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		Description

Some monsters can be redeemed. Others can not. As Chrysalis faces the end of her life, will Fluttershy be able to help her find love and friendship, or will she die as she lived—a remorseless monster?
Gore present in the first chapter. Unlikely to appear anywhere else.
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		Chapter 1



Chrysalis, Empress of the Great Wasteland, Queen of the Changelings, Mother of a Thousand Souls, was dying. Lying there, in some gods forsaken forest, she could feel her divine life energy pouring out, green blood pooling around her shattered body. Shifting her weight, she cried as she felt a spike of pain course throughout her body as broken bones pieced twisted muscles. Looking down at herself, she saw that her limbs were broken and twisted out of shape, and there, lying on the ground beside her, was a long, black, twisted stick. Chrysalis frowned at the familiar object, wondering where she had seen it before.
My horn! That’s my horn! It must have snapped off when I landed. By Tirek, can this day get any worse?
Sighing, she fluttered her tattered and now useless wings, wondering where it all went wrong. Her thoughts quickly turned to the disaster that was supposed to have been her wedding.
---

Earlier that day...
“Princess Cadance and Shining Armor, it is my great pleasure to pronounce you...” Princess Celestia was speaking, but Chrysalis wasn't paying attention, instead gorging on the love of the stallion besides her. The day was perfect, and with this marriage her children will have all the food they need. Suddenly, a voice she didn’t want to hear broke her thoughts.
“Stop!” Gasps echoed around the room as the ponies turned to look at the intruder—one Twilight Sparkle.
That damn unicorn! How did she escape? It doesn't matter, I still hold all the cards, Chrysalis thought to herself. “Ugh! Why does she have to be so possessive of her brother?” With a quick sob, she quickly made herself appear to be the victim. “Why does she have to ruin my special day?”
“Because it's not your special day. It's mine,” said a new voice. Chrysalis frowned. How did that stupid oh-so-perfect bitch escape! I knew I should have killed her! Well, no time like the present...
---

A chorus of voices in her head brought her back to the present. She noticed that the sun had traveled across the sky as evening approached. Returning her concentration to the voices, she realised that they were the telepathic cries of her children, the remnants of her changeling army.
Mother, help us...
It hurts...
Mummy, I’m scared...
Where are you?
Sush, little ones, Mother is here. Don’t worry, you’re safe now. Chrysalis continued to comfort the hoofful of her children that had survived the battle. Idly, her mind wandered back to the wedding...
---

Chrysalis was singing, an act she rarely took part in, but today was just too perfect not to.
“This day has been just perfect
The kind of day of which I've dreamed since I was small
Everypony I'll soon control
Every stallion, mare and foal
Who says a girl can't really have it all?”
As she finished the song, she turned around to find Cadance and Shining Armor standing next to each other.
“Wha- whe- huh? Is...is the wedding over?” The insufferable captain said, coming free of the mind control spell he was under. Chrysalis, giddy with power and victory, couldn’t care less.
“It's all over!” She cried, laughing at the poor fool. She noticed the unicorn talking out of the corner of her eye.
“Your spell! Perform your spell!” Twilight said to her brother.
Chrysalis laughed again. “What good would that do? My changelings already roam free.”
Shining Armor crouched down in front of her, his horn glowing as he prepared his shield spell, but it quickly faded away. “No! My power is useless now. I don't have the strength to repel them.”
Chrysalis looked away, ignoring the useless unicorn and instead observing the chaos as her children spread across the city, capturing ponies so that their love could be harvested. Yes, my children, hunt them down and feed! We will be unstoppable! Her thoughts were once again interrupted as she heard her prisoner talking.
“My love will give you strength,” Cadance said to Shining.
Chrysalis couldn’t help but laugh. “What a lovely but absolutely ridiculous sentiment.” Suddenly, her eyes grew wide as they began to glow and float in the air, pink energy flowing out of them in droves. Suddenly, there was a bright flash, followed by a swiftly expanding shield that picked Chrysalis and her changelings up and flung them out of Canterlot and into the forest below.
---

Chrysalis was once again drawn out of her memories by the sounds of her children, which were growing weaker and fainter as the day stretched on into night. A few voices had even disappeared outright, their owners having succumbed to their injuries.
Mother...
Shush, my children, everything is going to be fine. Chrysalis grimmanced. She hated lying to her children. A song her mother taught her when she was but a larva herself came to mind.
Hush now, quiet now
It's time to lay your sleepy head
Hush now, quiet now
It's time to go to bed
She kept repeating those lines over and over again, soothing her children's distress, as they slowly, one by one, died. Eventually, only one was left. Chrysalis gazed at the moon, amazed at her child's endurance, but eventually he too fell quiet, leaving Chrysalis, for the first time in her life, alone.
A thousand changelings...and I am all that is left. Curse those damn ponies. May they rot in Tartarus forever! Chrysalis felt anger burn through her body, anger at the ponies that had killed her children, and anger at the fact that she would die before she could get her revenge. Crying softly, her tears mixing with her green blood, she drifted of to a dreamless sleep beneath the cold and uncaring moon.
---

Waking up was both an unpleasant and unexpected surprise for the changeling queen. Ugh, my body hurts, she thought to herself, trying—and failing—to shake the morning dew off her nose. Accompanied by the birdsong which woke her up, her eyes glanced upwards, noting the position of the sun. Not yet noon. I wonder how much longer I can last, before even my divine body gives out. There was no emotion running through Chrysalis as she contemplated her death. She knew she was dying, and had accepted it as inevitable. To deny the end when it comes is foolishness. That was the advice her mother had given her, moments before Chrysalis tore out her throat, and she intended to die with as much dignity her broken body could muster.
Her eyes flicked back up to the sky, watching clouds lazily drift by. As a child growing up in the underground hive, the sky had always fascinated and amazed her with its infinite complexity and beauty. Secretly, she hoped that she could last until night, so that she would get one last look at the stars. Chrysalis, lacking anything else to do, began to draw shapes with the clouds. That one looks like a house, full of tasty prey. Over there is one that looks like a young mare, her love just waiting to be consumed. And that one looks like...Sister...
A rustling in some bushes to the side brought her back to reality. Oh gods, what is it now? A pack of timberwolves, looking for an easy meal? A cockatrice, cursed to turn everything it sees to stone? Maybe a manticore, enraged by the scent of blood? Chrysalis giggled grimly to herself at the prospect, coughing up more blood, the taste of copper flooding her mouth. Staring intently at the disturbance, she was caught off guard by what stepped out.
“Oh, you poor thing!” said a familiar yellow pegasus, rushing to Chrysalis’ side. “You're badly hurt!”
“You don’t say,” Chrysalis coughed through a sore throat, rolling her eyes. “I suppose, Fluttershy, that you're here to finish me off?”
Fluttershy jumped back with a squeak, hovering uncertainly in the air. “N-no!”
Chrysalis hacked up more blood and frowned. “I see, going to get your princesses to do for you? That’s cowardly of you.”
“No! None of that! I'm going to help you!” Fluttershy said, attempting to stomp her hoof. Unfortunately she was still in the air and ended up just flailing about in the changelings general direction.
“Why?” Chrysalis asked. “I am your enemy. I tried to kill you and your friends and overthrow your country? Why would you help me?”
“Sometimes we all just need to be shown a little kindness,” Fluttershy replied, landing besides the changeling and examining her wounds.
Chrysalis burst out laughing, which ended in a violent—and bloody—coughing fit. “Kindness is a weakness. Admit it—you feel guilty. You did this—you and your friends killed my children and broke my body! Its all your fault!”
Fluttershy flinched back at the venom in Chrysalis voice, but her glance away told Chrysalis everything she needed to hear. Oh yes, this one will be easy to twist to my purposes. Maybe I’ll get my revenge after all.
“Besides, I don’t see how you are going to be able to help me when I can’t even be moved—I doubt that you are strong enough to pick me up.”
Fluttershy bit her lip and looked from side to side. “Wait right here,” she said, before darting off into the woods.
Chrysalis rolled her eyes and spoke to the now empty clearing. “Oh, I am so glad you told me to wait. Otherwise I would have got up and walked away.” An eerie silence answered her back. Silence. How...strange. I have always been surrounded by noise, even if it was just the telepathic chattering of my children. Now that they are all dead...I feel...Empty. A flash of anger born of loneliness flashed through her. They will pay for this.
Her thoughts of revenge were stilled by Fluttershys return, the flighty pegasus leading a...bear? Huh, maybe she decided to finish me off after all.
Fluttershy was speaking to the bear as they approached the prone changeling. “Now Harry, be careful—she’s badly hurt. Yes, I know she is a changeling. No, I do not want you to hurt her, I want you to carry her to my house. If you don’t mind, that is...” The bear grumbled, but approached Chrysalis anyway. She frowned in apprehension as the bear bent over and made to grab her with his claws. As soon as his mighty paws met her torso, she let out a shriek of pain. Panicking, Harry dropped the changeling back onto the floor, crushing an already mangled leg beneath her body. The last thing Chrysalis saw before unconsciousness claimed her was Fluttershy flitting about the air in a panic. I wanted to see the stars again...

			Author's Notes: 
So, here we go. A fic about Chysalis and how she is an unrepentant monster. If I do it right, by the end of this story you guys should both love and hate her. Or, at the very least, be divided in oppinion.
It was inspired by an idle comment I saw on a story about how she becomes redeemed and a "good guy". The comment was, in effect, "Why can't we just have a monster who is a monster? Why do we need to make her good?" This fic is my way of exploring that concept—someone who is a monster through and through.
Enjoy.
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