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Spike almost destroyed Ponyville when he became a greedy giant; Starlight brainwashed an entire village so they would live by her rules.
When the two have a chance encounter at midnight, the two discuss their evil past, and what may have been their evil future.
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“It’s not this room either,” Starlight Glimmer said, sighing.
She continued down the unlit hall, with every door looking the same as the last. “Would it really hurt to put some signs on these doors? Or at least have a map displayed on the wall?”
At the end of the hall, there was not a fridge, which meant, that Starlight’s midnight binge for snacks had been in vain. She leaned her head on the final door, and her eyes closed on their own. 
And then someone grunted. 
Starlight’s ears perked up as she pressed them against the door. And then something grunted again! She yelped and bounced off the door, as the grunts continued to produce. 
“Just how many bedrooms does this castle have?” Starlight said to herself, as she turned away from the door – what was going on behind it was none of her business. So she went to walk away, but her hooves didn’t travel a step. 
The grunts came back again. And the more Starlight listened, the more she picked up traces of pain, then pleasure. The grunts also seemed to originate from a single source… was there only one pony then, behind that door?
Could it be that somepony is in trouble, and they're unable to call for help?
Starlight licked her lips as he whipped her head about, it felt like a pair of eyes were hanging over her. Watching what decision she made, and judging it with their brow. Yet Starlight’s own eyes proved to her that she was alone and that the only one judging her, was herself. 
She stopped before the door and took a look through the keyhole, where twinkling stars greeted her gaze. “This isn’t a bedroom? Then where are the noises coming from?”
A shaky hoof reached and took hold of the door’s handle. It slowly turned it right – a squeak came from within the handle and pinched the mare’s heart. With the handle set, Starlight pulled back the door and stepped onto the balcony.
And had she taken another step, then she would’ve crushed the back of Spike the Dragon.
The nightly breeze caressed Starlight’s forehead and gently lifted her back her mane. While the same breeze carried away the sweat on the scaley one’s forehead.
“T-T-Two… H-Hundred–” Spike’s face hovered over an inch above the ground…
The door slammed shut, by product of the wind, causing Spike to yelp and fall flat on his face. Starlight too jumped in the air and screamed, before landing down on her bottom. 
Spike rubbed his cheek against the floor as he turned to look at her. “Yes, Starlight?”
“Ee! Er… Hmm.” Starlight crawled back to the door as her mouth produced strange noises. The exe responsible for running her brain crashed, so she just sat there mindlessly, waiting for it to reboot.
She then screamed again.
Her back tried to phase through the door, but reality disallowed such a thing. 
Spike narrowed his one visible eye, as he shook his head – incidentally rubbing his cheek more into the floor. A claw slammed down next to him, and Spike used to pick himself up. “Now why are you screaming for?”
“You– ah! Working out?!”
“Yeah? And?”
Starlight tongue prodded out from her mouth, and despite this, Starlight still attempted to speak. But while she did not succeed in using words, she did, however, accomplish in covering her friend in spit. 
Spike sighed as he wiped the saliva off his cheek. His mouth opened to shout, yet his eyes caught a glimpse of Starlight’s rising and falling chest. This caused Spike to close his eyes, sigh, and reopen them.
“Easy,” he said in a gentle tone. He put forth an open palm, and he gazed at her from in-between his fingertips. “I want you to clear your mind. Whatever thoughts are happening, don’t matter. Let them pass; don’t get in their way. Instead, focus on your breath, because everything’s going to be a-okay.”
Starlight only stared back at him, confused. 
“Just… follow my voice,” he tried once more.
This time, she dipped her head. 
“Now, close your eyes” – Starlight did just this –“ , and feel the rise and fall of your chest, as the air enters,” Spike sang, “and leaves.”
A shiver shook throughout Starlight’s body as she tried to calm herself down, but her mind did not pay it any focus. Soon, the mumble-jumbo of seeing a male workout began to fade, as did stress of finding her food; of getting lost in the castle, and as well as the worry that she wasn’t going to get enough sleep tonight.
All those worries faded, and all she could focus her mind on n was that wonderful, nightly-breeze.
Starlight opened her eyes to witness a smiling drake.
“Feeling better?”
She breathed. “Immensely.”
Spike leaned back onto the railing as he let out a breath of his own. “That’s good.” He looked up at the sky. “I thought I was going to have a redo of day zero.”
From in-between the railing, a particular tail began to wag. Such an act looked adorable, and Starlight was dismayed when the tail stopped wagging and fell. In following the tail to its host, one would see scales that had been a light pink, darken to a dark amethyst. And the spikes that had traveled from the top of his head to the bottom of his tail were now shorter in number and gave off a more mane-ish appearance. 
The past few months had been long enough to allow Starlight to see how much Spike had grown, but apparently, the time was not long enough for her to have memorized the place. And she was supposed to be a genius. 
“Hey,” Starlight began with a sheepish smile, “sorry for... freaking out on you there. I’m still kinda jumpy on what I might see on the other side of these doors.”
“No biggie,” Spike replied with his eyes glued to the stars. “Besides, I’ve seen a few of the stuff Twilight likes to collect.”
And what’s that supposed to mean? Starlight thought, before shaking an inappropriate idea from her head. “Say, Spike? Where did you learn how to calm down ponies like that?”
“Living with Twilight has its problems: dealing with her stress and anxiety are the major two.” Spike rose a claw up to the sky, as he tried to reach out to one of the stars. “But… it would appear that those problems aren’t my responsibility anymore.
“As, once Twilight became a Princess, she learned how to handle those things on her own,” Spike spoke like he was recounting some old story, and every word of it sucked away a little of his energy. 
Starlight opened her mouth to speak some reassuring words, yet not a sound came from her throat. She exhaled, and instead looked up at the same night sky. 
The stars twinkled ever so brightly, with some of them calling to dance with their waves. Starlight smiled at she went to rest her forehooves on top of the railing so that she could get closer to the show. 
Just like how Spike's voice had calmed her down, the night-sky worked to ease her mind of any worries. “I wouldn’t worry too much,” the words came from Starlight on their own, “the ability to cope with a mare’s stress, is going to do you wonders in the long run.”
She caught a glimpse of his grin.
“That would be true,” Spike said, “but my technique only works on ponies that don’t handle stress well.”
Starlight snapped her head. “Are you saying I don’t handle stress well?!”
“Not at all!” Spike surrendered both his claws to the air. “It just so happens that when it comes to stressful scenarios, you—
“Don’t. Finish. That. Thought.”
Spike began to chuckle. “Whatever you say! A Younger version of Twilight…”
In a second, Starlight's muzzle began to press into his snout. In a pair of eyes loomed a fire, which, ironically enough, belonged to a pony this time around. 
“I. Am. Not.” 
“Of course you’re not,” Spike said while rolling his eyes. “Because only a younger version of Twilight, would get mad at a comment that shouldn’t have upset her.”
Starlight reeled her head back, going so far as to give a little hum. “Fair point, my not-so-little-dragon. Maybe Twilight and I are alike in some fashions, but I still see myself with the stronger willpower.”
“Oh?”
Starlight chuckled. “I’ve always welcomed the hard work that comes from the purist of my goals. My work ethic is incomparable; the number of times I’ve pulled all-nighters is incalculable. My knowledge is so vast that it would be inconceivable for you to understand its vastness.”
Spike looked away for a moment, blinked his eyes, then looked back at the mare. “That word. I don’t think it means what you think it means.”
And another second, Spike could feel the heat radiated off her cheeks.
“What I mean to say is, I’m willing to do anything to be the best!”
Spike didn’t say anything for a moment. He just kept his mouth shut and digested what he had heard. But once he had firmly processed her words, the dragon began to laugh. 

Starlight finally backed away from his face. “Why are you laughing? My words weren’t supposed to be funny.”
“Oh, it’s just, if you could grasp my knowledge”– Starlight didn’t take too kindly to that –“you could see Twilight saying the same words and making the same mistakes. You two eat more than what you can chew, just to prove a point.”
Starlight snickered. “I’d rather choke on excellence, than nibble on mediocrity.”
The drake put on a tired smile. “Yeah. And while you’re unable to breathe, just remembered, that the cause of your death, was you stuffing more than what your mouth could hold.” He tapped a claw on the side of his head. “Kinda reminds me of Twilight, in that, because she had taken on so many projects, the air had become too tense for her to breathe.”
The only response Starlight offered was a glare.
“Look,” Spike started, “I’m not saying don’t be adventurous; just be honest with what you can do. There’s no point in scoffing the meal if you’re just going to barf it all over the table; you won’t be able to digest what you had learned.”
Starlight had stopped glaring had him and returned to looking at the stars in the sky. 
“Take it a little easy on yourself, it’ll make you and your friends happier.”
Spike leaned his head back against the railing, allowing his eyes to close for a moment's peace.
“So what,” Starlight said. “I got you and Twilight teaching me the magic of friendship?”
A smile formed on Spike’s lips before he had the chance to open his eyes. 
“Nah,” he said. “I’ll leave all the hard work to Twilight.” His tone sounded like he was telling a sad joke, “Twilight… she’s a one of a kind pony; she can teach you just about anything and does so in a way...  that you just… want to hear her explain it even more.”
Even if her eyes were fixated on what laid above, Starlight’s ears gave Spike their full attention. The melancholic tone in which he spoke of somepony else, it caused some of the stars to dim, and others to brighten up. 
“The–” Spike paused to exhale a shaky breath “–the thing is, Twilight’s always been smart, but she was only book-smart. But, now that she’s become a princess, it also seems like she’s become street-smart too.”
Spike couldn’t help but chuckle at his own poor choice of words. “She’s mastered about everything and knows how to apply it too. Everyone calls for her attention, for she knows all the answers. I guess you could say Twilight’s almost perfect, and I… and I… couldn’t be… happier for her.”
The drake gulped something back and wiped what had been welling in his eyes away. In taking a few deep breaths, he managed to rid himself of the crackle that had persisted in his voice.
“You and Twilight,” Starlight began in a soft tone, “you’ve been together for a long time now, no?” 
“Since birth, I’ve always been at her side,” Spike recalled with a smile, though that soon disappeared. “Or at least, until now.”
The winds of the night helped calm the scales of the dragon, and caressed the fur of the pony.  The duo heard the wind whip around, before taking its leave.
“Hey, Spike?”
“Yeah, Starlight?”
“Sorry if this comes off as intrusive, but, why were you doing push-ups for?”
“Did you want me to tell you the obvious? Or did you expect me to answer your deeper question, which is, why do I want to get stronger?” 
The mare only nodded her head.
“Well, I’d say to look good – but I’m already handsome, so there’s no point in that.”
The two shared a quick giggle.
“But, since I’ve finally gone through my growth spurt, I thought it was the time that I pursue my dream.”
Starlight titled her head. “You have a dream?”
“Unfortunately, yes.” He hung his head forward. “Who would’ve thought, that Spike: Twilight's loyal sidekick and advisor, would have a dream of his own.”
“I didn’t mean it like that,” Starlight hasten to say.
“I know,” Spike replied. “It’s me who said that because it's me who thought that.” He went silent a few seconds. “But yeah, I have a dream: that one day, I’m going to be a hero!” He chuckled a dead laugh, as his body collapsed back into the railing.
Starlight giggled, as a smile tugged at her lips.
Spike turned his head to look at her. “Funny, right?” 
“Not at all,” Starlight said. “Though it is a bit silly… because aren’t you already a hero?”
“Unfortunately, the Crystal Hero doesn’t match up with my version of a hero. I… I want to be the one who wanders, from place to place, solving problems along with his path. Heh, a hero wearing a cloak with a sword on his back, like the ones you read in books.”
“Is that why I hear ‘swooshing’ sounds and the breaking of pots, late at night?”
“... you heard all that?”
“Yeah,” Starlight sighed, “I’ve always wondered what that racket was when I was studying.”
“Dang it,” Spike whispered to himself. “I was worried that ponies could hear me… I didn’t move my hero training outside fast enough.”
“Hero training, huh?” Starlight smirked as she felt giddy inside – she wasn’t the only one to come up childish names for things. 
“Aren’t I just a great inventor of names,” Spike said to himself while looking down at his feet. “Couldn’t even keep my hero training a secret.” 
The view of his feet had been replaced by Starlight’s face, which carried along with it a soft smile. “Your secret's safe with me, dragon-hero. And besides, I feel like your cheesy-names add to your charm.”
Spike didn't’ stop frowning. So Starlight brought her face closer, with her smile growing ever so bigger, and her eyes never leaving his. All it took was the wiggling of her eyes brows before his frown turned upside down. 
She then went to sit next to the drake, with her hoof resting just a few inches away from his claw. 
“Out of curiosity,” Starlight began, “how did you even get the sword?”

“Ah…” Spike looked elsewhere to avoid her gaze.“On our last visit to the Crystal Empire, of course! An old stallion offered it to me… since he was a big fan and all.”
Starlight teleported to Spike’s other side, so he had no choice but to look into her eyes. “B-Because, you know, a dragon like me has so much potential! I mean, one day I’ll be strong and able to wield my own magic, so, he wanted to give me the legendary sword that could protect this nation?”
Starlight didn’t buy any of that bull, as she only scooted closer to the dragon. Her raised brow never wavered, neither did that half smile that was calling him out on his lies. Spike couldn’t take a look much longer, and his shoulders came to crash. 
“Okay,” he admitted. “I went a weapon’s shop and asked if they had a legendary sword… that happened to break a few days later… while I was smashing pots.”
Starlight giggled and nuzzled the dragon’s cheek as a consolation prize. “This isn’t something to get flustered over, Spike. If anything, it's kinda cute.”
Spike only groaned.
“Oh, come on, Spike!” she played. “What’s wrong with wanting to dress up and act like a hero?”
“I think most ponies would agree that it's silly.” 
Starlight nodded her head. “That’s true.”
Spike turned his head to look at her, and Starlight didn’t look away.  
“Most ponies will think a dragon wanting to become a hero is a silly thing. Just like how most ponies think I’m still evil inside, and that I shouldn’t have been forgiven for what I did.”
The streets of Ponyville were empty, with most of its folk inside their homes and fast asleep. The only thing prodding outside were the street-lamps, which offered light to the few that were there to see them lit.
During the day, the sun washes over everyone with its light. But at nighttime, it calls to those small posts to guide the wandering pony back home. And even if there weren't a pony there to walk the path, the lamps would still fight the darkness away. 
But on the castle balcony, no such lamps were needed to offer light. As the two were so high up, that the moon’s light could reach them both. And Starlight preferred this type of light, as it always felt reserved to her, and those nearby. 
“The funny thing is,” Starlight started to say, “that whenever I worry about other ponies thoughts of me, that a small, chubby, yet heroic dragon comes to mind. And he always keeps repeating the same thing: that it doesn’t matter what others think. What’s important, is what I think, and those whom I love, think.”
She slid her back down the railing so that she could get an even better view of the sky. “It would be nice if I could meet that dragon again: he had a lot of useful advice.”
Laughter erupted from the drake, with each laugh carrying out a weight from within his chest. “Using my arguments against me, are you?”
Starlight only smiled. 
“Fine,” he said. “I guess you win that one.”
Both parties smiled as their minds finally came to rest. The frozen snacks in the fridge seemed unappealing to Starlight now, as this chance encounter had filled her body with what she needed. 
And since she had what she needed, then it was perhaps time for to make for the door and find her way back to her bed. But as began to rise, Spike posed a question.
“Do you remember it?”
Starlight looked to the dragon. “Remember what?”
“When you were evil.”
Starlight sat back down, sitting opposite of Spike. “What do you mean by that?”
“I don’t mean to trigger any lingering guilt,” he said, “but I’m just curious to see if you still remember when you were evil?”
Starlight opened her mouth, blinked her eyes, and then spoke. “Yes,” she said. “I do.” She said more confidently.
“How did it… feel?”
Starlight inched her head forward. “How did it feel being evil?
“Y-Yeah,” Spike said, as his eyes had to look elsewhere. “How did it feel being evil?”
The wind continued the blow. The moon continued to shine. The silence kept on hanging until it was shattered by a few, simple words. 
“It. Felt. Good.”
Spike’s eyes returned to looking at her, but his mouth didn’t dare move. 
“I’ve always wanted everything to be fair. And I worked hard to become strong enough… intelligent enough to make that dream a reality – to have my little fair village. And I was in charge of the community, and that made me feel even better about myself. 
“Even though that fair village was a nightmare for its inhabitants, I still enjoyed what I did. Even though I was hurting others and blinding myself, I still enjoyed my purpose in life. It was all for the greater good, and I enjoyed carrying that weight.”
Starlight went to continued, but her ears had caught what her mouth had said. Was she telling Spike how she enjoyed those days she regrets so much? Was Starlight trying to make her friends fishy to her again? Would Spike tell Twilight what she had said?
But the question that plagued Starlight the most was this: why had she told Spike of her true feelings?
“I’m glad you’re at least honest.”
Starlight unclenched her eyes. 
“And I’m glad I’m not alone in that feeling.”
“Not alone!” Starlight repeated out-loud. “What do you mean by that? You weren’t an evil baby dragon that Twilight recruited, are you?”
Spike dismissively waved a claw. “No, no. I’ve always been on the right side, standing next to Twilight.” His claws slowly began to fall. “Though, there is this one day, that I tried out for the other team.” 
Starlight tilted her head.
“Not by choice, of course!” Spike nervously exclaimed. “By chance, I had triggered my greed on my birthday, and became a, proper dragon.” He collected his face in the palm of his claw. “I had your typical rampage: stomp all over the place, destroy some buildings, and even kidnapped my love at the time.”
Starlight blinked at that last part.
“I don’t remember much of what had happened; the memory is like a fast-paced blur. But I do remember; I still enjoy! What I had felt on that day.” His shoulders trembled as chuckles arose from him. “Twilight and friends are always in the spotlight, and almost always on the right side of things. They're the heroes that save the day. And me? I’m just the sidekick that either gets in the way or cleans up the mess afterward.”
Starlight went to speak, but Spike didn’t offer her the chance. 
“And it still feels that way. I’ve always felt like a number two – except for on that day, where I became a number one.”
Starlight closed her mouth but did not look away. 
“I could do anything I wanted. I didn’t have to come back before my curfew because Twilight was too small to stop me. If ponies said something mean, I could just step near them and watch them pee themselves. I had power, though that wasn’t even the greatest part.”
Starlight dared to open her mouth. “What was the greatest part, Spike?”
“The attention!” He exclaimed. “Everyone had their eyes on me! Acknowledging what I was and what I could do. They had to think – now think about that – they had to think about me, think of a way to stop me.  
“At that moment, I was the only thing that mattered – no one else. The feeling wasn’t that my heart was pumping, but that there was a pleasurable shiver that shook throughout my body. Oh… what I would do to feel like that again.”
Spike looked at the moon to try and see his reflection, but he could see no such thing. Sighing, he hunched forward. “But of course, my rampage was stopped by my friends. I reverted to my older self, felt guilty for months on in— yadda, you get the dealio.”
So, Spike, feels the same way I do then, Starlight thought but did not dare to say out loud. 
The dragon and unicorn at one point had been on the opposite side of their friends. A spotlight had been cast on them, their roles were major characters, and they were happy to finally be one, even if the audience booed their names. 
Whether they were a hero or a villain, Spike and Starlight were just glad to be a part of the story. 
“It’s kinda of funny,” Spike said.  “Of course, we regret all the bad stuff that we did. But in the moments of our mistakes, we felt like kings and queens, and nothing but defeat could destroy that feeling.” Spike started to laugh, and Starlight wasn’t sure if he was going mad. “I sometimes wonder, what would’ve happened, if I didn’t revert back.”
Starlight blinked her eyes as her mouth hung open. 
“If I hadn’t been shown the error of my ways; if my friends hadn’t proved to me, that I would forever regret my actions. I mean, is it bad, to feel good, when doing evil things?”
“Spike, I—”
Spike ignored her, as he continued to follow his trail of thought. “If I had become a villain, would I be happier than I am now?”
“Spike!” Starlight exclaimed. “What are you saying?”
Spike continued to ignore her, as his ideas just carried on. “Would I be further in my goals than I am now? Could I have become strong enough, that Celestia would have to worry about my presence? Then that means I would get to face off against my former friends, and how novel would that be!”
“Spike, are you being serious right now?”
“Maybe I would have my castle, one that’s better than Twilights. And maybe, just maybe, I would have my own friends too!”
Spike began to pant after his rant, as his eyes shot to Starlight and stared right into her soul. Was Spike hoping to find the answer to his questions in there?
“If I became a villain,” Spike said once more, “would I be happier?”
He then collapsed onto the railing, and his eyes came to a close. He didn’t propose any more questions after that, he merely sucked in the cold air, to extinguished the fire within. Spike’s breathing was louder than the whipping breeze, and it chilled Starlight more. 
“I… I can’t answer that question, Spike,” she said. “But, I do think I can answer a question you didn’t ask.”
Spike didn’t open his eyes, but he hummed to prove his attention.
“Spike, I speak these words as honest as the element itself. That if I had met you while I was still a villain, and while you were still festering with doubts. I think…”
Spike cracked open an eye, as it searched for her. “I think?”
“I believe we would've become a villainous pair that would’ve wrecked havoc across Equestria.”
Spike closed his eyes once more, as a smile appeared on his lips. 
“I would be the ruler of course, due to my knowledge,” she said with a giggle. “Though I would seek your wisdom from time to time, whenever I started to doubt my own.”
Spike chuckled. “Right?”
“But I would still have you on as my enforcer and protector. I would’ve bestowed upon you the proper gear and training fitted for a dragon, and would’ve used you for both my gain and comfort. We would rule the world as a duo, and face our enemies as a team.”
“Because we’re the villainous pair!” Spike exclaimed while shoving a clutched claw to the sky.
“Why yes,” Starlight said. “Though, the words I have said is how I think it would play out. It’s an entirely other story how well we would’ve faced off against the Elements, or even Celestia.”
“Hmm.” Spike tilted his head as he thought. “I don’t think Twilight would be able to fight me, due to our past… so if I was evil enough, I think I could win against her. And, with her gone, the elements couldn’t work on us
“So it would just be me vs. the ponies. I’m not sure how well my magic would have developed, but I’m pretty sure sword beats fur.”
Something rubbed against Spike’s shoulders, Spike turned to see a hoof upon it. “And if someone were to hurt my protector using magic, I’d do the damage two-fold in return with my far superior magic.”
Spike smiled as he felt a green mist evaporate from his eye. “As I would expect from my queen, who is far superior to some Princess.”
A mist also fell from the eyes of Starlight, with a grin accompanying her muzzle. “I would then sit on the throne…”
“Yes!” Spike shouted. “Yes!?”
“And…” Starlight inched her head forward, causing Spike to do the same. 
The two heads met in the middle. 
“And? And? And!?” Spike couldn’t help but shout.
“And I’d be bored,” Starlight tapped Spike on the noggin, as she pulled back. 
Spike could no longer feel or see the mist in either of their eyes. “W-W-What do you mean you’d be bored?!”
“Exactly that: bored and empty,” was her reply. “Sure, I’d get those little spots of attention, and I’d feel good about myself too. I’d think I was bringing justice to the world, and getting more powerful as I do so. I would become someone that you couldn’t laugh at.
“But luckily, I met someone like Twilight.” Starlight started to smile as she looked up at the sky. “She showed me that I was just empty inside; that my dreams were falsely placed, and even if I were to achieve them, I wouldn’t have the world I desired, nor would I be happy with myself. I’d just be bored, empty, and alone. And I’d rather feel a little inadequate in the shadow of Twilight, then feel what I did in that last world.”
She finally looked down at Spike and offered a look that conveyed a feeling which words could only dampen if they tried to explain it. And yet, without needing any words, Spike nodded his head and understood her feelings.
As well as some of his own. 
“Part me just really hates Twilight,” Spike muttered just loud enough for Starlight to hear. “She’s always had it good… she’s always had the opportunities presented to her. Twilight was able to study underneath the Princess as a filly, then became the Elements of Harmony as a teenager. Fate has thrown Discord her way, whom she beat and had Fluttershy turn good. And destiny? It had gifted Twilight at the end of her path, the transformation into an alicorn.
“But what about me, destiny? I’m a dragon with potential, awaiting your call. Twilight’s always had a path before her, while I’m here, helping her walk down it.” He took a moment to exhale. “Just when the hell is fate going to give me a chance to become someone?”
Starlight, in response, looked at him. She had her head slightly tilted, with her eyes pierced past his scales. Yet the look she gave wasn’t judging, just, investigating. 
“Sometimes,” Spike said, “I feel like that day was my calling, To not have ignored my greed as I have, but to have let bits of it out. If I did that, then maybe, I could walk out from Twilight’s shadow.”
The moon dropped a tear, and it shot away like a shooting star. Starlight recognized it for what it was, and couldn’t help but smile at its meaning. Standing up on all four hooves, she took a step away from the drake, but not a step more. 
“Spike,” she said, keeping her back to him, “I’m always here if you need someone to listen to your worries. But I think you know as well as I do, that even if you go down that path, I once walked, that you will dislike what lays at the end.”
Spike lowered his head. “I know. It’s just… it builds up, y’know? All this time is passing, and Twilight getting closer to the light, while I sink deeper into her shadow.” He reached out a claw, but to whom? He did not know.
“Just what am I?” he asked.
“Spike the Dragon.”
Starlight turned around and gripped the claw in her hoof, giving it a shake. “Current stress-reliever and future hero. And if he keeps training the way he does, and keeps being true to himself, despite his fears – then I hope, he’ll be my future partner in crime fighting.”
She let go of the claw, and it continued to hang in the air. 
“While it's true we may have been a great villainous pair,” she said, “something tells me we’re going to have a lot more fun playing for the good guys… but only if Spike does just one thing.”
Starlight stopped before the door and reached for the handle. 
“What?” Spike asked.
She turned her head and smiled. “Open up more.”
And just before Starlight disappeared past the opened door, she left just a few more words.
“It's your choice what path you walk, Spike. But no path is going to open by you waiting.”
And just like that, Starlight had left. The claw that hung in the air had fallen. The body had slid to the ground so that the entire night sky filled his eyes.
The dragon took a deep breath, held it in, and slowly, exhaled. And from that point on, he admired the night sky; though he wonders a single thought.
If somepony had talked to Luna, all those years ago, would she still have become, Nightmare Moon?



			Author's Notes: 
Had this sitting in my g-docs for a while, so I figured I'd post it. 
You'll have to forgive the prose, as I was heavily into the Count of Monte Cristo at the time. Man, I still gotta review that book.
Anyway, take care folks, and thank you for sticking around.
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