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		Description

Ditzy Doo, the Queen of all Muffins, had always strived hard to protect her realm. When the Kingdom of Cupcakes invaded and threatened the peace and tranquility of the Great Queendom of Muffinland, Ditzy Doo shall rise and rid the world of the evil cupcakes! For Ditzy Doo! For Muffins! For Muffinland!
Inspired by the epic pony music of Muffinland by Carbon Maestro, from his album Pony Empires.
Muffin vector art done by maxmontezuma. Used with permission.
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Foreword: I do not own My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic. It belongs to Hasbro and Lauren Faust.

Muffinland
By M1Garand8
For Muffinland!

The Grand Castle of the Great Queendom of Muffinland was a grand affair. Through its wide carpeted halls of red with gold trim, a pegasus strode with great confidence and determination. 
The pegasus, whose light steel grey coat shone under the bright sunlight filtering through the tall stained windows depicting the epic battles the queendom had been through and spiky light golden mane brushed to perfection, was on her way to the throne room and ready to begin a new day in her court.
A dress of royal blue that flowed about her person and a crown of jewel studded muffin completed her appearance. Under the reign of Queen Ditzy Doo, the Grand Queendom had saw prosperity and peace within its borders and drew many envious eyes, in particular the Kingdom of Cupcakes, led by the detestable and unpredictable King Pinkamena Diane Pie.
The kingdom had issued several threats over the past months – the queendom should bow to the will of the king and join her rank as its vassal. Those demands had met with a stone wall of rejection and the proclamation that queendom will fight to its last if the kingdom ever invaded.
The proclamation did not deter the king, however, who issued yet another threat. It appeared in the grand queendom this early morning via a thrown cloth facsimile of a muffin, dressed in mockery of the queendom in the color of the Kingdom of Cupcakes.
Ditzy strode into her throne room through the wide and tall gold trimmed doors held open by her personal muffin guards. She was early, as she saw that her advisor, Blueberry, had not yet taken his position beside her throne. In fact, he was nowhere to be seen.
Brushing the mild worry bubbling inside her aside, she sat down on her throne, patiently awaiting her trusted advisor to arrive. However, this would not be the case as a thunderous echo of footsteps cumulated in the doors of her throne room being thrown wide open, revealing two Apple muffins dressed in skewed plate armors.
They stopped ten feet short of the throne and laid prostate in front of their great queen. “My Queen! W-we bring ill tidings!”
A frown scrunched the brows above the directionally mismatched eyes of Ditzy. “What is it? Speak.”
The prostate soldiers bowed even lower. “The threat issued by the Kingdom of Cupcakes was a ruse!” Tears were streaming down the brown and golden surface of the muffin face now. “Our lord, Lord Apple was slain when he set forth to retrieve it!”
A hoof brushed the chin of Ditzy. “I believe there is more to this, judging from your disheveled appearance. Go on.”
“Y-yes, my Queen… The Kingdom of Cupcakes is invading! Their armies march on the capital as we speak!” The muffin sobbed. “We barely escaped with our lives! The good Lord let us retreat while he held an entire company off!” The two muffins broke into crying.
Ditzy stood up from her throne and turned to one of the guards. “Seek Advisor Blueberry, and tell him to be here the soonest!”
“Yes, my Queen.” The guard bowed and ran past the prostate soldiers and through the door.
Ditzy now turned to the soldiers. “Rise, my subjects.”
“Yes, my Queen…” They did as they were told.
“Go and let yourselves be tended to. After that, rally whatever that is left of your comrades. We shall be marching against the cupcakes soon.” Ditzy waved a hoof. “Now go.”
“Yes, my Queen!” The soldiers turned and left.
Ditzy watched as the soldiers scampered off, quietly fuming. Pinkamena, how many times do I have to let you know? Cupcakes will never be with Muffins. She let out a soft huff.
“My Queen?” A new voice broke Ditzy out of her reverie.
She turned to the sight of a muffin studded with large, deep blue blueberries. “Ah, Blueberry, you are just in time. The queendom is in crisis – the cupcakes march against us.”
“Yes, I have heard.” A hand adjusted his red tie tucked inside his dark grey suit. “The kingdom had launched a large head on invasion of our fair lands.”
“So, what do you suggest for our course of action?” Ditzy said.
“Rally all of our lords and meet them head on. If we blunt the head of the invasion, the rest of the armies will falter.”
Ditzy nodded. “I was thinking of the same. It is a pity that Lord Apple was slain, however, he was one of our best.”
“A pity, yes but not one we should dwell upon.” Blueberry brushed out some creases in his suit. “You will be leading the lords, I presume?”
“Always. I will lead our army to victory.” Ditzy stepped down the steps leading to her throne.
“Of course, my Queen.” Blueberry bowed and followed his queen out of the throne room.
***

The sea of spears and cupcakes stretched from horizon to horizon. Ditzy stood on a knoll dressed in immaculately polished suit of armor along with Lords Bran, Chocolate, Corn, Vanilla and Sprinkles, surveying the battlefield. The sight of such a large army was more than a little worrying but the lords were confident. The cupcake troops were known for lacking in discipline.
It was agreed upon that Lords Bran and the remnants of Lord Apple’s army will march up the middle and draw in the enemy while Lords Chocolate and Vanilla will hit the enemies’ left flank while Lords Corn and Sprinkles will hit the right flank.
Everyone soon nodded and left to prepare their positions, with Ditzy at the head of the army. Once everyone was in position, Ditzy nodded to Lord Bran, who in turn slapped a trumpet muffin in the back. The sound of the trumpet was the signal. Ditzy unsheathed her sword with her mouth.
“At the quick time, march!” 
The army started moving forward. Though slow at first, it soon picked up speed and momentum. A battle cry rose amongst the ranks of soldiers, whose thundering footfalls could be heard all the way across the field.
“To arms, cupcakes! To arms!” A yell could be heard.
The two armies closed and soon, the two moving walls of steel crashed into each other. Ditzy was immediately thrown into a wild melee of swords and spears. She sidestepped a wild charge of a cupcake and sliced him in the back for his troubles.
“Forward, my muffins! Forward!” she yelled through her clenched teeth.
Ditzy charged and impaled a cupcake with her sword. Leaping upwards, she dodged the thrust of five spears and pinned them when she landed. Pulling the sword out of the dead cupcake, she swung and took down three of the spear cupcakes on the right while Lord Bran cut the remaining two down.
“Forward! Bran Muffins of the Grand Muffinland Army!” Lord Bran raised his sword. “We will defeat the cupcakes today!”
This roused a roar of battle cry from the army and the soldiers attacked with gusto. Soon, the cupcakes were slowly pushed back even though the center army was supposed to be a feint. It was of no consequence, however, as Ditzy spied the raised flags of the Chocolate, Vanilla, Corn and Sprinkle Muffin armies encircling the cupcake army.
Ditzy raised her sword. “Onward! The enemy is surrounded! We must find the perpetrator of this whole invasion, King Pinkamena!” She charged into the fray once more.
Her army roared agreement and followed. Ditzy swung and cut down more cupcakes who foolishly charged the queen. She could feel her near now. Sheathing her sword, she wrapped a hoof around the thrust of a cupcake’s spear and pulled it off him. Butting the cupcake into the ground, she simply slashed the enemy with the spear as she dashed past.
“Pinkamena! I know you are here! Show yourself!” Ditzy roared.
A swing of her spear bowled a squad of cupcakes over and her soldiers took care of them as she moved on, followed closely by Lord Bran. Soon, they were upon the pony they were looking for: King Pinkamena Diane Pie. Dressed in dark plated armor, the said king stood on her back hooves, her eyes closed and unmoving. Her fore legs were angled weirdly off to the side of her barrel.
Ditzy spit off the spear and drew her sword. “Pinkamena! You will recall your army now and stop this bloodshed!”
The yelling seemed to have no effect but after a moment the king’s eyes slowly opened. Pinkie Pie’s face brightened at the sight of Ditzy. “Ditzy!” Pinkie was hugging the grey pegasus in an instant before she could even raise her sword. “You’re finally here!”
“Unhand my queen, you ruffian of a king!” Lord Bran charged the pink pony.
Pinkie simply backflipped away from the swing of the muffin’s sword and then said: “Ditzy, I sent you so many invitations! Why won’t you come to my parties with all the cupcakes?”
Ditzy pointed her sword at Pinkie. “The muffins will never consort with the cupcakes, Pinkamena! Never!”
A look of hurt crossed Pinkie’s face. “Ditzy, you don’t have to be a meanie meanpants to the cupcakes… They did nothing to you!”
Ditzy scowled. “Yes, they did! They took my husband away from me! My poor, poor husband!” Tears started pooling in her eyes. “He died so round and pudgy!”
Pinkie was hugging Ditzy again in an instant. “Aww, don’t be sad! Remember: Smile, smile, smile!” A large grin was now plastered on her face.
Ditzy swung at Pinkie, who disappeared in an afterimage. “No! You will recall your army now and never return to the queendom ever again!”
Pinkie landed with a frown on her face. “The muffins are making you a meanie meanpants!” Then her face suddenly brightened. “And I just know how to fix this: A party!” Pinkie pulled out a blue cannon seemingly out of nowhere.
“Watch out, my Queen!” Lord Bran shoved Ditzy aside as the cannon fired. The muffin lord was almost immediately struck by the multitudes of confetti, ribbons and assorted party accessories.
“Lord Bran!” Ditzy rushed to his side and cradled the mortally wounded muffin.
“Ah… it looks like my time on this earth is up…” He looked up at Ditzy. “… You will do me well by giving me… a proper burial…” A raspy cough escaped him. “You will have to eat me.”
Tears now fell from the distraught pegasus. “Lord Bran… I will honor your wish…”
Thus, Ditzy did so.
***

“Muffins…” Ditzy said as she drooled onto the table.
Empty muffin wrappers lay in haphazard piles in front of her as she slumbered in Sugarcube Corner and paying no heed to hustle and bustle of the busy bakery and sweet shop. In her mind, the battle for the safety of her realm continued…

			Author's Notes: 
... I just have to do this... Carbon Maestro's epic music is just so inspiring! Anyway, I wrote this in about three or fours hours and I think it's worth it. So, enjoy!
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