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NOW WITH A CHOOSE YOUR OWN ADVENTURE MINI GAME!
This is just an idea that popped into my head the other day when I was reading through Help Thy Lonely Soul. 
A What-If story to Help Thy Lonely Soul. What would be different if Nightmare was never found out by the A.M.A? 
How would her and Jason's relationship evolve without their interference? 
Well in this story, Jason Storm himself will tell you exactly how his relationship with Nightmare went. 
From the humble and heartfelt beginnings to the dark and twisted end. Read on and enjoy.
Sex is there but nothing too graphic.
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		A Toxic Romance (Not A Part Of The Choose Your Own Adventure Mini-Game)



A Toxic Romance

I feel happy...and yet so very tired...
I've left everything I ever had behind just to get away, to escape her...Nightmare.
I suppose that I should explain what exactly I'm talking about, or who I suppose.
My name is Jason Storm and this is my story.
You see it all started on a day like any other. I had woken up, gotten ready and walked to school. And of course Sir Twatalot was there to meet with his usual greeting of pinning me against the gate and demanding I give him my lunch money.
Of course I denied him that luxury...and got absolutely battered as a result of it. But then I was saved, by a stick of all things hitting the great twit in the back of his head. I didn't know who threw it at the time but I distinctly remember thanking them fervently in my thoughts.
Anyway Sir Twatalot decided to be clever and try and find the culprit behind the stick...he never did find her. 
The day went on like it usually did, albeit with me having a sore shoulder and random headaches. Eventually I went home and decided that some sleep would do me some good...only to be tapped on my rather sore shoulder by an unbelievable sight.
On my bed stood a tall and svelte midnight black Unicorn...with wings. Now I could say I reacted with grace and dignity, but I'd be lying. In truth I backed away and decided it would be clever to convince myself that it...she wasn't real. This only ended up upsetting the poor creature, or Nightmare Moon as she had introduced herself. She thought I was frightened not by her just randomly appearing in my...attic, but rather by her appearance.
At the time I didn't really see her as I did later on, but I did shush her fear by calling her pretty. This seemed to surprise her immensely and I really couldn't imagine why. But anyway after all the awkward talking she basically asked me if it was possible for me to befriend her.
Or as she put it, be her conversation pony.
I accepted this proposal, albeit because I thought I had gone nuts. But either way she responded to this by hugging the life out of me, stuttering a load of apologies and then more or less dragging me onto the floor with her to sleep.
She always was a bit forward...and very comfy.
The next day I woke up to find her looking at me with her peculiar eyes...and I panicked a little. But after a few convincing arguments and spinning me around like a beyblade I decided that she was indeed real.
It was at school when she first started to act...strange.
We arrived there after I had done all my usual morning stuff, washing, getting ready ect. Except when we got there she dragged me to one side and explained that Sir Twatalot was watching the gate, no doubt for me to walk in so he could beat the crap out of me again.
And then she pulled out a knife.
Now to say I was surprised would be a bit of an understatement. I mean she pulled it out of her mane...and her mane had been wrapped around me like a blanket!
Anyway after a bit of pleading I did manage to convince her not to stab him...although even to this day I'm not sure why. What Nightmare actually ended up doing to him was far worse than death...so much worse.
One second I was through the gate and he was walking towards me, and the next he was on the floor foaming at the mouth and screaming in agony.
And when I looked at Nightmare...She was smiling at the whole thing.
I ran.
But even then I didn't make it far. I made it into the toilets and locked myself in one of the stalls, scared out of my wits!
I mean she had just reduced one of the toughest, meanest son of a bitch I'd ever met to a quivering insane wreck. But even as I hid myself away she still came after me, claiming that it was all for me and that he couldn't hurt me anymore. I didn't know what to think. She sounded so upset and hurt that I had ran from her, and that made me feel like the world's biggest asshole.
It was then that she opened my stall and instead of being angry with me...she cradled me tightly, as if holding me with less force would allow me to slip away.
She was so warm, and her words were so comforting...What else could I do but accept her?
I was a fool...I thought that would be the last time she would do something like that.
It wasn't.
And it was all my fault for admitting how I felt about her.
It happened a little over a month after she had institutionalized Sir Twatalot. The day had been a little bit strange, at least for me. You see during that long month, Nightmare had been persuading me to eat healthier, as well as perform every horrible type of exercise possible.
And in doing so I had lost a lot of the puppy fat that came with only being sixteen, gaining muscle where it faded away instead. And this had caused me to gain some...admirers.
Namely a group of girls who weren't quite as subtle as they might have thought they were. Anyway I had refused their invitation to join them for the weekend, having already placed my eye on a certain someone else.
And when the day came to a close and we were both back in my room...alone.
I told her how I felt...and despite her argument that if we ever went to Equestria I would be attacked...or killed, I didn't care. I just wanted her and I knew she wanted me.
And so it was that we become a couple of sorts. I really enjoyed it too. The kisses and soft words of affection made it all worthwhile, even if no one could ever know or would ever know.
And then after a few weeks...we made love, under the moonlight in a grassy field. I suppose if anyone caught us it would have looked...awkward, seeing as only I could see and touch her. But I was beyond caring and so was she. It was a magical moment that I wished could last forever, and even when we finished we never let each other go.
It was that night that I finally told her that I loved her...and she me.
It was so beautiful, that moment. And even now as I continue to hide, I cannot help but remember it fondly.
As I suppose everyone does with their first.
But after that night...she became different.
It was small things at first. Like her sticking by my side like glue and always leading me away from those who wished to talk to me. I didn't particularly mind to be honest and even found it a little cute. But then as the months went by it...escalated drastically.
I first noticed it when I went to school, only to find out that one of the receptionists had been sent to hospital with the same symptoms as Sir Twatalot. When I asked who I couldn't help but be surprised to find out it was the same receptionist that constantly treated me like a child. In fact the previous day she had chucked a lollipop at me on my way out, saying in a rather unprofessional and sarcastic manner that perhaps I should wait for my "Mommy" instead of walking home in the storm that had brewed up.
I had never liked her all that much...but I had never expected Nightmare to punish her like that. I confronted her about it in the safety of my room, only for her to respond by telling me that she deserved it.
"I will never let anypony insult you and get away with it."
And that was just the start.
As the weeks turned into months more and more people from my school or street were sent to hospital with the same symptoms. And every time I confronted Nightmare I would only get the same response.
"Whoever dares to harm you harms me...after all you are mine."
It didn't matter if it was a simple hello or handshake. Anyone had the potential to harm me and that was unacceptable to Nightmare. It came to the point where I simply HAD to avoid everyone I came across, lest Nightmare deem them dangerous and rip into their minds.
And Sofia...oh that poor girl.
Sofia was a friend I had made briefly after Nightmare and I had gotten together. And as the madness of Nightmare continued she was quickly picked up upon as a danger to me... as well as romantic competition.
I pleaded with Nightmare not to do anything. I promised her that I only loved her and Sofia was just a friend that I could talk to normally, with Human problems and issues that Nightmare could never understand because when it came down to it she wasn't Human.
Oh what a mistake I made that day.
Nightmare hadn't really responded to what I had said, choosing merely to be quiet and stare blankly at everything.
I had never been so scared.
And my fears proved correct the next day, when Sofia was found motionless in her own home.
From what I had learned they hadn't been able to get as much as a word out of her. And from what I learned from Nightmare...Oh poor Sofia. Nightmare had attacked her mind with such fervently that she had completely wiped it clean of any normality.
I haven't checked for years...but I know she's still in hospital.
And what did Nightmare have to say about this when I confronted her?
"You have no need for anypony else but me my love, never forget that."
It was at that point that I finally realized just how far she had fallen. She had gone from the nervous and kind friend...lover, into an insanely jealous and overbearing Nightmare.
No pun intended.
But I finally knew that I had to get away, I had to run and get as far away from her as I possibly could. If I didn't then she would only hurt more people...
I considered breaking up with her by just flat out telling her so...but I feared so greatly what she might do to change my mind, so I stayed silent and decided to this in a different way.
I timed it, it took months and months of planning, earning just the right amount of money and booking just the right plane on the just the right day in just the right time. You see Nightmare had placed some sort of magical tracer on me that had to be recast twice a month.
"It's for your own protection my darling." She had said.
Anyway after a while I began to feel a certain tingling that would signal when it was about to vanish. So within all the months of planning I eventually figured out the right day and time to escape, knowing that if it all worked out then Nightmare would never be able to follow me...or hopefully never find me.
And when the day came to be, I left a note for my Mother telling her not to try and find me.
She never did...She never got the chance to try if the news is anything to go on.
Nightmare's anger is...immense, yet never directed at me.
Anyway on that day I asked Nightmare if she wouldn't mind stealing something from the nearby shop, telling her that when she came back we could cuddle up and watch a movie together. She had never trained me to be a deceptive as she herself was...but I had quickly picked up on it as my life became that much more dangerous.
Her expression when I asked her this was beyond happy. I suppose it was because of how distant I had been with her. Well with all that she had done I couldn't exactly help it. Anyway she gave me a deep kiss, tongue and all and then quickly flew off to the nearest shop.
I waited a few seconds just in case she came back...before quickly grabbing my duffle bag that I had hidden under a floorboard and racing out of the house. A taxi pulled up moments later just as I had ordered it too and I quickly got into it, chucking a twenty at the driver in advance and telling him to floor it.
A part of me can only imagine Nightmare's excited and happy face twisting into a confused and upset one whenever she came back, food and drinks in her magical grasp only to find out that I was nowhere to be found. It always makes feel like dirt if I'm being honest...I suppose despite all of what she did, I still feel something for her.
Just as I had planned, I felt the tingling sensation of Nightmare's spell vanishing by the time I had left my street. I arrived at the local airport not half an hour later, and although my flight was delayed by a few hours I still managed to catch it.
And so within twenty four hours I found myself lying in a bed, in a small two bedroom house that I had worked my ass off to purchase...As well as taking money from my Mother's bank account.
It was for everyone's safety I kept telling myself...Obviously I never thought of the possibility that Nightmare would take her anger out on my Mother.
And so here I am, in Australia or Darwin to be precise. I'm currently residing in a little house not too far from the Botanic Gardens. It's quite beautiful to be honest...it almost makes up for all the pain Nightmare caused others...because of me.
It's been five years since I left, I'm twenty three now. I've obviously changed my appearance, just in case Nightmare ever decided to visit Darwin. My once black hair has grown out, not too much but enough to no longer be considered short. I've also died it brown, which I have to constantly top up every so often.
But it's worth it if it keeps her from recognizing me.
I've also bought some green contacts, not that I need them but it does help to keep me anonymous. I've also taken up a job bartending in the Darwin sailing club, a rather popular place to be honest even if it is full of mostly old geezers.
"Hey Steve get us a couple of Ciders will ya?"
Oh yeah I almost forgot. The first thing I made sure I changed once I moved over here was my name. It took forever to do and I actually had to GO BACK to England just to get my birth certificate amended.
It cost me a pretty penny too.
But the result was worth it. I am now known as Steven Moon...I figured it would be safe to have the last one.
I suppose I'm a little ashamed to admit that I still needed to feel somewhat connected to her. And if I couldn't do it by touch then I'll do it with sentiment...Five years and I still can't go a day without her in my thoughts.
The good and the bad.
And now we get up to the present. I've just finished my shift and it's time to go home.
"Later Bob, make sure Jess buys you a drink this time."
Jess is one of my co-workers and she currently owes both Bob and I a drink for losing a bet. Well it was her fault for thinking she could out drink me, something that I've gotten pretty good at over the years.
"Will do Steve, get home safe and try not to get too drunk."
I just waved at him sarcastically and made my way home. Thankfully I don't live too far and so I've never been averse to walking. It's good exercise and if anything, Nightmare was good at keeping me in shape.
It was when I made my way through the market that something...or should I say somepony caught my eye.
I nearly stopped. Dead in the street, I nearly stopped.
It was only with great effort that I kept walking, my head down but not obviously so. And I could see her...how...why is she here?
She looked exactly the same as the last time I saw her. She hadn't aged as she told me she wouldn't...and she was still so beautiful. From what I could see, Nightmare was walking slowly and randomly looking at what the market had to offer.
Was she just sightseeing?
Was this all a coincidence?
Either way I continued walking forward. Whether she was here or not it didn't matter. What did matter was making sure she didn't know that I WAS HERE!
It was as I was almost past her that she decided to walk over to the other side, not looking at where she was going.
And why should she? Nothing could touch her...apart from me.
Thankfully I just about managed to avoid her. She breezed past me and I cleverly acted none the wiser.
And then by the unluckiest of chances...her long ethereal mane touched me.
Oh the warmth...I had forgotten just how lovely it felt whenever she touched me with her mane. It was like a warm and comfy blanket had been wrapped around me. And when she did actually wrap it around me...Ohh there's no word in any language for that amount of bliss.
I shivered ever so slightly as I repressed the sensation that had invaded my skin, choosing instead to ignore it as best I could and keep on walking.
I was safe, I looked completely different from when I was eighteen. There was no way Nightmare would be able to tell who I was.
But then she was suddenly in front of me, looking into my eyes as I somehow managed to ignore her, walking forward whilst she flew backwards. It took all my willpower and whatever acting skill I had not to look back at her eyes. But I somehow did it, looking ahead blankly as I turned a corner and cut through an alleyway to get to my home.
And then she placed her hoof on my chest, stopping me from walking any further.
I couldn't help myself after that...I looked directly at her, remaining silent as she stared at me blankly.
And then her expression changed, going from blank and emotionless to joyous and tearful.
"Jason?"
I didn't say anything...I was so scared of what she was going to do.
Not to me, but to everyone else that I knew.
But Nightmare had seen through my disguise, she didn't need me to say anything back.
"Oh Jason, my love it's you!"
She threw her forelegs around me tightly and buried her face into my neck, weeping for all it was worth. I suppose it was when I didn't return her embrace that she looked at me questioningly, tilting her head in a surprising cute manner.
"Jason what's the matter?" She asked me worriedly, tears matting her fur. "I'm here now, everything is going to be okay."
Okay? No it's not going to be okay. Everything is going to go to hell! She's going to ruin everything I've worked so hard to build up.
My friends.
My job.
My new life.
"No it isn't!" I yelled angrily, shocking her into silence. "You're going to hurt people again and I'm not letting that happen!"
I pushed her away from me and ran. I ran as fast as I could, not even bothering to heed her calling my name. I refused to get caught up in her jealousy again. No one else is going to be hurt because of me.
No one!
I made it home in record time and quickly locked the door behind me...for all the good it will do. In all the years since I left Nightmare I have never been able to figure out just how to fight her if she ever found me.
I mean I could lash out at her and punch her...but despite all that she has done, I don't ever think that I'd be able to hurt her myself.
I suppose I'm just relying on the hope that she didn't follow me after I ran away from her.
And as the minutes turned into hours, I finally allowed myself to calm down and relax. I guess she must have been too shocked from my blatant refusal to accept her again to follow me.
I turned on my IPod and connected it to the speakers, instantly smiling as one of my favourite songs came on.
"Comatose
I'll never wake up without an overdose of you!"
It's a really catchy song, my second to Monster. Although I always had a feeling that Nightmare liked that one.
I wonder why.
Anyway as I allowed myself to relax, I grabbed a bottle of Stella out of the fridge and sat down on one of my rather comfy couches. I then spent the next few hours watching some re-runs of Doctor Who before I eventually called it a night and headed towards the shower.
I like a good shower before bed, it really helps me sleep sometimes.
I quickly shed my clothing and once I had found just the right angle, you know between the Antarctic or molten lava, I stepped in and proceeded to wash myself.
It was then that I started to feel...strange.
As I washed myself, I could feel...something else washing me as well. And yet when I looked there was no one there. I even felt the air around me and yet touched nothing. It was confusing but I merely convinced myself that I was imagining things and decided to just get on with it and try to finish as soon as I could.
After I had gotten out and dried myself, I put some boxers on and quickly made my way into my room, collapsing on my bed without really looking at it...
Say to say I was surprised when I heard a seductive giggle would be the understatement of the century.
My eyes snapped open only to see that I was more or less lying on top of Nightmare. I panicked at this and attempted to jump off the bed, to escape from her again. But the Alicorn was having none of it this time. She wrapped her wings around me and for all my strength I found myself unable to pry myself loose.
"Not this time my love." She scolded me, tapping my nose with her hoof. "Why did you run away from me?"
I blinked at this question. I mean it was obvious why I had left her...right?
Surely she wasn't so blind that she didn't see just how badly she scared me.
"Because you were hurting people for no reason!" I told her furiously...even whilst looking into her eyes...so loving...so caring...so fervent in her promise of safety...so...
No! This was probably just another one of her magical tricks. I don't care what she looks like because to me she is...poisonous! And I don't want anything to do with her anymore.
"No reason?" She asked, tilting her head cutely yet again. "They would have hurt you, hurt us if I hadn't acted first."
"Hurt me?" I asked incredulously. "That's absurd! No one was going to hurt either of us, you hurt them!"
At this Nightmare smirked and licked my lips, which I grimaced at and pulled my head as far away from her as I could in response.
"And they deserved it." She growled possessively. "Nopony was ever allowed to take you away from me. You were mine, you're still mine...and I think you need to understand just how much you hurt me when you left."
I literally shuddered with fear as she said this. She was looking at me with such malice, such anger at me for leaving her that I actually feared for my life.
She was going to hurt me.
She was going to hurt me badly.
As if sensing my fear, Nightmare smirked up at me and forced me down with her wings. It was at the point where I was literally touching her muzzle with my nose that she finally spoke.
"You hurt me Jason. You scared me so badly when you left...I thought somepony had took you away from me."
The sheer anger in the voice only worsened my uncontrollable shivering. And despite the warmth of her body touching mine, I felt nothing but chills at her touch.
"I came back with the food and drinks Jason." She continued, her tone becoming hurt and saddened. "I came back to cuddle up with you and watch a movie...I was so excited Jason but you crushed that excitement away. You abandoned me and all you have to apologize with is a pointless excuse."
"I'm not apologizing for anything." I snapped, not really thinking before I did so.
Nightmare's eyes widened in shock at this, but quickly narrowed dangerously as her wings tightened around me.
"I'm giving you one chance to take that back my love." She said quietly...dangerously.
"You attacked my Mother." I snarled angrily, not caring in the slightest that her wings were really starting to hurt me.
"And?"
And? Was that all she could say?
"What do you mean by that? She was my MOTHER!"
Nightmare merely smiled maliciously up at me as I all but screamed in her face.
"She never acted like a Mother and thus she paid for it." She said simply, as if what she had done was of little consequence.
"But enough of pointless topics. It's been five years since I've felt your touch and I want it now...Just as I know you want mine..."
Her touch?
My touch?
"I am not having sex with you." I growled angrily.
I expected Nightmare to become angry at this, or saddened at the very least. What I didn't expect was for her to gain a predatory smile and suddenly switch our positions so that she was the one on top of me.
"Who said you had a choice?" She chuckled amusedly, before lunging down and forcing her lips against mine in a violent kiss.
I tried my hardest to push her off of me, but the Alicorn had hidden strength in her ancient body and compared to that my fit and well toned body was pathetic in comparison. I felt a slight tingling around my boxers before they were torn off of me quite painfully and thrown to one side. It was then that I felt her warm and damp arousal touching my rather limp one.
Nightmare tore her lips from me and bit down on my neck harshly, her tongue lapping at the blood that started trickling down my skin. The feeling was indescribable. Pain and pleasure mixed together in one twisted mess.
But I didn't want this! She had more or less murdered everyone I had met, for a fear that if she had merely stopped would never have come true.
She had ruined my life so badly that I had to move thousands of miles just to get away from her and start a new one. And even that wasn't enough!
It was at this realization that I felt true anger for the first time.
Nightmare seemed to notice this as she took her mouth from my neck and looked down at me questioningly.
"My love?"
The gall! The absolute gall to call me by that name after all she had done!
No one. Not Sir Twatalot, not my Mother. No one had ever made me feel this angry.
I snapped.
My hands forced themselves from Nightmare's hooves and in a spit second had wrapped themselves around her neck tightly. Nightmare's eyes widened at this and as she started to struggle I found myself back on top of her. I tightened my hands around her neck in such a way that she simply couldn't concentrate enough to use her magic.
"You're...hurting me Jason..." She gasped, her voice clearly frightened.
Her hooves were trying to pry my hands off of her but were becoming weaker with each attempt. I didn't care either way. I wanted her gone! I wanted her to never taint my life again with her voice or her possessive touch.
She looked up at me with pleading eyes and instead of trying to force my hands off of her, moved her hooves up to my cheeks, where they rested and merely stroked them lovingly.
What was she doing? She should be fighting for her life not petting me with affectionate touches. It was then that I noticed just how badly I was shaking. There were tears streaming down my face and my breath was even more ragged then Nightmare's.
My hands loosened around her neck as I buried my face into her chest and cried like I had never cried before. My emotions were a mess. Everything that Nightmare had done, the good and the bad swirled around my mind like snakes, hissing and lashing out at the other to see who would come out on top.
Everything that had happened to me just seemed to crash into my mind. I had held it back for five years...but with Nightmare here I just couldn't hold it back any more.
I felt Nightmare slide her hooves around me and pull me up until I was weeping into her neck.
"Shhh darling. Do you see how much you need me now? Do you understand now that you cannot live without me?"
I Need her?
I Can't live without her?
Was it true? I ran away and left her...but should I have stayed? Would I have been happier with her next to me, comforting me and loving me despite knowing that she was hurting others for simply knowing me?
"Your love is poison." I said as strongly as I could.
Nightmare lifted my face until I was looking at her eyes directly. She chuckled at me before kissing me softly, not caring in the slightest that my tears were dripping onto her muzzle.
I kissed her back...I couldn't help it despite what I felt.
What did I feel?
...I don't know.
Nightmare pulled back from my mouth and licked my lips affectionately...I couldn't resist the blissful smile that forced its way onto my face from this.
"And yet you will always drink it." She crooned adoringly.
I felt her wings encase me in a feathery cocoon, a strong yet comfortable cocoon. She kissed me again, her tongue entering my mouth and playing with my own.
And I let her...
I felt everything. Every emotion and raw sensation that she bestowed upon me.
And when she pulled me into her...I felt complete once again. The emptiness I had carried since the day I left was filled. The gap in my soul vanished...and in that moment I knew.
I knew that she was meant for me...and no matter how much I run away...no matter how badly she frightens me or hurts my friends...I will always love her.
Because she was right. I need her and cannot live without her...
And neither can she without me.
And when I finished, she finished. When I cried out in blissful pleasure, so did she.
And as the weariness set in, I melted into her...and she gladly encased me once more, holding me to her tightly and whispering dark promises that made me shiver.
In fear or excitement I do not know.
But I do know that I can never be rid of her now. She knows this as well...but it matters little to her.
Because as I had clearly not realized until tonight...she is the other half of my soul...my heart.
And she will always find me.
It's a toxic relationship but I wouldn't have it any other way.
And neither would she.
"Sleep my darling. Sleep and dream of me...until you know nothing but my love for you."
END


			Author's Notes: 
And there you go. It's something that's been in my mind for a little bit and so I decided to write it down.
Anyways if there's any typo's then I apologize, it is three in the morning over here XD
I hope you enjoyed it. 
Have a good day :D


	
		What If - Nightmare Had Found Jason Before He Caught The Plane? Choose Your Own Adventure Mini Game!



Okay, so here is what I like to call a nostalgic extra to a long forgotten story. A what if to the what if. What if Nightmare had found Jason before he could escape on the plane?
What could he do to escape her, could he even? The choices are your's to make, let's just see if you can make the right ones.
Well, let's find out.
Begin!
What If Nightmare Had Found Him Sooner
(A Lot Sooner…)

You have no need for anypony else but me my love, never forget that.
The words bounced around in my mind like a mantra, over and over like an annoying tick. Thus as I was sitting down on the typically uncomfortable airport seat, I unconsciously found my right foot tapping against the floor, as if I was nervous. Beyond nervous.
I was.
You see my amazing plan to escape my just-a-touch-below-murderer girl(mare)friend had up until this point more or less happened pretty smoothly. I had successfully managed to figure out just when the magical tracker Nightmare had put on me twice a month would wear off. And after distracting her at just the right time via asking her to steal some junk food for a movie marathon, I had also managed to grab my already packed rucksack and had legged it in a taxi I had booked earlier that morning.
I had felt the tracker fizzle and die as I drove away to the airport I now have the pleasure of residing in. And although a part of me was horribly guilty at the thought of Moony's loving smile all but dying at my absence, a far greater part was rejoicing in actually giving the cunning alicorn the slip.
…until I actually tried to get on the plane that is.
Delayed…fuckity fuck fuck, why the hell is it FUCKING DELAYED!
If you couldn't guess by my eloquent thoughts, my beloved flight had been delayed…by four hours.
Four hours sitting in the fucking airport is bad enough for any guy, but four hours sitting in the airport after abandoning your psychotic girl(mare, fuck if I know) friend is enough to make one cry hysterically in explanation of such to the poor girl behind the counter.
Though somehow I doubt that'd go over well if I actually had so.
And so I resigned myself to twitching and, on occasion, finding the simple act of breathing an impossibility within five second intervals as I sat on the uncomfortable chair.
Why me?
Checking the large screen above me, I cursed silently at the still large gap between now and my eventual flight, looking around me as discreetly as I could in paranoia.
C-Come on Jason, it's not as if she's gonna find you. The tracker is gone, you felt it vanish. Besides even if she did come here for whatever reason, this place is fucking huge. There's gotta be thousands of people here and…I'm the only one sitting on this seat.
It took me three seconds of thought before I decided to jump the fuck up and mingle in the heavy crowds.
Okay let's just stick with one crowd after the other for now, don't stay in one for too long or you'll probably upset security. Good god these fella's are almost as paranoid as Nightmare.
I wasn't sure what was driving my sense of humour to be what it was. But really…fear can make a guy think strange things. And nothing ramped up the fear o' meter more than a can of crazy jealous/angry/murderous Nightmare Moon.
After blending in with a couple of crowds, I found myself standing outside of a remarkably empty MC Donald's. And by empty I mean empty for an airport, which was actually kinda only half empty by Maccy D's standards. But still, the fear made me hungry…and I couldn't see her anywhere…she might not have even entered the airport yet.
Hell she might not have even managed to somehow track me here. My paranoia might have been just that, paranoia.
And so…after standing/twitching in the que for eight minutes or so, I ordered a simple box of 20 chicken nuggets (Fuck you I was hungry) and sat down on the grimy seat farthest away from the entrance.
Ahh feels good to not have to worry about eating non-vegetarian shite because of Moony. I mean I'm grateful for the results of that dieting but still…a man needs his meat sometimes. Damn I miss bacon.
And so I sat there, eating chicken nuggets and twitching, my eyes darting everywhere, wincing at every noise I heard.
Some of the other people were looking at me strangely…but fuck em, they didn't have an irrational, overbearing, over possessive, fucking scarily intelligent alicorn after them.
Fuck, she knows about airports and aeroplanes. I explained what they were and did after one flew over our house. Shit…shit, shit, shit!
Breathing slowly and deeply so as to allay yet another reason to be paranoid, I pretty much forced myself to swallow the last nugget and, as normally as I could, walked stiffly out of the overpriced restaurant.
Blending in with the crowds once more, I soon found myself back where I'd originally sat…and thus sat down again, happily noting quite a few more people beside me this time. And so after putting my rucksack in-between my legs, I leaned my head back and closed my eyes for a few seconds, letting myself relax and slip away for just a few minutes, the world blurring, noise fading away…
But with a willpower unknown to most people, I shook off the urge to succumb completely and opened my eyes again.
…and then suddenly forgot how to breathe.
She was there. Flying above the crowds with an expression of desperation, of fury, of despair and murderous intent.
I knew, I knew that any move, any sudden move whatsoever and it was game over. And yet I had to move, if I didn't…if I stayed where I was, as I was then I was royally fucked.
Literally.
So the question here was…what was I to do?
Put a cap on and stay as motionless as possible?
Bite the bullet and risk moving away from her?
What was I supposed to do?

			Author's Notes: 
Well, that's a question for you if ever I'd done one before.
What should he do, tell me below and I'll crack on with it right away!
Stay snuggly
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Put A Cap On And Keep Your Head Down!
BAD END – YOU SUCK AT THIS GAME!

Oh…crap…
I was practically paralysed as I stared at the murderous looking mare, my eyes darting to mirror her erratic, angry movements as she flew above a crowd but a short distance from where I was sitting.
What do I do?! What the fuck am I supposed to fucking do?! Shit!
I knew that if I moved as suddenly as my body was all but screaming at me to do then she would mostly likely notice and look in my direction…but if I didn't move at all then there was every chance she'd look in my direction anyway and see my clear-as-day face staring back at her.
I did not want to know what would happen if she did that.
O-Okay let's just think, just fucking think…Okay I've got a cap in my rucksack. If I maybe move really slowly and get it out then maybe, MAYBE she'll overlook me when she glances in my direction…maybe.
Maybe.
Gritting my teeth and taking a shuddering, fearful intake of air, I ever so slowly moved myself into a sitting position, my heart pounding ever faster as I took my eyes off of Nightmare to look into my now unzipped rucksack.
It was only down to luck that I'd packed it at the very top of the everything.

Okay…let's just put it on and…now what?
It was a good question, because even though I had my cap on I had no idea what to do next…oh shit.
A gust of air brushed against my right cheek as the imposing, furious looking mare flew over the seat in which I resided on, prompting me to, with precise timing look down at my knees, ever so gently tilting the cap to hide the top of my face.
I could only hope that she'd overlook me, believing me to be asleep.
Granted there were about nine other people sitting beside one another, some of them were even wearing caps similar to my own, much to my luck.
Maybe she'll just fly past me and look elsewhere-
"You didn't really think you could hide from me like that, did you Jason?"
Gasping in surprise as my face was forcibly grasped, I immediately found myself looking up into the narrowed, homicidal looking eyes of my psychotic lover.

"I don't know why you tried to…to abandon me like this Jason," she continued, her voice quiet and upset…but those eyes flashed with anger, swallowing any grief within. "But it doesn't matter, you're coming back home and we're going to have a VERY long discussion."
Nightmare used her magic to possess my body and take me back home. Upon arriving there I was greeted with what looked like a disaster. Papers and broken bits of glass and tiling were everywhere, and there was a smell in the air…a coppery smell.
It didn't take me long to find my mother's dead body on the ground, blood still pooling around her.
Nightmare used a magic long forbidden in her own world and bound me to the house, unable to leave without her ten feet close to me at all times.
The next few weeks after my attempted escape were torture. I was used many times by a mare who claimed it to be an act of love, of reclaiming my loyalty.
I never managed to escape again…
I should have known that Nightmare couldn't be fooled by something so simple.

Care To Try Again?
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Take A Gamble And Move!
(Smartest Decision You've Made All Day…)

I contemplated putting a cap on and trying to hide…but really that plan was just kinda stupid. I mean if this was a game and that was a choice to make, you'd have to be pretty idiotic to pick it.
Using that on her, Nightmare, the most cunning individual I've had to misfortune to meet?
Nope.
There's nothing for it, I'm gonna have to risk it and move.
Keeping my eyes on the angrily searching mare for but a few seconds longer, I take a deep breath and finally tear them away from her visage, before ever so carefully standing up and blending in with the crowd nearest to me.
Looking back a few moments later gives me all the more reason to be confident of my choice, what with Nightmare searching exactly where I was sitting, and then looking under every cap wearing person to see their face.
Yep, I made a good choice today!
After blending in with the crowd for a few more minutes, I suddenly realize my desperate need to use the bathroom. Not that it was too surprising really, what with trying to avoid a mare that would most likely murder me, bring me back and murder me again for leaving her.
Okay, let's just think this through for a moment. I need a shit, badly. But if I go to the toilet and Nightmare wanders in then it's not like I'd have anywhere to go if she found me.
Then again if I don't go soon then I'm not entirely sure how long I can hold it in. I'm most probably going to shit myself out in the open with these angry looking security guards for company, which in turn may or may not cause enough noise to bring Nightmare here.
So the question here is…
To Shit?
Or not to shit?
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Well Shit!
(Not Everyone Would Have Chosen This…)

After a moment of contemplation I finally decide to question my shit-staying capabilities and leave the protection of the busy crowd after spotting a nearby toilet.
Entering it, I was greeted with the typical airport toilet, that is to say a disgusting smelly room with various, interesting stains all over the walls and floor.
And the ceiling too.
How the fuck did they aim that high?
Grimacing at the rumbling in my stomach, I quickly open the nearest cubical and, after swearing internally at the unflushed toilet, flush it, clean it and then decide to pop my butt down and…uhh, do my business.
The thought of Nightmare entering the cubical and disintegrating me was a pretty constant thought, and every noise, every squeak was enough to make me nearly shit myself…though with my being on the toilet I suppose it wouldn't have been that bad.
Shaking the thought away I finished wiping and flushed, before exiting the cubical and washing my hands, twitching slightly as I kept my eyes on the door…constantly.
Thankfully my choice to enter the toilet was a good one. I mean with a toilet just about in every turning, it was actually a rather slim chance of Nightmare finding me in one.
I just keep making good decisions today; maybe I'll actually make it onto the plane!
Upon exiting the toilet however my enthusiasm was pretty much murdered on the spot, because you see…well…
Where the fuck is everyone?
The previously packed not-five-minutes-ago area that I was walking in was now pretty sparse, as in there were no crowds…at all.

Bollox…well I suppose I could wait back in the toilets until I hear the same level of noise there was when I entered it…but then again Nightmare might be checking every toilet in the airport, and with her ability to teleport it's not a far-fetched idea to believe that she'll come into this one before the place gets crowded again.
I guess I could leave and try to chance it solo for a bit, at least until I find another crowd to hide in…but just walking alone out in the open is going to make me VERY easy to spot. Nightmare knows me; she'd probably be able to recognize me with ease if I'm not in a crowd. But then again it might be more dangerous to stay in one area.
Damn, what could I do?
Stay in the toilets and wait for the place to get popular again so I can blend in, but also take the chance of Nightmare entering and finding me pretty easily?
Or
Chance walking alone through the airport until I find a crowd to blend in with, but do so knowing that being spotted is an absolute certainty if I happen to come across Nightmare?
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Did You Expect Something Else?

BAD END – WHY DID YOU CHOOSE THIS? SERIOUSLY WHY?

There's a famous saying that goes along the lines of trusting your gut, and I did. I trusted it completely!
…I really shouldn't have.
Turns out that trying to hold in a Mc Nugget shit while being hunted by a psychotic mad-mare is a really poor combination of choices.
For the first few minutes I considered my choice to be a sound one, one that would in fact turn out to be pretty clever. Unfortunately life has a way of kicking you in the balls when you decide to think like that, and as such it didn't take very long for it to do so to me.
It was actually pretty unfortunate…
You see as I continued to hold it in, I turned a corner and was unfortunately greeted by a pair of running idiots, who I may add didn't stop as they screamed about missing their flight. However in knocking me down they regrettably set off a rather messy chain reaction.
My stomach hit a metal pole of some sort on the way down, causing the shit I was heroically attempting to halt to…un-halt.
I shit my pants, literally, and chaos ensued.
The overzealous security was on me in a minute (not literally, I was shitty) and before I knew it there was a massive crowd around me. All of that attention I was trying to shove away had found and dived on me like an eager beaver. Everyone was looking at me as I was dragged to the nearest toilet.
Everyone and everything.
And as I finally washed up, got re-dressed and shoved my shitty jeans into the bin, I was unfortunately showed this.
"Aww, what did those horrible people do to my Jason," cooed an all too familiar voice in my ear, the suddenness of it prompting me to nearly do a repeat. "There there, it's going to be alright, you'll see. I'm here now…"
I tried to run away but those wings scooped me up with a strength I had never witnessed. Nightmare teleported me home in a series of short jumps, unfortunately refusing to let me go from her babying hold the entire time.
Attempting to escape her afterwards was impossibility. She wasn't angry enough to use binding magic, but I was never free from her loving gaze. She did everything for me, washing, feeding, entertainment and even toiletry duties.
I haven't been able to wipe myself in forever; my doting lover takes care of that.
She takes care of everything.
That was a pretty shitty bit of decision making. Perhaps I should place more faith in taking risks, it's worked out for me so far.


			Author's Notes: 
The Bad End's will become more complicated and not so much, choose this and live or choose this and die as the adventure continues!
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Stay In The Toilet And Wait!
(When In Doubt, Wait It Out…)

After a few moments of contemplation, I decided that going out into the open completely unprotected by the crowds was actually a pretty terrible idea, it made far more sense to wait for a bit and blend in when the crowds hopefully returned.
Unfortunately after waiting for a good fifteen minutes in the unoccupied shit hole, there was not a change of noise in the slightest. My hands were twitching, my legs were cramping from standing up for so long, and my eyes were watering from constantly watching the door.

Fuck it, I’m going to have to go out there after all.
Sighing in annoyance, I make for the door and open it, stepping outside into the still relatively empty airport corridor. For whatever reason, a shiver wracks my body for the smallest of moments and my thoughts become tinged with brief panic.
I don’t know why, but I don’t think it was very clever to wait around as long as I did. Although…I could go back inside and wait for a few more minutes I suppose.
Click here to find somewhere else hopefully more populated
Stay for a few more minutes, it might be a bit busier by then.
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You Walk Alone
(Ooh, Risky Move…)

The idea of waiting in this shit hole was actually so stupidly repugnant that doing it never once crossed my mind.
There’s no way I’m waiting around in here for Nightmare to find me. Going out in the open alone might not be the best plan, but it’s better than standing still and waiting to potentially get gutted.
Nodding once to myself, I quickly leave the foul room and immediately turn right, heading down the corridor until I found myself standing in a slightly more occupied part of the airport.
Lord this airport is huge. I wonder how many floors there are. Hmm, let’s have a look at where I am, hopefully there’s something here that can help me last until my plane arrives.

Click here.
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Stay For A Few More Minutes
BAD END – BRILLIANT CHOICE THERE GENIUS

Despite all the mental power I apparently had, and despite my body all but screaming at me not to do this, I decided to wait a few more minutes in the hopes of a crowd forming. 
I’m sure one will pop up in a couple more minutes or so!
It…wasn’t the brightest decision I could have made that day.
As I stood waiting by the door, Nightmare Moon herself phased through the solid object, spotting me instantly and narrowing her eyes. Not that it was very hard what with me standing slap bang in the middle of the bathroom…unhidden, like an idiot.
“Hello lover,” she purred dangerously, her imposing frame and large wings blocking any chance of escape. “You’ve led me on quite the merry chase today haven’t you.”
“Mooney I-NGH!” her horn lit up and my mouth snapped shut. I couldn’t even attempt to speak.

“Oh no beloved, I don’t want to listen to you speak right now. In fact this entire silly chase has left me very tired and upset.” Her narrowed eyes shone with unshed tears and rage, evidentially berating me in the bathroom wasn’t doing anything for her temperament. “Apparently you don’t care for how I feel or how you trick and use me, I’ve evidentially given you far too much leeway but NO MORE!” Her horn lit up again and…
If I could have screamed I would have at the sound of both my legs breaking, myself collapsing onto the disgusting floor in agony as I pleaded silently with my furious looking marefriend.
“We’re going home now Jason,” she said coolly, picking me up and alighting her horn to teleport. “Perhaps after a few weeks in pain you’ll come to understand just how much you hurt me today with this STUPID STUNT!”
…
She miscalculated the amount of time it took me to ‘understand’. I was pleading for her help, her mercy, her forgiveness and love within a meagre three days. Being left alone in the blood soaked floor of my mother’s bedroom did wonders for breaking me down into tears.
Leaving her again never once crossed my mind after that.
Ouch. Well that wasn’t exactly the best decision I’ve made so far. Waiting around isn’t going to help me when I’m stuck in a room alone.

Care to try again?
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The Waiting Area
(Hmm, I Wonder What You’ll Do…)

Looks like some kind of waiting area.
Looking around the moderately populated area I was in, I take a quick scan around and immediately notice a few things I could do.
There were a number of seats to my right, the majority of which had a person sitting down on it, some were even wearing caps!
On the other hand, to my left there were two stores. One was obviously some sort of tourist spot filled with all sorts of overpriced junk, but also with so many rows and shelves that it’d make for a very good hiding place, perhaps one where I could wait out more than a good twenty minutes or so in peace. However it was very bright and would make leaving it in a haste very difficult if I wanted to do so unnoticed.
The other store was a simple newsagent, but was rather dark and did have a tall shelf or two to hide behind if I so chose to do so. It might even be better than the other one if Nightmare can’t see in the dark any better than I could.
Hmm, what should I do now?
Try to hide in plain sight.
Tourist Attraction
Newsagent
If you waited in the bathroom before coming here, click this (Or don’t, dirty cheat!)
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Hide In Plain Sight

(This Feels Familiar)

Despite a nagging thought reminding me that I'd had this option before and dismissed it, something obviously NOT stupid made me decide to join the cap wearing people and sit down beside them.
Quickly deciding to blend in, I reached into my bag and pulled out my cap, putting it on before looking at my knees and crossing my arms.
There was absolutely no way Nightmare would be able to tell me apart from the other's now...right?
Still, there was that nagging thought...what should I do?
Stay and blend in, maybe close my eyes and get some shut eye.
Forget about blending in and try another option
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Tourist Attraction

(Not A Bad Choice...)

Smiling at my decision, I quickly booked it over to the overloaded shop and ducked behind a long row of leaflets and books.
I was unfortunately well lit while in the row, but any line of sight from the waiting room to here was happily blocked by the many number of shelves between me and it.
We've made a good decision today, Jason. A very good decision indeed!
...oh no.
Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a very terrifying, angry mare flying into the waiting room. Her eyes were red from obvious crying, which made me feel like shit. But her very sharp teeth put away any notion of running over and apologising.
Okay, I think I'm well hidden here. Nightmare hasn't even looked in my direction, but if she does decide to come and investigate then I'd be rather fucked. I've got nowhere to run to here, the rows are too close to one another.
What do I do?
Stay where you are and hope that Nightmare doesn't investigate, but know that if she does she will almost certainly find you.
Try to creep out and avoid her line of sight, maybe by throwing a penny or something to distract her.
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Newsagent

(Hiding In the Dark From The Alicorn Of The Night? Okay...)

The newsagent seemed as good a choice as any other I'd had so far, and so I rushed over to the darker store and made myself busy by hiding behind a shelf, pretending to browse.
As I continued to do so, something inside me began to beat louder and louder...oh yeah, it's my heart. But before I could contemplate on just why I was suddenly able to hear my heartbeat, I noticed something in the corner of my eye.
A shadow was forming into something...almost eye shaped. A quick glance around made it very clear that only I was able to see it, which did nothing to alleviate my fear.
Something's telling me that I've just made a very poor choice, but what options do I have?
Try to sneak past the shadowy eye.
Stay where I am, don't move a muscle and pray for the damn thing to go away.
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If You Waited Too Long In The Bathroom

(Oh Dear...)

The sudden flapping of wings made my choice for me, forcing me to run in a direction!
YOU HAVE FIVE SECONDS FROM THE END OF THIS SENTENCE TO MAKE A CHOICE!!!!

Hide In Plain Sight
Newsagent
If you took longer than five seconds, click here (Or don't, dirty cheat!)
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If You Took Too Long

Bad End - You don't cope well under pressure do you?

Before I could attempt to formulate a plan, a sudden breath upon the back of my neck stopped me from moving at all.
"Found you..."
I suddenly began to move in a random direction, my body no longer under my control as Nightmare steered it her way.
After a few moments I found myself inside an empty bathroom...ironically the one I'd stayed a little too long in before. 
"You've upset me, Jason," Nightmare said quietly, her eyes cold as she regarded me. "You left me, you were going to get on a plane and leave me forever weren't you?"
"M-Moony, please I-" Her magic cut my off, stopping whatever else I was going to say.
"No, no words," she said softly, tears beginning to trickle down her cheeks. "I love you, but I can't risk you leaving me again. You leave me no choice."
A quick flash of magic was all the warning I recieved.
And the last thing I ever saw...
Well choosing NOT to do something didn't work. Maybe I should be a bit quicker next time, it just may save my life.

Care to try again?
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