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The Three Sisters: Extended Family

Chapter 1

By Wanderer D

“Rarity! We’re going out now!” Her mother’s voice floated up the stairs. “Please take care of Sweetie Belle! We’ll be back in four hours or so!”

“Yes, mom!” Rarity called back, trotting down the stairs until she stood next to her baby sister.

“Are you sure you can handle it, dear?” her mother asked once more, making it about five times in the last hour.

“I’ll be fine mom! I promise! I can take care of my little sister!” Rarity insisted. “She’s only an infant!”

“We could still call Red Heart, I’m sure she would-”

“It’s okay dear,” her father said. “Rarity can take care of her. She’s a very responsible filly!” he chuckled putting a hoof on Rarity’s head.

Rarity felt her control breaking as her dad playfully ruffled her mane. “D-dad! Not the mane! I- I was really careful to groom it just the way I like it!”

Her dad chuckled but relented. “Since when are you so prissy about your looks?”

“Since she started behaving like a lady!” her mother spoke up. “Really, Field Kick, her behaviour has changed for the best!”

Field Kick chuckled. “I know, I know, I just wish we could watch the games like we did before,”

Rarity felt a slight lump in her throat. “I- I’m sorry daddy, I promise to watch the game with you!”

Field Kick laughed and gave her a big hug. Rarity’s eyes snapped wide open when her tail flashed and turned straight and green. Shooting a wild look at her mother, who was thankfully looking outside, she quickly closed her eyes and with a green flash her tail was back.

“Well dear, our cab is here,” her mother said, then she did a double-take. “Rarity, did you dye your tail? I’m not sure it works, dear!”

Rarity blinked and looked at her tail. It was a very deep purple. “Um- I- I had an accident earlier,” she quickly replied; her smile a rictus of unease.

“And next time make sure you dye it in the team colors!” Field Kick laughed,  turning around and putting his forearm around her mother’s shoulders. “Come on, dear, let’s go!”

The moment the door closed, Sweetie Belle violently spat her pacifier and started crying. “Maaaaaaaaaaamaaaaaaa!”

The unexpected wail made Rarity jump into the air, flashing green until she was standing upside down on the ceiling, glaring at Sweetie Belle, who took another look at her and wailed harder. Rarity rolled her eyes and dropped down to the floor, her little wings fluttering briefly into view until she was safely on the ground. With a green flash they were gone.

“Sweetie Belle!” She chided, gingerly picking up her sister from the back of the diaper. She carried the infant unicorn into the play room she had helped her parents set up and put her down next to a little device. It looked vaguely like a merry-go-round, but on a scale that made it possible for Sweetie to use her hooves to hit the movable parts and make it rock back and forth, producing a small melody.

Sweetie Belle giggled and started batting away at the little toy while Rarity watched. Her thoughts went back to the Hive, where she had not had a ‘play room’; her days had been spent practicing with assigned drones on how to shapeshift, or with her sisters tutoring her on the ways of the Hive when her mother did not have time to do so. Which was most of the time.

Rarity sighed. She much preferred life and her parents here. There was so much love that her inexpert shapeshifting was not as taxing as it would have been otherwise. She still felt a pang of guilt at how her new... personality... was a bit more aloof than she had been before she and Pupa had become one being.

She smiled down at Sweetie Belle, whose eyes were focused on her. “What is it, Sweetie Belle?”

“Maaaalk!”

Rarity frowned. “What?”

“Maaaaalk!” Sweetie Belle insisted.

“Malk? What’s- oh, silly me!” Rarity chuckled, trotting over to the fridge. She pulled out a bottle of milk and slowly heated it with a spell until it was lukewarm. She presented it to the infant filly, who greedily rolled on her back, holding the bottle to her lips as she sucked the milk out of it.

Rarity shook her head. Her wings materialized once again as she scooped up Sweetie Belle in her forearms and flew them upstairs to her room. She placed Sweetie Belle on her bed and sat down next to her to brood a bit more.

The squelching sounds were a bit distracting, but not by much. It sort of reminded her of the drone chambers where little drones would burst out of their sacks, jelly splattering all over the place... their cute little faces straining as they fought for the very first time to stand up; it was disgusting, by pony standards. She had to remember that.

Rarity stood in front of the mirror and looked at herself. She conjured up the image of the sacks bursting and tried to replace the small smile with a look of disgust. All the time her new sister, barely a week old, kept making sucking and squelching noises until the unmistakable sound of her sucking on air made Rarity return to her side.

Gently, she removed the bottle from Sweetie’s hooves and picked her up, placing Sweetie’s chest against her shoulder as she tapped the infant unicorn on the back with her hoof until she burped.

Rarity giggled, then shook her head and made a face. “Um... eww, Sweetie Belle...” she attempted half-heartedly. She shook her head. It would take a while to pretend to be disgusted at things.

“Will it ever become a second nature?” she wondered aloud, putting her sister down on the bed.

Sweetie Belle cooed at her and cuddled up, closing her eyes and muttering to herself. “Wawitwy”

Rarity smiled and nuzzled her sister, wondering if Cocoon or Chrysalis had ever cuddled up with her like this.

“Probably not,” she snorted, then laid down next to Sweetie Belle. The baby filly instinctively cuddled up to her, enjoying the warmth of her body and the rhythm of her breathing. “But I guess it doesn’t matter,” Rarity whispered, closing her eyes. “I have you to spoil.”
o.0.o

“Rarity has been acting weird lately,” Sweetie Belle said, sulking as she stared at the crayon-drawn map of Ponyville that decorated the wall of the CMC headquarters.
“What do y’all mean? More than usual?” Apple Bloom asked.
“Ha, ha,” Sweetie growled. 
“Aw, come on, Sweetie, it’s true that your sister is odd most of the time,” Scootaloo chuckled, bumping Sweetie’s shoulder with her hoof.
“Okay, okay, she is!” Sweetie groaned, rubbing her shoulder. “But it’s weird. She’s acting... different.”
Her two friends stopped and looked at each other.
“Different how?” Apple Bloom asked.
“Well, she’s not... whiny,” Sweetie Belle said slowly, trying to find the words to express her observations. “She’s distracted and, she looks sad and happy at the same time... it’s weird, okay? I don’t know how  to explain it. She’s just... not the same.”
“Okay, let’s look at this in an illogical manner...” Scootaloo stated, face serious.
“Y’all mean ‘logical’ manner, right?” Apple Bloom corrected.
“Logical? Is that a word?” Scootaloo blinked. “Funny, I’m always told I’m being illogical, I never thought you could be logical.”
“Anyway,” Apple Bloom sighed. “Sweetie, when did your sister start actin’ all funny?”
Sweetie frowned. “It was just after we received a package from the castle last week,” she said. “Rarity read a letter that was in a weird language and she started crying.” She looked at the others. “I think that’s when she changed... she put the crown on a shelf next to the letter and-”
“Wait, crown?” Scootaloo interrupted. “Why did she get a crown?”
“I don’t know! I don’t even think it’s hers!” Sweetie Belle snapped. “It belongs to somepony called ‘Purity’ and was sent to her by somepony called ‘Chrysy.’”
“Chrysy?” Scootaloo blinked. “Why does that sound familiar?”
“I know, right?” Sweetie moaned planting her face on the table. “I can’t figure it out, and it’s driving me crazy!”
“Chrysy...” Apple Bloom shook her head. “Ah know it does sound familiar, but why?”
They stared at the map in frustration for a few moments.
“Well, we’re not going to figure it out by staying here!” Scootaloo declared. It was then that they heard the bump on the roof. The three fillies turned around to see a green flash just outside their window and a moan.
The three looked at each other before rushing out. Lying on the ground was a cream-coated pegasus just slightly older than them. Her cutie mark was some sort of flower. She shook her head and slowly stood up.
“Hey! Are you okay?” Scootaloo asked, checking her fellow pegasus for signs of injury. “That sounded like a nasty bump!”
“I- I’m okay,” the stranger said, letting her light green mane’s bangs cover most of her face. “I’m really sorry I crashed into your... house. I was just looking at the apple trees and, well, they’re gorgeous! I got so distracted that- um. Sorry.”
Sweetie Belle and Scootaloo glanced at each other, but Apple Bloom took a step forward. “Ah hope you weren’t tryin’ to get your hooves on some of our apples!”
“Oh, no!” the pegasus’ eyes widened. “I really wasn’t! Promise! I just wanted a closer look! They all look so healthy!” She took off and hovered in front of one of the trees, holding one of the leaves in her hoof, without pulling it off the tree. “See how green it is? It’s so healthy! Even with this heat it’s barely shriveling at all! You take very good care of your trees!”
Apple Bloom smiled and puffed her chest. “That’s right! In Sweet Apple Acres we all take good care of all our trees here! We produce the best apples in Equestria! You should  try one!”
“Oh, I- I couldn’t impose!” the pegasus shook her head, honey-tinted irises shimmering.
“Pluh-eze!” Apple Bloom drawled. “Go ahead! Ah’m givin’ it to you! No imposition at all!”
“Well, if you say so...” the pegasus took one apple off the tree and bit into it. She swooned. “Oh, by my ancestors... this is...” she stared at the apple before giving it another, ravenous bite. And another. She paused to slowly munch on them and swooned once more.
Scootaloo lipsmacked and gulped down. “Um... A-Apple Bloom... do you think I could also have an apple? I’m really craving one now.”
Sweetie Belle stared at the apple in the stranger’s hooves with envy and nodded once her acquiescence.
Apple Bloom smiled and bucked the tree, dropping a few more apples. “Go right ahead!”
Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle wasted no time in biting at their own apples, adding their own praises to the pegasus’ own.
“So,” Scootaloo spoke up in between bites. “I don’t think I’ve seen you around, are you new to Ponyville?”
“What’s your name?” Apple Bloom asked.
“My name is Thysa,” she provided, taking the last bite of her apple. “And I’m here for–” she cut short as her eyes widened as she stared into space. “Oh, no!”
“What?!” Apple Bloom asked, looking in the same direction as Thysa was and seeing nothing.
“I got too distracted! I must find my aunt!” Thysa exclaimed. “It’s really important!”
She prepared to take off again, but Sweetie Belle stopped her. “Wait! If she lives here in Ponyville we can probably tell you where she is!”
Thysa blinked and settled down. “That makes sense,” she said, looking at the three fillies. Then she saw a flower and bent down to smell it. “Wow... this flower smells so nice!”
“So, what’s her name?” Scootaloo prompted.
“Hmm?” Thysa looked up and blinked. “Oh. Oh! Yes! My auntie. Her name is Purity.”
o.0.o

Rarity stared at the crown and the letter for the upteenth time that day. Then shook her head and turned around, trying to put down the feather and ink to paper. Her new design was... too frilly. It looked nice on paper, but she knew that once the dress was put together, it would be too cumbersome and downright comical to look at. Which was not what she was going for. However, the key of the design was in the details, and as such, taking away certain elements required careful thought.
And careful thought required clarity of mind.
And clarity of mind required her not to be thinking about the damned crown!
Sighing, Rarity put down the feather into the inkwell. And stepped away from her drawing table. “This is ridiculous,” she chided herself. “You know it’s stupid to go. Even if Chrysy said it would be fine- there are too many bad memories there. And who knows what her true intentions are, she might...” she trailed off, looking up at the shelf and the objects on top of it.
“Okay, so she might not try and kill me, but what to do? I cannot simply go there by myself!” she levitated the letter and opened it, glancing in. “She said I could bring somepony else, but who would be my best bet? Twilight? Or maybe Rainbow Dash...”
Rarity started pacing around her study. “Why must things be so difficult? If she hadn’t gone ahead and started her stupid war this would have never happened!” she groaned. “I could have lived my life as Rarity and left the Hive alone. It took me years to stop thinking about them!”
She shook her head and walked up to the mirror. Lowering the shades, she magically lit up a small lamp and released her disguise. A habit that she had outgrown... and then found addictive after revealing herself to her friends and Chrysalis.
She was taller and slimmer, her blue mane with seaweed-green highlights was curled up in her usual style and her cutie mark contrasted wonderfully with her black chitin armor. Her wings buzzed a bit as she relished in letting them flutter a bit.
“I’m really good looking,” she admitted to herself. “Even my horn looks nice and deadly.” Rarity snorted.
She heard the door downstairs open and close and sighed, letting her body be encased in emerald flame, revealing her real form as far as she was concerned. Rarity opened the curtains and headed downstairs. “Welcome to the Carousel Boutique, where everything is- oh, it’s you, Sweetie Belle!”
She cantered up to her sister and nuzzled her. “What brings you here?” she asked, eyeing the pegasus that had just followed Sweetie Belle in. She frowned and stepped between her sister and the pegasus, who was looking around the boutique curiously, ignoring them completely.
“Who are you?” Rarity asked.
Sweetie Belle looked at her sister in confusion. Rarity sounded... angry.
The pegasus blinked and turned to look at them. “Oh, I’m–”
“Never mind that,” Rarity growled. “Why are you here? How dare you use my sister to get to me?”
“R-Rarity?” Sweetie Belle asked, starting to look a bit scared.
“Why...” Thysa looked at Rarity innocently. “I didn’t! I promise! She said she could help me–”
“Don’t lie, changeling!” Rarity growled, her horn lighting up with magic. The door slammed shut and glowed a bit as her magic secured it. “Why are you in Ponyville?”
“I- I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Thysa stammered. “I’m just a pegasus and I’m–”
“Just a pegasus,” Rarity snorted. “Your disguise shimmers when you are caught unawares. Even now I can tell by the blurring that you’re having trouble keeping it up. Who sent you?”
Sweetie Belle stared at Thysa in horror as the pegasus slumped down and green flames erupted around her, revealing a changeling, not unlike Chrysalis, only younger.
“I-” Thysa stammered, eyes getting watery. “I- I’m sorry! Nopony sent me! I just want to talk to my auntie! There’s trouble in the Hive!” she started crying, covering her head and sobbing. She started chittering “I’m sorry! Please don’t hurt me!” over and over again.
“R-Rarity?” Sweetie Belle ventured. “S-she said she was looking for ‘auntie Purity’ and- and I remembered that you seemed to know who that was so I...” she trailed off when she noticed that Rarity was staring at the changeling in horror.
“Wh–” Rarity cleared her throat. “Who are you?” she asked less forcefully, but Thysa didn’t speak up. Rarity looked around, clearly at a loss. She didn’t know what to say or do. Finally she looked at Sweetie Belle. “Sweetie, please go fetch Twilight and... don’t tell anypony about this. Please... not even Apple Bloom and Scootaloo. It’s really important.” She released the lock on the door and motioned for her sister to get going.
“But- but why is she here?” Sweetie asked. “Why do you know who Purity is?” her eyes were also getting watery as she stared at her older sister. “Tell me...” she whispered. “Please? Was that letter from the changelings?”
Rarity closed her eyes, her feelings reeling. “Sweetie, I- please get Twilight,” she slumped down. “I’ll need somepony to watch over her while we talk. I promise to tell you everything, sis.”
Sweetie gulped, nodding once before galloping out of the door.
Sighing, Rarity gently closed the door and spoke in the chittering language of the changelings. “What’s your name, little princess?”
“T-Thysa,” the changeling princess sobbed, apparently not noticing the change in language at all.
“Thysa,” Rarity sighed, patting the changeling’s head gently. “It’s okay. I know about you, you are Chrysalis’ daughter... the one that loves plants.”
Thysa seemed to have calmed down a bit and drew a shuddering breath. She looked up at Rarity and nodded.
Rarity shook her head and stood up, letting the changeling gather herself as she paced.
“Why did you come all the way here, Thysa?” Rarity asked, looking at her niece. “What kind of trouble would make you abandon the Hive?”
“I- I need to talk to auntie Purity, she’s the only one that could understand...” Thysa muttered. “No offense.”
Rarity rolled her eyes and let herself change.
Thysa stared at the queen changeling in front of her. There was no way this could be any other changeling than... “Auntie Purity!”
Just as Thysa launched herself to hug her, Rarity heard a horrified gasp. Her eyes widened as she turned to face the door, which had been pushed ajar. Sweetie Belle stood on the doorway, frozen in place, her eyes wide and tearful, her expression one of horrified confusion.
“S-Sweetie Belle!” Rarity called just as her niece latched on to her.
Shaking her head, Sweetie Belle turned around and galloped away.
o.0.o End Chapter 1 o.0.o
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The Three Sisters: Extended Family
Chapter 2
By Wanderer D

She’s not Rarity! She’s not RARITY! She’s a freaking CHANGELING! Sweetie Belle thought in a panic as she galloped through Ponyville. What am I going to do?! Where is my real sister? Why is this happening now?
Behind her she thought she heard Rarity- no, the changeling’s voice calling her name. Gritting her teeth, she lowered her head and galloped faster. I can’t let her catch me! Who knows what she would do to me? Sweetie’s mind conjured up a myriad possibilities. Will she suck my feelings? Will she erase my memories? Will she turn me into a changeling?! Her mind created an image of her sister standing over her.
“Sweetie Belle, I have sucked all the emotions from you!” Rarity-changeling told her in her imagination. “You are now a changeling queen! You must go and create a Hive! Turn your friends into changeling drones to help you!”

“Nooooooo!” Sweetie Belle wailed. “I don’t wanna rule the changelings! I wanna be a pon- oof!” she stumbled back from the unicorn she had slammed into and finally collapsed after taking a couple of steps back. She shook her head and looked up to see Twilight Sparkle picking herself up. “Twilight!”
“Sweetie Belle?” Twilight shook her head. “What happened? Why did you run into me like that?”
“I’m–” Sweetie was about to apologize when she remembered what had happened. “Twilight!”
Twilight Sparkle blinked. “Wait, no, I’m pretty sure I’m Twilight. Did you hit your head too hard?”
“No! I mean, I know you’re Twilight, but I need your help!” Sweetie Belle looked around wildly. “But we have to hide!”
“Help? You’re not trying to brew another love potion, are you?”
“No! I need- it’s Rarity! She’s not a pony! She’s a changel- mph!”
Twilight kept her hoof in Sweetie’s mouth as she watched other ponies trot by. “Okay Sweetie, it’s clear we need to talk, but let’s go someplace else... this is not something you should talk about in public.”
Sweetie nodded and made a face when Twilight removed her hoof. “I just–”
“In the library, I promise,” Twilight said soothingly as she led the filly towards said tree. “I’m sure you have lots of questions and–”
“Waaait a minute!” Sweetie stopped just as they reached the entrance. “How do you know what I’m talking about?”
Twilight blinked and looked down at the filly. “Okay, tell me what is it? I don’t think there’s anypony else around right now,” she added, looking about.
“Rarity is not a pony! She’s a changeling!” Sweetie Belle whispered fiercely.
“Oh,” Twilight nodded. “That... yeah, I imagine it must be a bit of a shock, but–”
“A bit of a shock?!” Sweetie snapped, prompting Twilight to cast a silencing charm around the library. “She’s been replaced by a changeling!”
“Well, that’s not exactly how it is, you see–”
“Hey Twilight!” Spike called, opening the door to the library. “You have a guest! She said she was looking for her sister and that she probably had come to visit you!” he glanced over his shoulder before he leaned in conspiratorially. “I told her you hadn’t seen anypony today, but she wouldn’t listen!”
Twilight looked up to see a unicorn mare with a black coat. Her mane was an almost pink red, as was the cutie mark in the shape of a hourglass on her flank approaching them. She suddenly had a very bad feeling.
“Who are you?”
“Me?” the mare’s voice was smooth, alluring. “I am called Arachne. I came here to you because mother mentioned something about help from Ponyville and a princess...” she smiled seductively. “And you, dear, are Princess Celestia’s student, aren’t you? Therefore I came to you first, before my sister could reach you.”
“I- your sister?” Twilight stammered, rearing back a little as she felt her cheeks grow warmer. “I’m afraid I don’t understand, I haven’t met anypony new today and–”
Arachne pouted. “Aw, my little sister Thysa hasn’t visited?”
At the mention of the name, Sweetie’s eyes became wide. “Twilight! Thysa’s a changeling! She must be a changeling too!”
“What?!” Twilight was immediately standing between Sweetie and Arachne, her horn glowing with magic, while Spike jumped behind her.
“My, my, what an interesting little filly,” Arachne giggled, pacing in front of the trio. “So you have met Thysa, then? How curious. I was sure she would come to Twilight first...” she grinned, tapping her hooves on the floor. “Thysa can be so silly; she probably got distracted by something stupid like that carrot patch at the edge of town.”
Sweetie said nothing, making herself smaller and trying to hide behind Twilight. “What did you do to my–” once more she found her mouth covered by Twilight’s hoof.
“I suggest you leave, Arachne,” Twilight said firmly. “You are not welcome here.”
“Oh, I will!” Arachne chuckled and her eyes glinted. “But not alone.”
Twilight’s eyes widened as she looked down at a circle of green flames that had formed around her, Spike and Sweetie Belle.”
“What the!?” The baby dragon reacted, jumping back just as the flames went up and enveloped both unicorns. When the flames died, they were gone.
Arachne laughed as she smirked evilly at the dragon. “Let’s see your princess find the Hive now!” she laughed as flames enveloped her body. Soon, she was replaced by a raven, who squawked once before flying out the window.
o.0.o

Thysa flew down, disguised once more as a pegasus. “I can’t see her!” she said, landing next to Rarity who was calling and asking around for Sweetie Belle.
“Oh, Sweetie!” Rarity lamented, looking around desperately. “Why couldn’t you have waited until you talked to Twilight?”
Thysa sighed. “I’m sorry auntie,” she said. “I just really wanted to find you an–”
Rarity shook her head. “No time,” she interrupted. “First we find Sweetie, then we worry about what to do with you, Thysa. I don’t blame you, but- I’m worried.”
Thysa didn’t say anything, simply nodding meekly. It was clear she felt guilty for the situation happening in the first place.
“I can go take another look,” Thysa offered. “Maybe ask the pegasi if they have seen her?”
Rarity was about to nod when she heard her name.
“Rarity!” Spike shouted, running as fast as his short legs could carry him. “Rarity! Come quick!”
“Spike!” Rarity motioned for Thysa to go with her. The pair galloped up to meet Spike halfway. The baby dragon took several deep breaths, all the while staring at Rarity in distress.
“Rarity, something horrible has happened!”
“What is it, Spike?” Rarity asked, trying to remain calm, even if she felt her stomach grow cold. Could this be related to Sweetie Belle?
“It’s Twilight!” Spike said, making her sigh in guilty-feeling gratitude. “And Sweetie Belle!” Spike added. “They were taken away!”
Rarity’s eyes widened as she stared at the little dragon. “W-what?”
“I think he said they were taken,” Thysa supplied helpfully.
“I heard that!” Rarity snapped loudly, making several ponies stare at them in surprise. “Take me there, Spike!”
The trio made their way to the library, where Spike pointed at a seemingly clean spot in the floor. Rarity leaned down and looked at it closely.
“I can’t detect anything... it must have been a similar spell to the one sister used to transport Twilight in Canterlot.” She mused.
“Sister?” Spike asked, frowning.
“Spike,” Rarity spoke up, turning to look at the dragon. “Take a letter. ‘Dear Princess Celestia, my sister and Twilight Sparkle have been captured by changelings, I would like to go retrieve her, with your blessing and hopefully with some help. I would very much like to talk to you in person about this as the situation with the Changeling Queendom might be escalating. Your’s truly, Rarity.”
“Es-ca-la-ting...” Spike muttered as he scribbled down the note in parchment. “Should I send it now?” he asked as soon as he was finished.
Rarity nodded. “Please. And after that, go find Pinkie Pie and Rainbow Dash, I’ll go get Fluttershy and Applejack.”
Thysa watched curiously as the dragon used his fire to burn the note, which, unlike notes she had burnt (the flames were pretty) actually turned into mist and flew out the window.
“Come on now,” Rarity said, galloping out of the door. “We have to find the others!”
o.0.o

It wasn’t long before Rarity and Thysa returned with Fluttershy and Applejack. Rainbow Dash and Pinkie Pie were already there, as well as Princesses Celestia and Luna themselves.
Spike had apparently been giving his side of the story the princesses, who looked up as the three last members of the group arrived.
“Rarity,” Princess Celestia spoke up when she saw them. “Spike has told me what happened, who is this ‘Arachne’ he’s talking about?”
Rarity sighed. “Arachne is my niece,” she said after a moment, drawing gasps from her friends and a really confused look from Spike.
Celestia frowned. “You seem to be more informed than I expected.”
“I- after I talked to all of you I couldn’t help myself,” Rarity explained. “You see, your highness, I left Canterlot the day after the wedding, the real one, I mean and I went off to see my sister–”
“You what?!” Rainbow Dash shouted, zooming in front of Rarity. “Why did you do that?! Don’t you know how dangerous that was!?”
“She’s my sister!” Rarity snapped. “I don’t expect you to understand, Rainbow Dash, but family is something you just don’t brush off because of a fight! Regardless of how awful they can be at times!”
“Quite right,” Celestia added, making Rainbow Dash shuffle uncomfortably.
“W-well, then, who is this?!” Rainbow Dash asked, shifting her eyes to Thysa, who meeped and cringed right next to Fluttershy, who meeped and cringed when Rainbow Dash was suddenly in front of them.
“That,” said Rarity, “Is my other niece, Thysa.”
“Now, just how many nieces do y’all have?” Applejack spoke up.
“Four,” Rarity replied. “Arachne, Acari, Phasmi and Thysa. According to Chrysy, my two elder nieces are forces to be reckoned with.”
“Aha! So you are a changeling!” Rainbow Dash said, pointing her hoof at Fluttershy. She blinked then looked from one trembling Fluttershy to the other. “Wait, which one’s which?”
“Really, Rainbow Dash,” Rarity chided her, shaking her head. “Come on dear, calm down. I promise that Rainbow Dash here won’t do anything to you.”
The Fluttershy on the right nodded slowly and stood up.
Rarity sighed. “You can stand up too, Thysa.”
“Oh...” the Fluttershy on the left said, blinking and did as instructed. In a flash of green, she was in her original, changeling form.
“As amusing as this is,” Luna spoke up. “We need to figure out our course of action, I will not stand by again while the changelings threaten our lands and friends!” She paused and looked at Thysa and Rarity. “No offense,”
“None taken,” Rarity assured her.
“Wait!” Spike spoke up. “Wait, wait... so... Rarity, our Rarity is a changeling!?”
Everypony looked at each other with a bit of concern before nodding. How would the news affect the baby dragon?
“Wow,” Spike whispered, stunned. Then he smiled. “Hey! Does that mean you can turn into a dragon?”
o.0.o

Sweetie Belle opened her eyes and quickly scrambled to her hooves. She looked around, taking in the damp feeling in the air and the fact that she had been laying unconscious on the murky floor of a cavern of some sort.
The dark walls were sometimes illuminated by little green globes of... something. And that something seemed to be ooze. “Eww!”
She made a face and stepped away from it. “Where am I?” she finally asked.
“Prison,” said a voice from behind her.
Sweetie quickly turned around to stare at whoever it was she had missed seeing the first time. At first she missed seeing anypony else, but slowly a shadow at the back of the room shifted. Sweetie Belle narrowed her eyes, trying to figure out what it was, and when she did she cried out in surprise and pressed back against the wall. “No! Stay away from me!”
Chrysalis rolled her eyes, laying down on the floor again. “I don’t know what you expect me to do, filly, but whatever it is it’s probably not what I would do.”
Sweetie blinked and went through what had just been said. “Wait... you’re saying you won’t hurt me?”
Chrysalis gave her a half-lidded look full of boredom. “Yes, I really have no interest in you. A fact that my dear daughters seem blissfully unaware.” She smirked. “When Arachne threw you in here her exact words were ‘I brought you dinner’.”
Sweetie Belle gulped. “B-but you’re not gonna eat me, right?”
Chrysalis snorted. “No,” you wouldn’t feed me for long and–” she hesitated.
“And?” Sweetie prompted.
“I’d rather not eat the only company I’ve had since last week,” Chrysalis said after a moment. “Besides, they underestimate you ponies, they don’t expect anyone to come get you and your friend, Twilight Sparkle.” She chuckled. “I know better.”
“Twilight!” Sweetie Belle looked at Chrysalis in horror. “What happened to her? You aren’t force-feeding her all the love in the colony to turn her into the new queen, are you?”
“Force-feeding-” Chrysalis shook her head, bewildered. “What kind of stories have you been listening to, filly? That is absurd!”
Sweetie Belle let out a sigh of relief.
“It would be a more involved process,” Chrysalis elaborated. “We would have to drain her of all fluids first, then we would have to...” she trailed off seeing the look of horror in Sweetie’s eyes. “But... no, uh... she’s not being converted.”
“Where is she?” Sweetie Belle asked.
Chrysalis pointed a hoof up. “Somewhere in the floor above,” she explained. “Probably in a cocoon.”
Sweetie’s mind went back to the one that the changelings had placed Princess Celestia into and shuddered.
“So what now?” Sweetie asked.
“We wait,” Chrysalis said. “What else?”
“But... if you’re here, you’re also a prisoner?” Sweetie Belle asked after a moment.
“You just figured that out?” Chrysalis snorted. “Yes, I am a prisoner. Just like you.”
“But... can’t you, I dunno, transform into something else and escape?”
“Not right now,” Chrysalis motioned with her hoof at the cave around them. “Our prisons are very specialized affairs, you cannot teleport or open a portal from the inside. It can only be done from the outside. My daughters made the mistake of throwing me in here,” her eyes narrowed. “They are severely underestimating me.”
“But what can you do from inside a prison?” Sweetie Belle asked.
“Oh, much more than they think,” Chrysalis grinned evilly. She looked askance at Sweetie Belle. “You look familiar, have we met?”
“I- I was in the wedding at the castle when you attacked,” Sweetie Belle said.
Chrysalis frowned and leaned closer to look at Sweetie Belle. She gasped. “You’re... Sweetie Belle?!”
“Huh? You know me?” Sweetie Belle asked, surprised.
“This... complicates things,” Chrysalis admitted, standing up and walking closer to Sweetie Belle. “We’ll have to make sure you are well fed and taken care of. This might even call for a change in plans...” Chrysalis grinned evilly and her eyes flashed. “Yes, this will definitely call for a change in plans, I’ll have to move earlier but that might be for the best, we’ll get you somewhere safe and I’ll attack so quickly my daughters won’t know what hit them!”
“But why?” Sweetie Belle asked.
Chryslais blinked. “Well, if they don’t know what hit them, they are less likely to be able to form a plan of action and–”
“No, I mean why do you want me to be safe? Why do I change things?”
Chrysalis chuckled. “Because you’re family.”
o.0.o End Chapter 2 o.0.o
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“Family!?” Sweetie Belle stepped back, shaking her head as she stared in horror at Chrysalis. “I’m not a changeling!”
“By adoption,” Chrysalis rolled her eyes. “You ponies always jump to conclusions.” She shook her head.
“Like Twilight when she jumped to the conclusion that you were really not Cadence?” Sweetie Belle asked innocently.
Chrysalis narrowed her eyes. “Yes,” she hissed. “Just like Twilight.” She gritted her teeth. “But that doesn’t mean that it’s the right answer every time.”
“But she was right that time!” Sweetie Belle argued. “If she hadn’t jumped to conclusions you would have conquered Canterlot and we would be all living as part of your evil empire!”
Chrysalis’ eyebrow twitched. “Even she had more reason to jump to conclusions than you do right now.”
“Listen lady, I just saw my sister turn into a changeling and talk to another in clicks and taps. I think I am entitled to think whatever I want.”
Chrysalis blinked then started laughing so hard she rolled onto her back.
“What?” Sweetie Belle growled. “It’s true! I wanna know where my real sister is! Where is Rarity?”
When Chrysalis didn’t stop laughing Sweetie Belle started hitting the floor with her front hooves, tears forming in her eyes as she shouted in anger, “I want my sister back! Why did you take her away from me, you monster?!”
Still chuckling, Chrysalis shook her head and sat up. She grinned at Sweetie. “Do you really want to know?”
Sweetie barely nodded, the tears of frustration still present in her eyes.
“Probably worried sick about you having gone missing,” Chrysalis shrugged. “I imagine she’s kicking herself for not telling you sooner.”
“Telling me what?” Sweetie mumbled as she dropped on her haunches, staring at the ground in annoyance.
“That’s she’s a changeling queen, of course,” Chrysalis said.
“But that’s not Rarity!” Sweetie insisted. “That’s some changeling called Purity!”
Chrysalis sighed. “Yes, that’s my nickname for her, since she’s both, my sister Pupa–”
“Aha!” Sweetie Belle jumped to her hooves.
“-and your sister Rarity. So I called her Purity,” Chrysalis finished.
“Huh?” Sweetie’s face went blank. “But that- how does that even work? It’s impossible! Infeasible! Inconceivable! It’s–”
“What are you, a dictionary?” Chrysalis growled. “Shut up already.”
“Sorry,” Sweetie muttered.
“Listen, Sweetie,” Chrysalis held the filly’s shoulder with a hoof. “Pupa and Rarity are the same pony. And she’s your sister as much as she’s mine. She- at least you had her with you all this time. I don’t even remember what it felt like to have a sister.”
Sweetie hesitated, looking up to stare at Chrysalis, who was looking away with what seemed to be a bit of regret tinged with pride. “What do you mean?”
Chrysalis closed her eyes. “A long time ago... I thought Pupa had died. I never thought I would see her again, and so I just carried on as usual. But- when Purity revealed herself to me, I remembered so many things that I had not cared about back then,” she sighed. “It made me all nostalgic and melancholic.” Her eyes opened and her gaze centered on Sweetie Belle. “Emotions are not a good thing for merciless queens. I did the right thing by coming back here to the Hive and becoming the Queen. I will never think otherwise.”
Sweetie was quiet for a moment. “So... if my sister really is Pupa... and I am not saying she is,” she clarified. “Why didn't she return here? Why did she pretend she was dead?”
Chrysalis smirked. “Life in the Hive is not... as happy as life in pony lands. We are constantly being tested, be it by nature, enemies or ourselves. Pupa was never cut to be as... cold as she needed to be to survive here. It’s clear to me she chose the softer life of a pony because of that. It was probably for the best, otherwise she would have died.”
“I don’t think Pupa is Rarity,” Sweetie said after a moment contemplating the horrible notion of not having a sister because she died. “Rarity has always been in Ponyville...”
Chrysalis nodded. “There is a magic we changelings have called ‘soul meld’, which is exactly that; it takes the souls of two or more changelings and mixes them together into one being. It’s usually done to create the stronger and smarter captains out of several drones... but what happened is that my and Purity’s sister, Cocoon, used that spell to save the lives of both Pupa and Rarity. Or at least that’s what I think happened.”
Sweetie Belle sniffled. “Why didn’t she tell me, if that’s true?”
Chrysalis snorted. “I don’t know about Rarity at that age, but Pupa was always a very sensitive little princess. She was probably terrified of what would happen if anypony found out. I don’t think she even knew what a soul-meld was. She was probably very confused for a while... imagine you are thinking in two different ways at the same time. The same problem you see in front of you gives you two consecutive instinctual reactions. Occurrences or objects or conversations give you equally strong conflicting feelings... it’s not easy. Can you imagine what your sister went through when that happened? How scared she would be of ponies finding out?”
Sweetie looked away. “There was this one time...”
o.0.o

“Sweetie! Sweetie Belle!” Rarity called, looking around the house. “It’s time to go to school, Sweetie Belle!”

“I don’t wanna!” Sweetie’s voice came from the floor above. “When I come back you’ll be gone!”

Rarity smiled a bit sadly. “Well, I know I’ll be gone, Sweetie, but I promise you can visit anytime! A pony needs to set out in the world, and my boutique is the first step in becoming my own mare. I’m sure you understand.”

“No! I don’t want you to have your own place! I want you to stay!” Sweetie Belle’s voice retorted, prompting Rarity to start walking towards its originating point. “I want my sister here!”

“Sweetie,” Rarity smiled. “That’s very sweet of you dear, but it’s simply not possible. Why, with all my equipment I’m already incapable of sleeping in my own room! I need more space dear, and I cannot have it here.” She stopped in front of the door that led into her own room. “Please, Sweetie, come on out, we don’t want you to be late.”

“No!”

Sighing, Rarity’s horn lit up and the door opened. She barely had time to stare in horror as boxes, ponnequins, a desk, travel bags and sewing equipment spilled out on top of her knocking her back and following her, bouncing, down the stairs.

The whole thing crashed loudly on the floor and Sweetie Belle ran out of the room, terrified. “Rarity! Are you okay?” she shouted, running down the stairs and jumping or dodging pieces of Rarity’s luggage. 

“I- I’m f-fine Sweetie...” Rarity stammered. “Just... shaken. Promise me you’ll never pile anypony’s things like that again! That was v-very dangerous!”

Sweetie sighed in relief and nodded, then frowned, looking around for her sister. “Rarity? Where are you?”

“I’m right here, Sweetie... I’m sorry, that really scared me and–”

Sweetie was staring at the roof, where Rarity was standing, upside down and breathing hard, obviously still in shock. Little transparent wings fluttered on her back, buzzing nervously.

Rarity seemed to get back to her senses and blinked back at Sweetie. “Um... I can- I can explain this.”

“Rarity,” Sweetie raised a hoof and pointed at her. “You’re mane’s green!”

“What?! No! Not green!” Rarity shouted, panicking as she saw her mane indeed had green highlights now. In her panic, she let go of the roof, crashing into her bags.

Sweetie stared as the random stuff was moved about and Rarity stood up, wings buzzing, blue-green hair a mess, and a long, twisted black horn running through the neck of one of her ponnequins. Her eyes rolled and she passed out.

Sweetie woke up a bit later and shook her head, groggily. “Wh- what happened?” she muttered, rolling off the sofa. Suddenly what had happened came back to her and she ran to the stairs. The whole place was clean.
“Oh, Sweetie, you’re awake!” Rarity called as she trotted up to her with a smile. “I didn’t know you felt so strongly about me leaving... when you passed out I didn’t know what to do!”
“But- the stairs and... and the green mane and t-the ponnequin...” Sweetie trailed off as Rarity put her hoof against her forehead.

“Hm, you were tossing and turning, dear, I fear you might have had a nightmare.” Rarity sighed. “I’m sorry my leaving is causing this to you, Sweetie... maybe you could skip school and help me move?”

“I–” Sweetie shook her head, then smiled a bit shakily. “I would like that, sis.”

Rarity’s embrace was as warm and loving as always.
o.0.o

“And you believed her?” Chrysalis laughed.
“Hey! I didn’t even know changelings existed back then!” Sweetie replied a bit defensively, although the corner of her mouth betrayed her amusement.
Chrysalis shook her head. “That was priceless!” She opened her eyes wide and waved a hoof in front of Sweetie’s face. “It was aaaaall a dreeeam...”
“Ha, ha,” Sweetie muttered, making a minute effort to bat the hoof away. She glared at Chrysalis. “Well, since we’ll be here for a while, it’s your turn.”
“My turn?” Chrysalis blinked. “My turn for what?”
“For a story!” Sweetie rolled her eyes. “Duh, I just told you one! Now you tell me one.”
Chrysalis frowned. “I don’t know any stories.”
“Yes you do!” Sweetie insisted. “Tell me one about Pupa or Cocoon. What were they like?”
“No,” Chrysalis stated. “I don’t have time to be nostalgic.”
“Pleeeease?” Sweetie Belle asked, big puppy eyes looking deep into Chrysalis’ soul.
The changeling gritted her teeth. “You are far more effective at that than Shining Armor ever was,” she reluctantly conceded. “And even then I couldn’t turn him down all the time...”
“What? Why would Shining Armor do that?”
Chrysalis blinked and looked at Sweetie with a carefully deadpan expression. “No reason,” she said quickly, “Now, about that story...”
o.0.o

“Ugh, what does mother want now?” Chrysalis grunted as she followed her older sister, Cocoon, into the throne room.

“I don’t know,” Cocoon shrugged. “Maybe she has another quest for us.”

“Where does she get those things?” Chrysalis rolled her eyes. “Go fetch a flower! Go catch a diamond dog! Find the golden idol! Doesn’t she know how utterly ridiculous ‘questing’ is? She should simply make me queen and skip all the horseapples.”

“Language,” Cocoon chided without looking back. “It’s tradition, our grandmother probably had her do the exact same things and I will have to do the same to my daughters when I am named queen and you are dead from one of the quests or, if you survive them all, at my hooves.”

Chrysalis snorted. “Whatever.”

The pair reached the main chamber and were allowed in by the guards. Chrysalis and Cocoon stepped forth, slowly making their way to their mother, who stood at the center of the room.

“We are here, mother,” Cocoon spoke.

“So I see,” Queen Metamorpha said. “I called you because you are now both going to witness the arrival of another princess.” She stepped to the side, where both of them could now see a black, egg-like pod resting on the ground, held upright by root-like appendages. The soft sack in the middle glowed a muted green.

“Are you for real?” Chrysalis snorted. “Another princess? Mother, what is the point? This little one doesn’t even stand a chance, we should get rid of her now.”

“It’s funny,” Metamorpha deadpanned. “That’s exactly what Cocoon said when you were born.”

Chrysalis shot a glare in Cocoon’s direction, but the elder sister simply shrugged.

The sack began to pulsate and the Queen turned around. “She is about to be born,” she said over her shoulder.

The sack burst, and green ooze slid down to the floor as a small black figure inside shivered.

Cocoon blinked and took a step closer while Chrysalis trotted after her mother.

“Mother, really, Cocoon wasn’t much older than me when I was born, this little one is at a severe disadvantage! It’s cruel to let her live!” She followed the Queen to the edge of the chamber, and their conversation faded.

The little new born changeling shivered once more, blinking as it tried to make sense of the world around her. Already she was ready to cry in hunger and needing attention. Cocoon smiled a bit as she leaned in and nuzzled the newly born carefully, allowing her emotions to seep through and feed the little princess, who cooed happily.

Cocoon giggled. Then her eyes went wide and she quickly pulled her head back, turning to look in Chrysalis’ direction.

Apparently neither her mother nor sister had noticed anything. Cocoon sighed in relief, not noticing the evil glance and smile Chrysalis gave her once her back was turned. She would use this weakness of her sister’s to her advantage.
o.0.o

“That’s it?” Sweetie’s expression was not amused.
Chrysalis raised an eyebrow. “Well, what did you expect?”
“That’s not a story!” Sweetie protested.
Chrysalis’ shoulders slumped as she rolled her eyes. “Fine.”
o.0.o

“Sister! Look! I found a shifting barnacle!” Pupa called, galloping towards Chrysalis with her prize held in her mouth.

Chrysalis nodded, erecting a transparent shield around the exit. Pupa, being distracted by the large barnacle, didn’t notice until it was too late. She slammed into the force field, dropping the barnacle into the floor and bouncing back.

Chrysalis barked out a laugh as Pupa struggled to her hooves.
o.0.o

“That’s not funny!” Sweetie admonished Chrysalis.
“Eh, you had to be there to see her expression,” the changeling retorted. Then her eyes brightened. “Maybe that way you’ll get it!”
Sweetie Belle took a step back as Chrysalis stood up, horn glowing with magic. “W-what are you going to do?”
“I’m going to let you see my memory!” Chrysalis stated. “It was just sisterly games, that’s all! Here, look!” She leaned down, touching her horn to Sweetie’s and suddenly Sweetie was in a damp cave, looking at pupa galloping happily towards her.
o.0.o

Pupa bounced off the invisible shield, landing painfully on her side. She groaned and shook her head, confused and not noticing the flash of magic as Chrysalis released the spell.

She stood up on shaky legs and would have fallen were it not for the sudden appearance of Cocoon, who provided a steadying presence, letting Pupa lean her weight on her.

“Here,” Cocoon said, dragging the barnacle on the floor until it was in front of Pupa. Cocoon kept her eyes on the laughing Chrysalis. “Don’t stumble next time.”

“I- I won’t,” Pupa said, not looking up. She dragged herself away from Cocoon, pausing only to carefully lift the barnacle off the floor.

Cocoon’s gaze followed the morose princess until she passed by Chrysalis, who gave Cocoon an annoyed look and turned around.
o.0.o

“See?” Chrysalis asked. “Wasn’t Pupa’s face priceless?”
Sweetie Belle remained quiet, thinking of the look Cocoon had given Pupa. It was very similar to the one Rarity had given her when she had turned to run away. It was a very sad look.
“Well, what did you think?” Chrysalis prompted.
Sweetie Belle looked up, ready to tell off Chrysalis for making fun of Pupa even now. But her words died in her throat. There was something about the changeling queen’s look and body language that made Sweetie think that there was more going on here than making fun of Pupa.
“I- I would like to see more memories,” she finally whispered. “Please?”
Chrysalis perked up. “Sure! There’s this great prank I played on Pupa and Cocoon during our mother’s birthday celebration...”
o.0.o End Chapter 3 o.0.o
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“Mother is planning something,” Arachne stated, pacing around the chamber she was sharing with her sisters. “I know it. I can feel it. If I could erase that smug look off her face–”
“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” Phasmi interrupted. “We still need to find out what Thysa is planning herself; I’m willing to bet mother is relying on her to act.”
“Expecting Thysa to achieve something is completely idiotic, Phasmi, you know that,” Acari stated. “And mother is not an idiot.”
Arachne glared at Acari. “Well then, since this whole thing was your idea, I hope you have a plan!”
Acari rolled her eyes, but with a sigh acknowledged her elder sister had a point. “We are all taking great risks right now, Arachne. The Hive is unaware of our mother’s imprisonment, and they have to remain like that until we have sorted out a way to deal with her.”
“She should just have died when she attempted to invade Canterlot,” Arachne growled, sitting down and pouting. “Would have saved us all the trouble. But no, she had to return strong enough to prove to everychangeling that she has more strength and power than we all thought.”
“Thinking about that is not going to get us anywhere,” Phasmi said, shrugging. “We have to figure out what her plan is. Why involve the princess of Canterlot? It’s not as if they were friends. And the student? Wasn’t she the one who found out mother’s plans just about the moment they met?”
“I am sure there was more to it than a simple glance,” Arachne said. “For all her magical prowess this unicorn is pretty easy to fool. She’s not dangerous.”
“Famous last words,” Phasmi intoned.
“You asking for a fight, sis?”
“Sisters,” Acari growled. “Let’s attend the matter at hoof. Mother clearly has a plan. And it somehow involves the Princess’ apprentice.”
“Thysa is probably with them right now,” Phasmi said. “If mother has allies amongst them, she’ll be sure to add them to her own cause, and by extension mother’s.”
“That’s not a problem,” Arachne waved a hoof. “I’ve taken steps to ensure the apprentice of Celestia doesn’t pose a threat.”
Phasmi blinked, then frowned. “Earlier you said that this Twilight Sparkle, was easy to fool...”
Acari raised an eyebrow. “What did you do?”
Arachne grinned evilly. “Remember that you two are not the only ones who can plan ahead. Let me show you my genius.”
o.0.o

“This is bad,” Phasmi stated, eyes wide as she stared at the upside-down, cocooned form of Twilight Sparkle, who still slumbered under the effects of a spell. “This is very bad.”
“Of all the idiotic things you could have done,” Acari shook her head. “This ranks up with the behem–”
“You said we would never speak of it again!” Arachne interrupted.
“That was you?!” Phasmi gasped. “By the ancestor queens. We’re doomed.”
“Will you stop whining?!” Arachne snapped. “I captured her link to the princess!”
“No, you simpleton!” Acari snapped back. “You captured Princess Celestia’s favored student!”
“So what?” Arachne blinked.
“You captured Twilight Sparkle, the Princess’ personal protege, and you brought her here,” Phasmi said slowly, looking at Arachne in the eye. “Does that statement not worry you the tiniest bit?”
Arachne frowned. “Oh.”
“‘Oh’ indeed,” Acari sighed.
“Well, it’s not like they know where we are...” Arachne said after a moment, before facehoofing. “Except that Thysa does.”
“Well done,” Phasmi said, nodding. Then she warned, “be careful of so many epiphanies, sister, or your brain might fry.”
“Shut up!”
“Well, this unexpected surprise does put us in a bit of a bind,” Acari said. “But there is nothing we can do about it right now. What we need are new plans.”
“And for somechangeling to follow them,” Phasmi added.
“It’s too bad we can’t turn Twilight Sparkle into a changeling. She would see our side as her best bet and join us.” Arachne muttered.
Acari smacked the back of Arachne’s head. “I’ve told you before, that’s impossible. Let it go.”
Arachne gritted her teeth. “Remind me why I haven’t killed either of you yet.”
“Because we’re family,” Acari said.
o.0.o

“So wait, I’m an aunt?!” Sweetie Belle gasped. “But, I haven’t even gotten my cutie mark yet!”
“Well, that’s too bad,” Chrysalis snorted. “Maybe it’s because the universe hasn’t figured how to represent ‘obnoxious’ in a drawing on your flank.”
Sweetie Belle pouted. “I just haven’t figured out what it is, that’s all.”
“Well, it sure as hay isn’t singing,” Chrysalis snorted. “Your voice is too nice for a proper rendition of the changeling anthem.”
“Hey! I thought it sounded really nice!” Sweetie growled. “Let’s hear you sing it then!”
Chrysalis sang.
“That was–”
“Amazing, wasn’t it?” Chrysalis tossed her mane cockily. “I have true talent.”
“It sounded as if you had thrown pebbles into a pasta roller and forced them through while you dunked a cat into the river repeatedly and used your magic to drag diamond dog claws down a blackboard.” Sweetie said. “I couldn’t recognize any of the words because they were destroyed immediately.”
“And that, filly is how you sing like a changeling,” Chrysalis grinned.
They stared at each other until Sweetie Belle spoke. “You’re lying.”
“I’m not!” Chrysalis raised a hoof to her chest. “Do I look like somechangeling who would lie?”
“Yes,” Sweetie Belle stated. “And changing your face to look like Applejack’s while leaving the rest of your body normal is really, really creepy.”
In a flash of green Chrysalis was back to normal. “Well fine, how did you know?”
“Just before you started singing you shape-shifted your ears away,” Sweetie Belle said. “And even then, I’m sure I saw you wince when you dislocated your jaw while attempting the third verse.”
Chrysalis cringed. That had been painful.
Sweetie Belle sighed. “So, when are we going to do something? I don’t want to just wait here!”
“Wait just a little bit longer, cousin,” Chrysalis said, ruffling Sweetie’s mane. The changeling queen’s eyes shone with green energy as her smile became predatory. “Soon enough Arachne is going to either confess what she did to her sisters, or it’s going to dawn on her.”
Sweetie raised an eyebrow. “And then?”
“And then, they’ll start worrying,” Chrysalis’ smile didn’t fade as she stood up and cantered around their cell, looking about as if she expected something to happen.
“And then?” Sweetie prompted.
“And then...” Chrysalis’ fangs seemed to glint in the greenish light as she stared at an area of the cell where the wall was starting to make squishing noises. “They come to see me to find out what I know and try to learn how Princess Celestia will act.”
Sweetie watched in fascination as the wall turned into mismatched bars and three changeling princesses glared at Chrysalis.
“Hello, daughters,” Chrysalis waved her hoof dismissively. “How is your coup going?”
One of them opened her mouth, but another’s eyes widened when she saw Sweetie Belle. She turned around and poked another of the changelings in the chest. “You brought another pony?!”
o.0.o

“I’m going to go to the Hive to save Sweetie Belle and Twilight,” Rarity said, looking at the others. “Thysa will stay here.”
The young changeling princess blinked in surprise.
“But, you can’t go alone!” Rainbow Dash brought her hoof down, hard. “We should all go.”
Rarity shook her head. “If we show up in force it’ll just incite the drones in the Hive to attack. We would be overwhelmed.”
“But you can't expect us to just let y’all go by yourself,” Applejack argued. “It’s too dangerous!”
“You can’t take a whole changeling hive on your own, you silly filly!” Pinkie said, grinning widely. “You need a party cannon!”
Fluttershy smiled sheepishly.
Rarity closed her eyes, smiling as the love and support of her friends filled her with power. She sighed. “Girls, I love you all and I would love to have you with me–”
“Yay! We’re going to the Hivpmph!” Pinkie Pie cheered until Rarity’s hoof in her mouth interrupted her.
“-but I cannot take you with me. I want to, but we are risking the lives of my sister and Twilight. I would never endanger them so. Chrysalis would not hurt Sweetie; and she might hold her hoof when it comes to Twilight on my account, but I cannot speak for Arachne or Acari. From what I hear Phasmi might choose to not hurt either of them, but I cannot be sure of how she would react to a threat.”
Rainbow Dash bucked the wall. “Dammit!”
“I’m sorry, darling,” Rarity said, her eyes glistening with gratitude. “But I really can’t risk it.”
“But, what about me?” Thysa asked.
“I need you to stay here in case I fail,” Rarity explained. “Thysa, dear, we’re family, and although I’ve just met you, I like you. I don’t want you to get hurt either, and with you here, I can count on my friends being able to find the Hive if anything goes wrong...” she hesitated, then looked at the gathered ponies and princesses. “If- if worse comes to worse, and something happens to me... make sure to save Sweetie, Twilight and Chrysy.”
Celestia raised an eyebrow. “You want us to save Chrysalis.”
Cringing a bit at the tone of the statement, Rarity nodded, forcing a pleading smile into her muzzle. “Please?”
Celestia sighed. “I will try. Are you sure direct intervention isn’t the best option?”
“Not unless your faithful student is free as well as Sweetie Belle,” Luna spoke up. “I think, sister, that we would benefit from your secret agent's help.”
Celestia’s eyes widened. “Luna!”
Luna looked at the gathered elements of harmony. “I would speak to Rarity. Alone.” She glanced at her sister. “Well, mostly alone.”
“Will Twilight and Sweetie Belle have a better chance at coming back home in one piece if we let y’all talk in private?” Applejack asked after a moment of uncomfortable silence.
“I believe so, yes,” Luna replied.
“Come on, y’all,” Applejack said, herding the rest of her friends and Thysa out the door. “Y’all heard th’ princess!”
“But- but I wanna know what’s going on!” Rainbow Dash complained just before the door shut behind them.
“I hate to sound like a broken record and repeat Rainbow Dash’s words, your highness, but I’m afraid I would like to know what you're thinking,” Rarity said, facing both princesses.
“I would like to form a team, led this time by Rarity and myself, which can concentrate on infiltrating the Hive and rescuing Twilight Sparkle and Sweetie Belle,” Luna explained.
Celestia gave her a considering look. “Have you been role-playing military games, Luna?”
“No!” Luna growled, blushing slightly. “As you might recall, sister, I am quite proficient in illusory magic. Hidden Tale would have no problem blending in, either. We would need maybe one or two more members to make the team the most efficient, but for now... we three should be enough.”
Celestia frowned. “While I applaud your offer of support for our friends, Luna... you must understand that Hidden Tale would be in terrible danger if caught.”
Luna shrugged. “So would we.”
Celestia grumbled. “Fine, we will ask him, but I won’t force him into this mission.”
“Excuse me, your highness, I know this all makes sense to you, but...” Rarity looked from one princess to the other. “Who is Hidden Tale?”
o.0.o

“I don’t like it,” Rainbow Dash muttered. “How come Rarity needs to go alone?”
“I know, right?!” Pinkie Pie grinned. “She needs all of her bestest friends with her! How else can she have a party!?”
“Weren’t y’all paying attention?” Applejack sighed. “We don’t know how the changelings will act if we all go together. What they need is to go in unnoticed... and Ah can’t rightly say any of us here, other than Fluttershy, can even approach ‘subtle’.”
“Oh, AJ!” Pinkie giggled. “I’m super-duper-ultra-really-quiet and subtle!”
“Excuse me,” Thysa raised a hoof. “Is wearing a bright yellow cape, a party hat with a propeller and bands with rows of bells on them traditional wear for Earth Ponies? It’s really pretty.”
“No,” Applejack deadpanned. “That there's Pinkie Pie being subtle."
“Oh,” Thysa said nodding her head slowly. “Well, it looks pretty...”
“But not subtle,” Rainbow Dash stated.
“I um... I wonder why they are taking so long...” Fluttershy said, lowering her head a bit when everypony turned to look at her. “I mean, um- they’ve been in there for about fifteen minutes already.”
“Yeah, and Spike hasn’t come back with our sandwiches!” Rainbow Dash grumbled. “I’m hungry!”
“Is this really the best time for you t’ complain about yer stomach?” Applejack asked.
“Look, I’m just–” Rainbow Dash stopped when the door to the library opened.
Rarity walked out, followed by Princess Luna and Princess Celestia.
“What happened?” Pinkie Pie asked, pushing her face uncomfortably close to Rarity’s. “Did you figure out what to do!? Did ya?! Did ya!?”
“I um,” Rarity forced a smile. “Y-yes darling, but please step back a little.”
“Okie-dokie!” Pinkie Pie’s smile grew as she took one step back.
“I’m going to get going,” Rarity said. “But I will not be alone.”
“So...” Rainbow Dash gave her an inquisitive look. “Who’s going with you?”
“I- I can’t say.” Rarity cringed at the look her friends gave her. “But I promise you all, we can trust this pony.”
“Come now,” Luna said, stepping past them. “I’ll take you to the rendezvous point.”
Rarity looked at her friends and pulled them all into a hug. “I wish you all could come with me,” she whispered.
“We’ll be with you, and you with us,” Applejack assured her. “In your thoughts, and ours.”
“Make sure you bring Twilight and Sweetie back safely,” Rainbow Dash said, leaning in to the hug. “And kick some changeling flank for me!”
Rarity smiled. “I will.”
“Um... be careful,” Fluttershy said.
“Please take care of Thysa,” Rarity asked her friends as she pulled back a bit. “She might get into trouble.”
“Will do, sugarcube,” Applejack assured her.
“Oh, oh! And say ‘hi’ to Hidden Tale!” Pinkie Pie grinned.
“I will,” Rarity promised as she turned around to face the princesses. She took a couple of steps before she stopped once more, frowning. “Wait, did you just say–”
“Rarity!” Luna called. “We shouldn’t make him wait!”
“Coming!” Rarity called, trotting up to Luna and putting Pinkie Pie out of her mind. For the moment.
The group of friends watched as Luna enveloped Rarity in magic and took off.
“So...” Pinkie Pie spoke up, drawing everypony’s attention to her. “Who wants to play twister!?”
o.0.o End Chapter 4 o.0.o
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Sweetie Belle hid behind Chrysalis’ hind legs and peered at the three changelings standing outside. The only thing separating all of them was a thin, translucent wall. It seemed almost easy to break, but Chrysalis didn’t even seem to want to try.
“I suppose,” Phasmi drawled out with a look of annoyance. “That you would not simply tell us what mission you gave to Thysa.”
Chrysalis snorted. “Of course not. If you three little usurpers want to take my throne, you’ll have to be more inventive than simply asking.”
“We know she was heading for Ponyville, old ghoul!” Arachne snapped. “I beat her there and took Celestia’s apprentice away before they could contact their queen.”
“Princess,” Sweetie Belle corrected automatically.
“Whatever,” Arachne snorted.
“Yes, and a bold move that was,” Chrysalis laughed. “Not only did you bring one of the most magically gifted unicorns in Equestria to our Hive; she’s under Celestia’s direct protection and she’s also one of the Elements of Harmony.” Her eyes shone with mirth. “Truly a move worthy of a Queen!” She bowed mockingly. “A queen of idiots!”
“Say all you want, old ghoul!” Arachne shouted, pressing her face against the translucent wall. “It’s not like your plans went perfectly!”
Chrysalis chuckled and shook her head. “I am well aware of my own mishaps, dear. But I will remind you I beat Celestia and the elements. My plan was executed to perfection, and it was a small oversight that brought my dreams of conquest down.” Her eyes flashed with malice. “A small oversight. In contrast to the ticking bomb the size of the Sun you have up there. I wonder, what will that do once it finalizes its count-down?”
For a moment it seemed as if Arachne was about to try and burst through the wall, but the calming hoof of Acari on her shoulder stopped her. “That’s enough, Arachne. We will deal with it on our own.”
“For now, we have come for the small unicorn,” Phasmi said after a moment. “Hoof her over.”
“Um,” Chrysalis pretended to think about it. “No.”
Acari rolled her eyes and looked straight at Sweetie Belle. “Come over, little one, I’m sure you don’t want to stay with this monster.”
Sweetie Belle hid behind Chrysalis again, but spoke up. “N-no, I think I’m f-fine.”
Acari blinked. “Come on, I’m sure she threatened you, but in there she can only perform very simple tricks. Once you come out, she cannot hurt you.”
“This is taking too long,” Arachne spat. “Come out here, brat! We’ll give you some toys, some food and once we figure out what the hell Thysa is doing, and we put an end to this old hag, we’ll get some drones to take you home.”
Sweetie shook her head and hugged Chrysalis’ hind leg, making the trio blink in confusion and Chrysalis to smile. “I’m thinking I will officially adopt her as my little sister,” Chrysalis grinned, showing off her fangs and teeth.
Acari leveled a deadpan look at Chrysalis. “Sister? Why not daughter?”
Chrysalis shrugged. “They tend to disappoint.”
All three younger changelings went quiet for a moment, until Phasmi turned around. “I don’t think there’s much of a point in talking to you more, mother.”
“I think not,” Chrysalis said. “I have little to say to betrayers.”
Arachne turned away, fuming. “Well the old ghoul has said her part, let’s get going. It’s not like her little pet unicorn and Thysa can do much for her.”
Acari and Phasmi shared a look and nodded.
They turned their backs to them as the wall started to become thicker again.
“Goodbye for now,” Phasmi hesitated. “Mother.”
o.0.o

“How long must we still wait, Princess?” Rarity asked.
Luna sighed. “Rarity, as a member of royalty yourself, you should learn patience.”
Rarity huffed and sat down, looking morosely at the forest. Luna had brought her to the northern skirts of the Everfree to meet with their would-be-teammate. From there, it was a short flight to the immediacy of the Hive, but if this ‘Hidden Tale’ was really coming, he was taking his time.
“Princess,” Rarity sighed. “I’m not much of a member of royalty, I abandoned the Hive to its fate to live a pony life like the part of me that has always been Rarity wanted. What member of royalty that still has a claim to the throne can do that?”
Luna was about to reply, but cut herself short as a phoenix flew up to them and landed between the pair.
“Philomena?” Luna asked, looking at the bird in confusion.
Rarity blinked when the phoenix erupted in green flames and turned into an unassuming brown-coated earth pony with emerald eyes. His cutie mark was a closed book.
“Greetings, your High-” he stopped his salutation to the princess and regarded Rarity in silence for a moment. “Princess Luna, I must inform you that  the Element of Generosity has been replaced by a changeling queen.” Although he did not change his position at all, he suddenly seemed tense... and dangerous.
Rarity blinked. “Wait, how did you know? I’ve held this disguise perfectly for a long time!”
Luna face-hoofed. “Of course my sister would not inform you of this little detail,” she sighed. “Hidden Tale, may I present to you Rarity, Element of Generosity; also known against her will as Queen Pupa.”
This drew a surprised blink and half-step back from the changeling. “But- how? I thought you died!”
Rarity raised an eyebrow. “You know about Pupa?”
Hidden Tale glanced at Princess Luna before nodding. “I had been assigned to keep an eye on the next probable successor of the Hive,” he explained. “And I successfully infiltrated it. The queen and princesses don’t pay much attention to drones, so it was easy for me to pretend.” He considered Rarity for a moment before bowing. “If you really are Queen Pupa... I am in your debt.”
Luna and Rarity exchanged looks of confusion. “Wait, what?” Rarity stammered. “Hold on, I think I must have heard wrong, how could you owe me anything?”
Hidden Tale chuckled. “You were probably too young to remember now, but on the last day of your life in the Hive, I was following you and your sisters and to keep an eye on you, I joined a crew of drones in re-building a section of the Hive which you three frequented. It didn’t take long for the three of you to walk past, but... I- I got careless,”  he admitted with a cringe. “I faltered in my position and the weight of the rocks and uneven ground were my downfall. You... distracted everyling by arguing about healing me enough for me to cast a simple mending spell Queen Celestia had taught me.”
Luna covered her mouth as she coughed, “Princess.”
Hidden Tale gave no indication of having heard her. “ I was still injured, but my exoskeleton looked fine. Since there was no order to dispose of me, and my injury seemed minor, I was left to rest and recover.”
Rarity’s eyes went wide. “That was you?! I remember that! I was so worried, I am so glad to know you are fine!”
“As I said, Queen Pupa,” he bowed. “I am in your debt.” He rose and turned to face them both. “Q-Princess Celestia only told me to meet you both here and that I would be briefed and given the choice to take the mission or not... I think, given the circumstances it is a definitive yes, regardless of what it might be.”
Rarity couldn’t help herself, taking a step forward, she drew Hidden Tale into an embrace. “Thank you, Hidden Tale, but there is no debt owed. I said what I felt and know is right.”
Hidden Tale did not return the embrace, but when Rarity stepped back he nodded. “Then consider it a gift, your highness, from a lucky changeling.”
“Well then,” Luna spoke up. “Now that that’s decided, we should discuss the best way to infiltrate the Hive.”
“I think it’s pretty clear,” Hidden Tale spoke up, not even blinking at the mention of their objective. “We disguise ourselves as drones. We go in through the kitchen.”
“Wait,” Rarity said, raising hoof and blinking in surprise. “Drones cook!?”
Hidden Tale took a deep breath. “Your highness, with all due respect, royalty has no idea of what it is like outside of the Queen’s Wing.”
“Well,” Rarity said softly. “I do believe it’s time I found out but...” she looked up at Hidden Tale with a tinge of fear in her eyes. “I’m not going to have to put one of those dreadful maid outfits, am I? They are positively drab.”
o.0.o

Spike paced in the library in a circle, keeping a wary eye on his pony friends.
“You look worried,” Thysa said, suddenly appearing right next to him. “I’m sure Twilight will be fine.”
“I know she will,” Spike sighed, looking forlornly at the group. “I mean, she’s pretty powerful and all and, yeah I am worried about her but...” he looked down. “That’s not what bothers me the most.”
Thysa blinked. “What is it, then?”
Spike glanced at the group as Pinkie Pie said something that set the others laughing. “I... I just feel left out.”
“I’m sure if you just walked up to them, they would include you,” Thysa said.
“Well, yeah, but... well, everypony seemed to know that Rarity was a changeling... except me.” Spike sat down on the floor, still looking at them. “I feel like they don’t trust me enough to tell me some things.” He turned to look at Thysa. “What if Rarity is not the only changeling? What if they all are?”
Thysa blinked slowly and raised an eyebrow. “All of them? Changelings.”
Spike nodded.
“Not a chance,” Thysa shrugged. “There are very few changelings that can survive outside the hive  for a long time. And my auntie is probably the only one in Ponyville. There are too few ponies around here and a change in demeanor would be quickly noticed.”
“Okay, maybe not changelings, but... what if one of them is a vampony?! Or a ghost? What if they all know but won’t tell me?”
“Spike, they are sitting under the sunlight and all of them have cups of tea. Vamponies would be dust by now and ghosts cannot pick up stuff.”
Spike sighed in relief, then gave Thysa an impressed look. “Wow, you’re more observant than I would have thought from earlier.”
Thysa’s eyes flashed a little with an undecipherable emotion, before she turned to look at the ponies. “Yes well, I’m often underestimated.”
“It’s okay,” Spike patted her shoulder. “Sometimes you just have to prove to everypony how much you can do before they will take you seriously.”
Thysa looked down at Spike for a moment. “Yeah... yes, you’re right. I guess one day I’ll show them.”
Spike smiled. “That’s the spirit!”
o.0.o

“Okay, you should attempt to look like me, my Queens.” Hidden Tale said, releasing his disguise and revealing an average-looking drone.
“Do you have to call me that?” Rarity sighed as she was enveloped in green flames to reveal a feminine drone.
“Or you could be a female,” Hidden Tale shrugged.
“Wait,” Princess Luna asked after a second. “Are you saying that there are female drones? I was under the impression that you were all male.”
Rarity giggled and covered her mouth, while Hidden Tale smiled a bit.
“Well?” Luna asked again, glaring at the pair.
“Oh, I’m sorry for laughing, Princess,” Rarity chuckled. “I’m afraid most ponies do believe that Queens are the only females, but that is not so. Queens are just... different. We are able to perform much more magic naturally than drones, who take a long time to master simple spells. We also share a vague mental-link with the drones, enabling us to be able to communicate orders to them, something that they cannot do on their own. A queen amplifies the power of the emotions she absorbs, distributing the energy to the drones as well in even portions.”
“They are also more aggressive, and their empathic abilities have molded the Hive into what it is today,” Hidden Tale elaborated as Luna rolled her eyes and cast an illusory spell that made her look like drone-Rarity’s twin. “They are the natural leaders of our species, but through the ages, they have become more... they took it upon themselves to make a real distinction and divorced themselves from most interaction other than to give orders. Thus, it’s no surprise that Queen Pupa here, who left the Hive so early, has no idea of the sort of civilization we actually have.”
Luna nodded. “I see. I have no idea how your civilization actually works.”
Hidden Tale shrugged. “It does, for now.”
The trio looked at the entrance to the Hive’s kitchens, which was little more than a hole in the ground, from where steam emanated.
Rarity made a face. “Ugh, at least in this form I don’t have to worry about my mane.”
Luna shook her head. “It will be fine. Now, forward! I do intend to find out something that has been bugging my mind.”
Hidden Tale and Rarity exchanged amused glances.
“And what is that, your highness?” Rarity asked.
“What exactly does a species that feeds on emotions cook?”
o.0.o End Chapter 5 o.0.o
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“I feel like I’ve been stuck here for months, doing nothing!!” Sweetie Belle complained.
“It’s been less than a day,” Queen Chrysalis remarked, shrugging. “You have to learn patience, sister.”
“Easy for you to say,” Sweetie Belle grumbled, “you've gotten a lot more practice, sis. But it still feels like time just forgot about us.”
“Well, it does seem like an unusually long day...” Chrysalis sighed and shook her head. “I’m just about ready to burst out, but I need more information. Just a little more before I can act.”
Sweetie Belle blinked. “Wait. What information do you need? And how can you get it?”
Chrysalis smiled. “Oh I have been getting it from you... and them,” she explained. “When they visited they told me a lot more than they imagine. Clearly Thysa is not on their side, not that she can do much other than rally allies, and they seem to be under the impression that I am controlling her actions.” She laughed. “I can tell... one of them is going to betray the others, it’s just a matter of time. And when she does, she’ll come to me.” The Queen’s smile turned into a vicious grin. “I’ll have to decide what to do with her after I deal with the others.”
Sweetie cringed. “Is that really necessary?”
Chrysalis looked down at the filly. “I can always have more daughters. I’m not even into my first century.”
“Oh...” Sweetie didn’t sound convinced. “Wait... how long does a Changeling Queen live?”
“About... four hundred years at least,” Chrysalis said after a moment of tapping her chin in thought. “Mother was roughly seven hundred when she died. And she died of natural causes.”
“She did?” Sweetie asked. “Uh... how did she die?”
“Gryphon assassin.”
“Ah.” Sweetie frowned. “No, wait, that doesn’t make sense. That's not a natural cause! How would a gryphon even find this place, then get past all the changelings and murder the queen?”
“Gryphon. Assassin.” Chrysalis repeated slowly, looking directly into Sweetie’s eyes. "And of course it's a natural cause. You cease breathing."
Sweetie Belle shrank a little under the gaze. “O-okay.”
“It was truly a ghastly occurrence,” Chrysalis said, taking her eyes away from the cringing filly. “The celebrations lasted for weeks. We didn’t even remember to bury her until the clean-up crew had to clear the aftermath of the party.”
“Wait, you had a party that lasted several weeks?”
“And the ‘gryphon assassin’ was hailed as hero to all and had she been a changeling princess—and this is pure conjecture—she might have immediately become Queen, but that’s another thing altogether. Mother was not loved. At all. By anyone. Changeling or food,” Chrysalis said with a grumbling sigh. “She was really, really disliked.”
Sweetie gulped. “That’s... really sad.”
Chrysalis did not look at her. “Yeah. It is.”
“I’m sorry,” Sweetie Belle said, giving Chrysalis a hug.
“It was for the best,” Chrysalis explained, shifting a little. “She would have doomed us all.”
Sweetie Belle didn't say anything but her look made Chrysalis roll her eyes. “She had planned something similar as my plan to take over Canterlot,” she elaborated. “Only, she wanted to take on the dragons, because, and I quote: 'Things that big must also have really big feelings.'”
Sweetie Belle giggled, eliciting a smile from Chrysalis. “Yes, I thought she was joking too until I saw the maps, the logistics and plans all laid out on the table. It was fortunate that that assassin struck the moment she did.” Chrysalis shuddered. “Unlike the ponies, dragons would not have been content on letting us go.”
o.0.o

“Oh!” Rarity all but squealed in happiness. “I remember these!”
Her eyes roamed the large table in front of her, where several drones, male and female, worked on preparing dishes for the princesses.
“It used to be my favorite!” she whispered excitedly to Luna and Hidden Tale, remembering where she was and the nature of their visit.
“What is it?” Luna whispered back.
“Fruit bats,” Hidden Tale said, looking over the dish.
Rarity's eyes went wide, and Luna feared her fellow royal was about to either throw up or pass out.
“All this time... there's a whole colony of them at Sweet Apple Acres...” Rarity was salivating. “And I never thought to cook them. I can't believe I never noticed!”
Luna exchanged a glance with Hidden Tale. “Is this all you eat?”
“Of course not,” Hidden Tale chuckled, taking a sudden air of arrogance and control. “Follow me, young ones.”
He lead them to the table. “Carry on,” he waved a hoof casually to one of the chefs when they stopped. “I'm introducing the newest cooks to the kitchen.”
The chefs nodded, returning to their work.
“As you can see, we have the fruit bats, the centipedes over here, mushrooms, sala-tree roots, a great variety of bulbs and chocolate. All for the pleasure of our queen and princesses.”
Rarity and Luna nodded, the first trying her best to not simply bite into everything, the second carefully keeping herself from accidentally bumping against a pile of dead animals.
“How are you handling it?” Luna whispered when she saw Rarity shudder.
“I... I'm having a really rough time, princess,” Rarity confessed, gulping and trying to force her eyes to look at anything but the fruit bats. "I don't mean to alarm you, but I am holding back some very powerful urges to gorge myself right now... it's been such a long time... changelings are omnivores. We need animal protein, we need starch, we need... a little of everything, even emotions. While in Ponyville all I could eat was... well, vegetables...” she cringed. “I don't mean that I don't love my veggies, but...” she gulped. “But... F-fruit bats... oh my Celestia. I have lusted for that dish all these years, princess. You have no idea just how much I've wanted to sink my teeth into one of those. Had I known... oh, Celestia, had I known...”
“There, there,” Luna patted her friend's back. “Patience. I am sure that when we free your sister—”
“What are you three doing here?!” A changeling interrupted, trotting towards them angrily. “I don't recall allowing anyone else in here. You three. Who are you? What are your names?”
“Now, you listen here,” Hidden Tale growled, getting in the face of the changeling that had marched up to them. “These two were just assigned to start working in the kitchen and—”
“What is she doing!?” the changeling shouted, pushing Hidden Tale out of the way.
Luna blinked, thinking he was talking about her, but then she looked at Rarity and realized the changeling queen had left her side and was happily chewing a cooked fruit bat to the horrified looks of the chefs and servants.
“I'll have her executed for this! That food is only for...” he trailed off as Rarity moaned in bliss.
“Fruit bats...” Rarity whispered, her form shimmering as her disguise was completely forgotten in a moment of infinite culinary pleasure. Instead of a pretty-but-normal female changeling, now stood a queen.
All movement in the kitchen halted.
Licking her chops, Rarity let out a slow, shuddering sigh of pleasure and then opened her eyes. “Uh-oh...”
o.0.o

“Something is not right,” Arachne said, sitting in front of the pod containing Twilight. “I can feel it in my exoskeleton.”
“Are you sure it's not just that you haven't waxed it in a while?” Acari offered. “It's really relaxing.”
“I don't have time to do that!” Arachne snapped. “What are we going to do about this?” she pointed behind her at the pod.
Acari and Phasmi looked at each other before looking back at her. “Well,” Phasmi cleared her throat. “We could let her go.”
“Are you crazy? If we do that she'll tell their queen where we are!” Arachne growled.
“Princess,” Acari corrected.
“Whatever!” Arachne snapped.
“We have to think of alternatives,” Phasmi said, looking from one sister to the other. “Freeing her and taking her somewhere safe while she's unconscious, is one option, but not the only one. We could set her free and explain the situation to her.”
Arachne shook her head. “Ponies hate us! Why would she even listen?”
“She's supposed to be one of the most intelligent ponies ever,” Acari said. “Perhaps she will give us the benefit of doubt.”
“Perhaps she will blast us to pieces!” Arachne grumbled.
“Regardless, we need to reach a consensus,” Phasmi sighed. “Whatever we do, we can't harm her. We should decide soon, her absence must have been discovered by now and enough time has passed for the ponies to set their own plans in motion.”
“Fine then,” Arachne grumbled, getting up. “I'll think about it,” she muttered, walking out of the pod room.
Acari watched her leave before looking back at Phasmi. “Arachne is losing it.”
Phasmi sighed. “I know. But we must trust her to be strong enough to pull through. We can't do this on our own. I just wish Thysa had...” she trailed off. “I guess there's no point in wishful thinking.”
Acari shook her head, standing up as well. “We all need some rest, sister. Let's each consider what our best course of action should be, then reconvene when we have all calmed down.”
Phasmi nodded, looking absently at Twilight's sleeping form while her sister walked away.
o.0.o

“Ah don't know, Scootaloo,” Apple Bloom said as they approached the Library. “It's mighty strange that Sweetie didn't come back after taking Thysa to see Rarity.”
“I'm sure they just all got stuck drinking tea with Rarity,” Scootaloo groaned. “Come on, we'll see her tomorrow in school.”
“Then why aren't they at the Carrousel Boutique?” Apple Bloom asked. “Ah just want to check, okay?”
“Fine.”
The pair made it to the Golden Oaks Library and knocked on the door.
To their surprise, it was Applejack who opened the door. “Well, what in tarnation are y'all doin' here?”
“Sis?” Apple Bloom asked. “What are you doin' here? Ah thought libraries were not your favorite place.”
Applejack frowned. “Never mind that, Ah asked you a question.”
“We're here to see if Twilight knows where Sweetie Belle is. She was supposed to be with Rarity but they were not in the boutique. We've already checked Sugarcube Corner.”
“Um... Ah-ah don't know, girls, maybe she's uh...” Applejack squirmed under the gaze of the two fillies. “Uh... P-Pinkie Pie! We have visitors!” she shouted looking over her shoulder.
“We do?!” Pinkie Pie asked from behind Apple Bloom and Scootaloo, making them both shout in surprise. “We do! That's amazing! Hello girls!”
“Pinkie, you have to stop doing that!” Apple Bloom groaned. “Don't you remember what happened to Sweetie Belle last time!?”
“Did she burst into green flames revealing she had always been a changeling!?” Pinkie Pie gasped.
“No!” Scootaloo groaned. “She passed out! Where do you get that stuff?!”
“Ah, hehe,” Applejack interrupted, chuckling nervously and looking extremely guilty. “J-just remember girls, it's just Pinkie bein' Pinkie Pie.”
Apple Bloom's eyes narrowed. “Riiight.”
“Eeeyup!” Pinkie Pie shouted, skipping around them. “Sweetie's not a changeling! Sweetie's not a changeling!” She stopped, eyes wide. “Unless... can changelings turn ponies into changelings?! That would be so cool!” she turned to look at a horrified Applejack. “She could have a moment with her two sisters! It would be the three sisters! All over again!”
“Wait, what?” Scootaloo asked, blinking. “Sweetie only has one sister,” she pointed out.
“And she's a pony,” Apple Bloom added.
“And changelings can't turn ponies into changelings, that's a myth,” Thysa added, nodding her head.
Applejack sighed in relief. “Well, Ah'm glad that's...” she blinked. “Wait...”
“Thysa!” Apple Bloom smiled. “Where's Sweetie?”
“She was captured by my evil sister and taken into custody to the changeling hive in the wastelands,” Thysa said.
There was a moment of awkward silence.
Applejack sighed. “Okay girls, come inside, we have some things we need to discuss.” She glared at Thysa. “And you, princess, better learn to keep quiet, secrets like these can get a lot of ponies in trouble if they're not kept!”
Thysa cringed. “Sorry...”
“Aw, it's okay!” Pinkie Pie grinned. “Come on, let's go party!”
o.0.o

Slowly, as night descended onto Ponyville and the lights of the small town lit up, peace seemed settle into it.
However, had anypony been close to the Everfree forest, they might have noticed several shadows moving to and fro.
The shadows whispered to each other, and their attention turned to the town.
Soon... soon they would move out.
o.0.o End Chapter 6 o.0.o
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The Three Sisters: Extended Family
Chapter 7
By Wanderer D

Chrysalis considered the walls carefully as she thought about her plans. "Hmm... yess... that could work," she chortled while Sweetie lay on her stomach, chin on the floor and bored out of her mind.
"How long are we going to stay here? I want to—"
Chrysalis stopped when Sweetie's whining was cut short. Blinking, she slowly turned around to face the young unicorn. "Sweetie, is everything okay?"
Sweetie Belle was standing, looking around at the prison with a confused look. When she heard Chrysalis' voice, she opened her eyes wide and turned to look at her. "Y-your majesty!" she stammered, bowing.
"Why are you calling me..." Chrysalis trailed off, immediately noticing Sweetie had changed. She frowned. "You have a cutie mark."
Sweetie looked back at the broken star and note. "Uh, yes, I recently got it. Um. I promise I'm on your side!" She bowed again. "The glade is dark and quiet," Sweetie said softly.
Chrysalis' eyes widened and she put her hoof firmly on Sweetie's mouth. "The spider’s web full,” she muttered in reply. "How do you even know that, Sweetie?" she shook her head. "You're not a changeling. You're still a pony... but you're not my sister!"
"Your... sister?" Sweetie Belle blinked. "Uh..." she shook her head. "Okay, this is going to sound weird, but... I am Sweetie Belle, just from another dimension."
Chrysalis stared at Sweetie Belle for a moment. "Okay, you have been lying to me all this time and Purity put you up for this, didn't she?"
"Purity?"
"Rarity!" Chrysalis snapped. "My sister! Your sister!"
"Rarity is your sister?!" Sweetie Belle gasped.
Chrysalis turned around and started pacing. "This is not real. My sister did not just get replaced by herself from another universe. I'm just having a breakdown. Breathe, Chrysalis, breathe. When you look at her, she's going to be the same old Sweetie Belle, bored out of her mind and asking how we're getting out of here."
When she looked back, Sweetie Belle still had that strange cutie mark and was looking at her in obvious amusement. "I think I'm missing something here," inter-dimensional Sweetie-Belle said. "We're family?"
"I feel like I had this conversation earlier," Chrysalis muttered. "Yes, we are. To make a story short: Your sister Rarity is my sister Pupa, she's always been a unicorn and always a changeling. It was a weird thing that happened and they became one thanks to my older sister saving both their lives. I know it's complicated but—"
"Ooh! I get it! Both souls became one and they shared a body!" Sweetie nodded. "That makes sense!"
Chrysalis blinked. "It does?"
"Of course!" Sweetie nodded. "If one soul can be fragmented into several pieces, it makes sense that two young souls would be able to be molded into one and grow as a single entity."
"Okay, now I know you're not my Sweetie Belle, she wasn't that smart."
"Hey!"
"Anyway, there's still the matter at hoof," Chrysalis gestured to the cell. "We need to get out of here and get to Twilight." She sighed. "I had intended to find a way where Sweetie would not be in danger..."
"I can take care of myself," Sweetie Belle said.
Chrysalis gave her a level look. "Very well then." She walked to a seemingly random wall and touched it with her horn. The wall shuddered and slowly opened, revealing the halls outside. "My daughters forgot one very important thing," she said, smirking. "Even if they 'took over' I still am the Queen, and the Hive belongs to me."
"That's pretty impressive!" Sweetie Belle remarked. "A symbiotic relationship with not only the changelings, but the Hive itself? How come you never told me that?"
Chrysalis rolled her eyes. "Until now you were not a high level spy of the Changeling Intelligence." She took a deep, calming breath. "How did you become a high-ranking spy in my army?"
Sweetie Belle smiled. "I tried really, really hard."
Chrysalis just shook her head in disbelief.
"Oh, and you taught me to sing too!" Sweetie Belle called over her shoulder as she cantered past.
"What?! Come over here you little twerp! You have to tell me how you managed to do that one! And no half-answers!"
o.0.o

"So, you're looking for a purple crystal that has a lot of magic inside," Chrysalis summarized as they made their way through the hallways. "That's easy, mother had one just like you described fitted at the top of the throne." She pointed in the direction they were going. "She thought it was a particularly strong empathy gem. But it never worked the same way, and if it has Twilight's knowledge, it's no surprise it didn't work for her or me."
Sweetie nodded. "Although it doesn't seem that you're evil..."
Chrysalis stopped. "I am ruthless, Sweetie Belle," she said slowly and deliberately. "My regrets are things I deal with in a manner of minutes if they exist. There is only one..." she looked down at Sweetie. "...well, two, soft spots for me now. But as much as I love my sister and sister," she turned to glare ahead. "My throne and my queendom are my priorities,"
Sweetie nodded as they resumed walking. "That's more like the Queen Chrysalis I know," Sweetie said, keeping her eyes on the hallway. She hesitated.
"What?" Chrysalis asked, immediately catching her sister's reaction.
"I... think you're happier, in this world, than in the last one," Sweetie Belle explained. "I spent almost a whole year meeting with you there and... you only smiled sincerely once."
Chrysalis was quiet until they reached two large double doors. She took a deep breath and nodded. "I have regained much these last few weeks," she explained. "Maybe that's the difference, though I'm sure there's more."
Sweetie watched Chrysalis activate her magic, horn aglow, and order the doors to open.
The throne room was large, although not as big as Celestia's. It was certainly darker, with little decorations other than the throne it, which had, as Chrysalis had said, a purple, glowing gem at the top.
Sweetie and Chysalis approached the throne. "Well, this is it," Sweetie said, her magic wrenching the fragment from it. "Are you sure you're fine with me taking it?"
Chrysalis rolled her eyes. "As much as I enjoy chatting with a Lieutenant Spy, I'd rather have my regular sister back, if you don't mind." She smirked. "Besides, her face when she wakes up sitting on that throne will be priceless."
Sweetie Belle chuckled and nodded, sitting down on the throne and giving Chrysalis one amused glance. "You really are different here. I like you."
Chrysalis opened her mouth to say something, but at that moment the fragment vanished, along with Sweetie Belle's cutie mark, leaving an unconscious filly sitting on the throne.
Several changelings rushed in, alarmed by the magic they hand sensed and the flash of light. They stopped and stared at their Queen when she turned around to face them with a smirk. "My loyal subjects."
"My Queen!" One of the changelings saluted. "Did you capture this unicorn filly? Do you want us to take her to prison?"
Chrysalis shook her head, smiling as she heard a small cough and a groan behind her. "No... just follow my lead."
o.0.o

Somewhere else...
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“Hidden Tale! Release that changeling at once!”
The spy looked from the head chef in his grasp to Princess Luna. “But, my Queen, I need to kill all witnesses. Just give me a second.”
“There’s about twenty changelings here!”
Hidden Tale hesitated. “Okay, one minute then…”
He was levitated by Luna’s magic and set down next to her. “You’re not killing any—” she stopped and frowned. "...ling,” she finished lamely. “Look at them.”
And he did, all the changelings in the room had knelt down before Rarity, who was still looking at them in horror, cooked fruitbat in hoof. It was clear that they were awestruck by her presence.
“My Queen!” the head chef gasped, rubbing his neck. “How can this be?”
“I-is that Pupa?” another changeling asked, setting another string of rumors through the kitchen.
“It can’t be!”
“She’s dead!”
“No, she clearly isn’t!”
“Who’s Pupa?”
“You don’t remember?!”
“I suffer from short-term memory loss!”
“Who are you, anyway?”
“I don’t remember!”
Rarity stared at the gathered changelings, eyes wide, and slowly inched the cooked delicacy towards her mouth, but Luna’s stern look made her hoof quiver in place. Finally, she put down the much-missed morsel and cleared her throat, immediately gaining the attention of everyone in the room.
“Ahem, yes,” she she looked around. “I’m indeed Princess Pupa,” she said, nodding to the changeling that had recognized her. “And I am still alive. I’ve come to help my sister, Queen Chrysalis who seems to be having some problems with my nieces.”
The gathered changelings exchanged uneasy glances.
Seeing this, Luna stepped forth. “Listen well, fellow changelings. We are not asking for you to step forth into battle, but we do need your assistance in moving around silently and without raising suspicion. You all know our princ-Queen, Pupa. All she’s asking of you is to remain vigilant and silent about our presence here. Can you do this for her?” 
Still clad in her illusion spell, she see didn’t seem any different than the average female changeling, but the fact that she was part of Rarity’s entourage, and the authority in her tone granted her the immediate attention of all present changelings, who quickly nodded and announced their support.
“Good,” Rarity said, smiling charmingly at her subjects. She made her way to the table and, levitating a piece of chocolate, summoned them all to gather ‘round. “Now, tell me how things usually work in the Hive now.”
“Like what?” one of the chocolatiers asked.
“Like, when do the guards change shifts?” Hidden Tale spoke up. “For example.”
o.0.o

“Stand guard and don’t let anyone in,” Arachne ordered the guard at the entrance of the Pod Room. She went in, closing the organic gates behind her and turning to see her objective.
Arachne paced in front of the suspended Twilight, glaring at the unicorn. “This is all your fault! You’re going to ruin our plans and let mother and Thysa win!”
Twilight, of course, didn’t answer, which only made the princess grit her teeth in frustration. “First, you kick her flank, and that was all well and good! We thought we were rid of her, and then, then you decide to send her back, healed!”
She stopped and looked at the unconscious unicorn in disbelief. “What. The. Hay!? Why would you do that!?”
She paced around some more, stealing dirty glances at Twilight from time to time. “Maybe… maybe we can just drop you off in the forest, cover you in rum, leave the bottle next to you and have them put two-and-two together. If what I read about you is correct surely you must be an alcoholic by now.”
There was no response from Twilight, and Arachne finally threw herself under the pod, pounding the floor with her hooves. “Why! Why don’t you have any answers!?” she wailed.
“Your highness, is everything okay?” a voice asked from outside the room.
Gathering her wits as quickly as possible, Arachne cleared her throat and called out. “It’s all fine!”
She heard the guard shuffle away and sighed, looking up at Twilight. “And this is why I hate leadership positions,” she admitted, placing a hoof softly on the translucent surface of the pod. “I don’t have the stomach for it.”
“Why Thysa went to you for help I’ll never know.”
o.0.o

Phasmi laid in her bed, staring at the wall across the room. Her mind had been working non-stop since they had imprisoned their mother, wondering if perhaps, there could have been another way from the beginning.
She sighed. “It’s not like we could have just explained,” she muttered. “For all her power and understanding of changeling transformations, mother cannot simply change. And neither can Thysa.”
She remained silent for a moment. “But mother did change, didn’t she?” she wondered aloud once more. “What’s going on with that filly? There must be something I’m missing… something we’re all missing…” she frowned, hugging her pillow against her chest. “I bet Thysa knows.” She growled. “After all, she met with mother just before she summoned us…”
Something was bugging her. And it wasn’t just that the situation was spiraling out of control. She had the nagging feeling it had been out of control a lot longer than she had anticipated. Phasmi blinked. “Wait… I did notice something… but, it can’t be.”
She slid out of bed, immediately missing the softness and comfort it provided, but valiantly fighting the urge to return to it. She trotted out of her room, and fixed her eyes on two guards. “You, both of you, come with me,” she ordered.
The pair didn’t even hesitate and matched her pace as she took them in the direction of her objective. ‘I just hope I’m wrong…’ she thought as she turned around the corner. ‘I really do hope I’m wrong.’
o.0.o

Acari studied her notes and grumbled. “This is just… stupid.” She shook her head and pushed away from her desk, rolling off of her seat and onto all fours, stretching her green gossamer wings and groaning while she worked the kinks on her shoulders.
She glanced at the desk again and all the notes, books and journals on it. “Phasmi’s calculations are flawless… except for the very basic factor that she assumed that little traitor would be on our side!”
She summoned a brand new roll of parchment big enough to cover the wall and began drawing diagrams and connections, her mind entering a familiar state of perfect memory of past interactions with her sisters and mother.
“This is all… there’s something wrong with this,” she muttered, levitating several notes and holding them up. She frowned. “Wait, there’s some missing!” Her eyes narrowed. “Didn’t one of the guards say that they saw Thysa burning something?” Her eyes widened when she remember her sister giggling and simply saying that ‘the flames were pretty’.
She smacked her face with her hoof, wincing at the sudden pain. “What is missing?” She babbled, eyes scanning each note as fast as she could. “Oh, no…”
A knock on the doors to her chamber interrupted her. “Is there something wrong, princess?” a changeling guard asked, peeking in.
Acari forced a smile. “N-nothing at all! Please, continue your guard, I’ll… remain studying!”
The guard frowned, but nodded, returning to his place.
Acari paced the room, casting a quick silencing spell. She liked talking to herself to solve riddles, and she didn’t want anyone listening in.
“She must have known we would catch on at some point… but how did she do this? What did she plan? Was it her, or mother?”
She stopped and looked at her mirror. “That’s the question… that’s the key to solving this. How much does mother know? How much of these are her orders?”
She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, resolving in her mind to match wits with both Queen and princess. “If it's one, we can live to tell the tale… the other…” She let her thoughts fade for a second and shook her head. “I’d better alert Arachne and Phasmi.”
Her gaze turned to the door. “But how…”
o.0.o

Sweetie Belle’s ear twitched. She yawned and opened her eyes, trying to make sense of what was happening. There were two rows of changelings, all bowing before her. She blinked again and looked around, noticing that she was sitting on a stone throne.
“All hail the new Queen!” The changelings chanted.
“N-no! I can’t be your queen! I’m not a changeling!” Sweetie squeaked in horror, looking down at her now-chitinous hoof.
A bark of laughter made her stop and turn to stare at Chrysalis, who walked out from behind the throne. “That,” she wheezed between guffaws, “...was priceless!”
“Whaa…” Sweetie blinked as the world blurred and she snorted awake, still in prison with Chrysalis, who was rolling on the floor, laughing her lungs out of air. “A-a dream?!”
Chrysalis giggled. “All I needed to do was link to you and tweak a couple of fears and you made it all into one sweet moment of complete paranoia! Including the ‘I’ve discovered I’m not a pony anymore!’ classic!”
“That was mean!” Sweetie growled, rolling to her hooves and huffing away.
“Awww, come on, sis. Don’t be like that!” Chrysalis chuckled. “You have to admit it was funny.”
Sweetie gave her a considering look over her shoulder, then turned away again. “Uh-huh.”
Chrysalis chuckled and shook her head. “Fine, be a spoilsport. I think it’s about time we acted.”
Sweetie rolled her eyes and let out a long sigh. “At last! Why did we have to stay here so long?”
Chrysalis shrugged. “It’s roughly bed-time. My daughters feel secure that we’re trapped… they’re tired, stressed and most likely paranoid… the perfect time to act.”
“So… you planned all of this?”
“To an extent,” Chrysalis grinned. “Everything else was what they did on their own.”
Sweetie shook her head. “I don’t even know if you’re really that smart, or just going with the flow.”
Chrysalis shrugged, horn igniting and watching with barely suppressed smugness how the walls separated to allow them to step out. She glanced at Sweetie. “Well, are you coming?”
Sweetie looked from the damp prison to the relatively dry outside. “Yes. Yes, I am.”
“Good!” Chrysalis clapped her hooves together. “Let’s make sure this is a family reunion to remember!”
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Thysa sat next to the window, still disguised and looking outside with a slightly bored expression. Applejack had taken Apple Bloom and Scootaloo back to Sweet Apple Acres, and she had nopony to play with. She was startled out of her musings when a glass containing some sort of milky liquid and a straw was placed right next to her.
Thysa blinked at it, then followed the claws holding it there to Spike, who was grinning at her sheepishly. “H-hey,” Spike stammered. “Um, you looked a little lonely so I brought you a milkshake?”
“Oh,” Thysa blinked at the milkshake before sipping a bit. Her face immediately brightened. “Wow! This is delicious!”
Spike blushed a little bit. “Well, thanks! I made it myself, with the best ingredients! I didn’t know if you liked strawberry, so I made it chocolate. Everypony loves chocolate.”
“Oh, Spike! I do love chocolate!” Thysa cried, giving him a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek that sent the dragon stammering back. “You’re so considerate!”
“W-well,” Spike gulped. “W-we s-silent types have to stick together, right?”
Thysa giggled. “You’re so cute!” She batted her eyes at him. “So… are you seeing anypony?”
Spike gulped.
“You know, I can turn into a dragon…”
o.0.o

Rarity, looking once more like a regular female drone, stopped in her tracks. The covered plate she had been carrying teetered in place for a second, but she kept the balance just fine.
“Is something wrong?” Luna asked, looking around warily.
“No,” Rarity said after a moment of baffled blinking. “I just felt like a huge weight was lifted off my shoulders. And I don’t know why.”
“Please be careful,” Hidden Tale whispered. “There’s a couple of guards up ahead an—”
“This way!” a feminine voice emanated from one of the corridors ahead. The trio stepped aside and bowed immediately when a young changeling princess walked by, followed by a pair of guards. “I just hope my sister didn’t do what I think she did…” she muttered, glancing at them but paying no attention.
“What would that be, Princess Phasmi?” one of the guards asked, glancing at the other.
“I’d better not speculate… we need to find out!”
Rarity watched one of her nieces walk past and felt her heart beat a little faster. She looked like such a capable, young changeling. It was too bad that they were enemies right now.
They watched in silence as the princess and the guards turned around another corner and waited a few seconds before moving again.
“That was close,” Hidden Tale muttered. “But that doesn’t make sense… the princesses should be in their rooms right now, why would she interrupt her schedule?”
“I’m sure that recent events have something to do with it,” Luna stated. “We should concentrate on our own plans and find the prison.”
Rarity nodded absently, following the pair. They turned another corner, walking deeper into the Hive when they noticed a pair of guards keeping watch over a door that was curiously opening very quietly.
The guards immediately noticed them. “Princess Acari has ordered that no changeling should bother her right no—”
He didn’t finish his sentence before green energy surrounded his head and that of the other guard and crashed them against each other repeatedly. They hovered in place, held by the magical energy before suddenly being released and crumbling to the floor, motionless.
Another princess, who could only be Acari, stepped out of the room and observed her hoofwork. “Good, they’re out.” She looked up at Rarity, Luna and Hidden Tale. “Now, don’t be scared,” she said approaching them. “There’s something going on and we need to hurry! My sisters are in danger!”
“But… what about the guards?” Rarity asked.
Acari gave her a sharp glance. “There’s no time to explain, we need to find Phasmi.”
“We just saw her walk down the hall with two guards,” Hidden Tale offered. “She looked to be in a hurry.”
Acari’s eyes widened. “Oh no… you three, come with me!”
Glancing at each other, the three could do little but follow the princess.
o.0.o

“Hm, this is odd,” Chrysalis muttered. “There’s usually more guards around.”
“Isn’t that a good thing?” Sweetie asked. “I mean, you don’t want to be caught, right?”
Chrysalis chuckled. “As if my dear daughters would have told anyling that they had betrayed me,” she said, grinning. “No, that’s not the case.”
Sweetie looked around. “Why aren’t there any other changelings?”
Chrysalis shrugged. “Most likely they’re asleep, completely unaware of what’s going on.”
“So, what’s the plan?” Sweetie asked. “Do we go rescue Twilight? Defeat your daughters in mortal combat?”
Chrysalis shook her head and pushed open a set of large double doors, which revealed a whole bunch of drones working in…
“The kitchen?”
“I’m hungry!” Queen Chrysalis announced, and stuffed something into her mouth. “I can’t deal with my daughters while hungry!”
Sweetie Belle simply gaped alongside the drones as Chrysalis gorged herself on some colorful food. 
After chewing for a bit, Chrysalis swallowed and looked down at Sweetie, extending a hoof with an orange ball of some sort. “Fruit bat?”
Chrysalis started when the doors on the other side opened up, allowing entrance to Arachne, who stumbled from side to side, swaying until she sat rather hard on a chair and started munching on some fruit bats.
The Queen and the Princess’ eyes met.
“Oh,” Arachne hiccuped. “Yoooouuuurrre free.” She frowned. “And you didn’t eat th’ lunch I brought you!”
Chrysalis blinked when her eldest daughter fell, face-first on the table and started snoring.
“Is she dead?” Sweetie asked.
“She’s snoring, the dead don’t snore,” Chrysalis pointed out. “She’s drunk out of her exoskeleton.”
Sweetie’s eyes widened. “Wow! That must run in the family!”
Chrysalis grinned. “It does? You’ll have to tell me about it, but for now… I think my daughter is in the perfect position to learn a lesson.”
o.0.o

They slid into the silent homes of Ponyville, completely undetected. When a pony would wake up, they would be immediately overcome.
There was no hesitation. No time to wait.
Everything was proceeding as planned.
The town slumbered, unaware that slowly they were being decimated. And all the lights but one slowly turned off completely.
They gathered outside, silently observing the Library.
She was inside. The one they had come for.
It would all be over soon.
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Phasmi trotted into the barracks and stopped, staring in shock. “Oh, no… she couldn’t have! I-I have to warn Acari and Arachne… there’s—”
“You’re not doing anything like that, Princess,” one of the guards behind her said.
She almost managed to turn around completely before she was tackled to the floor by her guards. One of them transformed into a bear and put all his weight on top of her, stopping her from moving.
“Don’t even try using your magic,” the other one said, noticing her gathering energies. “We’ll snap your horn if we need to.”
Phasmi stopped struggling and looked at the few guards around her. “Is not one of you going to help?”
She received no reply, only the blank, uncaring stares of the guards. She could not see into their minds, or even feel any empathy coming from them.
“Why are you doing this?” She turned from guard to guard, eyes pleading. “What did I do to you?”
A changeling, bigger than the others, stepped forth and glared down at the princess. “Not you alone. You and your sisters will be held responsible and be held in house arrest until the situation has been decided by the Queen.”
“Responsible?!” Phasmi gasped. “For what?”
“Murder.”
o.0.o

“Oh no,” Acari whispered, pulling away from the edge of the barrack’s entrance. “I’m too late! They’ve got Phasmi! What should I do?!”
She turned to look at Rarity and Luna. “She’s trapped… I don’t know what will happen to her! It completely depends on who gave the order to capture us!” She shivered. “I never expected… wait, wasn’t there three of you bef—”
Acari never completed her sentence. Before the startled eyes of Luna and Rarity, she collapsed unconscious at the hooves of Hidden Tale, who still had the hoof he had used to chop down on her raised.
“What the—” Luna snapped. “Hidden! Why did you—how…” her mouth opened and closed silently while she tried to formulate a response to his sudden attack on the changeling princess.
“How could you?” Rarity gasped, kneeling next to Acari and breathing in relief when she noticed her niece breathing. “Why did you do such a thing?!” she asked, glaring at him.
Hidden Tale opened his mouth to speak, but he was interrupted by another voice from behind them.
“Well done, citizens!” A guard said gravely, trotting up to the unconscious princess. “While we had everything under control, we appreciate your duty to your queen! Please resume your normal duties for now, and we will report your bravery to the queen as soon as possible.”
Luna’s mouth snapped shut and Rarity slowly stood up, stepping away while watching the guard levitate her niece off the ground and onto his back. They watched in silence as the guard took Acari away, not even glancing their way, before both females rounded up on Hidden Tale.
“She was losing control, and I noticed the guard approaching,” Hidden Tale said with a shrug of his shoulders. “I decided that it would be easier to be seen as allies than battling all the guards in the area.”
Luna sighed and nodded while Rarity shook her head, aghast. “But you just let them carry away my niece!”
“Rarity,” Luna spoke up, placing a hoof on her fellow royal’s shoulder, “She is our enemy for now, until we sort things out by finding Twilight Sparkle and your sisters.”
Rarity hesitated, seeming to prepare another outburst before deflating a little. “I suppose, there’s no helping her right now. I hope they don’t do anything to them.”
“I doubt it.” Hidden Tale walked past them, beckoning them to follow. “They’re taking them prisoner, I’m sure they have questions for the princesses. That will give us some time to find little Sweetie Belle, Chrysalis and Twilight Sparkle.”
o.0.o

Sweetie Belle stared at the plate of cooked fruit bats in front of her. Her eyes slowly drifted up to the hopeful-looking cook that had presented her with the plate, before focusing down on the contents.
“Well?”
Sweetie glared at Chrysalis, who threw another one into her open maw and chewed loudly. The Queen’s eyes closed as the flavors enveloped her tastebuds and she shivered in pleasure, before glancing at her sister. “Aren’t you going to try the fruit bats? They cooked them special, just for you, you know.”
“I’m a pony,” Sweetie Belle stated.
Chrysalis raised an eyebrow. “And?”
“Ponies don’t eat meat. Except those cultists in ‘Daring Do and the Cannibal Obelix’.” Sweetie sniffed the fruit bats. “And they were the bad guys.”
“They were enlightened,” Chrysalis corrected. “Besides, they’re Fruit Bats. They’re just like timber wolves. You know. Plants. Only these fly and eat more fruits, and timber wolves are just nasty creatures.”
Sweetie looked down at the plate again, and her stomach grumbled. She looked at Chrysalis dubiously. “Are you sure—”
“Yeah, yeah, they’re fruit! Seriously!”
Sweetie raised one up to her nose and smelled it briefly. “Okay then…” she took the tiniest bite. 
Sweetie’s eyes widened; her hoof trembled… her mouth salivated. “T-this is… delicious!”
Chrysalis’ smile widened when Sweetie chomped down on the whole red fruit bat, and got started on the purple one. “They taste amazing, don’t they?”
Sweetie, mouth full, could only nod.
“Wait until you try bacon.”
Sweetie’s mouth stopped mid chew.
“Bacon is…” Chrysalis grinned. “A… vegetable. You put it on a grill an—”
Sweetie swallowed and slowly put down the fruit bat. “I know what bacon is. And it’s not a plant.”
There was utter silence in the kitchen.
“Wait, it’s not?” A changeling in the back asked.
“Shut up! You forgot already?!”
The pair were escorted out by another, irritated-looking chef.
Sweetie turned to glare at Chrysalis. “You lied! You told me they were made of fruit!”
Chrysalis’ grin didn’t fade, but she did shrug.
“And I believed you!” Sweetie said, “Why did I believe you?”
“Because you’re gullible?” Chrysalis offered. “Besides, little sister, this is your older sisters’ favorite dish.”
Sweetie’s glare didn’t fade until she took another bite.
Chrysalis blinked. “I guess we really are related.”
“Your highness!” A member of the kitchen staff walked in. “Princess Arachne is waking up!”
“Good, good,” Chrysalis’ smile became vicious. “It’s time for my dear daughter to learn her lesson. Are you ready, Sweetie Belle?”
“Mmm?” Sweetie gulped down the last of her fruit bat. “Oh, yeah, sure!”
o.0.o

“Oooh,” Arachne groaned, slowly massaging her temples. “I’m never drinking out of mom’s cabinet again… what the hay is ‘Triple Fermented Moonshine’ anyway?”
The sound of someone sniffing made her turn in place, and she gasped.
Twilight Sparkle kneeled next to the unmoving body of Sweetie Belle.
“Y-you’re free?!”
Twilight turned, glaring at her with so much anger that Arachne had to scramble back in panic. Slowly energy gathered around the unicorn and her coat began smoking, while her eyes turned a blinding white.
“You killed my best friend’s little sister!” Twilight Sparkle roared.
“I-I didn’t I promise!”
“Why should I believe you, changeling?! You captured me and her both and brought us here!” Twilight declared, her words echoing with unearthly power. Each step the mare took towards the terrified princess made the ground crackle with energy.
Arachne pressed her back against the wall. “I-I didn’t! I swear! It must have been my mother!”
Twilight Sparkle shook her head. “I will have to destroy you and the Hive anyway. Your mother is dead, Arachne, you and your sisters managed to kill her as you had planned!”
Arachne’s irises became really, really small. “M-mother is dead?! But-but that was not the plan!”
Twilight Sparkle hesitated. “It wasn’t?”
*burp!*
“N-no! I—” Arachne stopped when she noticed something. Sweetie Belle had burped. “Hey! The dead don’t burp!”
“Yes, they do!” Twilight said.
“No, they don’t!”
“Yes, they do!”
“No, they don’t!”
“Actually,” Sweetie Belle offered from her prone position on the floor, making the arguing pair stop and turn to her. “The dead do burp, pass gas and… other. It has to do with muscles relaxing! Cutie Mark Crusaders: Grave Diggers, yay!” She waved her hoof in half-hearted cheer before letting it simply fall to the side.
The pair looked at her in silence for a moment.
“I told you they did!” Twilight cackled. “And now, you pay for killing Sweetie!”
“B-but I really didn-hold on.” Arachne pushed herself off the wall and glared at the smoking Twilight Sparkle. “Okay, I might have been mistaken about the dead burping… but I’m very sure clarification of whether they do or not is not the result of an involuntary muscle contraction!”
*burp*
“Could you stop that?” Arachne snapped. “I’m trying to prove to Twilight here that I didn’t kill you!”
“Sorry… too many fruit bats…” Sweetie groaned, lying down on the floor.
“Good, now, as I was saying I did-mphmm!” Arachne was interrupted by Twilight’s hoof in her mouth.
“By the gods, you really are a bubble-head,” Twilight muttered, her coat flashing into green flames and revealing Queen Chrysalis.
Arachne’s face was a mixture of surprise, terror, and indignation. “Y-you pranked me!” she accused, pushing her mother’s hoof off her mouth. “You’re free!”
“She seems to be very good at stating the obvious.” Sweetie Belle didn’t even bother standing up.
“That she does.” Chrysalis nodded. “Now,” her eyelids lowered and she smiled, showing off her fangs to her nervous daughter. “Tell me what the plan really was.”
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A few weeks ago…
“Sisters!” Phasmi called, running into the large common room the princesses used for relaxing. “Sisters! Mother has fallen! The reports just came back.”
Acari and Arachne looked up with wide eyes. “But-but how?!” Arachne jumped to her hooves, trotting up to the panting Phasmi. “She took most of the army with her!”
“Sh-she was blasted off of Canterlot by a magical shield last night!” Phasmi elaborated after taking a deep breath. “Our scouts have been rescuing survivors, but mother’s fate… it doesn’t look good. She was at the center of it.”
“But… without mother, what are we going to do?” Thysa said after a moment of silence. “She hasn’t finished our Quests. We’re all still here.”
Acari stepped next to Thysa, and glanced at the others.
Arachne’s wings buzzed, her eyes shifting from one sister to the next. “Traditionally… we are to fight until one of us remains.”
Phasmi and Acari took a calculating step back, while Thysa looked around, wide-eyed. “B-but—”
The sisters glanced warily at each other, holding their ground. Arachne’s eyes measured the others. Thysa was ignored, Phasmi and Acari would be the biggest challenge. Phasmi was less physical, but good with magic…
Arachne lowered her head, her sharp horn glinting in the light. “I-I surrender.” She closed her eyes. “I won’t stop whichever of you deals the killing blow but I can’t bring myself to—” she inhaled, cringing. “Just make it quick. Don’t let me know who it was. Please.”
She felt one of her sisters walk up to her, and surprisingly stand next to her. “I too, surrender.” Phasmi said in a soft voice. Almost a whisper. “I have no wish to fight any of you.”
“But tradition—” Thysa spoke up.
“Means nothing!” Acari snapped, making both Phasmi and Arachne look up in surprise. “Tradition has torn our Hive. Tradition has killed hundreds of our aunts. Tradition dictates that we ignore the suffering of lesser changelings.” She snorted. “Mother was the last of that tradition.”
She walked to stand at Arachne’s right and looked at Thysa. “I will not be a part of that. I don’t want any of you to die at my hoof or horn. I want to live, and I want to live with my family intact.”
“Mother would have wanted us t—”
“Do you really hate us, Thysa?” Arachne spoke up. “That much? That you would want to kill us?”
Thysa stepped back. “I-I, no! I don’t!” she cried. “B-but this is all I know! All we know!”
“No,” Phasmi sighed. “We know better.”
Thysa looked at her in confusion.
“On our last Quest…” Phasmi smiled at Arachne. “I hadn’t found any iron trouts, and I just so happened to find one, the same size as Arachne’s on my way out. What a coincidence.”
Arachne chuckled, leaning playfully against her sister. “Well, let’s not forget that suddenly sleepy dragon that soon forgot about keeping me as a chess piece.”
“Or the extra potions of Zebra Herbs that were conspicuously packed together on your route back from the wastelands to the Hive, Thysa, you never told me how you got them.” Acari smiled.
“T-that was you?!” Thysa asked. “But why?”
Acari leaned forward, looking directly into Thysa’s eyes. “Because you’re my younger sister.” She turned and pointed at Arachne and Phasmi. “And they are my sisters.” She smiled at Thysa. “And we are all sisters. That alone is more important than ruling a kingdom on my own.”
Arachne stepped forward. “So we are agreed… we’ll rule together, as sisters?”
Phasmi nodded. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.”
Acari smiled, nodding herself and joining the others to look at Thysa.
Thysa nodded her head emphatically. “Yes! I don’t want to hurt you!” She smiled sheepishly when Arachne raised an eyebrow. “Or you to hurt me!”
“Well then, I suggest we start organizing ourselves…”
“Princesses!” The doors to the room slammed open, allowing a pair of guards in. “Your mother, our Queen has returned! And she’s safe and at full power!”
“WHAT?!”
“She’s in the courtyard, talking to the troops!” The guard informed them, turning  to leave. “She’ll be here soon.”
They closed the doors behind them, leaving a shocked group behind.
The princesses looked at each other.
“Sisters… I will not go back to Fetch-Questing.” Arachne started pacing. “This is not right!”
“We have to do something!” Phasmi insisted.
“Remain calm!” Acari ordered. “We need to plan. We need to organize, but also not allow mother to know that we will act against her.”
“But she’s—” Thysa began.
“We’ll meet here, after she’s gone to rest…” Arachne nodded. “We’ll bring all our considerable skills to bringing her down.”
“But—”
“I… have considered some possible scenarios,” Phasmi admitted. “I never thought I-we would use them.”
“Good, bring them tonight.” Acari nodded. “I too have some ideas.”
“But she’s our mother!” Thysa blurted out, making the others stop.
“Well, yes but—”
“Giiiirls!” Chrysalis slammed the doors open, grinning like a maniac. “Guess who’s back! Oh, good! You haven’t done each other in, yet! Well… that’s…” she paused. “It doesn’t matter. I have much to think about, so I will talk to all of you later.”
She looked at her flabbergasted daughters. “What, you look like you expected me to be dead!” She grinned. “I’m not that easy to kill! Especially now that I—” she stopped and gave them an odd look. “Well, I’ll tell you later. I have an idea of what to do about you lot and who should run things when I’m finally done for in a couple of thousand years.”
With that said, Chrysalis trotted out of the room, leaving the four sisters relatively confused.
Arachne looked at Acari. “So… plan and act before she chooses one and kills the others?”
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“Sisters,” Phasmi sighed, walking into Acari’s room and closing the door behind her. “I fear we might have to act sooner rather than later.”
That instantly got Arachne’s and Acari’s attention.
“What do you mean?” Arachne asked.
“I saw mother conferring with Thysa… I think she’s betrayed us.”
“Thysa always seemed… hesitant.” Acari looked away. “I found her playing with some of my papers and burning some of her own… I think this is getting to her.”
“We must act now then,” Arachne said, standing up. “If Thysa has informed mother of our plans…”
Phasmi nodded. “At least now I am glad she only attended a couple of our meetings.”
“I’ll drug mother’s food…” Acari said, heading towards the doors. “You make sure the guards are kept unaware until we have everything under control.”
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“And the rest,” Arachne growled. “Is history. We captured you, but Thysa escaped like you ordered to in order to get help from a pony.” She snorted. “Why did she think a Princess would help you is beyond me, but I dared not let her contact them… so I captured Twilight Sparkle and this little filly and brought them both here. We were going to keep you incarcerated until you capitulated and left the throne to us to do as we wished. And then we would have exiled you.”
Sweetie made a face.
“What?” Arachne spat. “You don’t believe me?”
“No,” Sweetie shook her head. “It’s not that I don’t believe you… it’s just that gooey stuff sis Chrysy used on you to glue you to the wall… ew.”
“Mom, she’s calling you sis, can you stop her, please?”
“Now, now,” Chrysalis chuckled. “Don’t make auntie Sweetie Belle send you to your room early, Arachne.”
“But I’m older than her!”
“I’m still your aunt!”
“No, you’re not!”
“Yes, she is.” Chrysalis shook her head. “It still baffles me that you would attack me like that, especially considering what was about to happen.”
“Oh, I’m so sorry we didn’t want you to choose which one of us was going to survive, mom.”
Chrysalis rolled her eyes. “If it makes you feel better, Thysa did not tell me anything about your plans. I found out about them all by myself.”
Arachne opened and closed her mouth several times before gasping out. “What?! How did—” she sputtered. “That’s impossible! We were very careful!”
“And yet, I know everything,” Chrysalis pointed out. She ignored Arachne and turned to look at Twilight Sparkle, sleeping peacefully inside the cocoon. “I think it’s time Twily here woke up, I think she will be very amused by this.”
Her horn lit up with green energy and the cocoon soon followed suit, glowing for a moment before opening up and allowing Twilight to slide out and onto the floor.
Sweetie skittered away from the goo.
“That’s one thing I never managed to understand,” Arachne finally admitted, glancing from her mother to Twilight. “How did you convince Twilight Sparkle of all ponies to join your cause?”
Chrysalis was about to respond when a blast of red energy sent her flying until she crashed onto the wall. She coughed, slowly getting up and glaring at Twilight, who glared right back, standing defiantly in the pool of goo. “That’s the thing, I never said Twilight was my ally.”
“Chrysalis!” Twilight snapped. “What have you done? Where am I?”
A deep rumbling laugh emerged from the Changeling Queen as she glared down at Twilight. “I have committed the ultimate crime against Celestia! I have turned you into a changeling, Twilight Sparkle!”
“What?!” Twilight looked around in horror, at the goo, at the pod and back to the queen. “No! I don’t feel any different!”
“Oh, but you do!” Chrysalis chuckled. “And you know it… that sense of lethargy, the feeling of cold inside you… the hunger that you cannot place…”
Twilight cringed. “I-I feel all of that but—”
“Really, sis?” Sweetie poked her head from behind the pod. “Really? You’re going to prank Twilight now?”
Chrysalis huffed, ignoring the bewildered unicorn and turning to face Sweetie. “I was going to, until somepony spoiled the fun.”
“Sweetie Belle?!” Twilight shook her head and stepped out of the goo. “What’s happening? Where am I?”
“The short version is that my dear daughter, Arachne...” Chrysalis pointed behind her at the snarling changeling princess. “Was under the mistaken impression that Thysa went looking for you, instead of dear Purity.”
Twilight shook her head. “Puri—” she blinked. “Oh, I get it! You made an amalgam of the names!” She laughed. “That’s pretty smart!”
“At last!” Chrysalis roared, rearing onto her hind legs and holding her hooves to the heavens. “Somepony that understands my genius!”
“Who the hell did Thysa try to get instead of Twilight, then?!” Arachne growled, trying to break free. “Who else other than the princesses did you need to get here!?”
The doors to the pod chambers opened and three changelings stepped in, with the male stopping and closing the doors behind them.
One of the changelings gasped and trotted forward, flashing as it turned into a white unicorn. “Sweetie Belle! You’re okay!”
“Rarity!” Sweetie Belle gasped, running to hug her sister. “You came to find me!”
“Of course I did,” Rarity nuzzled Sweetie. “I was so worried! Why, I couldn’t stay home! I needed to come and get you!”
Chrysalis lowered herself to all fours and blinked when the other female changeling transformed into Princess Luna. “Well… that’s unexpected.”
She glanced at the changeling next to the door.
He looked back at her.
Chrysalis tilted her head.
He tilted his in the opposite direction.
Chrysalis narrowed her eyes.
He blinked.
“Aha! Hidden Tale!” Chrysalis laughed. “I thought you were dead, you little bastard!”
Hidden Tale rolled his eyes, but said nothing.
“What. Is. Going. On. Here.” Arachne hissed.
Chrysalis smirked, motioning for Sweetie and Rarity to join her. “Oh, not much. Just a family reunion.”
Arachne rolled her eyes. “Right. Again with the sister thing.”
Chrysalis laughed. “Yes, but this time you get to meet your other auntie.”
Rarity gave her a bemused expression before shrugging.
Arachne’s eyes widened when the white unicorn turned, not into a normal female changeling, but rather…
“A Queen!?” Arachne gasped. “But… how?!”
“Meet your auntie Purity,” Chrysalis chuckled. “Purity, this bug on the wall is your niece, Arachne.”
“A pleasure,” Rarity said dubiously. “I’m sure.”
Arachne looked from the Queens to Sweetie to Luna. “And who’s her? Another sister?” Her eyes went to Hidden Tale. “And he’s my uncle? My father?”
Chrysalis shrugged. “Nah, she’s an alicorn that was trapped in the moon for a thousand years, was cleansed of evil and controls the Moon and the stars once more, and he’s a traitor that betrayed my mother when I was younger. We dated. He might, or not, be your father. They’re not important.” 
She ignored their glares.
“What’s important,” Chrysalis continued, leaning in to whisper onto Arachne’s ear. “Is what I am going to do with you little rascals.”
End Chapter 
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Acari groaned and slowly opened her eyes, hissing when her head started throbbing painfully.
“Careful, Acari,” Phasmi’s voice came from her right. “I can’t see much, but I think the exoskeleton on your skull is a bit cracked. It’ll take some time to heal fully.”
“W-what happened?” Acari asked, trying to make sense of her surroundings.
“We’ve been captured.”
The statement helped Acari focus. Her eyes widened and she realized that other than her head, she couldn’t move at all. Both her and Phasmi were encased in a hard cocoon up to their necks, and two burly changeling guards stood nearby, watching them warily.
“What is going on here? Tell me why you have trapped us!” She glared at the guards. “As princess of the Hive I demand an answer!”
“Do not worry,” a voice responded.
The two guards saluted as a larger changeling stepped in and glared at the pair of them.
“Captain,” Acari spoke very slowly. “If you let us go now, your punishment will be reduced to that of what befits a simple misunderstanding.” She paused, looking at him in the eye. “It’s your only chance before I have you executed for treason.”
The captain laughed. “It’s funny you would threaten me so, when your family is being judged on that exact charge.”
“Who would accuse us of treason?” Phasmi asked, drawing the captain’s attention. “We haven’t betrayed anyone!”
“Oh,” the captain tilted his head. “Haven’t you?” His eyes narrowed. “Are you sure? Because we are all sure you did. And we have orders to deal with treasonous little princesses.”
“But—”
“Silence! You will all face your fate soon enough!” The captain snarled. With a sharp motion of his head, he indicated to the two guards to follow him, closing the entrance behind them.
“Dammit,” Acari swore. “I couldn’t even find out why they’re doing this.” She cringed when her head started throbbing again.
“Don’t worry,” Phasmi whispered. “We have a chance. The most effective fighter of all of us is still out there… Arachne is still free.”
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Arachne struggled in vain against the goo that trapped her against the wall. “Why, you! How could you order us to do quests against each other and know that we were going to have to kill each other while you had kept your sister alive all this time?!” she shouted. “What happened to tradition?!”
Chrysalis shrugged. “Hey, I was pretty sure that Purity was dead.” She elbowed Rarity. “Wasn’t I sure you were dead? I was sure you were dead.”
Rarity rolled her eyes. “Yes, you were sure I was dead.”
Chrysalis smiled triumphantly at Arachne. “See? I was sure she was dead!”
“I get that!” Arachne growled. “So why is she still alive?”
“Secrets of the trade,” Chrysalis said before Rarity could say anything. She glanced at her sister and smiled. “But I’m happy she took my offer to visit to heart! And she brought friends!” She giggled. “Isn’t that awesome?”
“Yes!” Sweetie Belle said, bouncing around both queens. “Family reunion! Yay!”
“Shut up! You’re not related to me!” Arachne spat.
“Hm… that still leaves the nature of your punishment…” Chrysalis mused. “Maybe I can force a transformation with the help of Twili here…” 
“Hey! Don’t call me that!” Twilight muttered.
“...and turn you into a fruit bat. I’ll let Sweetie and Purity decide what to do with you then.”
Arachne glanced uncomfortably at Sweetie and Rarity, who had started drooling and had a spaced-out look in their eyes. “Fruuuuit Baaats…” the pair echoed.
“Huh, maybe they are related.” Arachne muttered.
“Or maybe…” Chrysalis leaned in, her voice a whisper. “I will remove your memories… make you believe that you’re a Breezie with a weird accent and a fetish for pollen!”
“Hah! As if you could affect my memories!” Arachne challenged.
“Oh, but I can!” Chrysalis smiled viciously. “You probably don’t remember your older sister… Blowfly.”
Arachne frowned. “I never had an older sister named Blowfly.”
Chrysalis laughed maniacally. “That’s what you think NOW!”
Luna facehoofed. “She can’t be that gullible,” she muttered.
“Oh no!” Arachne gasped.
“You would be surprised,” Sweetie stated, standing next to Luna.
“Oh, yes!” Chrysalis gloated. “She was just like you! Only, rounder. But she challenged me, and as a punishment I erased her memory from all of you!”
The alicorn princess shook her head, glancing at Hidden Tale, who had the grace to look embarrassed.
“But where is she now?!” Arachne asked desperately.
“I turned her into a fruit bat, like I will do to you! And you ate her! Bwahahahaha!”
“How were we ever in danger of a changeling invasion?” Luna muttered, closing her eyes for a moment. “This is… how did they even think they had a chance?”
“That is horrible!” Twilight Sparkle cried, horn igniting with anger and magic. “How could you do that to your own daughter?!”
Luna didn’t even blink. “Aha. And my question is answered.”
Chrysalis glanced at Twilight. “Do not presume to judge me, Sparkly, this is justice! The justice…” She drew a deep breath. “Of the HIVE!”
“Well, that is not justice!” Twilight challenged. “I wil— Rarity! What are you doing?!”
“There, there, Twilight…” Rarity said gently, pushing the mare away. “You’re just embarrassing ponykind. Come this way.”
“But—”
“Anyway,” Chrysalis said after a moment of silence had gone by. “It’s time to find my other daughters so that you all can be punished.”
“About that,” Luna spoke up. “We know what happened to them. Both Acari and Phasmi have been arrested by your guards. For murder.”
Chrysalis frowned. “Murder?”
“That’s what the guards said,” Hidden Tale confirmed.
Chrysalis remained still for a moment. “Oh. And uh, you said that Thysa was in Ponyville?”
Rarity nodded. “Yes, why?”
“Oh… no reason.” Chrysalis grinned.
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Fluttershy had excused herself to sleep in Twilight’s extra bed, leaving Spike and Thysa alone in the library save for Owlowiscious, who perched silently on the windowsill.
“Would you like another hot chocolate, Thysa?” Spike asked.
“No, I’m okay, Spikey,” Thysa replied nuzzling the dragon, whose face went through several shades of red in seconds. “I’m just worried about aunty Purity, Sweetie Belle and the others.”
Spike sighed, sitting down next to her. “I know. I’m worried too. I hope Twilight is okay, but I’m sure that if anypony can bring them back it’s got to be Princess Luna and Rarity.”
Thysa smiled. “I’m sure they’re fine. I don’t think my sisters would risk hurting Princess Celestia’s student.”
Spike nodded. “To me Twilight is more than that, though… she’s like a sister.”
Thysa nodded back. “I… understand.” She turned, to look out the window. “For the longest time I didn’t see my sisters as they really were. I always thought they’d be a danger to me but…”
“It’s okay!” Spike blurted out, placing a comforting paw on her shoulder. “I’m sure things will be just fine.”
Thysa grinned. “I know. But it’s all the waiting that gets to me.”
It was then that someone knocked on the door.
Spike frowned. “I wonder who it could be. Maybe it’s Applejack? She was going to come back if she could…”
He marched towards the door when there was a second knock. “I’m coming! I’m coming!” He opened the door, annoyed at whoever it was. “Hey, it’s pretty late an—”
He was immediately dogpiled by three changelings, who were followed by several more.
“Thysa!” Spike roared. “Run!”
“There she is!” One of the guards said, pointing at her. Immediately several stood in front of her. 
“Run!” Spike shouted, forcing his head to look in her direction. But what he saw made him stop struggling and gasp.
“All hail the Queen!”
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“Chrysi…” Rarity’s tone was slightly threatening. “What are you not telling us?”
“Me? Oh. Nothing. Murder you say? Yes. Well then.” Chrysalis grinned and skipped past the others towards the door. “Maybe we should get going.”
Sweetie shook her head. “Why do I have a bad feeling about this?”
“Who knows?” Arachne asked from the wall. “Maybe it’s gas from all the fruit bats you ate.”
"Eww."
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“Chrysalis,” Rarity spoke up. “I think you should tell us what’s going on before we go anywhere else.”
Chrysalis blinked. “Why?”
“We put together this infiltration team to rescue you, Twilight Sparkle and Sweetie Belle.” Luna looked Chrysalis in the eye. “Given that one of our friends is your sister, you are being given the benefit of the doubt, but if I am to spend my time gallivanting after you through the Hive, I need more than a simple ‘follow me’.”
“You will?” Chrysalis seemed genuinely surprised. “I thought you were pretty much a follower after the moon thing debacle.”
Luna growled. “You have ten seconds before I blast you.”
Chrysalis smirked. “That is because you have not seen past my schemes! I am in control, Luna, make no mistake.”
Luna snorted. “Yes, I was under that impression while everyone else was convinced your daughters had gotten the better of you. But I did not underestimate you.”
Chrysalis looked at Luna with doleful eyes. “Y-you didn’t?”
“Of course not,” Luna rolled her eyes. “The moment I heard your daughters had outsmarted you, I realized what little of a threat you really were.”
“Hey!” Arachne snapped from the wall, trying hard not to laugh at her mother’s crestfallen face. “It wasn’t as easy as you think!”
“I’m sure it wasn’t.” Luna gave Arachne a calculating look. “You poisoned her soup, didn’t you?”
“I—” Arachne choked. “Shaddup.” she muttered.
“Clearly a challenging moment.”
“Luna, don’t be mean to my sister, please?” Sweetie Belle asked, eyes shimmering.
“I—”
“It’s okay, Sweetie,” Chrysalis spoke up. “Luna has every right to do that.”
“But—”
“No, she’s clearly upset...” Chrysalis interrupted yet again, raising a hoof. “You see, Luna has a secret. It’s purple. And it’s name is—”
“Right.” Luna turned to look at Chrysalis. “You were going to lead us into glorious battle, oh great leader.” She bowed. “I await your word.”
“Chrysalis!” Rarity chided. “That’s not appropriate!” She cleared her throat. “Divulging a lady’s secrets like that!”
“I think I’m missing something,” Sweetie Belle said. Did Luna’s cheeks seem darker?
“Hmm,” Twilight narrowed her eyes. “Yeah, I wonder what that is?”
Hidden Tale looked at Twilight Sparkle for a long moment, before shaking his head and pretending to be looking anywhere else.
“W-why don’t we go find the other two princesses?” Luna said. “I grow restless, standing around…”
Chrysalis smirked. “Without your purple—”
“I grow restless!” Luna snapped. “With the lack of action!”
“Well then.” Chrysalis’ grin would not subside. “Better get going. Don’t want to catch Celestia’s younger sister in a purple mood.” Her smiled widened when Luna simply gritted her teeth.
The group started moving towards the door until someone clearing her throat interrupted them.
“Hey! Wait! Weren’t you going to take me with you?!” Arachne called after her mother, who stopped at the doorway.
“Hmm…” Chrysalis hummed, looking at Arachne. “No. You can stay there for now.”
“The guards knew I was in this room! They’ll come and get me!” Arachne retorted. “They’ll  accuse me of murder and kill me!”
“And that, young lady, is why you don’t try to usurp the throne.” Chrysalis winked.
The door crashed open at that moment, allowing a large group of guards inside, who immediately rushed towards Arachne.
“Princess Arachne!” A changeling captain declared, marching past Twilight Sparkle, Sweetie Belle, Hidden Tale, Rarity, Chrysalis and Luna until he stood in front of the captured princess. “You are hereby arrested for murder!”
Arachne’s mouth closed and opened soundlessly as two guards attempted to pull her off the wall. The goo stretched and stretched until it finally snapped loose, sending the trio rolling on the floor.
After a bit of scrambling, they dragged the struggling Arachne out of the room.
The captain nodded, then turned to look at the flabbergasted group.
He bowed to Chrysalis. “Your highness.” He turned to look at Luna before taking another bow. “Your highness.” He looked at Rarity, still in her Changeling Queen form and bowed once more. “Your highness.” Then he politely nodded at Sweetie Belle, Twilight Sparkle and Hidden Tale before marching after the other guards.
Twilight remained silent for a few seconds. “What the buck just happened?”
“Twilight!” Rarity screeched, covering Sweetie’s ears. “Think of Applejack’s job!” she hissed.
“While I disapprove of my sister’s student using such language, I too wonder what the buck just happened.” Luna said, while Hidden Tale nodded emphatically.
Chrysalis smiled. “Wait for it…”
A second later the captain galloped into the room and slid to stand staring in growing horror at the unexpected guests.
“Oh, cr—”
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“Your highness, we have found your crown!” One of the changelings declared, placing a jade crown on top of Thysa, who did not react in the slightest when it was placed on her head, nor when the changelings started dragging in a few ponies into the library.
Applejack glared at Thysa, unable to talk due to being contained in a hard cocoon, just like Rainbow Dash, Fluttershy and Pinkie Pie were. They all had been piled on top of each other right next to Spike.
“These are the only Elements of Harmony we could capture in Ponyville,” another changeling reported. “The other two are missing.”
“Other than them,” another began to say, “We have captured a hundred and twenty three other ponies and two bullies who we simply encased and knocked out since they seemed poisonous.” He pulled out a checklist, which he showed to Thysa.
“Your sisters should have been subdued by now, and the Hive awaits your return to preside over their execution. We have already drafted a ransom note for Canterlot and took precautions to make sure we didn’t miss anyone.”
“I demand an explanation!” a voice shouted from the outside. A couple of changelings were pushed out of the way of another changeling and a unicorn, who looked around really nervously. The changeling marched up to the changelings next to Thysa and glared at them.
“Why did you attack Ponyville? Who’s in charge here? Why did your changelings try to arrest me and take out Lyra?”
“Uh, Bon Bon?” Lyra whispered, elbowing the changeling.
“Not now, dear, I’m dealing with these idiots.”
“Yes but…”
“Not. Now.”
“Oh… okay. Hi Applejack,” Lyra chuckled nervously at the incredulous looks from the trapped ponies.
“What?!” The changeling, aka, Bon Bon, whirled around and stared in horror at the trapped mares. She punched the nearest changeling. “See what you’ve done!? You exposed my identity to the Elements of Harmony! I’ll never be able to live a normal life amongst them now!”
“Listen,” the changeling with the checklist huffed. “I don’t know who you are, but you are in the presence of the Queen of the Hive.”
“Where is she?!” Bon Bon growled. “I have a few choice words for her after she used my Lyra as a tool!”
“Bon Bon!” Lyra hissed. “On'tday empttay ethay assassinsway!”
“No nays! I want to talk to the queen!” Bon Bon stomped her hooves. “Right now!”
The changeling shrugged and stepped to the side, exposing a very calm and collected Thysa, who stared straight ahead.
“Who’s this?!” Bon Bon asked.
“The new queen, after Queen Chrysalis was assassinated by her other daughters.” The changeling announced. “Queen Thysa.”
“She was what?!” Lyra gasped. “Bon Bon this is really not the time to provoke the new Que—”
“It’s the perfect time!” Bon Bon snapped. “Listen here, you twerp! I don’t know what you think you can do now that you’re Queen of the Hive, but I’m going to let you know right now, that you can’t simply march into Ponyville and attack us!”
Thysa did not respond.
“Are you listening to me?!” Bon Bon asked poking Thysa on the chest.
There was a moment of silence as Thysa swayed in place, then collapsed right in front of Bon Bon.
Everyone seemed paralyzed for a few seconds.
“She killed the Queen! Get her!”
“Oh, cra—”
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“I refuse.” Twilight turned her back on Chrysalis.
“Please!”
“No!”
“Come on, Sparkly. You know deep inside you want it.”
Chrysalis rolled her eyes. “Sweetie Belle?”
“Pleeeeeaaaaase, Twilight?”
Twilight glared at the little filly giving her puppy eyes. “Your puppy eyes won’t work, Sweetie. I’ve taken care of Spike all this time and he’s just as good as you are at Puppy eyes.”
“Huh, must’ve learned from Shining Armor,” Chrysalis muttered.
“Excuse me?!” Twilight whirled around, but didn’t find Chrysalis. She looked around until her eyes focused on Spike and Sweetie, both giving her huge puppy eyes. “Pleeeeease, Twilight?”
She gritted her teeth. “Fine.”
“Yesss!” ‘Spike’ and Sweetie Belle hoof-bumped.
“I can’t believe I’m agreeing to do this.” Twilight muttered as she stepped towards the cavern containing Acari and Phasmi.
“You’re not the only one, darling.” Rarity offered.
“You weren’t emotionally blackmailed by a fake Spike and Sweetie Belle!”
“Twilight,” Rarity stopped her friend. “They offered to send with me a chef who knows how to cook fruit bats.”
“But—”
“Fruit bats, Twilight.”
From the side, Luna shook her head. “Why do I feel I lost control of this situation before this whole mission even started?”
Hidden Tale shrugged. “Because we were never in control?”
Luna pouted.
Hidden Tale sighed.
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“Acari,” Phasmi whispered. “Be strong.”
“You too, sister.”
“Well, well, well…” Chrysalis chuckled as she stepped into the room, followed by Twilight Sparkle and another pony that fit the descriptions of another of the Elements of Harmony. “Look at what I found here.”
“Mother.” Phasmi nodded. “I see you brought guests.”
“I’m sure you recognize Twilight Sparkle.” Chrysalis smiled. “And this is Rarity, the sister of the filly Arachne captured.”
“Where is Arachne?” Acari asked.
“She’s been dealt with,” Chrysalis shrugged.
“So,” Phasmi sighed. “What are you going to do to us? Are you going to kill us as well?”
Chrysalis looked down at her daughter. “I’m going to do to you exactly what you deserve. I’m going to punish you.”
“Make it quick,” Acari muttered. “I hope that little betrayer, Thysa, will follow in your hoofsteps. I’d keep eyes on the back of my head if I were you.”
Chrysalis rolled her eyes. “Why does no one here believe me when I tell them that your sister had nothing to do with this?”
“What do you mean?”
A few Days Ago
Chrysalis and Thysa stood outside the throne room. 
“Mother, please, you have to let me talk to you! You have to rethink your decision!”
“Thysa,” Chrysalis rolled her eyes. “I’ve made up my mind. I’ll talk to you and your sisters after dinner tonight.”
“But… as a family we have to—”
Chrysalis chuckled. “Hah. Family. If it weren’t for your aunt Purity you’d all be…” she drifted off.
“Who?”
Chrysalis shook her head. “I’ve said too much.”
“My Queen!” a drone approached. “The package to Ponyville has been delivered. I made it myself.”
Chrysalis nodded. “Well done, you’ve earned yourself a good meal. Go to the kitchens and request whatever you want to eat with my authority.”
“T-thank you, my Queen!” The changeling stammered and hurried off.
“Now,” Chrysalis turned to face Thysa. “Let’s talk about you and your sisters after dinner, okay?”
Thysa’s eyes were on the changeling drone as it hurried away. “Sure.”
Chrysalis smiled. “Good. Anyway, I’m starving! I think the chef made my favorite soup!”
End Flashaback
Acari and Phasmi stared at their mother.
“W-what.” Acari finally stammered.
Chrysalis smiled. “I sent the crown to Ponyville so Purity would have one in case she ever decided to return, although I didn’t say who it really was for, since we didn’t know if she would return at all. As far as my troops knew, if I were to be killed, or died suddenly, my successor would be in Ponyville. When Thysa left for Ponyville and you poisoned me, cutting my link from them, they assumed you had all murdered me, but after I had already selected a successor.”
“But… who the hay is Purity?” Phasmi asked.
Chrysalis looked at Rarity, who released her disguise.
The two princesses stared at the queen standing in front of them in abject awe.
“B-but!” Acari spoke up. “That can’t be! You should have fought any other potential queen to the death!”
Chrysalis smirked. “Surprise.”
Rarity shook her head, but smiled. “Hello, girls. I’m your aunt ‘Purity’. I’ve been hearing a lot about you.”
“Wait!” Acari spoke up. “So was Sweetie Belle also a changeling?”
“Yes.” Sweetie said from the door.
“No.” Rarity stated, glaring at her sister.
“But how—”
“Listen, all of you,” Chrysalis interrupted motioning for her guards to drag Arachne into the cave. “I will tell you my decision right now, and tell you your punishment.”
The three sisters gulped and looked at each other worriedly.
“I decree…” Chrysalis growled. “That none of you will have to do another quest again.”
Phasmi opened her eyes.
“That you will all live as sisters and, when the time comes, figure out how to rule the Hive together.”
Acari gaped.
“That from now on, we will change changeling tradition.”
Arachne’s eyes were wide.
“But always remember: Too much sentimentality IS a weakness.”
The three stared at their mother in complete surprise, until Purity hugged Chrysalis.
“Oh, Chrysi! You’re so adorable!”
“Gah! Step away from me!”
“B-but what about our punishment?” Acari asked.
Twilight stepped forward. “About that…” she sighed. “Against my better judgement and as a result of blatant blackmail, I have agreed to let each of you do community service in Ponyville under my and Purity’s supervision.”
“Community service?” Arachne blinked. “What’s that?”
“Oh, you’ll find out.” Chrysalis started laughing maniacally. “And it will change you… forever!”
“But… what about Thysa?” Phasmi asked, ignoring her mother’s antics. “She’s in Ponyville with half the troops!”
Chrysalis blinked. “Oh… right.”
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“You’re lucky she’s just unconscious!” the guard growled at Bon Bon, who was cocooned alongside the others.
“I think she’s been unconscious since you busted in through the door,” Spike provided helpfully. “I was going to say something but it was really funny watching you all tell her all that stuff while she wasn’t even paying attention.”
“Well, when the new queen wakes up…”
“My changelings!”
“That sounded to me like the old queen,” Bon Bon supplied. “You know, the not dead one.”
“Did you call me old?”
“As in previous.” Bon Bon clarified.
“In that case I will not skin you alive, agent Bon Bon.”
“Bonnie?” Lyra whispered. “Why are you talking to the air?”
“Hush, honey,” Bon Bon smiled. “I’m talking with Chrysalis.”
“Oh.” Lyra looked at the others. “She’s lost it. We’re doomed.”
“Troops. Release Ponyville from our control. And bring my daughter and the Elements to the Hive. We have much to talk about.” Chrysalis paused for a moment. “And bring the dragon too as well. I hear he’s been hitting on my daughter.”
“He has?! Oh my, Spikey, I knew you had it in you! I’m so proud!”
Bon Bon blinked. “What.”
“This is not the moment to jump into the Hive’s collective network!”
“But Spikey made a move! I’m so proud! Yes, Twilight, your little assistant is growing up! Oh, this is delicious! When do I have to start designing the wedding dress?”
“Purity! I demand you get off the line!”
“Oh, Twilight, it’s never too early for love to blossom! And you didn’t get a chance to meet Thysa, she’s a sweet little bug!”
“Don’t I get a say in this? Thysa is my daughter!”
“I’m sure my niece will love the idea!”
“Can we talk about this when we’re not being heard by every changeling?!”
“Fine,” Rarity giggled. “But I’m thinking a blue lace...”
“That’s it. I’m cutting the line. You drones have your orders. Chrysalis out.”
There was a resounding silence.
“What just happened?” Bon Bon asked.
“I have no idea,” the changeling with the checklist said, dropping it to the floor. “But we have our orders. Troops! Start mobilizing!”
“Oh, and one more thing. Catch some fruit bats on the way back. We’re running dangerously low on supplies.”
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Dear Princess Celestia,
As you probably know, we’re all safe at the moment in the Hive. Luna decided to stay here for the duration of our visit, for extra protection, although I’m fairly sure we’re okay.
Despite my history with changelings, and against all odds, I’ve found the visit very educational, even enjoyable. Acari is a delight to talk to, and she’s a very smart changeling I’m sure you’ll enjoy meeting when she’s doing her community service in Ponyville.
Chrysalis has been a strange, but otherwise friendly, host and treated us to many interesting experiences here. Rarity was welcomed with warmth by all changelings here, apparently she was really a very generous and friendly princess back when she was still just a little bug.
Applejack and Thysa are good friends, surprisingly, but Rarity told me that her niece was a dedicated gardener, so it shouldn’t be that much of a surprise. And what Chrysalis said was true… it seems that Thysa has a thing for Spike! And Spike seems very taken in with her. While I worry about my little brother, I can see that this will be good for both of them. We’ll all be there for both for whatever the future holds. (Also, Thysa looks adorable as a dragon.)
Fluttershy and Phasmi are also a hit. Although Phasmi is not quite as quiet—or shy—as our friend, she is calm and collected and finds Fluttershy’s knowledge of animals quite engaging.
Arachne, it turns out, ended up being a good match for Rainbow Dash. Both have egos big enough to get them into constant trouble, but their competitions are good-natured, and Pinkie Pie seems to have struck something in Arachne, who will only give up competing against Rainbow Dash if it’s for a chance to learn how to make sweets with Pinkie Pie.
Perhaps the most amazing relationship is that of Sweetie and Chrysalis. While Rarity and Chrysalis enjoy each other’s company and are re-discovering what it means to be sisters, Chrysalis and Sweetie are almost inseparable. There have been more pranks in the last day than in the last week in Ponyville.
I’m happy to see that the Magic of Friendship worked it’s way all the way here, and that despite our differences and… conflicting… history, we can all be friends and family.
Speaking of which, I heard that there was a rogue changeling in Ponyville… I wouldn’t worry too much about her, as rumor has it she’s been there far longer than any nefarious plans of Chrysalis’ and also due to the fact that according to [REDACTED] she’s nothing more than a civilian.
Speaking of which [REDACTED] left soon after Chrysalis ordered her troops back. I don’t know what types of jobs he does, or how he’s related to you, but… thank him for the help, would you? I know we got lucky this time, but having [REDACTED] on our side seems extremely helpful. (As a side note, did you do something to my dictation spell? Every time I try to write [REDACTED]’s name it writes ‘redacted’ in capital letters.)
Anyway, I am off to join the others at dinner, and we’ll be heading back to Ponyville tomorrow with a few political guests.
Your Faithful Student,
~Twilight Sparkle

			Author's Notes: 
Aaand... it's over. For now.
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