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		Description

Princess Luna has seen it all in her time governing the dream realm. Anything can happen, and the surreal is everyday business for her. While it may be nothing new to her, a pony's psyche can suffer permanent damage after particularly bad nightmares. She must be careful when delving into something as complex and delicate as the mind.
This is meant to be a surreal kind of story with meaning behind the strangeness. Each chapter will kind of be its own story.
Cover art is an awesome piece I found on DeviantArt by InuHoshi-to-DarkPen.
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		Nightmare 1



Princess Luna stood on her balcony, horn aglow as she prepared to enter the dream realm. Her primary duty at night was to watch over it, where ponies' most intimate thoughts took form. Most dreams were harmless, and some ponies didn't dream every night. Each night, however, there were almost always several ponies having serious nightmares.
She closed her eyes and her horn's glow intensified, a deep blue aura surrounding it, and the world melted away as she was transported to the other side; the Overseer's Realm. She opened her eyes again, surrounded by hundreds of bright bubbles, rising around her. Each one showed a different pony's dream. She scanned them for telltale signs of nightmares as she sifted through them. Most had smiling faces of (presumably) family members or neutral-looking locations. When she found one with a pony running, wearing a worried expression, she dove into the bubble, actually a direct portal into the dream.
A stallion was galloping through an endless field, making no progress, chanting "Gonna be late!" over and over. Luna watched for any signs of terror, but it looked to simply be an uncomfortable dream at worst, not a nightmare. She teleported back to the Overseer's Realm and resumed scanning for nightmares, sifting quickly through as many as she could.
She had the occasional false alarm, but continued to make progress until she found one portal that surely looked like a serious nightmare. It was a forest of undulating trees, branches and vines reaching about threateningly in dim twilight. A light gray stallion with sandy yellow mane and tail, gasping and crying desperately, was chasing after the receding form of another pony as he struggled against the vegetation that was actively blocking his path.
Without hesitation, she dove in.

Princess Luna found herself among the trees, now violently thrashing at her. She fired off several powerful beams of focused magic from her horn, cutting a path directly above her. She took flight and flapped her wings hard, pushing herself up and out of danger, hovering in place well above the trees. She looked around and could not see the stallion, a bad sign that he may have moved elsewhere.
Scanning the area for any points of interest, she saw a cluster of tall, leafless white trees that weren't moving. She immediately took off in that direction, watching carefully for any flashes of gray below her. As she reached the unmoving trees, she carefully descended and alighted on grass that writhed as she stepped on it, tickling the frogs of her hooves unsettlingly. Stepping forward tentatively, she weaved her way through the bare trees, their white bark making them look like tall marble pillars, reaching up to an invisible ceiling.
A short distance away, there was a small babbling brook, its water a dull gray that spread its colorlessness to everything it touched. Its trickle sounded like a hundred young fillies softly laughing and crying as it flowed into a small pool that somehow did not overfill from the water running into it. Floating in the middle of the pool were several plastic pony limbs that looked as though they were detached from a doll, bobbing up and down on the rippling surface. Princess Luna stepped to the water's edge and reached a hoof out to pick one up. As it dipped into the liquid, it felt no different than air, as if it was purely illusory. As she picked up a plastic limb, her hoof came away gray up to the fetlock. After a moment, the color seemingly melted back onto her, overtaking the dullness, even spreading to the little doll's leg she held, revealing it to be an ocean blue. A yellow lightning bolt formed a ring at the bottom, just above the hoof. Luna dropped it back into the pool where it made a small splash as it sank below the surface, coming back up gray again.
Looking up the stream, she saw another limb floating along the surface as it slid smoothly into the pool to join the others at the center. She began walking along the brook, hooves softly sucking against the muddy bank. She noticed an abrupt change in the stream, where the color-fading effect simply ended. A large rock protruded from the water there, its top half dry. Perched atop it was a small plastic toy Wonderbolt, dull gray but recognizable by the markings on its uniform. As she approached it to take a closer look, it suddenly fell into the water with a splash much larger than should have come from the tiny object, then it was carried away by the current, taking with it the infectious grayness.
One of its legs had broken off and was presently tangled among some weeds on the shore. As she moved to inspect it, Luna's ear twitched, picking up the soft, lilting sound of a filly crying. She abandoned the stream and ran toward the sound at a gallop. She stopped when she saw its source and approached cautiously. In front of her was a young, dark gray filly, suspended from a tree branch by a rope tied around her neck. Her long red mane covered her eyes, her matching tail hanging limply. Her legs were all missing, replaced by roughly done sutures. While she was the source of the crying, she wasn't moving, the sound simply emanating from her still form.
"Hello there, child. Do not worry. This is only a dream," Luna said softly. She suspected this filly was only a construct of the stallion's dream, but spoke just in case it was the other way around. There was no reply, indicating to her that her suspicion was correct. It seemed the stallion she had seen earlier was the one dreaming, and this filly (likely his daughter) was a manifestation of his fear or grief. The alicorn moved on, past the sad scene, deeper into the forest.
Insects were scurrying about, under leaves and rocks and rotting logs, seeking shelter. The forest floor was alive with them, all seemingly trying to find distance from her. Thousands of little dark forms radiating away from her as she invaded their space. Glimpses of them, however, revealed they were not just insects. Some were tiny fleeing ponies. Others were insect-sized animals. Dogs, cats, turtles, bears, rabbits, mice, and dozens of other animal types, all afraid of her. Though it wasn't her dream, it uncomfortably reminded her of some of her own worries of being feared by her subjects rather than loved and respected. The sound of skittering filled her ears, not accompanied by the expected screams or howls of terror, as the small creatures all seemed to be mute. She cringed as she felt something crunch under her hoof, looking down to see the broken form of a pony, body twisted at unnatural angles and unmoving. It wasn't often Luna had to remind herself it was only a dream, but she did then. She flapped her wings, sending creatures hurtling about from the powerful gust of air, mouths open in silent screams. Flying low, she scanned for any signs of the stallion as she progressed, trying to ignore the chaos her flight was causing below her.
She came upon a cave, and relief washed over her as she dove into it. Caves in dreams were almost always a good sign, as they usually meant progress and had some kind of importance. It also meant no more stepping on little ponies, as that idea was behind her now. She landed on the rocky floor with soft clicks of her hooves on hard surface. The cave was dimly lit, with no obvious light source, as was common in dreams, and she easily made her way deeper inside. Up ahead, she saw a soft orange glow reflecting off the cave wall. Stepping around the corner, she was greeted with a sight that was not surprising.
The familiar gray filly with her fiery red mane was sitting next to a circle of stones around a campfire. She was cut and bruised, her mane was a tangled mess, and she looked utterly defeated, ready to give up.
"Hello," Luna said. While the filly wasn't the dreamer, sometimes constructs would reply to simple greetings, or they could be made to reveal additional information by being spoken to.
"Why did you let me go?" she asked, looking up with tears in her deep purple eyes. They were full of pain and accusation as they stared hard, unblinking, at the princess. "You knew this would happen but you still let me go. I hate you. I hate you, I hate you, I hate you! You're the worst daddy ever!"
As the filly spoke, she grew in size, the cave melting away to an empty void, leaving nothing but the two ponies and the crackling fire that was now twice as big. It roared menacingly and became a sinister red, lighting up the giant filly's face with a fearsome glow. Luna's ears were assaulted by cacophonous of chants of "I hate you", overlapping each other, becoming so loud she could not focus on anything but the noise. It seemed to blend with the roar of the fire, becoming an indiscernible storm of nothing but loudness. Then she blacked out.
When she awoke, Luna was lying on a blanket of wet grass. Thick fog surrounded her on all sides, but she could make out shapes. They were stone slabs rising vertically from the ground, rounded at the top. Headstones. She stood up and walked among them. Dates were written on them, but names were nonsensical scribbles. Her ears perked up as she heard a soft sob. She hurried toward the sound. And there, lying on his belly in front of a grave, head buried in his hooves, was the gray stallion with his blonde mane. The sounds he made were heartbreaking deep sobs, the sound of loss. The headstone in front of him had a legible name; Rosepetal.
"Hello," Princess Luna said softly, making him jump.
He turned his head, eyes red, tears streaking his face, and stared at her for a second. "P... Princess Luna?" he asked.
"Yes, it is I," she replied.
The stallion stood up and tried to compose himself, wiping his face and brushing his mane back. "W-what are you doing here?"
"I am here to help you with your nightmare," she said with a warm, gentle smile.
"This is just a dream?" he asked. Then as he became more lucid, as his conscious mind regrounded itself in reality, he realized the ridiculousness of the situation. "Oh. This is just a dream." He sighed in relief.
She nodded. "May I know your name, young stallion?" she asked.
"O-oh!" he exclaimed and bowed deeply. "Beachcomber, at your service. Uh, your highness."
"There is no need to bow, Beachcomber. And it is I who am at your service. Can you tell me what's been worrying you? I think I have an idea, but I want to hear it from you to be certain," she said.
He rose from his bow and blushed. "W-well, it's kind of silly," he said.
Luna waved a hoof at the headstone. "Clearly it is not silly to you. Trust me, I have seen truly silly dreams, and this was not one. Whatever the problem is, I will not judge, nor will anypony else hear it from me. That, I promise," she said seriously.
Beachcomber sighed, hanging his head. "It's my daughter. I suppose you've figured that much out though, huh?" he said. Luna nodded. "Well, she's on this camping trip in the White Tail Woods with her friends without any adults around. It's just one night, and they aren't going far, but... I can't help but worry, you know? There are so many what-ifs."
Princess Luna nodded, her suspicions not far from the truth. "And you've lost something there before, have you not?" she asked.
"Lost something? Like what?" he asked.
"A Wonderbolts figurine?" she offered.
"Oh! Yeah, that. That was... I was just a colt. It was my favorite toy and I lost it in a creek," he said. "How did you know about that?"
"Your dream has revealed much about your subconscious worries, Beachcomber. And I have been doing this for a very long time. I believe your mind has used the loss of your toy to convince you that your daughter can be lost just as easily. And I think you also worry about the balance between protecting her and being overbearing. You feel as if you should have forbidden her from going, but that if you did, she would have hated you for it. Is that true?" she asked.
He looked away and nodded. "Am I a bad father?" he wondered, not necessarily directing the question at Luna.
She shook her head and kept a reassuring smile. "Not at all. The fact that you worry about these things tells me that you are a very good father. And as long as those worries do not consume you, they can be healthy fears to have. If you'd like, I can peer into her dream to simply make sure she is okay for you. Would that help?" Luna offered.
"Yes," he said a little too quickly. "Ah, I mean... yes, it would."
Princess Luna's horn lit up with a dark blue aura and she was gone. Back in the Overseer's Realm, she easily called up the portal to Rosepetal's dream. The filly was throwing unopened bottles of water into a fountain, laughing uncontrollably. Luna smiled and sent the bubble away, calling up Beachcomber's again. She stepped into it.
"Your daughter is fine, Beachcomber. She was dreaming of you," she lied as she stepped back into the graveyard next to him.
"Oh, thank you, Princess," he said gratefully.
"For what it's worth, I believe letting her go camping was the right choice. And even if you hadn't, I doubt she could ever truly hate you. Now, I will let you return to your dreams, and may they be peaceful and happy," she said, returning to the Overseer's Realm. She could see him waving as she sent his bubble away.
In the time it had taken her to help the stallion, mere seconds had passed in reality. She began sifting through dream bubbles again, her keen eyes searching for another nightmare.
"Alright, on to the next one," she said to herself.
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		Nightmare 2



Luna watched the dream bubbles pass by as she watched for nightmares yet again. She was glad to see so many ponies happy. Bad dreams were much more common before she had been banished to the moon. Life was generally more difficult with inferior technology and harsher feelings between the three tribes. Earth ponies tended to have it the worst, as many of them were poor farmers. Present day farming, however, wasn't nearly as backbreaking. Better tools and knowledge meant less manual labor was required to maintain a crop. Farming was also quite lucrative in present day. Odd as it seemed, when life improved for the lowest class, her own life became easier, as there were simply fewer nightmares.
As she thought, she still paid close attention to the dreams. One in particular caught her interest. A young, scared-looking pegasus colt was inside a box, not leaving it. Such a dream, at first glance, could be many things. Any second, the box could open, revealing his smiling parents. Or he might breathe fire and blast a hole through it before rampaging through a town. She could not be certain, so she just watched.
The colt, with a sky blue coat and deep cobalt mane with a streak of sea green running through it, was breathing rapidly. Was he scared of being found? Was he trapped, locked inside by some indescribable monster? The longer it went unchanging, the more Luna worried. She finally decided to intervene and stepped into the portal.

Princess Luna found herself in a tidy bedroom. Pictures of pop stars and Wonderbolts adorned the walls. With a peek outside the window, she saw a city made of clouds, with a view of the Cloudsdale Stadium, telling her where this colt's dream was taking place. It was likely also where he lived. Sitting on the bed was a plain cardboard box. She could hear panicked breathing coming from inside.
Putting on the friendliest smile she could summon, she used her magic to open the box. As soon as she pulled back one tab, the colt screamed.
"Fear not! It is only a dream," she said, stepping over to the box to put her reassuring expression in his view. He screamed again and leapt out of the box, smacking Luna in the face with an extended hoof. Being attacked in a dream never hurt, but it was always disorienting. The world seemed to blur for a second as she recovered. She tried to call after him as she saw him flee out the door. "Wait! Come back!" But he was gone.
The alicorn cantered after him, through the door and into a painfully bright white hallway. She saw a flash of blue disappear into a doorway and chased after it. The door opened up into another similar hallway that curved around to the right. Physically, it was impossible, as it would overlap the other hall, but dreams did not always fit with reality. Especially those of a foal. She galloped after him, the hall looping several times in a perfect circle, with no doors in sight. Then, up ahead, it opened into a large barn. The colt was nowhere to be seen. Bales of hay were stacked against a wall that easily bent under their weight, despite looking like it was made of sturdy wooden boards.
As she explored the barn, she noticed that all of the tools were shovels. A lineup on a wall had a wide array of them, from a giant shovel that no average pony could hope to use, to tiny ones that would not even function as makeshift silverware. Large stalls that would normally hold cows or sheep instead had giant boulders occupying them. The concrete floor felt soft, like loose dirt. Her hooves sank into it and when she looked down, the floor hadn't visibly shifted where she stepped, but instead her hooves merely disappeared into it up to the fetlocks. She decided to move on toward the exit.
As she approached the door, she saw a brown farmhouse sitting among a few fruit trees, with a wagon parked in front of it next to a small dirt road. The property looked well-maintained and cared for with love. Luna made to head toward it, but as she stepped forward, her face was uncomfortably smushed and her head was pressed back as she walked into what felt like a solid wall. There was no pain, but it had forced her eyes closed. As she backed up and shook her head, she opened her eyes again and the view of the farmhouse was suddenly just a poster.
Looking around, she noticed the barn had disappeared from around her, leaving nothing but a white void and the poster. The void began to form details. Curved lines that began to take the shape of clouds. The clouds then formed a floor under her and walls that began closing in on her. She felt as if they would crush her, and, mirroring an instinct the colt must have had at this point in his dream, she pulled her wings off. They detached easily, with only a slight tugging sensation. As soon as they were off, she fell through the clouds she was standing on.
Suddenly, she was high above equestria, plummeting toward the ground, somehow excited by the fact. She instinctively tried to flap her wings, only to remember they weren't there as she felt the odd phantom sensation of moving them without the accompanying physical feedback. The wind stung her eyes and whipped her mane about violently as she tumbled, unable to right herself easily without her wings. She closed her eyes and the moment she did, she felt herself landing in something very soft. It slowed her descent gradually enough to not be jarring and when she stopped, she opened her eyes.
She was in a large container full of unravelled red yarn. Though she knew she had fallen quite some distance through it, she  was resting on the surface of it. Standing, she found it quite solid underhoof. She walked across it to the lip of the container and looked down, seeing that she was still a dizzying height above the ground. Her wings were also inexplicably back, she noticed, so she spread them and dove down. Her forehooves, outstretched in front of her, immediately collided with a hard surface and she simply landed awkwardly, nearly toppling forward, only preventing it with a swift reactive wing flap, finding herself standing on solid ground.
Luna noted that she was on ground level, on bright (almost neon) green grass. It was a vast, open field with snow-capped mountains in the distance on all sides. She saw a lone oak tree, standing tall above the grass with a roughly-built treehouse perched among its thick, twisting branches. The blue colt was presently climbing a ladder made of planks nailed to the trunk. She moved toward the tree at a brisk trot, smiling just in case he turned to look at her. She did not want to scare him again if she could help it.
By the time the princess reached the base of the oak tree, the colt was already inside. A tin can, its label long since torn off, hung from a piece of twine that ran up to and through a window of the treehouse. She took the can in a hoof and spoke into it gently.
"Hello, little one. Is everything okay?" she asked. There was no reply. She noticed paper and a quill sitting in the grass below where the can was hanging. Fairly certain she understood the idea, she used her telekinesis to quickly scribble a note in large letters. Hello. She rolled it up and pushed it into the can, where it disappeared. After a few moments, another note appeared, falling out of the can and landing softly in the grass.
Who are you?
There was a fresh sheet of paper on the ground. Luna picked it up and wrote on it, again using large, neat letters. Princess Luna. I want to help. May I come up? For a while, there was no response. She could hear the colt walking on the boards above her, his hooves clopping against the wood in a quick rhythm due to his short stride. Eventually, a reply fell from the tin can.
ok
With a powerful flap of her wings, she leapt up nearly to the top of the ladder and clung to it tightly. She peeked her head up into the treehouse. The colt was sitting against the wall opposite her, looking very uncomfortable. He tensed up when he saw her face.
"Do not worry, young one. I want to help. May I come in?" Luna asked softly. He nodded stiffly and she pulled her large body into the square room. His eyes darted about in worry, but he stayed put. "What's your name, little one?"
After a lengthy hesitation, he opened his mouth to speak. "Uh-glk!" he said, cut off as dirt poured from his mouth, falling into a pile in front of him, neat lines forming in it where it was slipping between the floorboards. He choked, tears falling from his eyes as panic immediately set in. Luna hurried over to him and held him comfortingly.
"Worry not, this is only a dream. Everything is okay," she said soothingly. He cried softly, more out of embarrassment than the dry soil spilling from his mouth. Princess Luna continued to reassure him, repeating herself frequently and stroking his mane sweetly. Eventually, the dirt simply faded away, leaving him instead gasping and choking on his deep sobs.
"I'm s-s-sorry, P-Princess Luna," he said with difficulty.
"You have nothing to apologize for. Can you tell me your name?" she asked, her voice as soft as silk.
"C-Cobalt Streak," he replied.
"That is a lovely name. Would you like to tell me what's wrong, Cobalt Streak?" she gently prodded. She felt she had an idea, but wanted to hear it from him if she could. "It's okay. Take your time."
Cobalt Streak took a deep shuddering breath as he calmed down. He had stopped crying and was trying to recover. Luna stroked his mane comfortingly as he composed himself enough to speak.
"I don't wanna go to the Best Young Flyers' competition," he said.
"Ah. Are you afraid you will do poorly?" she inquired.
"No. I'm scared of winning," he said. That surprised Luna. "I'm the best flyer in my class. And I don't wanna win and have to stay in Cloudsdale forever just because I can fly good!" It was beginning to make sense to her now.
"I see. You enjoy being on the ground, I take it?" she guessed.
He nodded. "I went to Hoofington with my mom and dad and made a friend there, Iron Shoe, and he showed me his farm and if I am stuck in Cloudsdale forever, I'll never see him again," he said, seemingly near panic again.
"Mm. I know many ponies who are strong flyers who don't actually fly very much in their jobs, if at all. Even if you won the competition, there is no reason you would have to stay in Cloudsdale. Sure, maybe you would make a great cloudcatcher or windmaker. But you could also be a great farmer. Being a good flyer doesn't mean you have to fly all the time," she said with a warm smile.
"R-really? Even if I win?" he asked. His eyes were wide, as if he had not even considered this possibility.
Luna nodded. "That's right. The next competition is... next week, correct?" she asked. He nodded. "Then I shall make an effort to go so that I can cheer for you. The winner often meets with the princesses if they are attending, as you may know. I would very much like to meet you there." To her amusement, he was left in awe.
"I might get to meet you? Like, the real you? Not just in a dream?" He seemed to be seriously considering something. "Okay, I'll do it. And I'll win."
The princess giggled at his newfound confidence. "Very good. I must go now, however. Other dreams must be attended to."
After they said quick goodbyes, she returned to the Overseer's Realm, seeing him waving happily from his place in the treehouse. She silently wished him good dreams and then pushed the bubble away to continue her work.
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