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		Description

The demon lord Ghirahim has filled out his directive. Now free and in a world of innocence and technicolor ponies, he's out to cause some havoc.
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		Hello new world



The demon loud Ghirahim felt is human form slowly being repurposed. His diamond skinned self was torn apart in the middle of the reading storm of his loss return. Yes, he had done it. Dispute everything that that stupid green class freak had thrown at him, everything he had done to his plans, he had succeed! The stupid runt had even failed after he had used the good like powers of the Triforce itself,and it still hadn't been enough! He annihilated his master in the present, yes but he had simply gone through the gate with Hylia while the fools back was turned! It was such an easy solution and one who's simplicity was infuriatingly ironic. But that didn't matter, the idiot was done for. As the last of his body transformed itself back into its original form of a blade, Ghirahim smiled, knowing that this was the last thought his artificial conscious would experience, he revealed in it. Knowing his dark master had been reborn.
***
Ghirahim woke up. This, in itself was extremely strange, the fact that he was still and independent agent instead of his master's blade of destruction was even more so. He looked at his hands they were just as they were the day he was created; a grey silverish tone. He was still a human and still alive. For the first time sincehe cared to remember, the demon lord was speechless. 
"How.....?" 
There was no panic in his voice, only disbelief. Ghirahim closed his eyes and extended his senses,feeling for his master. He felt nothing. But not an emptiness or a lack of something but a sense of satisfaction. He was no longer bound to his creator, he had been 'tied off' from him. He was free. Ghirahim leapt to his feet at this revelation in happiness. It had not been unpleasant serving his master but he was now free to pursue his own destruction, as he pleased! He could do whatever he wanted, where ever he..... Wait where was he?
Ghirahim took a moment to break away from his hysteria of joy to actually observe his surroundings.
The area was an orchard. Tree's planted in neat rows indicated an intelligent being had planted the forest he was in. They were apple trees,an apple farm? As far as he knew none of the creatures in Hyrule harvested apples but most were backward anyway so what did he know. Ghirahim snatched on from a nearby branch and bit into it. It was very juicy, perhaps to much so, the flavour was drowned by the amount of moisture. Stupid creatures, couldn't even grow an apple right. Oh he was going to enjoy punishing them for that.
He tossed the apple carelessly behind him only to here a organic thump and an "ow" being uttered behind him. Ghirahim casually halve turned to see the cretain. What he saw was not any creature he knew of. A small....horse ehh pony was standing behind the tree rubbing it's head. It had a orange coloration to it's body and hoofs with a blond mane while wearing a Stetson hat. It's green eyes locked with Ghirahim's own and they both stood their looking at each other.
For the second time he cared to remember, the demon lord was speechless. 
"What the hell are you?"   "What in tarnation are you?"
They both said in unison, Ghirahim now facing the creature while pointing at it.
"I'ma pony." The creature said still with a shocked expression.
"A talking pony?" Ghirahim said not beliving the words that came out of his mouth. "Yeah, now what in the name of apple cores are you?" The creature spewed in that nasty southern drawl of it's.
Ghirahim realised he did not like this creature. He did not like it's tone and he did not like it's appearance.
"A human you dolt!"he said surprisingly loud. 
The creature backed up slightly at this with a surprised expression before frowning and standing it's ground.
"Hey, there's no need for that language." It said firmly.
"What?!" Ghirahim was exasperated now. "What are you? What is this?" He said indicating to it with both arms. "This is maddness!" He did not like unknowns.
"Ok,let's calm down now partner and start over.I'm Applejack, nice to meetcha." She said stretching out a hoof diplomatically.
Ghirahim stood chewing his nails, staring off into the distance. This was to wired, her manner, her appearance, hell she hadn't heard of him or humans! She had a gender! He needed to understand what was going on, he needed to know. And he knew how. 
Ghirahim glanced at Applejack without moving. She still stood their, as friendly and as naive as ever about the monster in front of her. Ghirahim needed no invitation. He rushed at her covering the distance in less than a second and clamped his hands around her head and pushed his own to her forehead. Applejack didn't even have a chance to scream before she felt a buzing sensation and this incredibly strange creature enter her mind.
Ghirahim saw it all. He understood what this anomaly was, what this place was and this ponies entire life. She was an earth pony in Equestria, one of 4 types of such creatures. The land was ruled by powerful monarchs who controlled the heavens. She was a bearer of an element of harmony, powerful artifacts that brought order to evil. Ghirahim scoffed at everything he saw; the lessons they she and her friends learned, the 'magic of friendship' and just the innocence that this place practically radiated. 
Ghirahim released the pony who slumped on her rump completely dazed while he broke out into maniacal laughter. This place was perfect. He did not know how in the name of Din he had got here but hell, wasn't going to leave anytime soon. He was going to enjoy this. He was going to bring destruction upon this pitiful land and this dumb mare had just given him the means to do so.

			Author's Notes: 
Do ya want more? How evil should he be? Isn't he cool? Kinda my own tribute to the greatest zelda villan of all time. Please leave feedback, I read and appreciate (nearly) all!


	
		Machinations of a Madman



"Oh,you have had some adventures, haven't you?"
Applejack was silent glaring at her captor.
"Dealing with an *ahem* 'para-spirite' invasion?" Ghirahim continued placing a single finger to his forehead as he recalled the memories he had mined from the creature 'Applejack'.
"And, ohhhh, what's this?" Ghirahim continued to babble on with mock enthusiasm. "You and your friends defeated a fallen goddess with the power of friendship!" He said the last part incredibly sarcastically.
"Stupidness aside, I wish I could've done that just as easily." Ghirahim mumbled."Would've mademy job a hell of a lot easier." He finished with an exadurated intake of breath.
Applejack continued her silent protest, glaring daggers at the bipedal being in front of her. She had been apple bucking, like she usually did when suddenly she is struck by a half eaten apple. This meant many things to her, but most importantly that there was an apple thief on her farm and that they were still here. She did not expect to find said thief right behind her and that thief being this incredibly odd, two legged magician with a penchant for 2D diamonds. He had then grabbed her after becoming angry and confused for no apparent reason. The next few moments of her life where the most confusing by far as it was a repetition of what she had already done like fast forwarding a cassette tape you've already seen but experiencing all the sensations at once. This had evidently drained the farmpony as she awoke in the exact same place with an abstract diamond barrier around her and the individual looking considerably calmer smiling at her. He had then began (after some feisty attempts at escape) to run a commentary on the main events in her life and, truth be told, it was unnerving. Such an intrusion was emotionally violating but Applejack composed herself after his cruel recall of her parents, realizing he was simply toying with her.
"I must say 'AJ'" he mocked, mimicking Rainbow Dash "your not being nearly as chatty as you should be to a guest from an alternate dimension." 
"You won't get away with this." Applejack spat.
The figure laughed slightly. "Oh you 'heroes'......."He started."Two things." He said refocusing his attention on the mare. "That is so cliché, it's not even funny."He continued seriously. "And second" he relaxed again "'get away' with what? Oh yes, I'm terribly guilty of keeping you here for." He looked at his imaginary watch and continued in his patronizing tone."20 minutes! Oh woe is you! Your world is doomed!" He finished his charade with his hands gripping his face in mock despair while facing the heavens.
Applejack hardened her glare what little more she physically could. Ghirahim brought his head back down to look at her, a cruel amused look on his face.
He adopted a look of mock pity when he saw her new expression.
"Aww, who am i kidding? I can't lie to anything that cute." He chuckled, Applejack maintained her glare through the mockery.
"I have plans miss Jack, ohhh I have plans....yes for you and all of your friends." He smiled devilishly.
Applejack became momentarily worried and panicked before adopting her stubborn resolve again, standing up properly in her diamond barrier prison and taking a wide aggressive stance.
"You leave them be, ya here!"She threatened.
"Cute. Still cute." The demon lord commented.
"There is however one of your 'friends' I am more interested in than the others." He said this with a more serious tone which made Applejack listen more closely.
"Vaati. From your memories, he really does sound like a walking anomaly."He continued, urging some sort of response.
This broke Applejack out of her hostile mood for one that was more competitive.
This was quite a wired development but one that strongly made sense the more she thought about it. Vaati, a strange bipedal creature that had seemingly turned up out of the blue with strange powers and a personality she simply couldn't figure out. Bipolar was perhaps the best word she could think of, detached and dismissive most of the time, helpful when he wanted to be (which she respected when he was) but had a real temper which Applejack had witnessed in a few occasions. She mentally shivered, it was something that have her the odd nightmare. It was, however, the fact that this similar but quite different creature had taken an interest in him that made some sense or at least was worth of note. They both came from nowhere, were very similar in biology (although Vaati had very cat-like eyes) and both had very powerful and unique powers: Vaati was, what? A 'wind mage' as he put it, while this guy could do weird things with diamonds.
Like being able to read minds....
Applejack quickly realized what he had just made her do and has just enough time to give a shocked look at him and a small yelp as he seamlessly reached through the internally barrier and grabbed her head with one hand for the second time. She felt the same rushed sensation again but that was compromised of her most recent thought process (complete with her realization) which felt highly surreal. 
Ghirahim released her again with a much milder buzzing sensation. 
"Sooo easy to manipulate." He chuckled. 
Applejack recovered far quicker than before and glared at her tormentor, now gritting her teeth in frustration. She gave a resounding buck to her prison again but it didn't shatter, merely rippling like before. Applejack relaxed slightly rubbing her sore hooves, gritting more out of pain now.
"Yes that is very interesting now, very interesting....." Ghirahim mused, tapping his chin and walking in a small circle."Oh this just got a lot more fun!" He exclaimed.
He walked up to the captured mare and quickly sat down crossed legged and started waving his hands together, fingers open as his finger tips began to glow.
Applejack became curious of the activity her captor had suddenly visited busied himself with and looked at his glowing hands with reserved interest.
"Just what in Equestira are yer doin' now." She said angrily.
"The first step in my plan, Miss Jack." He replied casually, without looking up from his 'work'. After saying so, he did glance quickly up at her but in a studying manner, focusing on her fore hooves.
"And just what is that exactly." She added, further suffered by his complete avoidance of the question.
"I need a pony-esque body of I am going to infiltrate this world and bring about it's downfall." Ghirahim answered far too casually, looking Applejack dead in the eye.
Applejack was taken aback by this. This creature was very, very dangerous and meant every word he said.
"Thus" Ghirahim continued "I need to copy your form if I'm going to pass off in your society. I don't really want the sort of reception Vaati has apparently been reviving."
Still in shock of the malicious intent she had only recently become aware of this creature having, Applejack sat on her hunches and drew her attention back to what the demon lord was creating.
The glowing tips of his fingers had left little trails in the air like sparklers and different fingers added more to the talks left behind by others. Some seemed like test runs that vanished if Ghirahim wasn't pleased with them but every time he looked up to study her out focussed his attention entirely on what he was doing they stayed longer and before long a frame began to take shape. After 5 more minutes of his light weaving a distinct shape could be seen. It was that of a pony, a the dimensional wire frame of a pony. Ghirahim looked at it fondly before snapping his fingers and standing up as to better admire his work. Applejack gasped as colour and detail faded into the figure. It was her, through and through. From the hat to the hooves it was like looking in the mirror and when the clones eyes fluttered open the same green eyes started back.
"It's quite something isn't it?" The magician bragged. 
Applejack was still stunned, mostly rapidly thinking about how this evil dooer might try to utilize this against her friends, family and Equestira in general.
Ghirahim noted her unresponsiveness and bent down next to the clone and open and closed it's mouth in time to what he said in a very mocking and overly high pitched tone."Oh mister magic man your sooooo amazing!"
Ghirahim smiled at Applejack's renewed anger.
"Of course this is not the finished product." Ghirahim said paying the flank of the unresponsive creation. He faced it full on and took a bracing stance before Applejack could comment, deciding to watch with curious anger again. 
Ghirahim growled and groaned and did small flicking movements with his outstretched arms before letting out a resounding "Ha!". Upon doing so his form disappeared into flickering Simmons before rushing into the clone that began to glow white. Applejack covered her eyes slightly before starting at what she saw.
The stranger had become a pony. The same covering fringe of white hair, diamond attire and malicious grin all became features of a distinct looking stallion.
"Can't say I care for the hooves." He complained attempting to click a few times. "And your frame is rather weighty..."
Applejack in anger ignored that remark. "What in all of Equestria are yer thinkin' of doin' like that!?" She spat, angry at confused.
"Applejack? You out here?" The voice of Applebloom halve shouted, halve whined.
Applejack immediately reacted with surprise and then joy at her sisters voice, never before was she happier to hear her sister nagging for her to come inside. She pushed up against the back wall of her prison in the direction her sister called from away from her captor and was just about to call out to her when said captor beat her to it.
"I'll kill her if you call out." He commented.
Applejack spun round to see the ponified demon leaning up against the nearby tree, eating the same apple from before.
"Y-you won't dare hurt her...?" Applejack half stated half questioned, trying very hard to keep her voice steady. He had directly threatened violence against somepony which was unheard of itself but against her own innocent sister. Applejack knew all to well he would act upon the threat and therefore she was suddenly very scared. More so than she had been ever before. She was also incredibly angry for obvious reasons but the primeval rage that came from a threat to a loved one was kept strongly in check by Applejack visualizing burying her own sister. 
"There's a good girl keep niiice and quiet." Ghirahim patronized.
"Oh, where arrre my manners?" Ghirahim he berated further. "I never even told you my name." 
"I am Ghirahim, the demon lord." He said taking a large bow still clutching the apple.
Applejack was really focusing as much as she would've done. She was still very scared of this evil, evil creature that seemed to have a capacity to do unspeakable things that where utterly unheard of in Equestria and who could still if he so wished kill her sister in front of her eyes.
"But what does it matter anyway?" Ghirahim prattled on. "Your going to have a nice long nap now." He said reaching out to the captured mare.
Applejack registered the hive looming towards her and scrambled away from it as far as the cage would let her. She became pushed up against the back wall on her fore hooves, heart reaching over what pain the offending limb could bring to her.
"Just relaaaax." The hoof suddenly lurched at her fore head pressed against her forehead and a familiar buzzing sensation took hold. "This will all be over soon."
Applejack's resolve broke along with her concious as the darkness consumed her and she stole one last glance at the evil earth pony eating an apple. Her frame slumped to the grass as her eyes closed and the prison dissipated into nothingness.
Ghirahim took another bite out of his apple before glancing at the filly who was wondering of to another field. His smile grew as he took one last hard bite and he threw the core away without breaking his face from the filly.
He picked up the unconscious form of Applejack and asking it over his back as he tried for the main road.
Yes, he had plans for this world.
Big, big plans.
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*Set after chapter 6 of The Adventures of Vaati, universe tie in used with permission*
"There is simply nothing good to read in this infernal tree!" Vaati raged aloud.
He lobbed a rather Equine edition of 'Everybody Poops' into the growing pile by the kitchen door. Spike just entering the room with refreshments, flinched as the book glanced off the door frame.
"Whoa! Watch it Vaati! Don't break the spines!" Spike fumed. He caught a glance of the pile of the discarded reading material. "What....?...! Do you really have to do that every time you come here...?!" Spike sighed with resigned frustration, setting the tray of tea down on the desk. 
"I just cleaned them up as well.."
He was promptly interrupted by a second book hitting in square between the eyes by a thoroughly board and non-caring wind mage.
"Oof!" Was all he could manage before he and the book fell back into the pile.
"Who honestly even puts the drivel in the adult non-fiction section!" Vaati continued to think aloud to no one in particular, his hands still running along the titles of books on another shelf.
Spike unearthed himself from the pile, shovelling some vampony romantic fiction from his head. He rubbed the rapidly forming bruise and gritted his teeth.
"Where you even listening!?" Spike glared at the mage.
Vaati stood up straight, still facing the shelf.
"Nope, nothing" He sighed and rubbed the bridge of his nose with a hand. "Where is that blasted eye-scout anyway?" He finished annoyed while glancing out the window, his hand still near his face and arms half crossed.
"Vaati!" Spike shouted.
"Mmmm?" Vaati murmured nonchalantly, half turning to the little dragon up to his waist in literature.
Spike briefly faced palmed but then sighed deeply again.
It was always the same whenever Vaati visited, he had a whole flying fortress but absolutely nothing to do, at least worthwhile in the eyes of Ponyville's populace. Whenever he came to visit (an occurrence that was increasing, much to Spike's chagrin)he would set places he would visit. The first was always the library and he always made a mess. Always. He would do the same act in seemingly reviewing and re-reviewing the libraries archive in hopes of interesting material he had not read or didn't have. The result was nearly always the same: the same books were thrown in a pile, none of the new items they had in interested him and the mess was always cleaned up by the maid i.e. Spike.
Spike shook the last hardback from his foot and de-aproned himself before grabbing the first two editions he glanced at the covers and plodded over to their correct shelves. 
He had tried to talk to Twilight about it, but she had politely dismissed it in her own way, mentioning 'tolerance', 'that's just how he is' and 'he isn't here much'. Tch, easy for her to say, she was either studying or out, never dealing with the mess.
"Well, fruitless as usual." Concluded the wind mage.
Spike perked up slightly, turning to him with a slight smile.
"You really need to diversify your reading material. I can't imagine the dissatisfaction your other customers must feel..." He commented, making to leave. "Perhaps some more...oh, tea? Very nice of you Spike." He added noticing the tray of snacks. He did a small ushering gesture with his hand. A small purple and controlled draft wrapped itself around the nearest cup. "I hope you remember I don't take milk..." He said as the cup briefly made its way over to him in mid-air.
Spike registering he had seen (and was helping himself to) the snacks he had made for himself and twilight, turned from stacking another couple of books, more panicked than before.
"No, Vaati there not for yo..!" He said hurried, dropping the books and running to the tea thief before he drank Twilights share. 
He never finished his sentence as he neglected to step over the fallen equine edition of 'Everybody Poops'. Spike attempted to rebalance himself in vain and crashed headfirst into the central table flipping it over. Getting up while clutching his head, Vaati watched the now air-borne contents of the tray find their way back to earth onto the little dragon. Spike was disorientated as the scalding liquid brought an unpleasant warm sensation to his heat-resistant scales that surprised him again. He stumbled backwards, falling once again into the Vaati's 'definite-no' pile and yelped as the books consumed him.
The floating cup made it the last of the way to Vaati's hand where he calmly pluck it form the air and, with the saucer in his other hand, brought it to his lips. He calmly took a few sips with his little finger outstretched. He spluttered slightly and set the cup back down again more briskly, a grimace on his face just as a beaten and already exhausted Spike poked his head up from the pile.
"Egh! Milky. Oh, so horribly milky." Commented Vaati.
Spike glanced at him with a tired gaze.
"Ruined." Vaati glanced around. "Much like the library now....." He finished quietly.
He looked to Spike again and smiled mischievously. "You are quite the klutz sometimes Spike."
Spike gave a defeated and thoroughly annoyed sigh. Vaati set the cup and saucer down on the rim of the table that was now on its side, protruding into the air. 
"Well, you seem to have your hands, or claws, full. I best be getting off now anyway." He glanced out the window again. "That stupid scout is probably stuck on a weathervane again..." He grumbled.
He turned back to Spike with a friendly smile. "Goodbye then." He made his way quickly to the door and left without further comment or chance to be called back.
Spike looked from the closed door where the perpetrator escaped from, to the cracked, broken table, to the drinks and biscuits framing the mess and staining some novellas, and then to pile he was situated in. He let out a very long groan and let himself fall back into the pile again, pulling a dictionary to cover the hole. 
***
Eye-scout #7456 knew it was in trouble. The devilish pony was not only holding it firmly so that it was completely at his mercy but it was stopping it from back to Master Vaati. That was the worst possible circumstance. #7456 did it's equivalent of sweating just thinking about it. It would just half to tell Master Vaati he was stuck again. The consequences of him finding here would half to do. It would be better than him finding him if he hadn't come back at all.
He firmly closed his eye and chimed psychically again, calling to his master and shivering in  the pony's magic as he did do.
"You can't call him. Your in my own little dead zone. No reception, magic or psychic, here I'm afraid." The devilish pony said calmly, eyeing it with his own unblinking, visible eye.
#7456 stopped chiming, knowing this to be true. It's cries felt so hollow, like he was simply screaming in his own mind or whatever dark magic simulated a it's mind. 
"Anyway, your here my little friend to serve a very special purpose. I'm going to use you as a....envoy of sorts." The pony calmly explained.
#7456 was quite confused at this point. This pony was very different to the ones it had seen or Master Vaati had knowledge about. For one thing, it wasn't infuriatingly nice. The pangs of pain from his binding magic that tightened on his every syllable, had showed that much. 
"Do you know what that means, shadow beast?" He continued. He knew it was a shadow beast. Just what was this pony? "It means" He began again. "Your going to be a little back door into your master's head." He finished with a slight flourish.
#7456 began to panic. It writhed and chimed harder than it ever had before in it's brief existence. It never wanted to fail Master Vaati of course, but it was even worse to be used against him. It knew of it connection to Master Vaati's mind and knew what could happen if that was exploited. 
The magic tightened, the once yellow binds increasing in size and turning a blood red colour. #7456's movement was all but stopped and the devilish pony smiled almost whimsically at it's efforts.
"Loyal to oblivion. How pathetically noble." He spat, disgust flashed on his face. 
"Hold still." He demanded, creping his hoof closer to #7456's unblinking and emotionless eye.
The hoof drew closer but began to fragment at the end. Parts od the skin seemed to go rigid and flake off like pieces of glass, falling away as little 2D diamonds as if flicked through a vacuum, dissipating into the air. The hoof began to shed more as it came closer, making out a different form underneath. The hoof gradually fell away to form a obsidian hand, fingers outstretched.
He was a demon! Of course, the knowledge, the magic the execution! #7456 tried to chime this revelation one final time, that there was a demon with powerful magic in Equestria but it was to no-avail.
"Pathetic construction." The demon mused, with the slight smile again.
He suddenly snarled and let out a small furious yell as he plunged his first fingers into #7456 eye. The pain was on a whole level #7456 thought it wasn't even built to feel. It was the last thing it felt before Ghirahim rushed into his body with his conscious.
Originally being a construct himself before his conversion to a demon, Ghirahim knew not only what and how a simple shadow beast was built but knew, more importantly, what it was like to be one. This made the process of him seizing the scouts mind and masking himself as it incredibly easy. 
He followed the line back to his master. The trail was also trivial to follow as it was the only one like it. No interference, just a straight line to the controller. Ghirahim travelled the line and waited at the threshold at the other end. There was no tells or defences in place on this root (there was no real need to have them) so Ghirahim could prepare for a full breech. 
He felt the controller in the town along with the other virgin minds of the other technicolor abominations. He was close, unaware and completely unprepared. This was going to be easy.
Ghirahim pushed. He felt another wave of his energy stream from his body down the line to his disguised and waiting mind at the border to the controllers. The energy clashed with his consciousness and he rode it and shaped it as it hit the barrier. 
*** 
Vaati was tired of the monotony this town seemed to hold. With his fortress back he thought he would be able to be at peace again. But instead he found its empty halls and dim inhabitants incredibly grating and found himself wanting to leave its desolate depths more and more. Thus he made more frequent trips to the town below in hope of finding something else to do. However on these trips nothing amused him, he caused trouble by being in the way and the atmosphere of it all made him remember why he longed for his palace back in the first place.
It was a vicious cycle and one he was determined to break. He had really been avoiding the reason why this happened, but he was becoming more used to it as of late. The situation was that he needed and adversary or a problem to solve. 
He didn't need any stupid cycle and a degrading purpose, dammit. Had left that behind (albeit unintentionally) and he had never looked back. No, he needed a problem to solve, a situation that he could plan for and solve himself. Whether he got his hand dirty or not didn't really matter, but he has a whole army that was just going to waste up there.
Vaati gazed pensively up at the sky landmark his fortress had become as he walked into the centre of town. It hung over the settlement like a dark thunderhead, unsure of whether it would simply be or destroy the time with electric-y ferocity. He looked around at the denizens that went about their business on another beautiful day. 
They always looked happy. That is until they noticed him. It was hostile. No, it was much more sad than that.
It was fear. They feared him. He represented everything they never had any concept about before he arrived. Fighting, war, death. True evil.... 
Would they ever accept him? Could that even be done? Would they ever even smile at him. Just the average jo on the street, could they even say hello?
Or would he always be revered because of fear? His potential for destruction. 
Hated.
Vaati swallowed forcefully, bringing his head up and refocusing his gaze to break himself out of his depressed reverie.
Just where was that stupid scout anyway? He glanced around desperately, any attempt at distraction.
Vaati called again. No reply. That stupid scout was probably.... Wait, something was different. The call, the connection, has felt...heavy.
Before he could ponder this sensation any further, the connection burst forth down his end, the reply he certainly wasn't expecting.
Vaati cried aloud in genuine, surprised pain (something he hadn't done in quite a while). He clutched his head and screwed up his head, gritting his teeth as he fell to his knees.
Voices spun in his head. Each on taking asking a separate question and rapidly multiplying. It was painful, incredibly unwelcome and very disorientating. Other sound and sensations were dulled out as the voices took it in turns to shout and speak. 
Vaati's own thought process seemed just as chaotic as them as it tried to make sense of the situation; It was still in the 'What in Din's name?!' stage. The voices multiplied again, now numbering in the thousands, and stopped trying to talk in turn just to scream and chatter together.
Vaati cried out again at the renewed and more intense pain. It was so intense and internalised it derailed any rational solution or assessment he had been creating. He fell on to his side, automatically adopting the fetal position, his hands still on his ears almost crushing his skull.
His screwed up and agonised face couldn't make out the crowd now forming around him, everypony incredibly concerned and scared for the wind mage seeing his pained behaviour.
The voices began shouting their questions completely in unison now, with brief pauses before the next deafening chorus. 
Vaati cried out again at each on as they hammered his brain. He lost count of how many times they shouted, feeling as if the voices were all he'd ever known. 
After what seemed like forever the voices stopped, gradually dying down but saying different things. What they said were the answer to each others questions but to Vaati, this only registered later as he was just glad for the silence. The voices became more of a whisper but then suddenly cut out jarringly to Vaati as if forcibly retracted.
He eased his hands of his head and relaxed his whole body out of exhaustion, his mind still spinning and ears still ringing. 
As his perception of world came back to him, so did and endless chatter.  Vaati clenched his ears again with eyes wide open. 
The surrounding crowd was in frantic panic, each pony rapidly talking to others about what was going on or how to find a solution while others simply cried or panicked out of fear. 
One voice or sound or rabble that Vaati could make out was calmer than the others.
"....al....ight..?......ti!.....Vaati..!.....hear......me?.....ti!"
He knew that voice. 
Vaati looked around again, properly taking in what he saw this time now that his mind had pulled itself back together. 
A form came together that was in the foreground of his lopsided vision. Yellow body, pink hair and those teal eyes.....Fluttershy. Vaati's mind processed what he saw properly which he considered an improvement, combined with the fact that he could now actually asses his process. 
But there was still that chatter and the pain.
"Make them stop..." Vaati croaked from his dry mouth. He couldn't here his own voice properly, that wasn't good. But he was sure he at least formed that particular sentence.
Fluttershy's head whipped back to Vaati's head when she heard him talk.
"What?" She whispered urgently, face worried as ever.
"Make.. them....stop......talking...hurts" Vaati said again, it was harder to stop now. The chatter...it brought so much pain.
Fluttershy's face registered her understanding and she frowned with resolve briefly before getting up from Vaati and ushering the crowd to quieten down. 
Vaati saw her dart back and forth around the edges of his vision as she tried to ease calm and urge others to quieten down. Vaati saw her become more frustrated and nervous when her efforts become undone by others in the crowd getting others upset again. She started to shout and panic herself when nopony listened to her.
Her shouts dissolved with the other as Vaati made out her almost shaking a melodramatic Daisy out of her horror stricken stupor as his eyes rolled upwards and his eyelids closed shut again. 
He clamped his ears shut tighter.
"Why won't they be quiet?!"
He screwed his face into a pained grimace again.
"What are they so scared of?!"
Vaati gritted his teeth in anger.
"Just....... Be. Quiet...........!" 
Vaati's eyes opened again aglow with dark energy accompanied by a slight rumble in the earth. 
Fluttershy spun round and was the first to notice this. She simply registered it as something bad. She spontaneously grabbed Daisy and bolted from Vaati.
The ponies had stopped panicking now, noticing the glowing and angry, wind mage they surrounded. They only noticed their fear to late.
Vaati gave a long scream as an influx of purple energy swarmed his form and then went slamming outwards. The ponies caught in the face of it were propelled outwards, slamming into others as the wave of anger dissipated the crowd. The bystanders went flying, each slamming into the ground again, struck by the magic and shock, nopony was left standing.
Fluttershy's pre-emptive manoeuvre had not saved her but had spared Daisy from some of the force. They came to rest a few meters away, Daisy already out cold from shock and the general "horror of it all".
Vaati laid in a tired silence for the longest time. But instinctively picked his form up very gradually. Vaati opened his heavy eyelids through a longing to simply see again.
He did not like what he saw.
The ponies had been scattered all around, the ones closet out cold and probably with bones broken. It looked like a foal had dropped a cluster of dolls from a great height. Vaati didn't want to draw the correlation between this and a hauntingly similar battle field he had once witnessed in Hyrule. 
He stood there, panting. The only sound he could hear.
"Vaati...."
Vaati automatically turned to the sound of the soft voice. Fluttershy sat with daisy slumped near her staring solemly at the mage. She was in shock to as she wasn't crying.
"I'm sorry..." Vaati murmured. 
World went black again as he fell from consciousness and words the earth. The sight of Fluttershy calling his name and scrambling over to him was the last thing he registered before embracing the solace of the dark
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