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		Description

This is my first story, and the origin story of my original character,  Ironheart Oathtoung, who traded his fate to Luna in exchange for powers of the night. However giving yourself to a celestial body who gets corrupt has repercussions, the night mother in her form of compassion sealed him away not to let her more evil self use him, lest she succeed in the overthrow of her sister, but mostly because he could also be corrupted to harm a great number of ponies without remorse.  Now awake after 1000 years Ironheart must find out who he is, was, and decide who he will become.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~Thank you to pintrest's Fluttershy for the art. 
Thank you to all my friends for your support and developmental path finding.
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		PROLOGUE


			Author's Notes: 
I totally took Ink Rose's head cannon.
Sorry to Ink if she ever reads this I didn't ask first.
Also, edits by: Talguy21



	Along time ago in the magical land of equestria two sisters ruled in balance and harmony to do this the eldest used her unicorn powers to raise the sun the younger brought the moon to begin the night . But over time the younger became frustrated, their subjects played and relished in her sister's day, but only slept in her night no matter how beautiful she made it with her stars and moon. No pony noticed except for one, a young colt who loved the night so much he gave his destiny for its power. nightmare forces where gathering around and subtly infected Luna. As the nightmare forces grew so did Luna's realization how powerful the colt was and what the nightmare forces where. Luna knew the nightmare forces would soon controller entirely and the colt would follow her night fearlessly. to protect him, and Equestria Luna cast a sleeping curse on the colt to seal his power at the cost of his memories.
The colt is Ironheart Oathtoung, Luna's truest disciple, who now sleeps, awaiting to be set free of his curse.

	
		Chapter 1: An Awakening 1000 Years in the Making



I closed my eyes, but I didn't want to, somehow I was forced. Forced to sleep? A strange blue filled the void where black should have been. I began to focus on the irregularity, a bad decision as it turns out. no sooner did I begin to analyze my foreign aberration than my entire situation became strange and distant. Wait, who am I. a string of letters came to mind  I-R-O-N-H-E-A-R-T O-A-T-H-T-O-U-N-G, sounded right but had no meaning, it mite have been a hint if I remembered iron and hearts had to do with each other, I could tell iron is a metal, and a heart is a part of the body that pumps blood. The whole internal conversation made my head hurt so I decided to do an easy one, what race am I ... nothing came to mind, as matter a fact I couldn't feel a body to control or give me a hint. I was going to give up when a slight crack let a ray of light into the now lighter background. If only I had a body to pry it open then I would fill the room with light. No sooner did I think that, then the rays grew. Come to think of it the light opening was like opening eyes, had I just been asleep, oh yeah I was.
My eyelids pealed open to revile a bright moon twinkling night sky. A branch snapped and my head traced the sound, woah my body felt weak, also I had a body! I sprung to my hooves while my bones cracked loudly. I wobbled like a drunken top before I balanced my new found body. Looking down at my hooves I noticed two things, first that I was a very scruffy pony, with my unkempt fur and over grown hair, and second I had no idea where in the wide wide world of equestria I was, come to think of it I had no idea where equestria was. Looking around didn't help much, a dark forest, was the extent of land marks I recognized. I looked back at the moon and felt secure. An idea dripped into my head, everything is going to be alright. A beast leaped from the shadows clawing my side. Fresh blood met the ground as I stared down my opponent. It was a  large creture with the head of a goat, and tiger, but where the tail of the beast would be, a snake resided.
"Who dares enter the domain of the mighty Chimera?" the tiger head roared wrath ever present in the voice.
"Tiz I Ironheart!" I boasted loudly, a vain attempt to match the power of my opponent's voice.
"You trespass in the everfree forest, with no offering your corpse will have to do." The ram taunted before leaping into the air to begin it's deadly pounce.It would seem that all hope was lost, but in my mind there was one way to survive. If I delivered a punch to the chimera's chest it may reconsider, but only if the blow was powerful enough to break bone. I was determined to win this fight, this thought was the only chance I had, the only one I needed. The chimera was over my head now, a quick jump to my left narrowly evaded the life ending pounce, now was the moment, my enemy was disoriented by my evasion, I reared up to descend into the beast's side with my right hoof. Before my hit could wind up I felt the snake's teeth bite on my open wound, this had little effect other than the desire for my strike to be quicker and more deadly. I forced all my might into my hoof so that this battle would be over. As I felt my hoof connect an explosion of blood and energy erupted from the beast.
"AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH" I screamed as my body fell to the forest floor. My entire leg I had used to deliver the fatal blow had burst into pain. I looked over to see what had happened. To my horror the leg muscle had exploded into blood and bone. My heart began to beat rapidly as I entered a state of full panic.
"SOMEONE, ANYONE, HELP ME!" I yelled into the night, with the hope I would wake somepony. A long moment passed,  Looking up into the sky my eyes locked onto the moon. Perhaps it was the panic I had entered, compounded by the fear of death, or perhaps I truly memorized the verse I spoke as I raised my bloody hoof to the moon.
"My princess Luna I beg audience, by offering of blood, to bond my body mind and soul, to the eternal energies of your moon. Hear me as I commit this blood oath here by swearing my soul and sealing this contract. By oath I swear to uphold my powers for good and never desecrate them by the dishonor of the moon, princesses, or ancestors. In exchange for my mortal, soul I require the moon's power. If you hear me, grant me the power to live. Please, I beg this prayer." A moment passed of pure silence and I thought my self dead and passing, however, a silhouette began to descend in front of the moon. At first I thought it a weather pony but then I realized my prayer had been answered, the night mother herself had come. Her graceful descent was met with soft words
"Hello Ironheart Oathtoung, I have herd your plea." Ironheart, that was my name.
"How do you know my name? Blood hemorrhaged and I realized I was asking the wrong question. "Will you lend me the moon's aid in my mortal strife?"
"No, I may not lend the moon's power to heal you."
"Then I lay my death bead here." 
"I cannot lend you the moon's healing because your soul is already bound to my night, it is not to the moon that you must ask for healing, but the stars." 
"Then let it be so, I swear my oath by the stars."
"LET YOUR BLOOD SACRAMENT NOT ME IN VAIN. like a music conductor commands an orchestra, Luna called beams of starlight focused from their stars to my leg, I HERE BY GRANT YOU IRONHEART OATHTOUNG THE SOVEREIGNTY OF THE STARS". a white film of where my leg had been formed and thickened into reinvigorated muscle.I had looked away only a moment to observe the spectacle and when I looked back to Luna she was gone.
"Your questions must be many my disciple, but on your journey for answers look to the stars for a path and the moon for guidance." I had become dizzy and my vision blurred, blood loss had taken effect.A rumbling from the bushes alerted me to an emerging yellow coated pink maned mare startled at firsts but then recognizing I was the one that called for help from the blood loss rushed over to me, "Are you alright?" or something along the sort was said, I didn't quite catch it as I slipped into unconsciousness.

			Author's Notes: 
cheers to the first chapter, hopefully of many. 
also I don't know if this is all grammatically correct so some constructive criticism would be nice.
shouts and honors for the help to: Treasure Hunter, Shade Shadow, Blue Lightning, Star Fire(pony friend not Teen Titan) DJ Genesis, and Ink Rose(still feel bad about dot asking before using your head cannon.) 
see you ponys next chapter.


	
		Chapter 2: Waking Up Again



 Rejuvenated by the night's light I rose from my second slumber. The small mare was sitting opposite me against a tree, I could feel her fatigue just from looking at her, no doubt sleep deprivation played it's part. 
"Hello Ironheart," I could barely hear her her voice was so soft. "I watched what you did last night, and I am so confused, you saved my life but killed a creature in the process," her eyes began to water and her frustration was expressed with more volume. "then you use blood magic to heal yourself, I JUST DON'T UNDERSTAND," she screamed with tears pouring down her face as she leaped to her hooves to revel a humungous bruise along her ribs, one was definitely broken.
"Maiden you are injured!" I rushed over to her, her wounds worried me. The thought of the death of an innocent this early in my journey, it wasn't going to happen.
"how can you be so cruel, and yet so kind?" Her eyelids closed as she struggled to exhale, I assumed the worst. I placed my ear on her neck to feel for a pulse, a weak one was found. The heart beat gave me a higher level of comfort, but I knew the threat was not averted.  I had picked up the mare by the scruff of her neck and carried her. I wasn't entirely sure where I was headed, other than forward, but I just kept walking. The sun had gotten higher in the sky and my little pony had become a burden.A single thicket crossed my path and I trampled through it, much to my surprise a road was beneath my feet. In a split second I considered leaving the pony on the road it was after all the most logical decision, why not, can I do what it takes to save this person. Immediately I was filled with disgusted anger, the thought of saying "I give up" was obviously contrary to a virtue I at one time stood for but since forgotten the real thing I resented the thought that I was limited by something. A shifting from the creature in my jaw caused me to drop her, the sound of a thud and soft whimper followed as the creature rose to her feet. I was going to beg for her forgiveness but my stomach was faster with words. She smiled with her broken lip and bruised face.
"Come with me, my house is close," she lead me down the path to a small cottage overflowing with animals of all shapes, sizes, and kingdoms. My new found companion went ahead into the cottage, I dashed after her in hopes of more strange and wonderful pets, Instead I found five mares of varying colors, but all having the same mixed expression of anger, irritation, surprise, and one with a grin from ear to ear.
"I'm going to take a bath, help yourself to the oats" a familiar soft voice said just before a door closed. I couldn't tell where in the house she was coming from, or even the direction, I was to focused on the five pairs of eyes, my heart began to quicken it's beat, much like when I fought the chimera but this was worse, my likelihood of survival was little to none, not that the odds where swayed my way in my previous fight, but the reason for this fight being so rigged was that even if I could counter one like I did to the chimera,  there was no way could fend off the other four. This was one of the few times I was in a state of fear, I hated it, also not being able to think of any options that didn't involve going into a murderous rampage frustrated me.
"C'mon then, I'm ready for thy thrashing." I closed my eyes tight not to see the beating blows coming. Much to my surprise they didn't come, instead a hoof rubbed my head and played with my hair.
"Oh stranger, we're not gonna hurt you," a high pitched bubbly voice said "I mean Rainbow is a little butt hurt about not being there for her friend that was missing for a day, but other that that we just have questions." I opened my eyes to see who was talking to me, it was the pink mare tho still had that ear to ear grin. looking around the room I guessed the rainbow maned and cyan coated Pegasus was Rainbow.
"Questions indeed, let's start with your name, what is it?" the purple unicorn began the questioning.
"You may call thee Ironheart," I pronounced proudly and more confident, now not in the face of being beaten to death.
"What exactly do you do Iron?" The orange coated blonde with a hat carried on the questioning on. My mind had drawn a blank.
" ... Umm ... " My head strained to think of a hint Luna said in her visit, nothing was there except for that one line about being true to my blood oath, but if I told that to the two unicorns could turn me in to the authorities or worse try to remove my power themselves, I would have to kill them then, I thought. "I've been divided from the whole of my traveling circus," Worst lie ever, but I had to run with it now, "Tiz I, Ironheart the strong stallion,"  the white unicorn and orange earthpony where accepting, rainbow and the purple unicorn looked suspicious and the pink pony somehow looked even more happy, this made me feel really bad that I had lied, and for a second I thought that if they knew the truth, that I was a pony who traded his destiny to being a servant of Luna, nope, better for them to not know the real me.  
"Where is that accent from, darling?" The white unicorn asked, I couldn't lie my way out of this one, I didn't even know the name of the town I was in currently, let alone the name of one to fabricate a story. I stared blankly at the unicorn straining for an answer, I could only dodge the question.
"Tiz of personal preference to keep that fact to my self." Funny that I chose that way to say it, I'm holding on to a past I don't even know what it was. The response satisfied most ponys in the room and they responded with a nod, except the pink one, she was still smiling brightly, and Rainbow had turned away and hadn't reacted, as I walked closer something felt familiar, like when you see someone bite into a lemon for the first time and their face twists and you can't help but feel the sour yourself, the only difference was Rainbow was irritated like I was back on the path.
"Dost tho have words with thee?" I asked in her direction half not expecting to get a response.
She grumbled something I couldn't hear, it was likely a profanity, or she may have been organizing her thoughts. "listen buddy, I can't prove you are a bad guy or a good one, but your story doesn't make sense to me, I don't like you because you don't make sense," Rainbow's words where choppy, as if she was thinking at the same time as thinking, looked difficult. "Urgh... screw it," in her frustration she flew out the cottage with a slam of the door. We're more similar than you think, I thought as Rainbow's friends followed her trying to understand a simple pride issue. I looked around trying to find a hint to where the oats where kept, instead I found the pink pony staring at me, or more accurately my mane.
"ya know I have this friend who who is obsessed with bouncy manes, oh wait that's me," she punctuated her sentence with a giggle and snort "any way I have this OTHER friend who is a professional mane stylist, or not professional but could be the best in Equestria and definitely the best in Ponyville, but it'll cost ya," somehow even though I knew most of the voice was babble the happy tone made me smile. "I'll take that as a yes!" The pony burst with excitement leading a brisk trot away from the cottage. The light exercise reminded me of how hungry I was, I soon forgot after arriving at a shop with the fancy script reading "Caracalla Boutique". A few interesting designs of cloths where on display in the window, very exotic, especially for me who at this point had believed all ponys walk around naked. The door shot open as my pink friend bounced in chanting something like oh Rarity I have a customer for you. As I stepped inside, also appeared a familiar white coated and purple maned unicorn, she looked pleased to see both of us.
"Hello Pinkie Pie, and Ironheart was it?" Pinkie Pie and Rarity glad I herd those so I didn't have to ask.
"Indeed," I responded to the question as Rarity turned to Pinkie.
"To what do I owe this meeting," the edge in her voice directed at Pinkie
"I got to thinking, and I thought ya know who has more bouncy hair than me, NO PONY, but then it hit me, our new friend Ironheart isn't even in his final form yet, so if my good friend rarity gives him a bath and makeover, HE WOULD HAVE THE FLUFFIEST HAIR IN ALL OF PONYVILLE, and here we are" 
"Alright, I do suppose being clean is always in, follow me" Rarity smiled and waved a hoof in my direction, signaling me to follow, as we left Pinkie to ascend some stairs and down a hallway to a dark carved door, the extravagance of this place was both surprising and intimidating.
"Now the tub can be tricky some times and I would appreciate you not over flowing it," I nodded once, Rarity opened the door and I stepped in mesmerized by the gems and stones arranged in patterns. The door closed behind me and my focus was regained, a very large boll connected by various rods to the wall, I saw two knobs jutting from the contraption one blue the other red, I turned the blue one, clear liquid escaped a solid hose, the word for it was on the edge of my mind, water, I could barely remember what water was. I looked around for a plug to stop the water, it was over by the smaller tub, I went over to pick it up, there was someone there, nope just a reflection off the wall, mirror, dirt and dried blood stained my gray coat black. I knelt down to see how my face was doing, I stared into a pair of deep blue eyes before noticing the train wreck that was my mane, Pinkie Pie was right, my hair was a tangled mess, but it was a big tangled mess. I grabbed the stopper and plugged the tub, ice cold water met my fur taking off some dirt, the temperature change didn't stop me. Gradually the water cleared off my coat to it's light gray color. Once clean I walked out to meet Rarity, she led me to a separate part of the boutique with a couch for laying and in my case, hair styling, Rarity scolded me for tracking water everywhere, I apologized and laid on the couch submitting to the clearly irritated Rarity, who began furiously combing and brushing my mane into a presentable state. 
~~~~

"IT'S SO FLUFFY" Pinkie Pie's muggy enthusiasm could be felt as Rarity and I emerged to the main room.
"Do you like it darling, I figured you would, it was quite the fashion challenge to turn this massive mess of a stallion into a proper pony," Rarity paused and turned to me. "However those shampoos and conditioners are not cheap," Rarity gave me an unfamiliar look,  expecting to be payed with some sort of currency. Although the idea of exchanging services for currency was easy to grasp, I had no idea what kind of money did they use here or anywhere for that matter.
"Don't worry Rares he's on my ticket," Pinkie placed a small pouch on one of Rarity's worktables. "this one will have to beat me in a cupcake eating contest to pay back his debt," My heart sunk as Pinkie's giggle punctuated the sealing of my fate, Rarity's mood also seemed to fall, I followed feeling enslaved by a good deed. Why was I so worried anyway, cupcakes didn't sound so bad, either they where cakes with cups in them, or cups with cakes baked into them. It was likely the second but on the off chance it was the first what should I have to ask my cups to be filled with? 
" I'm sorry," Rarity whispered as I left the building, I opened my muzzle to respond but the door to the carousel boutique closed. I followed the bouncing pink escort to a house that was made to look edible. I found my mouth watering and my stomach groaning at the site of, if this was like rarity's house, some shop home hybrid.  Sugar cube Corner was carved into the hanging sign in small script as not to take attention away from what I concluded was a cupcake. I opened the door swallowing hard expecting an avalanche of cupcakes. I was only half right, while the long table that occupied most of the shop was overflowing with small pastries, other larger pastries also adorned the walls and glass cases. The mood of the room would have been comforting if not for a stern looking Pinkiepie ... deflating?

	images/cover.jpg





