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		Description

Matthew was a normal child when the end of the world happened. Darkness erupted from the Earth, casting demons onto the people of Earth. Matthew should have died when the demons poisoned his soul with darkness, but he survived.
He fought for humanity for years alongside others of his kind.
Humanity in return, cast him out and into the void with no hope of returning home.
Now Matthew will remain in the realm of Equestria for the rest of his days.
With some luck, he might just find the happiness he has always longed for.
Some slight swearing, but kept to a minimal.
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		Not of This World (Revised)



A Demon in Ponyville
Chapter 1: Not of this world
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to My Little Pony or its characters. All other characters are my own creation. 
I remember how I died.
From the start of this war to my death, I remember all that happened to me and my son.
I remember the day humanity faced its greatest threat.
For over ten years we fought, but our victory was hallowed costing us greatly. 
The fall of man was not by fire, disease, or war. 
It did not arrive with a shout, but a whisper on the wind.
This darkness festered from the Earth, spilling over the land in silence.
From this darkness, demons attacked humanity with a ferocity never seen before.
But it was the children who suffered the most.
These demons poisoned their pure souls with darkness, bringing pain and suffering to their bodies and souls.
This darkness grew from the light of their souls, turning them dark form the inside.
Some died within hours of exposure. Other turned into something else, horrible abominations.
But few were able to survive, their light able to become one with the darkness.
These few were cursed with the powers of darkness, but still embraced the light. 
My son was one of them, he was only ten.
He suffered for three days before the sickness faded.
When he awoke, he was different, capable of incredible things.
He looked for light and love in others, but the world was not that kind.
Humanity made him into a weapon and I was powerless to stop them.
When he was old enough, he fought for them alongside the others.
They faced the evil and darkness, alone for our sakes.
They fought for us, and asked for so little.
They begged for love and companionship, but humanity had none to borrow.
Even then, they chose to love us.
Why did they love us?
My son asked me for a father, for a friend. But I couldn’t deliver.
He asked for sympathy. I gave him sorrow.
He asked for my love, a child to father. He begged it of me.
I gave him ugliness.
He chose to love me.
He wants the man I was, his father.
He needn’t bother.
He sacrificed his flesh and bone, to give us another day.
Some looked towards him and his companions with respect.
All I saw was a monster, no matter how much he did for us.
And even when he soared above me, raising all out of the darkness of despair,
I tried to clip his wings and drag him through the mud.
Yet he still loved me.
Even when I fell ill, showing no signs of wanting anything to do with him,
Chasing him off, cursing at him, and hitting him with all of my might.
Yet he chose to stay by me.
Why does he love me?
After he buried me, he continued to fight for us with all of his might.
Even after I passed, I looked down on him. 
Humanity and our children pushed the darkness to the gates of Hell themselves.
Many of our children died to ensure those gates were closed forever.
My son stood in front of humanity, beaten and weakened, but victorious alongside his remaining companions.
Light had returned to the Earth, and do you know how humanity repaid them for their kindness?
With fear and hatred, for they were the byproducts of the darkness that tried to consume us.
Many resisted humanities’ attempt to bind them, they were killed as traitors.
Others chose to take their own lives, finding comfort in taking fate into their own hands.
And what did you do?
You chose to surrender to humanity.
You saw their suffering and did not have the heart to cause more.
Humanity banished you from this realm. 
With knowledge taken from the demons and the darkness, humanity threw you into the void between realms with no hope of returning home.
I cannot see you beyond the void. But my son, you have my love. I am sorry I could not be there for you. I wish I could change the past, to make you proud of me. I wish I could embrace you in my arms. I wish I could have given you all that you needed. But I am not that strong. You will never hear this, but it needs to be said. I need to say aloud how much I was wrong and how much I love you, your mother and your sisters before I can go to a peaceful rest. Now you fall further away from me and I cannot give you anything of value for you on your journey.
All I can give you is my blessing as you sail through the void.
No matter how far you will travel, we will never leave you. The richness of your families’ love shall remain with you all the days of your life, comforting you in your darkest hours. I could not be more proud of you son. You grew from a boy to become a better man than I could ever be . . . a man who follows the light of his heart, giving selflessly to others and never asking for anything in return. Never forget this son, for it is your greatest strength. You will face many obstacles in this new world, but one day you will call it home. Because I know you and I know that you will share with its people the light of your heart. It is this reason above all else, I am happy to share with them the greatest joy in my life.
I give them you, my only son.
Farewell, Matthew
0 0 0
The void was emptiness. No light or sound penetrated the boundary between dimensions. This absolute silence defined the single spirit passing through it. Nothingness surrounded him, filling him with icy dread.
Matthew screamed in agony, his voice not heard by his own ears. His soul burned as it passed through the void. Spirit distorting alongside his physical body, bringing him pain as his bones broke and his skin froze. Yet he could not see anything, not even his hands in front of his face. Matthew was the first human hybrid to pass through this empty space.
Any normal human would have died, but Matthew’s demonic energy kept his soul intact, the void’s energy continuing to tear him apart. 
How long have I been here?
Time could not be told here. There was only darkness. Matthew cried out for release from this pain, his voice nonexistent here.
A tiny dot of light broke the eternal blackness. Matthew looked towards it. The light grew slowly bigger as Matthew approached it, filling him with hope. Where would the light take me? What’s on the other side? Is that heaven? Matthew didn’t address any of these questions, only grateful to be leaving the void. 
Getting closer to the light, weariness crept into Matthew’s bones. The battles he fought and banishment catching up to him as he drew closer to his escape. The light blurred around the edges, Matthew’s eyes dropping lower. His mind became numb to the pain of his body, drifting further into unconsciousness. Matthew’s transparent lips lifted slightly. Warmth was returning to his frozen body. It felt nice and soft; bringing him closer to the sleep that evaded him for the past two nights.
Matthew couldn’t stop himself from closing his eyes, the light covering him completely.
BANG!
Matthew groaned feeling some very hard stones grind into his back. Sunlight shot through his eyelids, doing everything in its power to wake him up. Keeping his eyes tightly shut, Matthew took stock of his situation. His head throbbed in pain in unison with every muscle in his body. Let’s see, I feel a lot of pain and my head hurts. So, I’m think I'm still alive. Sherlock Holmes would be impressed by his deductive reasoning.
Sound soon came to him. Matthew heard the swaying of leaves being tossed in the light breeze and the babble of a river flowing to his left. Matthew breathed deeply; the smell of pollen, damp moss and grass tickling his nostrils. As the pain in his back began to numb, Matthew noticed his body felt weird.
It felt like being lopsided, as if his limbs were put on backwards. Ignoring the feeling, Matthew finally opened his eyes to find a clear blue sky. “Meh!” groaned Matthew in a gruff low voice. Did my voice drop an octave while I was in the voice? Guess my voice is a little hoarse today.
Matthew rolled to onto his stomach, become introduced face first into the green grass. Taking a deep breath, Matthew stood at his full height and-
“Oof!”
Matthew fell right on his rump. Boy, I’m kind of a klutz today. Attempting to get back up, Matthew planted his hand on the ground to steady himself.
It wasn’t a hand that pushed against the ground. Correction, it was a hoof attached to a short leg looking suspiciously like a goat's. The only difference was the shimmering gold fur. 
Moving the hoof up to eye level, his heart beginning to pick up the pace, bashing against his rib-cage. Matthew experimented with it moving the appendage back and forth, left and right. When Matthew moved his hand left, it went left. When he went right, it went right. Yep, that’s definitely my hoof, came the surprisingly calm though in Matthew’s head. After that revelation, Matthew’s brain seemed to be stuck in-between gears, a metal grinding reverberating in his hallow head.
“Huh.”
Looking down, Matthew was greeted by a second hoof with a second pair raring to go behind him. Matthew strained his neck to look over this alien body. The former bipedal experiencing a total lose of words, simply staring at the equine features . His whole body was covered in a layer of golden fur with a pair of matching wings along with a long crimson tail with a line of pure black. What surprised him most was that he had retained the marks from his previous body. Along his left arm two long lines of black running from his hoof to a diamond shaped symbol on his shoulder. Inside the symbol sat a pentagram, a small symbol graphed inside each of the star’s points. Between the two lines of ink a flowing script flowed from shoulder to hoof. Along his rib cage, flowing black ink of tribal print outlined his ribs moving up the sides before ending at the back of his mane. Matthew’s chest retained a black skull on the right pectoral with five sharp teeth pointing down his chest. Matthew retained the physique of his previous body, broad shoulders and trimmed muscles outlined by his fur.
Matthew’s body retained several injuries from his previous life, only partially healed and visible against his fur. Four long scratches ran across Matthew’s chest, a deep slice taken from his right side just under the rib-cage, and a long scratch ran down his left hind leg over a tattoo of a white horse head wearing a black crown of thorns with its neck bent in penance. 
When did I get a tattoo? Matthew wondered, turning his attention to the crimson tail sticking out his rear.
Matthew gave the tail and experimental tug, That’s definitely real.
Looking around, Matthew took in his surroundings. The stallion stationed between a small river and a tree line of dark foreboding trees. Deciding to get a better look at himself, Matthew shakily got to his feet… err, hooves. Once he was able to hold himself up, Matthew slowly moved over to the moving water. 
Tripping a couple of times, Matthew was finally able to see his reflection in the clear blue water. Now life had prepared him for many things, ranging from flying demons of hell to soul sucking succubus. This was not one of them. What looked back at him had only retained one feature of his human body, eyes so brown they almost appeared black. The long muzzle, big eyes, square chin and large forehead were completely foreign. From the top of his head and running to the base of his long neck, a tall spiked crimson mane stood. A single section of black fur broke through the deep red. Along the left side of this stallion’s face symbols moved from the top of his forehead along the muzzle and down the neck to stop just above the shoulder. The pony in the water rubbed his head with a free hoof, a sharp pain in his brain growing. That's not to say anything about having a spiraling horn poking out the center of his forehead. Maybe it’s a tumor.
Matthew’s mind was already fried. At this point it was like pouring gasoline on a computer and lighting it on fire while being struck by lightning while being ran over by an eighteen-wheeler. 
“Oh god, I’m the love child of a Pegasus and unicorn!” Matthew yelled incredulously. 
Upon uttering these words, Matthew instantly regretted it. Don't think about it! Don't think about it! Don't think about it! AH! Get it out of my head! Get out of my head! Now I'll never get this image out of my head!
Trying to clear his head, Matthew did the only logical thing that came to mind. He rationalized the situation. “OK… Let’s not panic,” Matthew took a deep breath. “Since I can feel pain and the ground under me, I can assume that this is either a manipulation of my senses by some powerful being or this is really happening.” Closing his eyes, Matthew quested out with his other senses feeling all of the life energy around him confirming his fears. 
“Alright, I can feel the individual energies of this forest which throws out my first theory. If this is reality, then I must have exited the void in a different world. My body must have been transformed into the image of its natural inhabitants because science?” Matthew continued to ramble. “Or I’m dead and this is my punishment.” Matthew took a steadying breath, “Both answers suck.” 
Matthew chose to sit next to the stream and close his eyes, breathing deeply to calm his racing mind and heart. When he calmed down enough, Matthew decided to try one more test. Focusing on his right foreleg, Matthew allowed his power to flow into the appendage. Opening his eyes, Matthew was not surprised at the black energy outlined in a deep red flowing across the leg and hoof twisting like wildfire.
I still have my power. Matthew thought without much care before cutting the flow of energy. 
Deciding the best policy shouldn't be to lounge about here, Matthew slowly rose onto all four hooves. The pony’s joints and muscles groaned in pain. Not wanting to perform any physical activities. Matthew took a moment to feel out the area for any potential energy sources, finding one not to far from his location. Hoping that it was some kind of civilized settlement, Matthew made his way north stumbling occasionally on a loose pebble or his own hooves.
“How do horses walk with these things?!”

			Author's Notes: 
Intro has not been touched. And let's hope for fixing some of the grammar mistakes.
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A Demon in Ponyville
Chapter 2: Welcome to Ponyville Mr. Demon
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to My Little Pony: Friendship Is Magic. All other characters are mine.
A shadow rippled across the land of Equestria, moving into the cursed trees known as the Everfree Forest. The shadow held within its mind a sinister purpose, to rain destruction upon all of Equestria’s inhabitants. Deep into the forest it traveled. The shadow winding between the thick vines and trunks until it reached its destination. Stretching before him was a swamp of swirling brown and black water.
The shadow’s iridescent green eyes found their target. Sleeping under the surface of the swamp, a four headed hydra slept peacefully. Hunger filled these horrendous eyes. Without any hesitation the shadow rushed to the sleeping beast, sinking into its left head. The hydra squirmed under the dark conscious. The spirit wasted little time to take control of the hydra’s body, filling its dreams of pure darkness.
The hydra open all eight of its eyes, revealing them not to be their natural blue color but a glowing green. The water and ground of the swamp exploded into the open air. The hydra rose above the murky water, all four scaly heads scanning the surrounding land to find its destination. Ponyville.
0 0 0
Matthew continued along the riverbank, following the direction of his senses. His limbs and muscles started to develop a deeper tension, making his joints complain. Matthew decided to take a small respite, taking a refreshing drink of clear water. Lifting his head from the water, Mathew once again caught a glimpse of his new face. It’s going to take some time you get use to this image. Sitting on the bank, the stallion eyes followed the river finding dark rooftops and colorful housing standing against the bland earth. Oh you have got to be kidding me. That’s a long a** walk!
Groaning, Matthew got to his hooves and continued his walk. The only sounds that accompanied him were the sound of the wind, the babbling river and the dull clopping of his own hooves against the hard earth.
I wonder if the species are horses? Wait, I don’t think I’m a full horse. I’d be a lot taller and wouldn’t have such a freakishly large head. I think I may be a pony. But I’m still happy about one aspect. Heh. Heh. Now who’s the real stallion in school? Too bad I never went to school. Matthew thought. To the matter at hand, it’d be pretty awkward if a Pegasus/unicorn suddenly walked into the middle of a town full of humans. That’d be an awkward conversation! If worst case scenario, I’ll just have to punch my way out.
Matthew chuckled at this, questioning his own sanity with every step. The distance continued to disappear. The closer the stallion got, more details were revealed to Matthew. The town was medium-size, the colorful housing a bright beacon in the distance. Each house ranged from light blues to pinks to oranges to a gingerbread house which raised more questions.
Matthew stopped in his tracks at the border of the town, unable to travel any further. Oh my God! I am in hell! It finally happened! Sprawled out in front of him was the most colorful town he had ever seen, a town full of nothing but ponies. The town in front of him appeared to be something out of a cartoon show for children with bright colors, clear crisp lines, a bright blue sky and many smiling faces.
Ponies of all colors and sizes filled the streets. Pegasus and Unicorns lived alongside the average pony, some even flying across the air or sitting atop fluffy white clouds. 
The former human was stunned. These seemingly simple ponies continued about their work; whether it was running a shop, buying goods or exchanging pleasantries. These pastel creatures built a town and a thriving economy. With only hooves? Matthew decided not to ask how they did that.
Matthew steeled himself, preparing to move through the crowd. Inside he was nervous. Meeting a new civilization was probably not as easy as the movies made it out to be. Just don’t do anything stupid and you’ll be fine.
Matthew moved through the crowd, weaving between the various ponies as he quested out with his limited senses, feeling the energy of everyone within ten feet. 
Limited as he was, Matthew could not feel any malicious energy.
The energy he sensed was the basic image of a soul. Each one had a distinct feel to it, no matter who or what it was. Plants were light, sluggish as they produced energy to grow and bud. Animals contained more energy, but they were simplistic and only focusing on survival. With a more complex being, the variety of personality had a completely different imprints and colors. Good attributes such as love, kindness and such would lead to a bright soul. While the negative attributes lead to a darkening of the soul, until the soul was nothing more than a dark stain. With these ponies, they all felt “good.” Some malicious imprints were there; the compulsion to lie, to cheat or the beginning of greed. But these attributes were outweighed by the light.
Jesus! Mother Teresa ain’t got nothing on these ponies. Matthew though in awe, marveling at the shear scope of good souls. Matthew simply watched these ponies, taking in their physical shapes.
Most ponies were shorter, more curved with long flowing manes and tails. Why’s that? Matthew questioned as these shorter ponies moved more fluidly with longer eyelashes, then it dawned on him. Man! Guys are outnumbered five to one here. Even I could get a date here, Matthew commented, no one noticing the cold shiver running down his spine.
Matthew’s presence began to draw unwanted attention. Several mares’ eyed the Pegasus with some interest. One even calling, “Looking good their boy!” Matthew’s face turned a beat red, never had he been considered attractive by the women on his planet. Oh the naughty things I could do here.
While passing a large group of giggling ponies, Matthew noticed a gingerbread house approaching on his left with a sign reading ‘Sugarcube Corner.’
Matthew had to take a closer inspection to reveal that the building was made out of wood and plaster and not food. I am so disappointed right now. The sweet smell of baked goods wafted from the open door, tempting Matthew to enter the busy establishment.
Matthew remained vigilant, remembering that he had no money and should not waste his time looking at delicious creations just to make him hungrier.
A growl from his stomach argued its point. Hey! Business first, food second. Firm in his position, Matthew reentered the crowd.
Moving away from the bakery, Mathew hear a sad, “Awwwww,” float over the murmur of the crowd. Choosing to ignore it, Matthew continued to venture forth inyo this strange colorful town thinking deeply about where to ask for some information.
Now let’s think. . . A bar?
Do ponies even drink? Probably not.
A passerby? Maybe, but then I would draw attention to the fact that I have no idea where I am and no self respecting man would ever do that.
A library?
Matthew hummed to himself; A library would have a map and there are multiple excuses to look at a map. With a plan in mind, Matthew moved deeper into the town.
0 0 0
Pinkie Pie woke up today with a smile on her face, but today wasn’t just any day. Today her Pinkie Sense was telling her a new pony was going to arrive in Ponyville and that something big was going to happen. Big with all CAPS! 
The day proceeded as normal. Pinkie helped the Cakes around the bakery. The mare taking turns to care for the twins and taking their orders. Each customer received the very famous, and in every way creepy, Pinkie Pie smile. All of her best friends, which literally included every pony she had ever met, were having a great time. Then he showed up.
Wondering up to the door, Pinkie saw the new pony. His gold coat shone in the bright sunlight, his spiky mane making him look like a porcupine. His dark irises looked at the bakery with an interested eye. From behind the counter Mr. and Mrs. Cake looked inquisitively at Pinkie as she jumped up and down muttering, “He’s here! He’s here! He’s here!”
Before they could ask who, Pinkie pointed towards the stallion. Standing in front of the door stood a single pony, his gold coat shimmering in the sun’s bright light.
Mr. Cake asked Pinkie, “Do you know that pony, Pinkie Pie?”
“Yes!” exclaimed Pinkie Pie, “He’s my bestest friend!”
Mr. and Mrs. Cake chuckled, “Pinkie Pie, everpony’s your bestest friend.”
“I know! Isn’t it great!” Pinkie bounced, until she looked closer at his face noticing the dark bags under his eyes and the frown on his muzzle. “But he looks sad,” Pinkie said, halting her bouncing.
“Who do you think he is?” asked Mrs. Cakes, looking over the markings over his muzzle and body, unable to make any sense of the designs.
“I don’t know, shugarplum,” commented Mr. Cake.
Before they could continue, the stallion walked away from the bakery to disappear in the crowd. Pinkie Pie wailed, “Awwwwwwww,” wanting nothing more than to meet this stranger. Bursting through the bakery’s front door, Pinkie Pie’s head swiveled in every direction.
There he is! Pinkie Pie’s voice vibrated in her head. Following closely behind the gold stallion, Pinkie Pie devised a brilliant plan. OK! First, I’ll give him a surprise hug! Then, a cupcake! I wonder what kind of cupcake he likes? Oooh! My voice sounds funny in here! Hello. Hello. Hello Hello. 
Pinkie Pie snaked her way through the crowd, taking cover behind any object as she stocked her prey. She soundlessly moved from a stand selling lettuce, to under a wagon, to behind a small filly until she jumped into a large pitcher for sale. Surprising the pony behind the stand, but Pinkie always kept her eyes on the gold pony. Matthew stopped in the center of town, his eyes taking in all the sights. His ears swiveled back and forth, the sounds of the content shopper a pleasant change of tone to him.
Now’s my chance! Pinkie Pie jumped from inside the pitcher and into the air. Pinkie flew towards the stallion in a wide arch, with her forelegs held wide open. Time slowed for the party pony, slowly getting closer and closer to her new friend. Her legs were almost around his neck, ready to give him the biggest hug Pinkie Pie could muster.
And then…
There was nothing. In less than a second, the stallion vanished into thin air. Pinkie Pie crashed into the brown earth, sending up a cloud of dirt in all directions. Pinkie’s head spun around in all directions, not knowing what happened. “Where’d he go? Did he disappear? Or was he never there to begin with?!”Pinkie asked, her eyes bulging in her head scaring all of the ponies near her. 
“Oh wait! There he is!” Pinkie called spinning around to look at the building to her back. Matthew watched from the top of the thatched rooftop of a light tan house.
“Eep!” Matthew squeaked in a very unmanly way as the pink pony that had just tried to tackle him moments ago disappeared in a cloud of upturned dirt. Jesus she’s fast! Matthew felt her moving around the building to get to him. All the while, Pinkie wore a wide smile to show all of her shining white teeth. Her blue eyes bulged out of her head. It was the kind of smile that a psychopath would use while asking if they could touch your skin. 
In a burst of energy, Matthew flew over the heads of the ponies to the roof adjacent to him. To anyone looking, it appeared as if he had vanished into thin air. In reality, Matthew had simply used his energy to push himself a short distance at high speeds.
Whipping his head around, Matthew caught sight of the pink pony standing where he was a moment ago. She looked angry now, determined to catch him. To Matthew’s growing surprise, this pony pulled out a small pink canon from her mane and placed it on the roof. How did she fit that in her hair? Dumbfounded, Matthew continued to blankly stare at Pinkie as she jumped into the canon.What is she doing? Is she crazy! Wait . . . Matthew’s pupils contracted and his hears flattened against his when he realized where she was aiming. 
With a loud bang Pinkie Pie flew straight at stallion at high speed. Confused, Matthew stood there like an idiot as she slammed into him. The pair flew off the roof and into the open air. Every eye followed the pair flight trajectory.
Pinkie and Matthew tumbled through the air, sailing towards a large oak tree.
0 0 0
Lying next to a tall stack of leather bound books, a purple alicorn drifted through the pages of the ancient tome. Her mane flowed to the floor, a darker purple than her fur with a pink highlight to accent it. Princess Twilight Sparkle was enjoying the peace of a day off, taking time to enjoy some of the new books added to her collection. She hummed to herself in content. A small purple reptile with green underbelly made his way down the worn wooden stairs, calling “How’s it going Twilight?”
Twilight looked up from the pages, smiling at Spike, “Pretty good Spike. How about you?”
Spike shrugged, “Kinda bored, wanna do something later today?”
Twilight chuckled, stretching her legs, “Sure thing, Spike. What would you like to do?”
Spike scratched his chin, thinking deeply, “How about we check out that new movie? What was it called? Slender-something?”
Twilight raised an amused eyebrow, “Isn’t that a little adult for you? I don’t want you crawling into my bed because of some nightmare.”
Spike dropped to his knees, pleading, “Aw! Come on Twilight! I promise I won’t get scared! Please! Please! Please!”
Twilight tried to turn away, but Spike was giving her the puppy eyes. No pony could resist the puppy eyes. Twilight sighed, “OK, Spike. Let’s head out and grab some tickets for a later show.”
“Yes!” cheered the little dragon, fist pumping the air.
“But,” Twilight added, “You can’t get a large popcorn.”
“Oh come on!”
Twilight continued, “I don’t want you getting a stomach ache like the last time I allowed you to get that much popcorn.”
“Ok,” Spike said, slightly defeated but still happy to be going anyway.
Twilight’s horn ignited with purple energy, all of the books next flying into the air before returning to their correct locations on the shelves. Twilight announced, “There! All nice and cleaned, let’s go Spike!”
Spike was about to jump onto Twilight’s back, but a blur of pink and gold burst through the roof into the bookshelf behind him causing the reptile to run behind her in fright.
Books rained down on the intruders as Twilight cried, “My books!” 
Twilight and Spike slowly approached the pile of books with apprehension, making sure to stay a safe distance. The pile shifted, causing them to freeze. Their muscle ready to bolt out of the library if need be. 
A pink head and cotton candy mane popped out of the pile of books, giggling, “That was fun! Let’s do it again!”
Twilight gasped, not sure what to make of Pinkie Pie at this very moment. “Pinkie Pie are you alright?”
Pinkie turned to Twilight, “I’m fine! I landed on something soft.” Taking a hoof, Pinkie rummaged through the books until she found what she was looking for. Rummaging in the pile, Pinkie pulled out Matthew’s head. 
Twilight looked at Matthew’s swirling eyes and gapping mouth in concern. Twilight asked, “Are you alright?”
“Here kitty! Kitty! Kitty!” Matthew slurred, the world spinning before he collapsed in the pile of books. Either he suffered from brain damage from his head being used as a battering ram or was still calibrating from the fact that he had just been shot at with a pink pony. Thankfully, black nothingness welcomed him to sleep.
Twilight looked at Pinkie Pie, “Pinkie, what did you do?”
Pinkie Pie took a deep breath, “Well-I-was-following-this-pony-to-give-him-a-surprise-hug-and-to-be-best-friends-but-he-kept-disappearing-so-I-shot-myself-out-of-the-party-cannon-and-we-flew-through-the-air-until-we-crashed-into-your-library! Sorry Twilight!” It was surprising she was able to say that all in one breathe.
Twilight shook her head, tension building up between her eyes, “So let me get this straight.” Twilight ironed out the detail, “A new pony arrived in Ponyville?”
“Yep!”
“You wanted to be friends with him, right?”
“Yes, ma’am!”
“So you chased him around Ponyville and he kept disappearing on you?”
“Yes sir!”
“When you couldn’t grab him, you shot at him with you cannon and came crashing through my library wall?”
Pinkie jumped out of the pile of books to stand triumphantly, the shift in weight causing the air to wheeze out of Matthew’s lungs. “And we had the bestest time!”
Twilight rubbed her temples, “Pinkie, did you ever consider just talking to the guy?”
Pinkie’s ears dropped slightly, “Where’d the fun in that be?”
Twilight decided not to ask any further questions. Covering the gold pony in violet energy, Twilight lifted Mathew from the pile of books. Gently placing him on one of the sitting cushion, Twilight noticed the markings all over his body. The intrigued alicorn took an interest in the symbols along his mussel, the calligraphy were like nothing she had ever seen before. Pinkie Pie appeared next to Twilight, asking, “Whatcha looking at?”
Twilight’s brow furrowed, “These symbols, I’ve never seen them before.”
Pinkie Pie commented, “Maybe he’s a foreigner, or a space alien from the planet Mongo, or a traveler from another dimension!”
Twilight chuckled slightly, “Pinkie, he looks like a pony to me. These strange markings don’t make him an alien or an inter-dimensional traveler.”
Pinkie pointed out, “But have you ever seen a male alicorn before?”
“Wait, what?” asked Twilight, turning to see the wings attached to his back. How’d I miss those? Twilight thought. 
Spike chimed in, “She has a point Twilight, has there ever been a male alicorn before?” Twilight shook her head. Spike jumped on the stranger’s back, looking closely at the swirling design, “These are some cool tattoos. I wonder how he got them.” 
Twilight lifted Spike off Matthew’s back, “Spike you can’t just jump on anypony’s back, that’s rude.”
Spike comment, “It’s alright Twilight. He’s out like a light. Here watch!” The dragon demonstrated by poking Matthew several times in the gut.
Matthew muttered, “But captain, I don’t wanna do kitchen duty. The cockroaches are going to try and eat me again!”
Twilight scratched her head, “What do you think we should do? We can’t just leave him here?”
Spike answered, “We can’t just throw him outside. He probably has no place to go.”
Pinkie jumped up and down excitedly, “How about we just wait for him to wake up? We can ask him all the questions we want. I still don’t know his name yet!” Pinkie shouted this last section. For it was a personal insult to her Pinkie pride. 
Twilight sighed, “Sorry Spike, it looks like we’ll have to cancel the movie tonight.”
Spike sighed, “It’s cool. We can hang out here.” 
An idea popped into Twilight’s head, “Hey Spike, how about we play one of your favorite games? We can play while we wait for this pony to wake up.”
Spike grinned sheepishly, running down to the basement to grab the chess board. Twilight turned to Pinkie Pie, the pink pony bouncing in place, “Um, Pinkie?”
“Yes?” she sang.
“What are your plans today?”
Pinkie suddenly jumped high into the air with a loud scream, hitting her head on the roof in the process. “Oh my gosh, I forgot to I was suppose to meet Applejack at the market! Gotta go! Bye!” In lightning speed, Pinkie Pie flew through the hole in the wall leaving a bemused Twilight shaking her head.
Spike returned a moment later carrying the black and white board over his head. Twilight was finishing fixing her wall.
0 0 0
Standing among a myriad of other stands, a worn down wooden wagon filled to bursting with the biggest red apples one could image. Standing next to it was an orange mare with a mark of three apples wearing a cowboy hat over her long blond braided mane and tail. A southern accent called, “Apples! Come and git yur fresh apples!”
Applejack jumped, a pink blur suddenly appeared in front of her nearly scaring her half to death, “Geez Pinkie! Can ya at least give me a little warning when ya do that?”
“Sorry,” Pinkie apologized sheepishly, smiling the entire time.
Applejack asked, “Is there anything I can help you with?”
“Yeppery!” Pinkie said, “The Cakes wanted me to get five dozen apples, they're working on a new kind of cake!” Pinkie’s mane quivered as she could barely control her excitement.
“Sure thing, Sugarcube!” Applejack smiled, “I’ll bring them over when I’m finished.”
Pinkie cheered excitedly. Three fillies made their way to Applejack. One was a yellow Earth pony with a large pink bow, the second a white unicorn with a curling purple mane, the last was an orange Pegasus with a rougher purple mane. Applejack greeted, “Howdy Applebloom! Is school out already?”
“Sure is Applejack!” Applebloom asked, “Can I go crusading with Sweetie Bell and Scootaloo? Please?”
Applejack smiled, trying to resist those big puppy eyes the girls were giving her. “As long as you can promise me ya’ll won’t do anything dangerous.”
“Oh come on!” Scootaloo exclaimed, “When have we done anything dangerous?”
Applejack answered in a deadpanned expression, “Need I remind you about the time you three thought it would be fun to get your cutie marks in fire rescue.”
The three girls blushed at the memory. Sweetie Bell tried to remedy the situation, “At least we didn’t burn down the entire barn.”
Applejack gave the three a stern gaze, “Just don’t get into any trouble. Got it!”
“We won’t!” cried the Cutie Mark Crusaders before tearing down the street.
Applejack turned back to Pinkie Pie, but before they could continue the ground shook ever so slightly. Applejack raised an eyebrow, “Pinkie, did ya’ll feel that?”
“I’m not sure,” Pinkie Pie answered. Another tremor shook the ground.
boom.
Both Applejack and Pinkie looked around. Applejack moved away from her stand, her eyes moving across the crowd of ponies. None of them had felt it yet. Applejack called to Pinkie, “Pinkie can ya help me grab those three before they wonder off too far?”
Boom.
Now, other ponies were starting to look around. The shake knocked produce off their shelves and several item of merchandise. The sudden movement drew the attention of several ponies, particularly one white unicorn with a long curling mane working diligently on her newest dress. 
Rarity cursed as the fabric skewed off the sewing machine, “What in blazes is going on out there?”
Twilight turned from the chess board in front of her, several books falling off of their shelves. Twilight and Rarity exited their houses, with Spike following behind Twilight. 
Everypony gasped in horror. On the horizon, a large reptilian figure made its way towards Ponyville. The creature sent more powerful vibrations into the earth. The hydra’s four heads opened wide before releasing an ear splitting roar. Everypony covered their ears in pain. 
Twilight yelled to Spike, “Stay here! I’ll see what I can about that hydra!” Without waiting for an answer, Twilight vanished in a flash of purple light.
Spike yelled after her, “Be careful!” A sudden breeze caught Spike by surprise, almost toppling him over. The dragon turned around, Spike saw the stallion that was unconscious moments ago had disappeared. Spike grumbling, closing the door behind him before racing up to the balcony.
Rarity rushed towards the marketplace, worried about the lives that were in danger. Many ponies ran in the opposite direction. 
Applejack sighed at Twilight’s sudden appearance. The hydra began its rampage on the town, stomping on all of the homes closest to it. “What do we do?” Applejack yelled, Pinkie Pie next to her.
A yellow earth pony with a poofy orange mane screamed as the hydra’s foot came down on her. Instead of death meeting her, she found herself two streets away from the rampaging monster. Having no idea who saved her, Carrot Top ran for safety.
Twilight thought for a moment, “We need to distract it. Pinkie use your party canon to draw its attention! Applejack, you go for its legs! I’ll hit it with a spell when it’s stopped!”
Pinkie gave a salute before dashing towards the hydra. Applejack prepared a lasso. Twilight built up a spell in her horn, casting the surrounding area in purple light. The hydra ripped the top of a home before tossing it at the crowd of retreating ponies. 
The roof tumbled through the air, straight at a pair of ponies running for their lives. When it was about to crush into them, a blue blur ripped them off their hooves before placing them on the side of the street. The cyan Pegasus with a rainbow mane yelled to them, “Get to safety! I’ll deal with this!”
The roof rolled through the street, a tall blue earth pony in danger of being crushed. The stallion started to move, but the speed of the roof was moving too fast for him to dodge. Until, the stallion suddenly found himself on the other side of the street. The roof broke into a thousand pieces of splintered wood.
Rainbow Dash flew straight at the left most hydra head, bashing it with her hooves. Pinkie on the opposite side, blasted the thing’s eyes with her canon. The head howled, blinded by colorful confetti. Applejack ran around the varmint’s front legs, a thick rope following her path. After the fourth pass, the hydra’s legs were tangled. Applejack called to Twilight, the rope still in her mouth, “Go Twi!”
Twilight unleashed the power of her horn onto the beast. To her and every other pony’s horror, the strong magic splashed against a dark barrier over the hydra’s scales. “But that was my strongest spell,” gasped Twilight.
The hydra pushed against the ropes that bound it, snapping them with ease. Applejack crashed through a nearby wall. The hydra swatted away the charging Rainbow Dash with one of its heads, sending her flying back several hundred feet. Rainbow Dash was about to crash into the ground, until a purple aura halted her fall. “I’ve got you Dashie!” Rarity cried with joy. The unicorn gently placed the dazed Pegasus on the ground.
Twilight tried to think of something. The hydra turned its attention to Pinkie Pie, one of its heads diving down to devour her. It’s got a dark energy protecting it! How do I get past that! How! Twilight racked her brain. Pinkie Pie jumped at the last second, landing on top of the hydra’s head. 
The hydra thrashed about, throwing its head back and forth to dislodge its passenger. Any pony close to the stampeding monster, suddenly found themselves either farther down the street or on the other side of buildings to separate them from the hydra.
Pinkie Pie closed her eyes, screaming for dear life. She wrapped her legs around one of the hydra’s spikes. Pinkie stopped screaming suddenly feeling warm dirt under her hooves. Opening her eyes, she found herself on staring at a tan home. The hydra’s heads rose above the roof.
Rainbow Dash shook the dizziness from her eyes before jumping back into the air, turning to face the reptile.
Everypony’s hearts sank at the unmistakable cry of three fillies. Twilight’s eyes went wide as she saw the CMC huddled together, cowering in fear. The hydra’s foot fell towards the three children. Twilight vanished, placing herself between the hydra’s foot and fillies. Erecting a powerful purple barrier, the alicorn gritted when the hydra’s claw crashed into her magic. The barrier shattered under the force of the blow.
Rainbow Dash flew at the hydra, head butting one of its heads. Unfortunately, Rainbow ricocheted off the beast’s head and into a nearby building. Splinters of wood and stucco covered the mare.
Applejack pealed herself from a pile of ruble to see her sister about to be crushed by the hydra, “NO!” Applejack cried rushing towards her sister, tears streaking across her cheeks. 
Pinkie Pie zoomed around the corner of the street, heart racing. Rounding corner, Pinkie gasped in horror at the sight of Twilight and the CMC were in the line of danger.
Rainbow Dash rubbed her head, feeling wetness on her fur. But that didn’t matter. The three fillies cried holding each other tightly. Twilight’s horn flickered weakly in an attempt to create another barrier. The cyan Pegasus burst from the home at top speed.
Rarity rushed headlong down the street, her breath ragged. Rarity was determined to find her sister and make whoever made her scream suffer. The white unicorn’s sight fell on her sister, friends and Twilight. “Sweetie Bell!” Rarity cried pushing her legs to go faster. Her horn glowed as she tried to stop the hydra’s foot.
The hydra’s foot was almost on Twilight and the CMC. Rainbow pushed her wings to the limits. The four ponies closed their eyes, waiting for their demise to occur. All of the ponies screamed. Tears streamed down all of the girls’ faces. The mare froze in their tracks. No pony able to comprehend what had just happened. The hydra let loose a roar of victory, shaking the entire town. Other ponies started to cry alongside Pinkie Pie, Applejack, Rarity, and Rainbow Dash. 
The hydra stopped roaring. The hydra looked down at its feet in confusion. To the shock and awe of everypony, the hydra’s foot started to rise up. The ground shook, the hydra applying all of its weight on the foot. The force under it was stronger still. Everypony looked at the foot, trying to see if Twilight and the CMC were still alive. 
Ponyville had seen many strange and confusing things over the years that would be remembered for a very long time. This was one of those times.
Twilight and the fillies slowly opened their eyes, met with an impossible sight. The gold alicorn Matthew stood on his hind legs and lifting the hydra’s foot with only his right hoof, said appendage’s skin was covered in a swirling dark mass of fire. Matthew turned to the four ponies, offering them a comforting smile. Twilight was surprised by how deep the pony’s voice was,
“It’s all right. You're safe now.”
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The ponies of Ponyville gazed in fear and awe towards the center of Ponyville. None dared to get close. The CMC cried with joy. Matthew turned its attention back to the hydra. The beast continued its efforts to crush the stallion. Twilight and the CMC to yelped in shock, the ground cracking under the dueling forces.
This guys a stronger than I thought. 
Matthew thought, beads of sweat developing on his brow. Even with his body shaking under the hydra’s foot, Matthew had power. And his power made him better. 
“AH!” Twilight and the CMC yelped in surprise. Matthew bellowed loudly, firing a dark blast of energy from his right hoof. The CMC cried in amazement while the rest of the ponies cried in terror at the sight of the hydra flying through the air. The creature landed in a heap close to the Everfree Forest, landing a good hundred meters from the ponies. 
Matthew turned toward Twilight and the CMC, “Are all of you alright?”
Twilight nodded. The CMC suddenly jumping at Matthew and catching the stallion by surprise to embrace him with their little arms, crying, “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”
Matthew gently patted them on the back with his left hoof, comforting them, “It’s alright. You’re safe now.”
Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Pinkie and Applejack approached the scene with apprehension, all of them staring at Matthew with wide eyes. Applebloom rushed to embrace Applejack with a cry of joy. The sisters embraced in silent tears. Scootaloo rushed to Rainbow Dash and Sweetie Belle jumped to embrace Rarity.
Twilight shakily got to her hooves, her eyes on Matthew at all times. She asked, “Who are you?”
“GGGRRRROOOAHHHH!”
Matthew opened his mouth to answer, but an earsplitting roar from blasted through the air. Matthew turned towards the hydra, finding beams of darkness firing from each the hydra’s mouths. The attack cleaved apart cloud formations, cutting into the land and mountain side. 
OK! I may have failed world religions, but when could a hydra do that?!
Matthew rocketed towards, sending a shockwave of air to blast the ponies standing around him. 
Applejack gaped, “Woah!” As Twilight gawked in the stallion’s wake. That wasn’t magic! Twilight had an ability that all unicorn’s could utilize, the ability to sense magic. Twilight felt no surge of magic in him, instead she felt something different. What she felt was a strange shifting energy, it felt smooth yet rough, cold yet hot, calm but vicious.
Twilight turned to face Rarity, the white unicorn’s eyes wide with horror. Both of these ponies felt the same thing. They may not know what it was, but it was powerful.
Matthew appeared at the feet of the hydra. All four of the beast’s heads looked down towards the lone stallion. All eight of those green eyes were filled with uncontrolled and unadulterated hatred for the stallion. Matthew stood his ground, stomping his right hoof.  Several cracks formed under the appendage. “I’ll tell you this once. Leave. You won’t get another warning.”
The four heads lunged towards Matthew. Matthew brought his hoof back and jumped at the snarling beast’s heads. Matthew’s punch caught the hydra in an explosion of energy on contact. The hydra’s heads flew back, Matthew going on the offensive. Diving hoof first into the creature’s gut, the hydra doubled over in pain. Flecks of spittle flew from the four mouths and onto the ground.
Matthew appeared to the hydra’s left, rushing towards its side. The head closest turned to him, firing off a blast of darkness. Matthew jumped to the right to dodge. The shockwave caught him off guard, sending him skidding further right then he wanted too. Two of the heads fired energy at him. Matthew disappeared before the darkness exploded in front of the hydra, leaving a charred hole. 
Matthew was under the far left head, jumped towards the creature’s head to deliver a vicious uppercut. Blood and a large pointed tooth flew out of the creature’s mouth. Matthew caught the second head as it came lunging from out of nowhere.
Matthew was caught off guard as the mouth opened, revealing several large and quite dangerous looking teeth. A dark mass roared at Matthew, exploding in front of the hydra’s head when it made contact with the stallion’s body. Matthew flew back through the air, pivoting his body to see the hydra’s next move. One head was covered by a cloud of smoke, but the three other heads were firing upon him.
Crossing his arms, Matthew attempted to block the blast. One head wasn’t that bad, but times that by three and you’ve got a powerful explosion.
The girls and CMC gasped when the three pillars of darkness connected with the stallion The resulting explosion shook all of the houses to their foundations. Matthew flew through the air, leaving a trail of smoke behind him. Matthew crashed into the ground several feet from Twilight and her friends.
The ponies rushed to the hole, circling around the deep dark crevice Matthew found himself in. Applebloom called, “Are ya’ll alright in there?”
Matthew groaned, feeling the scorch marks over his body and the surprisingly deep lacerating pain on the right side of his stomach. Matthew felt the side, something wet and warm flowing over his fur and hoof. His previous wound allowing his blood to trickle out of his body. Owe. That hurt. Matthew called back to the surface, sarcasm filling his voice, “Yeah! I’m fantastic! Nothing but gumdrops and ice-cream down here!”
Pinkie Pie asked in hope, “OOOOOH! Really? Can I come in too?”
Applejack swore she heard a hoof collide with Matthew’s forehead. Matthew grumbling, “I’m surrounded by idiots.”
“I thought you were surrounded by gumdrops and ice-cream?”
“AGH!” Matthew yelled in frustration. All of the ponies jumping back from the flying dirt and rocks. Matthew stood in front of the group, his scowl deep and penetrating. All of the ponies winced at the sight of burnt, blackened skin and the blood dripping from his side. Matthew panted, “That’s it! The gloves are coming off!”
“But you’re not wearing gloves,” Pinkie commented. Every other pony groaned in exasperation. 
Matthew held out his left foreleg, power flowing into the appendage. Unlike the right side, a bright flowing energy poured from the limb covering it with a white light. As it covered the limb, the light solidified, forming a crystal flowing from hoof to shoulder. The transformation ended at the shoulder in a sharp point. The girls gasped in surprise. Twilight could only associate this formation of crystal with a sleeve of armor. The smooth white material flowed over the fetlock to the joint, leaving a small gap for the joint to move as a second piece of crystal formed an upper guard. A triangular point rose several inches above the shoulder, providing a small amount of cover for his neck.
Rarity gasped, the crystal armor sending a rainbow of colors in every direction.
Matthew rushed forward into battle, the hydra preparing a second barrage of dark energy. Matthew stopped just in front of the hydra. All four head released their power onto him. Matthew crossed his arms, the white crystal contrasting against the swirling dark energy of his right arm. The four beams hit the stallion, the resulting mushroom cloud obliterating the unfortunate homes closest to the fight.
The hydra chuckled in triumph. The laugh sounding like stones being rubbed against each other. The smoke dissipated, that chuckle becoming caught in the hydra’s throat. All eight eyes filled with surprise. Matthew still remained standing, a smirk spreading across his muzzle.
The power of Matthew’s left arm wasn’t an offensive ability, but defensive. The crystallized structure was the pure energy solidified, making it stronger than diamond. If anything makes contact with the crystal, energy is released dispersing the force of any attack. This release of energy could soften any physical or energy attack while the crystal stops it completely. 
Matthew rushed forward, rapidly punching the hydra’s gut with both hooves. The left arm may not be as powerful as the right, the crystal’s hardness more than made up for it. The hydra’s feet began to leave the ground under Mathew’s continued assault on its abdomen. Each punch felt like a bomb. Large droplets of blood flew from the four heads, their insides being pulverized
When the hydra was fifty feet in the air, Matthew wrapped his forelegs around the one of the hydra’s feet. With a titanic heave, Matthew flipped the hydra over his head and threw it into the ground. All of the ponies felt the ground shudder. Ever window in Ponyville rattled in place. 
Applejack, Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Twilight, the CMC and any pony looking towards the fight could not help their jaws from crashing into the earth. A pony had just thrown a hydra. 
The hydra was not beaten yet. Pulling all of its energy, the four heads powered up for one last attack for Matthew. The stallion slowly fell towards his prey. Matthew put both of his hooves together, light and darkness sparking when they made physical contact.
Darkness and light were never meant to be mixed. They were opposites, forever to live away of the other, only existing because the other does. If they touch, the reaction was chaotic and not fully able to control. Matthew was the only one able to force this connection. 
The four heads fired their energy at the descending Matthew, the blue sparks growing bigger between his hooves. Matthew threw his hooves forwards at the rapidly approaching darkness. 
The inhabitants of Ponyville cried out in shock. Blue energy collided with the dark energy. Cutting through the hydra’s attack, the blue energy hit the hydra with full force. The resulting blast sent a shockwave of air through the town, every piece of glass shattering. Shards rain down on the streets. Ponies dove under any shelter available. Most weren’t harmed because they were hiding when the hydra attacked. Few ponies were cut up bad, but nothing deep. 
The hydra lay in the dirt, breathing heavily as its body ached. *Cough* *Cough* Crimson blood flew from the four mouths, spasms wracking its body. The pain it felt was just too much. The hydra could hardly move, let alone attack again.
The stallion appeared next to the hydra’s left head, its green eyes staring daggers at Matthew. Matthew stood defiantly, forcing his muscles to remain still as they burned under his skin. “It’s over.”
The hydra slowly closed its eyes, almost falling asleep. When they opened, Matthew raised an eyebrow in surprise. These now blue eyes focused on him. Blue eyes filled with fear at the sight of him. What just happened? The hydra whimpered at the pain of their fight. The beast was just now realizing how much he was hurting all over. The hydra shied away from Matthew, dragging itself across the ground. 
That doesn’t make sense! It was just trying to destroy me as second ago, and now it’s afraid of me. What’s going on here? Mind control? 
Matthew sighed, taking note of the change of eye colored as he said to the beast, “It’s alright. I won’t hurt you.” The hydra didn’t believe him. The beast slowly rolled onto its feet wincing as every part of its body throbbed with pain. Matthew watched the hydra leave in silence. The hydra limped back to the Everfree Forest to rest its wounds, but not before taking a moment to look back at the stallion.
With the hydra returning to its home, Matthew rushed back into town. Matthew appeared in front of Twilight and friends. The group jumped a few feet in the air at his sudden appearance. Matthew had to catch himself from crashing face first into the road. Woah, got a little lightheaded there. I think I might have overdone it. I need a vacation. Seriously, why does this shit keep happening to me! I mean this is some seriously fu… Oh look ponies. Matthew’s internal ranting ending at the sight of three little fillies slowly moving towards him. Their eyes full of wonder. 
Matthew suddenly noticed the larger group standing behind them. Slowly the town’s inhabitants had left their hiding places to stand behind Twilight and her friends. Matthew ignored their gaping muzzles, turning his attention to the three standing in front of him. Oh god what do I say! What do you say after something like that? How do you talk to children? Hello? How are you? Are you all right? Think man! Think of something comforting! Or cool! I would accept something cool. Matthew smiled, saying the only thing that came to mind, “Are you three alright?” That wasn’t cool. A nice thought, though.
Matthew jumped a few feet when the CMC cried with joy, launching at him to give him the biggest hug their small limbs could provide. 
“That was awesome!” Scootaloo yelled.
“That was so cool!” Sweetie Bell chimed in.
“You sure showed that hydra! Thanks so much!” Applebloom admonished.
This seemed to break the tension for the rest of the ponies, Twilight and the rest of them finding the courage to move closer to Matthew. The regular folks chose to stand a short distance behind their princess. Matthew’s confused expression met the group, not sure how to react to this kind of situation. The awkwardness was really high for both sides. What level is it? It’s over 9000! Matthew thought. Clearing his voice, Mathew patted the fillies on their backs with his left arm, “You don’t need to thank me. I’m glad to help.” Aw! That’s sweet man. 
Applejack noticed Matthew’s awkwardness, but saw genuine gratitude for their safety as he looked down on the fillies. Everypony in front of Mathew noticed his trembling limbs. Applejack decided to lend the stallion a hoof, “Alright, ya little whippersnappers. Give the pony a break.” 
The CMC groaned, releasing Matthew to return to the older ponies, Applejack looked into the stallion’s eyes. There she saw the tiredness. Fighting a hydra really has to take it out of a fella.
Twilight caught sight of the light drip-drop of blood quenching the dry dirt. Twilight asked, worried as Matthew’s drooping eyes, “Are you alright?” Weariness began to tax the stallion’s feeble mind.
Like any male, Mathew had to act tough and brush it off. “Yeah. It’d take more than a hydra to stop me. I can take whatever’s thrown at me.”
And there goes my legs!
Everypony gasped. Matthew’s eyes rolling into the back of his head before collapsing in a heap. The crystal on his arm shattered, each individual shard crumpling into nothing. The darkness on his right arm dissipated into thin air, leaving the faint smell of ozone before it was swept away by the wind. 
Twilight, Applejack, Rainbow Dash, Rarity and the CMC rushed to him. Twilight scanned Matthew’s body with lavender magic, noting the various burns, cuts and bruising. Rarity ripped a piece of curtain from a ruined window, offering it to Applejack. Applejack pressed the fabric against the cut in an attempt to stop the bleeding. Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie held back the CMC, giving their friends space to work. 
Twilight turned to Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie, “Rainbow Dash, can you carry him to the hospital? The rest of us will check if anypony was injured.”
Rainbow Dash gave a salute before moving next to the unconscious stallion. Rarity levitated Matthew’s body onto her back. Sweet Celestia, he’s heavy! Rainbow thought as she took to the air. 
Even weighed down, Rainbow Dash soared through the air with great speed. The wind whipped her mane in every direction. The mare moved toward the white building.
Nurse Redheart finished organizing the last of the patient’s paperwork. All of the papers were neatly placed in their horizontal slots on the nurse’s station. Redheart stood up from her small chair, preparing to do her rounds. The double doors to the hospital suddenly burst open. A gust of wind threw all of those neatly organized papers onto the clean sterile floor. Redheart prepared to scold the pony who had just destroyed an hour’s worth of work. Redheart’s voice died in her throat. The sight of Rainbow Dash carrying an unconscious pony on her back knocking the insult out of the nurse’s head.
“This pony needs a doctor! Fast!” Rainbow Dash yelled.
Nurse Redheart called for a stretcher, a group of ponies rushing out of the hallway to collect Matthew from the cyan Pegasus. The ponies rushed Matthew into the observation room. 
Rainbow Dash made to exit the building, but Nurse Redheart called out to her, “Miss Dash! Before you leave, you need to sign him in.”
Rainbow Dash turned to the nurse, “Um, yeah. Can we skip all that? I need to check up on Ponyville.”
The Nurse tapped her hoof impatiently, “Health codes state that every pony has to be accounted for and this stallion needs someone to sign for him.” The cyan Pegasus groaned in irritation. Moving to the nurse’s desk, ready to start signing whatever was needed.
0 0 0
Twilight moved about the group of ponies standing in the center of town. After the Rainbow Dash left, the townsfolk slowly began to return to their homes. Twilight and Applejack checked each pony individually. Pinkie Pie rushed around town like a pony possessed. The mare was asked to count everypony, making sure no one was missing. Rarity took the CMC to her home, keeping them away from any of the damaged buildings and glass shards glistening under Celestia’s sun. Twilight and Applejack were surprised when Pinkie returned. Bringing with her news that everypony accounted. Only a few of the ponies were injured, either bruised or cut, but most were able to escape the town unharmed. What concerned Twilight wer the varying accounts from the townsfolk.
“One more time, please?” Twilight asked, eyeing Carrot Top with a raised eyebrow.
Carrot Top said again, “I was walking running from the hydra for dear life. Then I tripped on something. When I turned around, the hydra was about to stomp on me, then nothing.”
“Nothing?”
“Yeah,” Carrot Top answered sheepishly, “I closed my eyes before the foot came down. When I opened my eyes I was two blocks away from it. I don’t know what happened. I was there. Then I was down the street away from the hydra. Sorry, Princess. I don’t know anything else.”
Twilight sighed, before smiling and sending Carrot Top off, “It’s alright, Carrot Top. Thank you for answering my questions.”
Twilight thought deeply, unsure of what to make of this situation. It’s great that all of the ponies were unharmed, but how they got that way was baffling. Pinkie’s shrill cry broke Twilight out of her reveries, “Look! The Princess!” 
All eyes followed the pink hoof pointing towards the sky. A golden chariot pulled by two white Pegasus wearing glittering golden armor descended from the clouds to land softly in the dirt. Princess Celestia, wearing her traditional crown with her long multi-colored mane flowing in the wind behind her, stepped lightly out of the carriage. The princess overlooked the crowd, her visible eye showing relief to see that all of the ponies in front of her were unharmed. Twilight, Applejack and Pinkie rushed forward to meet her. Everypony bowed to the Princess of the Sun. 
Celestia addressed Twilight, “Twilight, are there any seriously injured?”
Twilight reported, “Only a few injuries, but not life threatening.”
“Good to hear,” Celestia sighed. “When I saw the blast of dark energy, I immediately set out to see if you needed assistance. Looks like you and your friends didn’t need any of my help.”
Twilight blushed slightly, rubbing the back of her head in awkwardness, “Actually princess, we didn’t beat the hydra.”
Celestia’s eye widened in surprise, “Then who did?”
“Well…um,” Twilight mumbled, searching for the right words.
Applejack took over, “Some alicorn beat the stuffing out of the varmint.”
“Yeah, that.”
Celestia thought she was missing something here, “Um, what happened exactly?”
Before Twilight could begin, Pinkie Pie jumped in, “It was amazing! This alicorn was all like AGH! The hydra was all like GRAH! Then there were explosions and lights! And it was so pretty!”
“What?” 
Applejack put a hoof to Pinkie’s mouth, “What Pinkie’s trying to say is that some alicorn came out of nowhere and caught the hydra’s foot when it was about to step on my sister and Twilight.” Celestia gasped, turning to Twilight with worry in her eye. Applejack continued, “They’re alright now, Princess. Rarity took my sister and her friends to her house to look after them while we stayed here to check on everypony. But anyway, the pony then freaking threw the hydra out of town then proceeded to deliver the smack down of a lifetime. It was brutal!”
Celestia, in all of her years had never quite heard such a story like that before. Another alicorn? How is that possible? “I think it would be best if I met this alicorn. She seems powerful and I would personally like to thank them for driving that hydra away.” Far away, Matthew felt a sudden surge of rage.
Why are they snickering? Celestia raised a confused eyebrow at the girls triing to contain their mirth. “Did I say something wrong?”
“Kinda Princess,” Applejack chuckled.
Twilight tried to explain, “Well, Princess Celestia, that alicorn doesn’t have a second X chromosome.”
“Wait, what?” Celestia was even more confused now.
“That ponies not a sister, per say,” Applejack responded.
“Huh?”
“He’s a boy,” Pinkie answered, rolling on the ground.
“How is that possible?” Celestia asked, shocked at this new revelation. The princess only received shrugs from the ponies in front of her. Composing herself, Celestia said, “Well, I’ll just have to meet him and ask. As for Ponyville, when I return to Canterlot I’ll send construction crews to start rebuilding the destroyed homes.” Celestia stopped, noticing a few absent members of the town, “Where are Fluttershy and Rainbow Dash? I don’t see them among the crowd.”
“Oh,” Twilight remembered, “Fluttershy’s in Canterlot right now. She was asked to assist the park service with a nasty dispute between the squirrels and the woodpeckers. Rainbow Dash dropped the alicorn at the hospital.”
“I see,” Celestia responded, before motioning to the three to follow her. The guards pulling the carriage formed up on each side of Celestia to march alongside the group.
0 0 0
Celestia and the group made it to Ponyville hospital after a quick fifteen minute walk. Celestia obtained more details on the hydra attack from Twilight, “A dark barrier you say?”
“Yes, Princess,” Twilight nodded. “It blocked my most powerful spell.”
“Hm,” Celestia hummed to herself. “That does not bode well. It would take an incredibly powerful and evil entity to create a barrier that could to deflect your spell, Twilight.” 
The small group approached the large double doors of the hospital, hearing a very loud voice shout, “How in the hay am I supposed to know if he’s allergic to anything! I just met the guy!”
Twilight rolled her eyes. Celestia chuckled, pushing open the door to find Rainbow Dash sitting on one of the green lobby chairs with a chart in her hooves. The Pegasus was caught starring daggers at Nurse Redheart. The pair stopped their bantering when Celestia entered the room. Both rushed to the princess, bowing low to the ground. Celestia greeted each in kind before asking Redheart, “How is the patient?”
Nurse Redheart answered, “Dr. Lifesaver is still working on him. He should be out soon with news.”
The princess nodded in understanding, offering her thanks before taking a seat on one of the cold chairs. The rest of the group joined her, partaking in small talk to fill the time. The wait wasn’t long. An orange unicorn with a short brown mane walked into the lobby, levitating a chart a few inches away from his face.
Looking up from his notes, Dr. Lifesaver nearly had a heart attack seeing Princess Celestia waiting patiently in the lobby. After a stumbling over his words, Lifesaver finally spat out, “Can I help you p-Princess?”
Celestia responded with a kind smile, “I just wanted to see how the pony Rainbow Dash brought in was doing?”
The doctor answered, “Oh, he’s doing quite well actually. He’s asleep right now.”
“Wait, what?” asked Twilight, unsure of if the doctor was joking. Applejack sharing her surprise, they both saw this guy get hit by the full force of a hydra’s blast. You’d expect the fellar would have something worst than a few bruises and cuts.
“He had a few burns and a nasty cut on his side, but other than that he just looks exhausted,” Dr. Lifesaver responded, turning towards Twilight. “There was no life threatening injuries that I could find. All I had to do was stitch up his side and clean those burns.”
“B-b-but,” Twilight stuttered, “I saw him take a full blast from four hydra heads. How in all of Equestria did he survive that?”
The doctor shrugged, “He’s a tough pony?” Turning back to his notes, Dr. Lifesaver read off, “He had minor blood loss, and there was a pre-existing cut on his left leg and some on his barrel. Some bruising along the ribs and face, some internal organs showed bruising, and has shown signs of extensive physical exertion (he was drenched in sweat, breathing heavily, and had constant muscle trembling).” Dr. Lifesaver took a breath, returning to the group in front of him. “It seems to me as if he just needed some sleep and fluids. I put him on an IV drip before moving him into a room.”
Celestia asked, “What’s your prescription, Doctor?”
Dr. Lifesaver answered, “Some rest, a goodnights sleep, and no strenuous activities for a period of time.”
“But what if we need to talk to him? We can’t talk to a sleeping pony.” asked Applejack.
The doctor only shrugged, “Sorry, he’s in a pretty deep sleep right now. He didn’t even wake up as I was stitching him up.”
“Wait!” Rainbow Dash exclaimed, “Didn’t you give him a shot to numb him before you started stitching his skin back together?”
“No, Miss Dash,” Lifesaver answered. “Since we have no physical history of him, I couldn’t just give him an anesthetic. He could have an allergic reaction. Plus, he didn’t respond to any of my prodding or attempts to wake him. This allowed me to work while he was unconscious.”
“Thank you, doctor,” Celeastia said with a smile. Doctor Lifesaver left the group to return to his other patients. The princess turned to Twilight, Applejack, Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie, announcing, “I guess we’ll just have to wait for him to wake up.”
Applejack sighed making her way towards the exit, “Well, I’ve got to go. I’m gonna grab Apple Bloom and take her home.”
Rainbow Dash flew into the air, “I’m gonna go, latter princess!” The Pegasus flew out the double door, irritating Nurse Redheart more when her carefully organized papers were once again scattered on the floor.
Pinkie Pie said her goodbyes, “Bye, Princess Celestia! Bye, Twilight! I’ve got a welcome party to plan!” With that, the pink pony bounced out of the hospital wearing a wide grin.
Celestia turned to Twilight, “Twilight.” Her faithful student turned to her expectantly. “As soon as that pony is awake, I would like you to send a letter to me. I would very much like to meet him as soon as possible.”
Twilight bowed to her teacher. Celestia returned to Canterlot and Twilight to check on the rest of Ponyville.
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A full day passed after the hydra attacked. The sun barely breached the skies when crews of construction ponies arrived in Ponyville. Debris removal began immediately for the destroyed homes, the day going by quickly for the construction workers. Several townsfolk joined the construction crews to help clear the debris. Any pony without a home found accommodations at the Town Hall. The main room was converted into a temporary rec-center. Complete with fold out cots, blankets, and a table full of breakfast foods pushing into the far corner. 
On the second floor in the Mayor’s office, Twilight stood next to Mayor Mare. Both looking over the construction plans lying across the Mayor’s desk, “Mayor, from what the construction crews said, the debris should be cleared by tomorrow. With the help of townsfolk, we should be able to finish constructing the new homes by next week.”
“How many homes were condemned by the crews?” Mayor asked.
Twilight rummaged through various documents littering the desk, “Let’s see. Twelve homes were completely destroyed. Another six need major repairs. And every window in Ponyville needs to be replaced.”
“Oh,” the Mayor sighed, “At least the construction will be quick. I’m just glad no pony was harmed during the attack.”
Twilight nodded, before a light bulb went off in her head. “Oh!” Major Mare turned to her, an eyebrow raised. Twilight blushed, “I forgot I’m supposed to check up on somepony. Is there anything else we needed to go over?”
Taking a moment to think, Mayor Mare shook her head, “Not that I can think of.”
Twilight moved towards the door, “Thank you Mayor. I’ll be back later to check up on things. Bye.” With a wave, Twilight left the office for the first floor. Twilight moved through the Main hall, offering a kind greeting to the various ponies there. Before she could take three steps out the front door, Twilight was greeted by a very worried yellow Pegasus with a flowing pink mane whipping in every direction from mad rush.
Twilight smiled, Fluttershy skidding to a halt in front of her. Twilight waited for Fluttershy to catch her breath, part of her mane dropped over her face. Fluttershy asked, a squeak of a whisper escaping her muzzle, “My goodness, Twilight! I was so worried about you and the others! Is everypony alright?”
“Yes, Fluttershy. Everypony made it out just fine,” Twilight comforted her friend. “When did you get back?”
Fluttershy answered, “When Celestia told me about the hydra, I just had to get back to Ponyville. But the train was cancelled for construction crews and supplies. I had to wait for today to get a seat.”
Twilight nodded, offering her friend a quick hug, “It’s good to have you back Fluttershy. I was about to check on a pony, would you like to join me? I’d love to hear about how your time in Canterlot went.”
“It wasn’t too bad,” Fluttershy smiled. The pair made their way to the Ponyville hospital. 
Nurse Whitecoat, a white earth pony with a black mane pulled up into a bun, sat at the reception desk. She continued to scribble notes on her patients. A blur of motion at the edge of her vision caught her attention. Nurse Whitecoat looked up staring confusedly at the chocolate cupcake sitting on the desk right in front of her. The cupcake had a swirl of pink and white frosting with a cherry on top. Checking the empty lobby to ensure it was in fact empty. Nurse Whitecoat shrugged before munching on the sweet and delicious treat. Strange things tend to occur in Ponyville, the ponies eventually got use to it over time. 
Inside the last patient’s room laid the unconscious form of Matthew, a serene look on his muzzle. He slept quietly. The still air was filled with Matthew’s rhythmic breathing and the constant beeping of the heart monitor. To his left, the heart monitor and IV drip stood. On the other side sat a grey metal nightstand filled with a white pitcher of water and plastic cup along with a single cupcake. The yellow frosting reflected the bright sun light.
0 0 0
Beatrice
Lying on a light green mattress, Matthew’s brown eyes were fixed on girl lying with him. A thin girl with pale skin and long sleek black hair that shone like a raven’s feathers, she had a sharp face, high cheekbones and deep green eyes. Those luminous orbs peered into Matthew’s brown eyes. Sunlight shined onto her back and hair, lighting the area behind her. Her eyes were filled with a sad happiness. Her happiness was just sharing being with him. Those eyes. Those green beautiful eyes. She gently stroked the stallion’s cheek. Her touch was as gentle as an angle’s, running with the golden fur. Her thin lips wore a soft smile. It was a sad smile, she smiled for him.
No matter how much his body or mind changed, he could still feel her soft touch. To him those fingers were warm. She offered him some of the few comforts he found in his world. Time passed, but they didn’t notice. Time meant nothing here. Words meant nothing here. 
Here, in this moment, Matthew was happy. He was happy to share one moment with his Beatrice. 
With a jerk, Matthew was pulled away from her and into the cold light blue room of Ponyville hospital. The stallion shot straight up, casting the thin green blanket towards the end of his bed. The constant beeping of the heart monitor more than enough information to tell him that he was in a hospital. Why do all of the good dreams end so quickly? Matthew groaned to himself. Lying back on the hard plastic mattress, Matthew felt the burning on his right side and stiffness in his muscles. God I feel tired, Matthew yawned widely, turning to the clock on the wall. Strange, since the clock reads 11:52 A.M. 
Matthew rubbed the sleep out of his eyes. Looking around the room, Matthew was relieved that no other patients occupied the two beds on his left. Catching sight of the cupcake, Matthew grinned. That was nice of someone.
Grabbing the cupcake with a hoof. . . Wait, what? Like glue, the sugary treat stuck to the end of his leg. Bringing it closer, Matthew looked closely at the appendage holding the food with no visible means of support. Switching the cupcake to his other hoof, Matthew was just as surprised when the second hoof performed the same physics defying act. How the hell? W-What’s this? That doesn’t make any sense? OH NEVER MIND! Matthew decided just to say, “F**k it!” and leave it at that. Matthew turned to the treat, stomach grumbling. Words could not describe the deliciousness of the yellow sponge cake. It was vanilla cake with a swirl creamy frosting and the hint of lemon. It was the perfect concoction of sweet flavors with a light hint of sourness.
The cake satisfied his stomach to an extent. At least it stopped it from growling. Another important fact entered Matthew’s mind. “I need to pee,” Matthew muttered draping his hind legs over the side of the bed. Like the million times he performed the same act before, Matthew dropped to the floor. One problem. Matthew forgot he had no feet.
0 0 0
Fluttershy and Twilight opened the double doors to the hospital lobby. Fluttershy commented, “I almost forgot. Your brother and Cadence were visiting Canterlot when I left.”
Twilight raised an eyebrow, “Why were they in Canterlot?”
Fluttershy giggled in the quiet lobby, the sound echoing in the room. “Cadence said something about Shining Armor forgetting to fill out some paperwork.”
The two enjoyed a few chuckled before turning to Nurse Whitecoat, Twilight asking, “How’s the stallion from yesterday doing?”
“He was still asleep when I checked up on him.”
BAM!
“SON OF A BITCH! I LANDED ON MY TAIL!” a very angry and loud voice filled the hospital. Fluttershy jumped behind Twilight for protection.
“I guess he’s not asleep anymore,” Nurse Whitecoat muttered. 
Matthew continued his tirade unabated.
“THAT HURT LIKE A MOTHERF*****R! GOD DAMNIT! WHY DOES IT HURT SO MUCH? I MEAN SWEET JESUS, IT’S LIKE A RED HOT POKER’S BEING SHOVED UP MY A**!” The three heard the clattering of hooves against the hard tile floor.  Matthew grumbled, “That’s a fine way to wake up,” before a door slammed shut.
Nurse Whitecoat nervously said, “I’ll take you to him.” Motioning towards the hallway, the nurse lead Fluttershy and Twilight Matthew’s room. Twilight and Fluttershy entered the small room. The bathroom door remained shut, a yellow light seeping under the small gap. The piar waited patiently for Matthew to do his business.
Inside the bathroom, Matthew discovered his greatest challenge yet in Equestria. A challenge so difficult, it will test him in a way he had never been tested before. Never has he faced a challenger like this. Matthew looked intently at a white porcelain toilet boil. One question filling his mind. 
“How do I even use this?” Twilight and Fluttershy heard from the closed door. “How did ponies even make toilets like human toilets? Why did they make them like this? I mean, just… UH!” The two exchanged confused looks. Several curses and banging echoed from the room, Matthew slipping on the tilled floor and hitting the boil with his rump. OH GOD, do I miss feet! And hands! The girls chuckled when a splash and high pitched scream emitted from the bathroom. A tail was definitely not supposed to go in toilet water.
Finally, Twilight and Fluttershy heard the sound of flushing and a relieved sigh. Matthew moved toward the sink.  Warm water flowed over his hooves. Splashing some water of his face, Matthew looked at the reflection in the mirror. Man! I have some big ears. Matthew though as he made them flatten against his head, then pop up again. 
Matthew finished washing his hooves. Turning off the water and drying his hooves, Matthew exited back into the room with the heart monitor and IV in tow. Matthew came face to face with a purple unicorn/Pegasus and yellow Pegasus. Matthew instantly recognized the purple one, “Hello.”
“Hi,” Twilight answered hesitantly. He sure does have a very colorful vocabulary.
Again with the awkward silence. Matthew waited for the other ponies to speak. When none came, he asked, “So, who are you exactly?”
Twilight gasped, “Oh, sorry about that. I’m Twilight Sparkle, and this here is Fluttershy.” 
Twilight offered Matthew a hoof. Matthew accepted, responding, “Pleasure, I’m Matthew.”
“Matthew?” Twilight repeated slowly, the name foreign on her tongue.
Matthew’s eyebrow shot up, “Problem?”
Twilight quickly explain, “Oh, no! I’ve just never heard of a name like Matthew before. I don’t think I know of anypony named Matthew.” 
Weird. Matthew turned to the yellow Pegasus, who was hiding behind her pink mane. Matthew asked, “Are you alright miss?”
Fluttershy squeaked, surprised that Matthew would address her. Fluttershy jumped behind Twilight, trying desperately to hide behind her. Matthew shot Twilight a confused look, the princess responding with a soft smile, “Fluttershy’s a little shy.” 
NOOOOOO. Really? Matthew shrugged. Brushing off the strange behavior, Makew asked, “Well, Miss. Sparkle, could you tell me where I am?”
“You’re in the Ponyville Hospital.”
“Ponyville?” Really? That’s the best name these ponies could come up with.
“Yep,” Twilight answered, in a very chipper manner. Twilighted decided to ask some of the questions she’s be dying to ask Matthew. “Would you by chance answer some of the questions I have for you?”
“Sure,” Matthew answered, seeing nothing wrong with that.
“Great!” Twilight exclaimed. “We can go to my library. I have to write a letter anyway. We can get comfortable and have a cup of tea while we talk.”
Why do I get the feeling I already visited there? Matthew scratched the back of his head, a fizzing vision of books and pink entering his thick skull. 
Dismissing the thought, Matthew followed Twilight out of the room to the front desk. Nurse Whitecoat prepared the discharge forms and removed the IV from his veins. Matthew only had to sign on the dotted line with a pen. Matthew desperately tried to ignore the fact that his hoof, a flat surface, was able to hold things. There’s crazy, and then there’s this.
The three left the sterile environment, walking out into the bright morning sun. Matthew squinted as the sun blinded him for a moment. When he could see again, Matthew continued to walk with Twilight and Fluttershy ignoring the rustling in the bushes to his left. Matthew asked Twilight, “What country is Ponyville in?”
Twilight shot him a look of concern, “Equestria. Why?”
Matthew shrugged, “I just wanted to know where I am.”
“What do you mean?”
Matthew explained, “I kinda fell out of the sky next to that forest over there,” pointing towards the Everfree Forest. 
Before Twilight was able to delve into Matthew’s answer, a blur of pink rushed from the bushes straight at Matthew with a fierce battle cry. “Gotcha!”
Pinkie missed Matthew. The stallion vanished in front of her. The party pony crashed into the dirt again. Matthew, to Twilight’s and Fluttershy’s surprise, was cowering behind Fluttershy. “Keep her away from me! She scares me!” She’s like the female version of Jack Nicholson, only more pink.
“Oh come on!” Pinkie yelled, bouncing up and down. “I just want give you a big hug for saving us yesterday!”
“By chance, does that include getting shot at by a canon?” Matthew asked timidly. Twilight couldn’t help but release a snort of laughter at the Matthews’s antics. He could face a four headed hydra without any sign of fear, but when it comes to Pinkie Pie. He looked terrified.
“Aw! You figured out the surprise, Matthew!” Pinkie giggled.
I don’t think she’s kidding. The hair on the back of Matthew’s mane stood on edge. He had to make sure to keep Twilight between him and Pinkie Pie.
Twilight shook her head, turning to Pinkie, “OK. Pinkie Pie, I think Matthew needs a break. Let’s just calm down.”
Pinkie stopped her bouncing. Matthew looked at Pinkie, a very disturbed thought entering his head. “How did you know my name?”
Pinkie Pie answered, “Oh, I was outside your window.”
BECAUSE that’s not creepy at all! Matthew began to slowly move farther away from the pony. Twilight rubbing her forehead, “Pinkie, why were you outside of Matthew’s window?”
“I was just leaving. I wanted to drop off a cupcake for you.” Pinkie Pie rushed towards Matthew, pushing her face into his face, “Did you like it? Huh? HUH? HUH?!”
“If I say yes, will you get the hell out of my face?” Matthew responded. Those blue eyes bulged in their sockets, seriously creeping him the f**k out.
Twilight’s purple aura covered Pinkie Pie. Twilight levitated Pinkie to her side. What was that? Matthew eyed Twilight, sensing a very strong amount of energy inside her. But he could not sense the energy she used. I wonder what that was.
Twilight asked politely, “Pinkie, has anypony ever told you about personal space?”
Pinkie Pie smiled, “Now that you mention it, Mr. and Mrs. Cake do keep mentioning it to me.”
And the award for craziest person I have ever met goes to.
Twilight turned to Matthew, “Sorry about that. Pinkie’s a little…”  Insane, psychotic, disturbed, Jeffery Dahmer? Ok, even I thought that one was a little mean. “unusual. She tends to get overexcited about meeting new ponies.” Understatement of the millennium!
Matthew noticed Pinkie Pie vibrating. Her cotton candy mane trembled like jello. “I’ll take your word for it.”
“Come on everypony, let’s head to the library,” Twilight instructed, taking the lead. Matthew and Fluttershy followed on her left. Pinkie Pie bounced closely to Twilight’s right. Fluttershy shot Matthew various looks when she thought he wasn’t looking.
Matthew looked Twilight over, trying to understand her. What was that purple aura? It wasn’t any ability I’ve ever seen. Telekinesis? Maybe, but I doubt telekinesis would has such flashy results. Oh, she’s looking at! Matthew quickly turned away when Twilight’s purple eyes turned to him. “Is something wrong?”
“No,” Matthew said. “I was wondering what the glowing purple energy was? I haven’t seen anything like it before.”
“You mean magic?” Magic. Really?
“Yeah, magic. How did you use it?” Matthew inquired.
“All unicorns and alicorns can use magic through their horns. Haven’t you used magic before?” Twilight looked at him with confusion.
“Nope. Also, what’s an alicorn?”
“I’m an alicorn and so are you,” Twilight sounded annoyed. She felt like she was explaining that two plus two equals four. Twilight ignited her horn to demonstrate, Matthew’s curiosity peeked.
“Wait, I’m an alicorn?”
“What else would you be?” Pinkie asked, giggling at Matthew gawking expression.
“So let me get this straight,” Matthew touched the sharp horn sticking out of his head. All of these ponies were giving him some weird looks. “If a pony has a horn and wings, it’s what you call an alicorn. Right?”
“Yes.”
“And,” Matthew stressed this, “all ponies with horns can do magic. Right?”
“Yes,” Twilight answered. Slowing, she began creating distance between her and Matthew. “How could you not know this? This is basic knowledge a foal would know.”
Fluttershy commented, “It’s almost like you’ve never been a pony before.”
“Well, that’s because I wasn’t a pony before landing here,” Matthew stated offhandedly. Matthew continued on for several steps, stopping when he noticed that all three ponies had stopped moving. Turning back, Matthew asked, “What?”
“You weren’t a pony?” Twilight whispered, trying to comprehend what Matthew had just said. “Then what were you?”
Matthew opened his muzzle, but then decided to close it. The answer was more complicated than what he wanted to answer. “I use to be human.”
Twilight turned to her left, finding Pinkie Pie looking at her with a wide smile she knew well. That look had ‘I told you so’ written all over it. Pinkie Pie yelled, pointing at Matthew “I knew it! You’re an alien!”
Matthew’s eyebrows arched, wanting to ask how she knew he wasn’t from these lands. But then stopped himself, Just save yourself a headache and don’t question Pinkie Pie. 
“OH!” Pinkie Pie screamed, “I need to change my party design! It’ll be a Welcome to Ponyville Mr. Alien party after all! YEAH!” With that, Pinkie tore down the street to leave a trail of dust in her wake.
Well, that got her out of my hair, or mane. I guess.
Matthew turned away from Pinkie’s impromptu escape, to find Fluttershy cowering behind Twilight again. In a shaking whisper, Fluttershy asked, “Are you here to invade us?”
Really? I save your town and your worried that I’m here to invade you. “No,” Matthew bluntly answered. 
Fluttershy did not look convinced. Twilight looked at Matthew with an expression of pure fascination. Much like a child looks when going to a candy store. The knowledge he could share with us! In a surprising burst of speed, Twilight rushed by Matthew and grabbed his tail with her mouth yelling, “To the library!” Everypony watched in surprise, Twilight dragging Matthew through the center of the main street. Two deep trenches followed the unmoving hooves.
Matthew decided to go along with it, not wanting to hurt Twilight’s feelings. She seems nice, a little too trusting in my opinion. But nice. Matthew called out, “I can walk myself.”
Twilight didn’t respond. She drew closer to her home, Fluttershy choosing to stick close to her side. Matthew noted several of the ponies the group passed giving him weird looks. Matthew rolled his eyes, Being dragged through the center of town by a crazed pony. I sure didn’t see this coming. Twilight opened the red door with her magic, proceeding to throw herself and her passenger through the entryway. Fluttershy closed the door behind them. Twilight deposited Matthew in the center of the circular roomed filled to the brim with books.
Matthew looked around the large room, overwhelmed by the amount of books shoved on the shelves. Matthew couldn’t help but smirk at the irony of this situation. A library inside a tree. I’ll give it to you Equestria. That’s pretty clever.
Twilight yelled upstairs, “SPIKE!”
Matthew turned to Fluttershy to ask something, but the shy Pegasus only hid behind her pink mane. Twilight motioned for Matthew to sit on a small cushion across from her. As he sat, Matthew saw Twilight levitate a small notebook and quill in front of her as Fluttershy took a seat next to her. I can see where this is going.
Matthew suppressed a shudder. If Twilight was going to use a pen and paper, this was probably going to be a long Q and A session. Twilight cleared her throat. The padding of small feet against hard wood floor stopped her. Turning towards the stair, Matthew was surprised at the small purple dragon descending the steps. Woah. A dragon. Matthew smirked, This place just got a little better.
Spike asked, “Yes, Twilight?”
Twilight answered, “Can you send a letter to the princess? I need you to tell her, Matthew’s awake.”
“Who’s Matthew?”
Twilight pointed towards the gold alicorn, who simply offered a wave and a friendly, “Hello.”
Spike sighed, going over to the desk and rummaging through it for a scroll and quill. Matthew shot Twilight an annoyed look, causing her excited smile to falter. “Why do you need to send a letter to your princess about me?”
Twilight answered, “Well, after you were taken to the hospital, Princess Celestia arrived to find that no pony was injured thanks to you. You were still unconscious and she wanted to talk to you.”
I’ve got nothing. Matthew sighed defeated. His ears flattened against his head, now he had to deal with a monarch on top of Twilight’s questions. Might as well get it over with sooner than later. Matthew asked with forced politeness, “So, what did you want to ask me?”
Before Twilight could even begin, a flash of green fire caught Matthew’s attention. Matthew tensed. Turning to the source, Matthew caught Spike lighting the letter he had just written on fire and turning it into dust. Spike raised an eyebrow, Matthew’s mouth hanging wide open. “What?”
“Why did you light that letter on fire?” Matthew asked. Maybe dragons like to party?
Spike looked even more confused, “That’s how I send Twilight’s letters to the Princess. I burn them, and then Princess Celestia receives them.”
So, it’s like instant messaging for pyromaniacs. Truly the safest way to send a letter! Matthew responded, “How does that work? You burn a letter and the receiver gets it from the ashes? That doesn’t make sense.”
“That’s because it’s magic,” Twilight answered, as if that explained the entire thing. That’s not an reasonable answer. 
Matthew rubbed his forehead, trying to quell avalanche of questions running through his little brain. A sudden burp and a whoosh of fire caused Matthew to flinch. Turning to the dragon, Matthew found Spike holding another letter. How the hell did that happen? J-j-just never mind! Matthew sighed in defeat.
Unraveling the parchment, Spike quickly scanned the curved handwriting, “Uh, Twilight. You may have to cancel your questions. The princess has just sent a chariot to Ponyville, she wants us, Matthew and the rest of the Elements to meet with her in Canterlot.” 
Spike shot Matthew a confused look. Matthew couldn’t help but snort with laughter. “Sorry. Sorry, didn’t mean to offend.”
Twilight groaned before setting down her notepad. SO CLOSE! Twilight moved towards the door, saying, “I’ll head out and grab the girls. Spike, why don’t you keep Fluttershy and Matthew company while I’m out.” 
Opening the door, all four occupants of the library gasped in surprise. Pinkie Pie stood in front of the doorway holding Rainbow Dash, Rarity, and Applejack in her front forelegs. “It’s OK Twilight, I’ve already got them!” Pinkie Pie cheered loudly, throwing all of her passengers into the library before she entered too.
Applejack, Rainbow Dash and Rarity grumbled. Picking themselves off of the cold hardwood floor wasn’t the best way to enter a building. Matthew’s maw wide open, trying to figure out how Pinkie Pie was able to carry that many ponies. Twilight rubbed a hoof to her head, trying to loosen the tension building behind her forehead. Twilight asked, “Pinkie, how did you know I was just about to grab you and the girls?”
Pinkie Pie released a wide all-knowing smile, “Oh, I just read ahead while the author wasn’t looking.”
Wait, what? Sparks flew from Matthew’s brain, unable to compute what Pinkie Pie had just said. Spike snorted with laughter. Steam began to pour from the stallion’s ears. Matthew looked at Pinkie with large confusing eyes. The left side of his face beginning to develop a unsettling twitch.
Twilight sighed, turning towards the three that just arrived. “Now I know you must be wondering why Pinkie Pie brought you here.”
“I sure as hay would like to know,” Applejack respond.
“Yeah, what’s the deal Twilight?” Rainbow Dash asked.
“Really darling, you should have just asked us to join you at the library instead of dragging us around like a pile of luggage,” Rarity comment, more towards Pinkie Pie than anypony else. 
“Now everypony,” Twilight tried to calm the crowd, “Princess Celestia wants each of us to go to Canterlot with Matthew here.” Twilight pointed towards Matthew. Matthew continued to sit silently on the cushion, his face twitching. Pinkie Pie bounced around the room humming merrily to herself.
“Why does she want us to go to Canterlot?” Applejack asked.
“She wants you there when she meets Matthew.”
Applejack, Rarity and Rainbow Dash decided to leave it at that, choosing to move over to the cushions. Twilight was the only one to sit next to Matthew, the rest taking up occupation next to Fluttershy. Silence crept into the group, each pony looking from one to the other, then to Matthew, then to Twilight, then to Matthew. No one knew what to say. After Matthew’s brain finally rebooted, he looked at the ponies in front of him. So this is what being the third wheel feels like. Or eighth wheel in this situation? Did that make any sense?
Matthew opened his mouth to try to introduce some kind of conversation, but a certain pink energy was crawling up the wall behind him. Matthew asked the group, “Is she always like this?”
Everypony looked at Matthew, trying to understand who he was talking about. But he disappeared, leaving Pinkie to crash headfirst into the cushion. Pinkie Pie’s head flew straight through the cushion and into the floor. Everypony and Spike gasped in surprise. Applejack and Rainbow Dash turned to look at each other, a solid object suddenly occupying the space between them. 
Applejack and Rainbow Dash jumped, gapping at Matthew. The pink pony pulled her head out of the floor, collapsing on the ground. Her eyes were crossed and mumbling incoherently into the air. “Ooooooh! Look at all the dancing leprechauns.” 
Instead of answering him, Rainbow jumped off the cushion turning to face Matthew growling, “How’d you do that?”
“Do what?”
Rainbow Dash repeated, “How’d you vanish from that cushion to this one?”
Twilight answered, “He teleported.” Turning towards Matthew, Twilight asked hopefully, “Right?”
“Nope.”
“Then how did you do it?” Rainbow Dash again, stomping the ground in annoyance. 
“Same as you, a simple thought that turned into an action. Your eyes were unable to track my movement,” Matthew said blankly.
“Wait, what?” asked everypony in the room. 
“Let’s just say, I moved faster than your eyes could see me,” Matthew couldn’t help but chuckled at Rainbow Dash’s rising scowl. I am going to have fun with you.
Twilight’s jaw hung loose on its hinges. Applejack scratched the back of her head,Whoo-we he must be faster than Rainbow Dash to do that!
Twilight asked, “How?”
Matthew opened his mouth to answer, but then remembered that they were supposed to meet some princess today. Meaning he’d have to try and explain the same principles to them along with these six ponies. And I do hate repeating myself. “I’ll save that answer for later.” Before they could protest, Matthew held up a hoof, “I would prefer not to have to answer the same questions for you and then for your princess. I promise I’ll explain everything later. Is that fine with you?” 
The ponies and Spike agreed after several moments of deep thought. It wouldn’t hurt to wait for Princess Celestia to be there. The ponies and Spike waited in the library. Forced small talk helped pass the time. Luckily the wait wasn’t long, the sun barely beginning its decent into the western hemisphere. Four white Pegasus, pulling a large golden chariot behind them, landed in front of the library. Twilight motioned for Matthew to exit first. Matthew casually jumped into the chariot, taking a purple cushioned seat on the far side. Twilight, Spike along with the rest jumped in behind him. 
Matthew thought for a moment, thinking about how strange this world was. Talking ponies, a princess, hydras that shoot lasers, unicorns, and now magic. This is the stuff of some weird fantasy, that’s for sure. Matthew chuckled to himself, Oh, well. Let’s go see the princess.
With a swift flap of their wings, the four Pegasus launched themselves into the air and towards Canterlot.
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Matthew leaned against the edge of the carriage, his head dangling over the edge on his long neck with his forelegs resting against the edge of the chariot. The wind rushing through his main felt soothing.  The rest of the chariot’s occupants were not enthralled. Matthew’s hind legs rested against the floor, his underbelly visible to them. Twilight blushed turning away. Matthew not realizing that his bits were visible to the entire world to see. Or he forgot he was no longer wearing pants. All of the chariot’s occupants turned away from Matthew’s disregard for decency. Rarity threw Matthew a stern look for showing such lack of taste.
The chariot flew through the air at great speed towards the Capital of Equestria, Canterlot. Carved into the side of a mountain, the white walls and buildings shone under the bright sunlight. Bright rays of sunlight glinted off the golden roofs. The chariot circled once before landing. Ponies moving about the city did not pay any attention to the chariot flying towards the palace. The golden chariot touched down in the large plaza of cobblestone.
Twilight, Fluttershy, Rarity, Applejack, Rainbow Dash and Spike disembarked from the chariot. The group moved towards the tall golden double doors allowing entrance to the palace. Twilight stopped when she realized the group was missing one. Turning back, Twilight sighed in exasperation when she saw Mathew snoozing comfortably in the chariot.
“Matthew care to join us?” Twilight yelled.
Matthew jerked awake. Looking around, Matthew was greeted with the site of the polished stone of the courtyard surrounded by armored ponies wearing golden armor, glittering under the sun. Those looked ridiculous. Stretching his legs, Matthew jumped out of the chariot to head over to the waiting group. “Did you have a good nap?” Twilight asked sarcastically
Matthew responded sarcastically, “I wasn’t sleeping. There was a bug in my eye and I was trying to suffocate it to death.”
All the girls shook her head despairingly. Everypony made their way to the grand entrance. Man whoever lives here must be loaded! At least twenty five feet tall, these magnificent doors were a spectacle to see. The door was covered in the depiction of a sun on the left side and a moon on the right, surrounded by a boarder of intertwining tree branches. Two large circled hinges sat on each side of the split formed in the center of the door. Both were in the shape of a circlet of olive branches. A Royal guard stood ready at each side of the door at attention, one a white Pegasus and the other a grey Pegasus. Twilight waved a hoof to the pair. The guards immediately went into action. Each pony took one of the door knobs in their mouths before pulling them open. The wooden doors scraped against the stone yard, echoing in the courtyard.
Matthew marveled at the entryway. Polished floors, the grand stair case of pure white marble with matching black tiles and the banners of light blues and pinks were draped across the mirrored ceiling and the pillars of the guard rails. There’s way too much pink.
Standing in the center of this spacious room stood two ponies.  The white unicorn to the right had a bright blue mane. To his left, a pink alicorn with purple mane mixed with other colors. The pair looked expectantly at the doorway. Matthew analyzed the pair, the unicorn was well built like him and the alicorn looked a little fragile.  
Upon seeing them Twilight rushed over to Shining Armor and Princess Cadence, wrapping her forelegs around them, “Shiny! Cadence!” When the three disengaged Twilight turned to Cadence and they began to do something strange. Matthew raised an eyebrow, What the hell is this?
Twilight and Cadence began to do some strange jig, “Sunshine, sunshine, ladybugs awake. Clap your hooves and do a little shake.” Matthew could not comprehend what had just happened. The two alicorns giggled excitedly. It was so cute, Mathew wanted to throw up. My god this is hell.
Cadence turned to the rest of the girls, “It’s good to see you all again.”
Twilight turned to Shining Armor smiling widely, “When did you get in?”
Cadence answered, “Yesterday. Shining Armor had to take care of some paperwork for Princess Celestia.”
Shining Armor commented, “It’s just a little paperwork. No harm done.”
Cadence whispered to Twilight, “It’s more than a month late.” All of the girls enjoyed a giggle at Shining Armor’s expense. 
Fluttershy asked, “How have you two been?”
Shining Armor shrugged, “Everything’s been a little slow at the Crystal Empire, but we’ve been able to keep busy getting ready for the Equestrian games.” Am I the only one who would be disappointed if it wasn’t made out of crystal?
Shining Armor noticed the extra member of the group. Matthew decided to stand off to the side. Shining Armor offered him a hoof, “Nice to meet you. I’m Shining Armor, Captain of the Royal Guard. Who might you be?” 
Matthew accepted it, “Mathew, how’s it going?” Shining Armor wrapped his leg around Matthew’s, the equine equivalent to a handshake. Matthew raised an eyebrow in surprise at the amount of force Shining Armor was applying. Shining Armor testing Matthew’s strength. Oh, now I have to screw with you. Matthew started to apply pressure to Shining Armor’s foreleg. Shining Armor’s white face went from surprise to a grimace. Matthew offhandedly said, “Nice to meet ya, Shining Armor. How much would you say you bench-press?” Shining Armor didn’t answer his face started to turn red. Matthew continued add more pressure. Not enough to crush his bones, but enough to show Shining Armor who’s the man. “I’d say around 400 pounds.” With a smirk, Matthew continued, “I prefer to warm up with 400, and then move up to 800. That’ll give you a great workout.” All of the ponies rolled their eyes at the pair, muttering under their breaths something that sounded like ‘colts.’
Cadence finally decided to break up the pair, pushing their interlocking hooves apart, “Alright boys! Break it up.” Turning to Shining Armor, Cadence asked, “Do you have to do that to every stallion we meet.”
Shining Armor grinned sheepishly, rubbing his throbbing hoof, “Sorry dear.” Shining Armor glanced at Matthew, wondering if he was actually joking about his weight training or not.
Cadence turned to Matthew offering her hoof. She said kindly, “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I am Princess Mi Amore Cadenza, but you can call me Cadence.”
Matthew took the hoof in his own, applying a gentle kiss to it. Shining Armor shot Matthew a very angry look. Mathew said, “The pleasure is mine.” 
Like a boss. Matthew thought. Leaning over to Shining Armor, Matthew grinned evil. Shining Armor returned Matthew’s grin with a snarl. It’s the little things in life you have to enjoy.
Cadence giggled before addressing the group, “It’s good to see you all hear. Before we meet with Princess Celestia, there’s one issue that we do have to address.” All the girls gave her a quizzical look along with Matthew and Spike. Cadence turned to Matthew. “Before you meet the Princess,” Cadence poked him with her hoof, “You need a bath.”
Matthew snorted with disdain, “I don’t smell that bad.” Deciding to make sure he didn’t, Matthew lifted up one of his legs and gave an experimental sniff where an armpit would be. Maybe I do need a shower. 
Cadence said, “Yes you do. I could smell you from Ponyville.”
Matthew muttered under his breath, “I could smell you from Ponyville!”
“What was that?”
“Where’s the shower?”
Why is she giggling? Cadence giggled, commenting, “You won’t be taking a shower.  The palace staff will by assisting you in taking a nice long bath.” God no! Not a bath! It’s the least manliest way to clean the body. Out of nowhere two unicorns appeared next to Matthew. One had a light lavender coat with her light pink mane pulled up into a roll along her neck. The second unicorn had a light blue coat, her white mane pulled up in a similar fashion.
The mint color coat unicorn addressed Matthew, “Hello, sir. My name is Minty Fresh and this is my sister, Lavender Water. We will be serving you today, please follow us.” Matthew turned towards Twilight, giving her a pleading look. Don’t make me do this! The two unicorns took Mathew by his forelegs into and forcibly dragged the stallion off to wherever the bathtub was.
Twilight raised an eyebrow to Cadence, “Was that really necessary?”
Cadence offered her sister-in-law a sly wink, “No, but it’ll be hilarious.”
0 0 0
I must’ve done something wrong to deserve this kind of punishment.
Matthew thought to himself. The two villains made him sit in a large square bathtub surrounded with white marble tile, the depiction of a sun at the bottom of the tub in bright yellow tiles. The pair had chosen to use a foot wide brush with black bristles attacked to a wooden pole. That looks an awful lot like a broom. Matthew thought with disdain. Minty Fresh and Lavender Water scrubbed viciously at Mathew’s coat and mane. I don’t know how I will do it, but I will get you back for this Cadence! Matthew grimaced, the brushes moved across his fur. The unicorns periodically dipped their brushes into the soapy water before continuing their work. Matthew muttered to himself. The rough brushes continued their exploration of his body: lifting his wings up and brushing underneath them, going over his chest, continuing with his sides, and rump.
Lavender giggled, “Now time to scrub under that tail sir.”
Check please!
Matthew jumped out of the water, droplets of water and soap flying in all directions. Matthew rushed to the closest door, making his escape. The pair of unicorns expected this. A light blue and purple aura encased Matthew, holding him in the air. Matthew struggled against his bonds, These two are stronger then they look. Even though he could have broken it with some of his power, but he was in a royal castle and would most likely destroy something or harm someone. That probably won’t go well with whoever runs this show. The unicorns placed Matthew back in the tub, grabbing a smaller set of brushes to continue his bath. Sweet baby Jesus! Help Me!
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Twilight and company made their way into the throne room. Celestia sat patiently on her high backed throne of gold inscribed with the symbol the sun. Celestia smiled at the approaching ponies. Twilight, Shining Armor and the rest of the group bowed when they came within ten feet of her. Celestia said, “It’s good to see you my little ponies. How was your trip?”
“It wasn’t bad. Thank you for asking,” Twilight remarked
Celestia stood up from her throne, moving towards the group addressing them, “I have brought you here to ask a very important question. What do you think of this new stallion?”
Celestia turned to Twilight first. Her faithful student answering, “He doesn’t seem bad. He’s a little weird, maybe even crazy, but not entirely bad.”
Celestia turned to Fluttershy. Fluttershy smiled softly as she squeaked, “He doesn’t seem bad. He’s a little loud at times.”
Celestia turned to Rarity.  Rarity raised her nose into the air, “He’s quite a barbarian with no care for proper etiquette.”
Rainbow Dash shrugged when Celesta turned to her, “I don’t know.”
Pinky Pie jumped up and down waving her hoof in the air, “Pick me! Pick me!”
Celestia chuckled at her antics, “Yes Pinky Pie, what you think?”
Taking a deep breath, Pinkie Pie almost yelled, “I like him! He’s my bestest friend!” Her voice echoed loudly in the open hall.
Celestia chuckled, knowing full well that every pony Pinkie Pie had met was her best friend. Celestia turned to Shining Armor, “What is your opinion Captain?”
Shining Armor shrugged, “He’s strong. I’ll give him that, but nothing that I can’t handle Princess.”
Cadence giggled, sliding her elbow into Shining’s ribs, “He nearly took off your hoof dear.” Shining grimaced at the laughter filling the hall.
“I need adult! I needed adult!” Matthew’s panicked screams echoed down the long palace hall.
Celestia turned to the giggling Cadence. Her visible eye brow rose, “Where is the stallion?”
Cadence blushed. “I thought he smelled bad, so I sent him to take a bath,” Cadence said.
Celesta chuckled, returning to the rest of ponies. Small talk filled the room while Mathew swore to heaven on high things that could never be unheard of again. Wow! That was quite good. Celestia thought. Not many ponies knew that she loved to pull all kinds of pranks on any unsuspecting pony. It was the reaction that makes it all worth it. Especially when it comes to creative swears.
0 0 0
After he was properly washed and dried. With enough nightmare fuel to last him a couple of weeks, Matthew sat in front of a large near with bright lights circling its shiny surface. Please don’t put any makeup on me. I’m too handsome for that fake crap. And by sat, Matthew was restrained with a disturbing amount of force. An old dentist chair held Matthew’s legs and torso by thick leather straps. I’m getting a weird vibe here. Minty and Lavender dragged a large cart filled with dangerous looking scissors and clippers to the struggling Matthew.
Minty dragged a brush through Matthew’s mane, saying sweetly, “We’ll just style your mane. Then you’ll be ready to meet Princess Celestia.”
It’s not like I have a choice. Matthew thought grimly to himself. Lavender Water took out a thick fur brush, running along Matthew’s golden fur. Minty practically ripped Matthew’s hair out of his head. Several strands of red and black hair were ripped from Matthew’s head. Apparently there were a lot of tangles. Minty and Lavender hummed sweetly. You may act sweet, but I know the truth! You’re evil she devils sent from the deepest parts of hell to torment me. After his coat, mane and tail were brushed, the pair traded their brushes for a set of shiny silver combs. 
Lavender Water and Minty Fresh proceeded to comb through the crimson mane, pulling out any remaining tangles. When they were satisfied, the pair moved to look at Matthew from the front. Their brows furrowed in deep concentration, considering what to do with that spiked mane.
I’m scared, Matthew thought to himself. Cold chills ran up his spine. The pair continued to stare at him with unblinking eyes It’s been ten minutes. Make up your minds already! Lavender muttered, “I think we should lay the hair backwards. What do you think?”
Minty remarked, “That could work. We’ll need some gel.” Minty Fresh levitaed a small blue squirt bottle over Matthew’s hair as Lavender moved next to him. Applying a squirt of hair gel to his mane, Lavender pulled Mathew’s mane back towards neck. Lavender water smoothed the hair with her comb. Lavender and Minty took a step back to admire their work with a smile.
To their horror, and Matthew’s snicker, the hair flipped back to its original spiky state. Confused, the pair grabbed the hair gel and applied the entire bottle to Matthew’s mane. Lavender and Minty pulled the hair back to make it look proper once again. But Matthew’s hair would not give up as easily. Matthew’s red hair sent flecks of blue gel in all directions, dots blue covering the mares and the mirror. Your gel is no match for the power of my hair!
Matthew chuckled at the frustrated looks on both of the unicorn’s faces. “Time for the big guns!” Minty fresh exclaimed. With a flourish, Minty summoned a large silver role of duck tap from her cart. I have no idea why a hair stylist would have duck tape. Lavender pulled back Matthew’s hair once again as Minty applied copious amounts of silver duct tape to the back of his head. The pair took a step back from Mathew, daring his hair to move an inch.
The red hair remained in place. A sigh of relief escaped Lavender Water and Minty Fresh. The pair sucked in their breath when the red mane quivered, not going down without a fight. In an instant, Matthew’s hair shot back up. Pieces of duck tape stuck to the long strands of Matthew’s mane. Minty Fresh and Lavender Water groaned in unison.
My hair is invincible! Kneel before the might of my mane! Matthew thought triumphantly. Minty and Lavender stared in surprise at Matthew’s defiant hair. “Let’s just give his mane a trim and grind his hooves. What do you say?” Minty said in defeat. 
Lavender just nodded, still trying to figure out how Matthew’s hair was so strong.
Matthew remained perfectly still.  Lavender and Minty trimmed the red and black hair to a more manageable state. Finally, it’s over, Minty and Lavender returned their tools to the cart. Gasping in horror, Matthew watched the reflections of the two unicorns. Each pulled out what could only be described as two high powered hand held sanders. The machines revved to life with an electric whir. Sparks flew in every direction when the machines made contact. Matthew thought to himself, I swear I will have my vengeance upon you Princess Cadence! You think you are safe! But I will find you! And I will play some of the worst pranks you will ever experience! I will make you run home crying to Mommy! Vengeance will be MINE!
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The chatter in the throne room stopped. The two white double doors opened, a pair of guards escorting a very clean, very shiny, and very irritated Matthew to the throne room. Matthew noted the tall paned glass windows depicting some ponies doing stuff, I don’t care to even bother to figure out what’s in them. The room was covered with various colors of pink, purple, blue, yellow to contrast against the white marble. Gold ran between the tall columns and tiles. At the end of the hall, Twilight and her friends waited. Two incredible energy sources stood in front of two high backed thrones. The throne to the left depicted a large golden sun and the other depicting a blue crescent moon. It was the energy sources that intrigued Matthew. One energy source came from the tall white alicorn, wearing a golden crown with a flowing multi-colored mane flowing in the breeze. Mathew assumed she was female since this was most likely the princess he had to talk to. Power radiated from her with an intense heat, almost like a miniature sun. It felt warm and welcoming. Man, she’s tall.
The second signature confused Matthew. It appeared to be coming from the center of the room, but nothing was there. Why would they be hiding? Matthew though, moving towards the group. This energy felt, for lack of a better word chaotic. It wasn’t evil and dark, but it was swirly and shifting, moving from one color and shape to the next. This energy never stayed in one form, always changing. Almost playfully…

Twilight cleared her throat, bringing Matthew to the present. Matthew hurriedly moved towards the group. Shining Armor asked, “How was your bath, Mr. Mathew?”
“The word traumatizing comes to mind you snark bastard.”
Isn’t he a charmer, thought Celestia behind her amused smile.
Twilight motioned with her hoof towards Celestia, “This is Princess Celestia, raiser of the Sun and Co-Ruler of Equestria.”
A co-monarchy? I wonder how that works? Matthew turned to Princess Celestia, meeting her gaze. Clesestia and Matthew stared at each other, sizing the other. Matthew saw warmth and kindness behind Celestia’s eye and smile. Celestia found in Matthew’s eyes, weariness. The glimmer of intrigue crossed those brown irises. Celestia would have never thought such a young pony could be so tired. These were the eyes of a pony that’s been through too much conflict and too many battles.
Every eye remained intently on the two ponies. The room was silent as a tomb. Every ponies jaws dropped at Matthew. Matthew did the unthinkable. Matthew offered Princess Celestia his hoof, “How’s it going, Princess?”
Celestia chuckled. Twilight eyes began to twitch in irritation, unable to process what had just happened. This stallion. The stallion that had just saved Ponyville, has the balls to not bow to the most powerful pony in Equestria! 
Shining Armor was not going to have any of this. The enraged unicorn shoved his hoof into Matthew’s barrel, almost shouting, “You have a lot of nerve! Not bow to the Princess of Equestria! The ruler and raiser of the sun!”
It was a poor choice of words on Shining Armor’s part. In a second, Shining Armor found himself looking not at Matthew but the tall rafters of the throne room. Shining Armor turned his head to see Celestia and Cadence looking at him with shocked expressions. Celestia’s eyes wide with surprise. I didn’t even see him move!
Matthew’s face entered Shining Armor’s vision, hovering over him. “I bow to no one. Got it!” Matthew gave Shining Armor a light tap on the side, sending the stallion sliding across the floor into the wall with a hard thunk.
The guards were already rushing towards Matthew. The unicorns’ horns ablaze with magic as the rest of the guards drew weapons from their scabbards. They did not know who the stallion was, but he may be a threat to the Princess. Celestia calmly addressed the Royal Guards, “Stand down.”
The guards begrudgingly extinguished their magic or returned their weapons into their scabbards. When the guards returned to their post, Celestia turned to Matthew. “Why did you do that to him?”
Matthew responded with a shrug, “Don’t take it personally Princess. I bow to for no one and for nothing.”
Twilight, Pinkie Pie, and Fluttershy had to hold back Rainbow Dash, Applejack and Rarity from charging Matthew. Cadence rushed to Shining Armor, helping her husband to his hooves. Cadence and Shining Armor returned to Celestia’s side, joining every pony in the room to glare at Matthew. Everypony wanted to do nothing more than beat the crap out of Matthew.
No pony expected what happened next. A chuckle escaped Celestia muzzle, her eyes twinkling with delight. Celestia had lived for a very long time, longer than any pony could fathom. In all those years, she has had to deal with the constant annoyance of etiquette and the attitude ponies adopted when dealing with royalty. “It’s been quite some time since a pony has not acted courteous when meeting me. You’re either brave or perhaps very foolish.”
Matthew smirked, “Well you know what they say: only fools rush in. Or was it a fool will act the part? I don’t know.”
Celestia nodded, “I have some questions for you. Would you please answer all of my questions as truthfully as possible? But first can I have you name”
Matthew nodded before saying, “Sure thing, my name’s Mathew. But there’s something I want to address.” Matthew moved over to an empty section of the room to Celestia’s right, looking intently at what appeared to be empty air. Matthew said to the open air, his voice low and threatening, “I have no idea what you are, but you better reveal yourself now or I will force you to.” Every pony looked at Matthew as if he had gone crazy. Without warning, Matthew’s right hoof struck. The shadow covered leg colliding with something very solid.
Celesta, Twilight, Shining Armor and the rest gasped at the dragon like figure crashing into the side of the room, cracking one of the tall glass windows. The dragonesque turned to Matthew, his yellow eyes full of excitement. “Wow! You are good!”
Matthew prepared to deliver second blow, “Tell me who you are. You won’t get another warning.”
Discord jumped to his feet, dusting himself off before announcing with a flamboyant wave of his arms, “I am Discord, God of chaos.” With a mocking bow, Discord continued, “At your service.”
Matthew did not like the feeling he was getting from Discord. His energy felt too alien to be anything mortal. Celestia asked Discord, annoyance entering her voice, “Discord, why were you hiding?”
Discord gave Celesta a knowing smile, “Oh my dear Celestia! I was simply greeting our visitor from another world.”
Everypony except Twilight, Fluttershy and Mathew gasped at Discord’s exclamation. Celestia hurriedly hid her surprise. “Why do you say he’s from another world?”
“Because I smell it on him,” Discord answered with a curling smile.
“Oh come on! I just took a bath!” Matthew shouted. And I don’t want to go through another one.
Discord turned to Matthew, “Oh I don’t mean that kind of smell. What I meant is that you still have a slight residue of the Void on you.”
“ The Void?” Twilight asked, unsure of what that meant.
Discord appeared to Twilight’s left, “I’m sure you haven’t heard of it before Twilight. But the Void is the separation between worlds, or dimensions if you will. Each world has to exist in its own realm. With its own laws and timeline or else anarchy and chaos will be created. Laws of one galaxy will clash with the next, raining down destruction upon all of the multi-verse! It would be the end of all life as we know it!” Discord threw his arms in the air cackling madly.
This guy’s a few French fries short of a happy meal.
Celesta asked, “Matthew, is it true? Are you from another world?”
Matthew nodded. Celestia continued to question him, “Then why are you here? What brought you to equestrian?”
“Well I wasn’t planning on visiting Equestria. Kind of fell here after I was banished from my world,” Matthew rolled his eyes.
Each pony looked ready to attack Matthew, thinking him a convict or worse a spy sent to destroy their nation. Matthew continued, unperturbed by the group slowly getting to strike. “I was a soldier in my world. I was made to fight an evil that threatened my entire race. When the last battle happened, we were able to stop threat and saved millions of lives. But humanity was fearful of my kind. My kind possessed special abilities that a normal person does not. We were burdened with these powers and forced to fight for them. Without an enemy, they had no further for use of us. Humanity was afraid that we would use our curses, our gifts, against them. I was banished because I surrendered to my people. I do not want to fight them.”
Celesta held up a hoof, stopping everypony from pouncing on Matthew. Matthew was aware of them. He felt them getting closer and closer, but they do not have the strength to beat him. I could take on all of you without breaking a sweat.
“What species are you?”
Scratching the back of his head, Matthew answered, “Well I started out human, but after my kind gained their abilities humanity gave us a different name.”
“Humans are a myth here,” Celesta pointed out. “Tales of human speak about the ingenuity, conquering the seas and heavens. If you are different, then what did they call you?”
“Hybrid was one of the nicer terms.”
Twilight asked, interrupting her teacher, “What’s a human? What do they look like? Do they have magic?” Celestia silenced her pupil with a hoof.
“Let’s see… Humans are bipedal, they walk on two feet and we have hands,” Matthew said. At the confused looks he was getting, Matthew tried to explain, “Hands are um… Have you ever seen a monkey’s paws? You know with five flexible fingers?” When the group nodded, Matthew continued, “Humans are like monkeys, except they don’t have hands on our feet. They don’t have fur either. They’ve got some hair on the top of our heads and in some other areas, but that’s it. No, humans do not have magic. Humans build stuff to help out with certain tasks we cannot perform ourselves.”
Everypony except for just Discord and Celesta looked at Matthew confusion. Twilight could not understand what the world would be like without her magic. That’s just insane! Celesta stared into Matthew’s brown eyes unable to sense any falsehoods. “Then I will ask the most important question: what do you plan to do while you are here?”
“I don’t know. I’ve no reason to harm or do anything to you or the people of this world, if that’s what you are worried about,” Matthew shrugged his shoulders.
Celestia continued to probe Matthew for answers, “When you said you received your abilities, what did you mean?”
“That is a difficult question to ask. When my world was under attack, darkness spilled from the Earth and released all kinds of horrors onto humanity. These creatures killed any source of light they could. And what is filled with the greatest amount of light?” Matthew asked. The ponies simply stared at him.  “An innocent soul. These demons poisoned the souls of children, forcing them to either die a horrible painful death, or to turn into something like themselves. There are a few that didn’t turn dark. This group turned into something else entirely. That’s the group I belong to.”
Celesta turned to Discord. The Spirit of Chaos jumped up and down in excitement, waving his hand in the air like a preschool child. “Did you want to share something with us, Discord?” Celesta knowing from the way he smiled, he did.
“Thank you Princess. I would like to share my knowledge on what exactly Matthew is,” Discord said, enjoying the look of confusion Celestia through him. Matthew turned to Discord, along with the rest of the ponies present. Discord began to pace in front of the group, “You see I’ve lived a very long life. For thousands upon thousands of years, I have walked these lands. In the early days of your ancestors there was a time when there was no Pegasus. There were no unicorns. There were no Cutie Marks. There was just Earth ponies. Magic was unheard of. Ponies back then believed in a different power. They believed in nature itself and built using the tools nature provided them. They had to develop not only building, but agriculture as well. Nature didn’t act the same way it does today. The weather acted on its own. Back then the Gates of Tartarus did not exist and there was nothing to stop the demons from running rampant. ”
Discord continued his narration, “One of their greatest weapons was not their ferocity, but their poison.” This sounds so familiar. Discord turned to Mathew, “No one likes a smartass.” Did you just read my mind? “No,” Discord chuckled, “I can tell when someone’s making an ass of themselves.” That must be going off 24/7 with you. “Cheeky bastard. Let me tell you something kid. I’m over one hundred thousand years old and I can beat you with one paw tied behind my back.” Bring it on Grandpa! Don’t break a hip walking your ass all the way over here. “That’s a lot of big talk coming from a bipedal monkey,” Discord retorted. Pretty big talk coming from a bipedal bitch! “Oh, real mature. I’ll let you know I am a god!” So? You want a cookie or something? “I will make the sky rain fire, destruction and chaos down upon your head!” Then I’ll enjoy the shade while kicking your sorry ass up and down these streets. “You are going to get it…”
“JUST GET ON WITH THE STORY!” everypony screamed, shocking Matthew and Discord out of their childish bickering. 
“Jerk,” Discord muttered under his breath. “Now, a child who is able to conquer the poison would receive a special mark. These marks appear when a pony has learned a great truth of the soul.” 
“A great truth of the soul?” asked Applejack. Ah really should have taken more philosophy classes in school.
Discord answered, “It’s like when you receive your Cutie Mark. It’s not a special talent you unlock, but the aspect of your being. Or to put in a better phrase: ‘Who you really are deep down.’” Discord appeared to Mathew’s left, motioning towards the black ink, “A pony receives these marks when they have unlocked some hidden meaning. The message is burned into their flesh, bringing with it power and a great burden.”
“What kind of burden?” asked Rainbow Dash, not liking the sound of that.
“The burden of wielding True Power.”
“What do you mean True Power?” Celestia asked, a shiver riding up her spine.
“You see Princess,” Discord answered, appearing next to Celestia and wrapping an arm around her neck. “Magic is the product of high concentration and harnessing the power around a unicorn, correct?” Not waiting for an answer, Discord continued, “True power is the power of the soul, the power of one’s own being. True Power is the ability to achieve the greatest of feats. But like all power, it comes with a price. The price is learning the soul’s true essence.”
All of the ponies gapped at Discord, unable to speak. “Now these ponies were able to fight along the rest of their kind, pushing the demons back into Tartarus…”
“But without anything to stop them, the demons would just keep coming back right?” asked Pinkie Pie, no sign of excitement in her voice.
“You are quite right,” Discord said solemnly. “In order to ensure the demons could no longer attack the land, each of these marked ponies sacrificed themselves.” Gasp! “In doing so they released all of their energy into the world, creating the gates of Tartarus and more.”
“What else did they create?” asked Celestia.
“Their energies unlocked the hidden potential in all ponies,” Discord answered with a smile. “It was through them that the first unicorns and Pegasus began to appear many years later. You see, a unicorn, Pegasus and Earth pony have a deep magical connection to the world. These individual tribes evolved from those who survived the Battle of Tartarus. Each one developing a unique ability based on their environments.”
“But how did magic come from that?” Twilight asked. “If magic is all around us, how is it that it took these ponies to unlock it?”
“You are right, Twilight. Magic has always existed,” Discord said. “The energy the hybrids ponies released into the world only unlocked the potential to sense it. It took your ancestors hundreds of years to understand how to access it.” Discord held up his arms, “It is from these unlocked potential that the Cutie Mark appeared. How the Earth ponies are able to work with the land better than any other pony. Even how Pegasus are able to tame the weather.”
Discord appeared in front of Mathew, his yellow eyes centimeters away from Matthew’s. Startled, Matthew jumped back in surprise. “Mathew here is one of these ponies. But you are quite special, Mathew.”
Please let it not be special education special.
Celestia’s eyebrow rose, “What do you mean Discord?”
“What I mean Celestia, is that Matthew’s soul is in perfect balance.”
“What?” asked the group.
Discord moved forward, pushing his yellow eyes almost into Mathew’s brown eyes, “Tell me Matthew, how does a child survive the poison?”
“By absorbing the darkness.”
“Correct!” Discord yelled. With a snap a finger, everypony and Spike found themselves sitting in elementary school desks. Discord stood at the front with a chalkboard. Discord wore a traditional white lab coat. Mathew found himself situated between Celestia and Twilight, How did he just do that? Discord began to educate the ponies, drawing two circles and filling in one, “It is the inherent rule of the universe that light and darkness cannot exist within the same space. Imagine a battery, by itself there is has no charge. But when you connect the positive and negative sides, a current is created. Energy is than created. When light and darkness are brought together, they explode. Meaning that both cannot exist in the same place or they created a massive release of energy. In order for a pure soul to survive the darkness, the light must absorb it. The light than takes some of the attributes of the darkness..”
Matthew interrupted, “But during the struggle, a child’s body can burnout.”
“What do you mean ‘burnout’?” Fluttershy asked.
“They die.”
All of the ponies gasped in horror. Discord drew their attention by tapping the board with a sharp claw, his smile disappearing, “Unfortunately during the struggle a pony’s body may be unable to handle the massive amounts of stress. A pony can use all of their energy to beat the darkness that they are unable to survive the conversion.” Discord drew a third circle, filling in only half, “Mathew here survived the process and breaks all the rules.”
The confused looks on the ponies’ faces were all Discord got. Matthew was confused as to how he knew all of this. Rainbow Dash blurted out, “I don’t get it!”
“Me too,” Applejack agreed.
Discord sighed, “Now my little ponies, everpony contains an amount of positive and negative qualities in their soul. These are merely attributes of a personality. A pony can be greedy or a jerk, but they will still be a good pony on the inside. What makes a pony’s soul is whether it is made of light or darkness, not both.” Discord appeared next to Matthew, startling him, and wrapped one arm around him, “Matthew here defies nature… NO, defies the laws of the universe itself!” Discord pulled out a white coned hat with the word ‘Special’ written on it. Placing it on top of the stallion’s head with a cackle, “In all my years, I have never seen a pony, griffon, dragon or any creature alive achieve what you have good sir.”
With a snap of his fingers, Discord returned the room to its original order. The ponies looked toward him or at Matthew each wearing a confused face.  Celestia asked, annoyance and worry slipping into her voice “Achieved what, Discord?”
“Equilibrium.”
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A Demon in Ponyville
Ch. 6: Dinner with Royalty
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to My Little Pony: Friendship Is Magic. All other characters are my own.
Silence filled the throne room, no one knowing what to say. Eyes went from Discord, to Celestia, to Matthew and back. Twilight finally broke the silence, “What do you mean by ‘equilibrium’?”
Discord ruffled the young alicorn’s mane playfully, “What I mean is the perfect balance of light and darkness, my little princess.”
“Why does that make him so special?” asked Rainbow Dash, “Just because he has both doesn’t sound so special to me.”
Discord thought about it for a moment, mumbling, “How best is it to explain this.” A light bulb appeared over his head. Literally! “Oh, I’ve got it!” With a twirl of his paws, Discord raised two tuning forks. With a flick of his wrists, Discord tapped the pair of instruments together. The room became filled with the rising and falling of sound. The lower tuning fork synced with the higher frequency, increasing the rise and fall of sound. Discord said, “Notice the increase in frequency when a higher tune and lower tune are rung together. The opposing frequencies increase the highs and lows of the sound waves.”
“But what does that have to do with him?” Rainbow Dash asked, motioning towards Matthew’s blank expression. 
Should I be insulted? Hmmm. Tough choice.
Discord tossed the two musical instruments over his shoulder. The silver instruments vanished in a flash of light. “This means that both complement each other, making his strength and abilities unparalleled in this world.”
I can beat him. Rainbow Dash thought to herself. 
Celestia silently ingested this information. Looking over to Twilight, Celestia chuckled at the young alicorn’s expression of wonder. Twilight’s purples eyes were filled with unbridled excitement, wanting to know more. Celestia noticed the sun sinking into the horizon, Wow, it’s getting late. Addressing the group, Celestia said, “Matthew, I would like to thank you for answering all of my questions.”
“No problem.”
“But I think it’s time for dinner,” Celestia commented. Free Food! YES! “And Luna will be up soon. We’ll be able to have a nice meal with her.”
“Who’s Luna?” Matthew asked Celestia.
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Celestia giggled. Again with the giggling! I swear every time I hear it I get screwed. “Luna is my sister and co-monarch of Equestria,” Celestia smiled at Matthew.
That makes sense, two sisters as the rulers.
Returning the smile, Matthew commented, “Sounds like fun.” 
Celestia motioned towards the guards, “Could you show our guest to the dining hall?” The guards nodded in compliance, Celestia told Twilight, “I’ll join you in a moment Twilight. I just need to ask Discord a few things.” Twilight raised a confused eyebrow. Never the less, Twilight followed Celestia’s instructions and left with the group.
When the doors were closed shut, Celestia turned to Discord. The trickster raised an amused eyebrow, “What is it Princess?”
Celestia took a deep breath, “I need to know, Discord. How powerful is Matthew?”
Discord chuckled, “If you’re wondering if he is a threat, then you do not have to worry.” Celestia didn’t appear comforted. “He is a good pony, just look in his eyes.” 
“Are you sure?” Celestia asked. Discord offered the Celestia a reassuring nod. “Well, I guess we had best be going to dinner,” Celestia said awkwardly.
Discord stopped the Princess before she could move. His usual carefree manner replaced by a serious tone. “Even though you don’t have to worry about Matthew,” Celestia did not like the way this was going, “Matthew is beyond the limits of you and Luna.” 
0 0 0
Matthew and the group were directed into a large and exquisite dining hall at least sixty feet wide and two hundred feet long. Enough room for a party. Decorated with light purple walls and a gold chandelier of pure diamond complemented the long table. The table was around forty feet long and five feet wide, draped with a deep purple cloth. Stacked atop the expensive table was the greatest feat one could imagine. Except it doesn’t have any steak. Light reflected off the smooth shining surfaces of the room, making the atmosphere even more mystified. Chair of polished dark wood and purple cushions lined both sides of the table. Each chair was matched with a spotless white plates and reflective silver utensils. What would these thumb-less freaks need with a fork?
Matthew’s mouth drooled in anticipation. Roasted garlic, tomato soup and many more seasonings tickled his nose. Matthew’s stomach growled loudly, ready to be appeased by the sacrifice of a delicious meal.
Twilight caught Matthew in her purple aura in midair. Matthew attempting to rushed the table. God dammit! Twilight commented, “Now! Now, Matthew! You have to meet Princess Luna first.” Screw the Princess! I’m hungry!
Matthew sighed, “Sorry. I got a little carried away.” Celestia and Discord walked into the room to find Matthew being held two feet off the floor by Twilight.
The girls chuckled at Matthew’s antics. Twilight gently placed the stallion back on his hooves, looking expectantly towards the white double doors behind the table. Matthew turned his head towards the same double door. A pair of dark blue ponies wearing black armor with an image of the crescent moon on the front plate, matching helmets and what appeared to be batwings pushed open the doors. Why didn’t I get something cool like that?
Princess Luna entered from the other room. She was a tall alicorn of deep blue coat, a crescent moon mark on her rear and a flowing blue mane of tiny white lights. Her hair’s all psychedelic man. Celestia greeted Luna with a smile, “Good evening Lulu.” Matthew had to repress a snort of laughter. Celestia gave her sister a quick hug before motioning to Twilight and the group. “I thought it would be nice if we had some company for dinner. Also…” Celestia motioned for Matthew to move closer. Which he obliged, moving directly in front of Luna where Celestia indicated, “I would also like you to meet a new friend. This is Matthew. He was the one who stopped the hydra that attacked Ponyville. Say hello, Matthew.”
“Hi, Princess Luna,” Matthew responded, offering the Princess his hoof. Twilight silently raged at Matthew’s direct nature.
“GREETINGS FELLOW WARRIOR! YOU ARE WELL MET!” Luna’s thunderous voice blasted into Matthew’s ears raising her hoof into the air for emphasis. Someone hit the mute button! Matthew’s internal monologue screamed. Outwardly, Matthew flinched at the assault on his hearing. Celestia smiled inwardly, having performed a sound softening spell for herself beforehand. “YE HAVE VANQUISHED A MIGHTY FOE FROM WHAT MY SISTER HATH TOLD US! WE THANK THEE FOR YOUR VALIENT SERVICE TO PONYVILLE! TONIGHT WE SHALL FEAST IN YOUR HONOR!” Make it stop! Make it stop! “NOW LET US BREAK BREAD AND SHARE TALES OF HEROICS! HAZZAH!” 
Everypony laughed at Matthew’s cringing expression to Luna’s speech. Silence followed. Or in Matthew’s case, a high pitched ringing continued to go off in his ears. Luna noticed Matthew’s pained expression, taking a moment to calm her voice down, “I’m sorry. We sometimes forget to use a softer voice at times. It is a pleasure to meet you.” I can see her lips moving, but all I hear is eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee.
“What?” yelled Matthew, surprising Luna and getting quite the chuckle from Celestia and Discord. “Your name’s Lulu! It’s nice to meet you! I am the only one hearing that annoying ringing sound?” Matthew turned to the ponies behind him, noticing their amused grins.
Luna turned to Celestia, raising a confused eyebrow, “Tia, is this a new kind of speech that we have yet to master in this modern world.”
Celestia smiled, trying to contain her mirth, “No Lulu, Matthew here is a very unusual pony. It would be best not to take his attitude personally.” 
The pair turned back to Matthew. “It’s an eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee kind of sound.” Still they shook their head, chuckling. Matthew held his hooves against his ears to try and calm the constant annoyance. Discord enjoyed the fun, chuckling. Matthew asked loudly, “How come none of you are hearing this?”
After several minutes, Matthew’s hearing was finally restored and everyone was able to take their seats. Matthew sat with Celestia to his left and Twilight, Spike and Fluttershy to his right. Across from Celestia sat Luna, Rainbow Dash, Pinkie Pie, Rarity and Applejack. Discord sat at the head of the table between the Princesses on what appeared to be thin air. With a snap of his paw, Discord animated the dishware to offer the patrons any assistance. I’ve stopped asking question.
Small talk didn’t follow the start of this meal. Not that everypony was eating their food, but their attention was drawn to Matthew. In a madman’s rush, the gold alicorn was trying to consume everything within reach of his hooves. Everypony except Discord, Celestia and Luna looked on Matthew’s table manners with disgust. The Princess of the Sun wore an amused smile. Luna commented, “It is good to see a pony with a healthy appetite! All of the nobles these days eat such dainty dishes! They’re barely worth a single bite!”
“Here! Here!” Matthew announced through his mouth full of some kind of honey pastry. I don’t know what you are! All I care about is that you are delicious!
“Are you enjoying the Honey Almond Cakes?” Twilight asked, annoyed Matthew’s disregard for the Princesses present.
“I am not leaving until all of these Cakes are in my mouth!” came the muffled reply
“I know right!” Pinkie Pie exclaimed, shoving as many sweet treats into her mouth as possible. How did she just eat an entire cake in one bite?
Celestia sighed, I was going to eat that.
Rarity commented, Matthew shoving two cakes into his muzzle, “Such manners in front of royalty. You should be more refined Matthew.” Hmmm… I’m getting the vibe that Rarity’s a bit of a bitch.
Matthew swallowed his food, whipping his muzzle on his fetlock. “Ummm Rarity? Right?”
“Yes,” the white unicorn answered with a flip of her mane. At least he remembers my name
“You are quite right, I have been acting without manners,” Matthew said. Everypony leaned forward over their plates, “And frankly my dear, I just don’t give a damn.” 
Rarity’s face turned bright red, I will DESTROY you!
Celestia smirked, “Yes thank you.” The milk container poured the chilled milk into her teacup. Discord chuckled before taking a bite out of a similar white tea cup like it was a cookie. 
Rarity had quiet the retort, “We’ll I can see your parents or any pony have not taught you any manners.”
It is on like Donkey Kong!
“My parents are dead,” Matthew answered in a very empty voice.
Rarity squeaked at Matthew’s response. The rest of the table turned their heads towards their plates, not sure how to respond and leaving the room in awkward silence. Spike decided to speak firt, “Do you mean both parents or one parent?”
“Mom and sisters went first. Dad went a couple of years later.”
All of the ponies and Discord wore sad expressions. Luna said, “We are sorry for your lost and offer thy sympathy.”
Matthew shrugged his shoulders, “Don’t be, you didn’t have anything to do with it. Besides, I don’t remember my mother and sisters that much. I was ten when they died.”
Fluttershy offered Matthew a comforting whisper, “At least your father was there. He must have done his best being a single parent.”
“HA! HA! HA!” Matthew laughed uncontrollably falling backwards in his chair. The ponies watched in confusion. Matthew’s legs flailed in the air as he gasped for air. “Oh God! I haven’t laughed like that in years!” Taking a moment to compose himself, Matthew returned to a sitting position. His cheeks a rosy red color. “Yeah, my dad was a bit of a bastard after that and I sure did hate his guts until he finally kicked the bucket.”
“What!” yelled all of the ponies.
Shining Armor hollered, “How could you say that! That’s your father!”
Matthew threw Shining Armor a dark look that made him flinch. Remembering how fast he had gotten his rump kicked, Shining made the wise choice to shut up. “Let me tell you something,” Matthew spat out, “I stayed with that son-of-a-bitch until his dying breath. My father was not a good person. He left me, a ten-year-old-child-mind-you, in the hands of a sadist military group to spend the next twelve years being beaten to an inch of my life, dealing with a commander who had the tendency to physically abuse her men, and all the while, saving the planet. And I never got a thank you for saving it! Not ONCE!” Matthew leaned over the table, “I’m not going to say I didn’t love my old man. I loved him with the bottom of my heart.” Very, very deep down. “I just didn’t like him that much.”
“Wow,” groaned Twilight.
Celestia thought to herself, And I thought my had family problems.
“That’s so sad,” Pinkie Pie’s ears flattened against her head.
Discord coughed a few times, drawing everypony’s attention, “I think it’s best if we move the conversation to a different subject.” 
Good idea.
Silence filled the room, each pony munching softly on their salads, fruits or pastries. I seriously need to work on my people skills. Or is it pony skills now?
Matthew just looked at his plate, seeing only the red manned pony contemplating on how to remedy the situation. Matthew turned to Celestia, seeing her sip quietly from the tea cup levitating in her golden aura. “Hey Princess Celestia, how do you move stuff with your horn?”
Celestia answered, placing her cup neatly on the table, “Well Matthew, levitation is a simple spell. All it requires if for you to concentrate on an object and allow the energy to build up into your horn. Then move the object wherever you want it to go.”
“So all I have to do is concentrate hard enough and objects will start to move?” Matthew raised an eyebrow. Because the mystical powers of the universe are so easy even a child can use them! Matthew focused on the silver goblet in front of him. Matthew’s brow furrowed, Nope, still nothing. A pressure began to form in his horn. Well that’s new. Continuing his concentration, a red aura began to engulf the cup until it covered the shiny surface. And now up. Matthew lifted the cup up with only his mind, bringing it towards his muzzle. Taking a grateful swig of water, Matthew thought to himself Refreshing. Matthew returned the cup to its original place. OK, I’ll admit. Magic is freaking awesome.
Celestia smiled at Matthew’s wide grin, “Very good Matthew.”
Luna asked Matthew, “Why dost thou ask about magic? Hath no one trained you in the art?”
“Nope.”
“Why doth thy talk more about your history? We are quiet intrigued,” Luna said, resting her head between her hooves as she leaned forward.
Matthew groaned, Why do I have to keep talking about myself? I’ll get bored with repeating the same information again and again. Hell, I’ll probably get sick of hearing my own story. “Sorry Luna, but I’ve had to talk about me all day. So why don’t you tell me about yourself. I’m sure raising the Moon is a fun job.”
Luna raised a skeptical eyebrow, “Doth thou not know about myself or my sister?”
“Well,” Matthew started with a long emphasized drawl, “no. But I’m not from these lands, so sorry about my ignorance.”
“Then what land are thou from?”
“America,” Matthew answered. Land where rednecks roam, beer is great and where what happens in Vegas ends up on Youtube.
“America?” All of the ponies muttered, tasting the foreign word on their tongues.
“What’s America like?” Cadence asked, intrigued by this new word.
Matthew shrugged, “When I was a kid it was ok.” Wow, I feel old saying that. “It’s got some problems; like the overpopulation, big business trying to squash the little man down, Ke$ha. Oh god, Ke$ha! But the average citizen is ok. They’re just people trying to go about their daily lives.”
Celestia smiled, “It sounds like a nice place.”
Discord commented, “Sounds boring to me.”
Matthew smiled, “Oh trust me. There is plenty of trouble to get into. You’ve got booze, kart racing, basketball, Youtube and other sorts of fun stuff.”
“What’s Youtube?” Twilight asked. It sounds ridiculous.
Matthew explained, “Youtube’s a website where people around the world can post videos of them doing stuff: some educational, some awesome, and some really stupid stuff.”
Discord asked, “What kind of stupid stuff?”
“Imagine some of the dumbest stuff you can think of, and it’ll be on Youtube.”
“Like… A pony getting drunk and having a total meltdown?” Pinkie Pie asked.
“Yes.”
“How about a pony making love to an inanimate object?” Discord asked.
EW! “Ok, almost anything weird you can think of,” Matthew responded. “Like epic fails, police brutality, funny videos and stuff. Can we move on, this topic’s getting awkward?”
It sure is. Rainbow Dash asked, “What’s a website?”
“Ummmm.” Matthew’s brow furrowed, “A website is a customized amount of data posted by someone for a particular reason, whether for business, education or fun that’s available on the internet for everyone to use.”
“What’s the internet?” Pinkie asked cheerfully, “It sounds like fun!”
Especially porn sites. Matthew scratched the back of his head, “The internet is a collection of processors that share information and broadcast it so the world can access it.”
“Oh!” Twilight exclaimed excitedly, “How does it work? What kind of information? Can it be used for education?”
Matthew held up his hoof, stopping the purple princess, “Do I look like a college graduate with a degree in computer sciences?”
“No, you look like an alicorn silly!” Pinkie Pie smiled cheerfully. 
Matthew groaned inwardly, “I was conveying sarcasm, Pinkie.”
“What’s that taste like?”
“Ugh!” Matthew groaned, rubbing his temple with a hoof.
“It seems your world has many wonders,” Celestia chuckled.
“Yep,” Matthew answered, “But what about you guys. What’s your story?”
Celestia answered, “Luna and I have raised the sun and moon for hundreds of years. We have ruled these lands for the same amount of time.”
“Wait-wait-wait!” Matthew interrupted, his jaw dropping. “Hundreds of years? How old are you?”
Twilight shot daggers at Matthew, no ponyone ever dared interrupt Celestia. Celestia merely nodded, “I am almost two thousand years old. Luna is just a few years behind me.”
“How’s that possible?”
Luna answered this one, “Alicorns have a long life span. Our magic allows us to live longer than most ponies. It is also our magic that allows us to move the sun and the moon.”
“Wow, you’re like Crypt Keeper old.”
“What was that?” Luna asked, annoyance filling her voice. I think we have just been insulted.
Matthew changed topics at lightning speed, “How many alicorns are there? I’ve only seen you, Luna, Cadence and Twilight.”
Celestia nodded, “We are the only alicorns in these lands, at least until you arrived. You are alicorn number 5.”
Talk about being a minority. Matthew pondered this, Luna looking over to Twilight, “We forgot to ask, Princess Twilight, how was the hydra stopped? Celestia was vague with her description.”
“I’d like to know that too,” Shining Armor said, giving Matthew a very skeptical look. Not believing for one instant that he was capable of beating a fully grown hydra.
Twilight finished her mouthful of tomato basil soup, “The day was starting out as a nice break from duties. The ground suddenly started to shake.” You forgot psycho over there using me as a personal battering ram. “I went outside to take a look and I saw this huge hydra stomping on the houses outside of Ponyville. I teleported myself to the marketplace to see what I could do and I found Pinkie Pie with Applejack. Together, Pinkie Pie and Applejack were able to distract it while I powered up my spell…”
“Hey! I was there too,” Rainbow Dash interrupted.
“Sorry, Dashie,” Twilight blushed slightly. “Rainbow Dash also assisted in distracting the hydra. When I fired my spell, a dark energy stopped my spell. The hydra was able to knock Applejack, Pinkie Pie and Rainbow Dash out of the way.”
“Actually,” Pinkie Pie jumped up, “Matthew picked me up and set me on the ground when I was riding the hydra’s head. I think I broke my old record of 1 minute and 43 seconds.” How am I not surprised she would ride hydras? Does that sound dirty to anyone?
Twilight continued, “Before I could do anything else the Cutie Mark Crusaders were about to be crushed. I teleported myself next to them and tried use a barrier to stop the hydra.” Twilight looked down in shame, “But my barrier wasn’t able to hold up. It shattered in an instant.” I feel kinda bad for her. I mean she looks so sad. Matthew thought, Twilight rubbing her eyes with a hoof.
“What happened after that, Twily?” Cadence asked, trying to be as warm as she could by putting a wing over her sister-in-law. Aw, that’s sweet.
“That’s where I come in,” Matthew said, inserting himself into the conversation. “I was working on moving all of the ponies away from the hydra when I heard three fillies scream. When I got to the scene, I saw the hydra about to crush Twilight and the fillies. As fast as I could, I put myself between the hydra’s foot and Twilight.”
“How did you stop the hydra’s foot?” asked Shining Armor.
“I caught it,” Matthew answered with a shrug.
“With magic?” asked Cadence.
“Nope, I caught it with these guns,” Matthew responded, flexing his forelegs. Shining Armor rolled his eyes along with Cadence and the rest of the girls.
Applejack added, a small chuckle releasing from her muzzle, “I saw the whole thing and Matthew here caught that hydra’s foot with one hoof.” The three looked to Applejack, her expression saying she was serious.
God I love that expression.
Luna, Shining and Cadence had to catch their jaws before they crashed into the table. Luna said, “Please continue.”
Matthew smirked his broad shoulders, “I threw the hydra out of town and told it to go home.” Who knew a pony’s jaw could open that far? Matthew thought. The three couldn’t stop their jaws a second time. “When it didn’t, I beat the living hell out of it. The hydra shot some of its lasers at me. It got a few good hits, but I still won.”
“By good, do you mean being shot out of the air?” Applejack commented offhandedly.
“Anyway,” Matthew continued, throwing her an annoyed look. “When the hydra tried to use some ultimate attack, I overpowered the attack with one of my own. When beaten, the hydra’s eyes did something weird.” You should really be careful, your eyes may popped out of your heads, Luna’s, Shining’s and Cadence’s eyes bulged in their sockets.
“Weird like funny ha ha or the not good kind of weird?” Spike asked.
“Its eyes turned from green to blue.” Matthew turned towards the Princesses, “Does that make any sense to you two?”
Celestia hummed to herself, “I can think of a few causes, but any of them mean trouble.” Celestia gave Matthew a worried look.
I should be worried, but I'm not. I wasn’t even at full power and I could still beat that hydra. I can take on anything even in my weakened state. Bring it on Equestria!
Celestia turned to the window, watching the disappeared behind the horizon, “Well my little ponies…” I swear that must be a catch phrase for something. “I think it’s time for us to retire. Have a goodnight everypony.” With that the ponies left the table, Celestia walking to her room as a castle staff guided Twilight and friends to their rooms.
Luna left the dining hall to the outside balcony, thinking deeply to herself. Just who is that stallion? While he had been honest with them all throughout diner, Matthew had not told them everything.
0 0 0
Matthew flopped down on the large squishy mattress. Oh my god! An actual bed! YEAH! Matthew’s room looked like a single apartment, a full size mattress covered with deep blue blankets to accent the dark wood of the bedpost, nightstands, and dresser. A small door to the left of the entrance lead to a small bathroom complete with toilet, sink and shower. Matthew’s head rested against the pillow. It feels like laying on a cloud. Matthew’s eyes drooped lower.
I guess the Princesses are alright. Celestia seems nice, but I sense she’d be really fun to party with. 
Luna… What’ with the whole thee and thou? Whatever. But over a thousand years old! How do they look so young? You could patent their secrets and make some bank. 
Shining’s a douche that needs to pull the stick out of his ass, and I can’t even think about Cadence without wanting to punch something. 
Twilight’s nice, but screams perfectionist. 
Spike’s a fun little dude. Kinda reminds me of a younger Matthew, only scalier and less depressing.
Applejack’s got an interesting sense of humor going on. 
Fluttershy’s just too quite. I’ve had flatulence louder than her.
Rainbow Dash is a jock. It would be fun to do some crazy extreme stuff with her.
And there’s Pinkie Pie. I don’t think I need to say anything on that subject. 
Matthew droned on for several more minutes before drifting off into a light sleep. Many of the castle’s inhabitants soon joined him.
0 0 0
A grey Pegasus calmly moved through down the empty halls of the palace. His gold armor reflected the bright moon light. Turning into the closest room, the Pegasus was rewarded by the empty study decorated with only a worn wooden desk, a tapestry of Equestria’s flag and a single grandfather clock tucked away in the corner. The Pegasus moved over to the clock. With a grunt, the Pegasus pulled the clock from the wall, revealing a square patch of darkness descending into the mountain.
The Pegasus entered the pitch black passageway, closing the door behind him. Engulfed in darkness, the Pegasus revealed his true form in a bright flash of green light. Encased in a black exoskeleton, pale blue beetle eyes, a twisted horn on his head, and thin see-through wings, the changeling ignited his horn to produce a green light to lead his way down the carved stairway into the grey rock of the mountain.
The changeling slowly made his way down the stairs. The grey stone slowly turning into clear crystal. The changeling passed through the glittering surrounding. The passageway opened into an open space thirty feet wide surrounded by large chunks of minerals. Small green fires surrounded the clearing, illuminating the area with a soft glow. The changeling’s attention was solely on the individual sitting in the center of the cavern. She was tall, her long pale blue mane flowing freely off the side of her head, her green eyes glowed in the pale light, her black exoskeleton and thin wings reflected the green light, a broken and warped horn stuck out of the front of her head. “General Thrall, so good of you to join me.”
Thrall bowed deeply to his queen, “I am humbled, my Queen. I bring news from the castle.”
“Oh! And what is that?” Queen Chrysalis asked.
“A new alicorn has arisen,” Thrall said, Chrysalis gasping in surprise. “He calls himself Matthew and from what I overheard from the conversation, he singlehandedly beat a hydra. We must be wary around him, for even the ponies do not know his full potential.”
“Hmmm,” Chrysalis hummed. “We will have to rethink our strategy. What do you think General?”
“A wise choice my Queen,” Thrall answered. “We need to take our time with the invasion. With the elements and the princesses on guard after the hydra attack, we must move slowly or all of our plans will be for not.”
“Yes,” Chrysalis agreed. “But we will persevere. We will conquer the Princesses, the Elements of Harmony and rule Equestria! HA! HA! HA!” The high pitched laughter echoed in the small cavern.
“Are you so sure?” a low growl echoed in the cavern. Chrysalis and Thrall jumped to their hooves, looking in every direction for the source. A dark shadow, with bright green eyes looked at the pair with amusement, appeared in front of them. “It is good to see you again, Chrysalis.”
“That’s Queen Chrysalis to you!” Thrall shot at the shadow.
Chrysalis held a hoof up to silence her General, “It has been a long time, hasn’t it Sombra?” Sombra chuckled, Chrysalis throwing him a dirty look, “Is there any particular you’re here? Or did you want to see a true conqueror succeeding where you failed?”
The shadow quivered in amusement, “I wouldn’t be so confident. You might regret underestimating this Matthew.”
“And why’s that?” Chrysalis asked, showing no sign of interest.
“I have witnessed his abilities firsthoof,” Sombra stated, “and they are nothing to take lightly. You would be best to take my assistance when taking over Canterlot.”
“Don’t underestimate me, Sombra,” Chrysalis growled. “I will take over Canterlot and defeat this Matthew. Proving to you that my army and I have what it takes to defeat these ponies. And we will do so without any acceptance from the likes of you.”
“Very well!” Sombra cackled, fading away in the shadows. “But remember my warning, or you might regret it.”
I hate that pony! Chrysalis turned to Thrall, “How are the preparations for the invasion going?”
“So far so good,” Thrall reported. “Every night, Princess Celestia slowly succumbs to your mental control. Soon she will do your bidding. As for the army, over half of the castle’s staff has been replaced along with small fractions of the population. The rest of the army is waiting inside the caves of the mountain. Every changeling is ready to attack at a moment notice.”
“Good, good,” Chrysalis smiled. “And what about Princess Cadence and Shining Armor?”
“They will remain in the capital until the end of the week.”
Chrysalis chuckled, “That will work out perfectly. I will have Canterlot in my hoof and be ablet enact my vengeance upon Shining Armor and Cadence at the same time.” Chrysalis stopped herself, “Now we need to figure out what to do about this Matthew character.”
“My Queen, are you really going to take the word from Sombra?” Thrall asked in disgust.
“I may hate Sombra, but with another alicorn in the picture we must have a plan of attack.” Chrysalis hummed to herself. 
Thrall scratched his head for a moment, “You may be able to subdue him with you mind control.”
Chrysalis thought of this for a moment, “The problem is, we know nothing of his abilities. He may be able to resist a simple mind control spell.” Chrysalis continued to contemplate, “Physical strength and magic are always a choice with the Colony’s numbers alone. But numbers may not win the fight. Remember what happened last time?”
“How do you suppose we precede, my Queen?”
Chrysalis thought deeply in silence, “If we can’t win through mind control or brute force, then how?” Chrysalis growled when the answer came to her, “Then we can attack his heart.”
“Are you referring to the Lichen spores?” Thrall asked, worry creeping into his voice.
“I am.”
“But that is a poison, you can potentially kill this pony,” Thrall interjected.
“You are quiet right,” Chrysalis said offhandedly. “But that is only if we do not act on counteracting the poison fast enough.”
“True,” Thrall said. “The spores will start by causing severe hallucinations, amplifying your ability to sway his mind. He’s heart will be vulnerable to you my Queen.” Thrall took a deep breath, his heart skipping a beat as he thought of the long term affects. “But if not treated soon enough, the spore will attack his body. He will experience worst pain and suffering imaginable. His body will slowly be destroyed and the hallucinations will become even more severe. Wouldn’t that be a waste of a pony full of potential food?” 
Chrysalis answered, “You are right General. However, one life will not stop us from protecting the Colony.”
“How do you suppose we get the spores to him? We may be in the middle of combat and using the spores will potentially harm any food source that happens to be in the crossfire.”
A creeping smile formed on Chrysalis muzzle to reveal her fanged teeth. A plan began to form in her mind. “And I have an idea as to just how we can capture him and the rest of these ponies.”
0 0 0
Celestia slept soundly under a canopy of pink with gold frills lining the edges. Surrounding the sleeping Princess, pristine wooden desk and dresser drawer lined the wall with a large door leading to the master bathroom. Celestia’s cutie mark adorned her mattress cover. 
Silently, the door to Celestia’s room opened long enough to allow a blurred space of air to enter the room. Chrysalis moved next to the Princess, her horn glowing green. Chrysalis’s aura spread over Celestia’s horn. The princess’s peaceful expression turned to disturbed, her mind being assaulted by the Changeling Queen. Muttering into the air, Chrysalis smiled “Soon, Celestia. Soon, Canterlot will be mine.”
0 0 0
Matthew laid sprawled eagle on his bed, pillows and blanket thrown all around the room. Loud snores escaped the stallion’s muzzle, drool lining the side. “Uh… Little… Little Kim’s got my sandwich.”
Matthew’s door opened slowly, Chrysalis met by Matthew’s loud snores, “S-shut the d-damn door… before I shove my boot up your a-zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.”
Chrysalis was quick to abide, the door silently sliding close. She moved closer to Matthew, snickering at how easy it was to move about the castle. “My sandwich… bitch…”
What was that? Chrysalis had to cover he muzzle with a hoof to stop herself from laughing out loud. Chrysalis began to charge her horn, preparing the magic. The green light was enough of a warning to cause Matthew to react.
“Letgo my sandwich!” 
Chrysalis had a second to teleport herself back into the mountain, a gold hoof striking the air she was previously occupying. “Who… Who’s there?” Matthew pushed his senses out, trying to push past the drowsiness. Mathew stood on his hind legs, his hooves ready for a fight. Sensing nothing within twenty feet, Matthew shrugged, plopping back down on the bed before returning to sleep. Must have been some kind of glowing green bug.
Chrystalis breathed heavily in the open space of the cavern, calming herself from the close encounter of the Matthew-kind. “It’s alright Chrysalis. This was just a fluke. The next encounter will be for real.”
“Are you talking to yourself again, my Queen?”
“Uh! Can I have like five minutes alone, General?!” Chystalis yelled.
“Sorry.”
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A Demon in Ponyville
Chapter 7: Spending Some Quality Time with the Apple Family
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to My Little Pony. All other characters are my own.
*YAWN* Matthew stretched luxuriously on the soft blankets of his bed. The air was rattled with several pops from Matthew’s joints. Rolling to the side, Matthew ended up on the hard floor with a loud oomph! Matthew pushed against the ground, lifting his back into the air like a common housecat. Matthew stopped when the stitches on his side started to pinch the skin. I wonder what time it is? Looking out the window, Matthew squinted at the pre-morning light spreading across the heavens. The sky held a deep blue color, Celestia’s sun slowly making its way into the horizon. Matthew opened the tall window, greeted by a blast of freezing cold air. Invigorated, Matthew grinned widely. I love the early morning. 
Loud voices rose from below the windowsill. Interest Matthew looked down on what appeared to be a training yard. The low cut grass of the large square plot was home to a hundred or so ponies training. Pushed against the east wall, several worn punching bags hung from wooden posts. The Royal Guards pummeled the tough material with their hooves. Five circles of white chalk littered the center of the field for sparing ponies. Some ponies wrestled between the lines, while some practiced with wooden swords and spears. The blocky weapons held firmly in the hooves of the guards.
The western wall was dedicated to weight training equipment. Racks of dumbbells, free weights, and bars were held by wooden shelves. Matthew raised an eyebrow at the several large grey boulders were included in the weight equipment. Ponies rolled the boulders across the field or the unicorns practiced lifting several stone at a time, causing the rocks to fly in various patterns to practice their flexibility with magic.
Matthew chuckled. Several Pegasus hovered a few feet off the ground, weights strapped to each of their sides. I need to learn how to fly, Matthew thought to himself, turning to see the golden wings attached to him. I think I can go for a warm-up today. Matthew decided moving away from the window to find his way down to the training ground. An idea popped into his head. Looking back at his wings, Matthew said, “Flying can’t be that hard.”
0 0 0
Shining Armor entered the training ground from the palace. Shining wore a sweat band on each leg, carrying a full canteen of water onto the grassy field. Many of the guards looked up from their workouts, offering the captain a friendly hello. Shining Armor thought to himself, I love this time of day. The air’s cool and the sun’s about to rise. And there is nothing that ruin this moment.
“INCOMING!” Except that.
Shining Armor groaned, Matthew’s voice roared from above his head. Looking up, Shining Armor couldn’t help but gawk at Matthew plummeted through the air flapping his wings wildly. I would laugh if this wasn’t really happening.
Before Shining Armor or anypony could assist him, Matthew pushed himself away from the wall of the castle. Holding his wings out to the sides, Matthew glided towards the ground wobbling as he slowly descended. Easy! Easy! Easy! Matthew leaned towards the right, curving away from the center of the training field back towards the castle. Almost… Almost. Matthew held out his hooves to brace for landing. Matthew stumbled when he touched down, sending tufts of grass and dirt into the air. “YES! First time flying!” Matthew exclaimed, turning towards Shining Armor. “How’d I do?”
“I’ve seen better flying from a three-year-old,” Shining Armor said, deadpanned.
Oh, you mother-
“You have ten seconds to rephrase that sentence before I punch you so hard you’ll be kissing the moon at Mach 20!” Matthew threatened, throwing a glare that would make any man flinch in fear.
“I mean for a first-timer you did good. You were able to successfully glide.” Shining Armor said quickly, offering a sheepish smile. That’s what I thought. Diverting the conversation, Shining asked, “Where did you come from anyway?”
“From the widow up there,” Matthew stopped scowling to point up to the open window about eight stories up.
“Wait, you jumped out of a window without any knowledge of flying even though you could have broken every bone in your body?” Shining Armor asked incredulously. 
“Yep.”
I think he’s an idiot. Shining thought, eyeing Matthew as if he had a few screws short. 
Matthew asked nonchalantly, “I was wondering if I use this field for a workout?”
“The grounds are free to anypony as long as they don’t interrupt any of the guard’s work or cause mischief,” Shining Armor answered. Now, I have the sudden urge to screw with some people. Shining Armor grimaced at the toothy grin spreading across Matthew’s muzzle.
“Thanks Shiny!” Matthew exclaimed with a smile, moving away from the annoying Shining Armor.
“That’s Shining Armor to you!”
“I’m sticking with Shiny!” Matthew called, moving over to an empty part of the field littered with ponies performing various warm-ups. Alright, time for pushups! Dropping to the floor, Matthew propped his two hooves together pushing against the ground vigorously. Matthew noticed the Pegasus performing the same exercise, but with their wings. Almost like a wing-up. Hmm, I’ve got to try that out. Matthew pushed both his wings against the low grass. Ha-ha. That tickles. Raising his hooves over his head, Matthew pushed against the earth, feeling the strain of new muscles along his back. 
Matthew raised an eyebrow, a second pony moving next to him him. Shining Armor began to perform pushups right next to Matthew, thinking I’m gonna show you who’s the real stallion here, bitch. The pair continued to push against the ground with excessive vigor, Shining matching Matthew’s pace.
Are we seriously going to do this again? Matthew decided to step-up-this-workeout. Raising his left hoof behind his back, Matthew folded his wings to his side and began one-hoof-pushups. Matthew shot Shining Armor a sly smile. Shining Armor matched Matthew’s workout and intensity, shooting Matthew a smug look. It is on now! Try and top this one! To Shining Armor’s disbelieve, and to the disbelief of many of the ponies in the training, Matthew lifted his hind legs off the ground until he was perfectly vertical with the ground to perform one-leg-handstand-pushups. 
Shining Armor grunted, attempted to balance himself on one hoof. The outcome was the unicorn’s muzzle meeting the hard ground. Shining Armor ground his teeth together before picking himself up, That’s doesn’t mean anything.
One of Celestia’s favorite morning rituals was to take a nice calming walk around the castle and through the garden, taking a few extra seconds when passing the training ground. To see their aptitude as guards. . . Yeah, that’s it. And nothing else. Moving around the corner to the training field, Celestia blushed, a well toned rump bobbed up and down in the air. Nice plot.
With an agile back flip and twist, Matthew landed on his hooves facing the opposite direction he started. Without even looking at Shining Armor’s annoyed expression, Matthew walked right past him towards the weights. There’s only room for one king at the top of the mountain and that’s ME!
Eyeing the stack of heavy weights, Matthew’s eyes moved over the metal plates towards the large boulders. Turning to a dark brown earth pony with a curling green mane and a mark of a grey brick wall on his flank, Matthew asked, “Excuse me, how much do you think these boulders weigh?”
The stallion answered, “The smaller boulders weigh about 150 pounds. The medium boulders are around 300 pounds. And the largest ones are over 600 pounds.” Nice.
“Thanks,” Matthew said. Moving over to the closest boulder, Matthew closely inspected the rock. Standing at eye level, the grey surface was worn by the elements and constant use from the Royal Guard. Matthew smiled at the prospect of a good workout, calmly reaching under the rock with his hooves.
“What are you doing?!” The brown pony called, worried about Matthew.
A collective gasp rang through the compound. Matthew threw the rock straight into the air, the heavy object flying ten… twenty… thirty feet before it made its return to the ground. Shining Armor noticed Matthew moving into directly under the object’s shadow. Rushing forward, Shining Armor moved to save the poor pony along with the rest of the guards. Even Celestia began to power her magic.
But Matthew didn’t require any help. Every pony stopped in their tracks, jaws hanging loosely in the morning air. Celestia had to catch herself, Woah. The rock smashed into Matthew’s wide shoulders and forelegs, the stallion holding the massive boulder as Atlas would the world. Every pony felt a slight tremor move through the ground. 
Matthew rolled the boulder between his shoulder blades, balancing the heavy weight. I think a few miles with this bad boy will do great, Matthew considered, turning to the earth pony to ask where the running track was.
“ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR MIND!”
A shrill scream caused everypony to turn towards the disturbance, Princess Twilight Sparkle.
Celestia smiled, This is going to be juicy. 
The purple alicorn sighted her anger on the frozen Matthew and his burden. Twilight Sparkle appeared in front of him, Personal space! Poking Matthew in the chest, Twilight yelled, “What were you thinking? You could have seriously injured somepony! What if a Pegasus were flying overhead? You would have killed them with that size of a rock! What if that rock had fallen on any of these guards? YOU COULD HAVE KILLED A PONY! Also! The doctor said you need to take it easy! Why would you purposefully put yourself in the middle of a heavy bucking rock crashing into the ground?! NOW ANSWER ME!” Fire literally flew out of the Twilights eyes. Her mane smoldered in red and yellow flames, pushing her face into Matthew’s.
Matthew was taken aback by the sudden transformation. The alicorn’s burning eyes, mane and attitude captivated himg. What the hell happened to her? She was so calm and nice before, but now she’s Adabbon, Queen of the Hell. Just look at her! The way her hair flows like a wild fire, her eyes full of so much anger! So much emotion! I can feel her anger like the burning of a thousand suns! I can’t look away! It’s so beautiful! I’m curious about what she does next: will she ground me, throw me in the dungeon, give me thirty lashing…  Why am I suddenly turned on? Matthew blushed, sliding the boulder to slide onto the ground.  Mathew could feel a warm growing in his stomach... And loins. Why are my wings getting excited?
Celestia raised an amused eyebrow, the only pony noticing Matthew’s reaction to angry Twilight. 
Matthew couldn’t answer Twilight, his head full of confusing thoughts and feelings. This reminds me of how I met Be… “Well!” Twilight interrupted Matthew’s train of thought. “Are you going to say something? Do I need to throw you in the dungeon? Give you thirty lashing for recklessly endangering lives?” Oh my god! She’s psychic! Grab me tinfoil! “What is wrong with you?”
I am strangely aroused! Matthew thought. A second voice entered his mind, Oh my!  Matthew grunted, Dammit Takei! I already told you! I don’t care if you have psychic powers! Stay out of my head!
This is Celestia, Celestia projected into Matthew’s skull.
What are you doing here?
Having some fun, Celestia smirked, a twinkle glinting in her eye. I have to admit though, it’s really empty in here.
“Get out of my head!” Matthew screamed, throwing the Sun Goddess a dirty look.
Everypony looked towards Matthew, thinking him crazy. Twilight’s wrath simmered down, slowly moving away from Matthew. Celestia chuckled, “Don’t worry everypony. I was just talking to Matthew. Please carry on.” 
All of the Guards except Shining Armor returned to their work, the unicorn moving over to stand next to his sister. Shining asked, throwing Matthew a dirty look, “Would you like to answer Twilight?”
“What? Oh wait… Sure,” Matthew shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts. “First: I had everything under control. Second: I made sure there was no one at risk. Third, this is my equivalent to a light workout. And FOURTH… Ummmmm… Uh… Bitch I do what I want.” With that Matthew turned his attention towards Celestia, “And would you please never go into my head again! It’s creepy!”
Not as creepy as your feelings towards Twilight, Celestia shot back in good humor.
If you say a single word of that, I will do something. I don’t know what I’ll do, but it’ll be so bad you will rue this day! Matthew mentally shouted, stomping his hoof into the ground for more emphasis. Well! Start ruing!
Celestia said, flashing a bright smile at Matthew, “I think it’s time for breakfast. Twilight and Shining, would you join us?” 
The three ponies followed Princess Celestia into the dining room from the previous day. Rainbow Dash, Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy, Rarity and Cadence were already sitting at the table enjoying a large stack of pancakes topped with fruits and bits of grass. Everypony greeted the four, Matthew wasted no time before digging into the large stack of pancakes in on his plate. The fluffy pancakes were delicious! The perfect flavor enhanced with the organic syrup he dribbled all over them.
“How did everypony sleep?”
Everypony commented happily, Matthew grunting into his food. Celestia turned to Matthew, “We need to discuss what is going to happen to you?” Trying to get rid of me already?
I heard that. Celestia’s sing song voice reverberated in his skull.
“Fine,” Matthew groaned. “What do you want to do?”
“Well,” Celestia thought for a moment, her hoof rubbing against her chin wearing a wide smile. The longer she though, her smile began to slowly fade. Celestia stared deep into space, her face not moving.
After ten minutes, Twilight finally raised her voice, “Princess Celestia, are you alright?”
Celestia shook her head, holding a hoof to her forehead, “Oh! Sorry Twilight. I let my mind wonder.” Turning to Matthew, Celestia said, “I was thinking you could stay in Ponyville.” 
“Ok,” Matthew responded, his thoughts elsewhere particularly on the topic of Twilight. HA! Twilight joke! I knew I could do it!
Celestia looked over the six manes, “I was going to ask if one of any of you-” Twilight thinking, She can’t honestly think we would actually take him in.
“-would mind providing a home for Matthew until he can get a place of his own.”
Rarity shuddered, “If Matthew is at risk of being homeless, then he can stay with me at the Carousel Boutique.” That name sounds to girly for me to ever live there.
Fluttershy whispered, “I could offer you my spare room, as long as you don’t mind my animals. It may be a little crowded, but I’m sure the animals wouldn’t mind.” That’s so sweet of her. “As long as you don’t mind the ferrets, bunnies, birds, mice, fish, butterflies, cats, squires, bears and so many others.” Did I hear bears?
Rainbow Dash said, “You can always hang at my house. If you don’t mind flying, of course?” To bad I can’t
Pinkie Pie bounced up and down, “He could live with me! I’m sure the Cakes wouldn’t mind! It’d be a SLEEPOVER! YEAH!” No no no no no no. No. No. No. No. NO! NO! NO! NO! HELL NO! Not in a million years!
Twilight wanted to say no, really-really wanted to say no. But the look from her teacher made her grind her teeth, growling, “You’re more than welcomed to live in the spare room at the library.”
Celestia smiled at Twilight, You can get to know her a little better Matthew. What do you think?
Whether or not I should be disturbed by the fact your trying get a person you barely know to go on a date with someone you’re close to? That’s pretty weird. I mean you don’t know what’s going on in my head. I could be crazy for all you know.
Aren’t I in your head right already?
Matthew stopped eating for a moment, not having a response. Yeah, well... S-shut up.
Celestia snickered into her breakfast. Applejack offered, “After what you did for my sister, you sure as heck can stay at the farm. We’ve got plenty of space and you can work there to earn your keep. Even earn a little wage.” 
Matthew thought deeply for a moment, I don’t want to be a burden on anyone, so Applejack’s offer doesn’t sound too bad. Living on a farm may be dull, but I can work for my room and food. “Sure Applejack. I would love to work on your farm.” All of the other ponies shrugged indifferently, except for Pinkie Pie. Her ears drooped low over her head.
“Great,” Celestia smiled warmly at the ponies. The ponies ate their breakfast with high spirits, Matthew joining in on the small talk. 
When finished, the seven ponies and dragon stood in front of Princess Celestia. “Everypony ready?” Celestia asked. Ready for what? “I’ll teleport all of you to Ponyville to save you some travel time.”
“Wait, what?”
“Bye!” Celestia announced, her horn glowed with a bright golden light. In a flash of blinding light, the group disappeared from Canterlot leaving a smiling Celestia. Celestia chuckled, “I think all of this fun warrants a slice of cake.” Celestia moved through the castle with a smile on her face, Maybe Matthew can finally break Twilight out of her shell. Heaven knows I’ve tried to get her to date. And boy did that backfire!
0 0 0
The group appeared in the center of Golden Oaks Library, sending rays of light out of the window for every pony to see. Matthew fell onto the ground, his body not use to the feeling of being compressed to the size of an atom and moved through space. The girls and Spike looked at Matthew, wearing amused expressions. The stallion picked himself off of the ground, muttering to himself, “Never doing that again.”
Twilight smirked, “Don’t worry Matthew. You get use to it after a few teleports.” How is that comforting?
Applejack said to Matthew, “Well partner, let’s get ya to the farm to meet the family. I just know you’ll love living as an Apple.” How ridiculous would it be if they farmed apples?
After a quick goodbye, Applejack and Matthew left the library to make their way towards the outskirts of Ponyville. The pair walked in silence, Matthew taking time to enjoy the nice scenery. The town had a nice rustic feel to it, the Victorian style architecture a well deserve break from the concrete landscapes Matthew was use too. The winding dirt road left the small buildings to the wide open pastures, groups of trees dispersed along the paths to offer shade to any traveler. The air was filled with the sweet scent of pollen and grass. I swear all you need now is some singing birds and we’d be in a Disney film.
Applejack led the way, enjoying the path she traversed daily. Upon the horizon, Matthew caught his first sight of the farm. A large red barn occupied the lone hill, windows and a patio attached to the side for the living quarters. Two levels of windows made the living space, white paint outlining the widows and canopy to break up the bold red. Matthew gawked at what grew in the fields. Rows upon rows of large apple trees occupied the land, each one the purest color of green Matthew had ever seen and fit to bursting with red delicious fruit. I don’t know how they managed to grow this much fruit, but that’s impressive.
Applejack felt a smug smile lift her lips at Matthew’s gawking expression, “Alright Matthew, let’s head on down.”
Matthew followed Applejack’s lead as a house guest should. Applejack pushed open the old brown door, hollering from the entryway, “Granny Smith! Big Mac! Applebloom! Come to the living room! I want ya’ll ta meet our newest farmhand!”
Matthew followed closely into the living room. Matthew’s brown eyes swept over the various dark pieces of furniture, a pink couch and an old green mare sitting quietly on a rocker. Her wispy white mane tied into a bun. Granny Smith smiled at the pair, her old eyes twinkling as they caught sight of Applejack and Matthew, “Applejack! It’s good ta see ya. We were getting worried after ya left with Pinkie Pie, but I’m glad ta see you’re alright. And who’s this?” 
“Matthew this here’s Granny Smith. Granny, this is Matthew,” Applejack introduced, motioning with her hoof.
Granny Smith eyed Matthew for several seconds, before a sly grin crossed her muzzle. Please don’t do what I think you’re about to do. “Oh, Applejack you’ve gone and found yourself a coltfriend!” Pink rose into Applejack’s cheeks. Granny Smith continuing, “It’s nice to see you’ve finally decided to find a special somepony of your own. I’ve been waiting years for this moment.” Granny Smith slid off her rocker, making her way to Matthew. Matthew stood there, not sure what to do. Granny Smith reached up and pulled his head down to her eyelevel, looking deep into his dark eyes with some scrutiny. Granny Smith began to circle the stallion, inspecting him from all sides. “Ya know youngin, I thought you might ‘ave finally asked that there Pegasus that keeps on dropping by for your apple pies, but it’s nice to see you finally step out of the barn. You certainly got yourself a handsome stallion. Big and strong! Just look at these legs!” Granny Smith slapped Matthew on his rear, Matthew yelping in surprise. Spinning around to face the old mare, Matthew felt the heat rising in his reddening cheeks. “And a tight rear too. What do you think about Applejack, sugarcube?” This is getting really creepy!
“I think I need an adult,” Matthew slowly answered, taking a tentative step back.
“I am an adult.”
“Granny!” Applejack wined, her blush turning a deeper red. “Matthew is not my coltfried. He’s just a friend that needs a place to stay and a job. That’s all!” I’d say I was disappointed at being stuck in the friend zone, but then that’d be weird.
Granny Smith smiled at the young mare, “But why not. This feller’s got some good looks and some great legs! And let me tell you, they’d be good for more than just bucking apple trees.” 
AWWWWWWWW! Matthew screamed in his head. He seriously was considering jumping out of the living room widow.
Rapid hoofbeats from the stairwell broke the conversation, a familiar yellow earth pony wearing a bright pink bow racing into the living room. All eyes turned to the small pony as she entered the living room. Applebloom grinned at the sight of Applejack. “Hi, Applejack! And…” Applebloom stumbled, catching sight of Matthew. Applebloom’s smile spread to all corners of her face. If her smile could get any bigger, the world would disintegrate from the sheer amount of cuteness. “Howdy there, Mister!” Applebloom exclaimed, stopping her mad rush to stand in front of Matthew. The small filly peered up at Matthew with her big eyes. 
Matthew offered Appleboom a kind grin, “Hello.”
Applebloom shot off like a rocket ship, so excited she was bouncing on the hardwood floor, “How’d you beat that hydra? How’d you get so strong? Does that dark stuff covering your leg hurt? Are you here to work on the farm? Can you show me how to fight?”
Applejack ruffled Applebloom’s mane, glad for a distraction. “Sorry, Matthew. This here is mah little sister Applebloom, our resident troublemaker. Applebloom, this is Matthew.” 
Call me crazy, but I think all of Applejack’s family is named after apples.
“Hey!” Applebloom cried, moving her head away from Applejack’s hoof.
A large body entering the room caught Matthew’s attention. From the kitchen, a large red stallion with a green apple tattooed to his rump entered the room. With ginger hair and freckles, the stallion easily outdid Matthew in bulk. The red stallion turned to the four ponies, chewing on a straw of grass. Applebloom decided to take the introduction into her own hooves. Rushing to grab Matthew by the hoof, Applebloom pulled him over to her older brother. “Meet Big Macintosh, Matthew!” Applebloom stopped when Matthew was directly in front of Big Mac.
The pair remained silent, observing each other. Big Mac eyed Matthew with a hard eye, calculating who he was and what he was doing here. Matthew met Big Mac’s gaze head on, not backing down. The red and gold stallions continued their stare off like real men would. 
Applebloom added, continuing to jump in her excitement, “Matthew’s here to work on the farm. Isn’t that great! Huh, Big Mac?”
Oh really? thought the apple farmer. Big Mac slowly offered Matthew a foreleg. Matthew accepted without hesitation, both ponies never breaking eye contact. Big Mac was surprisingly stronger than Shining Armor. Big Mac applied every ounce of muscle he could to break Matthew’s leg, easily capable of crushing the average pony’s hoof into dust. Big Mac smirked slightly, twisted Matthew’s leg to the side. Big Mac wrestled with the alicorn for supremacy, to show who the big stallion was on campus. Big Mac face turned to surprise when his arm stopped. Now it was Matthew’s turn to smile. Big Mac’s grunted, Matthew twisted his hoof towards the opposite direction. The red stallion was putting everything he had into the hoof-shake, but that didn’t stop Matthew from showing off.
Granny Smith chuckled, moving between the pair, “Alright boys! Let’s break it up.”  Big Mac and Matthew finally disengaged.  Big Mac for the first time had to rub his hoof, trying to return feeling into the numb limb.
Applejack turned to Big Mac, “Now Big Mac, I don’t want ya’ll scaring Matthew away.” Like he could. “He ain’t my coltfried! He saved our sister and I offered him a job with a room. That’s all! I don’t want to repeat the last time I tried to bring a stallion to meet the family.” I wonder what happened? It couldn’t have been that bad. Big Mac nodded, looking at Matthew again with a raised eyebrow. Matthew shrugged. Applejack turned to him, “Before we start, how ‘bout I give ya a tour of the farm?”
Matthew was about to respond, but Applebloom cut him off. “Applejack! Can I show him around? Please? Please? Please?”
“Sure thing sugarcube,” Applejack said with a smile.
Applebloom grabbed Matthew’s hoof again, pulling on his leg to make him follow. A warm smile crossed Matthew’s muzzle, children were always his weak spot. And that doesn’t make me less of a man! With a quick flip of his wrist, Applebloom found herself on Matthew’s back. “Shall we?” 
Applebloom cheered, her ride pushing open the door and moving into the bright sunlight. Granny Smith chuckled. Big Mac and Applejack stood silent, surprised at Matthew’s kind gesture. “And good with children,” Granny Smith teased. “You sure you don’t want to try?”
“UH! Not again, Granny!”
0 0 0
Matthew circled around the large red barn, listening to Applebloom’s shrill voice describing each and every feature of the property. From the mud pit for pigs to the goat’s pen, Matthew finally made a full circle around the building. Wow. I didn’t know how complicated a farm could be. Like pigs being used as disposals for rotten apples and food. That does make a lot of sense.
Applebloom waved her hoof over the vast grove of apple trees, “And these are our livelihood! We have over a thousand apple trees and there ain’t an apple better than an apple from our trees.” Jesus that’s a lot of apples! I’d say that was big talk, but I’m getting the feeling she’s not exaggerating.
“That’s quite a lot of apples.”
Applejack’s southern accent reached the pair, “You are correct! Both me and mah brother collect them all.” Big job.
Matthew turned to Applejack with a smile, “So, what would you like me to start on today?”
Applejack chuckled, “It’s nice to see a pony with some work ethic. Right now, I want you to plow that field over yonder. Then you can help me and Big Mac collect all of the apples for tomorrow’s sale.”
“Sounds good,” Matthew said, his horn glowing red as he lifted Applebloom off of his head and much to the filly’s disappointment.
“Now run along Applebloom,” Applejack said. “You can spend more time with our houseguest as soon as the chores are done. How about you go spend time with yur friends?”
Applebloom raced off, leaving a trail of dust in the air. Matthew followed Applejack towards the empty plot where a rusting plow occupied the northwest corner. Applejack asked, “Have ya ever plowed a field before?”
“Can’t say that I have,” Matthew answered, sheepishly. Does plowing down a platoon of fire breathing demons count?
“That’s alright. Plowing’s easy, all ya got to do is get behind the reigns and pull,” Applejack explained. “Be sure to try and keep the lines straight when going down the field. A trick I learned is by using the previous hoofprints ya made. Walk over them when you make your way to the other side. Make sense?”
“Sure does.”
“Then let’s get started!” With Applejack’s help, the worn leather harness was strapped around Matthew’s barrel. Matthew was ready to go. “Okay, sugarcube. Now just take it easy and try not to overexert yourself. The day’s starting to warm up and I don’t want no pony keeling over because of heat sickness. Ya hear me?”
“Yes ma’am.”
“Good,” Applejack finished, turning away towards the trees. “Oh and one more thing,” with a flick of her tail and a whip-like snap, Applejack flicked Matthew on his hind-courters.
Matthew released a neighing yelp. The stallion trotted forward, pulling the plow with him. Matthew threw Applejack a dirty look, the mare only responding with a good nature chuckle before leaving him to his work, “I’ll check in on ya after an hour.”
Matthew continued working the field, simple work. It had been so long since Matthew had time to breath, to enjoy the day. Ah, there’s nothing like working on the land and getting your hooves dirty. That still doesn’t feel natural. The plow sliced through the earth, leaving a deep trench in its wake. There was no need to rush through this. Matthew enjoyed the activity, a life of constant motion revealing to him the importance of an honest day’s work. At least I don’t have a drill sergeant breathing down my neck. Time passed, Matthew continued working. Three fillies made their way into view of the plot when he made his last pass over far edge of the field. 
Applebloom turned to Sweetie Bell and Scootaloo, “See I told you he was gonna live here on the farm.”
“Cool,” the two fillies answered, astonished at the sight of Matthew. 
“Do you know his name?” Scootaloo asked
“His name is Matthew,” Applebloom answered smugly.
“Matthew? What kind of dumb name is that?” Scootaloo asked incredulously. “He’s still not as cool as Rainbow Dash. He’d need to be like 20% cooler to match her.”
“Oh look! Here comes Applejack!” Sweetie Bell yelled, watching the pair converse.
“Whoa,” Applejack gaped. It’s only been forty-five minutes. Applejack walked up to Matthew, the stallion taking off the harness with his mouth before hanging it on the handle. Oh God it taste nasty! Why did Applejack use her mouth to pick it up in the first place?
“Are you sure you’ve never worked on a farm before?” Applejack joked. 
“I did work on a small garden if that counts?” Matthew shrugged.
“I guess that makes you a dabbler in the art of farming.” Applejack continued, “We have some lemonade up at the house. I wanted to offer you a glass before we start you on gathering apples.” 
Mmmmm, lemonade. Matthew nodded, joining Applejack to the patio. Placed on a small wooden table, a large pitcher of ice cold lemonade and several glasses stacked upside down waited for the pair. Big Mac sat quietly on a light grey cushion, a tall glass in his hoof, sipping on the chilled liquid. Two more cushions were placed next to him.
Applejack was kind enough to pour Matthew a drink. Sitting next to her older brother, Applejack motioned for Matthew to sit next to her. Taking a sip, Matthew smiled at the sour taste. The cool liquid quenching any thirst he had. Applejack suddenly moved away from her seat, “I forgot to grab something. Be right back boys.” The mare left, leaving Matthew alone with Big Mac.
Matthew and Big Mac sat in silence, Matthew aware of Applejack standing right behind the side of the door, keeping an open ear to any conversation.
“So,” Matthew began.
“So,” Big Mac said. his voice deep and soothing in his southern accent.
“Anything fun going on with you?” Matthew asked, reaching out to the stallion.
“Nope.”
“You know any good places around here?”
“One or two.”
“Care to share.”
“Maybe.”
Matthew’s brow furrowed, “You don’t talk much do you?”
“Eeyup,” Big Mac answered.
Silence once again breached the conversation, Matthew slowly getting annoyed by Big Mac’s silent treatment. That’s it! I’ve had enough! Matthew turned to Big Macintosh, “Look, dude. I want you to know that I am not in a relationship with your sister. I am not trying to get with your sister. She was kind enough to offer me employment and room. I would consider her a friend, not love interest, no matter what your Granny said.”
Big Macintosh looked into his eyes, trying to find any sign of deceit. When he found none, Big Mac sighed, “I believe ya. I guess a just get a little overprotective of her at times.” That’s a big understatement, buddy. 
Matthew offered Big Mac his free hoof, “How about we start fresh?”
“Eeyup,” Big Mac smiled, shaking the hoof. When they released, Big Mac commented, “Ya got a strong leg there. I was almost worried you might have taken off my hoof.” 
Matthew smiled, “Naw! I wouldn’t do that.” I did rip off the arm of a dragon once, does that count? “You’re pretty strong too.” Big Mac and Matthew enjoyed a chuckle, “Let me ask you a question.”
“Shoot.”
“Is your grandmother always like that?” Matthew asked in a hush voice. I swear I can hear her laughing. A small cackle emitted from the living-room.
“She’s just teasing AJ. You just happened to be in the crossfire,” Big Mac nodded sagely.
Good to know, Matthew chuckled.
Applejack reappeared through the door, “Alright ya slowpokes, let’s get started on some applebucking!” What? 
Big Mac and Matthew stood up. The red stallion walked into the apple trees while Matthew followed Applejack towards the side of the barn. After loading a cart full of barrels, Applejack led Matthew deep into the fortress. Matthew calmly pulled the cart through the rows of trees. Why am I doing this again?
A known secret of apple trees was the Betty. In every Apple family orchard was a single tree that could not be bucked, even by the strongest stallion. Each and every apple on this tree had to be plucked from its branches. Applejack smiled to herself, I think it’s time to have some fun.
The three Cutie Mark Crusaders followed closely behind them. Matthew and Applejack made their way between the trunks. Applejack motioned with her hoof, “I think ya can start here!” Applejack pulled a few buckets from the cart, placing three at the bottom of Betty’s trunk snickering to herself. Matthew copied Applejack’s actions, placing three buckets next to the tree she had chosen. “Matthew, I want you to buck all the apples from these trees into the buckets,” Applejack motioned from the trees to the bucket.
“Um, what?” Matthew asked. What the hell does buck mean? It sounds dirty.
“Buck the tree.” When Matthew gave her a blank expression, Applejack sighed moving over to the tree Matthew had prepped. “Buck them! Like this!” with a shout Applejack spun on her hooves, delivering a powerful strike to the trunk with her hind legs. I didn’t expect that. Matthew gawked. All of the apples fell from the branches and into the bucket perfectly. “Remember to hit the tree as hard as you can.”
Applejack raised an eyebrow, Matthew laughing at the thought. “Trust me Applejack. You don’t want me to hit that tree with all of my strength.”
“Oh really,” Applejack challenged, a smile crossing her muzzle. “I bet my tree can take whatever you can dish out.”
“Don’t make bets you can’t win,” Matthew teased, enjoying the friendly banter. Reminds me of the good old days.
Applejack snorted, “Tell you what, how about we have a friendly little wager?”
“Alright.” 
Applejack pretended to think for a moment, “I bet you can’t knock all of the apples of Betty here in three bucks. If all of these apples are in the bucket after three attempts, ya win. If not, ya lose.” You actually name your trees?
“What happens if I lose?” Matthew inquired. 
“You get to watch my sister and her friends for a whole day,” Applejack said wearing a sinister smile. That doesn’t sound so bad.
“And if I win?” Matthew asked smiling friendly, not really caring about winning or losing.
“I will make a very special apple pie just for you tonight,” Applejack offered. That does sound tasty. Applejack offered him a hoof, “Deal?”
Matthew shook her hoof, “Deal.”
“He has no idea what he’s gotten into,” Applebloom muttered to the other two fillies.
“Why?” asked Sweetie Bell in a hush whisper.
“That’s Betty.”
“You actually name your trees?” Scootaloo asked incredulously.
“Yeah!” Applebloom snapped. “Betty’s the tree that can’t be bucked.”
“Oh,” Sweetie Bell and Scootaloo responded, turning back to Applejack and Matthew.
“This otta be good,” Scootaloo said, rubbing her hooves together in anticipation.
Matthew readied himself in front of Betty, digging his hooves into the soft soil. I think twenty-thirty percent power will do it. Ready to go, Matthew bucked the hard bark. The tree vibrated gently, creating a low hum. Matthew looked expectantly at the apples, but none fell.
Applejack chuckled, “That’s your first try. Two more to go.”
This tree’s just a little tougher. That’s all. Matthew thought to himself, readying a second strike. Using more force, Matthew struck like a snake. His hard hooves smacked into the bark, the sound of a shotgun blast echoing in the air. The tree shook violently. Leaves lazily drifted onto the hard earth, still no apples fell.
Applejack held her side, laughing heartily into the air, “That’s strike two. Third strike and you’re out.” The CMC joined the older mare in the merriment.
Matthew eyed the tree, this plant was insulting him and he was not going to let a freaking plant get away with it. Applying power into his limbs, Matthew raised his hind legs and roared his challenge. When contact was made, everypony starred in awe at the result.
Matthew’s hooves didn’t shake the tree, the tree exploded. Wood dust, leaves and branches flew in all directions, covering the two ponies in a thin layer of debris. The thundering of apples falling into the bucket warranted a smile from Matthew. I don’t know how that happened, but who cares! I got a free pie! Matthew turned to Applejack, the mare’s jaw hanging on their hinges. She stared at the buckets full of dusty red apples. “So, about that pie?”
Applejack nodded, her surprise mirrored by the CMC. The three fillies turned to face each other, their shock turning to uncontrolled grins. “That was awesome!”
Matthew tried to apologize to Applejack, but she refused. Instead, Applejack chose to fill Matthew in on the joke. Instead of being mad, Matthew decided to laugh it off. The day wore on, the sun hitting its highest point before lowering into the west. Matthew worked the fields alongside the two siblings, switching from moving buckets full of apples to the storage basement and bucking apples. Together, the three more than made up for Applejack’s absence the previous day.
The sky turned dark when Granny Smith finally called it a day, “Supper! Come and get it! Geez!” The old mare screeched, Matthew appearing inches from her face. FOOD!
All of the Apples and Matthew were seated in the warm kitchen table. True to their name, the Apples created a fest of apple pastries, salads of sliced apples and grass, apple cider, bread with spiced apple jam, and the most beautiful apple pies you could imagine. The legends were true! 
Applejack laid a single pie in front of Matthew before giving Big Mac one. “Dig in boys. You deserve it.” Poor choice of words. Matthew went head first into the pie, the crust and apples were baked to perfection. The flakiness of the warm crust was eloquently matched with the smooth filling. Cinnamon and spices in perfect alliance with the sweet apples to deliver the most mouthwatering pie one could ever imagine. This food would make a weaker man cry! Matthew took a moment from his first bite to take in the full impact of flavor. A single tear rolled down his cheek. But not this man! Get Back In There! The tear reversing its path towards the cheek before Matthew again delved into the culinary masterpiece.
Unlike the Royal Palace, the Apples were no stuck ups to manners. Granny Smith leaned over to Applejack, “That boy has a healthy appetite.”
Applebloom asked Matthew, the stallion licking the aluminum cover, “Um, Mr. Matthew?”
Matthew lowered the pie cover, a piece of crust stuck to the end of his muzzle between his nostrils. “Yes?” Matthew asked kindly, trying get at the piece stuck to his nose with his tongue. Applebloom and Granny chuckled as the food eluded the stallion’s pink tongue.
“I was wondering, are you stronger than Big Mac?” Applebloom asked, smiling at him.
“Well…” Matthew thought for a moment. Absolutely! “I’d say we’re evenly matched in some areas.” That’s putting it lightly, I’d f***ing destroy him.
“Eeyup,” Big Mac said, chuckling to himself.
“How about…” Applebloom began, but Applejack cut her off.
“Sorry squirt, but it’s time for bed. Early bird gets the worm.” 
Big Mac and Granny Smith shooed Matthew out of the kitchen, denying all his offers to help clean up. Applebloom made her way to bed. Looking around the living room, Matthew’s attention was drawn to a very ornate shelf filled with pictures. One particular picture had a small red colt and orange filly standing next to a taller pair of earth ponies. A tall dark red pony with a scruff black mane wrapped a leg around a smaller green mare with long blond hair. All of the ponies looked happily out of the photo.
“Mah parents.”
Matthew turned towards Applejack, her eyes downcast with her ears. Matthew asked, “What happened?”
“There was an accident,” Applejack stated, crossing her hooves in discomfort. 
Matthew looked into Applejack’s green eyes, offering his condolences. “I’m sorry for your loss.”
Applejack brushed it off, “Thank you, but you need to get to bed also. There won’t be many chores tomorrow, but we here like to get things done early.” Matthew nodded. Applejack motioned for him to follow. Applejack led Matthew up the wooden stair and through the hallway, passing a room stamped with the mark Big Mac’s Room in bold black lettering. At the end of the hall, Applejack motioned for Matthew to enter the only room without any ownership. Matthew thanked her as he entered the room, closing the door behind him.
Matthew’s room was simple, a large mattress covered with a handmade red and blue quilt on a dark maple wood frame with two fluffy pillows to match. A large chest lay at the end of the bed, holding thicker blankets for the colder months. A desk was pushed into the far corner of the room, made of the same dark wood. I like it. The room was simple, but had a nice country quality to it. 
Slipping under the covers, Matthew laid his furry cheek onto the soft pillows. Huh… this is new. I get to sleep in an ordinary bed for two nights in a row. Woo-hoo! Matthew closed his eyes, drifting into darkness.
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A Demon in Ponyville
Chapter 8: The Ponyville Experience.
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to My Little Pony, all other characters are mine.
A city burns.
A thousand faces cry to be saved, to be delivered from evil.
Thousands of pale faces turned towards their would-be-hero.
But he could not save them all.
A woman, arrayed in purple and crimson hair sat upon the beast. 
She rode atop the beast with ten horns, whose name is not written in the book of life.
She looked towards her hero, her face of gratitude. 
She was grateful to burn with the beast.
Matthew shot up in his bed, his breathing heavy. Sweat covered his coat. Sleep had fallen easy to him, but the dreams swiftly changed. Images of fire, pain, suffering all converged on the single stallion. Lives he could not save. Blood flowed freely from their bodies, drenching the earth. Matthew held his head in his hooves, suppressing the sob he so desperately wanted to release. The strong do not cry. The strong do not give into the past so easily. Don’t let anyone see you like this. One face harmed him the most, her hair as red as the flames that consumed her. Push it back. 
Taking deep breaths, Matthew forced calm into his body. Nightmares were nothing new. Many a night, Matthew would experience these lucid dreams. Matthew learned to live with them, learned to hide the past. It was a price he had to pay. Matthew rolled into a ball, shaking under the blanket. Find peace. Matthew regained control, slowly unrolling himself. Moving into a sitting position, Matthew rubbing his eyes to ensure there was nothing in them. Looking towards the clock on the far wall, Matthew groaned to himself. It’s not even three o’clock! Still shaken from his dreams, Matthew dropped onto the floor to look out the window at the peaceful starry sky. Sleep would not return to him this morning.
Might as well do something productive. Matthew thought, beginning to stretch his legs and wings. Taking his stretches slowly, Matthew moved from stretches to calisthenics. The stallion silently worked out. 
0 0 0
COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO
The rooster took a second breath to continue, “COCK-A-“
“SHUT THE HELL UP!” The rooster choked on its call. Matthew shouted at the top of his lungs, his hind-legs positioned under the bed post as he performed his morning sit-ups. 315 and my side’s really hurting, a good start. The creaking of the wood flooring and grumbling flowing down the hallway notified Matthew of the house’s other occupants.
Matthew opened his door, surprising Applejack as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes. “Woah!” Applejack yelled as she saw Matthew’s wide awake face. Noting the dark circles under his eyes, Applejack asked, “Sleep alright partner?”
“Sure,” Matthew answered, following the Apples down the stairs and into the living room. Big Mac was already sitting down on the large sofa next to Applebloom, waiting patiently for Applejack and Granny Smith. Applejack joined her sibling as Granny Smith slid into her rocking chair. Matthew decided to sit on the floor against the wall, waiting patiently for something. I really wish I had more sleep last night. Stupid nightmare! I hate you and your stupid face!
“Alright everypony,” Applejack addressed the group. “Today’s Saturday and we need to get an early start on selling some apples. Today’s chores involve transporting the hay to the cattle, loading the wagon, and feeding all the critters.” Finished Applejack looked at the surrounding group, Matthew’s eyes drooping slightly. “Big Mac and Ah can fill the wagon. Applebloom, you feed the animals. And Matthew?”
“Sup?”
“Would you be willin to move the hay to the cattle?”
“Sure thing,” Matthew answered. Well that’s boring.
“I can help if ya need it?” Big Mac offered. A sly smile played across his face.
“Naw, I got this,” Matthew brushed it off. Cause I’m big and strong, Big Mac. I can do anything and – I just refused help for this boring stuff, didn’t I?
Applejack nodded, “After we’re all set, we’ll grab some breakfast. I’ll take the stall for the morning and Big Mac will finish in the afternoon.” Fun. Applejack turned to Matthew’s bored expression, “How about you join us in Ponyville? It’ll be nice for you to see the sights without getting plowed ten feet into the ground.” 
Smartass, Matthew threw Applejack a playful smile.
Applejack rubbed her chin with a hoof, “You can always go to Twilight to learn a few things about Equestria or ya can always learn how to fly from Rainbow Dash. Seems mighty pointless to have wings and not know how to use them.”
Oh Yeah! Yeah! Well… That does sound like a good idea.
Matthew nodded, “Sounds like fun.”
“Alright ya’ll, let’s git to work,” Applejack dismissed the group.
Outside, Big Mac and Applejack went into the cellar to collect the apples. Applebloom introduced Matthew to the large pile of hay stacked against inside the barn. Applebloom waved her hoof, “All ya need to do is move a couple of these bales over to the pens over yonder.” 
Matthew followed the filly’s hoof as she pointed towards the pens, containing several sheep, goats and cows. Matthew turned to the filly, “Thanks Applebloom,” before ruffling the little filly’s mane. 
Applebloom trotted off towards the pig’s pen. Alright let’s do this! Propping three bales on his shoulders, Matthew’s horn ignited to lift three more bales into the air with magic. Magic is awesome! And because I can do magic, that means I’m even more awesome than before!
Matthew smiled, depositing the bales of hay next to the fence, “Here we go!” Looking at the cattle then the bales, Matthew wondered aloud, “I wonder if this is enough?”
A cow answered him, “You’ll need to move a couple more, young colt.” WHAT?
Matthew nodded absentmindedly, shocked to say the least, “Thanks for the help, Miss?”
“I’m Gertrude, a pleasure to meet you,” The cow offered Matthew her hoof. 
The stallion accepted it without hesitation, “Matthew.” I am seriously having a conversation with a cow. Matthew had to process this for a moment, Now I’m suddenly feeling sorry for all those cows that made my hamburgers. Which is a shame because I could totally go for a burger right now?
“You haven’t been on a farm before have you?” Gertrude asked, smiling brightly.
“You caught me,” Matthew responded with a sheepish smirk.
“Don’t worry too much,” Gertrude chuckled. “You’ll get the hang of it eventually.” Matthew returned to his work, moving six more bales before saying goodbye to Gertrude, but not before meeting the rest of her friends. 
Well. That happened. Matthew thought moving towards the kitchen, the smell of eggs and apples filled the air. Matthew entered the kitchen, seeing Granny Smith working on the old stove. Matthew asked, “Need any help?”
Granny Smith jumped at Matthew’s sudden appearance. Granny Smith chuckled after her initial shock wore off, “That’s mighty kind of ya Matthew. If ya want, ya can set the table. Utensils are in that drawer over there.” Granny Smith pointed at the door next to the sink. Matthew was more than happy to help, placing plenty of forks and spoons on the table for everypony. Applebloom appeared from nowhere, giving Granny Smith another panic attack.
After the food was ready and table set, Applejack and Big Mac returned to the table filled with eggs, wheat, grass mixed with apple slices, and topped off with a glass of Apple Juice.
“Looks mighty good Granny!” Applejack complemented, before sitting down.
The Appleas and Matthew enjoyed their simple breakfast, the eggs able to satisfy Matthew’s carnivore cravings. Does that make these ponies part meat eaters? And should I be disturbed by it?
After the meal and a round of quick showers, Big Mac, Matthew and Applejack made their way into Ponyville. Matthew and Big Mac took the reins of the wagon while Applejack enjoyed the casual walk. Matthew wondered what he was going to do today. First, I think I should visit Twilight to learn some more about Equestria, then pay a visit to Rainbow Dash. I can’t wait to learn how to fly. To soar like an eagle through the sky! To gracefully swim through the clouds. Too do stuff that only birds can do. But I don’t think pooping on a pony’s head is acceptable, though.
Applejack turned to Matthew, “So partner I’ve been thinking-” Don’t hurt yourself there cowgirl. “-and I was thinking that we could meet up later at Sugarcube Corner.”
“Sure, what time?” Matthew asked, noticing the smirks Applejack and Big Mac wore. I know you’re planning something.
“I’d say around 5 o’clock,” Applejack answered. “Just don’t be late. Ya hear?”
“Yes ma’am,” Matthew offered her a salute. The three entered the marketplace, ponies already setting up their stalls. Matthew and Big Mac parked the wagon between one earth pony selling carrots and the other selling asparagus. 
Applejack waved the two stallions away, “Have fun boys!” 
Big Mac and Matthew nodded, before moving down the street. Matthew asked, “So what are you doing today?”
Big Mac said, “I’ve gotta help Caramel to move some lumber, but I think I’ll join ya for a little while.” A little protective of the Princess, aren’t you?
“Thanks,” Matthew nodded in gratitude. “I was going to head over to Twilight’s, but I welcome the company.” Matthew merrily had to project out with his senses, finding the strongest energy source in Ponyville.
Big Mac nodded, “Sure thing.” The red stallion led Matthew down the main street. “AJ’s right, Princess Twilight’s the smartest pony I know. She’ll definitely be able to teach ya a thing or two, maybe even show you some more magic.” If she doesn’t try to bite my head off again.
“It seems like ponies around here really respect her?” Matthew commented.
Big Mac shrugged, “She’s real nice. But when she gets her head set on a new spell or book. Woah Nelly! Look out!” I smell gossip, Matthew thought, raising an eyebrow. Big Mac continued, “Miss Sparkle has the tendency to go a little crazy at times.”
“Like?”
“One time she was going to be late on writing a letter to Princess Celestia about friendship,” Big Mac blushed slightly at the recollection. “She enchanted her doll for everypony to desire it and everypony in town started fighting over it. Princess Celestia had to intervene before the craziness continued, leaving Ponyville in ruins.”
I would love to have seen that. Matthew smirked at the thought.
Matthew decided to turn the conversation elsewhere, “So, how about you? Gotta girlfriend?”
Big Mac shook his head, mane smacking both sides of his neck, “Nope.”
“Really?” Matthew asked, genuinely surprised. Any guy should be able to get a girl with these odds.
“Eeyup,” Big Mac answered. “Why do ya ask?”
Matthew shrugged in response, “I don’t know. Me and the guys back home use to share everything. Food, attitude, and we even shared our love lives. I’m just trying to get to know the only other guy I’ve met.” Big Mac looked at Matthew, the stallion’s tone dropping with his ears and Matthew’s brown eyes looking into the distance, into the past.
Big Mac said, “I understand. To tell ya the truth, I’m just not that use to having long conversations with other ponies.”
“Why?”
“I tend to keep to myself,” Big Mac answered with some embarrassment. “I’ve always just kept to myself and my work. I just like to keep it simple, ya know?”
Matthew thought about it for a moment, the top of Twilight’s oak tree becoming visible through the cluster of buildings. Matthew said, “No offense bro, but that’s not healthy. You’ve got to get out there and live a little. You don’t want to do what I did and isolate yourself. It does not end pretty. Ya feel me?”
Big Mac looked into the stallion’s eyes, seeing some of the hurt behind them. “I guess you’re right.” Of course I am. Now respect my authority! 
“Great! Later let’s grab some drinks and share some stories. I’m sure you’ve got some dirt on Applejack. Then, we need to get laid,” Matthew said.
Big Mac chuckled, “Oh, you have no idea.”
Matthew responded with a snort, “Which part?”
“Both.”
“And I thought you said you like to keep to yourself?”
Big Mac rolled his eyes, “Just cause I like to keep to myself, doesn’t make me a pansy. I can vouch for all the mares I’ve been with. How about you? How many girls you been with?”
“Plenty!”
Big Mac noticed the slight squint in Matthew’s eyes. Big Mac teased, “You’ve never been with a mare have you?”
“NO! No-no-no! I’ve been with a woman,” Matthew whispered in a hushed voice. “Just not intimately, that’s all.”
I’ve never seen a pony get that red before! Big Mac thought, chuckling when Matthew’s face turned as red as his mane.
Matthew asked in a hushed whisper, “You won’t tell anyone will you?” 
“Nope.”
“Good,” Matthew said, his voice returning to its proper volume. The pair to moved closer to Twilight’s house, Matthew having to add, “Cause if you do, I’ll have to kick your a** from here to the moon and then back again.”
The pair laughed heartily, turning around the corner and seeing Twilight’s tall oak home. Matthew asked, “Why does Twilight live in this town’s library? Isn’t it public property?”
Big Mac nodded, “While it is public property, the oak tree has was built with two upper floors and three bedrooms. Originally, the local library used it as her home until she retired. She decided to buy a home and spends her time with her grandchildren.”
Matthew nodded, stopping in front of the red door. Matthew turned to Big Mac, “Would you do the honors? I’m kind of on Twilight’s bad side right now.”
“What did ya do?” Big Mac asked in a deadpanned expression, looking the stallion in the eyes.
“I kind of threw a six hundred pound boulder into the air. She came at me screaming and hollering about safety this, safety that, are you out of your mind. You should have seen it man! Her mane was all on fire!” Matthew answered, grinning at the memory. 
Big Mac grunted, I don’t think I want to know the whole story. Bam! Bam! Bam! Big Mac’s hoof pounded on the door three times, the door rattled in its frame. 
Soft footsteps were heard behind the door, a high pitched voice yelling, “I’m coming!” Matthew smirked. Spike pulled open the door, rubbing his eyes of sleep.
“Hey Big Mac. Hey Mat. What’s up?” Spike greeted them with a wide grin, offering them his small fist. Big Mac bumped the dragon’s fist with his hoof, Matthew following after. Ah, the good old fist bump. Even across dimensions, it’s still cool.
“Hello, Spike,” Big Mac grinned. “I was just joining Matthew to see Twilight. Is she home?”
Spike sighed, “Yeah, but she’s currently drooling over some books right now.” I would love to see that. I bet she looks so cute in her native habitat. “She said something about doing some research on the void, ancient ponies and Spike don’t eat ice before bed it gives you a stomach ache.”
Matthew smirked, I’m beginning to like this kid more. “Mind if I come in and wait for her to wake up? I want to ask her some questions.”
Spike shrugged, “Sure thing. Catch ya latter Big Mac.” 
“I’ll see ya’ll later,” Big Mac turned, leaving Matthew with Spike.
Matthew entered the library, following Spike to the cushions and taking a seat. The pair sat awkwardly in silence, Spike fidgeting in his seat. Matthew asked, “So Spike, what do you want to do?”
“Um,” Spike started, “I don’t know. What do you want to do?” Hmm, what to do?
A very evil thought entered Matthew’s mind, “I think I’ve got an idea.”
Spike raised a confused eyebrow as the edges of Matthew’s smile curled, “What do you have in mind?”
Matthew jumped to his hooves, “Do you happen to have any whipped cream?”
0 0 0
“This is a REALLY bad idea,” Spike hissed into Matthew’s ear. The dragon rode on the pony’s back, his horn glowing red. Inside the basement, Twilight’s head resting peacefully in the pages of a thick leather bound book. Drool dripped from her open muzzle and onto the dry parchment. Twilight’s soft snoring filling the small room. Twilight’s frazzled mane spilled over the desk and book.
Hovering over one of her hooves, a cylinder of Cool Whip sprayed the white foam onto the appendage. Matthew gently applied a large portion of white foam. Pulling a single feather from his wing, Which hurt like a bitch mind you, Matthew gently floated the feather over to the sleeping alicorn’s muzzle. Using the tip of the golden feather, Matthew brushed the tip directly between Twilight’s nostrils. Gasp! Spike and Matthew sucked in their breaths, Twilight stirring restlessly. 
“Hmmm,” Twilight groaned before repositioning her head to the other side. Once again, Matthew dabbed Twilight’s nose with the soft end of his feather. This time Twilight scratched here muzzle with her hoof.
Success!
Matthew and Spike tried desperately to hold in their laughter. Twilight smearing all of the white foam across her face and muzzle
“W-w-what’s going on?!” Twilight spluttered looking at her foam covered hoof in confusion. Retreat!
In a flash, Matthew and Spike were out of the basement and in the kitchen. Silently, they huddled under the table. Spike wrapped his little arms around Matthew’s neck. Matthew whispered to the little dragon, “Be honest Spike, does Twilight take jokes very well?”
”SPIKE! IS THIS WHIP CREAM SMEARED ALL OVER MY FACE?!?” Twilight’s voice shook the building to its foundations. Ponies outside the building fled in terror, knowing whoever was in the library was better off dead.
“To answer your question Matthew, it depends on the joke.” Spike trembled.
Bang! Bang! Bang!
Twilight hoofs echoed in the silent home. Matthew and Spike looked in horror at the four purple legs slowly entering their vision. She was getting closer to the table, the air ripped asunder with her angry snorts. If I die today, there is one thing I would like to say. Totally worth it. Matthew and Spike gasped in horror. The table lifted off the ground by a purple aura. Twilight bore down on the pair, I have never felt so terrified and so turned on before in my life. White foam dripped off the end of her muzzle and across her face along her forehead.
Twilight asked, venom lacing her words, “Who’s idea was this?”
Spike pointed at Matthew. Traitor! “Heh-heh. I can explain,” Matthew tried to talk some sense into the angered alicorn.
“You have ten seconds to explain to me why I shouldn’t send you to the surface of the moon,” Twilight’s eyes flashed red. Hay! That was my threat! Get your own!
“Um, ummmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm. You look very pretty today,” Matthew mind went blank, not able to come up with a good response. I can’t believe you just said that dude.
Twilight simply starred at the gold alicorn in disbelief. Did he just say that? Twilight’s horn stopped glowing in her mental stupor. The table came crashing down on Matthew and Spike. Matthew catching the table before it hit him. Twilight’s cheeks grew hot for some reason, forcing her to turn away from the pair. Matthew and Spike slid out from under the table, Twilight noticing the stallion’s burning cheek.
Let’s try not to end up on To Catch a Predator, shall we?
Matthew looked at Twilight, Twilight to Matthew. Silence fell, Spike turning from one to the other. If I didn’t know better, I’d say Matthew has a crush on Twilight.
Matthew said, “Sorry about that Twilight. H-here let me help you.” Matthew levitated the kitchen rag before offering it to Twilight. A gesture of good will… And nothing else. GOT IT! Cause if anyone says anything else, I’ll personally murder them and their families!
Twilight couldn’t help but turn even more red, “Thank you.” Matthew’s face turned redder. Twilight grabbed the rag, dabbing away at the foam sticking to her coat.
By sweet Celestia’s sugarcoated mane! Matthew’s got a crush on Twilight! Oh this is going to be good! Spike thought, rubbing his claws together along with the curling of his lips into a very disturbing smile.
Twilight finished her removal of the whipped cream, turning back to the issue at hand. “Why are you here?” Twilight asked, changing from angry Twilight into annoyed Twilight.
Aw. I miss the yelling, Matthew thought. “I was wondering if you could teach me a few things about Equestria. I barely know anything about this place.”
Twilight’s eyes brightened, smiling at Matthew’s interest in history. “Of course I’ll help you!” Grabbing his hoof with, Twilight exclaimed, “I’ve studied Equestria’s history since I was a little filly! It’s one of my favorite subjects!”
Nerd!
Twilight dragged Matthew into the reading room, “Where did you want to start? Pre-Equestria? The cave-ponies? Ancient civilization? The industrial revolution? Current events?”
FOOMPH!
Behold, the glory of the wing-boner.
Matthew wasn’t really paying attention to her at this point, instead noticing a different phenomenon. Twilight’s hoof was still wrapped around his. An empty hollow sound filled Matthew’s head, warm bubbly feelings entering his stomach. Rarely did Matthew ever get to hold a girl’s hand and only one of those was a very special someone. Matthew didn’t know whether to drop her hoof or keep holding it, leaving him in a Catch-22. Not wanting to drop Twilight’s hoof, but not wanting to be a creeper at the same time. Damn you Joseph Heller! You made me read a book just to understand that reference!
Twilight noticed Matthew’s eyes locked onto their hooves, Oh, my! Twilight panicked, dropping Matthew’s hoof like it was a striking snake. Twilight looked to find a disappointed Matthew, “Let’s get started then.”
“Sure.”
Twilight sat Matthew on a cushion, levitating a large black board next to her. “Originally Equestria was founded by the three pony tribes, each questing out for a new land to escape from the harsh winter that threatened to engulf their lands…” 
Twilight tutored Matthew, moving from Hearth’s Eve, to the imprisonment of Princess Luna, ending on the recent loss of the Elements of Harmony.
Noon rolled around, Twilight finished her abridged history lesson. I use abridged loosely. Twilight turned away from the chalkboard filled with random doodles of ponies to see Matthew staring blankly at her. “Now, any questions?” Matthew raised a hoof, Twilight smiling, “Yes, Matthew?” 
“I started to listen, but then I stopped. Can we go over all that again?”
Twilight’s face twitched in anger, a vein starting to bulge in her forehead. Matthew’s lips began to twitch upward, a smirk beginning to form. Twilight noticed this, her mood suddenly changing upon seeing Matthew’s smirking face. “That was a pretty mean joke,” Twilight giggled.
“Sure, a joke,” Matthew said, scratching the back of his head absentmindedly. Dodged a bullet.
Twilight raised a bemused eyebrow, “Now that we’re done with the lesson, how about a pop quiz?” Twilight turned around, levitating a quill and parchment from her desk. In the second Twilight turned away, she found the previously occupied cushion empty. The library’s front door was wide open. Twilight groaned, “Ugh! Why doesn’t any pony like to take a test?”
0 0 0
Let’s see. . . Where is Rainbow Dash?
Matthew wondered through the streets, passing all manner of ponies. Until a very familiar energy entered his perception, yellow with overflowing sweet kindness. Matthew moved over to the mare buying several carrots from a stall. A white rabbit sat quietly on her back with her green saddle bags. “Hello, Fluttershy.”
“AH!” The Pegasus squealed in alarm, throwing the carrots into the air in her panic. Turning towards the voice, Fluttershy gasped at Matthew holding her carrots in his hoof. “Oh hello Matthew,” Fluttershy offered, trying desperately to hide behind her pink mane. Fluttershy blushed madly, taking her carrots from Matthew’s hoof.  “How are you doing?” Fluttershy offered in the barest of squeaks.
“Fine. How are you?”
Fluttershy looked at Matthew with those large pink eyes. Matthew tried to be as non-intimidating as possible. Kinda hard when you’re just at this level of badass. Fluttershy answered, “I’m doing fine. I was just picking up some carrots for Angel bunny here.” 
Matthew turned to the rabbit, starring deep into its black beady eyes. Matthew delved into those bottomless pits of nothingness. There was only evil in those eyes. An unholy alliance of all that is wrong in the world peered at the stallion through those small, little eyes. Abandon all hope for ye who enter here.
Matthew shivered, There is something seriously wrong with this bunny. Turning back to Fluttershy, Matthew asked, “Would you know where Rainbow Dash is? I was trying to find her today.”
“Yes, but why do you want to see her?” Fluttershy asked.
“I want to learn how to fly.”
Fluttershy nodded sagely, “I see. Rainbow Dash would be the perfect teacher. She’s the fastest flyer in all of Equestria.” That’s quite the title. Fluttershy motioned down the street with her hoof, “If you follow me, I’ll show lead you to her.” 
Fluttershy and Matthew made their way through the streets, Matthew silently following. Angel looked from Fluttershy then back to him. Seriously Bunny! Look away! Or does Matthew need to smack a bitch!
“Here we are,” Fluttershy announced, trotting into the open field. Ponies of all kinds were playing, chatting and having a good old time. Fluttershy’s eyes slowly moved over all of the ponies, but Matthew already spotted Rainbow Dash. A rainbow tail falling from a tree branch as a loud snoring filled the air from its leafy canopy. 
Matthew tapped Fluttershy on the shoulder, motioning with his hoof towards the tree. Fluttershy floated up to the branch next to the cyan Pegasus. “Um,” Fluttershy whispered, “Rainbow Dash.” Rainbow Dash snores continued unabated. “Rainbow Dash. If you don’t mind, would you please wake up?” Rainbow Dash rolled onto her side in response, not waking. 
“Now wake up sleepy head,” Fluttershy whispered into her ear.
“ZZZzzzzzz” Rainbow Dash responded.
Matthew groaned to himself, Sweet God help me. She’s so sweet, it’s hurting me. 
“RAINBOW DASH, WAKE UP!” Fluttershy shoated, flustered at her friend’s sleeping form. The cyan Pegasus cried out in surprise before plummeting onto the hard grass.
“Ow!” Rainbow Dash groaned, dusting herself off. “What was that for?!” Rainbow Dash turned to Fluttershy, then to Matthew. Who was trying to hold in his smirk and failing miserably. 
Fluttershy moved next to her friend, fidgeting madly, “I am so sorry Rainbow Dash. I was trying to wake you up. I guess I was a little too loud.” If she were any sweeter, my face would melt off.
Rainbow Dash rubbed the back of her head, “It’s alright Fluttershy, I’m sorry I yelled at you.” Fluttershy gave her best friend a quick hug, Rainbow Dash asking, “Did you need anything? Or did you just want to see me fall out of a tree?” Is it wrong to want to see that?
“Matthew wants to learn how to fly,” Fluttershy motioned to Matthew.
Rainbow Dash rubbed her chin thoughtfully, before rocketing into the sky leaving a streak of multiple colors in her wake. The Pegasus flew in a graceful ark around a cloud, before slamming into the earth in front of Matthew. And that was entirely pointless. “Oh course you’d want to learn from me! I am the fastest flier in all of Equestria!” Rainbow Dash flashed a cocky grin, “Of course I’ll help. I was the Element of Loyalty and it is my duty to grace all of the ponies with my awesomeness.” 
My god, her ego. It’s huge!
Matthew rolled his eyes, looking at Fluttershy, “Thanks Fluttershy.”
“You’re very welcome,” Fluttershy smiled before taking off.
Rainbow Dash asked, “So Matthew, why do you want to learn how to fly?”
“Because I have wings.” Duh!
Rainbow Dash circled the stallion, “I guess I can give you a few tips, but under one condition.” There’s always a catch. Rainbow Dash took a deep breath, before dramatically pointing into the air, “We have to race! Not now of course. But after you get the hang of flying, you and I have to race.”
“Seriously?”
“YES!” The mare responded, stomping with her hoof before she shoved her face into his. “I’ve seen you in action, and I will not allow some jumpstart punk from another dimension get the wrong idea. I’m the fastest in Equestria! And there is only one pony that can wear that crown! AND! THAT! MARE! IS! ME!”
Rainbow Dash breathed heavily, her eyes telling Matthew all he needed to know. This mare meant business. Matthew hummed to himself, a smirk spreading across his muzzle, It is going to be fun knocking you off that high horse. “Sure thing.” The pair shook their hooves firmly, both grinning. 
“Now I want you to start by closing your eyes and spread your wings out to full length,” Rainbow Dash commanded. Matthew followed her instructions, holding his wings out to each side. “I want you to clear your mind. Not that that should be hard for you.” 
Rainbow Dash grinned at Matthew’s quivering mane, Oh, you are going to get it! As soon as I learn how to use these stupid wings, your ass is mine! Then I’m going to wreck you! Wait if your flank isn’t covered, does that mean I’m a pervert for thinking about it? I mean what are the social norms for ponies? Do ponies get offended when you think about their butts? Especially with those tattoos or whatever marks? Isn’t that a little perverted? Those marks do draw attention to their a**. I mean whose idea was that? That’s just wrong, thinking about pony butt. And I just realized I’m ranting about pony butt. I think I have issues. 
Rainbow Dash raised an eyebrow. The stallion remained silent for far too long, “Hey in there! Are you asleep or something?”
“No, I’m waiting for you to continue,” Matthew snapped back, keeping his eyes closed.
“Fine,” Rainbow Dash sighed. “Now I want you to gently flap your wings in a steady rhythm. With each flap I want you to begin to add more strength into each flap. Be sure to feel the air caught under each wing. Feel yourself being lifted into the air. Feel in your heart that desire to join the air, to truly be free.”
Matthew began to slowly flap his wings, muscles lifting and lowering the feathery appendages. Air flowed across the soft feathers, Matthew shivering at the gentle fingers danced across his feathers. I feel ridiculous. Matthew thought, imaging himself in the middle of the field flapping his wings up and down like an idiot. With each beat of his wings, the force increased. Uh! I feel like an idiot. Seriously, this is so stupid. If I just flap my wings and want to fly, I’m suddenly going to start flying. Was Peter Pan right and all you need is happy thoughts? Why can’t I feel the ground? Matthew’s hooves flailed in the air helplessly. 
Matthew’s eyes popped open. His hooves dangled uselessly three feet from the ground. Matthew whinnied like a little school filly. “I’m flying! I’m flying!” In his excitement, Matthew brought his wings down with all of his strength. The stallion rocketed high into the sky while screaming “THIS IS AWESOME!” 
Rainbow Dash followed Matthew, “Just relax.” Rainbow Dash called, noticing Matthew stiff movements, “You’re way to stiff to fly properly. Just flow smoothly through the air.”
Rainbow continued to instruct Matthew, moving from ascending to descending and landing. Matthew and Rainbow Dash continued to train over the lush grasses of the park. Rainbow Dash watched as he moved from basic flying and hovering.
Matthew’s reveled in the air, the crisp air flowing past his wings and through his mane. It felt like freedom. Matthew may not be the sharpest knife in the crayon box, but must be what it felt like to be free. Here, Matthew was not bound by anything and allowed to roam the open world. With Rainbow Dash’s help, Matthew saw himself fly through the air with ease, floating around puffy white clouds to rush between the trees at higher speeds, and proceeding to crash into the boulder that came right out of nowhere. 
Maybe I should pay attention to where I’m flying and not on the novelties of flight, Matthew groaned. Matthew pulled his muzzle away from the hard grey rock he was face kissing to flop onto the soft green grass. Stars raced across Matthew’s vision.
Rainbow Dash landed next to the stallion, laughing so hard she nearly fell from the sky. “Nice faceplant! I wish I had a camera right now.”
“I’m so glad my pain is so amusing to you Rainbow Dash,” Matthew shot back, slowly rising onto all four hooves. Matthew waited patiently for the cyan Pegasus to end her fits of laughter. 
Whipping a tear from her eyes, Rainbow Dash finally regained her breath, “I think we can call it a day.” But I was having the best of times. Rainbow Dash took to the air, hovering in front of Matthew. “I’ve got to be somewhere. But before I leave,” Rainbow flashed a nasty grin, “I’ll say you’ve got some potential, but you’re still nowhere close to me. Maybe one day you can be just as awesome as yours truly!” With that the mare flew towards the center of Ponyville, leaving a trail of rainbow light in her wake.
Her ego! It’s like the size of a planet. Be careful or you might get sucked in. Matthew turned towards the clock tower, the small hand only ten minutes before five o’clock. That’s convenient. With a mighty flap of his wings, Matthew rocketed into the air before turning towards the gingerbread house.
Dammit!
Matthew cursed slamming into the ground, cracks forming in the worn road and probably costing somepony a few bucks. Landings harder than it looks! Matthew stood in front of bakery, noticing something very unusual. No pony was walking the street. 
Moving his head from side to side, Matthew confirmed that not a single colorful character was in sight. Matthew pushed out with his senses, finding all of the occupants of Ponyville.
“I know you’re all in there!”
“WHO TOLD HIM ABOUT HIS SURPRISE PARTY!”
This is going to be a long night
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Uh!
That pretty much summed up this situation. Pinkie Pie stormed around the room, asking each and every pony who had told Matthew about his surprise party. Applejack, Twilight, Rarity, Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy and Big Macintosh were grouped close together. Matthew’s eyes followed Pinkie Pies’ pursuit to find the perpetrator. Is Pinkie Pie’s gonna have smack a bitch?
“Pinkie Pie, no one told me about the party!” Matthew yelled, finally having enough to Pinkie Pie’s accusations.
Pinkie Pie froze in place, her face pushed against Fluttershy’s. Slowly, ever so slowly, the pink mare slowly turned her head in Matthew’s direction. Her blue eyes penetrated the air, focused all on Matthew standing in front of the Sugarcube Corner. Inside, he was considering bailing on this scene. Why can’t you be not creepy? 
“Really?” 
What’s with that voice? The voice from that pink muzzle wasn’t a female party pony, but the executioner of souls awaiting to dine on her unsuspecting prey. Matthew shivered, a cold chill flowing up his spine, “Yes Pinkie Pie.”
“Then how did you know?” Abort mission. Run like hell man! Just let whatever’s wrong with Pinkie mutilate them and leave their asses behind!
“Short version: evil demonic powers,” Matthew responded. Why can’t you just listen? We wouldn’t be in half the messes you find yourself if you had just listened to me.
“Okie-Doki-Loki” Pinkie Pie smiled, automatically accepting Matthew’s replay.
She seriously bought that? I hope their booze at this party. I really need a drink.
Pinkie Pie latched her foreleg around one of Matthew’s, dragging the reluctant stallion into the center of the room. Good god, this looks like it was designed for a four year old girl. I swear if I lose an ounce of masculinity someone’s gonna get an ass-wooping. Pinkie Pie moved Matthew to the center of the dance floor, her hoof waving at the colorful streamers and confetti hanging from the ceilings. A large cake was pushed towards the edge of the room, yellow frosting outlined by thin edges of bright red next to various pastries and punch. That’s a big cake. Three levels of sweet sugary goodness tempted Matthew to jump head first into the desert. I don’t know whether to eat it or make sweet-sweet love. Um… I think I need to sort out my priorities first. Many ponies surrounded the sides of the room, most Matthew did not recognize. 
All of the ponies looked towards Matthew with a wide open smiles. Are they smiling at me, or out of fear of what Pinkie Pie would do to them if they didn’t? “Um, Pinkie Pie?”
“Yes?” Pinkie sweetly answered, sending another shiver down Matthew’s spine when she turned her blue eyes on him.
“What exactly is this all for?”
“Oh!” Pinkie Pie gasped, “I thought you would have noticed the banner.” Pointing towards the wall opposite the door, Matthew read ‘Welcome to Ponyville Mr. Alien’
My last name’s not alien.
Matthew couldn’t respond, his mouth hanging slightly open. The party may be very childish, but to actually take the time to set up a party for him of all people. Matthew couldn’t respond. The idea of a party just to welcome a complete stranger was just too foreign to penetrate that thick skull.
Pinkie Pie’s smile faltered. Matthew’s reaction differently than she had originally intended. Silence. “Um, Matthew?” Pinkie Pie asked, jerking him from his revelries.
“Oh. Sorry about that,” Matthew turned to Pinkie Pie. “Did you say something?”
“Are you surprised?” Pinkie Pie asked timidly. Her ears pulled back and her eyes filled with uncertainly.
How can I be mean to those eyes? Well I could, but I’m afraid of what she’d do to me afterwards. Maybe cut me up and put me into cupcakes or something. Matthew answered with half-smirk, “Yes, Pinkie Pie. I am very surprised.”
“YEAH! Let’s party ponies!” 
The occupants of the room released their pent up breaths. My god! She’s an evil tyrannical overlord! All of these ponies fear the pink wrath!  Matthew thought absentmindedly, being engulfed in the swirling color of ponies and voices. Everypony took the opportunity to introduce themselves to Matthew. Matthew was forced to being passed around like worn-out football.
“Hey.”
“How’s it going?”
“Don’t know you.”
“Don’t care.”
“Don’t care.”
“Still not caring.”
Matthew methodically went through the greetings, realization sitting in on just how big these pony’s eyes were. They’re like huge man. Deciding to be nice, Matthew offered each one a wide warm smile. Does a smirk even count as a smile? 
In a flurry of pink, Matthew found himself assaulted by the most horrifying thing he could think of. A man who has walked through rivers of blood, fought thousands of enemies, has seen the worst life had to offer. Today, Matthew met the stuff of nightmares. 
Today, Matthew heard his first Pinkie Pie song.
”Welcome welcome welcome
A fine welcome to you
Welcome welcome welcome
I say how do you do?
Welcome welcome welcome
I say hip hip hurray
Welcome welcome welcome
To Ponyville today
All of us are here
To welcome you today!"
Matthew stared at the pink abomination. She bounced around the room like a kangaroo hyped up on sugar. The song continued, Pinkie Pie singing whilst she defied the laws of physics by bouncing on the walls and roof. The ponies attending moved in rhythm to the jaunty song, not paying any attention to Matthew’s twitching face of despair.
It’s in my head! Make it stop! Make it stop! Matthew slowly backed away. Until a wall of ponies preventing him from creating any more distance between him and the pink evil. 
Pinkie Pie finished her welcome song with a high note and a finale of colorful confetti raining from the sky. Breathing heavily, Pinkie Pie looked expectantly towards Matthew to see the happiest face imaginable. Instead, Matthew stood silently with his mouth hanging open. If there is an adult in the room, I think I need them right about now for what my brain just went through.
Pinkie Pie walked up to Matthew, looking directly into his horror filled eyes. The stallion remained unresponsive. Even when Pinkie Pie’s eyes almost touched his own. Taking a step back, Pinkie tried to elicit a response by waving her hoof rapidly in front of Matthew’s muzzle. Still the look of open mouthed horror remained on his face. “Hmmm,” hummed Pinkie Pie, “Oh! I know what to do.” In a flash, Pinkie Pie returned to the frozen stallion with a slice of cake in her hoof. Pinkie tantalized Matthew with the sugary cake. Waving the cake under his nose to ensure he could smell the sugar.
No immediate response came from Matthew.
“Rrrr,” Pinkie Pie growled. This pony is being ridiculous! Ponies watched with various range of humored expressions. Applejack and Big Mac chuckled softly. Pinkie Pie decided to resort to drastic measures. Pushing the cake into Matthew’s open maw, Pinkie waited patiently for a reaction. Matthew remained unmoved, yellow frosting and bits of cake covering his muzzle. Pinkie Pie sighed, using two hooves to force Matthew’s jaw up and down.
“Mmmmmmmmm.”
Pinkie Pie smiled. Matthew’s expression turned from shocked horror to bliss, warmth filling him from his hooves to the tips of his ears. This has to be the best cake I have ever tasted. But I will not be blinded by this sugary treat! I now have a mission to complete: to defeat the evil party pony, to save all of these folks from her evil and end the greatest threat to this world. Is that pin the tail on the pony?
During Matthew’s reveries, Pinkie Pie led the distracted Matthew towards a small poster taped to the wall of a pony with no tail. Faster than Matthew thought possible for a pony, Pinkie Pie had already wrapped a blindfold around his eyes and pushed the tail into one of his hooves. Oh my god she’s a ninja. Fear Ninja Pinkie! 
“Now Mathy, let’s play a fun game of pin the tail on the pony!” Pinkie Pie cheered happily, giving Matthew a playful shove.
Swallowing the remaining cake in his mouth, Matthew asked in a deadpanned voice, “Can you not call me that?”
“Nope,” Pinkie responded with a smile. Matthew swore he could see it through his fabric blindfold. I will reign fire and destruction on you head! You have officially made the number one spot on my list, right above Cadence.
Deciding it would be best not to upset Pinkie. Matthew moved to the wall and pushed the pin into the poster. Several laughs filled the room. When Matthew removed the blind fold, he found out what the ponies where laughing at. Matthew had completely missed the poster by four inches. Curse you evil demonic powers! Why can’t I see through solid objects? I know a guy who could, so why can’t I? Smiling it off, Matthew ripped the pin from the wall for the next pony to take a turn. 
Matthew moved next to Applejack and Big Mac asking, “Is Pinkie Pie always like this?”
“Eeyup.”
Matthew groaned, a pink mane and blue eyes moving directly towards him. It’s official. Pink is now my least favorite color. Pinkie Pie’s smile grew three sizes when she got to Matthew, Here we go again. “Just wait Mathy, this is just the start of your very own Pinkie Pie Welcome Party!” If there is a god, he’s probably laughing his a** off right now.
For the next couple hours, Matthew found himself being dragged from one end of Sugarcube Corner to the other. Matthew became introduced to many party games and pranks that he would spend the rest of his days trying to suppress the memories. Music filled the air, ponies dancing the night with Matthew watching. 
How does a civilization of ponies create techno? I mean sure they have electricity, light bulbs, trains and stuff, but what are the odds of my world having a similar taste in music? I can’t personally stand techno. It’s not bad, just not my cup of tea. I wonder if they have rock here? Matthew watched in surprise at Pinkie Pie spinning through the air over the heads of everypony on the dance floor. I need a drink. 
Scanning the crowd, Matthew’s eyes fell on a strange sight. Yes, even stranger than Pinkie Pie flying through the air. Twilight was dancing. It’s like she’s having a seizure. The purple unicorn swung her head out of rhythm while flailing her legs and wings. Bizarre did not cut it here. 
Matthew smirked at the dancing alicorn, reminded him of the saying ‘White folks can’t dance.’ I may have insulted myself, but it’s the truth. Twilight looked up, catching Matthew’s eyes on her.
Walking towards him, Twilight asked, “Aren’t you going to dance?”
“Not really the dancing type.”
Twilight raised a bemused eyebrow, “Why not?”
Matthew responded, “I don’t want to mentally scar all of these innocent ponies.”
Twilight giggled, OMG! Why does she have to have such a cute giggle? That’s just unfair. Matthew couldn’t help but chuckle. Twilight decided to grab Matthew’s leg, Matthew remaining stationary while Twilight pulled in vain. “What are you doing?”
“We are going to dance!” Twilight answered.
“Why me?” Matthew asked. Twilight doubled her efforts, but was still unable to move him.
“Because it’s your party and the guest of honor should at least have one dance,” Twilight responded, letting go of Matthew’s hoof and resorting to levitating him off the ground to join her in the flashing lights of the dance floor. 
Matthew thought about disappearing, but Twilight was giving him a look that said ‘Do it and I will find you.’ The music faded. The last song ended on a high note. The DJ, a white unicorn with red shades, started the next dance with something slow. Ponies began to take a partner in their hooves, moving in rhythm to the beat as one.
This is going to be fun.
Matthew offered Twilight his hoof, not even bothering to conceal his grin. Twilight blushed red, her own game being turned against her. Taking the hoof, Twilight lead Matthew in a traditional two-step - Wait, isn’t it four step since we have four legs? The pair moved in the dance floor in a circular fashion, basically the equivalent of a  slow dance for equines. Seriously? You’re just going to ignore me. 
The lights dimmed, the mood becoming more personnel. Oh you do not ignore me! Matthew decided to change things up a bit. With a quick movement, Matthew wrapped a foreleg around Twilight’s lower back while pulling her closer. Twilight blinked in surprise, feeling weird at standing on her hind legs while Matthew held onto her. Her blush deepened when she realized both of their torsos were barely an inch away from touching.
Looking up into the stallion’s eyes, Twilight didn’t see the smug stallion before. Right now, Matthew wore a broken smile. A worn smile. His eyes weren’t seeing her though. Those rose deep, dark irises looked into another face. Into a pair of green eyes he could only remember. 
Twilight merely watched the lights flicker in Matthew’s eyes. She watched the emotions fly through those luminous orbs. Sadness passed through those luminous orbs. Twilight felt her weight suddenly leave her hooves. Matthew’s wings lifting both of them a foot above the ground. Slowly they hovered in the air, Twilight recovering from her shock to feel the strength in the legs holding her. Iron limbs holding her in a steady warm embrace, but no crushing her. Twilight asked, “Are you alright?”
Pushing these emotions away, Matthew responded, “Yes.”
Twilight attempted to regain control of the situation, “Tell me, is this a dance customary to your people?”
“Sure, let’s go with that.”
“Is it common to hover in the air while dancing?”
“Wait, what?” Matthew’s eyes widened in surprise. Matthew just realizing his hooves were no longer touching the ground. To Twilight’s shock, and Matthew’s, his wings froze causing the two to crumple onto the dance floor. Twilight suddenly found herself lying on said stallion, her muzzle smacking into his. 
Twilight scrambled to her hooves, cheeks burning and flustered. Matthew responded by chuckling, his laugh low. Picking himself off the ground, Matthew looked to the blushing Twilight, “Well that was fun.”
Twilight’s eyebrows twitched in irritation, throwing him an annoyed look. Her efforts earned her another chuckle. Stallions, she groaned in her head.
Deciding its best to leave the dance floor, Matthew motioned with his head towards the wooden bar. Twilight followed Matthew towards two familiar ponies holding large mugs of fizzing cider, Applejack and Big Mac. 
Applejack couldn’t help but snort into her drink of amber liquid, “Having fun?” Twilight nodded with a blush, Matthew moving to grab a mug.
“What kind of drink is that?” Matthew asked.
“This here is our Apple Family Hard Cider,” Applejack said.
“Does it have alcohol?”
“Eeyup!”
Finally! My goddess has returned to me. To deliver poor Matthew from the grips of reality. Let it be heard from the highest mountains to the lowest plateaus! Let all rejoice in triumph and tremble in fear! For I, Matthew, Defeater of Hell and all around badass, will be getting my drink on tonight!
“Careful,” Big Mac warned. Matthew’s hoof wrapped around the large wooden mug and a tall bottle labeled ‘Apple Family Hard Cider.’ “That’s our 35% distilled cider. It’s heavy stuff, normal ponies water it down.”
Matthew raised a bemused eyebrow at Mac’s mug, “Did you water your mug down?”
“Nope.”
“And neither will I,” with a smirk, Matthew poured the liquid to the very top of the wooden mug. Simply ignoring the protesting Applejack, Matthew brought the drink to his lips.
Twilight, Big Mac and Applejack starred in surprise. Matthew chugged the most potent Apple Family cider. Warmth filled his belly, the liquid burning as it travelled down his throat to leave a pleasant tingle. The amber liquid was a delicious mix of the freshest apples with just a hint of peach. The three ponies were surprised when Matthew placed his mug on the counter, shrugging, “It’s not that strong. Good taste, but doesn’t have much of a punch.”
Applejack’s eyes narrowed, “Are you saying mah family’s hard cider isn’t strong enough for you?”
“I thought that’s what I just said,” Matthew said.
In a flurry of motion, Applejack shoved her face into Matthew’s, “Now ya’ll have done it. You and me! Right here! Right now!”
Matthew looked into Applejack’s green eyes, enjoying her hatred. “What exactly will we be doing?”
“Drinking contest!” That sounds awesome! Applejack challenged, pointing towards Big Mac. “Big Mac, grab the stuff.” Big Mac sighed in discontent, reaching behind the counter before pulling out a large square glass bottle. The contents were a deep burgundy, sealed at the top with tight metal screw cap. Applejack announced, “This here is the Apple Family Whiskey, the hardest drink in all of Equestria!”
That’s quite the claim, Matthew mused. “So let me get this straight: you want to challenge me to a drinking contest because I insulted your drink?”
“Sure am!”
Matthew’s smirk widened, “I’m game.”
With no time at all, Matthew found himself sitting across Applejack and for some reason Pinkie Pie was sitting on his right. I don’t even know why she wants to join. Sitting in front of each contestant, five glass shot filled with the magical alcohol waited to be consumed. 
Ponies surrounded the table, placing bets on who would be the victor. Surprising most ponies bet on Pinkie Pie. Twilight turned to Big Mac with a raised eyebrow, “I didn’t know Applejack drank.”
“Normally no,” Big Mac said. “But us Apples won’t back down from a challenge. We can hold our liquor better than most ponies.”
“Why aren’t you joining them?” a bemused Twilight asked.
Big Mac groaned, “Because I’ll have to carry Applejack home when this is all over.”
Allowing Applejack to start off, the orange mare took a single glass. Applejack downed the liquid, slamming a hoof into the table when the hard alcohol hit her system causing her skin to shiver. The drink burned and hit her like a rampaging bull. Applejack gently placed the glass upside down on the table.
Matthew turned to Pinkie Pie, the mare taking her shot without any sign of being affected. She didn’t even look fazed. I probably should be worried about her, but who cares. Free booze! Matthew quickly downed his first shot, the liquid hitting his taste buds with apple fire. Matthew brought the glass down. Now that’s the good stuff.
Shot for shot, Matthew matched the two mares. The contest went into full swing, shot after shot consumed. The first five shots went down without much difficulty. 
Ten shots, Matthew was surprised Applejack was only red in her cheeks. Matthew couldn’t complain, all the way from the tips of his ears to his hooves felt pleasantly warm. Pinkie Pie was Pinkie Pie. She didn’t have any redness or slurring of any kind, only her big, creepy smile.
Fifteen shots… Things are starting to get good. Matthew smirked at the all too familiar buzzing just starting to form. Matthew was nowhere near his limits. Applejack however was teetering in her seat, “Why’z everypoooony spinning?”
Pinkie Pie looked around, her hair whipping around her head like a whip. “They don’t look like their spinning.” Matthew rubbed his eyes, still seeing no change in Pinkie Pie.
Twenty shots. Matthew’s smirk like an idiot, Ah think I’m starting to get drunk.
Naw man! You’re crazy!
Naw, you’re crazy!
Can I join in? a very cheery high pitched voice entered Matthew’s mind.
Pinkie Pie! Get the hell out of my head or I will eat your soul with a side of fava-beans!
Applejack turned to Matthew with unfocused eyes, “Habla bacok wodul conslit?” (Translation: Pinkie Pie in your head?
“Eeyup”
Applejack nodded sagely, taking another shot. There’s a problem if this is a common occurrence. Matthew decided to drop the issue, taking his next shot.
Twenty-seven shots. Applejack could hardly stay in her seat, her shoulders slumping and her head moving from side to side. That didn’t stop the two from having a good conversation. “Slck ad cote toa moshia goblaca dlaenk toadr?” (How is it that you’ve seen angels and demons, and yet you don’t believe in this God character that supposedly created them all?)
Matthew was starting to feel it, his words slurring as they left his muzzle, “I believez in god az much as I’z believe in a raising the drinking age. I just can’t allow myself to believe in a divine influence.”
“Why? Is it because you don’t believe in an afterlife, heaven or creationism?” Pinkie Pie asked. How is she still standing?
“Nay, I just don’t believe in people more powerful than me,” Matthew responded. 
Applejack burst out laughing, I don’t think she’s laughing at me. Leaning to far back, Applejack fell from her chair giggling like a school girl. Big Mac sighed before throwing the drunken mare over his back. 
And now there were only two. Matthew thought reaching for the next drink. Pinkie Pie smiled happily at Matthew. I don’t know what kind of demon from hell you are, but I will prove my manliness and drink you under this table and probably throw up afterwards!
Shots melted away.
40
41
42
43
44
45
Oh no I lost count.
Matthew swayed in his seat. His eyes crossed holding the next shot in his hoof. Pinkie Pie watched Matthew with apprehension, “Are you all right, Matty?”
“Ah’m not just alright, I’m super fabulous!” Matthew responded, talking the drink. Setting the glass on the table Matthew eyes swerved around the room, “I’m gonna call it good. I need to pee.” Rising from his chair on his hind legs, all eyes widened at Matthew’s ability to stand. 
That victory lasted for only a mere second, Matthew’s golden head smashing through the table he was using and into the floor. “Who put that table there?” Matthew’s muffled voice asked. Oh no, I can’t move. Brain, status report now.
…
…
…
Pickles. 
Twilight lifted Matthew off of the ground, moving him in the air to get a better look at his face. “But I hate pickles,” the drunk stallion murmured in his stupor.
Twilight rolled her eyes, calling to all the ponies present, “Everypony, the parties over! Pinkie won the drinking contest!”
Some ponies cheered, some groaned at losing their bits. Several bodies made their way towards the door, the small room echoing with the thunder of hooves. Twilight turned to Big Mac and the sleeping Applejack, the red stallion smiling widely. “What are you so happy about?”
“Ah just got twenty bits,” Big Mac said, pulling a small change bag from behind his bag to show the princess.
Twilight’s attention turned to a sad Pinkie Pie, “But I was just getting started.”
Shaking her head, Twilight asked Big Mac, “Are you going to be alright taking Applejack home?”
Big Mac nodded, “Of course, ah am, but what about Matthew there?”
Twilight turned to the floating pony, “I’ll drop him off at the library. He can stay in the guest room. It’s closer and I don’t want you to pull something trying to carry two ponies. He’s heavier than he looks.”
Matthew mumbled, “I’m not fat. I’ve got dense bones.” 
Sure you do, Twilight thought.
The pair chuckled, Twilight beginning to ask, “Pinkie do you need any- Oh.”
Twilight’s eyes widened in surprise, the entire room was spotless. Pinkie Pie waved a hoof, “Nah, I’m good Twilight.”
Deciding to not question Pinkie Pie, Twilight dragged the stallion out of the room. The night air cooled the lavender coat, Twilight enjoying the empty streets of Ponyville. Big Mac silently followed her out the door. The two ponies and their charges silently trotted down the main street. 
Twilight saw her library. Bidding Big Mac goodbye, Twilight entered her dark library, the purple glow of her horn illuminating the walls. The alicorn could hear the silent snoozing of her Number One Assistant. Making her way up the worn wooden stairs, Twilight dropped Matthew off in the spare bed. 
Twilight chuckled, the stallion rolling himself into a ball. But something was wrong with him. The golden alicorn had a grim expression on his face, hard, cold and very serious. What’s going on in his head? Twilight asked herself, slowly exiting the room. Making her way to the main living quarters, Twilight was deterred by Matthew’s sleeping expression. If I remember right, alcohol is a depressant. He’s probably just having a bad dream. Going by how much he drank, he’s going to have one heck of a hangover tomorrow.
Finally reaching her room, Twilight felt grateful as she slid under her soft purple sheets. Tonight, most ponies would be sleeping peacefully. Some would not be.
0 0 0
Celestia laid in her bed, sleeping in content. From her door, the changeling queen entered the room for the last time. Chrysalis’s horn glowed green. Celestia’s eyes opened wide, glowing bright green. The Ruler of the Sun moved from her bed to stand in front of the Changeling Queen. “What do you wish of me?”
Chrysalis chuckled, “I want you to bring the Elements of Harmony here tomorrow. Nothing is wrong. You will tell them to meet you in the throne room. Is that clear?”
“Yes.”
“Good,” Chrysalis rubbed her hooves together. “Now go to sleep. We have a busy day tomorrow.”
Celestia turned around and returned to her bed as if nothing had happened. Chrysalis saw herself out, her fangs glinting through her wide smile. 
The plans are in motion. Now is the time for my revenge.
0 0 0
Two young soldiers ran through the dry grass of the plateau under a bright full moon. In the front was a golden alicorn of barely sixteen years of age wearing a black tactical vest followed closely by a tall slim fellow wearing pure black. The two were sweaty, tired and breathing heavily. The tall figure had a limp in his left leg. 
The past three days, the pair was hunted mercilessly. Matthew turned towards his companion, his face clean without any of the black writing of his older self. His voice broke, “We’ve only got three miles to go. Can you make it, Joe?”
Joe groaned, “Yeah, I think so.” 
The pair continued to run, the limp becoming more pronounced. Matthew moved next to him, grabbing him under the arm on his injured side. Together they pushed through the rustling grass. The dry stalks brushed against each other, filling the air with their weaving the night’s song. Droplets of blood reflected the specks of moonlight, trailing behind the injured man.
Matthew and Joe were so close to their destination, to their salvation. Joe was Matthew’s target, to rescue a captured comrade. The moon continued to illuminate the land with pale blue light. Ignoring the stitch in their sides, the two pushed through until they came across a bare open field. 
A knot formed in Matthew’s stomach, the breeze tickling his coat. Moving slowly towards the open patch, command said this would be the rendezvous point. It felt off. Something was wrong here. A whirring in the air caught his attention. Matthew’s head whipped around, the stealth helicopter barely seen by his eyes. Joe moved away from Matthew, leaving Matthew to stand alone in the tall grass.
Joe’s boots crunched against the gravel in the bare patch of land. The land moved, gravel churning slightly. Matthew lunged forward, but he was to slow. Too slow. From the ground six dark writhing masses shot up, tentacles of some great beast. These appendages drove down at Joe, Matthew’s legs unable to reach him in time.
Joe’s body was torn into many pieces, an inexperience Matthew rushing head first at this monster. Dark liquid quenched the dry earth. Black luminescent rubies raining from Joe’s torn torso under the full moon. The air became filled with the sounds of two howling beasts, Matthew snarling madly.
0 0 0
Matthew opened his eyes, the light burning them. His head pounded and his throat dry. Matthew remained in his curled ball. He did have the urge to cry. Tears for Joe had long since dried, only few memories caused his to weep.
This was a hallowed pain. Just the pain Matthew had to go through. 
Matthew remained silent, pushing his senses out into the unknown house. To his surprise, he felt a very familiar life source. Twilight was below him. How’d I get to the library?
Thoughts sluggish, Matthew removed himself from the warm bed. Nature called to him. Stumbling out of the room, his hooves smacked against the wooden floor. Their sound moved throughout the library. I can’t think with that banging going on. Matthew groaned, his brain being beaten like a bongo drum.
Luckily, Matthew found his salvation. A small bathroom! Success! 
Twilight hummed to herself, it was still early and she had decided to make breakfast for Spike and their houseguest. The little dragon was still snoozing in his basket. Matthew’s blundering apparent even to a deaf pony. Oh goodie! Twilight smiled, ready to enjoy a health breakfast of egg and hay with a side of apple juice. 
Matthew flushed the porcelain bowl, turning towards the sink. The rushing cold water felt amazing splashed against his face, Aw water, if only I could get drunk off of you. Then I’d never have to leave the house. To replenish his bodily fluids, Matthew greedily drank from the small faucet to cool his burning throat.
Twilight was surprised by the sudden burp and whoosh of flame from the upstairs room. Spike grumbled, grabbing the letter. “Twilight letter,” the purple dragon groaned.
With a quick spell, Twilight summoned the letter. With swift hooves, she unrolled the scroll. Her eyes widened in surprise, The Princess need us. Why? 
Re-reading to find an answer, Twilight was taken aback by the lack of details. Twilight yelled up to Spike, “Spike! The Princess needs the girls and I in Canterlot! Watch the library while I’m gone! Also, Matthew slept over!”
Spike rubbed the sides of his head, not knowing what to make of what he had just heard, “Did you two do anything?”
“NO!” Twilight shrieked, not know what had just gotten into the young dragon. Deciding she’ll deal with it later Twilight left the library, leaving a confused Spike and Matthew alone.
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Matthew proceeded down the stairs into the library proper, calling out “Twilight? Are you there?”
“Twilight’s out!” Spike shouted from the kitchen. 
Entering the kitchen proper, Matthew was greeted with the most beautiful sight ever. Free food. A plate of scrambled eggs, hay and apple juice sat ready to be consumed across from the little purple dragon. To Matthew’s surprise the dragon appeared to be eating gems. Why? Because Equestria said so, that’s why. Taking a seat, Matthew delved into his breakfast without reservation.
Halfway through the meal, Twilight and her friends burst into the library towing three small fillies behind them. Twilight looked annoyed for some reason, but seeing Matthew awake brought some calm to the growing storm. Rushing into the kitchen, Twilight asked, “Matthew! Could you look after the Cutie Mark Crusaders while my friends and I go to Canterlot?”
“Cutie what now?” Matthew asked, his brain only firing on two cylinder at the moment.
Twilight groaned, “Can you just look after these three while I’m gone?” Twilight waved a hoof at the three adorable and tired fillies standing next to her friends. Sweetie Bell yawned widely, Daw, that’s just cute.
“Sure,” Matthew responded, returning to his breakfast. His head felt better, but his body still needed sustenance.
“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” Twilight gushed in happiness, wrapping both legs around the stallion’s chest. Awe yeah, chick magnet right here!
Matthew grinned like an idiot, Twilight turning back to her friends. Before leaving, Applejack decided to talk to Matthew, “Here ya go partner.” The cowpony tossed a sack of gold coins in front of Matthew’s plate. 
Matthew looked at the sack inquisitively, “What are these for?”
“Yur pay silly,” Applejack responded. The mare rolled her eyes when Matthew gave her a blank stare. “Remember, I told ya I’d pay for you working on my farm?”
“Don’t be insulted, I forgot lots of things. I can’t even remember what I had for breakfast.”
“Yur eating breakfast right now.”
Matthew looked down at his plate of eggs and hay, “Oh yeah.” Reaching for the bag, Matthew removed a single bit. The gold coin reflecting in the bright morning light, “So what do I do with this?”
Applejack snorted, This guy’s got a thick skull. “Whatever ya want. It’s yur money.”
“So I can spend these on anything I want?”
“As long as you have enough.”
“But these are mine? I don’t have to use them for anything else?” Matthew stressed.
“Yes,” Applejack rolled her eyes. “That’s what a paycheck if for. Duh.”
Matthew looked at the coin for several seconds, taking in the implications of Applejack’s words. “I’ve never had a paycheck before,” he muttered to himself.
“Then what did they pay you with when you were fighting demons?” Applejack asked, Matthew not helping with her own hangover. The pounding in her head seemed to be growing worse. Lucky me.
“They didn’t.” 
Surprised, Applejack was going to respond, but was interrupted by a very annoyed Twilight. “Applejack, we’ve got to go! The train’s going to leave in twenty minutes!”
Applejack nodded, saying goodbye to her sister and telling her not to do anything crazy. Also to follow whatever Matthew said, “He’s gonna be the boss of you three fillies until we get back.”
“Okay,” the CMC groaned.
With that, the six mare burst from the library towards the train station. Matthew eyed the three fillies, all of them looking at him with huge eyes. Okay Matthew, you can’t ruin these kids like the last bunch. You must resist the urge to be a jerk. Must not rub a-holeness onto these innocent children. Resist Matthew! Resist! Matthew asked, “What do you three want to do?”
Sweetie Bell, Scootaloo and Applebloom thought deeply, Matthew almost feeling the heat from their small brains. “Could you help us get our cutie marks?” Sweetie Bell asked, almost melting Matthew’s face with her smile. It burns us! It burns us!
Matthew answered, turning away from Sweetie Bell’s bright purple eyes, “Sure, I’ll help you girls.” What can possibly go wrong?
“Yeah!” the three girls cheered. Matthew turned to Spike. The dragon was staring at Matthew with pity, You have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into.
“We can try getting our cutie mark in pottery,” Sweetie Bell offered. That’s sounds boring.
Scootaloo shot down that idea, “PLEASE! That’s a lame idea. How about an awesome cutie mark? Like airship bungie jumping!” Ah yeah! That sounds awesome!
Applebloom interjected, “How about we try something that won’t kill us? How about crocodile wrestling? That’d be a cool cutie mark.” How is that any less dangerous?
“We could try explosive ordinance disposal. There’s a retired Royal Guard that use to do that when he was still in the service,” Sweetie Bell said. Um… what?
“Oh!” Scootaloo jumped up, her wings holding her in the air for several seconds. “How about dragon riders? We could get cutie marks for taming our own dragons!” I’m starting to get scared.
“We could try necromancy again. We were so close to bringing back Applejack’s dead sapling. A pony shouldn’t be that difficult,” Applebloom stated, scratching her chin. I just don’t know what to say to that.
“There’s always that cutie mark in pyrotechnics?” Scootaloo said, eyes fixed on the glowing sun outside the window.
The three fillies turned to Matthew, seeing his look of shock. “Are you okay Matthew?” Applebloom asked.
“There’s something really wrong with you children. Really,” Matthew responded, his brown eyes full of confused horror.
“What do you have in mind for a cutie mark?” Scootaloo asked.
“How about I take you girls to get some candy and we never speak of this again?” Matthew asked. Good, distract them with sugary treats.
“Yes!” The three congratulated themselves, shaking hooves. Matthew’s eyebrow twitched, I think I just got outsmarted by a bunch of little kids.
Matthew turned to Spike, “What about you?”
Spike smiled, “Sure.” Jumping off his chair, Spike commented, “When we get back we can watch some TV.”
“Wait, ponies have TV?”
“Yeah brony,” Spike chuckled. Moving towards the bookshelf, Spike procured from it a single remote control. With the press of a button, a sixty-inch plasma wide screen TV rose from the floor in front of a bookshelf. Matthew’s eyes wide with surprise. Spike explained, “Discord wanted to give something to everypony after he was reformed. With some help from a few companies, Discord introduced television to all of Equestria. So far there are forty channels.”
That mad bastard, Matthew thought. These innocent ponies do not know the evil Discord has unleashed.
The CMC led the way, Matthew and Spike following closely.
0 0 0
Twilight sat patiently on the Friendship Express. To Twilight’s surprise, her friends were non-talkative on the ride to Canterlot. Twilight assumed everypony was just tired. Rarity rubbed her eyes, finally breaking the silence, “Why on earth would Princess Celestia ask us to leave so early in the morning?”
Twilight shrugged, “I don’t know. Princess Celestia didn’t mention what this meeting is about.”
Applejack shrugged, “Ah guess we’ll find out soon enough. Ah just hope Applebloom isn’t driving Matthew crazy.”
All the mares giggled. Miles away, Matthew sat to the side of the CMC while lounging against the soft sitting cushion. Yeah, Spongebob Squarepants! The best show eva! Spike even joined in on the fun, munching on a bright blue sapphire. The CMC were enjoying lollypops nearly the size of their heads.
Rainbow Dash said, “I’m sure he can handle it. He took on a hydra for pete’s sake, I’m sure three fillies wouldn’t be too much of a hoof-full. They’ll be fine.”
Rarity shivered. Matthew’s voice echoing in her head, Hey kids! Let’s play a game. It’s called Russian roulette. First pony to die losses!
Rarity turned to Fluttershy, the yellow Pegasus mirroring her worried looks.”You thought of the same thing didn’t you?”
“I’m sure it was nothing,” Rainbow Dash brushed off the uneasy feeling permeating the air.
Twilight sighed in contentment. The remainder of the train ride was uneventful. The Mane Six made their through the streets of Canterlot, passing through the gilded gates to the castle. Moving through the halls, Shining Armor and Cadence joined the group in front of the throne room doors. “Do you two know what this is about?” Twilight asked.
Shining Armor and Cadence shook their heads. “No Twilight. Princess Celestia hasn’t told us anything.”
Disturbed, everypony entered the throne room. Celestia stood in front of her throne, her mane blowing in an unknown soft breeze. “Welcome back my little ponies,” Celestia greeted the group.
Bowing in respect, everypony waited patiently for the princess to say something. Anytime now. Princess Celestia stood silently in front of the expecting ponies. Cadence approached Celestia, poking her shoulder with a shaking hoof, “Auntie, are you okay?”
From behind Celestia, a green streak of energy plowed into Cadence. Cadence flying into Shining Armor, the white unicorn was barely able to stop his wife’s hurdle with his forelegs. Everypony gasped in horror, Chrysalis appearing from behind Celestia’s golden throne, “Oh it is so good to see all of you again.”
Twilight’s eyes filled with horror. From the doorway, hundreds of black bodies flooded into the throne room. The eight ponies had no chance. The changelings ruthlessly swarmed them, pinning each and every one to the ground.
Rainbow Dash yelled, a field of green magic pressing her into the hard marble floor, “Chrysalis! Why are you here?”
Chrysalis chuckled, “I thought you ponies would know me better. I’m here to take over Canterlot. What else would I be her for? Fashion?”
“Well,” Rarity commented, “You could use a little color with that hair.”
“Silence!”
Shining Armor fought against his bonds, “Just you wait bug! Princess Luna will stop you if we can’t.”
“Oh,” Chrysalis smiled, sending a very cold feeling through everypony in the room. “I don’t think the Princess of the Moon will be of any help to you.”
Princess Luna snored loudly in her bed of deep velvet covers. Drool pooled under the dignified princess’s muzzle. Luna dreamed a dream unlike any dream before. But due to its nature, the author cannot in good taste describe the sheer awesome of Princess Luna’s dream. A dream so amazing that it would blow your mind.
Twilight gritted her teeth, I may know one pony. 
Chrysalis watched in amusement at Twilight’s reddening face. Twilight tried to perform magic she had never tried before.
Hello! Hello!
Matthew’s head spun around the room, trying to locate Twilight’s screaming voice. “Did any of you hear that?”
“No,” Spike and the CMC answered, giving Matthew very worried looks.
Matthew! We need your help!
Matthew held his hooves to his ears, “NO voices in my head! I will not help you spill the blood of children!”
“What?” three fillies screamed in horror.
What! No! Canterlot is under attack by changelings! The girls and I are trapped in the throne room. We need your help!
Matthew raised an eyebrow, “Twilight, what about the guards I saw at the castle? I’m sure they can handle it.”
…
…
…
Seriously?
“Fine,” Turning to the ponies and dragon, Mathew said, “Canterlot’s under attack and Twilight’s in trouble. I’ll be back.” Heading towards the door, Matthew said over his shoulder, “Spike, you’re in charge.”
Sweetie Bell, Scottaloo and Applebloom turned to Spike. After the door slammed shut, Matthew could not help but hear the library filling with loud laughter. 
First things first, where’s Canterlot? Matthew  wracked his brains. Matthew’s brown eyes explored the mountainside, until he found the tall white marble walls built in the side of the mountain. That was easy.
Matthew burst into the air, his wings flapping madly. Don’t worry Twilight. Matthew’s coming to save the day! And maybe get little something in return… Oh yeah!
0 0 0
“Why did you call Matthew out of all ponies?” Applejack snapped at Twilight from inside a clear green cocoon. 
Surrounding the two thrones of the goddesses, the eight ponies were being held captive by slimy green cocoons. Chrysalis lounged in Celestia throne, the Sun Goddess standing stock still next to her. Chrysalis sighed, “Celestia how do you stand sitting on this uncomfortable throne? I guess you need that extra cushion in your flank to enjoy it.”
Twilight muttered to Applejack, “Sorry! I panicked! Matthew wasn’t my first choice. He was my second.”
“Who the hay was the first one?” Shining Armor asked.
“Big Mac.”
“What did Big Mac say?” Fluttershy asked.
From the orchard of apple trees, Big Mac’s shrill screams filled the air. “No voices in my head! There will be no Sweet Apple Massacre! GO AWAY!”
“Harsh,” Rainbow Dash hissed.
General Thrall burst into the throne room, bowing low when he reached Chrysalis. “General Thrall, how goes the invasion?”
“Very good, my Queen,” Thrall answered. “A few guards remain are locked in combat with our forces, but they will soon be dealt with.
“Excellent,” Chrysalis smiled.
Rainbow Dash, having enough of Chrysalis, shouted, “Enjoy the victory your victory while you can bug! Cause when Matthew gets here, he’s gonna kick your flank into next week!”
“Oh really?” Chrysalis chastised. 
“Yeah!”
“Yeah?”
“Yeah!”
“Yeah?”
“Yes,” Rainbow Dash spat. “He took on a hydra without a problem. What makes you think you’re gonna have a chance?”
Chrysalis scratched her chin, much to the ponies’ annoyance, “Because I planned for this so called Matthew.” Jumping to her feet, Queen Chrysalis moved towards the window, “Tell me, what can one pony do against an army of over a thousand changelings?”
BOOM!
Chrysalis’s eyes widened, the sky over Canterlot set ablaze with black energy.
“Um, that,” Rainbow Dash respended.
0 0 0
Matthew peared down on Canterlot, I wish I had a can of Raid right now.
Ponies raced along the streets, trying to avoid the black insects chasing them. A loud buzzing filled the air, accompanying the screams of the ponies. So those are changelings. Dark shadows covered Matthew’s right arm, his left encased in crystal. Raising his right hoof, Matthew fired at a large cluster of changelings flying above the white washed buildings.
That’ll liven things up! The horror struck changelings failed miserably to scatter. Matthew rushed towards the flying bugs, his hoof held ready to punch something. The changelings were agile. Their thin membranes were able to fly circles around Matthew’s frontal assault. Matthew’s hoof struck forward, the infuriating bugs dodging his attacks. Matthew kicked and punched the air, only catching one or two changelings for every ten strikes. Note to self, must learn how to punch things while flying. 
After a changeling managed to corkscrew around Matthew’s right hoof, Matthew finally lost it. “I’m gonna blow all of you freaking bugs to kingdom come!” Slamming his hooves together, a shockwave of blue energy blasted through the sky.
Changelings fell from the sky, onto the streets and roofs of Canterlot. The citizens of Canterlot screamed, the unconscious bugs crashing all around them. It’s raining changelings. Hallelujah! It’s raining changelings. Amen. Amen!
Matthew plowed into the hard stone streets, smacking his chin on the ground. Not to self, must work on landing. There was no time to waste. The changelings were still loose on the general populace. Pulling himself up, Matthew’s attention was drawn on the entire squadron of changeling rushing towards him. Their warped horns alight with green magic.
Matthew jumped into the air, but was jerked back into the ground. Green energy held Matthew’s hind hooves in place Chrysalis’s voice rang in the changeling’s heads, “All available changelings, destroy the gold alicorn!” 
Hundreds of changelings took to the air, flooding towards Matthew. Matthew smashed his hooves into the ground, to try and separate himself from the magic. No such luck. The hundred or so changelings were able to hold Matthew in place. Matthew’s head shot to the sky, thousands if not tens of thousands of life sources filled the heavens. All of their horns were pointed directly at him. Ah, nutsack.
The world around Matthew exploded in green fire. All of the changelings fired in unison. From the windows of the throne room, General Thrall and Chrysalis watched their army rain green firry death on Matthew.
“So much for your hero,” Chrysalis smiled, her fangs contorting a usually happy emotion into one of nightmare. The Queen turned away from the window, returning her attention back to the ponies at hand. Thrall continued to stare at the battle, something felt wrong here.
Using his magic, Thrall enhanced his vision to see the street Matthew once stood. 
The changelings halted their fire, smoke filling the air. The changelings waited with bated breath. No one moved. Dark grey smoke swirled before the army. The smoke cleared, leaving the changelings gasping in surprise. Thrall’s eyes nearly popped out of his head.
“Ok, that hurt.”
Burning hair filled Matthew’s nostrils, his mane and coat smoldering. Leaving Matthew almost completely covered in black soot. What scared the changeling more was the look on Matthew’s face. The changeling’s black exoskeletons paled at the scowl they were receiving. In a flurry of movement, Matthew took advantage of the changelings’ weakened bonds and burst through them. 
The changelings only saw Matthew’s hooves before he made contact with their faces, repeatedly mind you. Changelings scattered in every direction. Some spraying volleys of green magic onto the buildings hoping to hit Matthew, catching fellow changelings in the crossfire. Matthew’s smashed his hoof into a large changeling, even bigger than he was. Grabbing its horn, Matthew threw his opponent into an unfortunate group of changelings  foolish enough to rush him. 
Matthew’s ears picked up a disheartening sound. Two young children screamed for help, their parents tried to cover them as best they could. One a boy and the other a girl screamed from between their parents legs. The changeling not fleeing from Matthew continued to collect ponies, to later siphon their love. 
Thrall could not believe this was happening, the stallion in his vision appeared out of thin air to deliver viscous attacks on his men. Then he’d disappear before reappearing elsewhere. Just who is this pony? Then the stallion stopped, his brown pupils contracting into pinpricks.
Matthew ran towards the source of the screams. Skidding around the corner of a building, the family being set upon came into Matthew’s sights. They four ponies cowering in the corner of an alleyway. Matthew’s hooves thundered against the cobblestone streets, he had several blocks to cover in a hurry. Above him, several changelings prepared to stop him. Green balls of magic cut through the walls of a three story building, causing the structure to collapse into the streets. Matthew, due to his idiocy, did not pay attention to giant falling wall of doom ahead of him. His eyes were fixed on the ponies needing his help. The structure smashed into Matthew’s head. 
Thrall could not explain what happened next.
Matthew pushed through the marble stone like it was barely there. All Matthew’s energies where focused on getting to those children and nothing would stop him. Thrall gasped. The building split around Matthew’s head, parting like the Red Sea split for Moses. Heavy stone, wood, and glass collided against the ground around Matthew’s hooves. 
A spiky haired shadow fell across the family of ponies and changelings. The changelings felt a cold shiver run down their spines. When they turned around, Matthew grabbed the closest one on the right by the horn. Using the horn as a handle, Matthew smacked the other two changelings with their companion. Coming to a store near you, the Changeling Club. Bash your enemies with your enemies! It fun for the whole family Caution: use Changeling Club as directed and only to destroy your enemies. Wrongful use of the Changeling Club can result in injury, loss of limb and erectile dysfunction. Please consult your nearest vet if any of these issues present themselves. Remember, it’s a Changeling Club.
Chrysalis looked away from the captured ponies, finding Thrall’s jaws wide open. “What is it General?”
“Raise the barrier to the castle,” Thrall whispered.
“Why?”
Chrysalis felt a stab of fear hit her, “Because we don’t want to mess with that pony.”
“That’s not a good reason.”
“Mother-bucker walked through a goddamn building to save some children. WALKED THROUGH IT!” Thrall snapped.
Taken aback, Chystal ignited her horn in bright green energy.
“Oh you have got to be kidding me!” Matthew yelled, looking towards the castle to find a clear green bubble encase the entire building. With changeling in hoof, bloody and bruised, Matthew rushed to the castle. Matthew’s hooves scrapped against the ground, coming to a sudden stop in front of the translucent energy. Hmmm. What to do?
Matthew gave the barrier an experimental prod. The barrier zapped him in response. Taking a step back, Matthew racked his brain. Looking down at the changeling in his hoof, an evil smile crept over Matthew’s muzzle. 
“AW!”
Chrysalis’s ears twitched in annoyance, “What the devil is that sound?” Her answer came in the form of one of her changelings smashing through the glass window, leaving a trail debris as his collided with the floor.
Thrall rushed to the down changeling, ensuring they were still breathing. 
“I have no idea what I was trying to accomplish with that,” Matthew scratched his chin. His attention shifted to a glittering unicorn guard running franticly around the barrier. “Oi, you there! Guard!”
The guard stopped in front of Matthew, panting heavily. He was slightly shorter than Matthew, his light brown fur almost completely covered by the gold armor. The guard’s light green eyes filled with hope at the sight of Matthew, “Yes, sir?”
“What’s your name soldier?” 
“Private Trench Digger, sir!” 
Trying not to laugh, Matthew asked, “Do you know anything about this barrier?”
“The barrier repels everything but changeling sir. I’ve scanned it with my magic…” Trent grumbled the next part, his cheeks flushing red with anger and self hatred.
“What was that?”
“I can’t figure out how to lower the barrier or how to get through it! It’s too powerful for me to do anything,” Trench felt ashamed of himself. A Royal Guard was not supposed to be this helpless. 
“Don’t worry about that because I just thought of a plan!” Matthew said forcibly. Somewhere in Equestria, a pony shivered in fear. Matthew had a plan.
“What is it sir?”
“First, don’t call me sir. That makes me feel old,” Matthew corrected him. “Second, my plan is…” Wait for dramatic pause. “I’m going to punch this barrier really hard.”
Trent’s jaw dropped, “You can’t be serious.” The look of determination on Matthew’s face told him otherwise. “You’re plan is to punch the magical barrier?” Trent asked flabbergasted.
“NO! I’m going to punch it really hard!”
Trent felt all the hope leave his body, We are so screwed.
Matthew rolled his eyes at Trent’s gawking expression, “Step aside small fry and watch a real man work!” Flying into the air, Matthew climbed high into the sky. Flying above the clouds, Matthew looked down on the green dome. Now was the time for a prep talk. Now’s the time. I’m going to show these changelings a chapter from the greatest human strategist ever known to man. A man who single handedly face hundreds of enemies at once. A man who will forever be known in the history of the world as
“LLLLLLEEEEEERRRROYYYYY!”
“Where is that coming from?” Chrysalis looked around the throne room for the source of the reverberating shout. 
“JJJJJJJJJJJJJJEEEEEEEEEENNNNNNNKKKKKKKIIIIINNNNNSSSSSSSSSS!”
Chrysalis cried out in pain, her barrier cracking down the sides. Thrall rushed to his queen. A single dark shape smashed through the barrier, leaving an explosion of dark energy in his wake.
Twilight, Rainbow Dash, Shining Armor, Cadence, Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie, and Applejack cried out in joy. Matthew flying through the thick roof of the throne room, sending wood and gold shingles clattering onto the polished tile to land face first.
Matthew jumped to his hooves. Scanning the room for any danger, Matthew held his hoof ready to punch. Now I need to find Twilight and beat the ever loving crap out of whoever ruined my day. Oh look there’s Twilight! I’m better at this than I thought. Matthew smiled at the trapped ponies, “Don’t worry folks, I’ll save you.”
“Do you really think so?” Chrysalis hissed, standing to her full height. General Thrall stood next to his queen. Matthew’s body tensed with Chrysalis standing so close to the hostages. He readied himself for a fight, worried that Chrysalis may turn on the ponies next to her. Chrysalis said in a humorous voice, “Well-well-well, I didn’t expect you to break through my barrier Mr. Matthew.”
“Well, I didn’t expect to see you here today uhhhh… You!”
Chrysalis raised an eyebrow, “You don’t even know who I am, do you?”
“No, mind filling me in?” Matthew tried to keep his voice nice, but some part of him felt the overwhelming urge to punch Chrysalis right in her smug face.
“I am Chrysalis, Queen of the changelings! Fourth Queen from the house of Scarabs, founder of the second greatest changeling hive in the entire world. I am the Mother to the Changelings and soon, future ruler of all Equestria,” Chrysalis called to the heavens with a raised hoof. 
Chrysalis waited patiently to hear any reaction from Matthew. When none came, Chrysalis turned her gaze from the roof to Matthew. Chrysalis’s face turned scarlet red, Matthew wasn’t provideing her with looks of awe or fear like she imagined. 
Instead, Matthew’s expression was that of a bored pony. His eyes were halfway closed and he looked like he didn’t care about anything Chrysalis had to say. “Sorry, I wasn’t listening. What were you talking about?” Chrysalis felt the veins under the forehead bulge in anger. Matthew asked, unaware of the danger brewing, “Why are you invading Canterlot?”
“I am here to take over Canterlot, so that my changelings and I can take their love,” Chrysalis said, spitting out the words with venom.
“Why do you need love?”
“Because changelings eat love,” Twilight answered. Chrysalis shot the pony a very dirty look.
“Do you need love to survive?” Matthew scratched his head in confusion.
“Yes,” Chrysalis hissed.
“Then why don’t you trade with ponies for their love?”
“What?” 
“I mean,” Matthew began, “If you need something to survive how about you try to trade instead of taking over an entire nation? Build an economy based on trade. Trade goods for the love you eat. If you do this, you can begin to create some good standing with other nations. These nations can become allies. When you create allies, these other nations will be able to send aid to you if you run into any hardships or need help.”
I can’t believe I’m being lectured by the same pony who smashed through my barrier. Chrysalis responded, “That isn’t possible. All nations fear the changelings!”
“Have you tried playing nice with other nations?”
“Um… No,” Chrysalis said, a blush deepening the dark color of her cheeks.
“So how can you just willingly take over an entire nation, instead of trying to create diplomatic ties that could be of benefit to you and your changelings?” Twilight rubbed a hoof to her head. Matthew was trying to argue diplomacy with the Queen of the Changelings. This will not end well.
“It’s not that simple,” Chrysalis snapped.
“Of course it is. For starters, stop being such a bitch.”
“D-d-did you just call her Majesty Chrysalis a-?” Thrall asked in a hushed voice.
“Sure did,” Matthew grinned. What? It’s true. She’s being a grad ‘A’ b-i-o-t-c-h.
Chrysalis’s horn burned bright, almost blinding everypony with its light. “YOU WILL PAY FOR YOUR INSOLENCE!” Chrysalis shrieked, throwing her most powerful spell towards Matthew.
Matthew exploded in green light. Every window shattered, the shockwave sending shards of glass out into the open air. Chrysalis cackled madly, victory filling her head.
Chrysalis’s mad laugh caught in her throat, a loud yawn snapping her back into reality. From the smoke, Matthew sat in the center of the destroyed floor with only his fur singed. Matthew turned his brown eyes to Chrysalis, “I have a question.”
“What?” Chrysalis asked, unsure of what was going to happen.
“What’s that thing on your face?”
“What thing-“
“MY FIST!” Matthew threw his right hoof into Chrysalis’s muzzle. Chrysalis flew into the wall of marble. The marble cracked under the force of Matthew’s fist.
“Chrys-” Thrall began, but a quick smack from Matthew sent the changeling general out one of the shattered windows and into the far off distance.
Matthew turned to Celestia, the alicorn frozen in place. Disturb, Matthew moved to the Princess. Matthew tried to get Celestia to move, by poking her several times with his hoof. Matthew said when Celestia failed to respond, “Twilight, I think something wrong with Celestia.”
“No kidding,” Twilight snapped. “How about you stop poking the Princess and get us out of these cocoons?!”
“Sure,” Matthew turned to the group.
Chrysalis shouted, her horn glowing. “Not just yet, hero!” Twilight and the rest of the group where covered in green light. Matthew launched forward, his hooves scrapping across the empty floor. That’s cheating!
“Celestia, did you see where the girls went?” Matthew turned to the still frozen Princess. Right. Closing his eyes, Matthew stretched his sensed to the limits. Matthew’s head spun, the hundreds of life sources blinding him. Matthew bit his lower lip, the overflow of information hurting his head like a jackhammer.
Where are they?
A hint of violet caught Matthew’s attention. It was faint. Like the smell of stale perfume still lingering in an empty room. Matthew followed faded light, leading deeper into the mountain Canterlot stood atop. There they were. Inside the mountain, Matthew felt the faint glimmer of eight ponies he recognized. 
Matthew opened his eyes, They’re in the middle of the mountain. I just hope Celestia has castle insurance. Lifting his right hoof, Matthew readied himself for a long dig.
0 0 0
Inside the crystal caverns, Chrysalis rubbed her cheek, That’s smart! Chrysalis’s horn glowed, revealing the cocoons carrying the Mane 6, Shining Armor and Cadence surrounding her. Chrysalis sniffed the air, the spores filled the air with the bitter sent of moss. Applejack snapped, “What do ya plan to do now?”
“Oh, I’m going to use you seven as hostages,” Chrysalis said.
“And how do you plan to do that?” Shining Armor snapped. “The Royal Guards will be down her looking for you.”
“No pony can enter these mines. Or else fall prey to the spores my changeling released all throughout these caves. I will release my demands to Celestia as soon as my magic wears off,” Chrysalis offered, feeling good that something will go right today.
A low rumbling shook the cavern, Chrysalis groaning, “What now?!” The rumbling increased in intensity, cracking large crystal structures surrounding the group. Chrysalis summoned a barrier, pieces of crystal bouncing harmlessly off the green energy to protect her and her hostages.
Matthew burst through the roof of the dark mines. Surprised at the sudden loss of rocks to support his hooves, Matthew’s wings extended to slow his extent. “ACHOO!” Matthew sneezed, while in freefall. This smells like my Grandmother’s attic. Matthew’s brown eyes squinted, trying to see anything in the pitch blackness. 
When nothing present itself, Matthew fell back on his other worldly senses. Matthew slowly moved toward Twilight’s energy. Now let’s go save- OW! Matthew cursed, his head colliding with a thick rock. 
Chrysalis, and the ponies turned to the voice reverberating throughout the extensive cave system. Everypony winced, the sound of a skull smacking into various hard surfaces. Twilight asked, “Do you think Matthew knows he can ignite his horn to create light?”
“I don’t think so, darling,” Rarity said, unnerved at the repeated bashing of Matthew’s head. He probably needs all the brain cells he has left.
Matthew saw them, a green light shining on eight cocoons. Getting kinda woozy. Matthew shook his head in a vain attempt to clear it. A cloud pressed itself against Matthew’s conscious. With a strong flap of his wings, Matthew descended. Chrysalis held the barrier, Matthew landing directly in front of the orb. “It’s over Chrysalis!” A jab from his right arm, Chrysalis’s magic shattered into a thousand pieces. 
Chrysalis did not appear to be frightened of the pony in front of him. What’s going on? Matthew stumbled forward, his vision blurring. “Feeling a little down are we?” Chrysalis felt quiet elated right now. Matthew, it seems, was not invincible.
Matthew jumped back. The ground he was standing giving way. Reality itself shattered in front of him, leaving Matthew to float in a swirling vortex of colors. Did I take a hit of acid? This is trippy.
Twilight shouted at the stallion. “What are you doing?” Matthew didn’t even register her, his brown eyes unfocused. 
Matthew waved a hoof in front of his face, the appendage moving in a blur of orange and gold colors. Dude my hooves. They look like hooves! Matthew couldn’t help but feel warm inside, a light buzzing in his head. He felt no concern for the world. As if all his problems were blocked by this fuzziness inside him.
Chrysalis turned to Twilight, “He can’t hear you know. Matthew is now under the influence of Lichen Spores.” Chrysalis spoke into Matthew’s mind, “Matthew.”
Matthew jerked to the side, a pale visage appearing before him. The pale pony’s head offered Matthew a kind smile with her pale green eyes, her voice was welcoming, “Matthew.” Matthew remained silent, unsure of what the heck is going on. “You are so tired,” the pale pony said. She approached him, tall with a pair of pure white wings. This pony reminded him of an angel, thin but very dignified. 
Matthew could not think. Part of him wanted to stay in this warm place. The pale pony wrapped her arms around him, embracing him, comforting him.
Shining Armor screamed at the motionless Matthew, “Matthew wake up! You’ve got to snap out of it!” Chrysalis looked into Matthew’s mind, her face turning from confident to pale shocked. T-this can’t be real. So much blood! So much loss. How do you live with yourself?
Matthew felt her against his body, whispering to him, “You are so strong, Matthew. You have lost so much. You’re pain resonates in your very soul Please, let me take the pain away.”
Matthew wanted to say yes. He wanted to give in. To have this angelic pony take away his memories, but he could not. Deep inside his mind that reptilian part rebelled against this idea. There was nothing that could take away his pain. It made him who he is today. “No,” Matthew whispered. The pain was a part of him now.
Chrysalis pulled herself from Matthew’s memories, her teeth grinding. Shining Armor and the  rest of the ponies cheered, Matthew trying to push the pale specter away with his hooves.
The pale pony did not take rejection well. Her shrieking yells filled Matthew’s ears with splitting pain. The swirling colors dissipated, becoming a deep red. The once angelic pony burst into dark matter. The angelic wings crackled and elongated before separating into dozens of sharp points. Can we go back to the cuddling? The wind swirled around Matthew, howling in his ears. The dark pony raised her sharp tendrils, pointing them at Matthew.
Chrysalis called to the small number of changelings standing by. In case if the invasion failed. Thirty changelings jumped from the tiny crevices between the rock formations. “Hold him down!” The changelings shot green goop from their horns. The sticky substance covered Matthew, his reflexes unable to avoid any of them. In Matthew’s mind, he saw the dark tendrils wrap around him. Matthew struggled against the green goo, the substance holding onto him tightly. 
“You will join us!” The dark pony screamed into Matthew’s face. 
“AH!” Matthew screamed. Something was crawling in his brain. Thousands of tiny black spiders spilled from the dark pony’s mouth onto Matthew. Matthew forced his eyes tightly shut. He’s struggle intensified, fighting against his bonds. The spiders forced their way into Matthew’s screaming muzzle, nose, ears, and in between his eyelids. They were everywhere, a mass off moving legs crawling all over Matthew. They dug into his skin, Matthew gagging at the thousands of tiny legs crawling under his skin.
“Give in!”
Twilight and the pony watched Matthew writhe. Changeling continuing to coat Matthew in this sticky stuff.
“No! I won’t ever give in!”
“But you will,” Chrysalis pressured Matthew more.  Matthew’s yells intensified, Chrysalis forcing Matthew’s skin to burn. She was in control of his senses and she will punish him for his decadence. The dark pony whispered in his ears, “We can take away your pain.” Matthew’s eyes rolled back into his head. A thousands of insect crawled into his skull, slowly eating away at his brain. “You don’t need to suffer anymore. We can end all this pain.” 
“I was made by pain and struggle! No one takes away my pain! Pain makes me the best!” Matthew screamed defiantly.
Fluttershy covered her head and ears, unable to witness the blood seeping from both of Mathew’s nostrils and his horrendous cries. All through the cavers, Matthew’s screams echoed. Reverberating in on themselves, intensifying his pained calls.
“All you need to do is surrender to us. Together, you can become the strongest being in the entire world. We can make you above pain and suffering. All you have to do is surrender,” Chrysalis said through the dark pony. She intensified her torture. To Matthew his fur burst into flames, consuming his flesh. Matthew chocked, his nostrils filling with the smell of burn hair and flesh. “You don’t have the strength to fight us. Just give in.”
Chrysalis and the rest of the changelings felt a cold spear slice into their heats. Laughter replacing Matthew’s screams. Twilight could not help but look at Matthew with a horrified expression. Matthew’s eyes turned to Chrysalis, whether he saw her or not no pony knew. The whites of his eyes were replaced with deep red, his brown iris mixing with the black of his pupils. To Chrysalis, she saw a black hole surrounded by crimson red blood. “Tell me,” Matthew’s words cold, “Do you think this is the extent of my power?”
Everypony and changeling were left speechless. No one could predict what happened next. Matthew called upon his deepest reserves of power. He would not be beaten today. The changeling sludge was tore away from his body with explosive force. The changelings where unprepared when the shockwave hit, sending them flying deeper into the darkness of the caves. Chrysalis barely held her own, her horn summoning a barrier. 
Matthew saw the shadow pony blasted into a thousand pieces of floating smoke. “Now I'll finish this!” Matthew slammed his hooves together, putting all his powers into his limbs.
The citizens of Canterlot felt the ground tremble underneath their hooves. Everypony screamed, torrents of blue fire bursting from every crack inside the mountain Canterlot. Canterlot was surrounded by columns of twisting fire. Celestia shook her head, Chrysalis’s mind control wearing off. When she came too, she found a giant hole in her throne room and a column of blue fire shooting up into the heavens. “Did I miss something?”
Twilight, Shining Armor and the rest of the girls screamed, their cocoons smashing into the wall of the cave. The tough green membrane took the brunt of Matthew’s attack, leaving the girls and Shining to be deafened by the rushing torrent. All they could see was the blinding blaze of blue and white fire. Then there was only darkness.
Silence filled the cavern. Twilight fumbled in the darkness with her hoof, finding the cocoon no longer holding her. “T-twily?” Shining Armor asked, his voice shaking.
“I’m here, give me a second.” Twilight’s horn slowly ignited, shining lavender light on the blackness. Shining Armor followed Twilight’s example before assisting Cadence to her hooves.
Rainbow Dash jumped to her hooves, moving to help Applejack up. “Thanks, sugarcube”
Pinkie Pie gently lifted Fluttershy’s hooves away from her face. Pinkie was having difficulty budging the yellow Pegasus from her tight ball. “It’s alright Flutters. You can open your eyes now.” 
“I mean really! I’ve got green goop and dirt all over my coat,” Rarity groaned dusting herself off.
Twilight ignored her, shining her light on the surrounding area. Chrysalis’s pained groan caught the ponies by surprise. Every pony tensed, ready to attack Chrysalis wherever she was. Twilight searched the area, coming across the slumped form of Chrysalis. Her dark exoskeleton was covered in bruises and cuts. Her green blood dripped from a nasty cut across her head, between her lips and nostrils. Her hind leg was twisted completely around. Twilight approached the Changeling Queen. Chrysalis’s eyes were closed, showing no sign of movement even when Twilight gently prodded her with her horn.
Twilight turned away from Chrysalis, sure that the changeling was out of commission. Moving forward into the darkness, Twilight heard Rainbow Dash asked, “Where’s Matthew?”
Twilight stumbled when she found Matthew. Matthew lay motionless on the ground, blood pooling from his mouth and onto the rocky floor. Twilight rushed to him, the stallion’s eyes were closed. His body convulsed, coughing the blood developing in his lungs into the air. Twilight quickly scanned Matthew for any injuries.
Twilight yelled to the rest of the group, “Girls we need to move quick! He’s lungs are filling up with blood!”
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Twilight paced back and forth in anticipation outside the medical wing. She could not help but worry. With Princess Celestia at the helm of the Royal Guards, the remaining Royal Guards and the Element’s of Harmony where able to locate every pony trapped throughout the mountain’s twisting tunnels.
After half a day of returning ponies to their homes, Twilight was finally able to check in on Matthew. The acting physician took the stallion in horror. When Twilight showed up, he almost fainted at the sight Matthew puking copious blood across his clean floor. Sorry, I’m kinda dying here.
Now Twilight stood with her friends. Rainbow Dash yawned widely, lying on a worn chair. Fluttershy twisted the end of her mane in her hooves in her nerves. Pinkie Pie busied herself with a large platter of cupcakes. No pony knew where she got them from. Applejack slumped in her seat. Her Stetson pulled over her eyes. Rarity combed her mane absentmindedly. 
Twilight moved towards the door, readying her hoof to knock. “Twi, you’ve already knocked like four times already. Give the doctor time to work!” Rainbow Dash groaned.
“How are things?” Celestia’s voice reached the group. Everypony turned to her. Princess Luna walked close to her sister’s side. The Princess of the Night was surprised when her royal sleep was disturbed to find Canterlot in disarray. 
The six mares shrugged, the doctor still not responding to Twilight’s continuous interruptions. Princess Celestia’s expression saddened. When her ponies returned to the throne room, Celestia was bombarded by a hysterical Twilight brandishing a dying Matthew. Even unconscious, Matthew is a lethal weapon. His head is thick enough to break stone. If his employment in Sweet Apple Acres fails, he can always get a job in constructions. Those boulders wouldn’t know what hit them.
“Twilight,” Celestia said soothingly. Twilight turned to her mentor, her ears pulling back. “While the situation is dire, there is nothing you can do right now. Let the doctor work.”
Twilight nodded, taking a seat on a plush chair next to Rarity. Silence followed. It wasn’t until the door to the medical wing opened, that anypony moved. A short, stocky unicorn of pale green fur and a short brown mane entered the hallway. Immediately, Dr. Scrubs was assaulted by a hundred questions. “Hold on everypony!” Applejack hollered above all the noise. 
The area immediately turned to silent anticipation. Pinkie Pie vibrated violently, her shaking so great she slid across the floor and up the wall. “Thank you Miss Applejack,” Scrubs nodded in her direction. “Now I know you all want to know about Matthew’s condition.”
Just tell us already! Rainbow Dash screamed in her head, hiding her impatience behind a bored expression.
“I have good news and bad news.”
“What the bad news?” Pinkie Pie asked, appearing next to the worn doctor. Everypony looked at Pinkie Pie in exasperation. “What?” she asked indignantly, “I always like to hear the bad news before the good news.”
“Well,” the doctor hesitated to say, “Matthew’s dying.”
“WHAT!?” 
The room filled with the sound of ponies screaming. When their echoes finally died down, Dr. Scrubs said, “But we can save him. Please follow me.” Turning, Dr. Scrubs lead the group into the wing room. All of the ponies caught sight of the ailing stallion. Matthew lay perfectly still on the worn green mattress. Every heart fluttered at the sight of a breathing tube shoved down his throat, coated in crimson fluid. Slowly his chest moved. The heart monitor strapped to his leg beeped weakly in accordance to Matthew’s pulse.
“We’ve identified the spores running through Matthew’s veins,” Dr. Scrubs explained. “The spores are consuming him from the inside out. His lungs have received the worst damage, leaving him on a respirator.”
“How can you save him?” Luna interrupted.
“I’ll need some volunteers to perform a very volatile procedure,” Scrubs looked over the group with a wary eye. 
“What do you mean volatile?” Celestia asked.
“As of now, the spores are running through Matthew’s bloodstream. With the amount in his blood it’s a miracle he’s still alive. I’ve applied the antitoxin, but his condition is still deteriorating.  I cannot remove the toxin from his blood directly with magic.” Scrubs began to describe his plan, “I will have to connect several ponies to Matthew and physically filter the poison through their bodies. Each participant will receive a dose of antitoxin and help combat the spores. With more bodies, the poison can be spread out to manageable levels for Matthew to survive.”
Matthew’s head jerked, a coughing fit racking his frame.
“Are there… um… any side effects we should be aware off?” Fluttershy asked, going extremely pale.
“Yes,” Dr. Scrubs sighed. “The device I’ll have to connect you too will not only connect you by blood, but also by life force. Matthew is losing energy fast. Whatever that’s inside him that’s keeping him alive will eventually fail. He needs help to pull through this. Everypony participating will be linked both body and mind to Matthew.”
Every pony in the room shuffled their hooves in discomfort. Twilight asked, “How many do you need?”
“As many as I can get.”
Twilight’s eyes looked around at all her friends. Taking a deep breath, “I’ll do it.” Twilight shivered as she spoke. The idea of being stuck with needles really bothers her, but she owed Matthew that much.
“Ah’ll help to,” Applejack stepped forward. Twilight smiled at the farmer, glad she would stand with her.
“I’ll join to,” Rainbow Dash nodded before posing dramatically. “I can’t leave a sick pony hanging, now can I?”
Pinkie Pie waved her hooves in a frantic manner, “Oooh! Ooooh! Ooooh! I’ll help! I love helping!”
Fluttershy offered a weak replay. Her voice so soft, it was lost to the loud beeping of the heart monitor. Rarity placed an understanding hoof on Fluttershy’s shoulder, “I think Fluttershy and I agree. We’ll help in any way we can.”
Dr. Scrubs appeared relieved. His horn began to glow a deep green, summoning into the room six additional beds. “Please take a seat. I’ll be back in a moment.” Twilight and her friends took a seat on the hard mattresses. Rarity commented about her bed, calling it a ‘cavepony’s sleeping rock.’
Dr. Scrubs returned to the room, pushing a cart topped with a strange device. It appeared to be three bronze balls of varying sizes stacked one on top of the other. The largest ball sat on the bottom with the top being the smallest. From the top of the device two metal antennas projected into the air. A square slot with several knobs pushed out from the front of the device with several holes surrounding the base for tubing. The gentle doctor gave each pony a quick shot of antitoxin before attaching them to the device. 
Celestia and Luna watched with a mixture of fascination and disgust at Dr. Scrubs sliding a single line into each of the pony’s forelegs. The left leg’s tube would be used to introduce Matthew’s fluids into their bodies. The right leg will be used withdrew fluids into the machine and into Matthew. This machine was one of the latest breakthroughs from the medical field. It was originally designed as a dialysis machine, to assist filtering a pony’s blood of toxins. The one currently attached to Matthew and the Mane 6 is its steroid taking brother that makes a regular dialysis machine its bitch.
Once attached, the good doctor said, “I have to warn you to be careful. Each of you will be entering Matthew’s mind. There is no telling what you will see.”
“How bad can it be?” Rarity said. “He’s a stallion. They’re not known for being the deepest of thinkers.” The princesses chuckled while Scrubs rolled his eyes.
Before Scrubs could turn the knob, Celestia asked in a worried tone, “Is this safe?”
“I believe so.”
“Wait! You believe so?” Luna questioned. “What doest that mean?”
“I’ve never tried this procedure before,” Scrubs felt his cheeks become hot under the gaze of the princesses. With great hesitation, the doctor flipped the switch plunging the six mares into a world of darkness. 
Celestia and Luna watched the Elements of Harmony fall into a deep sleep. Each felt some form of fear in their heart. Luna feared the device malfunctioning. Celestia however feared where her faithful student and her friends were heading.
0 0 0
Twilight fell through swirling mists and lights. The patterns tantalized her with bizarre colors and figures. Flashes of white blinded her, colors mixing and changing. The intensity grew, leaving blinding white trails across each ponies’ vision. Blinded by swirling colors and lights, Twilight shut her eyes as tight as she could. The intensity of colors bled through her eyelids without mercy.
It’s like going though the Stargate, only as lame as you think.
Without warning, everything came to a stop. Each pony fell over their own hooves onto warm sand. Confusion was a reasonable reaction for them. Applejack was the first to recover. Lifting her head from the ground, slowly worker her jaw to make sure it still worked. The six mares found themselves surrounded by high steep walls of brown earth and rock. The air blistered her nose and lips. Through this ravine, a river once ran. The swirling sands followed the natural flow of water. The sand mimicked the river’s natural fluid motion, flowing across the ground.
“Well this is boring,” Rainbow Dash snorted after taking a look at their surroundings.
Sparse greenery ran along the edges. Twisting trees of rough bark, brown bushes of sharp spines and the occasional cactus broke the rocky formation. Looking up, Fluttershy felt fear strike her. The sky was completely black. “E-e-everypony, would you please look up.” Blank nothingness stared down at the gaping mares. No stars twinkled with life to offer them any solace.
“Where are we?” Rarity asked with absolute distain. The land was barren and the only color to break up this boring menagerie was the dreaded green. 
“We’re inside Matthew’s head,” Twilight said. If this is the inside of his head, then he’s more empty headed than I thought.
Pinkie Pie looked around with some interest, “This kinda reminds of my family’s farm. But it sure is hot!” Taking a large icee from her mane, Pinkie took a grateful swig of the cherry slurpy. 
“Pinkie Pie, where did you get that?”
“From my mane,” Pinkie Pie answered with a smile.
The rest of the pony just shook their heads and sighed. “How about we do something? This place is boring.”
With nothing else to do, Twilight lead the group deeper through the twisting and winding river. Time felt longer to her without a sun or any kind of celestial body to break up the monotonous surroundings of sand and rock. 
Finally when the group felt like giving up the narrow river widened into a wide ravine around fifty feet wide. Soft sand flowed like water towards the large flat boulder occupying the center of the dry river. Sitting atop the rock was a single pony of gold fur and red mane. This pony had no defining markings, no wings, no horn, no cutie mark, and sitting atop the rock with his eyes closed. One would say he was meditating on the deep mysteries of the universe. The oddest part of this scene was the blocky metal door behind him. Thick rivets held several metal sheets together. The only feature on the door was a single solid bar that acted as the handle.
“Rainbow Dash, wait!” snapped Applejack.
Rainbow Dash appeared in front of the mysterious before anyone could move. “Alright buddy, what’s going on?!” 
The Earth pony remained silent. He didn’t seem to have notice the rainbow colored mare.
Rainbow Dash growled. It was bad enough she had to be sucked inside Matthew’s stupid head and bored out of her mind. Now he was ignoring her. Not going to happen! “Alright buddy, time for the pain!” Rainbow Dash brought her hoof upside the pony’s head. 
“OW! What?” snapped the pony, his voice the same as Matthew’s. His brown eyes moving over the ponies assembled in front of him.
“Matthew?” 
The pony looked at her, his ears flicking to and fro. “Maybe? What’s it to you?”
“Well sugarcube, we are technically in Matthew’s head. So you should be Matthew,” Applejack pointed out.
The pony was quiet for a few seconds. “That makes sense. But I am merrily a shadow or an idea of Matthew, one face of three. I‘m surprise you’re the one who noticed. I thought Twilight was the smart one.”
“Are you calling me dumb?”
“No-no-no-no,” the pony smirked, “I’m just saying you won’t be advancing to the next round of Jeopardy.”
Rarity had to hold back her friend back with her magical aura. “I see your manners are still the same unconscious as you are conscious.”
“Oi, shove it up yours you stuck up Prima Dona!” 
“Stop it!” snapped Twilight. Turning towards the not-entirely-but-still-Matthew pony, she asked, “Will you tell us what is this place and why are you here?”
“I was napping peacefully,” Earth pony Matthew said, “until the walking Pride parade over there decided to ruin it. As to where you are, you are in outer reaches of Matthew’s brain.” The pony stopped, his eyes focusing on Twilight with some intrigue.
“That doesn’t answer the rest of my question. Why are you here?”
“I’m the gatekeeper, are you the keymaster?”
“No.”
“Then piss off,” Earth Pony Matthew said, closing his eyes with the intent of going back to his nap.
“Hey!” Applejack yelled. Rarity didn’t even attempt to stop her from slamming her head into Matthew’s. Instead of Matthew being hurt, Applejack fell back with a splitting pain in her skull. 
Twilight turned to Applejack, a purple bruise beginning to show through her orange fur. Matthew raised a single eyelid, “Are you alright?”
Rainbow Dash readied to launch herself at Matthew, but another pony had beaten her to it. Fluttershy cheeks burned red, “Listen here buster!” Jabbing him in the chest, Fluttershy hissed scathingly, “What makes you think you can be so rude and disrespectful to my friends? Not you or any other pony has that right!” 
Earth Pony Matthew watched Fluttershy’s tirade with some amusement. Let’s just say he was impressed at the shy pony’s words. “Sweetheart,” Matthew began, “I’ve stuck here for who know how long with absolutely nothing to do and nothing to watch or listen to but this god awful silence. I’ll be a grumpy as I want to be.”
“Does this place hold any significance to you than?” Pinkie Pie interrupted, pushing Fluttershy out of the way. Matthew’s expression remained stoic. “Since we’re in your head, this place must hold some value to you. Spill it mister! What does this place mean to you?”
Matthew looked at her, deciding if he should answer her or not. Twilight stood to the side, interested in Pinkie Pie’s statement. Since he had nothing better to do, Matthew said, “Somewhat important.” 
The sound of high pitched laughter sliced through the silent air. All eyes turned to the mouth of the wide riverbed. Only Matthew knew what they were. Short beings ran into the sandy area on two legs. Twilight counted five in total. The five creatures had indefinable features, merely whips of smokes before the ponies’ eyes. “This was an empty field behind my friend’s house,” Matthew’s voice was hallowed. “We would use this place as a little hideout. We played so many games here.”
“What’re their names?” Pinkie Pie asked.
“It doesn’t matter,” Matthew’s hooves curled in anger. “These are just memories, nothing more.”
“What about that door behind you?” Rarity asked. “I’m sure there are some other reaches of Matthew’s mind we can explore. Something with a little bit more scenery, I think.” Matthew remained silent. He showed no signs of even attempting to move or give them passage.
“You won’t allow us through,” Pinkie Pie said. 
“You got that right.”
“Why not?” Twilight asked.
“Down that door leads to the prison of my mind,” Matthew said with some amount of anger. “Down that path leads to darkness as deep as hell. Only the foolish would dare enter into the sanctity of my soul. Only the worst would wish to invade the only safe heaven I have ever had. To go through, is to invade the only privacy I have left in life.”
“Hey Everpony! The gate’s wide open!” Pinkie Pie called. 
It was only a second. In that second all of the ponies decided delve headfirst into the deeper parts of Matthew’s brain. In a mad rush to the door, Twilight entered last and closely behind Fluttershy. Turning around, Twilight caught the surprise look on Matthew’s muzzle before the gate slammed shut with a resounding bang.
Matthew continued to stare at the gate, “How in the holiest-of-holy-hell did she open that gate?” With a sigh, Matthew turned away from gate with a worried face. “You know what? Never mind! I don’t care anymore!” The earth pony closed his eyes and returned to his silence. Matthew whispered to himself, “Good luck girls.”
Silence fell on the single pony, until he just realized.
“OH NO! I’M ALL ALONE!”
0 0 0
Twilight felt so cold here. The path before them appeared to be carved out of a steep granite cliff. The only sight Twilight could see were her friends walking in single file line ahead of her. Each step echoed harshly in the silence. This is just too weird, Twilight thought. She expected Matthew’s head to be filled with something more than just empty space and darkness. Why does he have such a thick skull to begin with? It’s not like there’s anything important to protect here. 
Somewhere in the dark recesses bellow, a muzzle’s lips lifted into a sinister smile. The smile revealed a row of sharp teeth not belonging inside any herbivore’s mouth.
Slowly, the mares made their way further down the worn path. Twilight wished she could comfort Fluttershy. The Pegasus’s trembling grew stronger as they moved forward. The darkness and silence was getting to them. The cold ground under their hooves stole the warmth from their bodies without mercy. The air was harsh on their lungs, cold air chilling them to the core. The path however was only wide enough for a single pony to pass, preventing Twilight from moving to Fluttershy’s side. “It’s alright Fluttershy, I’m right behind you.”
Fluttershy offered Twilight a quick smile of gratitude. 
“Golly!” Applejack whistled, “I say this boy’s head is emptier than Winona’s at dinner time.” 
Rarity enjoyed a quick giggle, “If it where any emptier, one could fit the entirety of Rainbow Dash’s ego inside.”
“Hey! I don’t have an ego!”
“Sure you don’t darling.”
In a huff, Rainbow Dash prepared to take off. “While you slowpokes take your time, I’m gonna fly ahead to check everything out.” Rainbow Dash jumped into the air before diving into the abyss.
-Five seconds later-
“Ow!”
“Rainbow Dash!” The fire mares screamed. In a panic, they rushed down the worn path. Hooves slipped on the slick rock. 
Applejack led the charge, the path curving sharply to the right and into a wide flat surface. We couldn’t have been more than a few feet away from it. Rainbow Dash rubbed her head with a hoof. A purple bruise formed atop her cyan head against the color of her natural coat. Pinkie Pie gently laid a hoof on Rainbow Dash, “Are you alright Dashie?”
“W-what?” Applejack trailed off. Before her a field of grass spread in every direction. But it looked wrong. The green color appeared worn and discolored. Everything around her was faded. It felt unnatural under her hoof, stocks hard against her hoof, like walking on thin pieces of glass.
Fluttershy moved to Rainbow Dash with a worried look. Twilight moved next to Applejack, both of their eyes scanning the plants under the dark sky. “What do you suppose this is?” Applejack asked.
Twilight shook her head. Moving further into the field, Twilight saw three figures. One stood taller than a pony on two legs. Appearing female, her slender figure wore a faded pair of jeans and a grey shirt. She had brown shoulder length with slight curling at the ends. The creature’s arms where held by two shorter beings similar to it. One had long dark black hair, wearing a faded shirt of pink with the depiction of a very happy kitty on the front saying hello. The second one wore her brown hair in pig tails. Her purple shirt was a drastic contrast to her sister’s bright pink. Twilight moved closer, slowly walking around to see the faces of these unknown creatures. “W-what?”
Applejack rushed to Twilight, keeping her distance from the three creatures. Something about this place sent the farmpony’s fur standing on end. Applejack saw Twilight’s shocked expression. Turning towards the tall creature’s face, Applejack’s expression changed from worry to paled shock. The creature’s face was completely covered in a thick veil of darkness. No eyes, nose, or mouth could be seen. “Twi, what’s going on?”
“I don’t know,” Twilight said. 
With a hesitant hoof, Twilight reached for one of the smaller figures. To get some kind of idea what was going on. The instant her hoof made contact, Twilight was thrown into a different world. The purple alicorn stood in the center of a large street made of some black tar. Tall building reached high above her head. Are these humans? Twilight thought in awe looking at the hairless apes rampaging through the streets. Each and every face held within it an unbiased and uncontrolled fear. Twilight looked to the sky. In that moment, she felt sick. The sky was filled with red. From the heavens, winged beasts flew into the streets. Reptilian in appearance, these monsters stood a head taller than their prey. Scales reflected the bloody light, horns of twisted bone giving them a more terrifying appearance with long winding tails covered in sharp spikes.
Twilight’s gaze followed the abominations. The beasts tore through flesh and blood, spraying the ground with gore from their crooked claws. Several demons blew apart buildings as they passed. Sending debris onto the unsuspecting people below, crushing them under the heavy construction material. Twilight ran her eyes this destruction, until her sight focused on a single boy. He was barely ten with short brown hair, jeans and dirt covered white shirt. His brown eyes were solely focused on a large pile of twisted metal and glass. From it, Twilight could see the pale thin arms of two children.
With a jolt Twilight jerked away from the contact. She didn’t know what to feel to such gore. Equestia had not experience this level of conflict in one thousand years. She could still see the look on that little boy’s face. The shock and horror etched into such a young child. It was heart wrenching. 
“Twilight? Is everything alright?” Applejack moved next to her friend. Twilight nodded, trying to push away that vision and make sense of what was happening.
“I don’t know what this is Applejack,” Twilight said. “I touch her and suddenly I saw something. I don’t know what happened.”
“You saw my memory of their deaths.” All of the ponies heard it. A faint whisper slid through the air, soft and gruff to their equine ears. Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie and Rarity joined the pair. Twilight jumped, feeling something brush against her side. When she turned to look, she found nothing. 
“Who’s there? Come on out and face us like a real pony,” Rainbow Dash challenged to the open air. When the voice didn’t answer, Rainbow Dash scoffed, “That’s what I thought. You got nothing on us. OW!” Rainbow Dash rubbed her head, “What was that for Applejack?”
“Now Dashie,” Applejack’s nerves were beginning to fry. This place felt so wrong to her. “Don’t go making whatever is wrong in this head mad at ya! We don’t know what’s going on and ah certainly do not want to press our luck.”
“Good point,” said the mysterious voice, sending a cold shiver down their spines. The voice was something else. It spoke to them through a strange and static filter. The deep voice pierced their eardrum with an eerie echoed, sharp and painful.
“Why don’t you come on out? What are you? Scared?” Rainbow Dash yelled, completely ignoring Applejack.
“Instead of focusing on me, how about you take a look at everyone around you?”
“Who?” Rainbow Dash asked, until her eyes suddenly light up with fright. More figures began to materialize out of thin air. Men, women and children filled the quite field. Farther than any of the ponies’ could see. Each and every one of their faces was covered in a vile of darkness.
“T-t-twilight,” Fluttershy squeaked, “what are they?” These things, whatever they were frightened her. Each faded body stole the warmth from the air to make the situation all the more surreal. 
“I think their dead,” Twilight said. “Careful not to touch them or else you’ll see how they died.”
“Ooooooh!”
Twilight’s head snapped towards Pinkie’s voice. Pinkie Pie reached out with an inquisitive hoof towards a small child with bright blond hair. The moment her hoof made contact, Pinkie understood the depth of her mistake. Instead of the wide grassy field, Pinkie found herself inside a sterile white environment. An emergency room filled to the brim with the injured and dying. Their calls filled the air. The hospital was understaffed. Nurses and doctors desperately tried to help the burnt and bloody men and women pouring in.
From the side, Pinkie Pie instantly noticed Matthew, age sixteen. His short brown hair and pale skin shone against the torn black shirt and jeans he wore. What tipped Pinkie off was the dark brown eyes and left arm visible from his torn sleeve. Those curling symbols burned into the human’s skin where the same as the pony she knew him as. In his arms, he carried the small blond haired child. The child was screaming, writhing in Matthew’s arms. The blond haired boy cries joined the masses. Matthew shouted, “Doctor!”
Pinkie Pie’s ears drooped. All the pain and suffering in the air. Matthew’s face may be younger, but his eyes were filled with panicked fear.
Laying the boy on an empty gurney, Matthew had to hold the boy’s arms against the plastic mattress to prevent any further injury. An unnamed physician rushed to the bedside, “What happened?” The doctor’s voice chocked when he got a better look at the small boy’s condition. Black veins pulsed against the young boy’s skin, almost tearing itself out of his body. Something unnatural was trying to make its way out of his body.
“Restraints!” 
Several nurses complied with the doctor’s shout, binding the boy’s arms and legs to the bed. The child’s cries increased tenfold. The dark masses pushed further through his veins. The doctor’s expressions revealed his loss at the situation. He had never been in this kind of situation. The doctor turned to Matthew, “Talk to him!”
“What?”
“I can’t save him! He’s been poisoned. Talk to him. Help him! Do something!” 
Matthew looked to the kid, putting a hand on his shoulder. “What’s your name?”
“T-t-t-ommy,” the boy forced through the pain. Tears ran down the sides of his cheeks. 
“Alright Tommy, I need you to listen,” Matthew tried to make his voice comforting. Sweat beaded his forehead. “I know it hurts, but you have to push through it. Can you do that for me?”
“N-n-no.”
“I know you can do it Tommy. Fight it! Don’t let the darkness take you so easily!” Matthew called to Tommy. Tommy skin began to tear apart, dark poison spilling from his veins. 
The Emergency room occupants screamed in horror. From Tommy’s chest a curled fist of dark nothingness burst out. Blood and gore rained on Matthew’s head. Pinkie Pie’s voice joined the screaming choir. In the chaos, Pinkie Pie could only see Matthew’s eyes. From shock and horror, the young warrior’s eyes changed. They became hard. His brown eyes conveyed sadness only his kind would feel, the feeling of darkness snuffing a good soul. 
Only those with these senses could feel the final cry of an innocent soul as it falls into nothingness. Its cry was of fear and a pain no one could understand. It was the fear of dying alone, surrounded by an all consuming evil.
With a heavy heart Matthew moved in front of Tommy’s bed. Raising his right hand, Matthew watched the dark limb clawing its way from the now useless flesh. Pinkie Pie could only cry, seeing the pain written on such a young child’s face. With a heavy heart, Matthew did the unthinkable. 
In a second, Tommy was no more and so was the thing born from his body.
Rainbow Dash caught Pinkie Pie with her forelegs. Pinkie Pie couldn’t help, her body becoming limp. Her face was wet, silent tears staining her cheeks. Pinkie Pie just sat there. Her friends were here. Everything should be fine now. But what was this feeling of dread in her heart. What did Matthew do? What was he forced to do?
“I’m guessing you saw something you didn’t like.”
All six mares turned to the source of the voice. Instead of finding nothing, a single pony sat patiently on the grass. He coat was a pale white, the same as his spiked mane. Unlike Celestia’s color, this was warped. His coat appeared to be a bone white, unlike the pure white of the Sun Goddess. His fur was unclean and wrong to their eyes. Sharp teeth stuck out from under the stallion’s lips. His expression was that of grim amusement. What horrified the Twilight and her friends most were his eyes. His dark brown eyes surrounded by a pool of blood. 
This version of Matthew had no wings and no cutie mark, but he had horns. From that white forehead, two dark horns sprouted. The offending appendages pushed towards the back of his head before twisting around to face the front. Their sharp points sat parallel to his muzzle.
“You wanted to know what this place is?” The ponies shivered under his gaze. Each world caused the ponies’ severe discomfort. “You could call this place an inferior heaven.” Twilight tried to find her voice, but this Matthew’s presence stopped the sound inside her throat. She could not force the words out, his eyes held all of them under a spell. “Here I can see all of the faces of those I have failed and all those who have died before me. Here they are just empty vessels in an eternal bliss. Here, they don’t have to fight anymore or die again. I can see them without constantly seeing the dread or agony plaguing them in their final moments. In this false paradise, I don’t have to see the pain.”
“What are you?” Fluttershy’s voice broke through Matthew’s ramblings.
“Why don’t you find out?”
With a rustling of grass, Matthew disappeared. Behind him stood a second door, one of white marble marked with no distinguishing features.
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Everypony remained silent. All of their eyes where focused on the single door standing ominous above their heads. “What was that?” Rarity asked in a hush voice. 
“I don’t know,” Applejack cleared her throat. 
Twilight tried to move, but a very clingy Fluttershy stopped her movements, “Fluttershy?” Fluttershy turned to look at Twilight with wide fearful eyes, murmuring her acknowledgement. “Would you mind loosening up a bit?” 
Fluttershy slowly complied, pealing her forelegs from Twilight’s frame. 
With care, Twilight approached the marble door, making sure not to touch any of the phantoms. The door in front of her loomed over her head. A monolith of white marble laced with black and gray mineral deposits to upset the pure white rock. Unlike the first gate, the split door was cold.
Twilight gently prodded the gate. It was solid, feeling almost like ice. Twilight turned back to her friends. She felt torn. Something wanted to delve further, to unlock the secrets within. But that pony. No words could describe what she felt. It was unnatural and wrong. 
“What do you want to do now?”
“We could always go back,” Fluttershy offered. “That Matthew seemed like he was lonely. We could spend some time with him.”
“Ah think that would be a good idea,” Applejack jumped for the opportunity to leave this place. 
Each pony moved through the field of memories with great caution. No pony wanted to touch these cold, soulless entities. There was one problem to their plan. Where was the exit? The six mares circled the edges of the plain. Twilight turned to her friends, seeing the shock in their eyes. The path had disappeared from sight. 
Rainbow stood next to Fluttershy. The yellow Pegasus quivered in fear. The cold and desolation was getting to her. The spectral entities plagued their minds. Each one was a story of loss. Each one was a story of pain. Pinkie Pie wasn’t doing better. She had stopped crying, but her mane was less bouncy than normal. Applejack and Rarity stood close to Pinkie. 
“What do we do now?” Applejack felt her throat clench. 
Twilight’s violet eyes turned to the monolith standing in the center of the field. She felt torn between their two choices: to stay here or move farther inside Matthew’s mind. At least here, they could stay away from Matthew’s memories. Twilight wouldn’t have to see any more of Matthew’s violent past. But something inside her was shaken. She wanted to know what was deeper. To better understand the pony Matthew was.
“We have two choices. We can either stay here or go through that door.”
Every pony stood still, fidgeting in the cold air. No one wanted to, but the alternative was to stay in this cold lifeless limbo. Slowly, Fluttershy said, “I think we should go.”
“Fluttershy,” Rainbow Dash said, “Are you sure?”
“I don’t like it here. It’s so cold and silent here. I don’t want to stay another moment with these things,” Fluttershy motioned towards the apparitions.
“But we could be going into something much worse than this,” Rarity said. Even with her pure white coat, her skin paled to an almost luminescence in the still environment. 
“Maybe, but we won’t know until we go.”
Fluttershy decided to take the lead, heading towards the tall marble door. Rainbow Dash followed close behind. She didn’t want Fluttershy to get into anything over her head. The rest followed silently. With a shaking hoof, Fluttershy gently pushed open the double doors. The marble slid open with barely a sound. Fluttershy peered down at a set of winding stairs made of dull grey metal grating. The scared Pegasus took a very slow, tentative step. She flinched when her hoof made contact. The metal groaned under her weight. The sound reverberated through the silent field like a hungry beast lying in wait for them to enter.
Raibow Dash gave Fluttershy a quick pat on the back for confidence before she made her trek down the metal steps. 
The ponies moved carefully down this flight of stairs. The metal swayed slightly, its loud voice slowly being drowned out by a low rumbling. The further the ponies delved deeper, the louder the rumbling grew. When they reached the ground, the mares where assaulted by a howling typhoon of wind
Fluttershy stepped out onto the hard black asphalt, having to squint through her flailing mane. Ahead of her, a square structure of worn grey concrete sat in the center of a swirling storm. Grey and black clouds swirled above the building’s roof. Flashes of bright light broke through the gloomy sky. Fluttershy looked back at her friends, yelling to them. 
Rainbow Dash yelled something in return. All their words where lost in the constant screaming of the wind. Applejack held a hoof to her hat. Her green eyes watered from the wind’s intensity. Pinkie Pie held a hoof to her mane, the cotton candy hair flying in every direction. Rarity’s anger grew. This stallions mind was destroying her luxurious mane. He would have to pay dearly for this insult.
The six drew closer together to brace themselves against the raging storm before trudging towards the tall concrete structure. The strong winds and flashing of light would never cease. The dark rolling clouds moved fluidly through the air, in constant motion. There would be no break. No eye of the story to find sanctuary here. 
Applejack and Rainbow Dash pulled open the heavy metal door standing twenty feet tall. The old wheels released a high pitch . The rest of the group was ushered quickly through before the door was slammed shut. “That was different,” Rainbow Dash commented. 
Inside the structure was bare and grey. The metal walls and support structures faded and showing signs of rust. Sitting in the center of the room was the bone Dark Matthew. His face held no expression. “I never liked this circle.”
“Then why did you bring us here?” Rarity snapped in annoyance, trying desperately to tame her mane.
“The only way to advance is to go through each level. One by one.”
“What does that mean, level?” Twilight asked, she approached Dark Matthew with her ears pulled back. She could feel some dark essence pouring from Dark Matthew.
“Where ‘mid gust, the whirlwind, and the flaw
Of rain and hail-stones, life will continue to tell
Their sorrows on pale lips. I saw it
Upon the blood soaked earth, life’s pain.”
The ponies couldn’t make heads or tails of this. “What does that mean?” Fluttershy asked.
Dark Matthew raised a single hoof, motioning towards the area around him, “All of this started here.”
The area dimmed, in the center of the room each mare could see the horror stricken face of a small child. He looked upon the crushed body of his sisters. Matthew had only left for a minute to use the restroom before all hell broke loose. A high pitched screamed woke the young boy out of his stupor. His mother, thin and standing at 5’4” ran to her daughters. Tears fell from her eyes. She ran towards the large rock. She would never make it. A tall winged, scaly beast slammed her into the ground, pining her with its talons. Before Matthew could even move another beasts landed next to the boy. Its lips pulled back into a twisted smile, revealing a row of jagged sharp teeth.
He grabbed the boy by the arms, lowering its head. It could smell the fear from the child. A soul of pure light. Something so sweet made the monster’s mouth fill with saliva. With great relish, the demon sank its teeth into Matthew’s soft neck. The blood was so sweet. Matthew screamed in agony. A burning fire drove through Matthew’s blood. The pain was too great to bear. His very body and soul became consumed by the raging inferno inside him. Matthew’s body could only shut down, leaving him limp in the demon’s claws. The demon tossed him aside like a ragdoll and leaving Matthew to convulse on the destroyed pavement.
The scene faded, the area growing into a bright white. The light was warm, comforting. Until the seeds of darkness were planted. A single drop of nothingness plagued this peaceful space. Soon it sprouted roots. Twisting black vines coiled through the light, consuming it. With each passing second the darkness covered more of the light until it consumed everything. 
Only the smallest of candle flames remained. A single source of light flickered in the dark.
It was all the light that could survive. Too weak and insignificant to conquer the darkness consuming his soul, this last ounce of Matthew’s soul could exist. The leaching darkness could not smother it. The light may not be able to move against the darkness holding onto Matthew’s being, but it could exist. Its lone existence would show there is some life in him. Matthew was still alive. Matthew still existed.
The vision cleared. All eyes turned to Dark Matthew’s bone white face. Matthew remained silent, only watching the six faces in front of him. “What just happened?” Rainbow Dash asked. She felt the confidence leave her. 
“You have just witnessed my ‘birth,’ for lack of a better word,” the ashen white lips lifted in slight amusement. “I was the darkness trying to consume Matthew’s soul.”  Dark Matthew released a high pitched, cold laugh. The ponies shivered at the harsh echoing from all sides. “Yet I could not. Matthew refused to die. That little sh** would not give in so easily. Even if he couldn’t win, Matthew still wanted to exist.” 
The area was plunged into a dark grey ground of twilight. Standing in rows of five, stood over fifty children of varying ages. The youngest appeared to the age of eight, while the oldest was around fourteen. Each one wore strained expressions, their skin pale under the dreary light. Matthew stood towards the center. He was short compared to the boy next to him, dark skin with short black curling hair. To him, Matthew looked like a wreck in the loose fitting blue shirt and slacks loaned to him. His pale skin made him look almost transparent. Dark bags shone under his eyes. Barely visible from the end of his short sleeved shirt, Twilight could see the black markings of a circle and pentagram. This was Matthew’s first mark, or to the common tongues the Mark of the Damned.
Matthew’s reformation was not easy. Being bed ridden for two weeks wasn’t the worse part. Matthew’s body went through constant, uncontrolled pain. The doctor’s where forced to place the ten year old into a chemically induced coma. But this did not stop the pain. It only numbed the body’s pain. The soul’s pain was an entirely different matter.
A sharp voice broke the silence. A stern female voice, “Alright listen up the snot-nose bastards!” Two adults stood in front of the makeshift assembly line. The female was thin, slender with straight hair and blond highlights in contrast to her natural brown. She wore a sharp camouflage uniform with tan boots to match. Her glasses reflected the worn faces in front of her. “I am Captain Lara Moore and to my right is the commander of this military base, Lucas Hunterman. You are here because you have been marked. We do not know as to why you have survived, but right now that doesn’t matter. What matters is that each and every one of you shows signs of unusual abilities. Some have great strength, other speed and so on. Here, you will be kept under our supervision. I will train you sorry excuses for children into soldiers.” With a deep breath, Lara continued, “As we speak, every military in the world is working towards pushing back the threat. The U.S. has been able to keep several areas free of infection. But we have already lost the West coast. Parts of the Mid-west and the East coast are under constant strain of enemy attack.”
“You are here because you are a potential threat to our national security. From the creatures we’ve managed to capture, we have acquired some interesting information. They are demons, pure and simple people. And since it was these beings that infected you, you are now considered connected to them. Therefore each and every one of you are a liability. You have no rights until myself or the Commander find you either a threat that needs to be eliminated or an asset to aid our fight,” the captain said. “Inside this compound you will be tested to the greatest degree. We will break you and we will re-forge you into something that resembles fighters.”
Twilight blinked several times, her eyes brought back to the grey warehouse. Dark Matthew eyes were somewhat lively at Lara, “She got better later on.”
The small group was assaulted by images, memories of constant strain and suffering. Children forced to work under the constant gaze of disgust. There was no time for rest. No time to find peace under the hard boot grounding them further into the concrete. 
Whether on the training field of rough dirt or on their hands and knees working to clean the facilities for their betters, Matthew was kept in a constant state of motion alongside his peers. They had no choice. Here, in this world, they where merely bodies to be used by the army and nothing more.
The training was vigorous, leaving Matthew exhausted by day’s end. They trained them to fight. Even pit child against child. If there was any sign of disobedience, severe punishment was used.  Some used their fists, loud yelling or depriving them of sleep. Others were creative, starving their charges under the sweltering heat or frozen nights.
There where no parents, no relatives and no mercy for them. They were to become fighters. 
The ponies watched these children forced to fight, to bleed for another’s will. 
Fluttershy covered her eyes, witnessing Matthew limp away from the training grounds composed of a shallow sand pit. His partner, a taller and much stronger dark skinned boy shook his head in disappointment. 
Even though they were considered roommates, there accommodations where cramped to say the least. Matthew being one of four boys shoved into a cold barren room that could barely contain two metal bunk beds. 
Under constant watch, there was no privacy for anyone in this base. 
“Why?” asked Fluttershy. Each pony became disgusted at the brutality. The scene in front of their eyes of Matthew being thrown against the wall after having failed to scrub the plush white carpet of Lara’s office. Blood poured out of his nose, blotting the clean floor.
“Hmmm, I almost forgot how much of a bitch Lara can be,” Dark Matthew scratched his chin absentmindedly, “To answer your question, these harsh methods where to make us more obedient.”
“T-t-that’s horrible!”
Dark Matthew shrugged, “Oh you have no idea.” Dark Matthew looked to the scene seeing his younger self thrown twenty feet through the air. Man that guy’s a jerk. 
Matthew picked himself from the rough sand, spitting out a mouthful of blood. “Getting tired already?” his sparring partner called to him. 
“Not yet Derek,” Matthew answer, rubbing his stinging cheek. 
Rarity’s horror filled expression became mimicked by the rest of her group. Her white hoof held up to her mouth. Matthew’s face was bruised severely, his left eye barely able to open. This was the consequences he had to face, for being weak. On a physical level, few could match Derek strength and survive. Matthew was one of three and he drew the short stick when he got pared with Derek. 
Matthew’s life had lost much of its meaning. To be constantly pushed into the earth, to be looked down upon, to be spat upon by others day in and day out. He was nothing to them and would always be nothing. To feel less than dirt was a sad, lonely existence. To fall into silence and never be allowed to live. How long could he last in this despair? Weeks? Months?
One day Matthew would snap.
Young Matthew removed himself from the dirt, looking to Derek with hate in his eyes. The darker skin boy watched Matthew with a smirk. He too looked down on Matthew. Derek’s expression faltered slightly. There was something more in Matthew’s eye, a hunger. Who where they to judge him? The soldier that protected the base beat him without remorse. Fellow hybrids would often turn against each other to gain favors from up top, isolating them from each other. When you can’t trust the man next to you, who can you trust?
Derek’s eyes widened, Matthew’s left arm started smoking. The skin began to burn, dark lines beginning to form. They saw him as nonhuman, when he never had a choice. Matthew did not choice this nor did any of the other children forcibly detained here. Matthew may have once been human, but this would be his first lesson in power.
Matthew was no longer human and will never be. That is what these humans feared.
Derek readied his hands. A bead of sweat sliding down the side of his face as Matthew slowly approached him. All other combatants stopped what they were doing, the smell of burning flesh filling the air. They turned to Matthew, the dark marks spreading down his left arm.
“To gain something, something of equal value must be given-“
Derek didn’t know what was happening, but he knew he had to act. With a powerful right hook, Derek thought he would incapacitate Matthew with one blow. To his horror, Matthew barely moved from the hit. Derek’s fist colliding with Matthew cheek and Matthew still stood. As if Derek’s punch was nothing more than a breeze on the wind. 
“To ascend to a higher power, we had to sacrifice a piece of ourselves-“
Matthew’s right fist darkened. All this time his brown eyes, full of hate and spite, were fixed on Derek. With a single motion, Matthew’s fist made contact with Derek’s cheek. In an explosion of dark energy, Derek flew through the air before coming to rest twenty feet away in a heep.
“To gain the first taste of our power, I had to strip myself of the illusion that I could continue to be human.”
Lara could not believe her eyes. Lara could not keep her eyes off of Matthew. The young boy turned his gaze to her and she could feel all the anger and rage. 
The memory ended. “What was that all about?” Applejack asked, turned to look to Dark Matthew. The stallion was nowhere to be found. In his place was another descending stair case of light brown wooden steps.
Applejack turned to Twilight. Twilight looked to her friends. Each of them only offered her worried looks. “What should we do Twilight?” Pinkie Pie asked, her pink hooves trembling slightly. There were no smiles in these memories, no laughs to shine through.
Twilight turned to the staircase, “I think we should go further.”
“Why?”
Twilight turned to Applejack, trying to think of an answer. The answer however came from Fluttershy, “I think we need to look further.”
“But why?” Applejack stressed again. “We don’t need to push further! Matthew may have a messed up past, but he hasn’t done anything bad to us or anypony. Why do we need to pry further into his life?”
“Because we have no idea who or what he truly is. Matthew could very well be playing us or his allegiance could be to something detrimental to Equistria’s security. His story is legit so far, but that does not mean all of it is true. Matthew has power and he may be a threat to us. It is our responsibility as the Elements of Harmony to ensure the safety of Equestria.” Twilight felt the weight of her words bare down on her shoulders. My role as a princess means I have to protect more than just my friends and family. The needs of the many outweigh Matthew’s right to privacy.
0 0 0
Luna strolled through the bustling corridors of Canterlot Castle, her mind wondering. After meeting with several of the city contractors, the estimate of the damage was rising along with her headache. Buildings had to be repaired and compensations for the property damage have yet to be fully totaled. And let us not forget the giant hole in the throne room boring through the pantry, dungeon, basement, sub-basement and the sub-sub-basement. We didn’t even know we had one of those. Luna’s eyes wandered over one of her sister’s guards, his gold armor sparkling in the light. 
Luna moved towards her sister’s location in the hospital wing. The Princess of the Sun had been very quiet for the past hour. After giving her orders, Celestia had chosen to go to the hospital wing and check on Twilight.
Pushing the heavy door open, Luna was caught off guard by the sight of her sister’s horn over Matthew. Waves of gold radiance spilled over Matthew. Celestia’s eyes were focused on Matthew, not paying attention to the approaching Luna. “Tia, for what reason art though in here?”
Celestia turned to Luna, a troubled look in her eye. “Hello Luna. Is something the matter?”
“Why thoust is not with our citizens? Instead, thee have taken to scanning Matthew. Why?”
Celestia took a deep breath, “I wanted to test a theory I had.”
“And that would be?”
“I don’t think Matthew is a true alicorn.”
Luna’s eyes stayed on her sister for several seconds, her jaw working to try and think of a response. “Thee have lost me, dear sister.”
“Lulu, remember what mom and dad said about alicorns?” Celestia asked, giggling at Luna’s confused expression. “Alicorns are a representation of order. Our lives are long because we draw upon the natural forces around us. This is why we have the strongest magic out of any of the races.”
“But what doest this have to do with Matthew?”
“When Matthew first attempted magic, it felt wrong,” Celestia turned to Matthew’s horn. (No! Not THAT horn! Get your minds out of the gutter!) “Matthew’s connection with magic is a fluke. Even if he were to try and discipline himself in the arts, he would not be stronger than an average unicorn.”
“Why is that?”
“I wanted to know too,” Celestia said, turning to Luna. “While scanning him, I realized a disturbing truth.”
“Please stop with the suspense and tell me.”
“Scan him yourself, it would be much easier for you to feel it,” Celestia stepped aside for Luna to approach Matthew’s sleep form. 
Luna’s horn glowed with a deep blue aura before sending waves of azure light over Matthew. What she felt was so strange. Matthew’s form was radiating. Luna felt herself become overwhelmed with the feeling of power wash over her mind. It felt like she was being suffocated under an ocean wave. Matthew’s body poured out energy, reacting to the magic in this world.
This was the difference between Matthew’s power and magic. Matthew would never hold a candle to a large portion of the pony population. Power was metaphysical, created by Matthew virtue, thoughts and being in his true mind. Magic was its opposite, a readily available energy in the very fabric of Equestria. 
“I don’t understand,” Luna whispered, halting the spell. 
“It seems that Matthew is a false alicorn,” Celestia said, trying to study everything she could about him. “I theorize that while obtaining these marks on his body, Matthew’s physical body had to adapt due to the strain of his own power. While traveling between worlds, Matthew’s level of endurance required a body that had similar physical abilities. An alicorn would be one of few that could meet these criteria.”
“That’s why he is like this,” Luna muttered. “Do you believe he will remain like this? If his power is reacting with magic, will he loose his horn and change?”
Celestia hummed to herself, “I believe so. One way or another, Matthew’s magic is limited and will leave him.”
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Twilight moved cautiously down the worn wooden steps. Applejack marched closely behind her followed by the rest of their friends. The girls’ hooves echoed loudly on the wooden surface. Unlike the previous circles, the air became warmer. The isolation and the cold were disappearing as they continued to move further away from the last circle. Twilight threw Applejack a confused look. Both mares were unsure of what was causing this change of climate, but this warm feeling put the entire group on edge.
Through darkness they traveled until the six ponies broke through the gloomy night into blinding white light.
Blinking rapidly, Twilight was blinded for several seconds. When her sight returned, Twilight was treated with a very unusual sight. Spread before her was an unassuming cafeteria. Several long tables with foldout stools lined the center of a long room. The floor was composed of a cheap white tile and the walls of faded tan. On the far side of the room, a long food assembly line was embedded in the wall, separating the kitchen from the dining area.
But that’s not what disturbed Twilight. What worried her was the naturalness of this scene. There was nothing out of the ordinary with this room. No glimmering phantoms of great pain. No cold air stealing the heat from their bodies. The only positive was no Dark Matthew to spread his dark influence on them. This was just an ordinary cafeteria. 
Ok, maybe not so ordinary, Twilight thought, scanning the room. Twilight’s violet eyes caught sight of a single pony. 
Sitting silently at one of the tables at the far end, was a small colt. Barely older than Applebloom, the colt’s fur was a dark charcoal grey and a spiked mane of white. He had no cutie mark, but the tiny wings on his back proclaimed him a Pegasus. 
Rainbow Dash muttered, “How many costumes does this guy need?”
The small child didn’t even notice the six mares. All he did was sip loudly on his juice carton. The loud slurping filled the room and further annoying the Mane Six. The colt looked at the juice dispenser in annoyance, shaking it a few times to make sure all the apple juice was gone. 
With tentative steps, Twilight and company approached the new version of Matthew. Matthew decided he was tired of the carton and simply tossed it over his shoulder without a care. 
Rarity spoke up, “That is not an acceptable behavior for a pony your age.” 
Pegasus Matthew turned to look at the group. His brown eyes were shocking. They weren’t filled with the same mirth or sarcasm his other versions had. They spoke of loneliness. Fluttershy felt her heart ache. That was the failure of ponies. Pony children had eyes that took up way too much of their face. It’s like their eyes could see through time and space right into your very soul.
Younger Matthew raised a single eyebrow, “Why?”
“Why what?” Rarity asked, confused by the question.
“This is my mind, so it’s not like I’m littering or anything,” young Matthew responded. “Beside the box disappeared after I threw it.”
All eye looked away from the colt, to where the apple juice container should have landed. To their surprise, there was no cardboard carton lying on the floor. Pegasus Matthew patiently waited for all six pairs of eyes to return to him. “Why are you here?”
“You were poisoned and all of us are attached to you to help filter it from your body,” Twilight answered.
“No, you misunderstand the question,” young Matthew stated. “I asked why you were here. You would have had to get through the Gatekeeper and travel through two circles to get here. What I’m asking is why did you break into my head?”
No one spoke. All of the ponies were surprised by the response. 
“We wanted to know more about you,” Fluttershy offered in a meek whispered. A blush rose within her cheeks. At least this Matthew isn’t as scary as the last one.
Young Matthew’s face scrunched in concentration, his brow furrowing. “That makes sense,” he muttered to himself. “But I’d hate to be you six when I wake up.”
“Why?” Rainbow Dash asked, her suspicion rising. 
Young Matthew held a hoof to his chin in mock contemplation, “Let’s see… Instead of just staying in the outskirts of my mind, you decide to break through the door and travel through two circles to look into my personal life without my permission.”
“Oh, right,” Rainbow Dash blushed, seeing the fault in the group’s judgment. I blame Twilight.
Pegasus Matthew looked around at the mares, watching them for their reactions. Applejack used her hat to cover her face. Twilight rubber a hoof against her other foreleg as she turned away. Rarity hid the redness in her cheeks with a foreleg. Fluttershy simply hid behind her mane.
“So, what do you want to see?” young Matthew asked with sigh. Either they would remain here or they would continue unabated to find whatever they’re looking for. If young Matthew could contain them here for long enough, maybe his body would wake up and he can avoid them digging further.
Twilight opened her mouth to speak, but Pinkie Pie beat her to the punch, “I want to see your friends.”
One corner of Pegasus Matthew’s muzzle rose, “Sure thing.”
The scene shifted, the human Matthew stood patiently outside a door labeled MESS HALL wearing a worn black apron. The Matthew in front of them appeared to be the same from the Mane Six’s last encounter. The black writing on his left arm was outlined by red and irritated skin. Matthew absentmindedly scratched the marks. “Where the hell is he?” Matthew muttered under his breath.
From around the corner, another figure approached. Derek slowly walked up to Matthew with a worried look. The shorter human looked up at the dark skinned boy with anger. “Do you know how late you are? We were supposed to work in the kitchen half an hour ago! DO YOU KNOW WHAT MAMA K WILL DO TO US IF SHE FOUN-?”
“Mama K will do what now,” a kind and deep female voice called from the doorway. Matthew slowly turned to face her, a hefty woman with a deep complexion wearing a pristine white chef coat and black slacks. The look in her eyes was of warmth, kindness and strength with just a hint of mischief.
“Hi Mama K,” Matthew said, putting on the biggest smile he could muster.
“Okay, that’s creepy,” Pinkie Pie said, looking at Matthew totally fake smile.
Mama K smiled to him, “Why hello to you Matthew and Derek.” Derek looked into the older woman’s eyes, feeling the icy grip of fear. Both of the humans prepared to enter, but Mama K held up a hand, “Before you to enter my kitchen, you better get whatever's botherin you Derek out. Because there is no way you’re bringing that moppy attitude into my kitchen. You two talk, then you can come in.” With that, Mama K slammed the door in finality.
Derek looked to Matthew. Matthew crossed his arms over his chest, “Well?”
Derek took a moment to think, “How’d you do it?”
“Do what?”
“That blast thing, how’d you do it?” Derek stated a second time. Twilight noticed a shifting in his gaze.
Matthew took a deep breath as the vein in his head began to bulge. The last two days have been trying on Matthew’s nerves. People were avoiding him like the plague, the other hybrids were giving him dirty looks when they thought he wasn’t looking (And I totally was!), and their base commander had placed a shoot to kill order on him if he performed any action considered disruptive or deviant. Which added to Matthew’s stress as the base’s Security Forces continued to remind him of the fact. 
“Alright I’ve had just about enough to this,” Matthew’s anger continued to grow. Moving towards Derek and grabbing him the by the shirt, “Now listen to me. If you’ve got a problem with me that’s fine! I don’t give two shits about you or anyone in this damn base! If you want to go home and cry about getting your sorry a** being handed to you on a silver platter then be my guest!” Matthew tossed Derek back, his increased strength causing the taller boy to fly ten feet back and stumble. Derek barely managed to stay standing, “Now take that weak shit out of here or I’ll give you something to fear.”
Derek was mad now, his face turning a dark red. Derek marched right up to Matthew. Both boys stood chest against chest, Matthew looking up at Derek with the same amount of hatred. 
“Wow, you were really short as a kid,” Pinkie Pie commented with a wide smile at Pegasus Matthew.
“I’m not that short!”
Derek poked Matthew in the chest, “Well f*** you too buddy!”
Matthew began to speak but the loud voice of Mama K said, “Good to see you boys getting along.” Matthew and Derek looked to the woman standing in the doorway. “I knew you two would become friends sooner or later,” Mama K said with a wide smile.
“We are not friends!” Matthew and Derek snapped at the same time.
“So says you,” Mama K shook her head, wearing an amused smirk. “Now get your butts in here, I’ve got a cockroach the size of a bus and I need you to kill it.”
Matthew and Derek shared one last hate filled glare before joining Mama K in the kitchen.
“So let me get this straight,” Twilight said with a deadpanned expression, “you two became friends after he just spent days or weeks beating the snot out of you.”
“Sure did,” Pegasus Matthew said with an amused grin.
Gasp.
Pegasus Matthew and Twilight turned to the rest of the group. All of the ponies were focused on Matthew and Derek standing in a large kitchen, surrounded by stainless steel appliances. In front of the two boys stood a monstrosity Twilight never wanted to see again. Standing over seven feet tall, eyes of glowing red bearing six hairy arms with sharp pincers and a gaping mouth of interchanging digits. The light from the bulbs reflected sickly off of this mutant cockroaches’ exoskeleton. 
The cockroach snarled at the awestruck Matthew and Derek, flecks of green spittle and goo flying in every direction. 
“So that’s what he meant by the cockroaches,” Twilight muttered to herself. Matthew jumped to the left when the mutant cockroach lunged for him and Derek.
Derek was not so fortunate, the cold clingy pincers wrapped around Derek’s arms effectively pinning them to his sides. Matthew hesitated for a second, looking around the room in quick succession to find some kind of weapon. Grabbing a frying pan of dull metal, Matthew jumped onto the creature’s back and proceeded to bash the thing’s head in.
Twilight and her friends stood in silent horror, the sound of hollow metal repeatedly crashing into the bug’s flesh with a sickening result. Green goo and body parts flew in every direction. The kitchen became covered in glowing green bits of bug parts, leaving a shocked Derek standing next to Matthew. Matthew’s pulsed raced, his heart singing its own music as it pumped adrenaline through his body making him tingle from head to toes. Derek and Matthew continued to look down at his bloody handy work, the metal pan still held tightly in Matthew’s hand.
From the next room, Mama K entered her eyes registering the mess her kitchen was in. “Thanks boys, I was afraid I’d have to bring out the big boot again.”
Matthew and Derek turned to her, not sure how to react to this news. “This isn’t the first time?”
“Oh hell no child,” Mama K laughed, “I’ve had to kill these things at least once a week. But don’t you two worry about little old me I have my own brand of bug repellent.”
“What’s that?” Derek asked, almost afraid of the answer.
“Good old Smith and Wesson!” With that Mama K left the two alone with some parting words, “Now clean that gunk out of mah kitchen! I got guests waiting for their grub.”
Standing in silence, Derek turned to Matthew not sure on what to say. “Thanks man.”
Matthew tossed the pan aside, taking a deep breath. “No problem.” Looking at the dirtied counters, walls, floor, pans and ceiling, Matthew added, “Where do you want to start, floor or ceiling?”
A large piece of bug cranium took the opportunity to fall from the ceiling to land on the floor with a particularly loud squelch. “Ceiling.”
The scene faded, Pegasus Matthew motioning with his hoof, “And that’s how we became friends.”
All of the ponies turned to face the small colt with an expression that clearly asked ‘Are you crazy?’
Noticing the looks, Pegasus Matthew offered a sheepish grin, “How about we look at something else?” 
With a wave of his hoof the scenery changed back to the combat ground, Matthew and Derek exchanging furious blows. “I’m gonna win today!”
“No you’re not!”
“Yes I am!”
“No, I am!”
“Are not!”
“Are too!”
“Will you two shut up!” a very angry girl yelled with a Scottish accent. Matthew and Derek turned towards the source, finding the red hair girl slowly walking by. Her hair shone like a wildfire, her pale skin and freckles revealing her to be a ginger. Standing the same height as Matthew with her hands in her pockets, Shannon marched past the pair with her shoulders slouched to show she was not in the best of moods.
Matthew snorted, “Well look who finally decided to show up, bitch ginger.”
“Dude,” Derek said wearing a look like he just realized something very important.
“What?”
“She’s totally a bitch,” Derek stated.
Matthew looked to Derek with an unbelieving expression, “Dude, we’ve been here for almost a year now and it took you this long to realize that?”
“Yeah well, shut up,” Derek shot back with a smirk. To Matthew’s surprise, and horror, Derek approached Shannon. When he was face to face with Shannon, Derek asked, “So do you purposely try to be a bitch so people would like ironically or are you just a bitch on the inside?”
Applejack turned to Pegasus Matthew, “Ah thought it was just you, but ah can see that the majority of you humans forget these little things called manners.”
“Oh trust me Applejack, you haven’t seen the worst of it,” Pegasus Matthew responded with a dark scowl.
Turning back to the scene, Shannon looked at Derek with enough hate in her light blue eyes Applejack believed she would melt Derek’s face off. In a blur of movement, Shannon moved. To the ponies’ surprise, it wasn’t Derek that found himself being thrown against the ground with his legs over his head, but Matthew.
“What did I do?” Matthew called out. 
“Dude, come on,” Derek said, looking at Matthew like it was the most obvious thing. “Did you believe she’d actually try to fight me? I mean look at me. . . I’m a beast.” 
Matthew righted himself, catching sight of Derek’s face receiving a close and personal encounter with the ground. Matthew heard Derek’s muffled groan from deep inside the earth. Matthew opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. 
“I can’t think of anything to say. That’s just funny.”
Shannon made to leave, but Matthew called out to her, “Wait you.” Standing up, Matthew marched straight up to Shannon and looked her straight in the eyes, “You’re really good. Who taught you to fight?”
“My dad, who taught you to fight?” Shannon restored in annoyance.
“My mom,” Matthew answered with the same condescending tone. 
The pair continued to stare at the other, the look in their eyes striving for dominance. Derek finally pulled his head out of the dirt, catching sight of the two in their silent struggle. Fluttershy looked from one to the other trying understand the two and why they continued to stare the other down. 
Finally Matthew spoke, “We should hang out.”
Shannon nodded, turning away to leave Matthew standing alone in the dirt covered field. 
Derek walked up to Matthew, asking incredulously, “Why did you do that? I don’t want to hang out with her. She’s nuts!”
Matthew turned to Derek, “Hey man, we need a girl to even out our group.”
“Why?”
“Because all the other guys will think we’re gay if it’s just you and me hanging out. Plus, she’s not that bad.”
Derek face flushed red, “No they won’t.” 
Matthew looked to Derek, his dark eyes filled with amusement, “You sure about that?”
“No,” Derek repeated before something dawned on him. “Wait a minute,” Derek turned to Matthew with an accusing poke, “You just want to hang out with her to watch me get my a** kicked, isn’t it? You know she doesn’t like me. So that gives you ample opportunity to see me get my get whooped by a girl.”
“Maybe.”
The scene faded, Fluttershy looking to Pegasus Matthew, “That was nice of you.”
The colt shrugged indifferently, “I know. I can be very kind when the mood strikes me.”
Rainbow Dash snorted, “I don’t know. You’d think there’d be no room for friends with an ego that size.”
“Says the pony with an ego bigger than mine,” Pegasus Matthew snapped.
“I do not have that big of an ego!”
“Are you kidding me!?” Pegasus Matthew responded with a laugh. “Your ego’s so big it could swallow all of reality in a single bite.”
“At least I can back up my ego,” Rainbow Dash said, “I haven’t seen you do anything that great!”
“Except for save your sorry a** from a hydra and an army of bugs,” Pegasus Matthew responded with a smug grin.
Applejack shook her head. To be completely honest, she knew those two would clash eventually. Egotistic ponies tend to do that. Applejack looked to Rarity. The white unicorn absentmindedly brushed her hair with a quivering hoof. “Ya’ll right Rarity?”
“Yes, fine,” Rarity said absentmindedly as she continued to watch Matthew and Rainbow Dash bicker.
Turning to look at Fluttershy, Applejack was surprised to see her watching the two with a calm expression. Surprised, Applejack approached Fluttershy inquiring, “Ah thought you’d be the one trying to break these two apart.”
Fluttershy shrugged her shoulders, “I think it’s cute. There becoming fast friends.”
“We are not friends!” Both Rainbow Dash and Pegasus Matthew yelled at her. The pair turned to each other, confused. “That was weird.” Surprised again, Pegasus Matthew and Rainbow Dash grew angry, “Stop copying me! No I’m not! Yes you are!”
Finally having enough, Twilight placed herself between the two Pegasus, “Break it up you two. Break it up.” 
Rainbow Dash quietly simmered, staring daggers at Pegasus Matthew. Matthew returned her glares, crossing his mall legs over his barrel to show her just how grumpy he could be.
Pinkie Pie smiled widely, deep inside she knew these two would be great friends. I mean just look at how Matthew and Derek became friends. These two will be buddies in no time. Pinkie Pie asked Pegasus Matthew, “Could you show us more of your friends? I really want to see them!”
Matthew opened his mouth to speak, “I guess so. But I’m kinda running out of friends to show you.”
“That’s ok,” Pinkie Pie nodded knowingly, “Not everybody can have as many friends as me.”
“How many friends do you have?” Matthew asked in curiosity.
“One thousand, three hundred and fifty two friends,” Pinkie Pie answered nonchalantly.
Pegasus Matthew did not appear convinced, “And you remember ever single one of them?”
“Of course,” Pinkie Pie bounced into place, “I can even name them in alphabetical order…” What came next truly stunned Matthew. Pinkie Pie listed not only their names, but their favorite colors, treats and hobbies. For what felt like an eternity, Pinkie Pie ran through all one thousand, three hundred and fifty two ponies without taking a single breath. 
When she finished, Pinkie Pie halted her bouncing to look at the jaw dropped Pegasus mouthing the words, “How?”
“Oh wouldn’t you like to know,” Pinkie Pie giggled, ruffling Pegasus Matthew’s mane in a friendly manner.
Instead to trying to understand the pony in front of him, Pegasus Matthew decided to change the subject away from this nightmare of a headache. With another wave of his hoof, Pegasus Matthew changed the surroundings into a dark room. Twilight assumed it was a basement with the small window allowing a sliver of light to illuminate the dusty interior. The girls gasp at the sight of two men with their backs to the ponies. Between them was a screaming girl around thirteen with pale skin and short black hair. Her green eyes were filled with fear as she continued to try and scream through the man’s hand. 
“Shut up,” the second man yelled, striking her with the back of his hand. Tears spilled down her face but she refused to be silent.
A loud crashing filled the room, Matthew’s body slamming through the roof of the basement to perform the world’s worst belly flop on the cold concrete. Pulling himself up, Matthew rubbed his bloodied face, “Note to self, Derek is not allowed to test his new abilities on me ever again.”
Looking towards the befuddled crooks and girl, Matthew asked, “What the hell’s going on here?” Instead of answering one of the thugs rushed Matthew. Matthew ducked under the man’s arm with ease. Matthew didn’t anticipate the elbow the man threw as he spun in reverse, catching Matthew upside the head. 
Matthew backed off, weaving between the man’s fists waiting for an opening. To other man’s surprise, the girl’s foot caught him in his groin. The man screamed, clamping both hands to his boys. Then the girl spoke, her voice cold and devoid of emotion in contrary to her face, “Tear.”
Matthew and the second man stopped when several chains of silver shot from the shadows surrounding them. Wickedly curved hooks latched onto the unlucky man standing over the girl. The man screamed when the hot metal pierced his skin. The chains pulled the man harshly away from the girl, holding him in the air. With a deep breath the girl’s expression relaxed, becoming empty of all emotion. With a flick of her wrist, the chains moved forcing the man’s arms outward in a Saint Andrew’s cross.
The girl’s eyes never left the man. Her face remained devoid of any emotion when more chains tore through him, plunging deeper into his skin. Red blood poured from the man while his screams filled the air. More pressure was placed on the thug’s arms to increase his wailing.
To Matthew’s, the second man’s and the ponies’ horror, the girl didn’t stop until the man’s arms were forcibly ripped from his body. Blood shot from the man’s shoulder blades, strips of useless meat hanging from his destroyed joints. 
But the girl was not done yet. Standing above her would be killer, the pale girl raised her hand high above her head. A single chain and hood shot from the dark roof to plunge deep into his chest. The man gargled in pain, blood spilling from his mouth. He could feel her icy links around his heart before a quick tug tore it from his torso. 
This disturbed girl turned to face Matthew and the second man. Holding out her hand, the bloody organ fell into her open palm. The man turned to Matthew, both wearing horrified expressions and said, “I’m out.” 
The second assailant was never caught, even though he did leave a trail of urine in his wake.
Matthew watched the man go, unsure of whether he should give chase. Instead, Matthew turned to look at this pale girl in front of him offering Matthew the heart in her hand as if to give him a gift.
Matthew, in his infinite wisdom, said the first thing that came to mind, “Hey.”
“Hey.”
“So, you alright?” Matthew asked, eyeing the girl as if she was the craziest thing he had ever seen. 
“Yes,” she answered, motioning with the hand still holding the heart. “Thank you.”
Matthew looked hesitant. He really didn’t want to touch that heart, but the way she was offering it to him made him worried about what would happen if he refused. Reaching out his hand, Matthew wrapped his fingers around the still warm organ. Fluttershy gagged, her eyes watering at the sight that would imbed itself into her cranium for the rest of her life.
“I’m Matthew,” Matthew said through gritted teeth. “What’s your name?”
“Mari,” the girl answered before the scene around the small group dissolved back into the cafeteria.
Applejack turned to Pegasus Matthew, asking angrily, “What in the hay was that all about?”
“That’s Mari Dahlia. After I helped saved her from those men, she joined up with my unit and we became good friends. She can be a little extreme, but she’s pretty cool when you get to know her,” Pegasus Matthew responded. The Pegasus scratched the back of his head, deep in thought. Maybe not the best choice of memories to show them. Matthew’s ears perked up, “Come to think of it, I don’t think I’ve ever seen her smile.”
“What?!” Pinkie Pie screamed, pushing her face into Pegasus Matthew’s. 
“Well,” Pegasus Matthew said hesitantly, “I think I did see her smile once.”
Derek stood in front of Mari on the training grounds He stood in a fighting stance with both hands held at the ready. Matthew stood at the side, an amused look on his face. “Remember, try to easy on him.”
Derek threw Matthew a dirty look, “What makes you think she can beat me? I’m like two feet taller than her.”
Mari remained the silent, emotionless and cold. 
With a loud yell, Derek charged straight at Mari with nothing held back. To Derek’s surprise, and Matthew’s amusement, Mari stood still completely still. Waiting for Derek to be get into range. With a swift motion, Mari’s right foot struck catching Derek off guard. Mari’s foot didn’t go for his side or chest. Instead, said appendage went straight between his legs.
Matthew’s raucous laughter filled the air. Derek lay curled on the rough sand with Mari’s foot on top of Derek, proclaiming her victory to the world. Applejack could just make out the corner of Mari’s mouth lift ever so slightly.
“And these are yur friends?” Applejack asked incredulously. 
“Yeah, why?”
“They’re kinda jerks,” Applejack said as softly as she could.
“Well of course they are,” Pegasus Matthew said with a smile, “They’d have to be if they wanna be friends with me. I mean have you met me. I can be a dick sometimes.”
“More than sometimes,” Rarity pointed out offhandedly.
“Nobody asked for your opinion,” Pegasus Matthew pointed out. Turning back to Applejack, Matthew continued, “One the plus side, we got better as time passed.”
To the ponies’ surprise, and Pegasus Matthew’s, the scene changed around them. Bright light filled the scene as Matthew and Derek were found running along a quarter mile track. Sweat poured down their faces as they were driven under the desert sun. In the center of the field stood Lara wearing an amused smile standing next to two younger men holding a pair of German Shepherds on short leashes. Derek asked Matthew, “Do you know why we’re doing this?”
Matthew shook his head, “No idea. Maybe cause you developed some weird a** powers.”
“My powers are not weird!”
“You’re powers are…”
Whatever Matthew was about to say next was lost when Lara yelled, “To slow ladies! Pick up the pace!” Matthew and Derek pushed faster, their muscles burned under their skin as they continued to push harder.
Still unimpressed, Lara turned to men next to her, “Release the dogs.”
Matthew and Derek turned to face each other, surprised when they heard the sound of barking coming from behind them. One look confirmed their fears. The two large dogs were now hell-bent on chasing the young men. Sharp white teeth glistened in the sun’s light. Matthew and Derek kicked their run into overdrive, trying desperately to outrun their hunters.
“You psychotic bitch!” Matthew screamed when he passed Lara. Lara only smiled at him offering a small wave.
Fluttershy looked absolutely furious. Her normally calm eyes held a fury that no one in their right minds would try to face. “Why?” Fluttershy asked, her voice dripping with repressed anger. “Why would anyone do such a thing?”
Pegasus Matthew turned to her, worried the look of the fury that Fluttershy would soon unleash. Before he could answer, Matthew’s human counterpart yelled to Derek, “All we got to do is keep ahead of them!”
Derek looked to Matthew before he responded, “No, I’ve just got to keep ahead of you.” Delivering a sucker punch to Matthew cheek, Derek released a whooping laugh while Matthew tumbled to the ground.
“You bastard!” Matthew screamed as Derek left him in the dusk.
All eyes turned to the Pegasus. All Matthew could do was shrug, “Okay, they may not be the best of people, but we got along. Isn’t that what counts?” Seeing the looks of absolute rage, Matthew responded with, “I guess not.”
Before more could be exchanged, an ominous chuckle filled the room. “Not him,” Pegasus Matthew muttered, turning to see one of the doors to the kitchen was open. Looking back at the ponies in front of him, Pegasus Matthew knew what they were going to do. “No!” Standing defiantly on his bench, the young colt addressed the full grown adults, “None of you are going any further!” The loud banging of Matthew’s hoof on wood signified he meant business.
The Mane Six were not impressed. Rainbow Dash raised a skeptical eyebrow, “And what are you going to do about it?”
“I’m going to stop you.”
The six mare exchanged glances, grins beginning to spread across Twilight’s, Rainbow Dash’s, Pinkie Pie’s, Rarity’s face. Pinkie Pie joined in the smiling, asking, “What are we smiling about?” Fluttershy and Matthew gulped loudly. Matthew’s pupils shrunk to pinpricks before everything started to blur into a rainbow of colors.
“How did I get myself into this mess?” Matthew grumbled to himself. Looking down at his bound limbs, Matthew found himself hogtied with his back on the cold wood of the cafeteria table. The Pegasus struggled valiantly, but Applejack’s knots were too strong for his small legs to break.  After several minutes of struggling, Matthew released an angry growl.
“Yeah well I didn’t want to spend time with you anyway! I’ll have a great time all by myself! Just leave me alone without a way out of these god d*** ropes! I can see why that son of a bitch likes you! You two make a great couple! He likes his woman rough!”
After twenty more minutes of screaming, Pegasus Matthew went quiet. The only sound in the cafeteria was the small child’s occasional sniff.
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Fluttershy turned to Twilight, berating her friend, “Why’d you do that Twilight? He wasn’t doing anything wrong.”
Twilight answered, “He was preventing us from moving ahead. We need to find out what Matthew is hiding.”
“Wait,” Fluttershy pointed out, “when did he try to hide anything?”
“Remember when he said he was a soldier and fought for his people?” Twilight asked rhetorically. “At the time, nopony thought about that simple fact that there was no evidence to prove his story.” Fluttershy bit her lip, realizing were Twilight was going with this, “So right now, we have a powerful pony with that can blow up an entire city and I have no idea whether we can fully trust him.”
“What do you mean?” Fluttershy countered.
“I mean he may have saved our lives, but he may be playing us,” Twilight pushed. “Right now, we need to find out just who is Matthew.” 
Fluttershy remained silent. Personally she didn’t want to believe it. The look in that small colt’s eyes said a different story. They spoke loneliness.
Twilight marched silently forward, her mind focused on the true reason she distrusted Matthew. It was those red eyes. The same eyes she say when Matthew confronted Chrysalis. The anger and rage Twilight could feel from those eyes still sent a shiver down her spine. There was something wrong here and Twilight didn’t want to think on what would happen if Matthew turned those eyes onto her or her friends. Twilight pushed the fear to the furthest part of her mind, hiding the burnt corpses of her fiends that filled her mind.
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“What in the hay is so great about this place?” Rainbow Dash’s voice echoed over the wide expanse of dirt and rocks. The six mares stood in front of a tall grey concrete wall. Behind the wall, Rainbow Dash could see the high roofs and metal walls of the military installation. The hill slowly descended down to the valley floor. In the distance, the ponies could see the faintest signs of a river splitting the flat earth.
Rainbow Dash turned to look at the solitary figure of Dark Matthew. His back was turned to the wall and the ponies. In a burst of speed, Rainbow Dash hovered next to the dark pony, “Alright what is it now? More drama? More friends for us to meet?” In a huff, Rainbow Dash crossed her arms over her barrel waiting patiently for Dark Matthew’s response.
Twilight watched Rainbow Dash’s expression change from annoyed to pure unadulterated fear. Quickly the five ponies joined their friend, looking to Rainbow Dash then to Dark Matthew. His crimson eyes sparkled with a fire that can only be found in the deepest circle of Hell. Across his, Dark Matthew sported a smile wide enough to reveal every single one of his sharp teeth. Dark Matthew’s tail reacted to the level of excitement in his chest, kicking up several clouds of dust in its movements.
“W-what are you smiling at?” Pinkie Pie asked. Pinkie’s cotton candy mane quivered in fear at Matthew’s smile. There’s something really wrong with that smile.
“Here,” Dark Matthew whispered. His voice was soft like the wind, but filled with something powerful. From the tone of his voice, Dark Matthew sounded as if he was looking upon a masterpiece of art. “Here was where I was baptized.”
All of ponies stood in silence at Dark Matthew’s words. “What do you mean baptized?” Twilight asked in hesitation. 
“For years,” Dark Matthew recounted, “we were allowed to stay on this base, under their watchful eye. We were kept here as a provision. To ensure we, the cursed ones, could not endanger the lives of the people.” Dark Matthew took a deep breath, his teeth glinting in the light like a dangerous predator, “But they didn’t realize what the demons were doing!” Dark Matthew’s cold laughter rolled over the empty fields in front of him.
“What were the demon’s doing?” Applejack asked when Dark Matthew’s fit of laughter finally settled down.
“When they first appeared, the demons were merely causing the greatest amount of destruction they could. They killed as many people as they could to prepare for the real show,” Dark Matthew looked upon the empty field. The scene slowly changed. The skies darkened, the air became filled with the sounds of loud screaming and bloody moans. “No one knew the demons they fought before were of the lesser order. The more powerful monsters had yet to reveal themselves.”
The Mane 6 watched the scene unfold before them. What they saw scared them to the very core. Covering every inch of the dry dirt was a mass of bodies. Men, women and children moved towards the walls of the base. Their eyes were glazed over, giving them a vacant white appearance. Their clothes where shambles, rags barely clinging their bones much like the flesh. Chunks of skin and muscle were missing from these human bodies. Some were missing arms and legs. Thousands of bodies marched towards the base’s grey wall.
There was something wrong with the way they moved, shambling towards the ponies with awkward steps. These bodies moved with single minded determination as they stumbled across the dirt and rocks. Their mouths were held wide open, releasing hungry cries into the air through rotten and missing teeth. Blood flowed freely from these bags of flesh, quenching the land’s thirst and turning the dirt into a rustic color. Dark heavy drops of liquid rained over the heads of these lifeless corpses, drenching them in crimson liquid.
“This was where I was baptized by blood,” Dark Matthew looked up towards the sky. All of the ponies followed Dark Matthew’s eyes. Something huge was floating over the army of bodies.  Twilight felt very small as she looked up at the hundred foot sphere hovering high above their heads. The sphere’s surface shifted and moved to its own accord unnaturally. 
Rainbow Dash squinted at the giant ball, trying to decipher what it was. Fluttershy turned to Rainbow Dash, seeing her friend pale at the sight. The entire sphere was composed of the intertwining human bodies. All of those soulless corpses squirmed seamlessly against their master, protecting him from any physical harm. The mass of undulating bodies sickened the ponies, rotting flesh rubbing against rotting flesh.
“I present to you, Thralk,” Dark Matthew said, turning to see all of the muzzles of the Mane 6 turn a light green
“What is that thing?!” Twilight practically screeched, losing herself to fear in the presence of the overwhelming giant ball of zombie death hovering above the army of the dead.
“There are four levels of demon,” Dark Matthew explained, enjoying Twilight’s expression of horror and sickness. I know I shouldn’t enjoy this, but I’m gonna anyway. “The first wave are considered the weakest. The second level is larger, more powerful, but they are clumsy and awkward. The third level can vary in size. Their strength is incredible, able to wipe out an entire city with ease.”
Dark Matthew sat silently, looking at the approaching corpses without much care. “What about the fourth level,” Applejack asked, her eyes shifting back and forth between Dark Matthew and the hungry mass of bodies.
“There is only one level four entity,” Dark Matthew said to her. Dark Matthew refused to comment further on the topic.
“And that big one? Which level does he belong to?” Pinkie Pie asked, her mane quivering. 
“The third level,” Dark Matthew nodded sagely, “this particular demon was known as Thralk, the Un-killable.”
“And you had to fight that thing?” Rainbow Dash asked, her insides shook at the sight of thousands upon thousands of gapping mouths seeking to render human flesh.
“Not just me,” Dark Matthew shrugged indifferently. “At fourteen years old, I had barely attained a fifth of the power I have now. No, I needed my friends for this fight.”
Fluttershy scanned the area to her left and then the right, “Where are you?”
“I’m right back there,” Dark Matthew motioned towards the wall behind his back. 
All of the ponies turned their heads to the grey wall. Standing in front of the wall was a group of fifty children wearing the same cameo pants and tan shirts. All of them looked scared. Matthew stood next to Derek. The last three years had been considerate, providing a few inches to his trimmed physique. Derek was taller still. Derek’s physical body was far more imposing than any of the other children’s. Matthew’s and Derek’s faces were both pale, eyes wide at the sight of so many screaming soulless creations. 
Standing next close to them was Mari and Shannon. Shannon’s dark freckles were visible from a mile away against her white cheeks. Mari was… still the same pale face expressing no emotion whatsoever. 
“Hey Matthew?” Derek asked, his voice shaking.
“Yeah, Derek?”
“What’s the plan again?”
Matthew took a deep breath, “I think the plan was to stand in front of the wall and hold them back while the machine gunners and helicopter provide air support until the jets from Norphic take out the giant ball of floating bodies.”
“Okay,” Derek said, his voice rising in pitch. “But what happens when the payload gets here? We’ll be under the damn thing! How do we get away from the explosion?”
Matthew stood silently, watching the wall of bodies draw closer to them. Their limbs jerked forward in a bizarre march with single minded determination. Their howls continued to echo across this field of battle.
“There isn’t a plan… is there?” Derek asked, his throat tightening at the thought of what was about to happen next.
“We win or we die,” Matthew said, quoting Commander Huntsman’s address to the entire base beforehand. The Commander had taken a few moments to speak to Matthew’s group, his tone serious, “Whoever walks away from this battle is not a hero or a soldier. We are monsters and nothing more.” Matthew turned to face Derek, the sadness in his voice etched in every line across his young face. 
Fluttershy felt a sadness seep into her heart. The hopelessness etched in all of the hybrids was clearly visible against the dull grey wall. Every single pair of eyes looked to the marching army, knowing the hell that would soon be released on them.
Matthew turned to each of his friends, looking them straight in the eyes. Matthew felt his body tingle as adrenaline was pumped through his veins. The flight or fight reflex split Matthew’s mind in half. Fear tugged at his heart to run and survive. But there was no running from this horror. The army of stinking rotting flesh would continue to march on the base and eventually, someone or something would eventually find him. The only option now was to stand and fight.
“Everyone,” Matthew said, looking to Derek, then Shannon and ending on Mari. “I don’t know if we can survive this. But I want you to know something…” Matthew jabbed his thumb behind his back towards the approaching bodies. “I’m kinda attached to you guys. So don’t die or else I’m gonna have no one left to talk too after this.”
Silence fell over the group. All of the ponies except for Fluttershy looked at Matthew in some form of anger or annoyance. The group of humans however felt differently about Matthew’s comment. 
The corners of Shannon’s mouth twitched, “I could say the same to you. Who else is going to be my punching bags?”
“You could always use what’s his face?” Mari added calmly. 
“Oh yeah,” Shannon scratched the back of her head absentmindedly, “What’s his face, that annoying guy with the voice. What was his name?”
“Hmmm… Was it Jock?” Derek offered.
“Hanzel?” Matthew offered.
“It’s Hannes’ you twits,” a loud, proper sounding British accent called over their heads. The owner was a fairly tall and very well built boy of fifteen. His light brown hair was well kept. The young man had even gone as far as to comb his hair to one side to show off his strong chin and brow. “And if you ask me, I think it’s time I start getting some respect from you four!”
“No one’s asking you Hannes!” Shannon retorted.
“Yeah!” Matthew shouted.
“But-“
“Shut up Hannes! The big kids are talking,” Derek shouted over his shoulder.
“Now wait just a m-“
“Oh look the signal!” Derek called out, pointing towards the bright white flare flying high above their heads before exploding into a shower of white sparks. 
Every one of the hybrids tensed. Their bodies were ready to act, but a deep fear held them in place. No matter the amount of training or how great the teacher, there was nothing that could fully prepare them for this fight. This was war.
Only four of the hybrids moved. 
With a battle cry, Matthew and his friends rushed into battle. Yes, they were afraid. Yes, they didn’t want to fight. They had no choice but to run head first into this bloodbath. There was no place for hesitation here. No place for mercy. Here was where children went to die. Matthew knew it. He knew the moment the Commander stopped by his group to utter those words that he and his friends were nothing to him. They were tools to be used until they were no longer of use to humanity.
Twilight and her friends watched helpless as Matthew threw his right hand forward, throwing a blast of dark energy into the mass of soulless bodies. Body parts and blood flew in every direction. Derek summoned his power. Both of his hands became engulfed in a spectral white material. Like a solid fog, both of Derek’s hands formed into pure white claws. With each slash, Derek effortlessly took limbs from anything within his reach. 
Mari held her left hand in front of her, whispering, “Tear.” Ten of Mari’s special chains and hooks shot from the shadow behind her. The metal appendages tore into flesh and bone, severing limbs from the bodies of her prey.
Shannon’s fingers curled into tight fists as she ignited her power. Bright red and orange flames burst into life over her hands. The flesh was unaffected by the flickering flames as she threw her hands towards the front of her. Two streams of bright flames lanced towards the tattered bodies. Flesh burnt under the torrent of bright flames. Angry cries left the tattered and destroyed throats of the zombies.
With encouragement from Matthew and his friends, the rest of the hybrids joined in on the fray. The small number of hybrids collided with the wall of dead bodies. Zombies of all sizes flew through the air indiscriminately. 
Matthew continued to plunge deeper into the mass of writhing bodies. Ducking under a woman who tried to grab him, Matthew used his shoulders to flip her over his head. Striking out with his right hand, Matthew knocked a male’s head clean off. The projectile flew backwards, knocking bodies over as it sped through the air. 
A corroded arm wrapped itself around Matthew’s wrist. With a swift motion, Matthew pulled on the arm with his free hand. The thing’s limb tore from the female’s torso with a sickening squelch. Arm in one hand, Matthew used the arm to backhand the offending zombie. 
Body parts flew in every direction. Blood rained over Matthew’s head. Matthew’s fist drove into the stomach of a rather fat man. Even with Matthew’s fingers wrapped around the man’s spine, the man lowered his head with surprising speed. The man’s teeth sunk deep into Matthew’s shoulder. Matthew screamed, blood seeping between the corroded teeth down Matthew’s arm. 
With a single motion, Matthew pulled the zombie’s spine out trough the torso. Matthew flicked his wrist, breaking the zombie’s teeth from his flesh with a sickening crack. Using the head as a mace, Matthew bashed two more zombies into bloody pulp before his improvised weapon snapped in two. Matthew became overwhelmed by the dozen of bodies swarming on top of him. 
Pinkie Pie gasped, holding her hoof to her muzzle as Matthew’s screams reach her. Matthew blasted the bodies piled on top of him with dark energy. Pinkie could see the bit and claw marks stand against Matthew’s pale skin on both arms. 
“Don’t worry,” Dark Matthew said, looking to the sickened ponies. “I make it in the end.”
Derek jumped over Matthew’s head, slamming both of his claws into the torso of two zombies. Matthew rushed forward to him, kicking a zombie clawing its way across the earth towards Matthew with no legs. Using Derek’s shoulder as a stepping stone, Matthew jumped forward, getting almost ten feet of air. Throwing his right hand forward, Matthew blasted a large hole in the group leaving a large area of blackened earth.
But the moment was short lived. Within ten seconds, Matthew’s opening was overrun by the zombie horde. Matthew blasted the wave of slimy limbs rushing towards him. 
All Matthew could see was the hungry eyes and gnashing teeth of the bloodied bodies he continued to fight. With each zombie Matthew destroyed, twenty more took its place. No matter how many Matthew blasted with his energy, tore them apart limb from limb, blasted them into thousands of little bits, or used them as a projectile, more would come.
Matthew couldn’t track how many he had slain. More and more of these pale abominations slipped past his defenses. Time slowly dragged forward without rest as more and more damage was dealt to Matthew’s body. There was no end to it. 
The ponies watched Matthew and his friends fight tooth and nail to hold the ground they stood on. Matthew forced himself to continue moving. Sweat and blood covered every inch of his skin. Chunks of flesh were torn from his body, leaving long jagged gaps in his once smooth skin. 
As the hybrids continued to battle, the dark presence of Thralk weighed heavy in their minds. Flashes of muzzle fire and explosive mortars drove deep into the countless zombies swarming against the grey concrete wall.
Running towards Mari, Matthew drove both of his hands into the chest of a zombie that got in his way. With a grunt, Matthew split the body right down the middle. Each half of the zombie’s body collided violently to each side. Matthew threw himself through the air towards the zombie holding Mari to the ground. Pushing out with both of his feet, Matthew blasted through the decayed body without much resistance sending bits of body and organs all over himself and Mari.
Matthew skidded along the soggy ground, rushing to help Mari up with a hand. “You alright?”
Mari held her hand out, chains and hooks shot from her shadow to defend Matthew’s exposed back. Five zombies screamed loudly as the metal chains held them from consuming Matthew soft tantalizing flesh. “Fine,” Mari said, swiping the blood out of her eyes. Several cuts across Mari face were exposed to the air and leaking red fluid down her pale smooth skin.
“You two get moving,” Derek yelled, bulldozing through a large number of the brainless bodies. Like a single minded group of ants, the first instinct of the zombies was to swarm over Derek and kill him with their superior numbers. 
Matthew tossed a single ball of energy to Derek’s left, catching the wave of bloodied flesh trying to crush the dark skinned teen. “Why? They getting sleepy?” Matthew gritted through his teeth, looking down at his left leg to find the small body of a child tearing into his flesh with great vigor. 
Matthew’s fist knocked the smaller zombie off of his leg. Before the little girl could hit the ground, Matthew kicked her with his injured leg. Matthew winced as the muscled burned at the hole in his thighs. The only satisfaction Matthew got was the sight of his prey flying at high speeds towards a large cluster making their way towards him and Mari. 
Matthew felt himself tiring out. Every second in this blood-soaked sand called a battlefield cost Matthew. The adrenaline was wearing off. Blood flowed freely from his body. For every bone he broke, organ’s he tore out did nothing to deter Thralk’s minions. Matthew forced his fists to move.  For almost an hour, Matthew and his friends had to push through a sea of enemies. 
For every minute, every second, Twilight and her friends had to watch. 
Fluttershy held her eyes shut and pressed her hooves against her ears, but she couldn’t drown out the hungry cries of the zombies trying to eat Matthew. Fluttershy couldn’t remove the image of the bloody battle going around her.
Twilight watched with horror. This wasn’t the pony she knew. The human Twilight watched didn’t have the fire or rage Matthew did. But this was the beginning. The spark of desperation that would give birth to a rage that could burn the world.
Rainbow Dash held Fluttershy close to her. She could not hide the look of disgust on her face. Rainbow Dash’s face paled at the sight of such carnage. Matthew’s screams filled the air, a zombie jumping on his back and sinking its teeth into the side of his neck. Rainbow watched Matthew reach over his head with his right hand, ripping the long haired head forcibly from its body. 
Applejack held a hoof to her barrel. The freckles on each cheek were dark against her pale cheeks. For the first time, Applejack didn’t see the brash Matthew she met just a few days ago. The human’s eyes were filled with such fear. It wasn’t just the fear of his life ending hear, but the life of his friends.
Pinkie Pie turned to Dark Matthew, “Um… Matthew?” 
“Yes?” Dark Matthew hummed in surprise at Pinkie Pie’s changed demeanor. Her hair was less bouncy than before and her coat looked darker than what he originally remembered.
“Will this end soon?”
“Yes,” Dark Matthew nodded. “All of this will end very soon.”
Pinkie Pie’s ears twitched. Over the sound of screaming and the constant gunfire flying overhead, Pinkie could hear a high pitched whistling. Turning to the source, Pinkie’s bright blue eyes focused on the white dots lining the sky high above the base’s grey wall. “Oh no.”
The soldiers took cover behind the thick defense as the Commander’s call echoed across every radio. “Incoming! Take cover!”
Not one of the soldiers thought to call to the children fighting below. No one had given them a radio to get the warning when the missiles were inbound. No one cared to warn them. 
Shannon looked to the sky to find the bright flashes of bullets raining down on the undead had ceased. Her light eyes looked to the wall, catching a glimpse of the twenty missiles flying at high speeds towards Thralk.
“Look out!” Shannon screamed at the top of her lungs.
No one had time to react when the first missile collided with the outer layer protecting Thralk. The explosion was massive. The shockwave knocked Matthew and the rest of his friends to the ground alongside the bloodthirsty bodies trying to consume them. 
From the blast, hundreds of body flew from Thralk’s protective sphere. Thralk’s protection fell through the air onto Matthew and his fellow hybrids. Matthew grunted as hundreds of pounds of dead flesh slammed him into the blood soaked earth. Matthew tried to lift himself, his hand pushing against the crimson mud. 
More missiles collided with Thralk. The shifting mass of bodies was torn apart by a mass of fire. Screaming bodies fell from the sky as layers upon layers of Thralk’s defenses were torn from him. The weight pressing down on Matthew increased. Matthew’s vision became filled with the twitching, decaying flesh of the zombies. Ever breath was filled with the smell of rotten burning flesh.
More and more bodies fell from Thralk, until they finally reached the monster inside. Deep inside the walls of flesh and bone, sat a glowing core as bright as the noonday sun. Thralk’s brilliance illuminated the mounds of corpses covering the vast valley floor. Blood glittered like gemstones covering the dead. 
Thralk roared in rage. The earth and sky shook as his anger boiled to the surface. With a flash of blinding white light, Thralk fired a pure beam of plasma towards the remaining missiles. The Commander and his soldiers were speechless at the display of power. Lara coughed, the air becoming filled by the smell of ozone. 
When the base personnel looked towards the looming figure of Thralk, his once blinding brilliance had dimmed to the point of glowing embers. Without delay, Thralk made his retreat. Without his armor, Thralk could be hurt by the human’s weapons.
Thralk left the battlefield with great haste. But he would not be away for long. He would return and Thralk would ensure his mission succeeded when he replenished the ranks of his undead army.
The ponies watched atop the pile of corpses. “Why is he leaving?” Rainbow Dash asked, her voice a whisper to Dark Matthew’s ears.
“Thralk doesn’t like the personnel touch,” Dark Matthew commented. “He would prefer to squash his enemy with overwhelming numbers rather than waste his energy on us.”
Looking around, Fluttershy asked, “Where’s Matthew at?” No matter where she looked, the yellow Pegasus could not find Matthew’s fourteen year old body.
“He’s underneath us,” Dark Matthew answered.
Several feet below their hooves, Matthew lay sprawled against the blood soaked earth. Matthew’s senses were being overwhelmed. The deafening chorus of hungry mouths and the constant shuffling of limbs as the few remaining zombies tried desperately to clay their way out of the wreckage of their brethren filled Matthew’s ears. The smell of rotten and burnt meat sickened Matthew to his stomach, causing him to wretch under the countless bodies piled on top of him. From head to toe, Matthew was covered in dark clotting blood seeping into his cloths, hair and into his eyes.
Matthew forced himself to move. Against his bruised body and burning muscles, Matthew pushed his way through the mass of stringy flesh and sinew. Slowly, ever so slowly, Matthew slid through the slimy remains. Arms, legs, hands and torsos pressed against Matthew from all sides. With only one way to go Matthew moved through the pitch black space feeling every shift in the masses. 
Further Matthew pushed through dead flesh, the closer he reached salvation. Matthew’s ears picked up a murmur of voices above his head. Several loud voices called out to their comrades mere feet from Matthew. With renewed vigor, Matthew tore through the remaining bodies in a desperate bid to get to the surface. 
The heads of the soldiers turned to see Matthew’s arm slice through the thin torso of a heavily burnt woman. Matthew’s second arm escaped the confines of the body pile. Matthew was almost there. Fresh air was a single step away. 
Tearing the body in half, Matthew managed to pull his head above the bloody corpse. Sweet relief filled Matthew’s lungs. Matthew didn’t have anything left in the tank to free himself further. But that didn’t matter. Matthew could only lean back, taking in the fresh air. A fresh cold breeze whipped across Matthew’s face. Matthew refused to move, his body to sore and tired to move. Thankfully, there was nothing left to think about. He had survived. 
“We got one!” A loud masculine voice yelled to Matthew’s right. 
Fluttershy watched in horror. This young child was tied, soaked to the skin with clotting blood. His eyes were closed, unable to find enough strength to fully free himself from the pile.
Roughly, each soldier reached underneath one of Matthew’s arms and pulled him free. With a sickening squelch, Matthew’s lower extremities came free from the mass of limbs. The pair tossed Matthew to the side. Matthew stumbled on the uneven ground, tripping over his own feet. Matthew held out his arms to catch himself. Both of Matthew’s palms collided with the soggy flesh with sickening results. Ignoring the slimy mass under his hands, Matthew tried desperately to wipe away the blood covering his eyes, scrubbing at his face to remove the chunks of red clots sticking to his eyelids.
After several seconds of scrubbing, Matthew was finally able to open his eyes. The ponies watched Matthew’s face pale. All around him was death. The open fields in front of the base were filled with bodies spreading far off into the horizon. Matthew’s insides felt empty as his eyes scanned the countless bodies.
No one tried to help Matthew. No one called to him or assisted him. The soldiers merrily sifted through the bodies left by Thralk. Matthew was left alone in the fields of blood-soaked earth. Matthew’s dark brown eyes finally took in the death and destruction surrounding him.
Twilight watched the horror grow on Matthew’s young face. The expression captivated her. That look in his eyes. On this day, Matthew got his first taste of war. This rustic flavor trapped in his mouth, the feeling of his heavy and numb, accompanied by the emptiness he felt on the inside were just the beginning for Matthew. 
Matthew hesitantly got to his feet. Like a drunken man, Matthew sauntered towards the gates of the base. Other hybrids made their way alongside him. 
Today, Matthew’s eyes were opened to the world of violence he now belonged to.
Applejack looked to Fluttershy. The shy Pegasus watched with horror at the children marching towards the open gates. Passing through the thick barrier of concrete and steel, Matthew’s numbed senses were assaulted by the cheers of soldiers. 
Applejack watched the small number of surviving children. The soldiers around them cheered. Not one soldier died today, only the hybrids. Not one of the soldiers cheered for them. No one wanted to thank them or offer their condolences. 
Matthew caught sight of Derek. Derek’s eyes were wide, his skin paled to the point you would almost consider him to be one of the corpses lying on the ground outside the thick walls. There was emptiness in Derek’s eyes, the same as Matthew’s. This is how the world was. 
Applejack looked to Dark Matthew. Dark Matthew wore a sly grin. His red eyes watched his younger self wallow in despair. “What hap-happin’d to that Thralk thing?”
“Some of the other establishments were able to send a few Apache helicopters to track Thralk,” Dark Matthew scratched his chin absentmindedly. “But when they found him, he was already dead.”
This new development caught Twilight’s attention, “Who killed him?”
“Hmm,” Dark Matthew though for a moment, “If I remember correctly, when the pilots caught up with Thralk’s body they found an arrow had pierced his body. The reports said he was almost cracked completely in half.”
Rarity, Fluttershy, Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie turned to Dark Matthew with surprise. “What could kill something like that?”
Dark Matthew chuckled, “An arrow made of pure white light was what they found inside Thralk’s body. That could only mean one thing.”
“What?”
Dark Matthew shrugged, “You’ll have to find out for yourselves.” Dark Matthew calmly stood up, taking a moment to stretch his back. Turning away from the ponies in front of him, Matthew turned away from the ponies. 
Before he could move, Fluttershy whispered, “I don’t want to go any further.”
Dark Matthew’s right ear fluttered at the sound of Fluttershy’s words. “What do you mean?”
“I think I understand Matthew better now,” Fluttershy turned her light blue eyes to Twilight. “I know why you wanted to go deeper… It was fear.” Taking a shuttering breath, Fluttershy continued, “You’re afraid of Matthew’s powers. It’s okay to be afraid though. Fear is natural.” 
Fluttershy motioned towards the place Matthew’s human form once stood. “That’s the same fear he felt. The primal fear of something you don’t understand. Something you can’t control. But Matthew did nothing to warrant our intrusion.”
“But Flutters-” Twilight began. Fluttershy held up a hoof, effectively silencing Twilight.
“No Twilight, we’re done,” Fluttershy stated. “We got to see some of Matthew’s history. We know he isn’t bad. And we know he originally didn’t want to fight. Now we stop.” Fluttershy looked towards Dark Matthew, “Could you please show us the exit?”
Silence stood between the six friends and their dark guide. Dark Matthew’s smile faltered.
Twilight attempted a second argument, “Come on girls, we still don’t know much about Matt-”
Applejack walked up to Twilight, placing a comforting hoof on her shoulder. “It’s alright sugarcube,” Applejack said in a soft tone, “We don’t need to know everything about him. We know he saved us from the hydra and Chrysalis. That’s all we need to know. If Matthew wanted to hurt us, he would have.”
Twilight’s eyes turned to Dark Matthew, her eyes wide with fear as she looked to the stationary stallion. “But what about him?”
Applejack turned to Dark Matthew. Applejack thought for a moment, chewing her lips. “Ah don’t know,” Applejack finally admitted. “But what Ah do know, is that this Matthew isn’t the one we’ve been dealing wit in the real world.”
Dark Matthew watched the group with vacant eyes. His expression was unreadable by the ponies. Rainbow Dash even went so far as to ask, “You alright there?”
“When you first entered here,” Dark Matthew whispered, “I saw something beautiful in you.” Dark Matthew faced each of the ponies in turn; first Appeljack, then Twilight, Rainbow Dash, Pinkie Pie and finally Fluttershy. “I saw the fear in you, Twilight, the curiosity and the fire inside you. But such naïve curiosity was beautiful, pure. You thought there would be no consequences for your actions.” Dark Matthew smirked, “You wanted to enter my head with such naivety, believing you were above reproached for your actions. I love it!”
Dark Matthew chuckled, the sound rumbled out from his barrel. “But you’re in my world now.”
Fluttershy’s fur shivered at the sound of Dark Matthew’s voice. With a wave of his hoof, Dark Matthew said, “And can’t leave until I’m done with you.”
All of the ponies screamed in terror. Hundreds of hands shot from ground to wrap around Twilight’s and her friend’s legs. All of the ponies tried desperately to pull away, but the iron clad grips from so many hands held firm. Slowly, each of the ponies was pulled into the earth. Fear filled their eyes as they looked to Dark Matthew, the ground rising to fill their vision with utter blackness. 
Dark Matthew watched the six multicolored ponies sink into the worn earth. “Now the fun really begins.”
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I’m falling…
Falling trough darkness…
Twilight couldn’t see, couldn’t hear. There was nothing but darkness all around her. Twilight fell through nothingness, unable to see her friends. Time slowly slipped by, feeling like hours have passed as Twilight fell through this cold unforgiving darkness.
From nothingness, Twilight’s senses were suddenly assaulted by howling winds and high pitched screaming.
Twilight and the rest of her friends collided painfully together before they fell head over hooves through a smooth tunnel of dark granite. Each of the ponies tumbled down the smooth rock surface. The Mane 6 continued to slide deeper and deeper into the dark rock. Twilight caught glimpses of open shafts of air spilling light into the dark tunnel.
“Whee!” Pinkie Pie screamed, enjoying the natural rock formation like an overly large slide.
But all things could not last.
The narrow gape the Mane 6 traveled down opened into a wide alcove. “Omph!” Rainbow Dash felt the air escape her lungs as five full grown mares drove her into the hard ground. 
Fluttershy was fortunate enough to be on top of the pile. With wide fear filled eyes, Fluttershy looked at the surrounding walls. Black mineral surrounded her from all four sides. The hard rock flowed like water, creating a seamless flow of shiny black rock. Soft lights spilled from the few holes high above her head. 
“Get off!” Rainbow Dash forcibly pushed all of her friends off of her.
Pinkie Pie picked herself from the ground, looking around. I wonder where Matthew is? Pinkie turned to the left, finding the pale pony lying on his back inside a small tunnel. His white tail leisurely swished back and forth. Oh. There he is.
Dark Matthew looked lazily at the mares. A small smirk played across his white muzzle. “Enjoy the trip?”
Rainbow Dash felt her blood reach the boiling. The overconfident smirk, those cruel empty eyes bearing down on them were uncalled for and unwanted. But it was the tone that Dark Matthew used. It was the air of absolute superiority. That he alone stood at the top of the mountain. Rainbow Dash rushed Dark Matthew, leaving a rainbow trail in her wake.
Rainbow Dash was right there. Her hoof was inches away from Dark Matthew’s face before the stallion moved. With a blurred motion, Dark Matthew’s left hoof caught Rainbow Dash’s fast approaching hoof.
Rainbow’s cyan eyes looked at Dark Matthew’s hoof in surprise. She was going at full speed and he caught it. Turning her gaze to Dark Matthew’s face, she felt her anger rise further. Dark Matthew wore a rather bored expression. “Is that the best you got?”
Rainbow drove her second hoof into Dark Matthew’s muzzle. 
Rainbow Dash felt all the anger leave her at the result of her hasty action. 
Even with all the force she could muster, Dark Matthew didn’t even budge. Her cyan hoof was pressed as hard as she could against the white stallion’s cheek and he did even appear fazed. Dark Matthew huffed in annoyance, “Pathetic.” With a flip of his hoof, Dark Matthew slammed Rainbow Dash into the floor.
Rainbow Dash collided with the granite floor with such force, small fissures spread from where her body contacted. All of Rainbow’s friends moved to her side. Several hooves picked up the dazed Pegasus. Rainbow Dash woozily stood up. Her vision swam, but she remained upright. 
Dark Matthew looked at the ruffled Pegasus with an un-amused gaze, “You alright? Do I need to get you a band-aid?”
All eyes turned to Dark Matthew filling the air with the Mane 6’s anger. It was Fluttershy who moved first. “How dare you!” Fluttershy shrieked at the top of her lungs. To see this pony insult her friends was bad enough, but to have the audacity to physically harm her. That was too much for the timid Pegasus to take and Fluttershy’s anger reached the surface. With so much burning fire in her veins, Fluttershy did the only thing she could do. Use the Stare.
Dark Matthew was surprised when Fluttershy flew up to him, staring at him directly in the eyes. “What are you-”  Dark Matthew began to say. But something held his tongue.
Those large eyes bore into Dark Matthew. Dark Matthew’s vision slowly filled with Fluttershy’s angry eyes. They were unlike anything Dark Matthew had felt before. The emotional impact of these eyes was incredible. Dark Matthew felt something stir within him. A wave of guilt flooded his brain. He felt the overwhelming compulsion to apologize, to beg for the yellow Pegasus for her forgiveness.
“Thanks Fluttershy,” Twilight smiled, seeing the snarky grin of Dark Matthew finally disappear. Twilight turned her attention back to Rainbow Dash. “Are you alright?” Rarity and Pinkie Pie stood next to their friend with worried looks.
“Yeah I’m fine,” Rainbow Dash muttered as she took a seat on the cold ground. Rolling her shoulders and giving her wings an experimental flap, Rainbow Dash felt relief to find everything worked properly.
“Um girls?” Applejack’s voice quivered.
Turning towards Applejack, Fluttershy and Dark Matthew, Twilight felt her heart sink. Fluttershy was slowly backing away from Dark Matthew. His dark eyes burned with a different kind of light this time. Instead of joy or amusement, these eyes burned with hatred.
Fluttershy felt herself sinking into those crimson eyes and dark irises. The ‘Stare’ was considered one of Equestria’s greatest weapons. As a master of the Stare, Fluttershy’s ironclad will would be put against the pony or animal on the receiving end. The two minds would be placed into a form of mental combat. Emotions and sometimes even memories could slide across the mental link. 
Fluttershy felt something horribly wrong as she plunged deep into Dark Matthew’s eyes. There, inside those golden-red orbs, Fluttershy become overwhelmed by sheer force of emotions flooding between the two ponies. Fluttershy’s consciousness became swept inside Dark Matthew’s emotions.
Applejack watched as Fluttershy coward in front of the stallion.
Through those eyes, Fluttershy learned what Dark Matthew was. He wasn’t evil. He wasn’t a heartless abomination. He was instinct, the purest of emotions. Love, hate, fear or even pain was nothing compare to this pure animal instinct. In the pure black emptiness of existence, emotion that should burn hot was now icy cold. Inside, Fluttershy felt a rage so deep it would not burn. It was reptilian in nature. And nothing could be done to change it. 
This was Matthew’s greatest asset and his most terrible burden. To life every day with this unbearable feeling that drove him to levels he would not consider possible. To drive him further away from the warm light of day and into utter black.
Applejack was at Fluttershy’s side, catching the Pegasus into the crook of her forelegs. Fluttershy shivered inside Applejack’s embrace, her eyes were filled with absolute loss. Never had she felt this kind of emotion. Applejack looked wide eyed at Fluttershy, “Fluttershy?”
“H-h-he’s not real,” Fluttershy whispered to no one in particular. 
“What are you talking about?” Applejack asked.
“So cold,” Fluttershy continued to shake, holding herself tight. She appeared to be on the verge of tears, the corner of her eyes turning a light red. “Y-y-you,” Fluttershy turned to face Dark Matthew’s pale form, “How can he deal with you? The cold? The emtiness?”
Dark Matthew took a moment to think of his answer. “Because I kept him alive,” Matthew finally answered, “If it wasn’t for me, Matthew would be dead since the first day I came into existence. Who do you think kept him alive while he was overrun by monsters? Who kept him alive when death was staring him in the eyes? When his stomach was torn open and intestines open for some blood hungry sycophant to chew on?”
Dark Matthew took a deep breath, steadying himself. “But it was not always like this,” the pale pony sighed. “Matthew couldn’t hear my voice clearly. He could not give into what I had to offer.” Dark Matthew’s golden eyes looked into Fluttershy’s, “You’d have to ask him. I can only speculate how he does it.”
The dank and cold cave walls disappeared. In its place, the six ponies found themselves staring at a very unusual scene. The serine, quiet office yielded both Matthew and Derek sitting patiently in front of the worn mahogany desk of Captain Lara. Her name was embezzled in a bronze plaque, shining in the fluorescent light bulb. Behind her was a pale bookcase filled with a few award certificates and one or two books. Behind the desk, Lara looked at the two teens with an empty expression.
Matthew and Derek were not in the best of conditions. Both fifteen year olds were battered and bruised. Derek held an icepack to a large black lump on his forehead. Matthew cradled his left arm close to his chest with his wrist bound tightly in a bright white caste. Dark bags sat under both boys’ eyes. Their shirts and pants were equally battered like their bodies, several holes littering the tan fabric.
“What happened?” was the first words out of Lara’s mouth.
Matthew and Derek looked at each other, Derek nodded grudgingly. “After we got to Phoenix, we were put on the train carrying the package.” Derek took a long sigh, “The trip started out okay… The engineers were kinda dicks.”
Lara raised an eyebrow, not amused by Derek’s vocabulary.
“They were…” Derek began, but Matthew finished, “NERDS.”
Lara turned to Matthew, Matthew continued, “They would not shut up about nano-machines and exo-suits. My god they need to get laid, bad!”
“What do you mean?” Lara asked, her expression turning too surprised at the news of nano-machines.
“They were talking about some kinda project the commander was working on,” Matthew closed his eyes trying to remember the details. “I think they mentioned something about his sooooooooon-”
“Trevor,” Derek added, noticing Matthew strain trying to remember the name.
“Right,” Matthew nodded. “Any who, these guys would not shut up! For like seven day-”
“Two,” Derek inserted into Matthew’s monologue.
“It felt like seven!”
Derek took control over the narrative, “Besides the annoying guys and Matthew nearly throwing himself out the window every twenty minutes, nothing major happened until we reached the state boarder.” Derek and Matthew looked off into the distance, remembering what had occurred on that high speed silver bullet called a train. From inside the dinning cart, the fifteen engineers looked worriedly out the same window. Their pale skin almost matched their bright white buttoned up shirts with slick pants.
Applejack watched the office conversation switch, the faces of Derek and Matthew pressed heavily against the screen. Tall mountains, colored in vibrant tans, browns and reds sped past the window. “What is that?” Derek asked, pointing towards something moving across the landscape towards the railroad tracks.
Hundreds of thousands of sleek black bodies rushed across the uneven surface. The sun’s light reflected off their black chitin armor. Thin and agile, these beings had long slender arms, elongated heads and a mouth without lips that revealed some very sharp teeth. Behind each insect like body, a thin tail trailed behind them featuring a slender stabbing too.
“I don’t know,” Matthew said, “But I think Ripley Scott’s gonna sue somebody.”
Both Matthew and Derek jerked to the roof, all eyes turning to the sound of loud crashing. Matthew’s and Derek’s eyes followed as the sound of scrapping filled the cabins. Derek and Matthew instantly recognized it as the unmistakable sound of something walking across the compartment’s metal roof.
Matthew and Derek jumped to their feet, heading to the back of the compartment and towards the large gap between this and the next car.
“What are you doing?” some scared and frightened voiced yelled from across the room.
“Haven’t you seen Mission Impossible,” Derek shouted over his shoulder, “I’m gonna go fight whoever it is on the roof.”
“That’s stupid,” another voice, this time female called after them as they reached the door. “The wind speed alone could send you flying-”
“Don’t care,” Derek shouted, following closely behind Matthew, “Being awesome here.”
“Really?” Matthew shouted at Derek as he grabbed the rungs outside the cart. High powered winds whipped around the sharp corners, catching Matthew in his eyes.
“Hey man, I’ve always wanted to be Ethan Hunt,” Derek said as Matthew pulled himself towards the roof.
The instant Matthew’s head went above the edge of the cart he was hit with a wall of air. Matthew’s eyes watered, his ear became filled with the loud roaring. Blinking rapidly, Matthew focused on the single solitary figure towards the front of the compartment. Standing at six and a half feet, the demon looked like the cross between a man and Alien from Alien. His limbs were outlined with a glossy black exoskeleton. The natural made armor was slick and wavered under the sun’s light. From the demon’s back, two wing covers could be seen reaching out from each side to create an upside down V. The face was difficult to see. The elongated head rising at a slight angle into the air cast a shadow over his exposed mouth and sharp grey teeth. Even though he couldn’t see any eyes, Matthew felt the creature watching him, studying him.
Matthew stood shakily on the slick roof, the howling wind pushing against him with every step he took. Derek followed, standing to his right. Both of their eyes narrowed at the monstrosity standing calmly at the far end of the metal cart. This figure was more humanoid, standing with a straight back as opposed to the hunched appearance of its predecessor with four talon tipped fingers and feet. The elongated head was lifted higher, fanning out to create a wide crown. Matthew and Derek could not see any eyes on his face, but they could feel it looking straight at them. The long winding tail slid across the smooth metal, its sharp dagger like tip reflecting dangerously in the light. 
“Why hello there,” Advena, keeper of the Horde said to the two. His voice felt slimy, like a snake slowly sliding across the air with his sharp teeth flashing. 
Twilight caught sight of something inside the open mouth. It appear like a second mouth was inside, But that’s just ridiculous Twilight shrugged the idea off. 
Matthew and Derek halted five feet away from Advena watching him carefully for any movement. “Now before we get started,” Advena’s slimy voice slid from his mouth, “how about you two introduce yourselves. My name is Advena. It’s nice to meet you.”
“What?!” Matthew and Derek screamed, holding their hands to their ears for all they could hear was the howling wind.
“I said MY NAME IS ADVENA! AND YOUR’S ARE?”
“What?” Matthew yelled before turning to Derek. “Did he say something?”
“Did you say something?” Derek asked catching sight of Matthew looking at him.
With an annoyed sigh, Advena motioned to the two with his long slim fingers. The three quickly moved closer, huddling against the wind’s constant fury. “That’s better, now my name’s Advena. It’s nice to meet you,” the insect like demon said.
“I’m Matthew.”
“And I’m Derek.”
“Good, good,” Advena said. “Now would you boys mind stepping off this train so I can destroy it?”
Derek and Matthew exchanged a very confused look. “No I don’t think we can do that,” Derek answered, “We kinda got to look after this stuff.”
“Do you even know what’s in this train?”
“Nano-machines,” Matthew offered.
“And some other stuff.”
“Precisely,” Advena tried to reason with the two young men. “But do you know what these machines are intended for?” Matthew and Derek shook their head no. “From the small amount of intelligence I received, it looks like a commander Hunterman has a very interesting project. A project that he intends to replace you and the other’s of your kind.”
Matthew and Derek shared a final look. With a single nod from Derek, Matthew head butted Advena. Advena took a surprised step backwards. The curved talons on his feet dug through the metal to maintain his balance on the moving surface.
“What happened then?”
“We got our asses kicked.”
Derek rushed Advena, his glowing white claws slashing at Advena’s black armored body. Advena caught both of Derek’s strikes. Advena kicked Derek in the chest, sending him skidding across the smooth roof.
Matthew threw a ball of darkness at Advena. Advena held out his hand, waiting for the ball to collide with it. The explosion rocked the train. Passengers screamed as they were forced to cling helpless to their seats. Matthew drove headfirst into the smoke in an attempt to catch Advena off guard. 
What he didn’t expect was passing through the black cloud without hitting anything. “What?”
Bam!
The solid tail cracked across Matthew’s back. Matthew flew towards the edge at high speed. Matthew barely caught the edge of the cart with his left hand. 
How bad was it?
“Brutal,” Matthew responded, showing his broken arm to Captain Lara.

The fight continued to progress. Advena didn’t even break a sweat as Matthew and Derek used every form of attack they could think of. Even a few feints were no use against this superior opponent. Advena had even gone so far as to smash Derek’s face into the metal so forcefully it left a very familiar imprint in it.
Advena picked Derek up by the scruff of his neck. Advena twisted his wrist, forcing Derek to look into Advena’s expressionless face. “Sorry, did that hurt?” Advena asked with an amused tone looking at Derek’s bloodied face. Looking down at the metal, Advena chuckled darkly, “I must admit. That turned out better than I thought.” Advena readied his left hand, his talons pointed straight at Derek’s chest. “Now my friend, it’s time to end this.”
Derek spluttered an answer sending flecks of red fluid onto Advena’s sleek armor.
Before Advena could deliver the killing blow, Matthew rushed forward with his left hand ready to punch the humanoid insect in the back of the head. 
Advena nimbly moved his head to the side, Matthew’s fist missing it by a few inches. Dropping Derek, Advena grabbed Matthew’s wrist and pulled down, hard. 
Applejack, Twilight and Rainbow Dash winced at the sound of cracking bone. Rarity and Fluttershy fainted at the sight of Matthew’s bone’s piercing out his skin. Matthew’s blood and screams filled the air. Dropping to his knees, Matthew cradled his broken arm. 
The young man looked up at Advena. If the demon had lips, Matthew was sure they would resemble a twisted smile. 
“How did you two escape?”
“We got lucky.” 
Applejack watched as Advena readied to strike Matthew down. Applejack’s eyes wondered past the black figure. To her surprise, a single woman pulled herself over the edge of the cart. In her hands was one of the most terrifying machines Applejack had ever seen. Sporting a rocket launcher with three barrels, the brave engineer took aim and fired her payload. 
The resulting explosion tore half the roof off and shattered almost every window on the train. Thankfully, Matthew and Derek managed to grab onto the side of the cart as they were thrown through the air. Matthew’s body bashed against the cart two carts down. The violent jostling of his arm nearly caused Matthew to black out. 
Matthew held on tightly to the cold metal with his right hand. Matthew’s eyes looked up, or towards the direction of the first car, and released a very relieved sigh at the missing sight of Advena. 
“Mat!” Derek yelled over the fierce wind, slowly approaching Matthew. Matthew waved with his uninjured arm, “Yo.” With a mighty heave, Derek lifted Matthew to his feet. Matthew looked around at the dented, torn and smoldering metal of the remaining rooftops. From the holes, Matthew could barely make out the pale faces of the engineers. The fear in their eyes filled the compartments. 
“Hey Derek?”
“Yeah?”
“Let’s not do this again, like ever. Agree?”
“Yep.”
As Matthew and Derek finished their story, Lara chose to remain in her seat with her fingers interlaced in front of her. The pair waited patiently for the captain to say something. What she said was quite the surprise for both Matthew and Derek. “You both did a good job,” Lara finally said.
Derek and Matthew were caught right out of nowhere with that response. Derek and Matthew share a very confused look. When they turned back to Lara, Matthew asked, “Really?”
“Yes,” Lara nodded. Lara decided to carry on, “With this new development, I think you two deserve a break. Take the next couple of days off. The higher-ups and myself have got in contact with a potential ally, but we’re still working on the details.”
Derek and Matthew starred at Lara blankly. “So you’re giving us a day off?” Derek asked with awe.
“Yes.”
“Who are you and what have you done with Captain Lara?”
“Shut up and get out of my office,” Lara snapped, dropping back into her usual hard manner.
Derek and Matthew quickly made themselves scarce of the Captain’s presence. Outside, both boys slowly walked down the long grey hallway. Derek asked Matthew in a hushed whisper, “So what are we gonna do for our day off?”
“No clue.”
“We could go to the rec-room,” Derek offered helpfully.
“We have one of those?”
“Wait! Stop!” Twilight yelled at the dark form of Matthew.
The scene became nothing, returning the Mane six to the black twisting stone. Dark Matthew was bemused by her reaction, “But we were getting to the good part. Derek and I were about to discover the wonders of television for a second time in life.”
“What’s the point?”
“Pardon?” Dark Matthew asked, his sharp teeth glittering in the soft light.
“Why would you want to show us that?” Twilight approached Matthew, stomping her hooves into the rocky floor. “What point does it prove for us to see something as insignificant as watching television?”
“Well,” Dark Matthew drawled, “I thought it would be good to show you the softer side of Matthew. My entire life doesn’t revolve around fighting you know. I do have a personality, ya know.”
“Like what?” Rarity asked.
“I’m an a***ole. Isn’t it obvious?”
Twilight held a hoof to her head, veins pushing against her head with so much force they were visible against her purple fur. 
“But if you want to see something with a little more blood,” Dark Matthew said, enjoying every moment of Twilight’s pain. “I’ll be sure to abide.”
Rarity, Twilight and the rest of the ponies were about to protest when they found themselves in the back of a large wagon lined with dark green fabric to block out the sun. Matthew was left sitting towards the middle of one of the wooden benches lining the sides of the truck. Twilight noticed Matthew’s arm was still bound in a caste. Next to him were Derek, Shannon and Mari trying desperately to see out into the city around them. 
“What are they looking at?” Pinkie asked.
Before any of the ponies could out any details, the truck came to an abrupt halt. Leaving Matthew, Shannon and Mari crushed under Derek.
“Derek,” Shannon’s muffled voice reached out from the pile of limbs, “Would you be so kind as to get you gigantic black butt off of us?”
“Okay first of all, my butt is not gigantic. It’s proportionate to my size,” Derek snapped. “And second, you wish you could have this nice of an a**. So enjoy it while you can.”
After a small fistfight and lots of cursing, Matthew and his friends left the bed of the dull grey truck. All of the ponies gasped loudly at the sight before them.  Tall buildings reached into the sky, high above their heads. Fluttershy felt so very small, as if she were merely an ant before several stone titans. The stall building looked to be crumbling. Their walls worn cracked and covered in scorched marks.
“Welcome to Los Angeles!” Dark Matthew shouted with glee.
Pinkie Pie scanned the crowd of humans wandering about the streets. Outside of the few military personnel, including Captain Lara and Commander Huntsman, the citizen of Los Angeles were desperate to say the least. Women, children and men wore battered and ruined clothing. Business suites that were once pristine were now torn and covered in dirt. What shocked the ponies were there expressions. Each and every eye was sunken into their sockets. 
Los Angeles, one of few remaining cities still under human control, had seen better days. Its citizens were familiar with the constant strain of attack. The coastline, far off into the distant was filled with the empty shells of what use to be boats and ships. Rainbow Dash could make the distinct circle outlining the city’s major harbor. The large cargo vessels, many twisted, torn and full of holes, were used to create a makeshift barrier between this part of the city and the sea. Several smaller vessels littered the inside of the harbor. With the lost of a working economy, many citizens were forced to take to a seafaring life. 
Derek and Matthew followed the small crowd of hybrids through the street and into the main courtyard of a high rising building. The previous owner ‘Chase’ still had their logo still attached to the sign. 
Standing towards one end of the courtyard caught Rarity’s eye. Standing calmly next a dark cloaked figure was the most beautiful human she had ever seen. His dark tan skin appeared to glow with some strange light. His high, sharp brow complemented the sharp face. Dark black hair fell to each side of his face, almost to his shoulder. This angel, as Rarity would describe him, wore a traditional silver armor that a knight would wear. A solid chest piece, leggings, wrists guards and shiny boots completed the perfection this being had. Nothing was out of place. 
“Oh my,” Rarity muttered. 
The small group of humans slowly approached the two figures.
“Ah here we are,” the perfect human said. His voice was crisp and clear, sounding like a soft bell chiming in the air. Dark Matthew shivered at the person’s voice. He was too perfect. That perfect face, his voice, and his striking green eyes. That perfect smile with teeth to add that totally did not make Matthew or any other male in the audience jealous at the swooning teenage girls. 
“Greetings, children, my name is Gabriel.” The crowd before him grumbled a reply. “Now I’m sure you are all very excited about today’s special training.”
“Wait, training?” “Who said anything about training?” “I thought there’d be ice cream,” several people voiced their confusion. Matthew shared an amused look with his friends. Mari grumbled, “There had better be ice cream. Or someone’s going to die.” 
Derek, Matthew and Shannon decided to make some distance between them and Mari for their own personnel safety.
“My name is Gabriel-“
“You get that from the Bible?!” Derek yelled, already seeing were this was going.
“I was in the bible,” Gabriel pointed out.
“Oh so you were in the Bible?” Derek responded with sarcasm. “Next your gonna tell me you’re an angel?”
“I am.”
“You tripping!”
“No I’m not.”
“Prove it,” Shannon yelled.
“Why?” Gabriel asked.
“Because none of us will believe you otherwise,” Matthew pointed out.
“Fine,” Gabriel grumbled to himself. Lifting his hands to his side, Gabriel summoned his wings. A white light filled the courtyard with what could only be described as holy light.
After a few minutes Matthew yelled, “Shut it off. I can’t see!”
Gabriel lowered his arms, the light he was expelling diming into nothing. “Now that we’ve got that out of the way,” Gabriel turned to the various commanders and leaders waiting patiently on the edge of the courtyard, keeping their distance from large crowd of hybrids. “Distinguished leaders, my colleague and I have various methods we will be using today to better equip these young fighters for future conflicts.”
Gabriel took in the faces before his, young inexperienced children looking at him with the greatest amount of distrust possible. His smile faltered, he could see the desperation in their eyes. “While I take the majority of the group, I will need a certain individual.” Gabriel’s mysterious friend decided to move, revealing long yellow fingers. Like crow’s feet, these appendages came equipped with sharp white talons that glistened in the light. One of these fingers pointed straight into the crowd. All eyes followed the pointing claw until they rested on Matthew. “Will Matthew William O’Conner please come forward?”
Matthew looked to the cloaked figure, then to Gabriel and then back to the dark hood. With only a second to think, Matthew did the only rational thing left to him. “Matthew’s right here,” Matthew said, pointing to Derek. Blame it on the black kid. 
Derek swatted him on the back of the head, “Shut the hell up and get up there.”
“No.”
“Fine, then I’ll make ya!”
Gabriel’s eyes widened after all of Matthew’s friends threw him bodily to the front of the group. Before the scene could continue, Dark Matthew had to address the amount of soft giggling he was hearing from the six mares. “And what is so funny?”
“Your name,” Pinkie Pie smiled widely.
“And what’s wrong with my name?” Dark Matthew snorted. 
“Was Irish McIrish already taken?”
Unfortunately none of the ponies could answer. They merrily continued to giggle at the flustered Matthew. To be honest, none of them could really understand why they were laughing. It started with Rainbow Dash but then soon spread to the rest of them. Inside, they felt the tension they had been feeling tighten more and more. This was their breaking point. With so much anger and hatred filling the air, the carefree ponies had difficulty processing the events around them. The air was intoxicating. It only took an unusual name to reveal to them how close may be to losing it.
Equestria is such a nice place, Dark Matthew thought to himself. To create beings like this, it’s better than Disneyland.
Dark Matthew snorted at the idea. Instead he focused on the scene, showing his human counterpart being pulled by the cloaked figure’s talons down the adjacent hallway. “So where are we going?” Matthew asked, wincing at the pressure the thin hand was exerting on his wrist.
“Here,” the cloaked figure said, taking a drastic left turn and into an empty room. Inside were a few broken chairs and tables. What surprised Matthew was the floating door of thick rusting metal outlined in similar rivets. 
“Yeah,” Matthew slowly tried to back away, “I’m not going in there.”
“Yes you are,” The cloaked figure said, taking Matthew by the back of his neck. Without any effort, the cloaked figure threw Matthew into the door. Matthew’s screaming face approached the cold metal at breakneck speeds. Closing his eyes and shielding his head with his arms, Matthew braced himself for the inevitable impact.
Twilight watched as Matthew’s head and body passed through the metal portal like water. Sunlight was instantly cut off; leaving Twilight and her friends at the base of the cavern they had previously been occupying.  
“Wow,” Rarity sarcastically sneered, “You really have a limited pallet when it comes to scenery.”
“Shut up,” snapped Dark Matthew.
Before the fashionista could retort, the room began to reverberate with angry cursing. “Ow…” “Oooh!” “Son of a-“ “Mother-“ “God-“ “Piss-“ “Fuuu-“
Mathew’s human body flew from one of the many channels and into the opposing wall. Grumbling, Matthew picked himself looking at the cavern surrounding him. Turning to the left, Matthew jumped back in shock at cloaked figure appearing out of nowhere. “Whoa, what the hell man?”
The figure chuckled, his voice rising and falling in the chamber. “Now before we begin,” the figure said, “I think we should get acquainted. My name is Raven.” Slowly, the cloaked figure raised his crusting yellow talons towards his hood. Pulling back the hood revealed the true face of Gabriel’s companies.
The ponies gasped in surprise in perfect sync with Matthew’s memory. Behind the shadow’s veiled revealed the pointed, black feathered face of Raven. Specks of light reflected off the pure darkness of Raven’s feathers, creating a smooth forehead and high brow. Raven’s beak glinted dangerously in the darkness. I shown sharp like a knife and looked more than capable of stripping the flesh from bones. What caught Matthew were the eyes. Those two golden eyes burned into Matthew. They spoke of knowledge, power, and things best left unknown. 
“Ah, much better,” Raven sighed with relief.
“W-what are you?” Matthew asked, his voice fluctuated to a higher pitched. The hair stood on the back of his neck. 
The ponies felt a deep presence in the air. This being was unlike the monstrosities they had experienced before. This one appeared to be both malice and curious, a dreadful combination in Matthew’s predicament.
“Oh come now, where is the fun if you don’t guess?”
“Demon?” Matthew spat, his right hand was ready with dark flames covering his entire fist.
“Yes,” Raven purred, the feathers around his neck fluffed out. Without the ability to use his beak to convey facial expressions, the great bird’s emotions would be displayed by his feathery plumage.
“So what do you want?” Matthew asked, his body vibrated in anticipation. Every cell was ready for action.
“Nothing much,” Raven said nonchalantly. “I am simply here to provide some assistance for humanity and the Angels.”
“And why would you want to do that?”
“Because,” Raven said slowly, “not all of the beings residing in hell want the Apocalypse.”
“What?” Matthew asked, the flames over his hand almost going out from the absurdity of Raven’s words. How could a demon not want the end of the world? Isn’t misery and suffering their goal?
“Of course it is,” Raven said.
“Did you just read my mind?”
“Yes,” the raven shrugged as if that was the most obvious answer in the world. “Unlike a majority of my fellow creatures of hell, my power does not reside in the physical aspect but the mental.”
“And that gives you permission to read my mind?” Matthew hissed through his clenched teeth.
“No, but I wanted to.” Raven watched Matthew, his eyes held the demon’s amusement. “The reason as to why I am helping you is to ensure the futures I have foreseen do not come to light.”
“Wait, you can see the future?” Matthew asked sarcastically. 
“Why yes as a matter of…”
“How many figures am I going to hold up?” Matthew quickly.
“Agh,” Raven groaned. “One.”
Matthew held out his hand, his middle finger rose. “Again.”
“One.” Matthew raised his other hand with the same finger raised.
“Again!”
“Two.”
Matthew had both of his hands out, with the same fingers present and accounted for. Before Matthew could continue his juvenile antics could continue, Raven suddenly appeared next to Matthew’s right ear. Grabbing Matthew’s ear sharply, the demonic bird snapped, “This is no time for games.” With a quick pull, Matthew was sent spinning into the ground. The younger man rose to his feet, rubbing his sore ear. “Now that we’re done with your idiocy, I will answer your questions.”
The Raven took a deep steadying breath, “Not all demons want the destruction of life.” Slowly, the creature began to circle Matthew. “Without light, the flow of energy would not continue,” before Matthew could interrupt, “You see, hell itself is a manifestation of all the negativity in life. Such as heaven is the accumulation of all things positive. Each soul must be judged to their respective afterlife.” The Raven smiled, “The torments of hell and the absolution of heaven is not the end of a soul’s journey. The afterlife purges the energy a soul has accumulated in life before they are returned to the physical world.”
“Is-“
“Yes, it’s just like reincarnation,” Raven said. “It’s the universe’s way of revitalizing itself. Look to nature if you need to, nothing is wasted. A dead body returns to the earth and revitalizes the soul to ensure plants can grow. The animals eat the plants for energy. The cycle continues.”
“The circle of life.”
“But for the soul,” Raven nodded.
“But what do you want from me?” Matthew asked. “I don’t think I need a lesson from the Lion King.”
“No. What you need is a complete different lesson.” Raven reached inside his robes, pulling out a simple cup. The sides were smooth, the cup reflecting the light of the wood it was carved from. To Matthew’s and the ponies’ surprise, Raven took one of his talons and ran the sharp tip over one of his wrists. Pure black liquid dripped into the wooden cup with a slow drip-drip-drip.
“What is he doing?” Twilight asked Dark Matthew. 
To her annoyance, Dark Matthew raised a hoof to his lips. “Sh. You’ll miss the best part.”
“What I want with you Matthew,” Raven pushed the chalice into Matthew’s hands, “is to help you.”
“What?” asked human Mathew and the ponies.
“Why would he want to do that?” Rainbow Dash asked.
“Because,” Raven began to pace, “You have a very limited future.” Matthew just stared at the oversized bird. “Seeing into the future is not as simple as you would think. Each individual future is unique. Some so similar they can hardly be told apart. Some are so vastly different they could hardly be related to the present I see them from. Each individual has a variety of futures. It’s a simple matter of the probability which future will become reality.”
“Ah, man. I hate math.”
“Me too,” Rainbow Dash chuckled slightly. Twilight gritted her teeth, There’s nothing wrong with math.
“I know.” 
“Screw you, buddy!”
“But what I found interesting about you Matthew, is just how limited your future is.”
“Is that a bad thing?” Matthew asked hesitantly.
“For you yes,” Raven smiled. “Your future ends here.” The black bird motioned to the walls around him, “My future will continue from here, but yours has only two possibilities.”
Matthew waited for the demon to proceed. When he didn’t continue, Matthew asked, “Well, what are they?”
“You either live or die.”
Matthew took a moment, letting the news sink in. “Well that sucks.”
“For you, yes,” Raven commented with amusement. “But that leads us to our predicament. You have three options. First, you can forgo my test and training. You will die the instant you leave this place.”
“Whoa, whoa, whoa! What does that mean?”
“Oh, I forgot to mention it to Gabriel,” Raven seemed surprised for a moment. “There will be an attack on Los Angeles within the hour. I believe it would by either a titan or sea monster. Can’t remember who thou.”
“We’ve gotta warn them!” Matthew rushed to the side of the cavern, but Raven was there to grab him by the scruff of his neck and toss him backwards.
“Warning them will not save them!” Raven snapped. “You neither have the power nor the skill to save them! What can you do?!!” Matthew threw a quick punch. Raven caught the fist with one finger. With a simple flex of his hand, Matthew was sent flying into the wall. 
Matthew jumped to his feet, noticing the un-spilt chalice held in Raven’s thin fingers. With a roar, Matthew rushed Raven. Both of his fists flew through the air at lightning speed. Rainbow Dash watched the younger man try desperately to hit Raven. But none of Matthew’s attack even touched the bird. To add insult to injury, it appeared as if Raven was barely even moving. The aged demon appeared to be bored at Matthew’s fruitless attempts of an attack.
“Something’s wrong,” Rainbow Dash said slowly, watching Matthew get kicked in the gut. Rainbow Dash winced in pain at the sight of Matthew curled up on the ground.
“What do ya mean?” Applejack asked Rainbow.
“There’s just something wrong,” Rainbow Dash repeated, her brow furrowed in deep concentration. “The way he’s throwing his punches. They just seem… ya know… off?”
“I don’t follow,” Rarity said, listening to the cyan Pegasus. 
“This Matthew’s throwing his punches, just to throw them,” Rainbow Dash eyed Matthew slowly rising to his feet. His face was a deep red, anger etched deep in his face. “When Matthew fought earlier, there was meaning behind them. Here, it’s like he doesn’t even know how to properly fight.”
Applejack thought deeply for a moment. “Well of course, you can’t judge this Matthew based on the one we know.”
Rainbow Dash remained silent, knowing what she saw. It wasn’t just inexperience. There was something missing in Matthew’s eyes.
“Now that your little tantrum is finished, I will continue,” Raven took a deep steadying breath to calm his nerves. “The second option is to complete my test and pass.”
“What’s the third option?”
“You take my test and die.”
“You’re not giving me a whole lot options here,” Matthew spat, glaring at Raven.
“Now you’re going to say something about not giving a crap or you’re going to try and storm out,” Raven said without any amusement.
“Maybe.”
“So I will stop you by simply stating the truth of this situation.”
“And that would be?” Matthew asked.
“You know you can’t overpower me or fight me,” Raven slowly approached Matthew, stalking the shorter human. “So you can either take this willingly, or I can shove it down your throat. Your choice.”
Matthew took the cup being shoved in his hands. Matthew looked to the black liquid, then to Raven. His mind ran rapidly with so many thoughts. No matter the circumstances, there was no way Matthew could beat this guy or find his way out of- wherever this place was.
“So this will help me, help my friends?” Matthew asked slowly, a deep cold dread filling the pit of his stomach.
“Yes,” Raven’s feathery plumage pushed out, his interpretation of a smile. “If you pass, you will take the first steps to actual power. Not that child’s plaything you call fighting.”
Matthew swallowed his retort. With so few options, Matthew did the only thing he could. Bringing the cup to his lips, Matthew closed his eyes and downed the cup’s entire contents. 
Rarity fainted alongside Fluttershy. Applejack, Rainbow Dash and Twilight nearly lost their lunches while Pinkie Pie tilted her head in confusion. “I don’t think that’s very cultured,” Pinkie Pie commented at the sight of Matthew drinking the demon’s blood.
Throwing down the cup, Matthew looked like he was about to throw up by the amount of pain he was showing. Drops of dark liquid dripped from Matthew’s lips and chin. The liquid was so cold it burned down his throat and esophagus all the way to the stomach. It tasted like charcoal and sulfur. 
“What now?” Matthew managed to choke out.
The great raven leaned against the wall, his golden eyes staring intently at Matthew.
“Now, you die.”
“You son of a-“

	
		Darkness, My Name Is



A Demon in Ponyville
Ch. 16: Darkness, My Name Is
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to My Little Pony. All other characters are mine.
Twilight and her friends watched in horror as Matthew writhed on the ground. His hands wrapped around his throat. Black fluid spilled from the younger man’s mouth. Matthew’s face paled, trying desperately to get his breath. Instead all the girls could hear was the sound of a chocking and dying man. 
Matthew’s eyes burned with desperation, red rimmed and starring at the black raven. His lungs froze under the influence of the black poison. The act of breathing felt like the ocean was pushing down on his chest and he was breaking under it. His nervous system screamed as the lights began to dim. The low light of the cave became faint, only a glimmer of grey in Matthew’s eyes. Matthew screamed in anger at the feathered demon.
Fluttershy held her hooves to her ears, trying to block out the chocked screams of Matthew’s younger self. She did not want to see him suffer like this. To watch as Matthew’s life was slowly snuffed out. Rainbow Dash and Applejack paled, holding a hoof to their mouth to prevent them from losing their lunches. Pinkie Pie’s hair even deflated, falling flat over her neck. 
Pinkie Pie turned to the smiling Dark Matthew, his pale visage almost luminescent in the dark background. “Why?” Pinkie Pie’s voice quivered.
Dark Matthew’s eyes pierced Pinkie Pie’s. In those eyes, she could see the cruelty, the anger, and the madness. “Because,” the pale pony answered, “my power is not in the conscious mind, but the subconscious. And what brings out the animal than a struggle to-“
“You mean self preservation,” Pinkie Pie interrupted. “You mean by killing you, this Raven could draw something out of you.”
“Why yes,” Dark Matthew blinked in surprise. To be honest the dark entity was disappointed. He rarely got the chance to monologue and the world needed to hear his voice even if they.
“That’s- that’s twisted,” Pinkie spluttered. 
Time was slow. Time felt like nothing when dying. To feel the mind slowly darken with no horizon in sight was the most terrifying moment Matthew could feel. And the ponies had a front row seat to the light fading from Matthew’s dark brown eyes.
Pinkie watched Matthew’s corpse twitch. The last of the electrical signals finished dispelling themselves across his nervous system. Then there was nothing. No movement. No pulse.
Pinkie Pie turned towards the still form of the Raven. The Raven’s eyes held a unique emotion. The gold rimmed irises seemed to glow with disgust. But Pinkie felt it was not directed towards the deceased teenager. Something told her it was something else. 
The black bird approached Matthew’s corpse. Raven’s movements were fluid, so elegant when he knelt next to Matthew. Raven slowly outlined the sharp chin and cheek with a single claw, deep in thought. These were not smile lines, but the lines of a stressed boy starting from the corner of his eyes and reaching out along with the lines developing around the corners of his mouth. 
Raven moved his eyes towards Matthew’s chest. If he could be any more disgusted with his actions, now would be the time. Raven raised his claws high into the air, the black claw on his index finger held at the ready. 
“I’m sorry.”
With deft precision, Raven began the arduous task of etching runs into Matthew’s flesh. Rarity fainted, the black talon of Raven carving just deep enough into Matthew’s chest. Neither clothing, nor modesty stopped the raven as he imprinted onto Matthew strange and ethereal runes of rigid and curved proportions unknown to Twilight or any being outside of the darkest corners of reality.
Fluttershy paled, becoming a sickening shade of white, feeling lightheaded as she dropped onto her rump. Pinkie Pie’s hair quickly turned a few shades of grey, putting both hooves to her muzzle as her cheeks expanded to comical proportion in a desperate attempt to keep her sugary treats from greeting the air. Applejack and Rainbow Dash gulped, forcing their trachea to keep their lunches down. Twilight could only mouth wordlessly, her lavender eyes stuck on the black edge slicing through the upper skin layers, red blood slowly oozing through the runes.
The only sound the girls could her was the whisper of meat being carved. The sound echoed inside the system of tunnels as Raven continued his work on the arms and legs.
“Why?” Twilight asked, forcing her gaze from the mutilation in front of her. 
Dark Matthew remained silent, but the sharp toothed grin sent shivers down her spine causing her fur to stand on end. Turning back to the large bird and Matthew, Twilight watched Raven finish his work all the way to Matthew’s feet. Sliding to Matthew’s head, Raven began etching across the forehead, cheeks and chin. The horrifying thing was Matthew’s dead, open eyes. Raven grasped each side of the human’s skull with the edge of his talons. Taking a deep breath, Raven began a ritual that transcribes human knowledge. The words were grating on the ponies’ ears. The language was indescribable, piercing each of the Elements of Harmony like a physical blow to the cranium.
What happened next, Twilight, Pinkie, and Applejack could not describe what they were seeing. The air shimmered before melting away into a cacophony of colors and sensations. Shades of every color twisting and forming into unrecognizable patterns stretched the minds of the small group of ponies standing haplessly before it. Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy fell into unconsciousness, the stress of these cyclopean images straining the cortex of their minds was too much to bear. The remaining three ponies held a hoof to their head, a spiking pain excavating deeper into their grey matter.
The only recognizable object was Matthew’s immaterial state of being, or soul if you want to be lazy.
That is until Matthew’s decent into the unknown and unknowable was stopped, halted from further progressing into the rhythms and motions beyond the world he knew. What stopped Matthew’s spirit was something beyond mortal comprehension. 
Twilight felt her eyes burning at the sight before her. She looked outside the order universe to an amorphous blight of nethermost confusion which blasphemes and bubbles at the center of all infinity.
“What the hell am I looking at?” Twilight screeched, trying desperately to understand or put into words what was going on.
“Horseapples,” Applejack muttered, her green eyes reflecting the blurring light of an eldritch being. Pinkie Pie wrapped her arms around Applejack, bringing her into a tight hug for comfort. The pink party pony trembled uncontrollably next to Applejack’s still form. It wasn’t bravery that Applejack stood still, but the overwhelming terror coursing through her veins. 
Lucky for the ponies, this was merely an imperfect memory. The presence of this being could only be compared to drowning underneath the sea as the heavy ocean pressed down upon the chest, crushing the life out of its unsuspecting victim while every cell was on fire and his brain being scrambled into a pudding mush. Don’t ask me how that work, it just does!
Matthew’s eyes widened, his face contorting into the cross between ‘Shit my pants scared’ and ‘I’m f***ed.’ Here he was, a single man, in the presence of the infinite. The raven had sent Matthew in spirit to the being of infinite possibility, the boundless daemon sultan Azathoth; a corporeal cloud of shifting cosmic dust, perpetuating an endless cycle of change and metamorphosis. His tendrils flowing far into the universe beyond what Matthew could make out.
Twilight turned to Dark Matthew, “W-what is that?”
“The ultimate deity,” the dark pony said, his eyes wild, full of a madness Twilight could not begin to comprehend. “Matthew was sent on a mock pilgrimage to seek the knighted throne of the far daemon Azathoth.” Dark Matthew took a step towards Twilight, seeing the mare flinched caused Dark Matthew’s smile to spread. “He is the primal Chaos, the Cosmic Upheaval, the Blind, Idiot God who slumbers under the influence of the demonic drums of his children.”
“Why are you here?” Applejack whispered, watching the glowing body of Azathoth, its face held in shadow. But she could feel the looming god’s presence.
“To be a pawn, a bargaining chip,” Dark Matthew hissed with glee. “Raven knew that he had to ensure the survival of the world, or else more horrifying things would befall all of creation.” Dark Matthew pointed towards the Outer God, “If the balance falls, the creatures in the dark will rise to see the disturbance brought by Lucifer and Hell’s army.”
Dark Matthew laughed, that’s all Matthew was to those people, a pawn to be used by greater beings. Even as Azathoth slept, his influence still existed, his mind still existed. The creator of darkness felt the spec of Matthew enter his domain at the nucleus of the universe. The markings in Matthew’s flesh told the Elder God why Matthew was here. He was an offering to Azathoth. The raven hoped that the man with potential could catch the Eldritch God’s attention in his continuous slumber.
It did, but not in the good way. The ant that sent Matthew thought he, Azathoth; father of the Darkness, Yod-Sythod and so many others unknown horrors would be interested in Raven’s schemes. 
Twilight, Pinkie and Applejack watched the shifting cosmic cloud extend from Azathoth’s center towards Matthew. A part of the Great One’s flittering subconscious creating a platform for Matthew to lie on. Even in his limited state of existence, Azathoth could perform simple acts.
Matthew’s eyes rolled into the back of his head, bleeding at the sight of Azathoth. His spirit screamed at the pain of such connection. But Azathoth did not mind, Matthew’s sparks of pain were interesting to the great being. Having no physical body, Azathoth did not know what feeling was. It tickled Azathoth, while Matthew felt like he was being torn apart. 
“The human mind,” Dark Matthew muttered, “cannot see to infinity… And when forced to look upon it, the mind brakes.”
Azathoth sent an impartial message to his tiny visitor. Twilight and her friends felt a small wave of something wash over them. It told Matthew to stand. Matthew’s body obliged the command of this god. Twitching, blood spewing from his eyes, ears and through his mouth as the contact ravaged his spiritual flesh and bones; Matthew’s limbs pushed against the cosmic substance. Every action that happened in this space, beyond time and creation, impacted his physical body in ways Matthew may never fully understand.
“Azathoth,” Dark Matthew said to the ponies, his eyes studying the horrified and sickly expressions of the mare, “Does not take sides. He does not take well to commands. But what he loves is games.” Dark Matthew looked to the memory, a cold chill racing up his spine, recalling the true glory of Azathoth. The human shakily getting to his feet, his stance was off, feet wide apart like a drunkard trying to regain his equilibrium. “He would send me back, but not as a pawn of the raven, human or foul demon.”
A single shard of light, lifted from the platform of shifting gases. Barely bigger than a dime, the white hot sphere shot into Matthew’s chest. There Matthew was held at the complete mercy of this unquestioning deity, everything he was and all of his memories were there for Azathoth to see.  
The pain was indescribable. Applejack placed her hooves to ears, grinding her teeth as Matthew’s chocking sobs filled the air. His bones twist and broke under the absolute power, filling the air with dozens of meaty cracking. Twilight watched Matthew’s arms twist until they turned a full hundred and eighty degrees, his spine bending to the obscene angle. His fingers splintered backwards touching the back of his hand. The ponies’ ears flattened, a series of popping emitting from Matthew’s chest; the eldritch deity testing Matthew’s chest cavity by pushing it further out and looking inside. Could make dirty joke, but pain blocking funny. Must remember this later.
”Dear child,” the ancient and elderly voice spoke through Matthew. Twilight could not describe it. Azathoth spoke through their bone and flesh, the voice beyond any Equestrian vocal cords or any living being. Matthew’s gargling response was all he could answer answered, his lungs not working while Azathoth decided to play with all the mushy bits that were Matthew’s organs. “You are suffering child.”
“No shit,” Pinkie Pie responded, tears flowing from her eyes. Watching Matthew’s flesh darken, bruising and bleeding under the strain. 
Twilight and Applejack turned to Pinkie Pie, the uncharacteristic venom and vulgarity taking them by surprise. Applejack would have moved away from the pink party pony, but Pinkie’s grip was like iron and no one could escape a Pinkie Pie hug whence they were ensnared in the pink furred trap.
“I know why you are here, but you do not.
You are but a small pawn in their mitts, nothing greater than that.
That bird believes he can bargain your life away, for my help.
But I want to know, what is it you want?
Please tell me, I am quite curious and would love to hear your response.” 
Besides just, looking into his brain, Azathoth wants to have a nice conversation. It’s been ages since the last conversation he had. Matthew’s voice was soft, barely audible in the absolute silence of this void in space, “I want to live.”
The Outer God chuckled. Such a simple answer it was. Matthew did not care for anything other than his own survival. He had no love, no possession in his small perception of the world; just his own life. 
”I like it…
So eloquently put if I do say so myself.
Hmm…
I think I will give you a boon.
Why you may ask-”
“No one’s asking.”
“Kinda bored. And messing with Earth sounds fun.”
The ponies watched with great admiration and confusion. The center of Matthew’s chest began to glow, burning with ethereal fire. His mind was being torn apart alongside his body. Azathoth tore from Matthew some of the most important memories he had.
“ And there we are.
Feel this pain, the burning in your chest.
That is your pain. Your heart.
You will always remember this pain. 
It will be your burden, to never be able to recall what you once had and to feel it every waking day of your life. 
Their names are gone, you’re childhood made moot.
This burning emptiness is my gift to you.
They will lead you to your primal instincts.
Your greatest attribute, the animalistic nature hidden under the mask of mankind.
I will not allow you to be their pawn.
You belong to Me and you will break from them.
Because I will take you away from them, far from their reach.
In this burning fire, you will strive to survive, strive to grow stronger.
And it will consume you, making you something else.
This is my gift to you.
The pure nature beyond humanity.
Destroy them… Save them…
These are your choices to make.
But you will remember this moment.
The moment I break you,
The moment you found madness, marking your evolution from pawn.
Today, I deny them a weak Matthew.
No, I give them you.”
The cosmic mist, material more benevolent than any matter found on Earth wrapped around Matthew’s broken twisting body. For a god, he talks a lot. I don’t think the Bible has this much of god's dialogue in it.
“Become something great, my child.
Let this flame burn brighter and never stop striving.
Achieve the impossible, gain worth through your actions.
And when you do, I will know.
I will know the day you grow from a single chess piece and become what I will you too be.
And I will not create such an insignificant being.
I will make you a king, or emperor, I don’t know. I’m kinda rambling at this point.
See ya later kid."
A blinding white light engulfed Matthew, throwing him back to his world and to his physical body. Back to the Raven, his claws placed on each side of Matthew’s head. The still warm blood stained his long fingers. The bones of both Matthew’s hands glistened in the poor lighting, the fingers contorted beyond humanly capable. Fluttershy could see the sharp edge of white sticking from the human’s cavity. A rib bent to the point it tore through Matthew’s dull skin. 
Raven’s eyes were closed, maintaining his rhythm and chanting. 
“It’s sad really,” Dark Matthew commented. “He was so desperate; he tried to deal with powers far beyond his station. His only choice was to stop Lucifer’s actions at all cost.”
“What do you mean?” Twilight asked, pulling her eyes from the dead body to look at Dark Matthew.
“I’ll save that explanation for later. Don’t want to spoil the surprise!” Dark Matthew responded with a toothy smile.
The ponies groaned in exasperation. This little charade was getting a little ridiculous. But what choice did the ponies have. This was Matthew’s story.
A shaking, gargling sound drew Twilight’s eyes towards Matthew’s body. The human rib cage slowly expanded, releasing the meaty crunching sound as they began to move again. Raven became silent, opening his eyes to see Matthew’s slowly rising and falling chest.
Raven jumped back, Matthew’s back arching, his head and feet pushing against the ground. An unearthly scream filled the room, striking the ears of both ponies and bird. The sharp sound woke Fluttershy, Rainbow Dash and Rarity from their sleep, jerking them awake from the land of unconsciousness to the view of Matthew’s body dripping with dark crimson blood. 
It was the eyes that were the most horrifying. The entire iris and white sclera were completely black. Nothing of color could be seen through those patches of nothingness. Before Raven could act, Matthew collapsed on the ground, but his eyes, those horrifyingly empty eyes were still open. 
Raven slowly moved towards Matthew, he could feel those eyes on him, filling the room with an air of menace. Both gold and black eyes stared at each other, watching, waiting for something. 
In a blur of movement, Matthew made his first move. Muscles contorted in his right hand, forcing bone and the remaining sinew of his skin together in the mockery of a human hand. His hand was around Raven’s neck, the silky feathering tickling the damaged flesh for just a moment. 
Raven was faster, slipping under Matthew’s guard. His eyes were wide with shock, his feathers fluffing out to express the concern he was feeling in his heart. Yet Matthew continued to move, slowly, in a jerking manner Matthew turned to face the demon profit. His face expressed no emotion, but the weight of Matthew’s eyes was heavy, those black holes looking into the demon.
Raven watched as Matthew’s face slowly changed, becoming something beyond anger. Matthew was looking at the monster that sent him into that place beyond space and time. Matthew could feel it, a great cold knife in his heart. Their faces were in front of him, but he could not make them out or even remember their names. He loved them and now they were gone.
Dark tendrils wafted from Matthew’s right arm. Raven watched the animalistic expression Matthew’s face displayed, this was more than anger or fury. This was absolution. Applejack wanted to look away, but the terror she felt was overwhelming and attracted her eyes against her will.
Raven watched Matthew’s right arm explode in black fire, the shifting and turning flames a reflection of his dark nature. By removing and eliminating several key features, the emotional toile took a chunk out of Matthew’s humanity. And when the humanity went away, the animal was ready to play.
“Now Matthew.”
Matthew’s head cocked to the side, a silent tension sparking between the two. Time stretched out, Raven waiting for Matthew to make a move. “Matthew,” Raven said when nothing happened. “I know you’re angry and I know you have no right to trust me, but I need you to listen to me.”
Matthew remained silent, his dark eyes watching every move the oversized bird made.
“But right now, your friends are in danger,” Raven pressed, not daring to make any sudden movements. “Many will die if you do not help them.”
Matthew’s face flickered, his lips and brow jerking to find the appropriate emotion. His friends, so few but their faces were still there. He felt some kind of connection to their images imprinted on his brain.
Fluttershy blinked, when she opened her eyes Matthew was standing directly in front of Raven. Their faces were barely an inch apart. One demon and one animal met in a connection of hostility and something akin to understanding. Raven then whispered, inching his beak to Matthew’s ear, “You can save them. You can save them all.” Matthew remained silent, his breathing becoming erratic straining to understand what he wanted to do. “Besides,” Raven continued, his voice soft in Matthew’s ear, “Imagine the fun you can have. The blood of those who want to hurt your friends spilling onto the ground.”
For the first time, Matthew smiled. It was a sick and twisted smile that none of the ponies had experienced before. “Oh yes… There will be blood.”
The scene blurred in front of Rarity and Rainbow Dash, not helping with the massive headache they were experiencing. Thankfully the shifting colors settled to the damaged city of Los Angeles, but the sound level increased to the absurd and defining. Alarm horns blared loudly, announcing the arrival from the harbor.
Ten tall humanoid beings marched into the city proper, their long strides passing city blocks with ease. Three females to seven males, the titans ranged from five stories to a hundred. Their faces were pulled back in cruel, cold smiles, holding no emotion in their large eyes. Their hair color ranged from black to brown, their skins were light, reflecting the rays of the overhead sun. Standing on the shoulders of the tallest titan, a balding man, was a single entity wearing completely black armor. Spikes outlined the black plates, matching the long horn sticking out of the demons head. It started small, but the single horn extended a good foot above his head to a wide plate of sharp material. In all honesty, the approaching demon looked like a beetle that had the misfortune of being a little boy’s experimentation with the glue gun. Way to many spikes.
Screams echoed across the worn streets; men, women and children ran to their loved ones or raced to exit the doomed city. Only the angel Gabriel stood firm, holding a flaming sword in one hand. His armor reflected the light, lighting his surroundings with an ethereal aura. 
Behind him stood the group of reluctant teens, lines of soldiers running around the group to prepare some form of defensive perimeter. Machine guns and RPG’s were being placed at any available building to shoot at the approaching menace. Derek, Mari and Shannon stood in formation behind the angel. Derek’s voice rose above the sound of countless screams and the relentless pounding of boots on the asphalt, “Is that a titan?”
“It would appear so,” Mari said, her stoic voice remaining bland as always.
“Huh,” Derek said, his brow furrowed in thought. “Well I got to admit, that is a lot more naked that I expected to see today.”
Shannon turned to Derek, “Where do you think they’d get cloths? A giant K-mart?”
“I don’t know,” Derek snapped. His hands were held at the ready, bright claws ready to tear into the colossal threats. A slight tremor was noticeable, the fight or flight instincts were kicking in and pumped copious amounts of Testosterone into Derek’s bloodstream. In other words, Derek was scared out of his mind right now.
“Don’t worry kids,” Gabriel called to the small group, “Just remember what I taught you and everything will work out a-okay.”
“Bitch all you did was say ‘Believe in yourselves’,” Derek called. “How is self belief gonna kill that.” Derek motioned towards the brooding hoard of monsters.
“First, I’ll start with this,” Gabriel smiled, lifting his left hand and pointing his index and pinkie towards one of the smaller titans. A bright blue bolt of pure energy shot from between Gabriel’s fingers striking down one of the smaller titans. Derek, Shannon and the rest of the group gasped as the small titan was incinerated. Blood, flesh and bone rained onto the worn roadway, splattering against the ground in glorious gory fashion.
Gabriel continued to rain destruction on the titans, washing the streets with their blood. But when the angel turned his sights on the tallest, his bolt of bright light bounced of what could only be described as a black barrier. 
Again and again the angel tried to penetrate the armored demon’s power, but to no avail. Gabriel felt a cold sweat on his brow. The titan was approaching and many innocent lives would perish when the titan got to the residential areas.
Taking a deep breath, Gabriel centered his makeshift blade of burning energy with both hands. Before Gabriel could charge forward, Mari’s voice broke through the air, “Isn’t that Matthew and that one guy?”
Gabriel scanned the streets before him, his eyes settling on the two figures standing directly in front of the titan. “Oh that can’t be good.”
Raven stood next to Matthew, the young human’s gaze stuck on the colossal beast before him. The titan looked down at the ants before him, regarding them as no threat. Matthew responded to the titan’s disturbing smile with a blank expression, his dark eyes taking in the magnitude of his opponent.
The armored demon looked down at Matthew and Raven, the light reflecting off of his armor. The demon’s eyes focused on Raven, knowing full well who he was. With a lazy motion of his hand, the armor demon set his colossal titan on Matthew and Raven.
“I’ll leave this too you,” Raven said, taking a few steps back as the titan raised his massive fist into the air. Matthew began to smile, the multi-ton hand racing down to meet him.
With a small cry of excitment Matthew drew back his right fist. The dark fire flared in response, the delight of this fight was something new and exciting to the animalistic mindset. The fist drew closer now, its shadow encompassing Matthew and the entirety of the street. 
Fluttershy closed her eyes, waiting for the moment two forces struck. Matthew’s fist shot up, connecting with the flesh of the titan.
From afar, Derek and the rest of the human gasped in surprise as the titan’s arm exploded in dark energy. The titan screamed, its shrill cries far reaching across the concrete landscape. Bone and torn flesh flew high into the air, the remnants of the titan’s arm unrecognizable from Matthew’s attack. “Woah,” Derek muttered, surprised at the scale of this attack. The energy he felt was familiar, but its tones were sporadic and chaotic.
The titan crashed into the building to his right, thrown off by the impact of Matthew’s attack. Still, it continued to scream bloody murder. Raven held a hand above his head, warding off the crimson liquid raining down from on high. Matthew did not, he stood stalk still with his eyes closed. The first sensation the animal would feel, the warm blood raining down upon him. This was the day he was born, baptized in blood.
Raven’s golden eyes looked up, watching the armored demon jump from the shoulder of the titan. His fall would put him on a direct course to crush Matthew. Matthew continued to hold still, his eyes closed and wanting to continue to feel the sensation of his birth.
The raven was about to call out, to warn Matthew of the impending threat, but Matthew’s shadow arm caught the demon. His fingers held straight out, penetrating the armor like it was nothing. It was a sad sight really. Such a low level demon hiding behind a poorly forged armor was nothing to Raven. And Matthew felt the same way.
With little effort, Matthew forced energy into the demon’s body. Blood, organs and bones expanded outwards as more energy was pumped into the faceless body. That was until the demon exploded in a glory spectacle, sending pieces of armor in every direction.
Raven watched Matthew’s expression, his smile had vanished. Instead he was looking at his hand. He felt empty inside. The rush of excitement was extinguished when the pitiful demon sought to challenge him.
“What was that?” Gabriel’s voice broke Raven from his reveries. 
Turning to the angel, Raven saw the large group of children and soldiers standing close together behind the glowing humanoid. Raven opened his mouth to speak, but an explosion interrupted him. All eyes turned back to Matthew, seeing him blast the titan again. This time the titan’s chest exploded as it tried to advance on them.
Falling backwards, the titan’s upper body crashed into the tall skyscraper. Concrete and metal exploded onto the street. Everyone raised their hands to defend against the onslaught of blunt objects, running for their lives. Matthew’s eyes moved from the destroyed titan, watching the top of the skyscraper tipping to the side towards another building. The moving concrete walls and metal skeleton cut into the next building, tearing through the structure with ease.
Matthew’s eyes turned to the crowd. He could see them; Derek holding one arm over his head while pulling on Shannon with the other. Mari was moving with them, the shadow of concern visable in her eyes. They were going to be hurt, maybe even die.
That felt wrong to Matthew. The animal’s warped perception felt he had to act, the urge was there. He had to save them somehow. Turning back to the building, Matthew saw the base of the building cracking and bending. The front of the building was falling forward. 
Derek saw Matthew, his black empty eyes turning back to him. A cold chill ran up his spine. Then, he was gone. Matthew disappeared in the blink of an eye. 
But Raven and Gabriel saw Matthew. The young man forced himself against the cracking structure, forcing every ounce of power and strength to slow down it’s decent to the ground. Matthew screamed in challenge, his voice rising above the rumble of stone and screaming people.
Raven was surprised by this development. This swift action caused the collapsing structure to groan loudly, its decent slowing ever so slightly. But the laws of gravity would not be stopped. The sudden force of Matthew dislodged larger chunks down onto the crowd of people.
Gabriel’s flowing blade caught the pieces of concrete, turning them into harmless powder. Matthew continued his efforts, not knowing the structure was coming down on him as well.
Whether luck, or chance, the crowd of fleeing soldiers and teenagers made it clear of the building’s shadow before it finally crumbled. Dust swallowed the street, billions of particles getting caught in everyone’s throat and eyes. But they were alive, that’s what mattered.
Twilight and her friends squinted desperately, trying to see through the heavy cloud of shifting dark brown and grey. They waited for several minutes, trying to discern what was happening to Matthew. Slowly, the cloud began to fade, allowing the lowering sun the break through its muddy haze. 
“Oh no,” Fluttershy’s hoof met her muzzle. Matthew’s body became visible through the musty haze. His lower half was trapped underneath a broken and crumbling wall; several metal beams were staked around him to create a type of protective tent. This barely provided Matthew with a foot of breathing room. His left arm was held close to his body through an act of self preservation. His right arm appeared to be fine; except for the fact a piece of rebar seemed to have penetrated his shoulder. That can’t be good.
The inconvenience appeared to be of little consequence. 
Fluttershy watched blood swell around the metal shaft. Matthew’s face appeared bland, watching the crimson fluid seep from him. Matthew turned his eyes upward, or in this case forward, watching the flecks of dust catch the bright rays of light filtering through the small opening in his dark gray prison. It was very peaceful here, only the soft sounds of his breathing, the creaking of the structure around him brought Matthew’s animalistic a moment of peace and quiet. 
He had done it, he helped save those he cared about… but this emptiness persisted. Even with the slight warmth brought to his heart by performing a deed He felt was right, that did not rid Matthew of this sense of cold inside his chest.
This pain meant nothing to the animalistic side. Pain was what it was born from and Matthew would grow from it. It would make him strong. But inside, the animal could not feel right. 
Maybe, it was about being both.
Matthew felt that he would have to exist between both of these emotional extremes. Like his current prison, stuck in a dark twilight. Only a few rays of light could penetrate the unknowable influence that had effect Matthew.
This would be his home, neither truly good nor truly bad, but something in the middle.
The ponies watched a smoldering fire burn underneath Matthew. Searing through skin and clothing, this red fire presented Matthew with his third mark. The mark for acceptance and understanding of where he and his powers would lie, it was not something he could have discovered through any teacher. It had to be felt. This power had to be felt to his very core.
With a newfound knowledge, Matthew screamed. He was enraged by it. The consequences where right in front of his eyes. There would be no heaven to aspire to and no hell to avoid. He would forever be alone, in this balance of no rewards or returns. That was what the Great Elder did to him. He made Matthew into more of an animal to attain his next level of power, taking away the restraints of humanity to do so.
Voices could be heard, their muffle calls carrying through the few openings around Matthew. Through the chaotic mess of words, Twilight could just make out two very distinct voices.
“Do you know what you’ve done?” came the raging voice of Gabriel. His voice trembled with unbridled fury, wanting to unleash itself on some unfortunate soul.
“I do,” the calm voice of Raven slithered its way down to Matthew.
“Then tell me what you did,” Gabriel’s words passed through gritted teeth.
“I did what was necessary,” Raven responded coolly. Twilight could picture those burning gold eyes drilling into the angel of God.
“What happened to him? His eyes are not human and from what I can tell, his presence is tainted by something far different than you or any demon I have come across. So spill it!” Gabriel was practically shouting at this time.
“I decided to enact the help of a… very unique individual,” Raven snapped.
“Did that individual happened to be an Old One or perhaps and Eldritch Spirit?”
“I would say there is a good chance of it,” Raven answered. 
“Why in the name of Cerberus’s nine balls would you do that?!?”
“Because,” Raven slowly answered, his tone implying that Gabriel was a little slow in the head, “I can see the f***ing future. And believe me, there are worse things than a rogue angel you need to worry aout.”
“That makes no sense!” Gabriel’s vocal cords were really getting worked today.
“Unlike the rest of you stuck-up cloud dwellers, but the rest of us that live in the dark know just how deep the ocean is.” The sound of scuffling could be heard, but Matthew had no idea what was happening. “And I will tell you this; Lucifer has the entire entity of Hell behind him. You know, that place for all condemned souls go to. He has made them his strength and I have seen his twisting darkness winning in many of the possible futures. I have seen what happens if his influence spreads across creation. Matthew is just one of my experiments to improve the likelihood that we get to live in a future without squid tentacles or some other very nasty surprise.” 
The sound of vigorous shaking could be heard, causing Pinkie Pie to asked, “What is going on up there?”
“There is darkness worse than Lucifer, beings of unknowable terror that would make Lucifer look like a choir boy,” Raven’s words were becoming rapid, a fear entering his system that made everyone stop rather than saving Matthew. Priorities, right! “I’m talking about shit that would make Lovecraft spin in his crave. Lovecraft man!!!”
Dark Matthew chuckled, the scene expiring around the ponies. “Wait! What happened next?” Rainbow Dash screamed.
“Oh they dug me out and I spent several months in an intensive care ward,” Dark Matthew said, bored of what happened in that cold, colorless room of healing.
“Really?” Twilight asked, “You just went to the hospital. Nothing else?”
“Well what did you expect?” Dark Matthew smiled, “I did have my legs crushed, ribs cracked, a huge amount of internal bleeding, two broken arms and two mutilated hands. Oh and don’t forget blood lose, that’s kinda a big deal. Where else would I go? The automotive shop?”
Everyone just sat there in silence, until Pinkie Pie responded with a surprising amount of distain, “That was pretty bad. I mean, that was really bad and you should be ashamed of yourself for not taking this serious.”
“Sorry,” Dark Matthew rolled his eyes, “I’m not the creativity one. Go find the kid, he’s the funny one.”
“Oooh,” Fluttershy felt a heat rise in her cheeks at the thought of the small Pegasus from earlier. Guilt plagued her mind and she really wanted to go back and make it up to him. But the other girls didn’t want too and who was she to question the group vote.
“How about shock humor?” Dark Matthew smile. With a wave of his paw, Twilight and the girls were graced with an image of Matthew’s bandage covered body covered in a comical amount of penises drawn on his casts.
“Wow,” Rainbow Dash said, surprised they could fit that many penises on a single casted person. “Somepony has way too much time on their hands.” Rainbow Dash’s eyes turned back to Dark Matthew, “Also, not that funny.”
Dark Matthew chuckled, “This may not be that funny, but the reaction sure is.”
Rainbow Dash and crew watched from the hallway of the hospital, staring directly at the door. “Derek! I’m going to kill you!” The door exploded in a violent shower of wooden splinters. Matthew’s stiff legs carried him out the room, his surgical gown providing a pleasant breeze as he shuffled down the hall. His IV was held high above his head, “I will be avenged!” The confused nurses and numerous patients watched as a patient with two legs casts somehow managed to hobble down the hall, covered in cartoon penises, towards his just vengeance. Derek’s screams would forever be engrained into the minds of every nurse, doctor and patient. Also Derek calling for help over the IV lodged up his rectum was something to remember as well. 
“And there we go,” Dark Matthew said, waving his hoof to disperse the scene.
“Now before we leave,” Dark Matthew turned, his eyes scanning the confused faces of the ponies, “Any questions?”
“Now that you mention it-“
“Too late!” Twilight, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy, Applejack and Rarity plummeted through the floor into the awaiting darkness. Dark Matthew whipped his brow, sighing in exasperation, “That took forever. Hopefully the next levels don’t take as much time.”
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This is getting ridiculous, Twilight groaned to herself after colliding with the ground for what felt like the umpteenth time. Unlike the cold smooth surface of black granite, Twilight and friends were graced with the presence of cold, hard and smooth wood. Oh goody good.
After several minutes, the Mane Six untangled themselves from a jumble of limbs before they could take in the bizarre scene playing before their eyes. A long rectangular room with steep benches of worn mahogany wood stood in two lines in the center of the worn floor. Each bench faced forward towards a raised dais occupying the front of this hollow building. Unlike the previous circles of Matthew’s consciousness, a light vibration filled the air with is soft rhythmic music. But it was unlike any music the ponies could identify. The rhythm, for lack of a better term, did not match any conventional style or substance found in Equestria. A podium of dark wood stood to address the empty room in congregation, but what caught the ponies’ attention was the statue behind it.
Carved from the purest marble, standing at seven feet tall was a thin female covered in a flowing garb or dress. Her hair flowed down the side of her neck and over her right shoulder. Her hands held together in front. Rarity took peculiar interest in this statue. For its dimension were flawless, no scuffing of the surface or blemished from the material took away from the abstract beauty of the woman. Her defined brow, sharp chin and angled cheeks formed a perfect lateral pitch to her smile. It was a smile unlike any other to the artist. Carved with as much loving care, this smile did not depict joy or happiness. Instead this smile depicted inevitability; it depicted the single spark of light outlined by the surrounding gloom. It depicted a something that could only be described by abstract metaphor or concepts outside the normal logistics of happiness. It was a smile of love and loss.
Rarity was almost spellbound, looking further up the face to meet the eyes of the sightless white eyes. Their expression matched that of concern, brow knitted in absolute perfection to a memory that would never be forgotten. They held a strength behind their frail exterior.
“She’s beautiful,” Rarity whispered in a hush whisper. Her bright eyes could discern every detail and the minimalistic quality of the marble woman brought great attention to her expression, her face, her smile and those eyes. Any carver and artist would weep at the beauty of such a minimalistic yet stunning work of art. Rarity had to force some self control to keep her knees from shaking under the weight of this work.
The rest of the Mane 6 nodded in silent agreement. Even though they did not have the pedigree for this type of artistry, but their eyes continued to be transfixed by the lone fixture carved with the greatest amount of love and care any human or pony could summon.
A soft breeze caught the ponies off guard, drying their eyes and causing them to blink rapidly to remove the sudden irritation. When their eyes returned to the front of the room, the pale visage of Dark Matthew stood behind the podium, his hooves raised high into the air. But his expression was not that of egocentric narcissism or twisted joy. Dark Matthew’s expression was almost a somber one, his eyes burning with a white hot intensity. 
“My church offers no absolution,” Dark Matthew’s voice fell on the empty hall, silencing the music of some unknown and unknowable creation. “This is a place far from heaven; this is a church for my lover. I tell her my sins so she can sharpen her knife, biting into my flesh and soul. Death is the standard for worship in this house so far from the light of day. She will tell me truth. I will worship her and she will offer me my life. I will worship her like a dog, waiting on her every beck and call without reservation or hesitation. What would I do without her smile? Can I continue down, further into the earth? Will I die if she is no longer there?”
Dark Matthew paused, taking a moment to himself and closing his eyes. Twilight and her friends watched, confused and startled at the seriousness in Dark Matthew. If he was joking about death and carnage like it was an everyday occurrence, than what drove him to become so serious must be something of unimaginable strain.
“Yes, yes I did,” Dark Matthew finished in a soft whispered that barely traveled through the open air. Only the sensitive ears of Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy could pick on the singular sentence from this entity they believed to be one of the most twisted beings they have come across.
Silence reigned after this singular statement, the ponies barely dared to breathe at the somber expression playing across Matthew’s muzzle.
“Amen.”
Before any of the Mane 6 could begin to talk, a high-pitched voice range behind them “Cut the overdramatic crap!” Standing just a stone’s throw away was the small Pegasus of dark charcoal grey and a spiked mane of white. His expression was that of absolute anger, livid at the prospect of both the Mane 6 and Dark Matthew standing before him in such an important place.
Each and every one of the Mane 6 felt a guilty knife stab into their stomachs, heat rising into their cheeks. The felt shame and embarrassment at the sight of the rope burns around the little colt’s legs. 
Young Matthew marched towards his dark counterpart. The banging of his little hooves rang across the wooden floor, increasing the growing tension. Prideful youth and dark abomination stared at each other with great intensity one would believe the air between them would spark an inferno of rage or anger. 
“And what,” Dark Matthew said slowly, his lips curling back to reveal his sharp teeth in a threatening display, “is your problem?”
“You have no right to be here,” Pegasus Matthew snapped, “And neither do they. This place belongs to Beatrice and you are not welcomed here.”
“I loved her too!” Dark Matthew snapped, his eyes flashing dangerously at the small child. “I lost just as much as you did and don’t you ever think anything else!”
“No you just liked the idea of having her!” Pegasus Matthew yelled, his shrill voice matching Dark Matthew’s anger with righteous fury “You are incapable of understanding her. I did!”
The pair growled at each other, two vicious animals waiting for the single opportunity to tear at the other’s throat. The Mane 6 decided enough was enough and sought to intervene before things escalated further.
Fluttershy wrapped her hooves around the Pegasus Matthew’s barrel, bringing him into her chest. The young pony struggled defiantly against her grasp, but Fluttershy would not yield. No matter what, young Matthew continued to squirm against Fluttershy’s chest. Her yellow fur felt soft against his wings as he flailed his short legs in every direction.
Twilight, Rainbow, Applejack, Rarity and Pinkie Pie stood in front of Dark Matthew. Their faces showing the sheer determination of their cause and the seriousness they felt towards stopping Dark Matthew from continuing his contest with Pegasus Matthew. The ponies thought they were trying to be intimidation, but it turned out to be quiet adorable in reality. So much so a chuckle escaped from his lips. The sound of his laughter drilled deep into the ponies’ eardrums.
“Oh my god, this is precious,” Dark Matthew continued to laugh, going as far to hold his sides. “You five think you can take me.”
“Actually we have six,” Twilight pointed out as a matter of fact.
“Fine, five and a half… wait… make that five and a quarter. I don’t think Fluttershy over there is up for a round,” Dark Matthew’s eyes wondered over to the yellow Pegasus.
Fluttershy was gently rubbing the back of young Matthew’s neck, taking particular care of the area behind his ears. The attention and soft gentle rubbing soothed the young colt. Pegasus Matthew was soon learning how experienced Fluttershy’s hooves were. Their soft and firm applications were on par with a professional massage therapist. With deft movements, Fluttershy had already calmed Matthew’s younger side and the colt felt himself almost melt in her soft warm arms. His vision dimming as his eyes slowly fell. 
Dark Matthew almost felt a pang of jealousy and the cold cloud of loneliness. The last time anyone had attempted soothing his pain was Beatrice. And that felt like a lifetime away, so far in the past.
Twilight was saying something, immediately pulling Dark Matthew from his thoughts, “Sorry. My brain was somewhere else. What did you say?”
“I was asking, what is this place? And who is Beatrice?” Twilight rolled the name of her tongue. Here curiosity had been peaked by the amount of almost religious zealous put into this particular circle of Matthew’s mind. 
“Oh right,” Dark Matthew said, remembering what he was doing here. Since the mood was ruined, Dark Matthew decided to reveal a select memory from Matthew’s past.
The scene shifted quickly, revealing a city of tall grey buildings, cracked asphalt and shattered glass. New York, once an empire of stone and steel, stood as a skeleton of its former glory. Twisted metal, shattered concrete and glass littered the cracked streets of the metropolis as the shadows of the twisted buildings. What surprised the ponies most were the number of people walking the streets.
Fluttershy saw the starved looks in their eyes, the pale skin, hallow faces and sunken eyes revealed to her the starch reality of this city. High above the human’s heads, standing atop the metal frames or flying across the grey cloud filled sky were several of the demonic overloads. Fluttershy watched as the humans continued their daily activities, all hope lost in them.
“Bleak and depressing isn’t it?”
All of the ponies turned towards Dark Matthew, his eyes only on the people as they continued their work. Much like machines, these hollow people only existed to perform the tasks set by their demonic overlords. 
“Why don’t they, uh, just leave?” Applejack offered, “There must be a way to get outta this city.”
Dark Matthew just stared at Applejack. Applejack could not put her hoof on it, but she felt his expression said ‘That’s so adorable, she thinks she’s people.’ “Yeah, bout that… that decision is kinda hard when the life of you and your family is threatened with death, torture or something worse than any of those if you even dare to think about leave… sooooo no pressure.”
“Well, when you put it like that,” Applejack rubbed the back of her head in embarrassment.
“Let’s also look at the bigger picture here,” Dark Matthew pointed towards the sky. The ponies looked high into the sky. And they kept looking. And looking. 
“Is something supposed to happen?” Rarity asked, turning to the pale pony.
“And now,” Dark Matthew said, looking towards the dull sky. 
“What are yo- Sweet Celestia!” Rarity screamed as the sky became engulfed by a raging inferno of bright light. Fire roared across the sky like an angry predator. Its roar shaking the buildings to their foundation and the hearts of every human caught under the burning atmosphere. 
The ponies watched the display of godly wrath before their eyes, burning higher and higher into the atmosphere. It was primal fury of unknown magnitude, ripping through the protective layers of gasses and into the deep void of space. 
“And there we go,” Dark Matthew turned back to Rarity, “Isn’t that something?”
Rarity was speechless at such display of power. Applejack was the first one to ask, “What was that?”
“That was the demon Balthazar,” Dark Matthew said with an unimpressed expression, “He runs this city through a wide network of demonic lords and human puppets.” The looks of confusion flashed towards Dark Matthew compelled him to continue his explanation, “Look at it this way. Balthazar’s operation is to maintain the level of intelligence for the entirety of hell’s army. How he did it was simple. By implanting select humans inside a large group the Resistance was interested in, they could infiltrate the organization and leak intelligence to Balthazar.”
“How would they do that?” Twilight asked, watching the people slowly making their way through the twisted, ruined body of New York.
“They have the mark,” Dark Matthew answered, “On the right hand. It doesn’t appear normally unless they either use it to activate, they enter into Balthazar’s territories or a extremely powerful entity see it in them.”
“Can you see them?” Applejack asked.
“No. While I may be one of the most powerful fighters on my side, in fact the most powerful if I do say so myself-“
“Ego much!” Rainbow Dash scoffed. 
“I never was able to get the hang of it,” Dark Matthew said, glaring at Rainbow Dash, “I can do basic sensing, but I never got a hang of the more advance stuff.”
Before the Ponies could continue their round of questioning, Dark Matthew motioned towards his past self. Applejack was the first to react to Matthew’s radical change in appearance. At sixteen, Matthew was facing the awkward lanky faze of adolescence. Dark back hung under his eyes and his cheeks took on a more haunting aspect. The worn jeans and dirty hoodie did not help his overall worn self.
“Jeez, what happened to you?” Applejack asked, watching Matthew slowly make his way into the crowd, blending among the lost and fallen.
“We’ve been going through some food shortages,” Dark Matthew shrugged indifferently. His human counterpart made his between the bodies of flesh, their soulless gaze wandering over him without any care in the world. 
Matthew slowly made his way into a nearby bar; every movement was subtle as not to attract attention. Which was very simple, Don’t do anything stupid, she says. Just walk in. Talk to the owner and get out. Simple and easy, so easy even I can’t screw it up. Matthew thought to himself. The lights of the bar were dim, only a few red bulbs providing an eerie atmosphere of foreboding as the smell of burnt cigarettes and sweat permeated Matthew’s lungs.
The bar itself was old, worn down and probably needed to be fumigated by how many small creatures were floating in the glass bottles. I wonder how many booze would be necessary to not care? Taking a barstool, Matthew’s eyes wondered over the splintered wood and drunken man sleeping soundly towards the center of the bar.
A worn woman in her later years watched Matthew closely, her dark eyes striking against her pale skin and light grey hair. “Wha’ you want boy?”
“Nice to meet you too,” Matthew shot back with thin smile, “But I’m here to see Nikko the Noise.”
“And what makes you think Nikko’s here?” the bartender resting her palms against the rough war, leaning forward to look Matthew in the eyes.
“Because I’ve got a set of five singles that will smack you upside the head and then burn down this bar with everyone in here,” Matthew responded. “I’ve got an appointment, just ask the man.”
The bartender silently stood, watching Matthew’s unchanging expression until she finally conceded, yelling over her shoulder as she left, “Merv, wake up you drunk bastard and watch the bar!”
Matthew looked towards the only one left in this dump of the bar, the still man gaining some concern from the sixteen year old. With a hesitant finger, Matthew probed the sleeping man. I think he’s dead.
Before Matthew could continue annoying the sleeping or dead man, a flurry of activity blurred the scene for the ponies. When everything settled, Twilight gasped in horror as Matthew was surrounded by over a dozen tall, ugly looking trolls. Or they would be trolls, if not for the glowing gnarled horns twisting from their foreheads. The light poor light reflecting of their sickly colored grey and green skin. 
Several sharp weapons, ranging from short swords to a battle axe with far too many spikes super glued on it to be safe, were pointed directly at Matthew’s throat. The cracked, chipped metal was almost touching Matthew’s exposed throat. 
Matthew appeared surprised, “So who’s the waitress? I think I’m going to need something strong for today.”
“You will be coming with us,” tallest demonic troll said, his voice sounding like several rocks being rubbed against each other. 
“Well,” Matthew drew out the word for several seconds, “I don’t know. I mean you’ve got just that face. And I don’t like it.”
“And what is wrong with my face?” The lead troll asked.
“It’s ugly, just so ugly. It’s like if I beat a leaper with an ugly stick and then again and then one more time just to make sure I made a good impression,” Matthew responded with a innocent smile.
“That was a pathetic attempt at humor and is only drawing out you inevitable demise,” the lead troll countered, his dark eyes trying to pierce his very soul. Matthew remained unimpressed.
“No, I’m just waiting for my backup,” Matthew responded with a chipper attitude. “And they should be arriving right about… Now.”
The group of trolls tilled their eyes, scanning the room for any sign of attack. The only movement was the soft sifting of dust in the stale air.
“Now,” Matthew said in complete confidence that his arranged backup would save him.
Still nothing happened. The silent air filled with the awkward shuffling of thick troll’s feet.
“Nnnnnnnow,” Matthew said, a bead of sweat drilling along the side of his face.
“Oh come on,” Rainbow Dash sighed in exasperation. “I know he’s going to make it out of here.
“You would be surprised,” Dark Matthew responded with a chuckle.
“And now,” Matthew said, his voice starting to crack slightly. “Now, now. Now-now-now-now-now-now-now-now.”
“Oh will you shut up!” A smooth, silky voice snapped. From the front door, a tall, thin man wearing a deep black suit and tie entered. His sharp features and slicked backed hair, combed to perfection. His kin was pale, almost white. His eyes burned with an evil red glow. 
“Just look at that shit-eating grin! I’d kill him. I’d kill him dead!” Dark Matthew seethed, watching the perfect white teeth and smile.
“Did you mean this back-up?” The dark specter of evil moved his hands into view. The ponies gasped in shock at the severed head of a dirty blonde. Drops of blood splashed against the tiled floor, reflecting red light.
“That sure is,” Matthew responded.
“Well I’m afraid she’s come down with a severe case of death,” the dark man shrugged, tossing the head off to the side without a care.
“Well I sure hope it’s not contagious,” Matthew said, “You might want to get yourself checked.”
Parting the trolls with a wave of his hand, the dark man pulled up a stool to sit directly in front of Matthew. “I think it’s time to end the game, Matthew. I am-“
“Oh but I love games!”
“Stalling won’t save yo-“
“How about another game?”
“Now is not the ti-“
“I spy with my little eye a man that starts with the letter A,” Matthew sang.
“I’m not going to-“
“It’s you, ya Asshole!” Matthew clapped enthusiastically.
The dark man’s fist slammed into Matthew’s nose. Matthew appeared unaffected but for the trickle of blood from his nostrils. “Now are you quite finished?”
“No, you’re still an asshole.”
The dark man sighed, “You’re not going to make this easy are you?”
“You forgot to say the magic word,” Matthew said with a equal sigh.
“Could you please act like a proper adult?” the dark man asked his smile far too perfect and begged to be punched.
“I could, but I won’t,” Matthew responded with a wide smile.
“Screw it, I tried. You all saw it!” The dark man said. Standing, the dark man motioned to the trolls. Several large, rough hands wrapped themselves around Matthew’s thin limbs.
“Where are we going? Ice cream? I want Rocky Road,” Matthew shouted.
“To Tambelon,” the dark man said over his shoulder.
“That torture prison near the Great Lakes?” Matthew asked
“Yes.”
“A place spoken only in whisper, where men go to die in complete agony, where all hope goes to die and where men are broken?” Matthew continued his line of questioning.
“The very one,” the dark man said with a smile.
“I feel like that’s a bit overkill,” Matthew reasoned.
“No, you have killed far too many of my brethren. You even killed a commander. You are far too important and ingrained in the Resistance to be allowed to live. But first we will extract everything you have to offer before you are allowed to die,” the dark man’s smile grew, the air around him dropping several degrees.
“I knew I was a badass. It’s nice that the enemy confirms it,” Matthew said, flexing his right hand repeatedly. Why can’t I blast these guys?
“Wondering why your abilities are not functioning properly?” the dark man asked.
“Maybe,” Matthew responded with a sneer.
“Well you can thank this little charm,” The dark man said, pulling from his pocket a green shrunken head. “Downside of my friend here is that he suppresses my powers as well. But we all have to make sacrifices.”
Matthew looked down at the dark man, a very confused and disgusted look on his face. “You kept a shrunken head in your pocket.”
“That’s not the point,” the dark man said.
“You had a dead man’s head, shrunken and probably decomposing head in Your pants!” Matthew continued to point out.
“You making this a bigger deal than it truly is,” the dark man rolled his eyes.
“You sicken me,” Matthew harshly whispered, unable to break the ironclad hands of the demon trolls. But to look on the bright side, Matthew used the long trip as an excuse to annoy the finely suited man who and downright refusing to learn the demon’s name.
Twilight and her friends watched a very loud and unrepeatable shouting match between Matthew and the demon. The scene shifted to a dark gloomy concrete room with no discernible features. Shadows crawled over the walls around a bound Matthew. The shirtless human was strapped tightly to a grey, rusting table. Thick metal chains were covered in shifting symbols of unknown origin crawling across the metal. 
Rainbow Dash couldn’t help but snicker at the bright red ball gag shoved into Matthew’s mouth. From the thick steel door, all eyes turned to see a sickly brown cross between a human and cockroach with four arms, big shifting eyes, mandibles and a very clean white apron. The voice coming from the entity was high pitched and full of a very chilling clicking, “So this is my new subject I see.”
No one could make out the individual standing outside the heavy metal door, but a few muffled words could be heard. “alive… damaged… make him useless… only human.”
“Hello Matthew,” the wannabe doctor said, “My name is Enfermos. And I will be your attending physician.” Matthew mumbled something, the ball gag blocking his words. Enfermos chuckled, “My apologies. Let me get that for you.” With a swift movement, the bug doctor removed the rubber ball from Matthew’s mouth.
“Ok, so the safety word is Blattodea,” Matthew said, now that he was free of the rubber device.
Enfermos shook his head, his cold laughter loud in the small room. “Your sense of humor won’t save you here.” With complicated movements of hands, Enfermos altered the table Matthew was lying on leaving him being held upright with no metal backing. 
“You sure about that, cause it’s gotten me out of worse spots,” Matthew said nonchalantly. 
“Many have tried boy. You will not be the first or the last to think so,” Enfermos affirmed his statement. Placing each pair of palms together, Enfermos summoned bright red fire between his hands. Pulling apart, Enfermos revealed two bright, burning whips. The air cracked as the ropes of energy cut into the worn concrete. 
Matthew’s eyes followed Enfermos as he circled around him till the demonic spawn was looking at the youth’s destroyed back. Fluttershy eyed the long, jagged scarring along Matthew’s back, the bubbling smooth skin from previous burns and a sickening puncture wound leading out of his left shoulder. A history of violence that was written in flesh and now Matthew would continue this history. “If that’s the way you want to play, let me say one thing before we get started.”
“And what would that be?” Enfermos asked in an amused voice.
“I’m going to kill you.”
Enfermos chuckled as he flicked one of his wrists and sending a screeching torrent of fire across his back. The ponies screamed but Matthew did not. Matthew refused to be seen as weak, “I’m sorry. Did we start?”
Another strike, a deep gouging burn appeared next to its brother. “Did you feel that? I think someone opened a window?”
Again Enfermos struck, and again Matthew continued to through verbal insults, “My god man. Put some muscle into it.” Another burning strike hit, “My grandmother could do better. God rest her soul.”
Twilight turned her attention away from the abuse, away from the insulting young Matthew and his tormentor. Fluttershy was hiding behind her hair. Rarity had closed her eyes, silently combing her mane with a trembling hoof. Rainbow Dash uncomfortably shifted from side to side on unsteady hooves. Applejack just stood silently with Pinkie Pie. Time passed too slowly, watching a master butcher continue to slice into the human’s skin with exceptional craft.
Pinkie Pie’s eyes were glassy watching as Enfermos continued his work until almost every inch of Matthew’s skin was burned, blistered, bleed or all three at one time to his shoulder. Matthew hung limply against his bonds. Sweat fell from his forehead onto the floor in rapid succession. Enfermos circled Matthew, lifting the human by the scruff of his hair. Matthew’s wearily looked into the black dead eyes of Enfermos, “Is it over? I thought we just got started.”
With an annoyed grunt, Enfermos loosened his grip before leaving the room. Matthew couldn’t make out the muffled words from the rushing of blood in his ears. What surprised him was the young human girl quickly darting into the room. She was pale, her hair a dark black, wearing a worn pair of blue scrubs. In her hands, she held a blunt silver tray. On it were an assortment of salves, white wrappings, syringes and bottles of potent medical tools.
She turned to Matthew, her thin face and eyes mesmerized him. They wore an expression of sadness and longing. Her eyes bore a weight to them. The burden of misery that none of the pony’s knew or could properly understand. 
“Who…” Matthew’s words were slurred, the blurring in his vision making it difficult to see the woman. 
The girl ignored Matthew, placing the tray onto the ground behind him before getting to work. Twisting open a jar of blue jelly, the pale girl began to applied liberal amounts of the salve to Matthew’s back. Matthew hissed in pain, speckles of saliva falling to the floor. Twilight was surprised as the skin slowly began to change, losing the blistered hide before returning to its previous luster. But all was not the same; white scaring remained of the previous whipping. Thick, jagged flesh mark Matthew’s body. 
The pale girl silently picked up her tray, making her way out of the single cell. “Wait,” Matthew called out. The girl did not. Instead she left him alone.
Applejack turned to Dark Matthew, her voice shaking, “There’s more… Isn’t there?”
“Oh yes,” Dark Matthew said, his voice almost in a dreamlike state. As if he was in a distant memory. “There will be more.”
The ponies were in for a rude awakening as the next group entered the room. An eel like creature of smooth skin, thin face and jagged teeth to match the glossy green color. The creature took two, thin fingers with black talons to Matthew’s temple. An electric current of yellow coursed through Matthew. His screams echoed down the halls of the facility. 
Twilight began to see the pattern unfold before her. First the torture, than the unnamed pale human would patch him before another round of torture. Twilight could not even to begin to fully stomach the carnage before her eyes. They did horrible things to Matthew. The monsters peeled his skin with rusted and dull instruments, exposing blue veins and muscle sinew to the air. Large jugs of acid were rigged above Matthew’s bound found, tiny drops of sizzling liquid falling onto his unprotected flesh with a nasty hiss.
Twilight thought she couldn’t vomit in a dream, but her limits where shown when a pair of red looking trolls cut Matthew’s stomach open and proceeded to pull out his entire digestive track with a surprising amount of care as to not kill their prisoner.
Twilight tore her eyes away from the scene before her looking to Dark Matthew. His burning eyes filled with venom at the two demons. “Tell me Twilight,” Dark Matthew asked, “Do you believe in karma?” 
Twilight shook her head. Dark Matthew continued, “I do.”
“Why?” Twilight asked in a harsh whisper, her throat parched and burning.
“Because of this,” the pale white pony pointed towards his human counterpart. The pale woman was there, her thin fingers slowly stitching Matthew’s skin together. The area around his hands had been torn apart, leaving a bloody mess of flesh behind. The entire room shook, startling the pair. The girl looked to the door, silhouetted figures of every conservable size and shaped passing the open door. 
A harsh, barking laughter drew her attention to the chained Matthew. Blood fell from the corners of his mouth and across his pale, the colors causing a stark contrast of crimson and white.  The unnamed nurse looked to Matthew, “What’s going on?” To Matthew, her voice was a bell. A pure note so lovingly felt after days of pain and suffered. A gift beyond anything Matthew could ever wish for.
“You know the rumor about this place? That it’s in the great lakes region?” Matthew asked, his voice raspy and tired.
“Yes?”
“That was a lie and the resistance knows that,” Matthew laughed again, coughing at the pain talking was causing him. “So sent me to get the information, but in the off chance Nikko betrayed us, my commanding officer decided to apply a little insurance.”
“What’s that?”
“They stuck a tracking device in my left butt cheek,” Matthew answered, his face twisting into a sickening smile with blood smeared across his teeth. “It hurt like hell, but in the end it was worth it.”
More explosions rocked the facility as angry shouts and screams made their way down the hall. The ground continued to shake as the human resistance and their half-demon allies stormed the facility. Fire and energy flew past the open door in frenzy. But Matthew only looked to the pale woman next to him, the only comfort in these last five days.
“She was so beautiful,” Dark Matthew whispered, his eyes softening at the woman. As if she was the most beautiful thing in the world.
“What’s your name?” Matthew asked his angel, his hear thumping in his chest. He wanted to… he needed to know who she was. Her silence had been agonizing. Denying him only drove a stronger urge to know her. It may have been obsession, but Matthew wanted to know. For the first moment, Matthew felt what may have been love at first sight. While she had tended to him, Matthew memorized every line of her face, her thin hair, and her eyes. Those two emeralds of absolute perfection bore into Matthew like a steely knife.
“Beatrice.”
That was all she said. Nothing more than that as the battle continued to rage around them.
But that was enough for Matthew, for he had found his beloved. 
He had found his Beatrice.
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Rarity watched the scene swirl into black nothingness, only to be replaced by the all too familiar grey of the hospital. It just so drab and boring, she thought to herself with distain. Matthew slowly came to consciousness, the purple bruising along his body a starch contrast to his natural skin tone. The left side of his face was swollen, his eye unable to open. 
With a great force of will, Matthew finally managed to open his good eye. The grey of the room and the blaring heart monitor revealed to Matthew where he was. Matthew groaned, “Oh god. Not again.”
From the next room, a nurse swiftly entered, ensuring Matthew had regained consciousness. “How are you feeling?” she asked, using a light to check Matthew’s pupils and head.
“I feel like I got hit by a bus,” Matthew coughed.
“Are we talking elementary school bus or Greyhound?” The nurse asked, jotting notes onto Matthew’s chart. 
“Double Decker,” Matthew sighed, taking a look around the room. “Where’s Beatrice?”
“Who?” the nurse asked, tilting her head to the side. 
Matthew didn’t care to catch the nurse’s name, “The girl I was with. You know; pale, thin, black hair and green eyes.”
“Oh,” the nurse said. After taking a moment to think, she finally responded, “I believe she’s in the next room. Should I get her?”
“Sure,” Matthew nodded enthusiastically. The nurse quietly left the room, leaving Matthew alone. While he waited, Matthew sat in contemplation. Let’s see, what to talk about? Hmmm… I got nothing.
Matthew’s revelries where interrupted when the mentioned girl entered the room. Their eyes met. Brown and green irises connected in a moment of pure silence. The air was full of a murmur of voices and electronic beeping. The air was electrifying and filled with an incredible amount of awkwardness. 
The two just stared at each other, their minds blank and heat rising in their cheeks over the fact that they were standing in a hospital and had yet to say a single word to the other. 
“Um, hi,” Beatrice finally said, trying so desperately to break this uncomfortable situation.
“Hi,” Matthew responded, his brain not giving him very many instructions on what to do. Thanks brain, Matthew thought sarcastically. “Please sit,” Matthew motioned to the foot of his hard mattress.
With very little to do, Beatrice took a seat silently. Her thin frame barely affected the mattress, as she sat with her hands clasped in her lap. Looking to Matthew, Beatrice asked cautiously, “You wanted to see me?”
“Yes,” Matthew responded, “I wanted to uhhhhhhhhh say thank you for everything you did in the prison.
“You’re welcome,” Beatrice answered, confused. All she had done was her job, nothing more.
“Where’d you learn that?” Matthew motioned, trying to think of the right word. “Nursing? That’s it; where’d you learn nursing?”
Beatrice noticed the awkwardly phrased question and decided to just go with it, “I learned it from my mom. We were forced to look after the prisoners after my town was sacked. It was either learn medicine or work in the fields until exhaustion finally killed me.”
The ponies and the human Matthew watched Beatrice’s body language. She was very rigid and revealed little emotion behind her words. Matthew found her guarded appearance so sexy and very annoying. VERY ANNOYING, Matthew yelled internally. Matthew asked, “So, what’d you do for fun?”
Beatrice could only look at Matthew, an elegant eyebrow rising as if to question Matthew’s sanity. “We didn’t have fun. All I had was my work and sleep, nothing more.”
“Wow,” Matthew said slowly, “that’s a buzzkill.”
“Yeah,” Beatrice nodded slowly.
“You wanna do something?” Matthew offered with a shrug.
“Why?”
“Cause I’m bored and would love to hang out with you,” Matthew responded.
Beatrice could only look at him, her confusion so great she could only ask, “And what would we do? You’re kinda stuck in a bed.”
“Please,” Matthew sneered, rising out of his bed on shaking limbs. “I can do anything I want to.” Taking his first step away from the cold mattress and metal frame, Matthew was fairly confident in his abilities and for 1.5 seconds his strength was confirmed. But gravity had something to say about that. The unseen force plunged Matthew to the cold hard ground.
Beatrice merely watched Matthew crash into the floor. The young man was yelling furiously about the coldness of the floor on the bare skin not covered by the paper thin hospital gown. The heart monitor came undone, filling the air with a loud blaring tone. A nurse passed the door, her face un-amused as she looked down at the struggling Matthew. 
“Does this happen often?” Beatrice asked the nurse.
“Mmmm-hmmm, it sure does,” the nurse hummed to herself, deciding to add her two cents. “At least we don’t have to restrain him this time.”
“Restrain him?” Beatrice asked with some confusion.
“That’s why we keep this little number,” the nurse reached over to the left side of the door, pulling a rather large and menacing cattle prod. Beatrice’s eyes widened at the sight of the device, unsure of what to make of this situation. “Matthew here can get a little restless at nights. The drugs give him bad dreams or he’s a little resistant to the doctors.” Motioning with the cattle prod to the wall, the nurse indicated a single poster displaying a small cat that stated ‘Hang in there.’ “Last time, Matthew was delusional and punched a hole in that wall. So we decided we needed a little more persuasion if he got out of hand.”
The nurse turned away, leaving the befuddled Beatrice and Matthew slowly clawing his way back onto the pale mattress. Beatrice turned back to poster, her curiosity getting the better of her. There is no way he would do that.
Nimbly getting to her feet, Beatrice calmly moved towards the poster. Taking a corner between her thin fingers before giving a light tug, Beatrice found to her surprise a single hole through drywall and concrete leading to the outside air. That’s certainly surprise, Beatrice thought to herself, suspecting a certain someone’s fist bashing though the wall with little resistance.
“Well it’s been fun-“ Beatrice began.
“Wait! Wait!” Matthew cut her off, finally flailing onto the cold mattress like a fish out of water. “Can’t we hang for a little while?”
“I don’t know, can you talk with proper grammar?” Beatrice responded with a thin, raised eyebrow.
“Hey! I’ve been tortured for like five days. Give me a break!”
“I spent years there,” Beatrice pointed out.
“And I’m the one that almost died like yesterday,” Matthew retorted.
“You were out for three days.”
“Stop being so literal! God that’s annoying,” Matthew snapped.
“Then stop being stupid!”
“I’m not stupid! I’m healing! You’re the idiot!”
“Don’t call me an idiot, jerk!” Beatrice snapped, the first true emotion crossing her facial features.
“I’m not the one picking on a sick person. You should be ashamed. You’re mother must be so proud,” Matthew commented offhandedly. 
“Why don’t we ask her?” Beatrice snapped, reaching behind her back. What Beatrice produced was something Matthew or the ponies could have suspected.
“What in the world is that?” Rarity snapped, horror etched on her muzzle much like the rest of the ponies.
In Beatrice’s hands, held by a chain and clip to her waistband was a shriveled, dark green shrunken head. The slimy, clammy skin was wrapped around the tiny skull. The black pits where the eyes should have been looked out at the horrified expression.
“What the hell is that?” Matthew snapped.
“I’m Mrs. Evans, you little shit!” The tiny, wrinkle head snapped back.
Matthew sat silently, much like the ponies, his mouth slightly open. A random fly flew across the open space, filling the air with the buzz of its wings. Matthew finally managed to gain control of his voice, “I think I’m missing some context here.”
“Well, let’s just say that I’ve seen better days,” the green piece of flesh said with some amusement.
“Clearly.”
“My mom got mouthy with one of the guards,” Beatrice sighed, noting that unlike the standard looks of horror she would normally received Matthew’s face was one of surprise and confusion. “As punishment, they bound my mother to her severed head and I’ve had to listen to her since then.”
“Hey!” Mrs. Evans snapped, “You normally just leave me in your room. And if I remember correctly, inside of one of your dirty socks!”
“Hey, you know better than that! I launder my socks, thank you very much,” Beatrice turned the face of her mother towards her, looking into those black pits Mrs. Evans considered eyes. “And you’re very lucky I actually remembered to grab you before we left.”
The ponies were somewhat entertained by the bizarre look on Matthew’s face. It said, ‘There’s a hot chick arguing with the shrunken severed head that is her mother… My god I need a drink.’ 
Beatrice decided to replace her mother behind her back, Matthew merely stared at her. “What?” Beatrice asked in annoyance.
“That’s really unsanitary,” Matthew pointed out.
“No one was asking you,” Beatrice responded, hissing through her clenched teeth.
“I thought you might need some help. Ya know, with sanitation and common sense. Especially with you being half a nurse,” Matthew said with a raised eyebrow.
Rainbow Dash snickered at the rising red in Beatrice’s face, the twitching eyes and the thinning of her lips. But what finally broke her was the shrill voice of her dead mother from behind her back, “Don’t you ignore me! I am still here and you will respect my authority!”
Twilight could not understand when the scene changed to the nursing station situated close to Matthew’s room. The pale colors of the scrubs did little to change the dreary atmosphere. What caught Twilight were the two voices ringing through the hallway dedicated to healing the injured.
“YOU UNBELIEVABLE DICK!”
“BITCH!”
“YOU DEGENERATE A**HOLE!”
“YEAH? WELL YOU’RE A FILAPIST!”
The empty air lasted for only a couple of seconds before Matthew finished responding, “SEE! I CAN MAKE UP WORDS TOO!”
The three nurses stood hovering around the station, their eyes scanning the dry charts and data without really reading them. Looking up at each other, the nursing staff could only shiver in horror. The dark skinned nurse muttering to her coworkers, “Good Lord! There’s two of them.” The other nurses could only solemnly agree as insults were thrown through the air like confetti.
The scene faded, all ponies turning towards the dark imitation of Matthew. He was silently smiling, sharp teeth glinting in the feeling of nostalgia. “Truly the greatest love story ever seen.”
Rarity felt a small part of her die in that instant, “Love?” Her voice was sharp, her brain trying to comprehend what Dark Matthew was implying. “That wasn’t love! That’s got to be the beginning of one of the most twisted, disturbed, perverted relationship I have ever seen.”
“Isn’t she the best?” Dark Matthew sighed happily.
Before Rarity could respond further, the surroundings shimmered to life. The burnt brown ground next to the tall grey concrete walls looked harsh under the evening sun. Two figures could be seen walking through the badlands. One was Matthew and the other Beatrice. Both wore worn jeans and shirts, Beatrice’s black hair glistening in the light of the evening sun. Wrapped in Matthew’s arms were a deep blue blanket and a box of unknown content.
“Why are we here?” Beatrice asked her voice straining as she tried to maintain the boiling fury she wished to unleash onto Matthew.
“I told you. We’re going on a picnic,” Matthew responded with a smirk that nearly drove the young woman over the edge.
“No. You decided to drop by my room, say we’re going on a picnic and ran me all the way over the wall,” Beatrice responded, having to take a few steadying breaths. “You do know I did not consent to this? You’ve basically kidnapped me.”
“Isn’t kidnap the most romantic way to start our relationship?” Matthew asked teasing Beatrice.
Beatrice’s face fell, trying to discern if he was joking or not. “You can’t be serious.”
“Oh yes I am!”
“Where did you get an idea like this?” Beatrice asked, wondering if one of these heavy rocks were heavy enough to bludgeon Matthew’s skull in.
“I’ve seen a lot of the girls around base reading Twilight. I thought it was popular among the females, so I decided to emulate what its message was,” Matthew answered simply.
Beatrice halted, staring at Matthew with a completely blank expression. “So you got kidnapping from reading Twilight?”
“It’s not the craziest thing to every happened,” Matthew said, deciding on a soft spot in the sand to place the rough blanket on. “Mark Chapman killed John Lennon after reading Catcher and the Rye.”
“Fair enough,” Beatrice sighed, rubbing her pulsing temples with an unsteady hand.
“And also,” Matthew announced with a flourish, pulling out several object from the box he was carrying, “I brought beer!”
Beatrice looked at the aluminum cans in Matthew’s hand. The tantalizing beverages glinting in the light, calling to her and her inner alcoholic with the music of angles. “You better have more than that.”
Matthew smiled, taking a seat on the ground and wiggling his eyebrows, “I also raided the whiskey cabinet.”
Beatrice decided to go against common sense and join Matthew; also the fact that she could not scale the wall without Matthew’s help. “Isn’t someone going to be missing this?” Beatrice asked, taking a beer and pulling the tab briskly.
“Don’t worry about that,” Matthew said, lying down to get a good view of the sun. “That’s future Matthew’s problem, not mine.”
The shrill call of the commander rang through the darkening air, “MATTHEW!”
Beatrice turned to Matthew. He merrily shrugged, “They’ll never find us out here.” Beatrice just sighed, taking a grateful swig of the amber liquid. Matthew was quick to join her. The two continued to get smashed under the dying light of the sun. No conversation was needed. Only the company of the other was required under the red backed sky, the air serenaded by the angry screams of the commander echoing in the air.
Rarity looked to Dark Matthew, deadpanned, “Did you really think foalnapping was romantic?”
“It got me a second date,” Dark Matthew shrugged, smirking as he continued. The scene of Matthew and Beatrice sitting atop an unused tank as the morning sunlight stretched across the broken asphalt and concrete. The dull green and tans grew bright in the light. Matthew’s hung upside down on the main cannon of the war machine, only his legs keeping him from smashing into the ground. Beatrice sat close by, her eyes trying to dissect the young man next to her. 
Rarity, much like her friends could not properly understand why these two where together. They were too A-personality. They had a fire in their hearts and it burned those around them. These personalities would rub against each other, the friction building a fire. Matthew and his Beatrice would destroy themselves before they would fully understand their love.
Rarity could not make out the words, but she could see the sparkle in Beatrice’s eyes. It was a limited joy, much like Matthew’s. They were smiling, but not fully and not even capable of reaching their eyes. The corners of their eyes were wrinkled and the early signs of raven claws. The weight of the world was too much to bear and the stress was beginning to show. 
They were broken people. The cracks in their minds and spirits would only increase, leaving a pair of sociopathic people held together by loose character traits. Rarity caught sight of Beatrice’s foot, catching Matthew off guard by the sudden movement. While her limb never made contact with him, Matthew’s leg slackened slightly causing him to crash into the rough ground. The string of cursing did not rake against Rarity’s skin like before. 
That must be it, Rarity thought to herself. This was a tragic love. One that she knew would end in tragedy. The reactions of both Dark Matthew and the lighter personality told her this much. But she could see it in their eyes, the cold smothering the fire. This was a drug, love the greatest aphrodisiac. It only held back the pain and the suffering for just a moment longer. To think sad thoughts is the easiest thing in the world.
“Who knows what tomorrow will bring
Tomorrow is in the hands of God
Tomorrow will be a lovely day.”
Rarity and the other ponies turned to Dark Matthew, his eyes misty. The words floated over the crowd of alien people. They could not understand them fully. Only in the hushed silence of night did Beatrice whisper them in his ear before he left on a mission, every mission since they began their estranged love. Matthew knew they were important to Beatrice. They were the last comforting words her father had said to her and her mother.
He was a brave man, but he died screaming. 
Rarity was about to ask, but Dark Matthew did not elaborate on his solemn tone. Instead Dark Matthew changed the scene before him. Matthew and Derek stood on the sandy training grounds. The wild haired Shannon and the cold calculating Mari watched from the sidelines with an incredibly irritated Beatrice watching. 
“What am I doing here?” Beatrice asked her arms crossed across her chest, taking a moment to turn to the two girls next to her. 
“All I heard was ‘Come check this out’,” Shannon growled, it was Saturday morning and she wanted to sleep in. Mari just shrugged, her expression never changing.
“You ready?” Matthew asked, his brow dampening with perspiration, unsure of this.
“Yes. Now stop being a little bitch and hit me already,” Derek snapped, his muscles flexing as he prepared to test what he wanted.
“Alright,” Matthew sighed. Igniting the dark shadows along his right arm, Matthew prepared his attack. Both hands held in front of him, Matthew channeled energy between his palms. Blue lightning sparked between his hands. Sweat began to slide down his forehead, his focus only on the attack. Pulling his hands back, Matthew’s energy pulsated creating a shower of sparks and chaotic light. 
Derek and Matthew’s eyes met, both ready for the attack. Matthew threw his hands forward, the black energy cracking with blue lighting shot forward. Beatrice, Shannon and Mari watched with surprise at the amount of energy being pushed outward. Derek became engulfed by the explosion, dark smoke and dust covering the area.
The three women coughed slightly, but they were focused on the training pair and waited patiently for the dust to settle. A stark breeze cleared the field proclaiming a pair of worn and panting boys. Matthew’s hands were on his knees, sweat quenching the earth. Derek was in a similar condition. 
“So,” Derek began, “what was that?”
“Trying a new attack… Wanted something with a little more kick,” Matthew answered. “Did you find a way to defend yourself?”
“Yeah,” Derek smiled, “I thought if I pushed out energy when I’m attacked, it would soften the blow.”
“Did it work?” Mari called, her ears catching everything.
“Kinda,” Derek said, stretching his aching muscles. “It stuck like a bee.” A thought crossed Derek’s mind, asking Matthew, “You didn’t go full power, right?” 
“No,” Matthew shook his head vigorously, “I can’t put that much power into it yet.”
“Why?” Derek asked.
“I blow up.”
“Oh,” Derek took a nervous step back.
“You’re going to have to get a lot farther.”
As Derek continued to increase the gap between him and Derek, Beatrice called, “Is that you’re new attack?”
“Yeah,” Matthew said.
“Did you intentionally steal from Dragon Ball? Or is this just a coincidence?” Beatrice asked, her eyebrow rose in accusation. I don’t know how she does it.
“No I did not rip off Dragon Ball!” Matthew snapped.
“But you just fired a kamehameha,” Beatrice said.
“No! It’s nothing like the kamehameha!”
“It was a focused beam of energy and kinda blue,” Beatrice responded, a sly smile.
“There was black in it to!”
“Still a little blue,” Beatrice shrugged.
“That doesn’t make it a kamehameha! The kamehameha uses chi not evil demonic powers,” Matthew shouted at the top of his lungs.
“From your description, your inner energy makes the attack. Chi is internal energies that are used to make blasts and other stuff. So you are totally using the kamehameha!” Beatrice sighed smugly. 
“Yeah!... Well… Shut up woman!” Matthew stuttered, trying to think of some form of response. Unfortunately nothing came so Matthew considered yelling more, That always works… Right?
“You’re an idiot,” Beatrice sighed in exasperation.
The ponies turned to Dark Mathew, Rarity commenting, “She’s right, you know.”
“Shut up pony! I can end you with a thought!”
“Don’t you tell me to shut up! You-you barbarian!” Rarity snapped.
“I’ll tell you to do something and you’ll do it! Or else I’ll show you the proper use of a bitch slap,” Dark Matthew snapped, raising his right hoof. Matthew’s crimson eyes looked from her to his hoof, then back again. “Got to admit, it might be difficult without hands. But I’ll make it work!”
“Will ya stop fighting!” Applejack snapped, stepping in front of Rarity to glare at Dark Matthew.
“Fine,” Dark Matthew rolled his eyes, thinking of something else. “Here! This is something.”
The scene shifted, featuring a worn Beatrice desperately dragging something with red glowing chains. “Oh you are going to get it now,” Beatrice seethed, dragging a heavy object past the orderlies standing silently at the nursing station. 
“What are you doing?” One of them asked.
Beatrice continued to pull, revealing a very annoyed Matthew. A bright red rubber ball stuffed in his mouth. Beatrice gave the orderly a quick glance, “Where can I find the shock paddles?”
“Why would you need those?”
“He called my butt fat in these jeans,” Beatrice said in a hollow voice that sent a chill through everyone’s spine.
“Right over there,” One of the orderlies pointed down the hall, an uneasy smile crossing his face.
Beatrice nodded in thanks before continuing her quests to punish Matthew. After the angry woman left, all of the nurses shook their head in pity. “He’s a dead man.”
Bright flashes of light blazed through the hallway, instilling the full ramifications that Matthew had screwed up and he was paying for it. “Oh my god! Beatrice it hurts! It hurts so good!”
“Stop being happy! I’m trying to punish you!”
“Keep it up! I’ve been so bad!”
“Matthew!” Beatrice screamed, a loud banging filling the air. If Beatrice could not electrocute some respect/manners into Matthew, she beat it into him. Or crush his skull in, whichever one happened first.
The ponies could only stare blankly into the air. “What was the point of that?” Rarity asked her voice full of confusion. 
“I dunno,” Dark Matthew scratched the side of his head, “I kinda forgot where I was going with it. Hold on, let me try something else.”
Matthew burst through the door to Beatrice’s room, “Hey Beatrice, Derek caught some kind of Demon fish. We’ve got to try and eat… EEP!” Matthew quickly slammed the door shut, a long sharp knife digging deep into the wood.
Matthew waited patiently for the high-pitched scream to die down. When silence began to reign, Matthew decided to comment, “Sorry Beatrice.” Looking both way, a snarky smile crossed Matthew’s face, calling “By the way, lovely boobs.”
Matthew quickly ran down the hallway, laughing loudly as the blade of an axe made its way through the wooden door. “Kinda defeating the purpose of a door, holes don’t provide very good protection.”
“Get back here and die, Matthew!”
Dark Matthew cocked his head to the side, “Hmm… Maybe something like this.”
Human Matthew slowly marched under the dying moon. Within a couple of days, the small sliver of moon left would soon be swallowed by darkness. Tall, thick trees reached high into the cold night sky creating an eerie atmosphere. Applejack trembled silently, watching the bare twisting bark pass by Matthew. Something was wrong with this forest. Instead of the rough healthy cellulose, Applejack watched the smooth bark shift bizarrely across the multiple limbs and trunk. The twisting shapes were all wrong to her eyes. Deep black pits littered up and down these misshapen trunks in varying patterns. 
Matthew held his right hand at the ready. Matthew’s breath came out in a steam, dissipating between the bare branches. Matthew watched the branches twitch erratically in the unseen breeze, almost greeting the heated moisture passing through them. 
A soft shuffling to the right, Matthew spun around darkness held in the palm of his hand at the ready. The branches were moving, slowly creeping towards him. They were coming from all sides, thin branches reaching through the open air. 
Matthew caught one, snapping it with ease. The resulting scream was horrifying. Sharp and hollow, the wale echoed through this nightmare. Matthew held at the ready, every fiber of his being coiled to spring into action.
What he did not expect was the sudden appearance of glowing orbs beginning to ignite across every conceivable tree. The light of these orbs revealed a horrifying truth.
Applejack screamed, her hoof reaching to her muzzle. Faces. The glowing orbs revealed hundreds if not thousands of humanoid faces fused into the cursed woods. The trees and faces continued to stretch as far as her eyes could see. Each of those burning orange eyes drilled into the trespasser.
“Why do you break me?” a soft woman’s voice, hollow and full of pain. Matthew stared transfixed at the woman who spoke, her mouth contorted in pain. “Why do you enter this place? We are the damned. Consider your options and turn back. Do not become like us.”
“Do not become like us,” those words echoed through countless mouths. “Leave. Run.”
Matthew snorted, steam billowing in the wind. Taking a walkie-talkie from his cargo jeans, Matthew called in, “Hey, HQ?”
“Yes, Agent.”
“Did we have Intel that these trees talk?” Matthew asked, keeping a weary eye the twitching faces and limbs.
“Um… What?”
“Never mind,” Matthew sighed, “Freaking useless.”
“We can still hear you!”
“Not hiding it sweetie,” Matthew said sarcastically. Returning the device to his pocket, Matthew turned northwards and taking long strides. 
The crisp air stung Matthew’s skin, the dead air striking the pores with extreme preduduce. “Should have listened to Beatrice. Should have brought a jacket,” Matthew muttered to himself, his arms wrapped tight around his chest.
The journey would have been only uncomfortable, but the constant yelling and screaming of the trees was kind of getting annoying. “Get out.” “Leave this place.” “Save yourself.” “The pain!” “Welcome to the Jungle.” “Ignore him, he’s weird.”
“Just shut up,” Matthew yelled, running through the path at full speed. Their voiced refused to dim, refused to be silent as the trespasser made his way deeper into their forest of twisting bodies.
Time slowly slid by, the hours passing in near darkness before Matthew finally found something. The deep shadows and shifting darkness were nothing compared to what lived at the heart of this cursed forest. 
It was almost indescribable. A gelatinous pile of flesh and hardened cellulous stacked into shifting bubbles lay sprawling across the ground. An ominous orange glow exuded from the shuddering pile of material, revealing the outline of moving internal organs. It was a solid, but shifted as liquid under the crusted skin. From it, warped tendril sprung from the thing, reaching into the forest of lost men, women and children. 
“Who is here?” It’s voice was a combination of deep garbling and shuddering, it could barely be understood.
“What the buck is that?” Rainbow Dash asked, her voice straining at the abomination of flesh. 
“Uh,” Matthew strained his brain for a response, “That would be me, Matthew.”
“Matthew,” the slow, sloppy words crossed the air. Then the blob shifted, a series of shudders slowly brought the thing’s head into view. 
The ponies screamed, and Rarity fainted, at the sight of the squashed head, bulbous eyes and wide drooping mouth. From its head, tall spines of sharp twisting branches reached high into the air. From its large eyes, Matthew could see the pain and sadness sunk behind those glowing orbs. 
“Have you come to kill me?” it asked, its voice almost and unrecognizable whimper.
“I don’t know,” Matthew said cautiously, eyeing the surroundings. 
“Will you?” 
“What?” Matthew asked, the question blindsiding him.
“There all here,” The thing said. “All their thoughts, their pain and sadness are all in here. We are together.” Matthew was trying to understand what the collection of mass was saying. 
“What do you mean?”
“I was once human, like you.” The longing in the creature’s voice was almost heartbreaking. “I got power, but it grew and it grew,” The thing was crying, glowing tears of light orange sap leaking from those wide overemphasized eyes. “It reached out, taking everything. And they continued to grow with me.”
A wale roared from all directions, every malformed mouth screaming the pain of continuous growth. Never allowed to die and only allowed to exist in this existential hell. “We cannot die. Fire only burns us, but we continue to grow and spread.” Matthew looked deep into those pitiful eyes. “I am the anchor. We are here because of me. My death will set them free.”
“What do you mean by free?” Matthew asked, his mind latching onto the last word, a cold stone of dread dropping into his stomach at the unsaid implication.
“They will be allowed to die,” The thing said. The echoing encore of “Freedom” or “Free us.”
Matthew wet his dry lips, trying to think of a solution or something else, “How many?” The thing sighed, its blubber shuddering. “How many people have you absorbed?”
“Thousands,” the thing said. “It started small, but we continued to spread beyond the town and into the city. Travelers and adventurers would come and they too would join us.”
Matthew stood still, listening to the calls of despair echoing into the night. Their cries of despair and pleas were the only company Matthew had in the cold air.
Matthew raised his right hand, dark energy flowing across his skin. His face was stoic, almost etched out of stone. His eyes were focused only on the single point and he was prepared. The malformed creature looked at Matthew with deep eyes.
Then it smiles for the first time in year.
Then there is nothing. Only the black fires of Matthew’s energy were left after his attack. 
Matthew turned his eyes to the forest surrounding him. With the loss of the heart of the forest, the trees began to degrade. The body fluids that were once human transmitted into something more, ignited as they rapidly degraded. A purging fire rippled across the land, consuming those condemned to this fate, and with a raucous call, they were saved.
Matthew stood silently as the world around him burned. Only ash would remain. 
Twilight and the rest of the ponies watched Matthew make his way through the wasteland of spontaneous brushes still ablaze and ash. Ash flew to the grace of the wind. Twilight could not understand what was going through Matthew’s mind, his expression never changing.
Matthew’s voice played across their ears, “I killed them Beatrice; men, women and children. I killed them all.” A hollow laugh filled the empty silence of Matthew’s solitude. “Do you want to know the scary part?”
“What?” Beatrice asked her voice soft and gentle.
“I didn’t feel a thing as they screamed.”
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Dark Matthew looked onto the ponies, his previous expression of happiness fading. Instead it was replaced with one of neutrality. None of the ponies could read what was going through his mind.
In a swirl of crimson colors, Twilight and her friends saw a city burn. Twisting columns of bright flames engulf the concrete landscape in reds, yellows and blues. The symphony of colors could only be matched by a choir of the highest caliber. The screams where countless, all of those voices joining into the burning night that sent chills down the spines of each of the ponies.
Fluttershy felt the fur shift from the base of her tail and lead all the way to the base of her skull. The continuously shifting air made it difficult to see anything other than the solid foundation slowly becoming liquid. 
A dark figure slowly made his way through the central street. Dark energy shrouded his features into a twisting veil making it difficult for the ponies to make out his features. Matthew pushed his way through the raging inferno. Holding his arms in front of him, Matthew struggled against the force. 
Twilight watched Matthew’s snarling features, sweat and grim covering his body. Using every ounce of focus, Matthew was unable to block the blistering blaze. Twilight watched the bright burning marks across Matthew’s skin. His arms, legs, and chest where covered in sizzling, bubbling black marks.
“Shannon!” Matthew loud cries where barely addible over the screaming air in his ears.
Dark Matthew continued to stare with no emotional reaction, his voice hollow. “Only now we started to understand the danger.” The human Matthew trudged towards the source of this unstoppable inferno. Rainbow Dash squinted into the blaze trying to discern where Matthew was going. Something was writing deep in the flames. A light silhouette could be made out, thin.
“Oh no,” Rainbow Dash’s eyes widened in shock. She could not even hear Fluttershy’s scream. Deep inside the bright flames was a screaming woman. Her clothing melted against her boiling skin with an acrid hiss. Thick, bulbous bubbles burst from the once clean cells. Tearing slowly stretched across her body, bright bubbling fluid fueling the fires even brighter. 
Her eyes where horrifying, only smoldering remains enhancing the visage of pure pain etched across her face as it slowly tore apart. “This is what happens when we lose control,” Dark Matthew scratchy whisper reached the ponies’ ears, “If our bodies aren’t ready for that level of power, we break or we are consumed.”
The young woman’s skin continued to tear apart, flaking into dust. Her very being was being reduced by the power she tried to wield. Twilight and her friends couldn’t see the bodies that were once living breathing humans and the demonic abominations plaguing them. All were turned to ash before these shear unstoppable force.
“I had to watch to many of us die,” Dark Matthew eyes where far away, remembering the fires that burned him that day. So many died just like Shannon. Too many died like her, screaming in utter agony. “We died in pain, we suffered, and yet I stilled lived.” 
All eyes turned towards the dark apparition of Matthew. For the first time, they began to see something else in him. Instead of the imposing, pale demonic hellspawn of a pony; Twilight and the rest could only see the tiredness in his face. His shoulder’s sagging as he sat on the cold ground. The burning, angry eyes grew cold as Dark Matthew experienced something else.
“You see, I traveled across the world, fought on so many foreign soils. I saw people, so many people live in fear,” Dark Matthew motioned with his hoof, “of them and of me.” Taking a deep breath, he continued, “You ever fight before, fight for survival. Even though the next day you could die of starvation or a demon or just the common cold; you’d think you’d be scared.”
Shaking his head, “Nah. That part was easy. Killing and fighting were just something you did. They were gonna kill me, why should I be merciful when they would continue to kill. If I let them live, they’d kill again.”
Twilight opened her mouth to speak along with the rest of her friends, ready to rebuke Dark Matthew’s claim. “I tried that,” Dark Matthew’s voice cracked for the first time, “I tried that with some of my kind. Ya see, they wanted to create a society in their image. One they could be free. I could have informed my superiors about their operations.”
With a shake of his head, Dark Matthew snorted, “They actually saved a few of our kind, but to the rest… they were just meat and nothing more. I saw their work. The dead they left in their wake when a town or community couldn’t give them what they wanted.”
Dark Matthew looked to Twilight, “You ever walk in front of those kinds of eyes? Eyes only filled with death and destruction? Unwilling to compromise?” Twilight shook her head, “I have. And I use to be afraid of it, but then, after a while, it means nothing.”
“Watching people die, my friends die, I stopped being scared. I just felt cold,” Dark Matthew said softly. “Shannon was the first one. Her death hit all of us.”
Dark Matthew sat silently in contemplation. None of the ponies dared break the silence, fearing what the repercussion would be. 
“What scared me was how fast it happened. All that crazy shit just didn’t faze me anymore,” Dark Matthew closed his eyes. “She was always there. No matter how busy she was, Beatrice would look up from whatever she was doing. She was so beautiful. I can’t understand it. How-how could something so beautiful could come from this world? I would sometimes wake up at night and just look at her, afraid that she might not be real. How could someone be so perfect?”
Dark Matthew looked up into the burning sky of his long ago memory, “My god that’s real… that’s real ponies. She race to me, wrap her arms around me and we’d just stand there, together. No matter what happened she’d be there. There’d be people cheering, yelling and some crying. I remember when I did that. I was the worst of all. I was a rubber face clown in her arms, ya know, crying so hard.”
“But not my baby, not my girl, she’s not crying, she’s holding me up,” and for a second Twilight could almost make out a tear at the corner of Dark Matthew’s eye. “My girl’s keeping me on my feet. She’d never say a word. Beatrice would lead me to a room and put me in bed.”
Dark Matthew turned to the ponies, “You ever been tired? Just tired? I couldn’t do nothing. I couldn’t even drink a god damn beer. But not my Beatrice, she’d keep working, taking care of the sick.” Running a hoof through his mane, Dark Matthew took a shuttering breath, “She’d always see me. No matter what. If you where in Beatrice’s way, you’d be just another step.”
“It’s funny,” Dark Matthew chuckled, “I thought I was tough, but she was something else. She was my… my everything. I swear I would give anything for her. I wanted to… I-I really did.”
Before anyone could ask, “But I couldn’t. I couldn’t do it.”
All eyes turned to the scenery around them. Rainbow Dash could only stare in utter confusion. High in the atmosphere, atop a precariously mountain top stood a rough sphere of intertwining material of shifting stone and crystal. Several chunks of the structure were missing, a flurry of dark energy and green energy arches flew out of the sphere.
Inside the structure was a twisting tangle of solid vine like materials made of the same rock that surrounded the two combatants. Matthew jumped from one rock vine to the next, avoiding the bright green blades. 
Matthew braced himself against the side of the rock wall and pushed with all of his strength towards his opponent. Oh god, it’s the alien rip-off again, Matthew yelled, “Oh you are going to get it now!”
The shiny black chitin of the demonic bug-person glistened, his sharp teeth shining bright against his black exoskeleton. The demon’s tail was held high, its deadly point slashing through the air to send another bright green blade of pure energy directly towards Matthew.
Matthew cocked back his right hand, dark energy flowing freely as he punched the energy blast. Matthew angry scream reverberated through the strange structure as he was engulfed in the resulting explosion.
Advena sighed in relief, a dark cloud occupying the air where Matthew once stood. Before he could get to comfortable, a screaming Matthew flew out of the cloud and straight at the demon. Matthew’s fist collided painfully with the elongated face of Advena. Advena flew through the air along with Matthew before being driven into the wall with his fist planted firmly into the alien face. 
The entire structure shook violently, sending sharp shards of rock from the ceiling. A single figure slowly made her way down the side of the sphere. Beatrice’s hands held tightly against the intertwining material, trying desperately not to lose her grip as the precarious structure shook violently.
“Better be careful Matthew,” Advena advised with a grin, wrapping his hands around Matthew’s shoulders and tossing him to the side. “You’re girlfriends in trouble. Maybe I should help her?” The xenomorphic demon tore down one of the intersecting bridges of stone and crystal.
A quick tug on his tale stopped the ragging demon from advancing on Beatrice. Looking back, Advena caught sight of Matthew gripping his sleek tail tight between his fingers. With a mighty roar, Matthew swung the beast around and releasing him as far away from Beatrice as he could. 
The continuous shaking was taking its toll on Beatrice’s patience, “Matthew! What in the name of Are You There, God? It’s Me Margaret, are you doing?”
“Trying to save you and not die,” Matthew shouted, claws racking across the skin on his chest. Advena dug violently into Matthew, trying to rip out the younger man’s heart. Kalima! Matthew’s forehead smashed into the dark demon. 
Dazed by the strike, Advena was not prepared for Matthew pushing off the ground with his all of his strength. Any cross-section of rock unfortunate enough to be in the way where obliterated as the pair made their way into the room. 
Beatrice cursed under her breath, slowly making her way down the vibrating building precariously placed on top of a high mountain. “Hey Beatrice don’t worry,” Beatrice performed her famous Matthew impersonation, “You won’t get kidnapped again. I got you covered. We’ve got ballistic missiles at the ready. You’re completely safe. Now I know you’ve been kidnapped like eight times but there won’t be a number nine.”
A violent shaking caused Beatrice to scream, holding herself tightly against the cold stone. “Damn it Matthew!”
“Sorry,” Matthew’s muffled voice crossed the gap, his head currently being slammed into the rocks. 
Beatrice continued, each movement plagued by the two dueling entities raging over her head. She was so close, her feet were aching and her hands were slick with sweat. The slim woman jumped when her feet found flat footing. The tight knot in her chest almost chocked the sob she suddenly felt rising in her chest. 
Beatrice turned away from the unassuming wall, looking for an exit. 
Unfortunately, Advena caught sight of the pale Beatrice making her way across the floor. Advena was not ready to allow his prize to leave just yet, even as Matthew’s fist found its way into his gut. With a flick of his tail, Advena sent a wide band of green energy towards the ground Beatrice occupied. Matthew caught sight of the blast, turning with a sinking heart towards its intended destination.
Beatrice screamed, the blast throwing her off her feet. Matthew made to move towards her. The iron like claws caught the youth before he could go to Beatrice’s aid and threw him back into the wall. Beatrice’s screams continued as the ground beneath her began to collapse. Shards cut into her skin as she scrambled away from the growing hole revealing the open air beneath it.
Matthew’s elbow caught Advena’s elongated head, providing him the second he needed to leap towards his beloved. He had to move fast. Beatrice was falling into the open air. Thousands of feet of open air embraced the flailing Beatrice.
Matthew flew through the opening, reaching out with his left hand towards Beatrice. He was getting closer to her.
“AH!” Matthew screamed, black claws digging into his back and legs. Matthew grabbed the black glossy tail wrapping around his neck.
Beatrice’s screams where lost in the rushing torrent of air, her lungs could barely function under the great pressure surrounding her. Her watering eyes looked towards the sky, the black chitin demon and her man struggling. 
Dark claws racked across Matthew’s face as the human fingers dug into the gap between the black armor. Green and red blood polluted the air as the pair plummeted further to meet the Earth’s embrace. 
Matthew felt every moment passing, each moment was too long to be real and every one of those moments leading to something truly horrifying. Matthew heart desperately tore at his rib cage. Kicking Advena away, Matthew flew across the space between him and Beatrice. 
The high pitched screeching drew Matthew’s attention to the raging demon flying towards him. Matthew quickly threw his right hand towards Advena, firing a massive blast of pure black energy. The resulting explosion rocketed Matthew faster towards Beatrice’s flailing body.
Matthew wrapped his left arm around Beatrice. Her soft, frail body pressed against his skin. She felt like a rose against his hardened body. Her skin and weight were as gentle as a soft breeze.
The ground was approaching fast, far too fast for even him to survive. Throwing his right hand forward and began throwing volleys of energy towards the earth. The shockwaves ran through Matthew, the sharp jerking almost dislodging Beatrice from his arm.
The battle raged against the forces of gravity. With so much height and so much speed acquired, Matthew’s jaw clenched at the stress of this improvised deceleration. Have to slow down more! Matthew pushed further, pouring more and more energy into the Earth.
Beatrice didn’t look down; she couldn’t look at her approaching doom. Her only vision was the scowling man, the veins bulging against his forehead as if ready to burst from the amount of sheer power he was expelling. This singular image was too emotion filled to forget.
It was only a second when Matthew felt the burning earth beneath his feet. Pain flooded Matthew’s nervous system as his knees exploded in a shower of bloody bits. The rock beneath him cracked under this exertion of force. 
Twilight watched in shocked fascination as Matthew remained on his knees, his face emotionless. Regardless of the pain, Matthew could only look ahead. Something was wrong with the image before her. 
A silence filled the air. Matthew’s own breathing could barely be heard. Matthew’s vision was far away as if in deep contemplation. All it took was a second. It felt as if a set of branches or twigs had snapped in his arm and against his chest. Something so minute it could hardly be felt. 
Twilight eyes wondered down to the woman in his arms. Her form was slumped against Matthew. One arm was lying limp away from her body. Every pair of eyes widened at the sight. Beatrice’s pale white form appeared to glow against the burnt black earth and Matthew’s dirty appearance. His soiled clothing of dirt, sweat and blood seemed to sully the perfection of Beatrice’s appearance.
The corner of Matthew’s eyes began to burn, turning red. His breathing was becoming erratic, the fire in his chest blistering to his bruised body. 
Some part of his mind didn’t want to believe it. The heat slowly leaching from her body, warm liquid slowly flowing around his hand; this could not be reality. Something inside him wanted to reject it and replace it with a new reality. 
But nothing could change this single moment. No one had that kind of power.
The ponies looked to Dark Matthew. The pale pony looked to the body of Beatrice. She was always there, broken and unable to speak. She was just there, in his arms. So small. So frail.
“You ever realize something too late?” Dark Matthew continued to stare at the broken body, “That no matter how powerful you get, how hard you fight, you can’t save everyone.” Dark Matthew took a deep breath, “I spent years developing my body, pushing it to the highest physicality. I broke bones time and time again, trying to strengthen them to handle the pressure of Power.”
Twilight felt something heavy on her chest. Invisible bands wrapped around her chest, catching her breath and making it difficult to breath. A quick glance revealed her friends standing uneasily on their hooves. Applejack ran an absentminded hoof along her barrel, trying to lessen the pressure. Turning back to Dark Matthew, Twilight found his burning gold eyes on her. 
“Tell me Twilight, what have you had to sacrifice?”
“What do you mean?” Twilight took a cautious step back, not liking this personification’s eyes.
“Have you ever had to sacrifice anything for your crown? Have you ever lost anything?” Dark Matthew continued this line of questioning.
“Princess Celestia took me as her personal student. I worked hard for years, made friends, saved the world a couple of times, and then she made me into an alicorn,” Twilight felt a cold chill crawl up her spine.
“It was given to you. I would say you studied hard, worked hard and you were rewarded,” Dark Matthew tilted his head to the side. “You have not felt pain or suffering. How can one be blessed by a god if they have not been burned? Only through pain do you realize who you really are. The cowardice and the capacity of heroism can only be found when you’re pushed to the brink. That is how I grew, how I became one. Purity is not an asset, it is a weakness. Pure sodium and chloride are poison. Pure metals are weak, unless tampered by outside forces.” 
Dark Matthew’s eyes took in the sight of the ponies’ fear, “Those who are asleep do not understand the nature of the world, survival of the fittest and only the strong will survive. The broken are the more evolved. That is why we had to fight.”
Fluttershy, for the briefest moment, thought she saw something at the corner of Dark Matthew’s eyes. From her perspective, it looked like a small speck of liquid that reflected the poor lighting. “This is why I am afraid,” Dark Matthew motioned to the lifeless body, “my fear isn’t that I am weak. My deepest fear is not being inadequate, it that I may be powerful beyond measure. It isn’t my darkness, but my light that drives me to do what I do. I have done so many horrible things in the name of humanity. And yet I am not allowed this one thing.” He looked to Beatrice, “There is nothing in pushing beyond my limits, because my heart is the only thing that kept me alive it shines in this dark twisted body. Inevitably it would drive other towards me and most away from me. I was never meant to shine, but she brought it out of me. My light. My heart. That’s what I shared with my friends. It’s all I had to share with them.”
Without any warning, Dark Matthew was right in front of her as his muzzle almost touched hers. Twilight let out a strangle gasp, her horn igniting and sparking in sudden fright. “Your magic is of little consequence. It cannot hold me for long. I will obtain my full power again,” Dark Matthew’s voice was soft, trying to be gentle. “You don’t have to be afraid. I won’t hurt any of you.”
“Who’s saying I’m afraid?” Twilight’s voice failed to convey her conviction. 
“You’re trembling,” Dark Matthew quietly pointed at her shaking knees. The pressure around her was unbearable. It was an immaterial force that acted as a solid. Her knees buckled under the pressure, causing her to plummet to the ground. A white hoof caught Twilight before she would meet the stone floor. 
Dark Matthew slowly shifted Twilight, allowing her to lean against his chest. Twilight saw that each of her friends where sprawled out on the cold ground, their shaking limbs unable to move. Before her thoughts could continue, Dark Matthew’s voice said, “You live in such a beautiful world, Twilight Sparkle. A world filled with magic and fantasy full of love and kindness. I can’t live in that world. I live in a world of cardboard, always taking constant care to not break someone. I couldn’t allow myself to lose control. With my power, they would die. Just like Beatrice did.”
Twilight noticed something towards the edge of her vision, something dark. When she focused on it her eyes went wide with utter shock. 
“Don’t be afraid Twilight. Our time together is almost over,” Matthew’s words where but a whisper in her ear. “I got the mark on my chest when I realized just how powerless I was to save the people I loved. In the end they would die, no matter how hard I fought.”
Twilight could still her Matthew, but her eyes were on the entity at the edge of her vision. “The last mark, I received the gift to push beyond my limits. I now understand what those words mean, the ones on my face. They are my full name, all my strengths and weakness.”
Twilight felt the next words burn their way into her memory.
“I am Matthew William O’Connor
The Fallen Man
Humanity’s Mistake
Shadow of Great Azathoth 
Pilgrim to the far Daemon-Sultan Throne 
Reaper
Death Dealer
Oath Breaker
Flickering Candle
Shadow in the Noonday Sun
Corrupted Blood and Mind
The Lone Light in the Night.”
Twilight could not speak. She felt herself being lifted into the air by some unseen force. A sense of bliss crossed her mind as the doctors pulled her from the depths of this haunted and broken mind.
Dark Matthew watched as the ponies began to fade, leaving him alone again.
“That is my secret, take care of it Twilight,” Dark Matthew called after her, knowing that what she remember would make its way to the goddesses of Equestria. She would tell of the trials and tribulations along with the sins Matthew had committed. Even if she had only witness a fraction of his life, But that is how it should be. She deserves to know some of what I had done.
“What I did, I did without choice.”
“I know,” Dark Matthew said, not turning to face it.
“In the name of peace and sanity..”
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A Demon in Ponyville
Ch. 20: Angry Matthew is Angry
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Twilight sat silently before Princess Celestia and Luna. Rainbow Dash, Rarity, Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie and Applejack looked between Twilight and other princesses. Each pony was situated around the end of the dining room table as Discord slowly revolved around them with an unusually serious expression on his face. After waking up from the nightmare inducing events that were Matthew’s memories, Twilight and her friends had indulged the entirety of their experience.
“Is that all?” Celestia asked, her eyes moving from each face, taking a second to read their expression. Twilight’s was the most solemn. 
Something inside Twilight was conflicted at those very last moments. What she had saw where unlike anything that could be described. It was a twisted mockery of such darkness and flesh she could not truly put it to words. It was something that should be thrown into the darkness and locked away with every key available. 
Discord’s observant eyes watched Twilight, seeing the flickering shadow in the corner of those wide orbs. A sneaking suspicion entered Discord’s unusual mind. “What was his name?”
Twilight turned to Discord, noting his very serious expression. “I’m not sure what to make of it,” Twilight muttered to herself, “It was something else…”
“I didn’t ask for an analysis. I asked for the name, the full name,” Discord sternly said, his yellow eyes flashing in the light. A spear of fear flickered through Twilight’s fluttering heart.
“His name is Matthew William O’Connor, the Fallen Man, Humanity’s Mistake, Shadow of Great Azathoth, Pilgrim to the far Daemon-Sultan Throne, Reaper, Death Dealer, Oath Breaker, Flickering Candle, Shadow in the Noonday Sun, Corrupted Blood and Mind, the Lone Light in the Night,” Twilight said, keeping her eyes on Discord. The words felt wrong on her tongue. The way the shadow of Matthew’s mind had said them, the words felt almost physical. As if those names had some weight to them. When Twilight had spoken them, they were just words and nothing more.
All of the ponies were turned from Twilight towards Discord. Discord’s normally calm visage was replaced with a paled expression of shock. “Did you say Azathoth? Pilgrim of the Deamon-Sultan Throne?”
Celestia asked, her tone raising an octave to her raising concern, “What does that mean, Discord?”
Discord turned to her snapping, “Nothing that concerns you!” Discord moved closer to Twilight, looking deep into her eyes. Twilight tried to pull away, but an unseen force kept her still. “You’ve seen him haven’t you? You took a glimpse of great Azathoth.” 
Twilight’s eyes turned to the side, unable to meet those red irises boring down on her. Discord’s head turned to look over each and every pony by utilizing his long neck. Then something strange happened, Discord began to laugh. This was not the fun laugh they had normally known. This was a cold and hollow laugh. “Oh this is rich! And here I thought he was just lucky with an unusual amount of power, but this takes the cake! Azathoth blessed him to less than a pawn!”
“What do you mean Discord?” Celestia’s hard voice cut into the draconequus’s tirade. But even the scolding motherly tone could not dampen Discord’s mood.
“Oh Celly,” Discord laughed, appearing next to Celestia and wrapping an arm around her shoulders. “Let’s break this down to your level. Azathoth is the primal Chaos, sitting at the center of the Universe kept in eternal sleep by the maddening beating of vile drums and the thin monotonous whine of accursed flutes. He is the beginning of Us. And if he wakes, we will disappear along with the dream.”
All of the ponies looked to Discord in utter confusion. “And what doest that mean?” Luna asked in confusion. Discord rolled his eyes as the rest of the ponies shared her level of confusion.
“Don’t you ponies ever read your forbidden books of untold madness and evil?!” Discord rubbed the bridged between his eyes. “Azathoth is the god among gods. We are his dream and if he wakes up, we cease to exist. End of story.”
All of the ponies’ eyes went wide at the statement. Rainbow Dash asked, her voice quivering, “T-tthere’s no way that’s real… Right?”
Discord merely gave Rainbow Dash a deadpanned stare, “Yes. Yes he is.”
Celestia’s brain was slowly grinding against her skull, “Could something like that exist?”
“Of course. You’re having difficulty with this because you’re one of the biggest fish in the pond that just realized there’s an entire ocean out there,” Discord nodded sagely.
“Wait a second,” Twilight interrupted with a raised hoof, “If this, Azathoth is asleep, how was he able to talk to Matthew? I remember the conversation and he talked.”
“And when he talked, didn’t feel like you were dying on the insides. Like you were withering away into nothingness,” Discord watched the Mane 6 shift uncomfortably in their seats. “And to answer your question, I would guess lucid dreaming. Azathoth doesn’t intentionally cause anything to happen. By using varying rituals, Azathoth’s followers can reach a small fraction of his image. His image is so powerful it can twist and affect the viewer. However, now and then a small fraction of Azathoth’s consciousness is able to register the small spark of consciousness. What he does with it is his own business.”
“Ah have no idea what’s going on,” Applejack rubbed a hoof against her forehead at the building tension.
“Why did you say Matthew was less than a pawn?” Rarity piped in, wrapping her mind around the implications of Discord’s words.
“What I mean is that with the title of Pilgrim, Matthew is manly a free traveling entity and able to move of his own accord. He’s not bound to any predestined purpose. Next would be the title of Shadow, if Matthew were of any major value he would have a higher role. An example would be the Hand or Word of Azathoth.” Discord began pacing, his feet walking on the open air deep in thought. “I would say that would be a blessing in terms of gifts from an Outer God. Most either cause countless pain and suffering or madness. Delicious, magical madness.”
“What does that mean for us?” Celestia asked, unsure of what to make of this.
Discord sighed, looked towards Celestia with distain, “Don’t go starting all that fear about powerful being in Equestria you can’t control. I know you’re thinking about it.” Discord pulled a rolled up newspaper from the air, lightly tapping Celestia on the end of her muzzle. “Stop it. Stop it.”
Celestia did not appear amused. After torching the magic with a flicker of magic, Celestia broached a new subject to try and quell the rising tension. “I think we should move on. I have made an interesting discovery about our newest… Ally.”
All eyes and ears turned towards Celestia with interest. Discord was so interested he stopped embarrassing the Princess Celestia with another rolled-up newspaper and took a seat.
“While each of you were under, I performed a series of scans on Matthew to better understand his connection to magic,” Celestia began.
“Isn’t that invading his personal privacy?” Pinkie asked in confusion.
“Says the pony who stalks every pony entering Ponyville to perform a welcoming song and not leaving them alone until they become friends with you,” Fluttershy pointed out, remembering Cranky.
“It’s like herding cats with some ponies,” Celestia mumbled to herself, running a hoof down her face and muzzle. “After performing my scans, I’ve discovered quite a shocking truth.” Celestia’s one visible eye caught sight of each individual in the room leaning towards her, their eyes filled with an intense hunger. “Matthew’s magic capacity is ranked at an average of C.”
A calm stillness followed this declaration. Twilight and Luna were the only one not wearing a shocked expression, their jaws almost touching the spotless tablecloth. 
“What does a C rank in magic mean?” Rainbow Dash whispered to Rarity.
“It means,” Celestia said, “That a magic user has very poor magic. That they are only capable of the simplest tasks.”
“Then why do they look so shocked?” Rainbow Dash pointed towards Twilight and Luna.
“Because as an alicorn, Matthew would have the magic of all three tribes at his grasp,” Celestia began to explain. “But Matthew’s capabilities in any of the three areas of magic (Pegasus, Earth Pony and Unicorn) are barely negligible. This is very disturbing in terms of Matthew’s capabilities as a pony. He can fly and levitate items, but anything else will be beyond his capabilities.”
Celestia watched the ponies deep in thought, her mind considering the implications of why Matthew’s form was that of an alicorn with such low magic capabilities. Discord’s expression was what caught the Princess of the Sun’s attention. His smile was wide and full of vigor.
“Do you know why, Discord?”
“Oh I have a theory,” Discord responded, his single fang glinting in the light. 
“Would you like the share with the rest of us?” Celestia had to resist the urge to roll her eyes at the draconequus.
“The answer is simple,” Discord held up the finger on his lion’s paw. “Since Power is opposite of magic, Matthew’s is currently in a state of flux. His Power is being bound by the magic that transformed and surrounds him.”
“And what does that mean?” Luna asked, working her jaw to ensure it was still working and practicing her modern day speech.
“It means that that horn is a weakness,” Discord shrugged, “It’s preventing Matthew from accessing his full potential. Eventually, Matthew will have to remove it so he can return to his previous state.”
“What does that mean?” Twilight asked, trying to remove the tension rising in her barrel. 
Discord looked to Twilight, “Don’t be afraid Twilight. He likes you. To answer your question, I don’t know. I can’t read him properly with all the magical interference. I can’t say what he is capable of. I can say he has a good heart and that is all you should care about.”
“I’ve got a question,” Pinkie Pie broke through the conversation. Every eye turned to the pink pony, “Where were you during the attack on Canterlot?”
The Mane 6 and both princesses turned towards Discord with hard eyes. Discord scratched the back of his head with a rising blush, “I was preoccupied.” His mind however returned to the time of the events, sitting in his tub munching on a rainbow swirled Sunday while a grizzle bar was juggling chainsaws and whistling ‘I’m a Yankee Doodle Dandee.’ Coughing a few time, Discord recovered quickly, “You know, dealing with inter-dimensional issues and god stuff.”
Before they could continue, a loud moan filled the castle. A very Matthew sounding groaned could be heard, “Oh god, my head. What did I do last night? Where am I? Gotta stop with the Tequila, it just isn’t worth it… Or until I drink more.” A couple muffled voices could be heard, but Matthew’s was the loudest, “I’m talking really loud? Well, I don’t hear it.” A loud shuffling was heard and voices where raised, but Matthew ignored the doctor’s words as he left the room.
Everyone in the dining room remained silent, listening to Matthew slowly bumbling through the hallways as his body smacked into the marble sides. After several minutes and a large amount of loud banging along with equal cursing, Matthew finally pushed his way into the dining room. 
His eyes were red and the vein in the center of his head was throbbing violently. Twilight feared that said vein would explode in a bloody mess. “Finally found you guys,” Matthew lazily moved towards an open table. All eyes were on him. Matthew placing his forehead on the cool table, “That feels so good.”
Silence followed Matthew’s surprise arrival. Luna asked, “Uh, Sir Matthew? Are you all right? You look unwell. Maybe you should return to the nice doctors.”
“I’ll be fine,” Matthew mumbled. “Probably got into the Tequila again, that stuff just makes me sick to my stomach. That’s why I don’t drink it much. I kinda remember the one time I drank it in Mexico with some new buds. Woke up three days later in a fridge without any clothing, sick to my stomach and somehow I had a bunch of piñatas with me. Never figure out where the piñatas came from. But luckily this time I remember my pants.”
“Well…” Pinkie Pie began.
Celestia quickly cut her off, “Give it a second.”
“Hey! What happened to my pants? It’s like Christmas all over again, but furrier.”
“You weren’t wearing pants to begin with,” Twilight responded with a sigh. In that release of pent up breath, Twilight felt the pressure lessen in her chest. She was being silly trying to judge Matthew on his mysterious limits of strength. He was the same idiot she yelled at the other day and Twilight felt comfort in that fact.
“So commando it is. Giggity!” Matthew responded with a tired chuckle. Ignoring any conversation Matthew continued, “I had the weirdest dream. All you girls where in it and there was the big door. Pinkie opened it and all you went on a long walk through what looked like my memories. Then there was this pale bastard I don’t recognize and a little Pegasus.” Matthew chuckled more at the ridiculousness of the situation, “Crazy right?”
Matthew’s ears swiveled at the lack of response from the ponies around him. A cold realization slowly dawned over him, “That wasn’t a dream was it?”
“No,” Applejack answered, finding it better to be upfront than hiding the fact. “But to be far, ya were dying and we did it to save ya.”
The ponies and Discord waited, allowing Matthew to contemplate Applejack’s words. “Huh, this is a new feeling,” Matthew mumbled to himself, “A complete understanding of what you’re saying and slightly happy at the fact you risked your lives to save me.”
“Well isn’t that nice,” Rarity smiled slightly, almost to the point of sweating at the rising tension.
“Unfortunately, it’s being overshadowed by this unyielding rage!” Twilight and her friends held onto the table to steady themselves as the room began to shake under Matthew’s growing rage.
Celestia and Luna went wide eyed at the building as it suddenly began to rumble with such force. Discord appeared to be unaffected, watching the events with some amusement. 
“And what exactly are you planning on doing, Matthew?!” Celestia exclaimed, using all her will not to shake at the force pushing down around her. “Hurt them? Kill them?”
“What?!” Matthew yelled, the force around them suddenly disappearing at the disgusting remark. “I’m not gonna hit girls! That’s just low man! I’ll probably … just … stair at them… angrily… until they submit!”
“That’s it?” Luna asked, not really sure she was understanding what Matthew was saying.
“Or I’ll do what I did with Derek,” Matthew thought deeply for a second, “And prank them until they submit to my greatness.”
Applejack turned to Rainbow Dash, “Sorry fir saying you have a big ego Rainbow. Ah just found an ego bigger than yours.”
“When did you say that?!” Rainbow Dash snapped at Applejack, her mind latching onto something familiar to her perception.
“Ah say it all the time, ya just don’t catch it,” Applejack winked, getting Rainbow Dash’s face to turn a deep shade of red. 
While the two continued to bicker like a married couple, Matthew continued his earlier thought, “Except for Fluttershy.” Matthew motioned with his hoof towards the yellow Pegasus.
“Why not Fluttershy?” Pinkie Pie asked, the purpose of someone being left out of a prank just wasn’t right to her. That left that pony out of the fun. And everypony deserves some fun!
“Because I feel like she could barely handle a dark shadow, let alone what I’m gonna bring to the game,” Matthew explained himself. “On a better note, you girls don’t have to worry too much. I’ll probably stick to a day, maybe two if I feel like it. I’m not that angry of a person.”
“What happened to that unyielding rage? Rarity muttered under her breath.
“Too tired. Sleep now. Wake me when we get to Applejack’s place,” Matthew sighed.
Celestia and Luna exchanged confused expression, “Is he really going to-“
“Zzzzzz,” Matthew’s snoring emitted from his unresponsive form. The ponies could only respond with a shake of their head and preparing the citizens of Canterlot to rebuild their home once again. 
A cold quivering in their hearts followed the Mane 6 throughout the day, knowing that when Matthew awoke from his rest he would deliver righteous vengeance upon them. How? They did not know. And that is what made them fear so much. What type of prank was an inter-dimensional travel capable of pulling?
0 0 0
The cold morning of Ponyville was brisk. The air was heavy under the weight of the large grey clouds casting heavy shadows across the dirt and multiple rooftops. Today the weather team was scheduled to perform the fall monsoon, a series of heavy showers and increasingly cold temperatures to welcome winter.
High above the sky, Rainbow Dash slept quietly in her bed, wrapped in her Wonderbolts comforter. The previous night had been tiring moving all of those clouds into place very late in the night. But her sleep was not to be enjoyed.
A bucket suddenly found itself over her body. Her rainbow mane was disheveled and adorable as she curled tightly into a ball. The metal instrument holding an unknown liquid found itself being tilted towards Rainbow Dash, spilling the ice cold water it held.
“COLD!!!!”
Rainbow Dash’s screams echoed through the early morning hours. The shock of coldness invaded her body like a penetrating spear and driving her to the waking world. Her maroon eyes shot open as her spine shot straight up in her bed. Her mouth was still releasing her displeasure when she jumped out of bed.
Ice cubes flung in every direction, Rainbow Dash’s heart bashing against her chest. Before the cyan Pegasus could register the entire situation, a loud banging from outside her bedroom caught her attention. Rainbow burst through the door. What she found was quite surprising. 
A single brown bag was on fire on her dining room floor. On instinct, Rainbow Dash quelled the flame by smothering it with her hooves. After a few strikes, the flames were out. Rainbow looked to her hooves, a strange brown matter covered them.
“Wait! Is this…”
From outside, Rainbow Dash’s screams of outrage woke a majority of Ponyville that were not woken by her first scream. None of the ponies saw the dark shadow with a spiky mane slip into the shadows behind Sugarcube Corner.
0 0 0
Mrs. Cake yawned, rubbing her eyes as she began prepping the latest batch of cupcakes for the oven. The baker was grateful that her husband was taking care of the twins’ breakfast this morning. She did not relish at the mushy mess they would inevitably create.
The strangest thing was a missing pink pony. Mrs. Cake ran a hoof across her head, looking towards the second floor where Pinkie Pie slept. With a flourish, the blue Earth pony with the pink swirly mane placed the raw pastries into the large oven. Taking a moment, Mrs. Cake decided to check on Pinkie.
Quickly she ascended the stairs, her hooves echoing loudly on the wooden steps. “Pinkie? Are you in there?” Mrs. Cake called from the hallway. Mrs. Cake received a muffled call. Opening the door, Mrs. Cake could only gasp in surprise and confusion at the sight above her head.
Encased in a silvery cocoon of pure duck tape, Pinkie Pie’s blue eyes stared down at her boss. Mrs. Cake could see a small portion of pink poofy hair that managed to slip between the multiple layers of industrial grade adhesive tape.
“Um, Carrot dear?” Mrs. Cake called down to the first floor.
“Yes, sugarplum?”
“Can you keep an eye on the cupcakes? I have to save Pinkie Pie from metamorphosis.”
“Sure- Wait what?!” Mr. Cake called from the first floor.
0 0 0
On Sweet Apple Acres, Applejack moved diligently through the barn. Quietly she organized the barrels of apples. There was no major work scheduled for today on account of the large storms set for the next couple of days. Her brother Big Mac was out in the garden, picking any vegetables ready to be consumed. 
The silence of the barn was peaceful to the farm mare. Sometimes Applejack just wanted to enjoy a day without any craziness. No explosions. No villains trying to conquer Equestria. Just a single day without trouble was what Applejack wanted. Was that too much ta ask for?
A soft rustling caught the orange mare’s attention. Turning to the haystack, Applejack slowly approached. Normally, Applejack would assume it was a rodent. But Ah havent’ seen Matthew all day today, Applejack thought to herself as she slowly approached a rather noticeable lump in the dry plant.
“Alright Matthew,” Applejack called loudly, “Git outta the hay before Ah make ya.”
The lump remained still and unmoving. 
With a sigh, Applejack grabbed the rack from the pile of tools leaning against the wall. Pointing the round end towards the unseemly bulge, Applejack gave it a light jab. 
Applejack’s victory was a bucket of brown slop falling from the roof. “EW!” Applejack screamed as the slime covered her head and hat. A loud, hollow bang startled Applejack and making her jump several feet into the air. 
After wiping the mud from the pig pen from her eyes, Applejack’s green eyes found the lone pale and the empty rafters above her head her only company.
Applejack was annoyed, but to be honest this was not the worst thing she was covered in.
At least it’s better than tree sap.
0 0 0
Carousel Boutique was a fine establishment of designer clothing and home of one Rarity. The fashion diva continued to sleep in the lavish comfort of her silky sheets. A green facial mask covered her pale complexion along with several rollers to keep her mane curly.
Rarity slowly stirred in her bed, her thin form not wanting to wake up. The morning would not be denied and soon Rarity pulled herself from the soft comforts to welcome the morning. Wrapping herself in a pink robe with matching slippers, Rarity removed her standard eye cover with a flicker of magic. 
Moving into a pristine polished bathroom, Rarity passed her countertop covered in far too many products to properly name. Turning on the water, the white unicorn waited patiently for a healthy amount of steam to waft lazily from the warm water. Gently she pulled the rollers from her purple mane.
Disrobing, Rarity slipped into the running water with a content sigh. A series of scrubbing and application of her favorite body wash followed with Rarity being none the wiser that her favorite soap was previously tampered with food coloring.
Steam filled the wide bathroom, blocking the wide mirror with heavy moisture as Rarity left the shower. Wrapping her body with a towel and her mane, Rarity took her seat in front of the lavish mirror. Its border was embezzled with swirling leaves and vines. 
With a flash of blue magic, Rarity dispersed the swirling mist and moisture blocking her from her mirror. What she saw next would haunt her for many months.
From outside Matthew grinned wolfishly, his teeth flashing the poor light. “GREEN! HE PUT GREEN COLORING IN MY PRODUCTS!”
Matthew cocked his head to the side, surprised at the shaking air and ground. “Who knew she didn’t like green? Huh… That worked out better than I thought,” Matthew thought to himself before he disappeared suddenly.
Only the echoes of an enraged Rarity followed Matthew’s wake, “I AM GOING TO MURDER YOU MATTHEW! AAAAH!”
0 0 0
Noon passed by, the rain having already started with a steady downpour. Heavy raindrops pelted Twilight’s roof and windows. The purple alicorn looked in confusion at her friends sitting around the circular table in the center of the library. Their raincoats dripped quietly onto the hardwood flooring, darkening it. Applejack was looking at the rest of the group with a mixture of confusion and amusement. Her traditional Stetson was missing due to the need to launder it. A vein in Rainbow Dash’s forehead throbbed as violently as the scowl she wore. Pinkie Pie was wearing a set of butterfly wings and long antennae. Rarity was wearing a dark cloak and refused to take it off. From what Twilight could make out, splotches of green littered her usually perfect white coat.
“So let me get this straight,” Twilight took a deep breath. “Rainbow Dash had a bucket of ice water dumped on her and then fell for the flaming bag of dog poo. Pinkie Pie was wrapped in a cocoon of duck tape. Applejack was covered in mud. And something happened to Rarity she refuses to talk about. But what happened to you Fluttershy?” Twilight turned her eyes to Fluttershy.
The yellow Pegasus had a woven wicker basket in her hoof, looking at each of her friends with confusion. “Oh. Well, after I was done getting all my animal friends ready for the rain I found a basket of muffin sitting in my living room with this note.”
Twilight took the note in her magic, moving it closer to read the blocky writing on the torn piece of parchment. 
‘Hey Fluttershy,
Thought I’d give you a basket of muffins. This mare was selling them and they are GOOD. I thought you would enjoy them.
So enjoy,
Matthew.’
Twilight gently laid the letter down, looking towards Fluttershy. The yellow Pegasus offered the basket to her friends, “Muffin?”
Twilight nodded, taking a blueberry muffin with her magic, “Thanks Fluttershy.” Before she could enjoy the pastry, Twilight caught sights of the wary eyes all of her friends where shooting her. “What?”
“You’re next,” Applejack said.
“What do you mean ‘You’re next’?”
Rainbow Dash answered, “ We’ve all been pranked. You’re the only one left Twilight.” Rarity nodded silently, refusing to show her muzzle to the light of the library.
“Oh come on,” Twilight tried to brush off the issue with a wave of her hoof. Hot coal entered her stomach at the thought. “It’s just a prank. Nothing more.”
If looks could kill, Rarity’s sparkling eyes would have pierced Twilight’s very soul. Twilight cringed at the sight, pulling her eyes away.
“W-would any of you like to have a sleepover tonight?” Twilight offered, sweat starting to develop on her brow.
“Sorry sugarcube,” Applejack nodded, “Ah promised Applebloom some hot chocolate and board games.”
Rainbow Dash sighed, the dark bags under her eyes becoming more apparent as her anger cooled slightly. “I’ve got to get home and feed Tank. And get some sleep. I could really use a nap. I also don’t wanna fly through these clouds again.”
Fluttershy hid behind her mane, “Sorry. Angel doesn’t like the rain and I have to get home before the rains get too bad.”
“Um, what about you Pinkie?” Twilight asked, hope fluttering with the beating of her heart.
“Sorry,” Pinkie smiled sadly. “Tonight I get to pre-make the cookies for tomorrow while Mr. and Mrs. Cake play with Pound and Pumpkin.”
Twilight’s shoulders sagged, “At least I have Spike.” Said dragon was currently in the kitchen, a large pot of stew slow cooking to perfection. Twilight then turned to less important thoughts, “By the way, Pinkie Pie. What’s with the butterfly wings?”
“Oh that’s easy. I left my cocoon of duck tape and morphed into a beautiful butterfly,” Pinkie’s eyes sparkled with an unseen light. Her wings flapped in the unseen breeze. Their plastic fibers moved in stiff jerks on each side.
Twilight wanted to say that she hadn’t really become a butterfly, but she did not want to open that can of worms. “That’s nice.”
Twilight bid well to her friends after a quick round of warm tea, getting to work on dusting and re-organizing the library. Light faded fast, creating a deep penetrating night with no light break though the almost physical darkness. 
The day passed with relative ease. Twilight delved into the newest Game of Thrones novel while Spike busied himself with a puzzle. Pieces littered the central table. Spike hummed to himself, the image of an airship slowly becoming clearer. The evening held an air of bliss. Tranquility was such a rare thing for the princess. 
Leaving the room, Twilight called over her shoulder, “Spike, do you want a cup of tea?”
“Sure,” Spike called, looking intently at the piece held between his claws.
Twilight used her magic to quickly boil the water and brew a warm cup of her favorite leaves. When she turned back to the living room, Twilight raised an eyebrow at the suddenly dark room. 
“Who turned out the light?” Spike asked, annoyed at the sudden interruption. 
“Hello, Twilight,” a male voice said from the center of the darkness.
Twilight sighed, knowing what Matthew was here for. Flipping on the lights with her magic, Twilight looked to Matthew with an annoyed expression. Twilight approached Matthew. The stallion was smiling from his position on the couch. With a forced calm, Twilight placed the two tea cups on the table next to Spike’s puzzle. The small dragon looked between the two ponies trying to discern what was going on.
“Alright Matthew,” Twilight’s eyes stared blandly into Matthew’s dark brown irises, “Get it over with.”
“Get what over with?” Matthew raised an amused eyebrow.
“Whatever prank you’ve picked. You’ve already got all my friends and I’m the last. So let’s just get this over with,” Twilight did not look amused.
Twilight’s expression turned sour when Matthew’s grin grew wider. “All right then,” Matthew reached behind the arm of the couch while keeping eyes on the purple pony.
Twilight’s muscles tensed, awaiting something both childish and gross from the examples she had heard him use earlier.
What Matthew brought before Twilight was not what she expected.
Instead of something childish or a Rainbow Dash styled prank, Matthew presented Twilight with a wicker basket that included a French bread roll, several cheeses, two bottles of wine, and an assortment of other snacks. All of which were wrapped in a plastic covering to protect the contents.
Twilight’s purple eyes moved from the basket to Matthew then back again. “I don’t get it,” Twilight responded with a cock of her head.
“That’s simple,” Matthew began, enjoying the rise in tension. “My ultimate punishment is for you alone Twilight Sparkle. You get to spend some personal time with Me.”
Twilight felt her heart drop, “That’s so stupid.”
“It’s not stupid! You’re stupid!”
“Why?” Twilight pressed a hoof against her temple, trying to massage the growing headache.
“Because you went into my head and learned a bunch of junk about me, but I don’t know much about you,” Matthew motioned with his hoof. “So I thought I would spend some time with you. Learn a little about you. And enjoy some of my old friend Mr. Alcohol at the same time.”
Twilight wanted to argue, but a startling fact entered her brain. “You’re not leaving until I agree and I actually talk about myself, are you?”
“What wrong Twilight? Are you afraid of a little mature talk with a mature stallion while drinking a mature drink?” Matthew’s coy smile was starting to get on Twilight’s nerves.
With a huff, Twilight said, “Fine. I’ll get us some glasses.” Celestia knows I’ll need it.
Twilight turned her back towards the kitchen, Spike calling out at her, “Can I have some?”
“You can try wine when you’re old enough,” Twilight called back, eliciting a wine from the baby dragon. 
Matthew’s smile continued as he unwrapped his gift package for the evening. Truly this was the greatest plan. It was brilliant in its simplicity. Step 1: Spend time with Twilight. Step 2: Drink some wine. Step 3: Find some of her darkest and/or hilarious stories from her childhood. Step 4: Tease Twilight at a later date.
Matthew patted the seat next to him, indicating for Twilight to take the seat so close to him. Twilight responded by sitting directly across from the stallion.
“So, where’d you grow up?” Matthew asked, opening a wine bottle with a loud pop before pouring Twilight and himself a glass.
“In Canterlot,” Twilight answered, taking the glass in her magic. Her purple lips barely pressed against the cool glass. The rich red liquid barely stirred as she sipped with practiced grace.
Ah… She knows how to enjoy her wine, Matthew’s mind dissected the physical traits of the alicorn princess. She’s taking it slow so she won’t be getting drunk any time soon. This is going to be quite the challenge to unlock that story. Challenge accepted!
“My mom works as a theoretical physicist and my dad’s a doctor. I grew up in the Sparkle family home with my brother. Not much to tell other than that,” Twilight shrugged.
“Oh really. What was it like living with that tool, Shining Armor?”
“He is not a tool!”
“Of course he is,” Matthew nodded knowingly. “If he’s as much of a perfectionist as you are, Shining would never consider breaking any rule or order even if his life depended on it.”
“I am not a perfectionist,” Twilight simmered.
“Need I remind you the Want It spell when you thought your friendship report was going to be late?” Spike offered with a role of his eyes.
Twilight’s cheeks heated up, glaring at the dragon. “Ooooooooh, please tell me what happened there?” Matthew leaned forward, his dark eyes flashing in interest.
“Oh you should have seen it,” Spike began the story with a toothy grin.
Only half of Matthew’s attention was on the small purple dragon. Every now and then, his eyes would flash towards Twilight. The purple mare was sipping more of her wine. Her cheeks were losing their red tint. She continued to sip the wine while listening to Spike’s monologue. Matthew felt there were a few other things below the image of the mare before him.
The conversation continued with a slow warmth growing in Matthew’s stomach. Matthew continued to question not only Twilight, but Spike. The young dragon was surprisingly fun. If I had to guess. I’d say he’s the comedy relief. In my opinion, more snarkiness and dark humor is required in the sugar coated fantasy land.
Matthew learned quite a bit about Twilight Sparkle, Minus the title. She was an absolute nerd. Like mega nerd and Matthew was not afraid to voice his opinion. While eight years old, Twilight had spent an entire week in her room just reading. Not studying for a test. Not catching up on her favorite book series and fangirling over the main protagonist. She was reading maintenance books because she was bored. She could have gone outside anytime to get some sunlight, but little Twilight wanted to read about the oven. 
I now have more respect for Shining Armor by getting this kid to get out of the house at all, Matthew found himself regretting the fact that he had some respect for the Prince of the Crystal Empire.
Twilight and Matthew spared with words, the alcohol loosening their tongues. Matthew described the one time Derek had managed to use a tow cable and deliver the ultimate wedgie when Matthew had laid down to sleep. Matthew’s response was a Mexican Burn, which involves a bottle of Tabasco sauce, Derek, his underwear and several hundred pounds of torque. 
Twilight found the blur of emotions and conversations enjoyable. She would be laughing to fuming and back again. If Matthew hadn’t shared his own embarrassing stories, Twilight would have just blocked the conversation with something else. But the act of sharing opened Twilight to the idea of sharing with the stallion before her. If he was willing to share something equal with her, it was only natural for her to respond with something equal.
Spike left to bed as the two adults continued with chuckles flying across the air along with their words. Twilight didn’t mind and neither did Matthew. Spike was a fun little dude, but even youth had their limits. 
Twilight blinked in confusion, Matthew’s was lying on the ground before her and holding his sides. “It’s not that funny!” Twilight tried to snap, but her own laughter threatened to break her false composure.
The room span around Twilight. She knew the amount of wine would come back to bit her tomorrow. The Twilight of right now did not care. Those where long gone along with her inhibitions, restraint and motor functions. 
“Y-yyyyyou wore worried about never having kissed a guy that you tried kissing a stuff animal to practice,” Matthew howled. My lungs hurt so much. Please make it stop!
“I was a teenager and I never had a relationship,” Twilight yelled, leaning forward while holding her own sides.
“How was Mr. Smartypants?”
Twilight couldn’t help it, her pour motor functions and compromised equilibrium caused her to fall onto the ground. Her weight wasn’t a difficulty for Matthew to handle. Leaving both ponies in a laughing heap of fur and splitting sides. 
After what felt like hours, Twilight finally managed to control her laughter. She ended up lying her head down on a still shaking Matthew’s sides. Both were gasping for more oxygen to support life. Twilight held her eyes close, trying to hold the moisture sticking to the side of her eyes. Matthew’s ribs pressed against her head, causing to rise and lower. 
The laughter died down. Twilight could only hear the breathing of Matthew and feel the beating of his heart against the back of her head. She could smell the dirt and sweat on his coat. This stark contrast hit Twilight like an electric shock. She was touching a male.
Twilight shot up, stumbling away from Matthew to end up sitting awkwardly next to the table. Matthew looked to her in confusion slurring, “What’z wrong?”
“I-I-I shouldn’t have done that!” Twilight stuttered, her slurring making the worlds difficult for the drunken Matthew to understand.
“Why not?”
“It’s indecent! Only couples should touch like that!”
“I’m surprised you can say that while being smashed. But it was just my ribs,” Matthew shrugged. “It’s not a big deal.”
“B-but my head was close to your… stomach.”
Matthew looked down, “Are you afraid of my abs? Cause if you wanna touch them, they won’t mind.”
Twilight groaned in drunken irritation, “Check lower than your abs.” Twilight couldn’t look further south on Matthew. She did catch a sight of said abs, Nice.
Matthew looked to her, then down at himself. The drunken gears were grinding slowly developing a large amount of heat. “Twilight? Have you never been with a man?”
Twilight’s sudden twitching and bright red face were enough of an answer that even a drunken Matthew could understand, “Ha! So I’m not the only one here!”
Twilight’s flushing suddenly broke, her laughter returning. “That’s… you’re so stupid! Sweet Celestia you’re an idiot!”
“Hey don’t call me an idiot! I’m not the drunken bimbo laughing at the guy who saved her!”
“No. You’re the drunken bimbo who saved me and is still a bimbo!” Twilight responded with a snort.
“Oh yeah! Well… I think I deserve a thank you!”
“Okay! Thank you, you egomaniac!”
“No,” Matthew drew out the word, “Say it like you mean it.”
“Alright,” Twilight took a steadying breath, “Thank you.”
“You’re welcome,” Matthew added sincerely. “Now give daddy some sugar.”
“Buck you!”
“F*** you!”
“Go F*** yourself with a giant stick!”
“Oh please! I’d save that for you. Except the stick is my penis!”
“You barbaric dick!”
“Naïve child!”
Twilight loomed over Matthew, angrily yelling, “You are one of the most aggravating ponies I have ever met! I’ve dealt with saddle soars more appealing that you… you crude dumba**!”
Matthew and Twilight stared into each other’s eyes. Fire burned behind each of their eyes. Their intensity caused sparks to fly across the open space. Twilight had never felt such heat inside her. Her heart pumped rapidly, forcing adrenaline through her veins at high speeds. She leered down at him with as much wrath as the hand of god. 
Twilight took a long look at the pony before her, from his golden coat, muscular physic and those blazing eyes burning with their own intensity. She had never felt such emotion towards a single pony before. The rage burning through her being at a single pony made her pupils constrict.
For the first time, a male had finally dug far enough under her skin to enact a completely new response. Twilight’s brain didn’t have an answer for such raw emotion. But her boiling blood had a response.
Wrapping Matthew in purple magic, both ponies disappeared in a flash of light. In the distant, lighting struck and thunder rumbled in the growing night.
0 0 0
Twilight’s tree house shook violently. The truck and branches shifted under a continuous shifting of internal forces. Loud banging and several flashes of purple light burst from the top window looking into Twilight’s room. Said object sounded fleshy and had the annoying habit of yelling at Twilight.
“Is that all you got?!”
“No! This is!” Twilight matched Matthew’s volume. What followed was not more yelling, but something of a more personal nature. “Now put that on!”
“Yes Ma’am!”
Golden Oaks Library became more violent in its sporadic behavior. The force of two ponies meeting together in such a unique manner made the tree’s bark tremble in fear. The only thing keeping such an old structure up was the long developed root system several feet under the earth.
But nothing could protect the hearing of the sensitive plants.
“Right there!”
“There?”
“Yes there! NOW faster!”
“Going faster!”
“There it is! Sweet Celestia there it is!”
Thankfully the heavy breathing and panting was blocked by the thunder, wind and the creaking groan of the worn wooden home.
“Oh! OH! Gonna-
Gonna-
Fire!”
An explosion of pure black energy erupted from the room, tearing through the roof and tearing across the sky like a vengeful banshee. From atop Canterlot Castle, Princess Luna looked upon her beautiful night with a loving eye. Until an explosion of utter blackness knocked her off her skippered hooves with a deafening roar of air and sound.
The cursing of the Night Princess could not be heard at the still standing Golden Oaks Library. Its leafy roof was illuminated by the stars shimmering in the now open sky. Low murmuring could be heard from the structure. It was a soft murmuring that would soon give way to panic.
“Oh no!” a high pitched female screamed.
“What?”
“The condom broke!”
“The condom broke?”
“Yes! What do we do?”
“I don’t know! The dating sims stop at this point!”
“Well I don’t know what to do?!”
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”
“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”
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Ponyville glistened in the morning air. Rays of sunlight cast a thousand of diamond like reflections of dewdrops into the Victorian streets. The dark clouds from last night’s storm slowly dispersed to the callings of the wind, filling the air with a cleansing breeze.
Golden Oaks Library stood tall, surrounded by a glow of light from the multitude of reflecting dots. It was the image of peace in the early morning light, a beacon of tranquility. 
Until one of its occupants decided to stir awake. 
Slowly, Twilight Sparkle stirred in her bed. From the darkest recesses of her mind, Twilight felt something off about this morning. A tiny drip pelted her muzzle and mane. No matter how she rolled over, Twilight could not escape the assault of tiny cold dots. Then the sun decided to burst in on the scene, its pure rays trying desperately to penetrate the darkness of her sleep. Twilight pulled her comforter above her head trying to dig further in her bed. The pounding in her head and the bile sitting on her tongue were enough of a reason not to wake up. The sun wasn’t going to get in Twilight’s way of acquiring the sleep she so desperately wanted.
Thankfully her bed was quite warm. Her cheek rubbed against the firm fuzzy pillow. It smelt of dirt, fur and sweat.
Oh no…
Like the trickle of water through a slowly churning river, memories of last night’s transgressions entered the muddled mind of Twilight. The purple alicorn cracked open her eyes slowly. Horror slowly grew in her gut. Looking up, the covers slid from around her head as Twilight gazed upon Matthew’s sleeping face. He wore a relaxed expression. The sun’s warming rays reflected off his golden fur.
Twilight’s expression slowly changed. Her lips parted, her purples eyes sunk deep into her skull as the full horror replaced any rational part of her mind. Twilight’s body began to shake violently, disgust wrapping around her form. 
Nice pecks, Twilight felt the bile enter her mouth. 
Twilight moved away from the sleeping stallion. The movement caused Matthew to stir. Twilight suddenly found Matthew’s forelegs wrapped around her barrel. The warmth from his body was both a comfort and a cause for Twilight’s growing discomfort. Twilight groaned in annoyance, feeling Matthew’s muzzle rubbing against the side of her neck. “Don’t go. Cuddling time.”
Twilight’s horn ignited, forcing Matthew’s forelegs from around her. “Mmmmm, you smell like lavender,” Twilight gagged on the taste of her own bile. To her relief, Twilight managed to leave the defiled sanctity of her bed. Slowly, Twilight stretched her aching back and legs. 
Twilight scanned her bedroom, mentally noting all of the property damage. The gaping hole in her roof was the biggest, but the dozen of holes in the walls from where she threw Matthew would be the second item fixed on her list today. Then there was the shattered remains of her desk along with the splintered remains of her bed frame. She felt rather horrified at how the bed was destroyed. 
Twilight shook her head, Good thing my mom won’t find out about this. Twilight slowly trudged to her shower. She really needed to clean her fur and brush out her mane from last night’s activities. Hot water washed over her to lessen the aches in her muscles and dwindling patience.
0 0 0
Celestia sat across from Luna. Celestia sipped silently on her orange juice as Luna began her preparations for bed. Luna yawned widely over her plate of fresh greens topped with sautéed peppers and onions. 
The two princesses enjoyed the silent company of the other. “So Luna,” Celestia began, “Was there an earthquake last night? I woke up in the night to a shaking castle.”
“No sister,” Luna shrugged. “From what I could tell an explosion went off in my beautiful night sky.”
Celestia raised a confused eyebrow, “What do you think caused it?”
“I can answer that,” A very jovial voice rang from nowhere.
Both alicorn sisters groaned in exasperation at the sudden arrival of the Spirit of Chaos. The draconequus head buzzed around the pair’s heads upside down along with his body. From the way he was smiling, Celestia felt the sudden compulsion to blast Discord into the next area code.
“What do you want Discord?” Celestia forced the calm into her voice.
“Wellllllllllll” Discord’s singsong voice was grating against Celestia’s nerves. “I decided to try my claws at a new hobby.” Celestia waited patiently for an answer. Discord’s smile faltered for a second after a minute of silence pasted. “Aren’t you going to ask me about it?”
“Fine. What new hobby are you trying?” Celestia drawled.
“Journalism!” Discord exclaimed, tossing a newspaper in front of the Princess Celestia. 
Celestia looked closely at the front image of the wrinkled paper, “Is that?” Celestia’s jaw dropped, her eyes widening at the picture of two ponies in a slightly destroyed bed. The caption read as such:
‘Lone Stallion Conquers Unexplored Territory
Residents of Ponyville were rudely awaken by
a unknown earthquake and loud explosion.
Don’t worry folks. This is no forgotten evil
or weekly monster attack. 
Instead, all the ponies of Ponyville quake in
fear as the flowers of love blossom late last
night. Princess Twilight Sparkle and recent
Ponyville resident Matthew William O’Connor
met together as lovers, releasing an explosion 
of more than just earth shattering energy.
That’s right! Tartarus has frozen over,
pigs are now working on a aeronautics 
program, and I have become a monkey’s 
uncle.
The Princess of Friendship has had
her cherry –‘
Celestia could not continue reading as the article began go into great detail about how the two performed the mattress mambo. “Discord, how did you know about this?”
“I felt the sudden spike of Chaos and I just had to investigate,” Discord shrugged, smiling innocently.
Before Celestia could respond, Luna shot up straight like a steel rod was in her spine. “OH NO!”
Celestia and Discord turned to Luna. Celestia asked, “What’s wrong Luna?”
“Tis horrible Sister!” Luna’s eyes went wide in sudden horror, “Shining Armor still resides in the city!”
Discord and Celestia turned to each other. One wore an amused expression while the other was pale at the sudden realization hitting her like a freight train.
0 0 0
Only the early riser walked the cobblestone streets of Canterlot, the harsh clip clop of their hooves echoed in the early morning light. A calm peace fell over the worn stone streets. Inside the expensive homes, the standard pony or noble began to stir and wake in their beds. 
The soft stone appeared to growl, shaking violently as one voice rose above the tall spires. A roar of unholy rage filled the morning air. Its power shook the glass windows in their frames. Children cowered as they were abruptly awoken from sweet dreams of delight. 
“TWILY! NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!”
0 0 0
After a warm shower, Twilight silently trudged down the stairwell. Her head held low as she descended the stairs. Thoughts swirled around Twilight’s worn mind, feeling as if her skull was too compacted and pushing against its protective walls of calcium.
Reaching the ground level, Twilight’s inner thoughts were interrupted by five distinct voices. “We were wondering when you’d show up.”
Twilight turned to the group, finding all of her friends sitting directly in eyesight of the staircase. All of the mares wore hard expression. Within each of their hooves each pony held a single object. Some could be considered a weapon, while other objects could be considered friendly.  Applejack held the family hatchet. Small dots of brown rust dotted its grey surface. Rainbow Dash held a rather large meat cleaver in her hooves. The feral grin she wore told of the pleasure she would receive for Matthew’s transgressions. Rarity held a not so lady like chainsaw in her light blue magic. She was now perfectly cleaned and pampered for the day. The grinding teeth and sharp eyes were an indicator for what she desired to do. Pinkie Pie held Gummy in her hooves. She didn’t appear angry, but Twilight had a sneaking suspicion that she wanted to prank Matthew for his duck tape inspired prank. Fluttershy held a basket in her shaking hooves. Twilight could make out a fresh loaf of bread and a single jar of honey. The looks Applejack, Rarity and Rainbow Dash were really scaring the yellow Pegasus.
“Hi girls,” Twilight groaned, her headache was just about to upgrade to a full blown migraine. 
“So,” Applejack began, her southern drawl sounding forced and frightening to Twilight’s ears. “What exactly happened last night?”
“What do you mean?” Twilight’s face heated rapidly at the comment. She just desperately wanted to bury herself under a rock and just be left alone in the darkness for a few days.
“You and Matthew, spending the night together,” Rainbow Dash clarified. 
“Oh, that.” 
Twilight didn’t look into the eyes of her friends. To her surprise, Pinkie and Fluttershy wore rather confused expressions. “Um, what about last night?” Fluttershy asked.
“Turns out that Twilight decided to roll in the hay with Matthew,” Applejack’s hooves wrung the smooth wood.
Fluttershy looked even more confused. Her eyes moving from Applejack’s stone like anger and Twilight’s flushed face. “What’s wrong with rolling in hay? I mean it’ll be messy when all that hay flies everywhere, but a little bit of cleaning should clear it up.”
Rainbow Dash, Rarity and Applejack looked to the confused Pegasus. “She means sex, Fluttershy,” Rainbow rolled her eyes in exasperation. She was itching to find Matthew and expend justice.
Fluttershy’s lips twisted into an O as her face turned into a bright scarlet. Turning away, Fluttershy whispered, “As long as Twilight and Matthew are okay with it, I think we shouldn’t intrude on their business.”
Applejack, Rainbow Dash and Rarity all looked to Fluttershy with dropped jaws. Fluttershy turned to Twilight, offering her the basket, “I thought I’d check up on you after Matthew performed his prank. And if you were sad, I brought fresh bread and honey.”
“I would like to know,” Rarity forced the conversation back on track. “Did he force himself on you?”
“W-what?!” Twilight asked in slight horror. The implication alone was beyond the subtle means Rarity was normally known for.
“Did he do something to you that you didn’t like?” Rainbow Dash asked. Her voice was scratchy as she forced the words through her teeth. 
“N-no!” Twilight expressed. Her voiced was a stressed as her brain in this early light. “He just wanted to talk. He brought some cheese, crackers, wine and other stuff. We spent most of the night talking with Spike. After Spike went to bed, we were laughing. Then we were arguing. And then we… um… uh… went to my bed after throwing him into some of the furniture.”
Twilight had expected the looks of scandal, horror and confusion on her friends’ faces. They certainly did not disappoint as their jaws hang loose in the open air. Pinkie’s actually managed to touch the worn wood.
Twilight wanted silence this morning, but the air was heavy with awkwardness and her face refused to cool. 
“So let me get this straight,” Applejack said slowly, her gears slowly grinding as she tried to process this new information. “Ya went from laughing, to arguing, then to sex in that order. And Matthew didn’t do anything ya’ll didn’t want to do”
“Yes. We both were getting a little tipsy and his muscles are quite impressive.”
Before any of the ponies could continue, a light scuffling of feat could be heard over their heads. The sound grew louder until Spike entered the main common area of the library. He rubbed the sleep of his eyes, calling out, “Good morning girls. I’m about to make breakfast. Want any?”
The five mares shook their heads no. Their minds where desperately trying to rid themselves of the image of Matthew and Twilight. They spluttered a quick goodbye and quick threats of Matthew’s imminent demise if he ever did something to harm her. Right now however, they needed to desperately remove the golden furred muscles from their active imaginations.
Twilight sat silently on the cold hard floor. She wanted to either scream in frustration or groan in exasperation. She was a grown mare and she could make decisions on her own about whoever she wanted to bed. I just hope mom and dad don’t find out.
A loud belch and whoosh of dragon fire caught her attention. Spike’s high pitched voice called from the kitchen, “Twilight! You’ve got mail!”
“Thanks Spike,” Twilight called back. She didn’t want to get up from her dark sulking. Her mind questioned the ramification if ponies suddenly found out about last night. “Can you read it out for me?”
‘Dear Twily,
It’s Mom. It’s been a while since you’ve sent a letter to me or your father, but enough about that. Congrates on your first coltfriend! Your father and I heard Shiny screaming about him and we both knew we just had to see you. We’re packing for a few days and would love to see you and Spike. Be sure to invite Matthew. You’re father wants to get to know the lucky stallion.
Oh, Shiny and Cadence want to join us for some reason. He looks really mad. The vein in his forehead is still visible and it’s been visible for the last two hours. I’m worried about him popping a blood vessel, so I didn’t deny his request.
It’ll be so much fun. It’ll be like a little reunion after your coronation!
Love,
Mom
P.S. Please write me more. It’s been a long time and I want to talk to you more.’
Spike turned from the hastily constructed letter, “Hey Twilight! When did you and Matthew become a couple?” Spike heard Twilight swear loudly, purple light shining from the other room as her brain started its meltdown procedures.
Spike tossed the letter to the side and returned to the stove, preparing an extra plate for their guest. He could hear Twilight stomping up the stairs. Her muttering was indecipherable, but Spike had a sinking suspicion about who that anger was targeted on. “Thank goodness it’s not me,” Spike sighed with relief.
“SPIKE! Can you prepare a list for tonight’s meal? We’ll be having a few extra mouths tonight.”
“Sure,” Spike answered rapidly, grateful Twilight was upstairs and not with him.
Her bedroom floor slammed with excessive force, shaking the entire library. I think spaghetti will be fine. I can slow cook the sauce in the Crockpot and prepare a few loaves of garlic bread. Hmmm… Also a nice salad will go along nicely with the meal.
“Will Matthew be joining us?”
“He will if he wants to keep his testicles!”
Spike winced in sympathy, his knees twisting to cover his crotch in reflex. “That poor bastard.”
“What was that Spike?!”
“Nothing! I was just thinking spaghetti, garlic bread and salad would be great for tonight!” Spike felt sweat develop over his brown. He was walking a razor’s edge with Twilight’s nerves being this strung out.
“Good!”
Twilight stood before her bed, watching the sleeping form of Matthew. His golden fur appeared to absorb the sun’s rays. His expression was a rare bliss. No anger or ego to blemish the strong chin and straight muzzle. Big Mac has a better jaw line, Twilight thought as she considered just how to wake up the sleeping Matthew.
A sly smile crossed Twilight’s violet muzzle. She felt like she needed to rid herself of some of these aggressive feelings. Fortunately, Twilight had just found a unsuspecting punching bag.
Rarity, Fluttershy, Applejack, Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie made their ways home. Some by air, but most were by land. A sudden roaring and burst of air ripped through the quite air of Ponyville. Spinning around, each of the five mares witnessed a pillar of pure purple magic be unleashed into the air above Golden Oaks Library. The ground and the tree house shook at the sheer force of Twilight’s magic.
Two of the Mane 6 felt some reptilian pleasure at the sudden violence set upon the sleeping. Applejack, Pinkie Pie and Fluttershy shivered in fear at the sudden onslaught of light and sound. But none dared step in. Twilight was in a mood and the best course of action was to give her some space and allow whatever unholy vengeance do whatever it wanted to Matthew.
Applejack decided to give Matthew a few days off. He’d be needing it after Twilight was through with him.
Matthew blinked from the ashen bed that he had once shared with Twilight. A fine black dust covered him from head to tail, along with the rest of the room. The memories from last where fresh in his mind and he had a sinking suspicion that his actions last night where responsible for the sudden pain he was feeling.
“Instead of blowing up half the room, you could have just called my name a few times or a bucket of cold water,” Matthew’s voice was rather flat, his fur felt singed and he was sure one of the spikes of his mane where on fire.
“Yes, but this way was more satisfying,” Twilight responded, feeling some small satisfaction and a little less stressed at the sudden turn of events.
“So what do you want?” Matthew asked in an un-amused tone, looking down to see Twilight standing just at the edge of the ashen wood.
“My parents are arriving today and you’re my coltfriend,” Twilight responded with just as little amusement as Matthew. The fury behind her eyes dared Matthew to refuse.
“Will that position involve any more explosive interactions?”
“Less than what will happen if you refuse said position,” Twilight said, turning to leave. “Now get a shower and be sure you’re ready for tonight. Spike and I are taking care of food. You’ll be responsible for taking care of drinks tonight.”
“Anything in particular?”
“Something to take the edge off of tonight,” Twilight responded as she left the room
Matthew merely lay on the fine ash. His wings where getting sore under him, but that didn’t matter. Twilight’s face was sculpted like the raging goddess of old. And she was more than ready to smite Matthew with all of the power in her body. It wouldn’t kill him, but Matthew was certain to feel it.
“I have the most awkward boner right now.”
0 0 0
Twilight passed the open spare in the library, waiting for the fated arrival of her parents. Everything had to be perfect. She had reorganized the library twice, making sure every book was in its proper place. There was not a single particle of dust in the room. Twilight had made sure of it. A nice vase of tulips sat on the large reading table surrounded by enough chairs for her family plus Matthew. Spike was finishing his salad. The noodles where just about finished cooking. The garlic bread filled the air with a heavenly smell along with the scrumptious tomato sauce. 
Matthew had come through with his missions. The paper bags were filled with various bottles of white and red wine, whiskey and scotch. Twilight didn’t know if she wanted to grab and funnel and drain a few of those bottles before her parents arrived with her brother and sister-in-law. 
She could only image what was going through her dad’s and brother’s head right now. Were they talking about how to bury Matthew in the garden and how to get away without a trace? Were they strategizing how to intimidate Matthew? Twilight was certain they would fail. 
What concerned her most was what Twilight Velvet was thinking. Twilight shivered at the memory of what her mother had done to the spare room. Instead of a second guest room, Velvet had constructed an entire map of notable stallions from Canterlot to Manehattan. Each one was color coded to outline which one was better suited to dating her daughter.
Twilight remembered the conversation with Cadence when she had divulged this startling revelation. The Princess of Love had described the situation as ‘creepy’ and did not enjoy Velvet when she had given Cadence a personal tour of her work.
Shining Armor ended up bribing Cadence with ice cream and several hoof massages just to get her into the same house as Velvet. Night Light had also tried desperately to remove all of the various pictures and articles covering the walls. He didn’t like the idea any more than she did.
Twilight turned towards the kitchen, her ears shifting to focus on the light conversation between Spike and Matthew. A low chuckling and quick murmurs floated from the room. 
At least somepony is having fun, Twilight took a deep breath in attempt to calm her quaking nerves.
Knock. Knock.
Twilight’s head spun towards the front door fast enough she felt the sudden whiplash. Twilight flung herself to the door, almost ripping it from the its frame to great the four ponies on her door step.
“Mom! Dad! BBBFF! Cadence!” Twilight practically yelled, her smile almost spitting her face in a desperate attempt to show all of her perfectly white teeth. 
“Twily!” All four ponies called. Shining Armor and Cadence stood behind the older ponies. Twilight could just make out his strained expression and the infamous forehead vein pulsing under his white fur. His smile looked force and his eyes were piercing, trying to locate the pony of his unyielding rage. Cadence gently laid a hoof on his shoulder. She looked to Twilight with a pleading smile. 
Standing directly in front of Twilight was her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Sparkle. Twilight Velvet was a unicorn mare with a light grey coat and a shifting purple, white mane. Her light artic blue eyes glowed with some inner light. Her smile was wide as she wrapped her forelegs around her daughter. Night Light joined his wife. His azure coat matched the dark blue mane. His moderate amber eyes where happy, but guarded at the same time. 
When they disengaged smother their daughter, Night Light gave his wife a rather worried look. The smile she wore was far too wide and was really starting to creep him out. “It’s good to see you Twilight,” he said in a warm voice. 
The train ride to Ponyville was a rather uncomfortable ride. With his son foaming slightly at the mouth and continuously muttering dark thoughts along with his wife talking about just how cute their alicorn grandfoals where wearing down on his endurance. 
Plus, Velvet had already threatened to throw him into the dog house if he messed up the relationship between Twilight and Matthew. ‘It’s a match made in heaven,’ Velvet had commented with dreamy eyes. Night Light however thought of the Tartarus Matthew was about to endure. 
Screw trying to intimidate the kid. I’ve gotta warn him to run for the hills and never stop running.
“Please come in,” Twilight stood aside, her smile losing its forced edge.
“Oh yes!” Velvet leads the party into the library. “Let’s meet this stallion of yours. I hope he’s up for some conversation.” 
Twilight groaned inwardly after Shining Armor passed, Cadence sharing her dread as she passed the threshold. 
This is going to be a long night
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Twilight tried desperately to keep her inner writhing emotions in check. To her credit, Twilight was able to manage a slight smile as she brought her family into the sitting area. Normally Twilight and Spike where fine with eating at the small table in the dining room, but the increased numbers forced her to convert the sitting area into a dining area with enough comfortable sitting around the round table large enough to seat them.
Twilight sat across from her mother with an empty seat on each side of her. Velvet and Night Light sat to the left while Cadence and Shining Armour sat to the left. Twilight’s eyes scanned the facial features of each of the ponies. Velvet’s piercing eyes were on Twilight.
Twilight suppressed a shudder, knowing that tonight would end in a fireball of awkwardness and destruction. At least Matthew will suffer with me.
“So?” Velvet began, her voice warm but conveying an air of accusation.
“So,” Twilight sighed. She was not going into this conversation lightly. If at all if I can help it.
“Where’s this Matthew fellow I’ve heard so much about?” Velvet asked sweetly.
“What have you heard?” Twilight shot back, interested in the results.
“Oh that he saved Canterlot, Cadence said he’s a little loud and Shiny still won’t talk to me,” Velvet turned to look at her son. The white unicorn’s eyes where looking towards the kitchen, intent on the target within.
“That’s about right,” Twilight muttered. “Matthew’s in the kitchen with Spike.”
“Oh that’s so sweet,” Velvet thought happily, “He’s already bonding with Spike. I remember when Shiny and Spike met.”
“Yeah, he used Shining’s tail as a chew toy,” Night Light chuckled awkwardly.
Velvet turned to him with a critical eye, “Don’t dismiss the fact that those two became good friends.”
“Yeah, after I pried Spike off.”
Velvet lightly smacked Night Light on the back of his head. “Don’t ruin this,” She hissed under her breath in his ear.
Too late, Twilight thought. “So Dad, how’s the research going?”
“It’s fantastic!” Night Light exclaimed. “The labs working on creating an isolated environment to test the photon effect of light. I theorize that by bombarding this environment with enough light, we can create a physical object large enough to see.”
“That’s interesting,” Twilight leaned forward intently, a happy smile crossing her face.
Night Light couldn’t help but feel a warmth blossom in his heart. Long gone were the days the small purple filly would spend lying by his side as he worked. No matter how much time passed, Twilight would never lose that pure innocent look in the face of science.
Before Night Light could continue, the door to the kitchen flung open. Spike and Matthew strolled out. Matthew carried a large bowl of greens and a bowl of steaming bread. Floating a few inches in front of him, Matthew’s red aura held the bowl of noodles. Matthew held his pink tongue between his teeth as he concentrated on walking and levitating the dish.
Spike carried between his claws a large pot of still bubbling tomato sauce with an oven mitt draped over the top of the reflective lid. Tossing the thick fabric onto the table, Spike gently placed the hot metal on its center. “Careful, it’s really hot.”
“Thank you Spike,” Velvet smiled at the purple dragon in a fond manner. She turned towards the unknown stallion with his golden fur and shifting mane of red and black. He placed the ceramic bowl down with a mental sigh, Magic’s harder than I thought. Using his jaws, Matthew placed each item on his back onto the center of the table.
Velvet noticed the well defined muscles. Every segment of his body could be seen outlined through his fur. He wasn’t bulky, but Velvet could see the athleticism in his body. Each section tensing and releasing with fluid ease as Matthew moved around the table with a shrewed smile.
Matthew’s eyes scanned the faces around the table. Thankfully, Twilight had managed to finally control her hair while she simultaneously cleaned the library. God I suck at magic, Matthew thought to himself, taking his seat next to the purple mare.
Twilight’s smile was strained and she was showing far too much teeth. Matthew could literally hear her teeth grinding againt eachother. Now any sane individual would know this was going to end horrible. The family was here to meet the new boyfriend and by the way Shining Armor was looking at him, he knew that Shining knew he banged his sister.
Matthew ignored Shining Armor, holding back his grin as he further infuriated the white unicorn. “Hey Twilight,” Matthew planted a soft kiss on her cheek. As he pulled away, Matthew could feel the heat radiating from Twilight. I know I’ll pay for that later, but who cares! Let’s dig that hole deeper and reach China!
“Hi Matthew,” Twilight mumbled, seeing the disturbing twinkle in her mother’s eyes.
Matthew took a seat as Twilight’s family. He took note of the foaming Shining Armor, a hesitant Cadence, an annoyed Twilight, a worried Night Light and the slight gleam twinkling in Velvet’s eye. Good thing Twilight went over their names and descriptions, Matthew mentally sighed at the anal retentiveness of his new marefriend. OH! I will try to have sex with again, but I fear it will not be tonight.
Instead Matthew could see the incoming train wreck. Most people would run for the hills at the clear and present danger. But Matthew instead wanted to sit back and have some popcorn to enjoy the misery about to unfold before him.
“So,” Night Light began, eyeing his wife nervously, “I’m guessing you’re Matthew?”
“Sure am,” Matthew flashed a sly grin. “And you’re Night Light. Twilight said you’re the head of the research department in Canterlot University.”
“Yes,” Night Light nodded. Silence fell as each pony analyzed the other. “Currently I’m researching the physical properties of light and their transitive properties in correlation to matter.”
Matthew blinked at the blue unicorn. He wore a dull look, his black eyes glazed. “I see where Twilight gets her smarts from.”
Night Light decided to ignore Matthew as he mentally struggled with what the blue unicorn said, “Um… Twily, how did you two meet?”
“During the hydra attack,” Twilight mumbled, finding her food far more interesting for some reason.
“Oh, I did read about that,” worry wiggled its way into Night Light’s voice. “I was going to ask if you’re alright Twily?”
“Just fine Dad,” Twilights smiled at her father, the warmth in her smile shining through until Matthew finally caught up with the conversation.
“Absolutely, that foot was about to make you a pancake until someone decided to intervene.”
“Don’t you mean somepony,” Twilight stressed.
“Aye! I will keep my human words, you keep your pony words,” Matthew pointed out.
Twilight rolled her eyes, to her surprise Matthew reached under the table and pulled out a bottle of deep dark liquor. “Matthew, we had a conversation about this,” Twilight hissed to him.
“No you had a conversation. I ignored you.”
Night Light watched the vein in Twilight’s forehead rise, “I said that because I didn’t want you to make a fool of yourself.”
“Twilight,” Matthew said sweetly, “You told me that I was going to meet your parents and when they get here I find not only your parents, but your brother who I’m pretty sure wants to kill me by the amount of froth coming from his mouth. What part of you believed this would end well?”
Twilight turned to the simmering Shining Armor, “The part that thought I could delude myself into believing it.”
“And that sounds like a whole lot of not my problem,” Matthew popped the lid off before taking a deep swig.
Oh dear Celestia, Night Light mentally screamed, He’s just as crazy as they are. His eyes went from Twilight to Velvet to Matthew and landed on Shining Armor. A cold shiver ran down from the nape of his neck to his tail. Slowly, Night Light turned to Cadence. In that brief glance, they knew that this would end in a fireball of awkward horror the likes of which no one had seen since Discord dated Celestia.
“I have a question,” Velvet asked, confusion written across her muzzle. Matthew and Twilight turned to her. Matthew held his eyebrow high as Twilight cringed, hoping against hope that her mother would not ask one of the hundred questions Twilight wrote on her ‘Please Don’t Ask These Questions Mom.’ “What are you a prince of?”
“Prince?” Matthew asked.
“Well all alicorns are considered an embodiment of some element or attribute. Making them a type of royalty,” Velvet held an analyzing gaze on Matthew. “What exactly are you in control of? Princess Celestia is goddess of the Sun and Day. Princess Luna is goddess of the Moon and Night. Cadence is the princess of Love. Twilight’s still hasn’t been given a title.”
“He’s the crown Prince of Douchebags. Long may he reign!” Twilight said, her eyes trying to pierce Matthew’s gold hide.
Matthew ignored Twilight’s ire by taking a swig of his drink. The liquid burned down his elongate neck and throat, “God that burns good.”
Velvet eyed Twilight, “So you both met during a hydra attack? And you saved my Twilight?”
Matthew grinned to Twilight, “Sure did. And it was  love at first sight.”
Night Light could see the friction between his daughter and Matthew. Twilight sneered back with equal force. Night Light’s eyes narrowed, “And what did this-“ he motioned with his hoof towards the pair, “-start?”
“Last night,” Matthew’s eyes became distant, looking back on the memory. “Best night every, wasn’t it sweetie,” Matthew leaned towards Twilight with a sappy smile.
Twilight’s horn glowed. The reaction was instantaneous. Matthew’s muscles froze under his skin. His face was caught between shock and horror. “Call me sweetie again and I twist.”
When Twilight’s horn ceased its glow, Matthew’s forehead slammed into the table. He took a shuddering breath, “My balls!”
Night Light’s jaw dropped. This wasn’t love. This was a backwater, sociopathic mind game focused on making the other miserable. Oh thank Celestia! Night Light nearly wept. He didn’t have to worry about Twilight being bound to this simple buffoon. Don’t get me wrong. I’m grateful he save my little princess. But I don’t wanna think about how my grandkids will turn out to be.
Night Light silently watched Matthew turn to Twilight, “That’s not fair! I can’t do anything like that to your!”
“That’s because I don’t have any balls Matthew. But I understand if you’re having difficulty with that concept,” Twilight wore a sly smirk.
“No. That’s because you’re a girl,” Matthew snapped, a bright light dancing in his dark eyes.
“What does me being a girl have to do with it?” Twilight raised a rather amused eyebrow.
“Ya know. Girls are soft and have to be protected by men,” Matthew nodded in confirmation of his point.
“Really? And here I thought you needed protecting,” Twilight held a hoof to her chin.
“And what makes you say that?”
“Because you managed to almost die twice since you got here,” Twilight pointed out.
Night Light felt the bottom of his stomach drop out from beneath him. He could see the animosity between the pair. She’s playing mind games with an idiot. That’s just unfair.
“Hey! I almost died once! The first time was just passing out! Which means you have one point and I have two points for saving your violet ass,” Matthew said smugly.
“Oh please! You know you love it,” Twilight stuck her tongue out.
“Yeah, I do,” Matthew’s eyes turned to her very perky flank with a very fond look.
“Hey-hey-hey!” Twilight snapped, “My eyes are up here!”
“Don’t care,” Matthew mumbled, his eyes glued to Twilight’s perfectly fine cheeks.
Twilight’s horn flashed, driving Matthew’s forehead into the table. A large chunk of wood and Matthew’s face clashed into the worn wood of the library.
Twilight turned back to her parents. Velvet wore a rather confused expression while her father was horrified at the sudden violence. Before Twilight could say anything, Matthew’s voice rose from the floor, “Don’t worry about me. Twilight likes it rough! Real rough! You should have seen the hole we blew into the ceiling last night! And we managed to break all of her furniture.”
Twilight pointed her horn into towards the ground, releasing a blast of pure purple light. “Ow!” Matthew yelled as he was driven through the flooring and into the basement.
Twilight turned back to Shining Armor, “Shiny?”
“Yes Twily,” Shining Armor responded woodenly, his eyes boring through the floor to his adversary.
“Why don’t you and Matthew have some quality bonding time?” Twilight asked sweetly.
Cadence remained silent, not liking the sick twisted smile crossing her husband’s muzzle. “Sure thing Twily,” He said with great joy. Quickly, Shining Armor bolted from the table and down into the basement.
Cadence looked to Spike. The little purple dragon appeared to be amused by the events unfolding before him. “Spike, how are you doing?”
“Great,” Spike shrugged, watching Twilight and her parents while waiting for the screams from the basement to begin.
“I would have thought you’d be a little more worried about what’s going on her,” Cadence tried desperately to put some sense into the insanity boiling around her.
“Are you kidding?” Spike snorted, “This is better than my novels. I’m just waiting for the cries of pain to echo into the night. Maybe a make out session after the torture is finished.”
“What kind of books are you reading?!” Cadence asked in horror.
“Game of Thrones,” Spike responded in surprise. “What books are you reading?”
“Something you shouldn’t be reading. Like Game of Thrones,” Cadence huffed catching the last bit of Twilight’s conversation.
“-Doctor Sure Hooves outlines that it is unhealthy to bottle up negative emotions. That’s why I want Shiny and Matthew to have a few moments to themselves,” Twilight finished her statement to the perplexed expressions from her parents.
A shot of pink light exploded from the hole in the library floor. Matthew yelling, “Hey! What was that for?”
“My sister!” Shining Armor’s rage vibrated across the wood. The dinnerware hummed as they skidded across the vibrating surface.
Twilight tried to ignore the increase flashing of Shining Armor’s magic. Matthew’s words were not as easy to ignore, “You wanna go pal? Bring it! Bring your pink girly magic!”
Velvet asked, “Are they going to be alright?”
“They’ll be fine,” Twilight tried to sooth her mother’s fears. Shining Armor’s screams did the exact opposite.
“That’s right! Scream like a pig boy!”
Night Light shivered, “Are you sure Twily?”
“Yes,” Twilight hoped her brother would be alright.
“No a pig screams like this! WHEEEE!”
“Whee,” Shining Armor’s feeble voice rose.
“No! Like this, WHEEE!”
“WHEEE!”
The entire Sparkle family just sat in silence. None wanted to speak as the rumbling in the basement slowly settled. Each of the ponies’ ears swiveled towards the door, hoof steps echoing up the narrow stairwell.
Matthew exited first, a wide smile on his face. Shining Armor had two purple bruises under each eye. The fire in his eyes were out, his lips pursed in a furious scowl.
Matthew righted his seat, moving it closer to the table until his was next to Twilight and not falling through the hole in the library’s floor. Shining Armor took his seat next to Cadence. Cadence offered her husband a comforting wing.
Matthew sighed, “Isn’t therapy the best thing?”
Twilight smiled to Matthew, holding back her ire. “You didn’t hurt Shiny too much?”
“No,” Matthew swatted away with his hoof. “I just punched him twice and held his arm behind his back and made him say some stuff.”
“Just ‘some stuff’?” Twilight held her gaze to the lazing alicorn.
“Just some stuff from a movie I say a long time ago,” Matthew shrugged, returning to his meal.
“Like one of those moving pictures from the theater?” Night Light asked, his voice offering a slight tremble.
“You guys have theaters? I thought Twilight had a TV?” Matthew turned to Twilight, red sauce on his chin.
“It’s a relatively new invention. It’s a long strip of film that holds a slowly moving image. That TV you saw in my living room was a supposed gift from Discord for helping him find the friendship of magic.” Twilight recited with a scholarly air. “He created one for each of us. Applejack destroyed hers along with Rarity. Pinkie Pie broke hers and Discord still can’t understand how she did it. Or why he can’t fix it. Rainbow Dash’s fell out of her house and broke. Fluttershy didn’t like it and Discord removed it for her.”
“Huh,” Matthew looked into Twilight’s eyes, trying to figure out if she was lying. “Why haven’t you gotten rid of yours?”
“Because Discord likes to have movie night in my library with some of his inter-dimensional friends and won’t let me get rid of it,” Twilight shrugged, summoning a glass and a bottle of wine. I wonder if I can find a funnel fast enough.
Matthew nodded, watching Twilight prepare a glass of red wine. The dark maroon liquid was smooth. Its surface barely rippling as Twilight gently sipped the rich flavor. Twilight watched Matthew, her eyes never leaving his face.
Matthew felt a familiar feeling entering his mind. It was the warm predatory feeling just like last night. He wanted her. More than just her body, he wanted the fire in her. The way she looked at him, the look of someone trying to dissect him and understand him. But Twilight could not deny the fire she felt for him, both the anger and something deeper.
Twilight felt a cold chill shifting up her spine. She saw it. The flash in Matthew’s eyes was something fierce. But she would not be intimidated or cowed by this bestial display. I am Twilight Bucking Sparkle! And I’m not giving into you bucko!
Night Light and Cadence watched tiny sparks of electricity clash between Twilight and Matthew. The violent flashes of light cast awkward shadows onto Matthew and Twilight’s face. “Night Light?” Cadence asked in a hushed voice.
“Yes Cadence?”
“I’m scared.”
“Me too,” Night Light shuddered.
Velvet’s voice cut between the literal battle of will between her daughter and her first suitor. “I have one last question for you, Matthew.”
“Yes, Mrs. Sparkle?” Matthew’s voice was husky, all his attention on the pony before him. His mind was miles away.
“Grandchildren.”
The sound of shattering glass assaulted the ears of everyone present. Night Light felt his heart stop for several seconds. Cadence froze, a horrifyingly blank expression covering her muzzle. Shining’s eyes sunk so far into his head they were but a small twinkle in a deep dark well. Spike fell back on his chair. His claws were clamped tight over his mouth, trying desperately not to laugh at the slack jawed look of absolute horror.
Desperately her jaw worked, but it was unable to touch the roof of her mouth. Her muscles stiffened, unable to move, but the twitching of her jaw.
Matthew’s irises became unfocused. His brain trying to process what unholy question was asked by Twilight’s mom. His brain was stuck, the gears where unable to do more than grind painfully together in his head. The average person would assume this was from some sort of existential problem of titanic proportions. But those people or ponies have not met Matthew. This happened when he was force to watch a few six graders for an hour and they were asking questions of him inside the Military Volunteer Teaching Program.
In other words, Matthew’s an idiot… pure and simple minded.
When Matthew finally spoke, his tongue thick and felt like sandpaper in his mouth. “That wasn’t a question.”
“It’s not a request.”
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Darkness penetrated the night. A darkness so deep it penetrated the beauty of the stars with an absoluteness unheard of by mortal. Lying on a spare set of cots from the basement were two very disturbed alicorns, one purple and the other gold. Both Twilight and Matthew lay silently on the worn fabric. The pair seemed removed from the sounds of the library. The soft snoring of Spike could be heard at their hooves in coherence with the soft groaning and swaying of the tree. Both pairs of eyes were open, taking in the uttered black of the ceiling.
Upstairs in the main bedroom slept Twilight’s parents. The elderly ponies, mainly Velvet, had commandeered Twilight room for the night against the wished of their traumatized daughter and had subsequently moved Spike’s basket.
Cadence had been forced to drag Shining into the spare bedroom. The white stallion was mumbling something about strangling Matthew in his sleep. The gold alicorn did not care, nor did Twilight. I should be worried, but I’m not. Which left Twilight and Matthew to sleep in the main reading area on the camping equipment covered in a single quilt.
The stallion felt her body against his side. Her soft violet fur was soft against his. She smelt of lavender and fear. The same fear he felt and continued to keep them up at night. The whites of their eyes were almost luminous in this hard night.
The greatest fear that would even perturb the God of Chaos himself plagued their minds.
Children.
Twilight and Matthew felt the idea pull at the deepest parts of their minds. What kind of child would they have? Boy or girl? Twilight level of smarts or Matthew level of stupidity? Were they even ready for this? Would the child have a death wish like his father?
The pair could barely function after Velvet’s last comment. Moving in rough, jerking twitches that would make a Chucky Cheese animatronics appear lifelike, they had managed to swallow some of their food and clean up the place. Nothing the Sparkle family could say could break them out of the internal turmoil threatening to consume their very souls.
“So?” the stallion began, his voice scratching.
“So?”
“Are you alright?” Matthew continued to stair straight ahead, only seeing the ceiling above him.
“I don’t know,” Twilight responded. Her heart bashed against her ribs and her brain threatened to implode on the emotional overload it was experiencing. “You?”
“Yeah.”
Silence cut through them with savage indifference. Confusion and fear twisted the two ponies’ guts. Licking her dry lips, Twilight asked, “You’ve been in a relationship before right?”
“I think so.”
“What do you mean ‘I think so’?” her voice raised higher in pitch, her purple eyes trying to drill into the darkness surrounding her vision.
“Well,” Matthew grumbled, “I mean I loved her and she loved me. But it wasn’t what you would call a healthy relationship.”
“What kind of relationship would you call it?”
Talking a deep breath, he said, “I’d call it a relationship created by the fear of death and the threat of death.” Matthew felt Twilight’s movements, her body pushing against his as she readjusted.
“I understand the fear of death, but what about the threat of death?”
“Beatrice said if I leave her, she knew where I slept,” the stallion nodded sagely.
“Oh,” was all Twilight could respond. A cold breeze passed over her fur, making her shiver under the dark ideas wiggling their way into her mind.
“To be fair, I’m not in my right state of mind and she wasn’t back then,” his voice rolled into the air with some reluctance. Feeling the trembling to his right, Matthew’s arm decided to wrap around Twilight’s barrel. He felt a stab into his heart when she flinched at his touch. Just like so many. It was as if his touch was something unclean or painful.
“Do you think about her often?”
“I try not to,” a soft husky reply answered her.
“What did it feel like?” Twilight asked hesitantly, feeling the warm from the stallion’s body. Some part of her mind wondered what Matthew was thinking. The alien personality and experiencing where far too different than her world could believe.
Matthew remained silent for a long time. Slowly rotating his jaw, he felt the thicker teeth grinding against the each other. Such a familiar sensation should not feel this alien. “It felt hot. Like there was a fire in my head. I wanted her, Twilight,” the stallion slowly said, trying to articulate his words properly. “I felt something with her I had never felt before. I felt good, but it hurt… so much.” Her ears twitched at the utter depth of Matthew’s voice. “She was so beautiful. But she did some horrible things like me. I killed and Beatrice killed. We killed to service, Twilight. It… it stains the soul. I saw it in her eyes. I saw her dying like me.”
“What do you mean?”
“You get cold on the inside,” Twilight felt the shudder, his voice dropping lower. “I don’t wanna talk more about it anymore.”
The Princess of Friendship remained silent, feeling the rise and falling of Matthew’s chest. When she found her tongue, Twilight said, “She sounds nice. Beatrice I mean.”
A harsh laughter bit through the dark air, “Oh she was not. She was a bad girl! One time she took a set of jumper cables and a car battery to my nuts.”
“That aweful!”
“I know! I could taste the electricity,” Matthew shivered at the memory.
“What’d you do to deserve that?”
“That’s not important,” the gold stallion mutter.
“I disagree! Now spill it,” the violet mare said.
“I might have raided her panty drawer…”
Twilight remained silent, processing the unfamiliar word. “I don’t know what that means, but you deserved it.”
“No you too!”
“Hey I’m just supporting another female from a pervert,” she said with a smug expression.
“Hey! I was curious!”
“At least she didn’t do that again,” Twilight pointed out.
“Please! Beatrice did this shit all the time! And I only deserved half of it!” His low voice rumbled next to her ear. Twilight could feel the warm wind brushing against the appendage with a shiver.
“Then why did you stay with her?” she hissed back.
“I don’t know,” was all he could respond. “I just wanted something you know. It felt real and I loved Beatrice.”
“Love isn’t about hurting each other. It’s about connecting with the pony you care about,” Twilight said with passion in her voice. Her eyes flashed in the poor light.
“Twilight,” Matthew released a pent up sight. “Beatrice could hurt me because she was close. The only people that can hurt you that much are the ones you are connected with. I mean… my god… she would tear out my heart, step on it, feed it to dog.” The mare felt him stiffen next to her, “It’s when the pains gone that you realize how empty you are inside. That small amount of affection made me feel… good. Like I had never been happy, I had someone I could be real with and not just another body or guy.”
Her purple fur shook at the dark implication. A deep hole in her heart felt cold and she wanted to do something about it. “Matthew… Can I tell you something?”
“Shoot.”
“I’m sorry about your relationship. I don’t mean it was nothing or anything like that. I mean as a fully functioning relationship. You and Beatrice had the clinical definition of dysfunction.  You fought and hurt each other with mind games. It’s less like a connection of compromise. Instead you where living on raw emotions, less people and more of a loose collection of characteristics I would find in a pair of sociopaths,” Twilight’s heart fluttered in her chest, hoping she didn’t upset her stallion. “I-I want to help you Matthew. I did wrong by you, but I want to help you by offering you what you need.”
The stallion was stoic, the silence deafening to their ears. The weight of silence pushed down on her. It pushed her deeper into Matthew’s warm embrace. All around her was an unsettling darkness. The unbearable air around her became too great. Finally, Twilight asked, “Matthew? What do you want? What do you need?”
“To win… To survive.”
The whisper was barely perceivable to her ears. The answer was so simplistic it almost shocked Twilight. “That’s just sad.”
“Hmmmmmm,” She felt his side vibrate against her, contemplating the implications of his words.
Matthew felt the thin, so very fragile forelegs wrap around his torso. He wasn’t broad chested like Big Mac, Thank god. Her little arms wouldn’t make it half way. They just remained there, caught in the moment.
“Matthew?”
“Yes Twilight?”
“I think I want to try… try for a relationship. I want to be your friend. W-would that be alright with you?” Her voice was so thin, soft like velvet on his ears. Her violet eyes turned up to him, looking deep into the dark eyes of Matthew.
Eventually, the stallion shrugged, “Sure.”
“That wasn’t very convincing…” Twilight pointed out.
“What do you want from me woman?!”
“I want some conviction! I want to have a fully functioning relationship and hopefully we can be on equal terms,” Her voice rose into the dark air.
Twilight felt the shuddering of Matthew’s sides. His low chuckle soon becoming a maniacal laugh, “Equals? Oh good god you are naïve! There isn’t equality in a relationship between a man and a woman.”
The mare opened her mouth to retort, but her stallion cut her off, “For a relationship to work out, both parties need to understand the focus. And the focus is about Her. In this case you, Twilight. That’s all a woman’s waiting for, a man to get on board with the idea.” An adorable growl emitted from the mare at his sides, “I already learned this lesson and I practiced it every day when I woke up.”
“And what lesson was that?”
“I would look myself in the mirror and say ‘F*** you! F*** your hopes! F*** your dreams! F*** your plans! F*** everything you thought this life would bring you! Now let’s go and try to make this bitch happy!’” a sly smile lit the golden muzzle.
“That’s…. That’s not right!” the indignation in her voice was heavy.
“I already know I can only try my best,” Matthew nodded sagely; “I know I’ll never make you happy and you’ll always be angry. But I can try.”
“No I won’t!”
“I have been bitched out by so many things for no reason,” His voice rose a few octaves in a horrible impersonation of a mare. “Why you gone for so long? I don’t see you anymore! I never see you anymore! I hate this sh**!
Then there’s the time I do stay for a couple of weeks: Why you all up under me? Let me get some room to breathe! Damn! Don’t keep by me so often! I hate this sh**!
Then there’s the time she thought I made money: Fu** you! I want to make decisions too! You’re not my daddy! I don’t need you to take care of me! I hate this sh**!
And then there’s: You broke motherfu****! You never have no money! I don’t want to make all these decisions by myself! I need someone to take care of me too! I hate this sh**!”
Twilight remained silent as Matthew vented some of the negativities he had in his singular love life. “That’s awful! Why would you stay with her? You and Beatrice had too many issues! I’m surprised she didn’t kill you while you slept.”
“Well she did look at me this one way,” the dark eyes became unfocused, “It wasn’t happy and I swear she was thinking ‘Good lord how did I get with this ugly motherfu****? Lord please strike this motherfu****! Go strike him! Please strike him! I wanna still look good enough to get something after this guy!’”
Her violet mare’s mouth was wide open, rotating in an attempt to create words. “I think you need counseling, really.”
“Oh no! I am not going to some person of average-ness just to hear that I’m crazy, I’m not worth the effort, I don’t have to time to deal with you and your BS, get the hell out of my office,” the force of his voice was grating, anger seeping its way out.
“Counseling doesn’t mean you’re crazy. A counselor’s there to listen to you and help you through your issues,” Twilight calmly forced her point across to him.
Matthew snorted a very equine sound, “I don’t need no help.”
“You don’t sleep well either.”
His muscles tightened, turning slowly to look down on those eyes filled with compassion, “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Applejack and Big Mac say you’re up after they go to sleep and before they wake up,” Twilight began to explain, “They also said you talk in your sleep.” His jaw worked furiously, trying to think of some response. Before he could, a violet hoof reached up to pull his chin towards her. In the poor lighting, they could barely make out the wide orbs that were the gateway to the soul. “Please, Matthew. I want to help you, but you need to help yourself.”
“Men need help. Children need help. Monsters need eradication. Then there will be nothing.”
Twilight lowered her head, feeling the weight his words. In a sign of comfort, Twilight nuzzled the golden fur holding tight to Matthew’s form. She wanted to share something with him. She wanted to share the warmth of her body, her heart with this worn out stallion.
His hoof gently ran down her mane. Feeling the long strands of Twilight’s hair in his hoof, Matthew sighed. He sighed against the warm, softness against him. She knew how to play him. Just like Beatrice, all they had to do was show some small amount of kindness and he would be there like the obedient dog he was.
He couldn’t find the will to be angry or hate her. This warmth was so soft.
“For you Twilight.”
0 0 0
The dungeons of Canterlot were dark and dreary. Thick moisture in the air tickled the lungs with every breath as the two Sisters made their way deep into the dull bricks and mortar. Celestia and Luna did not appear fearful or in any form of hurry. To confront Chrysalis, both of the Princesses had to be on the tips of their hooves. They could not afford to let any slight emotional error to show. Flickering flames caste bizarre and unnatural shadows across every surface.
All too soon, they reached the cell holding the Changeling Queen. The black children reflected the flickering lights. The majority of her barrel was covered in bright white bandages and caste.
“Chrysalis?”
The Changeling Queen did not stir at Celestia’s voice. Luna’s voice was higher and much harsher, “Rise Changeling Queen! We will have words with thee!”
Slowly, Chrysalis’s head rose from the position she was lying against the wall. Green blood scabbed across the nasty cut on her face. Her smile was condescending, “It took you two long enough to get down here. I was beginning to think you forgot about me.” She wiped away an imaginary tear from her eye.
“Chrysalis,” Celestia began, “Luna and I have been in much discussion about what is to come of you. Before we make a final decision, I will need to ask you one question.”
A black eyebrow rose, Chrysalis was intrigued by the neutral tone the Princess of the Sun had taken. “What questions would that be?”
“Can there be peace?”
The changeling before them rubbed a hoof against her chin. Her face was furrowed in concentration, deep in thought. “That’s certainly an idea, but I have a better one.”
“And that would be?” Luna asked, feeling uneasiness squirming in her stomach.
Chrysalis smiled a demented smile before her visage began to fracture. Like a pane of poorly made glass, the Changeling Queen’s expressions of superiority cracked then shattered into a thousand pieces.
Luna and Celestia watched the black and green crystals fall to the ground to dissolve into nothingness. They eyes were wide with fear, horror and shock. Questions of how, when and where flittered across the two minds followed closely by the implications of this singular reality.
Chrysalis was loose and she had a head start.
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Night Light stirred, feeling the warmth of his wife against his body. A sliver of light cut from the slight opening between the violet curtains. Soft flecks of dust floated across the source of light, creating an air of random indifference.
Inwardly, he groaned. Absentmindedly, he rubbed his tired eyes. His sleep was light and Twilight’s bed was a little too small for both him and Velvet. The tired father mentally recalled last night’s events with a sour taste filling his mouth. The taste became bitter as he replayed the expression of shock that crossed his daughter’s face.
Slowly the blue unicorn extracted himself from the bed, taking extra care not to stir his sleeping wife. With gentle hooves, Night Light left the bedroom and moved down the stairs with great care. The worn wood groaned lightly under his weight. The slight singing of sleeping bodies emitted from the lower floors. He took a second, freezing in his steps as he listened to the sounds. There were only two distinct patterns of snoring. But there was suppose to be three.
Continuing further down the staircase, Night caught a sight of several golden rays of light spilling from the kitchen door. His sensitive blue ears could hear the sizzling of a pan and the quiet tip tap of hooves on the floor.
Without caution, the blue unicorn made his way to the kitchen. What he found was quite the surprise.
The golden pony his daughter was infatuated was currently cursing at the hissing pan he held in his hoof. “Sun of a b**ch! Why can’t I flip these eggs? Agh!” His gruff voice seethed with anger, trying desperately to flip the infuriating eggs with a floppy plastic utensil.
The older pony stood in the doorway wearing a rather amused expression. The angry mutterings and clear frustration at not breaking the fragile yolks was the height of comedy.
“Screw it! Scrambled eggs for everybody!”
When Night Light chuckled, Matthew spun around with furry, the frying pan held high as if to strike. “You think you’re better than me?! You think you’re better than ME?!”
A soft voice broke through the morning air, “Matthew, shut up! I’m trying to sleep.”
“Sorry,” the enraged stallion brought his voice to a harsh whisper. He turned to the blue unicorn with a slight heat entering his cheeks. Blue eyes met the dark brown and the pair continued to stare at each other. The older pony saw the dark lines under the younger stallion’s eyes.
“You need some help?” The older pony asked, the sides of his muzzle twitched with amusement.
The younger stallion snorted, turning back to his burning eggs. Deciding his life was worth more than a couple of eggs, the older male began to prepare other items such as levitating several jugs of juice, fruit and toast.
Matthew snorted at the sight of Twilight’s Dad using his glowing blue aura to toast several slices of toast without effort or a toaster. “Showoff.”
“You could learn the spell too. It’s not that complicated,” The older stallion said, noting the glare his daughter’s coltfriend threw at the glowing magic.
Said coltfriend grumbled to himself a sort of mantra he developed with his last girlfriend, “Must not punch girlfriend’s family. Must not blow up girlfriend’s family. Must not castrate males in girlfriend’s family. Must not throw brother down several flights of stairs. Except for that one time, he really deserved it.”
“So… How exactly did you become Twily’s (cough, cough) coltfriend?”
Matthew was taken aback, “What do you mean?”
“Well,” the blue unicorn rubbed his chin in deep thought, “You told us how you met and that it just happened. I don’t buy it.”
The blue eyes bore intently at the younger male. The gold pony was stuck in a dilemma. He could be fully honest and tell Night Light he f***ed his daughter. I don’t think that will go over well. He could tell him that she threatened him with extreme violence if he disobeyed her. Which is true and kinda hot. And there is nothing wrong with that. Or he could lie.
Decisions, decisions.
“I f***ed you daughter and she threatened my physical wellbeing harm if I didn’t become her boyfriend to impress her parents.” Somewhere in the universe, Matthew’s dad was rolling in his grave. And Matthew was just fine with that. Screw you and your hopes of me finding a respectable relationship!
The gold stallion watched the blue unicorn’s mouth open and close repeatedly in imitation of a goldfish out of water.
I feel like I made the right choice in this situation.
“Y-y-yyyyyyyyou had sex with Twily?” his voice was a trembling whisper, his eyes filled with an unbridled horror only fathers with daughters would ever feel.
“Sure did,” the gold pony said with a chipper smile, sidestepping the blue pony with the plate of eggs held firmly in his mouth. He thought about using magic, but the headache from using the voodoo power was not worth it.
He continued past the slumbering Twilight towards yesterday’s dining table. All the table needed was a plate of fresh and totally-not-burnt-and-do-not-talk-about-it-or-I’ll-kill-you eggs. Sliding the glass onto the table, Matthew took a moment to look at the sleeping Twilight. She’s a cute as a button. If said button was labeled ‘Self Distruct.’
Now normally, the man would be gentle and caring when waking up his woman. But Matthew was in the best of moods. That meant bad things were about to happen.
“Breakfast is ready!” his voice boomed through the small library. A pillow flew past the gold pony’s spiked mane.
Unfortunately for Twilight, she had just used the object that was blocking the sun’s rays from entering her eyes. “Grrrr. Matthew, why did you do that?”
Light reflected off those bright white teeth, “Because you where just so cute. I just had to do something about it.”
“Like rudely waking up half of Ponyville?”
“It was a very strong urge and could not be fully contained.”
The purple alicorn pulled the covers over her head screaming, “I hate you so much right now!”
“I love you too. Now get up and have breakfast with your folks. You dad looks like he wants to talk to you about something,” the joy in his voice made Twilight groan, grinding her teeth at the sudden pit in her stomach.
Slowly she rose; the hollow sound of hoofs traversing the wooden stairs announced the rest of the Sparkle family. As Shining, Cadence and Velvet took their seats, still rubbing the sleep from their eyes, her purple eyes caught a particular surprise. Her dad walked up to Matthew and asked for a word.
He was just as stunned as she was. The funny response was lost on his tongue, following the older pony into the kitchen again. There the pair stood in awkward silence. His dark eyes stared deep into the blue eyes. Across the blue muzzle, Night Light wore shock, confusion and something else… something that he couldn’t put his finger.
The blue unicorn moved. Matthew flinched, then found blue furred hooves wrapped around his neck in a rather unusual bear hug. “What the hell?”
“Thank you.”
“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!” the harsh voice of Matthew broke through the sudden dryness in his throat. “This is not how its suppose to go! Threaten, mock me, do something! Don’t be weird.”
“Thank you so much,” Twilight’s Dad blurted, looking up into his brown eyes. “You finally got Twilight out of her shell! You have no idea how hard it’s been with her mother. She wallpapered an entire room with potential suitors with all their genealogies, personalities and family history in alphabetical order.”
“S-stop being weird! You’re her dad! You’re supposed to threaten my life or say something like ‘hurt her and I’ll castrate you myself.’ You’re not supposed to thank me! Cliché’s exist for a reason man,” Matthew tried backing up, but the older pony was holding onto him with a surprising amount of strength. This ended up dragging Velvet’s hind hooves against the polished floor.
0 0 0
Cadence’s eyes shot from the ponies at the table in front of her and towards the kitchen. It’s far too early for this, she rubbed her bleary eyes with a tired sigh. Turning towards the purple alicorn, she asked, “Twilight, how was your night?”
The white unicorn tensed, his muscles visibly bunching under his fur. Cadence had to roll her eyes at the over protectiveness her husband was displaying. Cadence wasn’t thinking anything dirty, she noticed the dark lines under Twilight’s eyes. “Fine, those cots aren’t very comfortable.”
Shining’s eyes turned to the door to the kitchen, seeing a rather annoyed alicorn with Night Light’s forelegs wrapped tightly around his neck. “Stop crying! Men don’t cry! They bottle up emotions and bury them so deep they never pop up again.”
“But you don’t understand,” the blue unicorn sobbed, “She made me sit for days going over her list. I had to go through thousands of photos to pick a coltfriend because my daughter is anti social.”
“Hey! I am not anti-social!”
All of the ponies’ eyes turned to Twilight with blank stares. Before she could respond, her father continued sobbing out his life’s story, “I’ve had to deal with this since she was born. Velvet was driving me crazy. Then you came along and solve the problem. Thank you! Thank you!”
The gold pony was revolted when Night Light pecked him on each cheek in a gesture of deep gratitude. Matthew however didn’t see it as such, “Twilight, why didn’t you tell me your family’s crazy?”
“They are not crazy!” his marefriend snapped along with her family snapping, “We are not crazy!”
“Damnit Twilight! This relationship cannot be built on a foundation of lies!”
“I’m not lying!”
“Then how do explain your mom building an entire room to pick your perfect suitor, your dad brought to tears and thanking me, and your brother swearing to wipe me from the face of the earth?” he finished, jabbing the air with a definitive gold hoof.
“Iiiiiii… wellllllllll…”
“Hey!” Big brother snapped, getting to his hooves, “Don’t you talk to her like that.”
Before he could move further, an iron hard hoof met his shoulder and easily forced him back into his seat, “Sit your five dollar ass down, before I make change.” Turning his red eyes towards the purple alicorn, Matthew’s voice was a forced into a sweet note as he said, “Now Twilight, could you please talk to your mom and dad before I turn Shining Armor into glue.”
Twilight turned to Velvet, her husband joining her side. Gulping, she began, “Have you two read-“
“Twilight! Pull on the big girl panties and talk to them!”
“Hey-“
“Hush Shiny, he’s doing a thing,” Cadence placed her dainty pink hoof on her husband’s free shoulder. She had some misgivings about this entire affair. It was the kind of misgivings you get after seeing a burning railroad cart speeding down the train tracks, lighting up the night like a vengeful jack-o-lantern on a direct path with a train full of orphans and puppies. The one thing she could agree with is that Twilight really needed to have a conversation with her mother. Avoiding her was only driving things further towards either insanity or a cliff.
By the Old Gods I wish this ends well. If they didn’t, at least she knew who to blame and crucify if it went wrong.
“Twily,” Velvet began, her ears were pulled back and her tone worried, “I don’t know what really going on, but if you and Matthew are having a spat… I do have a list.”
Oh for the love of Sweet Baby Jesus!
“Just stop mother,” Twilight sighed, her shoulders sagging. “Just stop with the lists. The constantly trying to put me with stallions I don’t know. Sending books on why I should get married. Please just stop.”
“But Twily…”
“No,” her lavender hoof slapped the table. “I know I’m not good with ponies. I know I can’t be normal. But please just let me do things on my own.” She turned up to look at each of her parents, “I want to have a relationship I want. Not one for me just to have foals.”
“Twilight,” her mother said, “I just want you to enjoy the miracle of motherhood. I don’t want to be an old mare that never got the chance to have children. Or to have children and instead barely give them a fraction of the time you spend with your books.”
“Wait what?” Matthew asked, rubbing his chin. “What does that mean?”
“Please, Matthew, this doesn’t concern you. You just won’t understand what it’s like to live without a mother.”
“Uh, excuse you. Bitch my mother’s been dead for over a decade. I think I know what that’s like!”
Mother held out her hoof and lightly touched her daughter’s, “I don’t want you to end up like me. I don’t want your children to regret their mother. I hoped you would grow out of that solitary phase, but you just got worse.-“
“Hey! Don’t you ignore me! I will slap you with my dick!”
“-You barely had friends and I know how you neglect Spike’s feeling when you are stuck in a tome for several days.”
“Do not bring me into this,” The dragon snapped, jumping out of his seat and leaving the room.
“I am not that bad,” Twilight felt the heat rise in her cheeks at the accusation her mother was throwing around.
“You didn’t even notice him when he left home and dedicated his life to fulfilling a life debt with Applejack. That entire problem could have been solved in under five minutes by talking with him and telling him that doing extreme acts like that can destroy a friendship or lead to further problems later for both parties,” Velvet responded.
“But-but-“
“Then there was the whole Dragon Migration. I talked to Spike and he pointed out that by you and your friends pointing out his flaws as a dragon where the main reason why he left. He felt incomplete and stuck in an identity crisis with very little guidance,” Velvet counted off. “Also the whole being replace by an owl. You could have actually listened to Spike and noticed his feeling on more than one occasion.”
“Spike’s not like that,” Twilight pushed, “Right Spike?”
Thankfully, Spike was smart enough to have already left the building and decided to visit a café with a few bits from his allowance. If he wasn’t trying to hold Shining Armor back, Matthew would have cheered on the little dragon. God’s speed, Spike.
“Are you saying that my studies have prevented me from being a good mother? That I should stop and pop out a baby to understand the miracle of being a mother just like you?” The tone of her voice was emotionless, giving the rest of the ponies a very bad vibe and shivers down their spines.
“Yes.”
We are going to die! Matthew was about ready to jump out of the room through the nearest wall or window and run for the hills. Future dad! Get in there and stop them! I’ve made a terrible mistake!
“Because that’s what life is like,” Twilight turned her red rimmed eyes towards her mother. “Pop out a baby and then everything is better. Just ignore the nationwide threat that pops up every few months that Celestia can’t get off her fat flank to stop. No instead my friends and I get to solve her problem. The problem she sealed away until they suddenly broke out to see another day. No Mother, I get it. I’m a nerd that has social issues. But you know what, I’m happy with my life and I’m happy that I found Matthew.”
That’s so sweet, he thought, his heart swelling in his chest.
“He is the most bone headed, stupid jerk I have ever met. He may never be better than punching things, but you know what, I think I learned something last. I learned that I should have had this conversation with you a long time ago and that I should be open to new ideas,” violet eyes flashed with an inner strength.
That went a different way than I thought it would.
Taking a deep breath, Twilight finished her tirade, “I love you mom. Please just stop. I’m going to live my life the way I want too just like my coltfriend and I don’t want to continue avoiding you. If I have children, great. If not, then it was my life. Can you accept that?”
The mare was silent, her eyes downcast. Night Light placed a comforting hoof on her shoulder and squeezed. “Have I really been that bad?”
“Yes,” all of the ponies except Matthew said.
With a trembling sigh, Velvet looked up into her daughter’s face, “Well then Twilight. I’ll start by saying… I am sorry. I just wanted you to be happy. I don’t want you to grow up like your Grandmother. I have no right to put you through that and you’re right to avoid me. I will try to do better. Will that work?” Tears pooled at the corner of her eyes, trailing down her cheeks.
Twilight felt the hot tears on her cheeks, “Of course. Thanks mom.”
The two embraced and all was better in the library. Unfortunately the food had gotten cold and the small group had decided that a trip to the local café would be a good idea and much to the irritation of Matthew. Before the gold stallion could leave, Twilight had to have a few words with him behind the thick wooden door of the library. Oh god she’s going to try and kill me. I just know it.
When the door was firmly shut and locked, he took a deep breath and prepared himself mentally for the assault of words and magic. “I freaking hate you,” Twilight said, turning around to face him in the center of the library.
“Not again! What is with you ponies and tears?”
Clear tears spilled from the corners of her eyes, “You keep doing this to me. Why do keep making things so depressing and hard? This is like the second time we’ve had to deal with parent issues. Have you stopped to think how I feel? Maybe I want to be the one to cause the problem? Make you cry! Maybe I want to fix what’s wrong in your life?”
“Do you know you sound like a surly drunk when you cry?”
“Yeah? Well it’s your fault I’m like this!”
“Oh you bitch,” he whispered, planting a kiss on her lips.
To add to the moment, she returned the kiss wrapping her forelegs around his neck and pulling him closer. “Hey Matthew?”
“Yeah?”
“Thanks for the help. I never really thought I would ever talk to mom about that.”
“No problem. I do have a way with women after all,” he snickered, also getting one from her.
From outside, the Sparkle family stood close to the door listening in on the two star crossed lovers. Velvet turned to Shiny, then Night Light and ending on Cadence with a smile, “I like him.”
“You did hear him call you a bitch right?” her son said in a deadpanned voice.
“Oh please, your father and I say worse when we’re alone.”
After a series of groans and mental screaming, the Sparkle family plus one where able to have breakfast and enjoy the day before they had to part ways. When the sun set and Ponyville quieted down to night, the ponies of this community learned a very important fact.
The Sparkle family was out of their minds.
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Deep in the Badlands, far from the reach of Equestria and its allies stood the spiral mounds of the Changeling hive. Beneath the surface of the baked land, were twisting tunnels of shifting black mineral and green like glass. These structures stood for thousands of years. Under the constant care of the changelings, the mixture of sand and saliva created a unique mineral that was strong and aesthetically pleasing to the eye.
The central of such a large hive were building structures of a more circular design that allowed foot traffic on both floor and ceiling. Changelings, much like their bug counterparts, were about the efficiency of a structure. There was very little in terms of personnel artifacts or personality in the cavern like room held in the homes.
Surrounded by the living quarters was the palace itself. It stood tall, spiraling towers of awe inspiring visuals. The structure shown with an internal green light from the many shafts allowing the sun’s light to filter into the city. An artist or poet would weep at such an alien sight of beauty. It stood as a testament to the power and perseverance to the Changeling hive.
Moving through the pristine walls of her palace, Chrystalis limped as fast a she could with General Thrall close by. “I want all the Changelings ready to mobilize! Have the leaders in the Throne room as soon as possible. We will strike Equestria while its week.”
“Uh… How are they week?” Thrall asked, trying to follow his Queen’s train of thought.
“Our attack will have weakened the pony’s sense of security! They will be distrustful of their neighbor and we will use that distrust to seep into their homes and positions of power! We will have our Revenge!” Chrysalis’s voice cut through the air and assaulted the ears of the General.
“Why are you yelling? I’m right here.”
“Because I will have them! All of the ponies will be ours,” the Queen of the Changelings seethed with utter rage.
“But the field reports say that the Equestrians haven’t been effected,” Thrall shook his head, trying to ease the migraine growing behind his eyes and talk sense into the Queen.
“Does not matter! We will march of Equestria!” Chrysalis snapped, reaching the large double doors to her throne.
Unlike the rest of the Changeling hive, the Queens throne was a gaudy thing of precious metals and priceless stones. The large lavish silken cushion stood red against the shining metal. When her eyes found the throne not empty, Chrysalis shrieked, “What are you doing in my chair Trakeena?”
Sitting silently on the throne was the only changeling who could ever oppose the queen. The Princess was a full head shorter than her mother, her long hair a light lavender color the same as her eyes. She was looking at her mother in the most peculiar way. It wasn’t happiness or joy. It was a controlled resentment. Her eyes were analyzing the Queen. And what she found as either disgusting or distasteful to her eyes.
“Mother.”
“Get off the throne this instant hatchling! You have no right to it!
With well practiced grace, Trakeena hopped off the throne. Her eyes never left her mother’s, “Really? I’m not worthy. Who was the one who infiltrated a nation to large for us to ever hope to contain? Who brought attention to us? We who have always been able to thrive in the shadows and the dark? We never killed and we never brought unwanted suffering to the hive. You however had changed us from silent infiltrators to conquerors. You have caused the death for dozens of changelings in you mad rage to take Equestria. You have failed the hive because of your hatred and madness.”
“What are you saying daughter?” the Queen asked, venom lacing every word and bleeding from her eyes.
Thankfully the General slowly backed away from the Queen. He would not and could not come between the raging rulers of the hive. That was to go against the hive.
“I’m saying you are not fit to be Queen,” Trakeena’s voice was calm, almost as if she was commenting on the weather.
The words sunk into the thick skull of Chrysalis. When they were finally registered, the Queen could not help but laugh. Her voice rose and fell, echoing in the high arched chambers. She could not contain the ridiculousness of the situation. Her own daughter was trying to take her position.
For what felt like an eternity, the Queen could final get enough air in her lungs to speak. “And what makes you think you can take the throne for yourself?”
“I already have,” Trakeena answered simple.
Thrall turned to the door. He could just make out the soft padding of hooves from the doorway. He was surrounded and needed to make a fast decision.
Chrysalis only appeared amused at her daughter’s sudden rebelliousness. “And how have you already done that? As far as I know, I’m still alive.”
“True, but all of your generals and support are dead. Any-ling who would stand were killed by my supporters the moment they reached the city,” Trakeena did not appear concerned by the green glow starting to illuminate her mother’s horn. “Though I will admit Thrall has his surpises.”
Chrysalis spun around, finding the smoking bodies of six Changeling soldiers in the open archway. Before the Queen could find her missing General, a sharp pain entered her chest. Slowly, mechanically she looked down. Bright green fluid bubbled out from the hole in her black chitin.
Jaggedly, she turned back to the betrayer, her very own flesh and blood. The look on Trakeena’s face was impassive. Even through the empathetic senses gifted to her kind, she could only feel the cold emptiness of nothing. For the first time, she was alone.
Again Trakeena’s horn flashed, sending a spear of green light through her mother’s chest. The old Queen fell to her knees. She continued to fire spell after spell into her mother. For so many years she watched her mother force the changelings into harsh times, unfair love rations and prevented the priming of changelings’ eggs.
Now was a new era, all thanks to the visions of the Shadow pony.
When she finally finished, Trakeena turned from the smoldering remains of her Queen. She looked at the lavished gold throne. It was a hideous design and needed to be cleansed from the Hive.
“You did quite well, young Queen,” the hiss of the serpent’s tongue slid into the ear of the Changeling Queen.
“I do not need your acceptance, Sombra!” she snapped, her gut clenched knowing that a price would have to be paid. He was responsible for breaking Chrystalis’s hold on the Hive. The Shadow King slid into the fears of her subjects, forcing them to turn against the biological desire to serve the Queen.
“Of course,” the grey pony materialized before her on the silken seat. “While I do believe this throne clashes with the décor, it is a comfortable seat.”
“I do not care for your games pony,” Trakeena held her emotions tightly in her grasp. She couldn’t let them go now. The king before her was full of tricks and she didn’t need another enemy on this day. “Name the price for your service.”
“Straight to business I see,” King Sombra nodded in approval, “What I want is a single item. It held in the depths of Canterlot, inside the Royal Vault.”
“You mean the vault that is protected by the most powerful magic of the Two Sisters?” the changeling could only sigh in exasperation. “You know it’s impossible right? Even with the combined power of all the Changelings, we cannot break a seal placed by the two alicorns. With one, we could take our time and erode the seal in a couple of weeks. But two is too strong.”
“Oh don’t worry about that,” King Sombra smiled, “Let’s just say I’ve walked into Tartarus and found just the right person to deal with the magic. All I need you to do is be in the crystal mines under Canterlot when the time is right. When the magic’s gone, you sneak in and grab this.” With a wave of crimson magic, a scroll appeared before the changeling.
“And what would you need with such an old artifact?” Trakeena asked, her curiosity was peeked at the design and ancient scroll.
“That’s for me to know.”
“Very well,” Trakeena nodded, “After that, we are done.”
0 0 0
In the deep chasms of the Ghastly Gorge, Matthew stood tall his forelegs curled as he concentrated. After a couple of weeks, Matthew was bored. That’s a lie. Without torturing Twilight’s family, things in Ponyville were either weird or boring.
It got a little exciting when that weird stretchy pony was visiting,He was hilarious. I think his name was Cheese Sandwich.Other than that, the golden pony was trying to placate his standard boredom and Twilight doing something about little fairy looking things.If Breezies need pony help with the wind, how did they survive in nature before the ponies? I mean this makes no sense. Charles Darwin rolling in his grave right now.
These were but the standard thoughts for the former hybrid. Life was just too peaceful here, he needed a little action and excitement.And not that excitement this morning.Seeing Twilight sick was something Matthew did not want to think about,It kinda detracts from the sexy nerd factor.
After getting her some stomach aid and food, he returned to work at the Apple Farm. Because the rules of Equestria, like all society, he needed money to survive. After that, a few hours of deep training in a gorge full of sharp rocks, dangerous plants and giant eels.Death makes training even better.
His muscles tightened under his fur, veins pulsing against his skin. The power was welling inside him. The intense mixture of Light and Darkness burned his very soul trying to burst from his flesh. He continued to force the connection, sweat developing on his brow. He had to push his flesh to the limit, to burst through the flesh’s limitation and achieve his true power.
The ground shook, hot air exploded from his form. The flesh and muscles was trying to tear itself apart from the Power. The eels shook in the deep burrows. The raging tremors intensified the more the pony forced his power to rise. If he didn’t stop, their home would be destroyed by the sheer force.
Almost there,the stallion shouted inside his head, putting all his will and focus on achieving that power. The Power that placed him above the fallen angel and lead to the fateful finally battle. Where both friend and foe fell as Lucifer did.
A sharp, spitting lightning bolt burst from the center of his head. He screamed, dropping back on all fours. The magic cracked and spluttered from the offending horn in the center of his head.
His deep dark eyes looked to the appendage. It was holding him back, keeping him from rising to his full potential.
Matthew took several calming breaths, his mind trying to figure out what to do with the magic mojo sticking out of his head.
“Hi.”
“Holy sh**!” he screamed, spinning around to find a grey mare with a light purple mane. Her hair was straight and dry, like her voice. She watched him slamming a hoof against his chest, trying to keep his heart from bursting from his ribs. “Don’t do that! You scared the be-jesus out of me.”
“Hi!”
“AH!” the stallion screamed again, spinning to find the happy, bubbly personality of Pinkie Pie. “Dammit Pinkie! I told you to stop doing that! It’s very unnerving.”
“Sorry,” the pink pony smiled; clearly showing she was not sorry what-so-ever. “I was just taking my sister Maud around to show her the Ghastly Gorge. Then I saw you and thought you should totally meet my sister. Maud this is Matthew. Matthew, this is my sister Maud.”
The stallion turned to the mare, “Nice ta meech ya.” He held out his hoof. Maud had a wonderful grip. It was firm and tough. He could feel the strength in the limb and was genuinely impressed.
“It’s so nice to meet the pony that saved Pinkie,” the grey mare said.
Her voice was so dry. The gold pony had to wet his own lips. “Give a minute. That normally passes.”
“I’m not surprised. You seem like as a**hole,” she responded with the same dry, almost bored tone.
The two ponies stared at each other, their eyes studying the other. Then a smile broke out on his golden muzzle, “You’re pretty cool. We should hang out.” One of the corners of Maud’s mouth lifted slightly.
“Great!” Pinkie Pie yelled, wrapping a foreleg around both of the ponies’ necks. “You two can hang around here while I get the surprise ready.”
“Is it hookers?”
“No.”
“And like that you lost me,” Matthew shook his head.
In a blur of pink, the party pony was gone. Maud motioned towards the Gorge, “Wanna go find some sediment in here. We might find something interesting.”
“Sure,” He shrugged, “I could wrestle some of eels. It’s a good stress reliever.”
“I know. It really mellows me out after a day of digging.”
When Pinkie Pie found them again, she was slightly horrified at the sight of six bleeding and knotted eels begging for mercy. Maud and Matthew were calmly sitting atop their improvised cushion. The grey pony was holding a unique formation of crystals that appeared to be close to coral. The gold pony was looking at his own piece, listening as the geologist explained its properties.
Pinkie dragged both ponies to the rest of the Mane Six, finding the other five mares standing before a bizarre obstacle course. Pinkie explained what each stage was and how they would bring her friends closer to her sister.
Matthew was interested when Maud came to the rescue after Pinkie’s leg got stuck between a shifting bolder. He would have saved her, but big sister was already on the job.
With a quick hug, Pinkie and the rest of the Mane Six had a moment and shared what they learned today.It might have been important. I don’t know.
Pinkie turned to the obstacle course, “Well looks like this is a bust.” Turning towards the gold pony, she said, “Alright Matthew, blow it up.”
“No! Not the fabric!” screamed Rarity, seeing the piles of fabric Pinkie Pie borrowed to make her course.
Unfortunately, Rarity was too slow on her warning or Matthew wasn’t listening. The hill burst into an explosion of black energy and air. The rest of the day was not as enjoyable as that singular moment.
That night, Matthew slid under the covers with Twilight.
Twilight tolerated this manly because he kept bugging her until she relented and allowed him to stay. He said it was to ‘get closer as a couple.’ Twilight however would use this opportunity to push his buttons as much as he did hers. Her revenge was a dish best served cold.
She would whisper sweet things into his ear. And when he was ready to go, she’d say something like ‘I have a headache’ or ‘that’s for today.’
“Bitch! I love you but you are giving me a serious case of blue balls here,” he would said while storming out.
“Where are you going?” she would call in feign interest.
“Basement.”
When the night was over and Matthew woke up to the early sunrise, he turned to find a rather unusual sight. “I might not be a doctor, but you should probably see one for that.”
“Shut up!” the purple alicorn snapped from next to the toilet boil, “I’ll fillet you alive if you don’t get me something.”
“Alright, what do you want?”
“Pepto, lots of it and tell Spike I’ll be down for breakfast later,” her head rested on the cool edge of the toilet.
Normally the stallion she shared a bed would be giving his sacrifice to the hangover gods, but seeing Twilight in the position was just plain weird. “Alright, see you in a few. Love you,” he called over his shoulder before leaving the room.
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A Demon in Ponyville
Ch. 26: One is the loneliest number.
Disclaimer: I do not own the rights to MLP or any of its related mediums.
Big Macintosh found himself trudging through the apple trees. To his side was the one pony that he didn’t really care for. Luckily for the large red pony, Matthew didn’t try to irritate him as much as his sister.
With a tinge or regret, the farm pony could not help but chuckle at the arguments or that one time Applejack found herself colored green after insulting the gold stallion’s hair.Nobody and I mean Nobody insults the hair!
“So what up Macky?”
“Mah name is Macintosh or Big Mac!”
“Hmmmmmm… No it's not,” the other stallion turned away from the larger pony with his trademark grin.
The red pony sighed, “Look, just cause Applejack’s not her, doesn’t mean you get to mock me.”
“No, I’m here and I mock everything. That’s how it goes,” the gold pony shrugged.
“What kinda world do you live in?”
“One that I have to share with the rest of you,” the other stallion said with a wide smile.
Macintosh snorted, “Do you just enjoy annoying people or do you just love the sound of your voice?”
“It’s my gift to the world.”
“Hate ta break it to ya, but the world wants a refund,” the red pony watched the passing trees, drawing Matthew to his work today.
“No refunds or gifts receipts. Only store credit,” he finished before Mac stopped in front of a single apple tree. Unlike the other trees, this single tree appeared to be leaking sap. The thick brown fluid that was the life of the plant was coagulating down the rough bark. “Uh, I don’t think trees are supposed to do that.”
“There not,” the farm pony nodded. “This tree has rot and your job is to destroy it without spreading any pieces of the tree.”
“Alright, stand back,” Matthew took to the air, flapping his wings to get a better vantage point and prevent damaging the rest of the Apple Family’s property. There he waited for the red pony to get far enough away. With a flicker of power, he sent a blast of concentrated darkness deep into the diseased tree. Its explosion was alright, nothing special.
Dropping back next to Big Mac, he asked, “So what’s left to do?”
“Nothin. Works done for the day,” the red pony turned and made his way back to the farmhouse.
“Sooooo,” the other stallion began, “Why is it that your sister’s off to a trading festival and you’re still here?”
“She wanted to go.”
“Ya, but when do you get to go?”
“I can’t, somepony’s got to watch the farm,” the farm pony’s eyes were distant, watching the passing of healthy trees with a trained eye.
A thought struck Matthew, “Hey Macky. When do you get to leave the farm?”
“Ah leave the farm plenty of times,” the red pony responded with a frown.
“Not when you’re selling apples. When do you get to have fun? Go meet a girl or something?” Matthew tried to pry his muzzle into the other pony’s affairs with some interest.
“I get out plenty,” the farm pony nodded with a level of finality.
Unfortunately for him, the other guy did not give up so easily. Through over an acre of land, Macintosh was forced to listen to the continuous questioning of Matthew. If he didn’t save his sister and would probably punt him halfway across the continent, the red pony finally snapped on the doorstep of his home. “NOT MUCH A’RIGHT!”
“Yes, the truth. Now why don’t you?”
The pony shrugged his large shoulders, pushing open the door and entering the cozy home. Moving into the kitchen, he removed a large jug of fresh apple juice and prepared two glasses. The dark eyes of the other pony never left him. The gold pony’s curiosity was peaked and since Mac was one of two male he hung out with this was guy stuff.
The red pony took a seat, the worn wood groaning under his large frame. “Yur gonna bug me until I talk right?” The other stallion nodded in affirmation. Then the pony continued, “Ah guess if I have to say why is that Ah’m use to it.”
A golden eyebrow rose questioningly, but said pony did not interrupt.
“Ya’ll haven’t been on the farm long enough, but this job, this work… its gets into ya. It fills you head with a type of numbing. Ya don’t have to feel anything while working. Ya don’t have to be more than what ya are to do it. My hooves have walked these paths and bucked these trees since before Applejack could walk,” He took a moment to think, his red brow furrowed in concentration. “When Ma and Pa died, Ah just couldn’t deal with it. Ah had to work the farm, Ah was the only one that could. Applejack could only do so much and Granny was looking after Applebloom.”
The large pony took a long draft of the homemade beverage to wet his whistle, “Ah got use to the pain, but then Applejack left.” His voice shook so softly the other pony could not tell if it was even there to begin with, “She abandoned us. She left Granny, Applebloom and me to nothin. Ah’m not gonna lie and say it didn’t hurt. Applejack could help with Applebloom while Granny made her rounds. But when she was gone, Granny and Ah felt her just give up. As if she didn’t love us enough to try and take care of her sister or her family. Instead she wanted a new life.”
Those green eyes looked deeply into Matthew’s dark brown. Behind those eyes were the swirling emotions of guilt, pain and the spark of anger. “Ah never thought Ah would hate anything about my sister, but she sure showed me. It never got better either. She’s off on her own adventures without a second hesitation. Ah now she’s needed and Equestria would have fallen to darkness or some other evil without her. But how could something as good as the Elements pick a mare that just abandons her family. She came back, but only cause a magic rainboom brought her back. Ah honestly don’t know if she would come back if that rainboom didn’t happen.”
He took another long draft of his apple juice. “It’s childish to still hold onto these feeling and Ah don’t like thinking about them. But every time I see her go, Ah can’t help but remember how she left me and Granny with our crying sister. She says she’s protecting the family by protecting Equestria. Ah don’t think that’s the full truth. Ah think she wants the excitement and the danger. She’s always running away from her feelings.”
The large stallion chuckled darkly, “Heck, last year she decided to not return to Ponyville cause she didn’t do well in the rodeo contests. She was so ashamed after promising so many ponies she would donate the money too, she couldn’t face them.” His hoof pawed the air, “That’s what Ah call a coward, too scared to face yur friends just because of a silly rodeo competition.”
Macintosh became silent, contemplating his thoughts at the bottom of the glass.
When he felt enough time passed, Matthew asked, “I’m guessing you promised to look after the farm and the family?”
“Eeyup. And Ah’ve kept mah promise.”
“I see.”
The two sat in silent. The red pony found it interesting how such an annoying and stubborn stallion usually got his way when it came to answers. Heck, over a conversation between Applejack and Twilight, this pony seemed to just burst through their uncomfortable feeling with the mad frenzy of a drunken bull.
Mac thought about it for a second and the answer was just that simple. The false alicorn didn’t hid much. He never hid his feelings or pretends to be something he’s not. He would behave when the times called for it, but other than that he was as knuckleheaded as he appeared. He had no limits to what he wouldn’t do and never aspired to be anything more than himself. Maybe that’s why Twilight’s mother issues were opened and solved. She bottled everything up until it exploded and caused a problem.
The opposite was Matthew, he was the explosion that was the problem and sometimes was the solution to the walls blocking his or Twilight’s path.
“What do ya think?”
The strange pony sighed, “I don’t know, I’m not a shrink. I mean Twilight’s making me go see a shrink today, but I don’t know. If I had to take a guest, I would say you are justified in your feelings but you should probably talk to Applejack about that.”
Mac snorted, “That’ll blow up pretty fast.”
“Bottling things up will blow up pretty fast,” the response was quick and concise, “Trust me. I killed an entire village for bringing back a friend of mine to life and using him as a means to kill me.”
The red pony raised an eyebrow, staring intently at the other pony. With a sigh, the gold pony continued, “A she-witch or kitsune seduced Derek when we were in the Isles of Japan. We just finished dealing with some big eel thing. It was Big! It could wrap around the entire continent of Asia.”
“And ya killed it.”
“Oh hell no,” the golden shook, “I was picked to be the distraction. I got to be in front of that thing’s mouth while thirty plus war machines and hybrids made the killing blow.” His gold coat shivered at the memory of those teeth larger than him, dripping with pure black liquid that shimmered in the moon’s poor light.
“Doesn’t sound fun.”
“Oh no it was! Having an overgrown tuna trying to eat you with teeth taller than you is a standard Saturday for the core,” the gold pony chuckled.
“Hmmmm,” the farmer thought to himself. “So you think it’s selfish of me to still feel these feelings?”
“Oh absolutely,” before Mac could snort in annoyance, the other stallion continued, “but you know that’s what love is. It’s a selfish thing. I mean damn, if I could just keep her safe and with me… I’d be happy.” The horse like snort emitted from the golden muzzle, “Sad thing is that would be the worst place for her. My side is so dangerous and so many people have died there.” He looked up into those green Apple family eyes, “But no matter the danger, that’s why I want someone next to me. Even though I know it’s bad, I just… I just need someone there. I didn’t choose to love.”
“That’s what love is, a selfish inclination,” the red pony muttered to himself.
“It sure is,” the other nodded, “Makes you wonder who needs a heart when a heart can be broken.”
“Ah guess that makes me feel a little better,” the larger stallion sighed. “M’ybe the important part is that we don’t act on those feelings. That our own feelings are our greatest enemy.”
The other stallion nodded, “I believe that.”
The two sat in the warm silence of the kitchen, the sun filtering through the windows with bright waves of light. After some contemplation, Matthew said, “You know, you could try something new?”
“What’d that be?”
“Go out, find a girl and have a good time,” the solution was simple.
A smile crested the red muzzle, “That may take a little bit.”
“Why?”
“Cause that pony is out of town right now,” his green eyes rolled, glad to be off the difficult subject the pair were on.
“And who is this special someone? Rainbow? Rarity?” his brown eyes twinkled with amused mischief.
“Nope.”
Matthew took a moment to think. Who was the pony that Big Mac would have seen the most? Then an odd idea struck him. “No… it couldn’t be…”
“Eeyup.”
“Fluttershy, really?”
The red head nodded, smirking at the surprised expression on Matthew’s face. “Ah honestly didn’t think much about her before. But there was this one time…”
It was the end of Cider Season, Big Macintosh was enjoying the mug of heavy cider. A pale yellow Pegasus approached him. She wore a very unusual smile with a red blush across her muzzle. She smiled at the stallion, her voice was as pure as a bell, “I’ve noticed you around here. I find you very attractive.”
The red stallion took a swig of the cider, confused as to what Fluttershy was going at. She scratched her foreleg absentmindedly, “Would you..? Um…”
The stallion took another swig of cider, the yellow Pegasus hiding behind her mane, “I find you very attractive. Would you…? Um.” The mare looked up with her bright blue eyes, staring straight into those green Apple family eyes, “Would you go to bed with me?”
PFFFF!
The stallion turned, spitting out the cider in his mouth in utter shock at the sudden turn for the extremely shy pony.
Applejack and Rainbow Dash watched the scene unfold between Macintosh and Fluttershy. Rainbow turned to her friend, “You sure you gave her from the 5%?”
The orange pony checked the barrel she served from, “Nope, it was from the 50% cider.”
“That explains everything.”
Matthew sat in stun silence, his mouth hanging open. When he got his wits, he responded with, “So Fluttershy’s a bit of a freak. Who’d have thought?”
“Eeyup.”
The pony downed the apple juice before him, making his way outside and towards his appointment with the shrink. “Well, go ask her out and do something new. If not, I’ll make you.”
“Ya can’t do that.”
The other stallion looked back, wearing a smug smile that clearly said ‘Who’s gonna stop me?’
With a huff, the red pony relented, “All right. If it’ll git you off my back.”
With a nod, Matthew left with a very satisfied smile.
0 0 0
The room was small with an overstuffed armchair and flat couch surrounded by warm tan painted walls. On the far end next to the open window was a rich mahogany desk and shelf filled with thick volumes.
The gold stallion with the spiked red and black mane was currently sitting on the smooth leather coach. Across from him was a mare with a soft brown coat and sleek black mane pulled into a tight bun. Her icy blue eyes were studying him with a level of scholarly understanding and compassion.
He didn’t like it. Not one bit.
“Mr. O’Conner,” Sure Note said, her voice was truly neutral. There was no aggression or passivism, just neutral comfort to the patient before her. “You can lie down if you like. That coach is quite comfortable.”
“I’ll sit.”
The blue mare held an understanding smile, “If you’re comfortable. Now Princess Twilight arranged for you to meet me under the terms, and I’m quoting her on this, ‘He’s a crazed sociopathic a-hole that acts like a villain and still retains a few noble sentiments. I know it sounds crazy but that is why he’s your problem.’”
The stallion nodded, “That turned out a lot nicer than I would have believed.”
“Tell me, what do you see in Princess Twilight?”
“What kind of question is that?”
“That kind that’s not meant to hurt or anger you in anyway,” the doctor responded with no hesitant.
“Oh Jesus Christ,” he rubbed his brow.
“How about a different thought experiment?” the mare seemed unfazed, “Why do you think Princess Twilight want you to go through therapy?”
“Because I’m out of my f**king mind,” the gold pony said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.
“And why do you believe you are ‘out of your mind’?” she asked, holding her hooves together in a very collective composure.
“I kinda lost it during the war. Nothing has ever been the same after that.”
“What war? And what details forced you to believe this idea that you aren’t the same as everypony else?”
His dark eyes stared at her, “The war for my world.” He didn’t say anything beyond that point.
Doctor Sure Note was not offended by the silence. Instead she continued probing the pony before her, “Did something happen in that war?”
“Yeah, a lot of people died.”
“And how did that make you feel, Matthew? Did you lose people close to you?”
“Yeah and it sucked.”
“Do you wake up in the night, remembering their faces and their voices?”
Closing his eyes for a second, he responded, “I’m guessing Twilight already told you about that.”
“Yes. She’s very protective of you,” Note nodded. “The Princess was very detailed in your description.”
“Then why ask?”
“I wanted to hear it from you. You had the dreams and ponies’ important to you were lost. I don’t know your experience. The only way for me to learn is if we communicate,” the psychiatrist showed no outward emotion except a deep calm and collectiveness.
“What if I don’t want to talk about it?”
“We can talk about something else.”
“What if I don’t want to talk about anything?”
“Then we sit here and wait for your session to end,” the doctor’s composure never lessened. She was the absolute master of her domain and herself.
“I guess 200 bucks an hour lets you do whatever you want, does it?”
“No, it’s whatever my patient wants to do,” the mare nodded, “If I may, I would like to share an observation from watching you and Princess Twilight.”
“Alright.”
“I think you lived in a very specific dynamic. I don’t think it’s one that rewards emotion or vulnerability, instead it punishes them. I think that fact bleed into your life, corroding things like personality, the idea of safety and trust. Ergo causing you to misdirect you feelings and taking out your frustration to 'fit in' on yourself,” Doctor Sure Note finished with some definitive note.
Matthew just stared at the psychiatrist, “F**k you.”
The trained doctor didn’t even respond at the sudden outburst, “Tell me Matthew, what do you see yourself as? A monster? Or a pony?”
He didn’t answer, just crossing his forelegs across his barrel in a childish act of defiance.
“What do you see you strength as? Your ability to throw magic around and cause destruction or you ability to save ponies?”
“Hmmmm,” he thought deeply, “I would have to say my Power.”
“And why is that?”
“Because people live if I fight.”
“Is that all you care about? Being able to save them?” the doctor asked.
“Maybe.”
“Could it also be that you want to live? And going by your answer, do you want prevent the people you save from suffering?” Note continued.
“Maybe.”
“Are you uncomfortable talking here? This is a safe place and no one will know what goes on in this office,” the psychiatrist assured her patient, “Not even the Princesses will hear about our conversation. You can talk to me about anything.”
He rubbed the back of his head with a grown, “I don’t know. I just don’t trust therapy. I’m a fighter. I fight and destroy for a living. When there’s something that I don’t like in the world, I remove it. And I don’t need an agent of average-ness to explain to me what words and feelings mean. Talking never helped anyone I knew. Talking about things never got the mission done and it certainly didn’t save any of the lives I saved with my own hands. It’s helped a lot of people get comfortable and stops them from panicking, which is the state of mind we value in the animals we eat. That’s not something I want for myself. I’m not a cow. I’m me and I want to do what I want to do.”
“Matthew,” the good doctor said in her unnaturally calm voice, “The only connection you have with your world is that both use a perception of the world as justification to destroy and kill. You were a child soldier raised in a culture that had to forfeit its morals and values to fight an uncompromising darkness. You switch from viewing your strength as an unstoppable force and an increasing burden. That comes from the society you grew up in looking down on you and seeing you as the abomination.
But we have to acknowledge the fact that unlike your previous service, you chose to listen to Princess Twilight. You chose to come here and you also choice to insult my practice. That is an act of personal chose. It’s you mind controlling your power and yet sometimes I feel that that power controls you. You say; ‘you want to do what you want to do’ and now that there’s no war to fight you can’t help but feel that strength of yours driving you to the next task or the next confrontation. Perhaps it’s that Equestria is just too peaceful to you. You don’t know how to act in a society that has found peace because you haven’t found peace in yourself.
I feel as if you hold yourself to the such a low level of self esteem that you will do the bidding of others because you want to be loved. You want to be accepted on a deeper level, but you can’t overcome your self-image and emotional stagnation. You are the bored because everyday life is not an adventure or a fight. It’s the same as me brushing my teeth or hair. It’s just work. And some ponies have difficulty with work because it’s just something we do. Just like relationships, it’s not about the fiery pits of passion, but the continuous job of maintaining and committing to that relationship. I think you’re afraid of losing somepony because you're not use to the day-to-day grind of maintaining a relationship.
There’s nothing wrong with that. Each pony has to deal with the fear of losing somepony because our lives get in the way. The only way we keep the ponies we care about is by working at grind and not giving up on them.”
The two ponies sat in silence. The air was full of awkward tension between the certified doctor and the suddenly uncomfortable stallion.
0 0 0
Twilight smiled finding Matthew waiting in her library. He smiled up at her and Spike. The little dragon was waving his newest comic book before scampering upstairs too add to his collection.
The purple alicorn sat next to the stallion. In front of him were several sandwiches he ordered from her favorite café. The daisy sandwiches were her favorite. “So how was the doctor?” she asked, her heart fluttering with uneasy hope.
“Eh,” he shrugged. “She’s kinda a talker.”
“That happens, but on the plus side. I have your next 20 appointments scheduled in advance,” she clapped her purple hooves happily, pulling out a marked calendar.
Matthew hissed at the sight of her over eager organization of his life.
“Also you’re never going to believe what I say today?”
“What?”
The look on the purple alicorn’s face was the most adorable thing he could imagine, “Big Mac was waiting outside the train station with a flower for Fluttershy!”
“No way,” the stallion faked shock to play with Twilight’s perception of him.
“I know. Then he asked her out for diner!” She continued, “She was so surprised she couldn’t even talk.”
“That’s not that much different from regular Fluttershy.”
“Shut it. And she said yes!”
“Really?”
“She was shaking so much, but she nodded. They were the cutest couple I’ve ever seen,” Twilight nearly squeed in her girl excitement.
“I thought we were the cutest.”
“No, we were voted most likely to kill each other and no one finding the bodies.”
“That sounds about right.”
“Anyway, you should have seen Applejack’s face. She was so shocked she just stood there,” She finished.
“I’m not surprised,” he shrugged.
“Actually,” Twilight looked out her window. Her horn glowed as she used a vision magnifier spell. “She’s still there, just standing there. Should we be worried?”
“Nah, she’ll be fine,” he shrugged indifferently.
“This is revenge for her painting your hooves pink, isn’t it?”
“Oh you can read me like a book.”
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The sky over Sweet Apple Acres was clear in the evening light. A few clouds gently floated across the wide expanse of blue. It was at this time the red stallion of her eye would move across the field, making his long journey back to the farmhouse.
Now however, the silent rugged stallion had another destination. Either he would make his way towards the small cottage outside or the yellow Pegasus would visit him. They would talk and smile. Or they would stand in utter silence, working on their chores or a helpless animal that needed a little extra care.
No one would believe that the large red pony could be so gentle. That his oversized hooves could be so gentle compared to their physical prowess. But that’s why ponies were so fond of Big Mac. He was the gentle giant who only required only a few words.
His green eyes would always look so soft when he looked at the yellow mare. She was so tiny and meek one would be afraid he might hurt her just by his physical presence. That wasn’t so.
The smile on her face was the sweetest thing imaginable. She would look at him like the flower would to the bright sun, full of warmth that could be felt deep inside their cores.
The pair of cyan eyes felt a burning sensation. She had spent all that time, flying over his farm, trying to get his attention and she lost to Fluttershy. He was the ideal stallion and pinnacle of physical prowess.
How come he wouldn’t notice her?
How could such a pick of the opposite sex not look towards the mare who has pushed towards the top physical condition?
Was there something wrong with him?
Was there something wrong with her?
Scootaloo looked up to her, but not many stallions looked at her the same way Big Mac looked to Fluttershy. Those deep green orbs filled with her image burned with a bright intensity.
With a snort, the blue mare turned and burst towards the center of town. A trail of multi-colored light split darkening sky, plowing through any clouds in her way. Taking a right turn, Rainbow Dash found herself over the Golden Oaks Library.
Voices could be heard inside the main reading area. Silently, she lowered herself to the glass window. Sitting inside the tree library was Matthew and Twilight on the coach looking at the single armchair containing a very serious pony.
Matthew’s psychiatrist said, “Yes. I find it necessary to see how you two interact since I’ve heard so much. Now please try the exercise like we discussed.”
Both Twilight and Matthew sighed before reaching out towards the center table. The purple alicorn lifted up a puppet on her hoof that held a close likeness to her. A small gold alicorn was held in the stallion’s hoof.
The purple mare started the conversation, “I just don’t see why you don’t want to visit Crystal Empire. I’m going to help set up the Equestrian Games. It’ll be fun.”
“But you’re brother’s there and I’m getting annoyed by his constant death threats,” her coltfriend said in an unnatural high pitched voice.
“Why are you using that voice?” she asked.
“I thought that’s how you’re supposed to use a voice when play dolls,” the stallion responded with real confusion.
“You’re not suppose to use a funny voice. You’re suppose to talk-talk.”
“Then why are we using them at all?”
“It’s suppose to help you say things that you would not normally say,” Sure Note made a few notes on her paper.
“Why can’t we just talk normally?” the stallion said, moving the figure and using the higher pitched voice.
“You’re using the voice again,” Twilight pointed out, moving the mouth of her puppet in sync with her words.
“How is this going to help?” the gold pony looked back at his doctor.
“Just try to act naturally with your prop. It’s supposed to help you express yourself easier,” Dr. Note was still the same calm individual as always.
“Oh you mean like,” Matthew began before using his figure with the same playing voice, “Her brother’s a douche that keeps on sending me letters about how he’ll save Twilight from my evil penis or something like that. I didn’t pay attention to most of them.”
“I don’t like playing dolls with you,” his marefriend said. With that statement, her puppet reached over, grabbed Mini-Matthew and spat him across the room with exaggerated sound effects.
“My Mini-Matthew, you destroyed my Mini-Matthew!” the original pony snapped, “I’ll kill you! Die!” With both of his hooves, he wrapped them around the neck of Twilight’s puppet and began to squeeze.
The mare using the puppet wasn’t hurt, but she did provide the sound effects of her chocking Mini-Twilight, “Ahhhh. Ahh. A. Agh…”
The stallion removed both forelegs from the puppet’s neck, “Oh my god I killed her.”
“You killed her,” Twilight snapped with a roll of her eyes.
“I killed puppet you.”
“You killed puppet me!”
Looking around the stallion said, “Uh… do we bury her in a shoebox or how does this work?”
“She wanted to be cremated!”
The gold pony looked at the purple one with a confused expression before managing to say, “Puppet you is very specific.”
“Well Puppet-Twilight planned for everything except you killing her ass!”
“Alright let me get the fireplace ready,” The stallion began.
Then Rainbow Dash saw something, something impossible. Twilight’s stoic expression began to break into a grin and her giggles began to break from her control. Matthew’s smile and laughing was close behind her.
The rainbow Pegasus had to turn away from the unusual couple as the golden muzzle nuzzled the side of Twilight’s neck, getting a very silly laugh from his mare.
Even Twilight Sparkle… Twilight the Mega-Egghead had sex before the Number One Flier in Equestria.
How could a stallion find Twilight sexy before her?
Dark thoughts swirled in the lone Pegasus’s mind as she flew to her house made of clouds. The tall arching roof and tall pillars of fluffy material cast a deep shadow over the lone pony. She felt such a weight on her mind.
Why didn’t ponies like her that much?
The red crush she had for the lone farmer didn’t look to her with those bright eyes. Even the stallions of Ponyville didn’t look at her like that. She wasn’t like Applejack and was married to her job of running the business Sweet Apple Acres. Rarity had been on more social dates than Rainbow Dash.
The stylist had been in contact with more stallion than her and she found many companions on her long business trips. Her little black book was detailed and each of those stallions had been there for Rarity. In the physical act, they found just a small second of love and the pair would leave shortly after with good tidings.
The white mare always held hope that she would find the right stallion in the end, but she knew that even the small sparks of passion were just the speed bumps on the path towards her true love.
The Pegasus shook her rainbow mane, trying to process how Pinkie Pie was able to make her long distance relationship work. The strange stallion who planned her birthday and anniversary to moving to Ponyville wrote the pink pony every day. Her teeth ground against hard at the painstakingly long task of listening to Pinkie Pie pull out and read each letter she received.
Some of his letters included a picture or two. Rainbow still couldn’t understand how Pinkie was in some of the photos with Cheese Sandwich or why Cheese was mailing a picture of them to Pinkie as a far off correspondence.
It made no sense and the worn out mare left it to that. Pinkie Pie was her own pony and no amount of logic or science could explain her.
But how could she, Rainbow ‘Awesome’ Dash, not have a special somepony?
Was it that everypony else was so intimidated by her awesomeness they didn’t try to ask her out?
Was her brave behavior scaring the stallions away?
Or was it something deeper?
All Rainbow could do was drag herself to her bed, ignoring the height of the sun and lie on her Wonderbolt’s comforter. A cold, reptilian head nudged her cheek. With an absentminded hoof, she patted the tortoise’s head.
Turning a cyan eye towards her pet, the aged pet offered her a worn smile. He could see the conflict behind her eyes and her stance. “Hey Tank.”
Tank took a position next to Rainbow Dash, her warm side against his shell. He rested his chin on her foreleg, looking up into her face.
“Tank, can I ask you a question?”
Tank nodded. His eyes brightened at her waiting for her next words.
“Do you think stallions like me?”
Tank nodded his consent. Many ponies looked up to his master and would smile as she flew through town or performing her tricks.
“I mean as a mare?”
The green head tilted slightly, trying to decipher her words.
“I mean, do you think there’s a pony out there that will… love me?”
Tank rubbed his head against her blue fur. He loved her. Maybe not the way she wanted, but love was love. Her friends loved her and so did he.
“Do you think I can do a relationship? Maybe being a mom?”
Her cyan eyes roamed over her room. Every surface was covered in Wonderbolts memorabilia. But there was no picture of her parents. Not one in the large house made of clouds did she ever hang a photograph of her parents.
Picking herself up, Rainbow moved towards the lone dresser in the room. Inside the bottom drawer, there was a jumbled mess of letters and torn paper. Her father’s hoof writing was blocky, but the words could be made out. The letter about his promotion at the weather factory or about the little fillies and colts at the flying academy he volunteered every weekend for.
But there were no pictures of the stallion.
There were only the words he wrote.
Rainbow racked her brain on the last time she visited his house. Her brow furrowed in concentration trying to remember the date. It had to be before the last Summer Sun Celebration when Nightmare Moon returned and Princess Luna was saved from the darkness.
In all that time, she never really thought about her dad except when she received a letter from him.
How many had she responded too?
Barely half of them and that was being generous to Rainbow Dash’s own assumptions.
A strange thought pushed like a needle through the grey matter of her mind: maybe she was just too fast for it. She blitz through life like a speeding bull and never really stopped to think about it. Maybe she never noticed the ponies outside her friends.
“Maybe that’s the problem…”
The future Wonderbolt felt like she was missing it. In her mad dash to achieve the fastest speeds a pony could go, she missed out on so many things. Her father was one of them. A stallion that had raised her, supported her and always wrote to her. In return, she didn’t think about him much and made little effort to return the long distance affection as her eyes were stuck on the finish line.
“Tank?”
The green tortoise nodded, keeping his eyes on the mare.
“I’m gonna go visit somepony, wanna come?”
The tortoise smiled at the thought. He nodded and the pair left the floating cloud house towards Cloudsdale. They held a smile on their lips. The future would be brighter if she was willing to stop and find it.
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The spires of white fluffy clouds glistened as the last rays of sunlight stretched across from the horizon. Its ephemeral beauty wrought wild red, oranges, blues and purples across the city in the sky.
Standing before the dark red door of her father, Rainbow Dash stood silently. The tortoise on her back turned from her then to the door and back again. Slowly, she lifted her hoof and nodded solidly on the wooden surface.
“Coming… Coming…” a raspy voice called from inside the home.
Her muscles tensed. It had been years since she last visited and now arriving with no pretences was probably the least thought out idea she had.Probably.
The door creaked open, revealing the stallion within. Rainbow Dash was almost the spitting image of Rainbow Blitz. His mane had faded slightly, his coat was a darker shade of blue and the fur around his mouth was turning white in his aging years. But his eyes were a surprisingly green, for Rainbow Dash had her mother’s eyes.
Blitz stood there, silent and shocked at the sight of his daughter standing before him with a tortoise on her back no less. It was unusual for her to visit, especially with a tortoise.I think I’m spending far too much attention on the tortoise.“Hi Dashie,” he finally managed to say, the words escaping his lips carrying the tune of confusion.
“Hey Dad,” Rainbow said, scratching the back of her neck as he cheeks began to heat.
“You’re here… and you brought a tortoise with you,” he stated, trying to figure out whether he should be happy, confused or both.Probably both.
“Y-yeah… I wanted to fly by, say hi and maybe talk for a bit,” the mare continued to feel the blood rushing into her face.
“Alright, come on in squirt,” Blitz said, opening the door for his daughter.
She quickly entered, making her way into the kitchen, placing Tank on the counter before taking a seat.
“So squirt, are you hungry? I’ve got a few things in the fridge.”
The older stallion entered the kitchen, standing on the opposite side of the kitchen counter, leaning on the cloudy surface. He smiled awkwardly at his daughter.
“Naw, I’m good.”
The two sat in silence. Their eyes shifted from surface to surface, fidgeting while their minds raced to think of further conversation.
“So, what brings ya to my door squirt? Not that I don’t want you to think I don’t want you here. I’m just curious. It has been four years since you visited… wrote a letter… or anything,” Blitz finally asked, not being able to take the silence any more.
“Well… Ummmmmmmm…”
Tank’s head nudged her, offering her a reassuring nod.
“Look Dad, I’m sorry I haven’t visited,” Rainbow Dash sighed, “I’ve been busy.”
“With the Wonderbolts?”
“Yeah.”
“I figured,” he sighed in exasperation.
“Hey, I finally made it into the Wonderbolts Reserve,” she tried to push some iota of pride in her voice. But the look in his eye wasn’t truly pride, just a far off expression that said he truly wasn’t engaged or happy.
“Good for you Rainbow.”
Her teeth ground against each other, jaw clenching as the sparks of anger rose in her. “You could at least be proud of that.”
“Rainbow I’ve always been proud of you,” her father took a deep breath, “I always say I am. Do you believe me?”
“Well… yeah.”
“Than what more do you want?” he asked.
“I don’t know,” her shoulder sagged.
Blitz watched his daughter, trying to figure out the sudden change of heart. “You wanted something. What is it?”
“I… I wanted to ask how you met Mom?” she finally managed to mumble.
That was not what he would have expected. He assumed it was the new about getting into the Wonderbolts. Her answer was strange and he wasn’t sure how to approach the subject. Deep down, he knew it was more than just that story.
“Oh you know how that story goes,” the stallion moved to his fridge, reaching in a pulling out a bottle of brown liquid. Popping the cap off with the flick of a wing and sending the cap flying directly into the trash can. His eyes became distant, a soft smile spreading across his muzzle.
“It was college and I was hanging out with the guys. Back then, I might have been a jerk. You know picking on ponies, starting fights and hitting on anything with a pulse.” He released an annoyed snort, “Flutter Breeze was in the dancing program. She was so beautiful. The way she would move through the air. She was so graceful. I don’t know how she did it. I just couldn’t take my eyes off of her.” Taking a swig, he continued, “Me, being the knucklehead that I was, kept trying to go out with her. Every day, I would stop by the dance study at exactly 4:15 PM. I’d say something stupid, she’d roll her eyes and then fly away.”
Rainbow Dash leaned forward, she always loved this part of the story. “Finally Flutters gave in and decided to finally do something about my dumb flank. She said that if I could beat her in a race, she’d go out with me,” he chuckled at the memory, “Flutters decided to use to shorter course, I can’t remember the name. It had sharp turns and I thought I would win. Flutters was a great flyer. While I had better speed, she could move so smoothly through the air. I would have to decelerate too much to make such a sharp turn. She won far and square.”
“What did you have to do next?” Rainbow asked a sly smile on her lips.
“I had to be her dance partner for four weeks. I had to wear the tights and everything,” he shrugged, ignoring the snicker from his daughter. “Why did you want to hear that story again?”
“I love that story,” she shrugged.
“Yes, but flying all the way from Ponyville to hear it is a little excessive,” his green eyes were studying her. Then it hit him, why else would Rainbow Dash visit and ask for such an unusual request. “Are you having relationship issues?”
“What!? No! Why would you say that?”
“It makes sense,” the older stallion rubbed his chin, deep in thought. “Why else would you visit? And more importantly why would you ask me how I met your mother? It makes sense if I really thing about it.”
“What if I just wanted to see you?”
“You didn’t.”
“Ow… Harsh much,” his daughter grumbled, turning her eyes away from him not in disgust but in shame.
“What happened?”
“Well,” taking a deep breath, she began again, “a few of my friends were getting into some serious relationships and… well… I don’t. I’ve talked to a few stallions, and went out but nothing happened. I just couldn’t… connect. I would just talk and that was it. I don’t know what’s wrong. I just couldn’t… and I thought something was wrong with me.”
Silence ruled the air inside her father’s house. It was a surreal experience. To be so unconnected to something, that Rainbow had to turn to the closest stallion to her. He stood in the center of such difficult thoughts, until he finally spoke, “Dash…”
She looked up, meeting those familiar eyes.
“I can say all the good qualities of you all day. I am so proud of you,” he shook his head, trying to find some way to say the right words. “The hard part is trying to talk about your faults. I don’t wanna talk about you like that, but I have you.” His brow furrowed, “You are so driven, Dashie. You pick out your goals and you push for them with everything you have. S-somewhere along it became a weakness.”
“How does that make sense?”
“Dashie, you are never still. You can’t be content with the same thing. You’re always moving and you can’t stay still. You never connected to other ponies very well…”
“Hey! I have friends!” The look Blitz shot her quieted the fire in her eyes.
“Yes you do, but you don’t connect too many on an emotional level. You go into a relation at mach speed. There’s no slow with you. Just an intense drive for the next thing,” he continued to speak in a slow and deliberate tone. “That drive is great in a racer. I know. I had the same drive. You’re mother showed me that I was wrong. Now, you have to learn that same lesson.”
“Well, how do I do that?”
Blitz shrugged, “Why not go with on a date with one of your friends? Make it a girl’s night?”
“Girl’s night?” Rainbow asked incredulously.
“That’s all I can think of,” her father smiled. “Having a friend as a wingpony is the best thing I did while I was dating.”
She thought about it. Some of her friends were single. It shouldn’t be too hard to get the girls to join her.
“Another thing,” Blitz suddenly thought of something new, “Try to ask him a few things about himself.”
“Why’s that?”
“Dashie, you could talk about yourself for hours. If there’s so much of ‘you’ in a relationship, there won’t be any room for anypony else,” he said simply.
“What does that mean?”
“You’re ego is so great that it can warp the fabric of light with its gravity.”
“That’s not funny,” she muttered, crossing her forelegs in frustration.
“It’s true,” her dad chuckled at the glare she shot him. “Also, don’t be afraid to be hurt. Relationships fail and that’s just the simple truth.”
“What makes you think I can be hurt?” her pouting was increasing drastically to adorable levels.
“I know you can. Remember the time you wanted to be a sky dancer like your mother?” Rainbow Dash didn’t look at him, “You were really good. Then those colts made fun of you for wearing tights.”
“I don’t wanna talk about it.”
“You don’t have to Dashie. I know you better than you think and I know when you’re hurting,” he put as much conviction and empathy in his words. “Trust me. Go out on a limb and do something new. It’s okay to be hurt. That’s how we grow and learn.”
She sat there, watching Tank’s black eyes turning from her to Blitz and back again. “I’ll give it a shot.”
Her father offered her a small smile, “That’s all we can do.”
“I’m gonna go… Thanks Dad,” she gave him a quick hug before taking her tortoise and flying out of the front door, the wind screaming past her ears.
“Don’t forget to visit! I wanna see you more! It’s lonely all by myself!”
0 0 0
Applejack rolled her neck, watching her older brother and the help (affectionately known as Matthew) carrying the day’s load of buckets for apple bucking. The two shifting towers of wooden buckets were comically high. The short version of this story was that Matthew was bored and wanted to see how better he was than Big Mac.
The red pony was happy to oblige originally, but didn’t expect to carry twenty of buckets on his back. The tilting shifting towers slowly moved into the early dawn, the two stallions taking careful steps to ensure those barrels did not meet an unfortunate end.
A loud swoosh caught Applejack’s attention, quickly followed by the buffeting of air slamming into her barrel. Rainbow Dash looked at the orange mare, “Hey Applejack.”
“Hi Dash,” the southern pony nodded. The odd part of this meeting was the time. It was the crack of dawn and no one would believe the spectral speedster would be awake at this hour. “So, whacha here for? It’s kinda early,” the apple farmer pushed for an answer.
“Well… I was wondering… if you wanted to… go out and… find a few guys?”
The orange pony’s jaw dropped,Ah didn’t expect that.“Wait, what?”
“I was wondering if you wanted to have a Girl’s Night. You know… find a few guys? That sort of thing,” the cyan Pegasus rubbed her forelegs together in embarrassment.
“Well… Tell ya what,” the gears in the farmer’s head began to turn, “Ah would love to go out with ya fur a night on the town. Ah was already gonna go to Vinyl Scratch’s club with a good friend. How about ya meet me there at 9? I’ve got dinner reservations before then.”
“Dinner reservations?” a cyan eyebrow rose. “With who?”
“My date, duh.”
Rainbow Dash could only look at the orange pony in surprise, “How in the nine levels of Tartarus did you manage to find a stallion? You’re always working.”
“I do have a life outside of work ya know,” the annoyed orange mare snapped, “And while Ah do work most of my time, a few hours a week Ah go out with mah date. Hell, normally we spend time here on the farm.”
The cyan Pegasus’s head came surprisingly close to Applejack, “How’d you do it? Is it kissing? Or small talk? Details mare! I need details!”
Applejack sat on her haunches with ahumph. “What’s this all about Dash?”
“I’ve been having some… guy trouble,” she said, trying to keep the embarrassment from turning her cheeks red.
“That’s all right. We all have those problems,” the other mare nodded sagely, “Ah’ve had a few bad dates. But let me ask you something, how is yur kissing?”
The Pegasus blanched dramatically at the question, her entire face turning beat red. “T-there’s nothing wrong with my kissing.”
“Ya sure about that. Ah have the feeling ya might be bad at it,” the orange mare pushed the thought, trying to figure out why Rainbow of all ponies were having these issues.
“I’m fine thank you very much!”
“Why don’t you put yur bits where your mouth is?”
Rainbow’s magenta eyes nearly bulged out of her skull, “What does that mean?”
“Ah’m trying to figure out what’s wrong with ya and Ah need a demonstrations. So, you and me right now. Show me what ya got,” the farmer eyed the Pegasus wearily, watching her every move. “Unless yur chicken.”
“Oh yeah… well!” the cyan Pegasus decided to prove her bravery. Her pride demanded it. With a blur of speed, her cyan muzzle brushed Applejack’s orange cheek.
“What was that?”
“A kiss,” Rainbow turned away from her friend.
“That’s the kiss fur a grandma,” the orange mare snorted. A silly idea wormed its way into her head and she really wanted to play with the spectrum Pegasus. With a strong foreleg, the farmer wrapped her friend in a happy embrace, “This is how ya kiss a fellur.”
Rainbow Dash turned and what she found was quiet different than what she expected.
Two muzzles met, lips pressed against each other.  The Pegasus felt her eyes would explode from her skull, looking at the calm earth pony. For the first time, she felt such passion from her orange friend. She couldn’t actually tell Applejack was putting on a show. But the expression of Rainbow’s face would make this entire venture worth it.
“Hello, hot character trait,” the surprise and sultry voice of Matthew broke the single moment.
The two mares broke the connection between their lips. Both were bright head, turning towards the slack jawed Macintosh and the unusually excited Matthew.
“Before you ask, No. We are not getting together. Ah was showing Rainbow here how to kiss. That is all,” the orange mare said, her voice full of iron and her eyes burning with fire.
Silence floated on the air like a swiftly shifting leaf of grass flittering through the air. Unfortunately, the false alicorn could not hold his tongue, “I could use a second demonstration.”
0 0 0
Twilight rubbed her head, trying to figure out why Applejack had called a meeting today and why Matthew had come home yesterday saying ‘Twilight, I love you and think you’re great… but I some of the sexiest sh** and I require the basement for a little while. Bye!’
“So,” the orange mare sighed, “Ah called ya’ll here today to talk about a few things.”
Rarity nodded, daintily sipping on her fruity tea. Fluttershy nibbled on a few pieces of bread while Pinkie was staring at Applejack with an unusual amount of concentration. Her bright blue eyes were creeping the farmer out. Rainbow was silent for some reason. Then there was the empty seat on her left.
“Well, Ah thought it was time fur all ya’ll to meet my colt friend.” A long silence and multiple raised eyebrows met this declaration, forcing the apple farmer to continue, “Let’s just git this over with.” She whistled loudly, and a single pony moved around the corner on queue.
“I don’t believe it,” Rarity was the first to say, her cheeks rising with heat.
He was lanky, with warm brown coat, bright well kempt blond mane with wide rimmed glasses set on his narrow muzzle. The unusual aspect was he was wearing a sweater. His blue eyes were as bright as his smile. “Hey everypony,” he called, taking the seat next to the orange mare. He gave her a quick peck on the cheek.
The sign of affection caused Applejack’s cheeks to brighten, “Ah quite that yur embarrassing meh, Trenderhoof.”
From a secluded bush, a pair of dark brown eyes watched the events with great interest. The best part of this was Rarity’s reaction. Her jaw was clenched and a vein threatened to burst in her head.Oh this is gonna be good.
“And when did all of… this start?” the white unicorn asked, the grinding of her molars loud in the calm day.
“It started when Ah got a letter from Trender,” the orange pony began, smiling at the thought. She didn’t catch the fork in Rarity’s magic being compressed in on itself until it was a metal ball. “He sent a picture of when he was visiting Manehatten after bumping into mah cousins the Oranges. Ah responded with a recommendation of trying their orange upside down cake.”
The stallion took over the story, “I had the sudden idea of doing a magazine special on all the best recipes for each of the major fruit. It would be a way to introduce ponies all across Equestria to new ideas. I was writing AJ here for a few good apple recipes. Since I couldn’t taste them, AJ asked me down to the farm and we kept in touch.”
The stallion rubbed the back of his ear in embarrassment. Rarity face was trying to smile while at the same time, implode on itself, “How did you two suddenly decide that you were a thing?”
“Oh my god this is amazing!” a dark chuckling emitted from close by. Twilight turned to the hidden figure, glaring at him.
“Oh that’s easy,” the orange mare said, “He was such a gentlecolt. Remember when ya decided to dance with Granny at the festival. In all honesty, Ah wasn’t even thinking about a relationship. Then we went on that picnic ya made. Ya took me to the theatre. Ah never saw the Pony of the Opera, but it was so good.” She gave her stallion a playful nuzzle, making the brown unicorn turn a brighter shade of red.
“Yeah, we had a magical night.”
“Bbbutttttt,” Rarity stressed, her eyes trying to evacuate from her collapsing face, “I thought you didn’t want to move to Ponyville. Remember… you wanted to be yourself and continue to do what you do.”
“Oh my god her face! What’s going on with her face?”
“I can still do that,” Trenderhoof replied happily, “I can also try a relationship. I don’t have to be something I’m not just to date AJ. I also don’t have to force her to be something she’s not.” He looked into her bright green eyes, “I’m just happy spending time with her.”
Twilight was trying to decide if Rarity needed some help, or was on the verge of a full mental breakdown.
“What about Rarity?” Pinkie Pie asked, “She had like the biggest crush on you. I even saw her worship cave. It was kinda disturbing.”
“Well…” Trenderhoof turned to Rarity, “Miss Rarity, you are a great mare. I just like somepony else. No hard feelings… right?”
“Oh! Bitch got dumped! You go you stick figure pony! Burn that heart and smash it! Her pain nourishes me! Give me more!”
Twilight sent a blast of magic at the inconspicuous bush. “Hey!” shouted the stallion hiding behind the leaves.
Rarity’s face seamed to freeze, held in the expression that would haunt the nightmares of little children from this day forward. “No… No hard feelings.” Then, in a series of jerking motions the white unicorn quickly left the café and back to her boutique.
“I’ve very happy for you two,” Fluttershy added, her eyes on Rarity’s swiftly retreating figure. “I hope Rarity’s alright.”
“I’m sure she will be,” Twilight added, shooting Matthew an angry look.
“Oh please, she’s gonna bury herself in a tub of ice cream tonight!”ZAP!“Stop that Twilight! I’m having fun!”
“Fun at Rarity’s expense!”
“I didn’t do it, so I’m allowed to enjoy the fireworks!”ZAP! “Owe!”
The purple alicorn turned back to Applejack and Trenderhoof, offering her joy and ensuring Rarity would be alright… eventually.
The cyan Pegasus watched the proceedings when she was struck with a sudden realization. She had to go into a relationship, knowing that she could be hurt. In the end, she had to be open to the relationship just like Applejack, Fluttershy and even (no matter how many times she grumbled about it) Twilight. The simplicity of it was what she missed last night. A series of ponies buying her drinks, yet no amount of conversation could connect. She as a mare had to be open with another pony and herself. It would take time, but she was Rainbow ‘Danger’ Dash and she would be better. She would be happy.
Her magenta eyes caught sight of Twilight’s lunch. This particular plate stood out from the rest of their friends’ simply by the fact two sandwiches and a bowl of salad were offered to the alicorn princess.
“A little hungry Twilight?”
“Nothing much,” Twilight shrugged.
Off in the distance, a ray of bright blue magic shone through the air as Rarity released her frustrations into the air. Her screams of utter rage nourished Matthew’s sadistic nature for several days, much to Twilight’s annoyance.
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Stomach purging into the porcelain throne was not normal on Princess Twilight’s agenda, but the last few weeks would say otherwise. “Alright Matthew! I’ll go to the doctor!” she snapped before the stallion could say anything from her purple covers.
“Sounds like a plan. Want me to go with you?”
“No. I’ll be fine,” she responded with a sigh before standing on her hooves. “I’ve got a few items to go through for the Equestrian Games. Are you sure you don’t wanna go? I’ve got an extra seat with your name on it.”
“You’re horn’s glowing,” Matthew pointed out, eyeing the phallic glowing object. They continued to stare at each other before he reconsolidated. “I don’t have a choice do I?”
“No you do not.”
“Agh,” Matthew took a pillow, pressing the soft material against his muzzle.
“Great,” the purple alicorn cheered up instantly before merrily leaving the room to see what Spike made for breakfast.
The answer was blueberry pancakes. Matthew joined them shortly. The only female in the house noticed that Spike was engaging Matthew in casual conversation about comic books. She could only roll her eyes as the little dragon drew out the upcoming plot for the Power Ponies’ current crossover event called ‘Civil War.’
Why were the Power Ponies being broken in half? What were the politics behind the Hero Registration Act? Why were the Range Saddler and Masked Matter-horn being douches?
Twilight didn’t really care, but Spike did and a few bits put on top of his allowance would make him the happiest dragon in the world.
As for Matthew… he can buy whatever he wants to, she didn’t care what he did half the time.
After a stack of eight pancakes, the mare made her way across town with a little skip in her step. The ponies were happy and singing in this bustling morning to Matthew’s continuous threats to ‘shut up or face extinction.’
The hospital tried to be comforting, but the sterilized chill pulled any comfort from the air for the purple guest. She could only sit on the cold plastic seat waiting for the receptionist to call her name or for the ticking off the clock to drive her insane in the cold teal lounge.Which one would happen first?
“Princess Sparkle,” the unimpressed voice called into the waiting room.
With a bored sigh, Twilight quickly followed the nurse to the observation room. It bore a similar sterile colors and smell as the last room with a tall plastic mattress to sit on. The material was cold against her flank. Thankfully she didn’t have to wait long as Doctor Stable entered.
The unicorn was flipping through the papers in front of his eyes as he asked, “Princess Sparkle, how are you today?”
“Hanging in there.”
“Yes, it seems you’ve suffered from repeated stomach sickness for the past two weeks,” he turned his eyes toward the Princess of Friendship, “Could you elaborate further?”
“Yes,” she began, “It’s been happening every few mornings. I wake up and I’m suddenly hit with this nauseous feeling. I go to the bathroom and sometimes I vomit. Most of the time it’s just bile and I have to make room for Matthew.”
The doctor raised a confused eyebrow, “What’s wrong with Mr. Matthew?”
“He’s an alcoholic.”
With a flash of magic, Stable summoned a colorful pamphlet, “There is a weekly group meeting for addiction available.”
The purple mare cringed, “Yeah I’m not trying that again.”
“What happened?”
“He blew up the roof of my library,” the mare rubbed her forelegs together. “He didn’t take to the idea.”
“Yes,” the professional doctor said slowly, banishing the evil parchment to whatever PC hell it came from. “Well, please lay back and I’ll perform a quick scan.”
The mare obliged watching the waves of green magic flow over her relaxed form. When she sat back up, the older stallion wore a rather confused expression. “Um, Princess Sparkle… have you had intercourse recently?”
“Um… I had a few dalliances with Matthew, but we were safe. He wore a condom,” she was quick to point out that fact.
“Except for the first night that woke up the entire town…”
“Oh… you heard that,” her purple cheeks burned red at the comment.
“Yes… but moving onto the main issue with your stomach, have you heard of morning sickness?” the doctor tried to use a little tact with his wording.
“Well yeah, that what mare get when they’re…

No.”
“Yes,” Dr. Stable nodded with a hopeful smile, “Congratulations, you’re-“
“No.”
“Um, Princess Sparkle the test doesn’t lie. You’re pre-“
“No.”
“Are you alright, Princess?” the stallion asked, slowly backing towards the door as purple light began to bleed into the environment.
“I’m going to kill him. Then I’m going to bring him back to life just to kill him again.”
The stallion knew that the cold, emotionless tone was not only a warning sign of danger, but a sign to flee with his life and sanity from the vengeful mare. “Good luck with that. Be sure to stop by the nurse’s office to schedule your check-up. Bye.”
The stallion slammed the door and took off down the pristine hall like a bat out of hell screaming at the top of his lungs, “Code Purple Ponies! Code Purple!” The hotel was filled with the cries of alarm and fear.
If there was a deity watching over the defenseless ponies, they were gracious enough to give Twilight’s rage a target: Matthew.
0 0 0
Matthew and the little dragon Spike lounged about lazily on the plush cushions in the center of the library. Both had their legs raised over the back of the couch, comic books held in front of their faces. The purple dragon was enjoying the pre-Civil War comic, unready for the disappointment the comic event would be. The movie turned out so much better, but there wasn’t as much bitter regret as there should be. None at all.
The pony next to the dragon was enjoying a comic that included a large stallion on the cover, the front of his chest emblazoned with a white skull. The title ‘The Punisher’ stood bold against the dark grey coat of the pony and the darker background. “How’s the comic Spike?”
“Pretty good, how’s yours?”
“Gotta admit, a little too PG for my tastes. I miss the Punisher from my world, especially the work of Garth Ennis on Punisher MAX. That’s how you make an antihero,” the stallion slowly turned the page.
“That’s cool. Can I read that when you’re done?” the dragon asked.
“As long as Twilight’s not looking,” the other male pointed out.
“Sweet,” responded his little buddy. The two were quite enjoying the free day without the compulsiveness of their purple overlord and ruler hovering over their heads.
But all good things must end.
In a flash of purple light, the sky cracked open above the hospital. The stones of the very earth itself shook in utter fear. The wind screamed, flowing away from the abomination above the medical facility. Pegasi, earth ponies and unicorns flew through the air, their screams lost in the howling of the wind. Bright violet light spilled from a warping of time and space from the center point above the facility. The light shifted, contorting itself into the warped visage of Twilight Sparkle.
From Canterlot, Celestia looked out the decorated window of the palace keep. The same light flooded through the glass, giving her a perfect view of her student’s magical avatar.
When she opened her mouth, rocks crumbled, trees shook and the world felt the coming of Armageddon. “Matthew! Tremble in despair! You’re reckoning has arrived and I am the destroyer! You will experience pain and suffering unlike anything you have ever known! I will hunt you to the end of the earth and into the stars! It is useless to flee or fight! I will bring upon you the destruction of unknown eons! Fear me!”
Celestia slowly backed away from the shattered window. Her skippered hooves ground and cracked the fragments of glass under her, “I’m gunna stay out of this one.” Quickly and quietly the Princess of the Sun fled to her panic room. Luckily for her the thick steel walls and magic wards would protect her and her precious cakes from the evil Matthew had unleashed upon Equestria, “That poor bastard.”
Spike looked to the shattered window, then to the golden pony. The pony asked, “How mad is she?”
The dragon took a moment to think, “I… really don’t know. I’ve never seen her this mad before.” His reptilian green eye, turned back to the violet light spilling into the room, “If I had to guess, I’d say ‘you’re f****d’.”
The pony turned his dark eyes towards the door. The light was burning around the door in an unsettling way. The wood appeared to be burning under such intense light, as if some horrible goddess was drawing out the tension in this situation. “Buddy, I think you’re right.”
When the words slipped from his lips, the thick wooden door turned dark before falling into itself. An avalanche of ash blew through the room, leaving a sad trail of what was once a good door.
What entered was so bright that even with his eyes closed Matthew could still see the Twilight’s outline. The library tree shuttered. Books of all sizes flew through the air.
Spike jumped towards Matthew, wrapping his stubby arms around the only solid thing not flying around the room. The dragon watched the furniture soon follow everything not nailed down to the floor. The stallion was upright, looking at the purple mare through his eyelids.
“Matthew, son of the damned! How do you plead?” the choir of unholy sounds hit both males’ ears, so far from the preferred vocals of his mare.
The stallion wet his lips, tasting the air. It was a mixture of spicy rage, sour resentment, thick desperation with a light hint of lavender. He was a stallion of many talents,All two of them.He could punch or he could take a situation on with the greatest of graces. “What’d I do now?” That last bit was a lie, but he felt a little bit of back patting was needed in the face of annihilation.
“You know what you have done!”
“Uh… no I don’t! You went to the hospital and didn’t want me to go with you!”
“Oh… Well that is beside the point! You will face judgment for your crimes! For through me is the city of woe, Through me the despair of everlasting darkness,” the power of her voice was so great that the stallion felt his hooves dragging against the floor away from their source.
“Okay!” he snapped, “I may not have read Dante’s Inferno, but a lot of people have quoted it to me to say I’m evil and I sure as hell know you quoted it improperly. Next, what crimes? It’s all generalized BS with you. Talk normally you crazy bitch!”
Normally, he knew it was a bad idea to argue with a crazy woman. Especially when woman said could eviscerate him. However, this was a special case. If he would die, he’d at least laugh all the way to hell.I’d rather hang with the sinners, than hang with the saints.
“You’re crimes include the conception of Life!” her voice tore chunks out of the wall, her fury building with every word.
The stallion could only stare at her for a long time, “Uh… What?”
She snorted, sending streaks of magic from her nostrils, searing into the wood and searing its polished surface. “I am pregnant and you are the father!”
The facial features of the stallion shifted, going from annoyed to blank. He stared at the ragging alicorn in silence. The words rattled around in his simple mind, trying to process the sequence of events that lead to this and the words uttered by the purple mare.
“I-I’m gonna be a dad?” were all that he could manage from his mind as it tried furiously to melt into a puddle of grey matter and leak out his ears.
“Yes and now that you understa-“
“Don’t interrupt! That’s rude!” he snapped, causing the mare to flinch in shock.
She was in control of the situation. She would deliver the fate of one thousands suns on his head. She would control how this turned out.
Matthew continued, “And you’re carrying the baby?”
“Yes and now you wil-“
“Shuff it, Dark Purple Mistress of Magical doom!” again the stallion refused to let her continue her monologue. “That means…”
The three remained in the same positions. Twilight full of fury in the doorway, Matthew looking at her through the lids of his eyes and Spike wrapped rightly around his neck. His bladder had already released at the shear amount of power his caregiver was exuding and didn’t know if she would know he was still there.
“I’m going to be a Father!”
The sheer joy caught the other two completely by surprise.  So much so, that the raging Princess of Friendship forgot her rage. The magic fell from her, revealing a frazzled alicorn looking at the only partner she had ever had smiling with so much joy. Faster than she could perceive, his lips pressed against hers. Her eyes were wide, her lips unable to respond at the sudden flip of the situation.
He broke the contact, his eyes still closed, “Love you babe! I’ve gotta tell everybody!”
The purple dragon, released his grip, sliding to the floor as the golden pony jumped out the room, screaming at the top of his lung, “Hey, f***wads! I’m gonna be a dad! I banged Twilight and I’m gonna be a dad! Isn’t that wonderful” When no one cheered at the happy news, he yelled, “Cheer or else I finish the job Twilight started!”
“Yeah,” came the forced cheers from the ponies that remained in their homes or pulling themselves from the craters in the ground or walls.
The shocked mare shakily moved next to her Number One Assistant, taking a seat on the ashen floor. Her limbs were shaking as she began to contemplate the realization that she was going to be a mother. She wasn’t ready for this. She had so many things on her plate. A baby at this time would destroy her perfect schedule and orderly life. There was a darker fear in there. She didn’t know how to be a mother. Would she be a good mom? Would she make a mistake and the baby resent her for her transgressions? What was she going to do?”
“So,” the dragon asked, taking a seat next to his caregiver. He wrapped one of his arms around her back, “Congrates on the baby. You’ll do great.” He put as much emphasis as he could feeling the happiness that he was alive and Twilight was having a baby.
“Will I Spike?” she turned to him, dark lines lining under her eyes as she calculated all of the possibilities at her failure and meticulously picturing each and every one. One of those included eating cupcakes and exploding because Pinkie Pie forgot that her ‘Super-duper Exploding Cupcakes’ have been banned in Equestria after the failed Los Pegasus party that ended in 30 ponies suffering from blackened faces and ringing ears. No fatalities, but Twilight knew it could happen. Her paranoia whispered the daunting dark thoughts and possible failures.
“Sure you will.”
His voice broke the purple pony from her reveries, finding his eyes willed with admirations. “You raised me, remember.”
That touching though, quelled the raging mind of Twilight Sparkle and she wrapped a foreleg around her little dragon, “Thanks Spike. You’re the best.”
“I know, but I could hear that more often,” he said smoothly, raising his eyebrows in amusement. She just patted him on the head with a light chuckle. She’d have to apologize to the town and make it up to the ponies and her friends, but right now was all that was important.
Her purple eyes looked out at the beautiful day, knowing she had a busy day ahead of her. The voice of her unusual partner could still be her, “Oh S**t! I need a ring! I can’t marry a woman after the baby’s born! That’s what my parents did! I’ve got to marry this bitch before the baby’s born!”
“You’re damn right!” Matthew heard the voice of Twilight, now normal and not causing the lives of these ponies to flash before their eyes.
“Oh my god!” She heard through the empty doorframe, “I’m getting married! Someone buy me a drink! We need to celebrate!” Several groans of pain and annoyance met the announcement, his response was thus, “Hey! Shut up or I’ll hit you!”
“No,” some unfortunate stallion responded.
“Ow!” the purple alicorn winced at the sound of hoof meeting flesh and the cries of pain filling the air. She could only sigh, knowing that even more was about to be pilled on her plate.
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The train to the Crystal Empire was an interesting ride for the Princess of Friendship. The purple alicorn sat silently in her cushioned seat, Spike at her side. While she was enjoying her book, her friends were not so quite.
Sighing, Twilight lowered her book, looking around at the smiling, fidgeting mares. Now she would assume that was nervousness for the upcoming Equestrian Games, but the way they were smiling, the way all of their pure white teeth were flashing towards her. The weirdest one was Pinkie Pie. The pony was vibrating at such speeds she became translucent and all but disappeared from this reality, only to reappear a few seconds later wearing a sombrero.
“Alright, what’s going on?” she asked, ignoring the weird looks the group was receiving from the multitude of participants from Ponyville.
Pinkie, Rarity, Rainbow, Fluttershy and Applejack exchanged a conspicuous expression before Rarity began, “Well, darling… After hearing the Big news… uh… we decided to send a letter to Princess Cadence to schedule a-“
“Baby shower!” Pinkie screamed, unable to hold her excitement any more while wearing not only a sombrero but also a plaid kilt.
“Okay,” her purple hoof rubbed the bridge between her eyes, “First, Pinkie where did you get that stuff?”
The party pony shrugged, “I vibrated at the perfect frequency to enter into another parallel world. It’s kinda like the Flash in the Silver Age of Comics.”
“Uhhhhhhh,” her friend was unable o process that information. Instead Twilight continued onto her second point, “Second, why Cadence? You know my brother’s there and he doesn’t like my… fiancé.”
“Of course darling,” the white unicorn said in a soothing tone, “but this will be the best opportunity. Cadence was so excited to hear the news before the newspapers did.”
“Of course,” the purple pony seethed, her hooves wanting to strangle the reporters that decided to publish her personal life and cause the inevitable flood of mail from her parents, family and those weird ponies that called her their ‘waifu.’What even is a waifu?
“I’m sure your brother will be fine,” Fluttershy responded in a tone that almost made her believe it. Almost
With a sigh, the purple pony accepted her fate knowing that it was bound to happen at some point since everypony across Equestria knew she was present.
“By the way,” the yellow Pegasus began, “Where is Matthew? I haven’t seen him.”
“I thought it would be best he stayed in Ponyville,” the mare nodded knowingly, “He wanted to get started on hunting a wedding band and I left him a list of items to take care of. You know caterers, flowers, invitations and all that.”
“But,” the white unicorn raised her hoof and asked, “Wouldn’t he need to know what type of invitations to get and the colors for the bouquets? And is that why he was asking about where he’d find a rock for an engagement band?”
“I already had that planed out,” she nodded, “I wrote out all the instructions for each. Matthew just has to deliver them.”
The five mares stared at their mutual friend with shocked expressions. Rainbow was the first one to speak, “Let me guess, you already had this planned out?”
Spike nodded silently as Twilight smiled, “Ever since I was 8. I had to make a few changes for Matthew’s coloring and we’re still going at it at the whole naming convention.”
“What now?” the southern belle asked.
“You know, who inherits whose last name.”
“Wait,” Applejack held a hoof in contemplation, “What’s wrong with that? The stallion inherits the mare’s last name.”
“Not in Matthew’s world,” her purple friend responded with a sign. “It was the one thing he would not move on. He agreed to everything from colors, food, location, ordering dresses and suits from Rarity, but not the name.” Twilight continued to steam, doing a decent impression of her stallion, “There’s no way in Satan’s deep dark midnight black bung-hole that I’m going by Matthew William Sparkle! No you’re going as Twilight Sparkle O’Connor! My kid will be name Irish like my father and his father and his father before him and his father before him!”
All ponies turned away from the beginning of the Princess’s anger as she mumbled to herself, “Stubborn goat. I mean I could take a second last name. O’Connor doesn’t sound that bad. That’d be fine, but ‘Oh, your name sucks. It’s to girly for me.” I’ll show you girly. I’m going to take your testicles and twist them the next time I see you.”
Trying to break away from the fuming purple pony, Pinkie asked the rest of the group, “What do you think Shining Armor’s doing right now? Do you think he’s heard the news?”
The ponies nodded nonchalantly, turning their attention towards the upcoming sports event.
0 0 0
Deep within the bowels of the Crystal Palace, a lone white stallion sat at the grinding wheel. The slow, long vocals of the aria spoke of the fall of Valhalla a sigh absolutely mesmerizing to the mind’s eye. It was a sight so grand in its destruction, so puzzling in its death, so divine in its failure that it is a mind-blowing spectacle to behold. It is beautiful and heinous all at the same time, an incredible mixture birth and Armageddon. All that remained was the single pony in the darkness to be our Brynhildr riding the winged horse into the flames to signify Ragnarok has taken all that was good and holiness in the land of the gods.
Flashes of bright sparks illuminated the dark dungeon. Today would be the day. Today his sword would strike down the evil that had infested his one of his greatest treasures.
Today he would kill the plunderer, the defiler and the owner of the dumbest face in Equestria.
Today, Shining Armor, Prince of the Crystal Empire, Former Captain of the Royal Guard and soon to be Slayer of Matthew would rise to glory today.
The thick wooden door to the Armory, the pink alicorn stormed in with a huff, “Shiny! Stop this at once!”
“No,” responder her husband. He held the blade in his pink magical aura, checking its edge and making sure the item would be ready for use. Dark bags stood out from under his eyes, he had waited so long for this moment. Not a single moment of sleep until the day arose he would slay the defiler of Twily.
“Yes,” Cadence snapped, marching straight up to her stallion and looking deep into his eyes. “You will put that away and get ready to announce the Games this instance or else.”
The stallion gave her a disbelieving look, “What could you do to stop me? I will stop him. I will prevent his presence from contaminating the rest of our family. He will fall when he arrives.”
“Easy,” the mare smiled knowingly.
“Oh really, and what would that be?”
“No hoofball.”
The white unicorn could only stare at his wife disbelieving, his mouth open. “You wouldn’t…”
“I would,” she turned away from the white pony, “I could pull sex, but I want a baby. But so help me, I will make you work for that.”
Her blue magic flashed, slamming the door behind her and leaving the pony alone with his sword and shattered dreams of vengeance against Matthew. “T-t-that’s not fair.”
0 0 0
Miles outside of Ponyvile, torrents of rock and dirt exploded out of the various tunnels cutting deep into the planet’s flesh. This would be the second day since his bride-to-be had left and there was very little to show for all his efforts.
His hooves bashed into the earth again and again, breaking through the glistening jewels within them. On his sides were strapped the old saddle bags the false alicorn had borrowed from Big Mac. Unfortunately the farm pony was very broad around his barrel, causing Matthew to add new holes for the buckle to actual fit around him.
God, either he was a C-section or his mom’s Wonder Woman,the lone stallion thought to himself, reaching into the open crevices of the stone to rip out a violet gem. It looked nice, but he wouldn’t settle for nice. He wanted perfect. How else was he going to impress a princess?
Still, he pushed the large jewel into the worn bag with the others he had found.
I mean I already knocked her up, so that’s half the work already done.
The golden pony turned to the shifting winding tunnel he found himself in. Not for the first time did he wonder who made them.Maybe it’s the Earth Eaters from Hell. Oh my God! That would be amazing to see them again. All thousand shifting teeth consuming everything in its path, bigger than a bus,he eyed the wide tunnel through his feelings of nostalgia,This would be a really small one.
Far down the well made tunnel, the flickering of light caught the pony’s attention. Curious, he slowly moved towards the source. The soft shifting of sand was the only sound emitting from his hooves as he approached.
Whoever held the light was quite the distance away, taking Matthew through a winding path until the tunnel opened up to a wide room. The pony’s eyes didn’t focus on the strange anthropomorphic dogs standing on their hind legs in the center of the room. Instead the biggest surprise was the room itself. It was full of sharp twisting precious minerals of all colors and shapes.
“We got to get these jewels back to den,” uttered the smallest of the Diamond Dogs, his red vest worn and dirty against his ragged coat. His hungry eyes were on the center piece of the room. It was as if all the swirling gems were growing brighter as they reached the most improbably sight. In the center of the room was a gem contorting colors of light purple, dark purple and pink twisting into the center of the jewel. It was bigger than Matthew’s eye.
Only one thought passed through the stallion’s mind,Perfect.
The leader of the Diamond Dogs snapped the stallion out of his metal thoughts, “Bring me that jewel.” The mutt pointed his claw towards the jewel that was going to Twilight’s,They just didn’t know it yet.
“Why boss?” asked one of the larger dogs.
“It’s the perfect gem,” he snapped, drawing all eyes to him. “Perfect mixture! I want it!”
When the trio of Diamond Dogs looked back to the spot, they found a random pony with a red mane ripping the gem from the wall. Unfortunately for them, Matthew didn’t know how dangerous tearing out large portions of rock from random walls in a cave system.
“Oh no,” the dogs whimpered.
The wall began to shake, drawing the stallion’s attention to his surroundings. “Oh,” he said, watching thick pieces of rock falling from the ceiling, the shattering of crystal and grinding of rocks filling the air.
He threw himself towards the surface, blasting through dozens of layers of sediment deposits until he was in fresh air. The sun was just setting into the distance. He knew the jeweler would close soon and time was running out to prepare for his proposal to his baby’s mamma.
As for the potential of killing three rugged Diamond Dogs… he just shrugged his shoulders, “They’ll be alright.” With that he took off towards Ponyville, unaware of the three pairs of eyes that lifted from the ground to watch his go.
0 0 0
“What do you think?” Matthew said, leaning against the display counter. Pebbles and dirt fell from his fur and mane with every movement. He ignored the disgruntle look the owner shot his way, almost giddy at the thought he finally found the perfect wedding ring for Twilight.
“This is quite the specimen, Mr. Matthew,” said the craftsman Ring Maker as he analyzed every angle of the large gem. “It’s very well formed. No blemishes or gas pockets. Quite impressive, how did you find it?”
“I was digging where Rarity said they were diamonds,” the gold stallion shrugged. “Took a few days, but I got lucky.”
“I’d say,” the shop owner responded, taking a magnifying device to look at the twisting colors in the center of the gem. Setting the gem gently down on his desk, Ring turned his full attention on his customer. “With some cutting and a little shaving, I can make a magnificent band for you and the Princess.”
“What’s the price tag?”
The owner smiled, “It’ll be five hundred and fifty bits. That’s includes the couple of days working on the gem itself, melting and shaping the metal band.”
“What’s it going to look like?” Matthew asked,Jesus that’s a lot of cheddar!
“I would like to experiment both standard gold and white gold to make a special pattern to run around Princess Twilight’s foreleg,” the owner shrugged, his eyes distant as he pictured the jewel. “It’ll be the most eloquent piece I have every made. It’ll make Princess Celestia’s Regalia look like a paper’s trinket.”
“So you’re saying I get to look good in front of Twilight and rub it into other people’s faces?” the gold pony couldn’t help but stop the smile from stretching his lips.
Mr. Maker cringed slightly, “I wouldn’t do that’s…”
“Who cares! You’ve got a deal,” his golden hoof wrapped around the owner’s with great vigor. “Before I get the money, do you take other gems as payment as well?”
The owner nodded and the two did business. The sun was setting as Matthew left towards the library. He could hardly wait. Twilight would get back and he had the perfect proposal for her. Everything would work out just fine in the end.
0 0 0
Big Mac, Granny Smith and Applebloom stared in amusement and confusion at this morning’s guest. Matthew, the farm hand and bringer of annoyance, sat at their table enjoying the large breakfast. Since Matthew helped around the farm, breakfast was a small show of appreciation to the help.
Today however, the stallion was acting very unusual. On his way through the gate, he appeared to be skipping. He was bouncing as he entered the worn house.
“So,” Granny began, “what’s got ya’ll so bubbly this morning, Matthew?”
“Oh,” the stallion hummed to himself, “Today Twilight’s ring is finished and I can’t wait for her to see it.”
“Didn’t she already agree to marry ya?” Applebloom asked, remembering the shouts reaching across the open land between Sweet Apple Acres and Ponyville.
“She did,” the stallion nodded, “but I need do this right. And that means creating a romantic evening, dropping on my knees and asking her the biggest question ever.”
“Alright,” Applebloom shrugged, not truly understanding what the older pony was talking about.
Granny’s hoof shuffled the young filly’s mane, “Don’t worry squirt, you’ll find a special somepony someday. Just give it time.”
“Does that mean I’ll get those lovey dovey eyes Mac gets when he sees Fluttershy?”
Her older brother turned a darker shade of red as his granny cackled madly, “Sure will. Just you wait.”
Mac and Applebloom groaned at the concept. One pony focused on how ridiculous she’ll look then and the other planning on how to threaten said pony within an inch of his life.
0 0 0
Today was starting so wonderful, no angry Twilight, no annoying ponies getting in my way, and now this…
Matthew’s brown eyes took in the scene at the jewelers. The once pristine building of pleasant tan and dark tiled roof with jewelry prominently displayed through crystal clear glass. That visage of manufactured pristine beauty had been destroyed by the gaping hole in the front of the store. Small fires burned the splintered wooden posts and flooring, a beautiful contradiction to the horror of this reality.
“What happened?” Matthew asked, his voice carrying over the fire fighters and the shaking store owner,Fire so pretty.
“It was terrible,” the pony said, shaking under the blanket one of the fire fighters drapped over his shoulder. “They came in through the ground! They took everything and smashed my shop! They took all of the gems!”
“Wait a second…”
Matthew thought for a moment, coming to a very important fact. He was in front of the shop owner in a literal heartbeat, “Where is Twilight’s ring?” The fire fighters slowly backed away from the stallion, the calm almost casual tone of his voice was the first sign of a major problem.
Thoughts were rushing through his head at a speed his brain was not use too. He imagined the failed proposal, finding himself broken as his baby mamma had the baby without him. Then he was forced to watch his son grow up from a distant after a messy divorce just like he did. Twilight would get married to a spineless sap. He’d have to share custody. His son would grow up to hate him just like Matthew did his dad.
Oh my god… He’ll grow up into a son of a bitch… just like me.
“Who took the gems?”
The fire fighters were smart a slowly fleeing the two ponies. “Diamond dogs,” the shaking pony answered, watching the entire left side of Matthew’s face was twitching erratically.
“Mangy looking bastards, one wore a red vest?”
“Uh yeah,” Ring Maker nodded.
Three mangy mutts stole the perfect ring for his fiancé.
Before any of the ponies could react, the false alicorn blast into the air, his voice rising with his rage as he flew towards the mountains he knew they would be. Ring Maker and the other ponies were scattered in a blast of displaced air.
“AHHHHHHHHHHHH!”
In the vast orchards of Sweet Apple Acres, Applebloom looked to Big Mac as they were feeding the animals. The yellow filly asked her older brother, yelling to be heard over the noise, “Do you hear that?”
“I feel it sugarcube.”
The lone’s stallion’s voice broke across the lands, breaking the concentration of the ponies in Manehatten. Many looked up into the air questioningly asking the world, “What on Gaia is that noise?”
So great was his rage, it reached the coldest parts of the far North as the participants of Ponyville prepared to return home. Medals of gold, silver and bronze reflected in the light of those happy competitors. The ponies stopped all conversation, confusion spreading across all their muzzles. Fluttershy turned to Rarity, “Does that sound familiar?”
Across the ocean and through the wide open plains of Zebrica, a wise old shaman rose from his rest. Rubbing the sleep from his eyes, he asked, “Who’s making that noise?”
Deep beneath the earth, through the flames of perdition and into the Underworld itself stood King Minos, the temperamental, cynical Judge of the Damned, who resides in the circle of Limbo. A towering figure of sickly black skin, a fusion between pony and serpent waited to send those who have sinned to their proper afterlife. A crown of flesh was fused to his head above his hollowed eyes. The ancient voice spoke as he judged, “Pergatory… Hell… Hell… Wait?”
The turned his massive head up, towards an unusual sound.
“AHHHHHHHHHHHH!”
“Denise,” the ancient spirit called to his secretary, “Denise, do you hear that!” He paused for a moment, listening again. Then his face turned horror stricken, “Oh god Denise, it’s my wife!” The Old King trembled at the through, before screaming back, “Leave me alone! You already took the kids! What more do you want?!”
He tore through the air at high speeds, leaving false images through the space between Ponyville and the mountain those Diamond Dogs were.
Such speed and acceleration smashing into a mountain leaving a thick scar of wounded earth. So great was the stallion’s rage, his fists were blurs as he tore through stone and straight out the other side. “What the!” he turned back to the mountain.
The mountain’s weakness infuriated him. Its weakness was preventing him from getting his fiancé’s ring and potentially ruining the life of his unborn child that he swore was a boy in the visions in his head. And no the red cloud spreading across the vision of those dark brown eyes was nothing to be concerned with.
At least the raging fire in his head was agreeing that red was a perfectly logical reaction to this scenario.
Deep within the bowels of the planet, Rover, Fido and Spot trembled as the earth around them shook violently. Through the rumbling earth and grinding of rocks, their sensitive ears could almost pick up the nonsensical speech of an enraged stallion.
The three canines slowly moved towards the most protected spot of the entire cave, the treasure room. Through falling debris and stones, they were able to make it to their precious gems. The thicker rock formations provided a natural source of protection and alleviated some of their fears. Even if they were buried, these canines would simply dig themselves out.
Rover turned towards the large treasure pile, his red shirt almost brown with so much dirt. Atop the stolen collection of rings, necklaces, hairclips and more was the greatest piece of the hoard. Wrapped in slim golden leaf over a white band was the perfect gem. Its cut was flawless, the colors in perfect symmetry surrounded by delicate golden vines. It was a treasure to be held for all time. He reached his claw over to it, lifting it from the pile with such gentleness one would expect the jewel to be his first born son.
He enjoyed the feeling of cool metal and gem between his digits. Even with this random earthquake would not stop him from enjoying the treasure.
A loud explosion shook the cave, a single figure landing before the three Diamond Dogs. Three pairs of eyes watched the pony standing before them. Spot and Fido were correct in the deep sense of fear entering their hearts at the sight of Matthew’s red tinted eyes. The whites of his eyes were currently being flooded with red as the blood vessels were bursting violently.
“I am here for it,” came the cracking voice of the pony. His face was twitching, trying to maintain some appearance of normality.
“Want what?” asked Spot, eyeing the pony before him, feeling the pressure of those dark eyes on them.
“M-my Twilight’s r-r-ring,” the gold pony continued, “N-need it… go…going to be married. Ne-ed it for Twilight.”
“Uh,” Rover began, trying to decipher the intruder’s words.
“That!” Matthew snapped, pointing at the wedding band between the Diamond Dog’s claws.
“No” Rover snapped, holding the jewel to his chests, his claws against the smooth surface of the gem. “It’s ours! We found it and it’s our!”
The other two canines tried to console their boss, pleading with him with whimpers, before the pony spoke again, “D-don’t understand… need to be—be with son… must marry Twilight…”
“I don’t care about no puny pony!” snapped the leader of the Diamond Dogs, “I will break it before you can have it!” The canine threatened, using one of his nails to pierce directly into the center of the jewel. Its flawless surface now ruined. Instead of smooth compressed atoms was a single gouge that appeared to have six points.
It was ruined. Twilight’s perfect wedding band was now destroyed by a bunch of mutts. In seeing that act of defilement, something broke in Matthew. Spot and Fido felt their stomach fill with heavy coldness as the pony’s contorted face became slack. The blood vessels in his eyes burst, filling the whites with red.
“No.”
The stallion began to approach them, floating through the air without moving a single muscle. The air trembled and shimmered through the power being dispayed.
“Wha-“
“Nooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo,” the stallion continued, not moving as the canines swiped at him with their large arms.
In the town of Ponyville, the ponies were going about their daily lives without a care. Until the horrifying screams of those unfortunate fools filled the valley, sending all the sensitive ponies into a panic and plunging the town in fear.
0 0 0
Night had fallen over Ponyville, Twilight sat patiently in the library waiting for a certain stallion to arrive. Slowly, the door squeaked open as said pony stepped through the threshold. The mare asked, “Matthew, what did you get all over you?”
The stallion looked down at himself; his unusual golden fur appeared to have a rust colored liquid splattered across his front hooves and barrels. He turned his brown eyes to the mare, “Uh… I had an accident with ketchup.”
“And that accident would involve the a large amount of screaming… wait-wait, you know what,” she rubbed a purple hoof against her head to relieve the oncoming headache, “It’s you. You’d scream at anything, even inanimate objects.” The purple alicorn continued to scan the stallion, noticing the item in tangled in his red and black mane.
With a flash of magic, Twilight summoned the object before her coltfriend could say anything further.
Oh no,he thought, now just realizing that the jewel he was rescuing lost in his hair while he lost himself into the bloodlust. The next thought at seeing the surprised expression on his fiance’s face was that she would see the damage and hate it.
“Oh my Celestia…


It’s beautiful.”
“What?” the very confused male responded, his brain getting jammed between second and third gear.
“It’s so pretty,” she cooed, taking in every exquisite angle. “You even got my cutie mark etched into the stone!” She pointed at the gem in excitement.
The confused pony could only stare blankly at what looked like a six pointed star in the direct middle of the flawless gem. His lips turned up into a forced smile, showing all of his teeth, “Only the best for you. I went through a lot to get it that way.”
“Oh thank you so much,” She couldn’t contain her joy, wrapping her hooves around the stallion’s golden neck. “It must have been a pain getting this done with Mr. Maker’s shop being destroyed. I hope you didn’t put too much into this! It looks expensive.”
Having no clue what was going on, Matthew mechanically made his way towards the bedroom with his mare still wrapped around his neck. Her happy tears fell onto his fur and he was happy she was happy. “Don’t worry about it. You’re worth the work and a fight with a ketchup bottle.”
“How do you get into a fight with a ketchup bottle?” Her voice was full of happiness and warm, he couldn’t break her smile.
“You don’t wanna know. It was messy.”
“Alright,” she finished, closing the door and heading to bed while her stallion headed towards the shower. “Oh, before I forget. Tomorrow I’ve got to organize a search party to locate the Diamond Dogs who stole Mr. Maker’s jewels.”
“Uh-ha,” came the low voice over the running of water, “Have fun and keep safe.”
The next day was a blessing for Matthew. All Twilight found was a cave full of the stolen jewels and three thoroughly frightened Diamonds Dogs begged for the Princess of Friendship to take them to jail and away from the ‘Loud Angry Horror.’ They didn’t talk much, only saying, “It’s from Tartarus.”
After that experience the purple princess decided that her coltfriend deserved a reward for going all out on her engagement ring. So they cuddled.
In actuality, Twilight was reading a new book while Matthew nodded off right next to her smelling the lavender of her shampoo as he enjoyed the moment of peace and the fear he inspired.
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“You got this. You got this. You’ve spent the last three weeks for this night. It’s all about her. And she’s going to feel the love tomorrow. You just have to get through today,” the long gold fur stallion said into the mirror of the hotel’s crystal mirror.
Today was the day they group would leave. It might have only been a single day in the Crystal Empire, but the nerve of some people. Celestia had Twilight and her band of merry misfits travel all the way here, just to have Twilight unfurl a banner.
She better appreciate this, he grumbled thinking about all the work he had to do. He didn’t believe Twilight understood how difficult it was not to punch Shining Armor. The burden of seeing that pale ass-hat would make even Atlas weep at its weight.
Taking a deep breath, the stallion affirmed his thinking, knowing that they would be back in Equestria and Twilight would have the night of her life after a full day at the spa. They would go on a romantic trip around the glowing streets of Canterlot on a luxurious carriage to end up right in front of ‘Top of the Mountain,’ one of the most exquisite restaurants in the city.
Each piece of this master plan was set in exact accordance to Twilight’s diary. She would swoon and feel such an amount of joy at all the hard work her stallion was going through just to make her happy. Then there’d be the sex. And Matthew was looking forward to it.
A knock at the door interrupted the male pony in the bathroom and the female still lying in bed. She groaned in annoyance, “Matthew, please grab the door.”
With swift steps, his golden hoof threw open the door to reveal a shiny pony. Any other physical traits didn’t matter outside of the fact that he appeared to be made out of living crystal. The guard’s eyes widened as a golden head appeared in his face, sleep heavy in his voice and eyes “What do you want?”
“P-Princess Celestia, Princess Luna and Princess Cadence requests Princess Twilight Sparkle for an emergency meeting,” his voice was a confident as it could be, but the gold stallion in the doorway made him uncomfortable especially after what happened to his Prince.
He could still hear the screams as the white unicorn ran through the palace halls last night, a pair of red underwear pulled over his head and horn. The worst part about the whole thing was the fact that the underwear was once white, but the magic of hot sauce can turn an ordinary wedgie into a Mexican Hot Chili Bowl.
Twilight was furious, but Matthew didn’t care. He didn’t care. It was all in good fun. Plus after the insult Shining was throwing at him, the purple mare just groaned and asked if he could try to grow up soon.I’m gonna have to give you a No on that.
From her sleeping position, said princess responded with a tired, “Tell those three to shove that request straight up their plot holes. I’m still mad about not being part of the diplomacy efforts! I took a train all the way to the Crystal F***ing Empire and all I get for it is a banner!”
Her coltfriend called to her, “Sweetie, how you doing this morning? You need anything? It’s not nice to frighten the help unless it’s for a laugh. Than that is okay in my book.” His dark eyes turned back to the guard, the poor pony was visibly shaking in his armor at the venom in the purple princess’s voice.
“I am nauseous, bloated and hormonal… He is right to fear me.”
“You want some orange juice?”
“Yes.”
“Okay, I’m gonna go get you some breakfast while I’m at it,” the gold pony slowly moved out of the room.
“Oh you’re so sweat… Also keep an eye out for Shiny. I don’t want any more trouble from either of you,” the voice from the thick covers called, the tone held between annoyance and sweat love.
“I’ll do that,” he slid the door shut before turning on the guard.
Before he could say anything, her voice yelled through the door, “You had better. You’re kid’s making this trip the worse.”
“How come he’s just my kid? You’re vagina was a part of the equation too,” he called back.
“When he’s a pain in my flank, he’s your son! Now go!”
He could only shrug good naturedly. The guard was stuck between horror and disgust as he stood before the false alicorn. “Oi! You!” he snapped, “Where’s the grub in this place?”
“What about Princess Celestia-“
“If you want to deal with that,” Matthew cut off the guard, nodding towards the door, “Be my guest.” The guard was having second thoughts about his life choices as he lead the gold pony to the kitchens.
0 0 0
After getting some food in her belly, the newest Princess of Equestria was a little more reasonable to the demands of her fellow princesses. Her coltfriend was not by the fact he could not go into the secret meeting.
“It’s good to see you Twilight Sparkle,” Princess Luna said, taking the time and effort to pronounce each word to ensure she did not lap into the old tongue.
“Hmmmmmmm,” she responded, holding a cup of tea between her hooves.
“Hi Twily,” Cadence smiled happily towards her sister-in-law. The pink alicorn nearly squealed at the sight of the baby bump slowly developing in Twilight’s midsection as the baby just passed four months. In her eyes it was a bundle of joy.
To the actual pregnant mare, the kid was turning out to be just like their father.A real pain in my flank,she internally grumbled, knowing full well she loved the little basket of trouble with all her heart. The dad was another thing.
“Hi Cadence,” she smiled at the Princess of the Crystal Empire.
“Twilight we have distressing news,” the tall white alicorn began, her visible eyes tense with worry.
“Wait, wait,” she held up a purple hoof in annoyance, “Let me guess… An ancient evil has escaped their imprisonment and is trying to destroy Equestria?”
“Yes his name is Tirek…”
“And you want me and my friends to either reform Tirek or seal him again while the rest of you are dead wait,” the purple alicorn continued as if her teacher had never spoken.
“Actually we have to call on another to solve this problem,” Celestia said, noticing the tired looking pony sitting at the table. “Twilight, dear, are you alright?”
“Oh yeah,” Twilight began with a false impression of good humor. “I just love traveling across Equestria to unfurl a banner for dignitaries that I’m not allowed to join for REASONS while my child has suddenly found the most amazing way to keep me up at night. To top it all off all of these occurring while I have to deal with crying, screaming, laughing or all of the above for no apparent reason.”
The blue princess of the moon leaned towards Cadence, “Is that sarcasm? I never knew Twilight was capable of sarcasm with my sister.”
“Oh,” for the first time Celestia felt her cheeks warm at the sudden assault of her intentions, “we thought you would want to join us for these diplomatic meetings. I’m sorry we couldn’t find you a… better job to perform.”
“Princess… you pulled me away from planning my wedding and my husband’s plan to give me a romantic evening to propose,” the purple pony was not amused.
“I thought he already did,” the pink alicorn of love held up a hoof, “I already got your wedding invite.”
“No, we agreed to marry when we found out I was pregnant,” she explained, taking a sip from her glass. “I however wanted to have a real proposal and Matthew said he’d work something out. You should see my ring.” In a flash of purple magic, Twilight pulled her engagement ring from a pocket dimension to show the rest of the royalty.
“Oh my goodness,” Cadence blushed. It was the perfectly matched to her sister-in-law’s color pallet and cutie mark. “How much did he spend on it? It looks fantastic.”
“A lot and several days just to find the gem,” the purple mare returned the jewelry to its safe place with a smug smile.
“Yes, I’m still trying to figure out how you are pregnant,” Celestia muttered under her breath her mind still racing at the fact an alicorn was pregnant. It had to be something about the genes. She never conceived a child with any pony or the other races over her thousands of years of life.Maybe alicorns are not directly connected to ponies in terms of genetics. Hypothetically, one would have to be close to the genetic markers of an alicorn to actually conceive. Just like how Twilight was so close, she was able to survive the transformation… Hmmm. Since Shining Armor is her brother, therefore he would be the closest pony to an alicorn outside of Matthew, he should be able to conceive a child with Cadence. I’ll need to wait and see.
If so, maybe I can have one.
The Princess of the Sun had to tear herself from the dark hallway those thoughts lead too. Far too years had passed and she did not want to dwell on such dark tidings in this time of crisis, “Tirek is an old enemy. He steals the magic of others to become stronger. Thankfully, from his long stay in Tartarus he’s week and can be captured. Our best bet is to have someone who can sense distortions in magic waiting to act, then Tirek can be captured and imprisoned once again.”
“Who is it?” Twilight asked, interested in who could be powerful enough to sense such distortions.
“Disord.”
Even from outside, Matthew could hear the breaking of Twilight’s patience. “Oh this is gonna be good,” he muttered, moving closer to the door to hear the conversation. When one of the guards asked him to step back, he threw him down the hall.
The silence in the room stretched, until the purple alicorn asked, “Alright, I get why he’s being picked. But are you going to send Fluttershy to keep an eye on him? I don’t imagine she’d like going on something dangerous like this.”
“No Twilight,” the Sun Princess said, “Discord should be enough for this mission.”
Twilight rubbed the area between her eyes in concentration, “Celestia, sweetie…. Have you been drinking the crazy juice this morning?”
The two other princesses gasped at such disrespect. The oldest of the four took this sign of irritation with great humility, “No Twilight. I have not, though I will appreciate if you didn’t use Matthew’s callus words. They are unbecoming of a princess.”
“You right,” the purple alicorn had to really resist rolling her eyes, “Except for the fact that Discord could just as easily turn on us and help Tirek.”
“Why would he do that?” Luna asked.
“He’s a spirit of chaos,” she slowly explained. “He can literally do anything and by the fact he’s immortal, he will do everything. Doesn’t him turning on us seem very likely?”
“When you put it like that-“ Cadence began.
Celestia was quick to respond with comforting words, “Don’t worry Twilight. Discord has changed and I’m sure he will rise to the occasion.”
All the Princess of Friendship could do was sigh and wave at the rest of the group before leaving, “I’ll catch you later. Make sure not to get kidnapped or beaten too badly before I see you next time.” With a flick of her magic, the purple terror opened the double doors to find a rather amused stallion with his ear where the door was. “Come on Matthew, we’re heading back so I can take another look at the library of the old castle.”
Cadence, Celestia and Luna watched in shock while Matthew groaned, “How have you not read every book in that library? You’ve grabbed books from that place like every day since I’ve known you.”
“And I still don’t’ know what’s in the box?” the irate pony’s voice became softer the further away she got.
“Oh… that box you and your friends released after you returned the Elements of Harmony right?”
“Wow, you were listening. I thought you were sleeping when I told you.”
“I try to listen to you, but your lectures are so boring. It’s not my fault you’re a boring teacher.”
Smack!
“Ow.”
The three princesses turned to look at each other, truly at a loss for words. Then the pink one had to make a comment, “I’d ship it.”
0 0 0
The recent few weeks have given the titled Princess of Friendship a lot of perspective on her life. Such wonderful facts like how ponies just love to touch the belly just to feel the baby move. That her soon to be husband was really trying to be good and for the most part succeeding, but is still an alcoholic.
Now, she stood before the three only alicorns in the world locked in Princess Celestia’s personal living space. “So let me get this straight,” the purple alicorn said, really trying to hold the anger building inside her, “After I spent a day going through even more scrolls in your old castle, I get pulled away from my romantic carriage ride with my husband and all you have to say to me is that Discord betrayed us.”
“Yes,” the ancient white alicorn said in a tired tone, “Tirek has swayed Discord to his side and now they are traveling across Equestria taking the magic all everypony.”
Twilight took a deep breath, “I want to say I told you so, but I really told you so.”
“Yeah,” the pink alicorn rubbed a hoof behind her neck, her face heating up, “You were right.”
“You don’t need to tell me that. Tell Matthew that,” the youngest princess said, “he’s the one that’s had to get reservations at ‘On Top of the Mountain.’”
“That’s so sweet-“ the Princess of Love began only to get interrupted by the raised voice of said fiancé.
“Where is Celestia? SHE OWES ME FOR RUINING THOSE RESERVATIONS! DO YOU KNOW HOW MUCH I SPENT OF THOSE?! DO YOU KNOW HOW MANY OF YOU PONIES I HAD TO THREATEN TO GET THOSE?! I HAD TO TRACK DOWN TWELVE JUST TO GET THAT OPENNING?! I HAD TO READ TWILIGHT’S DIARY JUST TO GET THIS NIGHT TOGETHER THE WAY SHE WANTED!”
“How much did he spend on those reservations?” Cadence responded.
Her sister-in-law could only shake her head, “You don’t wanna know. He worked dozens of odd jobs. Though that last part does explain why he was gone those nights. Also, Celestia, you’re going to want to send the royal accountant with bits to Matthew. He’s a little angry our dinner didn’t happen. He even had a bottle of wine specially recommended for the occasion.”
“It is a romantic start,” Luna said, “But did my ears deceive me, did Matthew read your diary?”
“Oh I left it out for him,” she waved her purple hoof off handedly. “I didn’t want him to ruin my day.”
“Right,” the Princess of the Sun began, “Since the change of events, our next course of action would be for us to prevent Tirek from taking our magic. One of us will have to bear the others magic.”
“I’m more than willing to offer my magic,” Twilight raised her hoof acknowledging the weight of such a situation.
“You misunderstand,” her teacher placed a hoof on her shoulder in comfort, “We are giving you our magic. You will have to guard the fact from everypony, even you friends.”
They are not making this easy on me, her mental thoughts continued with a sigh. “Alright, but first let me get rid of Matthew,” the purple pony turned to the door, calling out loudly, “Head home Matthew! I’ll meet you there!”
“WHAT ABOUT YOUR NIGHT?! IT WAS GOING TO BE PERFECT!” came the petulant response from her stallion.
“WE’LL TRY AGAIN LATER! THE FATE OF EQUASTRIA IS AT STAKES! AND I WILL GET YOU YOUR REFUND! JUST HEAD HOME AND DON’T BRAKE ANYTHING!” His fair lady shouted at him. A loud smashing rang through the halls of the palace.
“Too late! And fine, I’ll see you home. And I’m gonna drink cause I was about to cry when you said yes,” the very angry stallion stormed off. He didn’t know what was going on and he didn’t like. He was sure going to make the big wigs in this city know that. “I’m taking this guy with me as collateral until I get my bits back!”
“Please don’t let him,” came the worried voice and sound of scuffling reached the ears of the Royal Guards Princesses.
“Matthew please don’t,” called Celestia. However, the enraged male did not hear her please. She turned to her faithful student, now noticing the developing bump in the purple furred belly. “Will you do something about him?”
“He’s not going to listen to me,” her faithful student answered, “I’m sure that guard’s fine. Matthew won’t hurt him too much.”
With no other options, the Princess of the Sun, Moon and Love relinquished their powers onto the youngest of the alicorns. The light show was bright and fantastic. Twilight felt like she would explode from the sheer amount of magic coursing through her veins. Then she left with a polite, but irritated, bow teleporting away to her library knowing that a very irritated lover was waiting for her.
The power was too great for the pony, finder herself halfway across Equestria.This is going to be a long night.
0 0 0
The sun swiveled in the sky, acting as if a three year old was having fun with the fiery ball of gas. The erratic shifting light flashed in front of the sleeping stallion’s eyes.Screw you sun,the stallion tried to roll over, but the legs of his purple mare blocked him. The strange part were the random sparks of electricity launching from her coat to his sleeping form.
“Twilight,” he began, the flashing of sun and move making his pounding head feel worse, “I think the Princess is drunk. Also, close the blind the light hurts us.”
After raising the sun and lowering the moon for the first time, Twilight just wanted to relax. So much power coursed through her, driving any tiredness from her brain. She just wanted to rest. A knock on the door and the scared muzzle of the royal guard proved to the worn out pony that she had a lot to do today.
“Princess Twilight, I’ve cleaned the kitchen and library like Mr. Matthew said. Can I go home now?”
“Yeah,” she lightly leapt from her bed to deal with the day.
While Twilight dealt with her friends and the pressure of holding such power, Matthew slept off those five bottles of wine he shouldn’t have drunk, but he was determined too and he did it plus that extra bottle he found in that one person’s house.No clue who that was.
Normally after a full night of binge drinking to the point of blacking out, waking up in the late afternoon when the light was low help with the pounding rage of such a hangover. Instead of a steady, slow waking from the depth of sleep he expected, the gold pony in the library was rudely awoken by an explosion of fire and splintered wood.
“Oh God! Natural Light!”
Pulling himself from the crater of his impact, Matthew found the library a black smoldering wreckage of twisted wood. Burning pages fluttered through the air, twisting at whims of the winds. Standing on the outskirts of town was a giant, steroid abusing centaur with the most righteous set of horns and white goatee. The coloring of black and red were a good choice. His face reminded the former human of Rafiki.
The corners of his eyes wrinkled as his eyes widened in shock at who stood before Tirek, Twilight Sparkle.
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Twilight stood before the great centaur Tirek. The sun cast his heavy shadow over her small frame. She stood before a mountain, his magic almost chocking the air with its presence.
Owlowiscious flew from her protective arms to give her space. It was safer for him to be as far away from the rage centaur as possible.
“Oh, I see how it is! You save the owl! But not me!”
Oh crap,the purple alicorn cringed. A blast of black energy exploded in Tirek’s face, the skacking of the earth next to his best lady announcing the rival of Matthew.
His dark eyes bore into the side of Twilight’s head, “Well?”
The purple pony mustered the most adorable puppy eyes she could, turning towards him, “I’m sorry.”
My heart,the stallion tried to be angry, but his heart was trying desperately to burst from his chest. “Fine. So who’s this clown?” he motioned to the centaur.
The great beast shook his head to clear of smoke.
“Evil magic stealer,” she quickly responded.
Before the golden pony could speak she teleported away in a flash of purple light and now stood before Tirek. He was taken aback at the sudden burst of multicolored light from her horn. The next surprise was the massive explosion of magic blasting into the red and black creature.
Tirek’s magic pushed against the small pony’s by covering himself in a glowing orange shield. The white light covered by flashing blues, yellow and purple soon surrounded him, engulfing both giant and shield. The earth vaporized as she put more and more magic into the attack until it completely engulfed her enemy.
Finally, the purple princess ended the powerful strike. With so much magic running through her, she felt a little light headed. Her focused turned on the stallion that suddenly appeared out of thin air next to her, “Ok… How’d you get this strong? Was it the God Hand? I bet it was the God Hand.”
Before she could speak, Tirek roared charging the magic between his horns. Twilight and Matthew turned toward the centaur, muscles tensing ready to spring. She vanished is a flash of purple, appearing directly in front of the beast. Her horn flared bright.
He looked down at the alicorn princess. In that split second, a hoof of dark energy smashed into his face.
The gold stallion felt the impact, but something was wrong. With that amount of force, the centaur’s jaw should have been broken. Something inside the wannabe kaiju metal album cover pushed against the Power inside his hoof and effectively decreased the damage.
Twilight unleashed her magic into Tirek’s monkey face. The stallion shot forward, driving both dark and crystal hoof into the titan’s face. Said titan reeled back, taking several steps with his building crushing hooves.
Before the two ponies could react, a bright orange aura covered their bodies. With a shout, Tirek threw the pair with all of his might. The roar of the wind filled their ears before a mountain was kind enough to stop their momentum. Twilight’s magic offered her some cushion as her body created a deep crater into the side of the mountain. Her coltfriend was not so lucky as his body was plunged into stone.
She turned to the deep cavern, “Are you okay?”
The sound of grinding rocks met her purple ears, before Matthew answered, “Okay. That hurt.”
“AGH!” she turned towards Tirek. The giant was flying through the air towards her at full speed.
His horns drove Twilight and then Matthew through the collection of mineral and into fresh air. Thinking quickly the purple alicorn teleported above the centaur, her horn ignited brightly. The stallion slammed his hooves together. The explosion of blue fire burned Tirek’s face.
She unleashed all of her magic into the titan’s back. The earth embraced both males in a rocky tomb. The rock vibrated violently as the purple pony landed.
The ground before her exploded in orange and blue light, throwing her into the air. With her magic, the princess was right herself finding the gold stallion dragging Tirek by the noise ring into the air. With a roar he flipped the centaur onto his back and into the earth.
Taking the distraction, Twilight unleashed a massive volley of spells. Each impacted the giant body, covering it with light. More and more built up until a pure dome of magic engulfed ever inch of the centaur. With the lightest flick of purple aura, she ignited the spell.
What followed was the equivalent of a nuclear strike, mushroom shaped explosion and everything but with rainbows.
With a few flaps of her wings, she landed on the ground. Her eyes were focused on the smoking crater of molten rock. Her stallion joined her, his dark eyes scanning the smoke. He could feel Tirek inside.
A strong draft of wind blew the smoke away, revealing a dusty centaur getting to his hooves. The ground simmered against his large hooves. The random scuff marks and scratches glowed slightly. Soon the light disappeared along with the damage.
“Hmmmm,” the giant hummed to himself. His dark eyes were focused on the pair with such hatred that Matthew could taste.
It taste like sulfur and brimstone with a hint of lime,the gold alicorn’s muscles tensed, ready to spring.
“It seems I have underestimated both of you,” Tirek’s gravelly voice rumbled through the air.
“Oh god,” the stallion muttered, “The villain monologue.”
“Unfortunately for you, I have an ace in the hole,” with a snap of his red fingers, six orbs of translucent came into existence around the giant horns.
Twilight gasped in horror at the sight of her friends, Spike, and oddly enough at Discord. They were slumped inside their imprisoning spheres. The eyes were drained of color along with their magic and cutie marks.
“How about a trade?” the giant offered with a sickening smile. “Your friends for all of the alicorn magic.”
Her purple eyes moved from one face to the next. Her friends begged her not to give up. Matthew’s eyes were on her, memorizing the fear and hopelessness creeping into the wrinkles around her eyes and the corner of her mouth. He knew what she would do. He would have to do the same. The amount of magic flowing through Tirek allowed the monster to withstand and heal from even the greatest of attacks.
He’d have to follow her lead, because if he didn’t, she’d get hurt. He wasn’t fast enough to save them. He didn’t know anything about magic to free her friends. He couldn’t so blatantly harm Twilight. They’d have to bide their time, waiting for the perfect moment to strike at Tirek.
The pair of ponies flew down to stand before the centaur, Twilight calling out, “I’ll give up my magic as long as you release my friends… and Discord.”
“Disord? Really?” the monkey faced giant asked with a note of genuine surprise, “Why not leave him? He did betray you and your friends remember.”
The Princess of Friendship stood resolute against the criticism, “Discord too… and no you do not get a choice,” she snapped at her coltfriend.
“Fine,” he huffed in exasperation.
“Good,” the centaur’s voice rumbled from deep within his chest, shaking the earth and sky.
To Matthew’s confusion, the titan began to inhale loudly drawing in as much air as possible. A strange sensation overtook the stallion. Something was being pulled from the center of his forehead. The feeling began to intensify. His dark eyes caught sight of a red blistering aura leaching from his horn.
It was a strange feeling. It was as if something itchy was being extracted out of his body. The more red being drained from his body, the more free it felt. The magic being extracted felt as if all of his muscles were being freed for the first time. This aura, this poison was holding him back. And for the first time since the day his true name was made, he felt free.
He turned, his dark eyes finding Twilight. Her eyes were grey and she could barely stand. The bubbles enclosing the rest of the Mane Six and Discord popped and their occupants collided painfully with the ground.
Tirek’s body exploded in size and power. Lightning and bursts of orange power exploded from the expanding man/horse crossbreed. The mares and draconequus rushed towards their friends. Pinkie Pie screaming, “He’s roid-ing out!”
The mares plus baby dragon clamped onto Twilight in an effort to comfort her and crush the lone stallion in their group hug. Discord stood away from them, his lion claw wrapping around the necklace Tirek gave him. The necklace was a physical representation of his betrayal.
“I’m sorry,” his voice broke through to the ponies.
The ground rumbled ominously, fissure reaching out as the giant continued to rise in power and his physical presence.
The draconequus pulled the necklace from his long neck and offered it to Twilight. The ponies were surprised. Some held anger in their eyes. He continued, “I’m sorry about all of this. I thought I wanted freedom. Instead, I was just manipulated into thinking he understood me and wanted to be friends.Thiswas a lie. It’s not a sign of gratitude and loyalty. More importantly, I betrayed you… my friends.” Discord placed the medallion around Twilight’s neck, “But this is a sign of friendship, at least when I say it.”
All eyes were on the necklace, a shiver of rainbow rippling across the cold metal surface. “The key,” she muttered, looking up at the taller God of Chaos. She felt elated. Now they had the final key, “We need to get to the chest.”
“Now, for the grand finale!” The roar shook the very heavens themselves. The mountain of a beast raised one of his hooves to crush the opposition. It was the size of an entire village. The flat grey surface came rushing down at the group.
There was nowhere to go. The other ponies, baby dragon and Spirit of Chaos were not fast enough to flee the area of impact. Pinkie Pie wrapped her limbs around the entire group except for one. At the same time, she was making Stretch Armstrong a very jealous action figure.
The hoof struck, splitting stone and earth. The fissures reached to each corner of the valley, hundreds of feet of damage that revealed the various layers of mineral deposits.
The girls and Spike were screaming loudly. Their high pitched voices mixed inside the stallion’s ears, but he had to ignore the pain in his ears. All that mattered was holding up this mountain of beast. The weight was excruciating, pushing his golden hooves into the soft earth.
“If you’re all done trying to deafen me,” his growl of a voice broke through the screaming, “Can you kindly get the hell away from here.”
All eyes turned to the stallion, his muscles straining against the sheer weight of the literal mountain of centaur. Taking control of the situation, Twilight turned to her friends and Discord, “Quick girls! We need to get to the box!”
With that slightly command, the group ran as fast as their hooves/claws/paws would take them. Her coltfriend’s words followed behind them, “Twi you really need to work on that sexist attitude of yours. Not everybody has a vagina. Don’t worry, after I’m done with this a**hat we can get the help you need.”
“Shouldn’t you be fighting more than mocking me?!”
With a powerful strike, Matthew’s right hoof exploded with power. Tirek yelled, taking an instinctive step back as his front hoof burned. “Don’t think I can’t do both… I am quite the mutitasker!” the stallion smiled vengefully, disappearing in a displacement of air to deliver a powerful right hoof to Tirek’s monkey face.
“Ah!” the giant screamed, gathering energy between his horns.
The irritating stallion appeared at the base of one of his horns, slamming his hooves together. The resulting shockwave of blue fire burned the top of the giant’s head and blinded him with bright light and pain.
Tirek roared, reaching up to grab the annoying former human.
Said human swiftly disappeared before those building sized fingers intertwined to crush him. A solid kick into the knee sent the centaur down on one knee. Snarling, Tirek swung a meaty fist out to strike Matthew, but he wasn’t anywhere to be seen.
A sharp tug on the massive horns sent a nearby hill into the villain’s vision. Said hill was not appreciative of the contact and was very abrasive to Tirek’s sudden advances.
The gold stallion hovered above the giant, watching him struggle with pulling his face out of the earth’s cold embrace. When his opponent finally managed the free himself, the stallion cocked an eye, “Huh… not my best work, but considering the subject of this piece I’d say it’s close to perfect for you.”
Unfortunately for the pony, Tirek was not amused. With a roar, he sent out orange and red electricity shooting through the air in all directions. Trees burst into flame. The ground was cut several feet deep. The grass turned black. Thousands upon thousands of spears of voltage converged through the air.
The gold alicorn was thrown from the sky by the equivalent of Zeus’s thunderbolt at the speed of sound into the ground.
“Ow.”
The great titan snorted in derision, a thick cloud of steam billowing from each nostril. He began to turn, the hills and plains shaking with his every move.
“Of course you know,” the centaur stopped, turning back to the alicorn shaped hole in the dirt, “This means war.”
A large chunk of stone and earth exploded towards Tirek. With a flicker of his magic, he blasted the makeshift projectile into dust. That did not stop the enraged pony smashing at full speed into the center of his forehead.
With reckless abandonment, Matthew continued to drill into the center of the centaur’s forehead. His fists pummeled against the thick skull. He couldn’t feel the pain in his hooves. To be quite honest, he didn’t feel much outside of the high frequency tingling flowing through his veins and muscles.
Tirek’s massive head slowly began to bend backwards. Thick veins and muscles bulged, trying to stay upright. But Matthew was running at full speed and he felt great. His muscles and soul just felt alive. It was as if some weight was lifted off of him and he was going to deliver the most epic beat down in the history of Equestria.
Bar none.
No matter how much Tirek’s neck and back protested, his horned head continued to bend unnaturally. Pain shot up and down the titan’s body increasing as the angle between humanoid spine met the equine one.
In a last desperate move, the giant strained to pull power into his horns and focused all of his attention on the lone pony.
Matthew flew up as soon as the magic began to pool in an attempt to gain distance. This was a mistake as his opponent quickly straightened up and unleashed all hell on him. His golden fur body was completely engulfed in a roar of red and orange light.
“Hot! Hot! Hot!” the pony screamed, his arms instinctively folded in front of his body.
Such power pummeled the false alicorn, pushing him higher into the stratosphere. Chunks of fur and skin flew off of him. The open wounds sizzled as the magic tore at his body. Trying to think quickly, he leaned towards the right, trying to force his body out of the line of fire. More and more power unloaded on the stallion burning him with such anger and hate. His lungs began to burn as the magic tore at his very being.
Finally he broke through to fresh air. Taking a deep breath of fresh air, he spun and threw of bolt of black energy.
“ARGH!” screamed the giant, stomping as he rubbed his injured eye.
Didn’t aim there, but who cares. Not me, that’s for sure,the stallion flew down onto the burnt, black earth.
Tirek turned to him, veins threatening to burst free from his forehead, “How? How are you so strong? You should be nothing! You are nothing! I am-“Oh no… It’s the hissy fit.“- the superior being! I have taken all of the power from all of the ponies, from their gods! Who are you to stand against me?!?” Across the soft breeze of the wind, only Tirek’s labored breath could be heard.
“Are you done?”
The stallion’s voice only grated the centaur. That voice threatened to burst all of the blood vessels in his brain, “I’m going to kill you. I will make it as slow and as painful as I can.”
“Cool, cool,” the stallion rolled his shoulders, wincing when he realized a chunk of his shoulder was missing. “There’s just one problem with that.”
“And what is that?” the grinding of the giant’s teeth rattled the earth, causing the dirt and pebbles to vibrate in a strange and exotic dance of hatred.
“You’re not a superior being,” the pony’s smile was something Tirek could only place as the three way stop between cruelty, madness and Sinicism. It was a look so outlandish and crazy that Discord felt the chaos like a shot to the heart.
“Oh dear, we are in trouble,” the draconequus muttered to himself.
Tirek watched as the pony took a peculiar stance on his hind hooves. The muscles flexed under the golden fur. Blood vessels pulsed against his skin, making themselves visible under the layers of fur.
To the surprise of the centaur, a mighty wind burst from the smaller pony. It felt as if a hurricane was unleashing its rapid furry from within the body of flesh and bone. The pony’s voice rose above the chaos of the wind.
The wind speeds increased as Matthew pushed further against his own physical bonds. Power was building, sending a wave of pressure out into the world. The mountains trembled, the sky darkened in response to the oncoming storm. The tides churned violently, swelling and bashing against the shore of Equestria. Ponies limped and crawled to safety as the tremors, winds and a lone stallion’s voice rose.
The giant took a step back, the building pressure and power forcing back.
This should not be happening. The same thought rolling though the giant’s head over and over again. The power only continued to grow without hesitation along with the shout.
But it did not remain a shout. It was turning into a scream of pain. The centaur watched the muscles pulse against their flesh confines as the pony’s strength reached to his true heights.
Glass from the tall buildings in Manehatten cracked and showered the asphalt and concrete turf. Shining Armor limply pulled himself into his palace, the walls were shaking and there were worried voice echoed through the crystal chambers.What on earth could be causing this,the white stallion thought to himself.
Good lord, the lungs on that boy,thought Tirek absentmindedly as Matthew’s voice continued to scream into the heavens.
Every fiber of the pony’s being was ablaze, casting bright light onto the broken and burnt landscape. His horn was the unusual sight. The hollow cone appeared to be cracking. Bright light was spilling from the fractures running down the calcium formation.
He could feel the power. It was just like before, the rising tension and pain into his body. He was reaching that point, the height of his being. Matthew felt it within his very soul the power he was denied since coming to Equestria. It was intoxicating and made his head swim.
Now he will show the world just how powerful he really was.
”Lord Tirek,”boomed the combined voices of six mares.
What the…Matthew’s brain stuck on the rising ball of rainbow light behind the centaur. Twilight and her friends floated, their magic pulsing bright in the dim light. What surprised both males the most was the new appearance the Mane Six had.What in the actual Hell? They look so stupid.
The lone stallion’s power fled from him, trying to process the ridiculous big hair, extra rainbow colored markings on their forelegs and Cutie Marks.There just… so much going on there. It’s like the Magic of Friendship Twilight’s always spouting about decided to take a book from Anime and pick the most ridiculous hair it could with more color.
No
Just no.
”You have disrupted the balance of these lands,” the Main Six said in unison, “You will be punished for your transgressions against the forces of Planet Gaia.”
What Matthew saw next just fried his brain. The giant centaur he was going to beat up was being beaten by rainbow magic. “That’s not fair.”
Tirek screamed as the magic he stole was forcefully expunged from his body, causing him to shrink rapidly. And quite painfully from the screaming monkey face.
“That’s not fair.”
The centaur continued to wither, until he was little more than skin and bones. Twilight and her friends banished the fiend to Tartarus, bringing back the banished princesses.
“That’s not fair! That was my kill!”
Matthew’s words were left unheard under the roar of magic rushing across the sky. Each pony felt their magic return to them. Their Cutie Marks appearing on their flanks as strength returned to their bodies.
The gold stallion was not so happy when the wasp of red aura made its way to his smoking blackened horn. The red miasma forced its way into his head. Like a lance of electricity, it shot through his brain into his body.
He collapsed onto the ground. The magic pushed through his veins. Feeling like acid was working its way into his system and was trying to kill him. “This hurts, so much. Still pissed about Tirek. Damnit Twilight.”
Speak of the devil and she appeared in all of her silly colorful appearance. “Sweet Celestia!” she screamed, scrambling over to Matthew and taking his head into her forelegs, “Are you alright?” Her purple eyes scanned the various burn marks and missing bits of Matthew’s body, noticing the penitent horse wearing the crown of thorns materializing on his flank.
“I don’t think magic likes me.”
“How?” she asked, trying to work her brain about the strange news.
Before she could move him, the mystery cube shot into the air in a cacophony of light and flew towards Ponyville. The ponies watched the seed disappear into the earth. Without much warning, a mighty crystal tree burst from the fertile soil to form a glistening structure that stood high above the thatch rooftops.
“A castle,” Twilight mumbled numbly, trying to process the sequence of events. First she looked down to her stallion, her horn glowing. “Don’t worry Matthew. I’ll get you help. Then-“
“Oh just put me in a bed at the sparkling castle,” he groaned, “Screw the hospital. I just need sleep, food and maybe a little nookie.” The stallion winked at the purple alicorn.
Said mare couldn’t handle the randomness of the gesture. She smiled widely, “You’re the worst. You know that right?”
“And yet you’re marrying me. It’s funny how things turn out.”
With a laugh and her friends in tow, Twilight made her way to her new castle with her stallion held aloft with her magic.
0 0 0
Deep into the Badlands, the King of Shadows waited in the throne room of previous queens. His eyes were closed, his horn glowing a dark purple as he continued to scry across the land. In his mind’s eye, Sombra saw the ponies rebuilding from Tirek’s attack.
His red eyes shot open as the thick doors to the throne room. Trakeena slowly made her way into the darkened room. In her green magic was a rather unassuming object. It was barely as round as his hoof, made of brown stone.
He knew the new changeling queen had checked every image written across the stone’s surface. She would have inspected every hieroglyphic on all sides before she would bring it to him.
“Here’s your bobble,” the female changeling’s voice was cold, the absence of emotion.
“Thank you kindly,” the King smiled, his sharp teeth flashing in the poor light. He took it within his hooves, inspecting to make sure it was in one piece. Not that he expected any. The changelings were an industrious race and they knew how to follow orders.
Trakeena turned, saying over her shoulder, “Our business has concluded. Leave my home and never return.”
“Don’t you want to know what this is?” Sombra’s scathing voice almost drove the young queen to murderous rage by how it implied she was still a child.
“No.”
“But this is such a unique piece of history,” he continued, sounding like an enthusiastic teacher reaching his most favorite subject. “This piece belongs to a long lost tribe of ponies from the distant past. The tribe spoke of the Great War between the pony gods and the multi-limbed creature of Chaos. They spoke of how the alicorns and the draconequus fought for this world, using the very sky themselves. They broke the sun, the mood and the earth. Magic poisoned the lands, twisting it into something deadly. Many died and they had no power to stop it.”
Sombra held the item up to eye level, “In their despair, the alicorns, their gods, gave them a gift before they returned to the heavens. Or as the ancient scrolls say, escape Samsara. They gave them one of their own, a pony to control the movement of the heavens. To deal with the rampant magic, he used such a talisman to consume it. He kept this piece around his neck, even when he was felled by the Last Son of Chaos. You may know him as Celestia’s and Luna’s father, but to Discord he was the destroyer of his race. His talisman was collected by his daughters when they were old enough to face Discord.”
Trakeena waited in silence, wanting nothing more than to leave or remove the dark King. “And what does this have to do with you?”
“That’s easy,” he smiled, looking directly at her, “With a little tinkering, I can take and seal more than just rampant magic. I can seal the princesses and much more with it.”
“You plan is to remove the princesses and Discord,” she hummed unimpressed, “I think Tirek just did that. That didn’t end well for him.”
“You forgot the more part,” pointed out the grey stallion, “the important part is what I can do with it.” With a flicker of dark magic, Sombra implanted the disk directly into his barrel.
Trakeena’s horn glowed green, readying to strike the unicorn dead.
Sombra’s grey flesh appeared to shift. It twisted and turned around the talisman as if it was less than flesh. His eyes burned brighter as his formed shifted and churned, “Since I’m an Umbra, my body is stuck between the physical and magical.”
Trakeena’s green magic hit the pony, tearing through his flesh without much resistance. Said magic shot out the other side, leaving a trail of red blood.
But Sombra did not fall.
He smiled, his flesh glowing an ominous color beyond the changelings comprehension. “My flesh can mix with the magic inside this device and make it may own.”
He moved towards the changeling, more bolts of green slicing through him like a hot knife through butter. “That also means things like, love and life itself.” With a nimble grey hoof, he grabbed the changeling queen’s horn.
She was wondering where her guards were and why they were not charging in like they were ordered. The answer was Sombra’s glowing horn, “Now if you don’t want me to leave you the only surviving changeling of your hive, you will serve me. Any questions?”
Trakeena turned her eyes, she knew she had made a mistake. The explosive spell didn’t go off the moment Sombra’s hoof had touched the disk and the twenty guards had been incapacitated without so much as a chance to fight back. She knew the spell had stuck, but the moment Sombra touched the stone surface, it just vanished.
The King of Shadow’s enjoyed the furious look in the young changeling’s eyes. He felt sick pleasure in watching the fear of loss wiggle its way into those eyes.
“That’s a good girl. Now I have a throne to take and if you’re good, you can have a few ponies to drain for love.”

	