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		Description

As Twilight and Spike move into the castle, he, Applebloom, and Sweetie Belle decide to look around the only part of the castle no pony's checked out yet. The basement. Only, when they find a door that doesn't match the rest of the castle, they find a way inside and find the room to be look even more out of the ordinary.
As they try to figure out what the room behind the door's about, it begins to alter their own lives. Now, everypony (and dragon) has a job to do. Will it pay off?
The story takes place after the Season 4 finale. Depending on how season 5 starts, the story may or may not follow along with it. 
Also, thank you to my editor/proofreader Malefactory for all the help he's done from chapter 2 onward.
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Chapter 1: Prologue

3rd Pony POV

"Spike?" Twilight called out as she started walking through the main hall. "Where are you?"
Stopping in the center of the hall, she looked at the multiple doorways that lead to most of the important rooms of the castle. There was an even amount of doors on either side, the entrance to the castle directly ahead of her, and the doors at the top of the stairs that opened up to The Courtroom. Or at least, that's what Twilight decided to call the room.
It was really the Throne Room, but that name never sat well with her. Besides, she may have been a princess, but she wasn't in charge of anything. She didn't rule Equestria, Canterlot, Ponyville, or even her own castle apparently, considering how she was still getting used to the size of it all.
Back to the doors, there were four to the left, four to the right, and at the top of the stairs there were two more doors, not counting The Courtroom entrance, that lead higher up into the castle. The doors on the left lead to the library, kitchen, dining room, and a ballroom. The last of which was sadly just a storage room at the moment. Something that Pinkie Pie and the others were upset about, but had to happen nonetheless.
At the right were four more other rooms. Luckily, her basement from her old home was mostly salvageable, so her alchemy set was all set up in the first room. Then the second room was what Twilight had decided to turn into a training room of sorts for magic. Third room was simply a staircase that lead to a hallway for a closet or two and a stairway down to the basement of the castle. And finally the last room was where the science equipment, charts, and stuff similar to that nature stayed.
"I'm in here!" After a few seconds, Spike called back out to Twilight. Sounding caught up in something else at the moment.
"Uh...Could you be a bit more specific?" Twilight asked him, turning towards where his voice came from. Or, where she think she heard his voice come from. With how the room was made of crystals, sound tended to echo a bit. So it seemed she had a fifty-fifty chance.
"In the Ballroom!" Spike clarified, to which Twilight nodded and headed inside the very room. Only to find that some of the boxes were jamming the door so it could only open halfway. "Ah! Spike, I thought you said you'd get the boxes straightened out."
"Sorry Twilight! I'm trying my best, but some of these boxes are heavier than I thought they'd be." Spike walked out from behind one of the bigger boxes that was moved towards one of the windows. "I thought we didn't have too much stuff left over after we got everything in the right rooms."
Twilight sighed silently as Spike started walking to walk towards another box. It was true that they didn't have too much left from the library, but after losing most of their stuff, their friends and neighbors helped to make it back up.
The most important thing Twilight wanted to replace were her pictures. And for whoever said pictures are irreplaceable, they apparently had never met Pinkie Pie. Thankfully, Pinkie had a copy of nearly every picture that her friends had ever taken. Save for family pictures. In which case, Twi's parents and Shining Armor had copies of the most of them. So even though they were missing a few, Twilight and Spike were content with what they had.
As for furniture, that was a bit more difficult. When the tree had grown from the ground up, the walls and rooms formed nicely, but aside from the chairs in The Courtroom, there was nothing else. Luckily, their friends had a few extra chairs, an end table or two, and some paintings to hang on the walls. But oddly enough, the real help came from the Quills and Sofas store. They donated a few cushioned chairs for the library, a couple of sofas, and best of all, two beds for the two of them.
That was something that Spike was overjoyed about. His own room. He didn't mind his old bed and sharing a room back in the old library, but having his own bed made him as happy as ever. Which was probably why he was offering to help out so much. Case in point, organizing the boxes for Twilight.
There weren't really as many boxes as you'd expect in the ballroom. Everything that had a designated room to go to was already in said room. So there weren't any books, equipment, or potions to move around. Instead, there were housewarming gifts. Boxes upon boxes of housewarming gifts. And there had to be almost two gifts per pony in Ponyville.
"Spike, I appreciate all the help you've been doing for me, but you shouldn't tire yourself out." Twilight levitated the box Spike was about to pick up and moved it out of the way. "Moving into a house like this takes time. And it's only the third day."
"I know, but," Spike began picking up a smaller box that was beside the one he was about to pick up before. "I can't just leave you to unpack everything by yourself. Your a-"
"Spike, stop saying that." Twilight interrupted gently. "I've been a Princess for five months now. The only thing that's changed is that we live somewhere else. Besides," Her horn began to glow brighter as about five more boxes levitated up into the air and moved over towards the pile of boxes towards the window. "I still have some extra power left over from when the Princesses gave all of theirs to me. These boxes are as light as feathers."
"So that's why you're turning the parlor into a training room." Spike added as he put his box on top of one of the larger ones. "I was wondering why you did that. Usually you practice your magic outside where you can't break anything."
"What?! I-I don't break anything with my magic!" Twilight started to blush as she quickly looked anywhere else to cover it up.
"Because you practice outside!" Spike repeated before breaking out in laughter.
Twilight sighed, but knew there was no point in arguing. "Look, I think it'll be a better idea if you go ahead and have a break. We've already stocked the kitchen, and the gems that some of the ponies gave us are all in there too."
"Well...Alright Twilight, if you say so. Thanks." He gave her a small smile before suddenly remembering something. "Oh yeah, I found something in one of the boxes!" He started running over to a smaller box that was separated from all the others. "I put it over here so I wouldn't lose it."
He opened up the box and pulled out a small clipboard, two inkwells, and a few quills. "You said that we needed to start making a list of all this stuff sooner or later, so I thought this would help."
"Oh! I almost forgot about that." Twilight levitated most of it over, save for the extra quills. Which Spike simply tucked behind the scales on his back. He always used to do that back when Twilight wrote letters to the Princess, so he was used to it. "Thanks Spike."
"Your Welcome Twilight. Good luck." Spike waved goodbye as he left the room, closing the door behind him before leaning against it. "Finally! I thought I was going to take all day to moving those boxes."
As he stood up, he began looking around the room. He wasn't exactly hungry since he had snuck in a few gems to eat before moving everything around. That probably being the real reason why the boxes weren't already out of the doorway. So the kitchen and dining room was ruled out for now.
But seeing as how Twilight didn't want him to wear himself out, he wasn't able to unpack one of the other rooms. Besides, Twilight would probably want to supervise unpacking the rooms herself. Save for his room of course. Spike was aloud to unpack and rearrange everything however he wanted it to be.
Still, like Twilight thought, Spike was pretty tired out. So he wasn't about to try doing anything else anyways. Leaving Spike to figure out just what else he should do for the rest of the day.
It was only about ten in the morning, so not too many ponies were probably walking around right now. As a matter of fact, they were probably busy regardless since some of the town was still destroyed from the Tirek attack. This counting the others too.
Pinkie Pie was helping the town with odd jobs and helping the cakes pass out some complementary sweets to help lift everypony's spirits, Fluttershy was taking care of the animals that had their homes destroyed in the fight, Applejack had to salvage what was left of the crops, Rarity was helping ponies style the inside of their houses, and Rainbow Dash...
Well, actually, Spike couldn't remember just what Rainbow Dash was doing. He vaguely recalled her mentioning something about Scootaloo, but that was about it. 
Before Spike could think of any of his other friends, there was a knock at the door. Knowing that Twilight wouldn't mind somepony visiting, he shrugged and headed over towards the entrance. They were pretty large doors, but surprisingly enough, they weren't too hard to open. Or at least, they weren't too hard to open just enough for somepony to come inside. It was opening them up completely that was the hard part.
So knowing that he didn't have to put too much strength into it, he pushed open one of the doors with ease. Only to be met with coming face to face with a pony just his height near inches from his face.
"Heya Spike!"
"Gah!" Spike jumped back from the door, tripping and falling on his back from the sudden surprise of Applebloom. "What was that for?!"
"Oops! Ahehehe, sorry there Spike. Didn't mean ta scare ya." She apologized awkwardly as she walked over and offered a hoof to help him up. Sweetie Belle walking in soon after her.
"Why were you that close to the door anyway?" Sweetie asked as Spike got to his feet. "It could've hit you in the face. I mean, it's not like you know which door Spike was gonna open."
"Yeah I do. He always opens the left door." Applebloom nodded.
"I do?"
"Yep. Every time ya answer the door, ya always open the left door if'n there is one. And if there's only one door, ya just look ta tha left anyhow." Applebloom explained in a matter-of-fact tone.
"Huh. I never noticed that." Spike spoke more to himself than her as he walked over and started closing the door behind them.
"Me neither." Sweetie Belle added. "How's come you know that?"
"Oh, well, erm, Applejack always opens the right door an' Big Macintosh opens the left door. I guess I just, uh, take notice a that kinda thing." Applebloom shrugged with a small smile.
"Well, what door do I open?" She asked, now curious herself.
"Now how am I supposed ta know that?" Applebloom shook her head as she returned the focus back to Spike. "Besides, that ain't what we came here for, is it?"
"Oh! Yeah, we came to see if you and Twilight needed any help moving in!" Sweetie Belle cheered happily. "Because if you did, we wanted to try and see if we could get our Cutie Marks in moving!"
"Moving?" Spike questioned.
"Yep!" Applebloom and Sweetie Belle took in a quick breath.
"CUTIE MARK CRUSADER MOVERS! YAY!"
"OW!" Spike cringed and covered his ears. Temporarily going deaf by the girls' cheering. "Not so loud! You're screaming's bouncing off the walls!"
"Oh yeah...Sorry 'bout that." Applebloom frowned as she and Sweetie cringed a bit at the echo's volume. "Still, how can we help? Need any boxes moved around?"
"We tried to help ponies around Ponyville, but for some reason they didn't want our help moving anything fragile." Sweetie Belle put a hoof to her chin in thought. "Come to think of it, that's what everypony told us..."
"Well, sorry, but we don't really need any help either. Twilight always wants everything organized just right. so she'll want to move everything herself." Spike shrugged.
Applebloom sighed in defeat as she and Sweetie sat in place. "Yeah, we figured as much. There's just nothin' ta do right now. Hay, the school ain't even up an' runnin' yet. Ms. Cheerilee said it'd be at least a week."
"So what do we do now?" Sweetie looked between her two friends, hoping that one of them would have an answer.
"I dunno. I was trying to think of something myself, but with this giant castle still empty there's nothing going on." Spike answered.
"Whelp, castle's only been around fer a few days. Maybe we could look around an' find somethin' ta do?" Applebloom offered
"We already did that, remember?" Sweetie reminded her. "After we celebrated our sisters stopping that goat guy, we all got to go around and have a tour of the palace."
"Castle." Spike corrected.
"Castle, palace, you get what I mean." Sweetie Belle waved the thought away.
"Well, what if there's some kinda hidin' rooms. Y'all said that the old castle in the woods had secrets, right Spike?"
"That's different. That castle had those traps built in. This castle's entirely brand new. It doesn't have any secrets. Believe me, I looked. All the top of the tree has is bedrooms, balconies, and other normal rooms. And you already know what's on this floor." Spike reminded them.
"...What about the basement?" Applebloom asked, grasping at straws for something to do.
"The basement?"
"Yeah, the basement. Has anypony even been down there yet?" Applebloom looked towards the door. They all saw the staircase that led down there, but she didn't remember anypony going down there yet. Unless they did and no pony brought it up.
"Well, no, but...Don't you think there's a reason for that?" Sweetie Belle rose a worried eyebrow.
"Aw come on Sweetie Belle, don't tell me yer scared ta go into tha basement."
"Again, there's a reason for that." Sweetie repeated. "It's a dark, creepy basement that no pony goes down into. It's probably wet and filled with dust and bugs. Why would you want to go down in there?"
"I swear, yer actin' more an' more like yer sister everyday." Applebloom deadpanned before standing up. "Besides, it ain't got any bugs er dust in it. Castle's only been around fer three days."
"Oh yeah. I forgot that part..." Sweetie admitted. "Well, it's still dark and creepy! How are we supposed to even see where we're going?"
"Easy. We get our dragon friend ta lead tha way." Applebloom pointed to Spike with a simple grin. "He can just light a candle and we'd be set."
"I think I saw a candlestick in the dining room." Spike said out loud. Not minding the idea to go along with Applebloom's plan. After all, he had been through way worse than some dark basement.
"Perfect! You go get it and we'll wait at the stairs." Gettig excited at the thought of finally doing something interesting, Applebloom turned to her fellow Crusader. "Come on Sweetie! We gotta basement ta go through!" Applebloom began trotting over towards the door that lead to the staircase while Spike ran to the dining room to get the candlestick. Leaving Sweetie Belle to stand in the middle of the Main Hall with an unamused look on her face.
"Here we go..." Sweetie Belle muttered under her breath, knowing that there really wasn't any way out of this. So with one last sigh, she slowly trotted behind Applebloom. Ready to get this Cutie Mark Crusader Mission over with.
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Chapter 2: The Hallway

Sweetie Belle's POV


"I can't imagine how anypony in the Crystal Empire can go down stairs like these," I spoke out as Applebloom and I took our time going down the steps. The only time we were ever near anything made of crystals was that one trip to the Crystal Empire. And the stadium didn’t have crystal stairs with where we had to go. Not only that, but it didn't help that our small legs didn't help too much either as we had to carefully bend down to reach the next step.
Meanwhile, Spike had no problem with the steps at all. He calmly dropped from one step to the next, not even looking down towards the steps. It was as if he had no fear whatsoever. Though, that was probably just because he had been in the Crystal Empire more than just the one time.
The steps may have been far from steep, but that didn't make any difference. The light from the candles was reflecting off the light blue crystals, which made the whole thing look like it had been iced. I was already clumsy enough as it was whether there was ice or not. So by this point I didn’t know whether to be more scared of the basement or the staircase.
I looked over towards Applebloom to see if she was having a better time than I was, but as it turned out, she was as cautious as I was, if not more. Slowly moving her hooves one step at a time as if she were about to slip and fall to the bottom at any moment.
"I know. It took me a while to get used to them. The trick is not to look at the steps." Spike explained as he kept going at his own pace. Not noticing us getting left behind. Which wasn't too good seeing as how he was the one holding the green flamed candle.
"How can we not look at the steps were goin' down?!" Applebloom asked as she checked to make sure she wasn’t about to slide down the steps, nearly making me fall on top of her as a result. "Besides, these stairs look like they've been iced more than a snow cone in winter! I feel like I'm about ta trip down 'em any second!"
"Be glad they go straight down instead of going in a spiral. I remember when me and Twilight had to go up this staircase to get the Crystal Heart, I nearly fell off the side," Spike told us before stopping in place. Giving us the chance to catch up to him. "Hey… Have the walls been made of stone the whole time?"
"No? Why?" I asked, now only about ten steps away from Spike.
"Well...They are now."
Stopping in place, I looked away from the stairs and focused my attention towards the walls. The light was still with Spike, so I couldn't see everything too clearly, but I was sure of it. The walls weren't made of crystals anymore. Instead, what was supposed to be clear smooth blue crystally walls were now jagged old-looking stones all set in place with crusty cement.
They weren't perfectly flat bricks or cut to be matching shapes either. They were all different shapes and each stone looked about as big as our heads. Some looking like badly drawn circles while others were oddly shaped squares.
Wanting to see it more clearly for myself, I used my magic as best I could and lit up my horn. Sure I could levitate a broom around like a witch was flying around on it, but light spells were still a little hard. Thankfully that was one thing that Snails was actually good at with magic, and he was nice enough to teach it to me.
With my own light source, I began turning around to look towards the walls above us. I took my time since the light made the stairs look even more like blocks of ice. And at just a few steps above us, I saw where the rocks met the crystal walls. And just like the rocks, the line that divided the two things was jagged.
It almost looked as if the stone had rammed itself into place. But just by looking at the crystals, I could tell that wasn't true. None of it was cracked or fell out of place or anything. It was almost as if the crystals knew that the stone was here and just stopped where it was.
"Spike, can you see the bottom of the stairs yet?" I asked him, my voice cracking in worry.
Suddenly everything Applebloom assured me about the basement being proved wrong.
"Uh-huh. It's only a few more steps. Well, for me at least." I didn't look over at him, but I knew that he was going down those last steps since his light was bouncing downwards.
"Come on Sweetie," Applebloom told me before she began trying to make her way down. Spike was already starting to head onwards himself. Probably thinking that we wouldn't mind since I was making a light of my own.
"Wait, what?" I snapped my attention down towards her as she made her way down the last few steps. With me following quickly after her, knowing that I couldn't just stand where I was and expect Applebloom to just see in the dark like a bat.
"Why are we still coming down here?" I called out to her.
"Because we all decided ta come down here and look around," Applebloom said, not turning around as she kept walking while Spike was just getting off the last step. Spike was a few feet ahead of us.
Once we finally got to the floor of the basement, I quickly started looking around the bottom of the staircase. There wasn't too much to take note of however, as the basement wasn't even a basement really. It was more of a hallway than anything.
Taking a step forward, I could already tell that there was a difference between the floor and the steps. It wasn’t flat and smooth, but instead grainy and unlevel as if it were a more solid dirt road.
Lowered my head towards the ground to get a better view, I discovered that the basement floor was no longer crystal. Instead it was rock, just like the walls. But while the wall was made of larger material, the floor looked as if it was made out of stepping stones.
"I didn't decide that..." I muttered under my breath quiet enough for Applebloom not to hear.
Actually, the more I think about it...
"I think I'm gonna just head on back up," I called out, turning halfway towards the stairs and the hallway they were about to walk down.
"Huh?"
"Yeah. I mean, if you two want to look around, then why should I try and stop you guys?" I tried to reason, taking one step back towards the stairs. I figured that if I could try and ease myself towards the stairs then it'd be easier to talk my way out of the basement.
"Woah..."
"Aw come on Sweetie Belle," Applebloom whined. "Why can't ya just stay down here fer a few minutes? It ain't like somepony's gonna come jumpin' out at us."
"Why do you want to keep walking around in here so bad?" I asked her, genuinely confused. "It's not like we're getting our Cutie Marks from this."
"Well, I don't really think there's much else we can do." She shrugged. "Nopony needs our help right now."
She did have a point there. With everypony working on their own houses, there was nothing we could do to help. And with all those stores closed, they wouldn't let us come in to try and earn our Cutie Marks. Not to mention, if we had any ideas like taking care of ponies' houses or delivering their mail, we wouldn't have anypony to test it on.
...Wait a second, we haven't tried being mailmares yet. I need to remember that one.
"Okay, I guess you have a point..." I admitted. "But what do you think's even down here? I mean, if all of this really did grow into the ground then wouldn't it just be completely empty anyways?"
"Well...Well, maybe there's...Maybe, uh..." Applebloom wasn't quite so sure herself. Apparently, the thrill of ‘going where nopony has ever dared to go’ had overtaken her thoughts. So much so, she never realized that there might be nothing to find in the first place. "Huh. I didn't think a that."
"Then why did you want to come down here?"
"...I guess I didn't really have a reason." She sighed. "Sorry I forced ya down 'ere Sweetie Belle. Let's go ahead and go back up." She started walking back over to where I was so she was in the light.
I sighed in relief. "Thanks Applebloom.” Glad to finally see Applebloom on my side, I looked behind her and spotted the candlelight further down the hallway. “Come on Spike! We’re going back up!"
But as a few seconds past, the light didn't move. Instead, it stayed exactly where it was. "Spike?!" I called out, walking around Applebloom so that I was standing beside her.
"Hey, you two have to come see this!" he shouted back to us, sounding completely overjoyed.
"What, what is it?!" Applebloom wasted no time as she took off to join him down further into the hallway.
"Applebloom, wait!" I tried to figure out a way to stop her, but it was too late. She was already running down the hallway, forgetting everything we said completely once she heard Spike inviting us over.
I growled in frustration before running off behind her, knowing that I couldn’t leave the two of them down here now. Of course, I couldn't really be angry at either of them. They were just here to look around and hopefully find something to do for the day.
But what did Spike even find down here anyway? This basement was brand new. It wasn't like Twilight already had everything fully stocked down here without anypony knowing. After all, they haven't even unpacked upstairs yet.
"Wow! Sweetie, ya gotta come see this!" Applebloom gestured for me to come over with her hoof as she stood beside Spike with full interest. Both she and Spike were looking at something that was up against the wall. And as I approached them, I saw just what they were talking about.
Standing almost as tall as one of the Princesses was a set of wooden double doors that looked so foreign compared to the rest of the hallway. The doors were a dark-brown, almost dusty looking color surrounded by a square dark-maroon colored wooden frame. And when compared to the walls and floor, it was like somepony just propped a door up against the side of the hallway.
As we all stared at the towering doorway, I couldn’t help but try to study every aspect of it. Never had I seen a door look so bland, but so creepy at the same time. From my time at Canterlot Castle, I had seen a few large doors like these. But all of those had color or some kind of design or something on it. It’d might’ve been my sister rubbing off on me, but seeing the other’s expressions I knew I wasn’t the only one a little afraid of this door.
The only bit of decoration, if you could even call it that, were the two vertical handles. One on each door. And even then, those two just looked like they were slapped on carelessly. None of the castle looked anything like this. Those doors looked pretty, colorful, and welcoming. This just looked...Sinister. Bland and sinister.
Spike decided to act first and stepped towards the doors, letting the both of us just stand off to the sides. Once he walked up to the door, Spike reached up and tried gripping the left door's handle as best he could. But sadly, it was just barely out of his reach, and he only managed to catch the bottom of the handle.
He started pulling on the door, but it didn't open. Even after getting a better grasp on the door and putting all his strength into it, it still didn't budge.
"Here, let me give it a shot." Applebloom walked over next while Spike stepped out of the way. She then looked up and down the door, possibly scanning around for some kind of weak spot. But instead of try to find a chink in its armour, she turned around and balanced herself on her front two hooves before bucking the door with as much strength as she could manage.
And just like with Spike, it didn't do anything.
"Shucks, I thought that was gonna work."
"Well it can't be locked. There isn't even a keyhole anywhere," Spike noted.
"Maybe it rusted shut er somethin'?"
"Nah, that can't be right. The door's brand new. What if it's jammed?"
"Er maybe ya gotta open both a tha doors!" Both of them then went up to the doors again. Applebloom grabbing hold of the left handle as best she could while Spike took the one on the right. And after a quick count down from three, they tried pulling the doors again. Only for it to fail just like last time.
"Dang! These doors really ain't movin'..." Applebloom let go of the handle and took a few steps back. Catching her breath as she had really struggled to pull the handle. But looking over the whole doorway again, her face lit up with a new idea. "I got it! Spike! Burn tha door down!"
"W-What?! I'm not gonna burn the door!" Spike yelled out, eyes darting between Applebloom and the door. Or more precisely, a rock and a hard place.
"Ah, come on! What's tha worst that can 'appen?!"
"Uh...Fire?!" Spike threw his claws up into the air for emphasis.
"Really? A dragon afraid of his own fire?" Applebloom questioned, giving Spike a very unimpressed look.
As the two of them tried thinking of ideas about what to try next, I looked away from the door and around the rest of the area. But the only other thing I could notice aside from the door itself was a stone hanging out of the wall more than the others. Compared to the rest of the wall, this one stone looked a bit more polished and taken care of.
But what stood out the most was that it was hanging off the wall just a few inches above my head. Right above my horn to be exact. I’ve never been hit directly on the horn before, but I had bumped it into a wall or walked right into a door with it. And what resulted left me so confused and wounded that I ended up shaking in place for minutes from a simple mistake.
What usually happens is that when something makes contact with it, it messes with a unicorn’s senses. Lights may get brighter or you may go blind entirely depending on the color. Sometimes even both at the same time if there’s different colors. Sound would be too loud to bear, whether there was actually something around you or not. So the sound of nothing would be too unbearable. You’d smell everything whether it’s in front of you or a mile away. Usually more bad smells than good too.
And the worst part about it is that it all happens at once. All in the course of only a few seconds, everything happens and leaves you too confused and scared to even look in front of you. And it’s even worse if you’re using magic at the time.
Rarity always tells me that it’s something every unicorn gets used to, but I wasn’t about to test that out for myself right now.
So, being careful not to end up knocking the rock out myself, I slowly raised my hoof up to it and carefully tried to nudge it. Moving off to the side so it at least wouldn’t connect with my horn.
Only, to my surprise, the rock wasn't too hard to move. Instead, it sunk back into the wall like a spider in its nest. So seeing that it was already that easy to move, I went on and pushed it further into the wall until it was back in its place.
"You'd think that hoofmade walls would be constructed a lot better than this," I muttered before turning back towards the door. "Woah!”
Before I could manage to catch myself, I tripped and fell into the wall. My temple connecting against the wall with a dull “Thud.” The edge of the stone I hit wasn’t jagged enough to do some serious damage, but the hit numbed the entire side of my head as it kept ringing violently in pain.
The glow I was creating with my magic quickly diminished until all that was left to light the hallway was the candle that lay on the ground next to the door. The hit didn’t come close to my horn. My instincts made sure of that. But whether or not it got hit didn’t really matter. If a unicorn was in pain, they couldn’t focus on making any spells.
With my head still laying against the wall, I tried pushing myself off with my front hooves. But in doing so, I only managed to get my left hoof to help prop me up. So making do with just the single hoof, I balanced myself on my back hooves and leaned on the wall for support.
“Sweetie Belle! You okay?!” Applebloom and Spike ended their feud and ran over to my side. Both checking to see if I was still awake as I was struggling to keep my eyes open.
I drew in a breath but all that came was a hiss in pain. “Yea...Yeah. Yeah, I think so…” I tried putting a hoof to my head to help comfort it, but my hoof didn’t move. Instead, as I tried moving my right hoof, the rest of me was pulled towards it. “Wha?” I questioned.
I propped myself up against the wall and balanced myself on my hind legs so I could see just what had happened to my hoof. The moment I saw it, I noticed how it was still pressed up to the stone I had moved into place.
Seeing this, I tried to move my hoof away from the rock, but I couldn’t. My leg could move around just fine, but my hoof lay flat against it, inseparable from its position.
Still, I kept trying to pull my hoof away. Fear getting the better of me as I didn’t give up. Instead, the more I tried prying my hoof away, the more terrified I got. There wasn’t anything that had stuck me to the wall, but it felt as if something or somepony was forcing my hoof to stay in place.
“What happened?” Spike asked me, watching as I kept trying to get my hoof free.
“I-I don’t know.” I shook my head. My head still numb from slamming against the wall. “I saw that this rock was about to fall, so I pushed it back in. But now I’m stuck to it.”
The stone was no bigger than my hoof, so none of us could really see it. From what I remember though, there wasn’t anything that looked from the others. From what I could remember, it was flat and maybe a little greyer than the rest. But that was it. There was nothing on the stone before, so there was no reason for me to be stuck to it.
That’s when I remembered. It may not’ve been only the stone I had messed around with. Ever since I mastered, or at least got close enough to mastering, levitation, Twilight decided to let me pick the next magic lesson for me to try.
So, since I was allowed to pick, I went ahead and chose the thing I expected to be the most useful: Object Enchanting. When Twilight asked me why, I told her that if I were to learn Object Enchanting, then Rarity might let me help out a bit more with her work instead of just going across the room to fetch her a piece of ribbon that she never even used.
It may not have looked like it, but Rarity used tons of spells on her more fancier dresses. Such as “Stationary”, “Float”, and “Locking”. Those three I could list off especially, considering that she always bragged about it to whomever came in looking for a dress or suit.
Stationery was probably the most integral spell of them all. In fact, she even used it for the girls’ Gala dresses. It kept the dress, usually the trail of it, in whatever position it was in when you used the spell. With this, ponies could walk across entire mudslides and still not get dirt on their dresses.
Then there was Float. I remember one year that Rarity wanted to dress up as an angel for Nightmare Night, and this was the ‘Pièce de résistance’ of the whole thing. She used Float to make the halo float above her head the whole night. And apparently, it was so convincing that Spike and a few ponies actually thought she was an angel!
And finally, there was Lock. This was the one that Rarity used every chance she got. Since she could never get gems to stay perfectly in place, she used Lock to attach them to the dresses without having to try and sew them into place.
Of course, Lock was used for tons of other stuff. In Canterlot, some of the older houses didn’t have locks on the doors or windows. This was because Canterlot was mostly made up of unicorn families and they all knew a Lock spell so nopony but them could go in and out. Only, instead of being used on a door or window, it was put onto this rock.
“That must be what happened!” I concluded, turning towards the others. “Somepony enchanted the rock with a spell!”
“Enchanted?” Applebloom looked unsure.
“I don’t think so Sweetie Belle. Twilight hasn’t come down here before.”
“I know it’s enchanted! That’s the only way I could be stuck to it.” No symbols on, to glue or tree sap, and I know I wasn’t doing this on purpose. Magic’s the only. Possible. Way.
“Well if you know that it was magic, then why’d ya mess wit’ it anyhow?” Applebloom checked out the wall herself. Taking a step back so she wouldn’t accidentally get stuck to it herself.
“Well, I didn’t know it was magic then,” I rolled my eyes. “The stone almost fell on my head, so I tried pushing it back.”
“Pushed it back?” Spike looked back towards the rock. “Well, if it could be pushed back then shouldn’t it just come right back out?”
“It should, but it’s not.” I huffed. I was pretty sure that my hoof didn’t get stuck to it right away. It must’ve happened after the stone was back in place.
“Huh...Well...Maybe it’s like a jar?” Applebloom offered with a confused glance.
“A jar?”
“Yeah. Ya know how some jar lids can snap right back inta place, but can’t come off just as easy? Well, maybe that’s what’s goin’ on ‘ere.” She explained.
“O-kay…” I nodded slowly. “Thennn...How are you supposed to open the jar?” I asked even slower. Where was she was going with this?
“Hey, I’m tryin’ ta help ya here. Ya don’t gotta be lookin’ at me like I’m a Hydra growin’ a new head.” Applebloom deadpanned.
“Right, sorry.” I caught myself in the act, shook away the uncertainty, and nodded.
“It’s fine.” She waved the apology aside. “But yeah, whenever ya gotta jar like that, ya always gotta twist it before takin’ the lid off. So...Maybe that rock’s like a jar.” Applebloom pointed towards it.
“Like a jar?” I repeated before thinking it over. Well, pulling on it again and again obviously wasn’t the plan. So maybe Applebloom had a point. It could’ve been like some kind of lid. After all, I had to put this small stone over a small space in the wall. In a way, that was kind of like a lid and a jar. Meaning that if I only had to turn it…
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