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 A Gift From the Darkness to Love
Prologue
A Loving Gift

____________________________________________________

Chrysalis wailed, clutching the limp form in her forehooves. Her cries of mourning and sorrow reverberated around, the cave walls magnifying the sound until there was nothing else.
Why? Why did this have to happen to her? Had she not already been through enough? Failing to take over Canterlot, kicked out of the hive, forced to carry this child around inside of her for almost a whole year and for what? What had she gained from this? Nothing! How could life be so cruel? Why was it so cruel?
She sobbed into the dead foal’s carapace, willing it to move, to breathe, to do something, anything! But the only thing she got in response was the echoing sounds of her own sobs and moans.
“U-um... excuse me?”
Chrysalis's head snapped up. There was a small figure standing at the cave . It looked like... Chrysalis snarled. A pony. It was small, a foal, she assumed. It had a horn, meaning it was a unicorn. No. It had wings too. An alicorn. From its size, she guessed a few years old. Two or three tops. And it was female.
Its coat was ink black and had a mane of very dark blue, almost purple. Its wings looked onyx. Its eyes were a pale blue, more dragonic-looking than pony.
“What do you want, pony?” she hissed, her voice no longer sad, but full of spite. She hated ponies. She hated them to her very core. Whatever this one was doing here, she neither knew, nor really cared. She just wanted it gone. Though, in her weakened state, she could not forced it out. No, that would be too easy, wouldn’t it? She would have to scare the retched creature away.
Besides, it was an alicorn. A princess. This made her despise it even more.
The small pony didn’t say anything, just looked away to its right and made a small squeaking sound.
Fear? Good. Chrysalis needed some cheering up and tasting a little filly’s fear, especially an alicorn’s, would do just that.
But... something wasn’t right. No, this was not fear she tasted, it was... sadness?
Chrysalis frowned. What would a pony have to be sad about? The annoying creatures were full of so much love it was intoxicating. So... why was this little filly so sad?
Come to think of it, why was she here, talking to Chrysalis when she should be with her pony parents? She was a princess, so why was she not in the lap of luxury with Celestia and Luna?
Now that she looked closer, Chrysalis found herself taking in a sharp breath of surprise. The filly was unhealthily thin. Almost nothing but skin and bones.
Despite her hatred of all ponies, she felt that turn for a split-second toward just this filly’s parents, or maybe the princesses, she could not tell which. How could they let this child get into this state? She’d never thought ponies possible of such a thing. If her child were alive, she’d have never let it get like that, not even if it cost her her own life!
"Why... are you here, little filly?” Chrysalius asked slowly. She did not really care what happened to the pony once it was gone, but her curiosity as to why it was in such a state in the first place was peaked enough to wonder. “Why are you not with your family?”
At this the filly’s eyes began welling up with tears and she started to sob.
Chrysalis’s motherly instincts told her to comfort the filly, despite the fact that she was a pony, but she was too weak to get up and go over to her. Not that she could think of what to say to comfort her in the first place.
“I—” the alicorn shut her eyes, her tears sliding down her cheeks and forming tiny puddles at her hooves. “I don’t have a family!”
Chrysalis paused. She had not been expecting that. But, the filly continued before she could inquire further.
"I don’t remember anything!” she sobbed, looking into Chrysalis's eyes with her own. “I woke up in a forest a few days ago, not knowing who I am or where I come from!” She was shaking with sobs now. "All I remember is a spell! A spell that’s useless to me!"
Chrysalis was silent for a few moments, before she spoke. “What is this spell? What does it do?”
The filly said nothing at first, just continued to sob and sniffle. After a few minutes she finally spoke up. “A merging spell.”
Chrysalis cocked an eyebrow. “Excuse me?”
“It- it fuses anything together,” the alicorn stuttered, becoming nervous. “I could use it to merge two things together into one. Any two things. Even...” her voice became quieter. "Even other ponies."
Chrysalis’s eyes went wide. Merging living beings together? That was magic even she’d never dared tamper with.
“Say, maybe, I fused myself with that body in your forehooves,” the filly continued, pointing a bony foreleg at Chrysalis’s lifeless child Chrysalis was still clutching to her chest. “If I fused with it, it would be alive.”
Chrysalis’s heart stopped. Her child... would be alive? It would not have all been for nothing?
She scowled. No. It would not be her child. It would be this pony inside her child’s body.
“Do not insult me, pony,” she snarled, baring her fangs. “I may have hit hard times, but I would not defile my child’s corpse with you. You are a pony and I am a changeling. What good would it do me to care for a pony impersonating a changeling foal?”
She paused for a second, thinking over what she’d just said. Normally, it was changelings impersonating ponies or other creatures. Now she was condemning the very thing her own kind were known for. An interesting irony, she mused.
The alicorn paused a little, hurt by her words. “I... wouldn’t remember anything?” she said softly.
Chrysalis cocked an eyebrow. “What do you mean? What does your memory have to do with this?”
"I-if I merge with your child, it would not change physically,” the alicorn said quietly. “My spirit would enter her, but nothing else.”
Chrysalis did not say anything. She had just realized who the filly was and the realization had left her dumbstruck.
Nightmare Moon. This filly was Nightmare Moon.
But how? She had heard the story from her former drones a long time ago, when the night had not ended when it was supposed to on the day of the Summer Sun Celebration a year before the fiasco that cost her her crown.
How Nightmare Moon had descended from the moon, trapped Celestia within the sun, intent on bringing eternal night, something she whole-heartedly agreed with.
With eternal night, the Canterlot Invasion needn’t have ever happened. She would still be queen of the changelings and Equestria, no, all the world would have been a feeding ground for her race.
It was not to be, however. She’d heard how six ponies, two unicorns, two pegasi and two earth ponies had used the Elements of Harmony to remove the darkness of Nightmare Moon, returning Princess Luna to her normal self and brought back the sun. The same ponies who had tried to stop her efforts of the invasion.
None had ever known what had happened to Nightmare Moon’s dark essence, however, until now.
Chrysalis looked at the filly form of Nightmare Moon. She looked so frail, so helpless. And, she didn’t seem to remember she was Nightmare Moon.
Chrysalis was still thinking of what use she could make of this information, when she saw the filly’s horn glow with a night-blue aura.
Suddenly, she could not move. Her body was completely paralyzed.
"You- you told me you knew only one spell!” she said, her tone accusing.
The filly looked down, her face flushed with shame. “I’m sorry!” she said, the apology sounding genuine. “I lied. But I need a home! I need a family!”
With that she walked up to Chrysalis and placed her still glowing horn onto the changeling foal’s head.
“No! Stop!” Chrysalis cried, but it was too late.
The room was filled with a light the same dark-blue as the filly’s magical aura. Chrysalius watched as the filly became nothing but magical aura and slipped into her child’s body.
There was another flash of the dark-blue light and then... silence. Chrysalis realized she could move her body again, but remained still, staring down at her child.
One second. Ten seconds. Half a minute.
Suddenly her child shifted in her forehooves, gave a tiny yawn and began to cry.
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Chapter 1
The Filly in the Forest
___________________________________________________________

The mist left by the humidity wafted on the leafy forest, confounding the marshy birds that nest on the highest branches of the forest or in-between the cracks of ruins long forgotten by the minds of most ponies. 
As soon as the wind from the sea blew through, the mist was blown away, revealing what once was hid.
In-between the trees and the ruins, an old structure stood out: it was an abandoned castle, with its walls ground by the water and the creeping plants, the moat long filled with dry twigs and molded corpses of ill or stupid animals.
The drawbridge was eternally down due to the lack of the chains, and the chambers full of rubble and stagnate water inhabited by animals that haunt and get haunted daily in those walls.
Going up the stairs, it was possible to reach what was once the throne room of the castle, once place where the sister princess ruled together, now a room with broken windows and pieces of the roof missing due the attack of the atmospheric elements. 
The floor used to contain traces of rotten flowers, and an equally-rotten red carpet, going from the remnants of the throne to the unhinged door. Puddles of water also on the stone floor.
However, the resent cleanings by the bearers of the elements had left it in far better condition than it used to be, though still nowhere near as grand as it had been long ago, in the past. The tapestries were repaired, the thrones polished, the floors clean, though still holding traces from the many animals that now called the castle their home.
What stuck out the most in the room was a star-shaped burn mark near the platform of the throne. Said burn mark would be believed to be fairly recent, because it still warded off any animal, however it had been a long time since it had been placed there and was faded.
Naturally, none of the animals wandering in the room particularly paid attention to it. They paid more attention to the large form of the red centaur that was destroying the forest around the castle as it went on a rampage.
Suddenly, there was a wave of magical energy that seemed to come from beneath the castle and a rainbow seemed to explode across the skies and the giant centaur seemed to shrink and disappear.
Still, the animals paid no mind to the star shaped burn, their focus on the rainbow in the sky. That is, until something strange happened. As the rainbow energies flowed throughout the castle, the day seemed to turn into night all of a sudden. 
The animals became scared by the strange occurrence: the birds there flew away and sang the call of peril, the timber wolves barked in the vain attempt to bring back the Sun and the various herbivores ran around in fear.
From the floor, tendrils of sparkling dark smoke ascended in the room, and consolidated on the scorch mark, forming the shape of a little filly. The sparkling of the smoke became softer and softer, until it disappeared, leaving behind a strange smoke that kept a form. Then a lightning bolt, the origins of which were unknown, struck the form with all its might, followed by a thunder clap, scaring away every living begin in the range of five kilometres.
The smoke became solid, then it cracked and shattered in hundreds of pieces of burned ceramic, revealing the living flesh of a filly.
Its coat was ink black and had a mane of very dark-blue. Its wings looked onyx. Its eyes were a pale blue, the pupils more dragonic-looking than pony.
A cockatrice, the only creature that had dared to remain behind, seeing it was a pony and remembering its last encounter with a yellow winged one, hurried after the other animals, not wanting to repeat that incident with this pony.
___________________________________________________________

The filly slowly opened her eyes, shrugged off the last remnants of the burned ceramic, and said, “I have awakened.” She frowned. “Why did I say that?”
Shrugging it off, the filly looked at the disarrayed remains around her. She could vaguely remember them, but she was not sure if she had seen them always like this, or she knew the place she was in before its desertion.
“Curious. I know this place,” she said, looking around, “but I don’t think that I’m here to stare at ruins: I should go… but where?”
She put a hoof under her chin thoughtfully, as she looked around her.
“Concentrate, uh... um...” her dragonic eyes widened in horror. “I don’t remember my name!”
She looked around frantically for something, anything that could tell her who she was, but nothing in the ruins of wherever she was seemed to tell her anything. If anything, they just brought more questions. What was this place? Where was this place? Why was it in ruins? Why had she awoken here? Why couldn’t she remember anything?
She shut her eyes. “Concentrate. Just concentrate! Where should you go?”
An image of the high and immaculate spirals of Canterlot appeared in her mind.
“Canterlot? No, that would be insane. Celestia still desires my severed head on a spike; maybe she has even issued a reward for my capture or death. I will have to wait...”
She blinked. Who was Celestia? And why would she desire her capture or something as horrible as putting her head on a spike? How did she even now what that meant?
The filly moved to the next possibility, as the birds returned to fly around the room and the rats timidly returned to scavenge for food.
Another image that appeared in her mind was the tall and lush Mount Taigeto, where Cloudsale used to take its water… and where it used to throw away criminals and malformed foals.
How she knew this she did not know, nor, glancing at her wings, did she really want to if that was what pegasi did to malformed foals.
“The Taigeto, huh? But, why I would go there? I have no business there... do I? Oh, I wish I could remember.”
The filly groaned.
“Just what I am going to do? I have nowhere to go, I have no idea why I’m here, and I don’t know if I will be able to find shelter.” She looked around the ruined room. “I certainly can’t stay in this place... wherever it is.’ Sighing, the filly started to walk towards the destroyed door. “But if I don’t even try to find somewhere, I never will. Maybe things will be clearer once I have a base of operations."
That said, the filly walked out the ruined room, went down the wet and slimy stairs, and walked past the rooms that once showed the glory and wealth of its owners.
Then, after a long walk between the devastated halls, the filly reached the outside, and saw the forest around her. The tall trees seemed taller to the apparent filly than she felt they should, and the vegetation was so thick, that the only visible path was a paved one full of weeds.
“Alright,” she said. “I see only one path around here. I guess that is the only one leading to civilization.”  
That said, she walked down the path carved in the dark woods.
___________________________________________________________

Time passed, and the filly was still walking the path.
“Uff,” she said panting, as she stopped to catch her breath. “Just how long is this path? I’m been walking for, what, five hours, stopping only a couple of times to rest, and I have yet to see anything even barely resembling a doing of a sapient species.”
But she kept walking, sure to find a roof to sleep under and some food before the sunset.
Then, finally, she saw a pinnacle looming over the trees, sign that there was a village near. The filly, despite her tiredness and hoof pains, ran towards the pinnacle at full speed. As she ran, more and more buildings came in her field of vision, and contentness grew in her heart… until she saw what looked like a tall crystal tree standing near the end of the path.
The filly had failed to notice it at first, but, when she saw the treehouse?, something clicked in her mind and she stopped.
“I... remember this place…” she said with a mumble, while standing at the very edge of the forest, some nervousness building in her.”But, I can't put my hoof on it...” 
She walked slowly into the town.
Suddenly she saw a purple shape going out the crystal treehouse. At this point, irrational fear she could not explain filled her heart, and she ran away, back in the dark forest.
She ran and ran, not caring where she was going, as long as she got away from that purple thing. Whatever it was, it filled her with a fear she could not begin to fathom, nor explain.
Her hoof caught on a tree root and she fell forward, hitting her head on a tree and blacked out.
___________________________________________________________

There was something warm around her. If she remembered correctly it was call a... blanket?
She slowly opened her eyes. She was inside what looked like a tree. For a second, she worried she was in the crystal treehosue that purple thing had come from, but quickly realized this was a normal tree.
“I see you have awoken from you fall during trot.”
The filly looked around and saw an animal that looked like a pony, but had black and white stripes. It was a... zebra, if she remembered right? The zebra held out a bowl of some green liquid.
The filly eyed it, but the zebra’s smile was kind and gentle, so she took it and took a gulp. She yelped as her tongue and throat snared with pain.
“Be careful. This brew is very hot,” the zebra said, chuckling a little.
The filly coughed a few more times, then looked at the zebra.
“Who... who are you?” she asked, her voice a little raspy from the hot liquid that had poured down her throat.
The zebra smiled. “My name is Zecora, young filly. What is your name? Can you tell me?”
The filly looked down, tears in her eyes. “I... I don’t know my name. I don’t remember anything.”
The zebra named Zecora nodded. “A lost child, with no memories to feel warmed. A good thing the princess I have informed.”
The filly’s heart stopped. “P-p-p-princess?” she quivered, staring up at Zecora.
She nodded. “Princess Celestia, raiser of the sun. She has agreed to visit and—”
The filly didn’t even let her finish. She leaped from the bed, her horn flaring, startling the zebra. Taking this chance, the filly shot out the door of what she now saw was a hut and bound down the path, ignoring the voice of the zebra as she called after her.
“Stop! Do not run off with such haste! The Everfree Forest is not a safe place!”
But she ignored the warning and ran further and further in, weaving around trees and bushes and vines.
By the time she stopped and took notice of her surroundings, the sky showed night had fallen. Something about the night calmed her somewhat. However, her calm didn’t last long.
She realized she had no clue where she was or where to go. Every tree looked the same as the other in this forest and the sounds of the animals all around her filled the small alicorn with fear.
She walked over to a small indent in the ground and crawled in. She was sure it would be safe to sleep here for the night and maybe she could find her way to wherever it was she belonged tomorrow. With those thoughts in her mind, she drifted off into a restless sleep.
___________________________________________________________

For the next days, she wandered around the woods, eating roots and leaves (heaving up half of them, for they were poisonous) and drinking from a stream, sleeping under the open sky, and avoiding predators as best she could.
With each passing day, the filly grew weaker and weaker due to malnutrition, her body becoming horribly thin. More than once, she thought about whether she should have risked staying with that zebra and facing Princess Celestia. However, these thoughts were fleeting when she rememebered what Celestia would be likely to do should they ever meet and she would push on, putting more distance between herself and that zebra.
Every night she cried herself to sleep, wanting to feel the warmth of somepony holding her.
She wanted to be loved, cared for. She could not remember where this desperation for companionship came from; all she knew was that she so, so desperately wanted somepony to love her. To care for her. To be with her.
___________________________________________________________

When the night fell once again on the fifteenth day, the filly found a cave.
At first, her only thought was to use it as shelter for the night and then move on when morning came. However, she stopped when she heard a sound. It was the sound of crying, of wails.
Cautiously, the filly tiphoofed towards the mouth of the cave and looked into its interior, where a bug-like figure was mourning for its child, which lay limp in its forehooves.
Realizing her opportunity, a spell coming to her mind that she neither remembered where she’d learned it from or why, but not caring, she pretended to be more of amnesiac than she actually was and spoke.
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A Fitting End - April Fool's Chapter

___________________________________________________________

Chrysalis sighed as she rested into the silken cushions of her carriage as they neared their destination.

She was still puzzled as to why her daughter had chosen to settle in Ponyville; maybe it was the gaudy castle that once belonged to Princess Twilight Sparkle. Her daughter always did have an odd sense of taste.
As they passed through the edges of the forest, she looked up, smiling at the night sky her daughter had crafted so well.
“Look out there, pet,” she jeered, pointing a hoof to the heavens. “Does my daughter’s night not look magnificent?”
There was no reply, to which the changeling just smiled coldly. Good. Maybe she was finally learning; pets do not speak.
When the carriage stopped outside the crystalline Tree Castle, Chrysalis stepped out and nodded at the two dark changeling guards disguised as blue-coated thestrals.
There was another of her daughter’s quirks, always having her gauds look like ponies, but it was a minor issue, especially as, even she could admit, the thestrals were the most terrifying a pony could ever look.
The two guards nodded back, stepping aside and opening the doors with their magic to allow her passage.
As she walked in, Chrysalis couldn’t help smiling as her daughter walked up to her, wearing a form the changeling Queen knew well.
The two touched horns, before Night Shine smiled at her the larger changeling. “How was your trip, mother?”
“Save the odd little rabble of those Resistance ponies, nothing,” Chrysalis smirked, saying "resistance" mockingly, before noticing the figure behind her daughter. “Oh, and how is your pet doing these days?”
Night Shine cackled, before lighting her horn, yanking the collar of the mare hiding behind her.
The lavender mare struggled not to tumble over, before stopping in front of the Changeling Queen, keeping her head bowed, looking at the floor.
Chrysalis still couldn’t believe how easy it had been. Once her daughter was strong enough, they’d gone out, searching for a small settlement.
They lucked out, finding one where the unicorn leader there had removed all the Cutie Marks of the villagers, whilst pretending to not still have her own.
It had been an easy matter, disguised as a unicorn and her foal, to lull the foolish unicorn into letting them stay, before taking over the whole town (though after returning the Cutie Marks just before podding, ponies were worthless without their marks unless Blank Flanks) and using it as a base to grow their army.
What fun it had been when Princess Twilight Sparkle and her friend had come, not expecting to find her and her daughter there. True, those yellow and pink ones had gotten away and were now with the Resistance, but it wasn’t like they would be much of a threat.
Twilight Sparkle didn’t even look up. Her horn and wings were coated in a green gel, preventing her from using her magic or flying unless deemed allowed by Night Shine.
It was the same with Celestia and Luna, who both stood behind Chrysalis, their heads bowed, though looking sadly at Twilight, as if asking for forgiveness for failing her.
“Any change with the Crystal Empire?” Chrysalis asked as they headed for the throne room.
Night Shine gave a cruel smile. “Why, yes indeed, mother. Though we have been unable to take control of the Empire, we have won one battle. You will be pleased with the spoils.”
As they entered the throne room, a wicked smile spread of Chrysalis’ face as she saw to what her daughter was referring.
Sitting in the middle of the throne room, held in a conversion pod, was a little Alicorn with large wings.
“When Flurry Heart here awakens as a changeling, it will be merely a matter of time before the Empire falls and we will have rule over all of Equestria,” Night Shine said, putting a hoof on the pod, before cackling.
Chrysalis nodded, before glancing out the window. “Thank you, Shining Armour. In giving me my daughter, you doomed your kind.”
She joined her daughter in cackling, savouring the joy of the thought that Equestria would soon be fully under her rule.
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