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Equestria has many secrets, but none quite as important as the one Twilight and her friends are about to discover. When two worlds collide and an ancient evil is released upon the multiverse once more, Equestria must team up with an unlikely enemy turned ally, and face the darkness together.
Two worlds at war, incredibly powerful magic and technology, an intrepid group of ten heroes, and an impossible force collide in this tale of adventure.
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Prologue

“What is this... where am I? Who... wait, I remember...” Black as pitch, the void remained still. No light penetrated its murk. A single voice whispered in the darkness, confused, slow and pondering, hanging long on each syllable.
“Ah, yes, I do remember. Indeed. I need not worry then... that stupid oaf, no sense of humour. What a curmudgeon. I wonder if he's still alive? Somehow I doubt it. How long has it been?”
Something stirred within the impossible darkness, something akin to light, but somehow casting none. Ancient symbols swirled about, in arches and circles, their movement almost instantaneous, halted occasionally for a split second, only to resume their otherworldly dance.
“So much time… but how I wonder? Some sort of chronomancy no doubt. I would kill him and return the favor, but it would seem this ‘time’ has done it for me. Still such an odd thing, never quite did understand it,” the dark deeply mused to itself. Its voice coming seemingly from every direction, yet echoless.
“Oh, exposition. I’d love to say that I don’t have the time, but I’d be lying. Ooh, I quite like these contractions, I could get used to this. Maybe this age won’t be so bad after all. Fun... yes fun, that’s it. Oh yes, I like this a lot.”
The archaic symbols began to spin, faster and faster around one another, their colours blending into several rings of soft green, a rapid series of dull clacking sounds accompanying their hurried ritual.
“There’s no need for hurry. Asking one to blindly march forward when they have the capacity to be more prepared, you ask a lot for being a simple Storyteller. Or do you prefer Wordsmith? Maybe Historian? Fitting, I like that one. Historian, that’s what I’m calling you from now on. But oh, I’m sorry, I’ve interrupted I suppose. I so often forget about how that works, time just isn’t my strong suit, but I plan on changing that. No old coot is going to get the best of me this time. So insulting, I could go on about the things I’d do to him, for hours probably, if those were a measurement that I could quantify a bit better. See? Room for improvement, I like that. Perfection is something to be achieved, not simply had.”
The arcane symbols stopped, dead in the dark, hanging in absolute silence, as if thinking.
“Yes, thinking. A plan, and a body. Two things I’ll probably need. A plan, always good to have. Now bodies? Field agents, yes, firstly.”
The characters began to move again, with purpose. Their aerial dance that much quicker than before. Eventually, they ceased their action once more. The silence hanging for a moment, before the voice commented, “Change… so much change. Finding a body will be harder than I thought. Perhaps the world deserves a more direct visit. Ah, and there’s no place more deserving that I can think of.”
The black shifted, as if moved by some unseeable force. Parting as mist before a breeze. The veil broke in two, a fissure appearing in the space the whirling letters once occupied. Incomprehensible colours moved towards it, displacing what should be, with what shouldn’t. A startling crack emanated from the gross violation of the universe’s laws.
The impossibility moved downwards through the makeshift doorway, breaching the 3rd dimension’s surface. Like nothingness, it moved through dark corridors and cobbled dungeon walls, ignoring the sturdy wooden doors as if they weren’t corporeal. It made no sound as it travelled to its unknown destination, taking its time to adjust to a world it had so long been banished from.
Down several halls, and a few turns from where the entity had made its entrance, an urgent meeting was in progress. A giant, round room, carved from stone. Large tapestries hung from the topmost section, various colours and designs adorned their surfaces. Ponies stood, all facing the centre of the chamber, positioned on several tiered protrusions at different levels of the room, they listened carefully to the grey and white Unicorn that stood in the centre. He projected his voice, even while located at the lowest part of the chamber, and could be heard all the way at the top. His horn glowed as magic played at his vocal chords, making his voice boom unnaturally.
“This dream of the Princess’s, the origin and subject of this vision still escapes even our finest dreamscribes. But it is apparent that it does warn of something,” he paused, letting his words sink in for a brief moment before continuing, “We are lucky that the Princess of dreams was the one granted this vision, her insight on this matter has been most useful.”
He subtly shook his head. “It would appear, based on all the evidence and signs present in the dream that its meaning has something to do with the escape or invasion of something extremely dangerous and powerful.”
A deep murmuring reverberated throughout the hollow stone space, as everypony turned to whisper their thoughts or display their surprise to someone sitting next to them.
Several ponies started to tap the ground with their hooves, those with horns began to glow faintly. The grey and white orator stomped one of his front hooves on the ground sternly, in an attempt to elicit quiet from the crowd. Slowly, silence took purchase and he continued to speak, “This is, at best, an educated guess, but it is certainly nothing to be taken lightly. It calls for action and more research. I’m sure there are many suggestions on how exactly to proceed, and of course, these are all welcome. Yes…” he gestured towards one of the Unicorns waiting for their turn to speak. The cream coloured Unicorn stepped forward, his horn began to glow a little brighter, his neck shimmering slightly.
“Should the Hellion Legion of the Silver Spades be notified of this? A breach of security down in Tartarus could certainly qualify as something dangerous that fits the dream’s criteria,” the Pony shuffled slightly as he spoke, his silver cloak ruffled as he nervously shifted, but his voice gave no indication of his uneasiness.
“They most certainly should be, thank you Silver Shield. As Opal Legion’s Head Courier, see to it that they are informed as soon as this meeting is adjourned.”
The young Pony nodded downwards at the speaker, a knowing gesture, he received a nod and a small grin in return.
An orange Pony with a fiery red mane and a short black cloak stepped forward. He pulled a small scroll out of a satchel tied to his left front leg, unfurling it quickly and letting it fall to the ground. After placing a hoof on the page, several arcane symbols swirled around the appendage, working their way up to his throat, where only a faint glow remained. As an Earth Pony, he had to utilise a different form of magic to project his voice.
“We also must be prepared for the possibility of an internal affair. Who’s to say that this dream couldn’t represent a power grab? Or some sort of scheme originating from within?” He glanced around, his words met with the familiar sound of murmurs.
“Unlikely. Given the subtle implications of the vision itself, we can assume that this threat is of outside origin, at least as far as affiliation goes. We can rest easy that this threat does not come from within The Circle itself,” the grey and white Pony’s analysis was met with sighs of relief, and a few cocked heads.
“How can we be sure of this? As you said, our interpretation of this vision is elementary at best, maybe it would behoove us to take precautions,” the orange pony hotly retorted, eying the room once more for a response.
“Hmm, I suppose taking measures wouldn’t hurt. Very well, Orange Blossom, please contact the appropriate staff, you are granted permission to head an internal investigation if you are so inclined,” the speaker lowered his head slightly, his grey mane fell over his eyes. Brushing it aside with his magic, he hoofed at his chin, thinking deeply.
The orange Pony nodded in response, taking some blank paper and a pen from his satchel, he began taking notes.
Another Pony stepped forward, a Unicorn, she raised her head, allowing her silver hood to fall limply onto her back. While dressed in the same garb as the Unicorn who spoke before her, she had a posture and an expression that hinted at a far greater level of poise and experience. She stood stock still, speaking a bit more slowly, and with greater precision. Her words calm, yet at the same time forceful and to the point. “Is there any indication that this threat may be directed at Equestrian royalty? Or was the Princess having the dream simply a coincidence?”
“We are not sure. The palace’s guard has been temporarily doubled until we can be certain. Some of the Crystal Empire’s Elite are even being stationed in Canterlot for the time being, they should arrive sometime later today,” the speaker took a deep breath as he met the eyes of the pony who had asked the question. Her steeled expression made it difficult to look her straight in the face. She was one of the Silver Spades, this was not uncommon, many of the Ponies here at this meeting today were of the organisation, they worked closely with The Circle. But she was of the Crimson Rose, a legion within the Silver Spades dedicated to the art of interrogation and inquisition. Keeping one’s composure while answering a direct question from one such as her took courage, experience, or a great deal of foolhardiness. Grey Ties dug deep into his experience on this occasion. He had dealt with members of the Crimson Rose in the past, but he had never gotten used to their hollow stare.
The Crimson Rose member nodded slowly, and took a step back, never letting her eyes wander from Grey Ties. Were one less experienced in dealing with members of the Crimson Rose, they might think this to be due to a lack of trust, or perhaps a passing of judgment, but those who knew of their order were almost certainly aware of the rituals that initiates had to go through. Many of the muscles in their face are removed, or simply damaged beyond the point of repair, so as to render them incapable of giving away their intent or showing any hint of emotion. To not fear interrogation from the Crimson Rose was considered foolish by many in The Circle.
After a few moments of silence, Grey Ties looked up once more. “We shall take a short recess, gather our thoughts, and reconvene in an hour. Certain things must be attended to before long. Silver Shield, with me please, I would like to speak to you privately before you relay your message to Hellion Legion,” Grey Ties cleared his throat, the magic dissipating from his horn and neck.
The crowd began to disperse, making their way back into the halls and tunnels of Crown Peak. Entirely underground, not a bit of sunlight made its way this deep into the earth. The walls were lined with torches, enchanted to burn far longer than their mundane counterparts normally could.
Ponies walked the halls, many in small groups. Conversations about the meeting could be heard echoing everywhere. It had been a long time since Crown Peak had been the centre of such activity or excitement.
Grey Ties began to make his way from the conference chamber to his personal quarters. Silver Shield quickly walked over to his side, trotting alongside the older Unicorn, awaiting his instructions.
“Why did you want to see me? Is it about the message? Are there extra details that I should include?” Silver Shield nervously stumbled over his words as he tried to make himself useful.
“Nothing like that actually, I simply wanted to talk. It has little to do with the meeting,” Grey Ties shot a small, sideways grin towards Silver Shield, he admired Shield’s willingness to be helpful, but his awkwardness had always amused him.
“Ah… so, um, sorry about that back at the meeting,” Silver Shield looked bashfully at the ground, his pace slowing a bit.
“Sorry for what exactly?” Grey Ties asked curiously. He wasn’t exactly concerned, Shield had always been incredibly self-conscious.
“The suggestion. I mean, you would have recommended a message be sent regardless. It was obvious. My apologies,” Silver Shield said in an embarrassed tone.
“I did say all ideas were welcome, didn’t I? You spoke your mind, something I wish many members of The Circle would do more often. Too much secrecy, sometimes it feels like a cult instead of a real organisation. I appreciate anyone’s ability to be sincere,” Grey Ties gave the younger Unicorn a warm smile, lifting a hoof and giving him a sharp pat on the back. Shield grunted a little, not expecting the force that accompanied it.
“After this has all blown over, I want to take you on as my apprentice. I’ve talked it over with several of the higher ranked officers of the Opal Legion, and they’re willing to let you stay on, freeze your rank, and let you continue your duties in a limited fashion until the apprenticeship is concluded. If you are interested of course,” Grey Ties uttered the last few words with a hint of sarcasm, his friendly grin reappearing.
Silver Shield stopped, his expression completely blank. A smile began to spread across his face as his legs started to tremble.
Sensing an excited outburst, Grey Ties quickly put his hoof on Shield’s shoulder, patting it briskly. “I thought that would probably be your response,” he chuckled.
Grey Ties had been friends with Shield since his inauguration into the Silver Spades. Some outsiders might have seen their rapport as more of a surrogate father and son relationship, Ties saw it more as an uncle and nephew, or grandfather and grandson sort of connection. Silver Shield had few close friends, and those he had were of The Circle, rather than of the Silver Spades. Grey Ties had acted not only as his unofficial mentor for many years, but also made time to eat with him in the cafeteria, and spent some of his off-time studying alongside him. He even had Silver Shield accompany him on trips regarding official business on occasion, believing that seeing the world would be good for somepony his age.
“You really- I mean, you actually want to me be-” Silver Shield stumbled a bit, catching himself before falling. Nervously correcting his cloak, he shuffled a bit before continuing, “Are you sure you want to do this? I mean, I’m not even of The Circle. The complications, the paperwork… are you sure you wouldn’t be happier taking on a student from Celestia’s School for Gifted Unicorns? I’m sure that they would be better suited than I would.”
Grey Ties shook his head. “I’m sure. We’ve been friends ever since you were brought into the Silver Spades, and you’ve had close relations with The Circle for just as long. I’m interested in energy, and in willingness, not in skill or experience, that would defeat the purpose of an apprenticeship.”
Silver Shield pulled his head back, a confused look spreading across his face. “Freezing my rank, but an apprenticeship would mean… you want me…” surprise and disbelief seemed to take him over. “But that would mean I would eventually replace you!? But, I thought a tutorship or something like that-”
Grey Ties stilled him once more with a hoof. “Yes, an apprenticeship. It would mean that, so long as you display the ability to handle the job, you would eventually replace me as Grand Court Arcanist. You’ve shown a lot of magical potential ever since you joined the Silver Spades, and I believe that with proper tutelage, and experience, you could do just as well as I, maybe even bring a different perspective to the table. The fact is, I believe in your potential, and so did the Spades I spoke with who granted you tentative permission to make this decision, were you so inclined. In the end, it’s up to you, no one can make this decision for you.”
Silver Shield wiped the smile from his face, straightening his hood for the umpteenth time. “I accept.”
Grey Ties chuckled. “This is something you can, and indeed should give some thought to before deciding. Your role in the Spades is not only important, but you have worn it proudly for several years, you could move up the ranks and forward your career if you played your cards right. If you choose an apprenticeship over that, just keep in mind that I will expect great things of you. I will ask you to respect the role that you would be training for dutifully, perhaps even above that of the Silver Spade’s, The Circle would be your home. The freeze in your rank would be there so that if you changed your mind, you would have somewhere to return to. You would lose your position in the Silver Spades, were you to officially take on the role of Grand Court Arcanist.”
“I understand.” Silver Shield lowered his head, more out of respect than anything. He had no idea Grey Ties had even considered him worthy of such an important post, even if it was just hypothetical at this point. It was an honour to be considered for his position.
Grey Ties threw his head back, letting out a hearty laugh. Silver Shield stumbled back a bit in surprise.
“You’ll do fine. Try not to take everything so seriously, except for your duties perhaps,” Grey Ties gave Shield one final pat on the shoulder, and started to make his way to his quarters.
Silver Shield looked after him, barely able to contain his excitement. He had been selected, out of everyone, against all odds. His legs continued to tremble uncontrollably, though he had hid it well before, emotion was beginning to overwhelm him. A tear started to form in his eye, which he quickly blinked away. After taking a moment to regain his composure, he happily began skipping down the hall. With a light heart, he made his way back to his quarters.
Grey Ties had made this walk many times. Familiar cracks and clumps of moss clung to the cobbled stone walls. His hooves softly clacked as he walked down the dark and clammy hallways. But something was different this time, and he felt it. His old bones seemed to protest as he moved. His gait slowed, an odd and unexpected feeling of dread started to fill Ties. He glanced around nervously, then over his shoulder. He wasn’t being followed, but he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was being watched. A deep, yet quiet rumbling could be heard directly ahead of him. Ties squinted to see down the dark hallway, then realized the torches were no more.
The inky darkness rolled over Ties, torch after torch was extinguished, as if a tidal wave was washing down the hall. Ties was almost completely eclipsed by the unnatural blackness. He braced himself, his horn glowing, a small orb of light shot out from the tip, sticking to the ceiling. The orb began to grow, its radiance increasing by the second. The hall began to flood with light. Small black tendrils started to work their way across the surface of the orb, obscuring its halo with each passing moment, until finally, the hall was dark once more.
Ties grunted, stomping a hoof firmly on the ground. He wasn’t sure what was going on, but it wasn’t good. While the magic he had cast was but a simple light spell, he had enhanced it several times over. Whatever had countered the spell had to be powerful.
The hall beyond Ties was now nothing but a dark hole, enveloping and destroying all light that entered it. Ties concentrated, his eyes closed, his horn glowing. A strong magic field began to emanate from his body. His half of the hallway began to fill with a weak light, just enough to see. The hall in front of him continued to consume any light that entered it. Light visibly spiralled into its centre, disappearing into the whirlpool of nothingness.
Suddenly, a small purple ring appeared in the dark before Ties. Its shape unsure, twisting and mutating constantly, eventually settling back on a circular form. Then another appeared, exactly the same size. It moved in concert with the other, each rising up in the dark. They swivelled, the purple pulling back and disappearing to reveal two bright white spheres, eyes like a snake’s. A thin line broke underneath the pair, cracking open to expose what appeared to be a mouth, twisted in a maniacal grin. Sharp teeth, like fangs, jut out from its maw. Two objects began to form in front of the gigantic incorporeal face, swirling black clouds of energy coalescing into spheres. Sharp protrusions began to force their way out, twitching and trembling as they formed what appeared to be rudimentary fingers, though sharp and pointy, they seemed more as claws in the light’s inky conditions. The face tilted downwards, facing Ties, the hands balling into fists. A hand came smashing down into the ground, clawing and grasping at the cobbles directly in front of the entity. The other slammed into the wall, sending bits of stone and clumps of moss falling to the ground.
The gigantic floating hands flexed their digits, as if still not accustomed to their form. But the face showed no signs of distress or alarm. It continued to smile like it had made some sort of point with its show of physical prowess.
“Son of Starswirl? No, far too young, but still old. Grandson perhaps?” The grim visage smirking as it spoke. It’s mouth moving in an unnaturally smooth cadence.
Ties frowned, narrowing his eyes at the invader. He opened his mouth, about to speak, but bit his tongue and kept quiet, awaiting the entity’s next action.
“No? You are of his blood, if I can not have decent retribution against him directly, then it is his bloodline that will suffer. You are the only one I could find. What do you have to say for yourself?” The being brought its features closer, giving Ties a contemplative look.
Ties looked up, meeting its eyes directly with his. Ties’ horn began to glow, rapidly increasing to a blinding level. He held it there, the light, atop his head. “I am Grey Ties, of The Circle, Grand Court Arcanist, Great Grandson of Starswirl the Bearded. What purpose do you have coming here, and what do you want of me?”
With a start, the face pulled back, its smile broadening to an almost comedic extent, its hands still flexing their fingers. “I am here for you, currently. I may or may not have a chip on my shoulder regarding your ‘Circle’, though that greatly depends on how you answer my next question: How do you feel about dying?”
Grey Ties reared up, his front hooves kicking at the air. The light at his horn began to rise up, drifting towards the face. The entity’s eyes followed it, appearing almost amused by its presence. With a crack, the ball of light exploded, a huge dome of golden energy engulfing the hall, pushing the darkness back almost completely. The entity shielded itself with its hands, attempting to hold back the oncoming magical assault. Strands of light arced over the darkness’s form, streaming uselessly back down the hallway. The grin never leaving the dark creature’s expression.
The ghostly hands began to tear at the air, cleaving chunks from the arcane dome, grasping towards Ties in an attempt to rend and maim. Ties jumped back, his horn starting to glow once more. The now damaged dome began to reshape itself, forming a glowing wall between him, and the intruder. The hands continued to tear at the forcefield. Where the wall began to breach, new energy fused with it, patching it before a large enough gap could be formed. Ties struggled to produce the magical energies required, he knew that he couldn’t hold the enemy for long before his magical reserves were drained.
A series of glowing symbols began to develop around one of Ties’ rear hooves, spinning around the base of his leg. Ties stomped down hard, releasing the luminous writing into the ground. A bright line formed on the floor, snaking its way up onto the wall. It shot off down the hallway, turning and twisting, following the corridors back the way Ties had come.
Several Circle members sat in a partially-lit hall, speaking of the recent meeting, and what was to come of it, when suddenly, a bright line shot by, snaking its way across the stone walls, illuminating the Ponies in full. The line changed colour, from a bright golden-yellow to a deep pulsating red. The Ponies’ eyes widened, the signal had been sent: there was an intruder in Crown Peak. Quickly they gathered themselves, running down twisting hallways, kicking off walls around turns to keep speed. They flew by at an incredible pace. The Pony in the lead, Blood Hide, was an unusually large specimen, a dark red Earth Pony, his shoulders almost half as broad as the hall was wide. The ground shook as he ran flat-out, his companions struggling to keep up, their horns glowing, large animated weapons began to form above their heads, of one an axe, and the other a longsword, glowing bright shades of blue and green, partially transparent. The Earth Pony in front rounded a corner, stopping upon witnessing the sight before him.
Ties continued to hold his own, patching the wall of energy at an incredible rate. The entity continued to thrash, destroying enormous sections of the shield at a time, tossing the remains behind him, where they quickly dissolved into nothingness.
The Earth Pony shifted to the side, his companions sliding to a stop next to him, their weapons held high.
“What is that thing!?” One of the Unicorns shouted, shooting a glance towards Grey Ties.
“An abomination, something not of this world. I’m trying to hold it back, one of you go alert the rest of Crown Peak, initiate an evacuation immediately,” Grey Ties struggled to get the words out as he exerted himself. A bright halo of light was now visible around the peak of his horn, slowly growing in size, it swirled in an uneven current, occasionally losing its shape as Ties strained.
“Go warn the others. Pearl, like the wind!” The red Earth pony shouted back at one of the Unicorns. She nodded, her blue mane tied up in a tight bun under her hood, white coat reflecting the bright golden glow from the magical barrier before them. She turned and ran, her horn glowing a bright blue colour. The magical longsword that had once levitated above her quickly dissipated, and her feet began to glimmer. Sparks flew from her hooves as she ran, her magic accelerating her travel.
The Earth Pony stood stoically beside Grey Ties, staring down the monstrosity that now threatened his home. A frown took shape, his brows deeply furrowed. He reached up to his back with a hoof, sliding it underneath his cloak. Ripping his tunic aside, he drew forth an enormous steel war axe, decorated with intricate runes and script. The head of the axe fell to the ground, splitting the comparatively weak stone easily. He wrapped his leg around the shaft of the weapon, heaving it up, resting the axe blade on his shoulder. He looked on with confidence, standing ready to strike.
The Unicorn that stood beside them continued to hold the weapon construct above his head, it shimmered an unearthly green and floated alongside him in perfect synchronicity. The Unicorn that held it aloft was of average build, sporting a brown cloak with green patches, the brown matched his fur, creating an odd effect as he walked down the hall, as flesh, fur and fabric reflected the strange magical light. Though his axe was much smaller than the metal one the Red Pony wielded, it resembled a large hatchet, a smaller axe head making it appear far more light and quick. As the Unicorn’s horn began to glow more intensely, the hatchet started to swing mercurially about him. He spun and twirled it through the air, making a show of it as he approached the wall of energy. The dark, living mass flailing just on the other side, taking huge pieces of the barrier down with each slash and strike. The Unicorn stopped just short of the arcane blockade, waiting for a moment to present itself.
Just as a piece broke free from the centre of the wall, torn out and flung aside by one of the entity’s large hands, the brown Unicorn brought his head up, then lurched forward, the axe following suit. It was flung forwards, arcing perfectly through the air, spinning at incredible speeds. The bladed blur flew through the gap, striking the dark visage on the other side. The entity pulled back for a moment, groping at its own face, taking hold of the hatchet and ripping it free. It hurled the weapon directly back at the shield, but it quickly dissipated, the Unicorn’s horn stopped glowing, he wasn’t about to let the demon use his own weapon against them.
The red pony took several steps forward, balancing the axe carefully on his broad shoulder, he gripped it as he sized up his foe. Walking straight up to the barrier, he stopped, waiting calmly, his face mere inches away from the thrashing claws of the enemy.
“I can’t hold it for much longer without completely draining myself,” Ties shouted over the deafening sound of claw on shield.
“We’re just delaying the inevitable. Drop the shield, I’m ready,” the red pony said confidently, looking back at Ties. He let a small grin show as he assured the wizard, some of it genuine, and some of it show.
Like the sound of an impossibly gigantic bubble bursting, the warped noise echoed hard down the hall. A moment of silence fell over the small band of ponies, as tiny yellow shards of energy sprinkled to the ground, dissipating on impact with a light jingle, leaving nothing behind but a brief sparkling mist.
The dark mass started to rise even higher, its maniacal smile returning to its abominable face. Its claws drifted down, only a foot above the stone floor, clenched tightly into giant fists.
Then the silence was broken, the fists shot down the hall, one headed directly at the red pony in the lead, and the other flying towards Grey Ties. With a sharp series of movements, the red pony heaved the axe downwards, dropping it directly on top of one of the hands with a loud thud. In another quick gesture, he lifted the axe skyward, heaving it sideways, bringing the hand with it, and hurled it at the other fist. It impacted, smashing both hands and the weapon into the wall, embedding all three objects in the cobblestone.
The red pony allowed his grin to return, only for it to melt away as the wall exploded outwards, showering all three ponies with dust and rocks. Both fists hovered over them, the axe sent clattering to the ground uselessly.
“Impossible… even an incorporeal beast should be damaged by a runic blade,” the red pony said, seemingly baffled.
“An impossible creature, the only way to defeat it will be through impossible means. Whether or not we have these means at our disposal, remains to be seen,” Ties said, the unusual calm about his voice betraying his expression.
The brown Unicorn began to grow nervous, noticeably fidgeting, re-materializing his ethereal hatchet. Taking a few steps back, he flaunted the weapon, cautiously staring down the hall. Both of the entity’s hands clasped together, swinging jointly at the group in a giant haymaker swing. The red pony stomped on the handle of his axe laying in front of him, knocking it smartly into the air, the fists impacted it straight on, deflecting them once more into the wall. The counter had bought a few seconds for the ponies.
Ties stepped forward, his horn glowing brighter than it had yet. Magical energies started to pool around him in an almost blinding spectacle, white and yellow sparks ricocheted off the walls and floor as ambient magic welled up inside him. His eyes flew open, pupils and iris replaced with pure white light, he levitated off the ground a few inches as the light from his body crawled up to his horn, pooling in a great rippling mass of pure arcane energies. Ties began to shout, his voice crackling as it reached an unbearable decibel level. He levelled his horn at the entity, lining up the shot. His expression was one of desperation. If this spell didn’t work, he wasn’t sure what would. This was not only his, but their last chance. If the evacuation wasn’t going as well as he hoped it was, then a lot more lives were going to be lost that night.
Banishing all distracting thoughts, Ties focused, the light visibly shrunk for a brief moment, forming a tiny orb floating mere inches in front of him. Suddenly, the orb expanded into a beam the same diameter as the hallway, violently streaming into the darkness ahead of them, and striking the dark creature in its totality. It brought its hands back up to its face in an attempt to block or deflect the attack, but the beam completely eclipsed it. All that could be seen of the intruder as the beam continued to fire was a dark outline, which seemed to be rapidly fading the longer the attack persisted.
After what seemed like an eternity, the beam fizzled out, all that remained were a few errant bolts of magic arcing from floor to ceiling, and from wall to wall. The dark shape of the invader remained, motionless for the time being, its hands frozen in the air in their defensive pose. The creature’s face either gone, or turned down so far as to render it unseen. With a crackling sound, the hands began to move, the face turning back to the ponies, a look of triumph brazenly displayed. The entity’s form was somewhat thinner than it had been before, but quickly started to regain its original inky black bulk. Darkness once more eclipsed the ambient light in the tight corridor, the dark mass growing to fill it.
Ties took several steps back, looking over his shoulder at the two ponies who still stood with him against this ostensibly invincible foe. While visibly unshaken, he was becoming more and more sure as time passed that this was to be a fight they had no chance at winning. Possible strategies and atypical tactics ran through his head, as he wracked his brain for a solution, for anything he could use.
“I rather like a particular idiom in your culture that I came across while readjusting, ‘revenge is sweet’, isn’t it just?” The dark maw uttered as it drew close to Ties. “But that’s not why I’m here, just thought it would be a good place to start, you know?” The dark visage drew back slightly as if contemplating something.
“I don’t care why you’re here, you do not belong in the realm of the living or the dead. You are something else entirely. What do you want? Not of me, I know you want me dead. But what of this world? What is it that you seek?” Ties asked, desperation clinging to his voice, even as he tried to hide it.
“I want to be perfect, your world is the first step towards this ambition, my inevitability! Your form is weak, I learned this when I was defeated by the Old Man… though there was another… Perhaps more than one pony will deserve a visit from me today. Enough of this, let’s wrap this up, what say you?”
Ties stood in stunned silence. How had he not seen it? This monstrosity, this being, this Entity was the very creature that his Great Grandfather had fought and defeated aeons ago. The very darkness that he had warned his son of, then to his son, then he to Grey Ties. The end of this era was coming, and there was nothing Ties could hope to do about it.
Silver Shield suddenly darted around the corner, coming to a stop, having found the course of the emergency signal. The glowing, arcane line had led him to this, a sight that left him stunned. His jaw fell open, unsure of what to say or do. He tried to call out to Ties, but a mere croak was all that escaped his throat, now dry with panic.
Ties’ brow furrowed, his teeth grit, anger and determination shown in his eyes. He flipped around, his gaze fixed solidly on Blood Hide. “Go, tell Equestria to prepare. This darkness must be met with the will of our kingdom, of all kingdoms. Tell Celestia, tell Luna, tell the world to ready itself. Run, get everyone out that you can, but especially Silver Shield, Grand Master Arcanist. Your duties must be met in the realm of the living,” Ties shot him a weak, knowing smile. He would die here this day, this hour, he accepted it in that moment.
“RUN!” Ties shouted. Silver Shield’s feet remained still, he couldn’t bring himself to move. Ties was at peace, but Silver couldn’t bring himself to accept it. His eyes stayed glued to him as he stood, locked in silent, motionless mortal combat with something no one could have predicted, and that no one understood. A hoof rested upon his chest, then another on his stomach, and Silver could feel himself being lifted off the ground. Blood Hide slung him over his massive shoulders next to his axe, swinging around and galloping away down the hall, towards safety. Silver wanted to yell, to scream out to his mentor. He was all he had, he was family as far as Silver was concerned. The idea of losing him was like losing everything. All he could do was watch, tears streaming down his face and onto Blood Hide’s back.
“Your friends have left you, as life soon will. You can not hope to kill me, there is no pony in Equestria that could. If your Starswirl were still alive, then maybe… A moot point, though. Not even one of his kin would be enough. No pony can kill me.” The Entity smiled, a grim smirk.
“You’re right, I can’t kill you. But caution: fate has a funny way of turning your own words against you. My Great Grandfather was no fool, his word will carry this world, my world, to victory. So come back again if you dare, but be warned that we will not go gently.” Grey Ties stood firm, his trust placed firmly in his ancestors, his faith in Equestria solidified. He would go out in triumph, in genuine belief that his death, his life, would not be in vain.
“We? There will be no we, shortly, you will be dead, and many will follow soon thereafter. I will not be defeated, I see my victory clearly. Don’t you understand? Time doesn’t matter, it does not affect my mind as it does yours! I have seen my victory already! My conquest of this world and the rest is already assured! It is already done!” The hall flooded with the strongest darkness yet. The Entity’s voice sent powerful shockwaves through the peak, old stones falling from the ceiling and walls, the structural integrity of the keep tested in one quick moment.
“Time has always been your greatest shortcoming.” Ties leant forward, his entire body glowing. Swathes of energy moving in waves to the tip of his horn, coalescing into a single speck, almost invisible. The sound of the gathering magic was thunderous, almost deafening, building to a climax, when suddenly, it stopped. The small sphere slowly, and silently drifted forward, stopping between Ties and the darkness. The light reflected in the sphere began to spin, being drawn into its centre. The air shook around it, distorting everything. Stone began to disintegrate, mere sand by the time it reached the singularity. In that final moment, Grey Ties smiled, looking the Entity directly in its murky eyes, and he saw fear, and he was happy.
A great dome of sheer nothingness expanded over the peak in an instant, enveloping everything. The sound a deafening roar of unbelievable volume. The ground shook, sand lifting into the air and rock splitting open. Ponies fleeing the site looked back in horror as the grounds were devoured. Time and space had been violated, violently. The great dome drew back, shrinking into obscurity, only a moment later to explode back out, into even greater size and magnitude. The force sent ponies flying, desperately trying to shield themselves with magic, weapons, shields, rocky outcroppings, each other, anything they could put between themselves and the explosion.
Blood Hide threw Silver to the ground, stepping between him and the shockwave. He planted his weapon into the ground, holding it upright with all his might, its runes glowing fiercely as the invisible force warped space around it. Try as he might, his strength was starting to fail him. Ponies all around him were driven to the ground, up into the air, and into the distance. Blood Hide was determined not to let the same fate befall his charge.
Slowly, the dome of pure force began to lessen, retiring to a mere wind, and then to nothing. The unconscious bodies of hundreds of Ponies lay around him, hundreds more still standing, some, as much as he hoped otherwise, surely dead. He ripped his weapon from the sand, letting it fall back to the ground with a dull thump. He fell, exhausted, looking sideways to his companion. Silver lay still, almost oblivious to the chaos that had surrounded him but a moment ago. Tears still fell from his unblinking eyes as he struggled to remain conscious.
A long journey awaited them, Blood Ties thought to himself, trying to think of anything but what had just happened to his home, to his friends, to his life. He stood, slowly, stepping over a small pile of rubble. He nudged Silver, managing just barely to get him to his feet. A moment was spent in silence, Silver wiped the tears from his eyes, staring at the ground in front of him. Without as much as looking back, he took the first step, and Blood Hide followed.
Many hours, and many miles later, the grand doors of Celestia’s hall burst open, two bedraggled ponies stumbling in. Silver Shield’s cloaks in tatters, Blood Hide’s straps and belts hanging loosely around his chest, his weapon drooping to the side. Sweat streamed down their faces as Silver looked up at the Princess, struggling through ragged breaths to get the words out, “prepare… prepare all of Equestria. Crown Peak is lost.”
Celestia’s quill fell, the magic field holding it aloft dispelled by surprise, as it dropped silently to the floor.
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Chapter One

The black ballpoint pen softly clattered to the floor. With a sigh, Nathan leant over his desk, grasping down just short of the utensil. He frowned down at the pen as if his disappointment with how the laws of physics had just played out would somehow convince it to rescind its decision. The pen remained still, however, refusing to perform the miracle Nathan somehow hoped would occur. With a sigh, he stood up from his chair, leaning around the desk, scooping the pen up and setting it down forcefully back in its previous location. Then, with a huff, Nathan sat back down, straightening out his papers, aligning them to his liking before continuing.
As he reached for his now reacquired writing instrument, a soft buzzing sound echoed from his jeans’ pocket. His head drifted down to the desk with an audible thump, making no attempts to hide his chagrin from the rest of the empty room. Without lifting his head, he reached for his cell phone, pulling it out and swiping the answer call button using sheer muscle memory. “Hello?” He said, muffled by the desktop.
“It’s Ian, we need to talk.” The voice on the other end of the phone was stern but concerned. Nathan shifted in his seat, lifting his head slowly, a slightly dazed look still lingered in his eyes. “Right, right. I know, I’m working on it now. I’m motivated, you don’t need to worry about me,” Nathan answered quickly, and groggily.
“You don’t sound it, but if you say so. I’d still like to talk, it’s been a while. We haven’t really spoken since you left the car place-” Ian’s voice was cut abruptly short by Nathan’s exasperated sighing.
“I’ll talk to him, alright? I’ve gotta go back there to get my computer anyway, school is hard enough without it,” Nathan propped his head up with his knuckle, resting his elbow down on the desk. The look on his face one of lazy desperation, like he wanted nothing more than to get off the phone that instant, but didn’t have the energy to say or actively do anything about it.
“That’s good. I hope you two can talk when you do. He’s taken it all rather hard, maybe not personally, but hard. I’m thinking about filling in for you while he finds someone new,” Ian’s voice trailed off.
“No, don’t do that,” Nathan massaged the bridge of his nose, “I’ll… I’ll offer to fill in ‘till he can find someone else. Look, I left because I wanted to focus on school, you’re in the same boat. You would just be put in the same position I was, it wouldn’t make any sense.”
“I’m more than capable of doing both,” Ian stopped himself, realizing what he had implied. “Sorry, I didn’t mean that you aren’t. I know that your plate is full, I’m just trying to help.”
“I know, and I appreciate it, but it’s fine. I’ll figure it out.”
“I’m happy to hear that. If you need anything just send me a text,” Ian responded.
“Will do. Talk to you later,” Nathan tapped the sleep button on his phone, laying it on his desk next to a rather lengthy college essay stacked neatly in its centre. Nathan eyed the heap of paper wearily for a moment, before getting up from his seat and stretching, letting out an exaggerated yawn. He trudged over to the counter, treading over some dirty clothes and other miscellaneous clutter strewn across his small apartment floor, grabbing his keys before making for the door.
Stepping outside, and breathing in a great deal of cool autumn air, Nathan made his way down the street towards the local auto shop he had previously, and recently, been employed at. His friend, Joseph, had started it up only several months ago, buying the garage and single-handedly cleaning it up, making it ready for business. Quickly realizing he needed more able bodies, he began reaching out to his friends for help at the shop, and Nathan just happened to be decent with computers. Nathan needed money, so he accepted, and began helping with anything and everything PC related, helping with their new website, with e-mails, with balancing the business's bank account, and so on. Being a brand new, practically nameless body shop meant that the pay was ‘whatever Joseph could afford at the time’, which usually meant below minimum wage. This was fine, for a while, until Nathan’s time started becoming more and more valuable, and scarce.
Nathan’s friend, Ian, had begun attending college, a good one at that, and had recommended it to Nathan, offering to put in a good word with the board, which would no doubt carry some weight. Ian being as intelligent as he was, was already acing things at an incredible rate and was on his way to impressing some rather important people. The school was fairly prestigious, making Nathan doubt his chances of getting in, but he simultaneously wanted desperately to go somewhere, anywhere. He was tired of life as it was, ‘a change is as good as a rest’ he was always told, and this sounded as good a way as any to find his calling.
Nathan was athletic, smart, liked to think of himself as good-looking, though he internally questioned this from time to time, but most of all, he was restless. Nathan had taken the job at the auto shop for these exact reasons, but this just hadn’t been enough to cure it. His appetite for change had become a voracious one. He still couldn’t shake the guilt of leaving Joseph high and dry like he did though.
Joseph had not had an easy time growing up. His parents had been verbally abusive practically his whole life. The moment he turned eighteen they kicked him out the door, and he had to bunk with friends for a few months to get things straightened out. Taking a job at a nearby car repair shop, he quickly learned the skillset he then later applied to the new shop he had started.
Nathan rubbed the back of his head, quietly thinking to himself. He didn’t mean anything by it, by leaving, he was just tired of waiting for something to happen. He wanted to happen to life, not the other way around, it was time to take action, and so he had. It may have been a bit rash, “but Joseph is a smart guy, he’ll survive, right?” Nathan thought to himself.
Nathan stopped just in front of the auto shop, nervously tapping his toe to the ground. After a moment, poising himself, he pushed open the door, strolling casually into the lobby.
“Hi, do you have an appointme-” a young man, no older than Nathan stood up from behind the counter, a large wad of cables in one hand, and a soldering iron in the other. The smell of smouldering plastic and melted metal was pungent. Joseph, or “Joe” as Nathan knew him, gave Nathan a strange look, as if half happy to see him, and half wanting to throttle him.
“Hey,” Joseph bent back down, setting the clutter down on the floor before standing back up. Brushing some bits of plastic off his oil-stained t-shirt, he stepped around the counter and began making his way into the garage. Nathan quickly followed, trying to think of something to say that wasn’t “oh hey, sorry about leaving right after you set off on your own to start a business when you probably needed me most! Won’t happen again, I promise!” Nathan glared angrily up at the ceiling, upset with his conscience, and simultaneously trying to muzzle his inner monologue.
“Hey, I’m just here to pick up my laptop, I won’t be in your way for long,” Nathan stopped just short of slapping himself, somehow he had managed to come off as even more heartless than his previous actions had made him out to be.
“It’s under the front counter, along with the register, since I won’t be needing one of those anymore,” Joseph’s footsteps were becoming louder, his movements quick and with purpose. Nathan could read his temper fairly easily at this point.
“I also wanted to say that I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have jumped ship like that, if Ian hadn’t- wait, won’t be needing a register?” Nathan was taken aback only for a moment, before realizing what was going on.
“Oh no no no… he was closing shop, all because you couldn’t just help a friend out, way to go,”Nathan thought as he began to sweat. A variety of other disparaging thoughts ran through Nathan’s head before Joseph replied.
“Closing shop. Going to start job hunting tomorrow.”
Nathan started to panic inwardly.
Joseph wasn’t even nineteen yet and he had started his own business, hired his own workers. Sure, he hadn’t been making a fortune off of it all, but still, it was more than Nathan could say about himself.
“If you still need a tech guy, I can stay on. I shouldn’t have left on such short notice to begin with, it’s my fault,” Nathan offered.
“Juan and Bill left last night. I can’t do everything myself, and I can’t afford this garage with what I’m making right now. I have to eat, and I need money to do that,” Joseph replied bitterly. He continued to avoid making eye contact with Nathan, moving parts and tools around, and stacking some oil stained cardboard boxes.
“Oh, I didn’t know that… still, sorry, I shouldn’t have bailed on you,” Nathan rubbed his arm sheepishly, wanting nothing more at that very moment than to grab his laptop and go home.
“Don’t worry about it,” Joseph said, so quickly he almost cut Nathan off. “I’ll just pack up and see if Mr Hainz will take me back at his shop.”
Nathan felt a bit of relief, he wasn’t going to be the cause of Joseph’s homelessness, or worse. Nathan afforded himself a weak smile, still feeling immensely awkward. Joseph looked back for the first time since Nathan had walked in, giving him a blank stare for a second, before going back to his busywork. The moment he looked away, Nathan let the smile disappear, slowly turning to go and fetch his laptop. Nathan hoped Joseph was busy enough to let that be the end of it.
Nathan pushed the door back into the lobby, which, strangely, didn’t budge. Nathan did everything but slam headfirst into the painted metal, staggering back several steps. He spun on his heel, looking back to see if Joseph had noticed, trying to play it off as if nothing happened. Joseph appeared focused on trying to fit a particularly large piece of equipment into a box, not noticing the incident.
Nathan turned back to the door, frowning. He pushed again, but the door didn’t give. He pushed it harder, still nothing. Stroking his chin, Nathan looked around to see if Joseph had left the keys nearby. He stopped, hands just short of the handle to try again, as he realized that this door had no lock. Only the garage doors and the front entrance had locks. “Silly me,” Nathan thought, letting out a weak, raspy chuckle, before shouldering the door firmly. The door seemed to move about the same amount it had before: not at all.
Starting to become annoyed, and a bit perplexed, Nathan turned back to Joseph, “hey, this door is stuck, could you give me a hand?” Nathan raised his voice, trying to be heard over the clanking and clattering of spare engine parts.
“I’ll check it later, just open the garage door and go back in the front,” Joseph said with little more than a murmur.
“Right,” Nathan walked over to the door controls, hitting one of the pushbuttons. Upon seeing no response, he pressed it again, then again. The doors remained resolutely shut, Nathan frowned in response. Deciding to attempt a more manual approach, he moved over to the left door, grabbing the handle at the bottom and lifting. He strained against the weight of it for a few seconds, before stepping back. His confusion was starting to turn into concern.
“Uh, these won’t open either,” Nathan said, glancing back at Joseph anxiously.
Joseph stood up, making his way over to the door controls. The buttons were still unresponsive. With a hard and final press, Joseph threw the wrench he had been carrying to the ground, stomping over to the garage door itself, and giving it a good kick. He then leant down, pulling upwards, struggling to make it budge even a little. Nothing happened.
A quiet whirring sound began to resonate in the concrete workspace, Nathan sighed with relief. Stepping back, both he and Joseph waited patiently for the doors to slide open, still uneventfully. The noise grew louder, emanating from the centre of the room. They both turned, facing the source of the noise, seemingly coming from nowhere. A series of sparks began to violently explode from the air in front of them, the walls and floor glowing a powerful white. The sound had reached a cacophonous pitch.
Joseph grasped out towards a nearby workbench, pushing it over onto its side. Nathan joined him in hiding behind the newly formed cover, cautiously watching the arcing lightning reach out towards anything metal.
Electricity visibly crawled across the cement, shooting out in random directions, occasionally enveloping a stray tool or part. The sound changed pitch as the miniature lightning storm grew, transitioning from a hum to a deep rumbling. It continued on for another few seconds, then, it stopped. Suddenly and abruptly, the sounds, the sparks, the glow, all vanished, leaving Nathan and Joseph unharmed, but completely stunned. They exchanged a slow, extremely concerned glance as they cautiously stood back up, both garage doors clunking open behind them as if nothing had happened. The familiar street outside would have been a welcome sight, were they not in a state of shock.
“What… was that?” Nathan asked quietly, not entirely sure why he was whispering.
Joseph opened his mouth to reply but found himself unable to think of a reasonable answer to the question. He simply shook his head.
A muffled buzz broke the silence, Nathan quickly reached for his phone, fumbling it out of his pocket and putting it up to his ear, “h- hello?”
“Did you hear that?” Ian’s voice asked, his voice loud enough to be heard by Joseph.
“You’re going to have to be more specific,” Nathan asked, a bit sarcastically. He stepped forward slowly out of the now open garage door, his jaw dropping as he looked up into the sky.
The bright blue dotted with the occasional wisp of a cloud was now gone, replaced with a bright, vivid orange, violent in contrast. The crisp autumn air now stood still, an eery quiet where the normal sounds of city life usually droned on. Nathan could feel a strange electricity in the air around him, the loose bits of his shirt reaching for nearby objects in a desperate static cling.
“Ian. Look up,” Nathan said blankly. A moment passed before a muffled sound of surprise came through.
“Is… That’s not the sun setting, is it?” Ian sputtered, obviously taken aback.
Nathan held the phone out for a moment, before quickly returning it to his ear, “it’s 3:14.”
*                                    *                                    *                                    *                                    *

The air in Celestia’s palace was tense. Silver Shield sat beside a tired, bored, and slightly frustrated Blood Hide. Silver opened his mouth occasionally, attempting to break the silence with conversation, but try as he might, he couldn’t force himself to speak. Recent events had left him speechless, and unable to process everything properly. The initial shock was gone, but the long-lasting sting of loss was not.
Blood Hide glanced over, Silver’s eyes had glazed over, his mouth still slightly ajar. Hide’s hoof came to rest on his shoulder, with a gentle pat, he tried to muster a smile, as odd as it looked with his usual stoic nature. Silver’s heart lifted ever so slightly, shaking him out of his stupor. Silver gave a weak smile in response, immediately draining him of all his energy, and returning him to a near catatonic state.
It had been two days since the incident at Crown Peak, and the death of Silver Shield’s closest friend. The Circle had barely any time to regroup before Celestia had them working overtime trying to uncover the details of the ancient sanctuary’s destruction and the potential side effects.
Two guards stood attentively at their post in front of Celestia’s throne room, its doors shut tight. Celestia and Luna had been in near constant talks and meetings for the past forty-eight hours, there were many important matters to discuss after such a devastating event. And after hours upon hours of waiting, Silver Shield was finally going to be called for an audience.
Upon Silver Shield’s and Blood Hide’s return, some rather bold claims had been made, and now they were expected to back them up. Silver’s claim to the title of Grand Arcanist, Blood Hide’s account of Grey Ties’ motion to spur Equestria’s armies and government into action, and mention of an impossible entity with unimaginable power that no one but them had actually seen (and survived). All incredible claims, with little to no evidence to support them.
The throne room’s doors slowly opened, left ajar just enough for several ponies to step through and be sent on their way. Head held high, one of the guards stepped away from his post and into the Princess's chamber, returning a moment later, he motioned at Blood Hide.
Blood Hide rose to his feet, nudging Silver Shield up off his chair, causing him to stumble slightly before catching himself. They both walked slowly into the spacious throne room. Giant stained glass depictions of Equestria’s greatest victories and triumphs on either side, the significance of such a sight lost on the two ponies in their current mental states.
Silver lifted his head slightly, shifting his gaze from the floor up to the two thrones. A cool and calm pony of brilliant white, busily jotted notes on a long scroll, before rolling it up quickly with her magic and presenting it to a nearby guard. She turned to face her two new guests, briefly adjusting in her throne, shuffling her wings into a more comfortable position.
Silver Shield, even in his current mood, felt an icy cold fear wash over his body. He was now in the presence of the most powerful and prestigious Alicorn in all of Equestria, and the weight of the situation pressed against his chest, making it hard to breathe.
“Your Highness,” Blood Hide said softly, bowing on one front leg. He glanced over to Silver Shield, motioning down to the floor with his muzzle. Silver silently panicked momentarily, bowing a bit too quickly, smacking his knee loudly on the marble floor. The reverberations from the injury echoed for several seconds before dying down, Silver blushed intensely.
Celestia showed no reaction, a cold, yet somehow serene stare met Silver’s eyes. He shuddered, in part because of the hardened look, but also from the dull, lingering pain in his leg. He began to gather up his courage, and steel himself.
Before Silver could open his mouth to speak, Blood Hide stepped forward, “Princess, as I’m sure you’re already aware, Equestria is now in great danger.”
Celestia did not respond immediately. At first, she furrowed her brow, as if deep in thought, then shifted in her throne once again. After a long pause, she answered, “Perhaps. I know that Crown Peak was lost, in totality. But we do not yet know the extent of the threat.”
“We have information that may help clear that up. Both myself, and Silver Shield here were both there when it happened. It is imperative that we begin preparations, precautions must be taken if we are to defend ourselves. Perhaps the Gryphons, or some other allies may be able to…” Blood Hide was stopped short by Celestia’s response.
“I have also been made aware of your claims. Many of my court advisors and best scientific minds are discussing them as we speak. I am sure they will have some invaluable insight on the matter.” Celestia spoke calmly, yet with a firm tone. Her voice filled with finality. Silver could feel the tension rising, as Blood Hide visibly squirmed uncomfortably. Silver could tell that he wanted to respond, to convince the Princess of immediate action, and there was merit to that, though Silver knew that silence was the proper course of action. Spurring on military action without knowing what they were up against would only invite calamity.
Celestia turned her head to face Silver Shield, she spoke calmly, “I have also been told of your claims to the position of Grand Master Arcanist. I know that you were very close friends with Grey Ties. I assure you that we are also considering how to move forward on that front as well.”
“T-thank you, your highness,” Silver stuttered, absentmindedly taking a step backwards, then forwards to take his place next to Blood Hide again. Silver’s head perspired profusely, as he tried desperately to remain calm. A deep breath in, a deep breath out, nothing seemed to work.
“If I may be so bold your highness, in such times leaving a position as important as that one empty might invite disaster. Would it not be wise to expedite such things?” Blood Hide responded, his voice cutting through the thick throne room air.
“You may not be so bold. As I said, such things are being handled, and you will know of the outcome as soon as I do,” Celestia responded, casually, yet coolly.
Blood Hide seemed taken aback, as if he wasn’t happy with the answer, but couldn’t think of a fitting response. Celestia had maintained an intimidating demeanour the entire time, and it was apparent to Silver that it made Blood Hide very uncomfortable.
Silver Shield and Blood Hide left the throne room in silence, heads hanging. Silver’s mind raced, trying to grasp the situation, desperately attempting to make sense of it all. His world had been turned upside down in a single day, and now his only solace had been denied to him. If he were Grand Arcanist, he could begin preparations, inform the ponies that needed to know of the impending threat, help spur on action by Equestrian royalty. So much hinged on it, and he knew it. This denial had only served to shake him to his core once again, and for the second time in only forty-eight hours, Silver Shield found himself in another state of shock. As he fell, and the immaculate tiled floor drew closer to his face, Blood Hide turned, trying to catch his friend, calling out for help, and a doctor.
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