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Story of a pony of the night. How I met her and how she changed my life, and how we saved each other. An experiment in First person writing.
Thanks to the awesome EROCKERTORRES for making the cover pic! You rock!
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		Night the First.



My story begins with the night and ends with the dawn. Three days. Three nights. Enough time for a story and enough time for me to explain the event that changed my life; and the pony that saved me from it.
This story starts on the eve of the full moon. I have always walked through the forest at night; its silence...calms me. I am by no means a danger pony - I leave that to Rainbow Dash. I merely seek that which no-pony can offer me in this crazy town.
Peace.
The forest offers no inane sounds, only an eerie silence which I have grown to love. Every pony in this town is too loud; I need somepony who is content to be quiet. But I digress.
That night, I forgot the one rule of the forest. Stay on the paths.
The town was in full party swing; A silly celebration, a new pony or something? Who cares? Too much noise for me.
I wandered the paths of the forest to my hidden grove. Not much by size standards, but enough for me. The trees surround me and block all forms of sound, save the quiet whisperings of the wind. Perfect.
But not tonight. The sounds of the town still reached my ears through the trees, becoming desperate I decided to take my chances. I picked the largest gap between the trees on the far side of the grove and forced my way through. Branches began to scratch my flank and face as I forced my way through the trees, but by that time I didn't care - I needed my silence.
I burst through to another clearing and stopped to sigh, I could hear no sounds of the town from here. I could relax and enjoy the night.
The sudden exertion took its toll on me and I flopped down to the grass, panting as I sought to regain my breath. The scratches and cuts began to sting in the night air and I could taste the iron in the air. But I didn't care. The night was young and I had all night to enjoy the stars and the moon above.
The moon was beautiful tonight, it had formed a perfect sphere and was lighting the whole grove with its soft cold light. I relaxed, lulled by its soft lunar serenade into a peaceful rest. 
I know not how long I slept in that grove but I do remember the waking. Oh how I remember.
The creatures of the forest are controlled by the lunar cycles; they react to it and are influenced by its presence. And on the night of the full moon, once it reaches its peak. They appear.
I was woken by a gentle nudge at my side and I snapped out of my slumber, angry at the fact that something had decided to disturb the only amount of peace I had managed to snatch away that night.
I turned around; ready to give whatever had woken me a piece of my mind. And what was in front of me broke my spirit to my very core.
Lunar wolves. 
Ponies that had become entranced by the moon and thus, become lost in its madness. Little more than animals, they undergo a shift in appearance every night to become the fearsome beasts that I saw in front of me. Their minds corrupt with the power of the lunar influence, and they go mad, often fleeing to hidden areas in forests or mountains.
The stories of them had often glorified their appearance; but what I saw that night was the true form of the lunar wolves; savages. Their bodies were covered in scars, trophies from their feral fights with other woodland creatures. Their eyes all bore the same iridescent white hue of the moon and their flanks all carried different variations of a similar theme - the changing cycles of the moon.
For that was the indication of one becoming a Lunar Wolf. It began with fits of restless sleep and a paranoia that would become unshakeable. Until the very thing that distinguishes ponies from one another, our cutie marks, became corrupted itself, changing form to suit it's wearer's madness.
These beasts had surrounded me and my first thought was to run. But what was the point? They had circled me from all sides. Nowhere to run and now I had no chance of survival. I would become the food for these creatures.
I stood shivering as the obvious leader of the group leaned forward and began a slow rumbling growl that caused every hair on my body to tingle. I was by no means a mind reader but I could see the hunger in her eyes.
And yet they had not attacked me so far, why? I stood no chance of beating so many, and I had nowhere left to run. But my train of thought was broken when she began to howl, a low quiet howl that began to intensify as each and every member of the pack began to join in.
The sound caused my mind to become blank as the clearing began to lighten. The moon's light began to intensify with their combined howling as a shaft of lunar power broke away and began to shine on the lead wolf. She stopped her howling and lowered her head to face me. Her eyes no longer bore the hunger of the past few moments, it was as though the moon had sated her appetite and she began to step forward. 
Her hooves broke the ground with her strength as she trotted forward to come nose to nose with me. Her curiosity radiated outwards as she smelt my face, sniffing with particular interest the places where the blood has congealed on my face from the scratches earlier. She worked down my side to my flank, and I was still frozen in place as the sniffing intensified at one of the open wounds from a particularly big cut.
I turned following her as her eyes met mine. She snorted and turned back to my flank and began to lick the wounds. The sudden touch of her warm wet tongue startled me and I reared back. She turned to look at me and began to growl again. The same fear I felt before paralysed me once again and she trotted forward and began to lick up towards my face.
She finished by planting a huge slobbery lick on the end of my nose and sitting back on her haunches, a goofy grin beginning to form on her face. I moved my forehoof up to my face to wipe the slobber off and I felt the skin underneath. The fur was still missing from the cuts, but the skin beneath by hoof was clear and unblemished. The cuts and scratches from earlier had disappeared and had been replaced by pure unbroken skin.
This startled and amazed me. I was sure that she had meant me harm and yet. By some strange power she had provided me healing. I stood there as she stood up once again and began to raise a hoof to my face. I looked around the clearing but the others had vanished into the night. I returned my gaze once again to the wolf in front of me. She was swatting at my face with her hoof, her body was crouched and her hindquarters were shaking side to side. A massive smile lit her face as her amber eyes glowed with happiness.
"D-do you want to...play?" 5 little words were all I said. And I think I made her entire night with those words. She leapt forward and bowled me over. I slipped out from under her and bolted to the other side of the grove. She chased me and leapt forward as I dodged and ran across to the other side, avoiding her playful swipes and lunges. She never stopped smiling the whole time and it became infectious.
The boundaries between our two species became broken as the two of us began to laugh and play. Madness and fear was forgotten as we danced and leapt around the grove. I no longer cared about peace or silence.
In the end both of us collapsed exhausted in the centre of the clearing. Huge grins on both our faces and she had decided to collapse over my back, effectively pinning me to the ground. She was happy and that made me feel great, I don't know why but making her happy had brought gladness to my heart that I had not felt in a long time.
We had not needed words or long speeches to get our point across. I patted her head and shifted her off me as I rose. I stood yawning as I turned my nose back through the forest towards the town and my home. She followed my nose and looked towards the town and began to whine.
I looked at her and I knew that if I didn't return to the town that others would become worried. But I could see the sadness that was in her eyes. I looked at the sky, torn between causing sadness for this poor mare or doing the right thing and returning to my kind. But was it really the right thing to do?
I mean sure I helped lots of ponies in my job as a craftspony. But she was obviously lonely and unhappy. And I had enjoyed causing such happiness in her. Her eyes bore straight into my soul and her sadness jumped across the link, dampening the flames of my heart and leaving me feeling cold and soulless.
But she was a feral, a Lunar wolf. They would know immediately she was not one of us when they saw her corrupted cutie mark...
I turned to look once again at the moon and I saw how low it was in the sky. We had danced the night away and the sun would soon break in the sky to the east as Celestia raised it from its nightly rest. She followed my gaze and stared fixated at the moon as it lowered towards the horizon in the west. As it sank down towards the hills I put my hoof around her and sighed. I could at least wait until morning. Nopony ever needed my store to be open on a Sunday anyway.
I took one last look at her form as the moon disappeared and the sun rose in the sky. The light enveloped us and she began to shy away from its brightness. She yelped in pain as her form began to shrink and the fur receded, her teeth shrunk back to a normal ponies and her fur began to lighten from the dark blue of a Lunar Wolf to a grey tone. Two strong wings burst forth from her shoulders and went limp at her side. Her mane swept backwards as her head arched back and a pitiful howl escaped her lips that dwindled to a yawn as she collapsed against me.
I shook my head, awed by the power of the moons influence. I pitied her as she lay in my hooves, sound asleep. And I knew that I should have just left her there in the woods, but I could not. There was something about this mare that had entranced me and won my heart.
I cast a glance at her flank to see the corruption of her cutie mark and my eyes grew wide. For on her flank was no sign of any corruption. Her cutie mark bore no sign of the moon and her eyes had no indications of sleeplessness or madness. She was still pure.
My mind race as I sought to process this information. Then it dawned on me. I had recognised this mare. She was often seen around the town but was known to be a little...odd. She worked hard and supported her family and yet nopony knew a thing about her or her past.
I smiled; she looked so peaceful in my hooves that I just lay there with her, enjoying the morning sun. The sound of the wind raced through the trees as it blew into the grove. Teasing our manes it blew across her snout and tickled her awake.
She roused herself gently, her eyes fluttering open as she woke from her sleep. I saw her trademark mismatched eyes and I knew that this was the mare I had thought she was. I smiled as she turned her head to look at me.
A blush settled across her face as she smiled and pushed herself up from my hooves. She turned to look at me and her mouth formed that lopsided grin that everypony knew her for. I began to blush as well as she moved towards me and kissed me on the muzzle - a thank you for the previous night. We both smiled as we walked back to the town side by side. Neither one of us said a word, because neither of us needed to.
We were both happy.
Wait a minute, I am sure several of you are wondering; “Why did you need saving? Didn't you just save her? Why is this so happy? It's got a SAD tag for foal sake!”
Well there is something everypony needs to realise. Darkness is an interesting thing; it needs only a speck of darkness in someponies heart to blossom. And not every story has a happy ending. After all, the Moon is a very patient entity. She can wait a day or two.
And so ended the first night - but what came for the second two? That's for another chapter in this story.

	
		Morning the First



That first night was the start of everything. When finally we returned to the town everything was in absolute mayhem. There were streamers everywhere and several park benches had been completely shattered. Now while this indicated that the party had been a success I was mildly annoyed. As one of the only craftsponies in town I would have to work my flank off to get everything back to rights again. But then again that always meant more bits for me, so woohoo?
As if sensing my annoyance she turned to look at me with those huge mismatched eyes of hers and she nudged my side, tilting her head as she did. She spoke no words but her meaning was conveyed through her every movement. I just shook my head and forced a smile. This seemed to do the trick as she smiled and continued to trot towards the centre of town alongside me.
I had never been to her house but I thought it was the right thing to at least escort her home. I probably wasn't the best company at any time, but I could at least be a silent companion to her. And besides that, I didn't really want our time together to end. Sure she was a Lunar Wolf under all that, but I didn't care. I had learnt long ago not to look for the exterior of a pony, but to look deeper inside.
We walked past several ponies who greeted us with smiles. She was obviously well known through town, I was not. I had endeavoured to distance myself from the townsponies, preferring to spend my time alone in my workshop or in the woods. And yet, walking through the town being stopped by ponies asking about irreverent things like the weather and her health was oddly...enjoyable.
Many questioned who I was but I merely said nothing and left the explaining to her. She said that I had found her lost in the woods and I merely nodded my head. After all if that was her secret, who was I to divulge it? Besides, something as dark as this could've ruined the poor mare’s reputation – ruined it beyond repair. And there was no way I could do that to her, she was just so...happy? I couldn't figure it out. Everywhere we went she had an idiotic grin on her face.
And I'll be damned if it wasn't infectious. Everypony we talked to left with a smile on their face. As we neared the edge of town I began to grow curious. Her smile began to become more and more genuine as we went further from the centre of town towards the outskirts.
We walked past my shop and I kept quiet. We walked right to the edge of town and towards a small house with broken windows.  I was shocked, with me and the other craftsponies in town, why was this dwelling looking like it was falling apart? I must have let my emotions show on the surface because a massive blush spread across her face as she stopped outside the house. As the realisation dawned on me for her embarrassment, I slammed my hoof into my face. 
She hung her head. I took my hoof out of my face and lifted her chin up. Her amber eyes were on the verge of tears and her whole face was frowning. I smiled and nudged her under the chin with my nose and she gave me a weak smile. We stayed like that for a few short seconds until her ear began to twitch and a massive smile blossomed upon her face. She turned and bolted towards the house, flinging open the door she was immediately bowled over by a small grey missile.
A young unicorn had cannoned into her and the two were rolling in the grass, both ecstatic and laughing. The smile on my face had doubled and I wished I could have joined them, for here were two of the happiest fillies I had ever seen in my life - a mother and daughter, happy only in the fact that they had each other. For it was the second most beautiful thing I have ever seen before. The first was to come later in this story.
The two of them continued for a while so I excused myself to take a further look at the façade of the house. As I inspected the cracks and the weathering in the wood, it struck me just how much these two ponies had been struggling to get by. A single solitary tear traced itself down my face and I made a decision right there and then.
Turning around I trotted past the two lying in the grass and continued into town. I heard her call me from behind and I turned and smiled, motioning for her to continue with my head. "Give me ten minutes. I have something for you." - A grand total of nine words. And I meant all of them.
I turned around and bolted for my store down the road. I carried myself at a speed that rocked my muscles and caused sweat to rise upon my thigh. I dodged several ponies on the way, leaving them staring at my retreating hooves. I guess I don't usually move that fast, I must have been quite the sight. As I reached my store, I flung open the door and barrelled down the stairs. After running my eyes over the supplies I had left over from the last job I did a few quick calculations and realised that I had everything I needed.
I started to gather everything together and realised that I had no way to transport everything. I pondered this as I moved everything up the stairs to the front door. My cart was in the store with a broken axle and I didn't have any other modes of transport. My face fell as my options became limited. The doorbell ringing upstairs broke my thought process and I trotted up the stairs.
I opened the door and put on my best store owner smile. I was greeted by a grey pony with three moneybags on his flank and his little pink filly. I recognised these two, as they had purchased my services on many an occasion. That doesn't mean I enjoyed it, in fact if the father's money wasn't so good I would have sent them on their way long ago. But business is business.
I greet them and invite them inside, my mind still on the problem of the transport when they move aside and I see something just behind them; a new cart, brand new, fresh and unscratched, with the smell of pine resin still on the surface. I must have dropped my jaw somewhere on the floor because the father chuckled and started some speech about how he was so thankful for my help, and how he had just happened to have ordered an extra cart, and how he had happened to have thought of a pony who had done so many jobs of his in the past. But I wasn't paying attention, my mind was already thinking back to those storage supplies.
I snapped myself back to the present and I heard a grumpy sound from my hooves as the little pink filly kicked me in the hoof. While it wasn't painful it did snap me back to reality as she trotted back to her father and winked at me. I had always had a soft spot for this little filly. She came across as rude and selfish, but that was just what her father had taught her. I had on occasion made a few toys and a playhouse for her, in exchange for her promising to never turn out like her father. This was probably her idea but I knew she was smart enough to make him think it was his.
Her father wrapped up the speech and I shook his hoof, uttering as many thanks as I could muster. As he turned and left the filly paused behind a second and smiled at me before trotting off to follow her father who swung her up onto his back and continued down the street. She waved goodbye and I returned it. I guess some lessons do sink in after all.
As I turned my attention back to my earlier promise, I took a closer look at the cart, it was perfect for me. I would have to add that second storey to Diamond Tiara's playhouse for this. As I was wondering how I would load the darned thing and attach it to me I noticed another pair of my clients coming down the road.
A big red earth pony and his smaller orange sister. These two ponies were amongst my favourite in customers. The jobs were always clean and simple, No subterfuge or haggling, and my efforts were always well received by the two, which usually meant I would be getting a few apple treats next time they were making batches. I beckoned them over and they helped me load the cart without any question and attach myself to the cart. They inquired about where I obtained the new hardware and I saw no harm in telling them the honest truth.
The looks on their faces was priceless when I told them just which pony gave it to me, but the laughter we shared about it was well worth it. We separated with thanks and a wave, but as I turned the cart I heard a whisper in my ear. "Ah'm glad ya learnt how ta laugh sugarcube." I flicked my head back but all I saw was the two trotting down the lane towards their farm. I thought about her words, had this mare really changed me so much?
Was this all the result of her smile? I wondered as I strained against the cart and was surprised when it shot forward. I was by no means as big as the eldest apple sibling but my old cart had required a fair amount of force to start moving. This new cart was a true gift. I change my mind right there and then, Diamond Tiara was getting a third storey on top of that second one.
As I pulled the cart towards the now familiar house where she lived I slowed down, the cart's well-greased axle hiding most of the sound as I slowly entered the broken gate. I shrugged off the harness and knocked at the door, before being promptly knocked head over hooves as the familiar grey missile smashed into my chest. Amazed at her strength I picked her up off my chest and placed her on the ground. A small series of stars and moons were circling her head.
I guess I am a bit sturdier than her mother was. I chuckled as she shook off the dizziness and sat up and threw her hooves around my neck. I was shocked by the sudden display of affection, but I let my face soften into a smile of kindness as she hugged me tight. She let go as her mother followed her outside. I smiled at the mare and beckoned her outside where I proceeded to throw the cover off the cart and drop the rear tailgate.
At first the series of building supplies confused her, until she realised just exactly what I was offering her. She had changed me for the better in the space of a night with her smile and the least I could do was ensure that she and her foal had a decent roof over their heads, while I had only seen the front of the house, I was sure that the rest of the property was in a similar state. 
She stopped and raced back inside the house. And I slapped my hoof to my face, I already knew what she would have in her hooves as she returned and I wasn't disappointed. As a small bag of coins clinked to the ground in front of me I looked her in her beautiful amber eyes and a single tear dripped down my face. The amount of coins in the bag wouldn't have payed for one of the windows alone. And this bag was clearly the majority of what the mare owned.
I shook my head and picked up the bag, I pulled the drawstring shut and threw it over her head. She looked at me shocked as I tilted my head to the side and smiled. Tears began to pour out of her eyes as she finally got that I wasn't providing her with these supplies. I was giving them to her. Her wings flared as she leapt forwards and threw her hooves around my neck as she slam-hugged me into the ground. Her foal couldn't help but join in and we all had a massive group hug and cry in the overgrown grass.
When all our tears were shed we rose from the ground and I re-fitted the harness to my back as I pulled the cart around the back of her house. I had no other jobs that day so I began immediately on the repairs. The whole time the foal stayed by my side and just smiled at me. It lifted my heart up and gave me a new strength I began by repairing the front wall of the house. 
As I continued into the afternoon I was about to descend the ladder to refill my tool pouch when I was surprised by my tools floating beside me. Looking down I saw the foal straining with her eyes shut as she levitated several tools half as big as she was. I applauded her efforts, and promptly fell off the ladder I was working on. 
In hindsight it was a really dumb thing to do. As I fell I splayed my legs to that I wouldn't break anything, but it still hurt. The little foal bolted up to me and helped me up. I patted her head as I checked for any injuries. I couldn't feel anything until the little filly began to scream as she looked at the other side of my body. Sticking out of my side was a particularly nasty looking drill bit that I used for burrowing through thick pieces of wood. I gingerly touched it and slowly drew it out of my side, gasping as the pain began to set in. The blade of the drill bit was covered in my blood and I knew I had to get medical attention quickly. I told the foal to go inside and tell her mother what had happened before I wheeled around and headed for the centre of town.
I bolted for the doctor's just down the road, My teeth were gritted as the pain burned through my side. I could feel the torn muscle thrumming as I strained against the pain and increased my speed. A wet trickle ran down my side as the blood bubbled and oozed out of the wound, leaving a tell-tale trail behind my speeding form. I ran into the front entry, panting as the nurse trotted out from behind the desk and questioned me about what was wrong. I quickly told her about the accident and the sight of the blood on my coat was enough to convince her of the severity of the situation. She ushered me in as she hung a sign on the door to let anypony know she was out the back. 
She checked over my flank as the blood began to dry to a rusty red on my coat. She inspected the wound and washed the blood from my coat to get to the puncture. I must have lost a little blood as I am pretty sure I started to giggle at the thought of a punctured pony deflating like a balloon. Then the laughter sent a new wave of liquid fire up my side and I began to whimper.
The nurse turned around to get a gauze pad and a bandage to wrap my side and promptly dropped them on the floor. A gasp escaped her lips as her hooves pulled on the skin surrounding the wound. She shook her head and muttered something that sounded like "Impossible" as I craned my head to look at my side. This if you have ever tried it, is really hard even if you aren’t woozy. She poked the wounded and I flinched away from the pain as she continued to mutter. I inquired about her mutterings as she picked up the bandages and gauze and showed me to the shower at the back.
Still puzzled I was pushed under the shower as she turned it on my flank and I nearly screamed in pain. As the water beat against my flank the blood washed away and my head began to clear. The dizziness I was feeling receded and my coat returned to its previous colour. I bent my neck to see where the wound was and was greeted by pure unbroken skin. My jaw dropped as I looked from the wound to the nurse who was looking at me with an expression of equal parts puzzlement and annoyance. I hastily explained that this wasn't a joke and she merely shook her head and motioned for me to head back outside. When I hesitated she prodded me in the side where the hole used to be and I flinched. Until I realised that I hadn't felt any pain. 
My body had healed itself. This was nothing like last night, the wound had merely closed itself and there was no trace of an injury on my side. I shook my head in disbelief as I trotted out the door and she slammed it behind me, staring daggers at me all the way down the road. My mind raced as I bolted back to the house. This was un-natural; I should have been out for several days. But here I was, running and feeling if anything better than ever. My muscles weren't getting tired and I could feel the blood surging through my veins. Before I realised it I was at the house and I was knocking on the door.
I was greeted by her at the door, her eyes lit up when she saw me and I could see fresh tears still on her face as a look of puzzlement began to cross her face at my darkened expression. I pushed past her and into the room. I stared at the ceiling for a few seconds before I re-counted everything that had happened from the moment I fell off the ladder, till when I barged in through the front door. I showed her the place on my flank where the drill bit had pierced my skin.  The skin and fur already re-grown and all vestiges of pain vanished.
It was at the end of this description that I realised another thing. The house was in complete darkness, yet I could see the new tears running down her face as she turned her head away from me. I could smell the salt in the tears and the scent of fear coming from her entire body.
I slumped to the floor as the force of my realisation hit me. It wasn't her influence that had healed me; my body had healed itself by its own power. I was corrupted; I had become the same as her.
I was infected.
I stared at her and she broke down in tears and bolted for the front door. I stayed there for a few seconds till it clicked in my head that it was beginning to darken outside. If was truly corrupted I had to get out of the town. I bolted after her and followed her into the darkness after her retreating form.
And overhead, the Moon began to rise.
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