
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		The Night Will Never Be The Same

		Written by abramblett

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Zecora

					Original Character

					Dark

					Sex

					Gore

					Adventure

					Tragedy

		

		Description

My name is Charming Charmer, and here is my story. I live in ponyville now; my old home was back in Fillydelphia but now isn't the time for my past... Time, that is something I barley have anymore. During the day, I am a decent stallion to relax with, and maybe even go grab a drink or two with. During the night, that's another story.... I am a horrible beast with fangs and claws. I want to do nothing but kill and eat... and I can't control myself. This is my story, as a...werepony.
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		The Beast



All was quiet in the peaceful town of Ponyville. The moonlight shined down on the peaceful town while crickets began to Chirp and owls began to hoot. Ponies began to head to their homes, while others stayed out in the cool, breezy night. The select few ponies that stayed out looked up at the moon to enjoy its beauty, while others went to Vinyl's night club to party and rave. Tonight was a beautiful night, the kind of night you would want to stay up to look at and enjoy the scenery. Luna has perfected tonight with her wonderful stars and magnificent moon.
Ponyville wasn't quiet forever though, as a long, dragged out howl was heard towards the Everfree forest. This brought ponies to attention as they looked towards the forest, wondering what had made such a howl.
The Everfree has always been known as a dangerous place for ponies. Monsters lived in the Everfree forest, lurking in the dark. Monsters like Manticores, Dragons, Timberwolves, Hydras, and many more unspeakable things. That forest almost never allows any light into it, and that statement gets even more true if you were to head deeper into it. Many things could have made that howl the ponies heard, but they dare not enter the forest of fearing they might not leave the forest alive.
The residents of ponyville always heard this howl every night for the past few months. The howling started around mid summer, and the beast is still howling and it is going into the beginning of winter.
If one of the residents of Ponyville traveled into the forest, they would learn the horrifying truth of what keeps making these horrible howls at night. 
Inside the forest was a beast, but no ordinary beast, this beast resembled a pony in a few ways. Its teeth had grown into rows of fangs, for tearing off flesh and crushing bone. Its eyes were a bright yellow and like slits, it was able to see into the dark, gloomy forest. Its coat was as black as night and very thick and oily; this monster could have hidden in the shadows without anypony even noticing. Its ears resembled a wolf's ears but still had that certain pony curve to them. Its muzzle and nose also resembled a wolf's as well, exact copies if somepony could take a closer look at them. This beast had no cutie mark and no mane, but it did have a long, messed up tail, sharing the same color as its black coat. It still had hooves but its hooves seemed to be paws as well, having red claws on each paw. Its haunches were thinner then the average pony but it still resembled a pony. 
This Monster, this beast, this freak of nature.. was me. I am Charming Charmer and I turn into this beast every night, unable to control my lust for blood.
I forget how this started happening to me but right now, all I care about is not hurting any pony. I walk inside the Everyfree every night, from that point on, I let my transformation begin and then I start the hunt for food for my new body. 
This is how I spend every night of mine, running through this horrible forest, looking for something to kill and rip apart. You think the rumors about wereponies were right, you know, only transforming every full moon. Nope, I didn't get that lucky, I transform into this beast every night instead. Do I regret turning into this monster, yes and no. While the transformation, and the chance of hurting somepony makes it risky and makes me hate this beast inside of me, I can't help but enjoy it. The rush of the hunt, the cool air running through my coat, my claws sinking into the ground. I even enjoy making a kill, I just wish I could digest the food when I was a pony. 
I can't control myself as this beast. I could see everything, feel everything, breath when I wanted, look around, but my movements, my actions, my kills, wasn't up to me. When I see something worthy of a kill, my mind gets hijacked. I want to kill it now, I have no choice, it is if my body does what it wants and my mind encourages it too, even though I don't want it to. The blood lust for this beast is too great for me to handle, so, I let it hunt, I don't try to stop it.
I am currently running deeper into the forest, looking for something to snack on. I hear a twig snap and something run off, soon, my mind instantly looks towards the sound. Something did run off as I slowly start creeping towards the sound. My head lowered itself as I began to smell the ground. The smell was all too familiar, it was a deer. I kept sniffing and walking, finding deer tracks in the ground.
I start crawling through bushes and going around trees as I spot a clearing in the forest. This clearing had some moonlight shining through, some plants for a animal to snack on, even a pond to drink from. I saw a deer there, munching on some berries and grass as I slowly began to sneak behind it, my animal instincts taking over. My heart began to pump faster and faster, then with one, quick jump, I pounced on my prey. The deer tried to escape my grasp but I wouldn't let go. It started making some kind of yell for help but it needed to be silenced. I don't want some other animal to steal my kill or kill me instead. Soon, my teeth sank into the deer's neck, killing it. My body looked like it was about to eat it when my eyes started to turn red, and I lost all control. I lost conciousness, as my animal instincts took complete control like they always do.. 
Now, I rest till tomorrow morning...I have a mess to clean up then.

			Author's Notes: 
Well, this is my first story on Fimfiction. I hope I did a decent job at best for a introduction to our main character. I hope at least some of you like it and if there is some flaws you can point out then feel free to. It isn't the best story ever but I hope improve as I go through it. See you all later.


	
		The Same, Old Morning



The sun's rays of light shined through the forest clearing, the rays of light warming my cold body. I began to stir, feeling the sun's warm rays, and a sticky, dried up liquid on my hooves, muzzle, neck, teeth, and nose. I knew the liquid too well, I tasted it nearly every morning, blood. The cold, thick, metallic tasting liquid on my teeth bothered me, but I have gotten used to it by now. Despite the blood on my hooves, I began to rub my stomach and head. The transformation from pony to lycanequis was a exausting and painful experience, leaving me tired and weak in the morning. I slowly began to open my eyes, not wanting to be blinded by the sun's rays.
I began to rub my head softer then before "Celestia...damn it" I huffed, as a headache began to set in.
My head was throbbing like it was about to bust, but this problem often occurred every night. Once, my eyes finally adjusted to the light, I was disgusted at the what I have done last night. This clearing was a beautiful place last night, but now, it was completely different. There was blood soaked into the grass and shrubs, pieces and chunks of the deer all across the clearing. All the trees around me had giant claw marks. The pond didn't seem affected by any of this, but I think some of the blood might have gotten into the water. The worst part out of all of this, was right beside me. There it was, the deer, torn apart. 
Its legs and neck was chewed up, stomach partcially eaten, its tail had been ripped off as well as its hooves. Pieces of bone was sticking out of the deer as I nearly began to throw up. While I had eaten plenty of these animals, tonight was different, it was like my hunger had grown and I needed all I could eat from the deer.
My hooves clenched my stomach in a reflex. I began to whimper and whine as some of the meat from the deer wasn't digested yet. Ponies weren't supposed to eat meat, and here I am, tons of raw deer meat inside me. I stood up, and walked over to the pond, looking down in it. Nothing was in there but it wasn't the cleanest water, but walking through ponyville, covered in blood isn't the best idea. I gently trotted into the water and began to bath a bit, getting all the blood off me but not my teeth, as I was afraid this water might contain something harmful. I swam back out and shook myself off. I clenched my stomach gently with one hoof and walked back into the Everfree forest.
There were only two ponies who knew about my secret, my transformations into a werepony. One of them was my best friend, Shatter. He was rather gloomy pony, but he would always enjoy making others happy. I was first surprised by him agreeing not to tell anypony, since he usually is a very truthful stallion. The second thing to surprise me was his reaction. when I told him what I had become, he seemed rather curious and fond of it. He would always ask questions about it or wonder where my favorite hunting spots were. Despite his questions and whys and hows, he would always try to cheer me up and support me. On the rare occasion, he would mention some ideas on how to contain me in ponyville, but I always pointed out the flaws and risks. 
The second pony who knew, or should I say zebra, was zecora. She found out who I was, and what I was when she found me passed out near her hut. She brought me into her hut, cleaned off the blood, and began to fix some kind of potion for me. When I woke up, she was standing next to her pot, still working on a potion. I began to whimper and whine from the meat in my stomach and she noticed I was awake then, she poured me a bowl of what she had made. She told me to drink what was in it with her rhymes and I did so. Almost instantly, my headache was gone and the hurting session in my stomach was gone. She asked a few questions, I answered, then I asked her some questions, and she answered. Now, we stand at some kind of friendship. She is usually the first pony I visit every morning to get a batch of that special potion she made me when she first found me.
The potion was nothing special, but it was a blessing for me. Before I found her, every night I ate something, I would have to deal with horrible stomach pains and headaches, but now, with the potion she makes, my digestive acids are able to dissolve the meat, meaning no more stomach problems, and my mind is numbed for a few seconds then the pain disappears.
I began to walk through the Everfree, a hoof still clenched around my stomach. I looked around, hoping the trees I saw was near zecora's hut. The muddy ground began to stick to my bloody hooves and my dark grey coat. This part of the forest looked completely different to me, then again, I could never memorize this forest. 
My body shook and my blood soaked teeth gritted against each other. I wasn't afraid at night, when I was a giant wolf monster. Maybe a dragon or hydra would find me but that's all I was scared of at night. During the day though, anything could kill me right now. If I was the wolf creature and I saw a timber wolf, results would be different on the scenario. Maybe he would attack, I would too. If the timber wolf had gotten a kill and it was eating, it would growl at me, wanting me to back off. If I was a pony, no matter how I found the Timber wolf, I would get eaten if I didn't run. 
I continued walking through the dark forest, till I saw some light through the trees. It was Zecora's hut, I hope she woke up early today, because the pain in my stomach kept getting worse and worse. I slowly knocked on her door, and I was greeted by a smile of the rhyming zebra. 
"Ah, the beast has had a feast. Come inside Charmer and take a seat, your brew will be soon,"  Zecora said with a teasing tone in her rhyme. 
I growled playfully at her and went inside the hut, closing the door behind me. Once inside, I went over to a wall and sat down, enjoying the calm sounds of the potion brewing as I tried to ignore the painful feeling in my stomach. 
A few minutes passed by, and Zecora was finally finished with the potion. She got the same bowl she got me every morning and poured some of the brew in it. She walked over to me and hoofed over the bowl as I took a sip from it, my stomach and head finally starting to calm down. 
Once I was done drinking the potion from the bowl, I hoofed it back over to her and stood up. She trotted over to a rack and placed the bowl down. She looked over at me and smiled a bit. 
"So, have you found anything about this... curse?" I said slowly, already knowing the answer. 
I have asked her this question many times and it turns out to be negative ever time, no matter how much time I wait to ask the question again.
She smiled softly "I have a clue to that of what you seek, would you like to take a peek?" Zecora asked, trotting over to a book on the counter. 
I smiled like a complete moron at that statement as I almost rammed into Zecora, wanting to read what the book said. She flipped through a few pages, until she finally stopped at one and I began to read the contest of the story aloud. 
"For one to become a lycanequis, one of two things must happen. The first and most used method is by a bite. If a pony is able to live through a lycanequis attack, then most of the time, they will become a lycanequis. The second most used method is by ritual.  A pony must gather the resources required for the ritual then arrange them in a certain order. After forty-eight equestrain hours, they will become a lycanequis," I said, starting to slow down towards the end 
I felt my neck quickly, nothing was there. I wondered why I was a werepony, when I didn't even get bit, and I surely didn't do a ritual. I look at Zecora, a bit of worry in my eyes. 
"I didn't do either of those things. Is there another method of transformation?" I asked, sounding a tiny bit scared 
She shook her head "For that, the book does not read." Zecora said softly, looking at her book with a slight frown on her face 
I walked towards the door to her hut, and said my goodbyes for today. I began to walk towards the exit of the Everfree as my mind began to wonder. Was I bit? Did it heal? Maybe I did the ritual and I forgot? No, why would I do that? Soon, rays of light hit my face as I existed the forest.  
I looked around, seeing ponyville off in the distance. pegusus ponies were flying about, fillies and colts playing with one another, even a familiar purple princess learning to fly with a rainbow maned pony. I looked at my dirty coat, glad it wasn't bloody anymore. The potion had washed most of the blood off my teeth but now I need to go home and take a proper shower. I just hope I can get a little sleep, and enjoy the day before having to go through the same, old morning, again.

			Author's Notes: 
Well, here is part two! A little longer then before and I hope a bit better. I will admit, I don't do a very good job as Zecora but I tried my best. If your wondering what a lycanequis is, it is the 'proper' term for what Charming is. I know the latin word for were- is human. Thing is, I have seen a lot of stories use were- for their wolf monsters and they weren't human. Even a certain blue blur was called a werehog in a game, so I really don't really wanna hear the human-pony thing. I hope you enjoyed this chapter, bye bye.
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