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		Description

Nines knew he was always fated for something; yet he never knew what it was. Perhaps, after dying at the hands of that traitor and awakening in a new world, he would finally find his true purpose.
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        Months had passed since he had awoken on this strange world, full of colourful ‘ponies’; as they liked to be called. It amazed him and yet confused him at the same time, that time when he had first gazed upon the world. He had been taught by the First Order that humans were more exalted and pre-eminent than any of the other races out there. He had shown distrust and contempt for them, these ponies, yet they’d only tried to accept him into their fold.
In the end, he relented and resigned himself to the fate that there was no chance that he would ever return to the First Order. Why would he be able to? He knew that his life had ended back on that backwater planet called Takodana, because of that … traitor! 
There was no other word to describe FN-2187, and he would put no further thoughts into that sequence. Once he resigned himself to the idea that he was dead and this was a mysterious afterlife for him, everything seemed to go smoother for him.
Two of the ‘ponies,’ who were named Celestia and Luna, had given him a place to stay amongst their castle, much to his surprise. They asked a sole favour in return for giving him a place to stay and a life to live, if that’s what it could be called. All they asked of him in return was that he protect their ponies if something calamitous ever happened.
At the time, he’d glared at them before marching off. Yet that had been ages ago, or at least it felt like it. Once he came around to the idea that this was his life, he agreed to do so, but on his own terms. The Princesses, as they were titled, rejoiced at the idea that they now had such a proficient soldier to guard their subjects. At least, if by yelling ‘Oh joyous day’ could one be considered rejoicing.
So he went about his daily routine, walking up and down the halls, making sure everyone that he saw was safe and unharmed. The best part about his job, was that the ponies had gotten comfortable around him once they understood what he did. So comfortable, that he hardly ever had to speak at all, instead letting them confirm that everything was okay.
It was weird for him to be so easily trusted with such certainty. In his ‘past life’ he had been nothing more than a foot soldier, given orders that he followed without question and nothing more. So it was jarring to be of some importance among the castle. Yet he ended up choosing to embrace it, for what else did he have to do?
As it came to be, one night, as he was making his rounds, he noticed a very strange phenomenon; there wasn’t a single pony in the castle. His soldierly instincts kicked into high alert at this, for he knew that something was afoot. Readying himself for whatever may come, he stalked through the castle halls, looking around each door to see if there was a threat that needed to be eliminated. 
Yet he found nothing.
As he neared his way to the main hall, he heard shouting coming from two very distinctive voices; Celestia and Luna. He prepared himself for the worst, ready to see the two facing off against some sort of mighty or deadly being.
Yet there was no third voice, or even another sound, except the noise of the two of them shouting. Perhaps it was merely a simple argument? Though even if that was the case, he still had the presence of mind to be there and attempt to calm them down. He had done so in the past, entirely by accident mind you, so why not utilize his skills in as a soldier to put an end to the fight as quickly as possible? He barged into the main hall, throwing the doors wide open to reveal Luna standing in between the the two thrones, while Celestia stood closer to the main entrance.
Fate had other plans; it wasn’t a simple argument as he had hoped. It was far worse.
“There can only be one Princess in Equestria! And that Princess will be me!” Luna shouted before igniting her horn. The wall in between the dual thrones exploded, sending rubble everywhere. Celestia flinched, yet the Stormtrooper held his ground, thinking he was prepared for whatever came next.
He was wrong.
The moon, which he could see in the distance through the hole in the wall, shot up into the sky, completely blocking out the sun. He had long since come to grips with the fact that the way this world functioned; something, somewhere must have gone horribly wrong, in regards to the laws of nature as he knew them. Still, even after all the days spent here, he was amazed by the ferocity that seemed to be behind the rising of the moon. The moon’s movement was sharp and swift, like the rise and ferocity of a lightsaber, moving to its point, to block, parry, and intimidate its opponent; the sun.
The worst part had yet to come once the sky had turned black from the lunar eclipse. Black beams of an unknown substance shot forth from the moon itself, aiming straight for Luna. Once again, he hardly flinched, yet he knew deep down that something truly bad was happening. He wanted to hope that all of it was some sort of trick, or prank, but as the blackness began to encapsulate Luna, he knew it was anything but.
Her visage twisted and morphed until there was little left to remind anyone that the pony that stood there was once Luna. The alicorn that now stood in place of the once blue Luna, was as pitch black as a cavern that had never known the sun’s light. Armour encompassed her body, removing the simple decorative ornaments that Luna once wore. The creature’s eyes changed from loving, caring yet mischievous eyes, to those of pure malice.
Maniacal laughter left the creature’s throat, allowing the other occupants in the room to see her teeth change from being flat and equine, to adopting the serrated edges of a deadly carnivore. It was in this moment, as the creature laughed, that the Stormtrooper known as Nines knew what he had to do.
It was as if his life was meant for such a moment, for it had more or less happened before, and it was happening again right in front of him. He had prepared himself for a moment like this; he’d readied himself for his redemption.
“Traitor!” he yelled, stalking his way towards the creature, drawing his Z6 riot control baton. In a show of skill, he swung the baton in two quick circles before gripping the non-electrified end with his other hand. Without a second thought, he charged up to the monster, his baton ready to open an old fashioned can of whoop ass on the beast.
“You dare challeng-” the monster yelled before getting slammed in the face by the electrified riot baton. The force of the blow, hard enough and backed by enough electrical current, sent the twisted alicorn flying into the western wall of the room. 
Her impact reverberated throughout the hall, the sound of her collision echoing even deeper into the castle. The force behind his strike was so immense that an impact crater deep enough to match the monster’s height twice over was left in the wall; yet still somehow, the beast was breathing and conscious. It had fallen from the hole in the wall, onto the rubble-strewn floor. 
Nines knew what he had to do. The only way to redeem Luna was to knock her out and then let the ponies who understood what that black ichor stuff from the moon was to remove it from her. So wasting not a single second, he walked up to the prone alicorn, preparing to give a knock-out blow so they could capture her.
“Nines! Don’t hurt her!” Celestia yelled from behind him, and in the next brief second that followed, he turned his head to look at her. He knew what he needed to tell her: that he wouldn’t hurt her beyond knocking her out.
Yet the words never came; he instead felt a slow trickle of blood escape his mouth. He managed to turn his head around despite the immense pain, and in a brief glimpse of sobering realization, he saw what had happened.
In the time it took to respond to Celestia, he had left himself undefended. There, on the ground in front of him, was the traitorous alicorn, looking up at him with wide eyes, her horn dimming as the spell she cast faded. He glanced down just a bit more and saw the gaping hole in his chest, nearly the same size of the hole he had seen in his previous life.
He wanted to say something, to get some sort of last words out of his mouth, but they failed as his life slowly flowed from his body, letting it crumple to the floor.
The suspense in the room was immense, bearing down on the two alicorns, until the twisted alicorn stood up again. She looked over the crumpled, blood-soaked form of the newly deceased stormtrooper before looking back up at Celestia.
The day the alicorn feared the worst had finally come, but the eyes that she met were not the demon ones that Luna’s had become; no … they were the same eyes that her little sister had always possessed. The shock of her taking the life of the Stormtrooper caused her to reject the Nightmare’s attempt to fully possess her, instantly cleansing her on the spot, the black form of the alicorn started to dissipate as though it was black ichor being dissolved. In its placed stood a teary eyed Luna, her form being racked by great and grievous heaving sobs of sorrow.
Celestia rushed over to her little sister, embracing her in a tight hug just as Luna began to cry out for what she had done to one whom she had counted among her few friends. Celestia just held on tight to her sister, her eyes streaming tears as well at the loss of such a valued friend and loyal protector of the crowns.
For some time, the two stayed like that, wrapped in each other’s forelegs, just letting their emotions flow freely at the loss of a friend.

“And that’s the story of this statue, my dear student,” Celestia said to a young Twilight Sparkle as they sat in front of a specific statue.
The statue was of the heroic stormtrooper named Nines. He was in the midst of his classic spin trick that he did with his baton. He had loved to show that off before engaging in a duel, and it always seemed to frighten the other opponent, no matter how many times he had pulled it off.
“So he was real?!” a twelve year old Twilight asked her mentor with wide eyes, not realising that this statue was of a  hero who had been deceased a long time ago.
“Indeed he was, my faithful student. He was a great defender while he was here, and an even better friend. If it wasn’t for him, then my sister wouldn’t be with me right now.”
Twilight Sparkle smiled greatly at the idea that this ‘stormtrooper’ had saved Equestria, yet one thing puzzled her, something she only now noticed about the statue. There was writing a little higher up than she could read, what with the statue being roughly thirty feet tall, not to mention the slight fading to the words inscribed on the plaque.
“What does that plaque say? I can’t exactly read it.”
Celestia chuckled lightly, before picking up her student in her forelegs and lifting her up to the plaque. “It’s merely a joke that we had used when he was still around. He always laughed at it when we used it, and figured that it should be one of the main things we remember him by.”
Twilight read the words quietly to herself before looking over her shoulder to Celestia. “I don’t get it.”
A small, yet sad smile graced Celestia’s face as she looked up at the statue once more. “He died for our spins, Twilight. He died for our spins.”
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