three friends.
Ezn: “I love you, Mr Turnip, Rocky and Sir Lintsalot.”
Decision made, the black filly got up from her sleeping bag and walked across the room into Apple Bloom’s closet. The black filly shut the door, and for a moment there was only the sound of rustling from behind the door.
RLYoshi: Crazy56U isn't around to say it, so... 70%...
Crazy56U: ...I’M SITTING RIGHT HERE, MAN.
Apple Bloom, Scootaloo, and Sweetie Belle all craned their necks, watching anxiously until the door opened.
Ezn: “I’m gay!”
Disco: First the broken wings, now this? Forget Nightmare Moon. She’s Rainbow Dash!
Nyx kept her eyes shut as she walked out, carrying her glasses and her vest in her teeth.
Ezn: It’s times like this that I’m glad this is a pony story.
Once she was a few steps out of the closet
CTOONfan1: They all screamed, "HOLY CRAP! SHE'S A COLT!"
the black filly spread her wings out,
Ezn: *POMF*
stretching the feathered appendages for a few moments before finally opening her eyes, the dragon shaped pupils
Ezn: The Filly With the Dragon Pupils
no longer disguised and hidden from the world.
Ezn: Just hidden from the world.
Sweetie Belle, Scootaloo, and Apple Bloom all stared with their eyes wide and their jaws hanging open.
Ezn: “Bet I can catch more flies than you!”
Nyx could only offer a weak smile,
Ezn: which was immediately returned for a full refund.
taking a moment to set down her vest and glasses.
Ezn: “I set down my vest and wizard glasses.”
The silence in the room was a bit unnerving, Nyx wanting her friends to say something, anything.
DiStort: How about: “You have ten seconds. Start running.”
She was just beginning to wonder if she had made a huge mistake about revealing the truth when her three friends zipped up beside her, inspecting her long hidden
Ezn: I’m a terrible person.
wings.
“Why didn’t you tell us sooner you had wings?” Apple Bloom asked.
“Well, Twilight said that if ponies knew I had both a horn and wings some would get jealous.”
Ezn: “Especially the filthy earth ponies.”
“Oh yeah; you could so make Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon jealous.” Sweetie Belle admitted,
Anon13: Hey, Pen’s using other verbs...
offering
Anon13: D’OH!
RLYoshi: Way to tempt fate.
Disco: I knew it was too good to be true.
the thought like it would be something amazingly fun to do.
“But you girls aren’t jealous, are you?”
“Naw, why would we be jealous? It’s just part of who you are. It be as silly as me being jealous of how well Sweetie Belle sings.”
Crazy56U: ...um, who's talking?
Anon13: If it's not Nyx, does it matter?
“Or me being jealous of how well Scootaloo rides her scooter.”
Disco: Or how she tastes like chicken.
Crazy56U: Wait, why would [insert name of character talking here] know what Scootaloo tastes like?
Vimbert: *raises hoof* No, too easy.
“Or me being jealous of how good Apple Bloom is at fixing up things like our clubhouse.”
“Yea, it’s like my big sister Applejack says: ‘There ain’t no point in bein’ jealous, because it doesn’t change how things are’.”
“Still, why do you have wings and a horn? The only ponies I know that have both are Princess Celestia and Princess Luna.” Sweetie Belle offered.
Ezn: “I’m more special than you, that’s why.”
“Well, isn’t it obvious?” Apple Bloom asked, looking at her friends who only answered her with silent, blank stares. “Well... okay, maybe not so obvious.”
“Just spit it out Apple Bloom.”
“I bet that one of Nyx’s parents is a unicorn and the other is a pegasus.”
“Is it really that simple? I mean, doesn’t somepony in our class have a mom that’s a unicorn and a dad that’s a pegasus?”
DiStort: Well, if the fanon is to be believed, then Dinky Doo has a mom that’s a Pegasus and a dad who may not even be from this dimensional plane.
Crazy56U: And who may or may not be in his "fezzes are cool" mindset yet.
“Maybe it doesn’t happen all the time. I mean, isn’t there also a pony in our class who has a pair of unicorns as parents but doesn’t have a horn of her own?”
Ezn: One of nature’s little jokes.
Vimbert: The filthy earth pony genes prove surprisingly difficult to weed out.
“Yea, I think you’re right.” Apple Bloom agreed. “It must only happen some of the time. Still, it’s pretty cool.”
“Yea it is.” Scootaloo cheered. “Almost as cool as her eyes.”
“Whoa, I didn’t even notice her eyes. I was too busy looking at her wings.”
Disco: What’s wrong with your faaaaace?
“Nyx, isn’t that what your eyes looked like during the Spring Festival play?”
The black filly could only nod. “Yes. You see, Twilight put a charm on my glasses so my eyes look like everypony else’s eyes when I’m wearing them. I don’t even really need them, I can see just fine.”
“Twilight sure makes you do a lot of weird things, don’t she?”
Disco: They usually involve blood sacrifices to the Book Gods.
Svensvenderson: The papercuts will never heal.
Hellioning: "Point to where she touched you on the doll..."
Vimbert: Nyx plushies: they exist. Pardon me while I go cut myself a little.
Apple Bloom pointed out. “I mean, wearin’ glasses you don’t really need and wearin’ a vest to hide your wings. Makes you wonder why, don’t it?”
“I... I have wondered sometimes, but Twilight is nice...
Disco: but ridiculously stupid.
I don’t think she’d make me do anything without a good reason.”
“Yea, Twilight is pretty cool.... a bit nerdy,
Crazy56U: UNDERSTATEMENT OF THE FRIGGIN CENTURY.
but cool.” Scootaloo offered.
Ezn: “If she were one of my classmates, I’d only give her swirlies on Tuesdays.”
“Still, it’s your turn Nyx.”
The black filly smiled, lying down on her sleeping bag and enjoying the feeling of not having to wear her vest or glasses.
Vimbert: Equestria: a nudist’s dream.
“Okay, Sweetie Belle, Truth or Challenge?”
“Truth!” The little white unicorn answered without a moments hesitation.
Ezn: or a moment’s apostrophe.
“What’s the funniest story you have of your big sister Rarity?”
Sweetie Belle snorted. “Oh, you guys
RLYoshi: And then they were all colts.
Crazy56U: When did we stop riffing “Past Sins” and start riffing “On a Cross and Arrow”?
are going to like this.”
Ezn: “Scootaloo, your birthday’s not for another week, so block your ears.”
And the story began, Sweetie Belle getting into it and soon all four fillies breaking out in
Ezn: horrible sores from tick bites.
loud laughter. Laughter that was only ended when a pounding came
Ezn: Just gonna leave this here.
at the bedroom door.
“Apple Bloom, you and yer friends get to sleep right this minute or I’m goin’ come in there and hogtie
CTOONfan1: Hogtie! It's been forever since you were overused in this story!
all of you in your sleepin’ bags!”
Ezn: “How can you hogtie Scootaloo? She’s a chicken, not a hog.”
Applejack threatened, having been kept up by the girls and their sleep over. “I got buckin’ to do in the mornin’ and I won’t have you four keepin’ me up all night.”
The four fillies chimed back an apology and, with their game ended by Applejack, the Crusaders decided to call it a night.
Ezn:”Truth or Challenge is such a long name anyway.”
Nyx flipped the room’s light switch with her magic, and soon the four fillies were lying in the darkened room.
“Whoa... Nyx, did you know your eyes glowed in the dark?”
Crazy56U: Well, to be fair, that is a common trait among cartoon characters. But only one pony in town knows that.
Apple Bloom whispered.
“They do? Nyx said, looking in the direction of Apple Bloom’s voice. As her eyes adjusted to the weak light,
Svensvenderson: Wait, her eyes are adjusting to the light of her eyes? How does that- *head a splodes*.
RLYoshi: "Here lies Svensvenderson. He tried to divide by zero."
Nyx began to make out her friends in fairly good detail, the filly having excellent vision in the dark.
“Yea, and by the way, it’s awesome.”
Hellioning: "I really like her eyes!"
Vimbert: And then this became a clopfic.
Scootaloo offered before stifling a yawn.
“Thanks girls. And... thanks for still being my friends, even after I showed you my wings.”
Ezn: “They weren’t tasty chicken wings like Scootaloo’s, but they were still pretty yummy.”
“Of course.” Sweetie Belle offered as she laid down, on the verge of going to sleep. “We’re the Cutie Mark Crusaders; that’s like being friends for life with a cool theme song.”
We are the Cutie Mark Crusaders.
On a quest to find out who we are.
And we will never stop the journey
Not until we have our cutie marks.
Disco: Make it stop! Please!
Crazy56U: Why should she stop? Sweetie Belle can sing. If it was Scootaloo, I understand, but it isn't. ...unless you were freaking out about the canon nod?
Disco: Think about it. Everyone is so out of character in this story, so she obviously can’t sing worth a buck.
While Sweetie Belle had been the one to start singing, the other three started singing as well. Not in the intense and arguably painful rock ballad that the had been performed at the talent show.
Hellioning: Pen Stroke, we watched the same show you did. You don't need to remind us.
Crazy56U: He has no respect for the reader's intelligence; that has been made apparent by now.
Instead, the three sang it softly, softly enough that even Scootaloo’s voice was bearable.
And with that the four soon drifted off to sleep, none resting as well as Nyx who had been able to reveal a truth about herself to her friends, who accepted her all the same.
Ezn: They hadn’t heard about the bounty.
That and she found out her eyes glowed in the dark, which was really cool.
DiStort: At this rate, she’s going to have more pointless powers than Superman.
Crazy56U: Like rebuilding stone walls with his mind (ala "Superman 4")?
DiStort: Or as I like to call it, Gumby-vision.
====================
Nexus
Disco: Epic Failure
stared up at the moon through his study window, glass of orange juice floating in his levitation magic nearby.
DiStort: Man, has Nexus just been sitting there drinking orange juice this whole time? Well, points for knowing what he likes, I suppose.
Disco: He’s going to have such a hangover.
He swirled the contents gently, a visual indication of the fact
Ezn: that orange juice turned him on almost as much as breathing did.
his mind was chewing over new information he had been presented. He had received the reports from the spy,
RLYoshi: And learned that the Heavy was about to come barging into the Intelligence room, so they had to set up a Sentry or two quickly.
and while some of the information was welcoming other bits were troubling.
Disco: Hoof polish was terribly expensive this time of year.
His plan had gone off without a hitch; a few flyers sent out in the mail inspiring some local teacher in Ponyville to have the Learn and Play Day.
DiStort: I knew it! Cheerilee IS a plagiarist!
It was the kind of public setting where Nyx wouldn’t be around Twilight Sparkle the whole time and thus could be observed and even spoken to. And the spy had done all that until the pink earth pony started chasing him. He had watched, he had observed,
CTOONfan1: He did things in the bushes he isn't proud of...
and even gone up and spoken with Nyx at her booth. He had also witnessed and reported the two feats of magic the little filly performed. Turning a pony into a tree...
DiStort: Ugh...
Crazy56U: ...line?
winning a tug of war game by herself against four much larger and stronger opponents.
Wild Trotter: Not to mention humiliating two bland earth filly libbies as well.
It was the kind of magic that no filly, even one as naturally talented as Twilight Sparkle, should possess, let alone be able to control. It was the kind of magic held only by two others, the alicorns who sat upon the royal thrones.
Hellioning: And we all know how much Celestia and Luna love tug of war.
But while the magical potential was there, the queen was not. The filly did not act like Nightmare Moon, did not speak condescendingly to the country bumpkins of Ponyville. The spy described her as
Wild Trotter: A plague to those with common sense everywhere.
pleasant and energetic, with friends and a good standing in the community. All words that Nexus wouldn’t have believed would be attributed to Equestria’s true queen,
Wild Trotter: Spell Nexus: "If she isn't fabulous enough yet, she will be. That much I guarantee."
at least when dealing with the common pony.
Wild Trotter: Not that Nexus sees anything wrong with Equestria's "true queen" going all Mrs. Robinson on her subjects. (beat) Wait, what?
Could he have possibly done something wrong?
CTOONfan1: You were trying to bring back an evil tyrant who wished eternal night. That's all kinds of wrong.
Could the spell have gone wrong?
Ezn: It’s fanfiction. These things happen. A lot.
Crazy56U: Well, considering that his new nickname is "Epic Failure"...
Was the filly truly Nightmare Moon, or just a pony that had been gifted with the queen’s power?
Disco: How many times has this been asked? I’ve lost count.
Crazy56U: Whenever this question gets repeated, a goldfish cries.
RLYoshi: And then forgets why it was crying.
These questions, in a variety of forms, rolled around in Nexus’ head,
Disco: Much like the text of this fanfic.
Ezn: “Damn bureaucrats!”
clattering together like marbles
Svensvenderson: You mean the ones he lost?
as the unicorn tried to discern some truth from what he already knew.
A process interrupted when the door to his study opened.
“Sir?”
“Yes Proper Etiquette?”
“Princess Celestia is at the front door and wishes to have a word, but wants it to be known this is a request and not a demand.
CTOONfan1: Celestia: "I request he gets his flank out here before I think of things worse than moon banishment."
Drizzel: ... And done.
Anon13: Let me guess: being in this fic?
Drizzel: Something like that...
Shall I see her in?”
“Yes, please.”
DiStort: “Did you see anything?” “No, sir. I didn’t see you playing with your dolls again.”
Crazy56U: Great, now I'm picturing Spell Nexus as Lord Helmet. Darn you, DiSort. Darn you.
Hellioning: That is an unfair comparison. One is a comedic take on a common villain archetype, and the other is played by Rick Moranis.
Nexus replied, closing his eyes. Upon re-opening them the turquoise orbs, a blessing given to those who were of the order,
Crazy56U: You know, I don't care what anyone says, those eyes are cool.
disappeared and were replaced by Nexus’s old, slate gray eyes. He then downed the rest of the orange juice in his glass, shivering a little as the perfectly chilled juice gave him a minor brain freeze
Disco: Is this guy ever sober?!
Crazy56U: ...OK, either I'm going insane, or that was word for word copied from chapter 7.
Anon13: You're still reading this. "Both" is a distinct possibility.
before he moved over to a chair and picked up a book,
Disco: The Joys of Varnished Countertops, a Memoir by Horizontal Surface.
wanting to look like he was enjoying a quiet evening at home
CTOONfan1: When really he was craving a loud dance party.
when the princess stepped in.
Ezn: He hoped she’d make the evening less quiet, and more enjoyable!
And the timing was near perfect, Nexus just getting settled into one of his chairs with a book when the doors opened, Princess Celestia strolling in while her guards remained stationed at the door.
“Thank you for allowing me into your lovely home at such a late hour Nexus.”
Ezn: “I only visit important schoolboard ponies at night.”
Celestia offered as she strode across the room. “I do hope I wasn’t interrupting anything.”
CTOONfan1: Spell Nexus: Oh nothing but me thinking about my plans to overthrow you and put Nightmare Moon on the throne. How was your day?
RLYoshi: Celestia: Oh, it was fi - wait, what?
“A good book and nothing more.”
DiStort: “Have you ever read The Sisterhood of the Traveling Pants, Princess? It’s lovely.”
Crazy56U: Unless it's written by Horizontal Surface, I don't care.
Nexus lied expertly with a reassuring smile as he set the book he had taken up on a nearby end table.
CTOONfan1: He didn't realize the book was actually The Blockhead's Guide to Fooling Your Princess Into Thinking You're the Good Guy.
“Still, I find it surprising you are out and about at such an hour. You are usually in bed around this time.”
Ezn: “I know because I watch you sleep.”
“Yes, but I have received a bit of news late in the afternoon and I’ve been working to prepare for the morning.”
“And just what happens in the morning?”
Crazy56U: OK, he must be friggin’ hammered if he seriously asked that.
“In due time Nexus. First, I want to inform you of the situation at hand.”
Ezn: “Twilight botched a spell and teleported a human into Equestria!”
Anon13: Again?
And with that Celestia began, taking a seat on a cushion Nexus kept in the study just for the royal visitor. Celestia began telling Nexus about the spell in the forest, about the research his co-worker Bastion was doing on the spell, and of many other things that Nexus knew already about.
Disco: He had several wiki links on hoof.
Still, he feigned interest, and the appropriate levels of shock and disbelief when told some new piece of information.
Wild Trotter: And that is not even mentioning Celestia's secret affair with Twilight.
“To think, ponies trying to resurrect Nightmare Moon. It is hard to believe some would be so foalish.”
Wild Trotter: "Or worse, turning that certain showpony into the new owner of Midnight Castle... buuuut I digress."
Nexus offered several minutes later, pouring a fresh glass of orange juice for himself.
CTOONfan1: Pony Joe: I think you've had enough, kid.
CTOONfan1: Spell Nexus: I'll tell YOU when I've had enough!
RLYoshi: ANOTHER ORANGE JUICE! EXTRA PULP!
He silently made an offer to pour a glass for Celestia, but she offered a smile and a gently shook of her head in reply.
Ezn: “I’m a little frightened of whatever it is that you put in that stuff.”
Crazy56U: We'd tell you about the last time she got drunk... but that is a tale that must never be repeated.
Vimbert: A Drop of Moonshine?
“Yes, it is disconcerting that there are those in Equestria who would turn to Nightmare Moon for some grand revolution instead of speaking to me about what’s driving them to make such a horrible mistake.”
Wild Trotter: "Maybe I was either hitting on them a little too much... or not nearly enough."
“But you stopped them; the spell was interrupted.”
“Yes... but I fear that while not returned to her original power, Nightmare Moon was still reborn.”
Nexus lifted a questioning eyebrow. “Really? What makes you say that?”
“You, of course, know my student Twilight Sparkle.”
“The most magically gifted unicorn I’ve ever seen, of course.”
Crazy56U: Nexus: "And in no way did I ponynap her a few chapters ago."
Celestia: "What do you mean by-"
Nexus: (quickly) "What? Nothing. You were saying?"
“At the Spring Festival in Ponyville I discovered my student was taking care of a young black coated filly by the name of Nyx, a filly she said was her half-cousin.
Ezn: “I was thoroughly embarrassed at the next Klan meeting.”
A filly that, if my sources are to be believed, started living with her the day after the cultists casted their spell in the forest. A filly who, in recent days, performed two very profound feats of magic at a school weekend event.”
“Well, I can only imagine magic runs in her family.” Nexus offered before sipping on his orange juice.
Ezn: “I’m going to phone her up now and tell her to go catch it! Ha!”
“Yes, I would believe that as well if Nyx was related to Twilight, but I have checked the family’s records. There is no listing of any relative of Twilight having a daughter named Nyx, and in fact there is no listing of a Nyx being born in Equestria in the past several decades.”
Crazy56U: "Then again, I know this thanks to Wikipedia, so I'm not 100% sure."
“Perhaps that is not her real name.”
“A consideration I have taken into account Nexus. While there have been a few black coated unicorn fillies born that would be at the right age, they were all born in very different parts of Equestria and they are all living happily with their families. It is like this filly appeared out of thin air.”
Nexus, who had been taking another sip from his orange juice glass, froze up for a single moment.
Disco: His binge drinking finally caught up with him.
Hellioning: Spell Nexus has suffered a fatal error, and needs to reboot.
Not long enough for Celestia to notice but a small sign that the true Nexus, who was hiding behind sweet words and feigned interest, was a bit concerned.
“You believe this filly was created by the spell?”
DiStort: Either that, or another one of Equestrian Innovations’ escaped test subjects.
Celestia nodded. “Yes, a very clever deduction Nexus.”
CTOONfan1: You don't have to be Batman to figure it out from that.
Drizzel: You don’t even have to be Inspector Gadget.
Anon13: The characters in this story have about a 10% chance assuming they lay off the marker huffing.
“You give me far too much credit, Princess. After all, we were speaking of the spell and Nightmare Moon before you brought up this little filly, and since you believe she came out of thin air... well, I can only assume you believe she is a product of the spell.
CTOONfan1: Did you just use logic in this story? Shame on you!
The question I do have, however, is whether or not you believe she is Nightmare Moon.”
“I am unsure.” Celestia admitted. “The reports of her magical ability are troubling,
Ezn: “I swear if I read the word ‘tree’ one more time...”
but at the same time she has been living in Ponyville for months now with no incident. From what information I have been able to gather, she acts like any normal filly. She goes to school, has friends, and is known to most of the town as a sweet, happy pony who gets into a little trouble once in a while with three of her friends, the four of them together calling themselves the Cutie Mark Crusaders.”
Hellioning: Why does Celestia feel the need to tell Spell Nexus this much about a random filly that she doesn't think involves him?
RLYoshi: Even princesses get to hold the idiot ball every now and then.
Vimbert: Everypony gets a turn!
“Hmmm... such behavior does seem out of character from what stories I’ve heard about the Mare in the Moon.
Ezn: “But then again, this is fanfiction.”
Tell me, what does Luna think? Surely she, who was once Nightmare Moon, would be able to offer the most honest analysis.”
Disco: Her abacus would surely give an accurate answer!
“All Luna knows is that Nyx is a black filly that is staying with my student Twilight Sparkle. She knows nothing of the cult, the spell, or any of my concerns... and I would prefer if it stayed that way.”
“You are keeping Luna in the dark?
DiStort: BA DUM TISH.
Crazy56U: She better not be alone, or she'll run across Uwe Boll and Christian Slater. And Celestia help her if she does.
Do you not trust her with this matter?”
“No... no, I trust my sister... I know my sister all too well and I know that I could trust her with the truth... but I choose to keep this a secret for her own sake.”
Crazy56U: In other words: "I do, except I don't."
Celestia admitted, “My sister has come a long way in the time since she was freed from her driving jealousy and hatred. She has come to terms with what she was, enough so that she was able to sit through and even enjoy a Spring Festival play about her mistake.
“She did not see that play as something mocking her and the evils he did, but telling the story of how my student and her friends helped my sister escape from what she had become. Gave her a chance for her and I to truly be loving sisters again.
“But...” Celestia continued, the gentleness in her voice over the memory of the spring play being quickly replaced with firm seriousness. “If I know Luna, she would bear of all this on her own shoulders. She was hold herself responsible, since it was she who became the original Nightmare Moon.
“I... I choose to keep this as secret from her simply because
Disco: “I have no common sense whatsoever.”
I feel Luna has suffered enough for that mistake, and that she doesn’t need be troubled by this. If I can fix this without her ever knowing... then I have done my duty as an older sister. I will not let Nightmare Moon take Luna away again, physically or metaphorically.”
Disco: Hey look, a road paved with good intentions! Wonder where it leads...
“What are you going to do then?”
“This is actually why I came to you Spell Nexus.
Ezn: “You’re going to make my sister feel better by giving her some of that orange juice.”
Despite the filly’s benign nature, the risk of her being Nightmare Moon is too great. The truth has to be ascertained.
“So,” Celestia continued, “I’ve come to you, my trusted magical advisor and the pony I’ve placed in charge of my school. If I were to bring the filly to you, do you believe you could determine whether or not she is Nightmare Moon and whether or not she means Equestria harm?”
Disco: *Facehoofs* Density, thy name is Celestia.
Svensvenderson: You know, for a sun goddess, Celestia isn’t all that bright.
Wild Trotter: Neither is her best student, apparently.
Crazy56U: My guess? She and every other pony involved sniffed some markers before appearing in this fanfic; it's the ONLY explanation for this kind of stupidity.
“I... believe so.” Nexus offered, licking his lips as he had to choose his words carefully.
Disco: He kept slurring them, despite his best efforts.
“But to ascertain that kind of truth through questioning alone will not suffice. It would require a spell, one that would allow us to view the filly’s true nature. I would need time to research and prepare such a spell.”
Wild Trotter: Nexus: "And in no way will that reveal MY true nature as well."
Celestia: "I... did not catch that last part. What did you say?"
Nexus: "Erm... nothing."
“Take what time you need, Nexus.
Ezn: Celestia symbolically broke an hourglass and poured its sand on his head.
For the moment the filly poses no threat. Even if she is Nightmare Moon her powers are too weak to even attempt moving the moon or holding it in place in the sky.
Crazy56U: (chuckles) Oh, how wrong you are, Celestia. Oh, how wrong you are.
I fear for the safety of my student, but at the same time I know that if Nightmare Moon is just trying to bide her time then she will not risk hurting Twilight without reason.”
“It will take some time, but I will tell you when I have the spell prepared.” Nexus assured.
“Wonderful! I knew I could trust you Nexus. You were yourself, after all, once my faithful student.”
DiStort: Celestia sure has some low standards.
Disco: It all makes sense now! He’s jealous of Twilight!
Hellioning: That's a subtle way of adding new backstory. It was so well-woven into the dialogue, I just couldn't help but look away.
Nexus laughed a little, getting up from his chair. “Yes, but this faithful student is now the headmaster of your school and your advisor,
Disco: And a cross-dressing alcoholic,
RLYoshi: With a sister who used to be a brother,
Anon13: And in the running for the "World's Cheesiest Villain" title. Again.
and I advise you to go back to the castle and get your rest. You do have a sun to raise in the morning.”
Celestia chuckled a little, getting up from the cushion. “Of course. you always were one to remind me of my duties, Nexus.”
Ezn: “But sadly not my sentence capitalisation.”
“I do it out of concern and nothing more, Princess.”
“I know, and thank you for assisting in this matter.” Celestia offered
Vimbert: a free trip to the moon
as she and Nexus drew close to the door, the butler Proper Etiquette opening said doors for the princess as her guards snapped to attention, ready to move out.
“I will send word via letter when I have completed research on the spell you requested. I don’t imagine it will take me very long, considering my special talent is creating new spells.”
Disco: and failing epically at them.
Hellioning: Wouldn't Celestia already know his special talent if he was her student?
Vimbert: EXPOSITION!
Nexus offered. “Now, I wish you a pleasant evening Your Highness.”
Wild Trotter: "And do not forget to contact Stonewall in case your... nightly urges resurface."
Crazy56U: Wait, I forget: is Stonewall allergic to bananas?
“And a good night to you too, Spell Nexus. Don’t stay up too late, my faithful student.” Celestia offered as a final farewell. Nexus returned it with a laugh and a wave of his hoof before slipping back into his study.
CTOONfan1: Stupid banana peels.
He moved to the window, smiling gently as he watched the courtyard below. Celestia flew off with her guards a few minutes later.
It was only when Celestia was out of sight that Nexus closed his eyes, opening them a moment later to reveal the slate gray orbs had returned to the turquoise color that marked him as a member of the Children of Nightmare.
Ezn: Trololololololololol.
Crazy56U: He out-trolled Celestia?!?! BLASPHEMY!
RLYoshi: THIS IS MADNESS!
Anon13: Madness? (chuckle) … THIS. IS. BAD FANFIC!
His gentle grin turned menacing, and the dark blue unicorn had to fight the urge to laugh out loud.
DiStort: He RESISTED the evil laugh? Isn’t that, like, against the rules or something?
Disco: He even fails at being generically evil!
Horn glowing, Nexus began pulling books off his study shelves.
Disco: “Hmmm, let’s see...Desks And You, The Virtue of Tables... Appledash
clopfics?!”
Ezn: One of them’s probably that DashxCoffeeTable fic.
Yes, he would need time to prepare, but now he had all the time he would need.
Ezn: Spell Nexus danced merrily in his tiny sandpit.
He had no fear of Celestia acting, for the princess was waiting for him to help her act.
Ezn: She had debilitating stagefright.
A second opportunity, a second chance to complete the spell, had been laid in his hooves by none other than the sun tyrant herself. It was like fate and destiny were on his side, that the world itself worked to help him bring back Equestria’s true queen.
Ezn: There’s no accounting for the world’s taste, I guess.
“Celestia, you have become a contributing architect in your demise.”
Crazy56U: "And providing that you don't cut corners like the construction team in 'The Towering Inferno', said demise will go off swimmingly. ...god, I need friends."
Wild Trotter: "Wait a minute, nightly urges? I... might actually be doing those royal servants a favor."
Nexus offered,
Ezn: I wish I could offer a joke here but this word has been offered up so many times that I’m considering taking a suicide pill... if someone offers one.
Anon13: Dude, word choice is no reason to offer yourself- off yourself. Damn it!
Crazy56U: I offer that you calm down, and I offer that you stop offering suicide suggestions over your offered hatred over the word "offer". Offer. Offer offer. Offer offer of offer. Offer offer. To suggest. (My head hurts.)
the one bit of gloating he allowed himself before diving into the
Ezn: decadent swimming pool filled with “orange juice”.
work that laid ahead of him.
=====================================================================
CTOONfan1: But wait! I have questions about a comment that quite concerned me!
Tavish Dougherty: Well take those questions and shove ‘em!
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
=====================================================================
Crazy56U: Coming up next in the "Past Sins MST": Watch as we make jokes during Celestia's most controversial move (in this edit)! :)
RLYoshi: Yaaaay! (dances)
GelidEnmity: ~RL can dance if he wants to, he can leave his friends behind, cuz if they don’t dance, well they’re no friends of mine~
Crazy56U: That don’t rhyme.
Chapter 10
Treachery
GelidEnmity: Treachery so treacherous that the treachery turned teachers treacherous!
Crazy56U: (nosebleed)
===================
Anon13: As a service to other fanfic authors, I’d like to offer... excuse me, propose the Offer Vocabulary Expansion Project (OVEP). For each time the verb ‘offered’ is (over)used in this document, the public is encouraged to offer... suggest a new and better predicate to replace it.
Disco: Remember, kids: Vocabulary Is Magic!
DiStort: The more you know~
Casca: I propose we make it a drinking game instead.
RLYoshi: One drinking game is more than enough, thank you very much.
Drizzel: We'd all die of alcohol poisoning before this was over.
The doors to the Ponyville School House erupted open
Anon13: I lava this time of year.
Crazy56U: Wait, I think you spelt that sentence wro- Oh my lord... you made that pun.
Drizzel: That pun... it burns...
GelidEnmity: Oh god... Drizzel, that second pun BURNS!!!
Crazy56U: STOP USING THAT WORD!
with cheers and flying papers, all the little fillies and colts racing out with wide smiles.
Svensvenderson: There must have been a sale on smiles.
Drizzel: Smiles! Get you smiles here! Toothy grins and psycho smirks half off!
Among them were the Cutie Mark Crusaders,
Svensvenderson: And Nyx.
Drizzel: Zoidberg too.
GelidEnmity: Hell, why not add a kicky beret?
who were laughing and giggling
Ezn: at Nyx
right along with all the others. Cheerilee watched with a smile as the ponies raced off towards town, walking back into a school house with a bounce in her step that she only got once a year.
Disco: “I’m free! FREE!”
The cheer for both Cheerilee and the student
Vimbert: Only one student was happy about this? I call shenanigans.
all stemmed from the same source:
Ezn: Nyx’s witch trial was scheduled for that evening.
school was out for the summer.
Crazy56U: And later that day, the school would be blown to pieces.
“No more school, no more school, no more school!” Apple Bloom cheered several times,
Ezn: Earth ponies have to constantly repeat stuff like this so they remember it.
bouncing around like Pinkie Pie as she and the other crusaders made their way into the center
RLYoshi: to heal their Pokémon.
of Ponyville.
“Yea, a full summer vacation to find our Cutie Marks! This is going to be awesome!” Scootaloo offered.
Anon13: OVEP: sleazily insinuated
“So, what should we try first? Skateboarding? Paragliding? Oh, no... we should try to be Cutie Mark Crusader Bungee Jumpers!”
“That all sounds kind of dangerous Scootaloo.” Sweetie Belle offered
Disco: OVEP: blandly proposed
Crazy56U: OVEP: bluntly stated
Drizzel: OVEP harmoniously squawked
a little anxiously. “Maybe we could start off with something easier. We... uh, we don’t want to go through all your awesome ideas straight away, do we?”
CTOONfan1: Then we can cross off Cutie Mark Crusader Speedy Montage Makers, then?
“No, I guess not.”
“Hey, I know what we should do!” Nyx offered
Disco: OVEP: vaguely implied
with a chirp.
Ezn: “No, Nyx, we’re not going to be Cutie Mark Crusader Bird Flu Patients again.”
“We should each try to think up a whole bunch of things we can try and make a master list for the summer, so we know what we’ve tried and what we haven’t.”
Ezn: Nyxius and CMerb are gonna do it all!
Svensvenderson: Silly Nyx, being anal retentive is Twilight's special talent!
Crazy56U: I thought it was magic?
Anon13: Damn, that puts her cutie mark in a very very different light...
“Yeah!” The other three cheered in agreement. After hammering out a few
Ezn: dents in Nyx’s skull.
details, the four agreed to meet at Twilight’s library the next day after lunch with their lists.
RLYoshi: "I've got a very important lunch meeting with the Lists and I can't be late!"
And with a final “Cutie Mark Crusaders” chant the group disbanded,
CTOONfan1: only to have a reunion concert 10 years later.
each running home to try and think of as many things they could try during the summer in their search for their cutie marks.
Svensvenderson: After several weeks, they had collectively come up with two.
RLYoshi: Obviously, it was Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle who came up with them. Earth ponies and Mary Sues can't think that fast.
Nyx practically galloped all the way back to the library, bursting through the door.
Disco: She’d been working on her Kool Aid Man impersonation.
Twilight and Spike had been working in the library’s ground floor, Spike checking out a few books for an earth pony
Vimbert: Implying earth ponies can read. Oh Pen Stroke, you so crazy!
Disco: They were obviously Horizontal Surface’s coloring books.
DiStort: That Horizontal Surface. Truly a literary jack-of-all-trades.
while Twilight was putting other books back on the shelf. The purple unicorn didn’t know what hit her
Ezn: It was the Kool-Aid Man.
CTOONfan1: OH YEAH!
as Nyx tackled her unofficial mother, giggling almost nonstop.
Ezn: Poor Sparkler was rushed to the hospital, ruining the heartwarming scene.
“I’m home!”
DiStort: “OH GOD. QUICK SPIKE, HIDE THE DRUGS.”
“So I see.” Twilight replied, sitting up from her new location on the floor while Nyx bounced excitedly around her.
Ezn: “Now go clean my toilet with your stupid hair.”
“And how was your last day of school?”
Drizzel: And I mean that literally.
“Really fun. Cheerilee ordered some treats from Sugar Cube corner
Vimbert: Generic Cupcakes reference.
Crazy56U: Sounds like a crappy treat. I'm sticking to Rice Krispies.
for us and she handed out our final grades.”
Ezn: “She put the grades in the cupcakes which, in retrospect, wasn’t the greatest idea ever.”
RLYoshi: Have you ever eaten a cupcake with a hint of F? It's better than you think.
Drizzel: MMmm... Tastes like failure.
“And how were your final grades?” Twilight asked. Nyx was more than eager to reply, magically opening her saddle bags as she pulled out her grade report and held it out.
Ezn: “An F for Character Flaws and Relateability? Oh, Nyx...”
Twilight took the note in her own magic, holding it at an angle she could read.
Vimbert: Twilight reads everything upside down. Fact.
Her face then lit up
Ezn: The fire raged for hours, consuming half of Ponyville.
in a smile, seeing the stellar grades Nyx had managed to achieve. They weren’t perfect,
Crazy56U: "An A-?!? Well then, no dinner for you tonight!"
Vimbert: Oh god, what if Nyx isn’t a Mary Sue? EVERYTHING I KNOW IS A LIE!
Crazy56U: (slap) GET A HOLD OF YOURSELF MAN!
but still pretty darn good for a filly who started two thirds of the way through the school year.
“So, did I do good? Cheerilee said I did good but did I do good?” Nyx asked.
Ezn:”No. Remove your vest. Forty lashes!”
Crazy56U: (scoffs) Yeah, screw the teacher's opinion. All she gets paid to do is teach; that's not a real job!
“You did amazing.”
DiStort: “As in: it’s amazing that Cheerilee actually had to invent a new grade below an F just for you.”
Crazy56U: Huh. She's the first I know of to get a G- in school.
Twilight replied, setting the grade report on the nearby table. “In fact, I think we need to celebrate. What do you think Spike? Should we take the rest of the afternoon off and do something fun?”
Disco: Like running away from this story?
Wild Trotter: Sounds good to me.
“What about the library?
CTOONfan1: "Doesn't the library get to have fun, too?"
Drizzel: "Nyx how many times do I have to tell you the library is not alive?"
You’re the one always saying we have to keep it open during the day so that ponies can check out books if they want.”
“Oh come on Spike, it’s a special occasion. The end of school only comes once a year.”
Ezn: “Besides, this town is mostly earth ponies, and you just lent out the last colouring book.”
“Yea Spike, come on.” Nyx added.
“Hey, you don’t have to ask me twice.”
DiStort: They weren’t asking you, Spike, they were TELLING you. You don’t get a choice either way.
The baby dragon said with a laugh, making a few final notes in the library’s ledger about the books that were just checked out before slapping it shut. “So, what are we going to do?”
“I think Nyx should decide.”
Crazy56U: Whether you should live or die?
CTOONfan1: For as you know, the entire universe revolves around this one kid.
Drizzel: She’s a black hole! She’s drawing us in, run!
“Really? I get to pick?”
“Yep, whatever you want to do Nyx.”
Disco: This won’t end well for anyone.
Vimbert: And they were never seen again...
“Can we get lunch at the Sugarcube Corner?”
“Yes.”
“And then can we go play at the park?”
“Yes.”
Ezn: “And then can we shroud Equestria in eternal night?”
RLYoshi: "Ye-waaaait a minute..."
The little filly was practically on the verge of exploding in excitement,
Crazy56U: Crud. Someone remind me, which do I cut: the red wire or the blue wire?
Disco: Doesn't matter. She'll just explode twice.
vimbert: Cut the red wire. It's the wrong one.
Crazy56U: But I hate dying! :(
vimbert: But it'd take out Nyx! TAKE ONE FOR THE FANDOM, MAN.
Crazy56U: (cuts the blue wire) ...hah!
Batman_the_Dino: "BOOM!"
Crazy56U: Shouting won’t get you anywhere, young man.
bouncing over towards the door like a certain pink earth pony.
Vimbert: Berry Punch!
For the Plot: Cheerilee?
Twilight and Spike quickly followed, the trio locking up the library for the afternoon and heading off to celebrate.
Svensvenderson: It's official: Twilight closing the library is the most out of character moment in the entire fic.
Crazy56U: ...give it a minute... Celestia hasn't appeared yet...
============
“That was the best afternoon ever!”
RLYoshi: "Too bad the readers didn't get to see it!"
Nyx cheered as she, Twilight, and Spike began making their way back to the library as the sun drew close to the far horizon. All three were smiling ear to ear
DiStort: Considering a pony’s ears are on the top of its head rather than the sides, this has rather frightening implications.
, having spent the whole afternoon basically just playing in the park.
Ezn: Gross! Not in public, you guys!
Games of tag, hide and seek, and Twilight taking the part of a pretend monster that Nyx and Spike fought to defeat a number of times.
Svensvenderson: Twilight as a monster Nyx has to defeat? There's some disturbing subtext.
RLYoshi: Not to mention pretty ironic.
The kind of random, unplanned day of fun that Twilight had often missed growing up considering all the time she spent reading books.
Drizzel: Her planner just didn't have room for it.
“Can we do it again tomorrow?” Nyx asked.
“Maybe not tomorrow.” Twilight replied, smiling though slightly worn out from all the playful running. “But maybe this weekend. After all, weren’t you going to do something with your friends tomorrow?”
“Yea; we’re each supposed to
Ezn: practice replacing our “h”s with semicolons.
think up a bunch of things we could try out over the summer to try and find our Cutie Marks.” Nyx chirped in a reply. “OH! ...I forgot to start my list...”
“Well, I wouldn’t worry too much. You have until noon tomorrow. I’m sure if you start on the list tonight you’ll have more than enough things to share with your friends tomorrow.”
Vimbert: Wait, is Twilight advocating procrastination? What if Nyx is TARDYYYY?
“Yea, don’t worry about it Nyx.” Spike offered,
Batman_the_Dino: OVEP: sarcastically lied
“You got all night to... hey, Twilight?”
Svensvenderson: "Are you pondering what I'm pondering?"
Vimbert: "That depends. Does it involve a pile of books and Big Macintosh?"
“Yes Spike?”
CTOONfan1: Spike: "Are we getting to the good part now?"
RingmasterJ5: No, Mike - er, Spike, we won’t.
“Why are there royal guards outside the library?”
DiStort: CHEESE IT! IT’S THE FANFICTION POLICE!
RLYoshi: "Stop right there, Mary Sue scum!"
Drizzel: Sargent Sprinkles: You'll never take me alive coppers!
Crazy56U: Your impression needs work.
Twilight, who had been paying most of her attention to the baby dragon and filly riding on her back, looked forward and took notice that
Ezn: her attention account had a deficit balance.
there were in fact
Ezn: technically in fiction
Drizzel: (dryly) heh...hehheh...ehe
Crazy56U: Boo!
a pair of royal guards standing outside the library. Upon getting closer, Twilight was even able to recognize the guards in particular;
CTOONfan1: You can tell the difference in the guards?
they were Celestia’s personal body guards.
Svensvenderson: Fred and Steve.
vimbert: Biggs and Wedge!
Private Sprinkles: Abbot and Costello
Wild Trotter: Soldier and Demoman.
Drizzel: Chuck Norris and Chuck Norris's Shadow
Crazy56U: Tommy Wiseau and James Nguyen
Curious, Twilight walked up to the library door. The guards did not move to stop her, so the unicorn used her magic to open the door and step inside.
“Ah, Twilight, I was wondering where you were.” Celestia offered,
Vimbert: OVEP: purred seductively
the regal princess sitting on a cushion at the library’s reading table, which was more of a coffee table for the very tall princess.
Ezn: Her magical aura would sometimes turn books into coffee. What I wouldn’t give for a sip of Horizontal Surface’s Ode to a Washstand...
Drizzel: I tasted 20,000 leagues. I found it to be a little dry.
“I do hope you don’t mind that I dropped in for a visit.”
Drizzel: "I especially hope you don't mind the hole in you roof."
“Not at all.”
Ezn: “As long as you did it just like you did in S01E15 Feeling Pinkie Keen. We’ve got a reference quota to fulfil here.”
Twilight replied as Nyx and Spike jumped off her back. “I just wished you had warned me you were coming;
CTOONfan1: "I could've prepared a long list of excuses."
I would have cleaned up the library.”
Disco: Translation: “OH GOD CELESTIA IS HERE AND EVERYTHING ISN’T PERFECT!”
“Yes, that and you would have made the whole town put up decorations for my arrival... and I needed some subtlety for this visit.”
Svensvenderson: Says the pony who put royal guards outside a public building.
Disco: Trollestia strikes again.
Drizzel: On herself.
“Why? And shouldn’t you be in Canterlot for the sunset?”
Disco: “Don’t you have better fics to be in?”
“Luna is covering for me this evening, a benefit of having my sister back.
Ezn: “I make her do all that princessing stuff these days. I just spend my time eating bananas and oppressing ponies.”
As to why I am here, perhaps we could discuss that in private?”
Twilight began to realize that the visit from the princess wasn’t a casual one.
Ezn: She bit her lip in anticipation.
Svensvenderson: It was one of those talks.
Disco: Get your popcorn ready, folks!
Drizzel: Butter, salt, or both?
“Oh... of course. Spike, please take Nyx into the kitchen
Ezn: as she is female
and start dinner.”
“Sure thing Twilight. Come on Nyx, let’s make your favorite:
CTOONfan1: "The scenery. I know how you love to chew it up."
celery soup with daffodil sandwiches.”
Vimbert: No hay fries?
Anon13: Wrong fic.
The dragon replied, the little black filly more than eager to help make her favorite meal, mostly because it was the first meal she had ever eaten in the library.
Ezn: *holds up “AWWW” sign*
RLYoshi: Nyx has not been fed at all to this point. It is now canon.
Drizzel: Almost makes me care. Almost.
Twilight and Celestia watched until the pair had gone into the kitchen, the princess using her magic to pull the door gently shut and ensuring the privacy of her conversation
vimbert: "conversation"
Crazy56U: (chuckle) ...I-I don’t get it.
with Twilight.
Ezn: And then this fic became Composure.
Private Sprinkles: If only...
“So, what do you need to talk to me about?” Twilight asked as she walked over and sat next to Celestia at the reading table.
“I need to talk to you about Nyx.” Celestia said,
Ezn: “Her tick infestation has become a national crisis!”
her usually warm and constantly welcoming voice gaining some undertones of seriousness. “Who I know is not your cousin.”
Disco: She’s your evil twin!
“What... what are you talking about? She is my-”
Svensvenderson: Little Cthulhu.
Crazy56U: Meh. My Little Zalgo is cooler. Its eyes bleed black goo! :D
“I can appreciate the fact you’re lying to protect her, but I know she is not your cousin. Now I need to know the truth, Twilight, and I expect you to tell me everything.”
DiStort: Ooh, bust out the Phoenix Wright music, it’s cross-examination time!
The unicorn slumped, realizing this was the visit form Celestia she had been dreading. The princess had found out about Nyx, and had come to know that she
Ezn: couldn’t handle the truth.
wasn’t really her cousin. While it didn’t seem like Celestia knew it all, she knew enough that it was easy to see Twilight had been lying.
And now, the lying had to stop. Twilight
Ezn: had run out of FibQuarters.
could feel her mouth going dry, needing to lick her lips before
RLYoshi: puckering up.
speaking. She told Celestia everything about where she had found Nyx, about the events in the Everfree Forest... everything.
Disco: Even the ticks.
Drizzel: And the sex change. Which Celestia didn't really need to hear.
CTOONfan1: Celestia's so lucky. She only heard a summary.
The whole time Twilight slipped it in as many times as she could that she didn’t believe Nyx was Nightmare Moon,
Disco: Much to the frustration of readers everywhere,
but at the same time she didn’t dare try to conceal anything from the princess.
DiStort: She also made sure to tell the Princess about how Nyx turned Fluttershy into a tree. Vital information, lest we forget.
Batman_the_Dino: Also, how The Boulders didn't try very hard.
Celestia listened to the whole thing silently, hardly moving until Twilight had finished. The unicorn looked up into her mentor’s eyes, trying to read what Celestia was thinking... but a thousand years of being a monarch of Equestria had given Celestia the best poker face in Equestria.
Crazy56U: Lady Gaga should sue her.
There was no way to tell what she was really thinking.
Finally, after a few moments of uneasy silence, Celestia spoke.
Ezn: “Your grammar needs work and I could do without all the episode references.”
Batman_the_Dino: "Also, why did you keep offering me things?"
Drizzel: "And fix your library. It has too many corners."
Crazy56U: “The fact that you kept mentioning ticks concerns me.”
“Twilight... you had good intentions, I can see that. You found a young filly lost in the forest, took her in, and cared for her. These are all actions you should be commended for. Not all ponies would have been so kind.
Disco: They would have had common sense.
“But,” Celestia continued, not offering Twilight the chance to reply. “I don’t think you realize the danger you put yourself in, put Equestria in.
Ezn: put grammar in, put commas in, spliced with.
CTOONfan1: Put every single reader of this thing in.
Crazy56U: The basket you put the lotion in! Now she’ll have to get the hose!
The spell cast in the forest was meant to resurrect Nightmare Moon,
Ezn: NO WAY
and you found this filly in the same place the spell was cast. Surely you noticed her resemblance to Nightmare Moon...
CTOONfan1: No, I thought she looked like Super Mario.
Crazy56U: Wait, she thought that at some point?!?! I guess me not notice too good. DERRRRRRR...
surely you realized just who the little black filly could be.”
DiStort: Don Knotts?
“But she isn’t Nightmare Moon.” Twilight argued.
Svensvenderson: "And don't call me Shirley."
“She is an alicorn who possess magical powers well beyond any other pony her age. She bears memories of Nightmare Moon and resembles her like no other pony I’ve seen.
CTOONfan1: It's almost as if she was born to be Nightmare Moon or something crazy like that.
Anon13: Really, what are the odds?
What further evidence do you need that Nyx is Nightmare Moon?”
Disco: The evil laugh? The horribly cliched and poorly conceived schemes?
“All that proves is that she came
Ezn: Twilight Holmes: Sex Detective: in 3-Double-D
Crazy56U: ...I’ll be right back; I just now got the sudden urge to bathe.
from Nightmare Moon. I saw the ritual as it was happening. They burned shreds of Nightmare Moon’s body, the pieces left behind
Batman_the_Dino: Yet another item that Stonewall forgot.
Drizzel: He tried making a list but he forgot it was taped to his forehead.
after we hit Luna with the Elements of Harmony.
Ezn: “They was trippin’ fo’ days on dat shiz.”
Nyx came from those shreds, but that doesn’t mean she’s Nightmare Moon.”
CTOONfan1: It means she's part Nightmare Moon, part poorly executed story.
Disco: Chapter 1, briefly summarized for the benefit of exasperated readers
everywhere.
“If you carve a statue from stone, then it is made of stone. If you form a statue from clay, it is made of clay.
CTOONfan1: Don't get all meta on us, Celestia.
Crazy56U: And when you make a redundant statement, it becomes redundant because you decided to make a redundant statement that is now redundant! :D
If Nyx was made from what remained of Nightmare Moon, then she is-”
Svensvenderson: "Made of wood, and weighs as much as a duck!"
Isphone: What else floats?
Crazy56U: Everything floats in the sewer. Pennywise taught me that!
“She is not Nightmare Moon!”
DiStort: “But what if she was?” Twilight wondered.
Twilight snapped, tears starting to pull at her eyes as she saw where the conversation was going.
Crazy56U: And in all seriousness, I wouldn't blame her.
“Would Nightmare Moon have lived like a filly for months? Would Nightmare Moon have gone to school, made friends? Would Nightmare Moon have let me take care of her, read her to sleep with stories?
Ezn: “Would Nightmare Moon have turned Fluttershy into a tree? That happened, not sure if I told you....”
DiStort: Well, if she was waiting for the perfect moment to reveal herself and stab you in your sleep, then yeah, probably.
Crazy56U: Errrrm... I’ve read too much of the weird “Friendship is Magic” to not get unconfortable from that question... (shudder)
CTOONfan1: Maybe! You knew her how long? Maybe she'd prance through the forest whistling nursery rhymes!
NO! Even if Nightmare Moon lost all her memories she wouldn’t be the sweet, caring, and curious pony Nyx is.”
Disco: She’d actually be interesting.
“Twilight, you are too close to this filly to see the danger she represents.
DiStort: See, this is what happens when you stand to close to a Mary Sue. You catch The Stupid.
She may act like this now, but what happens as she grows older? What if
Ezn: Pen Stroke starts listening to The Cure and changes this story’s genre? OH WAIT-
more of her memories return, and she remembers her hatred for Equestria and the ponies who call it home? What if she remembers her plans, her desire to plunge the kingdom into eternal night?”
Disco: Just imagine all the crappy fanfics!
“Nyx wouldn’t do that!” Twilight half screamed,
Vimbert: half-yodeled
Drizzel: And a quarter-whistled
tears running down her face openly.
Ezn: They were having a Tear Pride March.
Crazy56U: “We’re here! We’re tears! Get used to it!”
The scream was met only by silence,
Ezn: Half-scream and Silence lived happily ever after.
Celestia’s face shifting from the hard, unreadable poker face she had been wearing to one of compassion and sorrow.
DiStort: Welp, so much for “best poker face in Equestria.”
“Twilight... I hope you are right.” Celestia offered
Vimbert: OVEP: patronizingly replied
quietly. “I hope you are telling the truth. That Nyx isn’t Nightmare Moon,
DiStort: God forbid her character becomes MORE unbalanced.
that while she may have inherited that witch’s appearance and power she is her own pony.
Ezn: Her own little pony?
But... I cannot risk the safety and future of Equestria when you have offered no solid evidence that Nyx and Nightmare Moon are not the same.
RLYoshi: >present evidence "OBJECTION!"
Crazy56U: >dismiss evidence due to plot “HOLD IT!”
“But I must be sure. That is why I have come to take Nyx.”
Disco: Yes! Do it! Please!
“NO!”
Vimbert: “DAMN IT CAN’T YOU TAKE MY COMPLETELY ILLOGICAL REASONING AS EVIDENCE?!”
“She will be taken to Canterlot, where
CTOONfan1: she will stay in the castle to be treated with the care a Mary Sue deserves.
Anon13: Are beatings involved?
DiStort: I’ve got a medieval flail I’m not using.
Spell Nexus
RingmasterJ5: A name that I’m pretty sure Twilight has to have heard at least once while she was captured. My god, these characters need to be at least 20% more rational.
will perform a spell to determine, once and for all, if Nyx is Nightmare Moon.
Disco: I had to bribe him with orange juice and hoof polish.
DiStort: And a “Spice Fillies” CD. Don’t ask me where I got that.
If she is proven not to be the Mare in the Moon, Nyx will be returned to your care and I will award you
Ezn: a bronze medal and authorship rights to her memoirs.
legal guardianship of her, to be contested by nopony.”
Svensvenderson: "And we all know how trustworthy he is, right?"
Crazy56U: To the readers starting to feel uncomfortable with Celestia’s sense of judgment here... just wait... it gets worse.
“And if you think she is Nightmare Moon?”
“Twilight, do not ask about things you do not wish to know-”
“WHAT WILL YOU DO!?!”
Disco: The Hustle?
Isphone: Call the Ghost Busters?
DiStort: Bail?
Crazy56U: ...some marker huffing?
Drizzel: ALL THESE ANSWERS AND MORE! COMING SOON.
“She is a product of a spell, and well be dealt with as such. She will be dispelled and the lingering energy purified.”
Crazy56U: So... in other words, you're going to kill a filly to confirm your paranoid suspicions... ...yeah, um, lady? WHAT IN HOLY HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU?!?
vimbert: Killing one to save millions? Sounds worth it to me.
Crazy56U: In that context, yes. But, consider this: she has no remorse for this mind set. She's acting out of pure paranoia. Like I said, saving lives or not, she is literally killing a filly to confirm her suspicions. Besides, spoilers, this lack-of-judgement makes things WORSE later! ...yeah, I know, this just took a dark turn. But seriously... what the hell?
Exn: And suddenly this became the EqD Past Sins comment thread.
Crazy56U: I regret nothing.
“NO!!!” Twilight cried in rage,
Svensvenderson: Full rage, not half rage. Twilight must really be pissed.
Crazy56U: I don't blame her. Celestia just admitted the possibility of killing her sort-of child.
Batman_the_Dino: half-child
Crazy56U: (angry) Not. Now.
getting up from the table as she glared at Celestia through tears. “I won’t let you hurt her!”
Ezn: “Only I am allowed to hurt her!”
“Twilight...”
Ezn: “No you silly filly, it’s already nighttime!”
“And who cares if she is Nightmare Moon? What difference does that make?
Vimbert: “Besides meaning she’s the biggest threat to Equestria’s peace and safety right now, but D’AWW LOOK AT HOW CUTE SHE IS!”
She hasn’t done anything wrong!”
Ezn: “Except derail my character!”
Disco: Aside from being utterly annoying?
DiStort: Don’t forget spreading ticks.
“Hasn’t done anything wrong? Twilight, have you forgotten she plunged Equestria into an eternal night? That she imprisoned me within the sun?
Svensvenderson: Turnabout is fair play, Celestia.
CTOONfan1: That was Nightmare Moon. This is Nyx. You've become really crazy, haven't you?
Crazy56U: Well, considering previous events...
That the panic she caused lead to a number of ponies getting very seriously hurt?
Disco: “Did you even watch the show?!”
Ezn: “Come on. It’s My Little Pony. Of course I didn’t.”
You can not just ignore all those past sins as if they did not exist.”
Ezn: >can not just ignore all those past sins as if they did not exist.
>can not just ignore [...] past sins as if [...] did not exist.
Well.
Svensvenderson: So that’s where the title comes from.
Disco: Yeah, there’s no way the readers could have figured it out on their own.
Drizzel: (holds up sarcasm sign)
Crazy56U: (as a certain Canadian) SUBTLE!
“But she doesn’t remember doing any of that! She’s just a filly. She deserves a chance to live, to be happy.”
Ezn: “Just let her bring eternal night to Appleloosa or some other place nopony cares about.”
Celestia’s face turned down,
Ezn: Twilight’s face’s advances, saying it wasn’t ready for that kind of commitment.
the princess putting her impressive stature to work,
Ezn: SHAKE IT
overshadowing Twilight as she glared down her pupil.
DiStort: “I’m taller than you. Your argument is invalid.”
“And what if later she turns against Equestria? What if later she attacks me and Luna and locks the kingdom in a night eternal?
Ezn: “And throws away the key eternal!”
Would you have me forgive her then? Would you bear the responsibility of her actions?”
“YES!” Twilight screamed back. “I’ll be responsible! The moment she does anything wrong you can take her away from me and throw me in a dungeon in some place you banish me to!
Vimbert: Yep, check another meme reference off the list.
I’ll take full responsibility!”
Twilight’s fell
Svensvenderson: She has a fell now?
Ezn: I wish I had a fell.
RLYoshi: Those things cost way too much.
quiet at this, her angry screams shifting to soft begging as she looked up at the white princess
Ezn: Your chess game has hax!
who was her teacher and mentor.
RLYoshi: I NEVER KNEW.
“Just... please... don’t take Nyx away from me.”
DiStort: C’mon, Twilight, the repo guys are waiting outside. You know how much they hate being told to leave? A lot.
Before Twilight even realized it, Celestia had moved over to her, the great white alicorn wrapping her wings around her. Twilight tried to resist, but soon found herself crying into Celestia’s chest,
CTOONfan1: piercing it with her horn causing her to stab Celestia's heart.
tears staining the perfectly pristine coat of the princess.
Disco: It was the last thing she saw before she suffocated.
“Twilight, my dearest Twilight... I know you believe Nyx is no threat to anypony.
Disco: “Your gullibility is so endearing.”
You have cared for her, sent her to school... you have done everything in her best interest. Again, I am proud to know that you were willing to take on such responsibility. And I know you believe Nyx is not Nightmare Moon.
Vimbert: “You think you can snow the God-Princess of Equestria just like that? Well you’re wrong!”
Anon13: You need to actually be the Sue to pull that off.
“But I ask you to think about what will happen if you’re wrong. If Nyx grows up, becomes the Nightmare Moon we fear, what will happen to Equestria?
Ezn: “It could end up more fragmented than my sentence!”
How many ponies will she hurt trying to overthrow me and Luna? How many would she panic by causing an eternal night?
Disco: “How many readers would she drive into a frothing rage?”
Ezn: How many rhetorical questions can one story contain?
RLYoshi: Next time on Ponyball Z!
Would you doom the safety and happiness of every pony in Equestria for a single filly?”
Ezn: Blackhole Sue, Blackhole Sue, won’t you come... and wash away the plot... Blackhole Sue, Blackhole Sue...
Twilight was still for a long time,
Ezn: She was training to become a guard (or if that didn’t pan out, a statue).
but then replied by shaking her head from side to side, not removing her face from Celestia’s chest as she continued to cry.
“I promise Twilight, I will not hurt Nyx
Crazy56U: Lies.
unless Spell Nexus is one hundred percent convinced she is Nightmare Moon.
CTOONfan1: Then we shall rip her into tiny adorable shreds.
If there is any doubt, then she will be kept safe
Disco: Encased in carbonite?
until such time that we can be absolutely sure. I do not wish to punish an innocent, Twilight,
DiStort: Y’know, unless it’s REALLY funny.
but I cannot ignore the threat she poses to the kingdom and to my own sister.
Ezn: Your own little sister pony?
“So please, I ask you to trust in my judgement as you have before. Let me take Nyx.”
Disco: Let’s give this fic some dignity.
“Can... can I at least go with her?”
Ezn: “Good idea! Maybe you’re the real Nightmare Moon!”
“No, it will only cause you more pain Twilight... and I think you will have enough to deal with.” Celestia replied, pulling herself away from her unicorn student
Ezn: Spell Nexus sighed deeply.
as her horn began to glow. The library door opened, and within moments Celestia’s guards moved in.
“Take the filly into custody,
Crazy56U: "Yes, that filly is under arrest because I have suspicions of her." ... (facehoof) You could've said that better, lady.
she is in the kitchen.” Celestia offered
Ezn: This is the worst one. Was Pen playing a game of Truth or Challenge where the challenge was to write "offered" over and over?
Vimbert: OVEP: boisterously commanded
Drizzel: OVEP: plainly offered.
Crazy56U: DRIZZEL! (OVEP: suggested)
quietly as she stepped past the guards, heading out for her chariot.
“Understood!” One of the guards replied, the two moving to the kitchen door as Celestia got back to her hooves and began to head towards the door. There was a ruckus in the kitchen, but a few moments later the guards re-emerged from the kitchen, one guiding Nyx towards the door while the other restrained Spike.
“I told you to get her hooves off her!” The baby dragon protested, struggling to free himself.
Crazy56U: "I swear, if this was 'Secret of My Excess', I would WRECK you!"
“Twilight, they’re trying to take Nyx! Do something!”
Ezn: “We’re supposed to use her as the sacrifice to ressurrect Cthulu tomorrow!”
The unicorn remained utterly silent, staring at the library floor as a pool of tears formed at her hooves.
Ezn: The public library thing wasn’t working out, so she was considering opening a public pool instead.
“Twilight... Twilight, don’t let them take me!” Nyx cried, trying to get away from the guard. He, however, quickly scooped the filly up in a front hoof, pinning the little black pony against his chest while he used his wings to hover towards the door.
Ezn: The other, more experienced guard hovered to the door using his eyeballs.
“Twilight... TWILIGHT!!!” Nyx called as she continued to struggle, her eyes starting to fill with tears as the unicorn remained still as stone. “Please, don’t let them take me! Twilight! I’m sorry! If I did something bad I’m sorry! Please, I don’t want to go with them! I don’t want to go Twilight! Twilight.... TWILIGHT!”
Disco: Bye, kiddo! See you in hell!
Nyx’s protests hung in the air
Ezn: where Spike greedily snatched them up and added them to his horde.
as the filly was taken outside to the waiting chariot, where Celestia stood ready for the return trip to Canterlot. Once the guard was close enough Celestia took over dealing with Nyx, the princess drawing the filly
Ezn: a picture of a banana.
into the chariot and using her magic to hold Nyx inside.
“Twilight, what are you doing!? Don’t tell me you’re going to let them take Nyx!” Spike half shouted,
Disco: half offered
Anon13: Disco!
DiStort: FOR SHAME, DISCO.
Crazy56U: SON, I AM DISAPPOINT!
Ezn: OVEP: rambunctiously half-chortled
only to find himself being pushed back into the kitchen a moment later.
Ezn: “Make me a sandwich, girl!” shouted the guard.
The guard who had restrained the dragon then used a chair to pin the door shut. With Spike contained the guard glanced once to Twilight before heading out of the library to join the princess and other guards.
Despite all this the unicorn continued to remain still, the only thing she could do.
Ezn: Twilight was resolute in her dreams of becoming a royal guard.
Every fiber of her being was telling Twilight to run out and steal Nyx back but... but the princess was right. She knew she was right. It was the logical answer.
Disco: Common Sense Syndrome claims another victim.
She had just been kidding herself for the past few months. If Nyx was Nightmare Moon, then she was putting all of Equestria in danger.
DiStort: And you can’t just round up your friends and make her taste the rainbow again because...?
This was what needed to happen... it was the only thing that made logical sense.
CTOONfan1: Logic? You're using logic NOW? This is when logic is SUPPOSED to be thrown out the window!
They needed to be sure Nyx wasn’t Nightmare Moon, and if she was... then...
Crazy56U: I love this part. It seems like Celestia's silver tongue managed to rework Twilight's mindset into thinking her mentor's right...
“MOMMY!!!”
Svensvenderson: And this is where the manure hits the fan, colts and fillies.
Disco: Can someone open a window, please?
Crazy56U: PANTS TO BE DARKENED!
Twilight’s head snapped up, eyes narrowed into dots.
WHAT WAS SHE DOING!?!?!?!
Ezn: Horribly abusing grammar and typography.
Svensvenderson: Finally, the fic asks what everypony else has been asking since the prologue.
Disco: How meta!
Crazy56U: Only for Twilight to realize how stupid that was. A positive use of Common Sense Syndrome!
It didn’t matter if Nyx was Nightmare Moon or not. It didn’t matter if someday Nyx would bring about the destruction of Equestria. Nyx... Nyx was her daughter. It didn’t matter if this was the logical choice, that Celestia thought this was what had to happen. Twilight had treated the filly like her own flesh and blood child. Nyx was her daughter... and Twilight was her mother.
Ezn: This kinda stuff happens when you hang around time-travellers in blue boxes.
And no real mother lets her daughter get taken away without a fight.
Disco: Or at least a feeble, laughable attempt at it.
Without a moment’s pause Twilight
Ezn: smiled and swept the sweat off her brow, saying “Thank goodness I’m not a real mother!”
bolted for the door, horn already glowing. She didn’t know what she was going to do;
Disco: It’s not like she’s thought anything else through, after all.
Crazy56U: She decided to channel her inner Kool-Aid Man and burst through the door.
CTOONfan1: She just ran out the door screaming "LEEROY JENKINS!"
she couldn’t really hope to face off against Celestia and the royal guards... but she couldn’t just let them take Nyx away. She’d do what she could, she’d fight with all the magic she had... even if it got her thrown in a dungeon or banished.
Ezn: Or banished and then thrown in a- *is shot*
Svensvenderson: No, we’d never be that lucky.
Wild Trotter: Or worse still, molested by Celestia.
Nyx deserved that much.
Disco: She deserved far, far worse.
But by the time Twilight got outside it was too late.
Ezn: Twilight met Late Hour and became her pretend mother instead.
The chariot had taken off, and was now flying away. Twilight tried to chase it, running with her eyes turned skyward. It was something doomed for disaster
Disco: Like this entire story.
as Twilight didn’t watch the path ahead and tripped, crash
GelidEnmity: Bandicoot.
ing down hard on the ground. When she looked up again the chariot was even father away, being whisked back to Canterlot by the strong wings of the royal guards who pulled it.
DiStort: Little late on the draw there, Twilight.
Twilight broke down into tears
Ezn: of joy
right there, not caring who saw her or where she was as she cried openly.
Ezn: She couldn’t wait for the Emo Pride March any longer.
She had just done the unforgivable. Even if Nyx was returned to her the next day, even if Nyx was officially decreed to not be Nightmare Moon...
CTOONfan1: She would always be the Mary Sue people love to hate.
she would never be able to forgive herself for what she had done.
Disco: Nor would half the fanbase.
Drizzel: The other half would strangly be alright with it.
It all came rushing in too fast, the realizations and pains filling the unicorn to the brim.
Ezn: Damn waiters watered it down with ice, though.
She couldn’t cry hard enough and fast enough.
Ezn: She was going to lose the Best Young Criers Competition.
The pain was just too severe. In the end, Twilight couldn’t contain it all and there,
CTOONfan1: She exploded twice.
she screamed. She cried out to the night with the loudest, most pain filled voice that had ever escaped her lips.
“NYX!!!!”
Crazy56U: Yep, the loudest scream she could muster. Which is why we turned down the volume.
Disco: KHHHAAAAAANNN!
Crazy56U: WHHHEEEAAATTTOOONNN!
Private Sprinkles: FREE BIRD!
Wild Trotter: NNNEEEEEEEEEERRRRRRRRRRRRRD!!!!
RLYoshi: HAAAARRRRYYYYYYY!!!!!!
Drizzel: WOLVERINES!!!
Crazy56U: I AM A MAN!!! (punch)
RingmasterJ5: THIS. IS. SPARTAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!
Anon13: Fluttershy: yay!
============
Spell Nexus stood, slate gray eyes focused on the chariot that approached from the sky. He stood just outside a door,
Disco: hooves freshly polished,
Drizzel: And eyeshadow delicately applied.
the entrance into the grand throne room of the palace. Inside, the Children of Nightmare worked to set up the spell, though they did not look the part of Nightmare Moon’s followers.
Wild Trotter: Nor the part of the members of the future Lunar Republic.
No, for the moment the cult
Ezn: had decided to mix things up with Sailor Moon cosplay instead.
looked simply as ponies Nexus had brought to assist with the spell. The royal guards were none the wiser.
DiStort: Wasn’t easy to get them to take off their official cult tour jackets, lemme tell you.
Crazy56U: They didn't even notice the one pony wearing the "I ♥ Nightmare Moon" shirt.
The royal chariot came down from the sky, landing at the door. Celestia stepped down, and soon after a pair of guards moved to the chariot and brought the now sleeping Nyx.
“I was forced to use a sedation spell.
Wild Trotter: "A dozen of them, I meant. Boy was she a doozy."
I... I could not bear to hear her crying as she was.”
DiStort: “You ever played Yoshi’s Island, Nexus? Yeah, take crying Baby Mario and like, quadruple it. Worse than hooves on a chalkboard.”
Crazy56U: Nexus: “Oh my Celestia.”
CTOONfan1: She just kept screaming stupid things like "Mommy!" and "Help!"
Crazy56U: (massages temples) T-thanks for that, really.
Celestia admitted, watching as the guards carried Nyx inside the throne room.
“One with a heart as tender as yours should not have to pry such a young filly away from the mare who cared for her.” Nexus offered
Anon13: OVEP: ridiculously mouth-farted
Crazy56U: OVEP: jibber-jabbered
Anon13: I pity the foal!
solemnly. “Hopefully, you shall be able to return her to Twilight unharmed in the morning.”
“No...the harm has already been done Nexus.”
Ezn: “The space after my ellipsis is lost forever.”
Celestia countered as she and the dark blue unicorn moved into the throne room. “If Nyx is truly not Nightmare Moon...
CTOONfan1: "I may have been overly out of character for no good reason."
then the harm I’ve done to her and Twilight... I doubt I will ever truly be able to make amends.”
Disco: Or you could just retcon everything.
Ezn: I see what you did there.
Crazy56U: "Yeah, if I'm wrong, then I've lost all my brownie points with those two."
Nexus offered
Ezn: OVEP: violently spewed forth
no words in reply as he and the princess moved across the hall. Nyx’s sleeping form was
Ezn: filled out in triplicate.
placed in the center of the complicated spell which had been setup in the royal throne room. Four columns stood in a perfect square
Ezn: still as guards
about the center, torches burning at their tops. Unicorns that Nexus had brought in to aid with the spell, secret members of the Children of Nightmare, fed their magic into the columns which glowed with ancient runes.
Ezn: OM NOM NOM
At Nexus’s request, Celestia remained back while he moved towards the sleeping Nyx.
Wild Trotter: No doubt checking to see if she was breathing.
Batman_the_Dino: She was, and he became aroused.
Crazy56U: WOW. There’s that urge to bathe again!
His horn began to glow, and from the top of the four columns that stood around the room threads of light began to take shape.
Isphone: Only to be derailed by a spider mare thread.
As thin as spider web,
Ezn: And suddenly this fic was The Spiderses.
the lines of magic floated and danced in the air as if caressed by an unfelt wind.
Ezn: Whatever gets you off, man.
It was the kind of threads of magic that made up Celestia’s manes, magic that flowed with its own accord.
Ezn: It’s a kind of thread of magic!
Nexus used his magic to pull on the threads, draw them close to him as he began to weave them together.
Svensvenderson: Within moments, he had a really nice blanket.
Disco: It was fabulous!
With a few minutes of time,
Ezn: and some metres of space
Nexus had tied the threads of magic into a square frame that hung centered above Nyx.
Ezn: Hipster Rarity approves of this avant-garde artwork.
One of the ponies aiding in the spell brought Nexus a pitcher of water, the unicorn drawing the water out with his magic before throwing it up at the frame of magic. The water soared through, rising above the frame before coming back down. But instead of falling all the way to the floor the water crashed again an invisible barrier, pooling and settling.
In the end, the threads of magic looked as if they were supporting a square of perfectly still water in the air above Nyx, water that slowly began to turn from transparent to reflective.
Ezn: I want to read about the water’s character arc instead of Nyx’s!
The spell was cast, and Nexus motioned towards Celestia, allowing the princess to draw close.
“A spirit mirror.”
Ezn: And then this fic became Fallout Equestria once more.
Crazy56U: Spell Nexus: "Mirror, mirror, on the wall, who's the prettiest of us all?"
Mirror: "You know how uncomfortable that question makes me-"
Spell Nexus: "JUST ANSWER!"
Nexus offered
Ezn: OVEP: daringly put forward, revolutionising academia
as he motioned to the surface of water, which now looked as liquid
Ezn: as
silver,
Ezn: isn’t
Drizzel: (slap) Proper sentences man!
reflecting the scene below it. “A rare bit of magic, from a far kingdom beyond Equestria.
Ezn: “I’ve heard they’ve got this amazing way of wrapping up winter!”
It can show much about those who are caught in its reflection. With but a touch, it can be changed to reflect so many things.”
Nexus reached out his magic, and gave the surface of water a gentle touch.
Ezn: LOW BATTERY. Please recharge your iReflection.
RLYoshi: And of course Stonewall forgot to bring the charger.
The single ripple cascaded across the surface, and with the ripple the reflection changed. Suddenly, both Nexus and Celestia looked as fillies
Ezn: Nexus made an especially pretty filly.
in the mirror’s reflection, no older than Nyx.
“It can show us what we once were, our fears, our dreams...
Wild Trotter: "Not to mention our inner lusts... buuuut I digress."
but
Ezn: only if you upgrade the firmware and purchase additional modules.
for tonight, we simply wish to see the reflection of our souls.” Nexus added, touching the liquid mirror once more on the far side, the ripple cascading slowly across the surface. “For most ponies, a soul looks very much like their normal bodies, though there may be slight differences. They may look better, and sometimes even worse... especially if the pony had endured a hardship or great pain. But, it does show who a pony truly is.”
Ezn: And then this fic became The Glass Blower.
Svensvenderson: Nexus’ reflection has ‘DUMBASS’ tattooed across the forehead.
Anon13: So does everyone else’s.
Wild Trotter: And Nexus, despite his nickname, is probably the LEAST stupid character in this fanfic... and even that's not really saying much.
The ripple cascaded across the liquid surface of the mystic mirror. It passed over the reflection of Celestia, the sun princess looking once more in her regal size though there was a fresh wound across her chest, right over where her heart would be. A sign of the pain Celestia was feeling for having to rip Twilight away from the black filly.
Wild Trotter: And unbeknownst to her, several hidden lumps on the back of her head. A sign of the severe loss of intelligence for her involvement in this fanfic.
For Nexus, his reflection was all but the same, though his coat shifted to become several shades darker and his eyes were turquoise in the image.
Svensvenderson: “I’m not a villain!”
Ezn: “I’m just a fashion victim!”
But as the ripple passed over Nyx’s reflection,
DiStort: all that came up was “ANSWER UNCERTAIN. ASK AGAIN LATER.”
the little black filly was replaced with a pony far larger, clad in
Wild Trotter: A pony's equivalent of a dominatrix outfit.
Drizzel: A saddle?
midnight blue armor and with a mane and tail of flowing magic. And for a time, Celestia and Nexus just stared at that reflection, the sun princess having to draw in a short breath and shut her eyes. She mouth words to herself, not putting voice behind them but saying her apology in utter silence.
“I am so sorry Twilight.”
Disco: “I’m so sorry that I’m in this story.”
Crazy56U: “I’m so sorry... that I’m going to enjoy what I’m about to do, that is.”
Celestia let this apology linger on her mind and lips for but a moment before she opened her eyes, the pink orbs once again becoming firm and cold as determination swelled up in the princess’s
Ezn: loins.
reflection. A strong visage, which hid the wound deep in the princess’s heart.
“Then the truth is revealed. Nexus, we will need to begin preparations to dis-spell Nyx. The truth of her origin and her existence cannot be denied now.”
Disco: It has its own wiki link!
“No... it cannot.” Nexus offered
Batman_the_Dino: OVEP: steamily announced, rubbing his horn
in reply, his horn starting to glow. “She is who she is... Equestria’s true queen.”
Disco: Lauren Faust!
Wild Trotter: "If she ends up requiring her subjects in her bedchambers, however... they are on their own."
Before Celestia could properly process what Nexus had said she felt the power of several unicorns grab her.
CTOONfan1: DOGPILE!
In a single solid push the princess was thrown across the room, her body crashing into the doors and nearly breaking through them.
Crazy56U: Nearly? ...the Kool-Aid Man is SEVERELY disappointed with her.
The sun princess, however, was back on her hooves in a matter of moments, glaring down the group of ponies that had attacked her.
DiStort: Somepony’s taking a trip in the moon cannon.
All the ponies that had been about the room, setting up the spell to determine the truth about
Ezn: Soylent Green
Nyx, had now formed a tight group around Nexus,
CTOONfan1: And began to sing and dance in a pre-choreographed fashion.
Anon13: All we wanna do is frown, frown, froooown, fill our hearts up with nightmare, nightmare...
who looked back across the hall at Celestia with a smile, his slate gray eyes replaced with a striking, familiar turquoise.
Ezn: “I have more followers than you! Nya-nya-na-nya-na!”
“For the night eternal, for Equestria’s true queen!”
Wild Trotter: "And for everlasting fabulousity!"
Nexus called, grinning devilishly before his horn lit up. In a moment the enchanted stone columns, which were supporting the mystical liquid mirror, changed color.
Ezn: Fashions change quickly in Equestria.
Instead of glowing a soft white their color changed to
Wild Trotter: Plaid.
Drizzel: Or worse; turquoise.
a harsh red, a red that grew brighter and brighter as it enveloped Nexus and all the ponies. Then, with a flash of light, it all disappeared.
It was all too late that Celestia realized the treachery that thrived in her royal court.
Disco: She’s only caught on to this now? How the hell did someone so oblivious last that long?!
DiStort: It’s just like I said, Disco. Prolonged exposure to Nyx has infected Celestia with Stupid.
Crazy56U: Huh... I guess Lord Helmet was right after all... ...although, in truth, I put my money on marker huffing.
Wild Trotter: Paint sniffing's my guess.
Ungulateman: Well, she needs to dye her hair some way or another. Paint keeps.
============
FLASH...
Disco: Savior of the Universe!
KRAC-CROOO-OOOM!
Svensvenderson: Hey Sound Guy, you’re back!
Disco: And he’s brought the Polish Nightmare Moon with him!
Nexus and the rest of the Children of Nightmare appeared in the center of Ponyville,
Disco: Yes, perform your secret ritual in plain sight. How many orange juice shots has Epic Failure had tonight?
Crazy56U: It's Epic Failure. The proper question is how many he DIDN'T have.
Batman_the_Dino: And the proper answer is two, which were enjoyed by Spike and Twilight, hoping to drown their sorrows.
Drizzel: FOOL! Epic failure is drunk on fabulousness!
their arrival announced with the a flash of light and a rumbling sound of thunder ten times louder than what any storm could produce.
Ezn: If only their music was as inspiring as their pyrotehcnics.
It was a thunder that woke every pony in the town from their sleep, many drawing outside to see
Ezn: how good they were at drawing abstract concepts.
where the noise had come from.
“Form a perimeter.” Nexus said to the ponies around him. “Let none draw near.
Ezn: “The Pictionary grand prize shall be mine!”
The spell that will finish our queen’s resurrection has already begun, but it will take time for her to draw in the magic needed.”
Svensvenderson: Good thing they didn’t do anything that might draw attention to themselves.
DiStort: “Don’t forget to set up the giant glowing weak spots, guys! We gotta do this by the book!”
Crazy56U: "Yeah, and be sure nopony attacks them for massive damage! ...granted, that applies to crabs, but still!"
The cult members nodded, quickly spreading out, the earth ponies and unicorns forming a tight ring of bodies around the still glowing red pillars while the pegasi took to the sky and circled, becoming a threatening air force. Other members of the cult, who had been told to wait in Ponyville, quickly began to rush from the nearby homes and shops. They brought with them saddle bags filled with cloaks, the members of the order donning their uniforms while their eyes changed to turquoise.
Disco: Ponyville can’t handle that much fabulousity!
Among those who had been waiting in Ponyville were Night Wind, Gray Gale, and Stonewall
DiStort: Wonder what he forgot this time.
... Nexus’s lieutenants.
Crazy56U: In case you transmogrified into a goldfish in between chapters.
RLYoshi: In which case how in the hell are you reading this?
Drizzel: Blub glub?
Joined by them was another in armor, a thin earth pony with a regal blue mane and a gently turned mustache.
CTOONfan1: He was quite fabulous.
Anon13: But not more than Epic Failure if he knew what was good for him.
To the locals, he was known as Horte Cuisine,
Crazy56U: Even when a cult's plan is nearing completion, there still will be a broken wiki link.
a waiter at a local restaurant.
Ezn: and the owner of a broken wiki link.
To a certain pink pony, he had been a spy to be hunted.
Disco: To everyone else, he was just a useless earth pony.
To Nexus, Horte Cuisine was the informant that was his eyes and ears at the Learn and Play Day held by Ponyville Elementary.
Ezn: To his family, he was a... wait, never mind.
Somepony in the community, one who would not be suspected of being an agent.
CTOONfan1: Mainly because no one cared who he was.
After all, who would think that a pony that brings food would be working for a cult
Disco: They’ve obviously never heard of Jonestown.
Crazy56U: Yeah. Only the cool cults engage in mass suicide; these guys are posers.
bent on resurrecting a
Wild Trotter: former memetic sex goddess?
Drizzel: Hi, TV Tropes!
fallen princess?
DiStort: Well GEE, when you put it like that.
“So, is it really her?” Gray Gale asked,
DiStort: Wow. The Stupid is even spreading to the bad guys. It’s an epidemic!
looking at the black filly who was still sedated from Celestia’s spell.
“Yes, the mirror confirmed it. Our queen lies before us.” Nexus offered,
Ezn: OVEP: gleefully squeed
Crazy56U: That... disturbingly enough fits.
looking skyward. The red glowing columns were acting as magnets,
Ezn: keeping the Mormon ponies occupied.
drawing in the wild magical energy that lingered in the air. Amongst that magic were trails of purple smoke, which began to circle and spin, spiraling down like water in a whirlpool before feeding into the sleeping Nyx, who physically began to grow and mature.
DiStort: Cover your ears and eyes, everypony. She’s about to go through puberty.
Crazy56U: OH GOD NO! (hides under the table)
Drizzel: I CAN'T LOOK AWAY! AAAAAAHHHH-(BOOM)-(BOOM)
“Should we be worried about the villagers?” Stonewall asked, seeing the crowd of ponies growing very quickly, drawn in by the bright glowing red color of the columns, which was visible from everywhere in Ponyville.
Ezn: “As long as they pay for their autographs, it’s all good.”
“Our brothers and sisters will keep the crowd at bay,
Crazy56U: "Be sure to use the pepper spray!"
and Celestia will not be able to follow us quickly enough to interfere.
Disco: There’s no way an omnipotent goddess could stand against our plans!
Look, our queen is already at half the size she should be.
Ezn: “ Nexus half-cackled.
Drizzel: Half-sneezed.
Ungulateman: Half-baked.
Disco: Half-assed.
Ungulateman: Much like this story.
We have nothing to fear... nopony can stop us.”
Svensvenderson: Once again, Epic Failure shows us how he earned that name.
Disco: How long do you think it’ll take for this to crash and burn?
Crazy56U: 10 bucks says fate throws him a curve-ball.
============
Twilight galloped at a full sprint towards the center of the village,
Crazy56U: She hoped to reach 88MPH and undo the earlier stupidity seen in the chapter.
Drizzel: One point twenty one jigawatts?!
Spike barely holding onto her back. She had seen the flash of light, heard the thunder, but more importantly was that she
Ezn: really wanted to meet the SAVIOUR OF THE UNIVERSE.
had felt something. It was the same feeling that had caught her off guard when she and her friends were searching Everfree Forest for Nyx. It was the same strange feeling that told Twilight where to find Nyx.
Ezn: She was hungry.
And it was a feeling that told Twilight that Nyx was in the center of town.
Disco: The flashy magical spells and cross-dressing cultists weren’t obvious enough.
The unicorn rounded a corner and saw the huge crowd of ponies gathered around the glowing red stone columns in the center of the town. She also saw the ponies that were keeping the crowd away from said columns, recognizing the cloaks.
Disco: It’s the CMC!
Ezn: “CUTIE MARK CRUSADER PLOT DEVICES YAY!”
RLYoshi: What would a plot device cutie mark look like?
Anon13: Duh... Nyx.
Crazy56U: My guess? Pen Stoke at a typewriter, smoking a cigarette.
It was the cult who had kidnapped her, and if they had Nyx...
Twilight felt her blood turn to ice,
Disco: FATALITY!
DiStort: Pony Ermac must’ve called up Pony Sub-Zero.
the unicorn entering a panic as she tried to push her way through the crowd and get closer. She... she could stop this, she could still stop it.
Svensvenderson: The power of positive thinking, everypony.
Disco: Delusion is Magic!
She could make up for letting Celestia take Nyx, she could still save the filly. She just had to get through the crowd, she just had too...
Anon13: much faith in the author
A crack of thunder made Twilight stop in her tracks, eyes turning skyward. Above the town, trails of purple smoke circled, conducting sparks of fierce blue energy. The crack came as a surge of energy spread out across the sky, spreading across the night sky like a ripple across a pond.
Disco: Thundercats, HOOO!
Drizzel: I have the power!
Crazy56U: I AM EVERYTHING!
The ring of energy, however, then abruptly stopped and began flowing back, drawing into a single tight sphere in the air right about the center of town. The purple smoke and other lingering magics in the air were drawn into the growing sphere of energy, and, then with a single crack of thunder, all that energy flowed down to the center of the spell being cast, striking the black pony who laid there on the ground.
Disco: Hey, something smells good! What’s cooking?
Drizzel: Mary Sue. It tastes like sparkly chicken.
============
Nyx awoke just as the last of the magic fed into her, body crackling with the last traces of energy. She lifted herself off the ground, standing up taller than she had ever stood before. She looked down as the five ponies that had been standing around her quickly back up and bowed.
And as Nyx looked upon them, she began to smile... and then laugh. It wasn’t the giggle of a filly but more of a dry chuckle, one that grew in volume, becoming loud and haughty.
DiStort: She remembered a joke she had heard and just got the punchline.
The alicorn then raised her head, looking at the night sky as her laughter became deafening, ringing loudly over the dead silence that had fallen in Ponyville and taken on a crazed, maniacal quality. It was the laughter of somepony who had just realized a great and terrible truth.
Crazy56U: Well, it's official. She became aware of the characterization Pen Stroke gave her. (hides under table)
She finally understood everything.
DiStort: “Oh! Forty-two! Now I get it.”
Svensvenderson: Like how hot dog buns come in packages of 8, but hot dogs come in packages of 10?
Disco: Does she know why kids love Cinnamon Toast Crunch?
Wild Trotter: Does she even know about... gulp ...shipping stories?
RLYoshi: "Everything... I vant to know... everything!"
She understood why she woke up in the Everfree Forest when she did. She understood why she had memories of fighting Twilight and wanting to harm her.
Disco: All that repressed trauma finally bubbled to the surface.
She understood why she was able to say those lines in that school play so well. And she finally understood why she looked the way she did.
She remembered what she was. Who she was.
CTOONfan1: A large plot device meant to evoke emotion from the readers?
Disco: The biggest Mary Sue in recent memory?
Nyx turned her gaze away from the night sky, looking at the huge crowd of ponies that filled the center of Ponyville. Ponies who had towered over her mere moments before, but were now dwarfed by her stature. She remembered another time when she stood over them, looking upon their sun loving faces. How, on the day of the Summer Sun celebration,
Crazy56U: She had the audacity of interrupting that party Pinkie had for Summer Sun. THE NERVE.
they looked on her with fear, even though they didn’t know who she was.
Now they were looking over her with greater fear, for they now knew who she was. It should have made her happy to be able to inspire such fear in them.
Instead…it made her feel uneasy….but why?
CTOONfan1: Do I sense a change in character due to experiences in her past?
Nyx gave a very slight shake of the head to banish the thought,
CTOONfan1: Of course not, that'd be stupid.
putting on a wicked smile
Svensvenderson: “Wicked smile, dude!”
before beginning to speak with her normal tone of voice that managed to be regal, smooth, and threatening all at the same time.
“My friends, neighbors….subjects….
Crazy56U: “Lend me your hooves... wait, I did that wrong. BUCK.”
why do you look at me with such fear?
DiStort: Dude, turn around, Slendermane is RIGHT behind you.
Crazy56U: Please show him the way out. We don't need this to go all "Marble Hornets" on us.
You of all ponies should feel honored! For you will be able to tell your children and your children’s children that it was you who witnessed the queen’s rebirth, when she gained flesh of her own.
CTOONfan1: You witnessed the moment the story got good.
Anon13: Define ‘good’.
Svensvenderson: Better than ‘Magic is Believing’.
That it was you who witness her moment of accession and enlightenment… and that it was you who showed her kindness when she was incomplete.”
Ezn: “And it was you who first shared my royal tick infestation!”
Nyx took a step forward, moving past the cloaked ponies who bowed to her and moving into the crowd of scared Ponyville residents.
Ezn: The rent was cheaper there.
Those she approached quickly moved out of the way, clearing a path, as they should.
Ezn: Well, yeah. Ticks.
“Yes, I was among you this entire time, though I was by no means trying to deceive you…though it is very easily within my power to do so now if I choose.
DiStort: Well, considering you just told them that...
No, I truly had no idea where I was, what was going on…who I was. And yet you graciously accepted me into your town. When I take what is rightfully mine, I’ll be sure to remember your kindness… as long as you obey and give me the respect I deserve.”
RLYoshi: The respect you deserve? Okay. (pulls out shotgun)
Nyx continued to walk through the crowd, none of them daring to move, speak, or take their eyes off her.
Ezn: DAT FLANK
“There are, however, those who deserved to be mentioned. Ponies who deserve special thanks, for without them I may not be standing here tonight, my power once again at its peak and my mind clear. Among those are two very special fillies. Now, I wonder where they could be. Ah, there you are…Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon.”
Wild Trotter: "Doing a more... intimate Sugarlump Rump shake, I see."
An entire group of ponies suddenly back away,
Ezn: tripping on the tense-changing switch as they go
the two young fillies in question shaking in their hooves as Nyx now towered over them like a giant.
Drizzel: "Banana?"
Crazy56U: Well they ARE a good source of potassium...
“Yes, everypony, take a good, long look at these two. When I was still but a confused and curious filly, it was they who set me up with a prank, a prank that lead me to wander the Everfree Forest. And it was there, amongst the trees, that I came across some of the lingering bits of my magic. It was because of them that I made it to the ruins of the Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters, where I regained my most important memories…and regained enough of my power to attract the attention of those who would finish the spell to give me a life and body of my own, no longer bound to that foal Luna.
“Yes, you could say that they are directly and fully responsible for me being able to stand among you as I am, for without that fateful trip I may have simply stayed a harmless little filly.”
Disco: They also stole cookies.
DiStort: And that’s terrible.
Nyx leaned her head down, staring at the two fillies who were now terrified beyond belief from the very same pony they had once bullied and teased. Nyx, however, gave them the most gentlest of smiles. “Thank you, you two,” She offered
Ezn: OVEP: surreptitiously spat
in her sweetest voice, which felt like poison in the fillies’ ears. “From the bottom of my heart for helping me change from a nerd into a queen.”
Crazy56U: OK, I know Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon are jerks, but singling them out as the main reason you're now Nightmare Moon? ...I'm shocked that I have to say this, but... that's a little... harsh.
RLYoshi: That's not the important part! The point is that they stole cookies! AND. THAT'S. TERRIBLE.
Crazy56U: OK, that joke is running thin. Knock it off.
At that Nyx stood up again, smirking maliciously as several ponies began to glare at the two fillies with the highest levels of anger and contempt. Oh yes...this was a revenge much sweeter than merely beating them in a game of tug-a-war. Maybe her new subjects might do her a favor and take care of the two eyesores for her.
DiStort: That would be the first thing Nyx has ever done that I approve of.
“N-Nyx? Is that you?... Why are you doing this? What’s wrong?”
Nyx froze at hearing the small voice, her body become rigid
Ezn: Bodyboner? Chris Hansen wants a word, NMM.
Crazy56U: EYES. PAIN. BURNING.
Drizzel: Actually Nyx is part fainting goat.
as her dragon-shaped iris pulsated feverishly with surprise. She let her eyes fall to the source of the voice,
Ezn: and immediately grew new ones
Ungulateman: Pointy ones.
seeing a single young filly staring up at her. It was Scootaloo, the orange pegasus looking at Nyx not with eyes filled with fear but ones brimming with sadness and confusion.
Ezn: “You dropped these, lady.”
For a moment, Nyx remembered that Scootaloo lived near the center of town,
CTOONfan1: at least according to Pen Stroke.
which would explain why she was so close to the center of the crowd.
She, however, could not stand to meet Scootaloo’s gaze or speak a direct reply to the orange pegasus’ question. She could only close her eyes, making a violent turn as she moved through the crowd in the opposite direction.
She only stopped after taking several steps, casting her head back, but keeping her eyes closed. She couldn’t bring herself to look at Scootaloo.
RLYoshi: She was an embarrassment to chickens everywhere.
“No, I am not Nyx... or, more accurately, I am her no longer.”
Ezn: “I will now be addressed as The Pony Formerly Known As Nyx!”
With those few words spoken, Nyx then turned her head forward again. She then caught sight of a familiar mulberry pony in the crowd, Cheerilee.
Ezn: “Sweet hat, Cheer,” she said.
Instantly Nyx’s mind latched onto verbally attacking the teacher, if only to forget that Scootaloo was watching her from a distance.
“Hello, Cheerilee, my teacher.
CTOONfan1: "Yep. She taught me everything I know. Just thought you should know that too."
Crazy56U: Random Crowd Member: (shouts) “Stop explaining things that the audience already knows; they aren’t stupid!”
Yes, I am no longer Nyx... but I am sure you could tell all these ponies who I really am.
Wild Trotter: "And no, I certainly do not remember you doing any "F Grade" drinking games with Twilight." (beat) "Wait, what?"
After all, you saw the resemblance just as everypony else did. And was it not you who called me ‘wicked and dastardly’?
Ezn: “WAH! YOU HURT MY FEELINGS!”
Was that not why I was perfect for the part in your little spring play?”
Svensvenderson: You mean the one you suggested?
Disco: And blatantly plagiarized?
Cheerilee shakily took a few steps back, cringing as Nyx’s mystical blue mane held and flicked at her chin. The fear was easy to see, Cheerilee watching the mane as if it would
Wild Trotter: French kiss her the first opportunity it got.
strike out like a snake at any moment, but after a few tense seconds Nyx stepped away, her eyes drawn to a pony that was forcing her way through the crowd. Within moments the purple unicorn push herself through a final few ponies, coming to a stop directly in front of Nyx... her eyes streaming with tears, both ones fresh and others that had long dried.
Ezn: “No, Sparkler, I’m not going to use my magic mane to open your peanut butter jar.”
“Hello, Twilight, my savior, my best friend…and the only one I have ever called ‘mother’.” Nyx said coolly. “Are you here to lie to me again? Tell me that I’m not a ‘bitter, vengeance driven mare’? Tell me that the most obvious answer is wrong even when the proof is right in front of your face? Try to comfort me with false words!?
DiStort: “Depends. Are you still thick enough to believe me?”
Drizzel: The Crowd: Ooooooohhh.
“Or are you here to apologize to me? To beg and grovel at my hooves? Admit that you were wrong to keep this information from me? Or were you simply so desperate to care for a filly of your own that you didn’t want to believe the truth?”
Disco: “Or are you really that stupid?!”
Twilight couldn’t bring herself to say anything,
CTOONfan1: mainly because she totally did.
which made Nyx furrowed her brows and grit her teeth.
“Well?!? ANSWER ME!!!”
Crazy56U: HOW'D IT GET BURNED?!?! HOW'D IT GET BURNED?!?!
Nyx shouted, anger
Ezn: and exclamation points
welling up inside her from the mere sight of Twilight.
CTOONfan1: Twilight just gives off that "anger" feeling.
It was, however, not anger from Twilight’s past actions,
Ezn: Actions? Way to pass up a title slip, Pen!
Crazy56U: As if he cares anymore; he gave up on the readers a while back.
from the part she played in Nyx’s defeat. It was not even anger spawned by the
Ezn: love of a Mommy anger and a Daddy anger.
pain of having her very soul and mind torn apart by the Elements of Harmony, at least that wasn’t the core of her current anger.
No, the core of the anger
Ezn: took a whole lot of licks to get to.
Drizzel: Or you know, three.
Crazy56U: If the third lick is a bite, of course.
she felt came from a sense of betrayal. From her feeling that she had been lied to…had been abandoned.
“You have nothing to say….how typical.”
Disco: Just like an Earth pony.
Ezn: Twilight: “Well, I never! Calling me an earth pony! The nerve!”
Nyx offered when, after several seconds, Twilight still couldn’t muster a reply.
Ezn: Thankfully, she couldn’t offer one either.
“You also said nothing when you let the Royal Guard take me away
DiStort: Twilight replied: “In my defense, it was really funny.”
…which lead to this very moment. Thank you so much for abandoning the only pony you called your daughter.”
Crazy56U: I... I... I... got... nothing.
Wild Trotter: "And you didn't even tell me of your affair with Celestia!? For shame!"
Crazy56U ...for some reason, that isn’t helping for me...
Nyx turned, unable to stand looking at Twilight another moment longer.
Wild Trotter: No doubt further embittered by Twilight's secret romance with her teacher, all things considered.
She could feel her eyes trying to water,
Ezn: the roses at her feet
but by sheer will and anger she
Ezn: let them wilt, much to the flower ponies’ horror.
made them stop and dry.
CTOONfan1: Will and anger are hotter than the sun she hates.
She shut them, and, as she walked away, she offered
Batman_the_Dino: OVEP: tumultuously defenstrated
a few final words to Twilight.
“I am ashamed that I had ever called you my mother.”
Drizzel: ...ouch.
CTOONfan1: FATALITY.
Crazy56U: (ALL OF THE FACEHOOF)
Disco: Ugh, this is going to leave a mark.
RLYoshi: Being serious for a minute... am I the only one who literally cringed at this when reading the story the first time?
Crazy56U: (rubs head) Nnnnnnope.
The black alicorn moved back towards the center of the crowd, to the area that had been left clear by the ponies in cloaks. The five who had been standing around her when she first awakened galloped up, quickly bowing as the blue unicorn spoke.
RLYoshi: "The Great and Powerful Trixie demands some form of recognition!"
“Nightmare Moon, our most powerful and majestic Queen.” The unicorn of the group offered
Ezn: OVEP: boot-lickingly grovelled
to Nyx who, despite her missing armor, eye shadow,
CTOONfan1: Nightmare Moon is Batman?
Crazy56U: B-b-but Captain Falcon is Batman! Proton Jon said so! (sad face)
and cutie mark,
DiStort: Ah, that’s what Stonewall forgot.
Disco: Hasbro’s toy accuracy standards have hit rock bottom.
was truly the same mare they had long to see in her full glory.
CTOONfan1: How does a queen work? We've had princesses for so long.
Crazy56U: Let me consult an expert. … Okay... “Как мне кажется, да.” ...that’s the last time I buy a Magic 8-Ball from eBay.
“Celestia and Luna can be seen in the distance along with a large contingent of the royal guard.
Ezn: “Nope, that’s a terrible opening sentence. Start your fic with something less telly.”
It would not be wise to linger here and face the Royal Sisters. You are reborn but your power may not be complete. Let us retreat so that you can gather your strength, so that, when you are ready, you can bring the princesses beneath your hoof.”
Wild Trotter: "And have them be... your slaves."
Drizzel: "If you know what I mean." "...No I don't sorry."
Nyx looked at the unicorn, smiling. Already there were those who were willing to accept her,
CTOONfan1: even with all of her faults.
to regard her with the same respect they had for the Royal Sisters.
Ezn: Uuh, “bring the princesses beneath your hoof”? This has disturbing masochism connotations.
“I assume you have someplace prepared.”
“Of course, my Queen.”
Disco: “It has all the Appledash fics ever written.”
The black alicorn offered
Ezn: OVEP: twisted her evil lips into a cruel mockery of
a smile, turning back to the crowd.
“Remember this night well ,” She called out, “For it marks the beginning of the end of the old order of Equestria! Treasure the days that come, for they shall be your last! For soon, the night shall last forever and I, Nightmare Moon, shall be Equestria’s one true queen!”
Wild Trotter: More of a true queen than Lauren Faust? Oh Nyx, surely you jest.
Drizzel: I do not jest but I like that name; Nyx Shirely.
With that Nightmare Moon broke into
Ezn: Six pieces, bringing this story to an anticlimatic end. The moral is “don’t buy your evil cult ressurection of a goddess spells from the side of the road”.
her maniacal laughter, her mystical mane swirling. The magical aura consumed all the cloaked cult ponies,
Ezn: and got a nasty tummyache.
drawing them up in the swirling magic before, in a single flash, they all disappeared into the night, leaving the shocked ponies of Ponyville to stand in utter silence.
Wild Trotter: "I'm outta here, man!" One of the ponies shouted amongst the crowd, quickly fleeing the scene.
The silence continued even when Celestia and Luna landed with the royal guards, arriving far too late. Nightmare Moon had returned.
Disco: And this time, it’s personal.
Crazy56U: Well... I can safely say that Celestia's well-thought out plan of dealing with Nyx went over PERFECTLY!
CTOONfan1: Wow. What a sad ending to this story. Oh well. Time to move on with my-
=====================================================================
--From The Desk of Pen Stroke--
Crazy56U: In the style of Dr. Seuss.
Ezn: Is it a looking desk?
The worst has come to pass, so it would seem
Nightmare Moon is back, Nyx gone like a passing dream
But fret not readers, do not lose heart
The story is only half over,
Batman_the_Dino: half yet-to-be-completed
Drizzel: And a quarter to-be-riffed.
CTOONfan1: ...wait. WHAT?!
there are many more parts
Crazy56U: Unfortunately for you, dear sir, we're only here for 3 more chapters. So, HAH!
And from this chapter you should be able to plainly see
Nightmare Moon is not the same as she used to be
Wild Trotter: And believe me, it's all downhill from here.
RLYoshi: No, really?
CTOONfan1: Thank you, Zecora, for this foreshadowing to our dark future.
Crazy56U: Well, I guess there’s nothing we can do than speed on. (plays “Jumping Jack Flash”)
=====================================================================
=====================================================================
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
=====================================================================
Chapter 11
A Queen and Her Castle
Crazy56U: Great! I'll get some angry birds and a slingshot to make this fun!
===================
Anon13: Remember folks, the OVEP is still going! Anytime you see That Verb, put in an alternative! Only you can prevent word burnout!
They were too late.
CTOONfan1: The story was still being written.
Drizzel: That’s everyone’s fear.
Even when they had her in their sights they were too late. Celestia’s worst fears came true.
RLYoshi: Snakes everywhere...
Crazy56U: Celestia and Indiana Jones would be the best of friends.
The monster that had stolen her sister away
Wild Trotter: And no doubt snogging her in the process.
for over a thousand years had returned with a body of her own and vanished into the night, vowing to conquer the royal kingdom for herself and plunge Equestria into eternal night.
Isphone: but before that part, it was just soooooooo cute!
Wild Trotter: Failing that, vowing to become Molestia: Nighttime Edition.
The sun princess, however, couldn’t panic or rage as she would have liked to.
Anon13: She just wasn’t METAL enough, maaaaan!
No, she had to keep up her composure, remain stone-faced as she listened to anypony willing to give their accounting of what had happened. But the same could not be said of the moon princess.
Luna
Crazy56U: This is before she upgraded to "CANTERLOCK" mode, btw.
was looking distraught and kept staring off into the space where the mare she used be had stood just before their arrival.
Svensvenderson: She needed comfort from Abby.
Disco: Its incessant clacking soothes the nerves.
After confirming what she had feared, Celestia saw no reason to linger on in Ponyville;
DiStort: Town’s doomed, time to GTFO.
she had, after all, much to consider and think about.
Wild Trotter: Not to mention, which "friends" to accompany her every night.
This situation was much different than it was a thousand years ago. It was true that she no longer had to worry about Luna’s safety, but at same time Celestia wasn’t sure she could rely on the Elements of Harmony.
DiStort: Especially since they’ve all probably been infected with the Stupid from hanging around Nyx. I wouldn’t rely on them either.
One of the bearers of the elements, after all, was a certain purple unicorn that could not or would not
CTOONfan1: Eat green eggs and ham.
want to put aside her feelings in order to do what was right for Equestria.
Svensvenderson: Gee, I wonder who that could be....?
DiStort: Sparkler?
It was all matters that could be dealt with in the morning.
Disco: Yes, the fate of the world as we know it can wait until morning.
It had been a long day,
and while she could go for much longer without rest it didn’t mean Celestia wasn’t looking forward to lying down in her own bed. So, after ordering the royal guards back to the castle, Celestia took off, only to stop and hover a few feet in the air when she noticed somepony was lingering behind.
“Luna, are you coming?”
Crazy56U: Ahh... too easy, nevermind.
Luna shook her head, being snapped out of whatever train of thought had been occupying her mind.
“Y... yes Sister, I’m coming.”
Crazy56U: I SAID “TOO EASY”!
Drizzel: Either you do it or someone else will (grin)
The moon princess replied as she took flight. “But...there is much that I need to discuss with you once we’re back in Canterlot....in private if you don’t mind.”
Disco: Oh no, it’s turning into that kind of fanfic.
“Of course not, Sister.” Celestia said, her tone utterly blank,
Ezn: It hadn’t found its special talent yet.
lacking the warmth her words usually carried but at the same time none of the firmness she used when she confronted Twilight Sparkle earlier in the day. A further sign that the sun princess was weary from recent events.
===========
The flight back to Canterlot was passed in silence.
Ezn: It only just scrapped by on its final exam.
Celestia passed glances at her sister, but Luna kept her eyes forward. The look in her younger sister’s eyes... it made the white alicorn dread the discussion she would soon be having with Luna.
Isphone: “It’s about the fan fiction you found in my closet, isn’t it?”
Upon arriving at the palace, the sun princess ordered for her generals to be summoned. She didn’t care if they needed to be roused from their beds or pulled from their spouses.
Svensvenderson: Interesting word choice.
Wild Trotter: Or have their spouses join in.
She needed to speak with them immediately, and was making rare use of her royal rank to ensure it happened. Still, once the guards were off to find the generals, Celestia was left alone with Luna, the pair standing on the castle balcony they had arrived on minutes before.
Celestia took in a deep breath to shore up her courage before she turned to fact her younger sister.
Disco: “So, how about that local sports team?”
“What was it that you needed to speak to me about, Luna?”
Ezn: “Was it bananas?”
“Not here.” Luna mumbled. “I want to speak with you in private, remember?”
Crazy56U: "Just to let you know, the phrase 'what the hell' will be used plenty."
“Of course. Let’s talk in the throne room.” Celestia offered,
Anon13: OVEP: unabashedly blathered
only to be surprised when Luna suddenly cut in front of her, leading the way. While she didn’t explicitly showed it, Luna was angry.
DiStort: Buy her a pack of socks. That always calms her down in fanfics.
Ezn: Lecture her!
When the two were both awake at the same time, they always walked side by side with each other.
CTOONfan1: Especially when there was an explosion behind her.
Anon13: They walked in slo-mo during very special occasions.
For Luna to suddenly break that unspoken rule between them meant that Celestia’s other fears were about to come true tonight.
Luna swept into the throne room, horn glowing as she shut any side doors. She then waited for Celestia to follow her inside before shutting the main doors and flipping their latches, sealing the room from the inside. She then turned and approached Celestia, the pair meeting at the base of impressive throne.
Ezn: AAAH INCEST
“Why don’t you trust me, Celestia?”
Anon13: Because with all the stupid going around I can’t trust anypony.
Disco: Paranoia is Magic!
Celestia winced. Luna always called her Sister or just Tia when she felt affectionate; there was only two times when Luna addressed Celestia by her full name. It was either when they were having a very serious discussion....or she was angry. And the current situation probably fell under both of those categories.
“Luna, what are you talking about?” Celestia offered with a slight laugh,
Wild Trotter: OVEP: giggle-snorted
a rather...nervous laugh. “You know I can trust you with anything.”
Disco: Except for that whole “usurp the throne” thing.
“So why is it that when a mare that looks and acts like I did when I was still Nightmare Moon appears,
CTOONfan1: I'm not allowed to share a house with her and start a sitcom?
you seem to act like you know what’s going on? As if you knew this would happen?”
Anon13: Because plot and bananas. Duh!
“Luna, I-”
“You know something.” Luna accused as her eyebrows furrowed. “You know what’s going on. You’re acting far too collected for this to be a complete surprise. What have you been hiding from me?”
DiStort: “Would you believe me if I told you it was an overly elaborate set-up to a surprise party?”
“Luna, this isn’t anything for you to concern yourself with.
CTOONfan1: "Your evil side is just walking around and is preparing to overthrow us. Nothing of your concern."
Anon13: "Just go on with those tea parties and gigglefests you do so well!"
Disco: G3 flashback...*shudders*
I only called you to accompany me because I needed you...Equestria needed you.”
“But we were too late, weren’t we?
Ezn: “Today’s episode of Desperate Housemares ended five minutes ago!”
Whoever that mare was got away and was vowing to do the same thing I once tried to do over a thousand years ago, something I almost succeeded at last year. Now, you still haven’t answered my question, Celestia. What. Have. You. Been. Hiding from me?”
Celestia turned to face the other direction, unable or unwilling to look Luna in the eye.
Disco: “I... I’ve been using your abacus.”
Drizzel: He really gets around.
“Just a little after the end of winter, a cult ponynapped my personal student Twilight Sparkle as part of an elaborate spell that would have done the unthinkable.
DiStort: Hoo boy. Strap in, folks, it’s recap time.
Crazy56U: Oh goody! Nap time! (snore)
Anon13: Exposition Man III: The Quest for Sheesh!
Disco: In 3D!
Svensvenderson: And this time, it’s personal!
Drizzel: Part 1!
I am happy to say that Twilight suffered nothing worse than a very small cut on the hoof and some rope burns.
Disco: “I’ve done far worse.”
The spell in question, however, would have taken the shreds left behind when you were saved by the Elements of Harmony, and used them to create a new Nightmare Moon...
Crazy56U: “Robot Alicorn Attack: Night Mare Moon Edition”!
Ezn: AALLLWAYS I WANNA RULE YOU AND MAKE THE NIGHT WITH YOU AND LIVE IN DISHARMONY DISHARMONY OH MOON
giving her a body of her own.”
“I...what?!? How is that possible?!? I was Nightmare Moon! I let my anger and jealousy get the best of me, let my magic corrupted me
CTOONfan1: You let your word tense corrupted the sentence.
for the sake of gaining power. Power that I lost because of the Elements of Harmony, but all I lost was my power.
Disco: It’s a recap within a recap!
How could that be enough to make a complete mare?!”
Disco: Duh, Mary Sues can do anything! Haven’t you been paying attention?
“I do not claim to fully understand it...
CTOONfan1: Trust me. No one does.
Anon13: Not even Pen Stroke.
but you know how magic works just as well as I do, Sister.
DiStort: Which is to say, not at all.
Truly pure magic is a rare thing;
Ezn: Magic’s a dirty whore.
any magic from a unicorn can carry with it an echo of its owner. It is why some spells are stronger when driven by emotions like anger or happiness, why no two unicorns have the same magic.
Svensvenderson: So magic is like fingerprints?
Crazy56U: Just like how logic is poison.
Magic and the soul are very closely tied.
“And, because of this, I’ve come to believe that the magic that remained in those shreds left behind by the Elements of Harmony contained an echo of what you were... an echo of Nightmare Moon.
Ezn: NIGHTMARE MOON MOON MOON MOON
This was what the resurrection spell was meant to focus and strengthen, drawing in not only the magic in the shreds but any of your old power that remained in the Everfree Forest. Anything the spell couldn’t find it would replace by
Ezn: Pressing Ctrl+H.
drawing in on the magic of the forest itself.
“It would be from that concentration of magic and your lingering emotions and thoughts that the cult would have formed a new Nightmare Moon.”
“But... but even if the spell formed a body from that... for Nightmare Moon to even be alive, for her to be a completely separate mare from me...wouldn’t that mean she would now also have to have her own-”
DiStort: “Brain? Yeah, that’s the part they forgot.”
“It doesn’t matter anymore.” Celestia interrupted. “She is back and since I can not rely on Twilight Sparkle to do
Svensvenderson: “Anything intelligent. EVER.”
Crazy56U: I don’t blame her for that kind of thinking, to be frank.
Frank: Yep.
what needs to be done for the sake of everypony, then we must face this shade ourselves.
Ezn: “Where we’re going, you won’t need sunblock.”
Together, we will ensure that she will never rise to threaten Equestria...or you... ever again.”
Luna rushed to Celestia’s side, trying to look her sister in the eye.
“Wait! What do you mean we can’t rely on Twilight? What else are you hiding from me?!?”
Wild Trotter: "Are you hitting on Twilight again?"
Disco: “I couldn’t bring myself to read more than the first few paragraphs!”
“....do you remember Twilight’s cousin Nyx? The one who
Ezn: had ticks
played Nightmare Moon during the children’s play at the last Spring Festival?
Anon13: “Turns out it was clumsy foreshadowing. I know, who woulda guessed?”
That filly.... was never Twilight’s cousin,
Ezn: NO WAY
nor is she even related to Twilight by any familial connection.
Ezn: GET OUT
She had never been seen before until her arrival in Ponyville a few days after Twilight was rescued.”
“No.......no, you can’t be saying what I think you’re saying. You...you don’t mean to tell me that-”
Svensvenderson: Jello is made of ponies!
Crazy56U: Glue is made from jello! ...wait...
Disco: It all makes sense now!
“The filly
Ezn: -formerly-
known as Nyx
Ezn: “would like you to spell her name with a &.”
Crazy56U: … “N&x”?
was the product of that spell, an incomplete copy of the mare they were trying to resurrect.
CTOONfan1: Little did they know they were low on toner.
She was always Nightmare Moon.”
Svensvenderson: Celestia obviously hasn't read just how many times Twilight had an internal monologue about that.
Disco: She's repressed such traumatic memories.
Luna went narrowed
RLYoshi: She needed to lose weight anyway.
eyed, remember the filly that had talked and laughed at the dinner that they shared with those who carried the Elements of Harmony.
“That... that is troubling, Sister, but surely we could convince Twilight to act with us
Ezn: “in this year’s drama production!”
against Nightmare Moon. The Elements of Harmony are our best chance against Nightmare Moon.”
“Even if Twilight could be convinced to go against the pony she once knew as Nyx... my actions in the past few hours...”
Luna moved directly in front of Celestia, forcing the two sisters to lock eyes
Ezn: and throw away the key.
as the moon princess’ coat started bristling, her wings spreading out in anger.
Disco: *POMF*
“Celestia... what did you do!?”
“I did what was necessary.”
DiStort: “To move the plot forward.”
Disco: Yes, and we all appreciate it.
Crazy56U: Huh. I didn't know "necessary" meant "horrifyingly stupid". More you know.
Celestia forced out, trying to keep her voice level even though it was still wavering. “When the truth about Nyx needed to be ascertained I had the filly taken into custody and-”
“YOU TOOK HER AWAY!?!” Luna shouted in disbelief.
Crazy56U: Even Luna's shocked about the depths Pen Stroke made her sink to!
“Celestia, Twilight’s your student and she cared about Nyx! I knew them for a single hour we spent with them after the Spring Festival and I could tell they cared about each other. Why would you do something like that?
Disco: Ends, justified, etc.
That has to be the... the most monstrous-”
Disco: Psh, Luna obviously hasn’t read many fanfics.
“I KNOW!!!” Celestia snapped, her composure breaking like a frail twig, the alicorn’s face painted with the pain that had been eating her up on the inside.
“Do you actually think for a moment that I wanted to do any of this?!? To cause a dear student and friend of mine such pain?
Anon13: And not the fun kind?
CTOONfan1: "It's the plot's fault, not mine!"
The only other decision that pained me more than this was when I was forced to banish you to the moon! I do not need to be told the heinous nature of my actions!
Disco: “The readers aren’t nearly as dense as we are!”
I went to Twilight’s home to take the child unaware of how much my student had grown to care for the filly. She had become a like mother while I was only expecting a mere caregiver.
“But what was I supposed to do!?
Crazy56U: Oh, I don’t know, maybe something that wasn’t founded on paranoia and filly-murder? Just a thought.
Nightmare Moon is a threat to this kingdom, to me, and to you. I have to consider what is best for all of Equestria, and while Twilight would deny it, there was a chance Nyx would have grown into a new Nightmare Moon even if what happened tonight never occurred.
Svensvenderson: Nature versus nurture.
Disco: Freud would have a field day with this fanfic.
“I had to take Nyx away. I had to be sure, and if there was any doubt I would have spared the filly until such time I could be sure, but I had to take her away and convince Twilight to stay at her home.”
“Why wouldn’t you let Twilight accompany Nyx?” Luna asked.
Crazy56U: "Because I was being stupid, what of it?"
“Would you have had me torture Twilight, have her watch as Nyx’s fate was decided?
Disco: “This isn’t a clop-fic, Luna!”
If Nyx was found to be Nightmare Moon, would you have had me torture my student further still by forcing her to watch as the filly was taken away to be dispelled?
Anon13: Considering you have no qualms about torturing the readers...
Bringing Twilight along would have only deepened the pain she was feeling... and I did not want to hurt Twilight more than I had to.
“I did not want to hurt her....but I had to be sure.” Celestia continued, her outburst ending as she reigned in her emotions and regained her composure. “Nightmare Moon is the single greatest threat Equestria has ever known.
DiStort: In the royal garden, a single tear appeared on the face of Discord’s statue.
Crazy56U: Good. I don't care for him. (holds up a "Nightmare Moon" pennant)
RLYoshi: In all honesty, "eternal night" is probably more threatening than "cotton candy clouds and chocolate milk rain"
Ezn: ^Some stay dry, after all.
The only alicorn to ever best me. The only alicorn with the power to perform a banishment spell without the aid of the Elements of Harmony,
Wild Trotter: "The only alicorn to REALLY get around when it comes to those ponies who sleep at night. But... I might be getting ahead of myself here."
and now that she is her own mare, now that she is no longer part of you, I can expect no mercy from her. She could just as easily seek to kill you and me so that we could never threaten her rule over Equestria.
“I have to think about what’s the worst that can happen,
CTOONfan1: The six words you're never supposed to even THINK about.
Anon13: That’s not just tempting fate, that’s sashaying up and French-kissing it.
foresee the worst of the situation possible.
Anon13: And then actually make that happen just for funsies.
That is my duty as a princess of this kingdom, to protect it from all dangers inside and out. I also have a duty to protect you, Luna... for you are my sister, and I won’t let that monster take you away again.”
“And you never thought to tell me about this?!?” The moon princess bristled, her wings again unfolding in her anger.
“I didn’t want to have to burden you with this knowledge.
CTOONfan1: "Your feeble brain wouldn't understand."
Anon13: Her feeble brain?
It was something that I was supposed to deal with so you wouldn’t have to.”
Disco: Our wise goddess, folks.
“Wouldn’t have to?!? Celestia, what is wrong with you?!
Crazy56U: My thoughts exactly.
Svensvenderson: The fic goes meta again!
Disco: It's about time.
I was Nightmare Moon once! Everything that mare did was my fault!
Wild Trotter: "Especially the part where I slept with those royal guards every night."
If somehow somepony were to bring that...that....pony back as a complete mare, then it’s my fault for being her in the first place!”
Ezn: I think we need some synonyms for “complete mare” and “mare of her own”.
“Luna, stop it! You aren’t responsi-”
“YES I AM!!! It’s my fault! It’s all my fault!” Luna argued. “If I didn’t let my jealousy and anger get the better of me, we wouldn’t even be having this conversation in the first place! When were you even going to tell me about this?
“Were you...were you ever going to tell me about this?”
Disco: Silly Luna. If you have Questions, Comments, and Concerns, you need to
send an email!
Celestia didn’t say anything...she couldn’t say anything...
Crazy56U: Damn, she forgot her line. Celestia shouldn't go into acting.
and Luna got her answer from that silence. A look of disbelief grew on the moon princess’ face as she leaned back and lifted a hoof in disbelief.
“....you weren’t ever going to tell me anything... ever. You were hoping to keep this whole thing a secret!”
Crazy56U: "Like that banana incident! And look where THAT got you!"
“Sister, please...I was only trying to protect you, keep you from having to-”
“Keep me from what?!? Keep me from taking responsibility for my past mistakes?
DiStort: Or, Past Sins, if you will. (HIYOOO!)
RLYoshi: DiStort, you should know that title drops are not to be tossed about willy-nilly. They're serious business.
DiStort: Clearly, you haven't seen "We Bought a Zoo."
Crazy56U: Or any of the “Pulse” films... or “Redneck Zombies”... or “The Happening”... or a good amount of the stuff covered on “That Guy With The Glasses”, to be honest.
Keep from doing what I can for the sake of our kingdom, for our ponies?!? Nightmare Moon, either as what I was or...or what she is now, is still my responsibility! You should have told me about this from the very beginning!
“If anything, Celestia, the fact that she and I were once one and the same makes me more qualified to deal with this situation than you ever would be. At the very least, if our roles were reversed, I would have told you the truth.”
Disco: Luna’s Common Sense Syndrome is terminal.
Celestia began to bristle herself, the disagreement devolving into an argument.
Ezn: This is obviously something that only happened at this point in the narrative, and definitely not before.
“Luna, stop this! I was trying to protect you, trying to fulfill my duty not as a princess but as an older sister! And older sisters always keep their young sisters safe!”
Anon13: AHHAHHAHHAHHAHHAH
Crazy56U: The funniest thing I've heard all night! (wipes a tear away)
Disco: We need a [Comedy] tag, stat!
“Stop talking to me like I’m filly! You are only a few years older than me, and that’s not much considering how long we’ve both been alive! Also, I am not just a younger sister, I am also the co-ruler of this kingdom! Did you not tell me, when I finally was freed from my own psychosis, that were meant to rule together?
Ezn: “Yeah, but it was a joke.”
“Because part of ruling together means trusting each other and not keeping secrets!”
Disco: “Did you even watch Season 1?!”
“Luna....Luna, I do trust you, I-”
CTOONfan1: "Just don't trust you enough."
“Then answer me this.”
RLYoshi: RIDDLE ME THIS!
Disco: What's black, turquoise, and annoying all over?
Crazy56U: We don’t need the Riddler!
Luna stated, starting to walk towards Celestia and forcing the sun princess to back away. “Why have you been treating me like a filly ever since I’ve come back? I understand there was so much I had to catch up on. I was gone for a thousand years, but if anything I’ve exceeded your expectations. I’ve learned about how Equestria has changed, and I’ve been helping you rule. I sit through the same meetings you do and I hold court like you do.
“But, whether or not you’ve realized it, I can’t help but feel that you’ve been talking down to me, treating me like a filly, just because...because I...”
Ezn: “It’s okay, Luna, wetting the bed is totally normal for a mare your age.”
“Luna, please...please don’t do this to me...I...I need you stand with me right now...Equestria needs you...”
“Yes....yes, you’re right. Equestria does need me. Which is why I’m going to confront Nightmare Moon myself.”
Crazy56U: "Yes, I'm so angry with your stupidity, I'm going to do something even STUPIDER!"
Anon13: We may be well on our way to the theoretical stupidity singularity, beyond which we cannot comprehend the dumb.
Disco: *facehoofs*
Svensvenderson: Anyone want to take bets on how badly this is going to go?
Bugermandan: 20 bits on the Mary Sue.
Crazy56U: Please, that's what's going to happen BY LAW! ...I like making easy money; 50 bits on Nightmare Sue!
“L-LUNA! Luna, no! You can’t be serious!”
Disco: A common reaction to this story.
“There you go again...talking to me like I’m just a filly.”
DiStort: I don’t think I ever heard the phrase “you can’t be serious” when I was a kid.
“Luna, enough of this! You don’t know what that monster is capable of!”
“I KNOW exactly what that monster is capable of, or have you forgotten that I was that very monster not too long ago?”
“Luna, I am not going to let you put yourself in harm’s way.” Celestia stated firmly, stamping a hoof to punctuate her words. “You are going to stay here and-”
“No! I’m going to confront this new Nightmare Moon...and I’ll see for myself if she is half the monster that you seemed convinced she is.”
Disco: “I’ll measure her quite thoroughly.”
Ezn: Somwhere in the background, Rustle salivated.
“Luna, I love you and trust you more than you will ever know but this I can not allow.”
“Try to stop me.” Luna challenged, seemingly vanishing into the air itself. Celestia, however, knew what really happened... her sister was just using one of the many illusion spells she was adept at.
“Luna? Luna! Get back here this instant!”
Disco: “I don’t know how to use an abacus!”
“You’re not my mother!”
RLYoshi: Oh really? (gets to work on fanfic)
was Luna’s only reply as the doors to the throne room suddenly opened and shut, the very magic manipulating them as invisible as the moon princess herself. Celestia could only stare at the door, feeling anger that her younger sister would not heed her words, but at the same moment feeling dread for both Luna and her kingdom.
The alicorn shut her eyes and rubbed the bridge of her muzzle with a hoof. By the stars above she was tired,
CTOONfan1: Bringing the whole world to absolute heck is exhausting.
but by now the first of the generals would be arriving and she’d need to start discussing with them the plans for finding and smoking out Nightmare Moon.
That... and the sun princess doubted she could sleep if she wanted. There was too much on her mind to sleep. Worry about Twilight, guilt for putting her student through so much pain, and above all her concern for Luna. She’d never be able to get to sleep now.
Disco: It was time to break out the chloroform.
So it was better to be productive than to lie tossing and turning in her bed.
===========
Nightmare Moon stood in an elegant hall carved of fine marble. Regal columns flanked either side of the hall, rising to a high arched ceiling which was dotted with diamonds to portray a copy of the night time sky, a particularly large diamond set to mimic the full moon. Rich purple curtains were draped everywhere and torches glowed with glowing white gems, making the room much like the elegant night.
“Does it please you my Queen?” Spell Nexus asked, bowing respectfully.
Wild Trotter: "Is it not fabulous enough, my queen?"
“It does.” Nightmare Moon replied, striding up to her new throne.
Svensvenderson: “I can’t wait to put in the air hockey table.”
Crazy56U: Nexus: "Um... yeah... we couldn't afford to get you an air hockey table. But, we got you something better!"
Nightmare Moon: "It's not a ping pong table... is it?"
Nexus: "...well-" (gets sent to the moon)
Rich night blue
Ezn: Poor day flu! Twitch fight skew! This is a fun game!
cushions set against rare black oak from the dragon country.
Ezn: Mutilated sentence fragments set against fanfiction.
She sat down in the throne, wings fluttering as she settled into it. Nightmare Moon could only smile,
Ezn: I Have No Ticks So I Must Smile
looking across the room... her throne room.
“Though I am curious as to how you manged to construct such a grand room in secrecy.”
CTOONfan1: “We play a lot of Minecraft.”
“It is not just this room my Queen, but a whole castle.” Nexus replied, lifting his head. “We found unexpected allies in a clan of wild mutts known as the Diamond Dogs.
Ezn: Were they in the show? Which episode? I need a wiki link!
They were a more than willing workforce once we promised to assist them in their search for the precious gemstones that fill this underground area.
Anon13: Gratuitous show reference #620-D check!
Crazy56U: Stop pulling numbers out of your ass!
“They dug out this entire cavern, and then assisted in the construction of the castle.
CTOONfan1: “When they wanted breaks, we discovered whining seemed to frighten them.”
Once you have defeated Celestia and Luna, there is but a few dozen feet of rock separate this castle from the surface and, with your unmatched power, you could easily raise the castle to the surface... a proclamation of your new place as Equestria’s ruler.”
“And the Diamond Dogs were willing to put forth so effort for the gemstones? To what end?”
“We, honestly, do not know Your Majesty.
Disco: “They kept muttering about whining and marshmallows.”
Crazy56U: "We never planned ahead beyond ‘resurrect Nightmare Moon’. We're now playing this by ear."
We never questioned why the Diamond Dogs wanted the gems... they just do. Perhaps they are like dragons, and eat them. Or perhaps they just like to roll around in piles of gemstones as hogs roll in mud.
CTOONfan1: Or perhaps it's because they're Gollum ripoffs.
Still, whatever their purpose they were a strong, fast, and willing workforce.”
Drizzel: "They still weren't as fabulous as me though."
Ezn: Maybe they like to use gemstones to wrap up winter.
Crazy56U: ♫Winter Wrap Up! Winter Wrap Up! … I don’t re-mem-ber the words!♫
Nightmare Moon’s eye flashed,
Ezn: She had a photographic memory, you see.
a spark of curiosity rising in her as she suddenly found herself wanting to know just what the Diamond Dogs did with the gems.
DiStort: Better break out the bendy straw again.
It was a spark of curiosity that made her remember sitting in class, when Cheerilee began a lesson about a new subject. How she found such joy in learning new things from the mulberry pony.
Wild Trotter: Said mulberry pony's private drinking habits, notwithstanding.
Anon13: That’s Berry Punch.
Svensvenderson: I don't know. If I had to deal with the CMC on a daily basis, I'd drink too.
Nightmare Moon shut her eyes, forcing the thoughts that had started to run out of control in her mind back into line before she looked down upon Nexus.
Disco: She could smell the rancid orange juice on his breath.
She could not think of those memories anymore; she was a queen. Cheerilee was no longer her teacher, just another
Wild Trotter: potential bedmate that would provide her sensual solace.
subject that needed to be brought in line. That’s what they all were.
Wild Trotter: Save for the ones that wisely made themselves scarce.
They were just subjects, nothing more.
Wild Trotter: And all they could hope for is to avoid getting anymore screentime in this story.
============
“And here is the royal library.” Nexus offered, providing his queen with a tour of her castle. “Please forgive the lack of books on the shelves.
Ezn: “We haven’t got enough signatures on that printing pledge yet.”
CTOONfan1: A library in Ponyville has hoarded them all and made them into a fort.
We built it to be able to house the collection from the Canterlot palace, should you decide to keep this castle once you’ve overthrown the Royal Sisters.”
Wild Trotter: "Shipping fics will have their own... private shelf, shall we say."
Nightmare Moon looked upon the shelves, which were mostly empty.
Disco: Epic Failure was in charge, after all.
A few pegasi ponies of the cult fluttered about, putting away some books that had been gathered for the collection.
“Why do all of you have eyes the same color as mine?” Nightmare Moon asked.
CTOONfan1: Mary Sue is contagious.
Ezn: “It makes you all look the same. You should look into serial numbers.”
“It is your blessing, my Queen.
DiStort: They were fans of Nightmare Moon before it was cool.
Crazy56U: HIPSTERS! (grabs a bat)
As you may know, I was once the headmaster of Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns. Upon your initial defeat, she tasked me with disposing of your shredded remains.
Ezn: “Man, was I ever wasted that day... talking to schools.”
It was upon examining and interacting with those shreds that I became enlightened to your wisdom and power.
Svensvenderson: So the moral of the story is never touch the remains of an evil goddess. Got it.
Ezn: A truly practical moral of particular relevance to today’s youth.
“It was on that same day my eyes turned the turquoise color you see now, and it became a sign of the order.
Wild Trotter: "Need I mention how much more fabulous I felt that day?"
I bestow upon each pony who joins the Children of Nightmare, who pledges their service to you, the same blessing which grows and thrives within me.”
Ezn: “Yes, that’s right... HALF-OFF MOVIE TICKETS EVERY SECOND THURSDAY!”
Nightmare Moon found it a relatively interesting truth.
Anon13: Relative to what, the tax code?
Disco: This fanfic?
Ezn: A Relatively Interesting Truth: a film by Algoremare Moon.
Still, it was only a minor curiosity and as Nexus guided her about the library she let her dragon shaped eyes float across the shelves.
Ezn: Nexus had been sharing his orange juice with her.
One book caught her eye in particular, a book with a
Wild Trotter: cover that showed Rainbow Dash fleeing everypony else under the influence of a love potion.
Ezn: I think I’ve read that one... fifty times...
green cover and a laughing pony on its spine.
Ezn: “I wish I could have a laughing pony on my spine,” she sighed.
Coming to a stop, Nightmare Moon used her magic to remove the book from the shelf, gently flipping it open to the title page.
Svensvenderson: Horizontal Surface, A Biography
1001 Party Pony Pranks.
Crazy56U: This was the "Binary" edition. And since it contained only 9 pranks, it was the worst edition.
****
Disco: Pointless Flashback Sequence, GO!
“Oh yea, these are gold.”
Crazy56U: "Now let's get these gold rocks to the nearest pawn shop and retire wealthy!"
“Are you sure Twilight won’t mind?”
“Yea, she’ll be fine. She knows how to take a joke.” Spike reassured, only for the baby dragon to freeze up as he heard hoofsteps on the stairs. The baby dragon quickly pushed Nyx down under the table in the main part of the library, the pair trying to stifle their giggles as Twilight came down the stairs.
The unicorn didn't take notice of where the two were hiding, moving over to the writing desk where she had been
Ezn: contemplating ravens.
working moments before, having just gone upstairs to get a fresh bottle of ink. Setting the ink down, Twilight let her horn glow to open the cover of the cover of the book.
Ezn: Late in life, Horizontal Surface dabbled in altering the physical forms of his books to further convey meaning.
The book, however, snapped open on its own accord as a big toy snake jumped out.
Ezn: One of Surface’s more controversial works.
Twilight jumped straight up, getting enough height that the unicorn was
Ezn: catching some unreal air.
now hanging from a rafter on the ceiling, shaking like a leaf with her eyes narrow.
Disco: Trauma is Magic!
“BWAHAHAHAHAHAH!” Spike roared with laughter, Nyx soon joining in as the pair climbed out from beneath the table. Twilight glared at them for a few moments as she used levitation magic to lower herself back to the floor, but then she got a devilish grin on her face as she took the toy snake out from the book and proceeded to chase Nyx around the room with it, the black filly also not that fond of snakes.
Crazy56U: Another friend for Jonesy!
Ezn: In the unrated version, we dispense with the “toy snake” euphemism.
****
“Your Majesty?”
Nightmare Moon shook her head, snapping the book shut and replacing it on the shelf.
“My apologies; I can get caught up in my reading.”
Disco: “That Fallout series is amazing!”
Wild Trotter: "Now why does everypony want Rainbow Dash again? ...Whatever."
Crazy56U: “Hell, Fluttershy wanting her in a diaper makes the LEAST amount of sense!”
“No apologies necessary my Queen. This is, after all, your library. It is yours to enjoy whenever you see fit.” Nexus replied.
Ezn: “As am I...” *wink wink nudge nudge*
“Though, there is still much of the castle to see.”
Disco: “Just wait till you see my wardrobe!”
Wild Trotter: Do I sense a "Rarity Horror Picture Show" joke?
“Then lead on. Let me see all that you have prepared for me, my faithful subject.”
Ezn: “Ten gallons of orange juice! We are getting so wasted!”
============
“Here we have the guard barracks, where we train those new to the order to defend this castle. The good news is that word of your return is spreading,
Ezn: “#NMMIsBack is one of Twitter’s trending topics.”
and those I have sent out to recruit new ponies to our cause are finding several eager to try and get on good terms with you. It would seems not all Equestria are foalish enough to stand against you.”
Nightmare Moon didn’t offer any words in reply as she saw soldiers in black armor attacking training dummies, each of which was dyed and designed to look like a familiar set of mares.
“Why do the training dummies look like Twilight Sparkle and the other ponies who bear the Elements of Harmony?”
“It is because they are the greatest threat to you, my Queen. It was they who defeated you, and we shall not let them even draw close to this castle should they get it in their heads to attempt to bring their unified power against you again. Should the Bearers of the Elements of Harmony be seen by anypony of the order, they will be dealt with immediately.”
This comment was punctuated as a guard attacked a training dummy that looked like Twilight Sparkle, and, with a single swift motion, beheaded it, the cotton stuffed head bouncing onto the ground.
DiStort: The Fluttershy dummy sat quietly in the corner, as nopony would dare to attack it, for one reason or another.
Crazy56U: B-but I wouldn't attack it! Fluttershy is best pony in MY book! (hugs said dummy)
“No.” Nightmare Moon said firmly, her eyes fixed on the beheaded training dummy.
“My Queen?”
DiStort: “Why are my guards using Kung Fu?! I specifically asked for Capoeira experts! It’s more fun to watch!”
Crazy56U: That's it. I'm calling Kung Tai Ted and having them learn how to fight the RIGHT way.
“Should the Bearers of the Elements of Harmony come to the castle they are not to be harmed. Twilight Sparkle is to be brought directly to
Svensvenderson: “My bedchambers.”
Wild Trotter: "Do not forget to bring that "Reform School Fillies" book as well."
me and the rest of her friends locked in the dungeon until have decided how I want to punish them for standing against me once before. The Elements of Harmony themselves are to be taken from them for safe keeping. They will all be dealt with by me when I see fit.”
CTOONfan1: In other words, "DON'T KILL MY MOMMY!"
“Of course.” Nexus replied, his smile positively devilish. “I can fully understand your desire to punish them with your own hooves.”
“Yes... and I want one of the training dummies brought to my bed chamber as well. One of the training dummies that looks like Twilight Sparkle... and it is to be intact.”
Wild Trotter: "And what I do with it is... my own business."
Anon13: "Before that, have the unicorns install this vibr... um, mystical... sigil. Yeah, that's it."
Crazy56U: (scoots away)
Disco: Creeeepy.
“It will be there before the end of the tour.”
Disco: “It drags on for another few pages. Plenty of time.”
============
“The dinning hall is, of course, spacious enough for any sort of event, should you ever be interested in holding a gala or other such frivolity.”
Svensvenderson: “Say a gala, of the grand galloping sort.”
Crazy56U: A Nightmare Moon-helmed Grand Galloping Gala would be a VAST improvement over the one shown in "The Best Night Ever", I can tell.
Nexus offered as the pair walked along side the long regal table, made of soft brown oak covered in a night blue table cloth.
CTOONfan1: Because what we really needed to know in this world where Nightmare Moon could potentially take over was what the table is like.
“And you’ll be happy to know we already have employed a royal chef who is eager to tickle your taste buds with some of his deserts.”
RLYoshi: and possibly other areas...
Disco: The Sahara is particularly spicy.
Without warning Nightmare Moon found an eager unicorn standing beside her, levitating a filled-to-the-brim tray with expertly decorated cupcakes. The cupcakes had purple frosting above a black cake, with a single curl of white chocolate set delicately on top of the thick swirl of frosting.
*******
“Seriously, who would have thought making cupcakes would be so hard?” Scootaloo grumbled, the four Cutie Mark Crusaders standing in the middle of an utterly destroyed kitchen.
“I told you.” Apple Bloom said.
Crazy56U: Okay, Pen Stroke is doing this deliberately now!
“So Girls, how are things going?” Pinkie Pie chirped, the earth pony sticking her head into the kitchen.
“Not so good.” Sweetie Belle admitted.
“Please don’t be mad about the mess!” Nyx half begged.
DiStort: Half-demanded.
“Oh Girls, I’m not mad!
Crazy56U: "I'm furious! I've made better messes without TRYING! Clean this up and try again!" (and yet she remains cheerful while saying it...)
You should have seen the mess I made of the bakery when I first started working for the Cakes. After all, my special talent is throwing parties, not baking; it was something that took practice for me to get any good at.” Pinkie Pie reassured. “Now, why don’t we get this place cleaned up and I’ll show you how to make cupcakes one more time?”
The four fillies lit up, eagerly helping to clean up the mess and trying to make another batch of cupcakes. With Pinkie Pie offering close supervision and unending enthusiasm, by the end of the day each filly had a batch of cupcakes to take home that were at the very least passable if not pretty darn good.
*********
“My Queen, do the cupcakes displease you?”
DiStort: “Yes. The baker CLEARLY didn’t follow the Cupcakes song. He added something sour instead of sweet.”
Disco: And for that, he dies.
Nexus asked, noticing Nightmare Moon had zoned out again.
Disco: Even she’s getting bored of her own story.
“No.” She replied, using magic to gently nudge the tray away. “I am just not hungry at the moment. Have some delivered to my chamber. I will taste them later.”
Anon13: “The cupcakes, or the guys delivering them?”
“That’s. My. Sister. You. Idiot.”
The cook nodded, practically galloping off at that moment to place a select few of his desserts in the bedchamber while Nexus showed Nightmare Moon into the kitchen, to show her that it had all the modern conveniences and the capacity befitting a queen such as her.
Svensvenderson: I’m just going to leave this open for a microwave joke.
Crazy56U: Hmm... "Is It a Good Idea to Microwave The This?" staring Nightmare Moon? ...nah, too dumb.
Disco: Set that thing for 27 minutes on high, and the night will last FOREVER!
Crazy56U: Because that’s how microwaves work!
============
“And we finally come to your private chambers, my Queen.” Nexus offered, his horn opening the large, elegant door. “You will find a pair of guards stationed outside at all hours, should you ever need any assistance.
CTOONfan1: They are also sworn by oath to do... other... things.
Only the finest furniture was selected and the decorations were picked out by myself.
DiStort: That explains all the pink and frills.
Does it please you?”
“Yes.” Nightmare Moon replied, barely even looking at the room as she stepped inside.
“I am honored to hear you say that my Queen. Now, you are undoubtedly tired, considering you were resurrected just a few hours ago. I will leave you to rest as long as you desire.
Disco: “I need to go freshen up.”
When you are ready to begin the
RLYoshi: Dungeons & Dragons
campaign to seize Equestria for your own, simply have one of the guards come find me.”
Disco: He’ll be in the lounge, drunk off his flank and muttering about hoof polish.
“I will.” Nightmare Moon replied flatly, watching as Nexus offered a final bow before leaving.
Disco: She’s not used to so much fabulousity.
The great black alicorn glanced at the two guards set outside her room before shutting the door, locking it, and putting up a magical barrier to block not only entry but sound. She then turned and truly took in the room.
Like the rest of the castle it was decorated like the night sky, with dark blues and purples accented by moons and stars. A perfectly circular bed set in the dead center of the room, easily large enough to fit the princess-sized alicorn comfortably while it stood beneath an intricate depiction of the moon on the ceiling. The walls were lined with the rest of the room’s furniture: a fireplace, a vanity mirror, a set of dressers, a few tables, a bookcase, a door to a small exterior balcony, and a writing desk. Everything somepony would need to enjoy a quiet night in their bedroom.
Nightmare Moon circled the room once, looking over all the new furniture before she turned her attention to the bed. Placed there were all the things she had requested during the day, carefully presented to her. The cupcakes from the chef and the training dummy of Twilight Sparkle.
She lifted the cupcakes first, gingerly taking a bite from one. They were good... they reminded her of Pinkie Pie’s cupcakes. Hers were always so moist... so tasty...
Svensvenderson: *does a spit take*
Disco: Wow.
maybe the chef-
The cupcakes hit the door a moment later,
Wild Trotter: They were probably poisoned, or something.
thrown there by alicorn magic where they formed a sticky mess, slowly sliding down the wooden surface. Nightmare Moon glared at the cupcakes as if they were demons,
Wild Trotter: Cakeodemons, perhaps?
Anon13: Fortunately she'd gone through a secret level and collected a BFG.
Crazy56U: I guess she had enough time to read "Cupcakes".
and as a final measure she took the tray that had been holding the desserts and smashed it against the door as well, flattening the cupcakes before she let the whole gooey mess drop to the floor.
DiStort: NO! THE TRAY WAS INNOCENT!
Crazy56U: YOU MONSTER! (breaks down in sobs)
Disco: There are no innocents in this story.
The next thing to fall under Nightmare Moon’s hateful gaze was the training dummy of Twilight Sparkle. She lifted it up with her magical mane, holding the cotton stuffed doppelganger gingerly for a moment before her magic began to squeeze tightly around its neck.
DiStort: “I find your lack of intelligence disturbing.”
Crazy56U: I think George Lucas gonna sue somebody!
Nightmare Moon stood there, strangling the lifeless doll for a few minutes before she threw it on the ground and proceeded to stomp on it.
Disco: Bah GAWD, Kang! She’s beatin’ that thang like a gubberment mule!
Wild Trotter: Aww, no piledriver?
Time and again she brought her hooves down on the stuffed dummy
Wild Trotter: "I'M BUCKING THE DVD!!! I'M BUCKING THE DVD!!!"
and, when it was leaking cotton from a number of holes, she lifted it up and threw it across the room, the mess flopping once before landing far beneath the alicorn’s new writing desk.
Nightmare Moon let out a slow, heavy pant after the exertion of taking out her anger on the dummy of Twilight... and as the anger was burnt away other emotions began to crawl to fill its place. Without even thinking about it Nightmare Moon dropped down onto her bed, not even trying to find her pillow.
She lay there for a time, her eyes shut... but when she did open she saw herself staring back. A mirror placed along one part of the circular room’s wall was what held the reflection. It was not a true vision of Nightmare Moon, not as many ponies knew her. She lacked her armor, she lacked her purple eye shadow...
Disco: the hoof polish, character depth, redeeming qualities...
and oddly enough she lacked her cutie mark. She was simple a very large black alicorn with a flowing mane of a star dotted nighttime sky... but that alone was enough.
She was Nightmare Moon, and soon everypony in Equestria would be her subject. She would rule with a iron hoof and plunge the kingdom and world into an eternal night.
Wild Trotter: An eternal night that would no doubt slowly leave Equestria dying.
Crazy56U: Yeah, whenever a villain decides to remove the sun, they don't consider that side-effect. It confuses/infuriates me.
After all, it was what she wanted... it was what was expected of her.
Wild Trotter: It was what the plot forced her to do. Sheesh, even Nyx herself has come under the sway of the stupid side of the force. How can this get any worse, you might ask?
Crazy56U: Three words: "Twilight's break-in mission".
RLYoshi: Dude, spoil - ah, screw it.
Disco: This won't end well for anyone.
=====================================================================
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
=====================================================================
Chapter 12
Mother of a Queen
RLYoshi: If that were the case, wouldn't the "queen" in question actually be a princess, and the mother would be the queen?
Shyguy5104: Are you really trying to make sense of this fic? 'Cause if you are I sense failure in the future.
===================
“Can’t believe Nyx turned out to be Nightmare Moon. It... it just makes about as much sense as a blue apple.”
DiStort: I didn’t know blue apples were so common.
Drizzel: (eating one right now) Huh?
Applejack commented.
“I can’t believe you were in on it the whole time and didn’t tell us!” Dash snapped.
“Twilight made me promise not to tell! And it’s not like she knew either.” Rarity argued. “Or didn’t you notice that she was crying her eyes out after Nightmare Moon disappeared? I had to carry the poor thing all the way back to the library and tuck her into bed.”
Wild Trotter: "Not even Reform School Fillies helped calm her down, and it was one of her favorite books of mine."
“Do you think she will be all right?”
DiStort: Are you kidding me? Her adoptive daughter was taken away from her, transformed into an immortal demon princess, and confessed her undying hatred for her. She’ll be over it in like, a week.
Fluttershy asked.
“I... I don’t know Dear.” Rarity admitted. “Twilight... Twilight is taking what happened very hard.”
“I’d be more surprised if she didn’t. She loved that little filly like she was her own.” Applejack pointed out.
“I’d try to cheer her up, but... the only way I know how to cheer up ponies is with parties...
Wild Trotter: "Or was it smoking poison joke that does it better?"
and Twilight doesn’t need a party right now...”
Disco: She needs ice cream. Lots of ice cream.
Pinkie Pie said, her voice lacking much of its usual enthusiasm.
Svensvenderson: That makes Pinkie Pie a *slips glasses on* one trick pony.
Crazy56U: (takes glasses) NO! We’re not doing that CSI meme! This is a CLASSY riffing! (throws them away)
RLYoshi: If what we’re doing is classy, I’m the Polish Nightmare Moon.
Svensvenderson: Aw, my glasses...
“No, she doesn't; right now Twilight just need some time. But... I'm sure she'll be back on her hooves soon.”
“She better! Nightmare Moon is alive, and that means we need to stop her again and we can’t use the Elements of Harmony without her.”
“Dash! Ssshh, Twilight will hear you!”
Disco: “It might get the plot going again!”
Applejack scolded. Still, the five friends that currently talked in the main level of the library didn’t realize how well their voices carried in the old tree.
Svensvenderson: You mean the one that’s just a single giant room?
Disco: It does have many corners, though.
Despite talking in normal voices, their words were able to bounce all the way up stairs and reach the bedroom and Twilight’s ears.
RLYoshi: Their words must be made of some weird kind of rubber.
The unicorn laid in bed, eyes utterly red from crying as she stared out her window.
Disco: She tried to read this entire fanfic in one sitting.
She laid on the top of her bed, hugging a ripped purple vest and a pair of cracked glasses to her chest, all that had been left in the center of Ponyville after Nyx became Nightmare Moon.
Disco: She’d outgrown her Velma fixation.
Twilight hugged these items to her chest as tightly as she could, but they offered her no comfort. They could not replace the little black filly Twilight desperately desired to hug. The filly she wanted to be able to talk to, to beg forgiveness from. They couldn’t replace Nyx.
RLYoshi: either.
Crazy56U: Actually they could, but that would involve recreating the Prologue. And we can’t have THAT.
Anon13: Considering what we have, I’m inclined to think it’s worth a shot...
She knew why she had done it... she knew why and that simple fact was tearing up Twilight’s insides like a Parasprite. A pain that was only growing more numerous and ravenous with each passing second.
Disco: Heartburn?
Drizzel: I hear they have pills for that.
Celestia... she was the princess and a mentor to the purple unicorn. Some would argue she was like a second mother to Twilight, considering how close the pair had gotten while the unicorn was at Celestia’s school. And when one of the ponies you trust in the world above all else, a pony who always seems to be right and know just what to do, tells you... tells you that the filly you’re caring for needs to be taken away, at least part of you wants to disagree.
RLYoshi: As we’ve seen in the past, that part is usually the illogical, stupid part.
Anon13: As we’ve seen in this story, that’s all they have.
She had fought, argued, but Celestia didn’t waver and, to Twilight, it became like she was trying to move the sun itself... an impossible task.
So part of her submitted, part of her agreed with what Celestia was saying and shut down. The logical part of her brain
CTOONfan1: It exists?
Disco: It was noticeably underdeveloped.
conceded even though her heart and other parts of her were screaming for her to do something. She... she had just shut down... become shell shocked, the thing she feared the most in the world coming to pass
CTOONfan1: This story becoming big enough to actually get an MST style riffing!
and her unable to convince Celestia that Nyx wasn’t a danger to anypony.
But then Nyx called out... called out
Crazy56U: “called out... called out... called out...” (punch) Damn it, stop skipping! We’ve got riffing to do! (punch)
and Twilight realized what an idiot she was being...
Svensvenderson: FINALLY!
RLYoshi: I knew it would happen! George owes me ten bucks!
Crazy56U: PRAISE THE LORD!
GelidEnmity: And pass the ammunition...
but it was too late. They were gone... and now all she had left of the filly she cared for like a daughter were her things.
But things couldn’t replace Nyx... they would never be able to replace Nyx.
Disco: They would never want to.
There was only one thing Twilight desire more than having the little filly back. She wanted to say she was sorry, to just say the words whether or not she was forgiven. She honestly didn’t deserve to be forgiven, but... she wanted somepony to know that she was sorry. That she’d take it all back if she could.
Wild Trotter: Well, Twilight, good luck with that,
But there was only one pony those words would mean anything to, and Twilight had no clue where Nightmare Moon was. She had vanished, and despite the all out search by the royal guards and the Equestrian army there was still no sign of her. It was like she and the cult ponies just disappeared into thin air, which was actually an accurate description of the spell that was casted.
RLYoshi: Perhaps they went to SPAAAAACE! ...No?
Twilight herself had tried a number of spells to locate the alicorn. Scrying Spells, locator spells...
Crazy56U: Google...
they all failed. Twilight could only guess that the cult were purposefully masking Nightmare Moon’s location, to keep Celestia and Luna from finding out where they had hidden.
“Hey, did I tell you yet that I figured out who the spy was?” Pinkie Pie’s voice echoed from the library’s main floor, drawing Twilight’s attention back to eavesdropping on her friends’ conversation.
“Spy? What spy?” Applejack asked.
“There was a spy at the Learn and Play Day.“
Disco: He was hiding under a cardboard box.
Drizzel: He captured my control point!
Dash answered. “Pinkie Pie chased him around until he used The Stare to make her freeze up.”
DiStort: Fluttershy’s copyright lawsuit against him is still pending.
“Yea, and you know who it was? That waiter pony, Horte Cuisine,
DiStort: Oh, good, another broken link. I was beginning to miss those.
Disco: Why must you taunt us, Pen Stroke?!
from the cafe in town. I saw him standing with all those nasty cult ponies, and I recognized his mane and those super creepy weepy turquoise eyes of his.”
“Pinkie, they... um.... all had turquoise eyes.” Fluttershy pointed out.
Drizzel: IT’S AN EPIDEMIC! (puts on hazmat suit)
“I know, but I could still tell it was him. When he saw me, my nose got scratchy and my ears got floppy, which means that somepony recognized me and he was the only one looking at me.”
“Well shoot, makes you wonder how many other ponies around town were working with those crazy ponies.”
“Yes it does Applejack, but I’m sure we’ll find out the extent of that particular poison in the morning when we see which ponies are still around and which are missing.” Rarity offered.
RLYoshi: OVEP: provided drunkendly.
Crazy56U: I’ll have whatever she’s having.
Rainbow Dash said something after that, but Twilight didn’t hear it. The unicorn’s horn was glowing, stuffing her saddle bags with a number of different items. She then pushed open her bedroom window, jumping out onto the small balcony before using her magic to levitate herself down to the street below.
Disco: The spell failed, and she spent the rest of the story in traction.
============
Within minutes Twilight had made her way to Horte Cuisine’s home, the waiter stallion a bachelor
CTOONfan1: He’s single, ladies.
Anon13: In case you have a thing for minions.
that lived a few blocks away from the restaurant where he worked. Twilight made no effort to be stealthy or discrete
arcaneterror: Well I suppose not disintegrating is okay.
as she used her magic to force open the door before heading inside. The home looked positively pleasant. Warm, welcoming, and well cleaned. Not at all the kind of home Twilight would expect a cultist to live in.
Wild Trotter: Not enough occult stuff in display, I see.
Svensvenderson: What was she expecting? Shrunken heads, candles, and upside down pentagrams?
RLYoshi: ...If I was going into a cultist’s home, that’s exactly what I’d expect to see, in all honesty.
Disco: She’s obviously never watched Bridle Gossip.
Climbing up the stairs, Twilight found her way to the one bedroom, again finding the room warmly decorated and welcoming. Wasting no time, Twilight opened her saddle bag before taking out a carefully rolled piece of parchment and spreading it out on the bed. It was a very detailed map of Equestria, showing the entire kingdom. Twilight made sure the map laid flat on the bed before she began rummaging in the bedroom.
DiStort: Random maps on the bed make her feel more at home.
She gathered a number of items a pony might call personal. Bits of jewelry, pictures, anything and everything.
Wild Trotter: Not to mention romance novels, exercise tapes, hoof polish for Nexus...
Then levitated each item above the map, and began casting a spell on it. When the spell had no effect, she’d quickly toss the item away and try the next. After going through almost everything
Svensvenderson: She found Horte Cuisine’s clopfic collection.
Wild Trotter: “No Twilestia clopfics... huh...”
Disco: “Twixie? What in the hay is that?!”
Crazy56U: “My God, how much Appledash does he have?”
Twilight tried an old pocket watch she had found in the drawer
CTOONfan1: Horte Cuisine's a Time Lord. It is now canon.
of the bedside table.
When she cast the spell upon the watch, a thin line of light formed between the watch to a place on the map. A smile crept onto the unicorn’s face. While Nightmare Moon and some of the cult were being protected by anti-scrying magic, Horte Cuisine was not. The scrying spell was working, and it was pointing to an area near Ponyville.
Seeing this, Twilight took out another map and laid it out across the bed. This map was a more detailed, showing the area just around Ponyville itself. Again, Twilight cast the scrying spell, and looked to where it was pointing.
It was the rock fields outside Ponyville, the fields were Rarity had been kidnapped by the Diamond Dogs.
Wild Trotter: Well, now I know why the Diamond Dogs left the fanfic.
Twilight used a quill and some ink from her bag to quickly draw an X on the map where the spell was pointing before she packed all her things away. She made no effort to clean the mess she had left in the room upon her departure, finding it a very small way for her to get back at the earth pony who had been spying on her, her friends, and undoubtedly Nyx.
Wild Trotter: In more ways than one, that is.
Svensvenderson: “I made a mess and didn’t clean it up! Take that, Horte Cuisine!”
Disco: How heinous!
Crazy56U: Blast! His plans are foiled!
The sun was just starting to rise as Twilight set out from Horte Cuisine’s home. While the unicorn had been up all night, most of it was spent crying to herself in the bedroom and she did not feel tired. She was a pony on a mission with her eyes bent forward and her eyebrows tucked down
CTOONfan1: Her face must be made of molding clay.
in determination as she walked the streets of Ponyville and headed for the distant rock quarries.
Disco: She didn’t notice everypony laughing at her ridiculous facial expression.
============
“Twilight... Sugarcube... are you awake?” Applejack asked. The five friends of the purple unicorn had decided to spend the night at the library, just in case Twilight needed them or Nightmare Moon decided to try and attack them.
RLYoshi: Because libraries are well-known to be safe bastions of defense against alicorns of darkness.
Each had slept through the night with their Element of Harmony necklace, and Spike had ensured Twilight’s Tiara was safely tucked away in her bedside table. Not the best place to hide such an important artifact, but better than leaving it out in the open.
RLYoshi: But if you left it out in the open, the villains would think it was a trap and not take it! It makes perfect sense! ...right?
Crazy56U: It makes about as much sense as the explanation Mr. Cake gave in “Baby Cakes” in regards to his children.
Applejack saw a mound beneath the covers of the bed, moving over close beside it. “Sugarcube... I know your beatin’ yerself up ‘bout what happened, but... well, you can’t just lie here mopin’.
Disco: “You need a bucket and some water!”
Anon13: that’s mopping, Disco.
We got to go deal with Nightmare Moon before she can attack the princesses, and we can’t do it without yer help.”
Twilight didn’t offer a reply, and, after a few anxious moments, Applejack reached out a hoof to poke the unicorn and make sure she was awake. When her hoof sunk deeper into the mound beneath the covers of the bed than it should have, the orange farm pony tore off the covers.
Where she thought Twilight had been lying was instead several strategically placed pillows, one with a note attached.
Crazy56U: Why do I have the feeling that if it weren’t for the note, Applejack would’ve assumed that Twilight transmogrified into a pile of pillows?
By the time you read this, I will undoubtedly be long gone.
Crazy56U: “I’ve made a break for it. You’re on your own, suckers!”
There is something I have to do, and I won’t let any of my friends or anypony else put themselves in danger trying to come with me. There are somethings I have to say to get off my chest, apologies that have to be voiced.
And there is only one pony I can say them to.
Disco: The readers?
DiStort: Derpy Hooves.
I do not know where I am going, and I doubt that I will return.
CTOONfan1: I could easily end up in a different story entirely. Pray this happens.
I don’t expect everypony to understand why I am doing this but I have to see Nightm Nyx my daughter
Crazy56U: Pen Stroke... there IS a thing called the “backspace” key...
one more time. I have to tell her how sorry I am, even if she doesn’t believe me.
Sincerely,
Twilight Sparkle
P.S. I have left my Element of Magic Tiara in the bedside table.
Wild Trotter: "P.P.S. I don't regret being stupid, really."
“Horse-feathers!” Applejack cursed. “Twilight, girl, what are you thinkin’?!”
Wild Trotter: You have no idea how much of an understatement that is, Applejack...
============
Crazy56U: It begins...
Twilight peaked around the corner,
RLYoshi: She reached the height of her fame around the corner?
Crazy56U: Tonight, on a special “Behind The Ponies”...
taking note of the two guards standing in the earthen tunnel. After reaching the empty rock quarries outside Ponyville, it hadn’t taken long for the unicorn to figure out that she needed to head down into the elaborate tunnel network of the Diamond Dogs.
A few hours of navigating corridors and Twilight knew she was in the right place, having almost walked into a pair of patrolling guards. In a twisted mockery of Celestia’s royal guard, the unicorns were wearing armor of a similar build but it was midnight blue, like the armor worn by Nightmare Moon.
Wild Trotter: Oh no, the guards are joining in on the crossdressing craze now? Has Epic Failure’s “Fabulous blessing” gone right to their heads?
Disco: No one can resist the hoof polish!
Also, like some of Celestia’s soldiers, the armor was enchanted to change the coat color of the pony wearing it. The sturdy built unicorn stallions were a haunting, almost sickly gray tone beneath the armor.
She had managed to avoid most of the wandering patrols, but now Twilight faced a pair of guards that stood vigilantly at a single door in the tunnels. She had no clue what was behind the door.
CTOONfan1: She was confident it was at least a room.
Anon13: My money’s on hoof polish storage.
Disco: Or an orange juice stash.
It could be where Nightmare Moon was or it could easily be a guard barracks filled with a whole platoon of armored soldiers.
Svensvenderson: What she needs now is a cardboard box.
Wild Trotter: Or maybe Nyx’s entire fanbase, under the sway of Nexus’ blessing, are just waiting to go “rip and tear” on poor Twilight.
Crazy56U: Yeah, he wants them to rip and tear Twilight’s guts out. He’s working under the assumption that since Twilight is huge, she must have huge guts. ...yeah, Nexus is weird like that.
Twilight slipped back behind the corner, having to swallow the nervous knot in her throat and shore up her courage. She then picked up a nearby loose gemstone with her magic, floating it in the air for a moment before chucking a distance down the tunnel. The gemstone clattered against the stones, its tinkling noise echoing across the solid stone of the walls.
A few tense moments passed, but the guards did not move.
CTOONfan1: Curses! These guards are competent.
DiStort: If only Twilight had an alarm clock to throw. That always works for Sly Cooper.
When Twilight looked again, she saw the two unicorns hadn’t moved an inch. They remained still as statues, minus their ears which now stood in a little more erect attention. The purple unicorn’s attempt to draw the guards away from the door did nothing but make them more alert, a little fact that made Twilight grit her teeth in aggravation.
“Okay, time for another tactic.” Twilight whispered, horn starting to glow.
Crazy56U: LOOK OUT, TWILIGHT’S PACKIN’!!!
She’d have to do this quickly, but maybe it would work. Peaking out from behind the corner one more time,
RLYoshi: She will rise to fame once more!
Twilight cast out her magic. The magic reached the door, and after taking a few moments to build strength Twilight unleashed it.
The heavy wooden door swung open with a slam, crashing against the stone wall on the far side.
Disco: !
Despite being trained, the two guards jumped
RLYoshi: and wet themselves
a little when the door opened so suddenly. They quickly looked inside, trying to see who had thrown it open. Twilight, however, did the best she could to study and focus the room beyond the door. She took in every detail she could,
Disco: They were mostly vague and blandly written.
painting a picture in mind as long a she dared before hiding behind the corner again.
She then waited there until she heard the guards re-close the door, and then waited a little longer after that to make sure they weren’t going to come searching for her. When both of those conditions were satisfied Twilight smiled and began picturing the far side of the door in her head, trying to recall every detail. When she held a solid image of the destination in mind, her horn glowed with magic and she disappeared in a flash.
Drizzel: (gasp) Twilight’s a jumper!
Crazy56U: Don’t bother, no one saw that movie.
Twilight didn’t dare open her eyes for a moment, fearing she may have aimed incorrectly and appeared directly in front of the guards. Still, when nothing reached out to grab her, the unicorn risked a look and smiled when she saw she teleported to exactly where she wanted to be, on the far side of the door. With guards bypassed and a new trick for getting by any future obstacles, Twilight continued down the tunnel. It went straight for a long time before ending in a right turn, and upon reaching the right turn Twilight peaked
RLYoshi: Misspell it once, shame on you. Misspell it twice, shame on the spellcheck. Misspell it three times...I give up.
around the corner and almost let out an audible gasp at what she saw.
A huge cavern had been carved out of the solid rock. It stretched on for what had to be twenty or thirty stories and was easily easily
CTOONfan1: It was easily very easy.
several dozen city blocks wide across. Even more impressive what was built in the cavern. A castle, both elegant and terrifying, had been erected in the deep underground cavern, its tallest tower just a few feet short of scrapping the ceiling.
Svensvenderson: Somepony is addicted to Minecraft.
Tower: Ehh, I think we should restart. Try sheetrock next time.
It was undoubtedly the castle of Nightmare Moon, and Twilight was suddenly regretting not bringing her friends along. Still... she quickly shook this fear from her mind. If she had brought her friends along it would be to face and defeat Nightmare Moon using the Elements of Harmony and she... couldn’t be a part of that.
Wild Trotter: And besides... she wanted to spite the readers even further with her idiocy.
Crazy56U: Yeah, screw getting help! It's best to be stupid by yourself rather than in a group.
That wasn’t why she had come searching for Nightmare Moon.
DiStort: She needed to get her fondue pot back from her.
Twilight hung back in the small access tunnel for a time, watching the many patrols of guards that kept watch from the castle’s high walls. As if being underground wasn’t enough the castle still had defensive walls, which only made Twilight’s approach that more difficult.
Yet, remembering her trick for getting by the last pair of guards,
CTOONfan1: She guessed every set of guards were equally stupid.
Anon13: It works in action movies!
Twilight began looking about the castle. She then saw an opening, a balcony on the tallest tower, and after focusing for a magic for the time the unicorn soon found herself standing on that very balcony, having bypassed all of the castle’s outer security.
Wild Trotter: (in a British accent) "Teleport!"
Crazy56U: Twilight has a long night tonight: after apologizing to Nightmare Moon, she has to stop Bowser's time machine and then take his evil test.
She’d have to be sure to tell Princess Celestia about this little trick. Her mentor would undoubted like to know how easy it was for the magically inclined unicorn to sneak into such a heavily guarded
Disco: More like ineptly.
castle by just popping around using her teleportation spell.
DiStort: Wow, Twilight teleporting. Never seen her do THAT before.
For the moment, however, Twilight shelved that thought and poked her head into the room the balcony was attached to. It seemed to be a room that existed only as a means of accessing the highest balcony of the castle, a room elegantly decorate with a night time sky on the ceiling and a map of Ponyville on the floor but otherwise completely devoid of furniture. It seemed a shame to waste such a perfect room, but Twilight didn’t think about it long as she moved towards the far stairwell and made her descent.
Crazy56U: A paragraph describing a room. A PARAGRAPH DESCRIBING A- (twitches) Bah!
Drizzel: (soothingly) It's okay, just let it out.
Crazy56U: ...okay. (punches you out and then wrecks everything in anger)
Drizzel: … ow...
=============
Twilight felt a lot less sure about what she was doing, having almost screamed when she came across a room filled with dismembered and broken training dummies. Training dummies that looked a great deal like her and her friends. After seeing a number of the dummies were missing their heads, Twilight couldn’t help but lift a hoof to her neck and swallow nervously. It was a good thing she had been able to avoid the castle guards so far.
CTOONfan1: Being beheaded would so ruin her weekend.
After slipping back out of the storage closet she had hidden in,
Disco: She wanted to admit her undying love for Rainbow Dash.
Twilight made sure the pair of patrolling guards were well past before continuing down the hallway. The castle was kept lit with a number of enchanted gemstones, the precious jewels a fairly easy to come by resource in the tunnel network of the diamond dogs. That and with the castle so far underground that there was no hope for natural lighting, it made sense that everything had to be lit, and smoke from torches would just choke every pony since Twilight doubted the ventilation in the cavern was very good.
These, however, were all side concerns. Twilight had been scouring the rooms for probably an hour with no sign of Nightmare Moon but the castle was pretty large. It didn’t help that there was no guarantee Nightmare Moon was staying in the same place. She could have moved to another part of the castle Twilight had already checked for all the unicorn knew.
RLYoshi: (sigh) Backtracking, how I loathe you.
Crazy56U: And thus, "Past Sins" became a Let's Play. Quick, call Chuggaconroy; he’ll make this funny!
These worrisome thoughts were dispelled when Twilight heard another patrol of guards approaching, the unicorn quickly ducking into an open door. She didn’t have time to shut the door without drawing suspicion, so Twilight hid in the dark room as she watched the guards pass by just outside.
The guards stepped into view, but with them was another pony... a pony Twilight recognized. Spell Nexus, the headmaster to Celestia’s School of Gifted Unicorns.
Wild Trotter: Unfortunately, also the pony behind this whole mess...
Drizzel: He was looking a lot more fabulous than Twilight remembered.
The purple unicorn could only panic and wonder why he was in the castle. Had he been kidnapped? Was he being held captive? Did Nightmare Moon want to torture him for information?
Disco: *Facehoofs* Twi’s constantly pushing the idiocy envelope.
Wild Trotter: ...And yet, Twilight doesn't even KNOW that it was HIM that got her into this debacle.
Crazy56U: Please, a good amount of the ponies in this story lack the ability to rationally think; does this honestly surprise you?
Wild Trotter: Not really. Then again, the Diamond Dogs DID make themselves scarce.
RLYoshi: Next time on Ponyball Z! ...how many times have I made that joke?
Despite the danger to herself, Twilight also saw an opportunity. If she set him free he could go tell Celestia and Luna where Nightmare Moon was.
Wild Trotter: And here's where her attempt to "storm the castle" ends.
That way they could prepare and plan an attack against the castle. He was also a unicorn with a talent for magic and that meant he might be able to wield the Element of Magic in her place. He could possibly complete the Elements of Harmony, since Twilight doubted she’d be leaving the castle once she presented herself to Nightmare Moon.
Svensvenderson: “Best laid plans of mice and idiot ponies gang aft agley.”
Before Twilight even really knew what she was doing
Disco: It’d take far too long for her to figure out.
she jumped back into the corridor with her horn glowing. With a single resounding clang the unicorn had used her magic to smash the helmets of the two guards together, making them slump over on the floor in a daze. She then wrapped her magic around Spell Nexus and drug him away as she galloped down the halls, putting as much distance as possible between her and the guards she had just attacked.
For five minutes Twilight ran and, when finally satisfied she wasn’t being followed, she came to a stop and released Spell Nexus from her levitation magic, the blue unicorn
RLYoshi: Wait, Trixie? What are you doing here?!
looking at her in disbelief.
“Don’t worry...” Twilight said between pants as she poked her head around a corner. “I don’t know why Nightmare Moon kidnapped you but you don’t have to worry. I can get you out of here.”
Crazy56U: "On an unrelated note, I may have sniffed some markers before coming here, so if I start acting stupid, there you go."
“But Miss Sparkle, what in the world are you doing down here? How did you even find this place?” Spell Nexus asked.
Wild Trotter: "And how have you been oblivious to my REAL allegiance for so long?"
“My friend, Pinkie Pie, figured out that a pony in Ponyville named Horte Cuisine was part of this crazy cult.
Wild Trotter: "And he had a thing for Twixie of all things."
So I used a scrying spell on some of his things and figured out I needed to look in the gemstone quarries.”
“But how did you get by the guards?”
Wild Trotter: "Scratch that, why am I surrounded by flankholes?"
“Oh, that was easy.” Twilight replied, still looking around the corner to make sure no guards were coming. “I know a teleportation spell, so I just popped by the guards whenever I needed to. That’s actually how I plan to get you out of here. Once I’m sure the coast is clear, I’ll teleport us up to a balcony. There, I can teleport us down to a cavern entrance. You’ll have to find your own back to the surface from there but I’m sure you can manage. I’ve got something I have to do here.”
Wild Trotter: "To make the long story short, I had cheats!"
Crazy56U: It’s official: Twilight's a BAD Let's Player. (sigh) I’m going to save us the trouble and contact slowbeef and Diabeetus myself.
“Oh, I can assure you, Miss Sparkle, that won’t be necessary.”
Wild Trotter: "For Celestia's top student, you must lack quite the amount of common sense today... sucker!"
RLYoshi: Obviously she made a stop at the hospital to make sure she didn't have any signs of Common Sense Syndrome before coming here. That stuff can ruin an entire plot.
“Won’t be- what do you mean-
THUNK
Wild Trotter: In the words of the Fatt Mann: "PWNED!"
DiStort: Keep doing what you do best, Sound Effects Guy.
Twilight felt something firm strike the back of her head, and the world fell away in an instant.
Wild Trotter: Game over, suckality!
Behind her, Spell Nexus stood with a firm, wooden baton grasped in his magic.
Wild Trotter: Well, looks like Twilight earned the title "Little Miss Epic Failure" after that one.
Disco: That trophy takes hours to unlock.
With a flash the baton returned to its original shape, one of the many bits of wood used to hold the gemstones that lit the underground castle. He returned the gemstone to the piece of wood and then set both back into the metal mount on the wall before looking down at the now unconscious unicorn.
CTOONfan1: Nexus: Boy, aren’t you stupid.
Anon13: Pot, meet kettle.
“GUARDS!”
Crazy56U: Nexus, you fool! Now Bowser has won!
Nexus’ bellow brought three pairs of guards running, including the pair that had been attacked by Twilight.
arcaneterror: Stop right there, criminal scum!
Nexus looked at each set of guards and pointed to them in turn.
“You, take her to the dungeons for the time being. And if she resists, don’t be gentle.
Wild Trotter: "Whip her cutie mark, if you have to."
You, go fetch the best unicorn sorcerers we have and tell them we need to expand the defensive spells. We have to protect everypony here from scrying spells, not just the queen.
“And you two,” Nexus said, pointing a hoof at the two guards who were supposed to be protecting him. “Be thankful I need you for something, otherwise you’d be in the dungeon for letting yourselves get so easily defeated by single unicorn mare.
RLYoshi: "I will completely ignore the fact that said unicorn mare is one of the Elements of Harmony and possesses more powerful magic than anypony seen so far just so I can yell at you some more."
Now, I want you to go and alert all the tunnel guards to be on the look out for the Bearers of the Elements of Harmony. It sounds as if Twilight came here alone, but I do not want to be surprised by the others showing up.”
The three pairs of guards all snapped to attention and saluted before quickly going about their tasks. Nexus followed the guards that carried the unconscious Twilight, smiling to himself gently.
“You shall be presented to the queen in time, Twilight. But first,
Disco: “A drink. You like orange juice?”
I need to hear how you do that lovely little teleportation spell of yours. Can’t have other unicorns like you sneaking into the palace, now can we?”
Wild Trotter: "Or for that matter, having other unicorns like you come peeking into our shipping fic stashes... or getting into MY hoof polish."
=============
The pair of servants at the entrance of the throne room pushed the large doors opened, quickly bowing as Nightmare Moon stepped through. The fallen princess had been returned to the frightful image so many ponies knew her by.
Wild Trotter: And yet, deep down, that same image is one of world-weariness.
She once again had on her purple eyeshadow, something to accent her otherwise utterly black appearance, and she was once again clad in her regal armor. Elegant horse shoes, a chest plate with a crescent moon, her neck plate, and the sleek helmet which fit her head so perfectly.
All that was missing was her Cutie Mark, something that perturbed Nightmare Moon to no end. She was a full grown alicorn and a queen and she was still a blank flank.
DiStort: Your cutie mark is invisible. It means your special talent is being a failure.
Crazy56U: Then again, the two fillies who would mock her for this were now scared of her, so this was no big deal.
Nexus had offered an explanation that her original cutie mark was actually Luna’s cutie mark, that it had been the moon princess’ special talent to move the moon across the sky. Now that she had her own body and was her own mare,
CTOONfan1: She didn’t have to depend on any stallion.
Nexus surmised that Nightmare Moon might have a different special talent.
He then of course quickly went about flattering Nightmare Moon endlessly, saying her Cutie Mark would undoubtedly be a crown or something else that would appear when she defeated Celestia and Luna and took her rightful place as the queen of Equestria.
Wild Trotter: Or maybe a heart of passion as well as some other symbol of kinkiness.
Nightmare Moon let her thoughts linger on her blank flank for just a few minutes before she looked to the far end of the throne room.
Nexus was standing near the throne, smiling gently as he drank from a glass of orange juice, his favorite drink.
Wild Trotter: Secretly, he's slipping orange vodka into that juice.
Crazy56U: NOW IT ALL MAKES SENSE!
Orange juice was good, but Nightmare Moon had tasted some of Applejack’s famous Sweet Apple Acres apple juice. Now that was a good juice.
Wild Trotter: Don't forget the apple scrumpy.
She had first tasted it with Twilight, when she was being introduced to the unicorn’s friends for the first time. Applejack had been kind of scary, but the moment she tried that apple juice she had-
Nightmare Moon closed her eyes and cracked her thoughts back into line, forcing herself to end her recollection of the memory as she sat in her throne.
“My Queen, you are looking positively radiant in your new armor.”
DiStort: “Kiss up all you like, Nexus. We’re not putting a dance floor in this place.”
“Thank you Spell Nexus. The blacksmith you recruited does fine work.”
“The finest, my Queen. You deserve nothing less.”
“Is there anything else you wish for me to attend to today?”
Drizzel: “I can do birthday parties!”
“There is but one matter; a bit of good news.”
“News?”
“Bring her in.” Nexus called. At the beckoning of the unicorn a set of doors to the side of the throne room opened and a pair of guards came trotting in. They dragged between them a partially limp body, which they then deposited on the floor just below Nightmare Moon’s throne.
“She was found sneaking around the castle corridors, and it appears that she came here alone. Something rather stupid to do, considering she is supposed to be the smartest one of her rag tag group of friends.”
Wild Trotter: Way to go meta on us once again, fanfic.
Crazy56U: He ad-libbed that line; even he knew this part was stupid.
RLYoshi: You know it's bad when Epic Failure thinks something's stupid.
Nexus chuckled at his own insult but Nightmare Moon remained still as stone. The breath had got caught in her chest, and her eyes were fixed on the battered figured on the floor below her.
It was Twilight Sparkle, and the unicorn looked like she had been on the losing end of a brutal fight. Her mane and coat were a mess and there were a few visible scratches here and there.
Wild Trotter: And dozens of whip lash marks on her flanks.
The unicorn’s right eye also looked puff and swollen, like she had been hit in the face.
Wild Trotter: The other eye, however, ended up cross-eyed from the head trauma.
“Stand before your
Wild Trotter: "New mistress!"
Queen!” Nexus barked,
Disco: Epic Failure speaks fluent Dog.
using a bit of magic to lift Twilight off the ground. The sudden movement seemed to snap the unicorn out of her stupor, her legs flailing around a moment until she realized she was being levitated. When Nexus was sure Twilight would be able to stand on her own to hooves,
RLYoshi: Not only does Pen Stroke think Twilight has two hooves, but he didn't even spell "two" right! That's a double-fail right there.
Crazy56U: DOUBLE-FAIL ALL THE WAY ACROSS THE SKY! What does it mean...
CTOONfan1: SO DIM-WITTED AND OBVIOUS!
he lowered her back to the ground. And Twilight did stand, though she lifted up her front right leg, as if it hurt to put weight down on it.
“So, how do you wish to have her dealt with my Queen? I can only imagine some of the tortures you could inflict upon her... and then after you’ve had your revenge perhaps a beheading? Or maybe it would send a more powerful message to have her hanged?”
Crazy56U: ... (scoots away) Um... You're a little too eager there to see Twilight's punishment, Nexus. ...I mean, I know you have a breathing fetish, but still...
“Leave us.”
Nexus was a little caught off guard.
“Pardon, my Queen?”
“Leave us.” Nightmare Moon repeated, her dragon eyes focusing on Nexus in a firm, angered gaze. “No other pony is to be in this room except me and Twilight, and nopony is to enter until I call for you.”
Drizzel: Ah... nah, too easy.
“Of... of course.” Nexus partially stammered, quickly galloping around the hall. He did not have to echo Nightmare Moon’s orders to any of the ponies who had been in the room, all of them quickly fleeing and locking the doors in. Nexus was the last to leave, slipping out the front entrance. Nightmare Moon waited until she heard a click of the door’s great locks before she turned her gaze back to Twilight.
The alicorn rose from her throne, wings spreading wide as she cast her shadow across Twilight, the unicorn taking an anxious step back in fear, the terror glinting in Twilight’s one unharmed eye.
“What are you doing here?” Nightmare Moon asked, her voice dripping with hatred and paranoia, “Have you come to try and purify me as you did before? Come to use the Elements of Harmony to save Equestria? Have you come to destroy what you helped protect? To fix the mistake you made believing I was not Nightmare Moon!?”
“I... I... I...”
The black alicorn slammed a hoof.
Crazy56U: Even Nightmare Moon believes in the Rule of Three trope.
“WHY ARE YOU HERE?!?”
Wild Trotter: "WHY ARE YOU EVEN IN THIS STORY!?!?"
RLYoshi: "WHY DOES THIS STORY EVEN EXIST?!?!?"
Crazy56U: "WHY ARE YOU ALL YELLING?!?"
RLYoshi: "BECAUSE THIS SITUATION CALLS FOR VERY LOUD VOICES!!!!"
Drizzel: “AND TIS TRADITION TO SPEAK IN THE ROYAL CANTERLOT VOICE!”
Crazy56U: Well knock that off, this isn’t MSNBC.
“I came to say I’m sorry.”
Twilight’s words echoed hauntingly across the hall, the unicorn’s voice lingering in the air. Nightmare Moon remained still as stone for a time, but then she stepped back. The alicorn folded her wings and sat back down in her throne.
Wild Trotter: This is gonna hurt, isn’t it?
Crazy56U: Ooooooh, yeah. (pulls out tissues)
“It is too late for apologies. I have learned just how much....or rather, how little I must mean to you when you let them take me away.”
Wild Trotter: "Either that, or using your brain was too much to ask."
“But I still want to say I’m sorry Nyx.” Twilight countered, looking up at Nightmare Moon through her one good eye, the other still completely swollen shut.
“My name is not Nyx. It is Nightmare Moon.”
Wild Trotter: "You may call me Nightmare Nyx, if you wish."
“You can call yourself what you want. Nightmare Moon, Queen Moon, the Empress of Equestria. You’ll always be Nyx to me.”
DiStort: Dumb, boring, tick-infested Nyx.
Nightmare Moon’s gaze hardened, the black alicorn glaring at the unicorn.
“Oh how so very sentimental of you, Twilight. Pity that sentiment wasn’t there when Celestia was taking me away. Though, now that I think about it, you probably wanted her to take me away.”
Wild Trotter: "And all just because you slept with her. Isn't it?"
“No... no Nyx I didn’t-”
“Yes you did! You saw who I was, you saw the truth, and no matter how much you denied it you were scared of what I would become... so you let Celestia take me away... just take me away so you could forget about me... act like I was never even there.”
Wild Trotter: "Besides, have you even seen all those pictures of you getting all intimate with Celestia!? You were denying those all this time, I know it!"
“I... I was scared. I admit it.” Twilight tried to defend, taking a single anxious step closer to the alicorn. “Celestia told me of everything that could happen if you became Nightmare Moon again... and she convinced me that... I had to let her take you... so that you could be tested. So she could be sure whether or not you were Nightmare Moon.
Crazy56U: "So please... blame her, not me! She's the one who needs your wrath!"
“And if you weren’t, she’d bring you back to me... make me your legal guardian, so nopony could ever take you away again.
“But... but then I heard you call out to me... and not as Twilight. You called out to me as your mother... and I realized what I was doing.
CTOONfan1: The plot can’t control me anymore!
Anon13: Oh, you have NO idea.
Nyx... you remember that night, don’t you? That night when I told you that you had a family.
Disco: She’s obviously forgotten. Someone get her a wiki link!
That you had Owlowiscious and Spike as older brothers... that you had me as a mother.
“I raced out to try and stop Celestia. I was willing to fight her to get you back... but the chariot had already taken off. I chased it... but I was too late.”
Wild Trotter: "The power of the plot was too much for me. Honest."
Nightmare Moon fluttered her wings before she turned and sat back down on her throne.
“A touching story... but that’s all it is. No matter what your intentions were, it was your actions that set all this in motion. It is through your actions that you have done ill against me, and for which you shall receive no forgiveness.
DiStort: “Let’s see how YOU like mister naughty stick!”
Wild Trotter: Sheesh, misunderstandings like this make me want to vomit blood.
Crazy56U: (holds up a bucket full of glass shards) Me too. (downs the bucket)
RLYoshi: Save some for me.
“And do not think I have forgotten the stream of lies you have filled my head with. You said I was not Nightmare Moon, that I could never be her. Well, if that was true we wouldn't be sitting here now would we? I can only wonder if the lie was more your own sake than my own... if you weren’t trying to deny the truth that stared you in the face.”
Wild Trotter: Like many readers had pointed out, if only Twilight didn't have such a deathgrip on the idiot ball... Scratch that, if Celestia hadn't held onto said ball...
Anon13: Pretty much everyone in this fic is hugging and squeezing the ball and calling it George.
Crazy56U: I keep telling you people, (waves a box of markers) there’s a better explanation!
“It wasn’t a lie, Nyx... and it still isn’t a lie... or at least, it doesn’t have to be.”
“You are truly in denial when you can look upon this face... this form and not see me as Nightmare Moon.”
Wild Trotter: "And yet, I act nothing like her. ...Something must be wrong with me!"
Crazy56U: I think the real reason is that Lauren Faust owns the rights to Nightmare Moon (I’m guessing, don’t sue me), and so if Pen Stroke uses the ACTUAL Nightmare Moon, he's going to be sued for copyright infringement. ...and considering his track record so far...
“Nyx, ponies choose who they want to be. We all have that choice, and so do you.
Wild Trotter: "Diamond Tiara and Silver Spoon on the other hoof? Well, they're just DESTINED to remain friendless."
Crazy56U: In my mind, this is slowly turning into "The Iron Giant". ...wouldn't that make this more interesting?
You are only Nightmare Moon if you want to be... and the Nyx I know wouldn’t want to be doing all this.
CTOONfan1: She’d be too busy annoying neighbors with her kazoo.
She wouldn’t want to take over Equestria, or make her friends worry.”
“Worry? HA! Who is foalish enough to worry about me?!”
Wild Trotter: Your fanbase, of course!
Crazy56U: Oh honey, you have NO idea how stupid that question was. ...kinda sad if you think about it. (reaches for a tissue)
“I can think of three... three Crusaders who were your closest friends.”
A memory flashed in Nightmare Moon’s mind, of Scootaloo staring up at her. The one pony in the crowd, besides Twilight, who hadn’t looked at her in fear. Whose eyes had been filled with concern and sadness.
“They will need to learn that their friend is never coming back. That she’s gone forever.”
Wild Trotter: "Except... not really."
Disco: Just like Scootaloo’s mother.
Crazy56U: Of course she is! We aren't going to riff the whole fanfic; this gets no resolution!
“She doesn’t have to be Nyx, you don’t have to be-”
“ENOUGH!!” Nightmare Moon bellowed, her wings unfurling for a dramatic effect
Wild Trotter: Thank you, that was totally necessary.
Crazy56U: Are you kidding? Pen Stroke used the word "dramatic"! This is SO necessary!
before the black alicorn carefully tucked them again. “Nexus!”
Drizzel: “I need to borrow your eyeshadow!”
The blue unicorn slipped into he room within seconds, galloping up and bowing to his queen.
“You called, your Highness?”
“With Twilight Sparkle in our custody there is no threat posed by the Elements of Harmony. Celestia and Luna are defenseless. We must simply wait for the prime opportunity to strike against the Royal Sisters. Soon, I will fly for Canterlot to take the kingdom, but for this day I wish to retire to my chambers and rest.”
“Of course your Excellence. And what would you have me do with Twilight Sparkle?”
Disco: “She is going to...’rest’ with me.”
Wild Trotter: Do I sense some 70's music going on?
Crazy56U: I don’t what you’re sensing, but I sense some sexophone. ...I love alliteration.
“She is to be taken to the dungeon and be given a cell of her own. Tend to her injuries and ensure she has a blanket and pillow. She is also to be fed properly, and not just bread and water.
Crazy56U: "I may be evil, but I have standards, dammit!"
She is to be given real food, food you yourself would be willing to eat, Nexus.”
Crazy56U: "Orrrr, maybe not."
“But... but Your Highness. She-”
Wild Trotter: "She dared to be more fabulous than me!"
“DO YOU QUESTION ME NEXUS!?!”
Crazy56U: "DOES NIGHTMARE MOON NEED TO CHOKE A BITCH?!?"
Anon13: Please do!
Nightmare Moon snapped, standing up from her throne. “I will deal with Twilight Sparkle in my own way at a time of my choosing. Until then you shall follow my orders and treat her as I have directed.
“And... if I discover she has been harmed by you or the guards again it will not be her hanging from the gallows!
Crazy56U: You know, it's too bad this riffing stops at chapter 13. Because chapter 17 proves that she was bucking serious in this regard. And I commend her for it.
Do I make myself clear?!?”
“O... of, of course Your Majesty. I will see to it personally.”
“Good. Now, am retiring for the day.”
RLYoshi: "And am gettin' an accent as ah do it."
Crazy56U: I think she got drunk off of smelling Nexus, and has begun slurring.
Nightmare Moon said coolly, standing from her throne as she strode by Nexus and Twilight, heading for the throne room doors.
“Yes my Queen.”
Wild Trotter: "No flank whipping today? Blast!"
=============
Nightmare Moon moved into her bedroom and slammed the door behind herself, throwing up her magical sound proofing before she began to stomp around the room.
DiStort: There’s always time for a royal temper tantrum.
She was tempted to topple furniture, to cause destruction for the sake of it. She was just so angry...
Drizzel: NYX SMASH!
But the source of the anger was making Nightmare Moon’s mind spin. She was not angry at Twilight, even after all the unicorn had done wrong. No, her anger stemmed from a far different source. She was enraged at Nexus and her guards for what they did to Twilight,
CTOONfan1: How dare they attack and ensnare an intruder!
Anon13: Didn’t they learn anything in minion school?
for bring the unicorn to her their queen’s hooves beaten and with a black eye.
The worst of it was Nightmare Moon didn’t understand why she was angry. What did she care?
Disco: She was far too one-dimensional for that.
Twilight had given her up, abandoned her... had lied to her constantly about the fact she wasn’t Nightmare Moon. She should have been happy to see the unicorn get a small fraction of the
Wild Trotter: Kinky whipping.
punishment she deserved. Nexus was right; Twilight deserved be tortured
CTOONfan1: TO be tortured, NMM. TO!
before finally being hanged from the gallows... but then why was she still so angry that the unicorn had been hurt?
Nightmare Moon stomped around her room for half an hour,
Disco: To the tune of the Imperial March.
her mind going in circles as she tried to figure out why she had been so angry, why she was still so angry. She even tried throwing a few books across the room,
Disco: A whole section of Appledash fics was never recovered.
doing anything to try and relieve her rage but it still remained.
The alicorn‘s horn began to glow, armor floating off and landing in a pile at the door. She needed to think and the armor was starting to become too much of a distraction. It fit her well but armor was always in someway uncomfortable.
RLYoshi: At least she wasn't a stallion. Then it would just start riding up in the crotch.
Crazy56U: Image... can't... remove... eyes... brain... bleeding... (drops dead)
Armor removed, Nightmare Moon flopped down onto her bed, not even bothering to clean off her eye shadow as she tossed and turned violently, trying to expend the frustration that just continued to boil inside her.
Who was she angry at? Was it Twilight? Was it Nexus? Was it the guards? Who was it?
Crazy56U: (regenerates) Honey, don’t you remember? When in doubt, blame the author.
The alicorn finally stopped tossing, flopping to one side as her eyes gazed off into the distance. Once again, the alicorn found herself staring at the mirror on one side of her room...
Crazy56U: "GOD, I look pretty."
Drizzel: “But I’ll never be as pretty as Nexus.”
and for the first time in the half hour of rage and confusion, Nightmare Moon asked herself a single, silent question.
Was she angry with herself?
Wild Trotter: Was she angry at how she was characterized? If so, I can't really blame her.
It was a thought that took root like a seed and began to grow into other thoughts.
Wild Trotter: Such as the sudden urge to feel up Luna.
DiStort: The first signs of logic. Truly a foreign concept to Nyx.
Anon13: Or Pen.
The first of those thoughts was it didn’t make any sense. What reason did she have to be angry with herself? She was a queen, with loyal servants and soon a kingdom of her own. If anything, she should be happy of how successful she was going to be.
But it was success that became tainted with the thought of Twilight in the dungeons below. Did she really want to succeed when it meant Twilight had to get hurt?
Wild Trotter: Except if such pain was directed towards the latter's flanks, getting her excited?
Not just physically either. Nightmare Moon was about to attack Celestia, the pony that was a teacher and mentor to Twilight, a pony the unicorn cared about deeply. How much would it hurt Twilight when she heard the news that Celestia had been defeated.
And why did she even care?
Crazy56U: It's that confusing notion called a "soul", honey. You should be proud you have it.
Nightmare Moon’s rage returned, but only for a few moments as the alicorn struggled with herself. The alicorn was mentally exhausted,
Disco: That didn’t take long.
and she decided to try and disregard her thoughts as she turned over on the bed, putting her back to the mirror.
Her gaze now was focused on her writing desk and soon drifted to the item that had been thrown beneath it the previous evening. The mostly destroyed training dummy of Twilight Sparkle. Without even really thinking about it, Nightmare Moon lifted her head, horn glowing as she drew out the tattered and ripped dummy. Her magic flowed into it, the ripped threads repairing themselves as the puffs of cotton were drawn back inside. Within moments the training dummy was once again in pristine condition.
Crazy56U: You know, if the "ruling over Equestria" thing doesn't work out, at least she can have a prominent career in item restoration.
After looking at the dummy for a time, Nightmare Moon floated it into bed beside her, hooking her legs around it.
Disco: *spit-takes* Really? Really?!
DiStort: (Kisses hoof) Mwah! G’night everypony!
The material was rough, but with a bit more magic Nightmare Moon turned the sturdy, unforgiving potato bag fabric into something softer, a substance that felt almost like a real pony coat. In her legs the training dummy became much more a doll.
CTOONfan1: Does widdle Nightmare Moon need her widdle dowwy wowwy? (violently
killed)
Her grip on the life sized doll tightened as Nightmare Moon thought of Twilight,
Wild Trotter: "Maybe I really should've let her "rest" with me, instead."
alone in the dungeons, in pain from her injuries... in greater pain because of what she had done. Nightmare Moon had seen it when the unicorn was in the throne room. There was true remorse in her eyes. Twilight meant every word she said, every apology she offered.
CTOONfan1: (Brought back because they like me to suffer) Which means YOU are
the asshole here. Who knew?
But Twilight was wrong about one thing. She was Nightmare Moon. She was the Mare in the Moon. There was no escaping the truth, and thus there was no escaping being Nightmare Moon.
Wild Trotter: And for the subjects, no escaping her newly-surfacing kinky side.
She was Nightmare Moon... and she could never be Nyx again.
Wild Trotter: And good God I need a stiff drink.
=====================================================================
My Little Pony, Friendship is Magic © Hasbro
I do not own the intellectual properties this fan-fiction is based on.
Crazy56U: "But I do own the stuff that made you cry... so I got that going for me!"
===================================================================
Chapter 13
Disco: Yes, finally! The end of this MST is so close I can almost taste it...And it
tastes like chicken.
Anon13: Quit chewing on Scootaloo!
All Hail The Queen
Crazy56U: No thanks, I stick to hailing the king. Ash Williams has a chainsaw, which instantly makes him best pony.
===================
CLANG... CLANG CLANG... CLANG CLANG... CLANG
DiStort: We already agreed to give you a raise, Sound Effects Guy. You don’t need to convince us anymore.
Crazy56U: Bring out your dead! Bring out your dead!
“All guards to your posts. I want every approach to the castle on watch.” A gruff captain ordered out to the willing ears of his lieutenants. “Have all our unicorns do whatever they can to secure the castle magically.
CTOONfan1: "To everyone else... good luck."
Barrier, wards, or even just making the castle disappear. They can do whatever the hay they want as long as it works.”
Isphone: “Also, I want the meat-shield earth ponies to form a living wall around this place, pronto!”
Crazy56U: Wait, I thought meat-shields were only used in those Youtube microwaving shows.
CTOONfan1: Because nobody likes roasted nuts.
“Yes Sir!”
“Now listen to me stallions. Celestia has been up straight for the past seven days worried sick ever since Nightmare Moon has returned and she is at the point of exhaustion.
CTOONfan1: "I still want no one to help her cope. She has to deal with this problem on her own."
What is worse, Luna has still not returned since she left to confront Nightmare Moon;
Drizzel: But I’m sure she's fine! (huffs markers)
we still have no idea what her current status is.
Some of her advisers have finally convinced Celestia to get some sleep. She cannot face Nightmare Moon tired, so that’s our job. We have to keep the castle secure so the princess can rest and recover her strength.”
“Uh... Captain?”
“What is it?”
CTOONfan1: "Are we boned?" "Yes, yes we are."
“You know how the moon used to have craters that looked like a unicorn on it?”
“Yes, that was before Luna returned.”
Crazy56U: Captain: "Why are you asking these questions?"
Guard: "Somepony, I think his name was ‘Pencil Strike’, paid me 25 bits to ask you that. He said it had to do with ‘pointless canon-nods’."
Captain: "You sicken me."
Guard: “Acknowledged, sir.”
“Um... they’re back.”
“What the hay are you blabbering about soldier? What do you mean they’re...” The captain began, only to look to the far horizon where the moon had just risen, the moon once again having the image of a unicorn across its surface that wasn’t there the night before.
Wild Trotter: Surely, the moon isn't alive... and hungry.
CTOONfan1: "The moon's gonna fall! Fetch me Link!"
“Horse-feathers.”
DiStort: Understatement of the year.
The captain cursed. “Somepony tell the servants that Celestia is not to see the moon. If she sees that image she’ll assume the worse and never get any sleep, and she needs to regain her strength.”
CTOONfan1: "Got it. Men! Board up every window in the castle!"
“Yes Sir!” The lieutenants said with a snap to attention before quickly running off to their tasks. The captain could only huff
arcaneterror: paint.
Crazy56U: markers.
Private Sprinkles: oxygen. Who's to say he doesn't have a breathing fetish too?
, the aged earth pony soldier moving over to the edge of the castle’s battlements as he looked out across the landscape of Equestria.
Drizzel: And was pushed over by his exhausted soliders.
The moon continued to rise into the sky and the late hours of the night wore on. It was an anxious wait, the air heavy with anxious tension.
Disco: As opposed to calm and relaxed tension.
With Luna’s disappearance, the Royal Guard knew Nightmare Moon was coming,
CTOONfan1: and Luna has become her again.
but they did not know when she would strike and the waiting was beginning to get to the soldiers. New recruits were jumping at shadows, and even some of the most hardened veterans began looking around anxiously, trying to find some sign of the powerful alicorn they were meant to stop.
Wild Trotter: And the even more hardcore amongst the royal guard were barely missing a beat.
It seemed as if the castle would start attacking the night itself,
DiStort: Cast magic missile at the darkness.
arcaneterror: You are eaten by a grue.
Crazy56U: Yeah, that's what you get by going DnD on their flanks, DiStort. You silly, silly, guy, you.
just to break the tension, when a gentle breeze cascaded off the mountain. It took with it the tension, the anxiety, and like a fresh gust of spring air it allowed all the guards to breathe easily again. The wind continued, the guards only relaxing further. A few of the new recruits even dared to sit down, some stifling yawns. While the princess had been up for days, the guards had also been pushed hard on their shifts and many wouldn’t turn down a few extra hours of sleep.
Wild Trotter: The most fanatical guards, however, have been slugging down caffeine like it was going out of style.
The captain shook his head to keep his own eyes from drooping, cursing at himself for acting like such a rookie. Still, as the veteran guard took off his helmet and rubbed the top of his muzzle, his ears perked up... there was something on the wind. A very, very faint sound but it was there.
Crazy56U: He didn't find this odd, since at least he wasn't hearing voices again.
Drizzel: But he did wonder where those instruments were coming from.
CTOONfan1: "Dave! What did I say about playing music while we are about to surprise attack?"
The guard captain quickly looked around, his mind snapped away from the comfortable sleep it was being drawn into.
“To your posts! We are under attack!”
DiStort: “Quick! Call our resident guitar warrior! We need some heavy metal!”
Crazy56U: So... we need a guitar hero? ...unless he’s playing “Through The Fire and Flames”, I don’t care.
Wild Trotter: "Do the voodoo that you do so well!"
He bellowed, and such an order would usually lead to the stomping of armored hooves and the panicked echoing of the order across the battlements... but there was no such commotion. There was no call to arms and many of his soldiers had already drifted off to sleep and those few who had not drift off could not bring themselves to stand.
Wild Trotter: The fewer still were too coked up on the coffee to even fall asleep, becoming jittery instead.
The captain, however, refused to slip off... even as he felt his eyelids growing heavy again.
CTOONfan1: He needs to stop tying weights to them.
He broke into a sprint, galloping around the castle to find any of his soldiers that were awake. He was, however, the only soldier still on his hooves.
Isphone: and he was still much to shy to try actually waking anypony up.
The other guard captains and even the general in charge of the castle’s whole defense had all fallen asleep. He was the last of the guard standing, but he would not back down.
“Come out you witch! You will not be able to draw me peacefully into the night! I will protect this castle and Celestia until my final breath. You will only reach her over my lifeless corpse.”
Wild Trotter: "Even then, I would rather suffer that, then deal with Celestia's... strange nightly urges."
The guard captain called out to the night before drawing his sword. His call seemed to be answered as the music in the air ceased... and for a moment all the night was still.
“I seek the fall of only one pony this night, and it is not you.”
Disco: “I seek Pen Stroke.”
The guard jumped, spinning on his hooves as he brought his blade around and sliced at whoever had spoke. The blade, however, just cut cleanly through the air... or, more accurately, a cloud of blue-purple smoke which had taken shape behind him. The cloud was unharmed by the blade,
CTOONfan1: "WHY! CAN'T! I! CUT! CLOUDS?!"
and after a few tense seconds a pair of eyes flashed open, locking on the guard as a single word cut into his mind.
“Sleep!”
Wild Trotter: "Clop for me!"
A combination of The Stare
DiStort: And now Fluttershy’s gonna have to sue Horte Cuisine AND Nightmare Moon.
Crazy56U: Why not Pen Stroke; he's making this all happen!
and the single command was all it took, the guard captain collapsing right where he stood into a gentle slumber. The mystical cloud cared enough to catch the guard captain’s head before it could smash against the cold stone of the castle floor, since he had left his helmet several yards away. And, after ensuring all the guards were asleep, the cloud swirled as several ponies appeared amongst the battlements, one a tall black alicorn.
“Why did you ask to come with me again?” Nightmare Moon asked.
“To induct more willing soldiers into your army.”
Wild Trotter: "And make them more fabulous... just not as much as I am."
Nexus replied as he and a few other unicorns from the Children of Nightmare began moving away from their queen,
CTOONfan1: As everyone is afraid she may still have ticks.
spreading among the sleeping guards.
“They hardly seem the type to come to my side willingly.”
“They merely need to see the wisdom and glory that is your rule, just as I did. They require merely a blessing of your magic, and they will fight for you with the same loyalty they showed Celestia.”
DiStort: “Or we can just give each one a cookie. You’d be surprised how often that works.”
Drizzel: I can vouch for that. NOM NOM NOM...
“I thought the blessing you discussed was only given to those who had already come to the order; you did not mention it was part of the recruitment.”
“The full blessing is not given to those unwilling, no... just a small blessing. Just enough to let them see you for what you truly are, the Queen of Equestria. Then, if the ponies desire, he or she may join the Children of Nightmare and receive your full blessing.”
Wild Trotter: Unfortunately, they may not be more fabulous than I am... erm, I mean... more fabulous than YOU are, my queen.
“Very well, do as you wish... it is no concern of mine how the ranks swell as long as they continue to do so.”
Disco: There’s no way this could end badly.
Wild Trotter: "Even if it means creating a new lunar republic in the process, I would not mind that at all."
Nightmare Moon offered
Disco: OVEP: babbled incoherently
Crazy56U: OVEP: half-consciously mumbled
with a turn. “I now have to deal with Celestia.”
“Offer her no quarter my Queen.”
Disco: “Only dimes and nickels!”
Wild Trotter: "And they will be needing a flankload of dimes!"
Private Sprinkles: Why, is there a tollbooth?
Nexus offered
Disco: OVEP: guffawed annoyingly
Drizzel: OVEP vomited
in a semi-cheer as the black alicorn spread her wings and took flight. She looked back across the ponies now sleeping on the battlements. The music had been the result of wind and reeds, a trick Twilight had used to defeat the Ursa Minor.
CTOONfan1: SO MUCH CONTINUITY!
Anon13: You’d think this was a fanfic or something.
A story she had told Nyx and a magic that was now turned against Equestria.
============
While she had been in the throne room once before, Nightmare Moon did not remember it. She had been asleep at the time, put under by a sedation spell
Wild Trotter: Or rather, the several dozen sedation spells, seeing how persistent she was,
by Celestia. Still, from what Nexus had told her, this was the room where he determined the truth, that she truly was Nightmare Moon... and this was the room where he showed his true
Wild Trotter: fabulous
colors to
Wild Trotter: the not-so-bright
Celestia, stealing her away to Ponyville so she could be resurrected without interruption.
Upon entering the throne room, Nightmare Moon was partially shocked to find her quarry was waiting. Sitting on her throne, unguarded and without a servant
Wild Trotter: or bedmate,
in sight, was Celestia.
DiStort: She had a little sign over her head that read “Come at me, bro.”
The great white alicorn almost seemed to be meditating, or perhaps sleeping sitting upright. Her eyes were shut, and the only movement came from her pastel rainbow of a mane as it waved in the air.
Nightmare Moon approached, walking up the regal red carpet that lead from the throne room’s front doors to the grand, golden throne that Celestia sat upon. For a moment Nightmare Moon couldn’t help but nicker a bit, realizing how grander and more elegant Celestia’s throne was in comparison to her own.
CTOONfan1: Why does she ALWAYS get the nicer stuff?
Anon13: It’s an older-sister thing. Jealous?
Still, getting a bigger throne would never be a problem, and at the moment she had other things to focus on.
“Answer me one question Nightmare Moon...”
arcaneterror: Do these horseshoes make me look fat?
Wild Trotter: "Who was Scootaloo's mother?"
Crazy56U: “Why do you deny our love?”
Celestia began once the fallen princess had drawn closer, proving that the princess was awake and aware of her guest. “What have you done with Twilight Sparkle?”
Wild Trotter: "Have you had your fun with her, yet?"
“Your precious student is alive and well... for the moment. She is tucked safely away in my dungeon.”
Wild Trotter: "For her... protection, shall we say."
Celestia opened her eyes, the pink orbs hard and steely as they looked down upon Nightmare Moon.
"Why do you even seek to take Equestria? You were but a shade of my sister’s desire to have ponies look upon her night and see its beauty... but you are no longer Luna. You are not my sister, so why do you care?”
Drizzel: And why should we?
“True, I am not that feeble little filly anymore... but I was born of her, and my desire is the same. I shall make all embrace the beauty of the night, and embrace me as Equestria’s true queen.”
“You will find no love in such an embrace, only fear and loathing.”
Wild Trotter: "And maybe Bat County might spring up in Equestria."
Crazy56U: Along with a dinosaur bar.
“Yet they will embrace me still,
Wild Trotter: "In bed, anyway,"
and they will come to love the night eternal. It won’t take them long to forget about you and your precious sun.”
DiStort: “Course, as soon as they do forget, they’ll probably all freeze to death, but it’s a victory for me nonetheless.”
Crazy56U: Again, they reveal their plans of taking away the sun, and yet they don't reach that conclusion. WHY?!?!
Disco: Logic or cliched villainy. You can't have both.
“You don’t have to do this.”
DiStort: Think you could have told her that thirteen chapters ago?
Crazy56U: ...she didn’t exist thirteen chapters ago.
Nightmare Moon broke into a bout of laughter, her voice echoing like a hollow taunt across the empty throne room.
“Oh, Celestia, you sound just like your student! How truly you must fear me and my power
Wild Trotter: "Or do you fear being the... submissive one? That, I do not know."
to try and turn me away now, when I am so close to my final victory.”
“So, you shall not relent from your attack? You will come at me,
arcaneterror: bro
seek to harm me?”
“It is what you feared I would do, is it not?” Nightmare Moon asked, spreading out her wings as she prepared for a fight. “Is that not what you told Twilight Sparkle I would do if I regained power? Is this not what is expected of me?”
Wild Trotter: There's that "expected of me" bull yet again!
Crazy56U: Even though we’re nearing the end of this... I think one more drinking game can be squeezed out of this.
“Yes... and for my dear student I dared to think that the young filly she had raised might still hold compassion enough to heed one final word of advice, but... you are Nightmare Moon... in entirety, you are the shade that my sister became... given a body and flesh of your own but still nothing more than a monstrous shade.”
Wild Trotter: "And if you think Equestria will tolerate a nymphomaniac like you in our kingdom... You have... uhm...."
Celestia stood from her throne at this statement.
“And know this, Nightmare Moon; you shall receive no quarter from me.
Wild Trotter: "Nor dime, nor nickel, nor even penny."
You are a wolf growling at the door and I will not let you harm a single pony in Equestria.
Crazy56U: So... Nightmare Moon has wolf blood? ...meh, not as insane as tiger blood.
So know that tonight, should you fall to me, banishment is not the fate that awaits you. I will not risk you threatening my kingdom or family for a third time. If you fall to me, Nightmare Moon... it will be in death.”
“Very well, then this is to the death.”
Wild Trotter: "You and me only, no Elements of Harmony, Final Destination!"
Crazy56U: No Fox? THAT'S CHEATING!
Nightmare Moon replied without a hint of worry in her voice, taking a few steps back as Celestia rose from her throne and began to descend to the floor. When the pair finally stopped, each alicorn stood on one end of the room. Celestia stood, backed by her great golden throne while Nightmare Moon stood with her back to the hall’s grand doorway.
The sun princess was the first to make a move, her horn glowing as she built up magic in the air. After a few moments and a flash, the magic became condensed and focused, a glowing metallic sword. The sun princess used her magic to twirl and maneuver the sword in the air before eventually bring it up with a sharp snap, holding the blade just in front of her face.
Nightmare Moon understood in an instant; Celestia wished to fight with honor. She wished the two to clash in a duel, a test of both magical prowess and skill. For a moment Nightmare Moon thought to forgo such formalities, to just attack all out and be done with it...
Wild Trotter: Or rather, just banish her to the sun right then and there. After all, if you expect a fair fight, your strategy sucks.
but at the same time the challenging look in Celestia’s eyes beckoned her... taunted her.
Disco: Show me ya moves!
Crazy56U: You’re too slow!
She would beat the sun princess at her own game, and perhaps spare Canterlot the destruction that two warring princesses could cause. After all, it’s hard for subjects to live and be productive if their homes and businesses were destroyed.
Manifesting a
Wild Trotter: whip, eyeing Celestia's flanks devilishly.
sword of her own, Nightmare Moon took up a similar pose to Celestia, the pair glaring at each other around the sharp edges of their blades. They then, in unison, swished the blades down...and the duel began.
Disco: This battle is about to explode!
Svensvenderson: ROUND ONE, FIGHT!
Wild Trotter: Cue the Darth Maul duel music.
Crazy56U: It's time to d-d-d-d-du-du-du-du-duel! (YuGiOh theme starts)
Lunging out, Nightmare Moon galloped as she levitated the mystical sword to her side, swinging it in a wide arch where Celestia was standing. The sun princess dodged with a single flap of her wings, body shooting up into the air as she twirled once, arching over Nightmare Moon. The white alicorn tried to strike out at the black alicorn’s neck, but her sword clattered against Nightmare Moon’s neck armor.
CTOONfan1: It's almost as if the armor was to protect her or something.
Undeterred by the failed attack, Celestia landed behind Nightmare Moon, the pair spinning to face each other as the sun princess took the offensive.
Each clash of the swords brought a small flash of magical energy, the room lighting up with each blow as the pair’s shadows were cast across the grand walls and columns. Each alicorn came close to making a killing blow, but each blow was blocked by the other. Each took small cuts and scratches, times when a blade drew a little closer then was hoped, but nothing that kept either from pursuing the duel with their full strength.
But the wear of the fight began to show. Celestia, who had not slept in days, was beginning to get sloppy.
Crazy56U: Remember kids, always get your rest. You may never know when you have to fight a resurrected evil in a death battle!
RLYoshi: I can't wait for this to be a moral in canon.
Her moves were becoming less elegant, less precise, and that allowed Nightmare Moon to take on and push the offense. At the moment their blades clashed, Celestia managing to block a downward strike from the black alicorn before using her wings to jump back, putting some distance between herself and Nightmare Moon.
“You seem tired Celestia. Perhaps you would like to rest?” Nightmare Moon taunted, offering a sinister smile. “I can certainly offer an eternal one.”
Wild Trotter: "Yes, you may give your most faithful student one last goodbye kiss."
Celestia only met the grin with a hard glare, using a hoof to brush at the cut on the side of her face, which slowly wept her royal blood.
Crazy56U: Dammit, Nightmare Moon! You're making her cuts cry! Knock that shat out!
A secret of Equestria’s royalty was not that they were truly immortal. The magic the alicorns possessed, which far surpassed the natural arcane energy found in common ponies, made them much tougher and granted them eternal youth.
But it was not a true immortality, and with enough punishment and injuries even an alicorn could be killed. That was the purpose of the magical blades the two alicorns now wielded. The blades formed of magic were able to injure an alicorn like no normal sword of iron could. It was with the magical blades that the pair could swiftly kill the other.
Disco: I still don’t know what this ‘sword’ is. I need a wiki link.
“I would think you’d offer more of a fight.”
Wild Trotter: "Where's your "Hundred Crack Hooves of the North Star", now?"
Nightmare Moon continued to taunt, the pair circling each other slowly. “At least more of a fight than your sister.”
Celestia bristled.
“What have you done with Luna?”
Wild Trotter: "No one touches Luna... but ME!!!"
“Oh, now what did I do with that scared little filly of a princess? I remember catching her when she was out in the sky, searching for me. It was so humorous... instead of attacking me out right she tried to talk to me. She tried to
Wild Trotter: "hit on me. Ah... erm... I mean-"
confront me, tried to convince me that I didn’t have to do what I was doing, much like...you and Twilight. It was so terribly pathetic, like a bug telling you don’t have to squish it beneath your hoof.”
“I asked you. What. Did. You. Do. With. Luna!?”
Crazy56U: Don't. Make. Me. Go. "300". On. Your. Flank.
Nightmare Moon smirked a little.
“Well... at first I laughed at her. Laughed at her silly notions that this isn’t exactly what I want to happen. After all, I am Nightmare Moon; it’s what’s expected of me, isn’t it? And when your sister realized she wasn’t going to sway me...
Drizzel: with her romantic advances...
that I’m every bit the monster you all believe I am... she tried to fight. But she is so weak after the Elements of Harmony took away so much of her power. I like to think even Twilight could have put up a better fight against me.
“And then do you know what happened? She ran... she flew away to try and find her big sister. To find dear old Celestia so that she could be safe. But, oh... those small wings of her just couldn’t carry her that fast. But... now what did I do when I finally caught her?”
“TELL ME WHAT YOU’VE DONE!!!”
Crazy56U: "GIVE ME BACK MY SON!"
Disco: “GET OFF MY PLANE!”
Private Sprinkles: “YOU CAN'T HANDLE THE TRUTH!”
Drizzel: THIS IS SPARTA!
Crazy56U: “NO, THIS IS PATRICK! AND I AM A MAN!” (Falcon Punch!)
“I banished her to the moon, just like you did. I thought she might like to return to her home of a thousand years.”
Disco: So Nyx took out a goddess off-screen. How much more of a Mary Sue can
she possibly get?
Drizzel: Well she could have defeated Luna with THE POWER OF LOVE (gags).
Crazy56U: Now stop that, I like that song...
“I banished you, Nightmare Moon. I banished you, the shade that had overtaken my sister.”
Nightmare Moon laughed openly.
“AHAHAHAHAHA! Oh Celestia, you are such a foal trying to protect yourself from the truth.
Wild Trotter: "Or rather, you were a foal for lacking a brain! ...I am surrounded... by IDIOTS!!!"
Back then, Luna and I were one and the same, no matter how much you would deny it. She was Nightmare Moon just as I was her. It was only your precious Elements of Harmony that changed that, tearing away my power, my drive, my desires from that foal.
“So, perhaps I should be thanking you, your precious student, and her friends. They and the Elements of Harmony gave me the chance to become a mare of my own... no longer held back by your sister and her petty morals.
Wild Trotter: "And... her lack of the Canterlock Voice. Oh how I envy that voice."
Crazy56U: Me too. Seriously, if I had that voice, I’d get, like... ALL the ladies.
I can now truly be the Nightmare Moon Equestria deserves,
Disco: “but not the one it needs right now,”
and all shall come to love me as their queen.”
Wild Trotter: "Especially in bed, that is."
“None will ever love you...
Wild Trotter: "Take my place as a sex goddess? Hah! I mean..."
and I will not let you take Equestria for your own. I will not let you
Wild Trotter: "make out with other ponies... erm, I mean..."
make ponies suffer.” Celestia glowered. “And I will not let you hurt Luna!”
Wild Trotter: "Nor her abacus!"
Isphone: “NIGHTMARE MOON YOU WILL SUFFAR!”
Crazy56U: Celestia has to kill fast, and bullets too slow!
“Sorry to break it to you, Tia, but you’re too late.”
Disco: A shattered abacus clattered to floor, beads scattering everywhere.
Crazy56U: (anguished, to the heavens) NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!
Celestia’s eyes flashed with an unbridled rage, sparked to life by having this mare she loathed call her by the nickname only ever spoken to her by Luna. Celestia cried out her frustration and anger as she launched herself forward.
Wild Trotter: "WAAAAAAAARRRR!!!"
Drizzel: WOLVERINES!!
Crazy56U: FOR BOSS TIME!
Nightmare Moon met the charge with one of her own, the pair clashing at the center of the throne room as their blades met for a final time.
The two struggled against each other, but when fighting with magical weapons the strength of the metal depends on the strength of the one wielding it. Celestia’s strength was fading fast and this was mirrored in her blade.
Wild Trotter: I guess she forgot to... recharge.
Under the sharp, strong sword Nightmare Moon produced, the regal white blade cracked under the strain... and before Celestia could retreat back the blade shattered.
The breaking of the sword threw the sun princess into the air, the magic kicking back on her. She rolled and bounced across the throne room floor,
CTOONfan1: Bouncy, bouncy, bouncy.
eventually coming to a stop at the base of her own throne. Shards of the shattered blade had speckled Celestia with small cuts, and her breathing was labored
Crazy56U: So... she's about to give... birth to breath babies?
Disco: Epic Failure must be so proud.
Crazy56U: His approval fills me with shame.
as the the pain of the magical kickback pulsed in her body.
When Celestia was finally able to recover, it was too late. Nightmare Moon stood over her, the black magical blade she wielded placed against Celestia’s neck.
DiStort: Cut off her head and take her power! THERE CAN BE ONLY ONE!
Crazy56U: If that's the case, then I should contact Connor MacLeod-pony; he'd want in on this.
It would take only the slightest twitch to end it all, and for a moment the pair just stared at each other.
Svensvenderson: Trollestia then formed a magical gun, and popped a cap into Nightmare Moon’s flank.
Crazy56U: Nah. That's what she would've done had she not huffed markers prior to this.
“Well... aren’t you going to do it?” Celestia eventually asked, lifting her head just enough that Nightmare Moon’s sword began to dig into the alicorn’s neck. “Aren’t you going to finish me off as I would you?”
CTOONfan1: "I want out of this story as quick as possible. Act like Nike and just do it!"
“Do not tempt me, Celestia, for at the moment I am feeling merciful... or maybe... it would be better to say that I feel death is too easy of an escape for you. After all, the pain of death is over in but an instant.
Svensvenderson: Bond villain stupidity in 3... 2... 1...
Crazy56U: HAPPY NEW YEAR! (blows kazoo) ...what?
“Imprisonment, however, is a far more longstanding torture; I would know myself.”
“Then what are you going do to me?”
CTOONfan1: Imprison... you?
Drizzel: Remember; marker huffing...
“I shall do what I did when last we met. I am going to imprison you in your precious sun,
Crazy56U: That... actually makes perfect sense; they never explained in the show what happened to Celestia, so... this makes sense!
just as I have imprisoned Luna in the moon. The two Royal Sisters, held captive in the sky bound spheres they tended to diligently. You’ve made your bed Celestia; I think it’s high time you lay in it.”
DiStort: “Hope you packed some sun screen.”
Nightmare Moon’s magical mane began to wrap itself around Celestia,
arcaneterror: "I want your mane inside of me!" "Haha, that's ridiculous."
the fallen princesses drawing on the sun princess’ magic as she prepared her spell.
Crazy56U: So... Nightmare Moon had Celestia prepare the spell that sent her to the sun? ...I'm confused...
RLYoshi: She was a very willing prisoner.
When the magic had built up, Nightmare Moon completely encased Celestia in her star field of a mane, and from within formed the banishment spell.
Disco: FINISH HER!
There was a flash of light, and when Nightmare Moon removed her mane Celestia was gone.
Wild Trotter: Off to get a drink at an inter-dimensional canteen, no less.
Disco: Nightmare Moon leveled up!
============
Whispers and hushed voices filled the Ponyville square, every pony in town gathering just outside the town hall. The sun was supposed to have risen several hours ago, but instead the moon still lingered in the center of the sky, looking down upon the world with its pale glow. On the steps of the town hall, the Mayor of Ponyville moved up to the podium, looking as she had been crying. Still, she rubbed her eyes and cleared her throat.
“Fillies and Gentlecolts, as mayor of Ponyville it...it is my duty... my solemn duty... to announce that Princess Luna and Princess Celestia have... have been defeated...”
Wild Trotter: "In... in thirty... seconds... flat, no less."
Crazy56U: Not that I blame her... but she sounds like she had a glass of “orange juice” before announcing this.
A hushed gasp cascaded through the crowd, ponies looking at each other with disbelief, but none daring to speak
CTOONfan1: As they didn't have voice actors.
Drizzel: Actually, Bon-Bon has three.
CTOONfan1: Four, but who’s counting?
as they hung on every word that left the mayor’s mouth.
“I received word from the Royal Guard just after sun... when the sunrise was due to occur. Yesterday, a great... tragedy befell Equestria. During the late afternoon, Princess Luna was attacked by and imprisoned in
Wild Trotter: "the domain of Nightmare Moon, herself."
the moon. And then, just after midnight this past evening... Nightmare Moon met our dear Princess Celestia in hoof to hoof combat...
Svensvenderson: With magical swords.
Crazy56U: Funny how that bit’s omitted in the story the Mayor was told.
and was victorious. The Princesses of Sun and Moon have been banished to the celestial bodies they once guided across the sky.
“Nightmare Moon has hereby decreed herself Queen of Equestria, and the Royal Guard of Canterlot has sworn their allegiance to her. I have been told that... that any open rebellion against the new crown will be met harshly
Wild Trotter: "and that anyone willing to lay with Nightmare Moon is most welcome to do so... except the minors..."
and... and that...”
The mayor had to lick her lips, her voice trembling as she forced out the final words.
“And that we have seen the last of the sun. That this night... will last... for... forever.”
Another gasp cut through the crowd, a few ponies even fainting on their hooves.
Wild Trotter: And a still smaller group of ponies, not wanting to be around when Nightmare Moon shows up, flee the scene abruptly.
“Oh Miss Mayor, you speak as if this is some great travesty.”
DiStort: The slow, freezing death of all ponies? Pfft, I’ve seen worse.
Every head in the crowd spun around, looking back to see Nightmare Moon striding towards the crowd. The two of the guards who had once served Celestia now walked in the queen’s wake, their armor exchanged for the more befitting
Wild Trotter: Read: fabulous
night blue armor while their eyes now had the same brilliant turquoise as their queen’s.
The crowd quickly parted and made a path, much like they did the day Nightmare Moon first returned. Some even bowed as she passed, a sight that made Nightmare Moon smile a bit. It was a start; she couldn’t expect them all to be so eager to
Wild Trotter: fawn over her right on the spot.
bow right away. It would take time, but now... she had all the time in the world.
Nightmare Moon’s horn glowed as she moved the podium off the town hall stage, the mayor quickly retreating back as the black alicorn climbed on. She passed a glance at the mayor who was shaking like a leaf but still managed to bow her head respectfully. Satisfied with that sight, Nightmare Moon then turned to face the crowd, her voice ringing out through the night.
“Citizens of Ponyville, it is hard to believe that merely a week ago I stood amongst you freshly reborn, and now I am already your queen.
DiStort: Politics are weird like that.
One must truly wonder how sturdy your monarchy was that it could be so easily toppled.
“But toppled it I have, and I now stand as your one true queen. Under me Equestria shall flourish under the eternal night.
Svensvenderson: Care to tell the rest of the us how that’s going to work?
Crazy56U: Nightmare Moon: “No.”
You need not fear for your crops or your homes, for while the night can be cold, those most loyal to me have already begun the act of making this kingdom a place that can thrive beneath the moonlight. They have been long prepared for the night eternal.
Wild Trotter: "Of course you are all welcome to join my... picture show in my castle tonight."
“And there is further reason to rejoice. For as I promised on the day of my return I have not forgotten the kindness you all offered me when I was but an ignorant filly. For this, I have decided to give Ponyville a great honor, bestow upon it a gift no other town or city in Equestria will share.”
The ground shook, a distant rumbling reaching the ear of everypony as Nightmare Moon’s eyes glowed. All eyes turned to the distant rock quarries, in the hills just beyond Ponyville. For a moment there was nothing, but as the rumbling continued a single pointed spire began to rise up. That first spire was joined by others, and soon a whole castle had risen up like a mountain from the quarries,
Wild Trotter: Stretching all the way to the heavens, dwarfing all of Equestria with its magnificent height.
Drizzel: A CASTLE THAT WILL PIERCE THE HEAVENS!
looking down upon Ponyville like a giant ready to strike.
“For the time being, Canterlot shall remain the administrative capitol of Equestria. The bureaucrats and politicians shall continue their labors amongst the white stone streets of the mountain built city. But Ponyville shall be the true heart of this kingdom, for it is here I make my castle and my home.
“So rejoice residents of Ponyville, for this town shall soon see prosperity unmatched as it slowly becomes the beating heart of Equestria.”
“You... you,” The mayor tried to utter out, her voice shaking. “You... honor us, Your Highness. We... we will gladly serve as your home.”
Nightmare Moon smiled. “Well chosen words Mayor.”
“Well, some of us ain’t goin’ down without a fight!”
Wild Trotter: "Combat time!"
The black alicorn flicked her gaze up, seeing six ponies standing at the far end of the street. Five of them she recognized. Applejack, Rarity, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, and Fluttershy all standing, wearing the Elements of Harmony. The sixth pony she did not recognize however; a unicorn who quickly stood there shivering, wearing the Element of Magic tiara as she hid behind Applejack.
“Well well, I was wondering when you five would show up. Who’s the new mare?”
“No one, just a simple show pony that’s all!” The blue unicorn replied, ducking behind Applejack.
RLYoshi: Spell Nexus?!
Wild Trotter: Has Trixie been discordified on us?
Crazy56U: Nope, what Trixie is demonstrating is fear! The best emotion! :D
Wild Trotter: Well, that figures.
“Her name is Trixie, and while she ain’t no Twilight she is a unicorn whose special talent is magic which means she can use the Element of Magic.”
Wild Trotter: I can guess how well that one will go.
Crazy56U: If they decided Trixie was there best bet, then they must've ran out of ideas. This concerns me.
Disco: Someone's been reading Pony POV.
Crazy56U: ...before it was ever written. … …PEN STOKE IS BEST PSYCHIC!
Wild Trotter: Pony POV? The one fanfic that makes ponies no better than humans? ...Yeah, I'm not reading THAT one.
Crazy56U: (turns to Trotter, glares) I happen to like it, you jerk...
“What are you doing?!” Trixie hissed. “I mean, I couldn’t even defeat a Ursa Minor and you expect me to go up against Nightmare Moon!?”
“You were the one that agreed to help!” Rainbow Dash snapped. “Now start helping.”
“But I don’t know what to do! How does this thing even work?”
“Just try puttin’ some magic into it or somethin’.”
“That isn’t how magic works! I can’t just ‘put some magic into it’ and expect something to happen!”
Nightmare Moon had to lift a hoof to her mouth to keep herself from laughing. Whether they were a threat or not didn’t really matter at the moment; the grand entrance of the group of ponies had attempted was quickly turning into an impromptu comedy act as they argued with their substitute unicorn.
CTOONfan1: Now someone bring out the cream pie!
“Just quit with yer fussin’ and try before I buck some sense into ya.”
Svensvenderson: I can hear the shippers now...
Applejack finally snapped, the minor threat of physical violence finally making Trixie step forward. The blue unicorn began to focus her magic, and as she did the Elements of Harmony began to glow. It was the first sign that the six ponies were actually going to pose a threat, the jeweled necklaces and tiara coming to life as they lifted the ponies off the ground.
Nightmare Moon instinctively worked herself down into a defensive position, ready to leap clear of the attack from the Elements of Harmony. The six ponies were enveloped in light, and after a few tense moments the rainbow appeared... and again Nightmare Moon was struck with the overpowering desire to laugh.
The rainbow spat out by the Elements of Harmony was the size of a small candy bar, and floating through the air lazily with mismatched and sickly colors. It drifted on the wind like a leaf, and when it finally did reach Nightmare Moon and struck her, the only effect it had was that it made that one small patch of her body
Wild Trotter: Not even stating which patch it was.
feel slightly warmer than the rest.
Disco: It’s not very effective...
DiStort: Well, points for trying, girls.
It was too much, simply all too much. Nightmare Moon could only break out in laughter as she spread her wings and took flight. She soared over the crowd, approaching the sphere of light as it faded. The six ponies who had attempted to use the Elements of Harmony were sprawled out on the ground, trying to recover from the after effects of using the ancient magical artifacts.
The black alicorn landed gently, looking down at the ponies as she stretched out her magic. She took each of the Elements of Harmony, examining the fine jewelry and smiling at her reflection in the gems before turning her eyes back to the ponies.
“Did... did I do it?” Trixie asked, the show pony’s head swimming.
“I... I don’t think so.” Fluttershy replied, pointing a hoof. Trixie turned, eyes narrowing to pin points when she saw Nightmare Moon was towering over her, not even a hoof step away. The black alicorn leaned in, smiling devilishly as she met eye to eye with Trixie.
“Boo.”
Wild Trotter: "ZUUL, MOTHERBUCKER! ZUUUUUUUUUUL!!!"
Crazy56U: CAAAAAAAAAAT!
With that single word Trixie was off like a shot, galloping out of Ponyville in an utter panic.
Wild Trotter: Read: Stormed out of the town in disgust.
DiStort: Hoo boy. Someone call Seth from Equestria Daily and tell him Trixie needs a hug.
“Told you we shouldn’t have used her.” Rainbow Dash grumbled, glaring at Applejack.
“Oh hush up; she was the only unicorn we could find who had a special talent for magic and even that was a long shot.”
Drizzel: "And she needed an obligatory cameo anyway."
Anon13: Now we have a shot at getting on EqD!
“So, my little ponies,” Nightmare Moon offered, looking over the five remaining wielders of the Elements of Harmony as she held the elements themselves in her swirling, mystical mane. “What am I going to do with you?”
“Do whatever you want,
CTOONfan1: (best Takei impression) Oh my!
you can’t make us talk!” Dash shouted defiantly.
“Yea!” Pinkie Pie agreed, only to look quizzically at Rainbow Dash a moment later. “Wait, what would we talk to her about?”
“Pinkie Pie, Shhhh...”
Nightmare Moon chuckled. “Perhaps I should keep you five as court jesters. Your bickering alone is very amusing.”
“Your Majesty, the law dictates that there is only one punishment for those who dare to attack you.” One of her guards quickly offered with a respectful bow.
CTOONfan1: "They must read Cupcakes and Sweet Apple Massacre in a row."
Crazy56U: Personally, having them read “My Little Dashie” would be a better punishment. That has the added benefit of having it tear your soul apart.
RingmasterJ5: Nah, then they could just go all MST3K on them like we’re doing.
“Let me guess... this is one of Nexus’ laws.”
“Yes Your Highness.”
Drizzel: We know because he wrote it in his signature sparkly ink.
Anon13: There was also a smudge of eyeliner on the paper.
“And what does this law say?”
“That any pony that attacks your royal grace is to
Wild Trotter: "be bound and gagged for public flank flogging." (beat) "Wait a minute! What!?"
meet the gallows.”
DiStort: Nexus plans on manipulating the gallows and new justice system so he can pursue his TRUE goal: The annihilation of anypony more fabulous than him!
“Did... did he just say... gallows?” Rarity offered in a hushed, disbelieving whisper.
“He... he did Sugarcube.”
Wild Trotter: "Then again, at least we ain't starring in no more clopfics. Right? ....Right?"
Crazy56U: Well, he's bat-shit insane at this point; why WOULDN'T he suggest the gallows?
Wild Trotter: He likes the slow-and-painful deaths, doesn't he?
“But... but what about the animals at my cottage? There are some that need their medicine. I have to go take care of them.” Fluttershy offered, starting to tear up in a panic. “There is a little ferret that needs his bandages changed and... and there are song birds that are just about ready to take their first flight. What will happen if I’m not there to catch them if they fall?”
Wild Trotter: "And PLEASE don't get me started on Photo Finish finding someone else to do "Da Magicks" on."
Crazy56U: You know, if I didn’t know the context, I’d be disturbed right now.
“You be strong Sugarcube. I promise all those little animals will get along just fine.” Applejack tried to reassure. “Just... just like how Big Mac and Apple Bloom and Granny Smith will get along. It will be hard, specially when the next Apple Bucking season comes. Don’t think Big Macintosh will be able to handle all them trees himself... but Apple Blooms gettin’ big. She’ll be buckin’ apples any year now... she’ll be able to help.”
“But... but I can’t go to the gallows! I just can’t! Who will...who will look after Sweetie Belle? I’m...I’m the only family she has left...”
Wild Trotter: "And I was one page away from finishing "Hearts and Harnesses Asunder", too!"
CTOONfan1: I truly do appreciate canon debunking everything Pen Stroke types.
“And... and who will throw the parties when I’m gone?” Pinkie Pie asked. “Who's going to make the cake when I'm gone?
Crazy56U: Pinkie is now channeling GLaDOS. She must be really upset.
The Cakes will have their anniversary party soon, and there is a wedding party that we have to cater, and then there is a birthday party for Lyra, and...”
Wild Trotter: "And Photo Finish is getting ready to celebrate her bachelorette party!"
"This isn't fair...” Dash complained, trying hard not to sob or cry, even though the tears were starting to form. “I was going to go to the Wonderbolt tryouts this summer... I was going to be a Wonderbolt. And I promised Scootaloo that I would teach her how to fly next year when her wings were stronger...I promised her that I would...who's going to teach her now? And...and who's going to clear the weather in Ponyville if I'm not around?"
Svensvenderson: Celestia forbid they have this conversation while running away.
Anon13: This is ridiculous. NM is threatening their lives, and their reaction is basically “Dang, that death thing will be such a bummer.” HEL-LO?!?
Wild Trotter: "And who will take my place as the "launcher of a thousand ships" kind of mare? Oh, horse apples! Did I say that out loud!?"
Nightmare Moon watched as all five ponies began to break down, many beginning to cry as they realized the cost their attempted rebellion would bring. Nightmare Moon felt a tightness forming in her chest as she focused in on what each was saying, of all the lives that would be effected if the five were forced to face the gallows.
CTOONfan1: Is it possible she's feeling... EMOTIONS?!
Drizzel: (scoffs) Dont be ridiculous
And the black alicorn couldn’t help but think of Twilight, the unicorn still being kept in the castle dungeons.
“Shall we take them into custody, Your Majesty?”
Wild Trotter: "Your custody, that is?" (wink wink)
Anon13: “Again. That. Is. My. SISTER. You. Bucking. Moron.”
The guards asked, moving a few steps towards the five mares, only to suddenly be stopped by Nightmare Moon’s wings.
“No, you are to let them go.”
RLYoshi: Being serious for a moment, I mentally cheered when I first read this.
Crazy56U: I don’t blame you. HOORAY FOR COMPASSION!
“WHAT!?”
The question had come from not just the guards, but the five mares as well... who stared up at Nightmare Moon in disbelief.
“But, my Queen, the law says-”
Wild Trotter: "Anyone more fabulous than Spell Nexus must be hung at the gallows. ...Horse feathers, is Spell Nexus listening?"
“AM I OR AM I NOT
Anon13: MARY SUE?!?
Drizzel: Is that a trick question?
YOUR QUEEN?!” Nightmare moon snapped. “Now, return to the castle and inform Nexus I want him to take me through all the new laws he’s enacted. Every single one!”
CTOONfan1: Especially that one people have been calling SOPA.
Crazy56U: Sooooo... Spell Nexus wrote that in this universe. … (pulls out shot gun) ...interestin’. (pumps gun)
“But my Queen, we aren’t supposed to leave your side for any-”
“NOW!!!”
Drizzel: Or so help me I will take away your hoof polish!
The guards jumped into the air and took off, soaring as fast as their wings could take them to the now above ground castle. Nightmare Moon kept her her eyes on the guards for a few more moments before turning her gaze down on the five mares.
“You’re... you’re letting us go... just like that?” Rarity asked in disbelief.
CTOONfan1: "I'm sorry. Do you WANT me to kill you?
“It is a repayment of kindness and nothing more.” Nightmare Moon answered coldly as she spread her wings. “For the kindness you showed me when I was but an ignorant filly, I am now sparing your lives.
“Do not expect the same mercy should you try and rise up against me again.”
Wild Trotter: "Or better yet, do try again. I will have something... very special in store for you if you do."
And with those final words the black alicorn took flight. She circled once over Ponyville before turning in the direction of her freshly risen castle, the Elements of Harmony floating behind her, cradled in the alicorn's magic.
===========
With a flutter of wings Nightmare Moon landed on her bedroom balcony, stepping inside. She floated the Elements of Harmony to a nearby dresser,
Crazy56U: Yep, don't destroy them or anything, just keep them in your dresser. ...maybe she plans on giving them to Nexus to play with.
tucking them away along with the pieces of her armor, removing her helmet last and hanging it off a stud in the wall.
Using a wet cloth from her vanity, she cleaned away her eye shadow. The now simply black Nightmare Moon gently laid down on her bed, mind turning as she struggled to understand the choices she had made in the last few hours.
Wild Trotter: Such as not forcing Rarity to read her naughty books in public.
First, she didn’t finish off Celestia or Luna. Why had she done that? They would still be a threat to her; while it may take centuries there was a chance they could escape the sun and moon. It would have been smarter to just kill them. But no, she hadn't done it. Even though it would have made her rule truly eternal, she chose not to kill them, even when they had expected her to.
Wild Trotter: I guess the "expected of her" part wasn't really in full effect after all.
And then she let Twilight’s friends go, completely unpunished. She didn’t even think about locking them in the dungeon with Twilight.
DiStort: Actually, that probably would’ve been an even worse idea, what with friendship being magic and all that.
Those six together were the greatest threat to her rule, being the current bearers of the Elements of Harmony. Even if there would always be more ponies with the virtues that powered the ancient magic, it would have made more sense to take them out... permanently.
But she hadn’t. When they started to worry about not being there for their family and friends, Nightmare Moon felt an emotion she didn’t remember feeling when she first faced them, when their paths had crossed in the Ancient Castle of the Royal Pony Sisters... back when she was still just a shade of Luna.
Compassion.
Wild Trotter: Common sense.
She honestly, truly did not want to kill them, not only because they had friends and families that would have been devastated, not only because it would have broke Twilight’s heart, but...she truly did not want to see anypony face the gallows.
DiStort: Good. Let’s keep it that way. Even I have standards, and I’d rather not read about a lifeless pony hanging from a rope.
RLYoshi: Lifeless ponies in general turn me off too.
Crazy56U: That’s why I don’t care for G3. ZING!
If she couldn’t even bring herself to openly attack any of the guards just before her battle with Celestia, there was no way she could send a pony to her death by hanging.
Nightmare Moon violently shook her head, standing up tall, regal and proud. What was she doing? Feeling sorry for herself? Questioning her actions? This was supposed to be the greatest day in her entire life!
She had won, in all aspects her victory was absolute. Celestia and Luna were banished to the sun and moon respectively. She now held the Elements of Harmony, the one force that could defeat her, and there was no other alicorn or unicorn powerful enough to challenge her magic.
Wild Trotter: There are still ponies more fabulous than Spell Nexus, such as Sapphire Shores, but that's another story.
Her victory was absolute, she would reign as Equestria’s queen for millennia to come.
It was her victory... so then why did it feel so hollow?
DiStort: Probably because your victory will never go anywhere. Fillies and Gentlecolts, this is the end of the original unedited version of Past Sins. And thank Celestia for that.
RLYoshi: Next time on Ponyba-wait...
Disco: It’s over! IT’S FINALLY OVER!
Crazy56U: (breaks out the champagne)
Drizzel: Done! (jumps out the window)
Wild Trotter: (slugs down beer like crazy)
Crazy56U: Although, to be fair, at least this wasn't the (fan) sequel. (Sequel Hook?!?!)
RingmasterJ5: This one’s over, yes, but the darkest days are yet to come. Days of emo, one-dimensional alicorns. Days of believing. Days of... Mykan. *shudder*
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Drizzel: What? You're still here? The riffing’s over, go away!
Anon13: Might be a variant of Stockholm Syndrome.
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