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		Description

When Barbara (Spike) gets her heart broken by Rarity after coming out as transgender. She flees to Canterlot to get away from Ponyville and especially Rarity, but once she gets there she finds that she doesn't really know who she is or what makes Barb Barb. With the help of friendly faces both old and new, a Ponish 9/11 convertible, and a couple of... M1 Gallops (Garands)??? Barb will figure out who she is and where she belongs. She might even find a spark of romance with... BLUE BLOOD!!!
~~~~
A transgender mtf Spike story with side characters of Rarity, Princess Luna, Ember, Fleur de Lis, and Blue Blood.
Contains Swearing and off-screen Sex eventually.
I don't really post anymore and mostly write for myself, so I apologize in advance if the first few chapters seem rushed, because I tend to jump to the parts I want to write about.
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		Chapter 1



Spike hid behind a corner watching Twilight sit down and start to go through the books and loose papers that he had placed on her stack for the day, while she grabbed her morning tea. Spike had been even more self-conscious since his, or more properly her last growth spurt where along with some height making her a hair shorter than her big sister and gaining weight in more mare focused areas giving her a fuller body shape, instead of the muscular bulk she was expecting.
"Spike, I can see you behind that corner. Can you come here?"
Spike started to approach her, her mouth feeling very dry and unable to form words. She tried despite of this, but before she could form any Twilight had gotten up and wrapped her arms around Spike. "Come here sweetie, I know we've always had an odd relationship. Especially with others not being sure if you're my brother or my adoptive son, but with what motherly instincts I've grown from our relationship. It's that I will always want my daughter to be happy no matter what."
At hearing Twilight recognize her as her daughter or sister, it really was a weird relationship. Spike couldn't help but burst into tears of joy that the single closest person in her life. Her tears wear starting to soak Twilights shirt before both started to fall onto the floor, where they stayed for as long as Spike needed.
"You know Spike, this isn't the first time you've given me hint's about this."
Pulling away from Twilight, Spike sniffled, "Really Twi what were those?"
"Well it started with your last growth spurt, but I wasn't entirely sure, so I decided to freshen up on what's currently available about the subject," Twilight said while nodding to the stack of books she was about to read. Stepping over to the pile, Spike Started to read the titles. "Transgender, Every Question You Had and More You Didn't." "Transgender foals, A Parents Comprehensive guide." "My Foals Trans, What Now?" and so on, and so on.
"The cute part is you were the one who grabbed all those books for me and you didn't even notice," Twilight said before Spike stuck out her tongue and made a face. This cause both of them to laugh, which ended with Twilight asking Spike if it would be alright if they could take today and make it all about Spike. Which she pondered, before having to admit neither she nor Twilight had anything happening. She gladly accepted looking forward to some much-needed girl time.
~~~~~~~~
Finalizing the final touches of Spike's claws with the nail polish, "There we go Spike now remember to be careful while those dry."
"Thanks, Twi. You know it feels weird. Before now I always projected what others thought of me, but now that I've made this step, I realize that I'm not sure who I am, like what makes me me. I'm not even sure if my name still fits me."
"well they say a new wardrobe helps define a new outlook on life and I will be up in Canterlot this weekend with a free day. I can easily include you and we can have a day with just us and an endless shopping spree for you. Plus that will give you a few days since this is Wednesday to think about stuff and mull them over."
Spike nodded, "Thanks for the offer, I would love to go with you and it's like Rarity always says... Buck me, Rarity. I really need to tell her."
"Best do it first thing tomorrow morning when she is the most free before she starts focusing on her work for the day, after all the chasing you've done to her she has right before any of our other friends," Twilight said as she was setting the bottle of nail polish down on a night stand, but missing it causing the bottle to tumble towards the floor. Reacting poorly while trying to grab the bottle before it broke and they would have a mess to clean, Twilight ended up tumbling off the bed right behind the bottle causing it shatter in her hand right as all of her body weight was put onto said hand.
"Ouch, ouch, ouch," Twilight said as she started to examine the broken glass shards in her hand.
"Twilight are you okay? Do we need to call someone?"
"No my alicorn powers should be able to heal this just fine, but the initial part still hurts." She said as she started to pull the glass out but found that some pieces were caught in her flesh. 
"Dang, it's like a barb or something. Spike, can you get me the tweez...ers?"
Spikes eyes were as large as dinner plates. "THAT'S IT!"
~~~~~~~~
'Okay Barb, you can do this. Even if she turns you down for a relationship, she is still your friend and she'll always be no matter what.' Barb kept telling herself as she made her way to the Carousel Boutique. It was still early and if she timed it right then Rarity should be getting breakfast ready.
Upon reaching the front door of the boutique Barb reached up and gave three rapid knocks. She started to fidget in place while waiting for an answer and was about to knock again, but was stopped when she heard Rarity shout out from a window that she was coming.
The door slowly opened, "Hello how may I help... Spike. So glad to see you, but what in Celestia's name are you doing here this early."
"Well, I figured some things out last night, and I felt it would be wrong to wait longer than a day to tell you and I wanted to catch you before you dive into your work."
"Oh, Spikey how sweet of you. Do come in while I put some morning tea on to boil." Rarity turned as she gestured Barb in and guided her towards the side kitchen she had in the back of the boutique. Rarity started to turn a dial on the stove and place a kettle of water, while Barb sat down in one of the chairs at a small table.
"Alright, Spike what was it that you needed to tell me?"
"Rarity, I'm transgender."
~~~~~~~~~
CRUNCH rang out as the door to the Carousel Boutique slammed into Barb's face. Any pony nearby had winced because it was clear by the sound a nose if not a few bones were broken at the least. Barb started to become enraged over the negative reaction Rarity had. She started to pull out some tissues from a small pack in her pocket as she rushed back towards the castle, with the only thing on her mind was to quickly pack a bag and rush to Canterlot, to stay with her adoptive grandmas/moms Celestia and Luna for a spell if not indefinitely. Knowing full well that the last thing Ponyville needed was a pissed-off dragon and one that was justifiably so.
Twilight was walking down one of the many halls of the Castle of Friendship when she heard the door to Barb's room slam open. She rushed to her room only to find her trying to close a suitcase that looked like it had been packed in a hurry. "Um Barb, is everything okay?"
"No Twi, everything has gone tits up, and it's all because of Rarity, so I'm going to Canterlot and stay in your old room of the castle to cool off for a few weeks," Barb said as she kept trying to close the suitcase with one hand.
"She turned you down didn't she?"
"If that was what she actually did then things would be very different, but as I'm sure in some part of my mind and I'm willing to bet yours as well, there was always a chance that she would turn me down whether it was because of different age or different species..." Barb finally turned around to face Twilight and show her full on how damaged her nose and snout were. "But she threw me out along with breaking my heart... and my nose I guess."
Twilight who had been resting her hand on the door frame, broke off a large chunk turning it into a fine powder as she took in the sight of Barb's broken nose. All she was thinking about was that she had a picnic date scheduled with her friends later that day and she was going to make it very clear that no pony breaks her daughter's heart.
Barb gulped when she saw the frame break and magic start to become visible around her mother/big sister. "Um, maybe I have more than one reason to skip town."
"Maybe, but first Barb you are going to tell me every little thing that Rarity did to you this morning."
~~~~~~~~~~~
Barb set her suitcase in the carry-on space above her private cabin and sat down as she waited for the train to take off for Canterlot. Being a part of the royal family had its perks, such as the cabin giving her some privacy to make a call to her aunt/cousin-in-law of love Cadence.
Cadance sat Flurry Heart down in her high chair as Shining Armour started to pour cereal into three bowls. Sitting down herself, Cadance's phone rang and she immediately answered it when she saw the caller ID. "Spike, good morning and may I ask what has you calling me so early?"
"Hey Cadance, actually I have something important to tell you and then I need some love advice."
"Oh, love advice you say, well you called the right mare for the job then. Now, what was the important thing you needed to tell me?"
"Now please don't be mad, but... I'm trans. I'm actually a mare."
"That's wonderful and don't worry I'm not mad and I fully support you. I am the princess of love after all and I had my suspicions after your last growth spurt. Now tell me do you have a preferred name?" Cadance said in a calming voice.
"I'm going by Barbara or Barb for short now, but only you and Twilight know that at the moment. I kinda beat feet out of Ponyville, on my way to Canterlote for a spell. Which is the second thing I need to ask you about. Well... when I told Rarity this morning she... kind of got pissed, tore my heart to shreds, and slammed the door in my face." Barb replied hesitantly.
Cadance quickly put a silencing spell over Flurry Hearts ears', "Tell me what the BITCH said! Details now." she said sharply.
After Barb gave a recap on the events of that morning over speaker so that Shining could listen in She hung up and placed some earbuds in her ears. She still had several hours before she would reach Canterlot.
Cadance however was fuming. Shining had never seen her so mad. "You know dear, it's supposed to be my role to beat up the pony that breaks his little sister's heart not his aunt-in-law. But I'm not sure who will beat her up first Twilight, you or Celestia."
Cadance started to calm down, "Wait why Celestia?"
"She is Barbs grandmother after all and you know better than anypony how she would take it since you're one of the few ponies who has seen her mad before."
"True, very true. Maybe I should take a side roll in her demise and give it to Celestia. It sure sounds like Rarity deserves her wrath far more than mine. Regardless, she's dead meat anyways."

	
		Chapter 2



Barb pushed open the old door to the apartment that she and twilight stayed in for most of their younger years. Tossing her suitcase off to the side, she plopped down onto the lown bed, kicking up a layer of dust.
"*Cough* All right no time to rest. Clearly, the maids are still in fear of the wrath of the infamous Twilight and her organization habits that they still haven't come in here after all these years." Surveying the room to form an attack plan, Barb set out to tidy up and make space for her stuff and not just hers and Twilights.
Surfaces were dusted, floors polished, and any loose items were put away. Finally, Barb could start working on her own suitcase. Wheeling it over towards a dressing and opening it, she was hit with a reminder of how little of an identity she had. Polos of muted single-tone colors, khakis that weren't any more interesting. Thinking back, if she had left anything behind, but no. She had brought all her clothes with her. Enough for a week and a half of clean clothes. 'Do I not even own a T-shirt?' Barb wondered to herself before she heard a knock on the door.
looking through the peephole, she lit up and quickly opened the door. "Auntie Luna, I see word of me returning has reached your royal ears."
"Yes dearest Nephew, but only from a passing guard. We are uncertain if dearest Sister knows of your arrival. Regardless, we came to enquire if you would join us for our usual workout routine. We have been sensing some distress from your dreams and were going to investigate when this opportunity arose."
Barb started to wave her off, "I'm sorry Luna, but I don't even own any exercise clothing."
"Tis alright we have a spare set in your size, and you appear as though you need to... how do the youth say 'beat the shit out of something,' and what better item than a punching bag?" Luna said insistently.
Barb was a little taken aback, but it was Luna this was coming from. One of a select few with who she wholeheartedly would trust her life with. "Alright, Luna I'm game."
"Huzzah then let us go forth to the royal gym."
The two made small talk and caught up with what had happened in their lives, while Barb steered clear of what had happened that morning and the fact she was trans. With luna being gone for so long, she wasn't sure how she would react to the concept.
As they entered the Royal gym, Barb took in the view, since it had only been built six months after Luna had returned and Barb had been well established in Ponyville by then. It was a medium-size gym with the standard equipment along one wall, two fighting rings on the other side. One being an octagon and the other a traditional boxing ring. Finally, there was a long stretch of extra padded mats lining the center of the gym and dividing the two sides.
Luna set her bag down on a nearby bench and pulled out her exercise outfit and then proceeded to pull out the spare for Barbara. once Luna turned around and presented the set to Barb, she quickly noticed that the set consisted of a tight pair of yoga pants and a sports bra.
"um Luna you know I'm..."
"Trans, I had a hunch and when I heard you had come back to the castle, I couldn't waste the opportunity to talk with you in the waking world to help you with whatever it is troubling you," Luna said cutting Barb off and ending the potential song and dance that could have arose from the conversation.
Barb simply nodded, "Yes I am, but when did you figure it out I mean?"
"It was shortly after your last growth spurt when you grew more curves and gained two bust sizes, which means you'll definitely need that sports bra." Chuckles escaped from both of them.
"You know, you're the third mare to tell me that today," she said as she grabbed the clothing from Luna.
"Really who are the other two?"
"Twilight and Cadance, but now that I think about it it makes sense for all three of you to figure it out on some level. Now, are there any changing rooms, I'm still not that comfortable changing in front of others?"
Luna pointed to the back of the gym and explained that all the stalls were single individuals only, so privacy regardless of gender wasn't an issue. Now if only her pushes for such accommodations would actually be implemented elsewhere, but that required jumping around laws most wouldn't think of.
~~~~
Stepping out of the changing room, Barb saw that Luna had finished changing and was already strapping on a set of hand mats. "Um, I thought you suggested that I needed a punching bag?"
"I did, but after I took a closer look, it seems Tia put it out of commission and tried to hide it with duct tape. One hit and it would go straight to the trash. So let's get started, I want to see some punching." Luna said as she moved out to the open area and put up her hands, inviting Barb to punch them.
She started out with light punches, trying to find a rhythm, "So what would cause Celestia to KO a punching bag?"
"Normally it would be the nobles, that she takes out on the punching bag, but If I had to guess it would be the trade agreements with the Diamond Dog Clans and the Dragons. But Ember isn't scheduled to arrive till Friday, so it must be from the clan leaders being stubborn over something. Now faster with those punches."
"Really Ember's coming it will be nice to see her again." Barb was still very stiff and restrained with her punches,
'This isn't good, need to find out whatever it is that is upsetting her dreams.' Luna thought. "Come on you're still hitting like when you just a pipsqueak all those years ago on my first Nightmare Night."
Barbs Stance changed and a fire was lit in her eyes. "Bingo," Luna Whispered to herself.
Barbs punches started to become more aggressive and reckless as the speed of them picked up. "That little pipsqueak, who couldn't stand up for themselves, that did whatever he was told, without question! Even if it meant he was being used like just another tool day in and day out! The pipsqueak that can't even figure out who they are so they just wore the same pre-sorted sets of clothes that didn't even qualify as having any sort of taste!"
It was becoming harder for Luna to keep up especially when Barbara started mixing in kicks along with the punches. "That pipsqueak who could barely be considered a background character and never thought of trying to figure out who they were! Well, I got news for you! That pipsqueak died this morning when that BITCH Rarity shattered his fucking HEART!"
It was on those last few words that Barb gave a roundhouse kick, which left Luna with only seconds to spare from being able to brace for it. It sent her sliding several feet, on contact regardless, and left her more than winded.
"So who am I then?" Barb whispered to herself before she even noticed that Luna was now several feet away and frozen in place. "Oh my gosh Luna, I'm so sorry. Are you alright?"
The only thing Luna was able to say as she was starting to shake was, "I was not expecting all of that."
Barb helped Luna to a nearby bench and waited for her to come back to her senses. She then went on to tell her about what Rarity did that morning and that was the reason why she had come to Canterlot at all. About how she felt about herself and about how right before Luna knocked on her door she realized how little personality she had or even attempted to find for all those years.
"Also Luna, you haven't told me why you're so comfortable with me being trans. With you being gone for so long, most others would think that you would be repulsed by the idea and even find it taboo?"
Luna sighed, for it was not an easy topic to talk about, "Well it's not a lite subject and can be most grim, just know that despite what Rarity did to you, you've already found several supporting friends that will always be there to lend a hand. For others, however, they aren't so lucky. They don't have any friends or family to rely on and they have to endure it all on their own. And sometimes they aren't strong enough and they resort to drastic measures. Permanent measures, and in those final moments the brain does the only thing it can and it dreams as the life slowly leaves their body. It would happen long ago, before my banishment, but few realize it's far worse nowadays. After my return when I learned of this, I swore to myself that I would be there in their final moments comforting them and bring what little joy to their lives that I can provide no matter how small. that's why I'm so comfortable with it because I've seen the worst results from it and I try to prevent it long before it gets to that, but I am only one mare despite being an alicorn and sometimes I can't make it in time. Those hurt the most."
Luna turned to Barb and gently placed her hands on Barb's cheeks as tears started to form in her eyes. "Now Spike, I want you to promise me something. I want you to promise that you'll never make me have to be there to comfort you. I know with my immortality, that it's inevitable to see friends and those I consider family die, and I've come to terms with age, disease, even war, and battle. But please never do something so drastic and make me have to be there to comfort you in those final moments. I wouldn't even know what I would do when my world shatters and I have to be there to comfort somepony I consider myself so close to. So please even on your worst days, reach out to somepony, because you have so many that want the best for you. Just please never make me."
Barb cupped one of Luna's and did her best to reassure her. "Don't worry Luna, I promise I'll always find somepony. I'm nowhere near that breaking point and I don't think I ever will be."
Luna sniffled and started to cheer up upon hearing that. "Also, I'm now realizing I never told you, but I'm going by barbara or Barb for short."
Luna giggle and realized she never did ask Barb that. And with the mood becoming less melancholy they enjoyed each other's company till late in the day.
~~~~~
However, back in Ponyville, another fight was brewing and it wasn't for training.
Twilight was approaching her and her friend's usual picnic spot in Ponyvilles local park. She couldn't help but wonder if any of them had heard about how Rarity broke Barb's heart earlier that morning. Normally gossip would travel fast in a small town like Ponyville, but with Rarity being the main source of gossip at the center of it, she probably would keep her lips sealed. Reaching the blanket she said her hello's and found her target who had been preoccupied and was facing away from her which was perfect for what Twilight had in mind.
"Afternoon Rarity, say there was something important I wanted to show you, "Twilight said without any trace of malice.
"Sure darling, what is it?" Rarity turn turned to face Twilight only to have her vision encompassed by Twilight's fist.
A loud CRACK rang out as Rarity was flung back, hitting a tree in the process. No pony in attendance knew whether the loud crack came from the tree or bone. They just stared in a stunned silence barely moving.
AppleJack was the first to recover her composure. "What in tarnation was that for Twi?" she said moving herself in between Twilight and Rarity.
"Oh, it's real simple AppleJack. I got my fair punch in before anyone else did, it's really that simple."
AppleJack only became more confused as she was realizing this required context that the rest of them didn't have.
"Ah, I can see by your looks that you are out of the loop. It seems the Gossip hound doesn't like to spread it when it's about her."
At this point, Rarity started to stir and Pinkie pie and Fluttershy moved next to her to make sure she was alright.
Twilight continued, "Now this should really be Spike's story to tell, well I should say Barbara's story because this morning she came out to me as transgender and identifies as a mare. But I mistakenly thought that it would be best for her to inform Rarity here seeing as she had been pining for her for so many years now with nothing to show."
Rarity was now standing on shaky hooves growing angry with Twilight.
"However instead of letting my little Barb down gently, Rarity here decides to not only shatter her heart to pieces, throw her out of the boutique in broad daylight but also have the gall to physically slam the door in her face."
Rarity was livid at this point and she wouldn't stand for it. She rushed for Twilight despite the pain still fresh in her body and pushing AppleJack out of the way. "How dare you I had every right to...!"
Rarity found that her mouth and body had been sealed in Twilights magic. With fury in her eyes, she watched as Twilight rested a finger underneath Rarity's chin. "No Rarity, no you didn't and I really should be mad, but I know others will fulfill my rage by proxy. I just wonder who wants you dead more. Barbara's aunt Cadance, the physical embodiment of love or Celestia. Who Barb and Celestia herself view as the second biggest mother figure in her life right behind me."
Fear replaced rage in Rarity's eyes as she realized how true Twilight's words were. She might as well have pissed off the Great Creator Faust herself.
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The Sun was rising in through the large bay window, slowly creeping its way towards the face of a sleeping dragon with full intentions of gently waking her up... if a loud knocking on the bedroom door hadn't beaten it to the punch.
"Ugh... I'm up, I'm up." Barb said as she made her way towards the door, throwing on a dressing robe in the process to be somewhat decent. Opening up the door revealed a solar guard and a bat pony maid standing in a Formal manner.
"Sir Spike, My name is Bronze shield. Princess Celestia has assigned me to be your guard for your stay at the Royal castle during these trade negotiations. Her Highness also apologizes for not greeting you personally, but these negotiations are taking all of her time." The guard said as he saluted.
Barb mentally cringed at the formal address but kept her composure. "It's perfectly alright, I understand, and if you can pass a message along to her stating that she shouldn't worry and that I've always felt safe and welcome here. She doesn't have to immediately see me on my account and that she should keep her focus on these negotiations. Once the negotiations are over we can sit down and catch up." Barb turned to face the maid, "Now my apologies for keeping you waiting, who might you be?"
The maid curtsied, "It's no problem at all. My name is Midnight Oil and her Highness Princess Luna has assigned me as your personal maid. Please feel free to use my services whether they be assisting you with shopping, redecorating your accommodations, serving meals, or even... lending a comforting ear."
Barb was smart enough to catch the double meaning in those final words but thought better than to acknowledge they happened. Only knowing that Luna was really concerned for her well-being. Instead she well... "But it's already dawn, far too late or early for the midnight oil to be working."
"I'm also trained in hoof to hoof combat and can take down a dragon faster than this guard can if anymore jokes about my name are made." She said with her eye twitching and the guard's head snapping to look at the maid unsure of what to make of this remark.
Barb thinking quickly to defuse the situation decided to put. "Okay, then I would like some breakfast, two pancakes with syrup and a dab of butter. Two eggs over easy with three slices of toast. A sapphire muffin and a large glass of orange juice. Now if anypony pony asks for me I'll be in my room all day rearranging and renovating it. Do I make myself clear?" She rattled off in a single breath.
Having dealt with the guard and sending the maid off to fetch her breakfast, Barb shut the door to her room and finally felt she was able to breathe again. "Wow, that could have ended badly. Luna, who in Equestria did you assign to me?"
~~~~
After barb finished her breakfast she took out some spare parchments, a quill, and some ink. in the past, every little detail of the room was set in place by Twilight so that she could be at her most efficient, but Twilight wasn't here right now, so Barb we free to cut loose with any design she wished but what did she wish for. Sitting down in the center of the room trying to get a feel of it and what potential the room could have.
Rotating counterclockwise from the front door was a bookshelf that extended out towards the large bay window with another bookshelf mirroring it on the opposite side of the window. All of this was on a raised platform with three steps up from the rest of the room. Barb had always wanted to put the bed up in this area towards the center, but a bed against the wall was far more efficient for her mother and well she slept in a basket then so it didn't really matter. Now however she really needed to figure out what kind of bed she wanted. Barb was always partial to lower set beds especially those used in Naypony. With a bed sunk into and flush with the frame and said frame only one inch deep. Made from a nice deep red-stained wood, Barb licked her lips thinking about it. But those open shelves simply won't do. They would definitely need to be covered with sliding doors for each shelf, but perhaps leave two or three open for their intended purpose. The framing would need to be changed to match the bed frame, but the doors would work better with a light wood instead. Something in a very light yellow wood. Next is lighting for this section maybe have some stained glass lanterns for here. Light with stained glass shades could also be an option but she might use them elsewhere in the room. All that the lights would need is a switch built into the side of the bed frame. barb grew even more enticed by the thought of how just this small portion was turning out. it might be the dragon instinct to hoard in her taking a weird twist, but at the moment she couldn't be bothered. Moving along the one bookshelf stopped at the corner of the room that turned into an extra-wide hallway area. On one side was the kitchenette, consisting of a sink, a minifridge, some cupboards, and enough counter space for a microwave and a small prep area. The space was mostly utilitarian with the most basic of amenities, but it was meant to be like this, because Barb would normally have a maid bring food to her and Twilight, with Barb holding the food in front of Twilights face to make sure she ate, or on the rare occasions ate in the Royal Private dining room. Mostly used when the Princesses were entertaining very close friends and family. It was a place to host larger groups and leave all decorum at the door. But the space in her room would be left to sit. The only thing Barb could really do to it was to change the color of the cupboards and try to experiment with tiles for the counter. Next to the kitchenette was a large walk-in closet, which never got much use back then and probably wouldn't until Twilight came up Saturday. At the end of the hallway was the bathroom, oh great creator Faust that ugly bathroom. With its white tiled walls and floor, along with the gold-trimmed everything it almost caused Barb to lose her breakfast. The bathrooms had all been designed with Celestia in mind with these specifications being requested for her private bath and the castle designers modeling all of the bathrooms off of that one single bathroom. The only exception being Luna's private bath having requested it be changed to fit her taste and soon this bathroom will change too. Barb couldn't help think to herself, 'Tia, I love you like a mother/grandmother, but you have horrible taste in aesthetics.' This bathroom would need to be overhauled the most. Place a smooth stone pebble flooring. Something with enough texture for different feet to grasp too, but smooth enough that it won't hut or irritate those who walk on it. Next, replace the walls and ceiling with more deep redwoods. In one corner would be a traditional hot springs tub, but a synthetic one would need to be rigged up, due to the location of the room in the castle. Some magically enhanced rocks from Luna's recommendations could provide the lighting. In the corner next to the tub have an open shower with a drain in the floor for when only a quick shower is needed. Then in the final corner would be the sink and counter. She would need to look into different sinks and counter combinations because at the moment she wasn't sure precisely what would be needed to finish the bathroom. Next was the long wall from the bathroom to the front door and it was packed with bulletin boards, work stations, Twilight's bed, and her old basket. Everything Twilight needed in her youth and all of it would have to go. Some tables would be needed, but certainly, not the kind Twilight had. Barb really needed to go furniture shopping. Shifting on the hardwood flooring and immediately thinking 'Carpeting I'm so getting carpeting. nice lush carpeting.' Finally turning her head to the last place in the room that needed consideration, the ceiling, she was almost disgusted by it than she was from the bathroom. It was a high vaulted ceiling, that did nothing but make the room feel more empty. Barb would need to bring the lights down to a more reasonable level which can be the lights with the stained glass lamp shades... and that's the ticket, barb could blackout the top half of the bay window with heavy curtains so that she could rig up a frame halfway up the walls so that she could hang tapestries similar to the ones found in the markets in Saddle Arabia. This would give the room a normal ceiling height while giving into an illusion of a sea of cloth and colors. Barb was drooling at the idea of the room as she was finalizing her ideas on the parchment in front of her. This would be the most delectable room she...ever... designed...

...

Barb came to her senses as she realized what she had just done and that Midnight Oil would be knocking in a half an hour to ask her what she wanted for lunch.
Wiping the drool from her maw, "Why did this get me so worked up? I mean I designed a room before right, even if it was just stuff to put on the walls. Okay here it was organized by Twilight for her studies and I slept in a basket. Then at the Golden Oaks Library... I also slept in a basket in Twilight's room. The Castle of Friendship grew my first bedroom, so sure I couldn't do anything about the layout or furniture since it was grown from crystal, but it was my first private room, surely I hung stuff on the walls like a poster or...something..."
Barb slumped forward and started to rhythmically pound her head on the floor, "Smooth Barb, you had so little personality that you couldn't even be bothered to hang up a poster in your own room."
~~~`
Late into the night after the sun had set and the last train had arrived into the Canterlot station, a hooded figure stepped out of the station and made her way to a taxi carriage that had a 'not in service' sign on top, and a laid back driver reading a newspaper in the front.
The driver paid the cloaked figure no mind as his attention was solely focused on his paper.
"Ragnarok", the figure said softly to the driver. The only response he gave was thumbing towards the carriage as he folded up his newspaper and switched the sign from 'not in service' to 'in use'. Never uttering a word.
The cloaked figure stepped in and sat across from a second cloaked figure. Neither spoke a word until the carriage started to move and the second cloaked figure checked to make sure the visual distortion and silencing charms were functioning so the inside of the carriage had absolute privacy. Once this was done the two figure let down their hoods and simultaneously let out a breath they didn't realize they were holding.
"Oh, Ember it is so wonderful to see you again after all these years," Celestia said as she leaned forward to give Dragon Lord Emperor a welcoming hug.
"Same Tia same, but couldn't we have just taken a normal cab instead of a carriage one?' Ember said reciprocating the hug.
"Well, Ember think of it this way, normally in any other city in Equestria that would be true. However, we are currently in Canterlot, the most corrupt city in all of the glorious nation I co-rule. Thanks entirely to the nobility for it becoming morally tanked. And it just so happens that the worst kept secret of Canterlot is these taxi carriages are used almost exclusively for back door dealings similar to what we're doing now. Even to the point other cities and nations think that they are solely for successful tourism...also I kind of need to talk to you for longer than the 15-minute drive a normal taxi would take to the castle." Celestia said smirking.
"Blend into the obvious and hide in plain sight. You never cease to amaze me Tia, but... that's not what you wanted to talk about is it?" Ember asked with the tone of the conversation shifting to a more serious one.
"No, it's not. It's about the Diamond Dog Clans and these trade agreements. Thing is, stuff isn't adding up and red flags are popping up everywhere."
"Tell me about it, us dragons have heard nothing from them even though they are closer to us than they are to Equestria let alone Canterlot. So surprise to me when I hear from you that I'm required for trade negotiations with them. Now since I know I arrived late as scheduled fill me in on what has been discussed with them... so... far." Looking up to Celestia, a chill ran down Ember's spine. Only a hand full of times had she ever seen the mythical creeplestia face. And normally it would appear only under very specific circumstances.
"What was discussed, because it should be the lack of things discussed because that's how much has been accomplished for the three days of your absence. They fight over every little thing. Who sits in what seat, what they are served for each meal what type of paper should be used and which placement of pens is the better placement. it is a nightmare!" Celestia cleared her throat and tried to regain some composure. "However, this time everything feels off about the squabbles. It's long been known that they fight over everything, but something in my gut says they are stalling for something. Tell me Ember, how much do you know about their intelligence and their culture?"
"You kidding it's a miracle that they can even form clans let alone anything bigger. But to be specific they usually form a clan around a strong alpha these clans consist of around twenty to thirty Diamond dog males and associated families. Anything bigger and they start falling flat on their face, which gets them overthrown by a challenging alpha. Once the current alpha is defeated the clan either  will divide up evenly if more than one challenging alpha is involved or the new alpha trims the fat and exiles the followers of the old alpha, but if no followers need to be trimmed, the new alpha will ask for volunteers or pick families himself to then trade with smaller clans for resources the new alpha needs to rebuild any damage done to buildings or resources that occurred in the takeover."
Ember paused taking several deep breaths, "Give me a second this is a lot to recount." which Celestia happily obliged.
"That was for individual clans though, with the empire as a whole this can be attributed from a few more intelligent members of their species, who were smart enough to establish basic borders with other nations and trade routes. However, the majority of the internal structure of their empire can be attributed to Rottweilus Rex. A significantly powerful Alpha that for the first time in their history recognized the significant benefits of proper trading routes between the different clans. For nearly fifty years he was the sole reason there wasn't a single conflict between the clans and trade flourished. This lead to the establishment of Quarry City. The Capital and second-largest trade mecha between the Diamond Dog Empire, Dragon Lands, Zebra Plains, and Equestria which they are right behind you of course. However when the Capital proved a success and the clans realized they no longer needed to rely Rottweilus. They took quick notice that he had no followers of his own and exiled him from the empire never to be heard of again. But this was over Five hundred years ago, so he's long gone and dead."
"Very good Ember, if were my student then I would give you a gold star for remembering all of that if I had any on me, to begin with," Celestia replied as she clapped her hands in delight.
"You know, for a moment you sounded just like that pony teacher you sent after I became dragon lord, who was supposed to help me become a better ruler. Which I still can't thank you enough for sending her, her teachings have been invaluable to me."
"Oh really, I only knew her from recommendations and her resume. I never actually met her in person. Would you care to tell me what she was like?" Celestia said with a knowing smile.
"Well, she had a light pink almost white coat like yours, with a light pink mane. She preferred none proper names so she always asked to be called Sunny Dayz instead, which...  ....  Fuck you, Tia." Ember said as she face-palmed and put up a middle finger at the realization, that after so many years finally hit her like a barrel of bricks.

	