
		
			[image: Cover image]
		

	
		Cultists Summon Ponythulu

		Written by Alex Warlorn

		
					My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic

					Princess Luna

					Original Character

					Other

					Comedy

		

		Description

A small band of cultists have gotten together on this deep dark night where the stars have aligned to summon forth one of the Great Old Ones, armed and ready to bring Equestria, nay, all of Equus under their master's sway. Or that's what they planned. 
MADE IT TO POPULAR STORIES! 
Cover art by  Darkone10 http://darkone10.deviantart.com/art/Uncle-Cthulhu-Stops-By-335653237
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It was a clear dark night, a black new moon floating in the sky. And in the deepest recesses of the Everfree Forest, several hooded creatures stood in a circle. What species or type they were was a mystery. It could be a pegasus or griffin under one set of winged robes, though the bipedal stance and horns gave away the minotaur. 
Their robes were royal purple, with blood red scripture of the forgotten and banished gods engraved upon them. After their spy had checked Princess Luna's personal night calendar, they knew the stars this night would be in alignment. 
This was the night all of them had prepared for. By dawn, all of Equestria would be under their sway... or a twisted un-waking nightmare-scape which death offered no escape. But gain required risk and all that. 
Their leader held the object of power, everything was ready, the symbols drawn, the sacrifices of freshly baked cookies made, the candles lit, all that remained was the incantation. And in the language of the Deep Ponies, the cultists chanted. 
Nature trembled, the stars sang, the world itself gave pause as the cultists spoke as one voice, calling out to the Great Old One they sought. 
And so the portal did open, and out came the Outer God, Ponythulu, poniulhu, or Ponycuthoolu, no true version of his name existed in mortal tongue. The weaker willed cultists fell to the ground, foaming at the mouths at the sight of him. Was he green and humanoid with bat wings and a tentacled mouth? Or was he red with eyes and arms going all the way around his body? None could be certain, none could be sure. All were right and all were wrong. 
More of the lesser cultists fell over, their minds lost in madness when they heard the Great Old One, speak!
"Hello," it waved an arm/leg/claw/tentacle/incomprehensible. "Thanks for inviting me for a quick visit. Nice to know people still think about me."
It was the leader of the cult who beheld the most uncomprehending sight of all... was Ponythulu... wearing pink bunny slippers with matching bathrobe? "You... you are Ponythulu yes?"
"Oh yes I am! It's so nice of you to remember." 
"And you are one of the Great Old Ones? The Outer Gods? Older than Equinekind itself? Could make the continents themselves tremble?"
"Yep! That's me!" It smiled. 
"Well... in that case, COWER BEFORE ME! SERVE ME! OBEY MY WILL! OR FACE MY WRATH!" The lead cultists brought forth the object of power... a small model boat. 
"Oh you brought me a gift! How thoughtful!" Ponythulu plucked the object from the lead cultist. "This will look great in my bathtub!" Ponythulu began to toot the 'Sailor Man' song. 
"But... but... you're supposed to be terrified of boats... they're supposed to be your most base fear... Ever since that steamer ship rammed through your body escaping your city!" 
"Huh? Oh! You mean that time that little ship raced over my shadow when one of my avatars got woken up early? ..." Ponythulu giggled. "Those mortals sure got a fright! And I was going to bake them some cookies too! It took me a whole fifteen minutes to reconstitute my form. Like I said, I was groggy." 
The other remaining cultists who weren't drooling on themselves stood bewildered and completely unsure of what they were supposed to be doing in response to the scene before them.
"But... all my, our plans to conquer Equus... to bend you to our will... we were clever! I was clever! I planned most of my life for this!"
Ponythulu patted him on the head. "There there, not everything can work out like we plan. That's life. I once burned a tray full of cookies thanks to one of Nythy's cute little pranks! But one just has to move forward."
"AGH!" The lead cultists futilely kicked and slammed against the Great Old One. "Serve me! Obey me! Be my slave! I'm supposed to have destroyed or rule over all of Equus by morning! I said so to all those jerks at the coffee shop after they laughed at me!"
"That tickles," Ponythulu giggled. 
You're supposed to be the terrifying embodiment of the unknown and the dark terrors that lie outside Equestrian knowledge!" The head cultist snarled. 
"I am. Doesn't mean I can't have hobbies." 
"You're supposed to conquer Equus for me, I mean us!"
"Sorry I can't do that all for you. But here's a nice cookie recipe instead!" Ponythulu gave the cultist a sheet of paper with a sticky note. "Be sure to invite me again next time the stars align! We can have a tea party!" Ponythulu went back through the portal taking the model boat with him. What lay beyond looked like a geometrically impossible bachelor pad. The portal closed.
The lead cultist stared at the space the portal had been for about a minute before screaming in rage. He burned the recipe to ashes and blasted the ashes to atoms. 
The sticky note miraculously survived and floated down on the wind, and was caught by one of the other cultists who read it out loud. 
"'I really hope you enjoy this cookie recipe. The cookies will turn anycreature who eats them into a Deep Creature of the Great Old Ones, be it Deep Pony, Deep Dragon, Deep Griffin, etc, who shall embrace the joy of Ponythulu's freshly baked cookies and will be driven to share this joy with others. I shall show favor to those who have shared my cookies. Though beware the Power of Pastries and their Pink One. Good luck on spreading the influence of the Outer Gods across your planet. BBF, Ponythulu, '... "
The cult leader stood there still as a statue, his eyes twitching. Then he fell to his knees, babbling. "But I, but that's, but all, that isn't, that can't, I'm supposed to, this was, but I, this was, this isn't how, the cookies, bunny slippers."
He was still like that when the Night Guard and Princess Luna found him.

			Author's Notes: 
OPTIONAL-CANON! 

Cultists summon Ponythulu. 

First Chapter: http://alexwarlorn.deviantart.com/art/Pony-POV-Series-Fluttershy-FlutterCruel-Pearls-260092460

Part of the Pony POV Series. 
MLP FIM COPYRIGHT HASBRO 

Don't forget the trope page. It's REALLY not been updated lately, at all. 
http://tvtropes.org/pmwiki/pmwiki.php/FanFic/PonyPOVSeries
 FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE check out the ton of recursive fanfics of this fanfiction series. A lot of heart went into them! They also answer a lot of unaswered questions.  http://mlp-pony-pov-series.deviantart.com/ For heaven sake they rock! Kendell2 and Oracle Mask and Richforce and Ardashir and Jawmax and Persona22 and Dragon of Twilight and ItsFromPeople and all the rest!!!  http://alexwarlorn.deviantart.com/journal/Pony-POV-Series-Fanworks-fanmedia-By-Category-332817406 Seriously, they rock. 
JOIN THE PONY POV SERIES GROUP!  http://mlp-pony-pov-series.deviantart.com/ I'm not the only one writing Pony POV STUFF!
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