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		Description

Equestria Divided; a war torn world where the once peaceful Equestria is embroiled into total chaos, deceit, and betrayal. But, somewhere in the depths of Manehattan, something is born...
New chapters every Wednesday or Friday. 
(If I don't get them on Wednesday, then it will be done on Friday.)
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	It was pitch black dark, there was nothing to see and only the sound of heavy breathing could be heard. Then, a sudden yelp from deep in the dark depths of this place, that smelled of sewage and filth. A young unicorn mare lit up the darkness with a soft illumination with her horn. She was laying down near the sewer water and breathing frantically. A pregnant belly on this dirty mare, her tail in-depth in sewage water and blood seeping out from her birthing place.
She took a deep breath and made a blood-curdling cry as she pushed the incoming foal. No sounds of help, or any ponies to come to her aid. This mare was on her own and barely able to keep the light spell on from the overall pain. Yet, she stood her ground and kept it on, just so she could see her little foal for herself. Another scream, much higher than ever before and out the foal went into the cradle of it's mother's hooves. It cried as it entered the world, and the mother began to cry in return. 
The mother hugged it close away from the filth and for a second, lost her focus and returned to darkness from her magic turning off. She heard splashing that sounded like something was coming quickly. Quietly hugging her child and staying motionless to hear whatever/whomever it could be that had come. For a while, it seemed the splashing had vanished, must have been some animal flushed down here. Breathing a moment of reprieve and her foal burbling, she decided that she wanted to see it some more.
As she returned the light from her magic. She was surrounded, four black cloaked and hooded creatures that covered their entire bodies. The mare jerked her legs back towards the upper pavement of the sewer and shook as she held her foal against these assailants.
"Is this the child?" 
"It should be, the specifics match." 
"Poor thing, it seems confused by how we are dressed, Cranky! You should do the honors!"
"Fine, but I'm not for foal napping, "sigh" lets just get this over with"
From the surrounding group, came one of the hooded up front. It uncovered it's face to be a donkey, although it's eyes were yellow and had a young face.
"Excuse me miss, my name is Cranky Doodle Donkey, or Cranky for short and we've come for that little foal of yours, now just be a good pony and..."
The mare lit her magic up and teleported away, catching the four by surprise before they looked around and saw the unicorn running away deeper into the sewers..
They began to run after her before Cranky gave a loud, "No!"
The group paused to look aback at him.
"I'm the one who startled her, I'll be the one to catch her."
He started walking past them in a casual way towards the mare's direction.
"Don't wait up."
The mare kept running as if her life depended on it, keeping her foal as close as possible with what strength she had left. She continued running until she met a dead end. She screamed a forlorn cry as she turned to escape before seeing something emerge from afar.
"Now now, I don't have all day. If you value your life you would give me that child." 
The mare looked around herself for any chance of escape. Without any way to go, she only had one choice.
She raised her magic and readied herself.
"Poor choice."
The mare fired a homing Magic Missile, a cool blue beam of concentrated energy at her opponent. Cranky caught the magic with one hoof and compressed it before dispersing it like smoke.
"Impossible! How can that be done!?" she said surprised.
Cranky smiled at her disdain.
"Nothing that you need to know, anymore at least, Checkmate."
The mare stood motionless as she felt her right arm become sliced-off. Blood bled out like a waterfall down her body and onto the sewer water. She fell down slowly, her surprise met with her dropping into the pool of filth and her child being caught in the embrace of her blood. It cried it's little head off as it was covered in its mother's own red juices. She lay asleep, floating forever lost.
Cranky walked towards the corpse and the foal floating on the sewer water and picked up the little one with care.
"Hmm Hmm, you're coming with us little filly, Oh she has her mother's eyes." He said with an evil grin.
He started to laugh, as if chaos filled up his soul. From his laughter, came the other three cloaked figures, chortling their hooves off behind him. Each one taking of their hoods. Derpy Hooves, her mane completely cut off to a bald smooth and her lips seemingly gone showing her horrifying teeth.  Pound Cake and Pumpkin Cake, both half of their faces cut off and seemingly stitched with the others to display their bond as brother and sister. And, Cranky Doodle himself, so young looking, but with a smile that stretched to the end of his cheeks.
They all laughed like madponies.
"Alright that's enough, we need to deliver this wittle bwuddy to you know who." said Cranky while holding the crying foal close to his face.
"Aww, can't we play in the sewers a bit more, that would be so much fun!" said Derpy while jumping head first in the watery nastiness. 
"Hey that sounds kind of fun!" the pound sibling then head first into the sewer water and splashed around.
"Hey! We don't have time for this! We need to get this to HER." said Cranky.
With a raised hoof, Cranky created a portal out of nowhere. you could see a large, black sarcophagus sitting in a dark tomb far in the portals opening.
"Put on your hoods, and lets go." 
The three splashing in the sewage got up and put on their hoods and entered the portal quietly. Cranky covered himself and went into the portal, where it collapsed into thin air.
Cranky emerged from the darkness of the little portal he created. He looked around the surrounding area and found the only light source, standing with the perfectly preserved corpse of Pinkie Pie. He smiled, his teeth and eyes shined in the black and he approached his lord.
Who has come...?
Cranky trotted up closer to the corpse, holding the small filly as it burbled joyously. 
"We've brought the child... Pinkie Pie." 
From the shadows of the tomb, smoke gathered and circled into a form of a pony, before the creature emerged in full power. It looked like Pinkie Pie, but had jester clothing and horrifying flesh, corroded and decayed. Cranky quickly put down the filly to the ground and backed up the monstrous spirit before him.
This is it alright
The entity grasped the young filly into her arms and shuffled something in her pockets. Out from there, she pulled out a white orb, it shown brightly and lit up the room a little.
I won't be needing this anymore
She then applied the orb into the young fillies body. And smashed it deep into the foal's flesh. A sudden flash of light and then, the darkness in the room swarmed over. Blinding the other ponies standing near. As they found their bearings again, they found the entity was gone. Cranky went up to the child, it still burbling. Then, it noticed nothing much had changed about the little earth foal.
"Derpy, come here." said Cranky.
She went up the pedestal, uncovering her hood to show her fearsome teeth and the child itself seemingly unfazed. 
"You will be taking care of the child, she will be doing great things." 
Derpy searched around before guiding her attention to the foal.
"Why me? I'm too scary for raising it." 
Cranky looked at her and smiled. 
"You're the nicest pony here, compared to the rest of course. Sorry Derpy, specific orders."
Derpy looked down and tried her best to hide her confusion.
"What was the point of taking this baby away? It seems odd to send us on this mission for one lousy foal."
Cranky laughed, seemingly ignoring Derpy with the foal giggling its cuteness into his heart.
"This foal will do great things, you're just going to have to wait and find out in the end..."
Cranky carefully brought the baby to Derpy's hooves. Where she held it with a confused expression. 
"Alright everypony, meeting over, back to your stations." 
He then opened up a few dark portals for the rest of the prophets to transport easily to their lands.
As Derpy watched the others leave their portals, she continued to hers before being interrupted by Cranky's voice.
"Make sure to take care of her, we're going to need her to fix this broken land."
Derpy continued away, it still squirming in her hoof. 
Things are going to finally change
Cranky watched the corpse of Pinkie Pie intently, he couldn't have felt better than all his life experiences combined.
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	Derpy exited the dark portal, it lead to an alley that no pony would notice. She was finally home, near the area of Fillydelphia where the Cult was strongest. You could see from afar, even from the alley way such festivities that were a daily ritual. Apple bobbing, festival like tricks and treats for any pony to come by. She knew it was a good front for gaining initiates after all. Equestria isn't a bright light of hope as it used to be and any fun that can be made would be enough. Some pony in a jester, polka-dotted costume was juggling knives on a unicycle with dexterous skill nearby. There were piles of ponies from any jurisdiction that wanted to see the cool things that the Daily Faire was doing and it brought plenty of bits too. Carnival music playing happily for the entertainment of the denizens. Derpy just couldn't get enough.
Yet, she didn't have time for that. She needed to get this little one somewhere safe. There are always shifty things that happen during the darkness of the Faire, she knew because she would be the one to orchestrate them with her trusted followers. Lots of illegal drugs and more for the downtrodden ponies. Derpy would only expect the best times for her paying guests. Of course, there were a few times where these sad ponies would get out of control. And that is always the fun part of everyday.
One time she recalled that a pony started leaping up on a play. High out his mind and making a fool of himself. It was always a delight to punish him for interfering with every ponies fun. Nothing like a newly made corpse to put on display, it's body parts hanged right in front of the entrance to the faire for any pony who dares to muck up any of the fun making.
No pony fools with us, no pony.
Derpy giggled heartily at that memory. The look on that poor ponies face as an actor unsheathed a blade and sliced off his head with one swift cut. Of course, the audience wouldn't even be surprised for that fool. They just sat and continued the show as the back helpers cleaned up the blood and got rid of the corpse with ease. It was like nothing even happened.
Suddenly, she felt the little filly shake in her hoof. It seemed like it was squirming for something.
"Oh, I forgot little one, you need to eat something, now was it that little fillies eat?"
She thought for a bit before making a quick realization.
"Not from my tit...! Sigh...."
Lowering the little thing down to her crotch area, Derpy allowed her to suckle on herself. It was amazing that she could create milk after all these years. She hoped that the foal wouldn't be drugged by her, she had been taking a few psychoactive stuff before the mission.
Then, she felt her tit be released by the hungry beast. 
"You done, Little one?"
She picked her up and held her close, some Derpy milk still on the tiny things muzzle. Derpy watched as the filly closed it's eyes and slept, it must have been so tired. It was just introduced to this world after all. 
Raising her wings up, the two soared up from the Alleyway into the sky. And Derpy flew over the Faire to watch all that she recognized. There was the Punishment Pin, a game where you throw sharpened darts at traitorous ponies who dared to betray the Cult. Best points for anypony to kill the swine first and hit some vital organs. The prize was always a creatively crafted Ursa Bear, sewn to deliciously pink perfection. One time, a tall stallion won one for her young, she was so happy when her father threw a dart on the guilty head with precision and we Cult members happily gave her that toy. The look on her face with the toy was absolutely precious. Those type of memories always remind Derpy of what they were all about.
Soon, after going through the back of the Faire, she found the Cult's headquarters of Fillydelphia. It was a large building, painted on with a giant smiling symbol of joy and misery on its face. It defaced the idea of this world with the corruption of fun. She went up to the building, Cult Ponies watching her from afar as they were unloading supplies from carriers and on the right side were the initiates, practicing their combat skills on a crudely painted circle made from spray paint. Derpy always hated combat, but always knew it was necessary for fixing this war torn world.
She entered through the building, and found the same smiling symbol on the floor from before. Derpy trotted on top of the circle and it clicked down with her weight. It started moving her down, like an elevator to where she needed to be most. As the contraption went down incredibly deep, it stopped and two double doors creaked open. 
Going through, she found exactly what she was looking for. It was an underground area filled to the brim with cult ponies. Below the mass of ponies, there was tons of war machines in a plaza below the pony level, ready to be outfitted with abominations of The Laughing Mare. Little corners of this place filled with Cult soldiers sleeping in beds that stacked over each other. A massive tunnel on the face of this huge space that must have lead to other areas around Equestria. 
Derpy looked around her home, and smiled joyously. Her horrifying teeth spread to her muzzle and chin. Some cult officers came up to her and bowed to their glorious Mad Prophet. They dressed in hats with bells and fanciful rags, smiling forever more.
"I have returned!" she yelled.
Glory be to The Mad Prophet! 
Glory be to The Mad Prophet!
May she be blessed with The Laughter of the Pink Mare
"Oh, it's good to be home." she whispered to herself.
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