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		Description

What has four legs, wears a bullet-proof vest, can hear you through a solid concrete wall and has a set of highly-trained fangs that can exert up to seven-hundred pounds of pressure per square inch?
In Equestria, there are lots of things like that. But only one of them stands at Princess Luna's side, protecting Equestria as he once protected his own world.
His name is Bungee, and he is a Military Working Dog.
It has been a year since Lieutenant Rourke threatened the harmony of Equestria. But the thing about danger; it's always lurking. A long forgotten foe rises against the land. An ancient threat that has been plotting her revenge since the dawn of Equestria.
The reclamation has begun. And it falls upon the faithful dog to stop it.
Rated Teen for violence
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		Vires in Varietate



“The one absolutely unselfish friend that you can have in this selfish world, the one that never deserts you and the one that never proves ungrateful or treacherous, is your dog.”

– George Graham Vest




Every warrior has his story. A tale of adventure and hardship, a tale of life and death decisions. Happy tales, sad tales, dark tales and funny ones. Tales of bravery and commitment.
Tales of adventure.
Bungee’s story was his best kept secret. And not because the warrior was very secretive; he’d tell anypony about it if they only asked. It was more an issue of the fact he couldn’t tell anypony. Because Bungee couldn’t talk with just anyone.
Bungee was a dog. He was a Military Working Dog.
The black-and-tan German Shepherd wasn’t very old, but he wasn’t exactly a pup either. But he liked to think with everything he’d seen between magical inter-dimensional portals, zombie ponies and vigilantes, he still hadn’t seen it all. He never really would, even if he spent every night at the side of his best friend protecting ponies from what goes bump in the night for the rest of his life.
But at the side of Princess Luna there was nothing he couldn’t do. No enemy too fast, no foe too strong. Luna had learned how to utilise all of Bungee’s old tricks. He had even learned a few new ones. Together they were unstoppable.
So it was only natural when she disappeared that Bungee’s whole world shattered.
The whole ordeal had started with instructions. Simple enough instructions in all honesty. Luna had told Bungee to take care of Princess Twilight Sparkle until the coming Summer Sun Celebration. She was new to the role of princess, and would need all the help and comfort she could get; especially while apart from her friends in Ponyville. Bungee had of course obeyed as he always did and carried the written instructions to Twilight and her friends. He would do what he was told, look out for the newly appointed princess and take care of her until Luna relieved him of duty.
But it had been in that time that Equestria had been turned on its head. Both Princess Celestia and Luna had simply vanished in the night. Left in their wake, Equestria had become stuck between day and night with the moon and sun hanging high in the air, the night and day sky split right down the middle. To make things worse, Royal Guards reported the Everfree Forest was growing out of control and was slowly taking over Ponyville.
And who knew where the invading plunder-weeds would stop?
Bungee had cursed himself for his eagerness to please his handler. He had been so eager to follow Luna’s commands that he didn’t stop to think about what would happen to her if there was trouble. If he had been there he could have helped her. Made sure she wasn’t taken. Made sure she was safe.
But once the German Shepherd was over blaming himself for things he couldn’t have prevented, Bungee realised exactly what he had to do. He would do what he was trained to do.
Protect Equestria from harm; at any cost. But he was no aspis. That station was reserved for the six ponies following him into the mouth of the cavern. Bungee was the tip of the Spartan’s spear.
Moving out ahead of Spike, Twilight and their friends, the German Shepherd systematically weaved from one side of the cavern to the other. The dog looked in his element. Despite the tangled mess his fur had turned to – bits of black weeds and thorns stuck in his coat – he stood tall and stalwart as ever with a strong back and paws planted firmly. There were patches of dirt splashed across the pitch-black tac-vest protecting his body under a layer of kevlar panels, a velcro patch on one side home to a blue flag centred by a circle of white stars, his opposite side adorned with another bearing the emblem of the Lunar Guard; an emblem mimicking Princess Luna’s cutie mark.
His nose was constantly pitched downward, sniffing along the stone ground until he reached a thick vine running across his path. Paused with one front leg curled up across his chest, the dog looked up with suspiciously narrowed eyes, triangular ears perked up and alert.
Directly ahead was the objective Twilight and her friends had been talking about before their romp through the Everfree Forest. The magical totem they were trying to save so it could in turn save their home.
The Tree of Harmony.
And looking at it, Bungee was damn sure it wasn’t supposed to look the way it did. The name itself gave the impression the Tree of Harmony was meant to be a grand thing, a shining icon of magic and awe.
Stood before the dog, six ponies and a baby dragon was a withered husk of what the Tree of Harmony was meant to be. Its bark and roots were dull and grey. The crystalline branches were brittle and frail looking. There was no glow at the heart where a familiar six pointed star hung lifelessly. Bungee growled when he saw why the tree was withered and dying.
It was having the life choked out of it by the plunderous vines invading from all sides. The same vines springing up all over Equestria. They were thick muckus-green tendrils zig-zagging across the floor from all sides and wrapping around the roots of the Tree of Harmony. They spiralled up from there, wrapped around every surface of the tree, the long pointed thorns scraping over the crystalline bark of the magical monolith.
There was no denying it. One thought filled Bungee’s head. This is ground zero.
Stepping over the vine in his path, Bungee curiously moved closer to the tree’s base. Behind him the ponies had gasped at the sight of their last hope.
“Alright, Twilight. What do we do?” Applejack’s drawl asked as she looked at the alicorn princess by her side.
Twilight’s eyes were almost vacant looking, and for what must have been the tenth time that day her expression betrayed the fact she was lost and unsure. Slowly the alicorn princess shook her head, atop which her golden crown was perched. 
With frustration clear in her voice, Twilight Sparkle sighed out, “I’m not sure.”
With her eyes falling shut, she could feel the tears brimming her eyes. After a while the pools gathered at the bottom lids overflowed and tears dripped down her cheeks. She couldn’t help it. She felt helpless. Out of her depth.
I’m terrible, the young princess thought to herself. I’ve been out of my depth all day! I’m the worst princess eve-…
Before her detrimental thoughts could properly close, the alicorn nearly leapt out of their skin as something touched her face. Cold and wet, it pressed against her cheek, nudging her lightly with a huff of hot breath.
Eyes shooting open she looked into the hazel eyes of a German Shepherd standing level to her. There was a look there. A look of understanding. Almost as if Bungee understood the expression on the princess’ face and knew exactly what she was thinking.
And before Twilight could even begin to make sense of how Bungee knew what she was thinking, the dog stepped to one side, unblocking her view of the Tree of Harmony. That was when she saw it. Centred on the thick crystalline trunk was the star. A familiar star. The same star adorning Twilight’s flanks. 
Her cutie mark.
A sudden spark entered her eyes, glistening and flickering in the dim light in the cavern. Her glances of disbelief snapped from her friends to the tree and around to Bungee taking up formation beside the young princess, looking at her as if he had already figured it out himself. 
“Wait,” came Twilight’s hopeful whisper as she felt a small grin pull the corners of her mouth upwards. The spark in her eyes brightened as she realised something. A detail she had overlooked before, but now standing in the devil’s den she understood exactly what needed to be done.
“I know how we can save the tree,” she declared. “We have to give it the Elements of Harmony.”
As the other ponies gasped, Rainbow Dash was the first to voice her concerns. “Whoa, whoa, whoa, heh,” she chuckled quite sarcastically. “How are we supposed to protect Equestria without the Elements of Harmony?”
“And how are we meant to rein Discord in if we can't use the elements to turn him back to stone?” Rarity added dramatically.
As the five ponies shared a nod of agreement, Applejack scooted over to where Twilight stood with her mind still made.
“Twilight, the Elements of Harmony...” the mare paused trying to find the right words. “The Elements of Harmony brought us together. They're what keep us connected through thick ‘n thin.”
Twilight Sparkle nodded as she agreed, “you're right about one thing, Applejack. The Elements of Harmony did bring us together. But it isn't the Elements that will keep us connected.” She put a solemn hoof on her friend’s shoulder while smiling broadly. “It's our friendship. And it's more important and more powerful than any magic. My new role in Equestria may mean I have to take on new responsibilities, and our friendships may be tested, but it will never, ever be broken.”
“You’re right,” Fluttershy declared timidly as she moved to the line between them and the fall of Equestria. 
Rainbow Dash agreed with a nod. “There's no time to lose.” 
“Everypony ready?” Rarity asked.
“Bungee looks ready!” Pinkie Pie chirped.
The German Shepherd only glanced sideways at the ponies with a roll of his eyes. Girl, I was born ready, he thought keeping his gaze locked on the objective.
Ready, the eight of them stepped forward; one foot, one paw and six hooves. And as if sensing the impending danger, the plunder-weed vines enveloping the Tree of Harmony twitched.
They were a blur at first. Writhing and slithering before shooting up into the air to form a mesh that grew thicker and thicker in just a few moments. Bungee was the only one to react as they all flinched, hopping back a few paces to put some breathing room between him and a possible threat.
The ponies only gasped as the tidal wave of vines crashed down over them like a wave smashing the rocks of a rough coast. Thorns and brittle leaves clouded the air as bungee leapt aside, catching a glimpse of Spike diving away in the same fashion. The baby dragon tucked and rolled out of range as the excess of plunder-weed slithered out, grasping with several lassos at the stragglers.
But there were only two stragglers. Twilight Sparkle and her friends were caught in the web of weeds.
The vicious vines wrapped around every limb, secured around tails and manes, pinned horns and wings to completely immobilise the bearers of the Elements of Harmony. And the assault didn’t end there, dedicated plunder-weed vines wrapping around the element gems and ripping the jewellery free of the owners.
“No!” Rainbow Dash yelled through the groans and complaints of her friends being pinned in a similar fashion as she made a lunge at the bright red lightning bolt. But she only barely swung close with a hoof before the weeds managed to get her under control again.
The plunder-weed was smarter than they gave it credit for. It had identified a threat to its existence and was dealing with it. Unfortunately for it, Bungee was smarter.
And faster.
Lassos and curls of vine snapped out like whips trying to grab at the German Shepherd. A noose made its way for one paw while another whiplash tried to snap its way around his head. Whipping around, Bungee slipped his paw out of the noose and leapt straight up into the air before more vines grasped at his other limbs. Landing he bounced again, directing himself away from the tangle of plunder-weeds. He bounced like an excited puppy, weaving in a serpentine pattern out of the immediate grasping range of the foliage tidal wave.
Landing on all fours just out of range, Bungee slid to a halt as he turned. Looking up he felt his heart sink. With two princesses down, the only thing standing between Equestria and domination were the six ponies. All six ponies, the Elements of Harmony, were strung up and constricted by the rabid rhododendrons. Dedicated vines reached out and plucked lose their magical jewellery, relieving Twilight Sparkle and her friends from the elements despite how the ponies struggled.
This was going to complicate things. But on the bright side the leash was now off. 
A distressed cry rang from the strung-up princess; not exactly a command – some could argue – but considering how everything was going to Tartarus in a hoof-basket Bungee was willing to interpret it as the order to engage. Besides, with everypony being strung up who was going to question a little violence against the offending foliage?
Rearing back ready to pounce, Bungee prepared to leap back into the substance of it. He was going to tear the Elements of Harmony free and end this.
But he didn’t get the chance.
A series of barks, along with a distinct roar echoed through the cavern drew the dog’s attention, along with a voice.
“Looks like dinner’s served, boys!” the voice said from the mouth of the cave. It echoed through the chamber, but at a frequency below that of the spoken word. A frequency ponies, not even spike could hear. A frequency toned specifically to the animals of Equestria.
And even though Bungee wasn’t a native, he was tuned into that frequency, hearing it clear as day.
The working dog’s eyes moved to the mouth of the cave. Movement filled the entrance as several easy to identify silhouettes moved against the natural light masking them. They were canine in appearance, but Bungee knew they weren’t dogs. They weren’t even wolves or diamond dogs.
Their coats were made out of wood, lengths of splintered bark and slivers of timber. Their hollow eyes glowed with a fierce green fire in their souls and thick, sticky sap drooled from their vicious maws filled with brutally jagged, hooked and serrated teeth.
Timberwolves, the only things worse than diamond dogs. And at their head the pack leader, identified by a bushy mane of ferns and moss. The one who had spoken; with his muzzle spread into a wicked grin as his eyes flared with dark magic.
And to support the pack of timberwolves wandering into Bungee’s area of operations, they had freakin’ tank-support… metaphorically of course.
The proverbial tank was a cragadile, a behemoth of a creature. Bungee had seen crocodiles before – from a comfortable distance. He only had to look at them to know they were hyper-lethal predators. But the Equestria equivalent made the Earth-versions look like pussycats.
Covered in moss and boulders, the cragadile had a skin of solid rock and ore. Every motion was advertised with the sound of grinding rock and small spurts of dust and grit. Every heavy footfall shook the earth. Every tooth glinted like a razor-sharp bayonet. Every inch was covered in a skin of solid rock.
There were no chinks in the cragadile’s armour. It was made entirely out of armour.
The pack of timberwolves with cragadile support snapped and barked as they approached the lone dog and pinned ponies like vultures assessing a potential meal. In truth the creatures were just saying grace before the main course was served.
The plunder-weeds pushed, slamming Twilight sparkle into the ground by Bungee’s tail. She grunted as she was pushed into the dirt and held down at a convenient biting-height. One by one her friends followed, the Elements of Harmony held high out of reach while the immobilised owners were forced to the ground.
The timberwolf alpha licked his chops with toothy a hyena grin.
Bungee lowered his head, hair on his neck standing upright as he growled angrily. He wasn’t all bite though. In his time with Luna and the other animals of Equestria, the German Shepherd had practiced his bark too. 
“Keep steppin’, Terry-Timber,” Bungee warned as he put himself between the ponies and the predators, adding; “I’ll fuckstart your face with steel.”
It was no idle threat either. Bungee’s lips curled into a snarl to show off his military grade dentistry. Titanium teeth implanted at adolescence glinted in the poor light, the sight of it causing the timberwolves to pause.
“What?” Bungee snickered at the hesitant predators. “Didn’t expect me to be the strong silent type, did you?”
The predators attacked, and even though common sense told the dog he should turn tail and run, Bungee met them halfway. The cragadile was the first in his path, the lumbering creature snarling and snapping.
Bungee bounced, leaping high and kicking all four paws into the monster’s head. The cragadile was pounded face down into the dirt, scooping in a mouthful of dirt instead of a mouthful of dog.
“Whoooo-ey!” Applejack yowled as Bungee bounced off the rockadile’s head and careened into a timberwolf . “Get along lil’ doggy! Give that cragadilly the ol’ one-two!”
Wood filled his mouth as Bungee grabbed the nearest timberwolf up by the scruff of the neck in mid-flight. The two tumbled over each other before colliding with the ground hard. Bungee rolled with the blows the earth was dishing out, while the timberwolf sort of just fell apart, barfing wisps of green smoke from the separated bits of wooden canine.
Landing low on all fours, Bungee skittered to a halt, much of the timberwolf’s spine still locked in his mouth. The rigid stick stuck out a good few feet to either side of the working dog’s mouth as he shook his head from side to side scattering more of the attached bits for good measure. In the meantime the cragadile was moving to track the dog. It spat out a few large clods of mud before turning its head to meet Bungee’s gaze.
As the rock monster opened the large jaws for a killing blow, Bungee confidently stood his ground, twisting his head sideways. One end of the former-timberwolf’s spine dug into the roof of the cragadile’s mouth, before the other end was jammed home into the bottom when the creature tried to bite. The wood bent and creaked, but held, keeping the surprised looking predator’s mouth wedged open wide.
While the cragadile was dealing with an existential dilemma surrounding a fatal flaw in his jaw-mechanism, Bungee sighted the timberwolf alpha making a run at where Twilight Sparkle was pinned to the deck. Digging his claws into the earth, Bungee shot forward like a bullet from a rifle-barrel, the alpha square in his sights.
His gaze didn’t twitch, it didn’t waver. While eyes remained fixed on target though the German Shepherd’s body weaved off course, dodging to the right first with a low duck as a timberwolf snapped at his face. The bite missed and Bungee dashed a little to the left avoiding a similar attempt from another wooden predator.
At the same time the timberwolf alpha lunged forward, Princess Twilight staring at it with wide, helpless eyes as she struggled feebly against her binds. Teeth filled her vision and she screamed.
It was all over in a second…
Bungee collided into the alpha’s side with extreme violence of action, forcing the creature into the ground where it shattered on impact. One bite, one kill. Not luck, all skill.
Bungee crouched low as he turned to face the other timberwolves who’d stopped in their tracks, watching as the domestic dog shook his head from side to side, the head of their former alpha clutched in his titanium teeth. The flaming eyes extinguished with a wisp of green smoke slithering from the wood and escaping out the cave mouth.
“So hard to find a reliable chain of command now and days, ain’t it?” the dog quipped dropping the empty head.
Bungee growled and let out a fierce bark, forcing the rest of the timberwolves back a step. That was only until they realised there were several of them, and only one of him. And reassured by the fact they had him surrounded, they charged. Unfortunately they all failed to realise that their surrounding formation meant none of them could escape Bungee’s wrath.
“Three o’clock!” Pinkie Pie squealed, warning the working dog of imminent attack. “Six o’clock! Nine o’clock! Three o’clock again!”
Bungee switched from target to target, following Pinkie Pie’s warnings without hesitation or flaw. One at a time the attackers fell. One on three o’clock had his front legs pulled out from under it. Clutching one of the wooden paws in his mouth, Bungee tore it free before swinging to his six o’clock and bashing the next timberwolf in the face with a severed wooden leg. The two predators falling to bits, their essence abandoning the area with a metaphorical tail between its legs, Bungee leapt aside while reared onto his rear paws as a timberwolf went for the throat. Bungee landed on its back, wrapping his front legs around the timberwolf’s body before his jaws found purchase on the neck and with a violent twist he turned the monster to kindling.
Bungee finally looked to his three again to see that sector was clear.
Unfortunately that was because of Pinkie Pie’s error, not the fact the area was actually clear.
Something heavy hit Bungee in the side, hard enough to wind him through is kevlar. Hitting the deck, the dog rolled onto his back and held out his paws, catching the timberwolf who’d floored him with all fours before it could fall on him properly.
Jaws snapped mere millimetres from Bungee’s face, spraying his fur with sticky sap. The dog half looked away with disgust so his nose wouldn’t be bitten off before he looked questioningly to where Pinkie Pie was strung up.
The curly maned pony chuckled sheepishly covering her face with a hoof. “Oop! Sorry! That was more of a ‘four’ o’clock!”
With a sigh, Bungee rolled his eyes before twisting his head around and catching the timberwolf’s jaw in his own mouth with a single, swift lunge. The predator looked shocked, an expression that only intensified as Bungee twisted and pulled, ripping the delicate bottom jaw right off the flimsy pile of sentient fire-wood.
Jawless and trying to figure out what to do next, the timber wolf was kicked into the air when Bungee heaved with all four legs. He pushed hard, launching the comparatively light creature straight up. Like he was juggling something dangerous – and in a way he was – the working dog scrambled to his paws and looked straight up with his mouth open, body poised to catch something.
He caught the timberwolf across his back and in his mouth at the same time. His jaw locked tight onto the canine’s tail.
With a grunt, a roll of his body and a light hop of his back paws Bungee swung the wooden canine into the ground, dropping it like he was dropping a beat that started with a thunderous clatter of timber shattering on the stone floor. 
“Tango down! Who’s next!?” the dog yelled as he turned to check for more targets beyond the little halo of balsa wood surrounding him.
Speaking of wood, Bungee suddenly came face to face with a blur of wood.
“Whoa!” was all he said as he ducked, head low as he darted forward, under the blow.
The stick swinging for his face scraped over one of the panels of his tac-vest without catching, and Bungee silently thanked the ‘high speed, low drag’ design of the vest. Diving aside though he heard the distinct impact of wood on wood before the satisfying sound of a timberwolf crumbling apart.
Laying prone, Bungee looked up to see a timberwolf who had been sneaking up behind him fall apart under the blow delivered by a club-like stick. Holding the stick were a pair of small purple claws that belonged to Spike.
“Woo-hoo! Way to go, Spike!” Rainbow Dash whooped. 
Bungee smirked as he climbed to his paws beside Spike. Help was appreciated, no matter how late – or little- it was. And it turned out, Spike’s contribution counted for little. While had taken out the last timberwolf, they were still facing a massive cragadile.
The hulking rock beast finally bit clean through the branch wedging open the mouth before huffing angrily and looming over the dog and the dragon. What was Spikes little stick going to do against that?
Blushing, the baby dragon gave a little wave while shyly hiding his makeshift club behind his back. The cragadile ignored the pathetic attempt at a truce, looming over the baby dragon ready to fill its belly.
That was when Bungee dashed under the cragadile’s nose, drawing the monster’s attention away from Spike. Following the dog, the cragadile was easily side-tracked wanting some revenge on Bungee. Exactly what the working dog had been counting on.
But now he had the cragadile’s attention, what the hell was he going to do next?
That was when he got a good look at the far end of the chamber. Instead of sporting a solid rock wall and ceiling, there was a patch of dirt forming a steep side and overhang, sticking out of the wall of muck a tangle of branches. The roots of a tree growing somewhere on the surface.
The roots seemed to be all that were holding the loose earth together.
Knowing what he had to do, Bungee gritted his jaw and narrowed his eyes before leading a motivating charge right under the cragadile’s nose again, towards the side of the cavern.
The cragadile’s jaws snapped shut right behind Bungee’s tail as it struggled to keep up. Front paws dug into the muddy cavern floor, digging up two small mounds of earth as the creature coiled to change direction and pursue the dog. It launched itself after him with a whip and crack of the long tail, lumbering at first but rapidly building up thunder.
“That’s right,” Bungee mused quietly, feeling the cragadile’s hot breath on his tail. “Follow the little doggy.”
Lunging forward, the cragadile tried to snap at the dog’s tail again. Only this time he jumped out of range vertically rather than laterally.
Bungee ran straight up the cavern wall with a mighty leap. His paws curled, nails scratching into the dirt as he scrambled straight up and tried to keep his momentum going as best as possible; for if he fell back to the ground there would be a very hungry cragadile waiting for him.
At the peak of his climb, Bungee felt gravity betray him and begin to drag him back down to his would-be doom. ‘Would-be’ for only he grabbed a jaw-full of the roots sticking out of the ceiling.
Dirt drizzled into Bungee’s nose as he hung there, paws planted on the soft earth where he was suspended just above the cragadile waiting below. It seemed to snicker as it growled, rearing back and making a leap upward at the dog.
But cowering cornered and dangling like a worm on a hook had not been Bungee’s plan though. He’d counted on the cragadile making a lunge for him, and made a lunge of his own. Pulling at the root, he tugged from side to side and heaved hard, tearing the branch right out of the earthy wall. Immediately the moist dirt all up the side of the cavern and along the ceiling began to crack and crumble. That was when Bungee jumped clear, clean over the cragadile’s head.
The cragadile froze, eyes widening as it tried to snap its jaws shut. It barely managed to as an avalanche of dirt plummeted down directly on top of the rock monster.
Bungee landed hard by the helpless creature’s tail, crouching low to the ground with all four legs to absorb the impact of landing and stumbling off excess lateral velocity with a little quick-step. But when he’d found his balance and the jolt of pain in his paws passed, the working dog straightened up true and proud, spitting out a mouth-full of roots he’d torn out of the ceiling.
As he walked to the plunder-weeds holding down the six ponies with his enemies in pieces around him and the cragadile buried in muck behind him, Bungee gave a fearsome growl. The plunder-weed was acting on its own accord which meant it was smart enough to understand. Smart enough to know exactly what Bungee’s growl meant. 
“Back off or get fucked up.”
The weeds immediately uncoiled. They let go of the ponies who immediately scrambled to their hooves and backed away from the gnarly tendrils. The Elements of Harmony were released as well, glowing as they fell.
All present watched as the Elements of Harmony suddenly hovered on an invisible force.
“Are you doing this?” Spike asked, looking to the alicorn princess.
Twilight Sparkle shook her head, speechless as their elements began taking on a mind of their own. The six gems floated into place, setting themselves into their respective branches with Twilight Sparkle Star touching the very heart of the tree. What happened next could only be described as an explosion of pure light, the shockwave shattering the visible light spectrum and generating a rainbow pallet of colour that rippled out from the tree’s crystal bark.
The plunder-weed was instantly vaporised on a wave of colour ripping outward from the Tree of Harmony. It washed over Bungee as he pinned his ears down and reeled back a little, but blinking hard he found himself peering through the dust that was once the thick vines choking the Tree of Harmony.
As the magic ripped off into the distance dispatching the rest of the plunder-weeds spreading strife across Equestria, Bungee looked up to see two remaining balls of the vines gathered by either side of the now glowing crystal tree.
One slowly unfurled, spitting ash and dust in the air as it evaporated to slowly reveal a long white horn. At the base was the head of a pony with a glistening white coat and a mane filled with all the colours of summer.
As she was released from her plunder-weed prison, the eldest regal sister shook out her feathered wings and looked to the far side of the tree. There the second clump of weeds unfurled into glittering dust. Inch by inch the plunder-weed was torn down and stepping out of a clump of dead weeds came an alicorn only a little shorter than her older sister.
The night-sky mane and tail with the evening coloured coat and the cutie mark of a crescent moon was impossible to mistake. Princess Luna’s eyes opened and she immediately smiled when she saw her faithful companion.
Bungee didn’t waste any time. He made no other sound than his paws pounding the floor as he launched himself forward into a sprint. A sprint leading the dog directly into the embrace of his best friend.
I’ve been around the world twice, barked at everyone once, chased a hundred cats up a tree, I’ve been to three dog shows and I’d even perform in one for free. I am a lean and agile, short-furred, hikin’, fightin’, bitin’, sky-divin’, demolition sniffin’ working dog.
There ain’t nothing I can’t do; no sky too high, no sea too rough, no bitch to tough. Learnt a lot of lessons in my life: Barking dogs bite. I chase all sorts of fast-movers. Cars, bikes, trucks, especially those shifty looking motherfuckers from the postal service.
Anyone worth protecting is worth dying for. Hesitation is for cowards.
I could curl up in hell with my handler and sleep like a log. My name is Bungee; I am a Military Working dog – I whine, dine, intertwine and sneak out the doggy-door when the revealing is done.
So if you’re feeling doggy you’d better bark, ‘cuz this working dog has been there, done that and is going back for more.
Woof!
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This is hell, Bungee thought to himself in a tired grumble. I never made it as far as Ponyville. I died in the forest and I’ve gone to hell.
The dog had been in some pretty hairy situations. He’d been subject to some pretty harsh conditions, some simply inhumane. He’d slept in ditches, sleuthed through swamps, made beach landings in pouring, frigid rain.
But this... this! It was beyond cruel.
Sat framed in the doorway leading into Rarity’s dressing room in the Carousel Boutique, Ponyville, Bungee let his usually pointed and alert ears droop low along with the rest of his posture. His eyelids were sagged tiredly, his neck craned so his chin was dipped to the floor and his expression literally hung from his face so the German Shepherd almost resembled a droopy bloodhound.
The source of his dismay; a giant pink ribbon hanging from his collar. It was so big and frilly one of the bows rested on the top of Bungee’s head, the other practically covering the Lunar Guard markings patched on the flank of his tac-vest.
In the room, everypony stopped what they were doing to look at him with some confusion. Twilight Sparkle and her friends were getting ready for the big ball that night. The Grand Galloping Gala, a huge social event in Canterlot. Even Princess Luna was there getting ready, Rarity having fashioned the alicorn a gown the same way she had made dresses for all her friends.
Luna was the only one who didn’t completely stop and stare, dropping the eyelash curler she was levitating and snorting into a hoof at the sight of her companion.
Har-de-har, the dog thought tiredly at his handler’s reaction. This is animal abuse. It has to be.
Bungee only moved from his spot once, shifting from side to side where he sat when three small ponies pushed their way around him into the room. One Pegasus with diminutive wings, a curly maned unicorn with her sister’s fetching looks and an earth-pony with a big bow in her mane.
The fillies Scootaloo, Sweetie Belle and Applebloom, AKA the ‘Cutie Mark Crusaders’ were the very same Bungee had saved from some hungry diamond dogs nearly a year ago. The girls had shown their gratitude by providing free grooming services whenever Bungee needed it. And with the overnight operations Luna led him into, Bungee certainly needed regular baths and brushing. He’d usually come back from night patrol with muddy paws at the very least (the pawmarks trailed through the palace drove the janitors mad).
However, for some reason that escaped all of Bungee’s reasoning the fillies seemed to think Bungee was a girl. Probably in their own little world Bungee couldn’t be as awesome as he was if he was a boy. With the low average intelligence scores of the boys in their school and Equestria run by matriarchs, that didn’t at all shock the dog. In fact, he didn’t even mind.
But enough with the girly dress-up!
Straightening out her expression as the three fillies entered the room, Luna quickly adopted her usual stalwart stature as she picked up the curler. “Bungee looks very... err... nice, girls,” she managed to force out with a straight face.
“Ya’ really like it, Princess Luna?” Applebloom asked excitedly. “Sweetie Belle made the bow ‘n Ah’ tied it!”
Sweetie Belle cocked her head with some concern though, watching Bungee’s face very carefully. “But every time we put a pretty bow on Bungee she seems to mope.”
Luna chuckled with a knowing look to Princess Twilight who giggled before telling the fillies, “girls, Bungee is a boy.”
That revelation was about as shocking to them as the ending of the Sixth Sense was as shocking to movie goers in any dimension.
“Really!?” Scootaloo exclaimed with surprise, her voice breaking.
No, my boy-parts are just for show, Bungee thought sarcastically. Of course ‘really,’ devil-pony!
Not noticing the dog’s mope, Sweetie Belle perked up. “I know,” she squeaked as her horn lit up. At the same time her magical aura lit up the bow on Bungee’s head. It sparkled and glittered for a moment before a bright blue dye bled through the fabric, smoothly re-colouring the floppy bow.
Bungee glanced at it and didn’t look much more pleased; sneezing as he accidentally snorted some of the sparkling magic dust left over from the spell. Chuckling at the sight, Rarity moved to her sister’s side and lit up her own horn.
“Something tells me Bungee is more of a practical dog,” she noted. As she did, her magical aura engulfed the bow and unwound it. The fabric was extended into a large cotton square with dots and jagged lines of darker blue hewn into it. She folded one corner to the other diagonally, then wrapped the triangle around Bungee’s collar, tucking the corners and tying the smart looking shemagh in place.
Catching a glimpse of himself in the mirror Bungee’s stance lifted a little and he looked a little more chipper. Yeah, better, he thought with a bright grin.
The three young fillies seemed unsatisfied though, still looking the groomed and prettied-up dog over.
“If he’s going to the gala, he’s missing something.” Scootaloo looked deep in thought, tapping her chin with a front hoof.
“Ooh!” Sweetie Belle pipped up excitedly. “I know! We should make a matching pink scarf for Winona so she can go as Bungee’s date!”
Needless to say, Bungee thought that was a terrible idea – and he was probably the only one judging by the giddy giggles going around the room. So he engaged his emergency extraction and evacuation plan.
The German Shepherd turned about-face and left Carousel Boutique, just about managing to squeeze out the cat-flap cut into the front door. He silently thanked Rarity’s cat Opalescence for being chubby. It was a tight fit, and his tac-vest caught on the flap frame once, but with a bit of twisting he managed to stumble out into the cool evening air. Once in the garden, he cast an eye in the direction he’d be travelling for the night’s festivities.
The sun was low on the horizon, just about peeking past Canterlot so the city looked like a sparkling silhouette. Some stars were becoming visible on the light purple sky as a tiny crescent of the pale moon snuck up over the horizon opposite to the sun. The sky had been cleared for the Grand Galloping Gala that night, not a cumulus would obscure Luna’s display of stars and the Crystal Empire’s borealis. 
On the road running past Carousel Boutique stood a chariot ready to spirit Princesses Luna, Princess Twilight Sparkle and their friends up to Canterlot for the gala. Bungee was included on the passenger’s list, officially marked down as Luna’s ‘plus-one.’ Unofficially Bungee fancied himself part of the security convoy escorting the princess’ chariot. 
The thestral guards, a company of bat-ponies from the Lunar Guard stood by the chariot, eyes wide awake and rigid ears alert with their bat-like wings folded neatly to their sides. They were a full complement in ceremonial armour wandering patrols around the boutique gardens and systematically checking their own chariots as well as the royal chariot at random intervals.
On first glance it seemed the area was locked down. But putting an extra set of eyes, ears and a nose on the perimeter would do no harm. Bungee never had any issue finding something to do. Protecting his handler involved quite a lot, since she was a princess. Even when they weren’t guarding ponies from nightmares and monsters of the night, Bungee had his work cut out for him protecting Luna from anything else. Between sleazy suitors hassling Luna at all hours of the morning and sneaky diplomats who were downright irritating, Bungee had his fair share of individuals to intimidate and repel.
But threats to Luna weren’t the only things Bungee had to combat on a day to day basis. His own threats were few and far between, but he could be guaranteed and engagement with the one rival in particular whenever he visited Ponyville.
Unfortunately, as stealthy as Bungee tried to be, he wasn’t a ghost. And one way or another, she would always find him.
“Bungee! Hey! Bungee! Hi, Bungee, over here!”
At the sound of her southern-drawl, Bungee turned. Running up to his side from the direction of Sweet Apple Acres came another dog, a little lower to the ground than Bungee was, the tri-colour collie had floppy ears, a shaggy coat and a seemingly permanent dumb smile plastered across her face. 
“Oh hey, Winona,” Bungee sighed like a marine being cornered by a POG. It wasn’t that he didn’t like Winona. She was nice enough. She just always wanted to play at the worst of times.
Winona wasn’t exactly the brightest tool in the shed either, and didn’t even notice Bungee’s distracted glances across the perimeter. “Hi, Bungee! Ah’ didn’t see ye’ at the orchards today. Are y’all tryin’ ‘ta avoid me?” Winona joked with a laugh as he padded up to Bungee’s side panting from her run.
Bungee didn’t quite chuckle, just huffed. “I’ve been attempting to maintain a low key over watch position in this particular AO with the purpose of making an unnoticed E-and-E when the extraction code is sounded… you’ve rumbled me.”
He turned his head for the first time to actually look at Winona and noted her cocked head and blank stare. Several silent blinks later he finally explained, “I’ve been busy.”
“So what’re you up ‘ta?”
Whereas Winona held her usual relaxed slouch with her ears draped down and mouth wide open to allow her tongue to roll out the side; Bungee kept his posture rigid, attentive and presentable. He broke posture to allow a small shrug though. “I’m on duty.” 
“That sounds fun. Can I help?”
Bungee chuckled. “Can you sit still and not make a sound for hours on end?”
She blinked a few times before her expression drooped. “Ah, right. Yeah, Ah’d be terrible at this ‘duty’ game ye’ always play.” She suddenly perked up though, thinking of something. “Why don’t we invent our own ‘duty’ game!?”
“I don’t think…”
“It’ll be like an outside slumber-party! We can have games ‘n such, ‘n invite all the other pets. It’d be great!”
Bungee nearly groaned. Fortunately someone else pointed out Winona’s silliness as a voice cut through the night.
“Something tells me you don’t fully grasp the concept of being on duty.”
The voice drew Bungee’s gaze immediately. One minute he’d been looking at Winona, the next his head snapped to one side, ears perked up and alert, nostrils flaring as he tested the air. There was a new scent to go with the sight.
She hadn’t masked her approach very well, but judging by the wild scent of forest in her tousled fur she could have gotten the drop on Bungee if she wanted to. She was a silhouette at first as she bled out of the nearby woods, slowly solidifying a she stepped into the pale moonlight and revealed herself.
The newcomer was a canine like Bungee and Winona, though more like the working dog in many ways. She was a larger dog than Winona covered in un-groomed fur coloured in a pattern of black, grey and white to give a night-camo appearance. She had a light but strong frame ideal for sledding with dense insulating fur, and judging by her lean athletic figure she was no stranger to surviving in the wild.
The black fur forming a mask around the Siberian Husky’s eyes gave the impression of a feral glare. But her alert ears and pale eyes betrayed a rational mind.
“Who goes there!?” Bungee demanded fiercely rising to all fours.
The Siberian Husky chuckled with a cocky grin that went well with her seductive squint. “Are you sure you’d like to know?” she asked as she seductively hopped towards the dogs with a spring in her step.
When she spoke, Bungee recognised the throaty accent with smooth, rolling R’s from his early days before Equestria. He’d been on a few multi-national functions, enough to easily enough recognise the Russian accent the husky had.
“You got a story, lady?” Bungee demanded firmly.
She seemed amused with the question. “Everyone has a story. Even me. But what I’m more interested in is your story,” the husky grinned. “You look like a fighter to me. Yours is a story steeped in blood and violence and strife… am I right?” The husky cocked an eybrow as the German Shepherd didn’t answer. “Name’s Tasha,” she finally said daring in close enough for Bungee to yield a little.
“Ah’m Winona.”
Blinking, Tasha shot Winona a glare. “That’s very nice, but I was actually interested in fighter over here.”
Bungee’s expression didn’t change. “Oh, that’s funny. You seem pretty interested in the sound of your own voice.”
Winona chuckled, earning another glare from the husky. Tasha recovered through, regaining her alluring persona as quickly as it cracked and turned with a little pout back to Bungee. 
“Oh, handsome. You wound me.”
Bungee’s patience for the civilians crowding his position wore very thing, very quickly. His voice turning gruff again he said, “ma’am, you’ve entered an area secured by the Royal Guard. Please vacate immediately.”
“Or what?” Tasha chuckled before dipping her head and pretending to look like a scorned puppy. Bungee wasn’t sure how to class that look; genuinely remorseful or seductively submissive? “Are you going to discipline me for being a bad girl?”
Bungee blinked, all his reserve seemed to have been trampled by Tasha’s comment. “I… um…”
Giggling Tasha straightened up again and brushed close to Bungee. Training told him not to yield to a civilian pressing his position, but he still craned his neck back quite a bit to avoid a naughty little lick the husky aimed for his nose. Accepting she wasn’t quite fast enough, Tasha froze for a second, then shifted her pale eyes to Winona almost teasingly before looking the German Shepherd over again.
“You seem busy fighter. I bet the lap-dog here takes some insane amount of babysitting,” Tasha sighed before turning away. As she did she managed to catch Bungee under the chin with her fluffy tail, though it wasn’t a malicious whipping action. More of a playful brush. “You should look me up once you ditch the ankle-biter. I’ll be around.” 
Bungee watched her go, unbeknownst to even him that his jaw was falling open as his eyes remained fixed on the way her rear swayed from side to side with each step.
Soon enough she was gone again, her dark patterned fur causing her to take the form of the shadows she slipped into. One minute he just about made out her silhouette in the darkness, and when Bungee blinked she was gone.
Winona glanced between the way the husky had gone and Bungee.“Well, that was weird.”
Bungee agreed. He didn’t say so though. Not that he would have the chance anyway as Winona quickly babbled on, “Well, Ah’ better get ready ‘fer the gala!”
The working dog cocked an eyebrow. “Why on earth would you be getting ready for the Grand Galloping Gala?” Bungee scoffed.
Winona laughed like that was a joke, completely forgetting the fact she thought Bungee didn’t have a sense of humour. “Because I’m goin’ as ‘yer date, silly. 
“Date?”
“That’s what ye’ call it when a boy takes a girl out fer’ a good time.” Winona gave a big toothy grin and looked pleadingly. “Am I going to have to beg?”
“Don’t you eye-ball me like that, Daisy-Duke.”
Winona laughed loudly before her voice suddenly dead-panned, “I have no idea what that means. But c’mon! It’ll be fun!”
Bungee snorted with a shake of his head. “Tonight is Luna’s busiest night. I don’t have time for fun.”
“Oh, really?” Winona cocked an eyebrow for a moment, then smiled devilishly. Dipping her head low, when she straightened up again she was holding a felled branch in her mouth, still grinning.
Bungee’s eyes widened at the sight of it. “Oh, don’t you dare.”
Wagging her brows at him, Winona cocked her head back and to one side, and with a wild swing flung the stick into the air. Bungee watched it intently, gulping as the branch span through the air and landed just inside the garden fence with a heavy thud.
Swallowing again, Bungee quickly averted his eyes from where the stick had landed, fighting the impulse to give chase given away by a light twitch in one of his legs.
Stoically however, he managed to let out a snooty, “If you think I’m that easy, you’re sorely mistaken.”
“Bungee~,” Winona sang.
“What!?”
“Fetch.”
With a furious cry, Bungee broke his position and dashed after the stick. “Oh, God damn it!”
Can’t fight nature.


Alpha let out a vicious cry of fury. You can’t fight nature. Especially if your nature convinces you you’re the most dangerous thing in the Everfree Forest.
Alpha was the most dangerous thing in Everfree. Emphasis on the ‘was’ part. All his immortal life he and his pack had struck terror into the hearts of anything that crossed their path, other timberwolf packs included. And all that changed in the blink of an eye. All that was undone by a damn domesticated dog.
The timberwolf let out another howl, only not of fury this time. Groaning with pain he swung his dislodged foreleg into place and twisted the joint back into his wooden shoulder with the distinct sound of crackling kindling. Growling, Alpha’s ember eyes blazed with renewed fury as he looked around the cavern illuminated by the Tree of Harmony’s renewed glow.
Some of his pack members were still putting themselves back together. He’d assigned the first timberwolf to reconstitute to help the cragadile exhume himself. As the cragadile was thrashing and struggling against the dirt and boulders pinning him down, Epsilon rapidly digging into the soil.
Epsilon was the smallest in the timberwolf pack, but also the fastest. The fastest mover. The fastest tracker. The fastest attacker. Size meant nothing when it came to stalking, chasing down and flooring prey. Epsilon was one of those wolves who could use his smaller size to his advantage. To slow down big prey for his larger brothers to catch up and help finish the kill.
He was always the fastest to reconstitute too.
Turning his head, Alpha noted a larger timberwolf approach. This one was much like himself. Bulkier build than Epsilon, though he was missing the mane of moss and splinters crowning Alpha king of the pack.
Beta was much like an average timberwolf, distinguished only by the three grizzly grooves carved into the side of his face, across the right eye which remained dark and unseeing.
Other than the missing eye, Beta was missing his bottom jaw, his tongue simply hanging from where his skull met his neck. Glancing down, Alpha spotted the jaw that should have been attached to the timberwolf and snatched it up in one paw.
“For crying out loud, Beta. Pull yourself together.” With a single, violent swipe, Alpha swung the jaw around and slammed it into Beta’s face.
The timberwolf recoiled with a yelp, flung onto his back where he slid to a halt, gripping his face in his front paws. Flexing his re-attached jaw, the wolf smiled broadly and panted.
“Oh, yeah, baby. So much better,” he sighed out with the relief of being whole again. Rolling to his paws, he walked up to Alpha again to properly deliver his progress report. “Reconstitution goes well, sir. We’re almost fighting fit again.”
Alpha grunted, glancing across the cavern at the timberwolves floundering around the place to find their missing parts.
Meanwhile, Epsilon managed to head-butt a boulder off the cragadile’s back and with a violent thrash that nearly sent the assisting timberwolf flying across the cave, the mighty beast freed himself with a spray of excess dirt.
Smirking, the timberwolf hopped out the way and trudged around the cragadile at an unusually relaxed pace.
“How are we doin’, Lyle?” Epsilon asked in quick-fire, speaking as quickly as he usually moved.
The mighty cragadile, an imposing creature of boulders and muck with vicious tusks and claws… sobbed, a set of fat tears running from his eyes. “I’ve been better, honestly,” Lyle the Cragadile sniffed softly.
He obviously wasn’t used to being bested, having convinced himself like the rest of Alpha’s pack he was the most feared predator around.
“Really, Lyle?” Epsilon snickered. “Are you a fearsome predator or what?”
“I still have feelings, Eps,” Lyle moaned before breaking out into full-fledged waterworks.
Epsilon sighed with a roll of his eyes. “Oh, Mother give me strength.”
Looking over to the Tree of Harmony, Alpha spotted one other timberwolf fully constituted. But that was only because he hadn’t been part of the strike force attacking the ponies and their attack dog. The timberwolf standing by the tree was the oldest of the pack, the only one exempt from hunting and fighting.
Wizard was an imposing enough sight, taller than Alpha even. But his frame was built out of strands of wicker, and a long beard of pale moss hung from his chin further betraying his age. As per his name sake, he was the pack wizard. Like a shaman. The voice of reason. He was their wisdom and magical prowess. And as such he had to be protected at all costs. They couldn’t afford for him to be destroyed.
For a timberwolf to reconstitute required they tap into their magic reserves. Reserves that were very slow to refill. And they relied on Wizard to use his magic reserves for other tasks.
The elderly timberwolf stood before the Tree of Harmony, his eyes glowing with blood red light. A similar aura enveloped the trunk of the crystalline tree, slowly sliding up and down along with his transfixed gaze as if he were scanning the bark for something.
Deciding it was time to find out how badly they had failed, Alpha moved closer giving his second in command a furtive glance. “Beta, have the pack ready in two minutes.”
“Aye, sir!” Snapping to attention, Beta gave a firm nod before he marched to the timberwolves still putting their parts together. “You heard Alpha you lap-dogs! Get that paw in place! Don’t forget your tail! That’s not where your legs go, you look like a joke!”
Approaching Wizard’s side as the magical aura in his eyes faded, Alpha looked over the Tree of Harmony with a low growl.
“It is over then,” the leader growled. “The Elements of Harmony have joined with the tree. The prison is now unbreakable.”
Much to Alpha’s surprise, Wizard gave a high pitched chuckle. “Nothing could be farther from the truth, brother. The prison was weakened for a very long time. And in that time Mother has assumed control. I can feel it.” Wizard closed his eyes with a toothy smile, nodding contently. “She is stronger than she has ever been.”
Alpha should have managed a smile at the revelation their mission wasn’t a complete failure, but his expression did not change. “So when the elements re-joined with the tree?”
Wizard nodded. “They are under Mother’s command now.”
“So why hasn’t she broken free yet?” Epsilon asked as he zipped up to Alpha’s side.
“A prison of vines is weak, but still requires struggling to escape,” Wizard stated wisely. “Give it time… ah, there!” He suddenly pointed like a sniffer dog pointing out the hideout of prey. “See?”
Following Wizard’s nose, Alpha found his eyes drawn to the trunk of the Tree of Harmony. There was a distinct crackling noise as a small crevice snaked its way across the crystal bark. The crack grew, widening as an orb of bright light formed within the heart of the tree. The light spilled out in harsh rays through the various cracks forming in the tree.
With several chimes of breaking glass, branches began shedding. Twigs and sapling sprouts at first. Then the thicker arms of the tree began to fall, shattering upon impact with the ground.
The rest of the tree fell away quickly after that, scattering chunks of crystal across the floor. It was like watching centuries of decay and ruin pass in a matter of mere seconds. Before long all that stood was a crystalline stump, the edges jagged and razor sharp and surrounded by glassy litter.
Above the stump, the bright light that had been at the core of the tree still burned, hanging in the air like an impossible firefly.
The light grew, flickering and becoming before vibrant before it began to take a solid shape. A neck formed, with a head at the end. A long body and four long slender legs sprouted from the glob. Then on the back a pair of grand wings.
When the light started to fade, the figure took on a more corporeal form. A grassy green coat of fur became visible, each leg ending in a barky hoof with vine like fetlocks forming intertwining patterns up along the legs. The creature had a long horn on the forehead with a pair of grand wings filled with leaves rather than feathers, completing the alicorn’s key features.
Her tail and mane were consistent of long flowing locks of dark green studded with little white flowers and a bright pink orchid pinned behind her right ear.
Revealed was an alicorn whose magnificent presence rivalled even Princess Celestia.
Free of the Tree of Harmony, the alicorn opened her crimson eyes and slowly floated to the ground before Alpha and his minions.
Epsilon was the first – as usual – to say something. And what he said would cause any fly on the wall to do a double-take.
“Mummeh!” the timberwolf cried, leaping into the alicorn and embracing one of her legs tightly like a puppy.
The rest of the timberwolves followed suit, falling upon the alicorn to deliver hugs like puppies seeing their mother again for the first time in centuries. In truth, it was an apt metaphor.
Even Lyle joined in smiling and sobbing at the same time as he floundered over and wrapped himself around the group hug.
Even Alpha let a sneaky tear run down his cheek. “We missed you so, Mother!”
“It’s alright, my babies,” the alicorn sang sweetly stroking them. “Shhhh. Shhhh. Mommy is here.”
Lyle was sobbing harder than before. “We tried, Mother! We tried to free you before the Elements of Harmony were re-joined with the tree.”
Soothingly the alicorn stroked Lyle’s head with a hoof, lovingly calming the mighty animal. “I know you tried, sweethearts. And I commend you. But as it turns out, your failure worked in our favour.” They all flinched as the alicorn drew attention to the fact they failed to enact her original plans. Either not noticing or not caring the alicorn continued to say, “look at what mommy was able to procure while imprisoned.”
Lifting her head, the alicorn’s horn was engulfed in a deep red glow of energy. Her magic reached out with an invisible hand and found something within the remnants of the Tree of Harmony. Slowly, one by one they rose. Small jewels, each carved into the shape to match the cutie mark of the bearer who represented them. A butterfly, a star, a diamond, a balloon, an apple and a lightning bolt.
The Elements of Harmony hung before the timberwolf pack and their cragadile friend within the grasp of the alicorn they revered.
“With these under my control Equestria doesn’t stand a chance. The only ones who stand in my way are the bearers. But without their precious elements, they shouldn’t be much trouble.”
“I was able to keep tabs on the bearers, Mother. Just in case,” Wizard stated. All his old age wisdom had evaporated and in the presence of the alicorn he seemed to have turned into a small child looking for mother’s approval and affection. “They will be at a ball tonight. The Grand Galloping Gala in Canterlot.”
The alicorn shuddered at the mere mention of the city. “A colossal eye-sore,” she seethed. Though her expression softened to thoughtful at the same time. “But I have been locked up for many millennia. A party would do me good.”
Slipping from the group hug, her horn glowing blood red and her mighty wingspan stretched with the pop of joints that had been cramped for many millennia; the alicorn wore a wicked smile as she led her children to the mouth of the cave. 
“Watch out, Canterlot. Mother Nature has returned.”
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Major Edit 30/09/15: I did not like Bungee's original interaction with Winona. I redid it and while Bungee is still a little impatient he's at least much cooler about it now.
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