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		Description

Mooncrest is a night guard in Fillydelphia with extremely sensitive hearing. He originally lived in Ponyville with his brothers Thunderlane and Rumble. When he receives a letter from Rumble saying that Thunderlane is sick, he scrambles to get home. But when he runs into trouble on the way, he'll need help from a certain mailmare to get there at all. (Cover image is something I did on MS Paint in five minutes, I'll change it later)
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Mooncrest’s Road
Chapter 1 - The Night Guard
“Is that somepony down there?” asked Teal Shield for the tenth time in five minutes.
“No. A thousand times, no.” Mooncrest was growing annoyed with his partner’s jabbering. Miss a few parasprites one time and you’d never hear the end of it. Not in the Fillydelphia guard.
“Just checking. You are the one with the night vision here.”
“Yeah, yeah. Be quiet Teal, we’re supposed to be patrolling, not reminding me of my mistakes.” One bucking time. He’d learned his lesson. Scan the ground and skies constantly, don’t stop to think about regular life until the morning. Mooncrest relaxed his wings and glided. His partner noticed and did the same. A few moments passed.
“Hear anything?” Teal whispered.
“Just that storm coming from the north. Wonder why the weather team let it get so big.”
“Hope that nopony on the ground spotted us.”
“I’m dark blue and you’re dark green. I doubt anypony will spot us from the ground on a moonless night. Now shut up.” Mooncrest listened once more. Nothing.
“What if they had night vision like yours?”
“They would hear you jabbering.”
“And be unable to talk above a whisper?” Teal announced loudly, making Mooncrest wince.
“Shut up.” Mooncrest’s sensitivity was well known to the others on the guard. It made him an asset on guard duty, but he could hardly step outside during the day without getting a migraine. “Dawn’s coming.”
“Rain too. Hey, why do we even need a town guard?” Mooncrest just looked at him. “Oh yeah, parasprites.”
“Let’s head on home.”
“Fine by me, I’m starving.” A flap of his powerful wings and Mooncrest was leading the way back towards Fort Mareflin.
Half an hour later, Mooncrest was in his cottage nearby. “Why’d they have to make it a lightning storm?” he growled out loud. “Lightning and thunder hurt.” He briefly remembered his younger brothers, Thunderlane and Rumble. The two were constantly making noise while he tried to study history. Loud noise. He’d not heard from them in awhile though.
CRACK!
“Horseapples!” he yelled, dropping the book on Discordian tactics which he’d been reading. “Bucking lightning storms.” In spite of the hammering rain outside, Mooncrest heard steps in the corridor. Then a knock came at the door to his room. “Probably the doc bringing something for the migraine I’ll get any second now,” he muttered as he trotted to the door.
Outside stood a blonde mare with crossed eyes. “Letter for you, sent express from Ponyville.”
Mooncrest cocked an eyebrow and accepted the letter, recognizing Rumble’s handwriting. “Thank you, miss.”
“It’s what I do.” She smiled. Nodding slightly, Mooncrest opened the letter.
“Wonder why he had Rumble address it?” muttered Mooncrest before stopping cold. “Thunderlane is sick? Feather flu? Hospitalized?!” His eyes widened. “When was this sent?”
“Two days ago. I flew fast, but I ran into a few things on the way.” She grinned sheepishly.
“I need to talk to Commander Steel.” He slipped a pair of sunglasses on to keep a headache from flaring up then took off toward Fort Mareflin. The mare watched him go, then locked the door to his house and flew after.
“Sir!” he yelled as he burst into Forged Steel’s office.
“Cool it,” came the immediate order. Steel sat at his desk, going over reports. Mooncrest stood silent a moment, waiting. “Good. What do you need, Mooncrest?”
“Immediate leave, sir. Thunderlane is sick with the feather flu and our brother Rumble isn’t old enough to care for himself.” Steel shuffled a few papers, then stood and opened a filing cabinet behind him, flicking through folders, horn glowing.
“You’re due for two weeks leave in a couple months.”
“Yes, sir.”
“If I move your leave up, we may be short somepony.” The unicorn frowned. “One week. Make arrangements and come back swiftly. Or you’ll be out of the service.”
“Kicked out? But sir, this is all I’ve ever done!”
“Then you’d better be quick. Next week.” Mooncrest galloped outside then flew to his home to pack. The skies darkened and the wind picked up as the storm prepared for a second onslaught.
“I’ll be there soon, Rumble,” he muttered, not noticing a blonde-maned pegasus following him.
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Mooncrest's Road
Chapter 2 - Into the Storm
"Of all the days for the weather to team to call for a lightning storm," Mooncrest muttered as he flew towards Ponyville. "I didn't think it was supposed to last this long." Another bolt of lightning startled the pegasus as he flew swiftly along. "And it's my luck that I have to fly straight into it." The rain began pouring even harder, and a crosswind began to push the saddlebags on Mooncrest's back. Then the bags slid sideways, spilling their contents towards the earth below. Food, firestarting kit, tactics books - all gone in an instant.
"Why is my pack getting lighter?" asked Mooncrest out loud, glancing back then seeing his map float away on the wind. "What? No! I need that!" He angled his wings to turn, then a gale came and knocked him off balance. As he attempted to right himself, a powerful bolt of lightning arced towards the ground, stunning the stallion and leaving him helpless as he tumbled down into the branches of the trees below, blacking out as he hit them.
"Wake up," muttered a voice standing above him. The light seemed incredibly bright, why was it so light in his bedroom?
"I said wake up. Please?" the voice was begging now.
Mooncrest's eyes flicked open long enough to be BLINDED BY THE FURIOUS DEATH RAYS OF THE SUN! "AUGH!" he barked, covering his eyes.
The mare leaped up, backing away into a tree that had been weakened by the storm. "Sorry!" The tree creaked then fell over, covering the stallion in leaves. "Are you okay?"
Mooncrest examined himself underneath the leafy canopy. He had half a saddlebag containing his father's old knife and an emergency pair of sunglasses. He reached out with a wing to grab them, then yowled in pain, "Augh!"
"I guess that's a no then."
Gritting his teeth, the stallion put on the sunglasses using a hoof and his uninjured wing, then stepped out of the branches. "My wing is in- What are you doing here?!" Before him stood the mailmare that had given him the letter.
"You flew into the storm. I thought you would get hurt."
Mooncrest bit back a bitter retort, then mumbled, "Well, I suppose you were right. Where are we?"
"I don't know. I was just following you." She smiled.
"Then we're lost."
"Yep."
"No food. No map. No warmth. And I'm injured." Mooncrest sat down. "Whelp. We're doomed."
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