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My name is Bon, Bon Bon. 
Many of you do not know me. Many of you may not understand what I do. Yet I will tell you one thing. Many of my actions are hidden away for the benefit of ponykind. I walk a hidden path that no one can follow. Not even those that I love.
This means that my only form of family and a normal life are out of my reach and should remain that way. For if the truth was to be told the land would surely fall victim. Dark work is happening besides us and to the secret agents of the crown, we commit the deeds that need not be witnessed.
Even from your own eyes my beloved daughter.
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		Chapter 1 - Not So Sweet



Breath in. Breath out.
Calm your mind and focus on the task at hand. Perceive the goal, not the obstacles along the way.
Breath in. Breath out.
My breath shudders and feels hot. Passing along my lips. I wasn’t ready. Not a single thing in all my years of training. Nor any day of my career could prepare me for this moment.
“Breath in.-” The mantra played along my lips. Just as the monks of Neighbet had taught me to do so in times of stress. “Breath ou-!” Wheezing and gasping again? I find myself exhilarated and frightened beyond anything I have faced before. Why was it so different this time? Why was this door in front of me rattling me worse than my countless experiences in the field?
“Breath in!” A grunt follows as I held my breath forcing my lungs to stay steady before blowing it all out in one quick go, my body had refused to stay calm. My hoof moved swiftly as it tapped along the wooden surface. Acting quickly to avoid another mishap with my mind and lungs.
Once. Twice. And then a third knock along the door.
Run.
My breathing went uneven again. Fear played along my lips as I bit down. My thoughts ringing wildly to the struggle within my head. Quivering to myself as I knew every reason not to stay here any longer. It could all be avoided. If I had just turned away now.
You shouldn’t be here.
“Breath in. Breath out.” The mantra again.
Turn back!
“Be right there!” A voice responded from the interior of the building. A sweet gentle voice, that only added to my emotional state. It was her. My darling! The one I was seeking out. Though I knew better. I just couldn’t stand it much longer. Just a simple glance is all I need. A couple of words. Nothing much, just something to ease the pain.
Turn BACK!
The door creaked out and the mental voice inside became silent. The deed was done.
“Hello ma’am! And welcome to the Carousel Boutique!” The little filly introduced herself is such a kind manner. Even holding the door open to let me in. What little control of my breathing was gone as everything all at once was taken away. Leaving me breathless. She was so beautiful.
“Are you alright, Ma’am?” Shaking my head I found myself staring at her for too long. Blowing out some steam from my frustration, I push my beige hooves forward. Moving by her with a simple response.
“I’m just doing a bit of window shopping.” The reply from the tiny child wasn’t one I expected to see, or desire for another reason.
“Oh… Well, my name’s Sweetie Belle. Let me know if you need anything.” The expression along her face changed as disappointment shaped her shifting lips. Dragging herself inside behind me.
“Sweetie Belle! Who’s at the door?” A regal voice filled the air, hinted with a dash of flair and fancy.
“It’s just a loiterer.” I cringe at the mention of loitering. I was here for a very good reason. I just couldn’t express it openly without causing some tension. The owner of the shop pushed her way through some hanging curtains that acted as a barrier to her back rooms.
“Sweetie Belle! You know better than to treat a customer like that! Welcome to Rarity’s Boutique how can I-” Silence fills the room as she knew all too well why I was here. What she didn’t know was that she was making a scene suddenly. The white unicorn who was introducing herself was none other than Rarity. The fashionista of Ponyville.
“Okay…” The poor child could only sit in place, swapping glances at the two adults. Rarity’s smile was frozen forced against her cheeks, barely held up with a thread of patience. While my lips remained streamlined, determined to see this through. Even if I was unwelcomed here, I knew I was at fault. It wouldn’t be Rarity’s crime to see me out. Who would blame her when she was told all about me? We both knew the issues with me being so close to Sweetie Belle.
“Sweetie, Honey? Can you check up on my new ‘ensamble’? Now, may be a perfect time to show them off.”
“Well, alright.” A shuffle of tiny hooves filled the air as Rarity and myself stared at each other. Holding onto what little respect we had for one another, at the moment. Seconds pass by as my lips grimace. Aggravated at the thought of Sweetie Belle being sent away. Just as the filly in the room was out of sight, the shopkeeper bursted out into her own demands.
“What, pray tell, are you doing here?” A white hoof held up her puffed up chest as the unicorn tried her best to maintain her composure. Moving away from the back entrance to better converse with me. The glide of her legs and hooves seemed dainty and gentle. I knew well enough, there was a bit of fight in her even through that mask.
“You know exactly why I’m here.” She shook her head at me in a quick flurry of denial. Perhaps she was hoping that it wasn’t true. Curse that man for leaving Sweetie with an informed guardian.
“Ahem! I’m sorry, but ‘why’ are you here now? Of all times?" The question rang into the air. Hitting my ears as they tittered about in annoyance. She would not keep me from the one pony I wanted to see. “You know more than anypony else, why you need to leave Sweetie alone. I don’t understand why you abandon her and then all of a sudden-”
“I did not!”
My own patience was sliced into a much thinner thread now with that comment. She made it seem like it was my fault. Even if the blame lands nowhere else but on me, it was circumstances that led me to make such a drastic choice at the time. It was the only choice. Raising a child, let alone a family would be too much of a variable. In my work, I could only work towards the goal tasked to me. It was complicated.
“Ms. Sweetie Drops?” The voice brought me back into reality. My agent name. Rarity did know everything. Those sweet words. They differed from my own in so many ways. Rarity’s family were characters. Her mother. Her father. Even herself. They even held accents that highlighted this fact. Not my Sweetie Belle though. She was calm and collected. Destined to help others. Much like my own talent.
“Listen. I just wanted to visit her. Even if it’s only one time.”
“I believe, it was you. Who was told that if ever she was connected to you, it would lead to complications?” It was true. I had to sever all connections with her. The details were classified. In the end I had to entrust a friend with this responsibility.
“So I hear she got her mark just recently?” The jeweler merely frowned. Whatever manners she held for me as her customer were tossed out of the window with the change of the subject. Which melted as she ranted on about her sister’s grand mark.
“Yes, my sister had gotten her cutie mark just quite some time ago. We’re so very proud of her. It’s quite the feat to get such a complex cutie mark. We’re still trying to figure out what it stands for. She’s so sure it’s about assisting other ponies with their own cutie marks.” There it was the kind of distraction I needed to release some tension. Deviation. A classic trick right from the old manual.
“I’m happy for you both.” In truth I wanted to cry. I had missed it. I wasn’t invited to the party that took place to celebrate her growth. Pulling myself away from my own desires to partake in the humble gathering, was simple not an option. That should have been my own right to attend, but I chose against it. Since then it had been eating away at my heart and brought me here now. To this much needed moment.
“Rarity! You made too many new dresses! Which one did you want me to get!?” The voice climb out from the back directed at Rarity. Seems little Sweetie had a good distraction, a well planned thought from the brilliant designer.
“Oh! Um- The newest one dear! It’s further back behind the other rack.” A glow of magic closed those sequined curtains together. As feeble as it was, it was Rarity’s attempt at keeping the conversation away from her. An admirable effort on her part.
“I know this is a shock to see me approaching her, but I can’t take it any longer. Not with the bugbear attacks and now with Sweetie Belle getting her own mark. I-I can’t stand it any longer. She is growing up without me, and it’s…” What word could I have used besides heartbreaking? How would I be able to say it to where I could justify breaking down? “...Troubling.”
It was a weak excuse. Derived from my own disappointment in how easily I had been broken by my own guilt. It had shattered through all the countless things taught to me. For the sake of some sense of morality between my own code and what felt like was the right thing.
“I hope it doesn’t become a habit of yours, Ms. Drops.” She was trying to reassure me. Somehow in someway she had forgiven me. Rarity even understood what all my mumbling was about. I gazed into her face to seek out any form of restraint, some type of lie. Maybe she had her own ways to deviate my attention. There was none. Another exhale marked my concerns, as the fact played in my own head. I was 'unsatisfied'. I wanted more. I didn’t want to part so soon. A hug maybe a couple of words. Maybe even just a facade of trying to make a sale, with Rarity on the side coaching Sweetie Belle on customer service? Anything would have been better than leaving with this sour note. It pains me to know that this was a precautionary measure. One that I even encouraged.
“Yes. Well, I hope the rest of your day goes better than this.” I really wasn’t helping the cause here. So I knew it was time to leave.
“Got it!” Sweetie Belle was clamoring out of the closed set of curtains with her own green glow of magic holding up a hung set of a traditional Neighponese outfit. Designed to be airy and light fitting. It was nostalgic, seeing such clothing once again in my life. I could imagine a much smaller set for little Sweetie Belle. The moment where I could dress her up and make witty chatter to tease and compliment her on looking so cute. The thought was popped into nonexistence before it could break me out of character. A frail balloon that had no place in my life.
“Oh, Sweetie! Not that one. It’s the one before this one.” Right when they were about to dive behind those curtains my hoof motioned up and took hold of the glowing green foreign looking dress. The glow faded as Sweeite let me take it.
“Wait! This looks fantastic! I’ll take this one!” A memento for the visit. It was perfect. It would keep my visit short and help ease some of the pain.
“Really? Without even trying it on?” The owner of the boutique scoffed as it was obviously out of place and rather suspicious. Just another thing that would throw away the little hidden secret from filly ears.
“Maybe she wants to buy it for a friend? She can’t try it on herself. She needs to let her friend try it on.” So sweet and innocent. The comment seemed perfect to hide the fact of my impulsive behavior.
“Oh yes, of course! For Ms. Lyra?” Rarity quickly caught onto why the naive phrase played perfectly for the small act between the two adults.
“Yes! It’s perfect for Lyra. She would love this.” The fact even scared me. Lyra would adore this! So much in fact I had half a mind to keep it locked up away from her eyes. All in an attempt to prevent it from getting soiled. This was my dress not Lyra's.
“I’ll go get grab the other one too!” The little filly grew excited in her deed well done. Seeking to only do her best, she ducked behind the curtains with a small glow of her green pulse of magic. Out of sight once more.
“She’s gotten so big.” It came out like a whisper. Though Rarity only smiled at me and made one question. She had clearly surrendered and sympathized with my needs for the moment.
“Are you sure you want to leave. Maybe now is a good time to introduce yourself?” Through my own sheer force of will, I shook my head in my response. My ears flicked back hanging low as I spoke out.
“I can’t. It’s still not safe.”
“Are you sure? It’s been how long? You’re going to let one bugbear mishap stop you from living your life?”
“Who said it was just one?” It was too much information to give out to a civilian. Though it wasn’t some rebellious moment. It was payment for letting me stay as long as I did.
“Really?” She was questioning the smirk held along my lips. “I have yet to see anymore of those monsters reek havoc in Ponyville.”
“Let’s just say that ‘we’re’ doing our job then.” No more questions followed afterwards. Rarity knew quite well that prodding in such business would be bad for her. Laying the dress along my backside I turned to adance towards the register. With which Rarity turned me away with a smile hinting the dress being free of charge. An exchange between family? Or was it her form of an apology?
It was foolish of me to try something. Even if it was comforting, I had to remain scarce. The shopkeeper just watched from her spot. Waiting until I got by the door and gave me a simple wave with her own farewell.
“You can keep the dress, Darling. Just do please come again. Oh! One more thing, Ms. Bon Bon?”
“Hm?”
“That disguise doesn’t fool anypony.” Of course she had to mentioned the Groucho glasses. Those fake glasses and mustache combo that were meant to ward away enemies. I sighed at the comment. Giving back my own style of a farewell. Not as Bon Bon, but as Special Agent Sweetie Drops.
“Tell me. When would you expect a pony like me to wear those, while they hide?” As amusing at it would been to turn and see a shocked face. I refused the thought, to continue on forward with the new dress I had acquired.

It was nightfall, just three hours after the procedure had finished. I was tired beyond any training regimen, I’ve endured thus far in any moment of my career. Rest would not find me, as I laid there silently. Staring up at the ceiling with my head drawn upon a pillow. Those white tiles that created a roof over my head. It would do little to stop what may come next. Despite it all, I laid still. Emotionless. Calm. Obedient.
When in the reality of my mind. I was struggling with a waging war. Thanks to the difficult choices that now riddled my mind with fear and guilt. What would become of the new life that had been brought into this world? Would I ever get a chance to avoid this life? To change everything with the flip of a switch? It wasn’t that simple. The things I had been involved with do not simply go away with some signature scrawled along some parchment. The enemies we have made would not look away from what I’ve worked for. The things I’ve aided in. It was so much bigger than two lives being apart.
So quiet. This hospital room. I could feel my senses light up my mind, which was just drawn with a sudden blank. The void making way for the sensation of my ears flicking to attention. “Flip”. The page of a magazine drew across the rest of it’s stacked equivalents. The sound rang into my ears. Much louder thanks to nothing but the ticking of a clock that filled the empty room.
My head turned to a strange pony sitting by the edge of the room. An escort who was meant to watch over me. Just in case I tried anything crazy. Of course if I ever got out of my own bounds. He was flipping through pages and pages of a magazine. Just to burn time while he sat there doing guard duty.
What would he do if he was here? To watch his beloved suffer. This wasn’t an ordinary healthcare room. It’s purpose wasn’t just to medically house me. It was a cell. To hold me back. Would we break out of here like the lovestruck couple we use to be. Becoming renegades all for the sake of a normal life? No. Realistically we’d be forsaken and brought before the Princesses themselves. We had a sacred duty. Something that wasn’t easily dropped like some normal job. We had a duty. An oath to the land. Our first mistake was falling in love.
I could feel a spark wither inside of be. It was becoming something larger. Something more, flickering about like that of a growing bonfire. Being loyal to my cause, I slide my tucked in foreleg out. Beckoning the pony who was to watch over me.
“Hey, do me a favor?” He grunted back. Smacking his lips at me for disrupting his reading session. “Just hold me p-please?” My hoof began to shake as I felt the fire within burn through every mental barrier I had created. Roaring out at me for not acting out as a normal mother would have. The stallion gave a rough snort and just held onto my hoof.
That’s when everything crumbled. It was a crack of tension that welled within my eyes. The welling of tears was followed by my expression scrunching up into one of despair. Audible wails droned out like whispers. Growing in volume until my lungs hurt. He held me down to my bed now. Hunched right on top of me holding a confused look. Though his strong grip upon my shoulders shifted as he placed more force to press me against the bed. The reason being was because I was now drastically trying to get loose. Writhing about like a wild animal. Not caring how my legs failing in the air, hitting the railings of my bedding. Even striking at my captor for bringing my upper body into a hold.
It felt like someone hit a mute button. I had snapped and everything was so quick. I only remember certain things from that moment on. How wet my cheeks were from the tears, how painful it was for my lungs to cry out, and the words that rushed out from my shaking muzzle.
WHERE IS SHE?!!! Let me see her! Aahhh! Wah! I need to see my BABY!


After what felt like nothing but pain for an hour. I stopped. So tired from the struggle of surrendering to the inevitable. My guard, another agent, was sweet enough to hold me for another twenty minutes. Whispering his own apologies into my ear. Keeping his grip tight in case I would suddenly fly out at the chance of him dropping his guard. Sniffles chimed in uneven rhythms with the clock for those twenty minutes more. It was so hard to do. I just have to get through it. If only he was here to comfort me. To kiss me goodnight and say everything was fine. It wasn’t. Now. Now I’m alone. Me and my duty. I felt content. But why did I continue to cry into this stranger’s shoulders?
I spent the next three weeks crying myself to sleep.

My career was a simple one. That is if you can call strenuous training and commitment to a cause “simple”. That only a hoofful of this land’s ponies knew about. It was simple to explain. I am a soldier. A secret agent with the task of dealing with Equestria’s hidden dangers. The agency is comprised of chosen few whom Celestia herself had picked out.
Our mission was simple. We were not regular soldiers who go out into a battle and fight where we’re directed. No. We are a precision task force. Meant for the purpose of neutralizing targets, before they ever become a threat. From organizations to growing beasts who had no sentient purpose. Generally anypony and anything that could be considered monstrous.
We did the things that fell between the lines that nopony would ever stoop to do. In order to maintain proficiency. Any and all information is strictly kept behind closed muzzles. Our routines, procedures, even our names. All info either dropped and forgotten as we worked, or kept in secret by ponies of power.
I won’t lie to you. At first, I didn’t care much for it. I had the talent and skill for it. Being able to fly through each task and order, quickier than a bumblebee could shake it’s wings I was the best at what we did.
I can still picture that moment though. When I met him.


Back just a couple months when I was just recruited. I had received orders to rendezvous for a briefing about my next assignment. Meetings usually took place in open areas or secluded places. Either way we had a way to make business while at the same time blend perfectly with the crowd. According to “ops” it was the perfect way to keep things discreet as possible.
I reached over several large roots. Traversing through the thick forest to find the instructed location. This forest was nice and thick. Scarce even of animals. Perfect cover for the meeting. Orders say I won’t be alone on this one. It needed a partner and required a certain touch. Even with my talent, I was lacking in more delicate matters. Such as politics and business, that wasn’t work related to professionally standing at attention and listening to orders. So far my partner was suppose to be a protege for this sort of thing.
It took several more yards until I found a clearing. The canopy up top was nice and thick while still thin enough to provide lighting to the area.
“About time you got here.” A voice trailed towards my direction. It was an older looking pony with some facial hair along his muzzle. He had a simple camping setup from his tent to his cooler of refreshments. Even started a nice fire that gave way to a bit more light. He prodded a stick underneath a stack of logs that were to soon ignite.
“Bon Bon I assume?” The gentlecolt started testing me through normal question and interrogation methods.
“Yeah, Chief! What of it?” He blew heavily out his nose at how informal I was being. The greeting was rude, but did it’s job. We exchanged alias names for confirmation of the agents we’re suppose to meet with in the field. His name was Chief. Mine was a strange alias name of Bon Bon. Chief shook his head at how I treated a senior operator of his stature with such disrespect. He grumbled something under his breath as he took his stick and swung it over to his side to hit the tent.
“Hey! Wake up! She’s here.” It was gruffy and just as rude as my own comment. The only difference was that he had every right to do so unto us. The tent shook and rattled as the flap lifted to reveal yet a third member of our little group.
The pony inside was a unicorn stallion. With a white hue of a coat and a lavender mane that seemed to wave out in such a wild manner that it looked stylish.
“Bon Bon, Chief?” He spoke out initiating his own interrogation.
“And Prince Sleepy here, must be Silverlin?” The new guy seemed to just nod his head politely and took to sitting right next to our operator.
“Silverlin.” Chief’s lips moved in sync with mine completing the cycle of agent verification process.
“Alright. Now that we’re all here let’s get down to it.” Chief shuffled through his various belongings to prepare the briefing. All while me and Silverlin shifted glances at one another. At first it seemed strange. He would stare at me. I’d respond back by giving him a nasty glare. Then he would do it again and blush. Which in turn made me blush. Holding a frown to the curling smile that snuck it’s way to my face. The meeting was short and consisted of overseeing a deal between delegates of two different cities. While maintaining a perimeter on local changeling activity. It wasn’t much but it was work.
Eventually me and Silver Lining, Silverlin’s real name. Began talking heavily on our stake outs. I got to know more about him through and through. Knowing his favorite type of dishes. That he loved to stargaze or go on trips to art museums. That he wanted to be a writer, while I gave out my own secrets and told him I had wanted to be some kind of confectionist of assorted candies. He laughed at my own dream, while I laughed back in his own face about his.
It was funny looking at our cutie marks and trying to redefine what we were doing in our lives. Mine of course was three sweet gumdrops wrapped neatly. While his own featured a quill over a half roll of open parchment. Strangely enough our desires fit along with out marks, but it didn’t hold true behind their real meanings.
My three candies hide a surprise inside. Who’s to say it’s bon bons. Maybe gumdrops. Or some other type of candy. That was my main talent. Giving a surprise to an unweary soul. To make them jump from the unexpected, deviation. Silver’s talent was not writing, but more of being able to deal with others. To make them agree to his terms or whatever he deemed was most favorable, compromising. Both were hidden unseen talents that seem to come in handy during our line of work.
Before I knew it, I felt myself distracted with how well we worked together. Thanks to Silver’s talent, he was able to convince our operators to keep us as partners. So for the next couple of missions we were inseparable. We grew closer over time. Eventually he made a move to sweet talk me. Another time he made a bold move to nuzzle me. We moved onto to simple dating. Then another moment to make me the happiest mare in all of Equestria. From then on. We were two birds flying high. Nothing could bring us down. We felt unstoppable. Not the creatures we stopped or vanquished. Nor the agency for that matter. Not when I could draw their attention away and Silver’s method of reasoning.
Then one night. I had refused to face Silver in the one bed we shared. Everything happened so quickly under a dream like visage. Only now concern and doubt filled my heart about what would become of us in the next step of our lives.
Under the roof of the house assigned to us for our last few missions. Silver grew angry at me for ignoring him for the last couple of days. Which only made telling him so much harder. One night when we went to bed. I had turned my back from him as I laid my head into my pillow. Watching as the lights went out. Finally muttering those words to him in the still air of night.
"I’m pregnant."

To my surprise I didn’t get a reply right away. It worried me. That he would leave me or might try to absolve this fake partnership we had going on. How would I hide such a condition from the organization? Silver, for the first time in our relationship, surprised me instead. I felt the natural press of his fine coat touch me. Along with the gentle wrapping of his foreleg placed along my belly. More specifically, our child.
In the end our little fling ended up coming out into the open. We had broken every protocol in the book. From lying to higher authorities to even using up resources for this supposed vacation home. I could do nothing as I was now seen as undeniable proof that we both had broken our oaths. We knew the complications. The consequences. Still we went against the rules and did what felt natural.
Thanks to the magic of Silver’s tongue we ended up on a short leash, rather than exile to another dimension. Those next couple of days had been paperwork, a couple of checkups for the baby, and Silver’s transfer to a far off branch of the agency.
So there I was waiting to give life to a child in a hospital bed. With her father nowhere to be found. I was content though with his absence. The exact words playing in my head from his own letter. I never even got a chance to say goodbye, let alone set up a way of contacting him. They made every effort to break us apart.
“Don’t come looking for me and don’t fight it. What we did was wrong. And I won’t ever deny that every moment was the most magical thing that could have happen to me. I would know too being a unicorn. Heh! Well. Whatever happens to our child. Just know it’s for the better. Ponies and monsters are looking for us. There are enemies out there that would kill for the chance to get any information on the agency. Do not submit yourself to being the cause of their downfall. Don’t be angry with them.”
Don’t be angry.
Angry?
To Tartarus with them! I was furious. Even though I was the one at fault. Now I’m paying for the price of acting like a filly.
Breath in. Breath out.
Breath in. Breath out.
The mantra played in my head to keep cool. Even though for countless mornings I had awoken with tear stains along my pillow and sheets. It wasn’t fair.

It’s been years after my relationship with Silver ended. Work was all I had lived for. Now we have received orders to scatter across the land and deny any existence of the organization we’ve worked so hard for. All due to a bugbear being on the loose. Monsters we’ve defeated were either sent in captivity or, the more dangerous ones, brought to Tartarus for imprisonment. It felt ridiculous as that was the only reason we had been shut down. Perhaps there was more to see besides such a minor threat? One bugbear was trouble. A whole swarm would mean disaster. Of course the workings of things above me would never make sense. It just happened and once again I have to fulfill my orders.
What was Silver up to now these days? Not that it would matter. Any attempt at contacting him had led to a wall. Some operator or agent would always make sure of it. Now that things were sort of broken, maybe I would have more of a chance? Sleeper agents. Is that what every other agent amounted to now?
The town I had been ordered to “blend into” for my assigned place of hiding was a humble little town called “Ponyville.” Feeling the clap of my hoof shuffling along the cobble like road and over a small bridge, I was lost in thought. Just what would I do with my life now? I had so many desires. So much to look forward to. Only for it to be torn away at the seams. To watch helplessly as it all split away from me.
“Hey there!”
“Hi.” I paid no mind to the voice that just greeted me. Right now I just wanted to buy a house with the bits given to me by the agency.
“So where ya headed?” There it was again.
“Somewhere I guess.” Another set of hooves clambered about to my side. An unwelcomed gesture that I unadmittedly scorned. I didn’t need some civilian to cling onto. Let alone give me a much bigger headache.
“Anywhere is better than nowhere! Welcome to Ponyville!” Who was this mare talking right now? I had paid her little attention. Turning to scowl at her I found her features were rather calming. Something was strange about that smiling pony. With a mint green coat and a harp for a cutie mark. “I’m Lyra.”
“Bon Bon, say? You do this often with new ponies?” I had to ask. It was very strange to just come up to somepony and treat them this nicely. What was she up to? I placed my guard up and decided to follow along. Maybe she’ll spill her plans for what she intends to do with me. Was it an agent that went rogue, looking for payback from being told she couldn’t serve anymore. Maybe it was a gangster looking to find something to invest in and bring back to his bosses. I would make every fruitless effort to find out.
“Well, Bon Bon. I only seem to notice you look a bit glum. So I was thinking you could use some help. Since you’re new, I think you’re just tired from moving around so much. Sooo! Let me show you around.” Lyra moved forward and led the way. This was indeed a strange angle to play in. No lie in her eyes or expression. She was a master of her craft. I would have to be extremely careful.
On closer inspection her mark was actually a lyre. An easier instrument to handle other than it’s hefty large cousin. She looked over her side and caught me staring at her. Studying her. In a counter action, I moved up. Rushing to her side to trot side to side with her.
“I appreciate the help. Moving can be a bit scary.” A lie. An act. That’s all I needed to do.
“Don’t worry about it. We get constant visitors from all over the place. Pretty soon, you’ll find out that this is the nicest place in Equestria.” Nicest place huh? The smile was genuine enough. That comment though sounded so superfluous. That it had to be a lie.
“Just know you’re safe here. Even though you seem to be looking for a fight. I know you’re not a bad pony. Probably just somepony looking for a place to escape to.” Was I losing my touch? It was suddenly a psychological battle now, huh? She must have studied me for a while now. Looked into some files. There was no way I could trust her!
“You have problems trusting other ponies huh?” What?! This unicorn! Who was she? “Here in our town you can let go of things. Enjoy yourself, find some friends. Do something that makes you feel good. B you wanna know the truth?”
“Yes.” Perhaps it was too sudden for me to judge this pony based on accusations that she was a strange one.
“I approached you because you seemed troubled. I’m not here to guide you or anything. It just looked like you could use a friend.”
“I don’t-” It dawned on me. I had been so focused on work that it left me unable to trust anypony. The agency turned their backs on me and even took Silver away from me. In everything I did for my job it left me unable to trust another partner. Obviously I couldn’t trust many others in the field as well. Was being an agent starting to develop negativity within my life. What was it like being a normal pony? That question hadn’t popped in my head since Silver.
“We’re Ponyville. We know friendship.” I scoffed at the fairy like mannerisms. Just who does she think she is? Judging me. Telling me what I needed.
“Friendship? Well you can-” Something caught my eye. Changing my expression at once from the shock of it. A small group of fillies, along with their teacher, who were crowded along several sell stands. One of those fillies was a white unicorn. A mare with a mane that matched my own. Which was very unique yet very similar to my own mane. That held two curls with a colored streak running down them. I felt my heart skip a beat. Could it be her? How could this have happened? Was it fate?
“No need to be rude you can just ask me to go awa-.”
“TAKE ME to your house!”In a panic I took hold of Lyra’s shoulders and stuck my nose in hers. I needed a place to spill out some contents of my luggage. Someplace away from open eyes. A place where I could remain incognito while investigating the recent sight that caught my eye.
“Wait...wha?” Lyra blushed at the comment and stammered. Which only made me ask again.
“I need a place to stay so maybe I can bunk at your house. Until I find a home that is?” I straightened up and used a calm tone. Lyra nodded her head and began on a rant as she turned hoof and brought me several blocks away from the group and that white young unicorn.
A couple minutes later Lyra was opening the door to her place while she mentioned something about Timberwolves and the Everfree Forest. Waving her legs about in some type of storytelling gesture.
“Yeah, so this town is rather nice. We do get an occasional hiccup now and then.” Without a single word of thanks. I climbed up the stairs to the second floor. Rushing with the large bag I brought with me and the silver briefcase latched onto it’s side.
“Yeah! Mhm! Where can I bunk down?” My words seem to be devoid of all thought. I just needed to be behind closed doors right now. Lyra’s ears drooped down as she took her time with her answer. Trying to think.
“Um.. uh...second door on the left?” She didn’t seem to be sure of herself, but if it was offered I’d take it. I jumped at the chance and scattered the contents of my bag along the bed. My hooves moving trinkets and clothing aside until I found it. A little album that held up some research on where she had gone. It was worth the effort afterall. Thank the stars for my talent in being a spy!
Laying out the stack of collect pictures, I found that the filly I had been so entranced with was indeed the same in the photos. I had the confirmation now. I had sat there for ten minutes with my jaw wide open cradling a picture of that sweet innocent child. That’s when Lyra called me down for something to eat. “Hey um… Bon Bon. I made some oat and daffodil sandwiches. Want some?”
That was the start of our relationship. Lyra taught me all about friendship. It was something that was long forgotten for me. At first I had only befriended Lyra to get to know the local school much better. We went on walks to watch classes in session. Sat down on benches to watch the students walk by. Even though it was strange that Lyra didn’t mind me scoping out the school so much. She did enjoy my company. For my own reasons too, I enjoyed hers as well. It made me think of Silver Lining. Yet here I am now partnered with another unicorn.
The town and Lyra had already accepted me as one of their own. I officially became Lyra’s roommate and was taking a job as a simple procurer for candy deliveries. It wasn’t long until I accepted Lyra as a friend and no longer a threat. She was just a very strange hyper pony that only seemed to want to make others happy. There is was again. Another reminder of Silver Lining. Lyra had a knack for just being pleasant and making others happy. She had a calming aura to her that fit perfectly with her lyre. Which the instrument was rumored to be perfect for relieving stress or calming a wild animal down. It was funny, that the first pony I would meet would have a hidden talent like me. It wasn’t useful so much in my regular field of work, but of course she had a better place to be. Which was to be in Ponyville and as my friend. I still thank the skies that we’ve met that fateful day.

Several months after I had gotten use to life at a normal pony, on one of my deliveries. I found myself in front of the Carousel Boutique. Even though I was passing through to a house close by. I couldn’t help but look at the windows. Another face I never expected to see, had shown itself to me through clear glass. Bearing a remarkable resemblance to a pony that was hard to forget. I had not seen him since the meeting with Silver Lining.
“Chief?!”
“Pardon me?” My customer spoke out as she handed me my bits. Drawing back her hoof which was filled with a box of chocolates.
“Oh, nothing! Thank you again. Let us know if you like the candy!” I shot off before she could even say “Your welcome” or some other drivel I just didn’t care about. If I was ordered to leave behind my past then why was it coming up in my face time and again?
I sprinted to that door and banged on it several times in a rather frustrated manner. And the pony whom I was looking for answered the door.
“Oh, Ello there! What can I do ya for?”
“Chief?”
“O-ho! I haven’t been called that in such a long time! I may be the big man of the house, but Cookie here can handle her own.” He held such a strange accent now. It almost threw me off completely. It not for the mark he held on his flank.
“Don’t cha know?” A humble looking mare made her way to chief’s side and presented herself. It was baffling. How did such a senior member of the agency drop so low on class and lifestyle?
“Okay, Honey. This is just an old friend of mine. Would ya mind giving us a little room ta talk?”
“Oh! Of course not, Sweetie. Take your time. You be careful now! Hondo can talk an earful out of anypony! Hee!” Cookie allowed her husband to step out and closed the door behind her with a giggled. It was cute, but rather unsettling.
“Alright you. I bet you want an explanation for all of this, huh?” He was quick to start. Dropping his weird accent and speaking as gruffly as I remember him to be, while I myself was just riddled with questions that craved for answers.
“Why would I? It’s obvious this is your cover.” The remark flew from my lips. Acting as if I had been betrayed.
“Rude as always! Sigh! You’ve been in the dark for too long since… since. Ah, well none of that matters now. A bunch of us got assigned here for a reason. It’s close to the Princess and this place is protected by the elements themselves.”
“The weather doesn’t look that unstable.” Chief smacked his face for the naive nature I had always held when it came to being informed.
“The Elements of Harmony, arg! You’re always the same, reckless with no ambition. I thought you would learn a thing or two with Silver Lin-” He cut himself off from there. He usually didn’t care about the smaller details and how it affected us. For some reason he didn’t want to address my past with me. “It’s best if you just leave it be. I’ll say it again. You’re the best agent in the field and the most clueless.”
He began to shove me away from the yard. Rushing me to get away quickly. Knowing well enough that I had overstayed my own welcome. “Wait I have more questions!”
“Best not to interact with me anymore. Or ever! For that fact.”
“Dad?” A third voice entered the conversation. And I could see Chief’s face light up in fright. Like he had just received a shot. “Can I make lunch too?”
I looked over his side and saw the sweet filly that I had been so secluded with and yet been so fond of. Had shown herself. Her voice felt like an angel’s. I felt my heart glide right out of my chest.
“Oh-um sure. Sweetie Belle. I always enjoy any meal you make. Go on now. Make your mother proud.” That corny accent. It tore through the daze and forcing me to bite my tongue to hold back.
“Alright Dad. Hey Mom can we do-” Her voice faded and the door shut close once again.
“Your daughter?” I growled under my breath and felt the veins in my head pulse with rage.
“She had to go somewhere!” The excuse. The nerve. The pain aching feeling of being betrayed by my own kind. “I was retired at the time when I heard about the break up. The two best agents having a baby! It was unheard of. Heck! I knew you two would hit it off somehow. Before you two even came clean with the confession.” He pressed a hoof against my chest as he spoke out.
I had half a mind to judo flip him or twist that leg into submission. Using my better judgement, I let him speak his piece.
“So I used my connections and adopted her.”
“So why didn’t you tell me? Contact me or something!?”
“Can’t. Been placed on surveillance. We both know the organization by now. It would involve my family getting into trouble too. My wife, real daughter. You may not have had a chance to make a family, but I will not place my own in danger for some amends that you still haven’t dealt with yet. Even if you couldn’t be in her life. I could still give her a normal one. Not because I want her to know about the agency or her mother, but because I know that I can protect her. As a civilian. Give her a normal life.”
“She-She belongs with me!” I shoved him away from me. Threatening him. Was it my instinct in being a mother? Or the entirety of not being able to be with my baby all this time that was seeping out at the time?
“Listen to yourself. You want her to be running her whole life? To be worried about the chances that her mother would never come home one night? To move from place to place, never making any friends? Do you want her to live like you do?” He was right.
If I ever just took her away. It would mean countless things to worry about. Running from the agency and its enemies. Even if the agency accepted me having a daughter it would mean roaming about. Sweetie Belle would never go to school. Never be able to make friends of her own age. Never have the chance to be a child. Chief knew what he was doing with a baby. It had shown through her. Sweetie Belle had the most promising smile I had seen in a long time. That happiness avoided me constantly in my own duties.
I gave up and just walked away. Chief mumbled some words but it was drowned out by the vicious sniffling and cries that I had once thought were dried up already. I wasn’t the type of pony to make a normal living. Never was. Not with my skill. The agency needed me. I had grown too fond of that life to ever be freed from it.
I am a soldier. Bound to my oath to keep Equestria safe. Bound to the rules that was held before to maintain secrecy and proficiency. I am one of the chosen few. Who does the things between the lines that nopony else would ever stoop to do.
Breath in.
Breath out.
Despite all my talent and training. No matter what I do or how strong I am. The tears won’t stop.

	
		Chapter 2 - Perfection Redefined



A normal day.
I wake up with barely any aches to my body and with all the time in the world, granted to me by the graces of the weekend. Arising from my sheets with a cool slip of my blanket and the alluring scent of breakfast being made by my wonderful roommate. Beams of Celestia’s bright sun smiled right on my well rested face, to greet me to brand new day. It was perfect.
So why did it feel otherwise “not” so perfect?
Clambering out of bed, I give my cheeks a slap along my hooves as I stare at a grimacing mare on the other side of my dresser top. Red eyes. Had I been crying in my sleep again, last night?
“Morning, Bon Bon.” the image gives me no reply and seems to hold some sort of grudge within. I force a painful upwards curl along my lips and see the same image light up suddenly. My muscles gave out and the reflection only seemed to frown even more at me. Who was I trying to lie to? Just another perfect day in Ponyville. Without the only piece of family to be there with me. So close and yet so far.
The image turns to the side and peeks down at the picture laid along it’s glass frame. It was a wonderful shot. Portraying my sweet baby girl with her class, all posing for the camera. A brief sigh left my lips as I traced a hooftip along the edge of that very picture. Cooing out at the mere thought of my daughter, whom I never had the chance to hold and coddle. Right now it was the only thing keeping me happy.
She never held any knowledge of my existence in her life. Growing up with the strange fact that she was just part of a regular family. With a regular mother, father, and sister. Never to ask herself the question, if these things are real to her. But I knew. I knew what was reality and what was merely an act to mask the severe truths behind it all.
Right then and there was the moment I had made up my mind. I would no longer spend my days sulking around worried about her safety. Hiding in the shadows to protect the town from unforeseen threats that didn’t catch the public’s eye. I was done hiding. I was done pretending that everything was alright. I was tired of the heartache. I have to see her! I have to confess and show her the truth!
I could hear my legs stomp along the wooden floor as I marched right outside of the room. Down the stairs and pass the area we call a living room/kitchen. I even ignored Lyra’s morning greeting. Yet the faint blur of minty green still made itself known to me.
“Whoa, whoa! Waaiiit! Wait! What’s wrong?” Lyra was quick to catch my mood and blocked my path between the doorway outside. Shooting her whole body right by the exit as a barrier to stop me.S
“Move, Lyra.” It came out like a huff. A painful set of words that made it difficult to speak anymore than I should to my closest friend.
“No! Not until we talk about it.” Lyra shot up on her hind legs and crossed her forelegs along her chest.
“Do you know ‘what’ I can do to you right now?” I scoff at her attempt, though Lyra had a counter for it as well.
“Well...Do you know what ‘I’ can do to you?”
“Ly-”
“Boop!” before I could even complain about one more thing, Lyra reached out quickly and poked my muzzle. My hooves shot up and covered majority of my face. Not so much from the touch, but to hide the fact that I was blushing at the sudden friendly approach. I gave a growl and soon felt it leave through my nostrils like steam, giving in to the surprise caring touch of my roommate.
“Fine….”
Lyra moved away from the door, and for an added attempt to stop me from fleeing her open ears, she locked the front door. The mint green mare was now pushing me to the living space. Giving my back gentle shoves that led to the biggest couch for me to rest on.
“Do we really need to do this right now?” a moan escaped my lips. She knew the story. She knew well enough what I wanted to do. Eventually she caught on with how much time we spent together. We never kept secrets from one another. Not since the incident with the bugbear in town.
“Yes! Now, go on! Go, go! Sit down and we’ll talk.” I blew out more steam from within my lungs. Taking my place to sit down, watching Lyra pull out a quill and notepad as she settled into the opposite seat facing me.
“Seriously?” eying the glowing set of paper and ink my hoof slapped the cushion next to me in annoyance. I was not in the mood for games right now, but she was persistent.
“Yes! It’s for the ambience, if you must know. Now continue to vent!” Lyra’s magic hummed in the air as it took hold of that quill and began scribbling down details. Even though I had yet to say anything.
“You’re just gonna draw something weird again, aren’t you?” it wasn’t the first time she did this with me. And it wasn’t going to be the last.
“Mmm….no! I’m gonna record your thoughts and feelings this time around.” She was lying. She always drew something weird. One time it was me kissing an anonymous stallion. Another time it was me pushing Lyra on a swing. Another was me actually holding onto a cute white filly while we were both wrapped up in blankets on a hospital bed. That last one was my favorite out of all her drawings.
“You already know about everything. So how many more times do we have to do thiiis?” an angry hiss trail along my mouth. If it was anypony besides Lyra I would have knocked them out and went on forward with my plan.
“Tell me what I don’t know then.” surprisingly it caught me off guard. I barely even knew where to begin. So I told my tale to her again for the dozenth time. Giving her ears the short version of my dilemmas. Speaking to a silly unicorn who only seemed to nod as I ranted on for about half an hour. As I finished up with my story, Lyra did as well with her scribbling quill.
“-And now I just wish I could be in her life.”
“A troubled secret agent unable to perform the roles of a mother due to the nature of her job. Check!”
“Wait! Did you really jot down my concerns for the record?” why was I surprised? There was no official record and Lyra was playing doctor for the sake of entertaining me. I guess, a part of me was playing along with her silly act.
“Pfftt!” Lyra deflated like a tiny balloon at my comment. Waving her hoof in the air as she giggled. Flipping the notepad and launching it forward, within inches of my muzzle. I pushed it away just within leg length and saw a portrait of me looking down at my baby girl through an open door. My stern expression had melted and I felt a feeling of gratitude for Lyra’s efforts.
“Aww…” a small affectionate coo left my lips and lyra took note of the way I reacted to the picture. It had been something I’ve wanted to do for a very long time now.
“That badly, huh?” Lyra shook her head and drew back both quill and notepad and sat straight up crossing her legs. “Go see her.”
“Wait, what?! Then why did you-?”
“I only wanted to make sure it’s what you wanted. It’s obviously eating at you from the inside. You’re eating less. You never wake up with a smile. I mean, hay! Even, my spinach artichoke rolls don’t make you happy anymore!-So! Go see her.” Lyra smiled down at me and I sort of beamed with a new found confidence. I was so ready to ninja flip the next pony that stood in my way, that I hadn’t accounted for the consequences. Lyra had helped me maintain a leveled head with just being her silly unpredictable self.
“But what do I do?-What do I say? I haven’t been in her life for how many years now, how would I know what to-? Do?” I stammered on my words. They fell out in jumbles of constraint thoughts about morals and urges. Lyra was so much more at peace than I was, as she simply waited for my words to stop before she gave her own reply.
“Do you really need to say, or do, anything at all?” It hit me. I couldn’t just run up to some filly and simply say. “I’m your mother! Love me now!”. It didn’t work that way. I was merely a stranger to her currently, but I just needed to see her. Make sure she was alright. That everything was okay. At least a part of me would be in her life. Even if I wasn’t something major added to it.
“Al-right! Alright! I’ll do it! I’ll be right there, Sweetie Belle!” Suddenly I was happy and excited. Lyra gave me permission to leave the house on my own accord. “Oh! Thank you so much Lyra!” bolting out from my seat I latched onto Lyra’s neck and hugged her for the sweet remarks.
“Aww! Your wel-*sniff sniffff*. BURNING!”-Lyra flipped out. Literally. Scooping me up and tossing me up into the couch. All just to make me let go. She ran right after the burning smell of baked goods.-“No, no no no no! NO NO! Arrrggg! They’re completely overcooked!” Lyra whined as I rubbed my head from my regret of ever teaching Lyra a move or two about how to defend herself from dangerous foes.
“Thanks again, ‘Lie’-ra.” It came out like a growl, but was replaced with a heavy sigh at my silly friend who was frantically trying to find a way to save our breakfast rolls. She had always stopped me before I did anything irrational. This time though. She was sure this is what I needed, as was I. A couple more seconds of watching Lyra blow at her tray of bread in between fanning waves of a kitchen towel and I was out the door.
Now this wasn’t a normal day. Which made it perfect in my book.

After the Boutique visit with Rarity and Sweetie Belle, I was just drained. Happy that I had at least two ponies’ blessings to somehow fit my life with Sweetie’s. Would they understand, that in my horseshoes, that my decision felt like the most motherly thing to do at the time? I needed time to think. To air out everything. What my life had become and why I deserve such a fate. So I walked. And walked. And continued walking. Granting my limbs free reign to roam about.
The memories played in my head. Silver Lining, Chief and his wife. Rarity guarding her sister with her father away. Then my missions with the agency and the current state of it all with everypony still in work, yet out of a job? It was all so very strange. I had expected strange, but never to this degree.
Now here I was. Wearing the Neighponese dress I had been gifted with, sitting on the very same bench me and Lyra always shared, countless times. It felt like I was wandering for hours on end. Once I had gotten tired I wound up here. This time though, I was alone.
“Hey…” a timid little voice came towards me and made its presence known as a filly took her place on the opposite side of my seat and laid a bag down to her side.
“Sweetie Belle?” my head was quickly urged to whip to its side. Though with some control I casually craned my neck to get a good look at my visitor. The very same filly I had paid a visit to earlier this morning.
“Hello Ms. Bon bon! We-.”
“AHEM!” a voice cut my darling off as a nearby bush rattled and shook giving faint sights of a magenta mane and a red mane topped with a pretty bow.
“-I mean ‘I’-! I noticed you walking around Ponyville all depressed and stuff. So, if it’s any help-? I think you look beautiful in that dress.” it was heartwarming. It was even awe inspiring. It left me breathless that little Sweetie had noted down my behavior. Well, with the help of her two friends of course. She was very lucky to have such ponies in her life. Where as I never got around to make anypony noteworthy, besides Lyra. Work and non-”work” left me little room to trust anypony else.
“Thank you. It means a lot to me. You know, I’m actually part Neighponese.”
“No wonder why! It’s a natural look for you.” conversation? An actual conversation! Right when I had given up chasing for such a moment, it had came to me in the instant my guard was fully gone. She was learning something about me. Hopefully she would get the impression that she had the look of such an exotic ethnicity in her. An informal way of teaching my daughter about her heritage without giving away my secret. It was strange, but comforting.
“Your sister does lovely work. I fell in love with it when I first laid my eyes on it. The details are very refined.”
“Yeah, Rarity does really good work. Maybe I’ll be a great designer like her one day.” the white filly scuffed her hoof along the wooden plank underneath her and sighed. In which I could only pat her head, as a lunging hug would be too awkward of a gesture to comfort her.
“I’m sure you could even be a model if you try hard enough.” she brightened up at the comment and I smiled back. Just as I thought things couldn’t get any sweeter. Sweetie jumped up and reached for her bag. Pulling out what looked to be a boxed container.
“Oh! I almost forgot! I made you something.” Sweetie unraveled the wrapped contents and popped off the lid to what looked to be a fancy container featuring several brown and black shades of material packed into the various square containers etched inside.
“Ohhh! Make-up! I could always use more.” the tip of my hoof drew along my lips as I was completely giddy. Though my smile quickly faded as Sweetie responded with a sad frown of her cute face accompanied with drooping ears.
“It’s a bento box… I made snacks for you.” she looked like she was about to cry. Panic! Panic was all I knew right now as I was only hurting her feelings. I looked about frantically and stroked her mane trying my best not to further trigger those welling eyes.
“I-I! It looks lovely! Oh! -” with a quick scoop of my hoof I took hold of some random brown, and clay-like, substance and slipped it into my mouth. Oh how my expression soon matched my daughters as I fought to keep it inside. Choosing to swallow quickly and show how much I “thoroughly” enjoyed such a treat. “Y-Yuc-Yum! YUUUMMM! Mmmmm! It-it’s good!”
“Really?! You mean it!” Sweetie beamed on the spot and and I replied by holding the imminent flow back with a shut muzzle and a quick nod. “I must be getting better! I bet pretty soon Rarity will even let me cook lunch!”
I should have known with my weak social life that she would inherit my cooking skills. Even now, in the present day, I somehow still manage to liquify toast. Lyra would consider me a complete hazard in the kitchen after I offered to cook for her one night. Even with us being apart it seems like she had been growing to become more like me than I thought.
“I’m sorry about you and Ms. Lyra.” she commented on some strange idea. I only kept a straight face as I let her continue.
“What for?”
“Well. We know-”
“AHEM!” the same bush spoke out and rustled in response.
“-I mean, ‘I’ know about the fight you and Ms. Lyra had this morning. She must still be really mad at you.”
“Now whatever gave you that idea?” it was weird. How did they know about this morning’s little argument?
“The mailpony saw Ms. Lyra tossing you into the air and fighting.” well that explains it. Even though it was clearly not the case, I played along knowing this was probably the only reason she came to see me. How foolish was I, to think that she had realized something so oblivious to her her whole life?
“She can be pretty mean sometimes. Buuuut! In the end. We always make up for it.”
“Like true friends?”
“Like true friends.” I gave her another brush along her mane and drew her close for a light hug. She seemed to accept it and she stayed like that for several heavenly seconds.
“Things always work out in the end with the ponies you care about, huh?”
“Yeah...yeah I guess they do.” It was sweet, but in a way this pertained to both the hidden and the pretend world. Words of wisdom that taught both of us at that moment that as long as our hearts care about our loved ones. That everything will turn out fine.
“I hope things get better soon with the both of you.”
“You know what Sweetie Belle? With this, I feel even better about going to apologize to her.”
“What are you two mad about anyways?”
“Um...she burnt our breakfast rolls.” I had to make up something quickly as to not look like a total liar. The first thing popping into my head was Lyra and my aching head as she panicked about mere bread.
Sweetie looked up at the sky and noticed the orange hue transitioning through the changing scenery and hopped off.
“I’m sorry, Ms. Bon Bon. I have to go now. It’s getting late and I have some other Crusader things to do.” She smiled at me and waved. Running off towards that very same bush that had been watching us closely. I could clearly hear the gossip and uproar with her fellow Crusaders as they congratulated her on making me happy. Her and her Crusader friends. Always up to something to brighten somepony’s life. And fortunately today, that pony was me.
With that she was gone. Leaving me behind. It was clear that I would have to be returning home soon too. Home. It’s such a funny word. For a pony who always left from place to place during her duty. I was starting to really feel at home with Ponyville. Though it wasn’t my real home. And Lyra wasn’t really family. Right now though it was my home and my family. It was more so than that. It was me. My life. My blessings.
I could only be so grateful for the things in my life. It’s entirety was broken, yet so very heartwarming. Not even the wonderful sunset and Lyra’s freshly baked bread, to make up for wasted food, would be able to outdo the warmth emanating from my chest. Thank you Sun and Moon. Thank you for this chance. For such a happy moment. I could find tears in the wake of the newly lit night veil. Greeting this newfound point of view with an open heart.
Gone and out of sight. My wonderful child was growing up to be quite the pony. It was time to leave, and so I did. Hopping off the bench in the same manner as I always did, a small skip in my step and an even bigger smile than before. A hum lit up my new face, smiling as I trotted with a newborn feeling in my chest. Right to that now empty bush as a previous reaction began to shoot up from my pallet. As disgusting as it was. It was much more than a perfect day for me. It was a perfect moment. With all the unordinary things I’ve come to accept about me and her.

Hoofsteps. Loud banging crashing noises filled the dark alleyways as figures dashed about in fear.
“Cookie? Cookie?!” the gruff voice called out running towards a pile of trash. With focused mind he lifted up the cans and bags with a blue hue of his aura. Pushing aside the debris just in time for his hoofs to catch himself upon the brick like wall. His head snapped behind him and in turn so shot out the several objects he held in his magical grasp. A shadowy figure dashed about kicking one can away and dodging the rest with strange grunts of force. It was enough to buy him some time as Hondo rushed out hoping to make a gap of distance between him and his assailant.
“Cookie!” Hondo yelled out knowing his worn physique could only go so far. The shadow loomed closer and closer. Wings spread wide reaching for the flowing tail of the old stallion when suddenly a womanly mare leaped from a building. Bat in hooves slamming into the legs of the flyer who was after Hondo. The pink coated mare’s swing hit true knocking those legs down and with a heavy turn to the side, her conjured bat followed knocking her opponent away.
“Right here sweetie!” Cookie Crumbles accent was gone and held an almost gruffier tone than Hondo’s. Her lime green magic faded popping the bat into non existence. “What do they want with us?”
“Same as always. Answers.” Hondo replied smashing his shoulder against a doorway to force it open. Her wife followed behind her closing and locking it.
“What do we do?”
“Follow procedure!” Hondo answered in which he was still racking his brain around. What procedure? There was little to no instructions as to what to do about rogue agents when there was no agency to fall back onto.
“Easy for you to say Mr. Operator! Let’s just reprimand them right now and close the books on em!” Cookie Crumbles wasn’t happy about that answer. The wooden door bent inwards as a force against it did more than knock. It rammed and heaved with might trying to break it down. It wouldn’t hold them much longer and the agents knew it.
“Contacts aren’t an option and the little list of agents we know currently are minimal.” Hondo was trying to think of an emergency plan. Something he had not needed to do for some time now.
“We’re retired honey! We’re old and tired. So, who right now can help us?”
“Well we need a recently active member. Some young blood to get to the bottom of this mess.”
“You don’t mean-?”
“Why not?! She’s within a fair distance and has some skill.”
“She shouldn’t be an option Hondo! It would-” Cookie’s voice was cut off as part of the doorway collapsed. Giving way for three cloaked figures to approach.
“GO!” Hondo had no time to explain. As a flash of light blinded everything in the room. Cookie was also affected yet she could tell a sense of Hondo’s touch envelope her whole body. Hondo knocked his way through and rushed out into the streets.
“Hondo! HONDO! Don’t do this!” Cookie responded knowing full well what was going to happen to her.
“You have your orders! Just play it out like we did back in the day! Huppp!” Hondo yelled out and all Cookie could feel was was her body being flung into the night sky. With every ounce of magical force he could muster her husband had shot her like a shooting star towards the outskirts of Canterlot.
“HONDDDDOOOOO!!!” the mare screamed out knowing she had but seconds to react. Her projection this time being a lime green rocket to house her being as the estimated rough landing came about just as predicted.
Her made up ship crashed knocking several trees out of the way and bouncing her craft into the dirt.
The green ship faded away and left a battered Cookie Crumble in its wake. She forced herself up with shaking legs and grit her teeth as her vision finally went back to normal. Leaning against a tree and panting with her mind strained to cushion the landing she envisioned her goal.
“Special agent Sweetie Drops huh? Never thought it would come to this. Nnnnggh!” nevertheless the beat up mare had to move forward. With a groan of pain she continued forward. With full knowledge that Hondo’s captors would be after her.
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