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		Description

The average pony would be delighted to wake up and find an adorable little bundle of joy on their doorstep—even more so after having learned it's been delivered by Princess Celestia herself! Now, imagine that this new foal has been chosen by fate to save Equestria's future, and you have a scenario beyond any would-be parent's wildest dreams. How absolutely wonderful would that be? 
On a related note, Twilight Sparkle is now a mother. She isn't happy about it.
Written for F*** This Prompt, because no way would I write something like this otherwise.  Probably.  I think.
Many thanks to Kamikakushi and Dubs Rewatcher for pre-reading.
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	Twilight awoke to the feeling of a warm nuzzle at the base of her neck.  She stretched her hind legs, tightly wrapped in the twisted sheets, and yawned.  Rays of a golden dawn’s sunlight streamed around the curtains carelessly pulled drawn across the balcony doors the night before.
“Good morning,” she said in a raspy voice to the pony snuggled up against her back.
“Good morning to you, too,” Rarity said as she laid her chin on Twilight’s shoulder.  Her voice sounded unnaturally loud in those quiet moments right after sunrise.  “Did you sleep well?”
Twilight rolled over and gazed deep into her eyes.  “I would have if somepony had let me,” she said, laying a clumsy kiss on Rarity’s cheek.
“Please.”  Rarity pulled her into a tight embrace.  “Don’t even pretend you didn’t enjoy it.”
“Okay fine, you got—”
Both mares shrieked when the balcony doors slammed open.  Twilight threw a hoof in front of her face, but not before intense sunlight burst through and seared her eyes.
“Gah!” she said as spots danced in her vision.
Rarity clutched at her even more tightly.  “Twilight,” she whimpered, “what is happening?”
“I—I don’t know, but—”  Twilight paused, ears twitching.  She could hear hear something soft but growing louder, something that sounded like— was that music?  “Rarity, do you hear something?”  Lowering her outstretched hoof, she tried to get a look at what was happening outside.  She would have walked over, but that wasn’t so easily done with a full-grown mare clinging on to her.
“I think—I think I can make out a song,” Rarity said in a shaky voice.  “But I can’t see a thing with that cursed light!”
The music had become loud enough that Twilight could make out individual notes.  “It’s an organ,” she said distantly.  If she squinted, she could just barely look at the doorway with her peripheral vision.  A thrill of fear shot down her spine.   “Rarity, something’s coming in.”
“Oh!”  Rarity cried out again and wrapped her forelegs around Twilight’s midriff, squeezing the air out of her lungs.  “Save me, Twilight!”
“Can’t—breathe—” Twilight gasped.  She could see that, whatever was coming, it had a pair of large wings that intermittently beat in powerful strokes.  The music crescendoed triumphantly.  “Rarity, I—can’t—breathe!”
“Ah, my apologies,” she said as she loosened her grip, allowing Twilight to suck in a deep lungful of air.
The sunlight suddenly vanished as something blocked it off right at the doors.  Twilight’s eyes only took a moment to adapt to the change, and she gasped loudly.  “Princess Celestia?”
Head held high, Celestia herself glided into the room and touched down with an air of solemnity.  Hanging from her delicate mouth was a white bundle, which she lowered onto the bed before gently dropping it.
“Greetings, Princess Twilight Sparkle,” she said with a warm smile.  “Please, do not be afraid, for I come here today with the most joyful of news.”  The sunlight blazed around her and made her seem larger and more imposing than she truly was.  Although the music did not vanish with her appearance, it had quietened to a point where Twilight could barely hear it.
Rarity scrambled from the bed, dipping into an intricate curtsy.  “Princess,” she said as she held the pose.
“Celestia,” Twilight said slowly.  She rolled into a sitting position, glancing for a moment at the bundle.  “I’m sorry if this sounds rude, but—what are you doing?”
“As I said,” Celestia answered, “I come to deliver wonderful news, along with… something else.”
“Something else?” Twilight said, eyes narrowed at Rarity, who still hadn’t dropped the curtsy.  Then a soft sneeze came from the bundle, catching her immediate attention.  “What was that?  What’s in there?”
“Twilight Sparkle, my dear friend, one-time bearer of the Element of Magic, and Princess of Friendship,” Celestia said, “today your unending contributions to our beautiful, harmonious country pay off.”
Twilight frowned.  “They do?”
“They do.”  Celestia’s magic encompassed the bundle and lifted it into the air.  “Allow me to present to you the result of the powerful love between you two mares.”  The music grew louder once more, swelling in tandem with the room’s mounting tension.
Rarity snapped her gaze over to Twilight, whose face had gone blank.  “She can’t mean…”
Celestia spread her wings. “Twilight Sparkle, allow me to introduce you —” 
The cloth fell away and drifted to the floor, and the organ music blasted into a thrilling fanfare that almost drowned out Rarity’s gasp.
“—to your new foal, the seventh Element of Harmony!”
Heavenly rays of sunlight splayed across the pure-white unicorn foal held suspended over Twilight’s head.  “Goo,” it gurgled happily.
“Twilight—Twilight!” Rarity said.  She hopped back onto the bed to pull her lover into a tight hug.  “Twilight, we have a baby!  We’re mommies!”
Celestia beamed down at them.  “This foal represents the seventh Element of Harmony: Purity.  She is truly a special little pony.”
“A special baby!” Rarity squealed, bouncing in place.  “A special, special baby!  I—I can hardly believe it!”
“Yeah, neither can I,” Twilight said flatly.  “One second, Celestia.  Time out.  Let’s back up a little bit.”
“Goo?” the foal said.
“Is there a problem?” Celestia asked, frowning.  “Forgive me if this announcement is something of a surprise, but—”
“Something of a surprise?” Twilight barked.  “Something of a surprise?  What is—how—what even is this?”
“This—” Celestia pointed at the foal “—is a foal, produced—” She swung her hoof around to point at Twilight and Rarity “—by the love you two share.  And I—” She poked herself proudly in the chest “—brought her here for you.”
Rarity clapped her hooves together.  “A special princess baby!”
“Rarity!” Twilight snapped, pushing her away.  “Would you stop screaming in my ear?”  The organ music swelled again, and she hopped out of bed.  “And where is that music coming from?”  Despite the blinding light that still came through the balcony door, Twilight trotted over and craned her head around the doorframe.
“Don’t go out there!” Celestia cried, but it was too late.
On the balcony, out of sight from the bed, a powerful floodlight sat facing inside, and next to it a grinning Luna held over her head the music’s source—a large radio.  “Greetings, Twilight Sparkle!” she said as her grin widened.  “I offer you heartfelt congratulations on receiving your new daughter!”
Twilight kicked the floodlight aside so that it no longer blazed into her room.  “This is a dream,” she said, scowling in Celestia’s direction.  “A bad, bad dream.”
“As the one who guards the dream realm, I can assure you that you are wide awake!” Luna said.  “Tell me, what did you think of the music?”
“It was delightful,” Twilight said as she trotted back in.  “You think you could turn it off, now?”
“Certainly!”  The radio cut off mid-chord.
When Twilight re-entered her bedroom, Celestia cast her a disapproving look.  “Twilight, you seem less than overjoyed about this.  Don’t you want a daughter?”
“I do!” Rarity chirped as she reached out for the foal.  “What’s her name?  Does she have a name?”
“Her name is Purity,” Celestia answered, “named after the Element she represents.”
Twilight frowned as she waited for Rarity’s inevitable wave of babbling to end.  “It’s not that I don’t want a daughter, Celestia,” she said at last, “but this doesn’t make any sense.  How is this our foal?  Where did she come from?”
“You see, Twilight,” Celestia said, “the strength of the love between you and Rarity was so potent that, in a process that is entirely natural and perfectly normal, it created a foal.  This foal.  This one right here that is most certainly yours and in no way is not.”  She patted Purity on the head.  “Like I said: perfectly normal.”
“Goo!” Purity said.
Celestia patted her again.  “See, isn’t she adorable?”  She glanced sidelong at Twilight.  "And did I mention that she's definitely yours?"
“Come now, Twilight, how can you say no to this face?” Rarity said as she pinched Purity's cheek.
“Whose side are you on?” Twilight asked her.
Rarity scratched Purity under the chin.  “Why, the baby’s, of course!  Isn’t that right?” she said to to the foal.  “Aren’t you just the cutest widdle thing ever?”
“Fine, don’t help me,” Twilight snapped, turning back to Celestia.  “So what you mean to say is that this foal right here—”
“Goo?” Purity said.
“Quiet, you,” she said.  “This was foal was spontaneously generated by the love between Rarity and me.”
“The pure love,” Celestia corrected.
“Yes, the pure love.  And you say that this is a natural occurrence,” Twilight said.
“Perfectly natural,” Celestia said with a sharp nod.  “Happens all the time.  At least once a week, sometimes even twice!”
Twilight sighed and rubbed her eyes.  “Celestia, you and I both know that foals don’t work that way.”  Rarity had taken Purity and bounced her on a knee, both ponies giggling together.
“Oh?”  Celestia arched an eyebrow primly.  “And you know that for a fact?”
“Of course I do!” Twilight snapped.  “The creation of a baby is a biological process that occurs when a genetically compatible male and female mate.  They—they don’t just pop out of thin air because two ponies happen to love each other!”
“And how many foals have you had before, Miss Know-It-All?” Celestia said with a frown.  “What are your credentials?”
Twilight ran a hoof through her mane, tugging sharply on it.  “Apparently we’re doing this, now,” she said.  “This is actually happening.”
“Indeed it is!” Luna shouted from the balcony.
“Thank you, Luna!” Twilight said sourly.  “Rarity, surely you understand what’s wrong here.”
“At times like these, I like to refer to an old saying,” Rarity answered, grinning as she lifted the burbling Purity into the air.  “Has anypony ever told you not to look a gift horse in the mouth?”
“We can’t keep this baby,” Twilight said.
“But, Twilight!” Rarity said.  She pulled Purity in against her bosom.  “You know how I’ve always wanted a foal!”
“Rarity—”  Twilight sighed explosively.  “Look, I’m willing to talk about adopting a baby, so let’s give Purity back to Celestia.”
Rarity’s lower lip quivered.  “But I want a baby now!”
“Then we’ll talk about it now, but you have to give that baby back!”
“But I want this one!”
As Twilight’s teeth audibly ground together, Celestia dove back into the discussion.  “Yes, she wants this one, Twilight.”  
“She wants this one!” Luna shouted.
“Is there an echo in here?” Twilight said.
“I do not believe so,” Luna answered, “but then again, I am out here and thus not subject to the acoustics of your bedroom!”  Twilight smacked a hoof against her forehead.
Celestia gave Rarity a consoling pat on the back.  “You should listen to your marefriend.  After all, Purity does represent an Element of Harmony.”
“That’s another thing I want to talk about,” Twilight said, rounding on Celestia.  “She’s the seventh Element of Harmony?  Really?  Why?  How?  What sense does that make?”
“What’s so hard to understand about that?” Celestia asked with a shrug.  “There are six of them already, after all, so why can’t your daughter represent a seventh?”  She slowly set the foal down on the end of the bed before releasing her magic.
“Because that’s just ridiculous!”  Twilight paced across the room, wings furling and unfurling in her frustration.  “If there was a seventh Element, we would have known about it from the start!  Otherwise, how would we have been able to defeat Nightmare Moon or Discord without it?  And if she really does bear an Element of Harmony, then where is it?”
Celestia’s face lit up.  “Ah, I forgot!  Luna, could you toss me Purity’s—”  She cleared her throat loudly “—Purity’s Element?”
“Of course, Sister!”  A large metal ring came soaring in only to be caught in Celestia’s magic and hung around the foal’s neck.
“Behold,” Celestia said, “the Element of Purity!”
“Gah!” Purity added triumphantly.
Twilight glanced at the “element” and scowled.  “That’s a coat-hanger that you bent into a circle,” she said.
“Sister, I do not think she is buying it!” Luna said from the balcony.
“Hush, Luna!” Celestia hissed.  “Ah, ignore that, Twilight.  Luna has these odd fancies sometimes and says things she doesn’t mean.”
“Pay me no mind!” Luna cried.
Celestia cleared her throat again.  “So, Luna, give me Purity’s real element.”
“I—but that is the only one you gave me!” Luna said.  “Do you wish for me to make another one?  I still have a piece of twine and a stone with a hole in it!”
Twilight used her magic to lift Purity out of Rarity’s grasp.  “Take her back,” she said, pushing the foal towards Celestia.
“No!” Celestia said.  Her own magical light encompassed Purity and pushed her back.  “You take her!”
“No, you!” Twilight said.
“You!”
“You!”
“You!”
Held suspended in mid-air between the two arguing princesses, Purity began to wail.
“Stop it, both of you!” Rarity shouted, reaching up to pluck Purity out of the air.  “You’re disturbing my baby!”
“Rarity, she’s not your baby,” Twilight said with a growl.  “We don’t know whose baby she is!”
Rarity cradled Purity in her forelegs and turned away.  “B-but, I already love her so!”
“Yes, she already loves her so!” Luna said, and the organ music resumed.
“I heard her!” Twilight snapped.  Her horn flared and sent a bolt of energy shooting out the balcony door.  She heard Luna yelp, followed by a much more distant crashing noise.  “And don’t even think about going down there to get your radio back!”
“That was rude,” Celestia said, staring at Twilight down her nose.
“Celestia, I don’t know where you got this foal,” Twilight said, “and I don’t know why you’re trying to pass her off as my magical lesbian love-baby who also happens to be the seventh Element of Harmony, but—”
“Officer!  There she is!” a voice from outside cried.  “There’s the mare who took my foal!”
“Sister, I beg your forgiveness!” Luna shouted.  “The search party spotted me while I peeked over the railing!”
“Damn,” Celestia muttered, putting a hoof to her chin.  “And we still have at least ten of these things to get rid of.”
Twilight’s ears pricked up.  “Ten?  Ten what?”
“Don’t worry,” Rarity said to Purity, who started to sniffle.  “Mama will protect you.  Yes she will!”
“Let us make haste before the constabulary apprehends us!” Luna cried.
“Twilight,” Celestia said, “do you think—hypothetically speaking, of course—do you think Fluttershy would be interested in adopting two or three foals if I told her that they were misshapen kittens?”
“If you told her what?” Twilight shouted.
“Oh, yes,” Rarity said, “Fluttershy loves kittens.”
Twilight grabbed Celestia’s shoulders and shook her.  “Celestia, where did you get this foal?”
“Sorry, Twilight, gotta fly!” Celestia said as she shook her off.  “Nice seeing you!  Enjoy your new baby!  Bye!”
“Wait—”  Before Twilight could say anything else, Celestia was out the door and soaring away.  When she ran out onto the balcony, both sisters had already vanished, along with the spotlight.  On the ground below lay the scattered remains of Luna’s boombox.
“So, dear,” Rarity said as Twilight shambled back in, “what should we do first with our baby?”  She squealed loudly and kicked her hind legs.  “Oh, let’s go shopping!  I simply must organize a wardrobe for our little darling.  An outfit for every occasion!”
A loud pounding came from the bedroom door.  “This is the police!” someone shouted.  “Open up!”
Twilight dropped to her haunches and slammed her head against the floor.


In a poorly lit jail cell, a scowling Twilight Sparkle sat on a cot with forelegs crossed over her chest.
“Dear,” Rarity said, sitting next to Twilight, “don’t be angry.  I’m sure the princesses didn’t mean to get us sent to prison.”
“Goo,” Purity said with a nod.
“Of course I’m right,” Rarity said as she hefted the foal into her lap.
“You know, I understand why we’re here,” Twilight said sourly. “They think we abducted—how many foals was it, again?
“Twenty three,” Rarity said.
“They think we abducted twenty three foals.  But why, in the name of all that is sacred—”  Twilight jerked her head in Purity’s direction “—did they stick her in here too?”
“Maybe they think she’s an accomplice,” Rarity said.
Purity shrugged her shoulders.  “Gah.”
“But that makes no sense!” Twilight protested.
“Sense or not, here we are.”  Rarity rubbed her cheek against Purity’s.  “I do believe she has my eyes.  Do you think she has my eyes, dear?” 
Twilight sighed.  “You know what I think?  I think I’m done with today.  Wake me up when this nightmare ends, would you?”
“Certainly, dear.”
“Goo.”
“So,” Twilight heard from the next cell over as she laid her head down and closed her eyes, “did you girls get arrested for adopting a dozen stray kitties too?”
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