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“Sexy fire hydrant,” Sunset read from the catalog in front of her. She turned the page and cringed. “Sexy shotgun, sexy bubonic plague—who the heck buys this stuff?”
“Rarity,” Pinkie and Rainbow said in unison, looking up from the blueprints spread out across the table. Pinkie grinned and added, “She’s going as a sexy ketchup bottle this year!”
Sunset Shimmer rolled her eyes and leaned back in her seat. Sipping at her milkshake, she gazed out at Sugarcube Corner—or, as the sign outside now said, Horrorcube Corner. Black plastic bats hung on long wires from the ceiling, glaring down at the customers with big, googly eyes. Orange streamers and pumpkin-shaped stickers covered the walls. An electronic skeleton stood near the entrance, bursting into some mix between a dance and seizure whenever the door opened.
“I think I’ll pass on the sexy costumes,” Sunset said. She took one last glance at the catalog, saw an ad for a “sexy bookshelf” costume, and slammed it shut.
“Do you have Nightmare Night costumes in Equestria?” Pinkie asked.
“I bet they don’t even have Nightmare Night,” Rainbow said, grinning. “I bet they have, like... Horse... Horsemare Night. Yeah.”
“Real clever,” Sunset said, leaning over and whacking Rainbow playfully on the shoulder. “Yeah, we have costumes. Nightmare Night in Equestria is pretty much the same as it is here. The only difference is that foals only eat about half the candy they collect, and offer the rest as tribute so a mad goddess won’t rip their hooves off and eat them.”
Pinkie and Rainbow stared.
Sunset shrugged. “Them’s the breaks.”
“Uh-huh,” Rainbow said. She shook her head. “You horses are freakin’ weird.”
“Ponies, Dash.” Sunset smiled and gazed off into space. “I always loved Nightmare Night as a foal. You got to dress up, eat free candy, hang out with your friends—well, I never really did much of the last thing, but you get it. Nightmare Night was awesome.”
“It is awesome,” Rainbow said as she scribbled something into a notebook. “Especially this year. I finally convinced Pinks here to help me set up a haunted house!”
Sunset stiffened. “…Haunted house?”
“Yep!” Pinkie chirped. She pulled Sunset out of her chair and dragged her to the other side of the table, across which a massive blueprint had been spread. “Mr. and Mrs. Cake said that me and Rainbow could use Sugarcube Corner to make our own haunted house tonight! We’ve been planning for weeks, and it’s gonna be super awesome!”
“Yeah it is,” Rainbow said, fist bumping with Pinkie.
Sunset stared at the blueprint with wide eyes. It was covered in pictures, each one more horrifying than the last. Mangy, feral animals scurried along the floors. Dead bodies hung from the air vents. Bloody axes sliced through the flesh of screaming victims. A big-budget horror film came to life on the page in front of Sunset, and it sent chills spidering down her back.
“That’s—” Sunset began. She gulped. “That sure is awesome.”
“You should totally stop by!” Pinkie said, sketching in another splotch of blood. “It’ll be—”
“No!” Sunset yelped, jumping away. Her shriek echoed through the restaurant and drew everyone’s eyes. Face going hot, she fell back into her seat and took a long gulp of her milkshake. “I mean, um, no. I’ll pass.”
“Why?” Rainbow smirked. “Scared?”
“No, no! I’m not scared,” Sunset said, shaking her head. “It’s just… I went to a haunted house once, when I was a filly—a kid, I mean. And there were, y’know, ponies dressed up as zombies, and this one colt running around with a knife, and all these little fillies crying”—her face went pale—“and they never told you about the axe, so when he came out there was all this yelling, and all this running, and I couldn’t find my mom, and then there was the music, and the blood, and—”
“Uh, Sunset?” Pinkie asked. “Are you okay?”
Sunset jolted out of her stupor to find that she had crushed her milkshake, and ice cream was spilling out over her hands. With shaking fingers she grabbed a few napkins and cleaned herself up. “Sorry,” she said.
“You sound pretty scared to me,” Rainbow said.
“I’m not scared of haunted houses!” Sunset said. She looked away. “I just don’t like them. They’re not fun.”
“Not fun? Haunted houses are, like, the most fun,” Rainbow said. She shook her head and went back to drawing another zombie. “Whatever. You better come to this one, though. It’s gonna be freakin’ amazing.”
Sunset slumped in her seat. “We’ll see.”
The three girls all looked up at the sound of the skeleton in the doorway having another seizure. Sunset smiled and waved as Twilight Sparkle walked in. Twilight threw a hesitant glance around the restaurant, but when she saw Sunset, she grinned and scurried over.
“Hello, girls!” Twilight said, taking a seat. She pulled out a cloth and set to work polishing her steamed-up glasses. “Sorry I’m late. Ever since Spike started talking, he’s been obsessed with stand-up comedy, and now all he wants to do is practice his act on me. What’s going on?”
“Just making plans,” Rainbow said. “What about you? What are you doing tonight? You’re coming to our haunted house, right?”
“A haunted house? I’m not sure; I’ve never really been one for Nightmare Night festivities,” Twilight said. She closed her eyes and smiled. “I was planning on just going home, getting into bed, and curling up with a nice book. Teachers never assign homework on Nightmare Night, so I like to just relax.”
“Really?” Pinkie asked, frowning. “That’s it? No parties? No costumes? No trick-or-treating?”
Twilight scoffed. “Yeah, no. I’ve never even been trick-or-treating.”
Rainbow and Pinkie both gasped, while Sunset nearly spat out her milkshake. Pinkie trembled. “You—You’ve never been—What?!”
“I’ve never been trick-or-treating,” Twilight said, her voice a bit smaller now. She shrugged. “I don’t know. Again, I like to relax on Nightmare Night. I’ve never found the idea of going door to door begging for candy very fun. And isn’t fun what Nightmare Night’s supposed to be all about?”
“But trick-or-treating is fun! Dressing up and getting free candy is the funnest thing in the entire universe!” Pinkie screamed. She leaped across the table and grabbed Twilight by her shirt collar. “This is unacceptable! You need to go trick-or-treating! You need to! Your life depends on it! My life depends on it!”
Sunset yanked Pinkie back into her seat. “Calm down, Pinks. You’re gonna give her an asthma attack.” As Twilight blushed and stowed away her inhaler, Sunset turned back to her and said, “But Pinkie does have a point. It’s Nightmare Night! It’s probably the best holiday of the year. And everyone should go trick-or-treating at least once. I mean, it’s not like there’s anything wrong with getting free candy, right?”
Twilight sighed. “I suppose not. But still, I already picked out a book and everything!” She smiled and stared off into space. “The new edition of Haycart’s Advanced Mathematics came out yesterday. It’s got an updated section on differential equations and everything!”
The other three exchanged a glance. “Yeah,” Sunset said, “you’re going trick-or-treating.”
“I’d love to take you,” Pinkie said, “but I’m gonna be kinda busy with the haunted house. But I know all the best places to get candy! I even made a map!”
“I can take her,” Sunset said. “I was just gonna spend the night giving out candy to the kids in my apartment building anyway. Might as well score some sweets for myself, right? It’ll be like old times. I’ll just leave out one of those bowls—y’know, the ones that say ‘take one piece of candy’ but everyone takes like twenty anyway?
Rainbow and Pinkie nodded, wide grins stretched across their faces.
Twilight frowned. “That seems dishonest.”
Sunset laughed and nodded. “Yeah… anyway, I’m gonna take you trick-or-treating, and that’s final.” She stood up and grabbed her bag. “All the best houses are on Cherry Hill, so we’ll start there. Meet me at the bottom of the hill at sundown. Bring a candy bucket.” She clapped Twilight on the back and walked away. “Oh, and remember to wear your costume!”
Massaging her back, Twilight watched Sunset go with a grimace. “A costume? I never agreed to that!”
“Well, you better agree!” Sunset called from the door. She winked at Twilight. “I’m gonna make sure this Nightmare Night is the greatest night of your life!”

The sun had just dipped below the horizon when Sunset parked her motorcycle and headed for Cherry Hill. In her pocket rested the map Pinkie had made of the best houses in town to get candy from. 
For a costume, all she wore was a small pair of cat ears, which rested comfortably on top of her head. It had been all she could scrounge up in the few hours between leaving Sugarcube Corner and arriving here, and she couldn’t help but feel bad about ordering Twilight to find a costume of her own.
But as she rounded a corner and the bottom of the hill came into sight, her worries faded.
Twilight stood in the middle of the street, back hunched forward and limbs held tight, as if she were trying to hide. Her hair fell around her shoulders in long, elegant braids. Her sparkling pink gown floated on the wind and seemed to glimmer in the late afternoon light. Shining diamonds hung from her ears, and bejeweled rings covered her fingers. When a strong breeze passed, Sunset barely caught a glimpse of the weathered sneakers on Twilight’s feet, but even that couldn’t break the illusion of her being royalty. She clutched an empty candy bucket close to her chest.
“Whoa there, Your Highness!” Sunset called, sauntering up to her friend. She looked Twilight up and down, then whistled. “You do know that we’re going trick-or-treating and not on a date, right?”
Twilight rolled her eyes, but stood up straighter. “Very funny. You told me to come in costume, so I did. Do you like it?”
“It’s great, yeah—but what are you supposed to be? You don’t seem like the kind of girl to settle for a plain old ‘princess’ outfit.”
A light glittered in Twilight’s eyes. Turning up her nose, in a deep Trottingham accent she said, “You may mock me, my dearest Priax, but know now that you shall never be anything more than a mere monkey!”
Sunset blinked.
Twilight scowled. “I’m Queen Leipras, Sixth Monarch of the Highborn Council! Have you never watched the Ogres and Oubliettes television series?”
Sunset stared for a moment more before sighing and running a hand down her face. “Well, at least it’s not a sexy ketchup bottle.”
“Excuse me?”
“Nevermind.” Sunset pulled the map out of her pocket and unfurled it. Sidling up to Twilight, she pointed at a crude drawing of the street they were on. “Check this out. Pinkie’s marked off every house in the neighborhood and given them all a star rating. According to her, we should only go to the ones marked three stars or higher.”
“What?” Twilight asked, leaning over the map and adjusting her glasses. “That doesn’t make sense. We have no time limit, do we? Why wouldn’t we stop at every house?”
“I dunno,” Sunset said. She closed the map. “But Pinkie is the Nightmare Night expert, so I trust her.”
Twilight pursed her lips. “Very well. I suppose fewer houses means less time spent away from my books.”
“Aw, forget about the books for once! This is gonna be so much more fun.” Sunset grabbed Twilight’s arm and pulled her out of the street, toward a line of houses.
Twilight gazed upon the scene with furrowed brows. Flashing lights and intricate decorations covered every house, and they only seemed to grow more extravagant as she looked down the block. Children in colorful costumes swarmed underfoot, screaming and shouting as if it were the end of the world. There didn’t seem to be a parent in sight.
“This can’t possibly be safe,” Twilight muttered as she watched a car screech to a halt in front of a young werewolf. “No wonder they call it the Day of the Dead.”
“Here we go,” Sunset said as they approached the first house. Tall tombstones and bloody blades had been stuck into the ground, and a ghost glared at them from a nearby tree. “This place has three stars. Not perfect, but it’s a start. Are you ready?”
“Maybe?” Twilight rubbed the back of her head. “What am I supposed to do?”
“Seriously? Just go up, ring the bell, and when the lady or whoever comes out, say ‘trick-or-treat.’ She’ll give you your candy, and then you can leave.”
Twilight nodded, but gulped. “Are you sure? I mean, my mother always warned me about not talking to strangers…”
“There are no strangers on Nightmare Night, Twi.” Sunset weaved behind Twilight and pushed her forward, up the walkway to the house. “And besides, I’ll be here the whole time. You can do this!”
Standing on the porch, Twilight spent a moment wringing her fingers. She shot one last look back at Sunset—who gave her a thumbs up—then rang the doorbell.
A few scant seconds passed before the door swung open and a woman dressed in a simple witch costume stepped out, holding a bowl of candy. “Why, hello—”
“Trick-or-treat!” Twilight yipped, cutting the woman off. She gasped. “Oh my, I didn’t mean to interrupt you, madam—ma’am! Ma’am, not madam! I’m sorry, so sorry, I never meant to imply you were the proprietor of a whorehouse, ma’am!” Her knees knocked together. “Or maybe miss? Linguists still debate over which term is most proper. In fact, just last week I read that the word ma’am is obsolete! I don’t want to be obsolete, or rude, madam—ma’am—miss.”
A moment passed.
Twilight sprinted away.
“Twi!” Sunset yelped. She swore under her breath and turned back to the woman. “Sorry about that, madam—ma’am—whatever! Sorry!” She hopped off of the porch and ran after her friend, leaving the woman to stew in her confusion.
Twilight made it halfway up the block before she ran out of breath and doubled over, her toothpick arms shaking so hard she could barely extract her inhaler from the candy bucket. “Well,” she coughed out as Sunset approached. She took a long puff. “That didn’t go very well.”
“You think?” Sunset wrapped an arm around Twilight and pulled her close. “C’mon, Twi. You’ve never gonna have any fun if you keep freaking out about everything! You’re with a friend, you’re wearing a cool costume, and there’s candy everywhere. You’ve got nothing to worry about. Just relax, and take the next house a bit slower. Okay?”
“Slower.” Twilight stowed her inhaler. “Right.”
Sunset offered Twilight a smile, then put a hand on her shoulder and guided her toward another house. “Calm down,” Sunset said as she hit the doorbell. She stepped back to let Twilight stand alone. “It’ll be fine.” Twilight took a deep breath and held it until the door opened.
Once again the door opened, and a man dressed in plainclothes stepped out, grinning and holding a massive candy bowl. His smile disappeared, however, as he scanned Twilight’s shaking form. “Hey,” he said, raising an eyebrow.
“Trick-or-treat!” Twilight stammered, holding out her bucket.
The man didn’t move. “Aren’t you a bit old to be trick-or-treating?”
Twilight jolted up straight. “Uh…”
“She’s got a disease!” Sunset said, stepping next to Twilight. She puffed out her lip and put on her best puppy dog eyes. “My daughter suffers from a horrible, horrible disease. It makes her look seventeen when really, she’s only six years old!”
The man gasped. “That’s awful!”
“I know,” Sunset said, nodding solemnly. “And the worst part is that there is no cure. This might be her last Nightmare Night.”
Twilight frowned. “Sunset, what in the world are you—ach!” Twilight jumped and rubbed at the spot on her leg where Sunset had kicked her.
Sunset clasped her hands together. “Please, sir. Let my daughter’s last Nightmare Night be her best.”
“Of course.” With a wistful smile, the man turned to Twilight and held out the bowl of candy. “Please, take as much as you’d like.”
Sunset grinned and stepped back, seemingly oblivious to Twilight’s sharp glare. Raising a brow, Twilight looked into the bowl of candy. With a hand, she sifted through its contents—but there only seemed to be one kind of candy: a small, golden-wrapped rectangle that read ‘Peanut Crisp’ along the side. Twilight dug to the bottom, ran her hands along the length of the bowl, but couldn’t find anything else.
She bit her lip and looked up at the man. “Uhm, I don’t suppose you have anything without peanut butter, do you? I’m allergic.”
Sunset face-palmed.
The man looked taken aback. “Well, I think I also put a few licorice candies in there…”
“I don’t think I can have licorice, either.” Twilight rubbed her arm. “My doctor said I’m not supposed to have gluten.”
“That’s… that’s too bad,” the man said, laying out the words carefully. He took the bowl back. “Well, those are the only two candies I have.”
“Oh.”
A pause. Sunset flicked her eyes between them.
“I think I might have some fruit,” the man said. He scratched his head. “I mean, I know it’s not exactly chocolate or anything like that, but—”
“Fruit would be wonderful!” Twilight said, her eyes lighting up for the first time that night. “I’d love that!”
The man smiled and dipped back into his house. When he returned a minute later, he held a bright red apple, which Twilight took and dropped into her bucket. “Thank you so much, sir!” she chirped as he stepped back. “Happy Nightmare Night!”
When the door closed, Twilight grabbed the apple out of her bucket and admired it. The moonlight gleamed off of its perfect, unblemished surface. She could see her own smile in its skin—and, when she turned around and found Sunset glaring at her from the sidewalk, she saw her own frown.
“What?” Twilight asked, walking to her friend. “Did I do something wrong?”
“An apple?” Sunset asked. “He told you to take as much candy as you wanted, and you asked for an apple?”
“I couldn’t eat anything else!” Twilight turned up her nose and held the apple close. “And besides, what’s wrong with fruit? It’s certainly healthier than a candy bar. And there’s no packaging for someone to slip a razor blade, or a rusty knife into.”
“That—that’s not—” Sunset groaned and threw her hands to her eyes. “Why do you have to make this so complicated?”
Twilight frowned. “I’m not trying to.” She looked down and pulled her limbs close, as if she were trying to shrink away. “Maybe this was a mistake, Sunset. I’m really not into this whole trick-or-treating thing. I’d rather be at home…”
“No, no, don’t say that. The only reason you’re not having fun is because we haven’t visited a good house yet.” Sunset pulled out her map. “That place only had one star, so we really shouldn’t have stopped in the first place. It looks like there’s a five star just a block over.” She walked away. “Let’s get going before all the good candy gets taken!”
Twilight sighed, but followed. “Yeah.”

“There it is,” Sunset said, pointing at a nearby house. She grabbed Twilight’s hand and pulled her forward, running until they were on the porch. All the lights were off, but Sunset’s grin was wider than Twilight had ever seen it.
On a chair in front of the door sat a massive bowl, overflowing with sweets. Hard candy, soft candy, chewy candy, fudge. Candy bars and lollipops and chocolates spilled from the brim, falling to the chair below. A hallowed feast of sugar and corn syrup lay before the two girls, and the colorful packaging called out to them like a siren song.
Above it all hung a sign: “Take one piece of candy.”
Sunset giggled. “Jackpot.”
“I don’t see how. If the goal is to maximize candy collection, then why are we stopping here?” Twilight asked, crossing her arms. “The highest amount of candy we can acquire here is one piece—two if you take a piece, but since you’re not wearing a costume, I feel that’s highly unethical.”
“Just shut up and take some candy, Twi.” Sunset reached into the bucket and grabbed a handful of chocolates, which she then stuffed into her jacket pockets. How no one else had raided this hoard already was beyond her. Hell, maybe they had, but there was just so much candy it didn’t make a difference. Sunset smirked and nabbed a few stray pieces of taffy.
This is so much better than some awful haunted house, Sunset thought. Just the memory of their horrid blueprint made her shiver. She dismissed the traumatizing memories zipping through her brain. Rainbow Dash can have fun with her stupid severed heads or whatever. Meanwhile, Twilight and I will be having the feast of our lives…
Sunset giggled and glanced over at Twilight to inspect her candy haul.
Twilight leaned over the cornucopia of sugar, eyes flicking from pile to pile. She pushed up her glasses and picked up a candy bar—then put it back down. She moved to the other side of the mountain and grabbed a lollipop—then put that back down, too.
“Uh, Twi?” Sunset crossed her arms. “What are you doing?”
“Picking my one piece of candy.”
“One piece? Do you not see what I’m doing?”
“I do, although I was trying to ignore you,” Twilight said, an edge in her voice. She inspected a small bag of gummy candy. “Call me foolish, but I don’t think that Nightmare Night excuses petty theft.”
“Theft?” Sunset asked. “What theft? It’s a candy bowl! Nobody actually takes just one piece of candy. That’s, like, why they exist!”
“Then why is there a sign?” Twilight asked, hands on her hips. As Sunset rummaged for an answer, Twilight shook her head and went back to investigating the pile. “Really, Sunset, you don’t need so much candy! Greed has brought down some of history’s greatest empires, you know—ooh, what’s this?”
“What’s what?” Sunset asked, leaning over Twilight’s shoulder.
Twilight grinned and picked up a small yellow-orange-white triangle. It looked like it was made of wax. “I’ve never seen this before.”
“That’s candy corn,” Sunset said. “There’s a good reason you’ve never seen them. They’re awful.”
“It looks fine to me,” Twilight said, clutching it in her palm. “And besides, since you’ve already taken so much, it’s only fair to everyone who visits after us that I take something small. There’s no need for us both to be greedy.”
“You’re not going to like it.”
“Says you.” Twilight smiled and popped the piece of candy corn into her mouth. She took a moment to chew—before her face twisted into a grimace. She closed her eyes as it went down, then shuddered. “Ooh.”
“Told you.” Sunset grabbed a handful of chocolates from the pile and held it out to Twilight. “C’mon, just take it. If we keep dawdling, all the other houses are gonna get cleaned out.”
Twilight turned away. “No, Sunset. I took my one piece of candy, and even if I didn’t like it, well… ‘you get what you get, and you don’t get upset.’ ”
“We’re not kids, Twi!” Sunset tried to drop the chocolate into her bucket. “Now just take the candy so we can keep trick-or-treating!”
“No!” Twilight said, pushing Sunset away. “I’m not a thief!”
Sunset staggered backwards. She tripped over a bump in the wooden porch and tumbled to her rump. The candy fell from her hands and spilled across the porch, making a loud clatter as it slipped through the floorboards to the grass and dirt below. Twilight gasped and Sunset spat out a curse—but both stopped when they looked out at the street.
All the children and parents passing by had stopped to stare. One little boy tugged at his mother’s skirt and pointed at Sunset. “Mommy, why are those two ladies breaking all the candy?”
The mother covered her son’s eyes and pushed him forward. “Just keep walking, sweetie.”
Sunset’s cheeks flamed. She jumped to her feet and brushed dirt from her pants. “Nice,” she said, avoiding Twilight’s touch. She hopped off of the porch and walked out to the street. “Real nice.”
Twilight hurried after her. “That wasn’t my fault!”
“Whatever,” Sunset said. She pulled out the map and kept going. “That house is done. Let’s keep going.”
The two walked in silence for a minute before Twilight looked at Sunset and said, “If I just don’t speak for the rest of the night, will you stop being mad at me?”
A shout climbed up Sunset’s throat—but one look at Twilight’s shaking hands sent it back down. “I’m not mad,” Sunset said, grabbing Twilight’s shoulder. “And no, I don’t want you to stop talking. Just… just calm down. Okay? You don’t have to be so uptight and formal about everything.”
“I’m not uptight,” Twilight said in a small voice.
Sunset snorted. “Uh, yeah, you are.”
“Oh.” Twilight looked at her feet. “Okay.”
“Just get a handle on that and we’ll be fine.” Sunset glanced at the map and smiled. “Look, there’s a five-star just up the hill. The notes say that they hand out, like, full-sized candy bars!”
Twilight opened her mouth for less than a second.
“Twilight…”
“It’s nothing,” Twilight said. She squirmed. “But, you know, it’s already easy enough to hide a razor blade in a small piece of candy. It’s no brainer to stick one into a full-sized candy bar.”
“Really? That’s what you’re worried about?” Sunset asked, laughing as Twilight blushed. Sunset tousled her hair. “I promise you: if you get a single piece of candy that has a razor blade in it, I’ll eat the thing myself. Now, c’mon. We’re bleeding moonlight.”

Sunset ate one of her taffy pieces, and a stiff breeze rolled through the street. Sitting on the curb, she shivered and pulled her jacket tighter around her. Sunset wore three layers, and she still felt cold; she could only imagine how Twilight felt, wearing what was essentially a nightgown.
Sunset looked over her shoulder. Yards away, Twilight stood at the front door to their next house, her shoulders hunched as usual. Twilight had elected to take this house alone, as she wanted to see if she could do better without Sunset “looming over her.”
Yeah, right, Sunset thought, rolling her eyes. She turned back around. Probably just gonna come back crying…
Sunset bit down on her tongue, striking the thoughts from her mind. Oh, shut up. She’s trying her best! It’s not Twilight’s fault that she’s the most horrendously awkward girl in Canterlot.
“And you’re certainly not helping,” she whispered to herself, taking another bite of taffy.
“That went well.”
Sunset looked up, only to find Twilight standing next to her, smiling. “Oh, yeah? What’d you get?”
“Quite a bit!” Twilight sat down and put the candy bucket between them. Three massive candy bars stuck out of the top. “The couple living there was so nice! All their candy was gluten-free and everything! The husband was dressed as Queen Leipras’ son, Prince Satyrn, so we also had a quick discussion about the spoilers leaked today for the upcoming season of Ogres and Oubliettes—”
Twilight stopped when she saw Sunset’s flat expression. She chuckled. “It was nice.”
At that, Sunset smiled and clapped Twilight on the back. “That’s awesome! See, I told you that Nightmare Night is fun. And look at how much candy you got!”
“Yes, I suppose,” Twilight said, looking into her bucket. “I will need to run some tests on these when I get home—I really hope my father didn’t throw away the X-ray machine I got for my twelfth birthday—but it certainly is the most I’ve gotten all night.”
“Just you wait. We’ve still got the whole neighborhood to cover.” Sunset stood up and walked a few steps off. “Just let me see where we’re going next,” she said, pulling out the map. “Then we can head out.”
Sunset traced a finger along the worn paper. There was still so much ground to cover, but the two of them had bickered for so long that there wasn’t nearly enough time to reach every house. Surely some houses would run out of candy, and others would end early. Every second they spent stationary was another chance at sugary goodness lost.
There was no time to waste. Sunset found the nearest five-star house—only a block away—and smiled. Things were finally looking up!
“Hey!” Twilight shouted behind her. “Come back!”
Sunset raised a brow and turned around—only to see two masked teenaged boys on bikes riding away, Twilight’s candy bucket in tow. Sunset let out a yelp and sprinted forward, past Twilight.
“Get back here!” Sunset shrieked, moving her legs as fast they would go. “Give that back! Give that back!”
But as fast as Sunset was, the bikes were faster. The boys cackled as they flew down the block, out of reach and eventually out of sight.
Sunset stumbled to a stop and crumpled to her knees in the middle of the street, chest heaving, head spinning. The laughter faded into the night, and Sunset pounded a fist against the pavement.
Twilight rushed up to Sunset, breathing even harder. “Are you okay?” she wheezed, kneeling down next to her friend. “Did they hurt you?”
“Hurt me? Did they hurt you?” Sunset asked, grabbing Twilight and looking her over. “What the heck just happened? What did they do to you? We gotta head back to my motorcycle, because I swear I am gonna hunt those guys down and strangle—”
“I’m fine,” Twilight said. She wrested herself free from Sunset’s grasp. “And please, please don’t say things like that. It scares me.”
“And they didn’t?” Sunset asked. She stood up. “Seriously, what happened? How did they get your bucket?”
Twilight looked away. “Well, you see, it’s kind of a funny story…”
“Twilight,” Sunset said through clenching teeth. “What did you do?”
“I didn’t do anything! At least, nothing that you can blame me for,” Twilight added quickly. She fiddled with her fingers. “They just rode up and started talking to me about Nightmare Night, you know? Their faces were kinda hard to see through the masks, but it’s Nightmare Night, and I thought I recognized them from CHS, so I wasn’t suspicious or anything. And they asked to see how much candy I had—”
Sunset grabbed Twilight’s shoulders. “Please tell me that you didn’t just give them your candy.”
“Uh.”
“Goddess above!” Sunset cried, pulling at her hair. She paced around in circles for a few moments as Twilight winced. Just as Twilight started backing away, Sunset spun to face her and shouted, “What’s wrong with you? You’re never supposed to trust teenage boys on Nightmare Night! That’s, like, rule number one!”
“How was I supposed to know that?” Twilight sputtered. “I’ve never done this before!”
“It’s common sense!” Sunset said. “But now you messed up, and we just wasted an hour. Good work.”
Twilight trembled under Sunset’s glare and whimpered, “I’m sorry.”
“Yeah, I’m sure you are,” Sunset said. She scoffed. “Get a freakin’ clue, Twilight.”
Silence.
Chin quivering, Twilight turned away. “Sorry,” she said again, her voice barely a whisper.
Sunset held her glower for a few seconds more, before she heard Twilight’s shuddering breaths and saw her shrinking shoulders. Cursing herself, she walked back over and moved to touch Twilight’s shoulder, but stopped short. She clamped her hand to her side.
“Twi, stop it,” Sunset said quickly. “I didn’t mean that. You know I didn’t mean that.”
Twilight didn’t turn. She just nodded. “Yeah.”
A sea of apologies rushed to Sunset’s mouth, but she swallowed them; they wouldn’t do her any good. She sighed. “Look, let’s just keep going. There’s a convenience store right down the block; I’m sure they’d give us a plastic bag or something.”
“No,” Twilight said, shaking her head. She rubbed her shoulder. “I’m sorry, Sunset, but I think I want to go home. I’m not feeling very good.”
“You can’t go home!” Sunset said, trying to block her path. “You haven’t had any fun yet!”
“I know,” Twilight said. She pushed past and walked away. Sunset watched her go. 
Nausea erupted in Sunset’s stomach. As Twilight dragged her feet through the crowd of smiling kids, all Sunset wanted to do was curl up in a ditch somewhere and stop breathing for a while. Every part of Sunset’s mind jeered her—what in Tartarus is wrong with me why am I such an idiot—and she tapped a nervous foot, ready to sprint to catch up to Twilight, to try and convince her to stay.
But what would Sunset even say to her? Twilight didn’t care about candy or trick-or-treating. All she wanted was not to feel like she was screwing everything up. And all Sunset wanted was to let Twilight enjoy Nightmare Night. So what was there to do…?
An idea popped into Sunset’s mind. For a moment, the nausea in her stomach rose to her throat.
She steadied her suddenly wobbling legs. “No, no, Sunset. That’s crazy.”
But it could work!
Sunset balled up her fists. She took a few breaths through gritted teeth as the thoughts passed. But just as her legs felt like they would turn to gelatin, just as she felt like she would bite through her lip—she ran forward.
“Twilight, wait!” she called. “Wait!”
Twilight was already halfway down the hill and didn’t turn until Sunset slowed down just a few feet behind her. “What?” she said, nose curling up. “What do you—Sunset, you look like you’re about to be sick!”
“I might be,” Sunset said, nodding. “And that’s why I gotta ask you this quick: do you want to go to Rainbow and Pinkie’s haunted house?”
Twilight blinked a few times, then frowned. “Sunset, if I couldn’t handle simple trick-or-treating, what makes you think I could handle something specifically designed to provoke a manic reaction in its patrons?”
“Because you don’t actually have to do anything but be scared! There’s no time to be awkward, or to mess things up. It’s just a straight shot through. And besides,” Sunset said, trying to ignore the sweat already running down her face. She slung an arm over Twilight’s shoulders. “I’ll be next to you the entire time. It’ll be fun!”
“You’ve said that about a lot of things tonight,” Twilight said, narrowing her eyes. She tapped her chin. “That being said, you are right about the largely scripted nature of the production. And according to my research, haunted houses are one of the most iconic symbols of the holiday.”
“So will you do it?”
“…Fine.” Twilight weaved out of Sunset’s hold. “But I’d still rather be at home. In fact, I kinda wish I hadn’t even come out here tonight.” She paused. “You’re sure this is a good idea?”
“A good idea?” Sunset asked with a shaky laugh. “This is the best idea.”

“Maybe this was a bad idea,” Sunset babbled as Twilight dragged her off the motorcycle and toward the darkened windows of Sugarcube Corner. “This was a bad idea an awful idea and Twilight are you sure you don’t still want to go home because I kinda wanna go home let’s just go home okay?”
“Oh, no,” Twilight grumbled. “You made me ride that horrendous deathtrap you call a motorcycle halfway across the city in a dress. We are not leaving without seeing this haunted house!”
Sunset gulped, but stopped resisting and let Twilight pull her to the double doors.
The two of them slipped inside Sugarcube Corner, and Sunset braced herself for the electronic cry of the seizure skeleton—but it didn’t come. They gazed around the restaurant, but the room was empty. They couldn’t find a single other person, kid or adult.
In fact, the restaurant looked like it had been abandoned for years; thick layers of dust and cobwebs covered every surface. All the decorations were gone. Spiders scurried along the floorboards, and Sunset could have sworn she saw a cockroach in the corner.
“Wow,” Twilight said, grinning. She polished her glasses and took another look. “They’ve really transformed this place!”
Already Sunset’s vision went hazy in the dim light. She clutched Twilight and nodded. She barely had time to react when Twilight took a step forward. The two of them let go of the door and walked to the middle of the room.
The double doors swung closed behind them. The click of the lock rang through the room.
Sunset gasped and ran back to the doors. She pulled and pried at the handles, but they stayed shut. She pounded on the glass and looked outside, trying to find a police car, a pedestrian, someone—but the street was empty. Sunset lost her breath and gulped in whatever air she could find.
Twilight giggled as Sunset backed away from the doors. “Locked doors… a bit cliché, but appropriately creepy, I think.”
“Yeah,” Sunset croaked. “Real creepy.”
“You may have been right about this, Sunset! I’ve never been a fan of scary movies, but this may actually be fun!” Twilight said. A deep groaning sound floated from the air vents, making her laugh and Sunset whimper. “It’s a bit like interactive theatre, you know?”
Twilight waited for Sunset to answer, but when the only response was a high-pitched squeak, Twilight frowned at her. “Are you alright? You aren’t scared, are you? Because if you are, we can just go—”
“No, no!” Sunset said, resisting every instinct that told her to take the chance and run. “If you’re having fun, then we’re staying. And besides, I’m doing fine!” 
Sunset took a step, and a floorboard creaked under her foot, making her squeal and jump into Twilight’s arms. She buried her head into Twilight’s shoulder and shivered—but only for a moment, before giving a slow laugh and letting Twilight put her down.
Twilight gave Sunset a sideways glance, but all she said was, “Alright then. Let’s keep moving, I suppose.”
Sunset kept her fists balled up as they followed the blood-covered arrows on the walls out of the foyer, and into one of the kitchens. It too had been stripped clean of all pots, pans, and cooking ingredients. The only things left were puddles of red liquid, rusted knives stuck into tables, a pile of mangled baby dolls in the corner.
Deep screams echoed through the halls, and a thick red sludge spotted the ground. The two of them tried to walk around it at first, but soon it became unavoidable. The goop was warm, and even wearing sneakers, Sunset felt it seep through her socks. It looked like someone had spilled a bucket of cherry-flavored ice across the ground—but it smelled like some mix of iron and fecal matter. Sloppy sloshing sounds came with every step.
“What is this?” Sunset asked, her face paling. She gripped Twilight’s arm. “Oh, Goddess, what is it?”
“I don’t know,” Twilight said, scratching her chin and generally making Sunset want to cry. “It smells somewhat like bile, but I’m not sure I’ve ever seen bile with this sort of consistency or color. It may be diseased.”
“We’re walking through diseased bile?” Sunset asked in a gravelly growl.
“Something meant to feel like diseased bile,” Twilight corrected. She held Sunset a little closer. “None of this is real, Sunset.”
“Not real,” Sunset repeated. “Right—”
Applejack’s severed head fell from the ceiling and crashed to the floor. Twilight recoiled, while Sunset cursed and jumped backwards, only to slip in a puddle of blood and tumble to the floor. She sent bile and blood splashing everywhere, including all over her clothes.
The warm, sticky sludge clung to her skin like glue. Eyes wide as planets, teeth bared, she stared straight ahead and tried her best not to find the nearest window and throw herself out of it.
Applejack stared back at her, tongue lolling, blood spilling from her eyes—
Twilight knocked on Applejack’s head, making a hollow sound. “It’s made of wood,” she said with a chuckle. “Again: not real.”
Sunset nodded and tried to climb to her feet, but it took about three tries before she could get up without her legs giving out. Twilight helped Sunset out of her soaked jacket, and after a moment of protest, managed to convince her to lay it on a countertop to dry. Sunset left it with one last longing gaze before they moved onto the next room.
Sunset shook with every creaking floorboard, every banging air vent. The warm slush dripped down her legs.
They crept down a long, darkened hallway. Mangled corpses and dead bugs lined the walls. Above the bile, everything smelled like spoiled milk. And no matter how far they walked, still the screams continued, growing louder and louder. A man, a woman, children—everyone, just screaming.
They turned a corner, and at the end of the next hallway hung a flickering light bulb—the only source of light they had seen so far. Sunset let out a relieved sigh and hurried forward, pulling Twilight along. She didn’t even mind that it was a dead end, and that the two of them were now completely trapped… well, she did mind, but not enough to go back.
Honestly, she still didn’t quite believe Twilight about the wooden head. In the back of her mind, she prepared her wardrobe for Applejack’s funeral.
When they both made it to the flickering light, the screaming stopped, leaving Sunset’s heaving breaths to fill the void.
“Is that it?” Twilight asked, looking around. “Is this the end?”
“Thank the heavens,” Sunset said, wiping the sweat from her forehead.
The lightbulb above them died. Before Sunset could scream, fires sparked to life along the walls. Long, burning torches illuminated the hallway and cast long shadows across the rotting piles of flesh on the floor. Blood seeped from cracks in the walls, and the banging in the air vents grew louder.
Sunset held Twilight’s arm so hard her knuckles burned. Twilight winced under Sunset’s grip, but didn’t move away.
“What’s going on?” Sunset asked, teeth chattering. “What’s happening?”
“Probably just another jump scare,” Twilight said. “Rainbow and Pinkie seem to be fond of them.”
Jump scare, Sunset repeated to herself, throwing glances around the room to find the next attack. Jump scare. Not real. Not real. Calm down.
The banging sound in the air vents grew louder, louder, deafening. Sunset’s ears pounded, but covering them meant letting go of Twilight, and letting go of Twilight meant getting dragged screaming to her death. Louder, louder, louder—
The noise stopped.
Sunset and Twilight exchanged a glance.
Pinkie Pie’s dead body fell from the ceiling and onto the floor in front of them. Her soft, very much not-wooden flesh hit the ground with a smack. Most of her clothes were gone, leaving her to lay in nothing but her underwear. Her skin was an ashen white, and blood gushed from the meat cleaver stuck into her head.
“Oh, my,” Twilight said with a grimace.
Sunset screamed and ran away. She raced down the hallway, back into the dark, arms flailing above her head.
“Sunset!” Twilight called, stretching out an arm. “Where are you going?”
On the ground, Pinkie Pie tried to stifle a giggle—but soon broke down into a fit of laughter. “That was so fun!” she said, splashing around in the bile. “Whee!”
Twilight rolled her eyes and ran to find Sunset.
She found the terrified girl in the next hallway over, running to and fro, screaming harder with every passing second. Strobe lights on the floor flashed and spun. Dripping chunks of meat spilled from the air vents, and Sunset couldn’t seem to help but always stand where they were falling. By the time she had to take her first breath, Sunset looked more like a butcher than a teenager.
One particularly heavy meat chunk slapped Sunset in the back of the head. She staggered forward and tripped over a strobe light. She fell to her knees, right on top of a dead body. She tried to move away, tried to escape from the carcass—but her body wouldn’t work. She was petrified.
“Sunset, stop!” Twilight said, grabbing and shaking Sunset’s shoulders. “This isn’t fun anymore! Let’s go—”
“Go?” a familiar scratchy voice asked from behind them. “You’re not going anywhere!”
Sunset and Twilight turned around, only to find a skinny teenage girl in bloody overalls and a hockey mask walking towards them, a jagged hacksaw raised high above her head.
Twilight snorted and said something, but Sunset didn’t hear it. Every one of her senses focused on the warm bile, on the putrid smell, on the saw. Everything was over, and these would be the last things Sunset would ever feel, smell, see. Her picture would be in the paper, but no one would find her chopped-up body.
Just another victim, slaughtered and thrown away.
The bloodied figure drew close and loomed over them. Sunset tried to yell, tried to shout, but couldn’t breathe. Not a single sound came until the figure swung the saw at Sunset’s throat.
Sunset let out a high-pitched sob. Tears spilled down her face and mixed with the fake blood already streaked across her cheeks. She clenched her eyes shut and wailed into the air.
“Rainbow Dash!” Twilight shouted as Rainbow pantomimed murdering them again. She pushed Rainbow away. “Stop!”
“What? Why?” Rainbow took off her hockey mask and glared—but when she saw Sunset, her eyes widened. She threw the plastic saw to the ground and spun around. “Pinkie, turn on the lights! Turn off all the machines and sounds and stuff!”
In a few moments, the blood stopped flowing from the walls, and all the lights turned on, revealing that they were just in one of Sugarcube Corner’s storerooms.
And yet, Sunset still cried, pressing her face into Twilight’s shoulder. Twilight wrapped her in a hug and stroked her back. “Come on, don’t cry,” Twilight cooed as Sunset trembled. “It’s all over. You’re completely safe.”
Rainbow sat down next to them and grinned. “You’re not scared of haunted houses, huh?” Rainbow said, slapping Sunset’s knee. “I knew that was just a bunch of talk. I told ya you couldn’t handle this place—ow!”
Rainbow rubbed at the spot on her side that Twilight had punched. “Be quiet, Rainbow!” Twilight said. “Do you know how rude you’re being?”
“Rude?” Rainbow sneered. “I’m just joking. Lighten up!”
“I’m not going to lighten up. Nightmare Night is supposed to be fun.” Twilight ran a hand through Sunset’s mussed-up hair. “This isn’t fun.”
“It’s not?” Pinkie asked, popping into the conversation. She hadn’t put on any more clothes.
“Nah, it is,” Rainbow said, crossing her arms. She turned up her nose. “Haunted houses are totally fun. Sunset throwing a tantrum doesn’t prove anything.”
“Not everyone thinks the same things are fun,” Twilight said. She looked down at Sunset, whose sobs had begun to fade into hiccups. “Not everyone enjoys the same things, or even thinks in the same way. That’s just how humans work.” She smiled and brushed the hair from Sunset’s eyes. “Is that how ponies work?”
Sunset sniffled and tried to speak—but just settled for a nod.
“If all you guys were gonna do is complain,” Rainbow said, “why did you even come? You set off all of our traps! Do you know how long those are gonna take to set back up? That meat cost me, like, a month’s allowance!”
“Sorry,” Sunset choked out, sitting up and wiping her face. She stared bleary-eyed at her lap. “This is my fault. Ugh, I just keep ruining Nightmare Night.”
Twilight shook her head. “That’s not true.”
“It is, though!” Sunset turned to Twilight. “This entire night has just been me pushing you around and making you do things you didn’t want to do and being awful. You told me you didn’t want to go trick-or-treating; I didn’t listen. You told me you wanted to go home early; I didn’t listen. I brought you to a haunted house, and all I did was have a breakdown. And that’s not to mention how rude I’ve been…”
Sunset stifled another cry. “I cared so much about forcing you to have the ‘right’ Nightmare Night that I forgot to make sure that either of us was even enjoying ourselves. What kind of friend am I?”
“A great one,” Twilight said, holding Sunset close again. “You said it yourself: you did this because you cared about me. Sure, it’s true that this hasn’t been the greatest night of my life. But you still tried your best, and I think that’s great.”
Another round of tears fell from Sunset’s eyes. With a shuddering gasp, she grabbed Twilight and pulled her into a full-bodied hug. Twilight didn’t resist.
“Hey, cut that out!” Rainbow spat, clapping her hands. “There’s no hugging in our haunted house!”
Pinkie Pie froze, her arms already halfway around Rainbow’s chest. “Aw…”

Sunset burst through the double doors of Sugarcube Corner and into the street outside with a girlish laugh, tittering as she spun around the sidewalk, basking in the moonlight. Twilight followed after. The bottom of her dress was now soaked in fake blood and fake bile. Both of them smelled like they had just fallen into someone’s stomach.
“I never thought I would get out of that place!” Sunset cried. She dropped to her knees and let the chilly October air wash over her—then shivered. Rubbing at her goosebumped arms, Sunset turned and looked back into one Sugarcube Corner’s darkened windows. “Ugh, we forgot my jacket!”
Twilight joined her at the window. “Do you want to go back inside to—”
“No!” Sunset said, jumping. She scurried away from the window. “I’m good!”
Twilight giggled, but her laughter soon melted into a yawn. “Can we call it a night?” she asked. “This has all been very exciting, but I think I’m ready to call Nightmare Night quits.”
“Maybe that’d be for the best,” Sunset said. She walked over to her motorcycle and threw Twilight a helmet. “But it’s, like, only eight-thirty. It’s so early!”
“Well, who says we have to split up?” Twilight asked. She took her place on the back of Sunset’s motorcycle. “You could always come over to my house. I suppose you might not be interested in Haycart’s Advanced Mathematics, but I do own some movies, and I’m pretty sure my mom bought popcorn yesterday.”
Sunset shrugged. “Yeah, I guess that sounds pretty good.”
Twilight smirked. “We can stop by the supermarket and buy a few bags of candy, too.”
“Now you’re talking.” Sunset hopped on the motorcycle and put on her helmet. She smiled as Twilight wrapped a pair of shaking arms around her waist. “Heh, you better hold on tight, scaredy-cat.”
Twilight pressed her face into the small of Sunset’s back. “I am, scaredy-cat. Even if you smell like a dumpster.”
The two sped off into the night, laughing all the way.
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