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		Description

Anonymity is a concept of hiding one's true self and keeping it secret.
Someone anonymous has no identity that one can claim to be his/her own.  They are living shadows. Mysterious, tangible shadows.
To Anonymous this is not simply a word or a concept. It is a lifestyle.
He came to Equestria by an accident. His mystery facinates and frightens. Nothing is known of him, and never will, if he has a say in the matter. However... There is one thing that kind of breaks this mysterious ruse...
He is not right in the head... Hilarity/insanity should ensue... Hmmm... Hmmm...
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		The beginning - Anonymous arrival



Everyone hides secrets. Everyone wears a facade. They allow no one to know things about themselves. 

Are they liars?

Are they troublemakers?

Are they lunatics?

Murderers?

Only one knows the answer to this...

Sweetie Belle yawned. The whole day had felt like it was carried by a slug. Her head lied on the wooden table in the Cutie Mark Crusaders clubhouse. It had been a days worth of crusading, going as well as one might expect.
Speaking of that...
“Rope climbing?”
“Done.”
“Bungee jumping?”
“Also done.”
“Knitting?”
“Lame and done.”
“Well, what about advertising?”
“That did not end well, remember?”
“Uhhh... Shark... punching?”
“That is not even a thing!”, Scootaloo yelled and slammed her hooves onto the table. 
“Sorry. Ah can’t think of anythin’.”, Apple Bloom apologized.
The orange pegasus filly just groaned and slammed her face onto the table. She tilted her face so she could talk properly. “We will never get our cutie marks at this pace. We need to step up our game!”
“But how?”, Apple Bloom asked. “We have tried everythin’ by now.”
Scootaloo stood up. “I don’t care! We...”
“Vowed.”, Sweetie Belle butted in.
“We vowed to get our cutie marks, and we WILL get our cutie marks!”, Scootaloo proclaimed, raising one hoof in the air before lowering it back down. “We just need to find out how.”
Sweetie Belle traded uninterested glances with Apple Bloom. Sure, they had started this to get their cutie marks, and while it had been so much fun, both of them were beat from everything they had tried today.
Also, Scootaloo was starting to grow an obsession in the whole thing. It almost outmatched even her fangirl obsession on Rainbow Dash.
Both of them just wanted to go home for today.
“Look, Scoots. Can’t we just stop for today, go home and do this tomorrow.”, Apple Bloop pleaded.
“No!”, Scootaloo shouted. “There is still time. It’s not even eight yet. We still have time.”
Both of the other fillies groaned. It was just as they had dreaded. There was no way out of this.
“Alright. Fine. But only one more try. Then we stop for today. That sound good?”, Sweetie Belle asked Scootaloo. After a bit of pondering, she nodded.
Two relieved sighs were unleashed in perfect unison.
“So... What is it gonna be?”, The orange filly asked.
A pregnant silent passed.
Two hooves met faces. They really should have thought this through. This could take a while, which most certainly was not a part of the two fillies plans.
“Oh, come on, girls!”, Scootaloo spoke up. “We just need to think of one, I repeat, ONE thing to do. I mean, it’s not that hard.”
“Ah have listed you things for the past two hours.”, Apple Bloom deadpanned.
Scootaloo rubbed the back of her head in an awkward fashion. “Well, it can’t take much longer, right?”
“It’s not as simple as you make it out to be.”, Sweetie Belle interjected. “You can’t just summon up something on a moments notice. And we have been here for hours.”
“Whoa, whoa, whoa!”, Scootaloo said, showing her hoof in Sweetie’s mouth. “What was that you just said?”
Sweetie would have replied, but Scootaloo’s hoof was still in her mouth. Scootaloo noticed this and swiftly took it out. “Hehe. My bad. Sorry.”, She said with an embarrassed blush.
Sweetie Belle cleared her throat. “I said we have been here for hours.”
“No, before that!”
“What?”, Sweetie asked, confused. “I just said that you can’t summon up something at a moment’s notice.”
The way Scootaloo’s eyes widened was unmistakable. There was that spark there. The spark that only an idea can create.
Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom were outright worried.
“I got it! Why haven’t I thought of this sooner?”
Apple Bloom was almost afraid to ask. “What is it?”
“Girls, we should try to summon something.”
A moment passed. Two set’s of eyes looked at Scootaloo as if she was out of her mind. “What?”, Apple Bloom asked.
“Summon. You know, it’s this neat magic that let’s you bring things far away to the place you are.”, Scootaloo explained it like it was obvious.
Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle both narrowed their eyes suspiciously. “And you know this, how?” Sweetie Belle shot the million bit question.
“T-that’s beside the point!”, Scoots replied quickly. No way was she going to reveal that she read books every now and then ever since Rainbow got into them. Especially in front of her friends.
“But doesn’t magic need, I dunno, a unicorn!”, Apple Bloom pointed out. The two fillies stopped for a second, the sentence being processed in their brains. Then they both turned to look straight at Sweetie Belle. She looked in turn at both of her friends with a deadpan stare.
“No.”
“Oh, come on, Sweetie Belle! This is a great idea.”, Scootaloo said.
“No.”
“It might be worth a shot.”, Apple Bloom added.
“I said no!”
“Why not?”, the two fillies spoke in unison.
“Well, first off, I am not that good at magic yet.”, Sweetie explained. “Second, I don’t even know how this kind of thing works.”
“Oh. Is that all?”, Scoots responded, smiling. “Wait here, I’ll be right back.” Before either could say a word, Scootaloo had dashed out of the door and was heading for Ponyville.
“...”
“...”
“Wanna go home?”, Sweetie Belle spoke up.
“Nah. She’d just come drag us back here.”, Apple Bloom lamented.
Both let out a sigh of defeat.

The duo lay on their backs, on the floor of the clubhouse, almost completely motionless. It had been twenty minutes since Scootaloo had stormed off and they were getting really, really bored. Not to mention it was getting late.
“Hey.”, Apple Bloom broke the silence that felt like an eternity. “I take it back. Let’s just go home.”
“Sounds good to me.”, Sweetie Belle responded without any sort of enthusiasm.
Both got up and were just about to head for the door when it was slammed open. Scootaloo rushed in, carrying something... big.
“S...Sorry for- for taking so long.”, She said while panting as if she had run a marathon. She took no notice at the two fillies who just fell limp on the floor, groaning, and instead walked up to the table slamming whatever she was carrying onto it. “This will be all we need.”
Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle looked over at the large thing. “... Is that a... book?”, Sweetie asked, not really sure if that was a book or a box.
“Yup. I went to the library and borrowed it.”, The pegasus filly told her friends and opened the book at a seemingly random page. As it happened, that page was labelled: ‘The basics of summoning’. “This should tell as all we need to know.”
Sweetie Belle eyed at the book- no, the tome suspiciously. ”I don’t know. I still think this is not a good idea.” 
“Come on, Sweetie Belle. If it does not work, then that is that.”, Scootaloo nudged the unicorn filly towards the tome.
“Think of it this way: How do we know if this is a good idea or not if we don’t try?” Apple Bloom added.
Sweetie Belle looked at Scootaloo, then at Apple Bloom and finally at the tome. The looks of expectation in her friends eyes were too much for her. She could not simply let them down. With a sigh, she trotted over to the book and began eyeing the page. “Fine. I’ll give it a try.”
The other two jumped up, high hoofed and produced a loud “YEAH!” in the passing. Sweetie Belle ignored this and just read. There were detailed instructions on how to do this summoning thing. Apparently all that was required to make a summoning work was to think of what ever it was that was being summoned and then sort of have a spell go ‘grab it’, so to speak. It did not sound that hard. The book even clearly stated that even a filly could do it!
After memorizing a few other things, her thoughts were suddenly interrupted. “Are you done yet?”, Scootaloo asked.
“Yeah, I think I got it down. Does not even seem that hard.”
“Well what are you waiting for? Let’s do this thing!”
With a collective nod, the three prepared themselves. Scootaloo and Apple Bloom took a little distance and gave Sweetie Belle some space.
...
“What do I summon?”, Sweetie Belle asked.
Scootaloo gave a sigh of annoyance from this dragging out so long. “I don’t know. Anything?”
Anything? That was a vague concept, but it seemed like it would have to do. With a shrug, Sweetie Belle closed her eyes and concentrated. Her horn lit up and it began gathering some magical energy in it’s tip.
‘Please, allow me to summon anything!’, The unicorn filly thought, not wanting to let her friends down.
Then, without a warning, the energy in her horn burst out and rocketed out the front door, leaving a trail of white light behind it. Two fillies were left gaping in awe. It shot straight up into the sky above, passing the clouds in seconds and continuing on, gaining pace at an incredible rate.
The strand of light hit the sky line and burst through it, leaving a insignia in the air, disappearing. In truth, it just moved from one dimension to the space between two dimensions.
The light coursed through the endless dark reaches of the Void. In it’s darkness beings of great mystery, the great Denizens of the Void looked on as the light passed their ever watching gazes. The light passed something spherical and white in the dark Void. It looked like a giant cue ball. An odd sight.
Then the light escaped the Void through another portal.
It burst out in space, surrounded by endless reaches of stars and planets. It continued forward, passing by numerous planets, stars and meteors. It looked like a miniature comet while racing the vacuum.
Once, it turned and headed for a grey planet, passing it’s atmosphere and going down. The light passed through a city of grey skyscrapers, reaching out to the sky. It passed them all, never stopping.
For a split second, it passed a face. A featureless green face that only included a mouth. The face grinned, noticing the light. As the light swooped past the face, it was left behind to look at the lights trail.
It moved on, passing other planets at greater speed than light itself.
It was headed for a planet called Earth.

On Earth, on top of a great skyscraper, stood a figure. A man. He sat on the edge, looking down at the people below. He then looked up at the reason he was up there.
Nearing the very building he sat upon was a meteor of great size. It was visible to his eyes, and it was closing distance fast. The people below had not yet noticed. They would die once it struck.
The man stood up. He looked up at the meteor. He did not falter, even at the sight of imminent death, unavoidable, even he ran for it. In his other hand he grasped a mask. He raised his arm slowly, putting the mask on his face. In his other hand he held a walking cane.
He stood perfectly still, waiting. The meteor came closer and closer. His grip on his cane tightened. His gaze did not leave the meteor for a second. It was like a train coming at the ground. A gigantic train that was on fire!
His choice had been made. He would not move.
The meteor descended, hitting the atmosphere. Cries of fear from below could be heard. The people noticed. They were afraid, scared for their lives.
The meteor was even bigger than he had thought. It was massive, larger than the building he stood upon. With conviction in his eyes, hidden behind a mask, he raised his cane towards the meteor.
Time seemed to slow down, even though the meteor still headed his way. It began to emit a shockwave, blowing the man’s long hair in the passing wind. Even still, he did not falter.
He was going to die. This he knew. But if he was going to die, might as well make it an incredible death. The most amazing one only he would know.
He grabbed his cane and held it as if it was a sword. Holding it above his head, he prepared himself. His eyes met the meteor.
The cane was swung just as the meteor was upon him. The time had come.
Time seemed to stop. Not for the meteor. Not for the man. 
For the light. It had arrived.
In less than an instant, the light passed through the earths atmosphere. It moved forward, directly at the top of a skyscraper. It’s target was set.
It could not be seen by any eyes, but as the light hit the man’s head, his cane tip touched the meteor. In a blink, both the man and the meteor vanished in a blinding flash.
The bystanders were left dumbfounded. They would never know what, and who had saved them. They would remain the same they always have been. Normal. Ignorant.
The man and the meteor passed through the line left behind by the light, the meteor being dropped off midway through. It was only an instant compared to the blink of an eye.
It had fulfilled it’s purpose. The light died out, leaving the rest for fate.

Sweetie Belle bit her teeth. Her magic was being drained fast. But still she pushed on, not giving up. She gave all she had to maintain the spell. Both of her friends looked on at her endeavor, not sure if the spell was doing anything. Then Sweetie Belle opened her eyes.
The light made it’s way into the clubhouse, surprising the three observers. It spun around wildly around the room aimlessly. The three fillies ducked and hit the floor to avoid getting hit by it.
It soon stopped right on the middle of the room, levitating in the air a few feet above it. All three looked at it in wonder. Sweetie Belle in particular, as she had not thought that her spell would have worked.
The light erupted, blinding the little fillies temporarily. From the light a figure came to view. It was kneeling down on the wooden floor. It was good too, as it’s size would have made standing inside difficult.
The Cutie Mark Crusaders blinked a few times before seeing the being. The first thing they saw was that it was something living. And looking straight at them. It’s white face was stuck in an eerie permanent smile. It’s eye sockets seemed dark, empty... Frightening. It was dressed in dark, black tones..
It got up and straightened itself. That is, until it hit it’s head on the ceiling, it’s headpiece getting squashed between it and it’s head. It looked away from the fillies momentarily.
The girls screamed and scampered out of the clubhouse as fast as they could, as if a fire was right on to their tails. They did not stop until they were a good distance away. Much panting later, Scootaloo asked, trying to look brave, but failing. “What was that?”
Apple Bloom and Sweetie Belle said nothing, except for the way their head got shaked. It did not leave much to question. All three looked behind themselves, to check if that... thing had followed. They let out a collective sigh as they saw it hadn’t, much to their relief.
“... Wait... That spell worked!”, Scootaloo yelled out. All three looked at their flanks to see...
Nothing?
“Gosh darnit!”, Apple Bloom groaned loudly. There were STILL no cutie marks to be seen today, it seemed.
“Okay...”, Sweetie Belle began. “Silver lining, we can FINALLY go home... It’s almost dark...”
Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom both looked at each other with the exact same looks. “My sister is going to kill me!”, The unicorn filly said in terror.
“So is mine!”, The earth pony filly joined in on her horror.
Scootaloo just remained kind of indifferent.
With a final goodbye, the three fillies spilt. Sweetie Belle and Apple Bloom left running while Scootaloo just trotted off slowly.
They all had completely let the information about the thing in their clubhouse slip their minds. Their tired minds could not hold it present anymore.
Speaking of which...

The creature, or rather, the human man looked after the small horses run off, scared and hollering like a dying rooster. He dusted his dark grey, duster that was dirtier than it should have been. He then crouched a little and reached to take off his as dirty, but just as fancy top hat. He wore smooth, dark gloves on his hands, also dirty.
No part of his body was uncovered. Clothing and long, raven black hair that reached his lower back hid everything.
It should also be noted that his apparel was, let’s be honest, filthy like a businesman's backpocket.
He looked at his hat, now crumpled and not as fancy as before.
“Hmmm... Hmmm...”, He hummed. “... I seem to have crumpled my head accessory. A shame.”, He said dryly in an overly posh manner.
...
Wait, wasn’t there some little horses here just a second ago? He looked back at the door outside and the cloud of dust that still persisted of the panic induced escape.
“Hmmm... Hmmm...”, He hummed again before looking around. Then he spoke, the posh tone gone. “... Where the hell is my cane?”

Only one knows the answer.

The only one who knows it all from the start.

The one who thrives in anonymity.

The one who hides his being...

Behind the mask.

			Author's Notes: 
... I have no idea where this came from. It just popped into my head and I began writing...
Well, let me pray to jesus that at least something good will come out of this imminent trainwreck. Well, I hope you enjoy the ride until we reach that broken bridge in the distance! SUCKS TO BE YOU~!
This story will be updated when a new chapter is done. That being said, there can be loooooooooooooooooooong gaps. Just pointing that out.
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The sun begun to rise as was bound to happen every day. If it didn’t, Celestia was either:
A) Dead, which is unlikely. Being immortal has nice perks.
B) Being lazy, which was also unlikely, dedicated as she was.
C) A certain dragoonequs kept her from it for a time.
Or my personal favourite, D) Someone dropped the princess a roofie. This only happened once.
But this day all was going swimmingly. Just as it should. Celestia stood by her private quarters balcony, using her magic to do her duty as the Sun Goddess, even though she did not prefer such a pretentious title.
The morning had gone very well, with the exception of the rubber chicken that now seemed permanently stuck on the ceiling. How Discord pulled that off, Celestia could only guess. Bottom line, not even Discord could make it come off. Luckily it was in a spot where it was hardly noticeable, so there was that.
The Princess looked down at the city of Canterlot, as well as the village of Ponyville that stood out in the distance. With a warm smile she wondered how her student was doing this fine morning.

Twilight Sparkle was feeling ill. Not physically, but mentally. Her mind was all fogged up and she felt extremely groggy. This was most likely caused by last night’s study session that went on a bit longer than the measurements of healthy allowed.
In laymans short terms, sleep deprivation.
Lying on your side in bed with only measly three hours of sleep was not the best way to start a morning. The worst part came when you realize that you can’t fall asleep again. You are literally forced to feel like horrible, unable to do anything about it.
So there she lay, only awakened a minute ago. Still motionless, only gazing emptily at the wall. A little bit of shifting took place, making some dust start flying around. Twilight could not help but sneeze as some dust got into her nostrils.
“Bless you.”
“Thanks.”, Twilight grunted.
A minute passed. It took a while, but a pair of eyes widened, what just happened sinking in. Slowly, Twilight turned around. A face of white, bearing a smile with a mustache almost touched the tip of her nose.
The empty looking eye holes stared at her. She stared right back.
“Hi.”
“AAAAAAAAAAAHHHH!”, Twilight screamed all through the five seconds it took for her to jump out of bed, run out of her bedroom and close the door behind her. She took a brief moment to think lean on the door and think. Thankfully her mind had just been cleaned of all the tardiness.
Something was in her room. In her bed, no less... She hadn’t really got a good look at whatever it was, only what she thought was the face. Had something happened last night that she did not remember.
…
“Spike!”, She called out to her assistant. There was no response. “Spike!”, She called out again.
This time there was a faint answer. “Man, what is it Twi- AAAAAAH!” A scream came from Spike’s room. Twilight quickly rushed over and opened the door.
“Spike, are you ok- AAAAAAAH!”
On the middle of the room was a hogtied timberwolf, lying on it’s back and thrashing around, trying to get it’s legs free. Low growling came from it’s muzzle, but even that was tied shut with rope.
On the bed, trying to get as far from the timberwolf on the floor was Spike, the baby dragon. He saw(and heard) Twilight and looked in her direction. “Twilight, why is the a timberwolf in my room?”, He screamed.
“I don’t know!”, The unicorn responded. “How did it get inside like that?”
“It was a baaaaaaad dog.”
Twilight looked to her left and had to look up. It was a biped with the same face as the one she saw in her bed. It was at least as tall as Celestia, if not a little taller. It looked down on her and waved weakly.
“Hi.”
All the stress that had built up in such a short time just beaked. Twilight fainted.
The baby dragon and the creature looked at the out cold unicorn. Then the creature turned to face the little dragon at the same time as it did the same to it, it’s neck making an odd creaking sound.
“Hi.”

Princess Celestia sighed and breathed in the morning air. Her free time was running out. The Day Court would begin soon, requiring her full attention to things that truly were not that urgent in the first place.
Still, she knew her responsibilities and begun to head towards the throne room. Mentally steeling herself along the way for the, most likely, insufferable day, she calmly blocked out the faint yells of Princess Luna, whom Discord had just woken up with a giant whoopie cushion.
Still, Celestia knew that at least Twilight had a chance to enjoy her morning.

Twilight’s eyes flickered open. She groaned and looked around... Or would have, if it wasn’t so dark. She could not even see her nose. She tried to move, but found the task difficult. She could not move her legs or forearms. The only motion she was capable off was slight jerking from side to side.
A slight panic entered her mind. It was dark. She could not move. Many disturbing thoughts entered her mind.
“Awake, I see.”, A voice spoke as the room was filled with light. Eerie, red light. Twilight blinked as her eyes got used to the sudden, unusual lighting. She looked around. She knew the library basement when she saw it, yet all around her seemed... different.
She saw herself tied down on a table, limbs strapped down with tight knots. The walls of the room were decorated with iron chains, shackles and menacing looking meat hooks. Parts of the walls were covered with dark spots that seemed to be dripping down towards the ground.
All in all, the room looked less like a basement and more like a torture chamber. Twilight was understandably horrified.
A little away from her she saw the creature from before, it’s back facing her. She tried to use her magic to untie the knots, but they proved too well done to be untied so easily. All of them were made with perfection and care.
“No good will that do for you.”, She heard the creature mutter in a crooked way. It turned towards her. In it’s hand she saw a large knife.
She tried to untie the knots again and started thrashing in panic.
“No help, will that do. Little lizard, find out hard way.”, The creature said with eerie calmness and pointed to his left.  Upon looking Twilight felt her breath stop and her heart being clenched in her chest. Near one of the walls, hanging from a rope by the leg, was a limp form of her assistant.
Twilight screamed, getting a light chuckle from the creature. “Oh woe is the dark dimention of dastardly depravity. Demonic damnations of devilish demeanor, dawned to downed drenches. Denizens drowned in disparity.”, It said, it’s words making little to no sense for the purple unicorn.
Her screaming seized, her eyes now facing the creature. It’s face was pure white from what she could gather. Completely motionless and stuck in a smile. In her panic, Twilight was able to deduce that it was a mask.
“W-what are you? What do you want from me?!”, The purple unicorn asked in fear, her mind unable to think clearly.
The creature just chuckled with eerie calmness. “What is I? Dost thou mean the visage of which we bear? Or mayhaps thou meant our identity, the name we bear, yes? Well, ‘tis a very important query, one worth some time.”
It walked closer with agonizingly slow pace. “There are many identities with which I could  use, but few which are true. So in our time of needs, we must ask ourselves, what is a name? A miserable pile of meaninglessness! Letters on paper. Words in a sentence. Do these bear meaning of slightest significance?”
The knife was twirled in in the creatures hand as it threw it in the air and catching it before repeating the movements all over again. “No, mon. Ah beliave dis has no meaning. Dis is as useless as de Mojo in ya body.”
It now was right by Twilight, standing at the end of the table, laying it’s shadow on her. “But if it eases your nerves, you may call me by a name which represents my ideals. My morals. My true self.” The knife was now raised to it’s eye level, being observed. Then it’s empty eye holes looked directly at Twilight.
“We are Anonymous!”, It said as the knife was brought down towards the table. Twilight passed out before it even hit anything.
















“... Do you think we overdid it?”
“Seems like it, yeah. Now help me down! I’m getting dizzy.”

			Author's Notes: 
What can I say. Murder is funny business.
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