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		Five Nights at Pinkamena's



It was a night like any other – a barely visible half moon hung in a cloud-covered nightly sky; the stars hadn't shown themselves for days.
She didn’t mind. In fact, she didn’t even give the thick layer of clouds a second thought as she turned her head back, driving her gaze away from the small window behind her chair and focusing her attention back on the book in front of her.
It was the third night at her new job and she was starting to like it. While many ponies had warned her about Freddy Fazbear's Pizza, saying it was a scruffy, rundown, and downright ‘dangerous’ place to be, she couldn’t really complain as of yet.
Of course, it wasn’t the cleanest, tidiest or best-maintained establishment she had ever seen, but seeing as they paid her good money for doing basically nothing but sitting around in a tiny room for six hours and looking at a small monitor from time to time, she felt like she could ignore one or two grease spots and broken tiles.
Besides, seeing the restaurant, a place where kids flocked throughout the day, laughing, playing, having fun, at night, completely abandoned, shrouded in darkness … it was a sight that made her skin creep - in a positive way. She was … excited to be there.
What had confused her were the phone calls she had received at the beginning of each shift at around midnight. The voice at the other end of the line had –after giving her a short introduction into her new job- warned her about the animatronics –two-legged robots designed to look like animals; the restaurant’s main attraction- wandering around at night, roaming the restaurant and, well, forcefully stuffing her into a fur suit on sight.
So far she had received three of those calls, each more confusing than its predecessor. The voice seemed to imply that there had been other night guards before her, which must have been killed by the animatronics for some reason she couldn’t make sense of. It had also given her more or less useful advice, just to overthrow them seconds after and recommend her to try and survive.
She had heard rumors about ponies disappearing, but she had never given those rumors a second thought, and saw no reason to do so now since the last two nights had been quiet.
She didn’t know if somepony was trying to pull her leg here, but ever since she had first stepped into the restaurant, neither of the three animatronics –a bear, a bunny, and something that must have been a duck- on the stage in the restaurant’s main hall had moved an inch. 
She had been spending those last nights just sitting in her little control center, reading a book, occasionally checking the monitor in front of her just to see that the animatronics were still standing on stage like the lifeless robots they were.
Unlike some of her friends, she did enjoy being alone. She found comfort in the silence of night, and the long hours in darkness her new job entailed. She couldn’t explain it, but in some way the darkness seemed to give her new power, kind of like an inverted solar cell.
She loosened her glance from her book for a moment and gave the monitor another short look – nothing new, as always.
Turning her head, she then looked at a clock that hung behind her: it was shortly after 2am, still four hours until her shift would end.
With a short-lived sigh, she lowered her book and placed it on the desk, then stretched out her tired legs. "I’m getting tired,” She muttered to herself, “Should have brought some coffee from home.” 
Her look fell onto the two open doors to her left and right and new curiosity awoke inside her. She had never been in most of the restaurant’s rooms, seeing as her work-room was so close to the main entrance, and as such, gave her no reason to venture any further.
Now that she was starting to get bored with four more hours of absolutely nothing to do, she began wondering what the rest of the restaurant held in store.
She had already seen most of the restaurant thanks to the cameras mounted in each and every room, but she just felt like seeing them in real life for some reason. Besides, she was starting to feel just a little drowsy from the long hours of sitting around, so a short walk might be just the thing she needed.
So she slowly arose from her worn-through bureau chair and got to her hooves, heading for the left door. She couldn’t hold back an excited grin as she stepped through the door and out into the darkness of the restaurant.

It was unclear how much time had passed since she had left her little chamber, but it didn't cross her mind. As weird as it may sound, she was starting to enjoy her little tour through the darkened establishment.
The overall silence in combination with the omnipresent darkness gave her a feeling of total relaxation – she could feel how the muscles in her body started to slack off, and every kind of stress or tension started falling off of her. She didn’t remember when she had last felt this calm and relaxed in her life.
This was indeed a little odd. She was sure most of her friends would have wet themselves by now. Being alone in the dark was no big deal for them, but when it is coupled with being in a nearly abandoned, rundown restaurant, bearing rumors about mysterious death cases and obsessed robots roaming the place and trying to kill you in mind, was another matter altogether.
Heck, she was sure even the ‘bravest’ of them all –a pegasus named Rainbow Dash- would be trembling like an aspen leaf if put in her situation.
But she wasn’t afraid. What was there to be afraid of, anyway? She had never been one to pay attention to what others said, may it be rumors or bodiless insults, and the idea of robots having their own mind and even trying to kill her just sounded way too absurd.
Allowing a weak smile to flash over her face, she stepped into the darkened main hall of the restaurant – a huge room presented itself to her. Several rows of long tables in different colors with leftovers of the day’s decorations on them were standing opposite to a big stage that made up about a quarter of the whole room. 
A stage that was empty of entertaining robots.
The pink pony curiously raised an eyebrow as she stepped closer to the stage’s edge, a faint tingle making itself noticeable in her neck as she realized that apparently the person on the phone hadn’t been talking mere nonsense.
Indeed, the animatronics appeared to be gone – in front of her was an empty stage. The bare minimum of lighting revealed three sets of large footprints visible thanks to a noticeable layer of dust that had settled on the stage.“Hmm…” she muttered to herself as her gaze followed the line of the footsteps, leading down from the stage and into the darkness of the hall, “This looks interesting.”
The fact there was darkness shrouding the hall followed by several rooms and one flickering light didn't bother her one-bit. No, she persued down it with a cheerful grin and hop to her step. "This is going to be fun~" She cooed.

At the other end of the restaurant, behind a narrow, old and greasy door was a small broom closet. There were no windows and only a burnt out bulb for light- without the bulb, the room was as dark as the night outside.
The closet had several cleaning utensils in it; none of them had seen any fresh water recently. The smell of old, stagnant water accompanied with a malfunctioning drain somewhere on the ground caused the room to have an undefinable odor. It was not a nice place for anypony to be - unless of course, they weren't ponies at all. 
“N-now she’s c-c-coming f-for us.” A fearful voice whispered into the darkness, accompanied by the gentle humming of small servo motors, “S-she has s-s-seen that we’re off stage and now she’ll search for us and…” the voice cut itself off, instead letting out a muffled whimper.
“I-isn’t there anything we can do?” a second voice that had a somewhat female touch to it replied, “I … I don’t want to d-die. … Not here … not now. …. N-not by the hands of h-her!”
“You two, calm down!” a third voice interrupted them, “There’s no need to be afraid of that … puny horse out there. Heck, we’re three times her size, what could she do to harm us, anyway?”
“B-but F-Freddy,” the first voice spoke up again, quivering with fear, “D-don’t you know who that pony is? Don’t you know what she has d-done?”
“I, uh,” the third voice stuttered, “Of course I know her! But … I mean … all those things are just made up … right? Harmless things to entertain harmless ponies”
“I-I don’t think so, Fred.” The second voice replied, “If all those things were made up, why would there be-“
A spine-chilling knock-sound coming from the door to the closet made the animatronic silence abruptly. Another one followed shortly after, and another one, each of them sending intense shivers through the three artificial bodies.
“I know you’re in there!” the dreadful proclamation came from the other side of the slightly moldy door.
“D-d-damnit! She’s here!” the first voice whimpered, “We’re screwed.”
“F-feathers!” the second voice cussed, “What should we do? That door isn’t going to hold her back for longer than-“
“Shut it, both of you!” the third voice, now also reduced to a mere whisper, cut them off, “We … we can do this. Let me just…” the voice went silent for a moment, contemplating its further actions. “There, I got it! We’ll just … we’ll scare her out of here!”
Unfazed silence followed.
“We do that a lot, right?” the third voice continued, "We’ll just have one of us jump out of the door, scare her to death, and before she realizes what’s going on she’ll be running home screaming for her mom.”
A few seconds of silence followed, then the female voice spoke up again, “Freddy do you know just how absurd that sounds? Do you really think we can scare somepony like-“
“I’ll give you ten seconds to come out before I come in there!” a second announcement came.
“It’ll have to work!” the first voice said, loaded with new horror. The sounds of something rummaging around on the floor echoed throughout the room, then the voice spoke up again, “Here, some jackass kid hid those in my fur this morning.” A big, furry, purple hand appeared in the thin beam of light in front of the door, holding up three white straws of seemingly equal length, “We’ll let the straws decide about who will have to go and face her.”
The other animatronics hesitated, neither of them wanting to play the hero.
“Ten!”
Slowly, with deliberate hands, each of the robots took hold of a straw.
“Nine!”
Two straws were pulled, one of them left behind in the first hand.
“Eight!”
Hastily the hands opened up, revealing the true length of each of the straw.
“Seven!”
The violet hand held the longest of the straws, the brown hand the second longest.
“Six!”
The yellow, feathery hand opened up, revealing to be the owner of the shortest straw.
“Five!”
A weak sigh of relief and a muffled chuckle resonated from the closet walls, shortly followed by a mischievous and relieved, “Stage is yours, Chica.”
“Four!”
“Fuck.”

Pinkamena Diane Pie was standing in front of the broom closet in which she had located the runaway robots.
And she was angry.
Clenching her teeth, she impatiently tapped her right hoof on the filthy tiles, then said, “You have three seconds to come out or I swear to god I will come in there and-“
Her threat was cut short as the small door opened abruptly, and a tall, yellow figure jumped out, planting itself in front of her with an ear-shattering shriek that made her want to cringe in pain. However, knowing who was in front of her, she kept her straight face, waited until the racket had died away, then craned her neck and looked right into the furry robot's eyes.
“And just what do you think you’re doing in there, huh?” Pinkamena asked with a dead serious calmness, “Are you trying to hide from me?”
The reply wasn’t long in coming: noticeably frightened, the robot took a short step back, just to shoot forward again and let out another one of those horrid screeches.
This time Pinkamena made no effort to hide her anger as she furiously raised a hoof, pointed it at the robot’s face and said, “Don’t you dare talk to me like that, mister!”
The animatronic seemed to resemble a duck, at least concluding from its massive beak -that ridiculously enough appeared to have a full set of human teeth integrated- and three furuncles that must have been supposed to look like feathers on top of its head. Other than that, it had a bib saying “LET’S EAT!!!” tied around its neck; the deeper meaning behind that didn’t disclose itself to Pinkamena.
The creature opened its mouth to say something but the pink pony didn’t leave it a chance to do so. Taking a few slow steps forward made the animatronic back up, so she continued, “I don’t know what kind of stupid game this is, but if you’re trying to buck around with the night guard, then let me tell you, Mister Duck, you have chosen the wrong night guard to buck around with!”
The creature in front of her had started to shiver, intimidated by this unambiguous declaration. Now supporting itself against the doorframe of the closet door, it slowly opened its mechanical mouth and stuttered, “I … I’m a ... a g-g-g-girl.”
For a second the pink pony looked at the avian being with a touch of confusion in her eyes, but then she continued, “Well you sure behave like one, Duck Duck. You’re a little too big for a duck anyway, don’t you think?”
“A-a-actually I-I’m a … a ch-ch-chicken.”
A condescending smirk appeared on Pinkamena’s face as she replied, “I don’t know about you, but I’ve never seen a yellow chicken before.” Her face got serious, “Now get your feathery ass back on stage, Duck Duck, otherwise I…” she paused for a moment, giving the robot a delectable look, “Actually, wait a minute. I’ve always wanted to try that new fricassee-recipe grandma gave me. Mmmm~” She said with a mischievous grin and licked her lips. 
At a speed Pinkamena had only expected from Rainbow Dash, the chicken had disappeared.
The pink pony took a slow step towards the broom closet and peeked her head inside, spotting the two other animatronics sitting in a corner in each others arms and shivering like aspen leaves.
“You two!” she spoke up; their heads spun around, their eyes focusing on her with horror, “Get. Out. Of. There.”
No two seconds later, she had the two standing in front of her, looking at her like two lambs on their way to the slaughterhouse, their mechanical legs shivering ever so slightly.
One of them was something that clearly was supposed to resemble a bunny –it didn’t seem like the designers had put that much value on a lifelike design of the characters- with purple fur and two long bunny ears on his head. The other one…
“You.” Pinkamena raised a hoof and pointed it at the animatronic to her right; a light brown bear in somewhat formal attire – the black, ridiculously undersized top hat as well as the small black bow tie around his neck didn’t quite match with the look of deadly terror on his face. While he made a noticeable effort not to move by an inch, he couldn’t help but wince just a little bit as he was approached by the new night guard.
“Y-yes?” he finally managed to force out.
The pink pony gave him a stern, inspecting look, reminding him to that of a drill instructor. “You’re the one in charge, am I right? Freddy Fazbear if I’m not mistaken.”
Freddy had to pause for a moment to gather up some more courage, then he replied, “Y-yes, ma’am.”
“Hmm.” Pinkamena said and stepped to the side, walking a small circle around the two animatronics whose eyes were following every step she took, afraid of a surprise attack from the pony. “Then please tell me,” Pinkamena stopped, now standing still and eyeing the two robots from bottom to top, “if you’re in charge of this … group, what are you doing here, sitting in a damn broom closet,“ Her angry glare slowly reached Freddy’s horrified face, “instead of standing on the godforsaken stage like you’re supposed to be!”
The two animatronics flinched just a little bit but did their best to stand tall and not step back.
Freddy tried to explain himself, “I, uh …w-we thought that-“
“I don’t care.” Pinkamena cut him off dryly, “I know it must be boring to stand on that stage all day and play the same songs every day, and I sure as hell can imagine that you feel like stretching your legs at night, but let me tell you…” she paused for effect, clearing her throat, “As long as I” she pointed a hoof at her chest, “am the night guard in this dump of a restaurant, you will listen to what I say.” She made another pause, allowing the animatronics to give her a weak, confirming nod, “And when I tell you to stand on the damn stage for six hours, you will stand there and not move a bucking muscle for six hours!”
Another pause; a controlling look was cast at the bunny and the bear. “Did I make myself clear?”
A simultaneous “Yes, ma’am!” followed.
“Good…” Pinkamena paused to cast another stern glance at the figures, “Now get your asses back on stage before I’m going to get impatient!”
Another, more frightened than respectful, “Yes, ma’am!” and the rest of the Fazbear band was back in its destined place.
Pinkamena Diane Pie stood still for another moment, allowing the content smirk to find its way back onto her face, then turned around to slowly walk back to her command center.
That encounter sure was unexpected, but nothing that would have surprised her to an extraordinary extent. Even though initially she did find it a little odd that the robots that were at least three times her size were this scared of her.
Truth be told, if one of them had actually had the courage to stand up to her, she wouldn’t have known what to threaten them with. They were robots after all, metallic endoskeletons underneath a thick layer of plastic – there was no possible way they could actually feel pain or experience something remotely comparable to death.
And even if they could, there was no way she could actually go any further than threatening them. Sure, she didn’t look like the friendliest pony in all of Equestria, and she sure as heck wasn’t what you would call a cheerful soul, but she could never imagine herself actually causing harm to another living being. Heck, the mere thought of it made her cringe in disgust.
Nevertheless, it was clear that the animatronics were nearly scared to death when facing her; clearly afraid of something unspeakably gruesome they expected her to do to them.
The only question is: what? Or even better, why? Why were those tall, somewhat intimidating robots this terrified of her? What on earth had she done to earn this kind of reputation? Those poor robots must have taken her for a killer, for an insane mass murderer if they would voluntarily hide themselves in a small, musty broom closet just to avoid contact with her.
Pinkamena arrived back in her small surveillance headquarters, letting out a weak sigh as it slowly dawned on her: it wasn’t important how she had gotten this infamous reputation, neither did it matter what exactly the animatronics expected her to do should they ever get on her bad side.
They did seem to have accepted Pinkamena as the one in charge at night, and seemed to be convinced that they had to fear severe punishment or even worse should they ever disobey one of her orders.
Truly, it seemed they had accepted her as their new leader - a strict, unforgiving and unspeakably cruel leader.
Just the way she liked it.
With a smug grin on her face, Pinkamena then dropped herself back into her chair, casting a short look at the monitor just to see that the three animatronics had returned to their regular positions on the main stage, as motionless as ever, and allowed her eyes to gently drift close.
It seemed this job had been made for somepony like her. Apparently all that was needed to stop a horde of homicidal animatronics was a good load of proper respect, and a short but emphatic clarification of who was the leader of the pack and who was part of the entertainment program.
“Maybe…” Pinkamena muttered to herself before drifting off into a light snooze, “I’ll get to that impudent fox tomorrow.”

	
		The Sequel



It was a night like any other. Darkness hung over all of Freddy Fazbear’s Pizza, and dead silence came along with it.
Nights like these were nothing new for him - he had stopped counting the quiet, lonely hours he had spent in his musty little ‘Pirate Cove’ long time ago, and he had gotten used to just sitting silently for horus and hours, waiting for the next morning to come, without thinking too much about it.
Recently however, things had begun to change – after the restaurant’s management had employed a new night guard a couple of months ago, the nights at Freddy Fazbear’s Pizza had gotten a lot more … livelier.
However, things seemed to be different in this night. From what he could tell, it must have been at least a couple of hours since the lights in the restaurant had been switched off, and the place had been abandoned by everyone safe for the night guard. Normally he would hear his fellow animatronics roam the restaurant by now – the muffled humming of the small servo motors would normally inform him that playtime had begun.
Now, however, he couldn’t hear a single thing – dead silence and absolute darkness was everything that surrounded him.
With a light mechanic hum, his head turned to look at the big purple curtain that divided his domicile from the restaurant as an idea crossed his mind. He hesitated.
Normally, it would be either Bonnie or Chica to make the start – could he really do this?
He stared at the curtain; one of his ears twitched as he was sure he had heard something that sounded like steps somewhere in the restaurant. He held still for another moment … nothing.
Shaking his head and plucking up his courage, he took a step towards the curtain – maybe it was his time to begin the party tonight.
With a deliberate slowness, he reached forward, shoving his shiny metal hand between two partitions of the curtain and opening a gap just enough for him to peek his head through.
Nothing. Not even the red light on the camera right across the room was lit up, meaning that whoever the new night guard was was not watching him in this moment.
With slow, careful steps he stepped out into the open, his look constantly focused on the camera, dreading the moment when the red light would be activated again.
Still, nothing happened.
He could feel a tingle of excitement running through his mechanic body as he took another step forward; the curtain fell back into its place behind him. His look darted over to the door that would lead him out into the hallway – only a few more steps and…
His head shot back around, wide-opened eyes staring at the camera – it still hadn’t activated.
This was his chance! Holding back a growl of excitement, he stepped through the door, entered the dimly lit corridor, and ran for all he was worth. He would show this new night guard who was the boss! His frenzied run for the door seemed to increase in speed even further as he spotted the wide-open door that led to the guard’s control center coming up ahead of him. Yes, he could do this! He would run to the door, jump into the room, face this new guard and … find a completely empty room.
His artificial body seemed to deflate as he stood in the doorway, staring with disbelief at where most of his prior victims had sat. The small room was deserted – the chair was empty, the video screens the guard used to keep him and his friends under surveillance were all black … heck, even the small fan across from the chair had been switched off.
He led his non-hooked hand up to his head, rubbing his left eye in disbelief: in all the years he had been in this restaurant, none of all the night guards had ever left their office. This … this was heresy!
His frustration quickly turned into anger – who did this night guard think he was!? It was the animatronics’ job to roam the restaurant at night; the night guard was supposed to stay in his office and keep an eye on them!
An angry huff escaped his muzzle – this was unacceptable! He needed to tell the others about this! This rule-breaker had to be punished!
Casting a determined look at the other door right opposite to him, he adjusted the eyepatch on his right eye, then reassured himself with another nod of his head – this issue needed to be taken care of right here, right now!

“Ahoy, landlubbers!” Foxy spoke up with a voice barely louder than a whisper as he –step by careful step- walked towards the big stage in the main hall, his head swaying to and fro every few seconds, watchful eyes scanning their surroundings for any suspicious activity. Not that he was afraid or anything – a real pirate such as himself didn’t even know what fear was! He was … careful. Yes, that was it. The dusky main room was filled with abandoned chairs and tables, and he didn’t want to bump into anything, so he was walking slowly and always keeping an eye on his surroundings.
Finally Foxy had reached the stage, and his eyes went up to its dimly lit center where he –to his surprise- found his three animatronic fellows neatly positioned, instruments in their hands, standing as still as the lifeless machines they were.
“Hey,” Foxy said again, looking at his friends who were staring into the darkness behind him with empty gazes, “Night guard’s gone. Lil’ bilge rat has left his office and went to hobgoblin knows where.”
Again, the fox received no reply; his fellow animatronics seemed completely oblivious to him, as if they had been turned to stone.
“Yarr, what is wrong with you lubbers?” he asked, slightly agitated, scratched his head with his hook-hand and walked over to the bear-shaped animatronic standing stiff like a statue in the center of the stage. “Freddy! Freddy I am talking to you!”
Finally, the bear showed some sort of vital sign, even if it was only his eyes turning towards Foxy and looking down at him with an emphatic glare. “Get back into your cove.” Freddy whispered through clenched teeth, his jaws barely moving.
“What?” Foxy asked, slightly taken aback, not having expected this kind of reply, “Why? The night guard is-“
“She is somewhere around here.” Freddy whispered again; Foxy could have sworn he heard something that sounded like fear swinging in his voice, “Get back before she finds you!”
“Who?” Foxy asked, legitimately confused.
“The new night guard!” Freddy hissed with horror in his voice, “She … she is…” suddenly, the bear’s eyes widened and his body began to shiver ever so slightly, “Oh no.”
“What!?” Foxy inquired again, getting tired of these games Freddy seemed to be playing with him, “What are you-“
“Well well well…” Foxy was cut off mid-sentence by a female voice coming from somewhere behind him. His ears perked up, and the animatronic span around on the spot. What he saw was … he could not believe his eyes.
A small horse, not even a third of Foxy’s size, was standing behind him, looking up to him with an evil smirk on its face.
“What do we have here?” the horse asked, its look wandering up and down Foxy’s body, “Another one?”
It took Foxy a few moments to re-gain his composure. In his countless –albeit mostly fictitious- adventures that had brought him all across the seven seas, he had seen a lot of things, but the creature standing in front of him topped them all at once. Not only that this was a small, talking, and apparently sentient horse, said small, talking and apparently sentient horse was pink from head to toe – its straight and loosely-hanging hair was made of a deep, dark shape of pink, while her fur was a tad lighter, yet equally intense pink. Two deep blue eyes focused him with what looked like a mixture of pretended surprise and condescending amusement.
Foxy honestly didn’t quite know what to say – it seemed like the horse had caught him so off-guard that his normally swift mind couldn’t think of a reply. Then, however, his slightly dented jaw seemed to reply for him, as it curled into a grin, shortly before the animatronic fox burst out in loud laughter.
“Yar har har har!” Foxy’s raspy voice echoed throughout the mostly empty halls, “A pony! A little, pink, talking pony!” he wiped his un-patched eye with his left hand, then looked down at the equine creature, “Say, pony, what ye be doin’ in a place like ‘tis? Lookin’ fer love ‘n rainbows?”
The smirk on the pony’s face vanished; its eyes narrowed as is stared at Foxy in an almost threatening manner. “My name is Pinkamena Diane Pie.” it spoke up calmly, yet clearly with tension in its voice, “And I am the night guard. Now…” its eyes narrowed even further, “would you care to explain why you are not in your Pirate’s Cove at this time?”
Again, it took Foxy a short moment to fully comprehend what the pony had just tried to make him believe. This pony; this puny, pink little horse, was supposed to be the new night guard? The one to keep him and his fellow animatronics under control at night?
What followed then was another cascade of laughter only a true pirate was capable of. The pony’s face remained straight – while it didn’t seem to enjoy being laughed at, it remained silent, waiting patiently for Foxy to finish laughing at her.
“Night Guard!?” Foxy spat out as he gasped for air, “Yer kiddin’ right?”
The pony calmly shook its head, not breaking eye contact with Foxy as it replied with a single word, “No.”
Again, Foxy couldn’t contain a chuckle. “She be for real, mateys?” Foxy asked, still laughing, as he turned his head to look at the other animatronics on stage.
Dead silence set in as his laughter slowly faded. Three pairs of wide eyes were staring at him, their expressions reaching from disbelief, over pure horror, up to a grin that seemed to say ‘Now you screwed up.’. However, none of them had moved thus far; all three of them were still standing in perfect formation, their faces as expressionless as ever.
“Yes I am.” The sober reply came from behind Foxy, making his ears perk up as he looked back again, lowering his head to see the pony still looking at him, her expression now showing a touch of anger, “And you better look at me when I’m talking to you. Or else the two of us are going to have a problem.”
“Lil' hard wit' your size!” Foxy burst out, visibly entertained, “Can’t be lookin’ down at ye lil’ midget for too long.”
The pony remained silent for a moment, just staring at the fox as her eyes slowly narrowed. Then, however, she drew in a short breath, turned around, jumped onto an empty table standing next to her with an ease at which Foxy couldn’t help but to feel impressed, and turned around to face the animatronic again. With a deadpan, slightly annoyed face, she looked Foxy in the eyes and said, “There. Better?”
The pony’s head now was on the level of Foxy’s chest, meaning that he still had to lower his head if he wanted to lock eyes with her, but the pony did indeed feel a little less puny from this perspective.
Regardless, Foxy’s jaw curled into a toothy grin as he crouched down to get face-to-face with the pony. “Still not a-feared … little horse.” He said, smirking teasingly.
“Well, you should be.” The pony replied, her expression turning more and more grim by the second, “I am the night guard, and you will listen to what I say.”
Foxy wanted to object, but was cut short by the pony who raised her front hoof and threateningly pointed it at him, saying, “Now, get back into your pirate hole, and stay in there for the rest of the night.” She leaned forward, her face less than an inch away from Foxy’s, “Or else…”
“Or else what?” Foxy asked slightly amused, not retreating from the confrontation, “Ye be … shootin’ me? With a rainbow-canon or somethin’?”
“No.” the pink pony replied softly, a delightful grin forming on her face as she took a step back from Foxy, “I am not going to fight you.”
“Heh, not like ye would stand a chance anyway.” Foxy chuckled raspily as he arose back to his full height, towering at least one foot over the pony. “Ol’ Foxy’s three times yer size – no way ye could defeat me in battle.”
The pony looked at him with a maleficent grin on her face. “Oh, don’t worry about that.” she bared her teeth, looking at the stage behind him, “Haven’t you wondered why your … friends have been so silent recently?” Foxy turned around and looked at the stage too, a light shiver running through his mechanical body as he remembered Freddy's strange behavior earlier.
“They know me.” The night guard-horse said, seeming to savor every single word, “And they know to fear me.” 
Without leaving Foxy time to reply, she shouted, “Hey, you! Bear!”
Instantly, Freddy’s head shot around. Looking at the pony with fear in his eyes, he shouted, “Y-yes, ma’am?”
“Take your hat off.” She commanded him dryly. Foxy was appalled to see the lead animatronic obey unhesitatingly as his right hand went up to his head, reaching for his small black top hat and taking it off shakingly.
“Now hand it to duck duck.” The night guard continued, her voice dry, but showing clear signs of pleasant anticipation.
Without hesitation, yet clearly with reluctance, Freddy handed his signature accessory to Chica, who grabbed it with equally shaky hands, their eyes never leaving the new night guard.
The pony took a moment before she said her next words. When she said them, she said them with pleasure, and even without looking at her, Foxy could tell that there was a big, malicious grin on her face.
“Now eat it.”
The chicken’s eyes widened as she looked at the pony, then at the top hat in her shaking hands. A moment of total silence passed, then Chica hesitantly led the hand holding the hat up to her artificial beak, opened up her mechanical jaws, and bit down on the felted piece of apparel.
Since Freddy Fazbear’s top hat was made of thick fabric, and Chica’s teeth were about as sharp as a wooden club, it was clear that eating it –or chewing it to begin with- was utterly impossible for the poor chicken. However, that didn’t stop the devilish night guard from enjoying to watch her struggle with the old garment.
But Foxy had seen enough. With a mixture of disgust and anger on his face, he turned around again to look at the grinning pony. “What have ye done with ‘em?” he asked her accusingly.
The pony replied with an innocent smile and a shrug. “They tried to mess with me last night.” She said casually, “Left their places on stage and walked around the restaurant instead. So I put them in their place.” Her look went back to Chica who was still chewing on Freddy’s hat, “Isn’t that right, duck duck? Or would you like some … fricassee with that hat?”
The chicken flinched noticeably and let out a muffled whimper, continuing its work on the top hat.
“See?” the pony said, looking at Foxy with a grin, “They know better than to disobey me.” Her eyes narrowed, “And I recommend you follow their example. Or else…”
“Or else … what?” Foxy replied, unable to notice how his voice dropped at the end of the sentence, and how his poise slowly began to crumble.
“Or else I will turn your life into a living hell.” The pony replied calmly, locking eyes with Foxy and staring at him with a glare that looked like it could turn him into stone. “I am going to mess you up so badly you’re going to regret ever setting hoof out of your pitiable little pirate-hole.”
She jumped off the table, onto the ground right in front of Foxy’s feet, making the animatronic take a hasty step back. Maintaining eye contact, Pinkamena Diane Pie continued to walk forward, causing Foxy to retreat, forcing him closer and closer towards the edge of the main stage where Freddy and Bonnie were watching the struggling Chica with eyes widened in disbelief.
“You may think I can’t hurt you.” The pony continued, her voice cold, eyes narrowed, “You may think I’m harmless because I’m not as tall or strong as you. You may think I’m not a threat because I’m a damned pink pony, but let me tell you: think again.”
A self-opinionated grin formed on her face.
“I can hurt you in ways you never thought possible. Attacking you and trying to harm your body would be stupid – you’re a machine designed to look like a fox; a metallic endoskeleton powered by small electric engines and covered by a thick layer of plastic. You don’t have a heart; you can’t even feel pain.”
Foxy almost flinched as he felt the cold touch of the stage’s edge against his back. The pony had literally forced him against a wall.
“But your mind…” Pinkamena grinned as she saw him lean against the stage, running out of ways to escape her; she licked her lips in pleasant anticipation, “That’s something entirely different. It’s weak … unprotected … fragile. An easy mark for ponies like me.”
To his horror, Foxy noticed how his legs began to shake. He didn’t like the things this horse was saying. He didn’t like it one bit.
“Your body,” a light shiver ran through Foxy’s spine as the pony continued its verbal attack, “may be strong. Heck, it might be completely invincible. But your mind; your brain…” Pinkamena grinned, slowly shaking her head, “It’s so easy to break – more fragile than a bubble. If I wanted to, I could make you throw yourself off a cliff, and you wouldn’t even notice it until you would crash into the ground.”
Still trying to hold onto the stage, Foxy could feel his legs going weak. What was wrong with this pony? Why couldn’t she just go ahead and … kick him or something? At least he could see that coming! … But, could she really do this? Was his mind really this easy to manipulate? Could she really just … ?
No. No, that couldn’t be! Nobody could do this to someone else’s mind, not even this weird talking pony. Clearly, she was just trying to intimidate him. Clearly, he wouldn’t fall for this bait. And clearly, all these things about breaking into his mind were all made up … right?
…
But what if they weren’t?
“So I’ll give you one final warning.” The horrifyingly calm voice of the pony interrupted Foxy’s thoughts and caused him to look down at … wait. The pony was on eye-level with him. He was sitting on the ground. He could not remember sitting down!
Feeling how his arms began to tremble, Foxy straightened up to look over the edge of the stage, hoping for some kind of support from his friends.
The stage was empty; only a slightly chewed-up black top hat remained, lying on the ground in the stage’s center.
“Try to mess with me again, and you’ll regret it.” The pony clarified soberly, taking another step towards the now heavily shaking Foxy, “I will turn your life into a nightmare; into that one nightmare that never ends; the one there’s no waking up from. Every day of your miserable life you will be suffering, knowing that I’m there – watching you, controlling you. And there’s nothing you will be able to do about it. Every day you are going to come to me, begging me to just kill you and end your misery before it drives you insane. And every day … every single day … I will just laugh right into your face.”
While she had been talking, Pinkamena had come closer and closer to Foxy who was now almost lying flatly on the ground, back resting against the stage. Now her face was inches from his; so close he could feel her hot breath against his muzzle.
“So…” the pony spoke up, slowly, deliberately, “Do we have a deal?”
Foxy’s entire body was shivering by now. He was sure that he could have heard his own teeth clattering, had his jaws not been frozen stiff in shock.
This was insane! He was a huge, intimidating animatronic fox, and she was a small, pink pony! There was no way she could just…
He saw it. He saw it deep in these ocean blue eyes of hers.
There was a way.
She could indeed.
Foxy closed his mouth, trying hard not to look too deep in these mesmerizing blue eyes that would promise him eternal pain and misery.
Then, after a long, drawn-out moment of silence, he plucked up all of his remaining courage, pinched his eyes closed, and whispered, “Y-yes … ma’am.”

It was about 4 o’clock when the lights on the big main stage of Freddy Fazbear’s Pizza came back to life, illuminating the stage in a rainbow of colored lights, and revealing three animatronic animals –a bear, a bunny, and a chicken- standing in the stage’s center. Colorful, plastic instruments in their hands and happy smiles on their faces, they bowed down to the audience before striking up a happy, somewhat cheesy-sounding song.
Despite the smiles on their faces, the animatronics seemed agitated – their movements were insecure; some would exchange nervous looks every few seconds, and none of them dared to look into the direction of the audience too often.
The song’s intro came to an end, and there was a short pause; the animatronics’ discomfort seemed to increase even further. All of them turned their heads to the side, seeming to look at something behind the stage’s curtain with both, nervous and angry looks.
After a few seconds of uncomfortable silence –and a hissed curse coming from the bear-animatronic- a fourth animatronic came jumping from behind the stage and stepped in front of his three fellows, assuming the role of the lead singer.
It was a fox – a little taller than his fellows, he was standing close to the stage’s edge, his brown fur illuminated by the stage lights, his face contorted to a grimace in a mixture of discomfort and embarrassment, most likely due to the light pink tutu that adorned his waist.
The band started playing again, and with clear discomfort, the fox led the microphone up to his mouth, and started singing. “I am a pretty pony princess … I am a pretty pony princess.” He had to pause for a second as a shiver of disgust ran through his body, “Living in my pony castle, spreading love and rainbows … isn’t this world a wonderful, wonderful-“
“Stop! Stop!” the annoyed shout came from the audience – a pink pony –the only soul watching the late-night show- shook her head. “That was just horrible!”
The music came to a halt, and the fox let out a long sigh, muttering, “Thank goodnesses.”
“You’re making it look like you’re not even enjoying what you’re singing!” the pony shouted at the fox, “Show some more passion!”
The fox tensed up with a huff, throwing an angry glare at the pony. He wanted to say something, but was shut up by the bear who placed a hand on the fox’s shoulder and muttered something into his ear.
“Play the other one!” the pink pony commanded the four animatronics, “And Celestia help me if you’re not singing it with passion this time!”
The four animatronics shared a look with each other; the three band members slowly nodded their heads, making the fox sigh in defeat and turn around again to face the one-man audience.
The band started playing another song, and after a short intro, the fox –reluctantly- started to sing again. “Me name is Fo-oxy, and I be here ta say … I’m gonna make ye smile and I will brighten up ye daaaay.”

Pinkamena Diane Pie was sitting on one of the many chairs in the main hall, watching the four animatronics as they performed their little private concert for her.
A big grin formed on her face as Foxy reached the first chorus – she was far from being a fan of the so-called ‘Smile Song’ one of her friends had created some time ago, since it was a tad too happy-go-lucky for her tastes, but it did do a pretty good job at making the life of this impudent fox a little harder.
The tutu was -suprisingly enough- not something she had come up with. One of the animatronics -the bunny if she remembered correctly- had joked about how making Foxy wear something 'girly' would make the whole appearance even more ridiculous. Unfortunately for Foxy, Pinkamena normally wasn't the right pony to joke around with.
As far as she was concerned, this was the punishment for the things he had said to her - the fact that it also was pretty entertaining for her to watch him literally dry heave after every single word was a bonus she would gladly accept.
“Come on everypony … urk … smile smile smile, fill me heart up wit’ sunshine sunshine.” The raspy voice came from the stage, gaining a light giggle from Pinkamena. She would have to make the animatronics play the song again and record it next time to show it to her friends.
All in all, she felt delighted; satisfied. Not only had she found a job that brought her great fun and entertainment –something only very few things had ever managed to accomplish- but she had also managed to make these animatronics dance to her piping – this ‘dangerous’ place where dozens of other ponies had found their mysterious end, was now a tad safer thanks to her. Thus, she had done a great service to Equestria and the rest of the world by keeping the animatronics under control and eliminating the threat for future night guards.
Of course, she could not have cared less about Equestria. These animatronics had been rude and disobeying – she had put them into their places and clarified once and for all that she was the night guard and thus not to be bucked around with; that was all she cared about.
And still, she felt proud of herself – happy about what she had accomplished.
“Come on and smiiiiiile.” Foxy sang from the stage, sounding like if he was about to throw up from the disgust in his voice.
And indeed, Pinkamena felt how, slowly but steadily, a sincere, full-hearted and truly happy smile formed on her face.
Tonight was a good night.
She was happy.
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