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		Description

Twilight's annual assessment is coming up, and she must go to Canterlot to visit her mentor. She decides to practice a spell that's sure to impress, but it goes horribly wrong, with potentially disastrous consequences. Princess Celestia and her sister Princess Luna are forced to pick up the pieces that remain while maintaining a cover on the scandal.
---
Twilight's magic fails somehow. The results can be comedic, romantic, or even horribly dark, but it's always a messy magical mishap from our mane mare. How often has that been used now? It's almost too easy.
Anyway, this is something I came up with while trying to break through my writer's block on my other story. It'll probably be 2 or 3 chapters long, but if people enjoy it enough, I might extend it.
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Time Never Dreamed
First Steps
My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic and all associated intellectual property is owned by Hasbro.
This work is not intended to make any profit.
The following magic is dangerous and impossible, and is performed by a competent, fictional pony; do not try to be this awesome at home.


It was early Saturday afternoon – most ponies were out doing their shopping, gathering the necessities for dinner – and the library was full of light and warmth from the sun. It was also full of books, but it is a library. The odd thing about this library was the large purple hot air balloon sat just outside. Many of the books inside were also rammed into saddlebags, but that would be odd for any library.
“Spike, is everything ready?”
“Ugh, Twilight? I know it’s the Princess you’re going to see and all, but do you really need all of this? It’s only going to be for two days.”
Twilight Sparkle is packing her belongings to head to Canterlot. She’d received a letter from Princess Celestia asking her to visit; after all, her one-year assessment was coming up.
At Princess Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns, every pony that attended had to be appraised once each year they studied, and all annual assessments were performed by the student’s tutor. While her case was slightly odd – most would come under a new tutor with each new course they took to match the subject, while Twilight had remained under her tutor the entire time – the personal protégé of Princess Celestia herself would be no exception.
“I know, I know, but I want to be prepared in case she bombards me with questions. There’s a lot of knowledge in Equestria and beyond its borders, and she could ask me literally anything. I want to be sure I have an answer.”
“…Twilight, you’re not being tested. This is just a report of sorts, to see how you’re getting on in your studies. We’ve been through this before. Every time.”
The dragon was ignored as Twilight continued her tirade about what could-but-most-likely-wouldn’t happen.
She began pacing back and forth “…what if I can’t answer? What will she do? Will I be kicked out? I will, won’t I?! And because my studies will be over, I won’t be able to stay in Ponyville any longer! And then my parents, who spent so much money to enrol me at the school, will disown me! I’ll be homeless! And bitless! I’ll have to turn to a life of thieving and villainy to survive! Oh-no-oh-no-oh-no-oh-no-”
“TWILIGHT!” Spike snapped. His claw thrust out, stopping right in front of the mare’s face. It held a glass of water. Apparently he’d gone to the kitchen while Twilight was having her episode. “Here.”
Twilight looked at the glass, the sight initially a little odd, but she then sighed, took the glass between her hooves and relaxed a great deal. She brought the glass to her mouth and sipped at some of the clear fluid inside. The chill on her lips was soothing, and that feeling slowly spread throughout her body as she swallowed it bit by bit. After the last few drops slid down her throat, she pulled the glass away and gave a hefty gasp of refreshment.
“Thanks, Spike. I needed that. Yeah, she won’t kick me out. It’s just an assessment. I’ve been through loads before on other subjects, and she hasn’t gotten rid of me yet. You can do this, Twilight Sparkle.”
“’Atta girl, Twi! You’ve just gotta have confidence in yourself.” Spike patted his guardian on the shoulder. The touch comforted her. However, all that comfort was lost when she noticed the time.
“Wah! I’m gonna be late I’m gonna be late I’m gonna be late-“
She hurriedly grabbed everything she’d packed with her magic, forcing them outside and into her balloon. She then removed the anchoring pegs before jumping inside and waving back to her assistant.
“Now you’re in charge. Keep an eye on the library and Owlicious. Pizza’s in the fridge. Don’t stay up too late. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to find one of the guys: Applejack, Fluttershy, Pinkie Pie- wait, maybe not Pinkie Pie, she’d cause more mayhem than she’d fix. And if it’s an emergency, send a letter to Princess Celestia; I’m sure to get the message. I’ll probably be back tomorrow evening. See you later, Spike!”
“Bye, Twilight! Hope it all goes well!” He waved back. The balloon rose, higher and higher, until it was just a speck among the blue sky. At this point, Spike rushed back indoors and prepared everything for his night in charge.
“Alright, first things first! Give everything a once over, and then make myself look good, send Owlicious off to Fluttershy’s and then invite over…Rarity…” He shuddered with anxiety and excitement both; this was the best chance he’d had to court the fair mare in a long time.

The balloon had been flying for about an hour when Twilight finished going through her checklist a third time. All of the books were there, and she was finally satisfied so; she left in such a hurry, she didn’t have time to make sure. She’d hardly noticed that the sky was now grey, clouds thickening by the minute.
“Okay. About half-way there. I suppose I’d better make sure I’m ready for this assessment…let’s see…”
“Heeey! Excuse meeee!”
A voice called to her from nearby. She lifted her head above the edge of the basket to find the source. It took her just a moment to spot the male pegasus headed her way (probably about half the speed Dash would be using, and for that she was thankful). He stopped about 3 body-lengths from the balloon.
“Excuse me, miss! We’re now putting together a small thunderstorm to let the charge in the ground dissipate! You may want to steer clear of this area!” From his enthusiastic tone (and his uniform) she could tell that he was a member of the weather team around Canterlot, and a new recruit too – because Canterlot was a much larger city than Ponyville, the weather team was much larger and their catchment area covered a lot more ground, so it wasn’t a surprise to find them this far out.
“Thanks for letting me know, but I really need to get to Canterlot, and I don’t have time to wait. You said it was going to be small, right? It should be okay.”
“Very well, miss! I ask that you be careful regardless, and wish you a safe journey to Canterlot!”
“Oh, before you go, about how long will it last?”
“It should last approximately thirty minutes, though the supervisors may extend the storm’s period to forty-five! It should be clear enough for you to land safely in Canterlot by the time you arrive!”
“Thank you very much. Good luck with the storm!”
“And safe travels to you, miss!”
Huh. Twilight thought to herself. Glad to see someone’s into their work; unlike another weather-pony I know…She then chuckled to herself, imagining Rainbow Dash showing the same vigour in her working life.
“Oh, right! Where was I?”
She pulled out a few books of spells with her magic, propping them up against one another – there wasn’t enough room to spread them out over the basket, so that had to make do.
“Okay, I remember all the different known spells of the Elemental schools, and I can remember most of those from Conjuration and Abjuration…I guess I should brush up on a few of the more obscure ones- huh?”
In her perusal, her hoof had placed itself on a page she didn’t recognise; an odd thing indeed, given she had read every book in her library, some multiple times.
“Chronosecra. Okay, I don’t remember this one.” She began reciting the spell’s description to herself.
“This spell was created by Grocklin the Mad himself before his infamous single-hooved levelling of Darnstrom in CE163, and his subsequent maximum-security imprisonment. Legend has it that this is the very spell that drove him to his insanity, the condition which took his life a mere 2 months later.
“The basic level of this spell involves creating a distortion in space;  requiring up to 3.0*10^5 Ar, where 1 Ar – Arisun, founder of the system – is the magical power required to levitate one kilogram of mass one metre in height, one who uses this magic can alter the distance between two places, depending on the power used. It can be employed to shorten travelling distance between two cities, or to lengthen storage space, among other known uses. Even at the basic level, use of this spell is rare due to its energy requirement; the most recent spatial deformation at time of print was performed by Professor Hoofrey Hornwell in CE991, compacting the 120 miles between Canterlot and his hometown of Horchester into a single step. It is said that he could only take the one step, as the power he put into the spell used up the rest of his energy, and he could not complete the shopping errand he was assigned by his wife.
“The intermediate level of this spell (requiring up to 1.21*10^9 Ar, 4,000 times more than the basic level) compacts space to such a level that time is affected in a similar manner – see Time = Space: A Theory or Two for more details on how time and space are thought to be linked.”
She stopped reading for a moment to search through her bags (magically, of course).
…Yes, her copy of Time = Space: A Theory or Two was in there as well. She made a mental note to read it again once she’d finished this one.
That being sufficient, she continued reading.
“Those who claim to have used this spell at this level have been few in number, and fewer believed, even among the great mages of their time. Personal accounts say that one who uses this magic can momentarily see a short way through time; the user can use the spell and see events as they were a few moments ago, or even as they will be in a few moments to come. Fairheart the Valiant told tales of his assistant, Renda Thyst’s, ingenuity and ability during the Battle of the Western Fields of CE422, in which none of the 200 warponies under his command lost their lives, despite being outnumbered by more than 6 to 1. He claimed she used the spell to see incoming danger such as trebuchet fire and hidden enemy forces on the flanks, and redirected his efforts to account for the new information. Whether this is true or otherwise, the battle was won decisively thanks to Fairheart’s instruction, and the land escaped the oppressive rule of the tyrannical Draconic Empire. However, this difficulty of spell is simple when compared to the advanced level.”
Twilight gulped a little – the biggest spell she’d ever managed to consciously pull off was probably about a hundred thousand Ar, maybe two hundred thousand, and the most powerful she’d ever read about was only ten million. Something that dwarfs even a spell rated at 1.21 billion was enough to boggle the mind. Still, her intellectual curiosity drove her to read on.
“Nothing is known about the advanced level of this spell; all subsequent information is pure speculation by experts in both the fields of advanced magic and advanced physics. The spell is thought to require at least 8.9*10^16 Ar, a magical power so immense that few could even hope to attempt it, and none ever have – there have not even been any serious claims to a successful casting of this spell. So difficult is this spell, it is thought only our fair Princess Celestia would have the power to cast it, and to date she has yet to do so publically – whether this is due to her being unwilling or actually unable is unknown. It is theoretically possible to use this spell to alter the form of any portion of space to the user’s will. The space can stretch or compact to levels unseen in the basic level. Time can be viewed across generations and eons, far more than the few seconds of the intermediate level. Two points in space can be joined, bypassing the space in between altogether. There are even theories of extra-dimensional travel. However, the most useful and most likely form of this magic is thought to be the distortion of time within a space; with it, one can move to the past and retrieve a long-extinct creature. One can change the form of objects to what they were many years ago or what they will be in many years to come. Full control of space and time would be in the caster’s hooves. If a pony were to harness this power, the possibilities would be endless. As the author of this book, I sincerely hope that the one who eventually claims this magic as their own has a good heart and a strong will, so that our land is not thrust into an ageless darkness – or I hope that none ever succeed at all.”
Twilight finishes reading with her jaw only held up by the bottom of the basket. She never even knew magic this powerful existed. She ran through the numbers again, weighing up how that sort of power would feel. In the end, she decided it was beyond comprehension, and made to close the book…a flash of inspiration across her mind prevented her from shutting it completely.
Okay, so she’d never manage the advanced, or even the intermediate level, especially not in the half-hour left before she arrived in Canterlot. But she couldn’t help but think about giving the basic one a go; if she could practice it, she could really impress Princess Celestia once she arrived. Speaking of which…if she could pull it off, with enough practice she might even be able to arrive sooner, avoiding the main brunt of the storm altogether. Handy, that.
As the unicorn put the book down, she noticed that it was raining, and quite heavily too. Still, the balloon above gave her and the books enough protection. A rumble of thunder made it known that the storm was beginning.
“Right, back to the spell. Let’s see how this turns out.”
Twilight began to focus her energy into her horn, letting the charge slowly build up so she could keep control of it, visualising the form of the space just in front of her. About a minute in, she felt what could only be described as a wall; the magic dissipated, and she was left out of breath, panting heavily.
“Hah…hokay…hah…I can do this…hah…HNNNGGGRRRAAAAHHH!”
This time, Twilight pushed as much energy into her horn as she could possibly manage in one fell swoop – she could barely keep a hold on the power – before waiting a few moments with the charge. She caught her breath, and then forced yet more in. The energy seemed to leave her, as her legs started shaking, wanting to give way to the weight of her body.
Then she felt it: a slow tension across her entire being, flooding her from head to hoof, almost giving her the infinite strength needed to cast the spell. It made her coat stand on end…
Wait, that wasn’t the magic. That was electrical charge.
And Twilight only realised the moment it was too late.
CRACK!
A bright flash of light, and then a blurred view of her surroundings; everything seemed out of proportion, everything so much further away, and wobbling about as her remaining energy left her. Her eyesight then faded to show only the void of her own mind, and she slumped onto the floor of her balloon, unconscious.

“Ah, the weather squad have finished their storm? That means that Twilight will be here within the hour.”
Princess Celestia stepped out onto her balcony, basking in the new light of her sun. The sky glowed with a vivid blue, blocked only by a few clouds that were still yet to be cleared away by the team of pegasi.
She had been looking forward to her student’s arrival for days; yes, having it pre-arranged meant she could escape the mind-numbing meetings and the dismal duties, but the main reason was down to a pure desire to spend precious time with her prized pupil once again.
The door to her bedroom opened behind her, and she wheeled round to see who had intruded.
“Oh, dear sister. Today Twilight Sparkle arrives, does she not?”
Princess Luna closed the door behind her and trotted over to her elder sister; she had been showing interest in the unicorn lately, asking Celestia about her, or asking for the letters she sent to be read aloud.
Celestia addressed her younger sister with just a little disdain. “Yes, she does. Unfortunately, it is a formal visit, and you have duties to attend to in the meantime, so you will be unable to interact with her for the duration.”
Luna sighed a sigh of disappointment, and yet of acceptance. “I know, sister. However, it would be nice to see her again; she is the first friend I made. Remember, the night I went to celebrate Nightmare Night in Ponyville?”
Celestia smiled before answering, “I remember, Luna. And I never said you wouldn’t see her. Once the assessment is over, I plan to spend some time with her in a more relaxed environment, and you are more than welcome to join us. It’ll be just the three of us for the first time, and I’m sure it’ll be fun.”
Luna’s eyes lit up like a child’s in a sweet shop. “Ah, Twilight Sparkle showed me the meaning of fun when I went to Ponyville! Will I get to launch pumpkins again? How many points will they be worth this time?”
A chuckle wormed its way out of Celestia’s throat – she couldn’t help it – and she lifted a hoof to her mouth in an attempt to refine it rather than hide it. “Ahahaha…oh, dear sister, we will not be launching pumpkins, or anything else for that matter. Fun can take many more forms than you realise, and it can take a different form for every pony in Equestria. What matters is that we do it together; that is when it will be most fun.”
A knock on the door and a voice from the other side interrupted their conversation.
“Pardon the interruption, Your Royal Highnesses, but Princess Luna’s presence is requested in conference room A soon.”
Celestia called back through the door, “Thank you, Captain. My sister shall be with you shortly.” She turned back to Luna. “You had best be going. You cannot force everypony to wait, can you?”
“Very well, dear sister. I shall see you and Twilight Sparkle once my duties are complete.” She gave a small bow; despite being immediate family, her sibling was still higher in the royal hierarchy, and she felt the proper respect was due. She took a graceful turn on her hooves and strode out of the room, poise and dignity in every step.
Celestia closed the door again with her magic, before facing her balcony again. She caught a glimpse of a familiar sight: a large purple hot-air balloon, one her student would use whenever she travelled far. Her heart leaped with joy, and her whole body almost followed suit – instead, she managed to suppress the motion to a small hop – though the smile on her face was as wide as could be. She ran out to her balcony and prepared for the balloon’s landing.
A closer look at the basket suspended below showed no signs of the mare she’d been looking forward to seeing again. The balloon itself was moving erratically, too, as if the wind alone was guiding it. Her worries began to take shape.
Using her magic, Celestia brought the balloon down to her balcony. The basket had barely touched the white marble when she lifted her forelegs over the side. Her eyes were full of anxiety, still no sign of her student. She heaved the front half of her body (entirely gracefully) over the boundary of the basket to take a proper gander…and what she saw made her jaw drop. Books were scattered about the basket – at least, those that weren’t secured in bags – and a few were open. That wasn’t the surprising aspect though.
The surprise took the form of a tiny unicorn foal, no more than a week old, sound asleep on the floor. The foal lying on her side, Celestia could see the rising and falling of her chest as she breathed peacefully. She was lavender in colour, and her mane and tail were jet black, save for the purple streak running their length. Her horn was singed black at the tip, and despite being a week old she already had her cutie mark: one of a six-pointed star surrounded by a few more.
Celestia’s voice barely broke through her shock.
“…T…Twilight?”
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Time Never Dreamed
An Unpleasant Surprise
My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic and all associated intellectual property is owned by Hasbro.
This is a fan-made story, and it is not designed to make any profit for anyone.
Now this is a story all about how
Twi's life got flipped, turned upside down.
Now, I'd like to take a minute, just sit right there;
I'll tell you how she became the Equestrian Princesses' mare.


“…Twilight…is that you?”
Celestia’s mind had been muddled, baffled by the situation staring her in the face. All the normal questions raced through her mind: How did this happen? When did it happen, and why? What had caused it? Who had caused it?
Well, there was one thing she knew: if anypony – anypony – found out about this, there would be devastating scandal. No-one would come forth to claim the child, so it would be assumed that the foal was her own. And she was sure, whatever had happened, none would believe it; she scarcely believed it herself. Questions would be raised, questions she had no answer to, and it would be difficult to maintain her reputation and influence.
As the thoughts rolled around in her head, her look of bemusement continued for a while – how long, she couldn’t tell – but she flinched a little when she saw the foal begin to stir.
With a wide yawn, Twilight rolled onto her back and stretched her legs. She rubbed at her face, opened her violet eyes and stared back at the Princess above her. Another few moments of locked gazes passed. So intense was the contest of glares, Celestia didn’t even notice that she’d moved yet closer to the tiny filly, her rear legs almost lifting off the ground behind her, and her mane hanging beside Twilight.
The foal lifted a leg up slowly and swatted lightly at the luminescent hair, her hoof running through it; it felt smooth and silky, and light as a cloud. She batted it harder and giggled in mirth. Celestia’s cheeks began to turn a little red, still staring at the child; her worries were all but gone, and the only thought in her mind now was of Twilight.
Twilight turned onto her side and attempted to stand up. Her hooves scraped at the floor a little and her balance was unsteady, but she eventually clambered to her legs. Using her newfound height, she took a clump of the mane in her mouth. Her legs gave way again and she slumped back to the floor, pulling hard on the mane still between her teeth.
The sudden pain snapped Celestia out of her trance, and she yanked her head back, tearing her mane out of the foal’s grip. Lifting herself up to her haunches, Twilight’s face scrunched up, causing tears to form in her eyes.
Oh no.
Unfortunately, yes: the tiny Twilight began bawling. It wasn’t ear-splitting – actually, it wasn’t very loud at all – but to Celestia, wracked with guilt for causing the problem, it sounded worse than a banshee’s wail.
Her voice was filled with panic; a calming, dignified panic, but panic all the same. “Oh no, I’m sorry! Please, don’t cry! It’s okay!”
Her words had no effect. With her magic, Celestia lifted the foal inside and placed her delicately on the bed. A knock came from the door.
“Is everything alright in there, Your Highness?” She instantly recognised the sharp voice of her head maid, Care Gretan, who had obviously heard the crying. She had to think fast; for now, she set up a spell of Silence around Twilight, hoping the maid would think she was imagining the sound.
She answered with a little more volume than she expected. “Yes, everything is fine! You have nothing to worry about!”
A small pause made her anxious; it felt like ages before the response came, even compared to the extensive life she’d lived.
“…Very well, Your Highness. If you have need of anything, please don’t hesitate to let me know.”
And with that, her hoofsteps indicated that the maid had left. And just as well; despite her name, her workers had some stories to tell of her. Apparently, she was very harsh to her staff, making them do tasks beyond them and reprimanding them heavily when they failed, all while using their efforts to improve her own standing among her superiors. No-one was willing to listen to them, and the Princesses themselves only heard the abuse for themselves one day while walking by a corridor that was being cleaned. Still, Celestia guessed that’s why she was still single; one hint of her true nature would send anypony packing.
She turned back to her bed and looked at the foal again. She’d stopped crying, but still had a sullen expression, tears still dripping down her face. Celestia removed the silence spell enshrouding the child just in time to reveal a noisy gurgle from her stomach. The expression turned to surprise, and she then giggled at the grotesque noise, her sadness already forgotten. A warm feeling rose up in Celestia again.
“…Let’s get you something to eat. But you’ve got to be really quiet, okay? Shhhh.”
She put her hoof to her lips, and the child copied her…well, she actually started sucking on her hoof (a little drool ran down her foreleg) but it was close enough.
Celestia lifted Twilight onto her back, supporting the foal with her wings. She then used a little scrying magic to locate any nearby staff: there were three figures just off the eastern corridor – guards by the look of their armour – and two more the southern, likely a poor maid being harassed by Gretan. However, the western corridor, the one leading to the kitchens, was empty. Thank Heavens it was Sunday – most palace staff would be enjoying their day off – though she was worried what she would do were this affliction to last more than a day, and the castle become much busier.
With Twilight secure, she slowly opened her bedroom door and peered through the crack between it and the frame that held it. Her magic had given her an idea of what lay beyond, but she wanted to be sure. Nopony to the left. She poked her head further out. Nopony to the right. All was clear. She tip-hoofed into the corridor, and when she couldn’t hear anypony around, she broke into a sneaky canter.

The trip to the kitchens was mostly uneventful; the only trouble arose when Twilight squealed – why, Celestia wasn’t quite sure, but it wasn’t one of the mirthful or unhappy noises she’d heard earlier – and a few guards down the hall heard it. She’d ducked into a nearby reading room to evade them.
As the kitchen door stood in front of her, Celestia renewed her scrying magic, seeing if anypony was in the room. It looked empty, so she quietly opened the door and crept in, locking it behind her.
“Right, what should I get for you? …First of all though, where is everything?”
She placed the child on one of the tables and began opening cupboards and drawers around the room. Flour…no, that’s no good…nor that…gems? Must be for when we have dragon visitors. Hmm…ah, here we are!
She pulled out a small roll of hay from the cupboard she’d just been in and levitated it over to Twilight.
“Okay, I’ve got some delicious hay here for you, Twilight! Now, eat up!”
The foal looked at it quizzically; she sniffed at it, and then turned up her nose. She clearly wasn’t going to eat it, and no-one was going to make her.
“Come on, Twilight”, Celestia urged, “hay is good for you, and delicious to boot!”
Twilight turned away from it, lying down in the opposite direction. The sullen look on her face was not going anywhere while that hay was still there.
“…I thought you loved hay. Perhaps it is your age. What else do we have?” She continued her search after putting the strands of hay back. The next item of interest she found was in the fridge.
“Oh, milk! Of course! I’m sure you’ll love this!”
She gathered a bowl and spoon that she’d found in previously searched cupboards, pouring a little milk into the former. She dipped the spoon in and held it up to Twilight. “Here you go. Not all at once, now.”
The foal sat up again, intrigued by the spoon floating in front of her. She put a tiny hoof on each side and her mouth to the edge, and then lifted it up until the milk slid down her throat. Once she’d finished the spoonful, she gave a gasp of satisfaction; looks like Celestia had struck gold with the milk. She filled another spoonful with a smile, and only smiled more as Twilight happily slurped down the next.
Once the bowl was empty, Celestia put them over to one side and lifted Twilight between her hooves at foreleg’s length.
“I hope that filled you up, little one!”
Celestia was thrilled with her success. However, she was less than thrilled with what happened next. Yes, the milk may have gone down, but the vomit then came back up to replace it; it sprayed all over Celestia’s chest and dripped down her body. It felt horribly warm, and obviously horrible. She may have had a look of disgust on her face, but her long-ingrained demeanour would not let her cry out so.
“Well, I suppose you aren’t able to drink milk so easily,” she said, still holding Twilight up. The foal merely looked back at Celestia, more of the bile dribbling down her chin, an empty expression on her face. A disposable cloth appeared from almost nowhere with a pure white aura around it (though it took a short moment for Celestia to find the roll), and it proceeded to dab at Twilight’s mouth and wipe Celestia visibly clean before dropping itself in the bin. Despite the renewed spotlessly-regal appearance of the Princess, the smell was still rather pungent and unladylike.
“Perhaps a bath would suit you and I right now.”
Twilight gave a whole-hearted laugh as she was placed on Celestia’s back once more, and they began another stealthy trip through the castle.

Another uneventful trip later, the royal bathroom stood before them. Celestia opened the relatively modest door to a wondrous sight, one that comforted her greatly every time she saw it.
It was mostly pure white marble to match her coat, completely circular and about 15 hooves across. It stretched 20 hooves high, and every wall facing away from the castle was made of glass that looked over a beautiful private garden; almost a greenhouse, the room could get very warm in the sun, but it never felt overpowering. A luxurious deep blue carpet lined a path from the door to the edge of the bath, quickly soaking up any residue from a moist occupant. The bath itself took up most of the room, leaving only a few yards of space to stand on; it was deep and crystal clear, and a small waterfall protruding from the back wall ensured it was well-supplied with fresh, clean water.
Not such a large room as one would think a Princess would own, Celestia actually found it to be very cosy, and she enjoyed relaxing in the bath after a hard day’s work, her personal attendants making sure she looked and felt immaculate at all times. It was truly a place where she could forget her worries.
At least, she could when the main cause of her worries was not in the bath with her. 
Celestia gave a small sigh and lifted Twilight off her back. She slowly brought a hoof to the water’s surface and felt for the temperature – it was exactly as she always had it, lukewarm enough to slide in without any pain, and then it gradually heated up once she’d fully lowered herself in. She pushed her hoof further in, following with the other front leg and moving forward so the rest of her body could join them. The water always sent a pleasant tingle through her every time the water reached her wings.
Once she’d sat down and rested her back against the side, Celestia quickly scrubbed away at her chest and anywhere else Twilight may have gotten dirty. She then turned around to lift the tiny pony into her forelegs. As Twilight neared the surface, her tail began flicking at the water, sending small sprays around the room; this was apparently incredibly fun, as she’d started giggling uncontrollably again.
Celestia lowered her futher, and she splashed at the water with her hooves as well. A shower hit Celestia square in the snout, and she gave a gasp of surprise; the water had heated faster than she realised. To prevent any more trouble, she pulled Twilight in and held the foal tightly to her chest.
Twilight stopped flailing and looked up at her mentor. With a small squeal of satisfaction, she rubbed her face into Celestia’s chest, wrapping her diminutive forelegs as far around the Princess as they would go. Celestia used this opportunity to lightly wash away the Twilight’s grime, and then laid her head back and closed her eyes, relaxing like she always did, only this time with the addition of an adorable baby in her embrace.

Back in her room, Celestia placed the clean foal on her bed again and closed the curtains on her windows. With the night drawing in, she lit the fire and huddled up next to Twilight. The purple one gave a wide yawn (and the white one followed suit, yawns being contagious) and her eyes struggled to remain open. Celestia moved her under the covers of her bed, the quilt enveloping the child, and the new warmth and comfort sending Twilight off into her dreams.
Today was one of the most tiring days Celestia had ever had; constant meetings and public appearances, she could handle, but this? This was something else entirely; compared to the organising of events and pleasantries to not-so-pleasant ponies, this was completely draining.
And she had yet to figure out how this had come about. It was most likely magic, but what kind of magic? A prankster’s magic? An illusion? Or was it something malicious? Was someone targeting Celestia through her student…or, Heaven forbid, was Twilight herself in immediate danger? She couldn’t bear the thought, and looked at the foal. The bed sheets rose and fell in rhythm with Twilight’s slow breathing, and Celestia decided that, for now, it wasn’t worth the worry; she’d formulate a plan tomorrow.
She laid a hoof on the Twilight’s forehead, hoping that this condition would lose effect soon…but she didn’t want it to end right away. It may not be easy to take care of her, especially for a Princess, but this form of Twilight had brought about feelings previously unknown to her, feelings she didn’t want to let go of just yet.
Perhaps this was the feeling of…motherhood. A mother…something Celestia never dreamed she’d be capable of, or even allowed to do.
Well, the deep thought could wait. For now, she simply slid under the covers – doing her best not to disturb Twilight – and prepared for her own trip to dreamland.
She spoke softly to the child before she closed her eyes.
“Good night, little one.”
…
BANG! The door flew open, and a streak of midnight blue charged in.
“Apologies for my tardiness! The financial minister seems to love prattling on about his over-worked figures and charts! Anyway, I am here to see you and Twilight Sparkle, dear sister!”
An odd silence hung about the air for a moment. It was, however, quickly pierced by crying. Celestia sat up again with a groan: she’d forgotten Luna wanted to accompany herself and her student come the evening. She reached over and lifted Twilight in her forelegs again, trying to comfort her and send her back to sleep.
Luna stood at the door in disbelief, hardly moving a muscle.
“…S…sister…is that…?”
Celestia almost grumbled back, “Sister, please go to sleep for tonight. I’ll explain all I know tomorrow.”
Still no movement. Or reply. She raised her voice a little.
“…Luna. Please?”
“…Y…Yes, but of course…good night…sister…”
Luna slowly nodded and stepped backwards out of the room, closing the door in front of her. She took a step towards her own room.
Celestia, with a baby? What a peculiar situation. I must already be sleeping. A dream. I shall wake up on the morrow and all shall be as it was. Yes…

	