
      Holiday Creep


      
      
      
         
         Surprise!

      
      

      

      
      
         Teenage Diamond Tiara, former spoiled brat, tolerated working at her father's store "Barnyard Bargains". At the insistence of her father, Diamond started a couple of years ago. She worked her way up and had many different tasks that she was responsible for, though the work was not hard for the pony. The young mare understood that some day, this store and the others like it would be all hers to run. Still, this didn't make her mood any better.



Next week was Nightmare Night and Diamond Tiara was looking forward to hoofing out candy to the colts and fillies at the store. She would never admit to liking children to her family and friends. Diamond thought there was this expectation for her to become a business mare. The teenager didn't want to disappoint her father. Her excuse was that it would bring potential business to the store, but she just really liked children.



Speaking of children, a young filly named Luster Dawn came up to Diamond Tiara as the older mare was clocking into work.



Luster asked “Where are the Nightmare Night Holiday decorations?”



“They should be in aisle thirteen with the seasonal candy,” answered Diamond Tiara.



“There isn't any Nightmare stuff there. It's... uhm...”



Diamond smiled “It's what sweetie? Do you mean the decorations aren't there?”



“Well, come and see!” Luster beckoned the older one to follow.



As the two mares trotted into the seasonal section, Diamond Tiara eyes started to twitch. Just yesterday the aisle was filled with dapper pumpkins, cheap candy and spooky decorations. Now it was all Hearth's Warming products. Smiling snow-ponies, candy canes and colorful lights stacked the shelves. Diamond was more peeved than confused by what she saw looking around.



“This is totally messed up. I bet it's those two idiots, Snips and Snails, that set this up after I was gone last night. I told those two to make sure this section was ready for 'this' season. But I guess they wanted to fool around instead,” Diamond Tiara spat out.



“Where can I get a fluffy spider now?” Luster asked softly.



“I'll like, get one from storage for you. Stay here and I'll be back.”



Diamond Tiara marched into the back room and hit the light switch. No lights came on. She cursed as she grabbed a flashlight, switched that on with her mouth and she trotted deep into the darkness. Shelves lined both sides of her as she turned a corner, where she found the filly's desired prize. Spinning around she faced two unicorn shaped sheets in front of her. Her flashlight dropped from her grip. The two figures started to moan menacingly.



Instead of screaming, the mare used her earth pony strength and bucked them into the floor.



“Bite me Snips and Snails! Like, I am so sick of you two. Going to totally hella thrash you both! Not for trying to scare me, but you know that I'm sick, so sick of the holiday creep. You creeps!” Diamond yelled in self righteous rage.



The lights came on and two unicorn stallions came into view with Luster Dawn following them. Diamond Tiara did a double take and didn't understand what was going on.



“Wait. You two aren't under those sheets?” Diamond asked.



Luster laughed, "What? We heard you shouting from the front."   



“Err no. We were looking for you. Some-creature messed with Nightmare stuff and replaced it with Hearth's Warming stuff,” Snails answered.



“Yeah. One moment the aisle was normal, and the next it was all changed!” Snips added.



The four of them look at the moaning figures on the floor. Quickly, Diamond Tiara removed the sheets and gasped.



The filly screamed.  Underneath were zombie unicorns. Before they could rise again, Diamond Tiara along with Snips and Snails beat-down the moving corpses until they stopped moving.



After the beat-down, Luster Dawn asked, “Is it all over?”



Diamond Tiara answered, “It should be. Good grief, these pests keep popping out of their graves sooner and sooner every year.”  


      

      
   
      Princess Equestria and the Five Hundred Word Crackfic


      

      
      
         "PUNCH!" cried Princess Equestria as she punched a hole through the wall of the tent, startling gentleman pirate Ganzelius Ostrehoof into dropping the entire sack of stolen diamonds, which clattered over the ground like a spray of icy diamonds that had fallen out of their sack. The hapless sap stood stunned as she shone in the brightest glory with her mane undulating with the waves of a thousand hairdryers.



"Unmanhoofdle those diamonds, Ganzelius, or to pay there will be hell!" Princess Equestria whinnied as she stamped her hoof and shat copiously because horses do that sort of thing all the time.



"It's 'unstallionhoofdle,' and you shall take neither me nor these diamonds alive!" Ganzelius grinned at her, taking a good dump as well, because, well, why not? His hornfield gathered in the shiny gems. "Fortunately I have prepared for this eventuality! Fargus! To me!" 



Princess Equestria was so going to let loose with a bolt of paralyzing lighting but there had still been a little beer at the bottom of the can and by the time she gulped it down the roof of the tent had been torn to shreds and back again, as a huge dirigible dropped anchor through it and into the ground with a colossal crunch! "Captain! We have you!" cried the crew as the anchor lifted right under Ganzelius's prominent posterior! "AARRGGHH! You sons of air biscuits! You've hooked me right in the--" But he was heard no more as he was hauled skyward, leaving the pouring rain falling through the sundered tent and getting Princess Equestria even wetter and madder by the minute.



She hated flying in the rain, and teleportation always gave her gas. What was she to do? "Punch, punch, PUNCH!" she cried, and so strong was the force of her punch that the molecules of air were knocked unconscionable, their absence causing a massive vacuum that sucked her skyward and in pursuit of her foe, her eyes gleaming with crosseyed rage, her nostrils steaming, her horn continuing to punch the air with its sheer 'orneriness. She felt that some sort of deadline was looming, the kind that came sooner every year, but she ignored it and punched herself on upward after the departing dirigible!



On board the Fargus!, hearty screams were heard as the heartstricken crew hauled and yanked on chains and strove to pull the firmly lodged anchor from their dear captain's posterior! "Harder! HARDER! Give it all you've got! You cur-tailed sons of seadogs!" With an implausible and utterly regrettable pop, the anchor was torn away from Ganzelius's poor abused fanny. He had only been saved by an enormous fluke!



"Captain," cried Nate Furst, the first mate, "Princess Equestria is fast approaching!" He pointed to an enormous PUNCH visible in the distance off the bow. "Shall we manoeuvre?" 



"No," Ganzelius smiled. "Let her punch as she likes, we have won!" 



The rain parted as Princes Equestria landed on the deck of the Fargus! and panted shirtily. "Ganzelius, give me those diamonds now--"



Ganzelius grinned a wicked smile and winked. "Ah, Princess Equestria, welcome aboard my humble vessel! But I fear you are too late. This is a five hundred word crackfic, and we are now past that wordcount! The story is over, and so, I fear, are your attempts to meddle with the most brilliant diamond theft in this century."



To the shock of the crew, Princess Equestria merely sat down quietly on the rain soaked deck of the Fargus!, stroking her little feminine alicorn beard. "Well, that certainly does put a damper on things, doesn't it?" she mused. "I suppose there really is nothing left that I can do to stop you."



Ganzelius smiled expansively. "Nobly spoken. I trust you are not too offended, not many can say that they've pulled one over on you, not even the Royal Sweater Knitter. If it's any condolence, please let me entertain you during this sort of postscript of events that cannot possibly affect the outcome of the story."



Princess Equestria lifted a quizzical brow, looking down at a coil of rope. She wound it around her hoof, making it like an enormous yarnball.



"Of what purpose is this conduct?" inquired Captain Ganzelius with a quiet smile.



"Just something you overlooked," she whispered, before clouting him firmly in the snout with such force that it neatly blew the Fargus! out of the sky as she snagged the pouch of diamonds from his pummeled frame.



"No crackfic is complete... without a proper PUNCHLINE!"
      

      
   
      Nine Hundred Years


      
      
      
         
         Eternal Pinwheels

      
      

      

      
      
         Midnight struck at the tower’s bell. Sunset Shimmer couldn’t sleep. She could hear, muffled by the thick stone walls of the castle, the faint echoes of Canterlot’s ponies bursting forth from their homes to celebrate the new year.



This time, she didn’t feel up to joining the carouse, though she had been invited by many of her friends. Odd enough, for a party animal like her. Was it her new position as official royal pupil? Was it the misgivings she had begun to feel recently? She couldn’t say.



She rolled once more in her bed, buried her head under the pillow in a desperate attempt to conjure up slumber. It was hopeless though, so she finally threw the pillow and the blanket away. She sat up, sighing.



She looked round her bedroom. Worn-out, dented furniture; books and scrolls strewn all over the place; a lantern, hanging to a rusted slanting stud, delivering what grim and guttering light its inner flame could muster. There was no solace to find here.



So she shuffled into the corridor and along to the nearest stairway. There she listlessly climbed up to the next landing. She halted, dithered for a brief instant, then crossed the few steps to the huge, finely filigreed door which guarded the entrance to the royal lodge. 



She knocked. Once. Twice. Thrice. There was no answer.



Respectfully she cracked the door open and uttered her mentor’s name. Still no response. She pushed the door farther and found herself facing solid darkness. Celestia wasn’t here, that was for certain. She pulled back the door closed and paused. Where could she be at this time of the night? Out for a night on the town? That was unlikely, but…



Crestfallen, she retraced her steps. She was halfway back when another possibility popped in her mind. She doubled back up the stairs to the tower’s top.



Winter’s night was bitterly cold and windy. Across the roof, leaning heavily against the battlements, Celestia was gazing up at the gibbous moon. 



Sunset Shimmer padded to her. As she came closer, Celestia turned her head towards her, then down. She sighed.



– ‘Do I disturb you, master?’ Sunset Shimmer asked.



Celestia did not answer. A heavy hush fell.



– ‘I apologise, master,’ Sunset said at last. ‘I didn’t mean to—’



– ‘Nine hundred years. Nine hundred years precisely this year’, Celestia cut in.



– ‘I beg your pardon?’



Celestia raised her head and cocked it towards the moon. ‘For nine hundred years she has been exiled yonder.’



– ‘Master,’ Sunset replied, ‘you know you had no choice but to cast her away, lest the world be bound in darkness eternal.’



Celestia didn’t answer immediately. Somewhere in the distance a firework rose and exploded into a vibrant clover of light, casting transient shadows on the stones.



– ‘I should have done better,’ Celestia said at last. ‘I was remiss, I was blind and careless. I failed her.’



Sunset Shimmer exhaled softly. Wisps of smoke rose from her nostrils, as if she was breathing living fire.



– ‘And now,’ Celestia carried on, ‘I’m affrighted.’



– ‘Affrighted?’



Celestia turned her head towards her apprentice. 



– ‘You didn’t notice it. No one does. But the moon…’ She hesitated an instant. ‘The moon falls steadily towards us. Each passing year, it is closer. And in a hundred years, it will be nigh enough for her to leap across the chasm…’



Sunset Shimmer’s eyes widened.



– ‘I don’t know if I will be able to face it,’ Celestia resumed. ‘The only thing I know for sure is that I will not be able to summon the strength to send her thither again for another millenium. Come what may…’



Several loud bangs resounded all round as more fireworks blossomed in every part of the city.



Sunset Shimmer leant against her master’s flank. ‘You will find a way to deal with it, master,’ she said. ‘You always do.’



Celestia sighed. ‘I hope so,’ she answered. ‘I hope so. But I don’t know how, yet. Alas, Sunset, in time, even the wisest may falter.’



Sunset Shimmer didn’t reply. 



On the rooftop of Canterlot castle’s Moon tower, Celestia and her pupil remained motionless, their eyes fixed on the horizon, until the very last spark of the very last firework faded away into the starry night.
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