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         Starlight Glimmer was a self-aware pony, which is to say that she recognized that her will to dominate all life in Equestria played second fiddle to the more general desire for attention and adulation. As such, she was not upset in the least when her good friend Trixie barged into her study and studies.



Without knocking, Trixie forced the door open, shouted “Starlight!” in a plaintive tone, and without pause planted her face in Starlight’s mattress before mumbling unintelligibly into the padding.



Starlight deftly closed the tome and set it to the side as she smiled beatifically. “Trixie, you seem upset,” she said. There was another indistinct mumble in reply. “I’m sorry,” Starlight said, “I didn’t quite make that out.”



Trixie grugingly lifted her head and plopped it atop the mattress and frowned. “Trixie wishes to talk to you about” and the rest was lost to mumbling.



“Try that again?”



“About sensual things!” Trixie blurted, flushing with embarrassment. “I’m having a friendship problem!”



“Good!” Starlight said, before catching herself. “…That you came to me about it, I mean. Please, sit down. What brought this on? You’re usually very, shall I say, tight-lipped about that kind of thing.”



“Trixie thinks it is gross and is confused why other ponies don’t!”



“Well,” Starlight said, eternally patient, “whatever it is, I’m happy to help. What exactly do you want to talk about?”



Trixie stared down past her hooves, still blushing, as if she hadn’t heard.



“What exactly—“



“Maud.” Trixie said, upset that she was being rushed. “It’s about Maud.”



“Maud?”



“And Mudbriar.”



“Maud and Mudbriar?”



“Trixie was spending time with Maud as she does not infrequently, and we were just talking, and her coltfriend came up and what they do together, and what she likes about him, and then into their necking and kissing and… and other things… and I couldn’t just ask her not to talk about her coltfriend and how he makes her happy, but I know I was turning green the whole time and she just didn’t notice until I said I needed to leave, and that was a couple days ago and I know I should just forget about the entire thing but I keep performing the conversation in my head and on top of the whole thing being gross what gets to me the most is that I’m embarrased that I got so upset over the wole thing! I wish I could just forget the entire conversation.”



Starlight rode the river of words with aplomb. “You’re in luck! It just so happens, I’ve been studying the restricted section, and recently memory magic specifically! I could make you forget anything you want!”



Trixie looked up, surprised and cautiously hopeful. “Really? You can do that?”



Starlight nodded emphatically. “Absolutely! There were some warnings about the possibility to fundamentally

change a pony’s personality and how it’s been made massively forbidden, but it’s really quite straightforward. If you want, I can pull that ugly memory right out of your skull.”



“You’d do that for Trixie… that is, for me? Starlight, you’re a life-saver. Please. Yes, please, get rid of that conversation. I feel just terrible every time I think about it.”



“I don’t think I’ll even need to get rid of the entire thing. It’s mostly the embarrassment, right? I’ll fix that – that way, next time it comes up… if it comes up… you’ll still remember what she told you before.”



“That sounds perfect! Trixie eagerly accepts!”



Sunset shifted her pose and lit her horn.



“You should have full memory of the discussion, but none of the baggage.” Her horn shimmered and sparked energetically. “Here we go…”



A flash of light filled the entire room. Both of them blinked stars from their eyes for a second afterward, both more than a little cross-eyed.



“Well,” Starlight said not a little eagerly, “did it work?”



Trixie thought for a moment, mumbling to herself. “Agate… Mudbriar… necking… mayonnaise… Hm. Yes… Yes! Starlight, it worked!” Trixie wrapped her hooves around Starlight and mashed their lips together with such fervor that Starlight’s horn sparked for completley different reasons. “Starlight, I can’t thank you enough!” She shimmied back, grinning all the way. “Now, Trixie is fully aware how precious your study time, so she shalll get out of your mane. With heartfelt thanks, Trixie exits stage right!”



Starlight held a hoof up to her tingling lips as Trixie vanished out the door. A shadow of doubt threatened. “Um,” she called out. “Trixie…”
      

      
   
      Beaten


      

      
      
         Once upon a time, a stalwart knight sought to slay a draconequus who was, if not precisely evil, at least ambivalent on certain issues that all honorable folk found repugnant. After a grueling quest, the knight cornered the slithery creature on the dueling field, reared up and struck home with his enchanted sword, in a thrust that penetrated the heart of the beast… who shrugged, looked down at the sword protruding from his breast, pulled it out and popped it into his mouth. The astonished knight dropped to all four hooves. 



As the draconequus chewed, he said, “You surely didn’t think I kept it in there, did you?”



“Kept what?” cried the knight, as his family heirloom sword was devoured. 



“My heart, little fool. It’s in quite a different place,” said the beast, magical glitter drooling from his lips. He tossed the hilt at the knight and ambled away.



The knight could not let it go, seeking the truth,  crossing seas and climbing mountains until at long last he stood before an ancient sage, full of years and wisdom and covered in beard.



“This ye dragonnekwis is full fell a beaste,” said the aged one, “An his heart beats naught within his breaste, as with all right-thinking folke, but a mightie distaunce away…”



“But where?” implored the knight. “And please, speak more plainly!”



The sage coughed. “A thousand leagues from here lies a mountain… deep within that mountain, there is a sunken lake, and at the center of that lake, there is an island, and at the crest of that island, there is a church, and in the center of that castle, there is a well, and inside the well is a duck, and in the duck’s nest there is an egg, and within that egg… there beats the heart of the beast!”



The knight shivered as he comprehended the vast distance, but undaunted he recrouped his flanks and set forth once more. Up and down rocky hills that cost him his steel horseshoes, across dusty plains with not even a wisp of dried grass in sight, over deep crevasses that tested his resolve over and over, he carried on, until at last his goal was in sight. He descended into the dark damp cave and when he reached the lake, so great was his thirst that he drank deep of the doubtful waters. 



Rested and refreshed, he ventured across the lake upon a crude raft, and his pulse quickened as he made out the shape of the island and church through the dark haze. He leapt forth as the raft neared the shore,  dashed into the church, ran to the well, disturbing the duck which quacked and fluttered around him, and reached forward, trembling, to seize the egg. It was warm and it pulsed with a regular beat. At last, he had the heart of the draconequus at his mercy! 



He raised it over his head, ready to dash it to the stones, when a sudden voice breathed into his ear:



“Are you ready for this level of commitment?”



The knight yelped, jumped in the air and fumbled as the egg threatened to slip from his grasp. He wound up hugging it to his bosom as he whipped around to face the draconequus. 



“So this was all a trap?” sneered the knight. “And if I dash this down, it’ll just make a rude noise, won’t it? It was all a waste of time!” The egg pulsed with a steady beat.



“A waste?” drawled the draconequus. “I should be offended. I really spent so much effort making this whole setup for you. You might say I put my heart into it… oh, don’t look so offended. Don’t call it a trap, but a test.”



The knight cocked his head oddly. “A test?”



“Yes. Mind if I get comfy?” The beast dropped into a neat coil like a gardenhose. “Anyway, little knight, you’ve dedicated years to hunting me down, with singleminded intensity. All that privation and self denial. But… you really must be interested in me, in some way, to have stuck it out like that. So I had to wonder if there was some other reason behind your obsession, and now we can find out.”



“Another reason?” scowled the knight. “What do you—” He stopped suddenly, for that long neck had snaked out as the beast placed a delicate peck on the knight’s lips.



“It’s all yours now,” said the beast, as the egg continued to throb. “Don’t drop it.”
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