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		Description

In the ruins of a world, the last god contemplates Happiness, and how it broke us all.
--
Written for Hypnosis and Mind Control's Story Theme Roulette.
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	Tears fell from my face, they did that a lot recently. After all this time, one would think that I’d be suffering some kind of emotional fatigue, and would be no longer able to feel as wretched as I did. But, well, emotions are something that are impossible to explain. And impossible to recreate, they aren’t something that can be truly acted out, but have to be felt.
There’s a banging on my door, I think this is why I’m crying, because I can’t think of an escape right now. It’s odd, being in the fetal position, silently crying as I wait for the end, I can’t remember giving up, but it must of been recently, because I haven’t been caught until now.
I don’t know why I’m not fighting, I guess I’ve just run out of options, I’ve tried them all, and they haven’t worked yet. 
Yet.
That word kept me fighting, it kept giving me hope. As long as I believed there was a chance, that I just hadn’t found the solution, then I’d keep fighting. But I guess I’ve run out of hope. I know in a couple of minutes I’ll be done for. When they take me, then the puzzle will be complete.
To what end? I couldn’t say. I’ve tried figuring it out, even asking them, but I can’t. It’s not something they want to say, or even know.
But they never stop, they’re not supposed to.
I wonder what’ll happen after me? Move somewhere else I guess. I’m not sure if they’d move beyond Equestria, or even the world.
I can’t see why they’d stay, after I’m gone. There’ll be no gods, and no reason to stay. At least, that’s what I think.
I wonder what they’ll do with the sun? I guess they’ll move it, if they leave. Because why destroy, when they can take?
They don’t have a name, never needed one, they are just a horrible mixture of what was great.
I remember her coming in, a new idea, a new way of helping those with mental issues. Technology advanced so fast, I could barely keep up, and that caused issues, laws weren’t being passed fast enough, there wasn’t enough testing, and I lost control.
She came in with a computer chip, it was pretty standard as far as my limited knowledge of technology could tell. She told me what it did, how it did it, and why. She told me it went into the mind, not a computer, and how if it was connected in just the right way, then the mind would believe it to be part of itself.
So great was her confidence, and so great was my pride in her, that it was used. We didn’t test it enough, we didn’t stop to think what it could do.
I know why we didn’t stop to think, we were too excited. Ponies who’d always needed help, who could never live with the rest of them, finally had a chance.
As far as we could tell, it was a success. Ponies were happy, so we simply dubbed it Happiness. For that’s all we thought it could bring.
I was so excited that it was free to purchase, and this truly was the end.
What it did was “reprogram” one’s mind in the most subtle of ways. Bring out one’s “best”, this meant giving the senile back their mental youth, giving the schizophrenic a true look at the world.
It was marvelous, it really was. And soon, she figured out how to make it better, how to make us better. She found how to make it truly bring out one’s best, how to improve someone in every mental way possible.
I was blind not to be scared by what that could bring.
Happiness started it’s new life, and was for everypony. It took away distractions, allowing people to fully focus on any task.
And better yet, one of the most prominent issues with Happiness, the fact that the brain could become too used to it and therefore begin to revert back, was fixed in this revised version. 
A.I. so simple yet elegant, it could learn on the most basic level, allowing it to counter the brain’s counter, and continue working.
We made applying it easier, and with that, they came.
We never thought what true A.I. could bring, and never thought to restrict it.
I guess I’m the one to blame really, it sounds so simple now, so obvious, but I let it happen anyway.
It decided that we were the problem, and began to “fix” us. And those of us with Happiness, were lead to believe that it was a necessity, and that we all should have one. There was blood as they started, oh so fast. So many in so short a time.
The procedure was bloody, red running down the streets, screams as ponies had their brains cut into, and changed.
And worst of all? She started it, she did have a name, but she is now “Mother”, and the rest are but drones, insignificant, only there to spread Happiness.
It was funny, how fast it became no more than a mockery of itself.
My door is cracking now, not long until there is no longer.
“Please let us in!” A voice cries.
I’m almost surprised that it’s her, but not a all if I’m honest. I’m to be the greatest conquest at Mother’s army, I think it may be only her. I know it isn’t though, I’ve heard their chanting, her chanting, “one is none, all are to be united, for Happiness, by Happiness.”
I’m scared, oh I’m scared.
Tears continue to fall as I choke a sob, I know that this may be, or is, the end.
The door smashes, and hooves stamp in behind me, they stop as a single pony walks towards me.
I hear she lean over me, a saw spinning into life as they prepare for the procedure.
I flash, teleporting away.
I wipe the tears from my face, as I look back to me castle, I she her, Mother, staring out of my balcony at me.
Her eyes are glowing red mockeries of the beautiful purple eyes they use to belong to that now disfigured face. Her wings spread out behind her in a show of power, her horn blazing with power. It's odd, she hasn't grown at all from what I remember, but from where I am, she looks larger than fear itself.
I hear more of them flying towards me.
She opens her mouth, she's loud enough for me to hear, “Please! We beg! Allow Happiness to spread!”
I teleport away again, I don’t really know where to, my destination is anywhere I feel safe.
This happens to be the center of the solar system, where all but I would burn
So many have fallen for that trap, the kind words and hollow promises, but I know better.
They claim to have true happiness, but happiness is an emotion, and emotions are something that are impossible to explain. And impossible to recreate, they aren’t something that can be truly acted out, but have to be felt.
And those things can’t feel.

			Author's Notes: 
This is a very different tone to what I'm used to, so it may seem a bit wobbly. I wrote it in a few hours, so sorry for the rough edges!
Remember to comment what you though down below!


	