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		Description

When a mysterious space alien crash lands in the merry and peaceful land of Equestria, will anypony, villain or hero, be prepared to face the horrors he brings with him… specifically his penchant for home-made alien booze…
Prepare for madness, prepare for insanity, prepare for villainous machinations and stratergizings! 
Prepare for alcoholic beverages deemed illegal chemical weapons of mass destruction by all advanced civilizations!  
Prepare for theonset of the occurrence of many various completely unrelated things, wherein stuff happens that sometimes will even make sense!  
But mostly, prepare for a trollfic like no other...
(I was feeling extra-special insane this evening...)
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		Chapter 1:  Space Happens




In the depths of space, far off in the distant future… (I think it was a Tuesday, Marklar time)
Where great battles had been fought across the stars and heroes rose and fell along with the empires and intergalactic tyrants against whom they strove…
Where countless mysteries and secrets lay in wait within the ancient temples and repositories of a million million ancient, extinct alien races upon myriad frozen planets orbiting withered stars…
Where fate and destiny were forged and unmade by the great and the small, where gods wove the tapestries of creation itself and the known universe turned on its head at any moment by some great cosmic epiphany…
A rather drab salvage ship painted a color that could be generously referred to as resembling a rather loose bowel movement bobbled along drunkenly in its warp bubble, on the way to yet another unremarkable delivery location to receive a yet another modest return on its occupant’s investment.
Its destination:  Materials Reclamation Planet 0274, known in the common local interstellar dialect as “Re’ek e-uw Gudgald Myist Stu’unk Merd” which in the universal language of English translates roughly “The World of a Thousand Unidentifiable Odors”.  
Cargo:  various quantities of ‘assorted alien crap’ as recorded on the ship’s manifest.
Within this unremarkable vessel, the Primadona of the Pine Barrens, affectionately named after the lone organic occupant’s home turf, Captain Albert Lorenzo Ortega Norbert Dennis Robertson-Orleander the third, or Alondro as he’d ‘acronymed’ it, warbled a merry if not entirely melodious tune while partaking in self-made spirits the formulas for which he’d modified from recipes acquired in bars and taverns on more than a hundred alien worlds, and which so far had (mostly) proven non-lethal.
“Doo-bee-doo, flyin’ in mah ship!  Dee-doo-boo, not gonna take no lip!” sang the roguish semi-almost-not-quite-middle-aged captain/crew/cook enjoyed the mild delusion that he was not past his prime by keeping his silver-flecked hair long enough to compensate for a bout of inherited age-related masculine alopecia (It’s a legitimate clinical condition!  Don’t you dare call it male-pattern baldness.)
“Captain Alondro,” calmly interjected the thankfully competent and ever-logical H.E.L.I.C.S. (Human-Emulating Linguistically Interactive Computer System) in its calm tones, gifted by its creator with the patience of a saint with regards to its rather dimwitted commander. 
“King of Space, soarin’ freeeeeee!  Can’t cut the pace of mah LIBERTY-EEEEEEEEE-YEEEAAAAHHHH!!” warbled said captain, pausing his spinning bridge chair only long enough to guzzle the latest batch of ‘patented’ intoxicating swill he’d loosely trademarked under the name ‘Chaos Koolaid’. 
“While I am loath to interrupt your current ‘Synthetic  Experimental Booze Happy Fun Time Sing-A-Long Karaoke Hour’,” H.E.L.I.C.S. intoned sagely.  “I must request your attention for a pressing matter.”  Extending a mechanical arm to steady its swaying commander, H.E.L.I.C.S. latched onto the faded collar of Alondro’s plaid shirt, a relic of ancient horror which had somehow escaped obliteration after the dreaded dark ages of disco, likely due the material’s half-life of approximately 7,000 years.
With eyes managing to point in entirely different directions, Captain Alondro belched, “Oh hey… you… uhm… Hal?  Open the pod bay doors!  HA HA HA!”  
“Sir…”
Alondro’s expression suddenly took a somber tone as he suddenly sat upright, “Oh yeah, pod bay doors are busted.  Remind me to fix that.”
“Captain, if I could just mention an increasingly serious problem I have monitored…”
Alondro quickly turned toward the computer’s friendly camera lens, “H.E.L.I.C.S., I think we have a problem.”
“Yes captain, a new navigation warning for this sector has just been issued by the Space Weather Channel.  Apparently there is a…”
“I’m gonna throw up...”  An ominous rumble emanated from his sagging gut.  “Right now…”  Alondro proceeded to paint the bridge a variegated palette of Chaos Koolaid emesis, which apparently took on myriad hues when exposed to human stomach secretions and bile salts.
Impatient for its captain to completely evacuate his system of the noxious rainbow, given the urgency of the matter it wished to bring to his attention, H.E.L.I.C.S. turned up its volume, “SIR, A NEWLY DETECTED ROGUE BLACK HOLE WILL BE CROSSING OUR PLOTTED COURSE.  THERE IS A 99.9% CHANCE THAT THE SHIP WILL ENCOUNTER IT WITH CURRENT RELATIVE VELOCITY.”
Alondro paused, heaving, “That’s a bad thing, right?”
“I am of the opinion that the ship being torn apart at the sub-quantum level from the interaction of a warp bubble and a singularity qualifies as an exceedingly ‘bad thing’, sir,” H.E.L.I.C.S. replied.
Nodding between stomach spasms, Alondro dragged himself toward the controls.  “Ok, I get it.  Quit the dramatics.  How we doin’ this?”
“Might I suggest reducing warp manifold by 5%?  Or perhaps altering field orientation by 3 degrees starboard, changing our trajectory to safely avoid the singularity?”
“Sure, that works,” Alondro groaned, attempting to focus while leadenly toggling toggles, lifting leavers, and pushing buttons and various flashy lights.  “Never did figure out why they make these standard control panels so damned complicated,” he complained.  “Ain’t exactly rocket science… ok, maybe it is, but I’m not a rocket scientist!”
“I do not believe anyone would mistake you for one, Captain.” Intoned H.E.L.I.C.S.
“Smartass computer brain,” Alondro grumbled, massaging his temples to clear his head enough to enter a basic course correction any first year Space Driving School Student could manage.  “Why don’t you just do this yourself if you’re so good at flying the ship?”
“Due to the restrictions built into my programming, I am unable to assume autonomous control of the ship unless all crew are either not present or rendered incapable of piloting the ship.  I believe it was either an oversight or the initial designer’s paranoia of AI’s taking over the world.  In any case, the protocols were amended in later editions of my program to include a broader range of criteria.”
“Huh, so that explains why I got ya so cheap.”
And then suddenly, an explosion!  Of vomit as Alondro threw up again… all over the control panel.  And then there was a real explosion as an accidental discovery was made.  Partially digested Chaos Koolaid, it turned out, was quite volatile when it made contact with an electric current.
Thrown upon his back by the blast, Captain Alondro flailed helplessly, far too wasted by this point to pick himself up.  
“Captain,” calmly announced H.E.L.I.C.S. as the ship’s warp field began to warp, but in a bad way and not the good space-travelling way.  “It seems that not only are we now 100% certain to impact with the rogue black hole, but your unfortunate aim has also shorted out the main navigational bus, the spatial dampening system, and also caused a power surge that has scrambled the regulatory circuits of the exotic matter nacelle and reactor containment fields.”
“Well,” Alondro blinked in his supine posture, nonchalant in the face of certain doom (being really, really drunk helped).  “That sucks.  Any good news?”
“My own systems seem to be undamaged, so I may continue to update you until we are destroyed.”
“Oh, ok then.  I’m just gonna lie here for a while until everything stops moving weird.”
“That may be spatiotemporal distortion, captain,” H.E.L.I.C.S. offered.  “ The ship’s warp field is folding back in on itself in a most peculiar way I have not encountered in any physics articles contained in my memory banks and our space-time pocket is becoming affected.  It is unfortunate we are unlikely to survive this experience; otherwise I should think this phenomenon would make quite a fascinating study in warp field dynamics.  I should also mention, assuming the ship and all its contents have not already become a smear of light-speed velocity cosmic radiation before then, impact with singularity will occur in approximately 46 seconds.”
“Well damn.  Uhm, any way we could… not blow up?”
“I know of nothing with any significant probability of preventing our destruction,” H.E.L.I.C.S. commented in its ever cool and collected voice as it briskly analyzed all data concerning unstable warp fields.  “However, there is a single option with approximately a 5.4% chance of successfully mitigating our obliteration.  It will require me to assume complete control of all remaining operational systems and will involve inverting the exotic matter torus via…”
“H.E.L.I.C.S.,” Alondro hiccupped.  “Explain it to me if we’re alive later.  I’m inca-crapitasted… incarcipated… I’ve fallen and I can’t get up.  Just do it.”
“Affirmative, sir.  Sole crew member confirmed as incapacitated…”
“THAT’S the word!”
“…initiating command and control protocols… control established… engaging hypothetical protocol… warp field inverting… spatial distortion subsiding… WARNING, proximity to intense gravitational field!”
“Oh balls…”
“…containment fields breached… exotic matter interacting with gravity well… warp field… is unpredictably intensifying… exponential power spike, possibly due to exotic matter decay within gravity well feeding back though warp field?  Unknown variables… incalculable torsion of local space… exceeding all theoretical parameters… Executing emergency program ‘Da fuq is going on?’”
“I REGRET… EVERYTHING!!” Alondro wailed and then vomited a final time; from fear, from space literally twisting his gut in knots, or from intoxication he would never be sure.
The drab little ship briefly burst into normal space moments before impacting the event horizon of the wandering black hole, its appearance to any nearby voyeurs so severely contorted and mottled by the feuding fields and immense energies bitch-slapping each other that, more than ever before, it really resembled the result of a bout of explosive diarrhea.  And then, the very fabric of the universe appeared to fracture around it and the ship vanishes in a titanic flash.  The black hole, thoroughly perplexed as the impossible puncture into another reality granted it a brief moment of self-awareness, blew itself apart in an act of ritual suicide to the space poo gods which gave it life.
How tragic.
…………………………………

It was another bright and cheerful late afternoon in the apple-like alien orchards of a country farm which lay on the outskirts of a little town colloquially called ‘Ponyville’ in the magical land of brightly-colored talking diminutive equine-like aliens named Equestria.  And if you think the horse-themed naming conventions are painful now, you’re going to need some serious anesthetics before this story is over…
A hard-working citizen of the mystical land, cheerful and content with her labors as any good and pure creature in a magical fairy tale land ought to be, an outrageously orange-hued female member of the alien race which called themselves ‘ponies’ named Applejack stood upon a hill overlooking the orchard and fields.  She pushed back her Stetson-like alien hat, wiped her brow, surveying proudly the landscape of her family farm, Sweet Apple Acres.  Pride beamed from her honest face in appreciation of another day’s labors completed.    
“A long haul, it sure enough was,” she sighed with the satisfied blissful fatigue that only comes with many hours of grueling manual labor, after your brain has been pumping out endorphins for a while to cover the agony of millions of torn muscle fibers.  “But the farm ain’t never looked better, if a do say so myself!  Jess look at them apples, almost a-glowin’.  Pretty soon it’ll be harvest time, and Granny Smith can finally get her new hip, Big Mac can get a new plow, and maybe we can even afford to get Applebloom treatment for her… condition…”  Her expression fell briefly, but magical ethers soon permeated her brain along with an extra-large surge of natural neurochemical opiates and she was smiling brightly with a slightly glazed look in her eyes in moments.
Unfortunately this partly-natural, partly-eerie-magical-brainwashing high came with the consequence of a relaxing of common sense which would normally scream warnings to any normal sapient creature to never say what Applejack said next:  “Yep, nothing could possibly go wrong now.”
And that was when the heavens were torn asunder and a huge, totally unrecognizable smoking and twisted mass burst from the rent in the cosmos and slammed into the orchard, flattening quite a good portion of it with its bulk and knocking down most of what remained with the shock wave from its impact.
As though ashamed of itself for dealing out Murphy’s vengeance so severely, the vivid white crack in reality quickly sealed itself with a thunderous peal and vanished without a trace… besides the vaguely turd-shaped/colored, giant thing currently cratering Applejack’s orchard.
Weakly dragging herself up after the blast, AJ took a long look at the remains of her orchards and the thing resting in the midst of the devastation.  “Oh buck me ta bucking Tartarus,” she mumbled before passing out.
(And so the madness began…)
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		Chapter April Foals:  The Doomening



Applejack woke up from her impromptu nap to discover that the terrible dream she'd had of a 'crappy'-looking spaceship falling though an interdimensional portal and flattening the majority of her farm was, in fact, not a dream.  "Oh for Faust's sake!" she stormed, stomping angrily toward the crater.  "Taint even been a week since we all got finished repairing the damage them Daleks caused!  If it ain't robots, or cyborgs, or mutants, or demons, or Pokemon, or vampires, or warlocks, or necromancers, or zombie hoards, or Bugs Bunny, it's dang interdimensional alien space craft!"
Arriving at the mangled door of the unpleasantly brown, scorched ship, she furiously slammed it repeatedly with her hoof, "Open up in there!  Ya'll got a lot to answer for, and I've for Kicks McGee all primed up to deliver my questions straight ter yer skull!"
There was a moment of silence, then a scuffle from inside the ship.  The door creaked, opened a crack, and stopped.  "Sorry...*cough*," came an ill-sounding voice.  "Door's jammed... I think it's raspberry.  My pantry spilled during the crash.  Have it open in a second."
A little scraping reached Applejack's ears as the voice's alien owner began fiddling with the door mechanism, "Maybe just loosen this screw a bit..."  The door fell off entirely, revealing a strange naked monkey-like creature to the pony.  "Yeah, that got it," the sapient simian noted somberly.
Sighing, Applejack went through the routine she knew all too well after dealing with thousands of such sudden alien visitations, "Ahm Applejack.  Ahm a pony.  Not a species of pony yer familiar with, unless y'all got the cartoon "My Little Pony" in yer particular dimension.  We got Earth ponies like me, ponies with wings called 'pegasi' and ponies with a horn stuck on their heads called 'unicorns'.  Y'all are in a land called Equestria.  It's ruled by two Princesses who are alicorns, which are superior to us, I reckon, cuz they got wings and a horn.  No I don't know why nopony else just gets plastic surgery to fake it.  No I don't rightly know what the planet's called.  We never got round to sorting that out.  We got magic here and all manner of magical beasties.  I ain;t got time to go over the list.  Go to the town of Ponyville, ask fer Twilight Sparkle, she'll be rigth glad to spend several weeks straight talking yer ears off about everything.  No, y'all can't have foals with us.  Yep, some ponies are gonna let ya try.  No, don't ever tell me about it if it happens.  Now, what's yer name and yer story.  Quick now, I got me a farm to rebuild... again."  She snorted in a huff.
The 'human' blinked at the sudden infodump, "Well... that was... helpful... Uhm, I'm Alondro.  I'm from space.  I kinda fly this ship looking for alien stuff to sell.  I like getting drunk... alot.  I have a smart ass computer named H.E.L.I.C.S., who's currently offline.  And I... urk!  HURK!!!"  Alondro suddenly doubled over, clutching his midsection with an expression of anguish and nausea.
He fell over, almost tearing at his stomach.  "Oh god!  My insides feel like they're being torn apart!"  He screamed in agony as something from within appeared to be leaping beneath his skin, then paused, regarding Applejack with a serious expression, "Do not EVER drink Chaos Koolaid.  Ever."
Applejack gave a quick nod, "I gotcha."
Alondro then resumed rolling about on his back and shrieking in agony until at last the snakelike creature inside his abdominal cavity burst forth!  Gasping his final bloodied breath, Alondro whimpered, "Totally... hate... "Alien"... crossovers."  Then he died.
Aghast, Applejack recoiled from the hideous monstrosity uncoiled itself from Alondro's body and stretched its mismatched limbs.  Scratching it's goat's beard with a lion paw, the voice of John De Lancie emanated from it's snaggle-toothed maw, "It's simply sooooo stuffy inside human bodies!  I thought I'd never get out of there!"
Applejack promptly passed out again.
Smiling to the readers, Discord winked, "Come now, you know what day it is!"
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		The REAL Chapter 2!  Disturbances of the Disturbed



	While two of our... eh, 'heroes', I guess we'll go with that... were busy being unconscious, a nefarious group of ne'er-do-wells assembled for their monthly session of scheming and scones.  
Deep in a dark, dank, dismal, dreary, depressing (and a whole bunch more alliterative adjectives bearing negative connotations beginning with the letter 'd') swamp, which the evildoers insist to all readers is totally not Froggy Bottom Bog because there's no way they'd be that predictable and stupid, this cabal of criminal conspirators conspired... uhm... conspiratorially (this is starting to read like a campy 1960's Batman TV show script) in their creepy hideout.  The diabolical dwelling sat above the marshy mire upon an EEEEVIL giant piston which could lower the whole shebang beneath the muck and then slowly raise it up at the start of each episode for added mood effect, because the villains loved being melodramatic like that despite the impractical design of the place and the obvious issues with mud clogging the hydraulics and constant leaks.  
Oh, and there was that one time that the garage door opener malfunctioned and opened while they were submerged.  Holy crap, was that ever a mess.  
Regardless, the sight of this hideout that resembled a sort of Darth Vader mask if Darth Vader was a horse and which gleamed like polished tar (it's kind of like polishing a turd, something you can actually accomplish via the Japanese method of 'duro dango', which makes these really glossy spheres out of poop.  Why anyone ever decided this was a good idea initially... I can only assume significant  sake consumption and a large wager were involved) struck the right tone and totally screamed "Hey!  Evil hideout right here!" every time it ascended from the murky depths.  It also smelled like farts, like, all the time.  Because of omnipresent swamp gas.  Which tended to detract from the evil ambiance for visitors and bring to mind duro dango (seriously, Japan, you guys spent how many hours crafting shiny balls of poop.  What the hell were you thinking?!).
Christened "The Fortress of Fearsome Felons", after one of its residents realized that calling it the fortress of 'fearful' felons made it sound like they were all scardy-cats, a number of the most terrible villains in the usually saccharine and lame land of Equestria now sat assembled inside the sinister structure to discuss matters most foul... including who clogged the toilet in the little villains' room. 
Around a long table in the darkness deep within the bowels of the fortress, a group of shadowy figures loomed, their identities so perfectly hidden by the gloom that there's ABSOLUTELY NO WAY anyone could just guess their names by taking their overt personality traits into account.  So don't you try to pretend you know who they are!  You just got lucky, that's all!  All you know is that they're various shadowy, indistinct figures identified with a totally random letter of the alphabet which absolutely does not represent the first letter of their names.  
"I have recently sensed a great disturbance," intoned the spectral visage of Shadowy Figure N in a booming soprano tone laced with poorly-concealed malice.  "Something borne of tremendous power has rent asunder the the very Veil and cast itself into our realm."
"Indeed!  Of course I too have felt it!" exclaimed The Great and Powerful Shadowy Figure T.  "How could anypony of prodigious magical skill not sense such a formidable sensation.  Naturally-"
"Naturally, you couldn't feel a thing, oh Great and Pathetic Dweeb," cackled the beaky and cheeky Shadowy Figure G.
A sullen red glow crept from The Great and Powerful Shadowy Figure T's eyes and an amulet about the still-unnamed and thus you-can't-possibly-guess-who-it-is-so-there figure's neck as she growled, "This coming from a magicless featherbrain!  How dare you interrupt the Great and Powerful-!"
"Blah blah blah, you're fantastical and amazing and whatever.  Not two minutes into the meeting and you're already dorking it up," yawned Shadowy Figure G, grabbing a shadowy scone-like object from a shadowy plate-like object upon the shadowy table-like object of shadows.
"Not now, you two!" snarled Shadowy Figure N.  "Save your petty squabbles for the inevitable backstabbing we'll all get around to later in the story!  For the time being, once the others have assumed their places, we must decide what to do about this thing which has entered our world.  It is a threat to us?  Or, could we make use of its power for our own evil plans?  And on the other item in our agenda, I reiterate that it was not I who caused the toilet to-"
"We have plans?" chuckled the lithe loudly, faint profile of Shadowy Figure D, floating into the room on a cloud of composed of even more shadows.  "Plans are so boring!  They make everything predictable!  And there are all those steps to remember, things to forget, things to go wrong, plot holes to fall into; and I can NEVER figure out Step 2, other than it precedes 'profit' in the grand scheme of it all.  It's why I strongly suggest we move entirely on spur-of-the-moment improvisation and hope the laughs carry us past the incredulity and implausibility of our ridiculous and frequently self-defeating actions.  Oh, and it was certainly you in the stall that flooded.  You had TP stuck to your back hoof.  I do appreciate the chaos, though."
"What are YOU doing here?!" Shadowy Figure N thundered, once the shock of the unexpected former member's presence abated, along with his blabbering.  "Cursed treasonous hoof," she then muttered under her breath before resuming fuming at the serpentine shadowy presence hovering above.  "I was under the impression you'd been reformed!  Again!  For realsies this time!  After the attack by T-"
"Oh come now," sang Shadowy Figure D, twirling his shadowy paw-like paw in the almost total darkness, which was really becoming annoying  to narrate at this point.  "You know how perfectly unpredictable I am and how completely stupid an idea it would be to think I could actually be reformed, or that, after being a cunning prankster for thousands of years who knows the art of betrayal and deception inside and out- as well as countless pop culture references from a completely different universe," he noted in an aside to all of you out there who should know this stuff.  "-that I'd be stupid enough to ever trust another villain!"  He turned and glared at certain television cartoon writers while frigidly purring, "I'd find that quite offensive indeed."  Quickly returning to a jovial mood, as befit a being of his spastic nature, Shadowy Figure D continued, "I'm good one day, bad last week, chaotic neutral on 2nd Sundays after Armistice Day... totally random 115% of the time!"
"And where does that leave you today?" Shadowy Figure N asked flatly, perpetually unamused by D's antics.
"You're in luck today!" declared Shadowy Figure D cheerfully.  "The stars have certainly shone upon you and the fates aligned in your favor, and the magic 8-ball has declared with certainty that I am squarely on the side of villainy this fine, miserable day!  I rolled my D20 just this morning and it landed on 'One solid month of pure, unambiguous evil'!"
"Which means you're as unreliable as ever, as far as I'm concerned," spat yet another haughty villain voice, none other than Shadowy Figure C, her annoyed tone punctuated by a static reverberation with every syllable.  She  fluttered into shadowy view on tattered, shadowy wings.  "And by the way, can someling turn on the damned lights?  I nearly flew into a wall!  Why do you always insist on sitting in the dark?  None of us can even read the minutes you insist on keeping from the previous meetings!"
"CRYSSSSSSTALS?" croaked a deep dreary voice belonging to a shadowy figure who actually appeared to be composed of shadows rather than merely lacking illumination.  A cracked, weakly glowing horn which emitted a pale, sickly sanguine luminescence shone out.  The billowy visage wisped away from its place at the table toward the wall on the far side of the hall.  There was a click.  A moment passed in silence.  "GRRAAAAAARRR!!" the shadow growled angrily, following its annoyed utterance with repeated thuds as it banged its head repeatedly against the wall.  Finally, after series of sparking flickers announced the activation of the cheap fluorescent ceiling lamps, several of which sputtered half-heartedly into illumination with a headache-inducing random strobing effect Shadowy Figure D found oddly pleasant, the villains were revealed in all their glory to the shock and surprise of all readers who must have had no idea who they were at all because the writing is just so subtle!
Shadowy Figure G, now clearly visible as *le gasp!* none other than the cruel and conniving and clearly irredeemable Gilda the Griffon, gazed at the feeble flickering lights with bemusement.  "Seriously?  We still didn't get the bits for better lights?  I thought we budgeted 200 bits for new light fixture last time!"
"Trixie required dry cleaning for her fashionably fiendish new capes and hats!" announced the formerly unrecognizable shadow of The Great and Powerful Trixie, once more wearing the Alicorn Amulet for the simple fact that she never learns her lesson... a problem clearly epidemic among this world's inhabitants.  
"Well that can't have cost too much-" began Nightmare Moon, who was still dark and shadowy regardless, as was snarling smoke-pony Sombra who was still banging his head against the wall for no apparent reason.
"All five dozen matching sets!" declared Trixie.
Gilda massaged her forehead with her talons, "Geez, what is WRONG with you stupid ponies?"
"GRAR!!  CRYSSTALS GARGLE BARGLE SLAVESSSS!!" the cloudy form of King Sombra the vile and clearly severely brain-damaged former despot of the Crystal Empire snarled in objection to the speciest generalization from the damned beaky named Gilda.  
Queen Chrysalis of the changelings, those shape-shifting, love-stealing icky chitinous bug ponies begging for a heavy application of DDT, fluttered into one of the creaky folding chairs arranged around the hall's central table which consisted of two ping-pong tables pushed together.  Taking her place, she shook her head so that her long, greasy-looking seaweed-green locks flung about and brushed against the lithe figure of the once-more-treacherous serpentine chimera and erstwhile Spirit of Chaos, Discord, who promptly whipped out a can of Lysol and liberally began decontaminating himself.  Chrysalis lit her gnarled, crooked horn and levitated a scone from the paper plate at the table's center.  "I agree with Fuss-and-Feathers over there.  It isn't right that SOMELING-"  She glared at Trixie. "-keeps blowing our budget every accursed month, keeping us stuck with furnishings I'd expect of the inbred pony hicks of West Mareginia!"
"ENOUGH!" cried Nightmare Moon with a clap of thunder and flash of lightning, revealing that despite being blasted out of Luna by the Elements she had somehow still miraculously regained a physical form and gained equal powers to the alicorns by the mysterious magic of plot convenience.   "We'll discuss how Trixie's to blame for all our financial problems later!"
"Nice traditional effect," approved Discord.
"Heyyyy!" added Trixie.
"Since we're just missing the Flim Flam Brothers and our newest inductee Suri Polomare, who are conveniently off on another diabolical mission far away so they won't clutter up this already over-stuffed narrative," Nightmare Moon glowered.  "I call the meeting of the Legion of Really Diabolical Supervillains to order.  Oh, I just came up with that title for our group last night.  What do you all think of it?"
Discord stroked his thin beard, "LoRDS... a delightful acronym if I do say so!"
"BLARG!!" agreed Sombra.
"Sexist, naturally," huffed Chrysalis, a classic feminist like all tyrannical mind-controlling, deceptive, emotion-eating monsters.  "But I suppose it will do."
"Wonderful!" Nightmare Moon jotted down the results of the vote.  "That's the fastest we've ever gotten anything done around here!  Now let's begin with the Pledge of Evil."
They all stood up and faced a image of Pony Satan on the wall, reciting, "I pledge alliegance to evil, and all the lies upon which stands; one purpose:  to stomp out goodness, for villainy and stealing candy from foals."
"And now that that's done, we can move on to old business.  Chrysalis, I believe you had proposed a evil bake sale-" began Nightmare Moon when the lights suddenly blinked out.
"Let me guess," droned Gilda.  "Trixie spent our electricity budget too."
But before Trixie could vehemently deny the baseless accusations on account of the bits  for the electricity bill already having gone out before she could get her grubby hooves on them, a smooth, sonorously deep and bone-chilling voice oozing with sinister vileness interrupted her.
Like, this was a voice that was so dripping with evil you'd instantly arrive at the conclusion its speaker was the sort of guy who'd get off on dropping adorable puppies and kittens one-by-one into a woodchipper while making a bunch of innocent wide-eyed children watch... and then he'd throw them in afterward.  And make burgers out of the mess that came out and sell them to their parents.  Because it was JUST THAT FRIGGIN' EVIL!!  
"Does anyone mind if I join your little band of misfits?" spoke the voice again as the lights fearfully flickered on, their gleam only timidly touching the towering and terrible form of the one addressing the assembled villains, showing only a silhouette of a vast centaur bearing two great horns jutting from the side of his head.
"T-T-T-TIREK!!" yelped Discord, zipping away under the table which quaked at his shudders.
"How dare you show yourself here, you over-powered magical leech!" Trixie snarled.  "We have no need of such a sorry power-gamer who relies on a cheap cliche method for gaining absolute power in such a convenient manner!"  The Alicorn Amulet McGuffin glowed rather obliviously at that moment for some reason.  
"Eh," shrugged Gilda.  "Ain't got no magic for him to steal.  And besides, I thought that crystal tree thing kicked hit plot pretty hard anyway."
"N-no!" whimpered Discord from beneath the table.  "It's the OTHER Tirek!"
The villains went dead silent in shock and horror (save for Nightmare Moon who squeed in excitement) as the vile, malignant face of the ORIGINAL Tirek strode confidently into full view.  "Would any of you care to stroke my pulsating bag of darkness?" he asked in a sickeningly sultry voice dripping with horrid, clearly intentional, double entendre that made them all wish to evacuate their internal organs in disgust (save for Nightmare Moon, who would have gladly stroked anything he wished her to).
"Ok," clucked Gilda, gulping down her nervousness and not a little bile.  "That has to be the most creeptastic euphamism I've ever heard."
Tirek merely grinned at Gilda, who shrank into her seat with a frightened chirp and intoned,  "I've come at last."
"That's what she said!" quipped Discord, before squeaking.  "Don't kill me!  Or do other things that are worse than death!  I can't help myself!"
Tirek continued as if Discord had been relegated to mere accessory comic relief and no longer was a villain worth regarding.  Damn, that's just cold.  "The feeble interloper who dared take up my exalted name won't be joining us.  He suffered a little... accident... in Tartarus.
------------
In Tartarus:  several demon imp janitors stared disbelieving down into a pit where several hooved limbs stuck out in unpleasantly contradictory directions.  "Dang," whistled one to another.  "I didn't think that many pineapples would fit in such a small orifice..."
"Figures we get sent to clean it up," grumbled another.  "As if mucking after Cerberus wasn't enough crap to deal with."
------------
"W-where have you been all this time, oh Powerful and...mmmmm... Virile Lord of Darkness?" whimpered Nightmare Moon, wearing a simpering expression of adoration for the creature whose twisted evil she could only one day hope to mirror... and whose mountainous and malevolent body she hoped would one day lay... oh god... oh HELL NO!  I refuse to narrate that!  That's more nightmarish than anything she's intentionally put into foals heads!
Chrysalis, for the first time in her life, tasted a love more bitter than gall and which left her heaving in gagging breaths.
"Away for some important evil business, my dear Nightmare,," he spoke with a softness that still felt like maggots crawling under your eyelids.  "I had much to attend to for these past ages in another world, my last task involved training Catholic priests on how to deal with their alter boys."  The Narrator hereby promises to brutally murder Tirek by the end of this fic and make sure he stays permanently dead forever.  "I too have felt the presence of something of great power and... intense wrongness..." said Tirek the Abominable, the Bringer of the Abyss, He Who Makes Kim Jung Il Look Like a Boyscout, the Monster With Fetishes Too Horrible To Mention in Any Fanfic Not XXX-Rated, the Really, Really Big-Time Ultimate Big Bad Of This Story.  He shivered in what appeared to be ecstasy, "This force is not from our universe.  It runs contrary to the pathetic idealistic, idyllic Harmony which inflicts itself upon this world.  As yet, it's exact nature is uncertain and the form of its power such that it would not be wise to simply seize it, for my agent in Ponyville wherein it fell reports to me that it is as yet unstable and could be hazardous.  Should it not simply explode violently and exterminate the ponies or cause them to suffer all manner of horrid mutations and slow lingering death, either of which would also be quite acceptable, I am certain we could use it to destroy the Tree of Harmony itself once we learn its secrets and plunge the whole of the land into endless misery and sexual sadism.  Shall we join together in pursuit of this glorious end?"
"Whoah whoah whoah?" clucked Gilda.  "YOU have an agent in Ponyville?"
"Indeed," smirked Tirek.
"Ok, so how does any obviously twisted maniac working  willingly for you manage to blend in with all those sugar-and-spice dweebs?" 
"You'd be amazed, little griffoness, how willingly the good turn a blind eye to vileness right beneath their hooves in order to maintain their blissful illusion of paradise," the master of all that is perverted and purile crooned.  "She's been there for quite some time, and yet only recently has she even appeared on-screen!"
"On-screen?" buzzed Chrysalis.  "What on... whatever this planet's name is... is he talking about?  We don't have the porjector hooked up..."
Discord wished he dared say something, but as he currently enjoyed the relativistic positions of his internal organs... and the odd harpsichord... he remained silent on the matter.
------------
In Sugarcube Corner, Pinkie Pie suddenly glowered, "Ooooo... not only is he an evil Pervy Mc Pornopants, he's even stealing MY 4th wall-breaking schtick!"  She shouted to the heavens, "HE MUST PAAYYYYYYYYYY!!!"
A random customer whinnied in fear and threw his antire bag of bits on the counter and then shrieked and ran out.  
"Thank-you!  Come again!" Pinkie called in a sing-song voice.
------------
"That sounds perfectly wonderful," cooed the Nightmare applying her most dulcet tones, flashing her eyelashes while her gaze slid all over the demonic centaur's massive body, imagining every sort of sordid act she could perform upon it.
None of the other villains dared object, lest they find themselves violated in manners none of them wished to imagine, and which Nightmare was currently fantasizing upon.
"Excellent," grinned Tirek, as a tendril of ichor wormed its way out of the undulating bag hanging from his neck to receive fond caresses from its master, to the nausea of all but Nightmare Moon, who was exceedingly jealous of it.  "Then let us begin to fornica-... I mean, contemplate by what manner to proceed."
Discord, stil quivering beneath the table, threw up a little in his mouth.

			Author's Notes: 
So, yeah... I actually had inspiration enough to write more of this absolute madness.  And all it took was a whole day of agony with anaphylaxis!  Yay!  You go IgE antibodies!  Attack those harmless antigens and ignore the actual pathogens with all your might!  Practically kill me in order to make beef and mushrooms suffer from ever daring to set foot in my digestive tract!
....
Immune systems are retarded sometimes.
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