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		In Medias Res



My limbs were heavy, and my heart pounded in my ears while my instincts screamed at me to move. My very blood urged me to find my blade and butcher those that had dared attack me. Stumbling backward I gripped my dagger tightly while using my other hand to hold my pounding head, trying to will away the pain that robbed me of my focus. Blood flowed down my right arm, matting my fur and making my nose twitch as I detected the metallic aroma that now hung heavy in the air.
Shaking my head I ducked back behind a tree, dodging a cone of pressure that ripped through the bush I had just emerged from. “It's behind that tree, flank it!” Someone yelled, my necklace automatically converting the strange horse language of my attackers into something more discernible.
A low growl escaped my throat and I looked down at my long fury limb, noting that though the gash in my arm was quite long, it wasn't deep. Or life-threatening for that matter, though that came with the assumption that I could bandage it soon. Something that I didn't believe my attackers would just up and let me do.
“Goddamnit,” I growled to myself. “How the hell did I end up in this mess?” 
The crunch of a hoof stepping through the underbrush alerted me to the fact that I was being surrounded once more, and I narrowly managed to roll out of the way before my cover exploded into a shower of splinters. I continued through a bush and slid behind another tree, my nearly eight-foot bulk only barely slipping behind the young birch that was now my only saving grace. 
“Fuck, they are really out for blood,” I muttered to myself.
A peak from behind cover told me that the duo to my right was lagging behind, leaving the left open, while the shouty horse at the front was doing his best to back her up. My trap had left his leg injured, and the white-coated stallion was forced to use his magic to keep himself upright as he chased me through the woods. Knowing my opening wouldn't last long I threw myself to the left, hefting my dagger up and baring my pointed teeth as I charged the lone mare.
The golden armored horse stopped her spell casting the instant she saw me weave through the tree cover, dagger raised and jaw dripping with blood and saliva. I couldn't blame her for silently freaking out, as I was easily twice as tall as the diminutive horse people that I was now facing off against. Between my sheer size and the fact that I was covered in not only my own blood but the blood of my enemies and I would probably freak out too if I was still human.
Fortunately, or unfortunately, I was definitely not human, as if the spotted furry limbs, massive lanky stature, long teeth, claws, and hyena-like muzzle didn't already give that away. There were also other changes, but those were less pronounced and far more unpleasant, but I digress.
Instinct and skill mixed, and though the horse reacted quickly, I was already upon her, dagger thrusting towards her horn. The defensive spell she was about to fire fizzled as she was forced to jerk backward as I planned, allowing my free hand to close the distance and sweep down, grabbing her forehoof and lifting her completely off the ground. Using my newfound strength I whipped the horse thing back at her allies, offering a silent prayer to whatever deity was around that she didn't land on her head or something. A thud followed by a groan told me she was at least alive, though I dare not look over my shoulder to confirm that assumption.
Instead, I put my head down and threw my weight into a large bush that was out of the way of a bolt of force that tore through the air. The magenta magic zipped past me close enough to singe my tail, making me yelp and bring the appendage out of the second and third bolt that would have seen it removed entirely. 
A glance back told me that more of the guards had arrived, one of whom had placed the injured white-coated stallion on his back, allowing him to fire bolts of magic without having to worry about his injured leg. Something that seemed to irk the prideful male, but not the larger, musclebound grey guard that he was now using as a ride.
I barked a quick, hyena-like laugh before turning and continuing my mad sprint into the forest, my instincts making me unable to resist the urge to mock an embarrassed enemy. I like to think his face got all blushy and he ground his teeth together like some sort of cartoon villain, but I didn't stay and check, instead using my superior stride to put ground between me and my pursuers. Something that normally would have been a simple matter for me, seeing as I had made these woods my home for almost a year at this point. That, however, was not the case today, as with pegasi now coming up on my rear, I knew that simply outrunning them was no longer a possibility. 
With those eyes in the sky now right behind me, my ability to simply avoid detection was also pretty much nil. My surprisingly good hide skill was not nearly enough to conceal my bloody form on such short notice. With few other options, I began to wonder if this was going to be it and if I would die having been cut down by some errant magical bolt after I had taken down a dragon, a manticore, and every other threat that had come my way without help.
I shook my head, causing my long black mane to nearly smack me in the face. “Never give up,” I murmured in my native abyssal, before putting my dagger in its holster and freeing my hand up.
With more range of motion now opened to me, I bounded through the bush at a breakneck pace. Dodging out of the way of low-hanging branches, poisonous plants, and thorn-filled bushes with ease. A sniff from my powerful nose alerted me to the fact that the unicorns were falling behind, the distinct scent of the white-coated unicorn dulling despite the backwind that carried the scent to me. Thinking quickly, I poured on the speed, though the sound of wing beats could still be heard bearing down hot on my six.
I looked around frantically, hoping against hope that luck would grant me a boon after first getting me into this entire mess. Sure enough, whether it was karma, fate, or my luck coming back around, what I was looking for popped up at the edge of my vision.
Breaking hard, I skidded across the ground, pawed feet tearing through the underbrush and kicking up a furlough of dirt. With carefully honed muscles I lurched to the right, accidentally dodging a bolt that would have found my neck had I not been slightly faster. I made a note to offer another prayer to the deity that apparently heard me earlier, and put everything I had into reaching my target as fast as possible. 
The beating of wings resumed at a frantic pace, the pegasi turning in order to catch up with me before I got away. Escape, however, was not my goal and I dashed through the underbrush, pushing hard toward my real objective, and the low-hanging branches that would assist in my designs. Without stopping or slowing one iota I leaped straight up, my impressive vertical giving my already gigantic form more than enough lift to enable me to grab the bottom branch of the tree.
Heaving myself up and onto the branch was a painful process, prompting a fresh gush of blood to course down my arm as I ascended into the treetops. Shouts of alarm and confusion alerted me to the fact that my little feint had worked, and they hadn't noticed my getting into the tree. I could hear whoever the commanding officer was ordering them to pass directly over me, assuming I was hiding behind the tree, rather than in it. With a smirk on my gnarled, nearly non-existent lips, I restrained the urge to laugh and waited patiently for my prey.
As expected, the trio of pegasi came right over me, only noticing my presence when it was too late, and I was already airborne, leaping directly at the pony in charge. Though I was heavy and about as aerodynamic as a brick, I had more than enough raw strength and dexterity to make up for that shortfall. By the time the pony knew what was happening I had already torn the crossbow from his grip and grabbed him by the throat.
Gravity reasserted itself quickly, pulling me out of the way of one of the pony’s subordinates, who loosed a bolt, the shot going wide and flying off into the distance. All the while I fell back to earth, though fell wasn't exactly the right word, as I had calculated my jump well enough that I landed on a branch, and came to a quick stop. Looking down, I noticed that the pony was looking back at me with wide, terrified eyes, a short dagger in its hoof.
For a second we maintained eye contact, neither saying anything until he raised the dagger, and I squeezed, telling him what I would do should he stab me without ever saying a word. I felt the pony gulp and drop the dagger, allowing me to ease my clawed fingers off his neck slightly. A whizz told me that his fellows either didn't know they almost hit their commander or that they didn't care. Either way, I had enemies left in the air, something this little pony was going to help me with. 
“Careful you could have hit Captain Steel Sky!” One of the ponies yelled. 
“If that thing has him he's as good as dead you idiot!” Growled the second pony. “Now do you have eyes on the target yet or-” 
Whatever she was going to say was cut off when their commander was shot put directly in her face. Sending them both crashing through the treetops and leaving only a terrified stallion against me. An enemy that didn't last long, as I leaped back up, surprising him with how high I could jump and enabling me to grab a handful of his face. The stallion screeched and thrashed, and though I winced a little when I felt his blood begin to cascade down my clawed hands I knew it wasn't deep enough to be fatal.
Me and the stallion came back down from the treetops with significantly less grace than the first time. As now I did not have the chance to properly look for a landing spot, leaving me scrambling as I came down hard. Somehow, I managed to angle myself towards a large tree branch, one that came up and hit me directly between the legs. Despite the fact that my enemy had blood trickling down his face from a trio of scratch marks, he still winced at my apparent pain. 
“Doesn't that hurt?” He asked, pointing between my legs.
With a sigh, I rolled my eyes and squeezed his head tighter, making him squeal and shut up. “I’m a girl you idiot.” I growled, knowing full well that ponies didn't speak abyssal. “At least sort of,” I added under my breath. 
Looking around, I felt my grin vanish, as the clear skies I had expected were not what greeted my gaze. Instead, I could see that over a dozen of the winged ponies being led by a prismatic pegasus were now making their way towards me, guiding the unicorns I had briefly managed to lose, towards me. Cursing under my breath I looked down at the stallion whose eyes peeked out from between my furry fingers. 
He grinned weakly and waved, somehow looking absolutely adorable despite the fact that he had just tried to kill me and also had nearly his entire face covered in his own blood. I would have sighed if I could, but I could show no weakness here, not with my enemies so close. So instead grabbed him by the neck and bellowed as loud as I could into his face, raining spittle and blood all over him.
For a second he merely hung there, terrified out of his mind before all of a sudden falling slack as he fainted. I sighed and tucked the stallion under one arm after carefully tossing away his dagger and the extra bolts he had on him. Though I didn't want to have to kill him, a hostage would be useful, as the ponies were a caring, generous folk who were unlikely to potentially harm one of their own just to get to me.
Plus, I was going to need a translator.
Looking down, I swiftly slid down an embankment and leaped to a patch of grass, landing in a roll and hastily springing back up and making my way toward town. Having noticed that they had left their right flank open, clearly not expecting my sudden shift in that direction several minutes ago. I paid the distant sound of crashing hooves no mind as I bolted towards the pony town, putting every ounce of my newfound skill and experience to the task of getting me there before my pursuers caught up.
I knew it wouldn't be long before the pegasi were on me, and the unicorns were close enough to offer a few wild shots of magic before I was able to get back out of range. Something I was immensely thankful for as I heard the distinct crack, boom of a fireball exploding somewhere to my left, sending dirt and scorched wood through the air in all directions.
I growled, wanting to warn the fools I had a hostage but was unable to, due to both the language barrier, and the fact that my translator was still unconscious under my arm. The tree cover was growing denser, however, lending some aid against the pegasi who were now closing in on me and beginning to rain bolts through the leaves. The wild shots were too desperate and haphazard to hit me, though a few landed close enough to tell me that they must have had a bat pony with them, as they were the only race I knew which were capable of flying through the dense tree tops that usually made flight impossible.
Growling to myself, I grabbed the pony and lifted him up, trying to display the fact that I had a hostage without having to speak. The close shots stopped, and I could hear the ponies yell at one another, passing the information around. Though not quick enough as a bolt whizzed through the air, missing me, but not missing my little hostage.
Blood dripped down my fingers and I brought the pony before me and allowing me to see that several feathers had been torn off, and a part of his wing was now severely injured, muscle and sinew flapping in the breeze. Pushing down the hunger that surged at the sight of fresh meat, I sighed, noting that at least he hadn't woken up yet. Meaning I didn't have to deal with a thrashing pony as well as a desperate flight through the forest.
Something that may be ending soon, as the tree cover was clearing once more. By then we were nearing the town, and thus the end of the help I would get from the only home I’ve known for the last year. Fear surged through me, and my instincts all but demanded I turn around and fight, as it was my forest, my home. Growling to myself, I forced one foot in front of the other, resisting the call of my blood and clinging to the hope that I could maneuver my way out of this without either dying or having to take another’s life.
Looking around, I noticed that I was near the one structure that lay near the border of the Everfree itself, and though I didn't like it, I made a beeline for it anyway, knowing that it may very well mean the difference between life and death. Turning slightly to the right, I noted the changes that started within mere seconds of my angling towards the cottage. 
The forest began to feel less random, less savage, and altogether tamer, with most bushes having been cut down to more manageable sizes and allowing the trees to grow tall and strong. Each young sapling had guide rods to keep it upright in the worst of the many storms that raged frequently through the Everfree while birds in wooden houses looked down from on high. The animals that usually fled at the first sound of trouble lingered at the edges of my vision, peering at me with a mixture of curiosity and fear.
Even the large brown bear I passed made sure to keep its distance from me, though it kept its teeth bared as it glared at me. Despite my best attempts to keep my instincts in check I couldn't help but growl right back at him, flashing my own large teeth, my mane standing on end and making me appear larger than I was.
The bear’s lips fell into place and it nervously backed up, fear filling its gaze. Though it again, kept its gaze locked on me, wary that I may attack it. 
I had neither the time, the energy, or the desire to do such a thing however and I sprinted towards the cottage, noting that although the pegasi were close on my heels, they were keeping a good distance, no doubt scared that I would execute the hostage if I were startled. I laughed my usual barking laugh at that notion, as I knew I didn't have the heart to do such a thing, though they didn't have such knowledge. 
Up ahead I noticed that there was a light on in the cottage, something I assumed was impossible as they should have evacuated everyone given the scale of this little operation. Shrugging off the strangeness of it all, I leapt over a small ravine that ran around the cottage and bounded up the slight incline that lead to the small structure.
Normally entering a pony dwelling would be either impossible, or just stupid, as the structures were tiny and the doors smaller still, but this one was different. The door was easily large enough to allow a full-grown brown bear through, and thus a full grown gnoll as well, albeit with slight difficulty. Putting my shoulder down, I plowed straight through the wooden portal, tearing the thing almost entirely from its hinges and sending it slamming into the wall behind it. 
Inside were dozens upon dozens of animals, as well as a single butter pegasus who were all looking up at me in abject terror. For a moment nothing happened, only for a bunny to suddenly scream in its tiny bunny voice, as if yelling a battle cry, causing the rest of the creatures to stampede out of the open window, or around me and out the door behind me.
Birds flapped past my head as all manner of rodents and other tiny furry creatures ran around or through my legs. Leaving only a single disappointed-looking bunny and a still terrified pegasus in the room with me. Lifting my dagger I grunted towards the curtains and made a closing motion with my hand, waving my weapon around and causing the already terrified creature to shake harder, eyes watering.
With a resounding sigh, I placed my hand on the creature’s butt and pushed it against the couch it was sitting on, letting the pony know what I wanted in the absence of actually being able to speak her language. Sure enough, the pegasus trembled madly, but remained in place, allowing me to reach towards the curtains and pull them shut. I did the same with the curtains in the kitchen and ended by placing the door back into its spot while nearly banging my head on the ceiling several times in the process.
With the room now more or less secured I flopped down onto the couch and dropped my first hostage in front of my second hostage. Though the pegasus remained terrified for a moment, the second she saw the guard’s injury her eyes went wide and she looked up at me. “Why are you showing me this? Did you do it?” She asked.
I pointed to the injured wing and grunted, making a wrapping motion with my hand, trying to pantomime the act of bandaging the injury. Something that the pegasus didn't seem to understand, as she continued to stare at, her bunny companion standing firmly in front of her, paws raised as if ready to fight me.
Rolling my eyes at the bunny I placed my dagger on an end table nearby and pulled off my necklace before slowly slipping it around the pegasus’ neck. Something that nearly made her pee herself, and for the bunny to actually try and fight me, though when nothing bad happened, that terror and anger seemed to vanish. All while I ignored the punches the bunny was delivering to my outstretched hand.
“He was injured by a stray arrow fired by his allies, do you have medicine or bandages of some kind? Infection is possible, and he has been bleeding heavily,” I exclaimed in abyssal. 
The pegasus’ jaw hung open and she said something back to me in that weird horse speech of theirs, making me roll my eyes once more and open my clawed hand. For a second she just looked at me, before realizing I was pointing at the simple silver necklace from which half a jaw bone hung. Realizing my intent she lifted the necklace from her neck and placed it on my hand, allowing me to place it around my own neck. 
“I do, would you like me to go get it?” She asked again.
Nodding, I handed the necklace back to her, already knowing just how irritating this was going to get. With the necklace around her neck, I spoke again. “Yes, but remember that we will be remaining here, and waiting eagerly for your return.” I announced patting the head of the bunny and the stallion, ignoring the frustrated animalistic squeeking.
She nodded and handed back the translator. “Are you sure you wouldn't want me to patch your arm up first?” She asked, pointing to the gash in my arm before gasping when she noticed the numerous other cuts, bruises, scars, and other damage that covered nearly every inch of flesh that was not obscured by the patchwork armor I wore.
Trading the translator back I merely smirked. “I’ve got a lot more blood than he does. I’ll be fine,” I announced, making the pegasus screw up her face and frown.
I waved the pegasus away, prompting her to slip off the couch and trot over to the stairs. A second later and the butter mare was gone, leaving me alone with the scowling bunny and the still-unconscious guard pony. Sighing heavily, I relaxed on the couch, trying to ignore the fact that I could hear hooves and wings all around my location. My ears were easily able to pick up the sound of dozens of ponies gathering nearby. 
They were obviously establishing a perimeter of some kind while they no doubt waited for whitey to catch back up and take command of the situation. Something I was definitely not looking forward to, as he was both remarkably clever, and surprisingly brutal for a pony. Which probably had to do with his weird shield cutie mark that had a star within it, and three stars above it.
Whatever that nutball’s deal was I had to deal with it, something I put out of my mind the second I heard the sound of hooves returning from upstairs. The shakey, and clearly terrified pegasus I had seen earlier apparently never returned as the mare I now saw was strangely calm, and collected, making a beeline to the guard and opening the box. Looking into it I noticed that it was indeed all medical supplies, allowing me to release the grip I held on my dagger.
“When you wear that you can understand me then I presume?” She asked as she deftly twisted the top off some container and deposited a wad of some greyish goop onto her hoof. 
I nodded. 
“Strange, I can't understand your language but I can speak with any animal in Equestria.” The mare remarked as she spread the goo all over the guard’s wing, uncaring to the fact that her own limb was now covered in blood.
I growled, eyes narrowing at the pegasus. I may not have chosen to become my dungeons and dragon character, but I was going to be damned before someone thought I was a mere animal. 
The mare winced, my growl apparently getting my point across. “S-sorry I s-s-said that wong.” She gulped, wiping her hoof off on a towel before pulling out a bandage. “I mean your barking language, it should be animal-like enough for me to understand at least some of what you're saying. But your words are strange, it makes my skin crawl just to hear it, and no offense but it sounds horrifying.” She winced again, looking up at me fearfully. 
Rather than be irritated, I merely sighed and hung my head slightly, knowing full well how unpleasant abyssal sounded to those unused to hearing it. My words sounded like English in my head but came out like a mix of loud barking, and subtle whines mingled with the barely contained violence of a swarm of angry hornets. Though it didn't bother me, I also didn't hear it as abyssal, but rather as proper English.
Looking down, I noticed that the guard’s wing was bandaged and he was beginning to twitch in his slumber, signifying that he was about to wake up. Lifting the necklace I placed it over the pony’s neck again. “Again, please.” I half demanded, half asked, lifting my right arm and indicating the long gash that ran from my shoulder almost all the way to my wrist. 
The patchwork hide and leather armor that clad the arm had done much to soften the blow, but could not completely stop the blade itself. An injury that would need to be tended to for weeks before it healed completely, though even then the scar would be as impressive as it was unpleasant to look at. Under my watchful gaze, the pony began to spread more of the grey goop on my cut after gently padding it with the now completely blood-soaked towel. I grimaced as the grey stuff met my flesh, though I made sure to not reveal my teeth or growl, I didn't want to startle the mare while her hoof was against my injury.
Sure enough, the mare applied it quickly and deftly, her hooves shaking only a little bit as she applied it. “I assume this is an anti-infection agent of some kind?” I asked, pointing to the grey goop that now covered my cut.
After passing the necklace back, the mare replied. “Yes, it's also a coagulant so it should help with the bleeding, though you should still use a potion or get someone to heal it with magic, or else it will scar quite badly.”
Switching the necklace back again she deftly slipped it over her neck. “You are Fluttershy correct?” I asked, prompting the mare to raise an eyebrow and look at me curiously. “I know of you through reputation, and an unfortunate near meeting a year ago.” I chuckled darkly at that and was about to take the necklace back as it looked like Fluttershy wanted to speak, only for a voice to suddenly boom from outside.
“Gnoll! You are under arrest for over a dozen counts of assault, fleeing lawful arrest, and over thirty other offenses I don't have the time to list right now.” The distinctly male, distinctly angry voice yelled. “You will release your hostages and lay face down on the ground or face the full might of the royal guard!” 
Man, that white dude was pissed, what was his name again? Shining Buttocks, I think? I sighed and looked down at Fluttershy who looked nervous, and was glancing through a crack in the curtains at the large force no doubt arrayed just outside. It took me snapping my fingers in front of her face to bring her attention back to the nearly eight-foot tall gnoll in her living room. 
Grabbing the necklace I decided to try something new and simply pressed it against the pegasus’ chest and spoke. “Do you understand me?” 
The pegasus looked up at me and nodded, and I continued to hold the necklace against her chest. “Good, I want you to tell them to send in a medic, no offense, but I don't want to trust your nursing abilities and I would be quite sad if he died or got crippled because of my actions.”
Placing the necklace against my own chest was all the prompting Fluttershy needed to begin speaking. “I don't suppose you would mind letting me go?” She asked nervously, gulping and pulling the bunny close to her chest. “My friends are outside and-” 
I interrupted her by raising my finger and pressing the necklace against her chest. “Tell him I will trade both of the hostages for someone else after both of our injuries are taken care of.”
That seemed to alleviate some of the worries she felt, and the pegasus looked over to the window, asking me if it would be alright. I nodded, prompting the mare to open the window slightly, only to recoil when over a dozen crossbows all swiveled at her. A second later and they all pointed away, allowing Fluttershy to continue opening the window. 
“He is demanding that you send in a medic to care for the wounded, after that he will trade both hostages for a negotiator,” Fluttershy yelled, her voice wavering for a moment. “I think.” 
I grumbled silently to myself. “I’m not even male anymore. Stupid gnoll anatomy.”
I could hear a hushed conversation occur just outside the range of my hearing and a second later Shining whatever returned with his bull horn. “A medic is on her way,” he replied, though he sounded distinctly unimpressed with someone. 
Shrugging off the strangeness of the statement, I looked down in time to notice the guard wake up, take one look at me, one at his wing, and then immediately pass out again. I sighed, running a clawed hand down my face. “What a wuss,” I muttered.
Fluttershy chuckled at the male and ran a hoof down his cheek. “Someone is a little young to be in the guard,” she whispered.
I groaned, having already deduced that he was too young, or a little small for such a physically demanding job. 
The front door to the cottage opened, prompting me to grab my dagger in one hand and the guard in the other as I turned to the entrance, expecting to see a medic and instead seeing Twilight wearing a medic’s outfit. My face betrayed no emotion, but I felt bile and anger welling in my chest, as I had clearly been lied to, the ponies hoping I didn't know any better. The medic outfit hid her wings, but the fact that she was taller than the other ponies and smelled much different gave away her alicorn heritage as easily as the horns and wings combo would have.
She hadn't moved an inch since first stepping inside, merely staring at Fluttershy who stared back. Placing the guard down on the couch, I put my dagger to his throat, and used my free hand to thrust the necklace against Fluttershy’s chest. “Tell her I know she is not a medic, and that she had better not try anything,” I growled before putting the necklace against my own chest. 
Fluttershy’s eyes went wide and she quickly spun back to Twilight, who looked at her expectantly, hope evident in her eyes. “He says he knows you’re not a medic, and that you better not try anything,” Fluttershy announced quickly.
Something that made the alicorn stumble a moment, looking up at me with wide eyes. “Can it understand us?” She asked, turning back to Fluttershy. 
I shoved the necklace back into Fluttershy’s chest with a little more force than I wanted to. “Tell her that I am not an it, or a he, but am in fact a she.”
Fluttershy recoiled slightly and gulped. “She says she's a girl and not an it.” 
Twilight cocked her head slightly. “That's odd because-” My glare harshened, a low growl building in the back of my throat. “Oh right, she can understand us.”
I nodded slowly.
“Well uh, crap.” The alicorn frowned, realizing that her plans had already been thrown out the window. “I don't suppose you wouldn't mind just giving up, huh?”
I growled and was about to speak when I remembered the necklace, and shoved it against Fluttershy’s chest, meaning I missed the weird whinnying noise that Twilight made when I did that. I pulled it back hastily, hoping to catch the tail end of whatever she was saying. “-that out, you're hurting her you, you, ruffian!” Yelled the alicorn. 
I winced and looked over to Fluttershy, who was rubbing the spot on her chest I had accidentally punched. Sighing to myself, I gently placed the amulet against her chest. “My apologies, Fluttershy, I’m afraid this is all rather stressful and my nerves are getting the better of me,” I replied in as even a tone as I could manage. “Please forgive me.”
“It's okay, it's just a little bruise is all,” Fluttershy replied when I pulled the necklace back, obviously hiding just how much it actually hurt.
Putting the necklace back against Fluttershy’s chest I spoke once more. “Tell her that I…” I frowned, only now coming to grips with the fact that this likely wasn't going to end well. With an alicorn so close it wasn't likely I was going to escape, and if she knew I wouldn't execute the hostages, she would likely end this fight before it began. “As a sign of good faith, I will allow you to remove the guard, but no magic, understood?”
I put the necklace over my neck and waited patiently as Fluttershy relayed my message.
Once complete, Twilight nodded and I lifted up the guard and gently placed him close to the alicorn, allowing Twilight to grab him by his forelegs and pull him up and over her withers. With the guard secured, she trotted to the door, giving us only a single glance over her shoulder before pulling the door open and disappearing. 
With the door closed once more, I placed the necklace over Fluttershy’s heart, being extra careful this time. “I want you to be honest with me, but I know that starts with being honest with you, so to begin, my name is Fareeah and I have no intentions of harming you or anyone else for that matter. This entire thing is a misunderstanding, one that I hope we can work out. If you can help me to leave here with my head still attached to my body, I would agree to leave in Twilight’s custody, but only Twilight’s custody.” I announced before placing the necklace back on my neck.
The pegasus stared at me for several long seconds, her lips pursed as she considered what I had said. Then, she nodded slowly, relaxing somewhat, despite the fact that I still held the knife near her. “You're telling the truth, I think.” She sighed. “I will speak to Twilight for you, provided you put the sword away.”
I looked down in confusion, only to remember just how small ponies were, and that my dagger, was their version of a longsword. “Err right.” I looked down at the dagger and maneuvered it over to the end table before reluctantly dropping it.
Looking up, I noticed that Twilight was back and had ditched the medic outfit. The alicorn, having noticed that my dagger was away, smiled and trotted across from the couch, looking up at me with wide, hopeful eyes. I grunted, and gestured to Fluttershy, prompting her to speak on my behalf.
“She is willing to give up, provided it's into your custody,” Fluttershy announced suddenly. 
“I er… really? That makes things both more complicated, and less complicated.” Twilight stuttered, looking from Fluttershy to me and back again. “I’ll have to talk to my brother.”
A low growl held her in place long enough to place the necklace back against Fluttershy’s chest. “I will not agree to enter into his custody, only yours, and you must swear on your life that you will honor this bargain and treat me as you would a pony prisoner,” my grip tightened on the necklace, my eyes flashing dangerously as I peered down into Twilight’s much smaller eyes. “Those are my only demands, and I will not accept any secessions on this.”
Fluttershy gulped, and relayed my words exactly, much to Twilight’s chagrin, who frowned up at me, staring long and hard into my blood-red orbs, surprising me with her bravery. Normally ponies quailed at the sight of me and fainted when they stared into my eyes when I was angry, but it was both intimidating, and nice to know that I wouldn't have to worry about that with Twilight or even more surprisingly, Fluttershy. Though I suppose they had faced down threats far worse than I, but none were quite as capable of slaughter as I.
After a long staring session, she sighed and placed her hoof against her chest. “I swear, that if I am allowed to do such a thing, I will honor your demands to the letter.”
I nodded and gently wrap a hand around Fluttershy’s shoulder, flashing the alicorn my long claws before motioning towards the door. Twilight frowned, but did as she was told, trotting out the door and closing it behind her. 
Now alone, I pressed the necklace against Fluttershy’s chest one last time. “I apologize for this Fluttershy. I did not intend for this to happen, nor did I wish harm upon you or whomever that stallion was. I was very much okay with sitting in my forest and protecting my tribe, but alas, it seems as though fate and that cruel brutish stallion have other ideas for us both.” 
Placing the necklace on my chest, we sat there in silence, my hand falling from her shoulder, and even allowing her to put some distance between the two of us. Looking back, I tugged the curtain closed completely only to frown and pull the entire couch away from the window, my paranoia getting the better of me.
Now away from the window, Fluttershy laid a hoof on my leg. “I must thank you for your kind words, and though I cannot forgive you right now, I know one day, I will.”
I nod solemnly, having expected as much, though I dared not hope for better.
With the room silent, my ears swiveled on my head, picking up a distant heated conversation through the thin walls and even thinner glass of the windows. Though I could only hear snippets of the back and forth, it was obvious that Twilight and her brother were going at it, and for a moment I feared that I may very well have to make good on my threat. A thought that aroused my instincts and made my mouth salivate, but my logical mind recoiled, wanting nothing to do with the senseless slaughter that would inevitably lead to my unpleasant end.
After several minutes of this back and forth the conversation reluctantly died for a moment before becoming much, much quieter, and far more respectful. My nose twitched, and I leaned closer to the window which was still open a crack, having detected the faint scent of something that smelt close to Twilight yet was not her. I frowned, glancing towards the window, knowing full well that another alicorn had entered the scene.
“Just great, I hope it's not Celestia,” I muttered, drawing a curious gaze from Fluttershy, who had edged even further away from me, something I was fine with.
I sighed, and motioned for the pegasus to move a little further away, knowing that there were two things that might happen. Either they accept, and we leave peacefully, which means it's fine that Fluttershy is further away, or they come in hot, and I wouldn't want to get Fluttershy caught in the crossfire.
Either way, it felt good to know that Fluttershy was safe, as it was clear that although she seemed calm, under the surface she was terrified, my nose only now picking up the heady aroma of fear that clung to her. Though I knew not how she had contained the scent or obvious tells, I put that thought from my mind for now.
A second later, the door opened to reveal a smiling Twilight, whose expression only faltered somewhat when our eyes met. “I have negotiated for your release and am willing to accept you into my custody with the expectation that Luna and I will be allowed to interrogate you with the intention of discovering what happened to the daughters of Eve.”
I sighed, nodding solemnly, having assumed something like this was coming, as it wasn't like they would just believe me if I were to say they were in the heart of the Everfree living peacefully and safely. Standing up, I turn my head so as to not bang it against the roof and raised my hands, expecting cuffs.
Sure enough, the alicorn produced a pair of steel manacles that glittered with numerous enchantments. Though wary of the magic, I keep my arms extended and allow her to secure them around my wrists. Once that happens I felt my senses grow dull, and the bloodlust that burnt eternally at the back of my mind flickered and faded, though it did not disappear entirely. Still, though the event was an unpleasant one, I had assumed far worse would happen, and with a nod, Twilight turned to Fluttershy. 
“Proceed outside, she can't hurt you anymore.” Twilight declared, making me grit my teeth in anger. 
“Actually she never actually hurt me other than accidentally punching me that one time.” Fluttershy corrected. “Though if you don't mind I think I’ll skip the debriefing and go find Rainbow Dash.” 
The alicorn nodded, stepping aside and allowing Fluttershy to scamper out the door, leaving me alone with the clearly irritated mare who looked up at me with a strange expression. “Now then, what in Equestria are we going to do with you?” With one last sigh, she took another step back and motioned towards the door. “After you, would you kindly?” 
I felt the compulsion return, and though it irritated me to follow it, I did so regardless, knowing full well that there was little reason in resisting at this point. Cursing in abyssal under my breath, I walked out the door, Twilight close at my heels. 
“Well Fareeah, let's see how you make it out of this one,” I muttered, bracing myself for the rows of armed ponies as well as an angry goddess that was no doubt waiting for me just outside, ready to blow my head off if I so much as twitched.
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Sure enough, there were a few dozen ponies of various colors, sizes, and tribes lined up outside. Though they were far more preparations made than I anticipated there would be. Trenches had been dug, and minor fortifications erected in the form of short wooden walls and mounds of earthen cover. Two rows of crossbows pointed at me, earth ponies wielding shields interspersed throughout the line while unicorns hung further back with several rows of pegasi ready to take flight. The only movement came from the far end, where Shining whateverhisnamewas was pacing back and forth, flashing me angry glares every once and a while.
At the front stood Luna, unafraid at first glance, until our eyes met and the midnight blue alicorn flinched slightly. I couldn't blame her, but it was still a little disappointing to know that Twilight had more courage than the elder alicorn.
We had only taken a few steps outside the door before I noticed a few of the crossbow ponies get a little too twitchy for my liking and I stopped, gesturing with my nose toward them. Noticing my attention, Twilight stood in front of me, calming the ponies and making them lower their weapons.
The silence that stretched over the area was broken at that moment and Luna trotted up to us, clearly wanting to speak with me, or perhaps simply wanting to begin the interrogation right then and there. Regardless of what her intention was, Shining dude guy hobbled up behind her and grabbed her by the shoulder. 
“Hold on a second princess.” Commanded the guard captain, who took a step forward and looked up at me with hate in his eyes, and though I could tell he wanted to say something he turned his attention to Twilight. “Are you sure you want to do this? At least let me send a few guards with you just in case.”
Twilight shook her head. “Luna and I can handle it, and besides, she has already called the night guard to start setting up near the library.” 
The guard captain stared into her eyes for several long seconds, and though I was sure Twilight would break down and give in to his demands given the intensity of his stare, she surprised me by not doing that at all. 
“Alright.” He admitted before turning back to me. “This is not over yet, gnoll.”
“Aww that's adorable, you're like a tiny angry footstool,” I remarked, making kissy faces at him.
Though I knew he couldn't understand me, he seemed smart enough to catch on to the fact that I was talking down to him and snorted before turning away. “I’ll be in Ponyville for as long as that thing is, don't hesitate to ask for assistance.” He added before disappearing into the ranks of his guards.
“Hey, you should probably apologize to Fluttershy! She put a lot of effort into her landscaping you know!” I yelled after him, making a few of his guards perk up and for Luna to snort in such a way that I couldn't help but think she was holding back a laugh, something that made me raise an eyebrow at. 
Filing that bit of information away for now, Twilight took point and guided us through the small gap in their defenses and towards the town and thus the library. All around us guards looked at me, some with barely contained fear, others with anger, and a small few with nothing more than simple curiosity. The fact that there were some who were neither angry nor scared was nice, as it gave me hope that I might be able to get out of this one with my head still resting on my neck, but the fact that their commander was not one of them dashed most of said hope.
Breaking through the back line of guards and entering the outskirts of Ponyville I noticed that there were a small group of ponies waiting for us, two of whom were guards while the rest were not. I instantly recognized the familiar dark grey and purple of the night guards, their bat wings marking them as thestrals. They seemed to look at Luna before passing judgment on me, and noticing that she was relaxed, relaxed as well, easing their hooves away from the scimitars belted at their sides.
The ponies behind them were a different story, and I could tell that the rest of the elements of harmony were arrayed in a loose formation behind the armed and armored ponies. Applejack was at the forefront, her critical gaze lingering over my form as her jaw clenched tight, muscles bulging as if conflict roared in her mind. Rainbow Dash was only slightly behind her, appearing to be the only member of the group whom was actually ready to fight, an urge that diminished only somewhat when she saw the manacles I was bound by.
The fact that she seemed ready to still attack me despite that little fact was rather annoying as I had hoped she would be more honorable than to attack someone in handcuffs, but in the end, I couldn't really blame her. Fluttershy was behind her, and was flanked by Rarity and Pinkie Pie, both of whom seemed more scared than anything, and were putting on a brave faces in order to help out their friend. Though even then Pinkie’s expression wasn't exactly so cut and dry as she looked oddly conflicted when our eyes met.
“Your majesty, the guard is assembling as we speak. We expect the encampment will be fully operational within the hour.” The guard on the left reported, snapping a quick salute that saw his hoof pressed against his chest.
The other guard nodded, the mare gesturing back to town. “The materials have been secured, and commander Night Crawler was hoping to meet with you when you had the time.” 
Luna took a step forward, her back straightening as she put on a more regal face for her guards. “Good work you two. Tell Night Crawler I will speak to him before nightfall, but first I need to get some questions answered.”
“And by questions you mean beating the snot out of that overgrown hyena right?” Rainbow Dash asked, taking a step forward and glaring up at me.
“You're like a foot tall? What would you even do? Kick me in the shins?” I asked, looking down at the mare with a wide smirk.
Though she, like most, didn't understand me, she did seem to understand the expression I was making and glared even harder at me. 
“Don't look down on me just because your tall, have big teeth, and claws an over five-foot height advantage and-” Rainbow Dash began, only to get shut down by Twilight who sighed and took a step forward, placing a hoof on the mare’s shoulder.
“Would you really want me to beat someone up after they surrendered and are now in manacles?” She deadpanned. 
The prismatic pegasus glared for all of two seconds before sighing. “I guess not, but she still deserves some kind of payback for hurting Fluttershy!”
“Though I can appreciate that I certainly inconvenienced her I did not intentionally harm her,” I remarked offhandedly, knowing my words were worthless to them. 
“What is wrong with her voice?” Rarity asked, her ears splayed back and a grimace on her face. “Don't tell me she caught something in the Everfree?”
“Well at least someone knows my gender without being told,” I mutter.
“I think that's just the language there Rares.” Applejack remarked, wincing slightly. “Sounds mighty unpleasant I gotta say.” 
“And your language sounds like two horses' tongue wrestling over a sugar cube,” I replied with huff. 
Luna suddenly placed a hoof over her mouth, holding back a laugh that nearly spilled out through her limb.
“Are you alright princess?” Pinkie Pie asked cautiously, taking a step closer and keeping one eye on me. 
“I’m fine.” Luna coughed. “I’m fine, just something stuck in my throat I’m afraid.”
“Oookay,” Pinkie muttered, taking a step back. 
“Now as wonderful as it was to see you all here, we must be getting to the library, we have an interrogation to begin, and I think Fluttershy needs to be somewhere a little less… busy,” Twilight replied, nodding to Fluttershy, who breathed a sigh of relief and nodded back. 
“Thank you Twilight.” Whispered the quiet mare. 
“Good thinkin' Twi, hows about we all go back to the farm and I treat ya to a good home-cooked meal?” Applejack announced. 
The rest of the mares all nodded their agreement, though Rainbow Dash lingered a moment in order to flash me another glare and do that I’m watching you thing by pointing at her eyes before pointing at me. Though without any fingers it looked about as awkward as you would think it would look. I did the grownup thing and blew a raspberry at her, which made her stumble a second as if she had expected me to do something far different than that.
I laughed my barking hyena-like laugh as Twilight, Luna, and I continued to walk toward the library, leaving a confused Rainbow Dash in the dust. Once away from the five other mares, I looked around and found that almost everyone was inside, with only a few ponies brave enough to peek outside their windows, and most who did quickly duck back in once my gaze passed over them. Every other street or so I noticed a guard or two lingering on the streets, most pretending to not look at me while a few stared intently.
Noticing a pattern, I put the guards out of my mind and walked a little closer to Luna, making the alicorn’s ear twitch and the mare glance over at me. “You can understand me can't you?” I asked in a low tone, though I knew Twilight could hear my comment as well. 
Though her face betrayed no emotion I noticed her heart beat a little faster and her ear twitch in the way a pony’s does when they listen to someone. Still, despite the obvious tells she did not confirm my suspicions outwardly. “You're trying to hide the fact that you can, aren't you?” I pressed.
For a bit, I thought she was going to keep trying to hide it but the second she noticed Twilight look away, she nodded quickly. Knowing that she didn't want to speak of it right now, I decided to leave that thought for the moment, keeping it at the back of my mind until we were alone. 
Rounding another bend I noticed that the library was looming ahead of us, a hastily constructed camp surrounding the hollowed-out, yet still-living tree. Guards scurried this way and that, some flew, others walked, some were carrying gear, and others were empty-hooved and in the midst of a patrol. Tents almost completely encircled the structure and I began to wonder if this was a reaction to my little demand or if Luna had always planned to have her guards dig in around Twilight’s little library.
Either way, I noticed that there was even a small perimeter fence that right now was little more than a few scattered posts and what I imagined past as police tape in Equestria stretched between them. Still, it served its purpose by the looks of it as there were no gawkers or anyone that lingered near the edge of the new camp despite the fact that there was a public building at the center of it.
“The basement is being fitted to better contain our prisoner and will be used as an interrogation room for now,” Twilight offered, trotting confidently through the maze of guards and tents. 
Luna followed behind her at a more sedate pace, seemingly less at home amongst the lunar guard as she was their solar counterparts. Though she nodded and exchanged brief pleasantries with a few of them, I could tell it was forced, though if it was the alicorn being either unsure of herself or untrusting of her guards I wasn't quite sure. “That will work fine until we come up with a more permanent solution,” Luna replied. 
I contained my urge to growl, biting down the unpleasant remark I could feel already coming.
Instead of letting the fact that I might never return to my new home, or see my little tribe again, I decided to distract myself by eying up the lunar guards with the excuse being that I might need to fight them later on. The first thing that was obvious to me was just how better disciplined they were than the solar guards, and idle chatter was more or less non-existent as we trotted through the encampment. Orders were carried out in near silence and only one pony stopped and stared at the three of us as we made our way into the library.
They almost all had scimitars belted to their hips, and I noticed that like most pony-made weaponry was outfitted with an enchantment that would likely keep it in their grip as they swung it. Once more I thanked whatever god or goddess was listening, as I didn't know what I would do if I didn't at least have opposable thumbs, as the rest of my physiological changes, though drastic, weren't quite as bad as not being able to wipe my own ass.
Walking into the library, I found that although the books were still on the walls, it wasn't likely that this space was actually being used as a public library after all. There was no check-in counter, no sign of patrons, or any books lying about, something made all the more glaring when I noticed that some of the guard’s supplies had been tucked inside, including a rack of armor that dominated one corner of the library. 
I made a note to tease Twilight on that later and kept searching for something that might aid me if I ever needed to escape while fidgeting with the manacles around my wrists. Though I felt like I could probably best the lock with only a claw, I decided to keep the bindings on, as I didn't want them to know that I could remove said binding at a moment's notice. Thank goodness I took a few levels in rogue. I thought to myself. And that I took the time to figure out how to use my claws as lock picks. 
Memories of several long uneventful nights picking away at a lock with nothing but my finger flashed through my mind and I couldn't help but sigh, remembering the easier, and in my opinion, better times. What did the DM say back then? Adventure will find you? I’d say adventure has already found me plenty of times. I smirked as the pair led me to the back of the library, nearly missing the tiny green eyes of a certain dragon peeking out from the second floor of the library.
Something I ignored as I continued to follow the two mares, who were now trotting down the stairs and into Twilight’s basement. Looking down I was able to tell that some minor work had been done on the room, as several enchantments glittered at the edge of my vision while everything that had been in the room had been shoved against the walls in order to make room for a large table. The table itself seemed fairly normal as far as interrogation tables go, though that's not like I had much experience with such a thing outside of movies.
The two ponies sat down on one side of the table before Twilight used her magic to pull a chair out for me across from them. “Please, sit. Would you like some water or something before we begin?” Twilight asked. 
I glanced down, only now realizing that they had somehow managed to find a gnoll-sized chair on short notice. I nodded and plunked down in the seat, resting my bound hands on the table. “Water would be lovely, thank you,” I replied.
Twilight turned to Luna and received a nod in return. “Water, thank you,” translated the alicorn.
“Alright, I’ll be right back,” Twilight announced before standing up and breaking wing, heading up to the top of the stairs and closing the heavy door behind her. 
“So, are you going to explain to me why you are so scared of ponies knowing you can speak abyssal?” I asked, lifting an eyebrow at the pony.
Luna sighed and ran a hoof through her mane. “I didn't know what the language was until you mentioned it but I remember it from my… past.”
“Ahh, that explains a lot,” I remarked idly. 
“What do you mean by that?” Luna inquired, leaning closer. 
I shrugged. “It's the language of demons.”
Luna frowned, her shoulders sagging. “I suppose that would explain a lot wouldn't it.”
A few seconds of awkward silence later and Twilight returned with a large pitcher of water and three cups, which she placed just outside of my reach on the right side of the table. Lifting my cuffed hands I shook them in front of the mares. “Would you mind getting me out of these things now? Mind magic is incredibly unpleasant and I don't believe it's entirely ethical to use it on prisoners.”
“Oh, hold on a minute, allow me to cast the translation spell so we can make this a little easier on everyone.” Twilight interrupted, her horn lighting up briefly. “There, you can take off the necklace now.” 
“Is it working?” I asked, looking at Twilight. 
The mare nodded. “It's not quite perfect, but I can understand you now, which is better than what I could say a minute ago.” 
Regretfully, I lifted the necklace from around my neck and placed it on the table. “Be careful with that, it was a gift from a friend.” 
“It will remain safe, I can promise you that much,” Luna replied. 
Nodding, I turned back to Twilight and cleared my throat. “Now then, are you going to take these things off? Because it seems quite unethical to use mind magic on an already restrained individual.” 
“Well actually, gnolls are classified as demons and are thus not granted the status of individuals under the Equestrian charter of rights and freedoms.” Twilight began, only to be cut off by a glare from Luna. 
“By the stars Twilight, she's a rational creature capable of complex thought and emotion, have some mercy.” Luna barked, glaring at the mare. 
“But Celestia said-” 
I snorted irritably, cutting off the alicorn before she could continue. “I don't wish to end up at the mercy of someone under your mentor’s command or who uses her so-called logic. No offence.”
Luna nodded while Twilight merely appeared shocked. “I understand. She does have a certain knack for mind magic that is disconcerting to most decent ponies.” 
“Something that should not be used on anyone who is already restrained, wouldn't you agree?” I added, leaning a little closer. “If it would make you feel better I’ll trade these cuffs for a normal pair.”
Twilight shook her head. “That won't be necessary, I’m sure between the two of us we can restrain you should the need arise,” Twilight announced, turning to Luna and looking up at her expectantly. 
The darker alicorn nodded confidently. “I have already informed my guard to begin making preparations for a more secure facility to be constructed.”
“Right.” Twilight took a deep breath before leaning in, lighting her horn, and undoing the manacles around my wrists.
Though my skin was tough from a year spent on the edge of civilization, fending for myself, the manacles were a little small and made the entire time I wore them an unpleasant experience, even for me. Rubbing the now raw flesh, I turned and looked down at Luna expectantly. “So, where should I begin?” I asked. 
“I admit I have many questions about not only yourself but gnolls in general, as I have no doubt Twilight does as well.” Luna began, nodding to Twilight who despite holding back most of her curiosity with a forced, neutral expression. She still let a little bit of that hidden excitement emerge though and her eyes sparkled as she tried to wait patiently. 
“Well I’m afraid to disappoint you, but I’m not originally a gnoll at all, nor am I from your world for that matter,” I announced, to a mixture of disappointment and confusion. 
“That is... Unfortunate.” Luna replied, her brow tight as she stared intently into my orange orbs. “I would ask that you elaborate on those two points, if you may, and don't be afraid to ramble, I believe we are both quite interested in whatever you may wish to say.”
“I’m not entirely certain what exactly to say, to be honest,” I admitted. “I am not sure what I was before this, but I was… something less hairy and shorter I believe, like a hairless ape of some kind.” 
“Are you saying you don't know what exactly your original species was?” Twilight asked, leaning closer and scratching down some notes on a paper she got from… somewhere. 
“My working theory is that my old brain and my new one weren't equal in depth, size, or perhaps complexity and some memories didn't translate over, while others did.” I lifted my hand. “Like, for example, I knew this was a hand, these are claws and that dirt didn't taste good but I didn't know what my old name was, what I was, or where I was from for that matter.” 
“Strange,” Twilight murmured. 
“Indeed. I have to say your story is rather far-fetched, you must admit that much.” Luna offered. 
I nodded. “I have no reason to lie, as it's not like it would help my case in the slightest but if it makes you feel any better I wouldn't mind submitting to whatever form of lie detection you ponies have. Back home we used a complicated series of electrical signals to detect if someone was lying but I’m pretty sure that wasn't even allowed as evidence in court now that I think about it. It's a bit of a grey spot in my memory,” I shrugged and looked over to the two alicorns who both seemed off in their own little world, their minds a million miles away. 
“If you consent to it, we could place a truth circle on the room, but if we do that I’d like to start using the recording crystal earlier than expected, so as to have a record of both your consent and whatever you have to say after that,” Twilight exclaimed before turning to Luna. “What do you think?” 
“I think that is a great idea, provided the prisoner is informed of what exactly a truth circle does, as I don't think she knows,” Luna replied, gesturing to me. 
I raised an eyebrow. “It doesn't have a chance of turning me into a toad or something, does it? Because getting transformed once was quite enough for me, thank you very much.” 
Twilight chuckled and shook her head. “No, nothing so grandiose, it just makes lying impossible, and sometimes gives both light headaches and in rare cases, uncontrollable flatulence.”
“Oh that's rich, and here we are locked in a basement together,” I pointed out. 
“Yes, well, that is quite rare, and it is more likely that you will just get a migraine after a while.” Twilight explained, the blush slowly bleeding from her face. “To that end, we will only use it for one hour before having a short cooldown period.” 
“Good thinking,” Luna remarked her horn lighting and bringing over a small wooden box from one of the other piles of boxes that lined the walls. From it, she produced a small pink crystal roughly six inches long and shaped like a prism. “I will leave the casting to you, Twilight Sparkle.” 
Twilight nodded, took the crystal, and placed it in the center of the table before lighting her horn and activating it, after which she enacted another, secondary spell that took far longer to cast. When complete, I felt a wave of what I could only describe as unpleasantness wash over me originating from Twilight. It wasn't like pins and needles, nor a pressure, but some mix of both, and yet somehow worse and different at the same time. 
Thankfully it passed quickly and judging from the expressions of my interrogators, they had felt it as well. “The sky is gre-blue,” I said, a wide smirk crossing my face. “The meaning of life is chocolate.” I cursed under my breath. “Damn, I was hoping it would work on universal imperatives.” 
Twilight giggled. “I did the same thing when I learned the spell, and unfortunately found out that I could not simply figure out the winning lottery numbers in such a manner.” 
Luna rolled her eyes and huffed silently to herself. “Children.” 
I leaned a little closer to the alicorn and smirked playfully at her. “Don't tell me you never did anything like that when you were younger.” 
“I… may have,” Luna muttered, a slight blush coloring her cheeks. “But that was long ago.”
Twilight coughed into a hoof and gestured to the now floating pink crystal that levitated a foot off the table. “If you wouldn't mind stating your name, as well as the fact that you consent to the interview and the truth spell, I would appreciate it.” 
I sat back in my chair and cleared my throat. “My name is Fareeah and I consented to both the interview and the casting of the truth spell,” I turned to the alicorns. “Like that?”
Luna nodded. “That should be good enough.”
“Now then, if you wouldn't mind picking up as far back as you can remember and going from there, that would be wonderful.” Twilight explained. “Luna and I have all the time in the world.” 
“And me? I don't think I have all the time in the world,” I frowned and tapped my chin. “I don't even know how long gnolls live for that matter.” 
“Neither do we, I'm afraid. Gnolls supposedly died out millennia ago, either that or fled to the far corners of the earth.” Twilight replied. 
“Regardless, you have the prospect of serving life in prison, so I’d say you have the luxury of time as well,” Luna replied with a small smirk of her own. 
“Well, then where to begin?” I drummed my clawed fingers on the table idly. “Oh I used to be male, so I got to find out just how awful this whole period thing sucks. Though gnolls seem to only have one every three months, so that's nice.” 
Luna seemed nonplussed by my statement, though Twilight seemed a little sympathetic. “That's one thing I do not miss.” She exclaimed.
“No way, alicorns don't get…” My jaw hung open and I shook my head. “I am so envious.” 
The elder alicorn rolled her eyes. “Yes well, back to the topic at hoof. How far back can you remember then and would you mind starting your story from there?” 
“That sounds like as good an idea as any I suppose.” I leaned forward. “So, to start, I came from a planet called…” I opened my mouth to speak, only to find that no words came out. “Huh, I could have sworn I remembered that one, but now that I think about it, I can't seem to remember the name. Terra? That sounds right, but not… really.” 
“Interesting,” Twilight remarked.
Luna seemed far less amused with my bout of amnesia and tapped the table, bringing my attention back down to earth. “Regardless, perhaps we should go straight to your arrival here on Equestria then, rather than waste time with things you may or may not remember.” 
I nodded and poured myself a cup of water. “Well, it's your lucky day then, as it seems as though I gained an eidetic memory after having come here.” 
“An eye what?” Luna muttered, turning to Twilight. 
“A photographic, or near-perfect memory, they would have simply called it a perfect memory back in ancient Equestria,” Twilight explained. 
“Huh,” Luna frowned. “Continue.” 
“Anyway. It all began in the Everfree forest a year ago, a year and a day to be exact now that I think about it,” I began, pretending not to notice the quick, nervous look the alicorns gave one another. 
I smiled faintly, my mind going back to that day and conjuring an image of the night sky. “It was a nice night, the moon was full, the sky was clear, and-”
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The first thing I remembered upon getting here was just how beautiful everything was. It was serene, to the point that I couldn't help but wonder if I had stepped into a painting of some kind. The moon filled the sky above me, bathing the world in its deep, ethereal glow, a glow that seemed to eclipse even the sun’s ability to warm me. The next thing I realized was that despite this appearing as a scene out of some sort of piece of art, it was also slightly unreal. For some reason, I could feel my skin crawling at the sight of this place and I forced myself to look away from the moon and the forest that surrounded me, and down to the ground beneath my feet.
Only then did I realize I was no longer what I was supposed to be. 
Though I wore a simple tunic and pants, complete with a backpack and shoes, all of which seemed normal enough, everything felt off. The clothing wasn't tight and seemed tailored to me, yet it also felt much like a new shirt did, one that you bought at a big box store and had not quite broken in yet and felt a little off despite the fact it fit as it should. It suddenly struck me that my cloth shirt wasn't as simple as I thought it was, but was instead some kind of armor, albeit a weak variety, one that I instantly knew was supposed to be placed beneath a layer of plate or chain mail. 
Looking down at my pants I noticed that they were far more durable than my usual style, and were some sort of leather that I couldn't quite identify. Though odd, it wasn't unnerving, not like my feet which were far different from what I was used to. Even a glance told me there was something wrong with them, as well as my lower legs, as I was supposed to stand straight, but instead, the part below my knee bent back slightly. Lifting my legs told me that they weren't injured in any way, as I felt no pain or discomfort, so I turned my attention to the backpack I had noticed earlier. 
Grabbing one of the straps, I was about to take the thing off, only to notice that I was wearing heavy leather gloves that came up to my knuckles, revealing claws I knew I didn't have before. As the mystery deepened, and panic began to surge in my breast, I realized that the rest of my anatomy was different as well. Only to feel that sudden surge of panic get shunted to the back of my mind all of a sudden. 
A flash of memory reminded me that I had not been in this forest a minute ago, and was instead at a table with my friends, playing dungeons and dragons. We had begun a campaign my buddy created titled ‘The Slaughter That Came To Esteria’, a game about facing off against the god of the gnolls, Yeenoghu. Having introduced our characters and revealed that I had chosen to make things interesting and picked a gnoll that was not a follower of the god of slaughter but rather love, we had begun to settle in and listen to the opening monologue delivered by the dungeon master, whose name I can no longer recall.
He said, and I quote. 
“If you do not answer the call to adventure and chose to forgo helping in the defense of Esteria, do not be startled if you find yourself thrust into the middle of said defense despite your best efforts. If you do not heed the call to adventure, the adventure will find you, as there is no escaping the god of destruction. For you see, he comes for us all, in the end.”
It wasn't a bad introduction and the menacing voice he did was surprisingly intimidating but I could already feel my mind churning as I came up with better ways to say what he just had. Pushing that thought aside I focused on my new anatomy, vaguely aware that it looked familiar.
“Duh, I’m Fareeah,” I muttered, smacking a pawed hand against my face and finding that I did indeed no longer have features that I would consider normal by any stretch of the imagination. 
I had more teeth in my mouth, a longer jaw, and a pronounced muzzle that I knew I didn't have a minute ago. My clawed hands roamed across my face and head, searching out any other changes that may have occurred that I didn't notice at first. Sure enough, I had the same floppy gnoll ears that I had seen in the monster manual as well as a long black mane that fell down my back and thankfully stayed out of my face.
My spotted fur was a mixture of grey with black spots, and a passing glance into a pool of rainwater told me that my eyes were the same orange that I had written in my character’s description. “Huh, neat.” I muttered to myself, only to realize that I had also written something else in that description section.
Pulling open my top revealed that was indeed true and I was now no longer male, though thankfully I wasn't quite as endowed as I had first feared, though neither was I flat, unfortunately. “Well, that's going to take some getting used to,” I muttered to myself, only to take a step and realize something felt familiar between my legs.
Opening my pants revealed that I wasn't quite as female as I thought, and I swiftly let my pants snap back into place. I mean it kind of made sense as in my friend’s setting gnolls were hyenas given sentience through the consumption of intelligent creatures and female hyenas had what could only be described as a rather strange set of sexual organs. I chose not to think about that for now, putting all such thoughts of my new gender and the complications therein out of my mind, for now at least.
“Think Fareeah, how did… Oh hey, I’m referring to myself as my character’s name,” I paused, tapping my chin as I thought about it. “Strange.”
I shook my head and forced that thought away, not wanting to consider the possibility that my real name had been lost entirely. “What were my stats again?” I muttered, trying to think back to my character sheet.
I knew I had rolled well and had min-maxed a little when it came to my scores, trading away my ability to speak anything but abyssal for another plus two in strength. I also chose to put my first level into rogue despite the fact that I had made my character nearly eight feet tall. This was partially compensated for by the fact that I had fairly high dexterity as well as a decent hide skill, though I didn't know if any such stats had carried over to this world.
“If I remember correctly I had an eighteen in strength…” I glanced over to a large rock that was about as big as a basketball and reached down, easily managing to pick it up. “Whoa.”
I tossed the rock from one hand to another, feeling my muscles ripple just beneath the fabric of my shirt. “This is crazy,” I remarked before holding the rock like a shot put and launching it at a tree several feet away.
The rock bounced off the tree trunk and skidded away, leaving behind a chunk of missing bark, something I kinda felt bad about. “Note to self, make sure I don't hug someone too hard.” 
My dexterity was also fairly high, though not quite as high as my strength, the stat only coming to a sixteen if I remembered correctly. “Which means I should be very light on my feet and able to hit even small moving targets.”
I grabbed another rock, this one much smaller than the first, and took aim at a leaf fairly high up in a tree. Though it took only a second to lock onto the target I was unsure if I could actually hit it, something my instincts told me was quite possible. Choosing to trust that gut feeling I had, I whipped the stone at the leaf and was amazed to see that not only had I hit it but I had thrown the rock with such force that it had gone straight through it.
“Huh,” I muttered, looking down at my hands in wonder. “What else can I do?” 
My constitution was also quite high, but that was only due to the fact that gnolls naturally had high constitution considering their diet of rotting flesh and near-constant warfare. A sixteen meant I would be able to stay awake for days on end, was difficult to knock out, and not easily affected by most illnesses. Looking around I wasn't quite sure how to test that without the benefit of time or bashing my head against a rock, something I instantly ruled out for obvious reasons.
Intelligence was my second lowest score at only fourteen, though it was originally much higher but gnolls took a penalty to that stat. Still, it was still above average and meant that I was fairly intelligent, was able to understand new tasks quickly as well as complete logic puzzles, and do complicated mental math. Though int wasn't going to be a stat I used very much I also hated playing dumb characters, so that option had been thrown out early on.
Wisdom was acceptable as well, coming to a fifteen, meaning I was a decent read of people and situations as well as having a strong hunch every now and then. Which was good, as I had been considering doing something dumb like multiclassing into a druid later on. Still, it wasn't entirely useful yet, but again I wasn't about to play a low wis character either, as for one, I could never remember the difference between low int and low wis and that just sounded like an unpleasant experience in general.
Lastly was my charisma score which was my worst roll, one made worse by the gnoll race’s limitations and trading away what little points I had and moving them to other stats. This was perhaps the stat I was most worried about, as it was a whopping three, but I was also a great roleplayer, and talker in real life so the dungeons master ended up allowing me to interpret my low charisma in a different way than most.
Which meant I was ugly. My teeth were yellowed, my eyes a disturbing color of orange that seemed as unnatural as they were unpleasant to look at. That and my entire form was gangly, covered with scars, and though not smelly, had a distinct odor all its own. That wasn't enough to satisfy my friend though and I had to come up with another way to further display just how low my charisma score was.
“Hello, hello, hello,” I spoke clearly and plainly, trying to hear what my voice sounded like.
Despite my attempts, everything sounded like English to me, clear and plain English, though even then I could tell something was slightly off. I remembered that I had gone on to explain my low charisma by my voice being just plain unpleasant to listen to, over a decade of speaking nothing but abyssal having warped my vocal cords. This fit flavor-wise with my character and the world but now I wasn't entirely sure I was even in that world as my friend’s setting had two moons and above me, yet here there was only one.
This meant I might not even speak any language that the locals did and I might never be able to understand them, given my restrictions. I wondered if sign language counted as a language, as it might be the only way I could communicate with others, a thought I shrugged off for now.
Remembering the bag I had been about to check out I unslung it from my shoulder and flipped open the top. Within were all the usual level one items I would come to expect, including a bed roll, some minor healing items like bandages and whatnot as well as rations, a waterskin, a single health potion and lastly a dagger. Remembering that I had a sheathe for said dagger already on my hip, I put the weapon away before counting out my rations. 
“Only a week’s worth,” I remarked before throwing that bag back over my shoulders. “Oh well, I should be able to make it last before I find a town of some kind.” 
Looking around, I began to notice that I had absolutely no clue where I was. 
I was in the middle of a clearing of some kind, the ground being too stony to allow anything more than scrub grass to grow there. With no direction in mind, I closed my eyes and spun around until I stopped, facing north. I then considered it for a moment before shrugging and walking that way. Or at least I thought it was north, as that was the side of the tree that had the most moss on it, though I didn't actually know if that old adage was true for this world as well, or even what hemisphere I was on now that I thought about it. 
With little else to do, I focused my senses outwards, trying to figure out how good they were.
My eyes could see perfectly fine in the low light of the full moon, and I got a distinct feeling that even if the moon was not full I would be able to see relatively fine. Something that made sense as gnolls had limited dark vision and great low-light vision.
The next thing I tested was my ears and I slowed down in order to listen closer to my surroundings. Sure enough, I could hear far better than I used to and I could pick out just about everything that moved around me. From the trees that swayed in the breeze, to the crickets singing their annoying song, it was all as clear as day. I could even hear the smaller, less noticeable sounds like birds in their nests and snakes weaving through the undergrowth.
“Perhaps this world isn't quite so different after all.” I whispered as I glanced up to a tree where a pair of slumbering robbins leaned against one another. 
Not wanting to wake them up, I slunk quietly through the underbrush, testing to see how good my new nose was. Sure enough, like the rest of my senses, this one was also enhanced, allowing me to smell even further than I could hear. Small aromas I knew I couldn't smell before were now easily detected and I could sense not only the distinct scent that came after a recent rain but also the individual trees. Somehow my nose was able to tell the different species apart by the smell alone.
Putting that thought out of my mind for now I focused on the last thing I had yet to give attention to, my skills. Though the actual numbers were lost to me I knew my athletics was great, while my acrobatics was just decent. Sleight of hand was mediocre but better than average, given my rogue level, but my stealth was one of my core skills and I knew it at least, was relatively high.
Arcana, history, and religion were all garbage as I hadn't bothered to put a single point in any of them. Investigation was good while nature was decent, seeing as I wanted to eventually take a druid level or two, but that had occupied most of my skill points. 
Which meant that medicine, deception, performance, persuasion and animal handling were all abysmal. Insight and perception werent bad, while survival was my last decent skill out of the lot of them. 
I made a note of trying to raise them somehow, hoping that this world would allow me to get better at them through practice rather than like in dungeons and dragons where only levels could help in that regard.
My thoughts were interrupted by a strange new scent, one that pierced through the rest like a hot knife through butter, and drew me off the straight line I had been walking in until now. It smelled metallic, and reminded me of something, but what exactly that something was lost to me. With a strange hunger slowly building in my chest, I followed the scent through the trees and toward its origin.
The smell brought me next to a small ravine where a four-legged shape lay gasping on the water’s edge. It looked a lot like a deer, though much smaller than any I had ever seen before, coming up to maybe only my crotch including its antlers.
Unsure if the creature was sentient I slowly crept forward, noticing that it was bleeding heavily from a stomach wound that didn't appear to be terribly deep, but which was also turning green and purple. Whatever had hit it had inflicted some manner of poison, and the poor creature had sought out the water in an attempt to cleanse itself, or at least I assumed as much, as the creature hadn't said anything. 
Creeping closer I put one hand on my dagger as I closed the distance. “Hello? Do you need help?” I asked.
Though the deer turned to me, and its eyes went wide I didn't see the spark of sentience that I had expected to see in its gaze. They were the same black and brown orbs I remembered from my time as not a gnoll and when it spoke I knew then and there that it was not intelligent as they let loose a whining cry that I instantly recognized from my former life.
Frowning, I stood over the creature, wondering what I should do with it, as I knew the poison pulsing through its body was likely going to kill it. I considered helping it, but with little to no animal handling or medicine, I felt like my abilities would ultimately be unhelpful in this situation. Instead, I ended up taking my hand from the hilt of my dagger and gripping its head in my hands.
It resisted at first, trying to shake off my grip but its movements were so weak that it could do little to actually accomplish such a task. 
“Shhh, be still now, it's time to rest,” I whispered.
A quick jerk and the creature’s neck snapped, its body falling limp.
I stood slowly and frowned at its now lifeless form, silently wondering what had delivered such a powerful poison. As I looked down at it I felt my stomach rumble and my mouth begin to salivate, the hunger I had first noticed when I began to follow the scent’s trail suddenly returning with a vengeance and urging me to consume the creature, bones and all. 
Though tempted, I wasn't quite ready to test my constitution quite yet, and eating raw meat wasn't exactly an idea I relished.
Turning away, I purposefully began to walk upwind of the dead deer, hoping to put the smell, and thus hunger, from my mind.
This odd hunger was unpleasant, as I could already tell that my stomach was relatively full, and I didn't need to eat. As I thought about it, I came to the conclusion that it was likely a leftover of  this body’s more primal instincts to not let a meal go to waste rather than it being actual hunger. Something that made sense as I read that hyenas could eat everything from bones to the very waste of other animals, as their digestive system was that good. I prayed that I never got to the point where I had to test such a theory, as I could tell that my sense of taste remained unaltered.
Putting that from my mind, I continued to walk north after finding another tree and locating which side had more moss on it. With north now in front of me, I strode confidently deeper into the forest, hoping to eventually find some civilization as I did not want to spend my days without a flushing toilet.
My walk took over an hour or two, during which time the moon remained completely dead center in the middle of the sky, tickling a memory I couldn't quite place. As I thought about it, I continued to put one foot in front of the other, at about which point I realized that despite the rough, uneven terrain and how long I was walking, I had not even begun to get tired, which was nice to know.
It took a while but I eventually found a landmark that rose out of the distance, namely a stone tower that pierced the treetops. With some form of civilization in sight, I began to make my way over to it only for something to make me stop suddenly and look down, where a gorge suddenly opened up. Breathing a sigh of relief I made a note of keeping my eye on what was in front of me this time, lest I find out just how many hit points I had.
Glancing to my left and right I noticed that there was a rope bridge far to my left, one that lead to a path that wound its way to the entrance of the dilapidated stone structure before me. There was little cover there however and I turned to the right to find that there was a more overgrown stone bridge hidden past a large bush. Making my way in that direction I contemplated the strange itching sensation at the back of my mind, a small voice telling me that I recognized this place, though I’d never actually been there before.
Shrugging off the weirdness of the situation, I made my way over to the bridge and was about to cross when I noticed that it wasn't very wide, and the rails on either side weren't very high. They barely even came past my knees and I had just barely enough room to cross with ease, two things that made me think that perhaps the people that had made it had been much shorter than I.
Though I was tempted to think of dwarves or gnomes, which were fantasy races, something about the stonework told me that wasn't true.
Putting that out of my mind I looked around, searching for a side entrance of some kind only to be stopped by some maniacal laughter followed by the boom of thunder. I nearly jumped out of my new boots as lightning flashed in the distance despite there being absolutely no clouds in the sky.
Shrugging off that particular bit of strangeness, I looked up to the tower where I had heard the laughter only for that tiny voice to return with a vengeance.
As I looked up through the window I caught a glimpse of something not unlike a horse yet completely different from the horses I knew. In that instance, I felt a flood of recollection as I suddenly remembered that you creatures were called ponies and that the fight I was privy to was from a television show. As I watched you two exchange cliche dialogue, I couldn't help but laugh at the whole situation, as this entire circumstance I found myself in seemed a lot like the beginnings of a terrible fanfiction.
“I guess I’m not in the dungeons and dragons game after all, but rather something even nerdier,” I remarked, leaning on a nearby tree as I watched you two go back and forth.
This continued for longer than I remembered, and I took that time to climb a tree in order to get a better look, something that was incredibly easy with my longer arms and more powerful muscles. Once in my new perch, I continued to watch you girls fight, imagining that by not helping I was preserving the normal sequence of events that I recognized from my world.
A notion that was quickly dashed when I noticed that you seemed intent on killing one another. Blasts of magic blew apart columns, dust erupting through windows, and I watched more than one of you nearly get your head blown off by Nightmare Moon. This brutal knock down drag out fight was so unlike what I was expecting that I could do little but watch in confusion as you continued to slug it out.
Somewhere in the middle of things, you girls discovered the true nature of the elements only for the fight merely to continue with a more level playing field. 
The alicorn advantage seemed to be neutralized by the element’s magical effects but they by no means granted instant victory as I remembered. Sure they seemed capable of naturally amping up whatever ability you all innately had but even a power boost didn't allow you to surpass Nightmare Moon. 
Even more disturbing were the insults that were thrown back and forth, with Nightmare promising not only to torture you girls but promised dismemberment and the slaughter of friends and family. The blood I saw dripping down Twilight’s and the Nightmare’s coats from various near misses drove home the fact that something was off.
It was then that I realized that I wasn't in the world that I had seen in fiction, and wherever I was it was far darker than the world I knew. I was in the midst of scrambling out of the tree in order to try and help when I noticed movement nearby, drawing my attention to a royal guard I noticed standing and peering into the tower from below. Though short he was standing as tall as possible and biting his lip, his attention fixated on the tower I had been looking at a moment earlier.
“Come on Twilight, you can do it,” he muttered to himself.
If he was standing there it probably meant there were more nearby, and if they were nearby but not inside it likely meant that this was part of whatever Celestia’s plan was. Which also meant I shouldn't interfere with what she had going on and I scrambled back into my tree, this time as quietly as possible.
With little else to do, I continued to watch, drawn in by the brutal fight going on only a few dozen meters away. Over time I noticed that the elements seemed to slowly heal your wounds, and allow you to keep fighting while Nightmare Moon began to tire. Her feats of magic became less grandiose and her attacks more careful, more precise as she seemed to understand that she wasn't going to just stomp the six of you.
That didn't help her though, as you girls continued to learn her strengths and weaknesses and react accordingly. Rarity’s shields grew stronger, Pinkie’s kicks more precise, bypassing the Nightmare’s armor, while Rainbow Dash became faster, and Applejack hit harder. All the while you got better and better at coordinating your friends, attacking and covering one another’s flanks with all the speed and precision of a natural leader.
There came a point when the Nightmare seemed to realize that she wasn't going to win unless she did something drastic, at which point she charged you, Twilight. I obviously don't need to tell you what happened next as you managed to meet her head-on, magic for magic, fueled by your newfound friendship. In the end, the Nightmare was defeated and lay on the ground smoking, her coat singed and her helmet lost somewhere in the ensuing blast. 
Yet rather than spout the usual villain nonsense she merely laughed, stopping midway through in order to cough up a wad of blood which she spat at you.
At that point, you walked up and declared it was over and that she should surrender, but the nightmare wasn't having any of that and interrupted your cliche good guy statement. 
“Fools! It matters not if I am defeated, for there is no escaping the god of destruction. I had hoped to toughen this world up for his arrival, but it seems like you all shall be lambs to the slaughter!” Then she laughed as you blasted her one last time with the elements. 
Initially, I thought you were going to kill her but it seemed like you had figured out that they could do more than just shoot people with magic, and power you up. With the purifying process complete I watched you all step back in shock as princess Luna opened her eyes. 
“What's going on? Where am I? Where is my sister?” Luna asked hesitantly, looking around in confusion. “I was just exploring the Canterlot caves with Tia when- why is my coat burnt?” 
She gasped and looked up to find Celestia descending from the hole in the ceiling. “Oh Lulu, you have no idea how happy I am to hear you say that.” 
“Sister, why are you so tall-oof.” Luna muttered before getting crushed in a hug.
I don't have to tell you what happened next, but for the sake of the recording I’m going to go ahead and say what happened, and if you don't like it, sue me. I’m a completionist. What can I say?
While the alicorns hugged I noticed that despite the elements having powered down and their job being done, Twilight was still glowing. Something that Celestia noticed shortly thereafter, prompting her to break her hug. “What is this?” She muttered. 
“Woah your all glowy and stuff!” Rainbow Dash declared. 
“Neato, you’re like your very own nightlight!” Pinkie Pie added, poking your side only to spasm as if she had been electrocuted. “Wowee, I think I can taste colors now.”
She then passed out and was quickly tended to while you had what I could only describe as a very polite freakout. A freakout that Celestia joined as well, as she frowned and lit her horn, muttering. “No, it's too soon, the stars said...” Before shutting up when she realized you were growing brighter by the second.
I couldn't exactly tell what was going on at first but judging from Celestia’s reaction she was grooming you to become an alicorn at a later date, like from the fiction I knew but this plan was thrown out as Nightmare Moon’s excess magic sought out a new home. Now, this is just my working theory but I’m pretty sure that since you were a proto-alicorn, Nightmare Moon’s magic latched onto you in order to complete that transformation.
Sure enough, you disappeared in a flash of light, followed by Celestia, leaving me confused as to what to do. On the one hand, I felt like greeting the guard might be the best idea, but I also felt like I had the best chance of being understood by Fluttershy or one of the alicorns but with Luna exhausted and the other two gone I merely sat there.
Until I noticed Fluttershy taking a breather near the window, the pegasus’ body dripping with sweat as she breathed heavily, sucking back fresh night air by the mouthful. With an opening presenting itself I began to wave, knowing already that abyssal would probably sound unpleasant to any who heard it.
This also made the most sense in my mind as it followed the logical plot development that had happened so far. Expecting a quick resolution and perhaps a short but not fatal misunderstanding I was completely blindsided when I heard someone shouting something at me from my right. 
“It's a servant of slaughter. On me, mares and stallions!” He yelled before the rest of his words turned into the normal horse drivel you all spout whenever you speak to one another.
I never did figure out why I could understand you until that point, however, but my guess was that whatever magic that had brought me here had lingered for a while, translating your words before dissipating completely. Something that was unfortunate as I would have really liked to know what in the hell Shining whatever had yelled at me. 
Which was somepony that I didn't think I’d see for a while yet here he was charging at me while shooting magic at my face. Lucky for me he missed, blowing apart the branch I had been standing on. Using my newfound grace I landed in a crouch, rolling to a stop a few feet away. Shining Bottom was as startled as I was by the surprisingly dexterous move I had just pulled off, gaping at me from about thirty feet away.
Instantly I raised my hands in an attempt to ward off continued aggression but that asshole was uninterested in my surrender and judging from the increased pace of his words my attempts at calming him did the opposite. While I continued to try and find some common ground I began to notice that more guards were coming out of the woodwork, and I knew my dodging abilities, though good, weren't good enough to hold up against a whole host of unicorns all trying to blast my ass at once.
Giving up on the diplomatic approach, for now, I turned and ran, making a break for the ravine and crossing the overgrown bridge in two enormous steps.
The pounding of hooves that had been right behind me lost ground in mere seconds, though that didn't stop them from firing bolts of lightning or simple force at me. This made me stop and dodge occasionally, my instincts telling me which way to leap and how to stay out of the way of the bolts that would have killed or seriously injured me. 
This slowed my run significantly, something made worse by the fact that the forest was also far denser than I had first anticipated, meaning I frequently tripped, nearly ran into a tree, or otherwise stumbled randomly through the dense foliage. Thankfully this seemed to slow down my pursuers as well, as they didn't have the night vision I had. 
It was also at this moment that I realized that the ponies following me were likely made up entirely of unicorns, as I didn't hear the beat of wings or the twang of crossbows yet. With the knowledge that I could in fact outrun them I put all my energy into merely putting as much ground between me and my attackers as possible. 
This wasn't difficult, and though I nearly ended up getting my legs blown off by a stray lightning bolt, I managed to slip away. Now with more than enough tree cover between me and the guards, I slowed down and paid more attention to my footing, ensuring I didn't trip and wind up getting caught because I didn't look where I was going. 
This continued for several minutes, and though there was still some yelling in the distance, the random spurts of magic seemed to have petered out. That was until that shining asshole appeared before me in a flash of magic that nearly blinded me.
His face was flush, and the moment he landed he tossed aside a crystal of some kind as he continued to shout horse words at me. Confused, but thankful that he was no longer shooting at me, I gulped and slowly raised my arms above my head while keeping my feet firmly rooted to the ground. This seemed to ease some of his worries as he shouted slightly less, but he also didn't let go of the glow that surrounded his horn.
Unable to tell what he was saying, and with the captain not even trying to mime any actions or make any attempt at communication, his words began to grow louder and the glow of his horn continued to grow brighter. Seeing the clear signs of escalation playing out before me, I shrugged and made the most comically confused face I could imagine, hoping he would get the picture that I could not understand him. This was apparently the wrong answer though and his horn flashed, the magic morphing into a bolt of lightning that flew at my head. 
Thankfully my instincts had remained sharp throughout our interaction and I ducked out of the way at the last possible second, before rolling forward. Unable to stop my momentum I decided to try and end this fight as quickly as possible and after I completed the roll I clocked the guard right in the face. Your brother didn't even know what hit him before I punched him right in his hate-filled little face, sending the tiny unicorn flying into a nearby bush.
Shocked by my newfound strength, I considered going over and seeing if he was okay but by then the thunder of hooves had begun to catch up and I trusted his health to his fellows and ran. My long, loping gait meant that in seconds I was out of the immediate area, and had put a decent amount of distance between us. As I ran, I saw that there was a ravine coming up in the distance.
Or at least that's what I had assumed, as unbeknownst to me, Shining homicide had indeed managed to get back up and had loosed a massive fireball at my retreating form.
Not hearing it coming, I continued to sprint towards the ravine, intent on using the slightly more even ground found around the body of water in order to make a quicker getaway. Until something exploded behind me and bathed me in fire, incinerating a lot of my fur, scorching my back, and destroying my pack, shirt, and a majority of my pants, leaving me with only the front half of my clothes, my boots, gloves and my dagger which somehow managed to stay attached to what was left of my pants.
I remember feeling pain the likes of which I had never experienced before and I was thrown forward, my hand instinctively going to my dagger and keeping it safe while I sailed through the air. My trip into the sky didn't last long as I landed in the creek, my entire body disappearing beneath the surprisingly deep and fast-running water.
Confused and in extreme pain, I was surprised to notice that I had instinctively taken a breath before I hit the water, meaning I had plenty of oxygen while I swam further downstream. I silently thanked my constitution, and gnoll heritage as I was easily able to hold my breath while I navigated the murky depths of the ravine.
This continued for several minutes before my lungs began to burn and I was forced to emerge from the water, my head instantly turning around and trying to catch a glimpse of my pursuers. To my surprise, I had put far more ground between me and them than I thought, and in the distance I noticed Shining douche bag looking down at the remnants of my clothes, poking the scattered cloth with a hoof. I smirked when I noticed that one eye was swollen shut and his nose was clearly broken, his horn glowing brightly as he presumably tried to heal his wounds.
Not wanting to stick around long enough for him to figure out that I was indeed alive and not a pile of dust, I breathed deeply and plunged back below water. This process of gulping down air and swimming happened several more times until l was absolutely sure I was as far downwind of the guards as necessary to hide my scent. With little chance of being followed, I slipped out of the reeds and crawled up the bank before making my way toward the woods once more, my dagger gripped tightly in my hand. 
A shiver made me realize that the fur on the entire back half of my body was gone, and a pang of pain reminded me that this wasn't the worst of the damage, as my back was one massive second-degree burn. Turning and looking over my shoulder into a pool of water confirmed my fears, and I quickly looked away, not wanting to look at the hideous injury.
For a moment I stood there, trying to feel how bad of an injury it was, and if it was life-threatening. A few moments of concentration later and I was certain that I wasn't in immediate danger as gnolls rarely suffered from infection and the injury itself wasn't as bad as it looked. My high constitution had no doubt saved me, aided by the fact that I immediately iced the burn for several minutes, though the experience certainly hadn't been a pleasant one.
With a sigh, I looked up at the moon, silently wondering what in the hell I had done to deserve this. I decided then and there that I must have been terribly unkind to puppies in my former life, as this was far worse treatment than even a normal bad guy deserved.
As I began to slowly stride into the woods, I did my best to look away from my now naked form, or spend too much time thinking about my wounds, and in the rage, I felt burning at the back of my mind. Instead, I tried to focus on anything I may have missed not from the brief fight, but from the time before I arrived here in Equestria, as something told me I had indeed forgotten something important.
I wracked my brain for several minutes only to think to myself that I had not forgotten anything out of the ordinary. That was until something possessed me to think back to the topic of dungeons and dragons and realize what I had forgotten. Dungeons and dragons was not typically only a one-player game, and though we didn't have the larger groups that some others did, there was still me, the dungeon master, and my friend.
I wondered if he was here too and if we had been dropped apart from one another and if so how far away was it? I wondered where he was, and as I worried more and more information came back to me about him, and his character. 
He had chosen to play a changeling, which is a sort of humanoid shapeshifter capable of becoming any other medium sized creature of relative size and mass. He had chosen this race in order to be everything I was not by mastering both magic and charisma in one go by becoming a sorcerer that focused almost solely on ranged attacks. I remembered chatting with  him about how we were going to play our characters, and work as a team as this campaign was going to be difficult, and would necessitate planning our race, class, and skills carefully.
I chose to run more of a dex tank, utilizing the benefits of high dexterity in order to dual wield lighter weapons, splitting my levels between ranger and rogue in order to create a character that was surprisingly sneaky, and tanky while still dealing high damage. This also shored up my friend’s defenses as we needed someone to get past locks and traps, while also being able to compliment his high charisma and great disguise ability.
With a changeling as a partner, the plan was simply to sneak around and pick off most of our enemies before my friend summoned a bunch of minions and then started to focus down the boss, while I snuck up on said boss and when it was the right time, deliver the coup d'etat. To this end, he had specialized in summoning and evocation at the cost of abandoning the ability to cast both necromancy and divination spells. Something that was deemed worth it as these kinds of spells was easily replaced by either more raw damage, or a good diversification of skills respectively.
I fell suddenly, my foot having caught a root and leaving me face down in the dirt, a groan on my lips. The wave of memories had been a little too overwhelming and I chose not to think about the past right now, not while I was naked save for my gloves and boots while in the middle of nowhere with nothing more than a dagger at my side.
To that end I began to look around, making a note that civilization would probably not be very kind to a race that was apparently on some sort of kill-on-sight list. Something that struck me as quite racist, though I couldn't say I blamed them, as gnolls in dungeons and dragons frequently raided nearby settlements for slaves, tools, or just fun.
Fortunately for me, I wasn't a brain-dead meathead and could in fact make my own decisions. Though that line of reasoning did lead me to figure out that either gnolls or something that looked like gnolls were enemies of ponies in this reality. Meaning I would likely be unable to convince anyone I wasn't a mindless savage, and could indeed be reasoned with, provided I figured out how to communicate with them.
I glanced down at my naked, bloody, and partially hairless form and sighed, mentally compiling a list of all the things I would need to acquire before I could even attempt to speak to another pony. 
Number one was healing my wounds, followed by finding clothes, acquiring a base of operation and then finally locating a pony that wasn't likely to try and kill me after only looking at me. After that I could slowly work out the difference in language, or perhaps construct something to bridge that gap. At which point things kind of opened up for me, leaving me with a little too many options. 
My first thought was to meet up with you six, as you are the most important creatures in the fictional world I read about, but then again I am not a big fan of dying. Something that was apparently a very real possibility if I chose to try and help you or others. Death also wasn't something I was keen on experiencing considering the possibility that if I died here I might very well die permanently.
In the end, I shook my head, putting such grandiose thoughts from my mind and instead focusing on the here and now. A thought that started with me trying to figure out why my nose was suddenly filled with the scent of rotting flesh.
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“I think this is a good spot to pause your story,” Luna offered.
“Y-yes. Maybe we should take the remaining time to ask a few questions,” Twilight added.
I raised an eyebrow, holding back my response while I inspected my jailors a little closer. They both looked a bit green under the gills, with neither thrilled to hear my tale. Twilight was hit the worst, the mare muttering under her breath, with the only audible words being Shining. Luna wasn't much better off, though she looked more pensive, as well as slightly curious. If that spark in her eye was any indication, though I may have been misunderstanding it.
“So, questions?” I asked.
“Oh right,” Twilight coughed into her hoof and sat a little straighter. “To start, I was wondering if you may clarify a few things. Starting with what you mentioned about this ‘campaign’ you were a part of.”
“It was, at the time anyway, just a silly game of make-believe where you pretend to be adventurers,” I replied.
“Like your ogres and oubliettes game you kept asking me to join,” Luna added, eyes lighting up.
“Really? How curious,” Twilight murmured, only to shake her head. “Regardless, you said that the game’s title was ‘The Slaughter That Came to Esteria’?”
I nodded. “Yeah, that was the title he settled on. I would have gone with something a bit more grammatically correct, but hey.”
“Do you know the significance of the word Esteria?” Luna asked.
“Uh, it's a kind of cool name for a world?” I half asked half stated with a shrug of my shoulders.
“It is the name given to our planet by the kindred during the thousand-year summer,” Luna remarked in a low, reverent tone. “There are very few who know this word, and fewer still that would speak it frivolously.”
“Really? Celestia mentioned that there was an ancient empire but she’s never answered my questions. At least in a way that wasn't so vague that I couldn't make heads or tails of it,” Twilight murmured.
“Yes, that is Tia for you. But, getting back to our questions. This… dungeon master. What do you know of him?” Luna pressed.
“He was a hairless ape, like myself. He came up with the story, and was as proud as he was secretive about the whole thing,” I replied. “He barely told us anything, and promised that all the relevant info would come up naturally.”
“So he is not in fact some manner of god or extraplanar entity?” Luna asked.
I chuckled, only to pause and shrug. “I don't know anymore. I was transformed, so who’s to say he hasn't been as well.”
“Were there any other players?” Twilight asked, turning to Luna. “Usually there are about four other people outside of the dungeon master.”
“There was only one that I can remember,” I murmured, scratching my chin with a claw. “I can't recall if there was anyone else.”
“So there might be another like you here?” Luna inquired.
I shrugged. “Its possible, but I haven't heard or seen them. Though I also have barely ever left the Everfree.”
“Let's put that thought aside for now, and run through a few shorter questions. I feel like thats a bit of a dead end for now,” Twilight offered, glancing at Luna.
The other alicorn nodded.
“Right, so what do you remember of your previous life?” Twilight inquired.
“Not much,” I admitted, somewhat regretfully. “I sometimes get flashes, memories prompted by some stimuli that bring them to the fore but other than that… I was male, I was young, and was into roleplaying games.”
“You don't remember anything about the world you left behind?” Twilight asked, her voice containing a hint of desperation.
“It was more technologically advanced than yours, but specifics are beyond me,” I admitted. “All that's left was context stuff, basics. What is a claw, what is a train, concepts like democracy, or the existence of laws.”
“Subconscious learned patterns remain, but anything greater than that is removed. That does sound like the result of a blind jump to a different plane,” Twilight murmured.
“Either way you have my sympathy. To be ripped away from what you know so suddenly…” Luna began, her jaw tensing. “It is an unforgivable crime.”
“It's not all bad, though you ponies are intensely xenophobic, hateful, bigoted, and violent, not everyone is like you,” I remarked, my restraint slipping somewhat when my thoughts turned to Shining Butt Face.
“We are no-sort of are,” Twilight declared. “Wait. That's not what I meant to say.”
“The Equestria of today is not nearly as welcoming to outsiders as the one I knew,” Luna added. “The struggles and conflicts with their neighbors have hardened the hearts of this generation of ponies.”
“It's just…” Twilight grit her teeth and shook her head. “We are not like that, for the most part. You must understand that gnolls were considered non-sapient animals driven to slaughter any living creature at the behest of their demonic god.”
“Yet you people still believed that even after seeing clear and present evidence to the contrary. I think that's another point in the violent, xenophobic, and hate-filled category,” I retorted.
“I… we… augh,” Twilight snorted and fell back in her chair.
Luna cleared her throat. “Continuing where we left off. What do you know about this fictional version of our world that you mentioned earlier?”
“Just the broad strokes of your story and that it was a television show intended for young girls,” I answered.
“Television?” Twilight asked, her annoyance instantly replaced with curiosity.
“It enabled you to watch moving picture shows on a small screen… somehow,” I murmured. “Like, seeing a play happening a thousand miles away or something.”
“Fascinating. Continue,” Twilight urged, the alicorn scrawling notes on her pad.
“Like I said, broad strokes. Nightmare Moon is defeated. Twilight learns the value of friendship while going on bite-sized adventures with her friends. Every year or so they face off against some big bad attempting to destroy everything,” I concluded.
“What manner of threat?” Luna pressed.
“Discord, the changelings, and…” I paused, a frown coming to my face. “That's all I can remember. Though I am certain there were more.”
“It seems as though this fictional reality differs greatly from our own as changelings died out millennia ago during the great crossing,” Luna declared.
“Also I’ve never heard mention of this… Discord character before, have you?” Twilight stated, turning to Luna.
Who shook her head. “Neigh, we have not. He sounds like some manner of chaotic demon not unlike the dreaded Yeenoghu.”
“He was a trickster, I’m fairly certain. I can only remember that he had a great voice,” I stated.
“It is unfortunate that we cannot garner anything else of value from this other world, but that is to be expected when it comes to such interdimensional nonsense,” Luna stated.
“I am more intrigued by what this dungeon master of yours said,” Twilight offered. “The quote you mentioned about how the adventure would find you and that Yeenoghu was coming.”
I shrugged. “I haven't found any evidence of this, save for what Nightmare Moon said before she was defeated.”
Upon mentioning Nightmare Moon, Luna shrunk slightly, and Twilight's jaw tensed as if she were biting back a response. The moment passed quickly, the two alicorns schooling their expressions and putting on a mask of professionalism. Even still, I could tell that they both had secrets, secrets about either Nightmare Moon, or Yeenoghu’s return.
“He's not coming back, is he?” I pressed, paying close attention to Twilight.
“We cannot confirm that he is returning,” Twilight rather strategically said, voice quivering slightly as she skirted around the limits of the truth spell.
“We should stay on topic,” Luna offered.
“Right, of course,” Twilight murmured, the alicorn pausing to clear her throat. “You said you killed a manticore and a dragon. Tell us of those incidents.”
“The manticore was regretful but inevitable. He had grown old and like an aging lion, became violent as it sought to find a worthy end,” I explained. “As for the dragon… that's a bit more complicated.”
“Go on,” Twilight urged.
I slowly exhaled through one side of my mouth. “What's there to say? They were twisted, poisoned, and had gone mad, likely from pain. Containing only the cunning of a predator, they hunted my own, until I hunted them down in turn.”
“Do you regret it?” Luna inquired.
“I regret the necessity of my actions,” I replied after a short pause. “I wish there was some way to help them or detain them but that simply wasn't feasible I’m afraid.”
Twilight and Luna exchanged a look, with Twilight hastily scrawling a long note on her pad of paper. Which she kept shaded with a hoof, ensuring that I couldn't read it no matter how closely I watched her. 
“How exactly did you manage to survive alone in the wilderness for so long?” Luna asked.
“I’m very strong, quite fast, and fairly intelligent,” I replied. “Not to pat myself on the back too much but I can handle most of what the Everfree could throw at me.”
“You didn't receive any assistance from outside forces or snuck into town in order to procure supplies illegally?” Twilight asked.
“No-well once but that was a whole thing,” I answered. “We needed medicine, and acquired it through less desirable means. However, we did leave behind payment.”
“So to confirm you did not receive help from denizens of Ponyville?” Twilight pressed.
“Not from the citizens of Ponyville, no,” I replied.
“Could you tell us more about how you survived?” Twilight inquired.
“I mean sure, but that's gonna take a good number of hours. Probably all day,” I stated, arms crossing over my chest.
“Perhaps it's best if we saved that for another time,” Luna interjected.
Twilight sighed. “I suppose that is for the best.”
“You keep using we when you mention how you survived. Why is that?” Luna asked.
“Because there is more than one of us out there,” I replied. “I have a whole tribe of rejects expelled from polite pony society.”
“Could you tell us more about them?” Twilight inquired.
“I could,” I answered.
“But will you?” Twilight pressed.
“No,” I exclaimed.
“Why is that?” Twilight asked.
“We’ve confirmed that some of you people are violent, xenophobic, and have a blood thirst worthy of Yeenoghu himself. So, sorry if I’m not exactly thrilled over offering up more targets for you to satiate your murderous impulses,” I retorted a bit harsher then I intended.
“Shining Armor is not… is not indicative of ponies as a whole,” Luna exclaimed.
“He is just stressed,” Twilight offered. “His boss has been leaning on him hard for over a year to find you and bring you in. It's even affected his personal life with him and Cadance nearly breaking up.”
“Breaking up, but not divorce. They have yet to marry?” I inquired, my mind going to thoughts of the princess of love. The moment my mind conjured an image of Cadance I felt uncomfortable feelings begin to stir in my heart. I quickly shook them off though, ignoring the entire thing as misplaced anger at Shining Douche.
“Regardless of why he is a dangerous psychopath who should at best be watched and worst locked up in order to ensure the safety of the general population,” I pressed, my anger getting the better of me.
“He is not a dangerous psycho-” Twilight's face twisted in a mix of anger and confusion. “Augh, no more talking about my brother he is not as bad as you make him out to be.”
“So he's just a mild killer, a two-out five on the murder scale. Totally acceptable in your society, apparently,” I needled.
“Enough,” Luna interrupted, glaring at me. “Though I understand your frustration, this is not the place to vent such anger. Furthermore, it is not in the least bit productive to our investigation.”
“Wouldn't it be exactly what you want to hear? You want to discern whether or not I am guilty of some crime, are you not?” I pressed.
“Oh, your guilty alright,” Twilight spat.
“Of defending myself against a psychopath intent on murdering an innocent for no other reason than to satisfy his racist desires?” I shot back.
“I said enough!” Luna shouted, the alicorn banging the table hard enough to nearly punch a hole straight through it.
I rolled my eyes and sat back in my chair, fingers drumming against my arm. Across from me, Twilight relaxed as well, the pony taking a moment to do some kind of deep breathing exercise.
“Now then,” Luna began again. “The actual purpose of this interview has yet to be determined, save for our own curiosity though I am certain that some manner of trial will occur.”
“Remember though, you swore to treat me as you would any pony prisoner,” I reminded, pointing to Twilight.
“What? I didn't say-” Twilight paused, face contorting as the spell stopped her from lying. “Gah, I didn't think about that.”
“You were gearing up for a bit of extrajudicial murder were ya? You and Shiny really are close,” I remarked, smirking at the purple alicorn.
“I was not!” Twilight shouted. “I wanted to figure this out. To get to the bottom of this whole thing and hopefully heal the divide that has cut my family in half!”
The young pony glared up at me with wide, puffy eyes, tears building on their edges.
I sighed. “Look, I’m sorry. That was out of line. I just finally get to complain about that psych-”
I stopped myself and took a breath.
“That person. Who has been trying to kill me and those of my tribe on numerous occasions over the last year,” I stated in a carefully controlled, and lower tone.
“I’m sure there is more to it than that, and in time we will gain the full context for… everything,” Twilight added, clearly holding back but still eager to meet me in the middle.
“Good. We will review more of your experiences here in Equestria at a later date. For now, I believe our time is nearly up,” Luna concluded, glancing at her fellow alicorn. “Twilight. If you have any final questions, now would be the time.”
Twilight hummed thoughtfully. “Well I still have many, but I will focus on the most pressing. Namely, what is your experience with the daughters of Eve?”
“Hoo boy, that's a long one,” I replied, wrapping my clawed hands around the back of my head. “I’ll give you the short version first. I saved them, they saved me, they taught me a bit of druidic magic, and now they live with the rest of our tribe.”
“Our tribe. Elaborate, please,” Twilight urged.
“They are a part of our tribe,” I answered with a shrug. “Not sure what I could elaborate on, to be honest.”
“How did you come in contact with them, did you coerce them in any way to-” Twilight stopped, her eyes going wide and tail tucking itself firmly between her legs. “Please excuse me.”
The alicorn then vanished in a flash of light, leaving a slightly confused Luna, and a slightly amused me behind.
“I think that's a good place to call it for today,” Luna remarked, using a bit of magic to deactivate the crystal as well as the lie detection spell. “Perhaps it is best we settle the matter of your quarters now.”
“Oh, my cell is complete?” I asked somewhat irritably.
“Not yet,” Luna replied. “So we will have you stay here for the moment. After I’ve had a chance to fortify this room. For now, you will go upstairs, and be watched by several of my best while I ready your temporary accommodations.”
“Could be worse I suppose,” I murmured under my breath.
I then sauntered my way up the stairs, taking my time in order to not outpace the short-legged alicorn too much. Luna for her part remained a slight distance behind me, her critical gaze never leaving my back, even after I flicked my tiny tail at her. That got an amused snort out of the embittered mare, though that was about the only reaction I was able to get.
In silence, I ascended the steps, opened the door, and stepped into the small hallway at the back of the library. Glancing over to the entrance, I was able to find that work had continued at a brisk pace during my absence. I couldn't see much from my current angle, but the flurry of activity was still easily visible from inside the library.
What was also visible from that position was the cadre of four armed and armored thestrals that stood waiting for me. All wearing identical everything it was hard to tell them apart, which seemed to be on point for the various rank and file guards of Equestria. Not sure why, as it gave them a sort of stormtrooper vibe that dehumanized them- deponized them? 
Either way, it made it easy to imagine they are villains when they are stripped of all their uniqueness.
“Manacle squad will keep an eye on you while I get to work. If you have any requests then ask them,” Luna stated before turning around and walking back downstairs.
“Well hello to you all,” I began, stepping forward with a smile. “I am glad to see that it is not the less competent solar guard that is watching me. They wouldn't be able to find a thief it walked right up to them and stole what’s left of their sense of humor.”
When my joke got absolutely no chuckles, no giggles or even a slight exhale through their nostrils, I gave up. Walking over to the couch, I plunked down into it and got to planning, or at least I started doing so before a striking thought occurred to me.
“I’m thirsty,” I remarked aloud. “Would you mind acquiring some water, and some food? I’m an omnivore, so if I’ll eat whatever, but if you have some chips or sandwiches handy, that would be great.”
One of the bat ponies broke off from the group, walked over to the kitchen, and then returned a moment later. When I noticed they had nothing in their hooves, I raised an eyebrow.
“That seemed kind of spiteful don't you think?” I remarked.
They didn't say a word, further irritating me, and driving a nail into my less then secret plan to bring them over to my side. Ponies were largely trusting, and borderline naive, so convincing my jailors that I wasn't all bad seemed like a good idea. That required them to at least speak to me though, so things weren't exactly getting off to a great start.
I was about to lie down and begin the next phase of my plan by having a nap when another pony appeared. Though a thestral like the rest, he was not armed or armored, allowing me to catch a glimpse of his cutie mark. Which was of a bunch of vegetables caught mid-toss, launched into the air by what looked like a cast iron wok.
“H-here you are miss,” he murmured, extending his forehooves.
I looked down, away from his rather adorable, demure features to where he was holding a plateful of sandwiches. Sniffing the food, I was able to detect the distinct aroma of lettuce, tomato, and was that…
“Bacon?” I murmured.
“It's um actually tofu, but prepared in a special way,” he declared.
“Huh,” I muttered.
Grabbing one of the bready delicacies, I took a bite and immediately melted. It was exactly like bacon, only with more fibrous, though that didn't take away from the flavor too much. I chewed slowly, daintily, and once done with the first small triangle-shaped sandwich I sighed.
“That is… very good. Bravo, little one, you make a mean B.L.T,” I commended, giving the blushing boy a brief standing ovation.
“Oh um, thank you,” he whispered, turning around.
He made it a few steps before realizing he was walking away with the plate. He then hastily scampered back over to me, dropped the platter on the coffee table and all but sprinted back into the kitchen. I watched him go as he left, noting just how adorable, feminine, and yet still kinda tough he looked.
He had a few scars the kind of which are impossible to get outside of a battlefield. Yet he certainly didn't look like the warrior type, what with his shoulder-length mane, and overall bearing.
“He's an enigma that one,” I murmured. “Cute though.”
That got the smallest of giggles from one of the pony’s guarding me and a glare from another. I took note of both responses, but said nothing, merely flopping back down, and digging into my meal. I made sure to act extra dainty this time, having to remind my minders that I was not a simple beast.
Once that was done, I yawned, and lay back down on the couch, letting my legs fall over the end as it was way too small for me.
“You guys don't mind if I catch some z’s do ya?” I asked.
When that got a predictably non-existent response, I grabbed a doily from the end table and laid it over my eyes. I then did my best to actually go to sleep and was a bit surprised when I was startled awake what felt like a second later. A firm hoof jabbed at my side, stirring me out of the brief bit of sleep I had been able to have.
Peeking out from beneath the doily, I eyed the armored thestral with amusement. I couldn't tell much about them, but they did seem slightly embarrassed, the tiniest hint of a blush on their face.
“Luna is ready for you,” they declared, voice as androgynous as their appearance.
“Ahh, thanks,” I murmured halfheartedly.
Sitting upright, I let the rather frilly piece of fabric fall from my face as I stretched. Releasing a rather loud, large yawn, I smacked my mostly lipless maw and looked around. Only to find that nearly everyone appeared to be a bit embarrassed, to varying degrees.
“I was snoring, wasn't I?” I murmured.
Noone responded, at least with words anyway. One thestral, the same who stifled a giggle earlier, made that half-growling noise you make when you're holding back a laugh. That was all the confirmation I needed, and so with a frown on my face, I stood up.
I walked, with whatever dignity I had left, down to the basement, my jailors a respectable distance behind me. Opening the door, I looked down to where I expected to find Luna, but there was no one. I made a few steps down before the dark alicorn appeared, exiting a side room that I hadn't noticed before.
“My apologies. I just had to… take care of something,” Luna muttered.
I pretended to ignore the half-formed smile on her face and instead focused on the room itself. It was more or less the same, though now a magical cage was built around two rooms that both lacked doors. Peering into one, I found that it had likely been used as most rooms in someone’s basement were used for, storage.
The other was a rather spartan bathroom that you might expect to find in such a place. Squat toilet, a standing shower that had likely not been used for anything but holding boxes, and a sink that hadn't been cleaned in years. I ended my observation just as I reached the bottom of the stairs.
“You ponies aren't exactly big about the whole privacy thing, are you? I mean, you don't wear pants so I assumed as much but taking the door off the bathroom? Now you just look like voyeurs,” I remarked.
Luna snorted. “There is a curtain you can pull should you require it. Now in you go.”
“No need to hassle me, I’m going,” I muttered.
I took a step towards the cage and was about to ask how I got past the glowing deep blue bars when a section suddenly phased out of existance. Stepping through it, and making sure to duck, I walked into the bedroom that had been prepared for me. Spartan, like the bathroom, it was at least sized appropriately, save for the ceiling, but that was to be expected.
“So, when do we start session two?” I inquired.
Luna lit her horn and sealed up my cell once more. “Not long. Twilight and I merely have some business to attend to.”
“Cool, well. Have fun with that,” I exclaimed, giving Luna a wave as she walked away.
It was small, but I could tell that Luna was at least a little disarmed by how personable I was being. It wasn't exactly a stretch for me, given how jovial a person I usually am but I was laying on the charm a little thick. Some may consider this duplicitous, or two-faced but I liked to think that I was merely putting in a bit of effort to make a new friend.
Ponies were rather easy to befriend, after all, I knew that much from experience.
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Turned out that Twilight and Luna’s bit of business was taking longer than anticipated as it was rapidly drawing close to supper time yet they hadn't appeared. Though bored to tears, I hadn't gone mad yet luckily, as I entertained myself by inspecting my cell a little closer.
There was a window in the storage room I hadn't seen at first glance, the opening so narrow I probably wouldn't even be able to slip through it if there weren't bars in the way. Illuminated with magic, there were no candles, torches, or other physical light sources that I could use as a weapon if necessary. The bed was surprisingly long, nearly fitting my lanky form completely, though not comfortably.
The pillow was immediately flattened by my fat head, and my fat ass caused the entire thing to sag in the middle. The blanket barely covered my privates and would struggle to serve as a halfway decent towel in a pinch. It was disappointing and regrettable, but it wasn't the worst, and I had a feeling that I could leverage my perk of being treated as a pony prisoner to get some better amenities.
The bathroom was thankfully halfway decent, as at least the toilet didn't crack under my weight. The curtain actually obscured me from view surprisingly well, and the shower dispensed cool water whenever I needed it. There was even a sink which I used to get a drink of water and wash my face.
I considered a shower, but decided against it for now, as I was just feeling lazy and wanted to do so before I ended up passing out. Though I did stop, and inspect my armor a little closer, noting that it was more or less intact despite the beating it had taken. Made from bits of scrap, tanned hides, and plates held on by straps, it looked like it gave next to no protection when in truth it was far from useless.
Chainmail covered my midsection, while the heaviest plates covered my vitals. Over the lower parts of my arms and legs, there was little more than studded leather giving me more range of motion. While the rest had at least two to three layers of overlapping layers, ensuring that despite its looks my armor was probably better than the guard’s.
It was also a complete pain to remove, especially since it doubled as my clothes so I held up on removing it. I did, however, check to see if my secret cleavage dagger (plus sheathe, obviously) was still there, and sure enough, no one had noticed it. Which was a surprise as though barely any of said cleavage was visible, yet Luna still stared at my chest every time I looked away.
I chuckled to myself, and pushed the dagger back down, deciding to save that for later. After taking another gulp of water from the tap, I pulled the curtain aside to find that I was no longer alone. I cursed the fact that I was so easily distracted, and looked over to find that I had been joined by a random guard and not Luna as I had expected.
“Yo, what can I do you for?” I offered, stepping out of the bathroom.
“Dinner will be served in a few minutes. Would you like to come upstairs to eat?” they offered.
“Oh uh, sure!” I replied with a smile. “Didn't think you’d offer that but I’d really like to eat at a table. Or even a coffee table.”
“Understood,” stated the armored thestral before walking away, disappearing up the steps.
“Well alright then,” I murmured. “Probably off to grab reinforcements I guess.”
Sure enough, he returned a moment later with the rest of his squad, the group standing around the exit to the cell. One of them produced a rune inscribed stone and pressed it against the bars, prompting an opening to appear. After stepping out, it closed behind me, and together we moved up the stairs with two in front and two in behind.
We reached the top, turned to the right, and walked out into the first layer of the library. The hustle and bustle had died down slightly, but there were still more than a few ponies standing around outside the window. Soldiers, guards, but no townsfolk, as the last of the gawkers had probably been told to go home. Spike wasn't around either, as was my other host and Luna, though judging from the pile of books laying open on a desk off to the side, Twilight had been here recently.
“You may sit there,” offered one of the guards of Manacle Squad.
“Sure,” I replied, flopping down into the couch they had pointed out. “Say, is that cute chef from before making me more food? He was so damn adorable.”
“He is not interested in you, gnoll,” growled a female voice.
I immediately sat up and turned to the speaker, noting that she was a slightly larger thestral that also looked to be the youngest of the group.
“Ohoho, someone has a crush,” I exclaimed. “Is it that mix of shyness and scars right? I ain't even a stallion gal, and even I know that's like, super attractive.”
The thestral mare didn't seem to have expected my teasing as she recoiled slightly, blinking in surprise.
“Or is it just the cooking skills? Cus I’ll admit that's also a huge bonus,” I sat back slightly, cupping my chin with my hand. “Though I might just be saying that due to my own inability to not burn anything that isn't a liquid.”
“It's uh…” the guardsmare swallowed hard. “It's the scars.”
I giggled. “You’re secret’s safe with me sister.”
A second later and the chef we’d been talking about for the past few minutes appeared, a bowl in hoof. Upon laying eyes on me, he smiled slightly and trotted over, placing the food on the coffee table in front of me. I glanced down, expecting prison gruel, but was surprised to find that it was a very hearty-looking chef’s salad.
“Oh damn dude, you really went all out,” I remarked, leaning in close. “Are those little slices tofo, or meat?”
“Tofo,” he replied with a smile. “But I cooked them in a bit of butter and fat so it should be uh… tasty.”
“Well, I love it already, thanks!” I stated.
“You’re quite welcome,” he declared with a smile.
I picked up the bowl, and the plastic fork but paused before digging in.
“Oh yeah and chef?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder.
“Yeah?” he answered.
“The tall one has a crush on you,” I exclaimed, gesturing to the mare from earlier.
“H-hey! I thought my secret was safe with you?” spat the guard.
“Oh come on. I could tell from just talking to you that you werent about to break the ice on your own. Besides, it was a secret that you loved his scars not that you liked him,” I retorted, a smirk on my face.
I then turned back around and stuffed a forkful of delicious salad into my mouth. As I savored the interesting mix of flavors and aromas I could hear the guards either chuckling or fuming silently to themself.
“Um miss Bladedash? Maybe you could help me put away some of these dishes,” offered the chef.
That made me stop, and lift an eyebrow.
“Uh, sergeant?” she asked.
“Go ahead private,” replied her commander.
The pair scampered off into the kitchen, leaving me with three guards who were at least slightly relaxed. They still watched me like a murder of crows, but I noticed that they weren't quite as twitchy, nor did they touch their weapon as much. It was a nice first step, but this little cadre had clearly been chosen for their level heads as they did not seem eager to continue bantering with me.
Which was totally okay, as I was enthralled by the salad, and entranced by just how good the tofo was. It tasted like pork almost, our adorable little chef had nailed the texture so perfectly that I was tempted to ask him if he was lying. So enamored was I with the flavor that I didn't notice that someone was approaching the library until the door burst open.
I moved to grab my boob dagger but resisted the urge, merely glancing over to the entrance, where a few ponies in golden armor stood. The guards had clearly been caught by surprise as well, as they all moved to draw their weapons and get into defensive positions. That ended abruptly, with the sergeant raising a hoof and causing the rest of their squad to relax.
“Where is it?” spat Shining Armor.
“Sup?” I replied before stuffing another load of lettuce, tofu, and egg into my maw.
“You! Why is it just sitting here, eating like some kind of regular prisoner?” he demanded.
“Yes,” offered a thin unicorn mare that stepped out of Shining Armor’s shadow. “Why is this… thing, not in a cage?”
“Princess Twilight informed us to treat the prisoner as we would any other,” stated the sergeant, a slightly shorter thestral with an intense gaze. “As such we are feeding her a meal suitable for her caloric intake and dietary requirements.”
“Why is it out here at all? I thought Twilight said she was going to take care of it,” Shining Armor pressed, stepping closer.
“Oh, they’ve been taking great care of me!” I offered.
“Augh,” Shining Armor muttered. “She cast a translation spell on it too.”
“Yup, so now I can remark about how much you resemble a tiny, angry weasel and you’ll be able to understand me. Great ain't it?” I remarked before taking another bite of salad.
Shining Armor growled under his breath, the stallion producing a noise I hadn't thought a pony could even make.
“Sir, the order,” offered her second in command.
I raised an eyebrow at the remark, chewing slowly as I looked at the tall unicorn mare up and down. She had a pink coat, purple eyes, a short mane of wavey two-toned teal hair, and a face that looked like it had never known a smile. If she wasn't quite so pink she’d look like the perfect ice queen, as she had stoic, empty eyes that contained nothing but mild irritation.
She wore a small bow in her mane, and light armor made up of a breastplate, plus a large gorget around her neck. Under that, she wore a gambeson, which was a sort of heavy padded armor that covered all but the bottoms of her hooves. She had no visible weapons save for a single long sword that I recognized immediately as an estoc. This type of longsword was used by mounted fighters during the medieval period and was meant to be driven into the weak points of plate armor, killing the wearer without having to pierce their defenses.
“Right,” Shining Armor muttered, digging into his saddlebags and producing a roll of parchment. “By decree of the acting commander of the Ponyville forces and ratified by the mayor of Ponyville I hereby order the immediate execution of the prisoner.”
That shocked even me, and I just sat there, with my jaw hanging open, pieces of lettuce and shaved carrot falling out. The guards seemed just as confused as me, as they stood there, looking straight at Shining Armor. Who only seemed to grow more annoyed when they didn't jump to murder me while I was eating my dinner.
“What are you waiting for? Get the beast’s head over that table and I shall carry out the execution myself,” Shining Armor proclaimed.
The plate mail armored stallion produced a greatsword with only a single sharp edge to it and a flat tip. I recognized this blade as an executioner's sword, though my brain was only kind of aware of this fact as I was still in shock. Shining Armor, however, was not surprised and took a step forward, only to be met by the sergeant.
“I can't let you do that sir. Our orders are to treat the prisoner as any other awaiting trial,” they declared in a low tone. “Which means no summary executions.”
That seemed to shock the rest of the guards out of their stupor as they stepped forward, eager to support their leader. The tall, slim unicorn mare I pegged as Shining Armor’s second did the same, her horn shimmering with a faint teal light. A few other solar guards readied themselves near the door, but Shining’s second held them at bay with a raised hoof.
“There will be no trial,” Shining Armor stated. “A state of emergency has been declared, and as such I have the authority to end it through whatever means I deem necessary.”
“Woah dude, this isn't an emergency? I’ve literally done nothing but hit on your sister, and answer her questions,” I retorted with a smirk.
I could see a vein bulge in Shining Armor’s forehead, which only made my smirk grow even more mischievous. I wondered briefly if pissing him off, even more, was a good idea, but honestly, I was far beyond the point of caring about playing nice.
“You leave her out of this!” Shining Armor spat.
“How? She was the one who promised that I’d be treated like a pony prisoner. Doesn't her authority as a princess, override yours?” I replied.
Manacle squad looked from me to Shining Armor, their gazes uncertain and their body language uncommitted.
“In states of emergency like this one, authority falls to me, and me alone,” Shining Armor stated.
“And last I checked there were no princesses here to save you,” added his assistant.
“I’m sorry, who the hell are you?” I retorted, gesturing to Shining Armor’s second.
“I am Royal Ribbon. Shining Armor’s acting second in command,” replied the unicorn mare.
“That doesn't matter now. Quit stalling and get that thing restrained so that I may administer justice,” Shining Armor declared.
“Wait a second. Why did you let me off earlier if you were just going to try to murder me right after?” I pressed.
“I had assumed that I had pressed upon Twilight the necessity of your execution now are you three going to stand there like a couple of gawkers or am I going to have to have you court marshaled for insubordination?” Shining Armor demanded, gesturing with his sword to the four thestrals in charge of my person.
I could feel the sergeant’s uncertainty and knew that their loyalty to Luna was being weighed against their desire to follow the chain of command. It was a difficult call, but I knew how they looked to their princess of the night and had seen firsthand how much they respected her.
“Are you sure you want to betray Princess Luna like this?” I asked Manacle Squad in a low tone. “She tasked you with treating me with the respect of any other prisoner.  You can't seriously be contemplating helping this nut job.”
Like a switch being flipped, any doubt left the sergeant’s face and they stepped forward confidently, putting themselves between me and Shining Armor.
“Fareeah has a point. If you truly have this authority, and truly gotten the sign-off of the local mayor then it will not matter if we wait until Luna’s return,” stated the thestral guard.
“All our paperwork is in order,” Royal Ribbon declared, tossing the scroll at the thestral. “You may check for the necessary signatures if you wish but stand aside while you do so.”
The sergeant took the scroll and handed it off to one of their subordinates.
“No, I don't think I will,” they stated in a cold tone, their declaration backed up by the rest of their squad falling in around them, including the mare who had left for the kitchen earlier. “I think we are going to sit here all nice and wait for Luna or Twilight's return.”
“Your careers are over, do you hear me?” Shining Armor hissed. “Standing in the way of a lawful order given with full authority will at best end up with a dishonorable discharge and at worst will see you imprisoned alongside the demon you defend!”
“We have a duty to disobey,” stated the unflinching sergeant. “Especially when it comes to any order that we consider to be illegal, or unconstitutional.”
The thestral’s closed ranks, their hooves going to their weapons, clearly expecting a fight to break out at any second. I watched for a moment before taking another bite out of the salad and munching noisily as the two parties stared one another down. I was fairly certain Shining Armor was about to strike first, but the sudden appearance of an alicorn stopped that from happening.
“What are you doing?” Twilight demanded, the pony stepping through the door, Rainbow Dash hot on her heels. “I told you I could handle this.”
“Yet IT is still alive,” Shining Armor retorted.
“Of course SHE is,” Twilight shot back, walking right up to her brother and towering over him. “I gave my word that she would be safe, that she would receive fair treatment under the law and that means not killing her randomly for no reason!”
“This is not for no reason. There is a demon in our midst!” Shining Armor shouted.
“That may be, but she is still to be treated as a citizen of Equestria for the intents and purposes of this investigation and the trial to come,” Twilight stated.
“You can't be serious. I can't be hearing this,” Shining Armor muttered. “After everything I’ve told you, after everything I’ve been through and you’re siding with that… thing!”
“I am not a thing,” I interrupted. “Unless that thing is a sex machine.”
“Be quiet Fareeah,” Twilight hissed before turning back to her brother. “And no, I am not siding against you. I am siding with justice and the law.”
“Well, the law is on our side,” Royal Ribbon interrupted, gesturing to the sergeant.
“Let me see that,” Twilight snapped, grabbing the piece of paper and reading it in a shockingly short amount of time. “This is official.”
“Of course, it-” Shining Armor began.
“I declare the emergency over,” Twilight interrupted.
“What?!” Shining Armor shouted.
“You heard me. Furthermore, the crown formerly annexes this library and the immediate vicinity,” Twilight exclaimed. “You may be able to pressure Mayor Mare into doing what you want but for all intents and purposes this library is now no longer a part of Ponyville.”
“But crown land falls under the jurisdiction of the highest local authority,” Royal Ribbon interjected.
“I am the highest authority in the land now go back to your camp until such time as you are needed,” Twilight declared, flaring her wings for I assume, dramatic effect.
Shining armor once more tried to stare her down, but was once more defeated when Twilight didn't flinch. She didn't even hesitate, though I could tell that beneath her cold exterior, she was growing increasingly anxious. Thankfully Shining Armor gave up, and with a huff, sheathed his weapon and turned away from me after shooting a final glare.
“Come on. Let's go,” Shining Armor exclaimed. “When Celestia finishes with her business and arrives in Ponyville she will do what needs to be done.”
Royal Ribbon gave Twilight a contemptuous look before following after her commander, either completely unbothered or irate. I honestly couldn't tell the difference with that strange, ice queen of a mare. Twilight also watched them go, with a surprisingly quiet Rainbow Dash looking on from the sidelines.
Only after they were gone did the room breathe a collective sigh of relief.
“Damn Twi, you really broke out the princess powers,” Rainbow Dash remarked.
Twilight grunted in apparent disgust. “I wish I didn't have to, but Shining Armor was over the line.”
“In my experience, that's completely normal for that psychopath,” I added.
“I told you not to call him that,” Twilight shot back.
“And I asked that I be treated fairly yet I still nearly had my head chopped off even while in your custody,” I retorted.
“That's messed up. I’m not a fan of her, but people can't just go around chopping people’s heads off cus you feel like it,” Rainbow Dash exclaimed.
“I am aware of how bad this entire thing is,” Twilight muttered, a hoof going to her forehead. “This entire debacle has more red tape then… I don't even have a fitting metaphor, this is the worst.”
“Good to know that Equestria will at least put on a show before killing you over nothing,” I remarked before swallowing the last of my meal.
“I’ll get to that in a second, but first who told me that there was an emergency on the farm that I needed to attend to?” Twilight asked, glancing about the room. “I recall one of Luna’s guards telling me this yet I can't recall a name or a face.”
“It wasn't any of us,” remarked the sergeant. “I’ve had my eye on everyone all day.”
“Sure wasn't me,” I added.
“Of course, it wasn't…” Twilight sighed. “Whatever, I’ll deal with that later. To your point, no we won't kill you. Equestria doesn't have the death penalty anymore.”
“Except in the case of tyrants trying to control the minds of thousands,” Rainbow Dash pointed out.
“What?” Twilight muttered, only to wince. “That's right. Sombra.”
“Yeah, we totally killed that guy. Blew him up and everything,” Rainbow Dash declared while miming an explosion with her forehooves and even making the noise.
“That's hardcore,” I remarked.
Rainbow Dash shrugged. “It's hard to feel bad for a guy that basically mind-raped an entire country and enslaved them all for years.”
“That wasn't…” Twilight grit her teeth. “That was technically an accident and it was ruled as such by the courts as well as Celestia herself.”
“I mean yeah but we still killed the guy,” Rainbow Dash pointed out. “Fluttershy couldn't sleep for a month, but me? I was out like a light.”
“I’d have done the same,” I agreed.
“Well, that's something we agree on I guess,” Rainbow Dash murmured.
“Augh, I need some tea or something. Luna should be back in a minute,” Twilight muttered before slipping into the kitchen.
I reclined on the couch, enjoying the comfort, and the fact that I hadn't been recalled to my cell yet. Rainbow Dash saw fit to join me, plunking down on the chair across from me and fixing me with a questioning look.
I raised an eyebrow. “Can I help you?”
“Did you really do all that stuff?” Rainbow Dash asked.
“If you're asking if it was me who tore up Fluttershy’s front yard, no. That was that rabid weasel Twilight claims is related to her,” I replied.
“I heard that!” Twilight shouted.
“I know!” I yelled back.
“No like, the murders and stuff,” Rainbow Dash retorted.
“Augh I don't even know what they are accusing me of!” I declared, throwing my hands in the air. “First I’m guilty of the crime of being alive, now I’m accused of murder. Tomorrow I’ll be getting blamed for Nightmare Moon, and the common cold!”
“Huh,” Rainbow Dash muttered before standing up. “Alright, get up. I gotta punch you.”
“Why?” I asked, only to pause. “Also, no.”
“Nah I gotta. You made Fluttershy cry,” Rainbow Dash stated.
“Hey that was not me who trampled her azaleas,” I pointed out.
“You know that's not it now come on, stand up. I made a promise to Fluttershy when we were kids to punch everyone who made her cry and I don't intend on breaking it,” Rainbow Dash declared.
I paused and thought about it for a moment before standing up in front of the couch.
“Alright, fine. But it has to be above the belt, and preferably not in the boob,” I stated, gesturing to my chest.
“Heh, so you really are a girl. Applejack doesn't believe it,” Rainbow Dash remarked, flying up until she looked me in the eye.
“Yes, it's just another thing we have in common,” I muttered half-heartedly.
“Here I come,” Rainbow Dash stated before surging forward and slugging me in the face.
The punch was… mediocre at best, leaving my jaw likely bruised but that was about it.
“Huh,” I muttered while rubbing my jaw. “You punch better than Shining Armor.”
“Hah, I’ll take that as a compliment,” Rainbow Dash exclaimed, puffing out her chest.
“What is this about punching? Please tell me you did not assault our prisoner,” Twilight declared, emerging from the kitchen with a teacup and saucer.
“Just had to even the score. It's good now, so I’m going to go,” Rainbow Dash answered.
“Why did you allow this, exactly?” Twilight demanded, turning to the sergeant.
“The prisoner consented,” they stated.
“It's true. She made a promise, and I’d hate to make her a liar,” I replied with a shrug.
“So am I free to go then?” Rainbow Dash inquired.
Twilight groaned. “Whatever. I’ve had just about enough of this mess for one day.”
“Cool, later,” Rainbow Dash declared before zipping out the door in a rainbow-hued blur.
“So, no more question periods?” I asked.
“No, er yes. We should have enough time for one more, provided that Luna arrives soon,” Twilight answered, pausing briefly to sip her tea.
As if on cue, Luna appeared at the library entrance, a concerned look on her face.
“I have a feeling as though I missed something important,” she remarked aloud.
“Nothing that won't take a minute to fill you in on,” I replied.
“Just, give me a minute why don't you? I really need some tea, and to sit for a moment. After that we can do some questions or whatever,” Twilight muttered bitterly.
“Alright, then I’ll fill you in,” I offered. “Shining Armor tried to murder me, Rainbow Dash assaulted me and oh, I also learned that you're apparently trying to pin multiple murders on me for some reason. I’m so intrigued to hear what manner of bullshit you are attempting to use to make that stick.”
“Twilight, explain,” Luna declared.
Twilight groaned loudly.
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“Shining Armor did try to kill Fareeah but it was legal, sorta,” Twilight muttered.
“How exactly was an attempted murder, legal?” Luna pressed.
“Been wondering that myself too,” I added. “I know he's a bloodthirsty monster who cares nothing for collateral damage but this is exceptional even for him.”
Twilight hissed angrily through her teeth. “You are not helping matters.”
“Yeah, lay off her for a bit,” Luna declared, jabbing a hoof in my direction.
“I’ll stop calling him a psychopath when there comes a day when he hasn't tried to kill me,” I retorted.
“Whatever,” Twilight muttered, pausing to take several short breaths. “Right. Shining Armor declared a state of emergency, forced Mayor Mare into signing off on it, and then tried to have our guest here executed right here in the library.”
“Even ordered your squad over there to help him too,” I added, jerking my thumb in the direction of the thestrals.
Luna glanced over at Manacle squad standing off to the side, quietly waiting until their services would be required.
“I assume since there are no headless gnolls in the library that you did not comply, correct?” Luna asked.
“We used our duty to disobey to avoid what we felt like was an unlawful or immoral order,” replied the leader of the small group.
“They were totally tempted, but thankfully they didn't follow through with that urge,” I remarked.
The thestral winced ever so slightly.
“We will discuss your duty in greater detail later. For now, you are dismissed,” Luna ordered.
“Yes, my lady,” replied the thestral.
He then bowed, and turned away, departing the library alongside the rest of his squad. I could tell there was a bit of hurt feelings there, but it was mostly shame like that of a child getting caught with their hand in the cookie jar. I hoped it wouldn't stand in the way of my attempt to befriend them but I was still a little sour that they had nearly assisted in my unlawful execution.
“Now then, what is this about Rainbow Dash assaulting our prisoner?” Luna asked.
“In fairness I let her hit me. I just wanted to rile Twilight up by putting it bluntly,” I exclaimed with a chuckle and a shrug.
“Well cut it out. My nerves already feel fried,” Twilight muttered angrily.
Though the declaration was far from intimidating or particularly venom-filled, there was a quiet sadness there. That made me feel a bit bad, as I may have pushed her buttons a little too firmly, and would probably have to dial it back a little. My own grievances aside, I wouldn't want to alienate Twilight especially since my survival hinged so much on her being magnanimous in the first place.
“Okay, that explains everything but the murders. I wasn't aware we had pressed any charges at the moment,” Luna exclaimed, glancing expectantly at Twilight.
“The crown hasn't, as it is pending this investigation. I believe Shining Armor is attempting to press charges of assault, and attempted murder on an individual level outside of this, but since so much of his personal grievances are tied up in this case I’ve had them suspended for the moment,” Twilight concluded.
“Can you even charge me with that stuff to begin with? I mean according to your legal system I have less protection than an animal,” I exclaimed. “Which is pretty fucked up I gotta say.”
“Language,” hissed Twilight, the alicorn glancing nervously over at Spike.
“I’ve heard worse,” Spike stated with a shrug, the dragon pausing to lick his finger and flip the page of the comic book he was reading.
“Huh, I didn't even notice you come in. You’re a stealthy little guy aintcha,” I remarked.
“Being small has its advantages,” Spike replied.
“Really, an animal? Can't we at least treat her as an enemy combatant or something?” Luna asked, gesturing at me with a hoof.
“I’m in the process of having her declared a temporary citizen. One of the reasons I stepped out, to begin with, was in order to mail my request to the Department of Citizenship,” Twilight answered. “It likely won't go through for a few days but I’ve notified the minister in charge and expedited my request.”
“That's actually kind of nice,” I muttered. “I didn't expect that, given your familial association.”
“I am not my brother,” Twilight stated firmly. “Though I may have people breathing down my neck to have you shipped off to tartarus or hung, they can't exactly threaten or intimidate a princess.”
“High-ranking officers in the guard though? Those guys are probably bought and sold between noble houses like one may trade paintings,” I added.
“Hush,” Luna ordered.
Despite my desire to continue firing barbs, I did as she asked and kept my mouth shut for the moment.
“So, that concludes that little debacle. Do we have the time to ask a few more questions?” Luna inquired.
“I believe so,” I offered.
“Yes, we have time for one last session before I must retire for the night,” Twilight muttered, clutching her head with a hoof. “Any longer without rest and this headache may become a migraine.”
“Then let us return to the basement so we may conclude our business for the day,” Luna declared. “After you Fareeah.”
I obliged the request and ambled over to the basement, hands in my pockets. The ponies followed behind, joining me as I walked down the stairs and came back to our little interrogation spot. I sat back down in my chair and watched as my interrogators did the same, getting comfortable before glancing at one another.
“Where did we leave off again?” Luna inquired.
“I believe it was at the end of Fareeah’s rather disastrous first day here,” Twilight answered, the alicorn lighting her horn and casting the truth spell along with the recording spell.
“It was,” I replied. “Though after that things kind of slow down for a while.”
“Well, tell us a bit about that. You may glaze over some details but try to give us a bit of an overview of the next few weeks,” Luna stated.
I took a long breath and reclined in my seat. “Well, it wasn't very exciting but.”

I scrambled through the mud and muck in the patchwork of leaves that served as my clothes. It didn't exactly cover everything, nor did it block much of the breeze, but it was a start at least. I wasn't sure if leaves held together with plant fiber was in style, but I sure hoped it wasn't because it was draftier than an attic.
I put aside such considerations for the moment and focused on the small grey-furred rabbit I had been sneaking up on for the last fifteen minutes. It was barely the size of my fist, but it was at least food, so I stalked it with as much patience as I could muster. Unfortunately, several days spent slowly starving were beginning to take their toll, and my stomach rumbled loud enough that it gave away my position.
It was about to hop away, but I stopped that from happening by lurching forward and grabbing the thing around the midsection. I then pulled it back, and swiftly ended it by snapping its neck with a twist of my wrist. It was surprisingly easy to do, but that made sense given my strength and how small the critter was.
My first thought was to carefully skin the thing so I could start putting together some kind of patchwork leather clothing. But then the hunger kicked in and I couldn't resist the urge to bite down on the furry bugger’s head. My teeth cut easily through the thing’s skin, muscle and spine, allowing me to begin chewing on it, skull and all.
My jaws are very strong, and my teeth are stronger still, so it wasn't hard for me to turn the head of the rabbit into mulch. After swallowing I went in for more, my hunger turning me briefly into a wild animal. I devoured the rest of the thing in only a few short bites, leaving behind not but a scrap of hair, and a tail.
Though I was still hungry, the urge to feed subsided somewhat, and I was able to regain my senses again. Aiming to rid myself of this urge for a while longer I continued to hunt, though I also kept my eyes open for any non meat options I could find. Thankfully I was able to locate a patch of bright blue and purple berries that I tore through, eating everything on the bush.
After that, the hunger finally died down and I was able to really start planning again.
I set about finding a cave, and then a more permanent source of freshwater other than the odd creek or river that had supplied me so far. To this end, I located a shallow alcove near a small, but deep and fast running stream a little deeper in. From there I was able to construct a simple dwelling, gather firewood, hunt, and begin skinning enough animals to get some rather simple clothes going.
That was the first little while in a nutshell. It was cold, lonely, and filled with far more raw meat than I would have liked but otherwise relatively uneventful.
That was until I met the first creature who did not immediately try to kill me the moment they saw me. Zecora.

“Wait, Zecora?!” Twilight shouted.
“Is there an echo in here?” I asked incredulously, a hand to my ear.
“I don't believe so, no,” Luna answered.
“Hold on, that means you did get help from Ponyville!” Twilight declared.
“Last I checked, her hut does not, in fact, count as part of Ponyville,” I replied.
Twilight frowned. “Okay, fair. She technically lives in the Everfree.”
“Can I get back to my story? Or are we going to argue semantics for the next twenty minutes?” I shot back.
“No, continue,” Twilight somewhat bitterly pressed.
“Right, so as I was saying,” I muttered.

I was crouched low in a bush somewhere, a newly crafted spear in my grip and a slowly burning hunger sitting in the pit of my belly. In front of me was some kind of overgrown lizard and despite what you may think I wasn't actually hunting the thing. The creature was long and seemed to spend most of its time in the upper tree tops, basking in the light.
It reminded me of a sloth only obviously reptilian in nature, and with a longer tail that it seemed to use to swat insects. This seemed to make up most of its diet, though how the odd fly or mosquito was enough to sustain it was beyond me. As I pondered the nutritional value of such an odd beast I heard a sharp crack from somewhere behind me.
Spinning around in place, I expected to find some manner of monster on my tail but found nothing. It was then that I realized that the sound had come from much further away and that it was likely echoing throughout the forest. It was also like a tree getting felled, which meant in my mind at least, that there was someone out here cutting down trees.
My curiosity got the better of me, and I took off in that direction, my spear limp in my grip. I didn't make it far before I heard another sharp crack followed by the insectoid shuffling of some many-limbed creature. I began to wonder if someone was in danger, so I picked up the pace, raising my spear up and preparing for a fight.
Sure enough, I found two creatures duking it out in a washed-out gully filled a quarter way up with murky brown water. Zecora was on one side, while a gigantic furry spider with black flesh and long golden hairs was on the other. Only a barrier of fallen trees and the frequent jabs of the zebra’s long staff kept the creature at bay, at least for the moment anyway.
I immediately leaped into action, taking my spear in both hands and sizing up the giant spider. It was nearly as big as me, and other than being covered in strange gold hairs, it didn't seem too weird. So I decided to strike quickly, utilizing the height advantage to sneak up on the creature from above without it hearing me.
I probably didn't need to sneak at that point, as Zecora had its full attention but I wanted to deliver an attack strong enough to fell the creature in a single strike. To that end I grabbed the spear and lifted it above my head, pointy bit pointing down. I then got a running start, and leaped as high up as possible, driving my spear down into its center of mass with all my strength.
I’d like to say that some kind of epic struggle ensued but the strength and weight of the strike had nearly slain it outright. The eight-legged freak rose up and tried to throw me off, but its movements were sluggish, as most of its limbs were broken. I had also buried the spear a foot deep into the monster’s midsection so it was likely already as good as dead and simply didn't know it.
Sure enough, all I had to do was ride out a couple of attempts to toss me off before it fell lifeless to the ground. With victory assured, I hopped off the creature, only to wince when I realized that several of its hairs had gotten stuck in my skin. I ignored them for the moment, and walked over to the zebra, extending a hand in an offer of assistance.
She said something I couldn't understand but kept her stick raised, so I got the implication anyway. I smiled and laid down my spear before presenting my hand again. This seemed to do the trick, as she looked up at me not with fear but confusion, and finally dawning realization.
She said some more stuff, but I was starting to feel woozy. I picked out a few of the prickly hairs while Zecora talked at me some more but by then the whole world was spinning. I tried to ask her about the spider thing but I was slurring so bad that even if she spoke Abyssal she probably wouldn't be able to tell what I said.
Zecora stepped forward, and kept talking, her voice growing more and more concerned. I tried to figure out what was being said, but it was about then that the hallucinations began and Zecora’s stripes started twisting around. With the zebra’s flesh becoming a lava lamp of weird shapes, and dozens of weird bipedal sprites emerging from the forest I knew something was wrong.
I tried to tell Zecora as much but I started giggling and couldn't stop. Well, at least not voluntarily as I promptly passed out face down in the brackish water about a second later.
I woke up a day later in Zecora’s hut, the zebra having given me some medicine to help stave off the worst of the toxins. She seemed surprised when I woke up, and I learned later that even a single one of these hairs is lethal to most equines. She had apparently picked about two dozen out of my butt though thankfully only a few managed to get through my shitty rabit leather pants.
I was still too weak to move, so we talked, going through the motions of trying to figure out what the other was saying. In the end, she taught me a few gestures that I learned were a form of sign language for people with hooves. It wasn't too difficult, as it was basically just Morse code with stomping, with a few gestures mixed into it.
We chatted, and she told me that she thought I was going to kill her right up until I placed my spear on the ground. So apparently panic induced murderous rage is not just a pony thing, as zebras have that same psychotic instinct. I’d have written a whole treatise about how easily you guys panic, and how quick you people are to resort to extreme violence but I didn't have any paper at the time.
So I spent my time learning a bit more about the Everfree and its many dangers from Zecora. By the end of it, we were fast friends, though even then she was still nervous and standoffish around me. I found out that this was due to her tribe in specific having once been demon worshippers, and receiving many lessons about quote unqoute ‘my kind’.
I wasn't thrilled with her prejudice but could understand where she was coming from so I let her be. We met up a few times after that, but things were strained and I decided to break things off sooner rather than later. It was sad, but necessary in my opinion, as I could tell she was struggling to even be in my presence.

“And yeah, that was basically the first few months, give or take a week or two,” I concluded. “I may have left out some minor details, but that's the long and short of it.”
“You took down a bristle back,” Luna remarked with a whistle. “That's quite the feat, as is surviving its venom.”
“I think technically it's toxin, but that's not relevant,” Twilight corrected.
“Yes, well. I am glad to hear you made a friend, even if things didn't end well between you two,” Luna added.
“Yeah, it could have gone worse. I got someone to chat with every once and a while, plus I didn't die! So, bonus,” I exclaimed.
“All your talk of hunting does make a few other things make sense,” Twilight began, the mare stroking her chin with a hoof. “Fluttershy got a flood of animals seeking shelter in her cottage at about that time.”
“Oh right, the druid,” I declared, snapping my fingers. “I almost forgot about her.”
“She isn't a druid,” Twilight deadpanned.
“She has a mystical connection with animals, and the magical abilities to speak to them. That's a druid,” I retorted.
“That's not…” Twilight groaned. “That’s not relevant.”
“I am amazed at how hearty you are. You must be possessed of considerable fortitude,” Luna praised.
“Hey, thanks. Constitution is one of my higher scores and gnolls are already pretty hardy,” I replied, grinning slightly.
“I think we should focus a bit more on the eating animals raw thing. I feel like we should test you for worms, or something,” Twilight added.
“I’m fine. Gnolls are possessed of the same digestive system as hyenas and they can eat excrement if they want without getting sick,” I remarked, only to chuckle. “I haven't sunk that low as far as I know, but that also includes bones, and stuff too.”
“Fascinating,” Luna murmured. “You must tell us more about these… hyenas of yours.”
“You guys have a version of them called the cackling cat, but they seem like an ancestor to the hyenas I know from my world,” I paused and scratched my head. “Or at least I think so. Evolution is a complicated topic I can only half remember to begin with so don't quote me on that.”
“I don't have any more questions, what about you Twilight?” Luna asked.
“Um, nothing really. I was just wondering if you wouldn't mind we not serve you any meat while you're here,” Twilight offered.
I shrugged. “Like I think I mentioned before, if I could get away without requiring animal protein I absolutely would but that's just not something I can really quit.”
“So, like, every few days, or…” Twilight pressed.
“A meat dish once every week or two seems to be the lowest I can go before I start chewing on my fingers in my sleep,” I replied with a chuckle. “Learned that one the hard way.”
“Wait, hold on,” Luna exclaimed. “You should tell us more about this hunger you talked about it. You said it felt like a compulsion of some kind.”
I winced. “Yeah I think it comes with being a gnoll but it isn't h-too terribly hard to fend off provided I’m not starving.”
“So you could snap, and eat someone at any time?” Twilight pressed.
“It's probably about as likely as either of you snapping and killing me with magic,” I shot back. “Unless your twice the psychopath your brother is, in which case all bets are off.”
Twilight growled through her teeth and stood up suddenly. “This interview is over. We will reconvene in the morning.”
With a flash of magic, the orb in the center of the table grew dull, and the zone of truth was dispelled. Without it, I felt an immense wave of relief wash over me, along with a bit of flatulence, but I kept that to myself for the moment.
“Alrighty then. Feel free to stop by whenever. I probably shouldn't be busy but I was thinking about staring at the wall for a few hours at about mid-day so make sure to call ahead,” I remarked.
Twilight snorted derisively before stomping off, leaving me alone with Luna. The dark-furred alicorn escorted me over to my cell, dismissed the bars, and somewhat roughly pushed me inside. I immediately spun around, intent on demanding an answer as to why she had been rude but was stopped by a cold glare leveled my way.
“Twilight is doing her best to give you a fair trial,” Luna began. “I expect that come the morrow you will be more vocal in your thanks for her intervention.”
I winced and rubbed the back of my head with a clawed hand. “Hey sorry about that. Being a snide jerk is how I deal with stress and nearly getting killed by Shining Armor for the billionth time was not exactly a fun time today.”
“Even still, that is not an excuse to take it out on Twilight. You are already asking a lot of her,” Luna continued.
“I know, I know,” I muttered. “I’ll reign it back tomorrow.”
“And,” Luna prompted.
“And I’ll apologize for being a jerk to her,” I murmured bitterly. “You're a much better interrogator than Twilight by the way. One disappointed look from you is enough to make me feel like crap.”
“It comes with experience,” Luna declared. “Nothing quite gets someone talk like a little well-applied guilt.”
“Would you mind guilting Shining Armor into being less of a jerk? I feel like that would benefit all three of us,” I asked in a half-joking manner.
“I will see,” Luna stated.
The alicorn then trotted off, leaving me alone with my thoughts. My unpleasant, guilty thoughts.
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I awoke with a start, my sense of danger making me aware of the fact that someone was watching me. Jerking upright in the bed, my hand nearly went to my boob knife, but I stopped myself before grabbing it. Focusing on looking for the individual who was spying on me, I found that Twilight was standing on the other side of the bars.
The alicorn seemed somewhat frazzled, with her hair being a bit of a mess and her eyes both slightly bloodshot. Clearly, she hadn't slept much, and from the smell of her, she hadn't showered yet today either. I was about to remark that she looked a little worse for wear when I noticed that the sun hadn't even risen yet.
“A bit early to start the interrogation don't you think?” I asked while rubbing my head.
“Luna said you had something to say to me, and I didn't want to wait until breakfast before I heard it,” Twilight replied. “So, out with it.”
I sighed. “Alright well, I just wanted to apologize. I’ve been busting your balls a bit too much and I wanted to say that I was sorry and that I’ll try to be a bit nicer in the future.”
Twilight just blinked in disbelief.
I waited for her brain to catch up with what she had just heard but when no words came out of her open mouth I started to get worried. Rising up from the bed, I strode over to the bars and prodded the alicorn in the forehead. That seemed to get her attention, and she nearly jumped out of her skin before shooting me a glare.
“I was thinking!” she muttered.
“Sorry. Thought you were having an aneurysm or something. Didn't want my lifeline dying on me unexpectedly,” I replied with a shrug, leaning against the wall and crossing my arms. “So, what were you thinking about?”
“Just how much of what I know is wrong,” Twilight remarked. “Every time I spoke to Shining Armor he told me of some other crime you had committed or horrific deed you had perpetrated.”
“Your brother’s loony tunes, dude,” I replied.
“I’m starting to agree with you on that,” Twilight murmured, mostly to herself. “I had never really questioned it as I heard a first-hand account of the horror spread by demons and their followers during Discord’s reign.”
“How many times do I have to tell you guys that I’m not a demon?” I whined.
“I know that now,” Twilight admitted. “The truth spell allows its caster to know the temperament or perhaps disposition of every individual who connects to it and though ornery at times you never strayed anywhere near the evil of a demon.”
“Like a know alignment spell,” I remarked.
“Alignment?” Twilight asked.
“Yeah it's kind of a holdover from the older systems, but it's like this see?” I began, walking over to the bathroom and drawing a quick three-by-three square on the mirror with my finger. “We all exist on two axis, good and evil, as well as lawful and chaotic.”
“That seems a bit oversimplified,” Twilight pointed out.
“Yeah it's not exactly great for nuance, but it is generally pretty good. Now,” I turned back around. “Lawful good means you respect authority, and generally do what you can to help others. Lawful neutral means you may respect order and tradition but the actual law is not something you hold very highly. Lawful evil would mean you generally use the system to your advantage.”
“Like a corrupt politician or something,” Twilight pointed.
“Exactly. They don't break the law, but they know how to skirt it well, and maybe even use it to harm others if applied in a manner it may not have been intended to be applied,” I continued.
“Huh. I know a few ponies who would fit that category but I wouldn't call them evil,” Twilight replied.
“Evil is a spectrum. Yes, puppy kicking and selling his mother for a beer-level evil exists but so to does the person who would never lift a finger to help another and only ever seems to care about themself,” I retorted.
Twilight seemed deep in thought but was still listening so I took that as my cue to continue.
“The neutral axis exists between the polar extremes,” I pressed on, tapping another of the squares. “Neutral good may help others but they don't really care about the rules. Like, for example, if there are laws against feeding the homeless they will happily break them.”
“Can't believe that ordnance was ever on the books,” Twilight muttered to herself.
“True neutral seeks balance in all things, while neutral evil is self-serving and almost recklessly selfish,” I explained. “They don't care about rules, laws, or anything only themselves.”
“I’m starting to see how this would be a decent axis of understanding a person’s moral leanings,” Twilight admitted.
“Which leads us to the last axis, the chaotic one,” I began, tapping the glass. “You may equate chaos with evil and though taken to its extreme it can be, it is also freedom in its purest form.”
“Celestia taught me something similar,” Twilight piped up. “Order in the extreme is stagnation and death, and chaos in the extreme is a complete destruction of society and even self depending on which philosopher you listen to.”
“Huh, never thought about it like that,” I murmured, pausing to shake my head. “Anyway, chaotic good would value freedom but doesn't like it when authority intervenes and is as the name implies, generally good. Chaotic neutral is an individualist in the purest sense of the word. Then finally chaotic evil. They have no regard for anyone, and are individualist in the same way your high school bully is.”
“A sort of might makes right type,” Twilight added.
I nodded. “Exactly, and when I started the game I had chosen chaotic good, I think. Though my alignment may have shifted since then.”
“Well it certainly felt good, so I’d agree you were right on that one,” Twilight agreed.
“Anyway, I’d put you more as lawful good, while Luna is a neutral good, and your brother lawful evil or if I’m being overly charitable at most lawful neutral,” I continued.
“Hmm,” Twilight hummed to herself.
“But that's just my take on things,” I exclaimed, plopping back onto the bed with a thunk.
“You have given me much to think about,” Twilight murmured.
“So… Is there anything else you need?” I asked. “Cus I was kinda hoping to get a bit more sleep.”
“Yeah, that's fine. I’ll speak to you again later,” Twilight whispered, half to herself, half to me.
The alicorn then wandered off, still deep in thought and clearly distracted. As she walked away, I plopped back down into my bed and watched the mare leave. Rolling over, I was intent on falling back asleep but was unsure if I actually would be able to do so.
I was surprised to wake up several hours later, having evidently fallen asleep rather suddenly. Despite my slumber being interrupted I felt rested and very aware for lack of a better word. There was none of the grogginess that came with waking up most days, and I noted that my hair wasn't even that disheveled.
Standing up, I walked over to the bathroom and glanced at my reflection. Sure enough, I was still a gnoll, but I at least didn't look like a bedraggled gnoll. It took only a few short minutes to take my morning piss, clean up my appearance slightly and take a drink. I was about to get ready for more questions when I glanced out the window and noticed that it was still fairly early in the morning.
“About seven thirty I’d say,” I muttered to myself.
I didn't think that the ponies would be ready to start things that early so I went back, stripped off my armor, and had a shower. This took nearly two hours what with how long the stripping, and washing all the shaggy fur of mine took. Plus it was hella awkward as although the shower was taller than most, ponies still built it so it was too short for me. Either way, it was functional and by the end of it I was able to clean everything and don my armor right before I heard company approach.
This time it was both Twilight as well as Luna who had deigned to grace me with their presence. Twilight was much more put together this time and from the look of her had probably got some sleep. From the smell of her, she too had a shower, which was nice as a gnoll’s nose is really sensitive, and smelly horse was pungent.
“Good morning Fareeah,” Luna greeted.
“Morning you two,” I replied languidly.
“I heard you had a good talk last night, or should I say earlier today,” Luna offered.
I nodded. “I think so, what about you Twilight?”
“Quite,” Twilight replied simply.
“Then we shall proceed to the questions after you have had a chance to eat,” Luna stated.
The bars were banished, and I was allowed out into the more open basement area. There I stretched out as far as I was able, causing a great number of cracks to resound from my back.
“Ahh much better,” I muttered. “You’re accommodations aren't bad but your bed could use some work.”
“It does seem as though it requires some extra support, as well as a few more inches on its end,” Luna remarked while glancing past me.
“I’ll go into town and find something more suitable for you later today,” Twilight offered.
“Thanks. I may have gotten used to sleeping on the floor for a while there but I’d rather not have to do so again,” I murmured. “So, food?”
I glanced over to find that a guard was waiting with a plate already in hoof.
“Hey thanks, bud,” I exclaimed.
Before I could reach for the food he pulled it back.
“I would like to apologize both on a personal level as well as part of manacle squad,” he began.
I looked a little closer and realized that it was the slightly feminine stallion that led the squad that was speaking.
“Eh, it's no worries,” I dismissed. “In the end, you did the right thing and that's what matters.”
He didn't seem to accept this response but gave me my meal anyway. Which happened to be of two bagels and a side of sunny-side-up eggs. Overhard may have been the perfect method to cook such a delicacy, but I wasn't about to complain and immediately bit into one of the bread circles.
“Sho, how was yer nights?” I asked.
“Don't talk with your mouth full,” Twilight retorted.
I just rolled my eyes and sat down at the table. My companions were quick to join me.
“I slept soundly at the local inn,” Luna declared. “The dream realm was especially quiet so I was granted a rare moment of relaxation.”
“Really? I thought it would have been a hotbed of nightmares given all the activity in town,” I remarked before tossing the last of the first bagel into my mouth.
“Ponyville is a town used to chaos. I doubt even your arrival has shaken many of its residents,” Twilight replied.
I shrugged. “Fair enough I suppose. You ponies are a particularly panicky bunch though.”
“Ponies flight response is triggered a bit more than in other species, but thankfully it is quickly quelled,” Luna answered.
I nodded along while I continued to eat, noting that it was very dry, grainy, and dense but still good. It felt like a step beyond whole wheat and could use more flavor than just the bit of butter they had added. The eggs were also fairly bland, sporting only a slight dusting of salt and pepper, but again I didn't complain as it wasn't all that bad, given everything.
“Right,” I began. “Where do we go from here?”
“We get the spells started- and hold on a second,” Twilight muttered, magically picking up the crystal ball that was at the center of the table. “We’re gonna need a new one. It seems as if this one is full already.”
“That is strange, I thought you said they could contain far more information,” Luna replied.
“I thought so too,” Twilight muttered. “I’ll go get another one.”
The young alicorn then stood up and hastily trotted out of the room, leaving me alone with Luna. For a moment I wondered what, if anything, we should talk about only for a certain line to pop into my mind.
“So,” I began, leaning forward. “Do you know what Nightmare Moon meant when she said quote, Fools! It matters not if I am defeated, for there is no escaping the god of destruction. I had hoped to toughen this world up for his arrival, but it seems like you all shall be lambs to the slaughter!”
“I… I don't know,” Luna murmured.
My eyes narrowed. “You don't know anything about that?”
“Well, there are things we can assume,” Luna began. “One is that Nightmare Moon knew of Yeenoghu’s coming and in her own twisted way was attempting to ensure the world was not destroyed.”
“Seems like you’re defending her,” I pointed out.
“No, of course not. I would never,” Luna hastily replied.
I shrugged. “Hey, it's not an indefensible point to make. He seems to be coming and uniting the world beneath one iron fist, or in this case, hoof would be effective at resisting him. It wouldn't be a completely morally correct way of defeating the god of slaughter but it would be effective.”
“I uh yes, I suppose it would,” Luna awkwardly remarked. “Though it is easy to justify all manner of cruelty when you are weighing your actions against the literal destruction of the world.”
“True, easy to fall down a slippery slope of justifications until you’re almost worse,” I replied.
“Yes, of course,” Luna agreed a little too easily.
“So,” I continued. “Nightmare Moon is dead then, right?”
“Yes,” Luna stated firmly, so firmly in fact that I couldn't help but feel as though her response was rehearsed.
“A shame, she seems like a prime target for Twilight and the gang to give a second chance to considering her goals were noble even if her methods may not have been the best,” I added.
“No, she was evil, and it’s good that she's gone forever,” Luna declared, though her statement lacked the oomph of certainty, even the fake certainty, of earlier.
I shrugged and leaned back in the chair. “Fair enough.”
We sat in awkward silence for the next minute or so waiting for Twilight's return. I did my best to exude cold confidence while Luna seemed distant, her gaze unfocused.
“Found it,” Twilight exclaimed.
The alicorn then glided down the steps and placed the new crystal on the table.
“Spike moved my supply box to make room for more of his comic books,” Twilight explained.
“Alright, now then. Where should we start?” I offered.
Twilight lit her horn. “With the spells of course. Just give me a minute to-”
The door to the top of the basement suddenly flung open, cutting Twilight off for a second time. There standing in the archway was a figure I knew from second-hand accounts but had never seen before in my life. Cadance, the alicorn of love, and the supposed partner of my would-be killer was there, glaring down at me.
With her wings spread, and her features drawn into tight lines of anger, she seemed ready to strangle me. Despite this fact, her makeup was immaculate, subtle, yet more pronounced than either Luna or Twilight used in their day-to-day life. Cadance also had more generous proportions, with her hips being wider, her legs a bit more shapely and her lips having an unmistakable kissable quality to them. All at once I understood why Shining Armor had so fervently desired her and spoke so highly of the mare.
And for once I couldn't help but agree with the stallion.
“You,” she proclaimed, jabbing a hoof at me.
“Me?” I asked, also pointing an appendage at my chest.
“What is going on here? Shining Armor told me that the prisoner would have been shipped off to Tartarus by now,” Cadance declared while stomping adorably down the stairs.
She was just so pudgy and adorable that even as her steps threatened to crack the wood I couldn't find her the least bit intimidating. It was simply too cute, like a supermodel stomping around and trying to show off while being the hottest one in the room. Even the crackling magic that sparked at the tip of her horn couldn't make me scared of her, though I wasn't sure why.
“The investigation is ongoing,” Luna proclaimed. “Charges have not been filed, and no verdict has been handed down.”
“And why not? I thought we as princesses could hand down such sentences without requiring the courts,” Cadance pressed on, standing next to Twilight.
“I mean yeah but that's immoral, especially given how much new information we’ve uncovered,” Twilight pressed.
“Like how hot you are. I didn't know that before, and now I do!” I exclaimed.
“I uh…” Cadance blinked, her angry tirade derailed by my sudden compliment. “What new information?”
“Twilight would you mind informing Cadance of the events of the last forty-eight hours, as well as what Fareeah here has informed us of?” Luna asked.
“Sure,” Twilight replied, turning to Luna and clearing her throat. “Okay, so it all starts with-”
As Twilight explained, I stared off into space, or more accurately I stared off at Cadance. I couldn't help but imagine how I could win her over, or if such a thing was even possible. I was fairly certain she was like, cosmicly destined to marry Shining Armor, but that guy was a dick. It was at about this point of my idle musings that I realized just how entranced I had become with the alicorn of love.
As I grappled with my very sudden crush, I recalled a part of my backstory that I hadn't thought important. Fareeah followed the goddess of love, though, in the original game, she had a different name than Cadance. Still, from what little I could recall, I had indeed written down this mystery goddess of love as my primary deity.
Was I only feeling this way because of my character? Were these feelings not real, or did I just seriously develop a huge crush on the girlfriend of the guy who has tried to kill me a dozen times? As I tried to square that circle, the conversation winded down, and Cadance looked far more confused than before.
“This is all a bit much to take in,” Cadance muttered. “Shining Armor may have become a bit more forceful recently but this seems out of character, even for him.”
“If you want, we could show you the recordings, or turn on the truth spell in order to assure you of the story’s validity,” Luna offered.
“No, that's fine,” Cadance replied. “I trust you two.”
“I’m going to assume you were lumping me and Twilight together,” I exclaimed, with a wink.
“I most certainly was not,” Cadance retorted.
Luna cleared her throat. “More importantly, what are you doing here? I thought you had urgent business in Canterlot. Something about assisting Celestia with the recent negotiations.”
“I left after I heard about this whole debacle not being wrapped up immediately,” Cadance explained. “Though I see why that wasn't the case.”
“Your boy toy has yet to commit the extrajudicial murder he so craves, but I’m sure he’ll try again soon,” I declared. “If you stick around I’m sure you’ll get front-row seats to my unjustifiable execution. Make sure not to sit too close, wouldn't want to get hit with the splash.”
“He wouldn't… I…” Cadance frowned. “I need time to think.”
“Take all the time you need,” Twilight offered.
“And I’d advise against talking to your boyfriend. He seems to have a few screws loose,” I added.
“He's not my boyfriend. We’re on a break,” Cadance exclaimed. “But that doesn't matter. I have to go. I’m sure Celestia is wondering why I left so suddenly.”
“Will you be returning anytime soon?” Luna asked.
“I’ll return once I’ve had a chance to explain the situation to Celestia,” Cadance answered.
“I suppose I’ll see you soon then,” Twilight added.
“See you later, gorgeous,” I complimented.
Cadance looked at me with a strange, confused expression before teleporting away with a pop.
“Gorgeous? Really?” Luna demanded, turning to me.
“What? It's the best I could come up with, besides she’s totally hot and you know it,” I retorted.
Luna seemed ready to agree, if reluctantly but Twilight was not having it.
“Can we please talk about something else?” Twilight pleaded.
“I suppose we could get back to the interview,” I offered. “Though I wouldn't mind staying on the topic of how hot Cadance is for another minute or so.”
“No, absolutely not,” Twilight intruded. “Now, just wait a moment while I-”
The door to the basement burst open and a new figure appeared, one that I had met before.
“Where is my girlfriend?” Demanded Shining Armor.
Twilight stood suddenly, a vein on her head bulging to the point that I thought it might burst. “We are trying to conduct an investigation here and you are not helping matters!” Twilight shouted.
“Also, I thought you two were on a break,” Luna added in a much calmer tone.
“It's just a hiccup, but that doesn't matter. Where is she?” Shining Armor pressed.
“Gone! As you should be too!” Twilight proclaimed.
Shining Armor opened his mouth to respond but was teleported away by Twilight before he could say anything. The young alicorn then sat down rather forcibly and lit her horn once more.
“Now then, unless there are any other distractions, sudden arrivals, or other such nonsense I would like to get started,” Twilight yelled.
“Go right ahead Twilight,” Luna offered.
I leaned back in my chair. “Yeah, whenever you’re ready dude.”
Twilight cast the zone of truth spell, the recording spell in quick succession. Once the magic was in place, she seemed to have blown off a majority of the steam, the vein on her head shrinking.
“Now. Perhaps we can get to the next thing of note which occurred to you after your first few weeks here in Equestria,” Twilight offered.
“Yes, I am most intrigued to hear about how all of your adventures fit together with Shining Armor’s reports,” Luna added.
“Hmm, where to start?” I muttered. “Oh I know, I’ll talk about how I saved a bunch of bandits from certain doom!”
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		Random Encounter



“Bandits? You mean the cohort of ponies you call a tribe began life as brigands?” Luna questioned.
“I mean, I guess. But if it makes you feel any better they paid their due to society, and are really bad at stealing stuff,” I paused. “Or were really bad at it as I knocked some sense into them and now they are great thieves.”
“Do go into greater detail. I would very much like to hear how this came about,” Twilight encouraged.
I cleared my throat and leaned back in the chair. “Right, well it all began when-”

I was walking back from Zecora’s, arms laden with supplies, and newly acquired goods. The rare ingredients I had sought out for her were evidently worth a fair amount as I had a few choice items with me. The most important of which was the several glass containers full of dried food that had been prepared in advance for me.
Canned goods like that were perfect as although I was capable of eating pretty much anything I still had a sense of taste. Thus I was not interested in eating bark, droppings, rotten meat, or long-forgotten bones. The bone thing isn't as bad as you might think though. Boil off the meat, and rinse it off a bit and it's a bit like a really hard candy.
Anyway, the rest of the stuff was less tasty though no less interesting. Starting with a backpack (sized for a gnoll), some candles, a rope, a grappling hook, some hunting traps, and a magnifying glass. She had also thrown in a knife that was apparently designed for harvesting mushrooms though I didn't end up getting much use out of it. Cool little hooked blade and grip though, so it was at least aesthetically pleasing. Oh and I almost forgot, there was a small hatchet that promised to finally end the absolute pain that was harvesting wood without an axe.
After stuffing it all into a bag, I headed in the direction of home. With my spear now doubling as a walking stick, and my knowledge of the forest considerable, I made the trek in only an hour. Once there, I looked around and couldn't help but frown.
My home was little more than a small cave that was just barely visible due to all the large bushes that grew on either side of the entrance. Yes, there was fresh water nearby, but it wasn't a protected space, nor was there much room to expand. I would need to locate a more defensible area somewhere else before I could with pride in my voice declare it my domicile.
I was about to head inside and begin unpacking when I noticed strange tracks, ones that I had never seen before. They were large, but also chaotic for lack of a better word, resembling a twisted mass of appendages rather than distinct feet or hooves. Following them back to their source I noticed that a nearby tree had uprooted itself, and seemingly walked off.
There were no other prints around save for the ones I had left hours earlier so I surmised that this was either a weird timberwolf or a tree had come to life and wandered off. I can see that look on your face Twilight, and we’ll get to the creature in question when we get to it, don't ruin the flow of the story. 
Right, where was I? Oh yes, so with my curiosity piqued, I followed after the weird prints, heading deeper into the woods than I was used to. Soon the evening sky was swallowed by the canopy, and the underbrush closed in all around me. Or at least it tried to, as the thing I was following had carved a swath through the greenery with little care to subtlety.
I continued to track it for well over an hour before I started to get bored and considered abandoning the chase. Thankfully for this story, and the ponies I was about to meet, I heard rustling from up ahead, rustling followed by a shout. My interest spiked, and I headed off at a quicker pace, picking up my spear as I moved.
Rounding the bend I saw what looked to be a primitive camp set up deep into the woods. Though little more than a couple tents around a fire, it was still an impressive sight but that was mostly due to the location itself. Set within a small valley surrounded on three sides by steep ridges that went up nearly a hundred feet, it was very defensible. There were even a few caves in the walls and a stream that trickled down the side and pooled in a shallow pond on the right-hand side of the area.
It was perfect. The only problem was the half dozen ponies fighting an animated tree in the middle. That threw off the whole feng shui of the place, so I had to figure that out before I started moving in.
Before I leaped in to help them I took stock of the ponies and their general appearance. My first thought was that they were explorers, or perhaps lost hikers but they were too well-armed for that. They had swords, hammers, or other weapons as well as some clothes or armor, though it was mostly pretty primitive looking.
Starting from right to left, there was a pony whom I would later come to know as simply Tiny. For the record he was anything but, easily being the largest pony I had seen up until that point in my life. Though not nearly as big as me, he seemed to know how to use a quarterstaff with remarkable skill despite the fact that he was an earth pony and used only his hooves.
He wore nothing save for a leather cap atop his head as well as a set of what looked to be hiking boots. This left his brown fur, shortly cropped black mane, and tail visible to all, as well as his cutie mark. Which, rather unsurprisingly, had a quarterstaff on it, though it was sticking out of a river for some reason. The symbolism was lost on me, though I could tell that he was clearly adept with the weapon as he was the main focus of the angry tree creature.
Next to him was a lass so young I thought she was a child, though she had a cutie mark at least. One that depicted a mill stone set up like the kind you would use to grind wheat or the like. Her name was Ivory Mill, which was fitting as she had white fur, a purple mane, and tail, as well as bright teal eyes. The pegasus had a hammer in each hoof and wore studded leather armor a size too big for her over the front half of her form.
Next to her, was what I assumed at first to be a mare, though it turned out they were a he, but that's a story for later. What was most important was the fact that he wore a shiny breastplate, and wielded a pair of longswords in his magical grasp. Though he danced around the wooden creature with grace and skill, he didn't seem to have the power to really damage the thing. He wasn't hard on the eyes though, as his red fur contrasted well with his white mane and tail, as well as his orange eyes.
The male next to him was doing a little bit of a better job, as he had an axe with him, though he was quickly knocked a good distance by a branch to the face. As he lay on the ground, dazed and confused I noticed that he was clearly the eldest of the bunch. Older than his fellows by a good few years he seemed to me to be about in his fifties. That didn't slow him down though, as he quickly stumbled into a stand, shook the soot-colored mop of hair atop his head and got back to it. As he charged back in I noted that he had grey fur, dark almost black eyes, and a cutie mark of a bear trap. He also wore the only suit of studded leather armor that was actually sized properly.
Oh, and his name is Bronze Back, forgot to mention that, but you should just call him B.B. He hates that.
Anyway, there were two others, with the most notable of whom was the fully armored metal mare I would soon know to be Steel Shod. For the moment the only thing visible on her was her bright purple eyes, as well as a bit of grey fur that could be seen through the grille of her helmet. Equipped in heavy metal armor that didn't seem to slow her down, she kicked, punched, and otherwise tackled the tree. She had no weapon and didn't desire to use one either as she just kept attacking the thing with her hooves.
The last and only pony not currently involved in the scrap was a mare by the name of Merry Mead. Wearing a brown cloak, and holding a wooden spoon, she stood off to the side, yelling encouragement but not entering the fray herself. She was large, and though muscled, her body was mostly fat by the look of it. Eventually, I would discover that she had a cutie mark of a drop of honey falling into a frothy glass mug. I would also find out that she made the best mead I had ever tasted, in this life or the previous one but that would come later.
After giving them a quick visual inspection I deduced that they were likely vagabonds or some other brand of troublemaker. This didn't concern me much, as they all kinda sucked at fighting, as evidenced by the fact that they were losing, and badly. They didn't have any kind of coordination, and frequently got in one another's way, resulting in them racking up a few injuries.
Nothing serious mind you, but it was clear that they weren't about to win unless they changed tactics or got help. I was going to grant said assistance, but I couldn't help but wonder what I would do with them after I rendered aid. Things had worked out with Zecora, but these six might be a completely different story compared to the kindhearted zebra. They also had the means to fight back should they think my intentions were foul, but I was less than intimidated. As by then I had a rather large knife, a hatchet, fairly complete if still patchwork, armor, and far more combat ability than they evidently had.
My weighing of the pros and cons was interrupted when I noticed that the willow tree they had been fighting had gained an advantage. Driving relentlessly towards the quarterstaff-wielding stallion, it had cornered him against the wall and was really laying into him. The many, long whip-like appendages were cutting into his flesh and forcing him to desperately defend himself against the many attacks.
His allies were moving to help him, but none were capable of doing enough to really distract the tree. Which made sense as it was fairly large, though not quite full size, it wasn't a sapling either. Regardless, it was intent on slaying the stallion, and I couldn't in good conscious watch the poor bugger get whipped to death while I could help matters.
So I strode forward, dropping my bag, as well as my spear, and hefting the hatchet that I had acquired only an hour or so earlier. I added a second weapon to my arsenal when I plucked it out of the stunned hooves of the eldest of their group. He was the first to notice me, though it didn't seem as though he believed his eyes as he just stood there, mid-swing, staring at me.
After grabbing his weapon he seemed to realize the situation he was in and backed up. He seemed ready to run, but when I moved directly toward the tree and not toward either him or his allies he seemed to think twice. Clearly, I had confused him enough that he was at least open to the possibility of me assisting his associate as he remained close by despite being unarmed.
The rest of his allies gave me a wide berth while still trying to help their friend. An effort made easier when I stepped into the fray, and swung both axes, and struck the tree monster on either side of its body. The sudden sensation of having about eight inches of steel buried in it was enough to make the tree pause. Which in turn was just enough of a distraction that the plate mail armored mare was able to step in front of her injured ally, allowing him to slip away.
The tree didn't care about them though, as I was easily the largest threat currently present. As it turned on me, I wrenched the axes out and struck the same spots a second time, then a third. I was about to go for a fourth when it faced me fully and attempted to strike me with its many whip-like limbs.
I was made of sterner stuff then the ponies though, with a hide thicker then the armor half the ponies wore, and made even tougher with a few added layers. Though a few struck parts of me not armored, I just shrugged it off and kept on hitting it with my axes. For a few seconds we simply stood there, trading blows with neither making an attempt to dodge or avoid the other’s attacks.
Then it seemed to realize that I was tougher than it, as though I had managed to hack a good few inches into its body it had done nothing to me. Sure I had a few new bruises, and scratches, but it was nothing that I couldn't simply shake off or ignore. This was in contrast to the tree which had two deep chunks cut out of its body. 
It was outmatched, though it had just barely enough sense to switch its tactics at least. It did so by attempting to grapple me, using its larger, thicker limbs to grab at my midsection. This was about as predictable as you could get though, so I had more than enough time to step back out of its reach.
While the dumb plant thing was still coming to grips with the fact that it had failed, I brought both axes down on its side. Striking at the same already injured section, I was able to chop out a small section of wood that fell to the ground. The exposed interior bled a sort of black tar that smelled like rotting meat, a strange turn but one that didn't concern me.
What did concern me was the fact that it was still trying to kill me by grabbing me and presumably crushing the life out of me. Its body was large, its limbs heavy, and its attacks incredibly predictable, thus easy to avoid. Dodging and weaving from right to left, to back, and then low, I continually stayed one step ahead of the strange creature. All while hacking away at one side or the other, cutting deeper and deeper, black, brackish blood pooling about my feet.
It was at about this point the creature began to make a strange screaming noise though I couldn't tell from where the sound was coming. It had no visible mouth or other orifice slash appendages for that matter just branches for arms and tangled roots for legs. Still, it made a whistling cry that was unpleasant on the ears, though still not awful enough to make me stop. It left the ponies damn near crippled though, as I could see them rolling around on the ground covering their ears out of the corner of my eye.
I decided to help them by ending this abomination’s existence by chopping it clear in half and that's exactly what I did. Before that happened though it launched a desperate assault, using half of its limbs to whip me, while the other tried to grab at me. It made wide, sweeping, and obvious attacks in an attempt to make me dodge into its larger limbs which would be able to hold me.
Like everything it did, this was obvious and instead of taking the bait I simply let it hit me, taking its strikes without flinching. It had one last trick in its arsenal, however, namely running away, or at least trying to do so anyway. The thing was surprisingly quick, but there were few creatures that could outrun me, and a tree sure wasn't one of them.
As it trundled awkwardly in the direction of the forest, I continued to harry it with continued attacks. Deeper and deeper my axes went, until at long last it seemed to understand that its final tactic had failed. With that realization seemingly in mind, it turned on me and attacked one final time though this time it had no fury, only desperation.
By then I had nearly cut completely through the creature damaging it to the point that it could barely muster the effort to strike me. Sure it tried, but its weak attacks barely even hurt me. While on the other hand, my attacks landed with thunderous thumps, hacking off a new section with each impact.
The final strike cut the thing completely in half, its top section falling backward while its bottom stumbled around like a chicken with its head cut off. The two halves seemed to struggle to understand their situation, though, after a few seconds, they fell still. The limp hunks of formerly animated wood lay there, black ooze slowly gushing out of the enormous wound I had cut in it.
After several moments of staring at it, and expecting one final trick, I realized it was indeed dead. I also realized that I was deaf, if only temporarily, as the only thing I could hear was a loud ringing sound. I knew it was unlikely that I would permanently lose my hearing so I didn't stress this fact too much.
While digging earwax out of my one ear, I walked back over to where I had left the ponies. Who all stared up, wide-eyed at me when I appeared from the bush both alive and seemingly unhurt. Sure I had a bunch of new cuts and bruises, some of which looked worse than they were, but I was much better off than my former foe.
While they were still stunned, I chucked the axe at the hooves of its owner before sitting down on a large rock. Plunking down, I stuck my own hatchet into the mud, the handle sticking up still in easy reach. I then started to clean my injuries, picking the bits of dirt and whatnot that had gotten into them while I had been fighting.
A few feet away, the ponies were talking away, or at least I assumed so as I couldn't hear anything. Their mouths were moving, and they were making animated motions at one another so it was easy enough to figure out what was going on. Two camps quickly formed, each evidently arguing against the other on some issue that I was not privy to.
Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed that the singular non-combatant was approaching me, a wooden spoon still clutched before her. Her dark green eyes contained a deep terror that was only held back by a bravery that I couldn't help but find commendable. She made words at me, but obviously, I couldn't tell what she said for multiple reasons which should be obvious to you all.
I put a hand to my right ear and made a confused expression.
The pony seemed confused before her eyes lit up and she pointed back to the woody area where I had slain the creature. She then asked a question, as she made an exaggerated face to help drive home the point she was making.
I shrugged and made the same motion before remembering my lessons from Zecora. I wasn't sure if any of them understood horse sign language, but I tried anyway. To start with I apologized for not understanding her and informed her that I was indeed temporarily deafened.
She didn't know what I was saying, but one of her buddies did, thankfully.
The oldest one, who I had stolen the axe from earlier, perked up and stepped forward.
“You speak silent?” he asked, obviously not using his voice but rather his hooves.
I nodded and replied by asking if they were all okay.
After he translated our conversation, the argument that had begun earlier, ended. Evidently, the group that had been arguing to give me a chance won, though it left the armored pony a little annoyed. Ticked off or not, she remained nearby, watching me like a hawk while her friends stepped a little closer to me.
“Thank you for taking care of the Wraithroot,” he offered.
“Oh? So that's what its called?” I replied.
“You… didn't know?” he asked, seemingly baffled.
I shrugged. “It's not like it matters. You guys were in trouble and needed a hand. Simple as.”
That seemed to confuse him even more, and after a brief huddle, they seemed to figure out a plan of attack. What continued after that was nearly an hour of grilling me on a variety of topics before finally giving up and allowing me to hang out with them. In time I would go from someone they just barely tolerated to the leader of their little group but that would be much later.

“And yeah,” I remarked. “That is pretty much the long and short of that particular adventure. I saved some ex-bandits, directed them towards a more peaceful existence, and eventually became their leader.”
“Twilight, do you know anything of these highwaymen?” Luna inquired.
“I remember reading in the paper how a gang of ponies were hassling travelers outside of Appaloosa a few years ago but they got caught pretty quick,” Twilight exclaimed.
“It's actually a bit of a sad tale,” I began. “They were all really poor, and the road was at one point quite dangerous so they worked as guards for travelers. When the town grew, and a militia formed, they found themselves without any paying gigs. They knew the rich landowners by then and targeted them exclusively, avoiding the poor ponies.”
“Theft is still theft,” Twilight stated.
“Yeah but come on. It's a lot less bad when you’re stealing from ponies who aren't struggling and not hurting anyone in the process,” I retorted.
Twilight frowned, the expression turning into a wince of pain.
“Be that as it may,” Luna intruded. “I would like to hear more about your allies. They certainly sound like an eclectic bunch, each with their own story to tell.”
“I’d love to tell you more but it looks like Twilight's about to explode,” I replied, pointing across the table to Twilight.
“I uh, may require a break,” Twilight murmured before her eyes suddenly went wide. “In fact, I think I need one right now.”
Before either Luna or I could say anything, Twilight dispelled the truth sphere, the recording spell, and then teleported away.
“So uh, what now?” I asked.
“I am not sure. We had assigned the next hour for further questions,” Luna answered, pausing to think for a moment. “Would you like to join us for some tea? Perhaps we could discuss your associates in a more relaxed manner.”
“That's cool with me, so long as you got something fruity and sweet,” I replied.
“I believe Twilight has many such fruity, and sweet teas in her cupboards,” Luna stated.
The alicorn then stood and walked up the stairs. I followed behind her, barely even paying attention to my surroundings. Upon talking about my tribe members I couldn't help but worry about them.
It had been a while since I had left them for so long, and no doubt they were going to worry about me. Still, they were all adults and had been whipped into shape by yours truly so the worry was probably unfounded. Yet no matter how much logic, and reason I weighed against that concern, I couldn't help but imagine the worst.
“Bit for your thoughts,” Luna offered.
I blinked and looked around, only now realizing that I was sitting in the library, a cup of something warm in my hands.
“I was just thinking about my friends,” I admitted. “Kinda worried they burned the camp down.”
“Have faith. I’m sure they have not done anything quite so terrible,” Luna offered.
I just grunted and was about to go back to staring off into space, worrying like crazy, when the door to the library opened. A guard then stepped inside, followed by a familiar pink pony wearing a basket strapped to the top of her head. The moment her gaze fell upon me, she was on me, bouncing across the library and landing right in front of me.
“Oh goodie, you aren't busy!” Pinkie Pie proclaimed. “That means I get to give you this.”
I looked down at her outstretched hoof and the envelope she was so earnestly presenting to me.
“Let me guess,” I began, taking the slip of paper. “You're inviting me to a party.”
“Yupper doodle!” Pinkie Pie declared. “You’re welcome to Ponyville party!”
“Huh,” I muttered.
Dear Fareeah.
You are invited to your welcome to Ponyville party! If Luna, and or Twilight would allow, I would have you join us at Sugarcube Corner this very evening at seven P.M. Please do RSVP as soon as possible, but if you can't come, no biggie! There’s always next time.
Pinkie Pie.
There were then several boxes with writing next to them. The first was labeled, ‘I would like to come, but am not allowed’ and then there was a sad face next to it. The rest followed a similar style, though I didn't bother to read them all and just glanced expectantly at Luna.
“I assumed you would have waited until after the investigation was complete,” Luna offered.
“Nah, that could take like, forever,” Pinkie Pie dismissed. “Besides, I already waited a whole entire day.”
“That is quite a long time,” I added.
“I know, right?” Pinkie Pie agreed.
Luna chuckled. “Well, I don't foresee any reason why you could not go, though we would need to establish some kind of security. Not only to ensure you are not able to depart but also to ensure that Shining Armor does not do something foolish.”
“I agree with half of that statement,” I murmured.
“Great, I’ll take that as an ‘I will attend unless Twilight says otherwise’!” Pinkie Pie exclaimed.
“Yeah, that sounds about right,” I agreed, handing back the piece of paper.
“Okay dokay lokie, see you tonight artichokey!” Pinkie Pie stated.
“In a while crocodile,” I replied.
“See you later alligator!” Pinkie Pie shot back before bouncing out of the room.
I chuckled. “I like that one.”
Luna smiled. “It's hard not to.”
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		Party Down Time Part One



When Twilight returned, Luna and I had finished our tea and were lounging idly in the sitting area of the library. Or at least Luna was. I was currently standing up and waving around a rolled-up newspaper like a makeshift sword.
“And then all at once he snaps to. He stops trying to attack me, the wild look in his eye is gone, he just stands there staring at me,” I continued.
“Just like that?” Luna asked.
“Just like that,” I answered. “The effect had run its course, and worse yet he didn't even know why we were fighting in the first place.”
“My goodness that is funny,” Luna remarked.
I fell back into the chair opposite Luna, with a grin on my face.
“And that's why we don't use poison joke in the mead anymore,” I finished, turning to Twilight. “Oh hey, Twi. You done shitting your brains out?”
“Augh I was not…” Twilight began, only to pause and shudder in disgust. “Can you please lay off the vulgarity?”
“Whatever crime I just committed by swearing in front of royalty couldn't have been as bad as the one you perpetuated on that toilet. You were up there for ages,” I retorted pointedly.
“Fareeah’s foul tongue aside, you were up there for a while,” Luna added.
“I was just… thinking,” Twilight muttered, her blush fading quickly.
“Really? So that's what you call it,” I mused in faux contemplation.
“Har har,” Twilight retorted.
“What’s on your mind?” Luna pressed.
“I was just thinking about… look, it doesn't really matter,” Twilight concluded, turning to me. “What were you two talking about anyway?”
“Oh not much,” I remarked with a shrug. “Just regaling Luna with the story of when Merry Mead thought it was a good idea to use poison joke in his mead.”
“That couldn't have been good,” Twilight murmured.
“Nope, it sure wasn't,” I replied.
“Say, Twilight. May I have your opinion on something?” Luna asked, raising the invite I had received from Pinkie Pie.
“Sure what is it?” Twilight replied curiously.
“It seems as though Pinkie Pie has set up a little shindig for our prisoner here and has invited us as well as her to the event,” Luna continued, gesturing to me, and then to Twilight.
“So can I go Mom, huh, huh can I go?” I asked, giving Twilight the best puppy eyes I could muster.
“No,” Twilight stated firmly. “We are in the midst of a serious legal investigation at the moment.”
“Oh come on. This is hardly serious,” I dismissed. “You know I never tried to murder anyone. You know the worst crime I could possibly be accused of is petty theft but once you hear that tale I’m fairly certain you wouldn't even think what I did was wrong.”
“I doubt that very much,” Twilight retorted, turning up her snout.
“Be that as it may,” Luna interrupted. “Pinkie Pie has likely gone to great lengths to set this up in such a short time and I would rather enjoy another of her parties.”
“Ya’ll deserve a break, and I may or may not deserve a beer or two after dealing with you two,” I declared, glancing at Luna. “Mostly Twilight though.”
“It doesn't matter what we deserve its about our duty to the crown. The sooner we complete this investigation the sooner we can be done with this whole business,” Twilight exclaimed.
“We can't use the spell for another twelve or so hours anyway why not take the chance to relax? If anything you can think of this as an opportunity to interrogate Fareeah here under different circumstances,” Luna offered.
“Yeah! I bet I’d be willing to spill a whole ton of secrets after I’ve drunk a whole liter of spirits,” I added.
Twilight sighed.
“I’m not convincing you otherwise of this, am I?” Twilight asked.
Luna smirked.
“No, no you are not. Best just accept it, and figure out our little security issue,” Luna declared.
Twilight sighed.
“Okay,” the bookish mare began. “But I am hooking you up to a violence inhibitor, and you’ll have an armed escort with you at all times.”
“Goddamn Twilight. What next, are you going to demand I use a chastity cage or something?” I retorted with a frown.
“That won't be necessary,” Twilight blubbered, the mare’s face going red.
“Pardon me isn't that for males… oh I see,” Luna muttered.
I grinned.
“If you wanna see for yourself we could always skip this party and have one of our own,” I offered, wiggling my eyebrows at the dark alicorn.
Twilight seemed ready to turn a wholly new shade of purple, while Luna was seemingly unbothered. I did notice that she smiled the faintest bit at the suggestion, however, so I counted her response as at least a partial win.
“Perhaps another time,” Luna replied after a pause. “I rather enjoy a good party and have been in the mood for one for some time.”
I was about to shoot back with some other cheeky response of some kind but the sound of someone whispering in my ear suddenly stopped me. I couldn't actually hear what it said, though the voice was close to that of Luna’s, only different somehow.
“Did you just say something?” I asked.
“Yes. I mentioned my enjoyment of a Pinkie party,” Luna declared.
“That's not… never mind,” I murmured.
“Yes, well. So long as there isn't any opposition to my decision I suppose we three could attend this party together,” Twilight stated.
“I have no such qualms,” Luna added.
“Ahh come on. You guys don't really think I’m gonna start stabbing people with a broken bottle or something right?” I asked, looking from one mare to the other.
“Well, not exactly but the alternative is having you in cuffs, which Pinkie Pie would say is a quote-unquote mood killer,” Twilight answered.
“Yes, we must have some manner of restrainment with you, though I will note that I don't like the necessity of this decision,” Luna offered. “Mind magic, even bound to an enchanted item, should always be the last resort.”
“Wait, mind magic?” I muttered, holding up my hands. “You aren't going to root around in my skull or something are you?”
“Nothing of the sort,” Twilight dismissed. “The spell itself isn't even particularly invasive so to speak. Rather than stopping you from being able to think violent thoughts, it makes you unable to actually injure someone intentionally.”
“In that case, I hold no such qualms,” Luna offered.
“Yeah, it's not exactly like back in your time when such a spell more or less lobotomized the target,” Twilight added.
“Wait, you were willing to lobotomize me? Luna, I thought we were at least friendly acquaintances,” I exclaimed, a little more shocked than I let on.
For her part, Luna did seem a bit guilty, but her expression was swiftly schooled, returning back to its usual neutrality.
“Yes, well. It would have only been temporary, as it still will be,” Luna proclaimed, rising from the couch. “I will now depart. I must ready myself for the soiree, and have much I must do before then.”
“Err alright. I’ll see you soon Luna,” Twilight offered.
“Indeed,” Luna replied.
The alicorn then trotted away, her expression stony, giving little indication as to what she may have felt. The rest of her body was a bit more honest, as I could detect a nervous energy running down her spine. Not only that but the mare’s neck was tense, indicating that she was purposefully clenching her jaw. I was about to look away when I noticed something move in the alicorn’s shadow, though it vanished as did the pony in question after the door to the library closed behind her.
“So umm,” Twilight began. “Do you need anything before we go to the party later?”
“Nope,” I replied. “Showered this morning. I’m fed, watered, and ready to go, though normally I’d appreciate something a bit more relaxed than my armor, but I think given the circumstances I’ll stick to something with protection.”
“Probably for the best,” Twilight admitted. “I’ll see about getting Manacle squad ready to accompany you later but for now put this on, and get used to how it feels.”
The bookish mare lit her horn, and summoned out of nowhere, a ring that seemed perfectly normal at first glance. Upon closer inspection, I saw that its smooth silver surface was actually inlaid with dozens of small runes too small to see normally. I had a pretty high perception at this point so I noticed it fairly quickly, though I couldn't tell what they meant or said. They appeared magical though, likely tying into the spell that was going to make me unable to hurt anyone.
“Go on. The sooner you put it on, the sooner you’ll adapt to it,” Twilight encouraged.
“Augh, fine,” I murmured.
Snatching the ring out of the air, I slipped it onto my pinky, which was the only finger it even had a chance of fitting on. Once secured it pulsed once, lighting up my hand and sending a small electric charge up my shoulder. It was uncomfortable, but when it passed, I was left feeling oddly normal, as if I wasn't under the effect of a spell at all.
“Think fast, Twilight,” I exclaimed.
I then attempted to flick her in the nose but found my hand moving out of the way at the last possible second without me consciously making the effort to move it.
“Wha, hey!” Twilight whined. “That's rude.”
“I just had to see if it worked. Besides, I was only going to flick you in the nose,” I retorted, rising back up to my full height. “Right then, let's get me back in my suite so you can go powder your nose or whatever it is you ponies do.”
“Whatever, just get moving,” Twilight shot back.
I did as was asked, and made my way downstairs. Once in front of my cell, Twilight unlocked it, I entered, and the bars were sealed behind me once more. When I turned around Twilight was already walking away so it was hard to tell what expression she had on, but it appeared to be one of vague amusement.
I liked to think she was getting used to my jabs and prods at this point though that may have been wishful thinking. Either way, I put it out of my mind and got to work cleaning up as best as I was able. I didn't need a shower, but I could pick the dirt out from under my nails, straighten my hair, and do a bit of light grooming.
It would have been easier and more effective if I had the brush collection from camp but my claws were a surprisingly good replacement. Once done I looked at least a little better, and that was enough in my mind so I decided to just relax for a while. Before I did so, I got a bit curious and decided to pinch myself. Sure enough, I was able to do just that, even though it rather hurt due to my claws. With that nugget of wisdom at the back of my mind, I laid back and let my eyes fall shut. Before I noticed it time passed me by, and suddenly I was lurching forward, awakened from a surprise nap by the basement door opening.
From the light, slightly nervous clops it was probably Twilight and sure enough, the bookish mare appeared a second later. She looked a bit better, having taken a shower, put on some cherry-scented perfume, and a bit of makeup. She wasn't exactly dressed to the nines, but neither was she completely casual, easily showing me up if nothing else.
“Not bad,” I remarked, giving Twilight an exaggerated inspection. “You almost make me feel underdressed. That is if you weren't the least-dressed creature I know.”
Twilight chuckled, though she caught herself quickly and stopped covering it up with a cough.
“Yes, well. Etiquette class may have been one of my least favorite courses but I excelled in it nonetheless,” Twilight declared.
The alicorn then lit her horn, and opened my cell, allowing me to exit. As soon as I was standing outside I stretched and yawned, smacking my lips as I did so.
“That wasn't a bad little nap,” I remarked. “What time is it anyway?”
“Eight o'clock,” Twilight replied, trotting up the stairs and prompting me to follow. “More than enough time to get there for our eight-thirty invitation.”
“Hmmm,” I hummed, my mind already floating away while my body followed Twilight dutifully.
I couldn't help but think about this little soiree that we were heading to. My first thought was of safety, and if Shining Armor would try something but that didn't seem likely. As unhinged as that fellow was I doubted he would endanger his own sister out of a desire for revenge. 
After that, my mind went to ruminating on what there was to enjoy at such a party. Actually seeing all the ponies that were no doubt going to be there didn't interest me much though snacks and a drink would be nice.
“I hope they have something alcoholic there,” I murmured to myself.
“Did you say something?” Twilight asked.
I blinked and glanced down to find that we had left the library behind. Not only that but we had been joined by a fully armed and armored manacle squad.
“Nothing,” I replied. “Just thinking, really. It's been a while since I’ve been to something like this. Are there going to be many ponies there?”
“I don't think there will be that many,” Twilight dismissed. “Pinkie Pie knows better than to overwhelm new people. That and…”
“There won't be many interested in meeting a supposed demon and chin wagging over hors d’oeuvres,” I finished.
“Yeah pretty much,” Twilight admitted.
“That's fine. I don't like many of you four leggers anyhow,” I replied, only to pause. “That isn't a slur or something is it?”
“No, and before you ask, I will not teach you a list of slurs,” Twilight retorted.
“But how else am I going to know what word choices to avoid?” I whined dramatically. “I could accidentally start an incident totally by accident.”
“I…” Twilight sighed. “Ask Rainbow Dash.”
“Will do,” I exclaimed with a chuckle.
We trotted along in silence for a few seconds before I was approached from behind.
“Pinkie Pie breaks out the good stuff after ten,” whispered the soft masculine voice of what I assumed to be the squad leader. “Just ask for something stiffer if you don't want her watered-down hard punch.”
“Oh thank the stars,” I whispered back. “Say, she wouldn't happen to serve something like, vodka would she?”
“No,” he retorted.
“A shame. I’d love to have a drinking contest with one of you,” I offered. “So far not a single quadruped has been able to match me drink for drink, not even Merry Mead, though he did get close.”
Silence followed, though the squad leader whose name I had foolishly forgotten, didn't return to his spot. I was about to ask him what he had on his mind when he spoke up suddenly.
“If the princess deems you innocent you'll have your competition, on me,” he replied before trotting back into place as our rear guard.
The way he said princess made me feel as like he respected but one princess. Even still, I could sense that initial feeling wasn't completely true. I had seen how he looked at Twilight, and I could tell that there was something there, though what exactly that was I couldn't be certain.
Either way, those were thoughts for another time, now I was in enemy territory and despite the company I kept I should still stay on guard. With that thought in mind, I immediately began glancing up and down the street, reacquainting myself with my surroundings. There was predictably, very little going on, though it was a bit more lively than I would have thought given the town's size.
I noticed fairly quickly that most of whom I spotted were guards, or seemed to carry themselves like guards. The ones not in armor were no doubt enjoying their off hours, while those still suited up were likely out on a patrol. This didn't make much sense to me personally, I had already been caught and the chances of me busting out while being watched by two alicorns was slim to none.
I could even catch the occasional glimpse of Shining Armor’s camp at the edge of town. Tents had been erected, trenches were being dug and I could see what looked to be wooden palisades slowly rising in the distance. They looked like they were readying for a bloody siege, and not only that but there were a lot of bodies moving about.
Then they were gone, obscured behind a row of houses that hid the entire encampment from sight. I tried to crane my neck, but I couldn't see anything of note from my position. Brushing that thought aside for a moment I decided that I would ruminate on that odd development later.
We were, after all, nearing Sugarcube corner, as well as a small crowd of ponies standing next to the door. More of Shining Armor’s guards, they didn't seem to be there in any official capacity however as only one wore armor. They were just loitering for lack of a better word, chatting while a pair of them shared a thickly rolled smokable of some kind.
Twilight seemed to stiffen slightly upon spotting the small group but said nothing even as we passed them by. The discomfort was mutual, though I ignored their pointed looks and waved like an excited child.
“Hiya fellas,” I exclaimed. “Wonderful night, ain't it?”
They seemed put off by my overly friendly demeanor as they couldn't muster a response before we were already inside. I snickered to myself and made a note to play some kind of prank on them once I could move around without an armed escort.
“Hmm, thought Luna would beat us here,” I muttered.
Looking around, I noted that there were only about two dozen ponies here, most of whom I at least somewhat recognized. Twilight's friends were the most obvious, but there were a few others like a couple of off-duty guards that I had seen before. Thankfully none of Shining Armor’s underlings were present, only the odd bat pony soldier who had been milling around the library or carrying supplies.
“Whelp, here we are,” Twilight exclaimed. “I’d appreciate it if you stayed in the dining area. You may be allowed more freedom than most but you are still a prisoner of the crown.”
“Yeah yeah,” I dismissed, waving a hand at the alicorn. “I’ll stay where you can see me and resist the urge to stab anyone.”
“You’d better,” Twilight shot back.
I watched as the princess moved to join her friends, embracing them in a series of quick hugs before sitting down together at a booth. Not about to join them, I looked around, seeking out the exits just in case I needed to make a quick escape.
“Big place,” I murmured to myself.
Sugarcube corner was larger than I would have thought, with a wide open dining area to the right, a counter to the left, and the kitchen just out of sight behind a pair of saloon-style doors. There were two obvious entrances, that being the one we had just come through, but I could also tell there was one in the back. There was also a set of stairs placed slightly out of the way, presumably leading up to where the Cake’s lived, but I wasn't about to confirm that.
Manacle squad had already spread out to cover the back and front, leaving only the leader present in the main area. The stallion I had spoken to earlier made his presence obvious by standing in a central location where he could overlook everything. He and his squad seemed confident, as they remained ready but also slightly relaxed.
Leaving the security to them, I looked around once more, this time not in search of entrances an assassin may use but rather for the snack bar. My search didn't last long and I was rewarded with a bevy of delicious-looking treats that made my mouth water. I immediately went over to it and began to inspect the line, focusing first on the small platter of artisanal cheeses.
It seemed a bit fancy and out of place but I wasn't about to complain, and grabbed a small hunk of something white with small yellow bits in it. The cheese was good, and had a bit of spice, enticing me to keep trying more of the surprisingly good-looking food. Popcorn, fruits, vegetables, other kinds of cheese, crackers, pretzels, desserts, and punch were splayed out before me. The spread was fit for a children’s birthday party though I certainly wasn't going to complain.
I don't care how old you are, chocolate-covered strawberries are great and who doesn't like some cherry tomatoes and ranch? That shit’s great.
I had made my way halfway down the line and was currently stuffing a donut in my mouth when I heard someone approach. They then cleared their throat in an obvious attempt to get my attention.
Turning around I noticed that Rarity was glaring up at me with a paper plate held aloft in her magic.
“It's rude to eat directly from the buffet you know,” she remarked.
“What? I’m hungry,” I retorted, grabbing the plate.
“Hunger is no excuse for acting like a barbarian,” Rarity retorted.
“Fair,” I exclaimed.
As I began to load up my plate I noticed that Rarity was doing the same, the mare sticking mostly to cheese, crackers, and vegetables though she did load up on a fair number of chocolate-covered strawberries near the end.
“So, Fareeah, was it?” Rarity offered.
“Yup. You’re Rarity I presume,” I replied.
“I am indeed. Apologies for not introducing myself properly,” Rarity exclaimed.
“Don't worry about it. Punch?” I asked, lifting the server expectantly.
“Please,” Rarity answered.
I spooned out a cup for Rarity as well as myself, before moving out of the way of the line and standing against the closest available bit of wall I could find. Rarity, surprisingly, followed me, her dainty plate of food bearing little resemblance to the small mountain of snacks I carried around with me.
“So…” I began somewhat awkwardly. “Are you here to cuss me out for being a gnoll?”
“No. I am not so quick to judge as some ponies I know,” Rarity replied.
“Well that's a relief because you guys seem to really enjoy whining at me over things that aren't my fault,” I complained.
“It's a good thing I am here to cuss you out over something that was your choice then,” Rarity retorted.
I paused just as I was about to throw back a honey cruller and looked down at her in confusion.
“What now?” I asked.
“I am speaking, of course, about poor Fluttershy,” Rarity continued.
“Oh yeah. Don't bother,” I interrupted, pausing to throw the aforementioned sweet dessert into my mouth. “Twilight’s talk about it like a dozen times already. Even Luna made mention of it though it wasn't like I was the one who dug up her azaleas or built fortifications on her lawn.”
“Be that as it may you have brought much anxiety to the poor girl and I’d appreciate it if you tried to make amends or at least set her at ease,” Rarity added.
“I’ve already apologized and it's not like I can really help her that much. Girl’s got anxieties only shrimp can perceive,” I shot back.
Rarity paused, and for a moment was quiet before clearing her throat.
“Be that as it may,” Rarity began again. “I would still appreciate it if you took the time to speak to her, and express how sorry you feel for the entire ordeal.”
I frowned, and though my first response was to tell her no, I didn't do that. Fluttershy, even while surrounded on all sides by her friends, seemed nervous, and I could see her eyes occasionally flick toward me, as well as the exit.
“I’ll talk to her,” I muttered.
“Thank you, darling, and do enjoy the party,” Rarity offered.
The fashionable mare trotted off, leaving me to mull things over while chewing on a mouthful of crackers.
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