
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		This Will Destroy You

		Written by Maneiac

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Spike

					Original Character

					Cutie Mark Crusaders

					Babs Seed

					Sunset Shimmer

					Romance

					Dark

					Sex

					Gore

					Adventure

					Anthro

					Alternate Universe

		

		Description

It has been five years since Spike, Dameion, and Sunset Shimmer left through a portal into the Great Unknown.
In the time he was gone, Spike had taken to a life of conquest and Soul Stealing. Now he's mastered both his Necromancy and Vindicator skills, becoming a Draconian King, alongside Dameion, and is now competing in an event called "The Fortune of Fafnir;" a War-type game played with other Kings and Queens of the Draconian species.
This is a battle that will involve Equestria...this version of it at least, and many other beings. Spike and his clique will make allies and enemies alike, and one of his enemies happened to be on Equestria all this time. 
Now it's a race to find a hidden Draconian, who's been constructing a containment unit powerful enough to wipe Equus, and its universe, from the plane of existence itself!
Will Spike succumb to this strong foe? Is Equus doomed?
There's only one way to find out. 
What are you waiting for?  
(This story is in the canon section of 'The Fortune of Fafnir', a universe created by me and soon to be expanded upon by other group members...or you.)
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		The Return



Clear. The sky today was completely devoid of clouds, and the sun seemed as radiant as ever. My nostrils entertained the smell of petunias and white lotuses, with the occasional hint of tiger lily and chrysanthemums. I adjusted my position upon the blanket underneath me, folding my legs further to support myself. 
The Royal Gardens were always nice to read a book in. 
Looking back down at the book I had brought along, my mind began reading the pages expertly, like I had trained it to do all the years of my life. 
“‘I have to go, Flare Heart! I can’t stand being some errand colt to you anymore, especially if that means my feelings will never be returned! This relationship is tearing me apart, and my heart can’t survive like this!’ Tungsten Backdraft stepped away from the cottage on the hill, the ivory mare with a sapphire hairclip on one of her deep-blue bangs reaching a hoof out tentatively.
‘Don’t do this, Tungsten! I’ve never given much to the idea of love, and therefore, I can’t say if what I have in my heart is affection for you! But, if you stay by my side, I’m sure an answer will become apparent! Please, don’t leave me like this,” Flare Heart called out in desperation, keeping her ivory hoof outstretched in the evening drizzle of spring rain.
Tungsten shook his head and glared. ‘Twenty years! I’ve helped you and your way of life for TWENTY YEARS! That should have been more than enough time to decide if those feelings were of love or not! I’m done with this merry-go-round of affection! This is farewell, Flare!’ Tungsten, the stallion who was never known to cry, turned on his hooves and ran down the hill and into the fading light of evening, leaving behind his heart in the same ivory hoof of Flare Heart. 
Allowing the action to catch up to her mind, Flare Heart collapsed and sobbed under the awning of her front door, clutching the outstretched hoof to her heart. ‘Oh, Tungsten...I’m so sorry.’”
I grew irritated as the words, “End of Book One”, appeared below the last sentence. I don’t know why irritation was the first thing I felt. Sighing in discontent, I closed the book with my purple aura and stood up, folding the blanket up the same way. 
Once the blanket was under my right wing while the book was tucked under the left, I trotted forth, heading for the brown oak doors that would lead into the Eastern Section of Canterlot Castle. I had a lunch date with Princess Celestia and Princess Luna, who had informed me that some foreign kings of beings called ‘Draconians’ were on their way to discuss something of great importance! 
“I’m so excited! A species never before seen by Princess Celestia & Princess Luna will be revealing themselves today in the Throne Room over lunch!” I pranced in place right in front of the door, squealing to myself in joy. “And to think that Princess Celestia invited me to be a part of this meeting! Oh, I could just explode from the excitement!”
The energy gathering in my body was too much, and I soon found myself practically galloping towards the Throne Room on the other side of the Castle.

“Sorry I took so long everyone! My attention to time was stolen away by my mother’s newest book, and-” I had closed my eyes in fear of meeting the upset faces of everyone in my late fashion. I had also opened the doors and walked in with my eyes closed. 
When I had opened them, they nearly popped out in fear. 
Some ways in front of me, sitting down on the throne belonging to the Princess Celestia, was a dragon. Not just any dragon, mind you, but one that had been missing for five years. A dragon that I had raised and nurtured into quite the gentledrake; whose gentry mannerisms turned the head of every mare in Ponyville back in the day. 
My mind swam with memories of that burning city, and the dead that littered every nook and cranny. I saw the blood-red sky and scab-like clouds, which enveloped the entirety of the city as it was attacked by Equestrian Forces. 
Bodies...Oh sweet heaven, the bodies! 
I saw the face of that awful dragon the girls and I had to combat, and how his manipulation of ice took a leg from Applejack and an ear from Rainbow Dash. There was also the face of that horrid mare, who was too good with trap spells or hexes of ensnarement. I heard the screams of my friends as we were borderline electrocuted, and then dropped like pebbles into a stream. 
Once again, the face of the ice-blue dragon smiled down at me before raising his scythe to take my life. I had to protect myself...so...so I...
“Yo, Twily! How have you been since I left?” His voice carried no ill will, and that alone made my shaking head rise to meet his emerald eyes. I had to hold back a gasp as the reality of the situation made itself apparent. Underneath both his boots were the heads of Princess Celestia and Princess Luna, and their horns were missing.
His head slowly lowered, and a smile shot across his face when he pieced together what I was looking at. “Oh, these two? Yeah, they took to attacking me when I showed up. I mean, did they not get my letter?”
I shook myself out of my stupor before stomping my hoof down. “Spike! What is the meaning of this!? And what’s with those flags you’re using to hold them down,” I yelled commandingly, watching Spike tilt his head back before laughing loudly. 
“Oh~ shit! That was a good one! Do it again! Please,” His head snapped back down, his face the very definition of pleading. But, there was also a condescending mirth plastered there as well, and I knew then that the Spike I had raised was long gone. “I’m waitin’!” 
“No. Now, get your feet off of them.” 
He fell back out in laughter, nearly dropping the silver poles in his hands that waved a black flag at the top. Amidst all the waving the flags were doing, I could make out a picture of Spike’s head and neck, with his eyes completely white with magic. A purple, smog-like aura seeped all around the head and neck, and it made him look completely evil. 

I stepped back and read the words in another language on the four corners of the flags. “W-wer sulta....di...keari? W-what?” 
Spike grinned and rolled his long neck, getting a couple cracks out of it. “It means, ‘The End of Days.’ Also, you can’t keep calling me Spike. I have enemies now, and they’ll use my name to their advantage should they hear it.” I raised an eyebrow, asking him to elaborate. 
He sighed. “I’m involved with a dangerous event that’s exclusive to Draconians, or dragons that have unnatural amounts of magic in them, even for dragon standards. Turns out, there was once a whole race of these Draconians. They developed their own language and everything else, but they died off due to starvation and a failure to preserve their planet. There’s a small handful of natural Draconians, but most of them are dragons with obscene amounts of magic stored within them, even for a dragon,” He paused and turned his head to face the heavily robed figure sitting on Luna’s midnight-blue throne. “Sound right so far, Vutha?” 
The hooded figure shrugged its shoulders. “It matters not. Don’t we have business we should be wrapping up,” The figure chided, making Spike roll his eyes at the emotionless tone.
“Yeah, yeah.” Spike waved him off, and I noticed the robed figure tighten his grip on the midnight-blue throne’s forehoof rests. But, Spike took his colleagues advice, and bent over at the hip so that his face was mere centimeters away from Princess Celestia’s head. I watched in horror as Spike slid his boot back, applying a pressure great enough to hold a millennia-old alicorn in place to her neck. Her magenta eye fluttered open, and for the first time since entering the throne room, I noticed how her hair was just a shade of bubblegum-pink. “Wakey wakey, Tia. I’ve got some terms that need to be agreed on.” 
Princess Celestia narrowed her eye. “If you’re asking for my sister and I to surrender, know that you’re wasting precious time.” 
“Precious time? You make it sound like there’s someone with enough power to challenge me,” Spike laughed as he twisted his boot upon Celestia’s neck, making her gag in pain as he did so. “Newsflash, Sunbutt: no one can stop me. Now, will you willingly surrender this country to me, or am I gonna have to get a little rough,” Spike asked with hidden mirth, making Celestia laugh hoarsely. 
“It seems you forgot...rgh...the meanings in simple words like ‘no’...during the time you’ve been away,” Celestia quipped. 
Spike narrowed his eyes...and then stood up. 
Princess Celestia began scraping at his boot with her hooves, turning her body this way and that as her head remained locked in place by the new amount of force. I then pieced together that she was choking to death.
“Spike, stop!” I ran up the steps as quick as I could, trying to move him with my magic and body, but couldn’t even get him to budge. “You’re killing her! YOU’RE KILLING HER!” 
I was sent flying as an otherworldly amount of force slammed into my cheek. I felt my back thud against the unforgiving cobblestone wall, and then heard the cracking of a wing. I screamed bloody murder and fell the five feet to the unforgiving ground, slapping my chin upon the marble flooring, stopping said scream abruptly as I bit the inside of my mouth something awful. I moaned in absolute agony and cracked an eye open.
The robed figure from before was placing a sheathed sword back in the sash around his waist. I saw the briefest flash of a golden feathered-headdress. The jingle of golden trinkets confirmed what I saw through my hazy eyes. 
“Know your place, wench. Unimportant background wastes-of-fur like yourself should simply remain oblivious to the happenings of Draconians. We do not need you harrying our work any further. If you value those wings, I’d advise staying away from us until proper control of this country is obtained.” The robed figure sat back down and rested a blue-grey scaled hand upon its hooded face.
I could feel the glare through the dark confines of the hood. 
“As much fun as I’m having choking you, Tia, I must admit that I’m growing bored. An unconditional surrender would suffice in alleviating my boredom greatly, wouldn’t you agree?” Spike’s question was laced with mirth again as he sat down, leaving Princess Celestia inhaling the greater amount of oxygen like a ravenous wolf. 
I cried as she her breathing finally regulated, and she peered up at Spike with sadness in her eyes. That made Spike raise an eyebrow. “What’s with the long face? You know, chucking the fact that you’re a horse and all.” 
“...Why? You wanted for nothing...I tried to give you everything...why?” Tears cascaded down her face, making Spike sink back and rest a claw over his face as he sighed. 
“Because obviously, your precious student and friends didn’t feel the same way. Ignoring useless things like what you want to converse on, I say we handle the matter of giving Equestria over to me,” Spike finished, taking the same hand that was on his face and moving it down to his chest with a proud smile. 
“Not a chance.” Celestia didn’t see the scaled hand coming for her neck behind her closed eyes, and when Spike gripped her, I could hear the straining in her bones to keep her neck from breaking. She instantly started to gag, and her legs hung limp at her sides, completely devoid of energy. 
“My patience was over when I walked in, bitch. Don’t test me any longer.” Celestia was brought close to Spike’s face by him, and she cracked an eye open amongst her gagging to look him in the eye stoically. 
“Do...Do you...” 
Spike leaned in, a small grin beginning to work its way across his face. 
“...Do you like bananas? Because I love them.” 
His right eye twitched, and then he sighed. Spike stood up, turned around, and slammed Celestia’s head onto the cushion of her throne. I heard a muffled groan of pain, and I really started crying at whatever horrible thing he was about to do. 
Spike used his foot to scoot the unconscious Luna over to his colleague, who simply nodded and lifted the princess without another word. He walked up to me afterwards.
“We’re leaving. You don’t want to stay for Spike’s special way of torture.” I was lifted up, my mind to clouded with pain to fight back. 

I was shivering, crying, and balled up in the fetal position on the floor. The screams of pain from within the throne room were doing nothing for my fragile mind. 
Screams. 
Princess Celestia’s screams. 
And then, when her screams quieted down, I heard a hollow conversation. 
“...Submit....Equestria.” That was Spike. 
“Why...Loved you...Don’t understand,” Celestia’s voice was never laced with so much pain. I felt my heart shatter, and I gave a loud wail into the Castle halls. 
This gartered the attention of the robed figure. “Cease your incessant wailing, wench. I’ll not suffer two crying mares today.” 
I didn’t listen, and started hoping a guard would hear and come running.
“Do not make me come over there. I am a man of my word, and as I’ve promised to take your wings, I shall do so.”
His voice, even though it had no emotion to it, carried the weight of a thousand boulders. Against my will, the wails were cut off. My body was no longer my own, for it had given in to the fear against the robed figure. He was terrifying, and if it wasn’t for the fact that I saw his claws earlier, I would’ve thought him to be nothing more than living shadows underneath some dark robes. 
“Why,” I found myself asking in despair, to which the robed figure crossed his arms and leaned back on the wall behind him. One leg folded in so that the bottom of his foot laid flat against the wall’s surface, giving him a laid-back aura. “Why come back and destroy five years of peace? I don’t remember you, but I definitely know you were there at that town. What happened to Spike...What happened to the guards?” 
“The guards were dispatched by me, and that was only after Celestia and Luna decided to attack us. The guards poured in, I made sure their entrails poured out. It was bloody, for the ones that didn’t get vaporized, and I had moved them out into the courtyard.” He left that sentence hanging. Although I was in a despair-ridden state, I couldn’t help asking the obvious question. 
“But why didn’t you bury th-”
“Because fuck graves, that’s why. Oh, and the name’s Dameion.” His scaled hand came up and pushed back his hood enough to reveal a dragon-like face with feathers coming out of his head, plus that golden headdress I saw earlier. As a matter of fact, he was the one standing next to Spike back in that country!  I must admit, he did look quite fetching. 
I jerked my head up, and then proceeded to shake the manure out of my head. “Why did I just think that!? He just admitted to killing all the Royal Guards that were on duty today!” 
“Dameion! Celestia needs a little more motivation! Bring the lavender one in, please!” 
“Twilight, run,” Celestia exclaimed through the large doors in a panicked voice, making me panic slightly. Before I could even get up, Dameion was at my side, completely surprising me with how fast he moved while I was distracted. Something his size shouldn’t be able to move that fast!
My horn was grabbed: hard. I let out a screech of pain as I was dragged by my appendage, his strength proving too much for me to offer resistance. My stomach slid along the red velvet insole that lined the hallway, and then through the massive doors separating the hallway from the throne room.
“Spike, please; stop this madness! Please don’t harm Twilight! Harm me all you want, but leave her alone!” Celestia’s panic was gone, and in its stead was anger. Spike laughed it off, of course, and yanked her tail from her head-down position, causing Princess Celestia to fall onto her back. Before she had time to register the fact that she was free, Spike stomped down on her chest, winding her as she gave a pained exhale. He then added more weight on that leg, leaning forward at the waist and resting an arm across his bent knee as he looked at me. 
His flags were slammed into the marble flooring around the throne, waving in an unseen breeze, symbolizing that his hostile takeover was making an absurd amount of progress.
Spike smiled toothily at me, his eyes radiating an evil mirth before he looked down at Princess Celestia. “So here’s the deal. Your next words are going to be what either saves Twilight...or kills her. Vutha, if you’d please...”
The sound of a sword slice rung out above my head, making my eyes go wide at the falling lavender horn in front of them. 
“That’s...that’s my horn...” 
And then, I was robbed of my ability to stand up. 
Canterlot does not get tremors, or earthquakes. The only rumbling would come from storms pegasi would schedule in order to keep the Royal Gardens and whatever else kind of greenery there was in the city, alive.
Therefore, this is a headache. Not just any headache, either. If placeable on the Richter scale, this headache would easily clock in as a 7.8! 
I cried and rolled around on the ground, not understanding why this was so painful!
“You see, this is something instructors never tell young unicorns, for it might hinder their thirst for learning higher spells with more risk.” I could barely hear Spike’s prideful voice and Princess Celestia’s roars of outrage towards him. There was only the surefire pain, like someone was holding my head into a herd of wildebeests. 
“The horn acts as an expulsion point for all magic inside a unicorn-slash-alicorn’s body. Through this expulsion point, spells are channeled and then put into place by the unicorn’s ability to memorize the arcane formula. But what happens when the only expulsion point on a unicorn-slash-alicorn’s body is sliced off completely? The answer is simple! Your head explodes, unless something else is used as an absorbant to such up the excess arcane energy.”
----S----

“Heh. She can’t even hear me through that magical feedback. Doesn’t mean I’m gonna stop explaining this shit to her.” 
I took the arm that was folded across my knee, straightened it, and used my hand to grasp Celestia’s jaw. I turned her head sharply so that her anger-filled gaze met mine. “I don’t I need to tell you this, cupcake, but if you don’t surrender Equestria over to me, then you’re gonna be rudely introduced to Twilight Popple.” I squeezed her cheeks together playfully, making them out like a chipmunk’s twice before detaching my hand and laughing. 
“You are not the Spike I helped raised! I am severely disappointed with you!” 
“Eh, you raise some you lose some. After all, you’re about to lose precious key to Equestria’s defense in a minute or so.” 
“You will pay for this...” Celestia growled, baring her teeth at me. I grinned. 
“Would you like that in bits or brains?” 
Her eyes closed at my disrespectful joke, and she continued grunting in anger. I think she was avoiding any chance of looking at me to withhold her anger, which I find plain rude.
“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! IT HUUUUUURTS! HELP! HEEEELP MEEEE!” 
That was the straw that broke her back, making Celestia snap her eyes open in fear. Right about now, the room had gotten considerably darker, and Twilight’s eyes had become completely white as a globular aura of sparkling lavender magic encompassed her like a protective cocoon. It pulsed as her hooves left the ground, and she curled up into a ball while resting her hooves on her head in a vain attempt at disbanding the surging magic. 
“TWILIGHT! NO!” Celestia reached out a hoof to her student, but then remembered that my boot was preventing her from helping Twilight. She looked back at me with eyes full of...
“Does...does the Princess Celestia hate me!? Oh, this is just too much!” 
“THIS FARCE ENDS NOW! RELEASE ME!” Celestia’s version of the Royal Canterlot Voice was just a decibel higher than Luna’s, which means it did little to intimidate me. But, it did make me look like a badass, for my black collared-shirt was unbuttoned, so it flapped in the air behind me like the black flags next to me.
“No...” I looked down at my non-existent watch, “...and you now have ten seconds to decide.” Her rage vanished when a bolt of pure lavender magic incinerated the entire roof of Canterlot Castle, allowing Celestia’s sun to pour into the throne room. Her eyes widened at that, and she closed her eyes while picking up her breathing. The temples on the sides of her head pulsed, letting me know she was in deep thought about all this. 
She was, however, taking her sweet-ass time in deciding this shit. It was made apparent to me right then and there, that she would ultimately squander this time in thinking of a better ultimatum. One that would result in her losing a precious friend, might I add. 
“ALRIGHT! EQUESTRIA’S YOURS! JUST DON’T KILL HER,” Celestia roared, making me smile and nod at Dameion.
“Obsidian Lightning,” Dameion reached out a hand and grabbed Twilight’s head. Celestia’s eyes widened, and in them I could see the gears turning from Dameion’s sudden words. She turned her head and reached out a hoof in objection to Dameion’s intentions. 
“UNHAND HER, BEAST! YOU SHALL NOT HARM HER AS LONG AS I DRAW BREATH!” 
“Unholy Syphon,” Dameion finished, narrowing his eyes as Twilight’s magical surge storm was appropriately sucked into my colleagues hand by way of a bridge made of arcing black lightning. Her eyes returned to normal as the clap of thunder filled the entirety of the throne room. It ended as quickly as it began, the lightning and thunder, along with Twilight’s magic, disappeared from the visual realm with an audible pop.
I grinned and applauded the close save. Had Dameion procrastinated for another millisecond, Twilight’s head would’ve been a pain in the ass to clean up from all the walls. 
Speaking of Twilight, I watched as her eyes rolled up into her head. Her mouth dropped open, and a groan of pain and weariness echoed forth. 
“She’s unconscious, yet still standing. This is amazing. I’ve been gone for five years, exploring the wonders and thrills of the multiverse itself , and I’ve never seen the act of standing after losing consciousness done before. Even her eyes are unresponsive.” Dameion flipped back his hood, allowing us all to see his face.
I chuckled. “The weight of those words is absent with that voice of yours, I’m afraid.” 
“Fuck off,” Dameion flipped me off, and I knew I was treading on thin ice there. 
“Fine, I’ll stop teasing you. Now, we’ve got to reset the board.” I placed my hand on Celestia’s horn stump, and channeled a wayward soul into my hand. It was then transformed into healing and regenerative magic, which grew the length of Celestia’s horn back instantly. I waved the same hand in a rainbow pattern towards Twilight as well, watching as her dull eyes revitalized themselves into the deep-purple I was familiar with. 
I lifted my foot off of Celestia, and was rewarded by having my face blasted with a yellow ray of magic. 
I did not budge, but rather caught the ray in its entirety with my unhinged jaw, which I had snapped open purely on reflex. I crunched down on the swirling mass of alicorn magic, and smiled down at Celestia’s panting form. Her mane did not return to its previous luster, letting me know that her magic was severely crippled for the time being. 
“Thanks for that, I was feeling a little famished. Now, I just want to say...I’m sorry.” 
Celestia, who had begun picking herself up from the ground shakily, affixed me with a confused look when the words hit her aural cavities. “I...I beg your pardon?” 
I placed a hand on my chest and bowed at the waist, holding my other hand out and pointing northwest in the air. “Seriously. I’m sorry. I never wanted to kill any of you; it was a ploy, a ruse.” I looked up from my bowed position just to see Celestia looking at me with a blank stare. 
“Annnd I broke her. Fantastic, Spike; you’re pretty good at that.” 
“I had to acquire your country somehow, and I know you wouldn’t have just given it to me. That being said, I constructed this plan in order to take it from you by ambush and force. I only plan to rule over you and Luna, not all of Equestria. I’m not ready to be a leader, but rather just own planets.” After explaining my mission, I stood back up to my full height and sat down on Celestia’s throne, resting a fist upon my cheek and awaiting the questions that were sure to come. 
“But...but...huh? This is lacking sound reason, Spike! Why make yourself my enemy, and even almost kill your surrogate mother, just to preside of myself and Luna!? What purpose does any of this serve,” Celestia fumed, stomping her hoof down in such a way that the marble flooring cracked. 
“Planets equal power to Draconians...and the Fortune of Fafnir participants. I must have at least one-hundred planets sporting my flag before I can participate with the other Kings and Queens of the Draconians. That being said, I currently have five-hundred planets with my face on em’.” I crossed my right leg over my left, looking at Celestia’s flabbergasted face. “You, little miss princess, are in the presence of a multiversal King.” 
I slammed my fist upon the armrest, sinking the entire floor. Celestia seemed in awe at the fact that something she helped raised could be strong enough to move an entire room down a couple of feet, and with so little power at that. 
“I need not preside over Equestria...just you and Luna. Say it with your mouth, Celestia. Proclaim for the the multiverse to here...” I began channeling my aura, feeling the dark-purple smog leak off of me in clouds of spongy energy. Then, I let my soul come into play. 
I felt the energy expand out, and everyone raised their appropriate appendages to intercept the violet light of my soul. I saw every planet I ever conquered in my absence floating amongst the purple wisps of energy as my soul continued to grow and grow. Pretty soon, I could feel the entirety of Canterlot surrounded by my soul. 
My arms stretched out of their own volition, and I exhaled slowly to alleviate the building tension in my lungs. I bent my head back to peer up at the sky, watching my purple bubble obliterate clouds and encompass the tip of Canterlot Mountain. 
This...This was only a fraction. 
I inhaled mightily, feeling the urge to let all of Equus know that I had returned. 
I roared. 
I roared for the pain I felt five years ago. I roared for the strife within the Great Unknown. I roared for Sunset Shimmer. I roared for Dameion. I roared....for myself.
It took a minute or two, but my roar of pride echoed off and the world stopped quaking in reverence of my countenance. Looking down, I saw the faces of Celestia and Twilight looking at me with opened eyes, and I’m being cryptic there. 
They finally saw me for the King I am. They knew that if I wished it, I could destroy them all with no more than a few words. 
I chuckled and pulled the fraction of my being back into my Magical Core, feeling reinvigorated after that little show. I closed my eyes, feeling the warmth of the trillion souls within me. I knew that when I opened my eyes, I’d be activating Soul Stare. 
And so I did. 
“Now, I have to get down to business. I didn’t just come back for shits and giggles. As Dameion stated before, we have something that needs addressing.” 
“Celestia,” I called, getting the alicorn to swallow a lump in her throat. I’m guessing it’s the first time she’s been stacked up against something stronger than her and Luna combined. Nevertheless, she nodded her assent to my call, letting me know she was listening with undivided attention. “This is only the beginning. I was born on this world, so it only make sense that I rule it. Now, I must impart a harrowing piece of information to you all.” 
Twilight, although the fear was radiating off her body, stepped forward shakily until she was standing next to her mentor. The size difference between the two of them made me chuckle, then straighten my face at the severity of the words to come.
“W-what is it,” Twilight asked shakily, her knees practically vibrating like her special drawer compartment hidden underneath her bed on the left. 
“In the coming week, Equus shall become the feasting ground of a Mad King. That roar just now was a challenge against him, and I know he’s lurking on this planet somewhere. And now he knows that I know he’s here.” Twilight began shaking harder as her eyes started darting from side to side. Celestia grimaced at the severity in my tone, and opened her mouth to respond. 
I raised my hand, stopping her just as the first sound escaped. “I can look for him all I want using my power; but, as it stands, he can and will remain undetectable for a large amount of time. It’ll give him all the time he needs to gather souls into a Marfedelom Flask, or a specialized container made for potent magic users and those who soul weave into their arcane abilities...like me.” I placed a thumb on my chest. 
“So...what are you asking?” Celestia looked up at me with fearful eyes. I gripped the armrests that had somehow remained intact from my earlier slam. 
“His name is Terran Nellis, and he attacks Kings and Queens by living on their key planets in secret. Biding his time in such a way, he becomes nigh untraceable as he slaughters and absorbs the souls of his victims. Every soul he acquires, he places it in a Marfedelom Flask, which grows to a ludicrous size over years and years of doing this. He stashes said Flask in a temporal space bubble, which hangs in the space between this planet and the dimension below.” I sighed, lifted a hand into the air, and snapped my fingers. 
A green portal opened up beside me, and the sound of revving hogs and rock music filled the air. 
“I’m gonna need the Huntresses for this...” 
“Twilight, Celestia,” They looked at me after I spoke with confused faces, and I pointed at the portal with my other hand while lowering the first one. “I am horrible with tracking, and so, I have taken it upon myself to expand my Knights. Knights, as you may have deduced, fight alongside the Kings and Queens during The Fortune of Fafnir. Three classes of Knights exist. You have the Hunters and Huntresses, Sharpshooters, and Swordplayers.” 
The revving stopped, and the roar an engine makes when whatever it’s inside of starts accelerating filled the air. I smiled, knowing exactly who was going to come through that portal. 
“They have dubbed themselves as BABS, and were the Queens of a parallel universe of Equus. They singlehandedly killed everyone on that planet, and during my youth as a King, gave me a run for my money. May I present to you, Celestia, Twilight...” The throne room doors opened, and Luna came staggering in. “...and Luna, The Boss-Ass-BitcheS.”
Three hogs, growling their authority in voices like bears, came flying out of the green portal. All four motorcycles soared over the heads of Celestia and Luna, their riders in tight black biker suits with silver pyramid-studs adorning the shoulders and helmets. The four bikes circled around as they popped wheelies up the steps, settling their bikes next to my throne. 
One of the riders thought it'd be funny to blast Luna’s throne to smithereens in order to make room. I was laughing my ass off when I heard its owner grown in irritation. 
I tilted my head slightly left, listening as the bikes all powered off and their riders got off. Their biker boots slapped upon the ground, their black helmets hiding their respective identities. All of them walked on two legs, which was the norm for the dimension I took over. Standing about six feet tall, all four walked up to me and placed a hand on their cocked hips. 
“Ladies...” I trailed off and held my hands off to the sides of me. They shared glances with one another, and the leader- the one standing in the middle -took off her helmet and flipped her long brilliant-amaranth mane about, her light brilliant-amaranth highlights flashing like white lightning as her moderate spring bud eyes focused on me with a seductive edge. 
“Big Daddy...” On that word choice, the rest of the figures followed suit and removed their helmets. 
“Babs, baby, come on and get comfortable. You all too...I’m sure multiversal highway traveling can wear you down something awful.” At my generous offer, Babs grinned and sat down on my knee, unzipping her biker suit enough to showcase the top of her brilliant gamboge bust. She scooted back and rested her head under my chin, nuzzling it affectionately. Babs sighed into me. 
It didn’t take long for the other BABS members to worm their way onto my form with equally seductive faces. Applebloom, Sweetie Belle, and Scootaloo; all of them had found some way to squeeze on top of me, and I still had enough room to wrap my arms around them. 
They turned around on my lap and stomach, affixing everyone else with a cold glare. That went double for Dameion, who found it necessary to walk up the steps and stand next to the throne we were on. 
“That’s...that’s impossible...” Twilight breathed out in disbelief, her strength failing her once more as she fell on her ass for the second time today.
“Girls, I hope you’re ready for a good time.” I nibbled on each of their ears, getting quiet moans from the attention. Pony ears are ridiculously sensitive, and race specific appendages are too. “I guess you know why I called you hear?” 
“Heh, did you forget that I’m the smart one,” Sweetie quipped, earning her three slaps to the back of the head by her teammates. She gave each one of them a glare, which looked absolutely ridiculous as she went to each one. “You’re all mad because it’s true!” 
“Whatever, Priss-Tits. Anyways, youse need us to find a bozo,” Babs asked with confused face, making me nod with a smile. 
“You don’t have to go now, seeing as how you just got here. Nestle up with Big Daddy; he’s missed his Angels...” 
“Awww...” They drawled out and snuggled closer, making me shift my body to accompany their moments. I was snug, they were snug, all that was missing was a rug for us bugs!
“You’re all insane...” Luna breathed out. 
“Eat me, skank! Why don’t you go fuck a duck or something,” Scootaloo yelled at Luna, making the her raise that large head of hers and shake it in disbelief. 
“Such language! I helped you with a night terror, young one! Show some respect!” 
“Go fuck yourself on the moon for another millenia! No one talks about our relationship with Big Daddy and gets away with it!” I pulled on her arm as Scootaloo made to get up. She looked back at me with angry eyes, and I shook my head. 
“Calm down, Matches. We’re all cool here.” She looked at me for a while longer before sighing and rolling her eyes. I yanked her back and slammed my lips into hers, watching as her eyes widened from the sudden affection, and as my tongue rolled around with hers, she lidded her eyes and melted.
“Heeey! Youse didn’t kiss me!” 
“Ah want one too! T’aint fair!” 
“Why does Scootaloo get a kiss before me!? I’m way cuter...and bustier!” 
I pulled out of Scootaloo’s mouth with an audible pop. I looked down at the rest of the BABS crew with a smug smirk. “That was Scootaloo’s punishment for nearly starting a fight. She doesn’t get the...reward you all will be getting.” I waggled my eyebrows, and the rest of them blushed as Scootaloo began pouting. 
“Sorry to interrupt this carnival of lust, but can we please figure out how large Terran Nellis’s forces are? I rather not be on this decrepit shithole of a planet when the Flask detonates.” Dameion’s monotone voice made me roll my eyes. 
“You’re too serious for your own good. Terran won’t try detonation the Flask while we’re here. Instead, he’ll just redouble his efforts in staying hidden while channeling more souls into it. His objective now, is to grow the Flask large enough to kill us all in one fell swoop. He’s not gonna make it easy for you girls to find him...or his Knights for that matter.” I was slapped on the chest by all of them, making me wince at the fur-on-scale contact that left a sting. 
“Come on, Big Daddy! Youse talkin’ bout me an tha girls here! No bozo’s safe from us,” Babs exclaimed smugly, making me chuckle. 
“Alright, then you all have your orders. And because I’m feeling generous, Big Daddy’s inviting all of you,” I lifted Scootaloo’s head up and winked at her, “To my room in the midnight hour. Don’t be late. If you are, you don’t get in...or it!” They got up, one after the other.
I gave each of their asses a slap as they did so, getting a giggle out of them all. 
Going over to their bikes, which were colored the same way they were, the members of BABS pressed the large red button in the center of each hog. They folded up into small cubes with red buttons on the top. Once folded, they placed the cubes into their latex pockets and walked past the assembled princesses. 
All three princesses got the bird before the doors closed. 
“STAY AWAY FROM OUR MAN, WHORES!” Scootaloo’s voice carried through the doors before their presence disappeared completely.
“It’s like they never had home training...” Celestia stated with a sad shake of her head. She then looked at Luna, who had come trotting up to her other side, and then Twilight to her left. Her eyes then settled on me again, before she did the one thing no one in this room was expecting. 
Celestia bowed elegantly, stretching one leg out as her tall form bent over. “I, Celestia Everfree Faustus, hereby swear myself over to King Spike. Please protect my land from this alien menace, my liege. The sun heeds you.” I could tell, even though her voice was crystal clear, that Celestia struggled with those words tremendously. 
Twilight looked like her whole world just fell apart. “Oh, Princess...” 
“I, Luna Everfree Faustus, swear the same as our kin. Protect this land, my liege. The moon heeds you.” Luna bowed next. 
“That’s two-thirds of the pie...stop hogging the last piece, Twilight, and bow.”  I fixed my gaze upon the only one standing. 
Twilight’s eyes found mine momentarily before she looked at the elder princesses, who were still bowing gracefully in front of me. Her breathing quickened, and her eyes closed as her mind ran a mile a minute. She was probably thinking of some way to get out of this, to not accept me as a ruler. 
“Let me assuade your doubts, Twilight. I will not be leading this country. As I’ve stated, I have no interest in ruling countries, just the rulers of the countries. Control the rulers, control the world. All I need is a verbal confirmation, and I promise on my life that the search for Terran and his Flask will begin tomorrow.” 
Twilight stopped straining, and she just remained standing up. Her eyes were still closed, and so I knew that she had made her decision. 
She bowed. “I, Twilight Constella Sparkle, hereby swear my allegiance to King Spike. Please, protect this land from the Draconic menace known as Terran. Magic and Friendship heed you, my liege.” 
“Ask of us anything, my King.” All three of them said as one. 
“Rise, leaders. You no longer need to prostrate yourselves.”
At my behest, all three of them rose. 
“I’ll take my leave and select a personal quarters. Should you have any questions...” I raised a hand and smiled. “...Direct them to Dameion kay thanks bye!” I snapped my fingers and teleported out of the room.
I winked back into existence through the roaring of flames, a green cone of my fire spiraling out at my feet before disappearing completely. My location was the hallway outside of the throne room, which allowed me to hear Dameion’s unsatisfied grunt. 
“Works every time!” I placed both hands behind my head and began walking off towards the Residential Tower, whistling a merry tune as I did so.
I knew our opponent was one of the higher ranking Draconian Kings, even earning the title of Mad King when he killed Vazzara the Wicked, marking his ninth killing of a King or Queen. Terran was no joke when it came to The Fortune of Fafnir, and if he’s on this planet like Babs said he was, then I’m not even expecting a third of the total population to live through this. 
I grimaced, remembering how Twilight, Celestia, and Luna asked me to protect Equestria. 
“I’ll try. Damnit, I’ll try!”
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----D----

The confused faces of all three princesses found purchase with my eyes. It was becoming humid in this room, thanks to the new skylight the lavender one put in. The sun was beating down on my head and back. 
For the first time in five years, I was uncomfortable...and unamused at that fact. 
“Spike said you’d answer our-” 
“Nay,” I interrupted sharply, silencing the lavender one as I walked down the steps and away from the assembled royalty. “Keep your inquiries to yourself, horses. Spike may have been able to sweep your transgressions under the rug, but know that I am not him. If you come near me,” I opened the door, walking through it while placing a claw on its edge to hold it open. My head turned so I could stare at them evenly. “I will kill you.” 
I shut the door behind me, not waiting for an answer.

“Why can’t things be quiet like this? There’s just the sky, and the whisper of where I belong.” My eyes scanned the puffy expanses of white that were scattered amongst the blue sky. They looked so unbelievably soft, that I pictured myself napping on one of them.
A tingling sensation caused my right wing to twitch, and I hastily made the connection to my Magical Layline. Since I’m the lightning, my body will always yearn to fly in the sky. But, given my current body makeup...I’m grounded unless I use magic...
“Ironic. Lightning that is unable to soar in the sky freely. It is almost as if fate enjoys making me suffer.” My mind, right when these words came out, filled with the faces of Artemis and Zerris. We were on that hill, overlooking Zistral in its entirety as the fireworks went off. 
“I talk to myself when I’m troubled as well.” 
The voice startled me for a moment, but my sharp mind instantly identified it to be that of Princess Celestia. I turned my head and stared into her odd-looking mane. The bottom half had regained its magical texture, waving in the wind quietly. It stands to reason then, that the top half was still bubblegum pink.
I looked to her eyes. “What I said in the throne room wasn’t a warning. It was a promise.” 
She stopped mid-stride, her eyes widening by a slim margin as she stared at me. I could tell the prospect of a being with my strength fighting her as she is now ultimately terrified her, which is completely understandable.
“Will you take action,” Celestia asked dubiously, making me stare as I processed her question. 
“Her head should be rolling right now...But...” 
I sighed in frustration, turning my head to peer out over the expanse of hills and countryside. The smell of the land was thick up here, far away from the stuffy scents of strangling perfumes and colognes of the rankest origins. The high-class of this world go overboard in their appearance...
“May I join you? This happens to be my favorite spot, next to my balcony.” I turned my head to face her again.
“Are you not the leader of this nation? Need I hold your hand,” I droned. Celestia merely trotted forwards, her face remaining stoic as she did so. 
“No need to be hostile, Mr. Dameion. I was only stating a relevant inquiry.”
I studied her for any trace of lying. During my time away from this planet, I had picked up on certain things. Now, I had an uncanny ability at detecting deception and forged emotions. It was a necessary adaptation, dealing with the menace of Kings and Queens in the multiverse. 
Unfortunately, even with all my expertise, her face held true. “What is it that you want, woman?”
Our gazes were symmetrical as they settled upon a small town in the distance. The afternoon sun caused glints and glares to reflect off the rolling hills separating the countryside from Canterlot Mountain, and the drifting clouds above casted stalking shadows upon the grassland. A small sliver of railroad track curved off from the town, following a path that wrapped around the mountain. 
Even so...even with a breathtaking sight such as this...something does not feel right. 
“I merely wish to study this view. No matter how late into eternity I transcend, this view will always hold beauty.” Celestia’s voice was weary, and it should be by ever right. There was no doubt in my mind that she was humbled by her loss to Spike; or as I came to know, her pseudo- son. 
“Interesting take on it, I guess. What has you so enraptured with this sight?”
She remained quiet. I knew she was thinking about my question. 
“This was the same place I stood when Discord fell and the landscape returned to normal. Luna an I had defeated him after ten years of horrid war and struggle; so you can only imagine how happy I was when the land terraformed back into its peaceful nature. The sun became yellow, and lost its horrid green coloring. My sister’s moon dropped its red facade, and became the beautiful white celestial body that will soon take over my day. The jigsawed land became one, with all his chaotic magic being disrupted- and ultimately -cancelled by the Elements of Harmony. This was before Twilight meeting her friends...and the fall of my sister...” Celestia stated contritely, making me raise an eyebrow. 
“...Tell me about it...” It was not a snarky remark, the sentence that came from my mouth. Celestia raised her head and looked at me as I lowered my eyebrow, her face the picture of utter confusion.
“I had every intention of refraining from this, but; what makes you so interested in my past?” 
“An explanation cannot be given currently, but maybe there is a certain...fullness in hearing these tales. In exchange for power, I sacrificed my emotions during the five years of absence. As you may imagine, my power was horrendously increased, and I became something like the Rider of Death; which makes sense, considering I complete one of the four parts of Apocalypse itself.” I do not know what possessed me to look at Celestia, but I did so. 
“If they come out any more, I will have to acquire a net to catch those eyes in.” 
“...Why? What purpose does giving away your emotions serve!? Life is long and difficult for those who can feel, but I cannot imagine a life without feeling! Why then, would you make this decision,” Celestia inquired with growing panic, which was something I was not expecting for a potential enemy.
I held my hand up, silencing the next question she was going to be over enthusiastic about. “Calm yourself, woman. My reasons are as such, and therefore, I will not explain them to you.” 
She seemed miffed at that. “I see. Maybe I wish to withhold the story you wanted to hear?”
“If it is your tree, waste no time in ascending it. Climb well, monkey.” I waved her off on ‘monkey’, hearing the princess do something really low for someone of her standing. 
She huffed.
“Callous and boorish. I don’t think there’s any two more fitting words to describe you as a person, Mr. Dameion. You will be hard-pressed to make friends with that kind of disposition.” 
“Insults be damned, it is a warrior’s will and worth on the battlefield that determines righteous standing with the general masses. A ruler need not be courteous or moral to those beneath him. What makes a King is his ability and tact in the heat of war...of a war. The war. I sense a greater age from you, but a lesser power. You are of no consequence to me, horse. And now, you have squandered a chance at conversation, so remove yourself. This is not a statement, in case you didn’t know.”
My patience is over. 
“I do not remember surrendering to you, Dameion. I will not fight you, but know that my patience is eternal. As I’ve taught my precious student, Twilight Sparkle, the ways of forgiveness and friendship; I shall act out my own teachings and deliver them to you as well. If you ever feel the need to talk, Mr. Dameion, I will be in my Private Study behind the throne room.” Celestia had been turning around and heading off while she spoke, and I turned my head to watch her go. 
“...Wait. I wish to speak with you about something, Celestia. If I could have a moment of your time, that is.” Even I don’t know why my mouth opened during that moment in time, but there was no helping it now.
Celestia stopped moving right as her wings opened, and she turned her head to look at me coolly. “Yes?” 
This is where I began fighting myself. I honestly had no idea what made me open my mouth, but ever since I returned to this world, I’ve started to feel...in general. My scales were beginning to heat up around my face, and my legs yearned to start shaking. But above all else...
...I felt warm. 
I quickly coughed and turned to face the town in the distance. “Nothing. You may go...and I think I may take you up on that offer. Have a good afternoon, Celestia. Vanilla chai is my favorite tea, by the by; and I may stop by in the evening should you allow it.”
She...nodded. I was honestly expecting something for my out-of-character behavior. 
“Of course. Enjoy your stay out here, Miste-” 
“Dameion,” I interrupted. “Just call me Dameion, and drop the formal stuff. You’re not so bad, now that I’ve gotten to see this side to you. I look forward to our rendezvous this evening.”
“Why am I doing this!? What is there to gain from being nice!? It’s this planet...it HAS to be!” 
“As do I, Dameion. Your tale of multiversal travelling should do wonders to calm me down...it has been a long day. And, for the first time since...well...forever, I want my day to end already.” Celestia dipped her head with a small grin and flew off the tower, making me sigh. 
I punched myself in the face. 
No, I did not hold back. No, it was not because I felt ashamed of my actions. And no, it definitely had nothing to do with the fact that I conversed with someone far longer than normal. 
“This is strange. Why do I feel...warm around her? I just threatened her not even ten to twenty minutes ago! This means something, and I cannot figure it out! It’s irritating!” 
----S----

I always hated the Royal Gardens. 
The pollen was so potent, it made me sneeze even in places that were devoid of any flowers. Statues littered every nook and cranny of green as if they were tombstones for the fallen, and they looked just as tacky. I especially didn’t like the fact that over nine statues were built in the memory of Starswirl the Bearded. There were two statues of the Element Bearers, posed like they were during Twilight’s forum on the Portal of Truth, and the other statue has them in the air when they do that rainbow arc thing. 
“It’s almost like this world was drafted for little girls or something...” I thought and chuckled, walking towards the middle of the gardens themselves. On my right were the accursed assortment of atrocious flowers, and I made damn sure to stay away from them. I was practically raping the hedges on my left, sliding along them while burying my face into their branches. 
“Are you well,” Luna’s question was dubious in nature, making me snap my head out from the confines of prickers and roses. It’s a good thing roses aren’t too high in pollen, or else I would’ve sneezed. “It is not often that one sees a King with his head in a bush. Were I not sore from what transpired in the throne room, this situation would be quite humourous.”
Sheepishly, I turned my head to look at her.
“Yeah, she’s mad.” 
“Oh yeah. Umm...sorry,” I offered and sunk my head down, keeping a sheepish smile on the whole time.
“We need to talk.” 
“Of course,” I responded with a sigh and roll of my eyes. I was promptly led into the Hedge Maze, down a couple of unfamiliar twists and turns, and into a square-cut resting spot. A marble bench sat in front of a fountain, with water coming out of the stony-Luna’s nostrils in the heart of the architecture. 
I sat down on the left and folded my hands together, resing the ball of the digits within my lap just as Luna jumped up and laid down. Her face never looked so mad, and even with the ridiculous amounts of power and souls I’ve absorbed, I felt my skin crawl.
“Why come back? I suffered a horrendous amount of torment and pain, just to have you fake a takeover! Do you have any tact in that head of yours, Spike the Dragon!?” Luna’s sky-blue mane clashed heavily with her black coat, but in the midst of her outlashing, it shifted back to looking like the cosmos itself with a violent snap. Her reptilian stared into mine with heavy defiance and anger, and that’s when I knew something instantly. 
“Luna...She still has feelings for me...” 
I placed a hand over my face, covering my eyes and sighing. A feeling of stress came over me, and I didn’t need that now. “Hey, I said I was sorry. I mean what I say and I say what I mean; you know how I do things, Luna.” 
“Colloquialism is not needed here. I need a reason! Why did you leave me here!? I wanted nothing short of the nest for you! How could you leave without a second thought; leave me wondering in the dark hours of my night, sometimes crying myself to sleep on first light, and come back five years later like nothing happened!? OF COURSE I WAS GOING TO BE CROSS!” 
I was struck across the face with a blue-metal slipper. My face did not register pain or annoyance, but merely as if a fly had landed there. But, I rubbed my jaw anyway, giving a fake grunt of pain.
“WE WERE BOTH WRONGED; OUR HEARTS SHATTERED FROM THE FIRES OF WAR AND ASSUMPTION! EVERYTHING YOU WENT THROUGH, I DID AS WELL!” Luna crashed into me, sending me onto the dirt as I grimaced from the sudden force on my side.
She had my arms “pinned” to my sides with her forehooves, and her face was hovering just above mine as she stared into my eyes. “Why?” 
I bit the bottom of my lip, knowing I have no real reason. There was no excuse for leaving her behind, and I even had the audacity to develop feelings for all the members of BABS and Sunset Shimmer during my time away. 
“Whis is love so fucking complicated...” 
“I’m sorry. There wasn’t a reason, Luna....and I’m sorry for that.” I turned my head so that I was facing the running fountain and marble bench. There, in that ephemeral moment, I found myself wishing that Luna was never subjected to what I had put her through. She didn’t have to find the Nightmare again, she didn’t have to be treated like a criminal, and she definitely doesn’t need someone like me holding her back with a love not meant to be. 
“I love you, Spike.”
My eyes would’ve shot out and shattered the fountain if I was surprised by that confession any more. I slowly turned my head to face Luna, my jaw dropped in shock at the sincerity of her voice. 
“I have always loved you. Could you not see that? I visited in your dreams before your banishment. I saw how you suffered the insult of being ignored for twenty long years. I t-told you that we were more a-alike than you know,” She started choking and tearing up. “We both know what it’s like to be ostracized and ignored by t-those we thought held us near their h-hearts. I had thought we could comfort each other, now that you were older.”
I couldn’t tear my eyes away from her crying blue ones. Luna’s tears felt like daggers through my chest as they impacted upon me, causing me to grimace at each one. My emotional wall was slain we she removed her forehooves from my arms and fell down on top of me, wailing into my shirt as I patted her head. 
“Shhh,” I cooed. “It’s alright. Everything you said is completely true, and I don’t want you to think I never stopped caring about you. Back in Zistral, even if my memory is hazy, I can say that all those words and hateful rebuttals were nothing but the heat of the moment! I’m so sorry...” I lifted her head so that we were just staring at each other amidst our sniffling, her lips trembling like a stroke victim. 
We simply stared at one another, and I felt a heat rush to my cheeks. Luna’s cheeks did the same, and the new addition of red only served to bring out her eyes more. It was almost as if they were sparkling now, and I didn’t want this moment to ever end. 
I could tell that we both wanted each other right then and there; to renew the vow we made all the way back in the Crystal Kingdom. The promise we made on the Canterlot Train Station. We had sealed the start of this relationship with a-
Luna’s mouth smacked into mine. The taste that’s been haunting me since I left returned in a serious rush, filling my senses with blueberries and spring nights. The hand I had on her head pressed her down more as our tongues wrestled for dominance within her mouth, and she moaned in delight and satisfaction.
She wanted this too....wanted me.
We pulled apart with a wet pot, both of us breathing heavily. The blush had completely taken over her face, and her eyes began glistening with affection instead of lust. She wanted me for who I was and not what I could do. 
Luna...really loves me. 
“You have a choice,” Luna purred. “You can either have me here, or we go back to my chambers. There is no grey area.” 
I growled seductively; an action that caused her to shiver against my chest. “In the garden? My my my, it’s like you know my heart or something.” I grinned and leaned forward, biting the side of her neck hard enough for stimulation while avoiding bloodshed. 
The word “melted” is not enough to symbolize what Luna did. “Yesss~” She hissed in passion. 
I detached myself from her sensitive neck and pecked her cheek. “I know a great way to make up for our lost time, Mooncakes. I plan on rutting some years off of you today.”
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----B----

“Well I’m surprised,” I stated with an amused huff as the girls and I came into the Royal Gardens. “Big Daddy hates gardens with a fucking passion. Why is his Aura so strong here?” 
Sweetie Belle stepped forward on my left and took a big whiff of the air, her head angled upwards. It came back down as she shrugged her shoulders. “Beats me. But, he’s in here somewhere, and we don’t have a plan concerning the cornering of Terran Nellis. That’s why we came out here, right,” She sounded normal, but it seems the occasional squeak was to be forever with her. 
“We damn sure didn’t come out here to get him a bouquet,” I responded sarcastically, rolling my eyes for added effect. “Now, where could Spike be?” We walked onto a cobblestone pathway, which was heavily flanked by statues depicting important ponies. Couldn’t really care less about them, so going into detail would be stupid. 
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” 
My eyes widened in shock at the yell, and the rest of BABS brought out their respective weapons from Void Space. Scootaloo had her spiked MMA gloves: Applebloom held a massive barrel-headed iron warhammer, and Sweetie Belle held a silver blade whip in her left hand while her right was strapped with a silver shield.
I smiled lecherously and held up my hand, indicating them to drop their guard. “Calm down, guys. I guess two guards figured out they were opposing genders.” 
“Ohhhh,” Everyone else responded, making me snicker as I turned around and began walking back into the castle. 
“Uh, Babs? Aren’t we supposed to find Big Daddy,” Scootaloo asked, making me snort. 
“Nah. We’ll just talk to him about it when the midnight hour comes.” I turned around when I didn’t hear the sound of boots following me. My eyebrow went up of its own accord just like how my arms crossed. “Is there a problem, girls?” 
Sweetie Belle shrugged her shoulders and walked forward, sending her weapons into Void Space with a flick of her wrists. They disappeared as orbs of fizzing white light. The others did the same and followed Sweetie Belle towards me, just as I turned around and walked towards the doors. 
This time, the sound of boots thudding rung out behind me.
Sweetie Belle placed her muzzle next to my ear and whispered, “Nothing’s wrong. It’s just that I feel we won’t be able to ask Big Daddy about Terran Nellis soon. Call it a premonition, but-” 
Tink!
In a puff of brown dust, a tear-shaped glass filled with a black sloshing liquid, sprung up from the dirt ground.
In that same instant, an aquamarine portal opened behind the glass container and a golden scaled, red and yellow maned pony figure with sharp eyes and long canines that curved around her chin, burst through with a panicked look. 
“SHIELDS UP, GIRLS!” Sunset shouted at us as she unfurled her golden-scaled wings, encompassing herself in a vertical cocoon 
I grunted in acknowledgement, crossing my arms while hearing the rest of my associates follow suit.
“BABS BARRIER!” My gamboge aura coalesced into Sweetie Belle’s greyish mulberry, Scootaloo’s light brilliant gamboge, and Applebloom’s light grayish olive, auras. And, I knew this was cutting it close, because the flask began lighting up in a bright white light. 
“HOLD FAST!” 
An explosion. An explosion that caused all of us to fall on our asses happened, and my eardrums were ruptured from the sound itself. I could not hear anything, just to be clear. But, when the flash and rumbling ended, and the brown smoke drifted lazily above me as I laid on my back; my eyes caught sight of something flapping its wings in the sky. 
And that something...That black, draconic figure which started a speedy divebomb towards us, roared in absolute fury from BABS and I surving its ambush tactic. This revelation caused me to widen my eyes, enlarging the blurry black figure a little. 
“Terran Nellis! He’s diving straight for us!” I knew my body was held down by fear...and shock. My muscles kicked about under my skin, and as Terran drew ever closer, I closed my eyes in a scared grimace. We, as in BABS, have only hunted Kings and Queens for King Spike and Prince Dameion! Our little clique can’t fight them! They’re too strong! 
I saw a pulse of air explode out in a circle from Terran’s feet, and he was then made into a bullet of fire as he broke the sound barrier. I felt the breakage in my belly, but I was still too scared to issue orders to the girls. Hell, I was ninety-percent sure Terran was going to take out all of Canterlot with this dive bombing thing! There’s no way we’re gonna live through this. 
I tilted my head to the left and saw the girls, all of them with apologetic smiles on their mugs. They even had their fits outstretched so their knuckles completed a trifecta of condolence. Even though I couldn’t hear anything, my fist slid out and filled the empty space above their joined knuckles. 
“It’s been real, girls.” I said, not really hearing the words, but watching their faces for confirmation. They nodded their acceptance and let loose a couple of tears. 
I turned my head to see-
My eyes nearly bulged from my head. Never, in all my years of living, did I expect this. 
Terran Nellis, who was about to end Canterlot in all its splendor, was hovering right above me with his arms crossed. 
The way his bronze scales reflected the sunlight so I could stare into his magenta eyes made me even more frightened than before! Around his neck was a white scarf, which was designed as if it was made from hexagonal squares. He wasn’t muscular like Big Daddy, but he was fit like Prince Dameion. 
“Feh,” Terran spat, as if our very existence left a bad taste on his tongue. “So this is the extent of the Boss-Ass-BitcheS? I’m almost beside myself for thinking you a threat. You’ll just have to become bait for the Apocalypse King and the Perfection Prince.” He bent down and wrapped three fingers around the circumference of my chin, slowly pulling my head up so that his bronze muzzle was against my mouth.
“Or, I could have you for myself. I’m not too Mad to see a woman for who she truly is, fräulein.” I snarled as he stole a peck on my lips before dropping my head. With a snort, he grabbed the tail of his cape which was hanging by his knee joint, turned, and flourished it as he began walking away. “The damage the flask did is permanent. By the blood rolling out of your ears, I can assume your eardrums have bursted. A pity, really; never being able to hear.” He looked back at us with a shit-eating grin. “Maybe your other senses will sharpen to compensate for your loss, hmm?” 
“Fuck off!” I think I yelled. 
Terran laughed before snapping his fingers with a smug grin that showcased his left half of teeth. Three more flasks came up from the ground around us, and my eyes widened in pure horror. 
“And now, I sing your requiem.” He cleared his throat.
“An apple that fell quite hard! Rolling in the dirt, it’s tree not that far! 
Sorrow upon her face! Such a brutal loss; such a disgrace!
To her friends and her fam-i-ly with lovers to boot! Marfedelom Flasks will soon spell her DOOM!” Terran spun around and struck a pose that reminded me of a flamingo, outstretching his right fist into the air like a cheerleader. “So, how’d you like it? I’m allowed a little gloating for my plan working out so far, ja?” 
I just stared at him. 
He slapped his face and dropped his pose. “I forgot you can’t hear anything. Shit. Eh, guess I’ll just send you girls out with a BANG!” Terran smiled so wide I thought his mouth was gonna shred itself apart. Slowly did his hand raise up and morph into just two fingers being outstretched and laid up on one another. His thumb and middle finger shook with tension as the flasks began lighting up bright white, the black liquid within sloshing around in a flushing motion.
“SEE YA, BITCHES! TIME TO BLOW THIS POPSICLE STAND! HEIL THE MAD KING, INFIDELS!” 
I screamed as his fingers separated and the world turned white.
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I never miss. If you did not get hit, chances are, I was not aiming for you. - Prince Dameion

----D----

I was tempted to entertain Celestia something horrible, but with a great victory over my desire, I overcame the notion. Still, it left me grimacing, on top of this spire of glassed marble and gold. Should I have need to see her again, I knew Celestia laid merely a flip over this edge of roofing. This was her tower, after all. 
I sighed, enjoying the warmth of the setting sun, which was only overshadowed by the sparkling countryside leading to a town of sorts. In any case, I found myself wishing for company again. These wants of mine were getting out of hand, so I promptly sat down, hoping the action to be enough in solidifying my dominance over the rampant lust of companionship. Even so, as I rested a forearm over my knee and found myself staring up at the sky, my mind decided to plague me with that Godforsaken image of my past. 
The hill, on a cool spring night, did nothing to alleviate my distaste. I knew this was the last time I had enjoyed the company of Zerris and Artemis, before disappearing for a thousand years. I knew not what happened in that thousand year difference, and quite frankly, it upset me. One thousand years is no small amount of time, and should you ever happen to vacate a world for that long, you will come to the realization that the world does, indeed, go on without you. 
Your station does not matter, nor does the amount of importance you held to the world.
“Maybe they kept record in the Zistral Castle, but it’s much too late for that know. The first place we visited when we came back here was the Crystal Kingdom, and even as Spike stole the Crystal Heart from the recesses of the Crystal Catacombs; I couldn’t help but notice the homesickness welling up inside me.” I sighed again and decided to lay down upon my back, using my arms as a makeshift pillow. “And so, I stole away to my homestead and noticed how most of Zistral escaped utter destruction. Hell, there were even some Anthros roaming around, fixing homesteads and stalls and whatnot. My kingdom stands, on its last legs maybe, but nevertheless, it’s still standing.” 
“OHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”
I had grown so used to hearing how females screamed from the Apocalyptic Pleasure King’s caresses, that I merely tuned out what was sure to be the loudest orgasm I’ve ever heard. Trivial matters like copulation are unimportant to me, and Spike has expressed in quite rude ways that I need to “get laid”.
“Honestly; I couldn’t be bothered any less by that Draconian,” I thought with disdain, which is actually how I think of everyone these days. Mortals are so easy to manipulate with their desires, and that makes them weak. I am the polar opposite of weak. 
I’ve spent so long, honing and sharpening my power, that to call me weak is to insult my being. Being weak, cost me a wing. Being weak, cost me a kingdom. Being weak, cost me my best friends. There is no doubt in my mind that weakness and timidity lead to utter destruction, especially in a world where fierce Draconian Kings, Queens, and their Knights, vie for the fortune of God-King Fafnir. 
I snarled at the thought of that lowborn scum, Maxxis Murdok. He tore off my wing and beat me senseless with the scaled appendage. I thought back to how I failed to deter Fei-Kuu from killing Valara, and how I was tossed around by the Demon Lord Lucian. All of this happened because I was weak, because I hadn’t time to improve myself and fight on equal ground!
But now, there is no equal ground. There is only death for those who oppose me and my clique. As Spike remains the face upon the flag, I represent the black background. I am silent, and I am absolute. 
In the midst of my recollection and thoughts, I noticed something black shooting past me. The speed at which it was moving was too fast for me to recognize its shape, but the massive wings were a good enough indication. 
“Terran Nellis actually decided to show himself? Most curious.” I stood up and dusted myself off before jumping off the roof and entering a free fall. The ground was roughly two-hundred feet away from me, and I knew impact was going to be night instant. Even so, I continued to chase the Mad King. 
Terran had already reached the bottom, where brown clouds drifted about lazily from some sort of explosion I must’ve tuned out with the orgasmic shout from earlier. Nevertheless, I could still see his signature Anti-Magic Muffler Scarf. 
Three flasks came up from around him, and surrounded what I discerned to be the members of BABS. Sunset Shimmer was wrapped up in her wings, not feeling the impact at all. 
“Those wings could take a half-powered punch from Spike. These small-ass Marfedelom Flasks would only scratch them.” I frowned as I caught the familiar German accent of the Mad King. 
“HEIL...” 
I tuned the rest out as I lifted a finger and shot four bolts of Topaz Lightning from the tip. The first three flew straight and struck true to the flasks, destroying any potential souls within their confines and rendering them virtually harmless. I did not cover my eyes as the surrounding area became like the inside of a light bulb, but instead drew forth my sword with my other hand and front flipped into a flying dragon kick. 
To make sure the cur felt it, I charged my foot with Ruby Lightning for added force and power. Slamming the foot into the back of his head, my momentum carried him off his cocksure pose and gave him a mouthful of dirt. 
Of course, the cracking of the ground was natural. And as I pushed his face into the dirt, I looked upon the surprised faces of BABS and, quite surprisingly, Sunset Shimmer. 
“You weak harlots barely stalled this cretin from getting here. I am ashamed to be on the same side as you all,” I droned, feeling Terran writhe under my heel in a vain effort to achieve freedom. 
Sunset raised her draconic head, still resembling a pony. “Erg. He has...this place littered...with Marfedelom Flasks. Don’t...take him...lightly.” 
“Silence, you cur. Eat dirt like my adversary and pass out,” I barked, watching as Sunset collapsed after a few more seconds of struggling. The members of BABS have already passed out as well, leaving me to deal with Terran Nellis by myse-
Widening my eyes, I jumped back on pure instinct. From the ground came a Marfedelom Flask the size of a grapefruit, which I zapped with a bolt of yellow lighting. It exploded in a flash of bright, white light; making me hold up an arm to see through it. 
My face was suddenly assaulted with a flurry of punches that sent me flying backwards. 
Shooting lightning out of the wing-hole in my back, I flipped myself in the air and landed on my feet, still sliding backwards and kicking up dust as I applied pressure to the hand I was using to aid in stopping myself. Of course, Terran saw fit to continue his assault unabated. 
Still sliding backwards, I narrowly avoided a roundhouse from the Mad King who had appeared in my vision instantly, ducking the kick while pushing off the ground with my hand and feet. I used the momentum to ram him with my lowered shoulder, hearing the wind leave his lungs as I charged red lightning into my shoulder and shot it into his chest. 
The crack of thunder was one that made me smile as Terran went flying. 
Landing on my feet while drawing my sword, I angled it at Terran while scouting his next move. 
“Annoying DUNKOV,” He roared in fury. 
“I know not of what you just called me, but it sounded of a disrespectful disposition. I do not handle disrespect well.” I took three swings in the air towards him, watching the Mad King grit his teeth and cement his legs into the earth. 
“I have Flasks everyvere! You vill die horribly if you charge me!” I narrowed my eyes, and then noticed a form behind the Mad King. 
A familiar form.
“You’ve already lost, Mad King Terran Nellis,” I sheathed my sword, turned away, and walked away. 
“DON’T TURN YOUR BACK ON ME, ARSCHLOCH! I AM-” 
I turned around and smiled, pointing a finger at him. “You are already dead.” 
The purple hands came together in a loud clap, squishing the head of Terran Nellis like a rotten, bronze-colored squash. His brain matter exploded outwards as a red and grey fountain, reaching high into the sky as a blast of wind caused all the flora in the colorful Royal Gardens to release their white pollen. 
The whole scene was poetic, yet gruesome.
As the headless body fell forwards languidly; first onto the knees, and then forward again so that its rump was in the air, Spike decided to wipe his hands together.
“Yeesh. I hate doing that to people,” He remarked with a pained wince, rubbing the back of his head after making sure all the brain and blood was gone. I snorted in mild amusement, walking up to my partner to do what was customary during victory. 
It was a silly ritual, the ‘Cool-Guy High-Five’. The entire motion was just me walking up, extending my arm so that my hand was over head, and then walking it right into Spike’s hand which was doing the same thing. The dull clap resounded, and we promptly bumped fist at chest level.
“You took too long, Spike Vorvin. I was getting ready to shut him down completely,” I said with an analytical glance at his black gloves. I pointed at the articles of magical clothing. “Those were cleaned, right?” 
He rubbed the back of his head, nauseating me a little bit. “As they’ll get, Dameion,” Spike resonded sheepishly, before hardening his face and pointing his finger at the headless body of Terran Nellis. “This motherfucker had some cojones to come and fight us. It’s good I pooped on him though, before he activated the M.M.F!” 
I sighed in annoyance. “Must you use such crass terms? Have some class once in a while, you barbaric simpleton.”
Spike frowned with a smile, his temple vein throbbing like like an erratic heart. “Some of us,” He spoke softly, “can’t have a stick up their ass all the time, Dameion. But I’ll try it for a day, and see if I come back any different.” 
“...Feh. I hardly see the humor in that. Regardless, I’m giving his Anti-Magic Muffler Scarf to you. I don’t need such trinkets to be successful on the battlefield.” I gave him a dismissive wave and walked towards the doors that opened up into the castle, leaving Spike alone with the dead body of Terran Nellis. 
“I think I’m ready for that chat with Celestia.”  

			Author's Notes: 
I will honestly say that writing Dameion is awesome. 
And so ends the tale of Terran Nellis, the Mad Nazi King.
Oh well. 
Now, for Dameion and Celestia's...talk
Stay tuned!


	images/cover.jpg
VULPESSENTIN.DEVWWIART.COM





