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		Description

Due to a mishap while researching an ancient spell book Twilight unintentionally awakens a timeless horror. At the same time a strange bipedal creature wanders into Ponyville, a creature Twilight begins to question is even totally sane. 
With the help of Discord, can Twilight and this strange crazed alien defend Equestria from the danger it now faces?
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		The Conjuring



   "I can't believe Princess Luna was willing to loan me this spell book, Spike!" Twilight was almost prancing around the library, a dusty black tome held in her telekinetic grip.
"I don't see what's so great about it; it looks like every other book here to me." Spike rolled his eyes. He had lived with Twilight long enough to know he would never understand her obsession with dusty old tomes.
"Spike, this spell book is over 500 years old! Who knows what kind of amazing magic I could learn from it," Twilight said, moving to her desk and gently placing the ancient tome down and turning to light a few candles. 

As she situated herself for a night of study, she couldn't help but feel giddy at the prospects this book could hold. Twilight's horn came alive with magic and the dusty old book was soon encased in a magenta glow. With the care she would use to rock a new born filly to sleep, she lifted the front cover of the book, being as careful as possible not to damage the frail, brittle pages. Twilight made quick work of the of the first few chapters, her mind devouring all the information the book had to offer. At the rate she was going, she might even be done in time to get some sleep before starting her research paper. 

Four hours had passed since Twilight opened Princess Luna's book and she was very nearly finished with the tome. The book contained a wealth of knowledge regarding ancient dark magics and the rituals performed by primal unicorn cultists with hopes of summoning powerful demons and spirits to smite their foes. It was an amazing read that Twilight was all too sad to have come to an end as she turned the final page. As her magic lifted the final page, however, Twilight stopped for a moment. She was always extremely meticulous with her magic and always took very precise note of the things she held in her magical grip. This last page was heavier than all the pages before it by nearly 2 grams, a discrepancy Twilight found odd enough to inspect things further.

It's almost like two pages were bound together with magic. Twilight attempted a simple transparency spell to see if there was possibly anything inside the page. She frowned in annoyance when the page refused to bend to the will of her magic, staying as solid as it had been before. This piqued Twilight's curiosity however; The page refused to alter under the effects of her magic, which meant that it had been shielded by an even stronger magic.

Twilight steeled herself and poured every spare ounce of magic she could muster into her horn causing it to ignite in a torrent of magenta and white. She focused all of her attention on the final page of the tome, pouring her magic into the paper, the strain of maintaining the spell quickly sapping the energy from her body. For a split second the center of the page became translucent, and there, dead center of the page, lay a block of text unlike anything she'd ever seen before.


T̠̣͔͖̻̻͉̱̣̯͟ͅǫ̵͚̯̫̼̦̲̞̩̯̲̗̜͇͇͚̤̳͝ ̴̷̛͘҉̺̤̬̹̞̣͓̩͉í̵͓̪̫̼̘̫̫̩͓̺̮̺̖͘͢͞ń̵̡̛͇̼͉͙̤v҉̴͓͉͍͍͎̟̗̦̠̭̭̻̩͕̠́o͝҉̧͜͏̲̭͙̘̫̱̗̻̜̠̟͉̩ͅͅk̢҉͏̵̥͓̗̘̺̫̱̮̙ͅȩ̡̛̜̖̪̙͈͕͎̳͕̫͞͡ ̨͇͉̖̬̞̤̦̮̲̗̺̙̘͎͍̺̝͉͘͠ţ̛̛̪̬͇̟͕̤̝̳͔͎̗͓̮͎́͡ͅh̸̵̰̦̬̝̭͔͜͝e̟̣͔̣̜̺̥͉̹̦͈̺̺̟͖̰͝͝ͅ ̵̵̳̘̳̗̤̱̳͔̻̱̥̝̙̟̬͞ͅG̡͕̖̙̲͢ͅo̷̴҉̼̩̺̞̗͖͈͕̱̥̪̬͙d̡̢̫̯̻͈̱̞̯̟͇͔̠̣́͠͝ ̀̀͢҉̭͙͎̪͇͓̙̻̲̲̬̺ͅr҉͓͕̟̙̠͈͎̝̥̩͔̰̞̝̟̥͇͓̟͘è̴͏͕̮̪̜͇̘͙̹̪̰̺̗͓̰͟ͅp̷̛͈̼̞̻͔̺̥̕̕͡ͅr҉̶̴̹̥͚̼̬̥̭͎͝͡ę͚͉̠̦͕̭̗̙̞́s̝̤͔͇̖̼͕̻̦͙̥̰̘̕͘͢è̸̷҉̩͎͈͔̖͍̺̙̭̝̝͟ǹ̷̖̩̤͙̞̯̳̞̤͢ț̷̳̻͇̖͔̜͍̲́͜͞͠i̵̛͍͚̲̥͠n̸̴̛҉̠͚̜̳̱̝͓̝̦͚̭̣̻͚̮g̷̩̯͍̻̗͇̭͇̜̤̬̞͇͉̟̣͝ ̱̮͉̗̭̤̟͈͇͇͡ì̸̗͈͙͉͙͉̣̣̩͖͓͓̺n̬̻̟̳͍̲̥͙͉̬̖͓̲̫̖̻͟s̷̷̢̗̘̻̤͓̤͠a̢̢̛̪͉̟͓̱͖͘͞n̡̜͎̝͓̪̟̬̹̱̼̤̣̗̙̞̯̱͜i̶̼͚̠̣̕͢t͏̨̧̥͖͓̞̞̻̭͎͓̙͚͓y̸̤͚̺͇̬͟.̝͍̱̰̜̺͙̖̳͕̣̩͢͞͝͠͠
̡̀҉̵̧͖̱̙̭̼͈̟̥̮I̧̲̘̲̙̺͔̗̥̟̜͓̼̥͎͟͞͝ͅͅn͡͏̡̫̠̠̣̳̱̳͈̙̪̮̼̤v̢̕͘҉̠̺̯̜̘̼̼͕͉̻̙̝͎͕̜̭̺ͅͅo͟҉̨̫̫͈̟̠͔̻̠͔͔͓̕͢k̡͏͔͖̖̭͉͈͕̤̭̲̘̼̳͡ḭ̷̮͔͇͚͇̘̘̰̝̠̻͔͟͝ṋ͚̳̝̖̰̯̜̞̹̩̤̬̬̖̪͍͠͠g̡̢̀҉̯͈̖̮͕̯͔͔̰̯̹ ͜҉̦̭̮̘̻̝̦͜t̢͚̘̜̜͢ḩ̴̵̻͍̭̞̻͠e̛̳̹̙̘̺̳̠̼̞̝̠̲̺̯͎͖͚̞͜ͅ ̀͘҉̣̺͖̜̠͓̺̥͍f̶̴̩̖̥̼͘é̵̛̞̥͝ͅȩ̢̳͎̱͉̝͇̖̻̥̼̣̤͝͠͡l̷̝̭͖̙͇͎̼͇̣̦̘̟͢i͏̯͔̦͚̭̠̠͓̼̠̖͟n̯̦̙̯̱̼̟̺̲̬͡͝g̵̵̰̠̮̫͖͓͜͞ ̨͢͏͙̫̤̩̠̮͇͕̪ò̵̠͎͈̟̤̺̞͇̫̥̤̭͚̘͇͞f͢͏̻̥̩̞̩͕̦͎͉̜͠͡ ̵͉̩̮̝̘͓̮̣̲̞̱̩̀͟ͅt͇͕͕̩͔͓͚͕̤͎͢͟e̸̵͍͙̱͚͇̺̥̻̪̱̻͉̕ͅr҉̨͎̠͉̹̙̻̝̞̗̲̗͔̤̺̼͓̟̥̦ŕ̛̼͎͓͈̣̬͕͝ͅͅơ̡̡̩̤̱͇͙̞͕͔̕͢r̨͚͈̯̝͕͜͟͝.҉̸̴̢͙͚̰̝͚̫͈͟ͅ
W̵҉͖͉͉̣̗͓̤̭̖͎̭̰̪̦̦i̵̧̡̪͈͈͎͔͔̣̣̗̹̥̞͡t̴̫̭̪̬͙̠͇͉̘͉͎̲̠̬̲͖͙͍̀h̙͚͓͡ ̸͖̬͔͍̝̝͉̭͖̜̖̟͘͢͜o̢͚͍̳̮͚̺̝̩̝͖͕̟ͅͅú̗̼̟͙̻̼̱͍̯͓͇̺͜͞t͞҉̴͏̠̥͙̳̜͈͔̭̤̙̹͝ ̣̰̱̭͉̪͇̩͟ó̴͏҉͓͔͖̟̼̲͢r̴̀͢͟҉̫͔̝̝̲̩̰̠ͅd̷̯̻̹̟̭̺̜̰̠̲̫̱̹̱e̛̯͇̤̙̞̫͔̱̙͜͟͠r̞̩͍̦̭͙̮̳͓̱̳̼̥͘̕ͅ.̡̧̜͎͉̥̟̪̫͔̘̯̭̕̕
T̬͇͇̱̼̫͍̹͔̤͉͢͠h͏̧͈̜͉̦̖̹̣̭̺̮̠̼̹̝̙͚̜̬́̀͠e͇̝͔̟̘͙̪̩̱͟ͅͅ ̸̨̧͔̳̜̟̳̜͍̬̯̩͕̥̰̹͇͖̭͠͝É̠̞̫̬̰̟̱͉̞͢l̵̴̢̛̫̞̺͔̰̘͝d̲̯͈̱͎̱͇͈͇͍͎̮̤́͘͘͘r͏̷̵҉̰͈͎̳͞i̶̳̦̮̙̪̫̤̤̦̠̕͜t̸͓̹͉̦̥͡͞c̛̗̜̳͓͕̘̣̣h̶̼̦̦͍̣̱͢͢ͅ ͚̦̟͈̖̭͈̩̝̣̠͓̙̰͇͈͝ͅh̯̹͚̯͓͓͘͠ǫ͢҉̟̠̮̖͇̙̝͚͉r҉͔̟̳͎̰̥̻͇̪̦͟͢͢r̶҉͔̼̜̖̗̮̭̀o̴̢̻̮̯̹̙̙̙̮͖̺̼̙͈͘͠ͅr̨̦̳͇̟̬̟̬̥͈̲̪͖̪̞͔̟͠ͅ ̛̺̺̬̮̰̺̥̺̯ͅb̶̷̕͏͕̲̰̞̖̰̟ȩ̗̬̹̟̟͇͓̻͇̲̘̜̰̖͓͓͟ͅͅn̵̸̡̨̳͉̜̹̞̼ͅe̛҉̴͖͔̤̣̮͉͖͍̘̼̰͇͢a̛͍̱̗̗̘̩̪͎͈͕̖͔͞t̸̡̰̤̪̗̮̗̩͔͖͜͝ḩ̵̤͉͓̟̲͕͍͍̦̹̯͚͓ ͜͞҉̪̠̱͙̥͈̖͞t̵̨͓̻̳̣̟͍̣̦̤͕͇͕̮̼̪̘̞͈́͡h̷̷̬͕͔̲̭̥̰̗͡͞e̮̖̪̖̩̗̕͞ ̡̩̰͎̟̻̬̙̫͚͟͢d̯̻̼̹̰͚́͢͠͡e̛͡҉͎̟̞̪͇̞͉̬̯̖̮̱ͅͅp̸̧̻͉͉̬̮͖̫̘̱̻̲̩̱̀͢͠t͏̰̯̮̰̺̜̪͖͍̝̬̞̟͘h͎̣̱̝͈͍̥͚̻̳̞̥̼́͟s̢̮̠̯͍̭̻̜̻̟̼̭̜̳͇̼̩͉̜͢.͜͠҉̧̼̱̰
̮͖̼͓͎̖̺̹̜́͢͟͡͡                                          H̡͔̹͈̰̲̯̟̙͕̜͝͝ͅȩ̺̝͍̺͟͠͡ ̸̧̡̞̭̰͖̺͇̩̠̠́w̵͖̩͙̲̲̭̹̙͇̻̞͎̼̥̗h͖͍͍̯̜͎̹̬͜͜o̴̢̦͇͉̹̮̫͙͙͎̣̹͚͎̦̠ͅ'͍̻̗͙̰̳͎͎̦͔̜͕̩̕͘͢s̡̛̻̹̭̤̬̀͜ ̠͙̗̪̟̠̙͈͉͉͇͕͈̭̞́͜͜ͅͅͅs̴̼͕̗͍͍̼̜̻̪̯̖͍̀l̴҉̴͓̱͍̙̬̙̪̩̱̭̤̗̹͇́̕ù̢͖̝͔̤͙̠̼͚̦̭͚̺̬̪̻̭͙̭͡m̸̲̭̦͙̻̳͚̗̰̤̰̰͚̯͓̺͓̙͖͜b̶̢̡̛̞̘̮̳͙̲̰̤̞̗̗͍͎͖̝͝ͅȩ̛͚̣̥̱͙̬͓̘̰͉ͅr̴̛̰̬͓̣͙͈͔͉̜̱̗͔͟ͅ ̢̩̖͍͈̮̞͇͇̱͉̕s̢̧̨̹̪̬̬͍͎͘͟h̷̡̡͔̗̤͙̀̀o͝͠҉̘̫͚̫͕̻͉̹̟̝̠̜͉͚͚̼́͠ͅu͕̲͓̣͙̭̫̦̮̫̳̞̠͚̙̤͈̕͠l̸̸̞̪̞͙͈̙̲̜͓̜͇̼̳̦̮̖̕͟͟d̹̠̣͇̥̭͝͞ ̢̨̞̦̰̟̼͙̫̳̣̥̪͇́͟͝r҉̷̶̡̙͔͍́ͅe̸̛͔̭͕̜̤̜͓̘̖̪̜̺̫͠ḿ̢̡̛͈̯̠̗̰̬̦a̶̷̷̠͚͈̘̘͍͚͉̬͇͘͘i̷̬̼̼͈̻͙̗̮͓̳̘̥̝̖̬͡ͅń̨̺̼̙́͟͡ ̡̙̬̬͍͍̰̻̰̘̳̬̪̦̣͖̠e̛͡͏̛̳̖͚̭̱͎͈̪̙̘̣̺̭͖͎̲́t̵͡͝͏̨͈̪̗̟͉̞è̦̞̣̦̻̱̣̞͔̪̝̱̳̟̞̝̪̠̜̕͞r̸̙̹̦͍̰̭͡͠n̴̡̥͉̤̜̥̣͔͇̘̤ͅa̧͡҉̧̡̥̩̠͉̟̦̻̗̣ļ̠̗͕͕̮͍͙̣.̵͕͚̖͇̦̠͎͟͞͝ͅ
Ć̸̬̖̜̫̱̠͍͍̜̲̤t̝̯̖̠̩̱̙̕͜ͅͅh̸̷̀͘͏̣͚̘͉̲̪̞̲͖͙̣͖͓͎͖̝̩ừ̶̧͖͓͕̙͍̫͟l̢҉̻̘̺̼̘͉͕̬̟̟̺̕͡h̸̢̨̛͇̣̩̞̬̺͢ṷ̫͇̱͈͍͎̠͖͚͟͡ͅ!̧̣͉̣͇̪̠͓͈͇̬͍̞͖͔̬͓͇́̕


Twilight felt an overwhelming sense of dread overtake her body as she found herself momentarily paralyzed. Before she could compose herself, a bolt of dark energy shot out from the book, striking her in the chest and knocking her backward. Twilight picked herself up off the ground, her forelegs weak and trembling, her eyes glued to the item sitting on her desk. The ancient tome crackled and glowed with dark magic similar to the kind she used in the Crystal Kingdom. This magic, however, was different; Twilight felt a cold dread as she gazed upon it, fear pooling in her heart. Twilight prepared to teleport herself to the bedroom and get both herself and Spike safely away from this evil book, but just as her horn began to glow, the magic surrounding the book dimmed and faded away.
Twilight eyed the book cautiously, unsure of whether or not it might spring to life again. After a few agonizingly long minutes she bolted into action, snatching the book off the table and placing it into a glass case near the stairwell. With a quick application of magic, locks could be heard turning inside the case followed by a large gem on the upper rim of the lid illuminating. This particular glass case was meant for containing unstable magical objects. Twilight had requisitioned the case after an incident occurred while experimenting with enchanted gemstones. She slumped down onto the floor with a sigh of relief only to be startled by the barrage of thuds raining down the stairwell. She turned to see Spike rushing down the stairs with a worried look on his face.


"Twilight, what's going on? I heard a loud crash and then what sounded like running followed by a loud slam." Spike surveyed the room to see if anything had been damaged.
"It was that book, Spike. I tried to cast a powerful transparency spell on it and got blasted by a wave of dark magic." Twilight's voice was shaking and she felt slightly fatigued, the adrenaline rush from the encounter finally ebbing. "When I managed to get back on my hooves, I sprinted as fast as I could, grabbed the thing and locked it in the special magic restriction case." Twilight pointed over to the case which now contained the evil tome.
"I guess you learned a bit more then you wanted to, huh Twilight?" Spike queried, helping the shaken unicorn off the ground. "Come on, let's get you to bed. We'll write up a letter to the princess first thing in the morning and have someone come for the book." Spike assisted Twilight up the stairs to the best of his ability and got her into bed before blowing out his candle and curling up in his basket.
Twilight laid back on her bed still trembling slightly from the encounter. Her mind flashed back to the text she had revealed sandwiched between the two pages. The language was completely alien to her and the mere appearance of it was unsettling and off-putting. She tried to forget the shocking feeling that had seized hold of her body as she gazed upon it, such a cold, terrifying feeling, as if the words themselves were trying invade and desecrate her mind. She rolled over and through sheer force of will pushed all thoughts from her mind, focusing solely on trying to sleep. She needed to be up first thing in the morning to report all this to princess Celestia.

****************************************
500 miles off the coast of Las Pegasus

No pony, not even the Princesses, knew the things that lay in the deepest depths of the Equestrian sea. Such places were simply not for pony kind to disturb, and no pony had ever dared dream of disturbing them. It was therefore no surprise that the storm brewing over a particular stretch of ocean went unnoticed. Nor was it surprising that no pony heard the strange, alien noises calling up from the deep. Something old, something ancient stirred in the deepest places of the sea. Something that had slumbered for eons, drifting between dimensions. 

Only now, its slumber had been disturbed.

****************************************
As the sun peaked through her curtains, Twilight refused to accept Celestia's morning. Turning her head to the offending shafts of light, Twilight groaned into her pillow, sleep still clouding her thoughts. Minutes passed before Twilight rose out of bed, her mind slowly clearing away the foggy remnants of sleep. It took several minutes for her to register that the new day had dawned and with it came obligations that demanded her immediate attention.
Twilight rose out of bed and made her way gingerly over to Spike's basket to gently coax the sleeping dragon out of his slumber. "Wake up, Spike. We have a lot to do today," Twilight said as she made her way over to the dresser, a small brush levitating into the air, encased in a magenta glow. Twilight quickly worked the brush through her mane, taming all the unruly knots and tangles. When she was satisfied with her appearance she placed the brush back on the bureau exactly where she had found it and turned to her assistant.
"Spike, take a letter. I need to inform the Princesses about the dark nature of the tome I was researching last night." Twilight spun around to face her assistant and was greeted with a rather commonplace sight: Spike was still curled up under his favorite blue blanket sleeping rather soundly despite the hour. Twilight hesitated for a moment about whether or not to wake the baby dragon. She did of course recall how he had woken up in the middle of the night to help her back to her room and ensure the dark tome was secured.
Twilight chewed softly on her bottom lip as she eyed the baby dragon. He really does deserve to sleep in this morning, but I must get a letter to the Princesses. Duty winning out over compassion, Twilight made her way over to the sleeping dragon and nudged him gently. "Spike, I know you're tired, but I have very urgent things to report to the Princess. I promise after we send out the letters you can have a nice big lunch and take a good long nap." Twilight cast a regretful smile down at the baby dragon.

Spike rose slowly with an annoyed grumble. He wasn't a morning dragon, and was even less of one when the morning had come only three short hours after he had fallen asleep. As he sat up in his basket, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes and looking up at Twilight, he could tell from years of living with her that her head was most likely close to bursting with whatever words she was going to use in her letter to the princess. Without a word he got out of bed,crossed the short distance to the desk, and retrieved a quill and parchment. 

"Let's get this over with so I can get back to sleep." Spike let out a long yawn as he set his eyes on Twilight.
Twilight couldn't help but giggle.
"Dear Princess Celestia, during my visit to Canterlot earlier this week, your sister, Princess Luna, allowed me the privilege of selecting a few spell books from her private collection to study. The book I chose to take home with me was an old tome covering ancient dark magics, including cult magics. While a majority of the book was focused on the history of dark magic and not its application, I did uncover one thing of particular interest. The last page of the book appeared to be a blank, but it was in fact two pages fused together through some form of powerful magic. With a supreme effort, I managed to cast a transparency spell on the two pages and discovered what appeared to be a block of script in the middle of the page in a language I have never seen before. However, it only lasted a few fleeting seconds before the book became enveloped in dark energy and blasted me clear across my study. The book has since been under tight magical security in my library, and I would request that you personally come retrieve it. I do not feel at all safe entrusting this tome to anyone but you at the moment; Its dark magic is simply too powerful."
"Signed your faithful student, Twilight Sparkle." Twilight sighed heavily in relief, the thought of the accursed book being removed from her humble library doing wonders to ease her nerves. In one fluid motion Spike raised the scroll up, and with a quick puff of green fire sent the letter off to the princess. He could see Twilight physically relax as the wisp of green flame made its way out the window and off toward Canterlot. 
"So Twilight, what other plans do you have for this morning?"
"Well Spike, I hope your writing claw is fresh and ready because we have a good deal of information to record about last night's little mishap. I can only assume the Princess is going to want a detailed report of an item when I make a request for her personally to accompany it back to Canterlot."
With a heavy sigh, Spike picked up another roll of parchment and readied his quill. If he knew Twilight half as well as he thought he did, the recount of last night's academic explorations would cover several scrolls, and he was in no particular mood to do that much writing. As Twilight began her recount of the previous night, Spike couldn't help but cast a wary glance at the subject in question. The book sat there in its tiny prison, looking to all the world like any other book in the library. Spike, however, knew the true nature of the object.
Even though still quite the child as far as dragons were concerned, Spike had a dragon's sense about magic. The feeling that had awoken him the previous night was a strong, primal sort of emotion, one he didn't fully understand but knew to be extremely dangerous. Spike's claws continued to write, his eyes never leaving the case which housed the accursed book. He could almost feel a cold, ethereal wind emanating from the case, causing him to shiver slightly.
Spike had a feeling that even after the Princess arrived to take the dark object away it might still come back to haunt their lives. He wouldn't know how right he was, however, until it was too late.
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		Madness in Spandex.



It was well past noon before Spike had finished transcribing all of Twilight's notes, his belly more than a little displeased with how empty it had grown. As he rolled the parchment and sent it off to the princess with quick breath of air, he couldn't help but feel a cold wind against the back of his neck. The assistant in him told him that Twilight was right and everything would be better once the princess arrived to retrieve the book. The dragon in him, however, felt compelled to burn the offending tome to cinders so that it may never again see the glory of Celestia's Sun. 
Shaking off the unsavory feeling, Spike could tell Twilight was still a bit shaken up over the previous night's incident, so he decided to prepare one of her favorite breakfasts. Donning his miniature chef's hat and apron and flicking on the waffle iron, he swiftly but precisely whipped together a batter, mixing eggs, butter, and milk with flour, baking powder, and sugar. He then folded in a bowl of fresh wild berries, careful not to crush them. Once the iron was hot enough, breakfast came together quickly. Spike quartered an apple and buttered a few slices of toast to go with the crisp-looking golden-brown waffles, which he laid out two to a plate with a pad of butter settled in the middle. He laid everything out, then, after taking a step back to admire the beautifully set table, he made his way back into the library proper to retrieve Twilight.
He found the periwinkle coated unicorn seated at her desk, a quill encased in a familiar magenta glow furiously scratching across a bit of parchment.  "Hey, Twilight, breakfast is read-belch-." Spike was cut off mid sentence when a burst of green flame shot from his mouth, materializing in the form of a sealed roll of paper. He blushed and muttered a quick excuse me before handing the letter off to Twilight. In a flash, Twilight had the letter unraveled and laid out on the desk, before Spike even had a chance to close his mouth.
"To my faithful student,  
I shall be arriving in Ponyville tomorrow morning at the earliest. I wish it could be sooner, but there are things that demand my immediate attention in Canterlot. A portion of the royal navy was out performing practice drills and was devastated by what the sailors are calling a "rogue wave". It appeared out of nowhere and capsized nearly a quarter of the fleet. Once this matter is resolved, I shall leave immediately to retrieve the parcel you spoke of; I dare not send anyone else. Princess Luna should pay closer attention to the items she allows to leave her library. Please, Twilight, keep the book safe until I arrive; it is far too dangerous for common citizens to be in its presence."
"This wasn't the news we were looking for, Spike". Twilight rolled the scroll back up and placed it on a shelf among countless others. 
"I don't know how much longer I can keep the book contained. Even now, it's eating away at the containment magic keeping it bound. I can keep it sealed for at most another 24 hours. After that, well... I just hope Celestia can make it before noon tomorrow." 
"Well, you best keep up your strength then, Twi. Come on, I just finished breakfast, and you look like you could use something to eat." 
Spike pulled out a seat for Twilight and poured her a glass of apple juice fresh from AJ's farm. Taking a seat himself, he sprinkled some gem shavings over his waffles before offering the syrup to Twilight. Taking the bottle from the little dragon, Twilight looked over his handiwork with a smile on her face. "Oh, Spike. thank you so much. This all looks amazing! It's just what I needed after everything last night." Levitating a fork and knife with her magic, Twilight tucked into her breakfast with gusto. Spike took a bite of his, smiling slightly; he always felt good when he could help ease Twilight's worries and anxieties. 
As Spike finished clearing the table and set the last of the dishes in the sink, he stopped dead in his tracks, his head snapping upward. It felt as if a frozen hand had gripped his chest. It was the same feeling that had awoken him last night, and it was coming from Twilight's loft. He rushed into the library to find Twilight. 
"Twi, something's wrong!" He punctuated with a deep growl, looking upward.
"What is it, Spike?"
"There's something wrong with the book. I can feel it. I'm cold all over, just like last night."
Twilight could see the fear clearly in the young dragon's eyes and immediately made her way to the stairs, Spike trailing close behind. When they reached the door to the loft, she could feel it too, the same cold dread. With a flare of magic, she threw the door open and, after steeling herself, stepped through the doorway. There, sitting in its glass prison, the dark tome pulsed with black and green energy, looking every bit as sinister as it had the night before. Before Twilight could act and start feeding the case more magic to strengthen its seals, the cover blasted open, and a wave of dark magic rushed through the room, knocking both pony and dragon off their respective hooves and feet. It was all Twilight could do to manage a short scream before the wave hit her and everything went black.
****************************************
The port of Las Pegasus
A lone naval ship had finally finished being towed in and docked. It was suspected to be the sole surviving ship from the incident. As the royal navy personnel swept over the ship their searches turned up precious little. None of the life boats had been deployed, yet not a single sailor had been found thus far. There were no signs of struggle anywhere on the ship which only proved to further confuse the matter. The captain in charge of the sweep was almost ready to call off the search when he heard what sounded like quiet whimpering. He ordered his men to stop what they were doing; the sound was barely audible, but he followed it to an equipment trunk fastened to the deck below the helm. With a flourish of the wing he twisted the handle, and a terrified, pale yellow earth pony with blood on his face burst from the trunk.
It took three stallions to pin the frantic pony down and another thirty or so minutes to calm him into some form of sensibility. The pegasus captain gave him a hard stare before speaking. 
"Report, sailor: what happened during the drills?"
"The ocean, it-it swelled up in the blink of an eye. Our ship was the furthest from fleet, so we had the perfect view of the massive wave devouring the other ships. The sky darkened so quickly it could have only been magic, a storm like nothing anypony had ever seen before."
"And what happened to the rest of the crew? Our records show over 200 sailors assigned to this vessel."
"Despite the storm, we only lost a handful of ponies during the initial onset, but then, then-" The sailors eyes went wild and he began struggling again. It took another hour before he was calm enough to speak coherently.
"Th-the lighting and thunder seemed to stop all at once. The wind and rain continued on, and all around us was the blackest dark you could imagine. A cold wind swept over the ship, and we saw two red lights in the sky. Everypony was transfixed on them. A strike of lightning started the panic; we saw it: n-not lights, eyes. Two g-giant red eyes. The entire face seemed to wriggle and writhe and-and that's when I heard the voice." He swallowed, hard, his eyes still frantic. "No language I had ever heard before. The voice was in my head, deep, penetrating. Ponies started throwing themselves over the side. Madness. It was sheer madness. It was all I could-I had to look away." He began to rock back and forth slightly. "I had to break away from the maddening gaze. I locked myself in the equipment trunk, smashed my head against the side as hard as I could. I just, I had to knock myself out, had to make it stop. The last thing I remember...the taste of blood in my mouth, the sinister voice in my head." 
The captain sent the sailor to the nearest hospital to have his head wound treated. The entire story seemed impossible, but he knew the Princess would want to hear about it. He summoned a unicorn scribe and began detailing the message, thinking the whole time about the manic look in the sailors eyes. While he refused to accept such an outlandish tale, he had to admit to himself he had never seen such true terror in a pony's eyes.
****************************************
Twilight opened her eyes, her entire field of vision a blur. She heard murmurs around her, too low and distorted to make out. A cool wet sensation hit her face, bringing some amount of clarity to her disoriented mind. As her mind began to clear she could make out more defined images: a cyan wing, a quiet gentle voice. After a few more minutes her world came into focus, her vision clearing and her hearing returning.
Rainbow Dash stood over her, the pegasus's right wing dripping with water. Fluttershy stood off to the side, gently flapping her wing in Spike's face to try to bring the young dragon around. Twilight rose shakily to her hooves, leaning on Rainbow Dash for support.
"Rainbow, Fluttershy, what are you two doing here?"
"I was on weather patrol when I saw the blast blow out of the library." Rainbow helped steady Twilight once she was fully upright.
Fluttershy looked up from Spike for a moment and in her usual soft-spoken voice said, "I was in the market buying some carrots for Angel's supper when Rainbow swooped down and told me what happened at the library," then she returned to fanning the small dragon. He soon groaned softly and began to stir.
"Well, I'm glad you two showed up, but I need you to get yourselves and Spike out of here as soon as possible. There is no telling what that accursed book may do next." Twilight locked her eyes on the book. It was sitting perfectly still in its case, looking to all like just another book in the library. She could no longer feel any of the dark magic it had been emitting prior to her blackout.
"What are you talking about, Twi? That book hasn't done anything since we got here." Rainbow Dash stepped away from Twilight once she was sure the unicorn could stand on her own.
"No, you don't understand! The blast you saw came from that book!" Twilight rushed over to the case, examining every inch of it for signs of damage.
As Twilight combed over the case in the meticulous fashion only she was capable of, Spike finally struggled to his feet. The dragon leaned heavily on Fluttershy as his body came back up to speed. The two ponies and young dragon stood by silently as Twilight's horn glowed an intense whitish-purple, slowly enveloping the wooden case and sealing every nook and cranny with the unicorn's potent magic. As far as Twilight could tell the tome no longer contained any form of magical power whatsoever; it felt almost like an enchanted gem that had run out of power.
"Thank you girls for coming to see if I was okay, but I need you to leave now so I can perform some tests. I know it doesn't seem like much now, but this dusty old book is incredibly dangerous. Princess Celestia herself will be here in the morning to pick it up." Twilight turned to Fluttershy and rested a hoof on her shoulder. "Fluttershy, could you please take Spike home with you? He's been through a lot helping me recently, and after this incident I just can't in good conscience let him stay here."
Fluttershy looked down at the dragon and back up at Twilight, then nodded slowly. Rainbow Dash helped bring Spike downstairs and told Twilight she would be back to check in every other hour. As her friends walked away from her home, Twilight turned and made her way upstairs, a fierce and determined look plastered on her face. She vowed to herself that she would make sure no one else she cared about was harmed because of her negligence concerning this dusty old tome.
****************************************
A tan fur-less creature rose off the ground and brushed himself off. As he cast a gaze around the area, confusion was very evident in his eyes. He most certainly did not remember falling asleep in the woods after his last match. In lieu of panicking the biped adjusted his shimmering yellow and pink cowboy hat and started to march forward. His strut gave off an air of supreme confidence; timber wolf and manticore alike seemed to shy away as the foreign creature made its way through the forest. While it was unclear if he knew exactly where he was headed, he showed no signs of concern. He trudged through the underbrush unfettered, a sense of purpose in every step. It was almost as if he knew the only form of civilization for miles was in the direction he was heading. The only question was what the citizens of Ponyville would do when they encountered this strange new alien.
****************************************
Every fiber of Twilight's being screamed that the data was wrong, yet no matter how many tests she ran or scans she performed it all came back the same. The book was no longer putting out any trace of magic, nor was she feeling the same chilling dread that usually accompanied being in a room with it. She paced the small underground laboratory, wracking her already overstressed mind for possible explanations. The most likely scenario she could think of was that the tome was enchanted and, like enchanted gem, it had simply exhausted its store of magic.  
This, however, only opened doors to more questions: How had the book been casting anything at all while in containment? Where had it gotten the magic to cast with in the first place? It certainly didn't have any when she brought it home. Twilight's train of thought came to an abrupt stop as she flashed back to the night she cast her translucency spell. The book had gotten its magic from her. She recalled the overwhelming power she had to feed into the spell for it to take effect; it had been more than enough to charge an enchanted object. 
Twilight carefully slid the book off the examination table and swiftly deposited it in a locker she used to house test tubes and beakers. Once the book was safely locked away, she proceeded to shut down her entire lab switch by switch. There was no telling whether the dark text had already absorbed more magic from all of her testing, but Twilight knew now that she had to keep it as far as possible from all forms of magical energy. When she was sure that every last machine was turned off and the laboratory secured, Twilight killed the lights and shut and locked the door. With an exhausted sigh she made her way to the front door. She knew she should take this small respite to get some rest, but she was worried about Spike, and her mind would not be put to ease until she knew he was alright.
As Twilight made her way to Fluttershy's cottage she finally realized how utterly exhausted she was. Her hooves were dragging slightly as she walked, her eye lids felt like they had sandbags weighing them down, and her temples throbbed slightly after every step. If Spike had indeed come out of the whole ordeal in good health, Twilight contemplated asking Fluttershy to keep an eye on the baby dragon while she returned home for a much needed nap. The relief she felt over finally understanding the source of the dark tome's power and knowing beyond a shadow of a doubt that it could no longer harm anyone from it's new prison was overwhelming. 
As the humble little dwelling came into view, Twilight could her Fluttershy's song birds singing merrily in the trees, a relaxing little tune that did all the more to soothe her frayed nerves. Twilight approached the door and knocked gently - she knew that some of Fluttershy's animals were nearly as timid as their pegasus caretaker. It only took a moment for the door to open and for Fluttershy to invite her in, Twilight remaining vigilant so as not to accidentally step on a scurrying mouse or ferret. 
"It's good to see you up and about Twilight. Did you manage to take care of the problem at home?"
"I did manage to puzzle through most of the situation, so the rest can wait for a time. I discovered enough to be sure that this time, the troublesome little book will be no threat to anypony."
"That's wonderful news, Twilight! I guess you're here to check on little Spike; he came around shortly after Rainbow and I got him here. I managed to feed him some gem soup and found him a comfy spot to rest in, so he's asleep right now in the bedroom if you'd like to see him
Fluttershy escorted Twilight up the stairs and into her bedroom. There, at the foot of the bed in what appeared to be one of Opal's spare cat beds, was the sleeping form of Spike curled up under a checkered blanket.
"There doesn't seem to be anything wrong with him as a result of the accident; I gave him a full examination once he woke up and didn't find any cuts or bruises, and none of his bones appear to be broken. After he gets a little bed rest I'm sure he'll be back to 100% in no time."
Twilight smiled and ran a hoof over Spike's cheek. "I am so relieved he's okay. I can't thank you enough for taking care of him, Fluttershy."
"Oh, it was no trouble at all, Twilight. You know I'd always make sure he would get the best care he could possibly hope for."
Twilight nodded and gave her friend a tight hug. She knew she could depend on any of her friends in a time of need, but Fluttershy was always prepared to drop anything at a moments notice if she was needed. As the two friends broke away from the embrace, Twilight couldn't help but stifle a yawn. Fluttershy saw this and exclaimed in concern, "Oh my, Twilight, you look awful!"
Twilight fought back another yawn. "I know. With all that's been going on recently I haven't had any proper rest since the night before last. I was going to ask you if you could keep an eye on Spike for me while I go home and try to take a nap. Would that be too much to ask?"
"Oh, not at all, Twilight. I'd be happy to dragonsit for you. I'll bring Spike home in a couple of hours if that sounds alright."
"That sounds amazing, Fluttershy. Thank you again. I promise I'll make this up to you."
Fluttershy dismissed Twilight's offer for repayment and shuffled the drowsy unicorn out the door, instructing her to head straight home and get some rest before the lack of sleep started to affect her health. With a nod and a wave Twilight made her way home, trying to avoid small talk with anypony without giving off the impression that she was trying to be rude. As she entered the library she locked the door up tight, made sure the sign was set to 'closed', and marched directly upstairs to her bedroom where she discarded her saddlebag and collapsed into bed. 
Unlike the previous night, Twilight drifted almost immediately to sleep. The only stray thoughts wandering through her head were how happy she'd be once the princess arrived to end this horrible little nightmare. Soon, the only thing that could be heard throughout the loft were the soft sounds of Twilight snoring. Little did Twilight know that she would need all the sleep she could get if she was to have enough energy to deal with what would await her when she woke up.
*************************************
A bronze, alien biped emerged blinking from the treeline, the bright rays of sunlight temporarily disorientating him. As he scanned the horizon, a small town came into view and a low grumble emanated from his stomach. He couldn't be sure whether the inhabitants of the town would be friendly or not, but, at this point, any prospect of food was enough to merit a quick check. With a destination set he began the march to the small village, curious to see what kind of people inhabited it.
*************************************
Twilight was in the middle a particularly amazing dream when her dream world came crashing down to the sound of frantic knocking. As she rose groggily from her bed she could also make out the faint sounds of screaming emanating from outside. Twilight's horn burst to life in a magenta glow as she levitated a brush from her dresser and quickly ran it through her disheveled mane. After a quick glance in the mirror to make sure she was at least somewhat presentable she made her way downstairs to see about this incessant knocking. 
As Twilight approached her front door she could make out the voices of both Rarity and Fluttershy. She wondered to herself why two of her closest friends would be nearly bashing her door in. It wasn't a second after she opened the door that her friends came barging into her home, both looking a bit wild in the eyes. 
"What's the matter, girls, you both look panicked half to death." Twilight shut the door and turn back around to her friends.
"Twilight, darling," Rarity started, when Fluttershy cried, "there's an alien in Ponyville!"
"It's true; it showed up out of nowhere and sent the town into a frenzy," Rarity explained. Fluttershy seemed far more rattled by the incident than Rarity.
Twilight set them with a hard stare. "Come on, girls, an alien? I think you might be overreacting a bit."
Fluttershy kicked at the ground and cast a nervous glance at Twilight. "Well, um, I know almost all of the creatures that live in the surrounding area, including the Everfree, and I've never seen anything like this before."
"I've never seen anything dressed so absurdly! That ghastly pink and yellow hat, those ridiculous yellow streamers attached to the sleeves, why I have never witnessed a more repulsive fashion abomination in all my life!".
Twilight shook her head and gave her friends another annoyed stare. "Well, from what I can hear outside there is certainly something going on in town. I suppose I should check it and make sure it isn't a threat to the citizens. Come on, girls, show me where you saw this alien."
Rarity and Fluttershy lead Twilight to the center of the market, the last known sighting of the alien. Twilight took in the scene: the market was a complete disaster. The ground was littered with broken and splintered wood from destroyed shop stands. As she surveyed the scene she spotted odd prints in the sand, long flat prints far removed from the hoof prints dominating the ground.
"Come on girls, I think the alien went this way." Twilight pointed and began following the strange prints.
The trio of ponies followed the tracks to the path leading out of town and into the Everfree. The tracks seemed to end abruptly at a small field, where in the middle of a small circle of flowers stood the alien. He was unlike anything Twilight had ever seen: He stood upright on two legs and appeared hairless save for his head and beard, his bronze skin covered in a cornucopia of bizarre clothing. He wore a pink and yellow cowboy hat with a scribble of black down the middle separating the two colors, as well as a pair of yellow and black checkerboard sunglasses. His massive frame was clothed in chaotic colors, pink polka dots over yellow on one side of his chest and yellow polka dots over pink on the other. His jacket was a shiny black that appeared to have had pink liquid drizzled over it, yellow streamers hanging from its sleeves. His lower body was clothed in much the same fashion as the rest - a split of yellow on pink and pink on yellow - with a massive golden belt around his mid section, inscribed with the words "World Heavyweight Champion".
Twilight's mind could barely process this bizarre creature, and as a result she uttered the first question that popped into her head: "Who and what are you?"
The Alien shot her a wild look through his glasses, his face full of confidence and determination.
"I'm the tower of power, too sweet to be sour. I'm funky like a monkey. Sky's the limit and space is the place! Oooooh yeeeah!"
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