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		Description

Part of a series of companion fics to each of the "Fiendship is Magic" comics.
Fiendship is Magic #1 Fanfic (Sombra) : Sombra Omega
Fiendship is Magic #2 Fanfic (Tirek) : Madness for Power
Fiendship is Magic #3 Fanfic (Sirens) : Music Wars
Fiendship is Magic #4 Fanfic (Nightmare Moon): For the Love of a Nightmare


Queen Chrysalis is so very tired... No, not physically--that is just an act she puts on for her prison guards of course (and for Twilight Sparkle soon) as part of her plan for escape. Chrysalis is tired in a much deeper way. She is done with scavenging love, with being violently defeated, with being locked away with her people for centuries at a time. And she is even done with the seemingly merciful methods of persecution and incarceration forced upon her by 'the purple one'...Twilight Sparkle...the key to Equestria's prosperity and to its utter demise. The changeling Queen has figured it out, you see! It's Twilight! Princess Twilight is the enemy! And her horrible, unstoppable, inedible friendship!
Back in Canterlot, Celestia knows things can't go on like this for the ponies or the changelings, and she does her best to bring Twilight to an understanding of the true complexity of the situation and the best way in which the young princess can help (after all, a princess who assisted with Discord's reform can certainly work any miracles of friendship.)
Still, there are those who doubt and despise the true harmony Twilight and the Magic of Friendship could bring.... It seems like the changelings are everywhere and nowhere, and even Celestia is uneasy.

"I hope you've seen why you should stay away from me. My bones are lined with pain. I'm a skeleton with thoughts fading away..."
~Aviators, "Hollow"
Aviators Bandcamp
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“Chrysalis!”
“That’s Queen Chrysalis…” the Changeling Queen replied with her usual morose tone from within her cell where she lay sprawled out on the floor.
“Whatever…” the guard replied gruffly through the slot in her door. “Today is Princess Twilight Sparkle’s planned visit with her court to check up on the conditions of your captivity.”
“Oh, is that today?” Chrysalis sighed, her head turned away from the door. “Whatever. I don’t care either way.”
“Just be on your best behavior,” the guard replied with a slight scowl. Then he turned and left, closing the slot in the door behind him.
Chrysalis was left all alone in the shadows with nothing but the eerie green glow of her changeling pods to see by. 
Luckily, such a glow more than sufficiently illuminated the entirety of the room…including Chrysalis’s drawings of Twilight Sparkle (most of them maimed almost beyond recognition), and her scribblings of Twilight’s title in a circular pattern on the floor (her writing was actually almost carved into the stone at this point, she had written the word ‘Princess’ over and over so deeply), and her general messages of hate decorating the walls beneath the hibernating changelings. Each time the guards gave Chrysalis paper and quills (as per Twilight’s instructions, in case the changeling Queen felt like keeping a diary or sending any letters), all she did was write and create all of these odd expressions against Twilight. They were a small bit of beauty in her otherwise dreary cell, at least to her.
Finally alone in the solitude and quiet of her cell now, Chrysalis sat up at the center of her monuments against friendship, and smiled to herself.
She gazed upward to the glowing pods of slumbering changelings all around her—so innocent, so perfect, so safe in such a state. She spoke to her people in what passed as a soothing tone for her eerie voice. “It’ll be all right, my subjects. Twilight Sparkle comes today. And your Queen has a plan…” Chrysalis chuckled softly to herself. Suddenly, her expression changed a little. She was quiet (and seemed to be listening for a moment), and then raised an eyebrow and spoke again. “Yes, I know the purple one has been kinder to us than Celestia ever was in her punishments. But it’s all a lie, don’t you see? All a trick…! She gives us a mild prison, but if it weren’t for her we wouldn’t even be in prison in the first place. She requests food ‘prepared with love’ for us but still fails to understand that she might as well be feeding flowers coated with diamond dust to a dragon. And she comes to visit us, but it is only to mock our plight with her perfection! To make sure she is in control of us!”
Chrysalis stood and smiled in a crooked way. She began to pace around the cell floor, following the pattern of her etchings of Twilight’s title. As she moved, her gaze roved over the drawings and messages of hate upon her walls. “Twilight…Twilight…Twilight is the key. She beats us with friendship—like love but complicated in a different way, and something that we cannot absorb. At least Celestia honestly fought us, but Twilight couches all of her persecution in ‘kindness’ and ‘laughter’ and ‘generosity’ and ‘loyalty’ and ‘honesty’. Twilight will be the undoing of us all…” the changeling Queen’s crooked smile grew, “Unless we undo her first.”
Chrysalis sat again amid her prison and laughed softly to herself. Then she looked up to her Changelings once more and nodded. “I know, I’ve promised you a home before, but this time is different. We will succeed….I simply won’t allow us to have the option of roaming around pointlessly again, scrounging for love.” Her look became firm. “It won’t be like in Canterlot…at the wedding. I’m through with subtlety and playing nice. We are having it out with the ponies once and for all. But of course we wouldn’t have to resort to that extreme option if it wasn’t for Twilight Sparkle!” 
Seething, Chrysalis looked to one of her Twilight sketches (the one with the eyes gouged out) and magically put a slash down its horn. Her breaths heavy, she spoke to the mutilated image. “All YOUR fault! We would have taken Canterlot easily and peacefully for our own if you had just left us to it! No one would have been hurt, just drained here and there throughout their lives! They barely would have realized it!” 
Chrysalis’s face contorted into a look of rage, and she stood and approached the tattered sketch of Twilight. “My changelings trying to invade was a ruse—why do you think I let them attack so openly?! It was a diversion so that no one could notice I had switched places with Cadance! Once I married your brother and established my new role in the society, the changeling threat would have ‘disappeared’, and I would have merely let my people slip into the city quietly. They would have blended in, fed as needed enough to keep themselves satisfied but not so much that it would have depleted our food supply—we’ve already made the mistake of sucking ponies dry too many times. We could even have used Cadance’s magic to create more love for us and to refuel the ponies, and I personally could have lived on Shining Armor’s love alone for decades. I would have even let Celestia rule so long as I could have fed off of her and Luna too in wisps without them realizing it! My people would be in hiding, but they would have found a home and sustenance! No one had to get hurt! BUT THEN YOU CAME ALONG!” Her magic suddenly moved in a quick circle along the walls and gouged a three-part slice through all of the Twilight drawings, like a pair of claws through paper.
“Hey, do you hear that shouting in there?”
“She hasn’t been that loud ever since she got here. Should we take a peek? What if it’s a trap?”
“Still, we should look and check on her, especially with Princess Twilight arriving soon.”
When the guards who owned the voices that had made these muffled comments from the other side of the cell door finally opened the slot, all they saw was Chrysalis lying in her usual dark heap upon the floor and facing away from them. She sighed deeply.
“What is going on in there, Chrysalis? You haven’t raged like that since you were brought here!” one of the guards demanded.
Chrysalis kept her voice weak and dreary as ever. “My changelings—they cry in their sleep. They’re starving…”
The guard sighed. “But we’ve offered you food countless times, and you’ll barely even taste any of it. Princess Twilight has you on four square meals a day prepared with love, which is no easy task to find way out here.”
“Such food is not for us!” Chrysalis sighed dismally. “I might as well ask you to live on dead grass and muddy water. Just leave us be. My changelings are tired, and so am I.”
The guard sighed again. “Fine. But just keep it down, please.” The slot in the door closed.
Encased in darkness and the eerie glow of her people’s cocoons once more, Chrysalis sat up again, frowning and scowling. “Patience, my Changelings. We just have to wait a little longer, and then the purple one will come. She put us here, she will get us out.” Her eyes narrowed as they fell to one of the etchings of the word ‘princess’ upon the floor before her. “And what has she ever done to deserve to be royalty? The sacrifices I’ve made as a Queen…the consequences I’ve endured…the responsibility I’ve known! All she ever does is play with her friends. Princess…Princess…PRINCESS! Perhaps I’d like to be a pretty pony princess and do nothing but smile and sing and have everyone give their love to me freely! And perhaps if Twilight is so special, she would like to lead a dying race for millennia and starve until the end of her days!”
Chrysalis stomped her hoof against the ‘princess’ etching! Her eyes were closed, and she was quiet for a moment, her breaths shallow and shaky…
But then Chrysalis sat up straight and looked to her changelings again, her tone soothing once more. “But don’t worry, my changelings, your Queen is here to stay, and she realizes now the way to save us all. But first we have to get out of here…and then we’ll take care of Twilight. And as Twilight falls, so falls the nation…Canterlot…the Crystal Empire…Ponyville and beyond. Something about her binds the ponies together. Something about her will make the ponies come apart.” Her glare darkened, and her smile grew. “And won’t it just cut Celestia to the quick when I work my wrath upon her dear little precious student. Then she will know what it is like to raise and guide somebody for years only to have all hope for their future dashed. I’ll do more than steal Twilight’s love, I’ll do more than steal her magic…I’ll steal her legacy, her destiny, her freedom…. Whatever it takes to secure ourselves a true home and true sustenance.”
Chrysalis held her head up proudly and remained that way for several seconds in the silence and gloom.
But then, even though she liked to imagine her minions talking to her, the silence around her grew deafening…and her smile fell. She sighed very deeply. 
Chrysalis stood and slowly dragged herself over to the sofa. She collapsed down upon it. “My changelings…” she whispered softly, her face on a pillow and turned inward, “Can I tell you a secret?” She waited for a moment, listening to the silence, and then went on. “I pretend to be tired and drained to lull the guards into a false sense of security…but sometimes I do genuinely feel that way. And it grows worse the longer we stay here. It’s been so long since I’ve tasted love. Hibernation is dulling much of your pain, but I must stay awake for you.” She sighed, closing her eyes. “It must be so nice to be the kind of creature who generates and attracts love instead of the kind who needs to feed upon it. But still, our race deserves to be a proud one. Our way of life deserves preservation. I’ll find a way for us, I have my plans. You just wait and see, my changelings—I will always be here, and I will always lead and defend us.”
The changeling Queen’s head rose, and her gaze went to the honeycomb of changeling pods around her, all glowing and warm, keeping her people sleeping and separate from the pain of their reality. Something very soft came to her gaze…and then something enraged came to her gaze. “I hate you, Twilight Sparkle,” she hissed to herself. “I hate you for always besting me, for always fighting so ‘nobly’, for always winning! I hate you for having everything! I hate you for trying to do the same thing I’m trying to do—taking care of your people—and succeeding at the expense of my failure! I hate you for your power! I hate you for seeing through everything that I am! And I hate you for not hating me!” She sat there, seething, breathing heavily, her eyes flashing their murky green but also seeming to shine as though tears could fall…
Suddenly, Chrysalis heard the guards approaching again.
When the slot in the door was opened, the guards only saw Chrysalis lounging on the floor in weakness once more.
A guard scowled. “Princess Twilight and her court have reached the outer gates. No funny business, Chrysalis, got it?”
Chrysalis sighed dramatically, her voice gloomy as ever. “Oh please…. I barely have the energy to stand, let alone to attack. I wish you would just send her away though. I want no visitors, I just want to be alone…”
“Well, you’re getting a visitor today,” the guard advised. “Princess’s orders. So prepare.” And with that, the slot was closed again.
Alone on the floor, Chrysalis smiled to herself. “It never fails with ponies—the bad guy tells them what she wants to do, and they do the opposite. I don’t want Twilight Sparkle, so they assure me she’ll be seeing me at all costs. Idiots.” Chrysalis rolled over a little to gaze up at her changeling cocoons. She whispered into the darkness. “Come to me, Twilight Sparkle…I am waiting. And my changelings shall wake soon. Yes, my people, we will feed and have our revenge…but nothing matters more than the destruction of Twilight Sparkle one day. Once she is gone, everything will be better. I know it. And I know you know it too.”
Chrysalis shut her eyes in the darkness and green glow, her smile growing, and awaited the princess and her friends…and her chance at freedom.

The next day…in Canterlot…
“And that’s what happened, Princess Celestia. Please don’t blame the girls or the guards—it was all my fault. Chrysalis escaped because of my reckless mistake. She’s my responsibility and nobody else’s….” Sitting in the Canterlot castle throne room, Twilight Sparkle bowed her head low before the sun princess and awaited whatever reprimand or punishment she might receive for accidentally releasing Queen Chrysalis and the changelings from imprisonment.
The princess of friendship was met with quite a few seconds of silence, which only made Twilight cringe a little. Her wild imagination pictured Celestia lecturing her for days or rescinding her title or even sending her shamefully back to the unicorn academy for…dare she think it, make up classes in defense against dark magic! Or maybe the princess would just make a stained glass window of Twilight releasing a cheering changeling Queen so that Twilight would always have a reminder of the grave mistake she had made today. Twilight took a deep breath—whatever the consequences of her actions, she would accept Princess Celestia’s response with grace, humility, and the understanding that she would have much hard work to do in order to make up for her unforgiveable error. 
Finally, Twilight heard Celestia sigh softly. Then Celestia spoke.
The sun princess’s tone was cool and calm, betraying no emotion either way other than her usual patience and poise. “Twilight…I’m afraid, considering the circumstances and your new role as a princess in Equestria, you are indeed responsible for the Changelings’ escape and whatever consequences might come of those actions.”
Twilight nodded, her head going lower for a moment and her frown deepening. But then she sat up as straight as she could, took a deep breath, and replied, “I know, Princess Celestia. And that’s why I’m prepared to pack my bags and lead the search for Chrysalis throughout Equestria. My friends wanted to come with me, but I don’t know how long it could take to find the changelings, and the girls all have lives and jobs here to take care of. So…they’ll look after the castle and Spike for me while I lead the troops.” Her look was firm. “I promise, I won’t rest until Chrysalis and the changelings are back in custody.”
Celestia, looking down at her faithful student, smiled a little but shook her head, standing and descending her throne. “Twilight…while technically I can’t deny you permission to lead the search since we’re both princesses and of equal rank now, I will have to advise you very strongly as your friend not to go off looking for Chrysalis with the troops. You’re needed in Equestria, Twilight, in the Harmony Castle. You know your duties toward friendship are connected strongly to that place, and your friends won’t be able to manage those responsibilities without you.”
Twilight blinked and frowned up at her. “But…But like you said, Chrysalis getting out is my responsibility—I have to be the one to go look for her. I don’t know…” she put a hoof to her head, looking forward in distress, “Maybe I can strengthen my teleportation spells and be able to hunt for the changelings part of each day and take care of my friendship duties the other part of the day.”
Celestia smiled a little more but shook her head. “Twilight, even Luna and I have to split up our days to be able to rule at our best. You can’t do it all. And trying to will only hurt your effectiveness as a leader. Even when it comes to your duties of friendship, you rest some of the responsibility on your friends as the Element bearers, and that’s what has allowed you girls to accomplish so much.”
Twilight nodded. “I-I know, but still…how can I take responsibility and fix what I did other than by going after Chrysalis? It’s bad enough I’d have to inconvenience some of the guards to come with me, but to send them on their own…” She frowned in guilt.
Celestia put a hoof on Twilight’s shoulder, her tone softening and her smile warming. “Twilight, the guards know their job is to protect the safety of Equestria when danger arises—they took on that responsibility and accepted that they might have to face criminals when they joined the ranks. And on their own they’ll actually be able to do a better job of seeking out Chrysalis.” Twilight raised an eyebrow, and so Celestia explained. “Twilight, if you go with the guards, along with having to search for the changelings, they’ll also have to worry about keeping you safe as one of their princesses. You going along will also make them more of a target for attack…” Celestia’s smile fell. “The prison guards magically sent me some images of the inside of Chrysalis’s cell. And I know you saw it too…the drawings of you, your name written everywhere… She dislikes you even more than she dislikes me, Twilight. If the guards go alone, in the weakened state the changelings are in, they probably won’t attack unless pressed. But if you go, Chrysalis will attack no matter what. And if she captures you, we’ll have a much bigger problem on our hands than just she and her people being free again. Do you understand, Twilight?”
Twilight considered these words and finally sighed and nodded. “Yes, Princess, I understand.” She frowned more again. “Still, there must be something I can do to help.”
Celestia looked at Twilight with interest. “You’ll probably have more than enough to do just keeping yourself, your friends, and Ponyville safe.”
“But there must be something else,” Twilight insisted, and then she stood up and started pacing. “Princess Celestia, I’ve researched all of Chrysalis’s history, and I told you the story she told me about her origins. There’s a consistent pattern of she and the Changelings ravaging various societies, just barely getting beaten back, being punished for lengthy amounts of time, and then escaping only to do the whole process over again. It hurts the ponies they attack and it must be hurtful to the changelings too. It’s a dangerous situation for everyone involved. But Chrysalis and the changelings can’t just be banished or turned to stone. They’re an entire race of people! I don’t even think the Elements of Harmony at their best could have managed that or that they even would have been willing to! And I don’t think the Rainbow Power could be used for that at all either. It seems…wrong. The changelings can’t be locked up, the changelings can’t be removed from society…but the pattern has to stop for the good of everyone. There must be something I can do about that at least.” Twilight looked to her mentor, a hoof outstretched and her eyes wide as she finally stopped pacing at the delivery of this conclusion. 
Celestia just smiled very warmly (and just a touch all-knowingly) back at Twilight. Then she let out a sigh and walked over to one of the windows overlooking Canterlot and Ponyville in the distance. Twilight raised an eyebrow but then followed after the princess. Celestia sat, and Twilight sat beside her. Then Celestia took a deep breath and spoke. “Twilight…regardless of Chrysalis’s escape, I’m very glad you went to see her. I read your ‘one thousand year plan’ for her imprisonment, how carefully it was laid out and how much care for her comfort and the comfort of her people it clearly demonstrated.” Celestia’s smile grew a little. “A concern for all people touched by her powers, citizens or criminals, is a quality a princess should be proud of.” 
Celestia glanced at Twilight, who smiled up at her a little. The sun princess’s gaze warmed, and then she turned her head to look out of the window and went on. “But it’s also good that you visited her in another way…the same way it’s good that you read Sombra’s journal with Cadance, that you heard me tell you the legend of Tirek, that you understood Nightmare Moon’s lack of friendship before you used that magic to ‘defeat’ her, that you read the tale of the Music Wars and Starswirl banishing the Sirens before you went to conquer them… and even that you befriended Discord in the end.” 
Celestia closed her eyes, keeping her head held high as the early evening sun fell upon her and her former student. “Twilight, no creature is born or chooses to be perfectly evil. Many villains are just people who make poor choices. Sombra chose to embrace his Umbra heritage over his pony life…Tirek chose to pursue power over love…Nightmare Moon chose to seek control instead of friendship.” She opened her eyes. “But there are other people who do bad things simply because their situations are complicated and they are just trying to live and be happy the only ways they know how, regardless of the effect those ways may have on others. But they lack an understanding of the magic of friendship, and so they end up disregarding its need in their lives in favor of easier ways to get by. That was Discord’s problem, Twilight…and it also happens to be Chrysalis’s problem too.”  Celestia glanced to her former student.
Twilight looked up at her with a slight frown and nodded. And now she looked out to the window too. She thought for a moment, and then spoke. “Discord can’t help being chaotic—he was born that way. But now that he’s our friend, he’s learned how to express that chaos without hurting others. And the changelings can’t help needing to feed off of love—they were born that way too. And Chrysalis has a whole population of them to look after along with her own needs….” A look of concentration came over the young princess’s features. “She was noble for a moment back at the prison—she said that for the thousand year sentence she was just going to let her changelings sleep because they shouldn’t have to suffer waiting all of that time.” Twilight took a deep breath, her look of concentration growing. “The changelings and Chrysalis can’t help their needs…but ponies can’t help fighting back if the changelings attack them. But being sent away and punished over and over…and now letting her changelings sleep through the full sentence of their punishment so that she can bear it by herself. Chrysalis doesn’t deserve to live like that. All of it sounds so…lonely.” Twilight’s features softened into a frown, and she glanced to her mentor…and then blinked.
Celestia nodded in agreement with Twilight’s conclusion. Then she swallowed, though she kept her gaze out of the window steady. Her tone was very quiet. “Chrysalis was willing to wait a thousand years alone for the freedom of someone she cares about. No, no one does deserve to live like that, Twilight. It is lonely….”
Not too long ago, Twilight had reached the point in her life when she had finally come to realize that Celestia kept some of her private thoughts about some of the private things in her life to herself and that not all of those thoughts were as happy and carefree as Celestia herself always appeared to be for the sake of the ponies. And so as Celestia said these words, Twilight couldn’t help feeling a deep twinge of sadness at the great cloud of sadness she saw in Celestia’s eyes as the sun princess continued to look out over the landscape, lost in memory.
Celestia was silent for a moment, reflecting, and then she took a breath and went on. “And her people don’t deserve to live like that either, Twilight—cut off from the world for a millennium at a time, even if it is for the sake of temporary peace.” She glanced at Twilight. “Chrysalis is a Queen, Twilight. She knows her subjects’ well-being is more important than her own…or at least, I think she considers it as important as her own. Besides, without her subjects, Chrysalis would be all alone in the world. It makes sense that despite her selfishness, she remains with them and leads them as best she can manage.” Celestia sighed. “Twilight, imagine if the only way our own subjects could survive or be happy was if you led them to do unfair things to others. Would you do it?”
Twilight’s eyes went a little wide at the sudden question. “I…” she looked down in thought, “I…I don’t know, Princess Celestia.” Her eyes went back to Celestia, a look of utter doubt and indecision upon her features. “I honestly don’t know if I would do it.”
Celestia smiled slightly but then looked down, her smile fading a little. “I already have done it, Twilight.”
Twilight’s eyes went very wide.
Celestia cleared her throat lightly and explained. “I’ve mostly tried to take the unfair things upon myself, but as a representative of my people my mistakes lie upon them too as well as upon the whole legacy of our nation. Sombra’s fall, Tirek’s imprisonment, even the punishment of minor villains like the Sirens, and then Luna’s banishment, Discord’s petrification, and everything with the changelings…all occurred under my rule, all were partly or entirely my responsibility. And there are many other events and actions that you don’t even know about yet, Twilight, or at least not completely.” Celestia’s head hung a little heavy. “There’s a difference between what you read in the history books and what actually took place.” 
Twilight swallowed. She hesitated for a moment and then replied, barely looking up at Celestia, “You mean like…the sun attack you used on the changelings that gave them all of those holes?”
Celestia sighed and nodded, not raising her head. “Yes, like that, Twilight. Back at Trot, I didn’t realize how deeply their magic relied upon shade and shadow. The solar energy of my attack beat them back with one spell…but it also scarred them for life. I’d imagine a desire to take some revenge on me for that event is part of the reason Chrysalis and her people never seem to travel outside of Equestria anymore. And I also thinks she likes to cause me pain by making me look on what I did to her and the Changelings whenever she attacks.” Celestia looked out of the window again, her gaze firm. “The way I lead our people against Chrysalis in the past was unfair. I was so concerned with our welfare that I never stopped to think of the changelings’ welfare. Who are we to deny them the right to live as it’s natural for them to live?” She frowned. “It must be awful for them, craving love like that and never being able to get enough of it. Don’t you think, Twilight?”
Twilight actually had light tears in her eyes now, though she quickly brushed them away and nodded, replying softly, “Yes…I never thought about it like that, but I think you’re right, Princess. It must always feel like they’re starving, in a way. And if Chrysalis cares that much about her people, it must cause her a lot of pain seeing all of them in pain like that.”
Celestia nodded. “I agree. I’d imagine her role as their Queen is difficult for her. Twilight, you said you wanted to take responsibility for her escape,” Celestia turned to Twilight, “But you already see there’s a much larger problem to be addressed…”
Twilight nodded. And then she took several seconds to think very deeply about the situation. And then she spoke again. “Just blaming myself for the escape and trying to fix it isn’t going to do anything but make me feel better about making a mistake. And even if I went out and found Chrysalis and the Changelings and got them all in their cell again…we’d only be right back to where we started—the problem of them just trying to survive and of us punishing them simply for the way the are as beings in Equestria. But there has to be something better for everyone, a different kind of solution…” That pensive look remained on her features for a moment, but then Twilight blinked a few times and looked to Celestia with an eyebrow raised. “Is that right, Princess Celestia?” she asked, in much the same tone she had used to use in the past to ask Celestia if a certain test problem or magical spell theory of hers was correct.
Celestia couldn’t help but smile warmly at the familiarity of the tone, and she nodded. “Yes, Twilight, that is very, very right.” She glanced inside of the throne room for a moment, gesturing to all of the stained glass windows depicting historical scenes from her and Luna’s rule along with the scenes from the exploits of Twilight and her friends. “Twilight, I’m capable of defending our subjects and keeping them safe. But you are capable of helping and healing not just our subjects but any potential new friends. Your talent is something that extends beyond the borders of our nation—it’s universal.” She lowered her hoof and looked to Twilight. “I think, deep down, something in you was meant to release Chrysalis, Twilight. Perhaps she will never want to be our friend, but I think at least that you can help her find peace.”
Twilight nodded, her eyes wide and her look firm, and a smile growing on her features. “Yes, Princess Celestia. I agree, and I’ll do my best. More than anything else, I want Chrysalis and the changelings to find a way to be happy in Equestria. And I want Chrysalis to know that even if she never wants to be my friend, I’ll always be willing to be hers.”
CLINK, CLINK.
Both Princesses blinked and looked across the throne room to some suits of armor in the early evening shadows, which had clearly gotten bumped into just now judging both from the sound and the fact that half of one of them was lying in a pile on the floor.
Suddenly a wide-eyed looking Luna emerged from the shadows. She quickly cleared her throat and then held her head high, her voice low and cool. “Greetings, sister and Twilight Sparkle. We apologize for our intrusion and for our disturbance—we were merely seeking one of the guards to assist us with something.”
Twilight raised an eyebrow at first but then smiled and waved her hoof. “Hi Princess Luna, it’s nice to see you.” She stood and looked back to Celestia. “I should probably get going now anyway, Princess Celestia. I have a lot to think about.”
Celestia (after glancing at Luna for a moment) nodded to Twilight and stood as well. “Of course. And I know you’ll come up with something, Twilight. What happened yesterday might seem like a mistake, but it might also be the start of something better for all of us.” She reached out and gave Twilight a hug with her foreleg. “Just do your best, my former faithful student. That’s all anyone can ask of you.”
Twilight nodded and gave Celestia a hug back. “Thank you, Princess Celestia.”
The two old friends pulled apart with smiles.
Then Twilight turned and proceeded across the throne room to the door. She smiled and waved to Princess Luna as she went by her. “Have a nice day, Princess Luna.” She raised an eyebrow, pausing for a moment and rubbing her head with her hoof with a curious smile. “Actually, it’s rare anyone sees you during the day, so I’m glad I ran into you so that we could say hello.” Her smile brightened.
A sort of strange, slightly forced (if passable as normal and polite and perhaps just the result of a little sleep deprivation crankiness) smile came to Luna’s lips, and she nodded. “Yes, well…we sometimes find day walking to be convenient. And it has been a most…unexpected surprise to say hello to thee too, Twilight Sparkle.” Luna gave the slightest bow of her head.
Twilight raised an eyebrow again, but then her usual smile returned and she nodded and gave a slight bow of her head too in return of the formal gesture. “Well…have a good day and night then, Princess Luna. And make sure you can get plenty of sleep before moonrise. Bye!” She gave the night princess a wave, and then Twilight trotted out into the hall, closing the door behind there.
There was a heavy silence in the throne room, Celestia glancing out of the window again, and ‘Luna’ standing very still (and trying very hard not to look very uneasy). Then the night princess swallowed. “Well, we shall depart then for our slumber. Farewell for now, sister.” She began to head to the door.
Celestia let out a sigh. Her eyes didn’t turn away from the window as she spoke. “Sister, before you go, come here for a moment please. I’m afraid I have an urgent and very secret matter of Canterlot security to discuss with you.” She tried not to smile as she heard Luna’s hoof falls instantly stop. And she just barely glanced behind her to see Luna pause, bite her lip…and then hesitantly turn in the direction of the window and approach.
Luna cleared her throat. “Yes, Celestia. We are always available to listen to details of secret royal matters of security. Is there…perhaps a weakness in our defenses that we must address?” Luan stood directly across from Celestia…and now the two sisters faced each other before the window.
A heavy silence returned to the room…and the two mares continued to look into each other’s eyes.
Finally, Celestia’s smile picked up slightly on one side and she spoke. “Luna doesn’t use the royal ‘we’ so much anymore. And she never uses it when talking to others of the same rank as herself. Also, I know ethereal hair must be a difficult thing to mimic, but I would expect the changeling queen herself to approximate the rate of the flow with much more accuracy.”
And indeed, Luna’s mane, while flowing, seemed to be having some ‘frame rate’ issues—a ripple here, a pause, a ripple there, but nothing truly like the movements of the real Luna’s mane.
This Luna’s eyes went very wide (her pupils narrowing slightly). Her gaze remained firmly locked with Celestia’s though.
And then the changeling Queen changed back into her normal form.
Celestia let out a breath. She smiled softly. “If I ask how long you’ve been here, will you tell me?”
Chrysalis’s gaze was piercing. Then she replied coolly, “If I ask how long you know I’ve been here, will you tell me?”
Celestia gave a single nod. “Honestly, I had some general suspicions that your people have been around Canterlot. Discord has been sensing unusual magic. But I didn’t know you were here in this room now until you knocked over the armor.” She raised an eyebrow, tilting her head in interest. “You’re usually excellent at stealth—why did you stumble? And why did you pick Luna of all people to turn into? Honestly, if you’d chosen a guard, I probably wouldn’t have realized the truth. You must have known I’d know my own sister too well, just like Twilight knew her future sister-in-law too well back during the royal wedding.”
Chrysalis glared at Celestia but then just held her head high, keeping her voice casual and cool. “My stumbling was merely an accident caused my leaning closer to better hear you and the purple one. And I was disguised as a guard initially. Changing to Luna was a reflex.” Chrysalis’s eyes narrowed, and she pouted slightly. “And it’s a pity you’ve swayed the draconequus. I always hoped he and I could form an alliance. He could not hate you as much as I do, but he was the only one I knew who could be close to doing so. I can’t imagine what you offered him in return for his loyalty.” Her look became dry. “I almost suspect you or Luna might have granted him a title. Or at least betrothed one of yourselves to him.”
A smile couldn’t help but come to Celestia’s mouth. “I assure you it’s really nothing of the sort. All of us merely found a way to be friends.”
And now it was Chrysalis who smiled (though in a much more maniacal way, of course), and she let out a small, eerie chuckle. “You really think life is that simple, don’t you? You sit up here in your gold and ivory tower and smile and wave and play in the sunshine, and everybody loves you, their dear, sweet, perfect princess.” Her look blackened, and so did her voice. “You know…among my people, you’re known as the Sun Shredder.” She held out her leg full of holes.
Celestia winced but kept her poise. Her eyes saddened. “Chrysalis, I’m so sorry. I never meant to hurt you. I know that’s no excuse. I was young, you were causing my people great harm, and I was angry enough that I failed to use my magic with the proper restraint. If I could take back what I did, I—”
“Hmm!” Chrysalis retracted her hoof and cut Celestia off. “Your regret is useless to me and my maimed people.”
Celestia paused. She let out a breath. “So…what will you do now?”
“You mean how will this meeting end?” Chrysalis raised an eyebrow, then gave a smile almost like a snarl, baring her fangs. “We could have quite the epic battle in here, you know. And even if I lost, at least I’d get the satisfaction of destroying your throne room.” Her gaze and tone darkened. “I have no intention of losing though, Celestia. Hmm…you’re so full of pure love.” She took a step closer, running her tongue over her fangs. “Draining you of it would be a truly delicious meal…”
Celestia stood her ground. “I mean what will you do now that you’re free? I meant what I said to Twilight, you know…about my sympathy for your situation. I can’t imagine how difficult it must be to need to feed off of love, let alone how difficult it must be to have a people who need to feed off of love. And I know now that you didn’t choose to be this way.” Celestia frowned. “Starswirl mentioned that dark tree to me once. I wish I had realized…. Perhaps if someone went to it, they could find a way to harness the magic of the tree to help you and—”
“Enough!” Chrysalis hissed, stomping her hoof into the floor. “Your pity is even more useless to me and my people than your regret! You just want to make us just like you, more subjects all for you. Well, no more, Celestia, I’m done with the punishments and the banishments. Your options are simple now—either you leave us be to feed as our nature intended…or you destroy us all.” She glared and scowled. “You think you’ve had to make hard decisions for your people up until now? You have no idea what a hard decision is…but I think the one I’m giving you is a good start to learning.” The changeling Queen smiled just a little, her green eyes flashing. “I know you won’t let your people suffer…but let’s see what they all think of you when they watch you try and destroy an entire race of people. And then who could blame us for fighting back with everything we’ve got? Let Equestria know your true wrath, the anger and passion of the younger Celestia. Let them remember that alongside the image of their poised and smiling modern princess. Let that legacy for yourself reign in Equestria, and then see how the ponies look upon you then, Celestia!”
“There is another way, Chrysalis,” Celestia merely replied softly. “A third option…Twilight’s option.” 
Chrysalis hissed, her eyes flashing.
Celestia tilted her head to the side. “Why do you hate her so much?”
“Why do you love her so much?!” Chrysalis inhaled deeply through her nose and smiled a little. “Hmm…oh the aroma is delicious…”
Celestia resisted an urge to step back and went on, her look serious. “You’ve absorbed enough love to know why people have it for one another.”
“We’re getting off topic.” Chrysalis’s gaze suddenly darkened again. “Let’s return to the fact that I have you alone in this room, and I could easily suck all of your seemingly perfect love out of you and turn you into a withered husk so that I could assume your role in Equestria for all time.” She moved closer.
Celestia did not move, and she continued speaking, her tone calm and full of its usual gentle compassion. “It’s because Twilight only resists you instead of attacking you, isn’t it? Even when you had her brother and his wife in danger…. And it’s because she always tries to reason with you first instead of fighting with you. And it’s because she actually cared enough about your welfare at the end of everything to fall for that trick of yours back at the prison by offering you a book….” Her horn glowed a little and her gaze firmed but she remained unwavering as Chrysalis got very near. “It’s because Twilight Sparkle wants to help you no matter how much you hurt her, isn’t it?”
Chrysalis paused, mere inches from the sun princess. “Rrrr!” And then she growled wildly and stamped both of her hooves into the floor. “Do not say her name anymore!” She seethed for a moment…and then her head went low. And then Chrysalis laughed…and laughed…and laughed…and laughed, so simply, so darkly. “Oh Celestia…” she shook her head, keeping it down, “it’s deeper than that…don’t you see? And it doesn’t matter what the purple one’s ‘option’ is for us. All that matters is that she is the key to the future of Equestria. I know she is…and she’s important to you…and when I find a way to topple her, it will be the sweetest and most delicious victory I could know.” She barred her fangs and let her head rise with a glare and grin, her green eyes flashing.
Celestia’s look became firm at this threat. “If you insist on attacking Twilight personally, I’m afraid you’ll have to get through me first.” Her horn glowed again (and there was a light shine in her eyes as she let it do so). “And I’m afraid you still won’t find my methods quite as understanding as Twilight’s.”
Chrysalis observed Celestia curiously for a moment…and then she stepped back, though her grin grew. “There’s more darkness in you than even you realize, sun princess.” Suddenly the changeling Queen turned herself into a replica of Celestia but with a wicked smirk and glowing green eyes. “And we’re the same in so many ways…”
Celestia only nodded. “I know…And I also think we could both stand to be better people in our own ways.”
‘Chrysalis playing Celestia’ smirked more and chuckled lightly. “One day when Twilight truly realizes how flawed you are as a leader, I hope she won’t be too disappointed.” The real Celestia took a deep breath and her posture relaxed a little, but she did not reply. Chrysalis went on with a shrug and a pout. “Very well. No battle today.” She returned to her normal form “Besides, my changelings might not be quite as nearby as you think…though make no mistake, we’ll be keeping a sharp eye on this town…and Ponyville…and the Crystal Empire…and all sorts of places. And your draconequus ‘friend’ can’t be everywhere to sense us.” Her wicked grin rose, baring some of her fangs.
Celestia’s gaze and tone only softened though. “Please, let Twilight help you if she can, Chrysalis. I don’t want your people to suffer, and I know you don’t either.”
Chrysalis’s gaze hardened. “I know how to take care of my people better than you and certainly better than Twilight Sparkle. We’ll manage…and not because of your friendship but despite it.” She spread her translucent wings. “You do not know what it is to exist as us, Celestia…you could never understand, and you never will. Just leave us be. It’s the least you could do.” She locked her gaze with Celestia’s.
Celestia gazed back at her, still looking sad, still unwavering. “Go for now, Chrysalis, and think about everything we’ve talked about and everything Twilight and I talked about and everything you talked about with Twilight.” She gave a single nod. “And I hope you and the changelings find peace and happiness, Chrysalis, I truly do.”
Something in Chrysalis’s gaze grew heavy but she managed to keep her head held high. “We will. Make no mistake about that.” And then she suddenly used her magic to blast open a window, turned herself into a dusky pegasus with green hair, and departed rapidly.
Celestia briefly watched her fly away. And then with a heavy sigh she turned to depart her throne room herself.
Handling the changelings under these circumstances would not be easy, and she knew it. But she also knew that the hostilities had to cease and that there must indeed be a way to do so peacefully. She was just grateful that Twilight had realized that fact now. And she knew Twilight was the only one who could truly find and succeed at a compassionate solution for all.
Still, that knowledge and hope for the future did not stop Celestia from having a certain degree of unease…especially as she recalled Chrysalis’s strange obsession with Twilight and those images of her cell. The sun princess sighed and spoke to herself. “There’s a need for violence in Chrysalis even beyond the suffering she causes so that she can feed. She’s always been different from the others in that way.” Celestia swallowed. “I’ll…I’ll send some guards to Ponyville. And I think Twilight’s been sufficiently warned of her potential, but perhaps I’ll send letters to the girls telling them to be on the lookout too…and to Cadance and Shining Armor…and one to Spike telling him to watch Twilight very closely.” She nodded to herself…and then found herself just sitting along in the silence of the throne room.
Suddenly the fallen apart armor in the corner clinked lightly once more.
Celestia practically jumped! But then she quickly realized it had just been a breeze coming through the still open window behind her rustling the pile of armor pieces Chrysalis had left behind. Celestia magically shut the window and set the armor to rights, and then headed for the room exit. “I’ll go see if Luna will let me lie down with her for a little while. It’ll be a comfort to see my real sister.” She smiled a little. “She always cheers me up.” Celestia nodded to herself as she exited the room. “I’ve done my best even if there have been mistakes, and, just like with Twilight, that’s all anybody can ask of me. Twilight’s best might be better than mine, and I could argue mine has been better than Chrysalis’, but that’s a subject for another day. I know you’ll find the best way to help the changelings, Twilight, no matter how angry Chrysalis is. And I know you’ll find a way to spread friendship. I have faith in you.” Celestia smiled more to herself as she headed down the hall, already feeling in better, more optimistic spirits.
Though somewhere far off, the changelings did still brood and gather and prepare for their next glorious uprising…and Celestia still knew that she would have to prepare for it as well.
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Meanwhile…somewhere off screen in the actual My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic television show…
“Unacceptable! Inconceivable! Totally ludicrous and utterly not in the way I like!”
A certain draconequus made this annoyed announcement as he lounged on a sofa in Twilight Sparkle’s friendship castle library, flipping through what appeared to be some comic books (five to be exact).
“Twilight, come on! I’m telling you, he’s in there and he’s going through my stuff! My comics! Help me!” 
“Okay, okay, relax, Spike, we’ll take care of it. I should have known Discord would be back soon…”
These words from a certain young dragon and a certain young princess respectively sounded from the hallway as both parties clearly approached the library.
Discord, however, paid the voices no mind. He just kept flipping through his comics with a shocked scowl upon his features. “One cameo. A CAMEO! It’s outrageous! I am Discord—as Tirek (who I notice DID get a comic) might say, I am legend! I ought to send letters! I ought to boycott the whole mess! I ought to snap my fingers and put infinite holds on all things pony until this is injustice sorted out! Really!”
And now finally Spike and Twilight entered the library.
Spike pointed at Discord, dashing over to him. “You see, Twilight, he’s here, he’s making a mess, and worst of all he’s into my comics!” 
Just as Spike was about to pick up one of the five comic books surrounding Discord, though the draconequus quickly picked him up by the foot with his tail, effectively stopping his progress. Discord grinned at the baby dragon. “First of all, yes, of course I’m here, young Spike. I’m visiting the home of a friend.” He glanced over to Twilight (who was already rubbing a temple with her hoof). “I hope you’re doing well, Twilight Sparkle, and that you didn’t miss me too much.” He chuckled.
Twilight smiled back at him, lowering her hoof. “It’s nice to see you again too, Discord.”
Discord nodded politely. And then he went back to talking to Spike. “And second of all, I am not making a mess in here, I am merely making myself comfortably chaotic.” He gestured to all of the tossed aside library books and the piles of quills and scrolls (and ice cream cones and funny hats) littering the floor around him.
Twilight came forward more, her smile growing more understanding. She looked to Discord. “That’s good, Discord. I’m glad you’re making yourself feel more at home in my home. Just make sure to restore the usual order before you go, all right?”
Discord nodded with a smile. “Of course.”
“And maybe put me down?” Spike asked dryly.
Discord lowered the baby dragon to the floor. “And as for the final accusation regarding Spike’s reading material, I’ll have both of you know that these five books aren’t his comics, they’re mine.” Discord gathered his comics close again.
“Yours?” Spike raised an eyebrow, dusting himself off.
Discord nodded smugly, lounging on the couch again. “Yes, and I happen to have gotten them from that Enchanted Comic shop you mentioned once, Spike.”
Instantly, Twilight and Spike’s eyes went wide and they backed up considerably from Discord.
“Discord,” Twilight started, trying to keep her voice level as she held a foreleg in front of Spike, “Put down the comics and step away slowly. You don’t know what they’re capable of. You could get sucked into one of them or worse!” 
Discord just sighed, kicking back (upside down) and flipping through a few pages of one of the comics. “No, no, I know what you’re talking about, Twilight Sparkle, but trust me that can’t happen with these. The dimensions are too well aligned, nature abhors a vacuum in which two of you might exist simultaneously on a physical plane, and besides these are enchanted in a ‘different’ way than Spike’s were. Let’s just leave it at that.”
Twilight still hesitated, though her posture did relax a little. “Are you sure?”
Discord nodded, glancing to her and Spike again, and resuming an upright position, holding his paw high. “I’m as positive as Applejack is honest. It’s perfectly safe.” He rolled his eyes. “And come on, Twilight, even if I did want to bother you by sending all of us on another random misadventure, first of all I wouldn’t pick anything as risky as a comic enchanted to suck us inside, and second of all that whole bit has clearly been done already and you know how much I hate repeat performances and copying others.”
Twilight still gave him a curious look but then finally lowered her arm from Spike and nodded. “Okay, Discord. I believe you.”
“In that case, can I see one of your comics?” Spike asked with interest, smiling a little.
Discord held up his tail to block him though and shook his head with a grin. “Oh, no, no, Spike, I’m afraid these are for my eyes only as an official traveler in time, space, and multiple dimensions. Believe me, reading what’s in these would not be good for you. And the same goes for you, Twilight Sparkle.” Discord glanced to the princess of friendship, his grin growing.
Twilight raised an eyebrow. “Okay…but then why are you here Discord, and why are you reading them here?”
Discord sighed dramatically. “Because I just finished the whole series, and I have a literary complaint, and you’re the best person I know to go to with one of those, bookish princess Twilight.” He chuckled.
Twilight sighed, her look becoming dry. “Discord, I’m not really sure what you’re getting at.”
Discord’s own look became dry now, and he tossed the final comic down on the sofa again. “Haven’t you ever read a book and had a serious problem with the content and authorial choices, Twilight? Well, I just finished these comics, and I’m none too pleased with a distinct lack of something in them. So I figured I’d run the whole thing by you since I’m sure you’ve had experience criticizing literature. Simple as that.”
Spike stepped back. “Uh, if this is going to turn into an ‘academic’ thing, I think I’ll just settle for reading one of my comics in the corner over there and leave you two to it.” Spike headed to the side of the room, snatched up a Power Ponies comic from the floor, then sat on a cushy pillow and proceeded to flip through the book.
Twilight, meanwhile, moved closer to Discord, an eyebrow raised and a smile starting to form. “Wow, Discord, you actually read these closely enough and cared enough about the stories in them to have formed a critical opinion? And you want to have a professional, academic, serious discussion about it? With me?” She was practically beaming right now.
Discord rolled his eyes, crossing his arms over his chest. “In a way, yes, though I’m not including any citations, and it’ll be more of an emphasis on my big complaint than on any original argument.”
Twilight sat down before him. “That’s okay, Discord, the point is you’re trying. Besides, I haven’t had a good literary discussion with anyone in a while.” She held her head high, a determined look coming to her features. “As you might say, ‘fire when ready.’” 
Discord shook his head with a grin. Then he glanced at the comics, and then he glanced up. “Okay…” he sighed deeply, “let’s say…utterly hypothetically…that someone were to produce a series of stories based around a common theme—for lack of a better theme, let’s pick…heroes of friendship. And these people who were to produce these stories—hypothetically, let’s say, in comic form—announced that there would be six of them. And so each comic started to come out, and there was one about Pinkie Pie…one about Rainbow Dash…one about Applejack…one about Rarity…one about dear Fluttershy of course…and then the sixth comic went and came out, and it was about…Spike of all people!”
“A comic book about me?!” Spike’s smile picked up as he looked to Twilight and Discord. But then he pouted (specifically to Discord). “Hey, what do you mean ‘of all people’?” 
“Spike for the sixth comic?” Twilight, meanwhile, raised an eyebrow at this suggestion of Discord’s and considered. “Well…honestly, it would seem strange to me.” She glanced to her dragon friend (who already had his mouth open to object). “No offense, Spike—I really do think a story like that about you would be wonderful. It’s just…logically if they were going to make a series of six stories and they chose each of the girls…it seems like I would be the sixth choice, just to keep with a consistent pattern.”
“THANK! YOU!” Discord held out his arms. “Finally, a pony of reason—I knew I could count on you to agree with me, Twilight Sparkle.”
Twilight looked to Discord again and raised an eyebrow at him. “Agree with you about what?”
“Agree with me that leaving out a central subject choice when you’re making a series with a theme is just poor form!” Discord picked up some of the comics, flipping through them again. “There is such an omission here in these that I can’t stand it. It’s practically insulting. And inexcusable, or at least I can’t imagine what excuse they could possibly have for the direction they went with these things.”
Twilight rubbed her head, but did her best to keep her tone patient. “Discord, maybe you could explain to me what the example you just gave has to do with those books and what those books are about exactly, and then I’ll understand better why you’re so upset.”
Discord sighed deeply again, looking from cover to cover of his five comics. “Well, I can’t be too specific, Twilight, or it’ll really give the cosmos such a tummy ache. But…okay, let’s go in this direction then. Suppose someone decided to do a five part historical-fiction series on the most famous villains in Equestria.” He looked to her, suddenly moving close. “Quick, name the first five villains that come to mind as subject matter!”
Twilight blinked, stepping back a little. “Uh…well, Tirek…um…Nightmare Moon…Sombra…oh, Chrysalis…and, uh…uh…” She put a hoof to her chin.
Discord’s jaw fell and then he gestured to himself, his eyes wide. “And ME! ME! Discord! Come on, you remember—I ravaged the land with chaos a thousand years ago, broke the personalities of you and each of your friends, gave you the biggest hard time between my reform and the season four fina—I-I mean, between my reform and the defeat of Tirek, including everything from dark magic vines to a tatzulwurm attack! I’m really not only the last bad guy you’d think of for a bad guy series, but you couldn’t even think of me at all on your own?” He sighed, dramatically resuming his place on the sofa and dropping his head back onto the armrest in a forlorn manner.
Twilight blinked but then smiled and moved closer. “Discord, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt your feelings. But if anything, it’s a compliment to you that you didn’t come to mind right away—really. When I think of you now, I don’t think of a villain. I just think of you as a friend regardless of your past.”
Discord sighed, sitting up a little. He glanced at her out of the corner of his eye. “Really?”
Twilight nodded. “Of course. And, um…well, you have to be really good at friendship to have made that happen, because your legacy as a villain really was one of the greatest in Equestrian history. Right, Spike?” Twilight glanced to Spike.
“Huh?” Spike blinked and looked up from his comic. Twilight gave him a little bit of a look, and then Spike nodded, glancing to Discord. “Oh, uh…yeah. After all, you did so much bad stuff in the past—for people to overlook that entirely and see you as a friend first, well, that’s almost a more impressive command of the magic of friendship than Twilight has.” He smiled.
Twilight raised an eyebrow at Spike, giving him a bit of a dry look, but then rolled her eyes as he went back to reading his comic. She shook her head and turned her attention to Discord again, smiling and nodding at the draconequus. “That’s right, Discord. If anything…you’d probably be a good contender for that sixth spot in a heroes of friendship series considering everything you’ve been through lately.”
Discord perked up quite a bit as these assurances. He chuckled, sitting up a little more and glancing at his outstretched paw. “Yes, well, I have proved rather impressive as a good guy now, I suppose. And I did pack a strong villainous punch back in the day.” He snapped, making some fruit punch appear in a glass to drink.
Twilight nodded. “Of course, Discord—you’ve had talent at both things, even if you’ve realized you’re happier being better at friendship than at evil. And I would have thought of you eventually for the villains series, I was just a little on the spot.” Twilight raised an eyebrow. “Is that what those comics are? Stories of the villains of Equestria?”
Discord nodded, crossing his arms over his chest and glancing at the comics scattered around him once more. “In a sense, yes?”
“And…the villains they focused on, the four I said were four of the ones that they chose?” Twilight inquired further.
Discord sighed and nodded once more. “Yup.”
“So who was the fifth one they chose if not you?” Twilight tilted her head to the side.
“The Sirens.” Discord slouched low on the couch with a pout, arms crossed over his chest as he glanced at one of the comics. “Bunch of tone deaf fishy hacks if you ask me.”
Twilight couldn’t help but smile and shake her head. “Discord, there’s no need to be jealous.”
Discord scoffed, rolling his eyes. “I’m not jealous, I’m just saying…well…how in the world could my legacy, my presence, my accomplishments be overlooked in a project like this even regardless of the person I am now?” He scowled down at the comics and then glanced over to Twilight. “Come on, Twilight Sparkle, you can’t tell me you wouldn’t be at least a little miffed if someone really did choose to publish a heroes of friendship comic like that and left you out.”
Twilight considered, putting a hoof to her chin. “Actually Discord,” she finally replied, “I wouldn’t mind it at all.”
“Oh come on,” Discord waved her off with a skeptical smirk, “even you’re not that modest, Twilight. I used to see how you were about getting proper recognition from Celestia for all of your perfect schoolwork. And you’re still a pony just like everyone else—you’re seriously expecting me to believe you wouldn’t have a problem with being that cast aside?” He gave her a bit of a dry look
Twilight merely smiled back at him though and shrugged. “Who says I would be cast aside? Or that you’ve been cast aside, Discord?”
Discord blinked and raised an eyebrow.
Twilight explained. “Discord, I’m a princess. And I know, even if it makes me uncomfortable, that there are going to be books written about me and projects done on me and historical investigations into my life, and I’m sure quite a few of those things are already underway. But the girls and Spike probably won’t get that, so I think I’d welcome someone doing a project focused on them over me.” She smiled more. “Discord, in a way, you’re more famous than any of those other villains because of your reform…so maybe instead of including you in a project like the comics, whoever wrote them would rather explore you in a different, more thorough way. And in fact already multiple scholars have.” She raised an eyebrow. “Have you ever actually gone through the Canterlot library archives? Do you know how many books on dark magic and villainy you’re mentioned in? And, after all, for a thousand years there was technically a statue of you on the castle grounds in memory of your chaos.”
Discord blinked, considering the argument. “Well…yes, I suppose all of that’s true.” He looked at her curiously again. “Do you really think I might get explored in a larger way?”
“Sure, why not, Discord?” Twilight shrugged, still smiling.
Discord looked forward, twirling his beard in thought and mumbling to himself. “You know…that’s not a half bad theory. Perhaps in an actual episode they might…” He suddenly quickly cleared his throat and addressed Twilight again. “Yes, well…point taken, princess. Perhaps they will explore my origins and history in a larger way later on. Maybe something akin to a production of sorts in a form featuring audio and visual and musical aspects…?” He chuckled to himself (Twilight merely looked confused at the private joke), and then Discord raised an eyebrow at her again and couldn’t help a curious if smug grin coming to his features. “And do you really think I’m the most famous villain? I mean really, Twilight Sparkle, do you?”
Twilight nodded, her smile growing. “I think a person could make a pretty sound argument for that statement, yes. After all, you’re the only villain whose a regular part of Equestrian society now—ever since your reform, there’s more known about you than any villain in the nation’s history.” She considered more…and then smiled more. “In fact, in a way, a person could argue that a comic for those other five villains was necessary, and one for you wouldn’t have served a purpose.”
Discord tilted his head to the side, intrigued. “How so?”
“Well,” Twilight shrugged again, “when it comes to Sombra or Tirek or the Sirens or Nightmare Moon or the Chrysalis, we can’t get first hand accounts from them about their lives and origins either because they’re gone or they’re banished or imprisoned. So a little historical research and speculation on their origins and the circumstances of their lives would be good for everypony to know. But when it comes to you, Discord, you can tell us anything we need to know about your past, your present, or your future, and you’re more than willing to share those stories because you’re our friend.”
“Yes…” Discord’s grin grew. “Yes, I could just tell you everything about myself, couldn’t I? Oh, all of us have a past, but I have a present and a future just as glorious as any existence I had in the good old days!” He beamed considerably.
Twilight nodded, smiling warmly. “Exactly Discord.”
Discord couldn’t help sighing though and slumping down again, looking at his collection of comics. “Still though, it would have been nice to be included in this too… A little tome just for me and about me.”
Twilight sighed, maintaining her patience in the face of his pouting (which she expected would clear up soon as long as she didn’t feed into it).
Spike, meanwhile, just shrugged and spoke again up as he turned a page in his comic. “Discord, if you really want a comic and you have so much to say about your past and your present and your future, why don’t you just make one yourself? I’m sure you could do it.”
Discord’s eyes went wide. And then he smiled brightly and flew up! “Write my own comic! Take matters into my own hands! Yes, why not? Fiendship is Magic #6—Discord! Penned by Discord! Art by Discord! Lettering by Discord! Fantastic cover and variants of Discord in multiple flattering poses all done by Discord!” Suddenly he flew down toward the friendship princess, grinning. “Twilight, you’re the expert on books, what do you think? Regardless of all of my fame and the many history books about me and any future multimedia odes to my brilliance and the fact that I’m here to tell my story anyway if anyone asks about it, would it be in poor taste for me to make a comic of my own all about me and my exploits?” He beamed.
Twilight blinked, a little taken aback at first, but then smiled warmly and shook her head. “I think it would be a great project for you, Discord. Have fun with it.”
Discord chuckled and then gathered up his comics and landed on the ground just past her, facing in the direction of the door. “Very well! Ta ta then, Spike and Twilight! I have a legacy to immortalize before others inevitably do it before me!” He gave them a wave over his shoulder and then jaunted out into the hall, talking to himself excitedly. “Stupid comics, overlooking me…only a CAMEO! Please, I’ll show you! I’m going to have my own comic! With blackjack! And hula-hoops! In fact, forget the comic!” He started laughing raucously to himself and then sighed. "No, but seriously, still totally doing the comic," was the final thing that was heard before a snap of his fingers sounded and he was gone.
Twilight and Spike had just watched him go.
Spike broke the silence that remained in his wake, an eyebrow raised and his comic lowered now. “Twilight…sometimes I really worry about that guy.”
Twilight sighed but smiled. “I know, Spike. He’s…incredibly different. And most of the time I’m not even sure what he’s talking about…so I just kind of smile and do my best to be a friend to him and get him through. But he means well now, and that’s what matters most.”
Spike nodded and shrugged. “Yeah, I guess.” He glanced at Twilight. “Do you think either one of us wants to know what those comics were that he had?”
Twilight shook her head. “I think it’s better we stay away from it, Spike. I’m getting sort of an ‘alternate dimension’ vibe from the situation, and messing around in those always gets very complicated.”
Spike nodded. “Oh yeah. I don’t want to end up a dog again. Or hunted down by Sunset Shimmer as a crazy she-demon, or those Sirens.” He shivered. “I’m definitely opting for just sitting here reading my comic.” He grinned and buried his nose in the book again.
Twilight smiled at him. “I think that’s best too. Have fun, Spike.”
“Hey Twilight?” the baby dragon hesitantly glanced up from his comic once more.
Twilight nodded. “Yes?”
Spike shrugged, glancing down. “Would you really think a comic about me would be interesting?”
Twilight’s smile warmed. “Of course, Spike. And I would be the first person in line to buy it.”
Spike smiled, his eyes bright. “Oh. Thanks, Twilight.”
Twilight smiled back at him.
CRASH
A clear raucous noise sounded from outside. Twilight dashed over to her window and looked down.
Spike put aside his comic and stood up. “What is it, Twilight?”
Twilight stepped back from the window and sighed very deeply, her look and tone dry. “It’s Discord. He’s down in the center of Ponyville…and he’s got everyone either running blackjack tables or using hula-hoops…” She sighed even more deeply, “And Pinkie Pie’s loving it.” She rubbed her temple with her hoof and then turned and headed toward the library exit. “I’ll be right back, Spike.”
Spike couldn’t help chuckling. “At least you were right about one thing, Twilight—Discord’s definitely present enough in our lives that no one has to wonder too much about what he’s doing.”
Twilight shook her head but couldn’t help smiling. “Very funny, Spike.” She sighed, pausing by the door. “I don’t know, even if there’s a mess to clean up a lot of the time and even if his surprise visits really are surprising, having Discord as a friend has sort of grown on me.”
“Yeah, me too.” Spike shrugged…and then his smile grew a little hopeful. “Are you sure we can’t go down there and just enjoy the hula-hoops and stuff for a little while though?”
Twilight grinned at him over her shoulder and then gestured forward. “Hop on, Spike. But only for five minutes.”
“Awesome!” Spike put aside his comic and dashed over to climb aboard Twilight. 
“And stick with the hula-hoops over the blackjack, all right?” Twilight added, giving him a bit of a look, her grin and an eyebrow picking up on one side.
“You’ve got it!” Spike gave her a thumbs up and winked at her. “Hey,” Spike’s eyes brightened, “do you think Discord will let me read his chaos comic when he’s done making it?” 
Twilight laughed softly. “I have a feeling he’ll send autographed copies of it to all of us once he’s done making it, if I know him.” And then Twilight proceeded out of her library and toward the exit of her castle. ‘Come to think of it though,’ was her last thought before dealing with Discord’s mess in the town, ‘I guess we don’t really know much about Discord’s origins. But I think that subject might be something interesting to look into one day. I hope we get to soon, either by reading his comic or even by having an adventure to learn more about him.’ Twilight made a mental note to seriously consider getting the full, non-history book story of Discord’s life soon in whatever way possible—the life of a villain from a villain’s perspective. From her experiences so far in her own life, Twilight had a feeling it would be a complicated story and then some…and one that would bring everyone closer as friends in the best of ways.
The End (?)

			Author's Notes: 

If I had any artistic skill, I would have done a 'dramatic painting' Fiendship cover with Discord in some kind of crazy pose. Sadly, the above is the best I can give you, but I think it says it all.[image: :twilightsmile:]
Thank you all for reading this series (and especially this little piece of ridiculousness [image: :trollestia:]) Hopefully, we really will be getting some origin stuff on Discord in the actual series since the comics seemed to specifically avoid going in that direction. So excited for this season to keep progressing [image: :yay:]
Stay fiendish, everypony! [image: :pinkiecrazy:]
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