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		Description

Princess Celestia - "Master Hand, the creator of the universe known as Smash, is known by many names. The Right Hand of Light, A child's imagination given form, The Creator, Mysterious Menace, Brother of Chaos and Darkness, Scion of Order, The Great Pawn, Master of Games, and many others. These are the names of which I have learned this powerful creature has both earned and been labeled. If this is so, then it explains why we are so similar. But why is he also called The Wizard Professor of Failure, or the Pale Monarch of Murder? I do not think I wish to know the answer"
Extra story tags will be revealed as the story progresses.
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The being that calls itself Master Hand liked to believe he was a patient being. He put up with his brother for millennia upon millennia, he broke himself off from his creator, and even created his own universe. But if their was one thing that could set him off more than anything, was when the people he invited were threatened. He grew to care for the contestants of the now named Smash Tournament immensely. In some extreme cases, such as with Dark Samus, Sephiroth, and especially Ridley, he was significantly more strict and firm with. He still respected them, but also understood how dangerous and unforgiving they were and could be. He also pitied them to an extent. He pitied Dark Samus for being so corrupted by Phazon. What she did was horrible, but before all of that she was just another metroid. The phazon corruption is what turned her into such a sadistic monster. Sephiroth was very similar as well. He was only like this due to that freak Hojo. If it wasn't for him, Sephiroth would have most likely been a large supporting figure to both Cloud and Zach. They would have been like brothers, along with Angeal and Genesis. Ridley however, was another story. Ridley's entire life was kill or be killed, which he took to heart at an early age. This eventually spiraled into the Ridley of the present. A cruel, sadistic, murderous monster, who cares more about his kill number than the kill itself. 
Despite hosting company like this, he still cared for them. He brought them here, so it was his responsibility for what happened to them. He tried his best to do so, even building them a mansion to stay in. However, he was by no means omnipotent. This was shown on several occasions. The incident with Tabuu was bad enough. Paraded around as a puppet to convince his own contestants to attempt to murder each other! Even when released he could do nothing, and was thrown aside like a used dish-rag. After that, he became corrupted by a very ancient light, forcing his contestants to battle and defeat his very Core, that had gone out of control due to him resisting. Which leads us to now. His creator, Galeem, had returned. He was stolen away before he could even blink. He was powerless as she placed him back under her control. His weakened state and soothing words made it all to easy for her to turn him, but she would take no chances this time. He had broken free before, he could to it again. She made sure to shackle and bind any essence of resistance he could possibly muster. He felt dead in his own mind. He could feel nothing, sense nothing, do nothing. Everything just felt dead. A prisoner in his own personal abyss. Yet still he fought. He tried, even if he couldn't feel it, to will his body to hold back. To shackle any power, even if it was but a fraction. Anything he could possibly do to make up for being too weak once again. He knew he would be forced into combat against someone who didn't deserve it, and he wanted to help them to victory as much as he possibly could. 
Then he felt something. First was his sense of being. He felt his mind slowly bring itself to the surface, and he could faintly "see" what was around him. Next was pain. The pain of bullet wounds, burns, scortch marks, slash and stab wounds, and an almost uncountable amount of bruises. After a few seconds, he started to get feeling back into his nerves and muscles. He felt the ground he lied upon, and his fingers attempting to stretch. Eventually, Master Hand was able to gain enough recollection to activate his levitation, and rise. He shook the rest of the fuzz and last remnants of her control from his mind, and peered at the ones before him. Before him was Mario, Pit, Sonic, Samus, Bayonetta, Sora, Sephiroth, Shulk, Joker, and Palutena. He was about to approach them and question them on the situation, until he stopped and used his senses seriously. He saw how battle damaged some of them were, before Palutena proceeded to start healing them. He could recognize those serration patterns and bruise marks anywhere, as well as the wounds on himself, all for the same reason. All the times he had challenged them. He had had the privilege to challenge each and every Smash Fighter at least once since starting the tournaments. So he would recognize the signs of their attacks on himself instantly and easily. And to his horror, he felt all of them. At least one battle wound on his body matched up perfectly with at least one attack from EVERY fighter he had come to meet and challenge. He dared to look beyond the small party before him, and barely held back a gasp. Each fighter was either on their knees, being healed, or taking a defensive stance against him. He could not blame them. All signs clearly stated one thing. Even though he knew he'd had been forced to battle someone undeserving of it, he did not think his efforts would be so pointless. 
"I tried to murder them all again," He said to himself, failing to say it quietly enough for the group of 10 to not hear him. He first noticed Samus, Palutena and Bayonetta looking at him in a mixture of annoyance and pity. It was as if he was an X-Parasite, Underworld Monster, and an Angel of Paradiso respectably in their eyes. Joker even still had his gun aimed at him. He then noticed Sephiroth gain a mocking grin before speaking to him.
"Yes you did. You fought oh so valiantly for your goddess. You should be proud of yourself. You have served your role to the letter, puppet," He finished with a grin. That struck a nerve so deep he didn't even know he had it before then. Master Hand couldn't move. The one winged angel's statement, along with the fearful and even hateful looks of so many he had come to care for shook him to his literal core. He could feel the core within him still, for once in eons. He couldn't bring himself to speak. To his shock, it was Pit who stepped up to defend him.
"You shut your mouth Sephiroth! We all know this wasn't Master Hand's fault. All of you should know that! You all saw it!" The flightless angel shouted. Master Hand was baffled. It was painfully clear Pit took a large amount of the brunt of Master Hand's attacks, due to him not being healed yet, but he was the one who spoke up for him. Next, Sonic spoke up next.
"Pit's right! I see how most of you are looking at him. Keep in mind pretty much all of us were in his same exact position that he was!" Sonic yelled as well. Samus, Joker, Palutena, and Bayonetta all looked shocked at the two boys statement, before looking away in thought. Sephiroth just chuckled before looking away as well, further angering Pit, who decided to just ignore it for now. Snake then came forward with a stern expression. 
"You two make a good point, but keep in mind this is the third time this has happened. On top of that, each of the other two times were not nearly as brutal as this," he stated, gesturing to the rest of the fighters. This started a mass discussion between the fighters, all while Master Hand was left confused.
'How did I damage them this much? I know I did not enter my Master Core state due to the status of my body, but how did I have enough strength to give so many warriors this much of a fight?' He asked himself. Sonic noticed the creation god's confusion, and decided to shed some light on the situation. He walked up to the giant hand and placed his own hand comfortingly on Master Hand's pointer finger.
"Galeem shot you with some weird rainbow blast once you were summoned. It made you glow as if you had a final smash. I saw your body thrashing quite a bit even after she hit you. It's dead clear that what she hit you with gave you a massive power boost," He explained to the now shocked hand. That explained how he had given them so much trouble. And why his efforts meant nothing. 
"Wait, thrashing?" He asked. Pit was the one who answered next.
"Yes. Even during our fight with you. You would randomly spasm and allow us to get big damage on you. Usually Captain Falcon, Ganondorf, Donkey Kong, Byleth, Min-Min, Dedede, and Sephiroth," Pit explained. That made sense. They all had powerful attacks that required time to charge. Then Master Hand picked up on much of the talk happening around him. He could even make out who was saying what. 
"What if Galeem controls him again when we attack her and Dharkon?" Mythra questioned.
"The hand is clearly not immune to the command of his goddess. He has much more of a chance to being a danger than help," Cloud spoke with certainty. 
"It might be better to try and keep Master Hand out of the way so he doesn't cause more trouble. He's shown he can't be trusted," He heard Red say. 
"The bloody thing has already done this in the past, might as well find a way to be done with him here and now," Bayonetta said fiercely. 
"Even if he doesn't try to kill us here, who's to say he won't do it again even if those two are beaten?" Samus questioned. 
Master Hand couldn't even argue. They all made excellent points. How could they believe in his loyalty when he couldn't even control himself! Pit and Sonic sensed the hands distress, and simply patted his fingers to help calm him down, to minimal success. Master Hand then noticed a pink orb waddling towards him. It was Kirby, one of the only beings here that could defeat him single handedly. The pink puffball walked up to hand with tears in his eyes, before hugging his two front fingers. Kirby had sensed how sad and horrified Master Hand was at what he had been forced to do, and couldn't bare it along with what everyone else was saying about him. Pit and Sonic backed away to let Kirby do his thing. Master Hand was stunned for a few seconds, before opening his palm and softly clutching Kirby in his own hug. This helped him more than even he realized. Both then released each other, with Kirby tearfully smiled up at him, with Master Hand giving off the feeling of his own smile. Kirby then frowned again, before pointing to another end of the battlefield. Pit and Sonic gasped before looking at Master Hand sorrowfully. Master Hand's dread grew as he slowly turned in the indicated direction, only to gasp in horror. Everyone heard the god gasp, and turned to see what was wrong, only for their moods to drop once they saw where the hand was staring. On the ground, about 10 ft away, barely moving, was Crazy Hand. 
"BROTHER!!" Master Hand shouted as all feeling of pain became numb and void as he rushed towards his brother, with most of the fighters following closely, but keeping their distance out of respect. The giant hand quickly cleared the distance between himself and his brother, but what he saw made him wish he hadn't. Crazy Hand was in bad shape. He had significantly less wounds than Master Hand did, but it was the fact that he wasn't moving that was the problem. He was also horrified to see that he had the same wounds that every other Smash Fighters did. Said Smash Fighters had quickly caught up to Master Hand, and Pit, Sonic, Sora, Mario, and Kirby, all now fully healed, walked up and did their best to comfort the Hand of Creation. 
"W-w-w-what did I d-do?" Master Hand asked, for once not talking in his normal voice and instead in a trembling voice, so soft and filled with despair it touched and/or broke the hearts of most of the people behind him previously questioning whether or not the hands presence was still necessary. 
"It wasn't your fault, but Crazy Hand was the first to lead the charge against you. We think that's why Galeem shot that power booster at you. Since he was first, aside from Pit, you did the most damage to him," Sora explained while patting the hand on his wrist. Master Hand then noticed Palutena, Luminary, Erdrick, Solo, Eight, Zelda, and Pac-Man walk past him, each giving him an assuring smile, and proceeded to start healing Crazy Hand. Pac-Man continuously generated pellets that Zelda and Palutena used to speed up the process, while Luminary, Erdrick, Solo, and Eight continuously casted Heal over and over again. 
"He is-a still alive, but in pretty bad condition. Please don't-a blame yourself. It was painfully obvious, especially-a now, that you did not want this," Mario kindly spoke, patting the other side of Master Hand's wrist. This did reach the 'ears' of Master Hand, but did very little to stop his trembling. He then floated forward slowly until he reached his unconscious brother, and lowered himself to cup his brothers knuckles. The healers had done all they could for now. Master Hand, didn't know what to feel yet. He could still feel how most of the fighters felt about him. They were no longer saying anything, but he could tell. They all felt he was a burden, not a help. They were right. He had attacked and attempted to murder them all three times now! On top of that, he had almost killed Crazy Hand! 
'What kind of a caretaker, protector, and even brother am I?!' He screamed at himself in his mind, forgetting that Mewtwo, Ness, Lucas, and any other psychics or empaths in the vicinity were paying acute attention to his thoughts. He had noticed the second he had woken up, and purposefully made no effort to block out his thoughts. He wanted any scrap of trust he could claw back from them. Mewtwo and Palutena felt the brunt of his pain the most, due to understanding it the most. Mewtwo understood the pain of causing something you did not perceive or want, so he sympathized with the hands situation. He wanted to protect the people he admired, and instead had been forced to do the opposite. Palutena felt even worse. How could she judge this fellow deity when she had once done no better? She had trapped her most trusted friend's soul in a ring for heavens sake! Under the influence of another's will as well! Galeem to Master Hand was just a more powerful Chaos Kin. Only for him, it was the goddess he had served, like Pit served her, but unlike with her and Pit, their wasn't some evil force controlling his goddess. His goddess wanted this, and he had refused to just stand by and let it happen, just like Pit did. 
'That's why Pit defended him so much. This is just like when Pit's body was used to attack the humans before he managed to take it back,' the green haired goddess pondered while watching said angel now fully embracing Master Hand, who still had refused to let go of his brother. They all then heard a large explosion behind them. Everyone turned and saw Galeem and Dharkon's fight had gotten even more destructive, and stray and deflected blasts of cosmic energy exploded near them.  
"As sad as this is, we need to forget the hand for now. Those two's fight is gonna get worse and worse if we don't do something," Dark Pit spoke firmly. Sonic and Sora briefly wanted to strangle the dark angel, but decided against it knowing he was right. 
"He's right, hopefully Master Hand will join us soon. However, we still need a way to get past that barrier," Roy spoke, drawing attention to said barrier. Once Galeem and Dharkon had engaged each other, a cosmic barrier had formed in a large spherical area around them, keeping the rest of the Smasher's out, but not keeping their stray attacks in. 
"I doubt he will be of any use in that state," Bayonetta stated, jabbing a thumb at the seemingly frozen hand.  
"The witch speaks the truth. It would be wiser to push on and leave the hand and his brother to their fates," Simon stated firmly, with everyone else, most reluctantly, nodding in agreement. Pit and Sonic decided to give one last goodbye to Master Hand, with Sora and Fox glaring at anyone who tried to stop them. Everyone had moved away from the two hands once the first few stray shots landed near them, so Sonic and Pit had to approach the giant gloved hand once again. However, once they got closer, they noticed Master Hand was not still anymore. In fact, he was now glowing. All of the other fighters now noticed the giant hand start to float slightly upward, glowing a familiar rainbow hue, and shaking. Immediately, most of them got into fighting positions, anyone with ranged attacks preparing to fire. 
"Great. Looks like we need to teach him a lesson again," Bayonetta scoffed, prepping her guns to fire.
"Look's like he's still under her control," Cloud spoke grimly, heaving his Buster Sword.
"We can't handle another beating right now, but he did just take one. We may need to put him down this time though," Samus stated, raising her arm cannon.
"Looks like I was right, he is still just a puppet," Sephiroth spoke with a smirk. What they all did not notice, was the fearful expressions on several of the people present at the words being spoken, especially Palutena, Mewtwo, Lucas, and Shulk. Before any of them could warn anyone to silence themselves, Master Hand did so himself.
"Be silent." He spoke firmly and quietly, as if he was talking to children. This caused all of them to widen their eyes in shock and slight fear. Master Hand slowly turned to them, still shaking, before speaking slowly, barely containing the rapidly growing emotion he felt. 
"I greatly appreciate all of your comments and notes, especially yours Sephiroth, but I can assure you, with utmost authority, that you are all most certainly wrong" He stated, forcing even a still grinning Sephiroth to step back from the force now emanating from the god. Everyone now felt the sheer power, and more specifically raw rage now emanating from the hand. 
"Take this however you wish, but I suggest you listen carefully to what I say next. I will fly up their, and destroy everything connected to those two waste's of existence. I will not stop until every pawn and beast they are hiding behind are a mountain of broken bodies. You do not trust me. For very good reason. But for this brief moment, I do not care. Try and stop me, and I will respond in kind. I will reap justice for what has happened here, even if I have to die by their hands or yours." Master Hand finished with a snarl, terrifying most of those present. They had never seen the master of smash angry at all before, let alone the sheer and literal force of his rage they were feeling now. The only small comfort was that it was obvious it was not directed at them, at least at the moment, but at the two deities fighting above them. Before anyone could even respond to Master Hand, they witnessed him tilt himself upward, before shaking even more violently in rage as his gaze fell upon his old master, with a disturbingly familiar black mass starting to appear in specks around him. Several of them then noticed rapid breathing, and finally took notice of how pale and deathly frightened several of their members were. Specifically, the mental manipulators/viewers. Bayonetta, Sora, Pit, and Sonic moved towards Palutena, while Red, Samus, Cloud, and Dark Pit moved towards Mewtwo. 
"Lady Palutena?" Pit asked in concern, placing a concerning hand on his goddess' waist.
"You okay Mewtwo?" Red asked, gently holding the pokemon's shoulders. This shook both mind readers back into the real world. Mewtwo and Palutena both looked to each other, exchanged a shuddering nod with each other, before turning to those gathered around them.
"We can both assure you," Mewtwo started.
"Master Hand's target is certainly not us," Palutena continued. 



"GGGGGGGGRRRRRRAAAAAEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!" Master Hand screamed to the heavens in increasing volume, before rocketing towards the battle of light and dark, knocking several of the fighters over from the sheer force of his departure. Everyone who fell slowly picked themselves back up, and turned their attention to a slowly approaching, terrified Lucas.
"I-i-i-i-if h-h-he w-w-w-w-wanted t-t-to h-h-hurt us," Lucas started, before Ness placed a comforting hand on his shoulder.
"I don't even want to try and describe what he would potentially do, but let me just say we would not be alive long enough to tell what." Ness finished, barely managing to not stutter like his fellow psychic. None of the psychic's had felt such a strong combination of feelings of desperation, failure, and pure rage either at all, or in a very long time. They understood better than anyone that Master Hand did not want to hurt them, he wanted the blood of someone else. Someone currently battling her darker counterpart just above him. 
What scared and/or shocked EVERYONE even more, was that it didn't sound like one voice. Now Master Hand sounded like, from what they could gather in their few seconds outside of fear and panic, at the very least millions of voices screeching and screaming in rage and fury. Not just comprehensible one's either. It also sounded as if thousands of nightmarish beasts and monsters were screeching in fury alongside the rest of the voices. 
Princess Peach screamed in fright as the top half of a light copy of herself fell in front of her, it's face stuck in an expression of panic and pain. She screamed even louder when the same liquid flowing out of the bottom of the torn half fell on her face. Samus and Roy flinched when a dark copy of Dark Pit crashed in front of them, only this one had it's right arm and half of it's face torn off. They all then noticed glowing gold and/or dark red, what they now recognized as blood, raining down all around them. This had the unfortunate effect of scaring anyone who could be considered a child, with the exception of Young Link, who alongside Rosalina were doing their best to console the younger members of their group under an astral shield the Cosmic Goddess created. Everyone else started having to dodge the increasing number of falling corpses. Pit, Sephiroth, Samus, Bayonetta, and even Ridley were becoming increasingly shocked at the amount of bodies dropping before them, all already knowing who the cause of this was. 
"Well, we can't let the hand have all the fun," Ridley stated hungrily, the sight of so much blood, death, and corpses getting his own blood pumping and working up his appetite. Sephiroth, Kazuya, and Ganondorf were also getting in the mood to start dropping some bodies as well. Other slightly-better minded individuals such as Dark Pit, Bayonetta, and Mythra were getting a little battle hungry as well, but that all stopped when the charred, vertically bisected, and very efficiently crushed corpse of the Dark Beast Ganon crashed a good two feet away from them, dark blood pooling out of each of the sides of the large beast. Rosalina luckily was able to shield the children from the view, but everyone else was not so lucky. Anyone deemed a princess seemed to be about to puke, Luigi already did, and anyone who was getting battle hungry, found themselves suddenly quenched of that hunger. Especially Ganondorf.
"I think we better wait this out for now. I know pretty well what the rage of just seeing, let alone causing, a close friend or family member to get hurt can do to you, and a good amount of the crap out of some of your mouths didn't exactly help." Sonic stated, glaring at a select few individuals. All of them but Sephiroth looked away either stubbornly or guiltily.
"Sonic's right," Ness said, stepping next to him. "I know Lucas, Palutena, and Mewtwo already know this, but I saw into Master Hands thoughts. The only way I can describe what I felt in a way you all will understand, is that he feels that he has nothing to lose." He stated, getting a gasp out of most of them. 
"Wait, but I thought Crazy Hand was ok? What about him?" Asked Samus. Palutena stepped forward to answer that. 
"He's in a coma." She stated grimly, getting a much larger reaction out of nearly everyone. They all instantly understood the giant hands rage now. He had been forced to brutalize his own brother, and now.
"He thinks he killed him." Snake stated, getting a nod from Palutena. 
"But why? If he's just in a coma, isn't their still hope." Zelda asked fearfully, getting a comforting hug from Link and Toon Link.
"Their is. But to Master Hand, who had the fact that he caused it, as well as what happened to all of us, for the third time, shoved back into his face all at once, he probably didn't notice or care. In his eyes, he basically killed someone close to him, and almost killed all of us again." Link explained somberly.
"I'm understanding it better now. He feels worthless, but not in the way you'd expect. He thinks that all he can do is cause harm to people close to him. Made even worse by what some of us have been saying about him. So he wants to use everything he has left to cause some harm to someone that isn't. And would gladly die in the process of doing so." Robin explained his view on it, getting a nod from Ness and Palutena.
"Two birds with one stone," Snake said with his fists clenched. That hand didn't deserve this. Being under those thing's control was hell for him, so he knew it was the same for everyone else. And that hand was the first to be captured. 
"Make up for what he blames himself for, and remove what he believes is nothing but a curse upon our lives here," Bayonetta stated firmly, causing everyone to solemnly and frighteningly look up towards Master Hand himself, fighting above them in a manner that could only be described as brutal. Master Hand tore through anything in his way quicker than any of them could believe. All the times they all had beaten him in a one on one match, as well as the rest of Master Hand's defeats had blinded them to one simple fact. He was ALWAYS holding back. This could not be more accurately shown then right now. Both Galeem and Dharkon had proven they could summon almost exact copies of each of the fighters present. This also includes the extra power Master Hand granted to many of them. Fighters like Olimar, Isabelle, Villager, Duck Hunt, and a few others would not have stood a chance against anyone else in smash on their own. It was Master Hand's power that raised everyone to equal footing with each other. He also did this by slightly restricting some of the more powerful and destructive members of Smash, such as Palutena, Dark Samus, Kirby, Meta Knight, Ganondorf, Bayonetta, Rosalina, and Sephiroth. Due to how much extra power he gave the weaker smashers, he did not have to expend much effort to restrain the stronger smashers due to the gap being bridged so much already. This fact however, was often overlooked by a few of the stronger contestants, notably Bayonetta, Palutena, and Sephiroth. 
'It is so easy to forget the hand has more power than he shows. Despite not even having a typical face, he wears a rather convincing mask,' Sephiroth pondered to himself, pleased at the raw power he was observing from the god of creation. Despite not liking being 'under' anyone, he was pleased to see the master of this realm exercising his power like he should.  It always infuriated him how he would let weaker beings walk all over him at times, such as, despite his grievances, himself, anything else in this real calling itself a deity, and that infernal witch. 
'To think I had thought this same being was a minimal threat at best not even a week ago. He is rather good at hiding the fact that he could eviscerate anyone he brings here with minimal effort. I guess it can't help that he no doubt has noticed me mentally comparing him to the blowhard fools of paradiso. Doesn't help that he's controlled by something similar to them as well,' Bayonetta thought to herself conflictingly. Truthfully, she did not like Master Hand much at all when they met. Similar to when she first met Pit actually. He himself was polite, but the feeling he gave off was far to similar to the angels for her liking. Specifically, their subservience to a "higher power" like the Auditio, Jubileus, or Loptr. Although she had to admit, she was naturally rather rude to anyone who tried to tell her what to do, and since he owned the mansion, and this world, she at times purposefully either ignored or disobeyed him for her own amusement. All he would do is reprimand her, which would end with her scoffing, halfheartedly agreeing to his terms, or both. She never did anything too heinous, so Master Hand was never actually too upset with her. But if she was being honest, she didn't think he could have done anything before. Now, however. She is just grateful she never angered him enough to do so. 
'I can't believe someone as calm as Master Hand could be like THIS! I know it makes sense, but still. The closest being I have seen have rage like this was my sister! It's scary to think that I used to think this same god was harmless before. He is truly a master at keeping up a proverbial mask. Even seeing into his mind did nothing to reveal even a fraction of this! Although I can't say I blame him.' Palutena thought in fright and pity. She was greatly frightened by the incredible level of power Master Hand was now making no effort to conceal. What frightened her even more was that this strength seemed to far exceed Master Hand during their battle against him as the Master Core, which confused her. She, like everyone else, thought that was his true form, or more specifically, his full power. What was right in front of them blew that hypothesis completely out of the picture. Now seeing how powerful and viscous Master Hand could be when pushed far enough, she felt rather foolish for acting like she could do what she wanted around him. She, along with Bayonetta, Sephiroth, and a few others always overlooked Master Hand as a lesser god due to his typically passive nature, as well as annoyance for whenever he legitimately tried to kill them. During all of those times however, Master Hand was relatively easy to defeat, with the exception of this singular time. Everyone just chalked it up to Galeem powering him up, but they were wrong. That was NOT Galeem giving him more power, but instead was just Galeem forcing Master Hand to further loosen his restraints. The fact that Master Hand still forced himself to hold back was astonishing to Palutena in and of itself since he wasn't being drained of energy like she was with the Chaos Kin. 
Master Hand himself was proving just WHY everyone was so shocked and frightened at the moment. The massive hand normally would lose to just one fighter. Now? He was quite literally ripping thousands of fighter copies of themselves apart with seemingly minimal effort. It didn't help at all that every single corpse that he left would all land in front of them. What frightened them even more was his mannerisms. They could still hear his howls and screams of rage and sorrow even from their distance from him. Master Hand sounded more like an angry eldritch mother than a person, and that technically wouldn't be far off. Just swap out mother for brother. 
Daisy flinched when Master Hand effortlessly crushed a copy of her into a pulp before dropping the corpse in front of them. 
Sonic cringed when a copy of himself was sliced into seven different pieces.
Red, Charizard, Ivysaur, and Squirtle all shivered when Master Hand took a copy of each of them and eviscerated them with rainbow colored lightning lasers before crushing them all at once with a boulder-sized spiked smash orb he summoned. 
Samus swallowed a lump in her throat as Master Hand burned/melted two versions of herself, with and without her armor, to an unrecognizable crisp. 
Dark Samus actually flinched backwards when Master Hand flat out disintegrated a copy of her with a large singular beam from his palm. 
Ganondorf was already disturbed at seeing his stronger form bisected by the hand shaped deity, but was now widening his eyes in shock when Master Hand blasted a copy of himself into literal pieces with his finger gun attack. 
Mewtwo was shocked when Master Hand incinerated a clone of him with five separate fireballs. 
Link flinched and Zelda covered her mouth in shock when Master Hand grabbed a clone of Zelda, crushed it into a pulp in one movement, and threw the spinning corpse so hard at a Link clone it bisected it, both corpses falling to the ground soon after.  
Everyone gasped and/or flinched in shock when Master Hand summoned hundreds of mirrors all over the air around him, and tore apart anyone in his vicinity once he fired his Satellite Cannon attack. Sonic especially remembers getting caught by the old version of this attack a lot when they defeated Master Hand previously. Seeing an enraged Master Hand performing the move made him sweat bullets, especially since he couldn't even recognize his puppet fighter after the move. 
What Master Hand specifically did not notice, is that all of the freed spirits were viewing his carnage as well. The fighters neglected to tell him this due to it not being a major factor for the situation at hand. 
Simon and Richter, along with Alucard, Trevor, Soma, and anyone else from their universe were amazed and horrified at how Master Hand punched a hole through Dracula after forcing him into his Second Form, and the hole did not heal. Some of them had seen Dracula survive a meteor strike and recover almost easily from it, yet this oddly shaped deity had almost one-shotted the vampire lord. Although, since this creature was clearly a high-level deity of some kind, it did make sense. He had been able to make a literal dog closer to the level of an typical god, so it certainly wasn't out of the question. Still, seeing the god-level vampire be brought down so quickly was astonishing and terrifying at the same time. 
Practically everyone from the Legend of Zelda universe either saw first hand, or through other means learned of the power of Ganondorf on a normal basis, let alone his transformed state. Seeing the mutilated corpse of Ganondorf in his second form was alarming enough, but to also see Master Hand blast two clones of the Gerudo Warlock into oblivion in one blast of light was both amazing and horrifying. 
Kirby and Meta-Knight noticed something both new and disturbingly similar once Master Hand forced Marx to be crushed in his own black hole. What was new was the fact that his entire body seemed to be slowly become covered in smash orb symbols, all glowing a bright rainbow hue. What was also new, but disturbingly familiar was a certain smash ball like orb in the center of Master Hand. What was disturbing about it was the black and gold swarm that was flowing out of it.
"Uh oh," Pit said in worry, flashbacks of a brutal battle coming to his head as he recognized the particles.
"Oh no, not again," Sonic gulped in fright, also having unwanted flashbacks.  
"Oh dear," Bayonetta said nervously, remembering how brutal Master Hand was in that state. 
"This should be entertaining," Sephiroth spoke with a grin.
Then Master Hand exploded into a incomprehensibly large swarm, only unlike last time, the swarm was not all completely black. In fact, it barely had any black at all. It looked to be made up of trillions of significantly smaller orbs. These orbs bore a striking resemblance to another powerful orb-shaped artifact created by the very being currently transforming. 

Princess Celestia, the immortal ruler and defender of Equestria, motherly figure to all who will allow it, fearsome terror to those who threaten her subjects, and self-proclaimed supreme cake connoisseur, was not easily surprised. She had faced a towering centaur quite literally out of the depths of Tartarus, a demonic ram lich whose creativity and cruelty combined knew no bounds, and a literal god of chaos in the form of a mismatched amalgamation known only as Discord. She even has had to face and banish her own sister, overcome by jealousy and the influence of a parasite. Despite all of this, even she could not hide her confusion and shock at what she had witnessed. 
She was currently in her bedchambers, and it was close to when she was required to raise the sun. This was unknown to her however, due to her currently slumbering. She was currently having a melancholy dream of her and her sister, who she missed dearly. It was nothing complicated. Just both of them enjoying a relaxing snuggle with each other watching the night sky. Celestia always regretted not doing this more with Luna more than most things. Something even as small as this could have helped prevent what happened. 
'If only. If only I ha-,' Celestia's thoughts were interrupted when she was suddenly struck with an incredibly powerful vision. The Princess appeared above what looked like a end of the world battlefield. She looked down and saw what seemed to be a small army of assumed warriors if the weapons were anything to go by. She then sensed something to her right, and turned to see what could only described as two eldritch deities. They had looked to have been previously in combat with each other, but were now more focused on something before them.
"What is going on? What is all of this?" She asked herself, utterly confused and in aw at what she was witnessing. 
That's when Celestia heard it. 
The scream.


"GGGGGGGGRRRRRRAAAAAEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"


A powerful, rage and sorrow filled wail punched and shredded it's way into her eardrums with no remorse or mercy. Even her own Royal Canterlot Voice paled in comparison to the terror inducing roar. What made it even worse, was it sounded like millions of voices screaming and eldritch monsters screeching all at once. The alicorn desperately tried to block out the sound with both magic and her own hooves, but to no avail. 
Then, it got worse.
Once the fury stricken wail had finally ceased, other noises caused Celestia discomfort for an entirely different reason. The volume was much softer in comparison to it's successor, but it was the number theorized reasonings behind the sounds that unnerved the pony princess. More screams, but not screams of rage, but of pain and terror. 
The strange and warbled screams, as if creatures, with their voices immensely warped and altered, were being utterly slaughtered.  The horrible sounds made her feel as if she had been punched a metal boulder had struck her gut. She slowly turned to the still screaming voices, and saw she was almost dead right. To her horror and bafflement, a giant, white, rainbow glowing creature was utterly decimating white and red what she assumed to be soldiers due to how many their were, while also swatting away, as well as quite literally crushing, several larger monsters in what was clearly a massacre filled by rage. But not blind rage. Oh no. She could tell from the creatures calculated attacks and dodges. This was focused and concentrated rage, but so much of it it looked as if it was blind rage. 
The creature causing the screams looked similar to the white gloves used by minotaurs and sometimes griffons when at formal gatherings. The filled-out form of the glove suggested it was actually a sentient giant gloved hand or claw. But how could a disembodied limb be so powerful? Or brutal? She could tell simply from the destruction it's missed shots caused, as well as the shock waves from it's physical impacts. As the princess looked closer at the soldiers the giant hand was brutally slaughtering, she noticed they looked similar to the smaller army down to the ground. Some of the white ones looked similar to about half of them, while the dark red ones looked similar to the other half of the group.   
"Are they clones? If they are, they are clearly in the service of the angelic and demonic beings in the sky. Their coloring makes that simple enough. It seems though that this hand is significant enough a threat to both of them to form a temporary ceasefire. They clearly aren't trying to help the other, but they are at least trying to stay out of each others way." The princess correctly theorized. She was curious on why the giant hand was so furious. This type of fury reminded her of an angry Ursa Major protecting it's young. She did not know how close she was to the truth. She cringed and looked away when the giant hand forced an equally comical and terrifying bat-like jester, who had just split itself in half to form a black hole, to become crushed in it's own vortex it created. She observed all of the strange creatures that made up the small army below the hands onslaught. What looked like several strange hairless apes, animals such as the falcon and the fox standing on their hind legs, a terrifying skeletal dragon like creature, a more friendly orange dragon with a flame on it's tail, and surprisingly enough another giant hand laying further above them. From the looks of it, it was badly injured. That got her thinking. 
'Could the two hands be friends? Is that why the other one is so enraged?' She thought to herself. She did not get long to think before the other hand drew her attention back to it, due to it glowing with a rainbow aura that continued to get brighter and brighter. She also noticed a black and gold swarm like mass start leaking from it. Before she knew it, the hand burst in an explosion of bright light. Out of reflex, Celestia braced herself with her forelegs to protect herself from the explosion, but it never hit her. Instead, it caused the princess to be ejected from the vision. Little did she know, she wasn't the only one. 
Nightmare Moon was waiting.
She could feel it. Her imprisonment was nearing it's end. It was all she could think about. Finally, she could return, and claim vengeance against her blasted sister. 
She knew Celestia could not use the elements again. Even if she could, all Nightmare Moon would have to do is get to her before she could get the chance to use them. She overpowered her sister last time, the reason she was here in the first place, so she knew she could do it again. As the corrupted princess was further contemplating her inevitable victory, she felt an incredible amount of energy from the Dreamscape, the area she would appear in to enter other beings dreams. Something had just entered, or more specifically based on how large the energy felt, forced it's way into the Dream World. She could only contemplate this for a few more seconds, before she heard a sound, made up from millions of other sounds, that made her feel a way that even her own pride would fail to keep her from admitting to.


"GGGGGGGGRRRRRRAAAAAEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!"
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		The Master of Questions?



Twilight Sparkle could be described in many words. Sweet, fanatical, loving, obsessive, hard-working, attentive, caring,  intelligent, focused, and many more. Right now however? Their is only one word that could describe the purple unicorn now. 
Irritated.
Not annoyed, not malcontent, not angry, not sad, not frustrated.
Just irritated. 
"My dear Twilight, there is more to a young pony's life than studying, so I'm sending you to supervise the preparations for the Summer Sun Celebration in this year's location: Ponyville. Also, I have an even more essential task for you to complete: make some friends!" Spike finished reading the princess's letter as said Twilight Sparkle let out a groan of irritation. 
"Look on the bright side, Twilight. The Princess arranged for you to stay in a library. Doesn't that make you happy?" Spike asked, hoping to cheer his unicorn caretaker up at least a little bit. Luckily, he succeeded. 
"Yes, yes it does. You know why? Because I'm right! I'll check on the preparations as fast as I can, then get to the library to find some proof of Nightmare Moon's return." Twilight said confidently.
"Then... when will you make friends, like the Princess said?" Spike asked hopefully.
"She said to check on preparations. I am her student, and I'll do my royal duty, but the fate of Equestria does not rest on me making-," She said, before freezing in place, her eyes open in a frightened but blank stare. Spike started to get very worried very quickly, as well as the two pegasus royal guards who just finished landing the chariot. 
"Twilight, are you ok?" Spike asked in rapidly growing fear, shaking the purple mare's shoulder in concern. 
"Miss Twilight?" One of the guards asked, turning around in alarm. Luckily, they did not have to wait long for a response from the still frozen unicorn. Suddenly, Twilight collapsed forward in the carriage, barely catching herself with her fore-hooves as she breathed in and out deeply. 
"Twilight! Are you ok? What happened?" Spike asked panicked, gently holding Twilight's side in his claws to help her settle herself. Both of the guards disconnected from the chariot and hurried over to check over Twilight as well. 
"Are you alright Miss Twilight?" One of them asked as they both helped her out of the carriage.  
"I don't know. I just froze up for a second. I'm feeling better now though. I guess I just scared myself at the thought of Equestria's fate actually relying on me making friends," She said with a laugh while rubbing her ear, getting an eye roll out of Spike, and a chuckle out of the guards. 
"Of course. We'll, at least your ok. You scared the heck out of me!" Spike responded with a half-hearted glare. Twilight laughed sheepishly before responding.
"Sorry Spike, i'll make sure that doesn't happen again. Now let's get a move on and get those preparations checked. I want to finish as soon as possible." She said with certainty, getting a hardy nod from Spike in response. 
"We'll then, if you are all well, we shall return to Canterlot." One of the guards spoke, returning to his previous position at the front of the chariot. 
"Good luck on your venture Miss Twilight, Sir Spike," The other guard spoke as he followed his comrade. Twilight and Spike thanked both guards as they walked past them on their way into Ponyville. 
"Thank you both for your help," Twilight thanked them with a smile, which they returned happily.
"Have a safe trip back!" Spike waved to them happily, which they returned with a happy nod before taking flight back towards Canterlot.  
Applejack did not need to be here to tell Twilight was lying. Spike didn't notice, but the guards did. They simply did not question her on it due to her showing an obvious sense of stubborness, and both correctly assumed they would not have gotten much out of the purple unicorn even if they had tried. Instead, they decided to instead inform the Princess about the incident. Spike and Twilight continued on, with Spike pointing towards a friendly looking pink pony approaching them. What no creature present knew, was what actually caused Twilight's short freeze. 
Twilight herself was silently contemplating the brief but memorable, what had to be some kind of vision, that she had experienced as she massaged her ear again. Any actual visual imagery she saw was for a few split seconds, but it was enough. Such carnage was rare for any living pony to even think about, let alone actually see. 
What was even worse, was that the carnage wasn't what she would remember, or more specifically be scarred by, the most out of that experience. The bodies and what had to be blood all over the scenery would certainly not be the first thing she would remember whenever she would draw upon the memory of the events of about 20 seconds ago. No, that title wen't to something she didn't even actually see. Something that felt like it was trying to destroy her hearing from the inside out. The first thing she heard, and what caused her to freeze. 
She would never be able to forget that horrible sound. 







Pinkie Pie was known for being a very friendly and excitable pony. Today however, she was ecstatic. A new friend had just arrived in town, and she needed to plan their Welcome to Ponyville Party! She was on her way to Sugarcube Corner to get started, when she suddenly froze. The hyperactive pink pony all of a sudden froze in her tracks, staring blankly forward with widened eyes. This lasted approximately five seconds before she fell forwards, bounced off the ground like a ball, and bounced on her hooves a few more times to regain her balance as she then massaged her ear. Despite the comical recovery, her mood had dropped. Not much, due to her optimistic nature, but it still had dropped. 
"Wow! That was random! And kind of scary. Wonder why were all being jumpscared by-"
Pinkie suddenly froze and started vibrating, the vibrations traveling from bottom to top before she gave a short spaz and stood back up straight. 
"Oh. ok! You did technically ask nicely instead of yelling at me. Sure! I'll keep quiet about it." Pinkie said looking upwards, slightly confusing the townsponies since they had seen her act random ever since they started living in Ponyville. Pinkie was still nervous however, shown by her mane becoming slightly less poofy. 
She felt another strong vibration, just much quicker this time. 
"Oh! Ok!" She said happily, literally springing upwards as her mane regained what little amount of poof it had lost. She did have one last thing to say however. 
"I feel kind of bad though, if I ever tried to scream that loud, i'd ruin my throat."
Que a very quick but immensely strong vibration. 
"Sorry! Won't do it again!"







Anyone who has been in Ponyville for more than a day has heard of the Apple family. And anyone who has heard of the Apple family has heard of Applejack, as well as her strength of character as well as literal strength. Said orange earth pony was finishing up her chores. Many would call her crazy for actually liking chores, but she couldn't help it. Simply getting hard work done every day made her feel fulfilled, and she wouldn't want it any other way. Applejack had just finished preparing most of the food for the Summer Sun Celebration banquet earlier. She was just about to buck another tree, before her line of sight abruptly and immensely changed. 

"Summer Sun Celebration official overseer's checklist. Number one, banquet preparations: Sweet Apple Acres." Spike finished as he and Twilight arrived to said Sweet Apple Acres. Twilight was greatly annoyed at first, before becoming concerned once she saw the orange pony with a straw hat simply standing by a tree with buckets full of apples around it. What was even more alarming to Spike specifically, was that her eyes were widened in a panicked state to a unnervingly familiar degree. Both her and Spike quickly ran over just as the mare shook herself out of her stunned state, now rubbing her ear with a hoof. 
"Are you alright miss?" Spike asked as Twilight gently put a supporting hoof on the mare's shoulder. 
"Oh don't you worry, i'm alright. Just spaced out for a bit. Does feel like a manticore and a dragon had a roaring contest in my head though." She said, still rubbing her ear. 
That silently alarmed the purple duo of dragon and pony. 
Throughout the day, Twilight and Spike noticed a disturbingly similar occurrence with a few (Spike: interesting, Twilight: annoying) ponies throughout the day. A rainbow headed pegasus, a grandiose unicorn, and a shy animal loving pegasus. Each time they either encountered or approached them, they would have their eyes widened for a few seconds before rubbing their ears in pain. Just like she herself did earlier. Neither of them voiced these concerns to each other, due to the celebration being so imminent, and Twilight's worries about Nightmare Moon. That didn't mean it didn't leave their thoughts completely, same as every other pony affected. 

Celestia was supposed to be preparing for her arrival to the celebration, but was instead preparing for her sister. She wasn't stupid. If their was anyone who Nightmare Moon would target the second upon freeing herself, it would be the one who barely beat her with the use of a now unavailable resource. She wanted to go and check on Twilight after the report her guards gave her, but due to everypony being so busy, she wasn't able to hear what they had to say until later in the day. If she wen't to check on Twilight now, she'd only be a magnet for more trouble, knowing herself well enough to admit she would not be able to leave her students side, especially in light of the coming threat. 
As she was trotting back towards her room, she noticed something peculiar. A certain statue was in it's usual place in Canterlot castle. Normally, the being that WAS the statue would be laughing at the little bits of his own brand of humor he was able to create with the limited influence he had. Celestia never questioned why she could tell what the scheming draconequus was feeling, she just always assumed it was his doing. Now though, he was silent. 
He was never silent. 
Not even for a few minutes, let alone several days. 


What Celestia didn't notice, was that their was something that neither her nor anyone else in their section of the multiverse could sense. But Discord could. Being the god of chaos, Discord knew he was very sensitive and self-aware to quite literally anything going on in Equestria. From a rabbit stealing a carrot from a irate pony's farm, to a Parasprite devouring half a mile of forest. This also let Discord know when he was the ONLY one who could sense something. Specifically, something approaching. This particular something was why Discord was currently mentally static for several days long after his own little incident. 
Normally, this wouldn't be a bother. Discord was well aware his senses could stretch out to far beyond what he privately called the MLP Multiverse for sake of a rare moment of simplicity. All of those other handsome devils in this one, as well as other MLP Multiverses, could do the same, so they were all used to seeing massive swells of energy just pop up out of nowhere. But even among all of those random and/or edgy individuals popping up throughout the multiverse, their was something particularly foreboding about this one. Specifically, how pure the energy felt. How raw it felt. Plus, those energies would usually appear in a single universe. 
Not outside of the multiverse itself. 
It also would not have forced it's way in. 
And be moving towards a single one. 
While already feeling like it had been here already.
Honestly, Discord's increasing worry makes sense in the grand scheme of things. Why would a being, representing chaos personified into an energy called magic, want to sense what would have to be by far the largest energy signature he had ever felt in his existence, break into the multiverse he inhabits, and feel like the exact opposite of his own energy?
It's rather fair for anything calling itself the Lord of Chaos to be unnerved at a massive signature nearly identical to that of Order energy be traveling anywhere near the direction of their universe. 



Twilight Sparkle was, like most ponies of Equestria, very easy to startle. She watched with growing concern as the image of the mare on the surface of the moon disappeared. The pit in her stomach grew larger and larger as Mayor Mare finished up her introduction for the princess while Fluttershy prepared her birds. 
"-the very pony who gives us the sun and the moon each and every day. The good. The Wise. The bringer of harmony to all of Equestria! Princess Celestia!" the mayor finished, gesturing to the top balcony, which was Rarity's que to open the curtains as grandiose horns trumpeted to further support the princesses entrance. If only their was a princess with an entrance to support.
"This can't be good," Twilight spoke in worry, as their was no sign of the aforementioned Sun Princess. The rest of the ponies present quickly started panicking. 
"Remain calm everypony, their must be a reasonable explanation." Mayor Mare stated, desperately trying to calm down the populace. 
"Oh! Oh! I love guessing games! Is she hiding?" Pinkie Pie excitedly asked, looking to the floor and below herself to see if the Princess was hiding below. Rarity took it upon herself to observe the stage and see if she could find even a hair of Princess Celestia. To no avail. 
"She's gone." Rarity announced in shock, causing everpony else present to gasp in fear and alarm. 
"Oh, she's goo-" Pinkie started off in awe, before her eyes widened in fear and her pupils shrunk to pinpricks, and her body had a very violent shudder. Twilight turned to Pinkie in confusion, having never seen anything even close to a reaction as strange as this from the pony during the short time she's known her, and that's saying something despite that short time. Before she could question her on it however, a purple mist starting appearing on the balcony Princess Celestia was supposed to be at. The mist swirled higher and higher before bursting apart, revealing a jet black alicorn with a cutie mark of a cresent moon on a purple, twilight sky, draconic cyan eyes, pearly white fangs, light blue armor adorning her hooves, chest, and head, and a mane resembling an ethereal night sky, filled with stars that flowed on its own. 
"Nightmare Moon!" Twilight shouted in fright as Spike fainted in fright, falling off of her back in the process. Said night goddess surveyed the ponies before her in satisfactory recognition. 
"Oh, my beloved subjects. It's been so long since I've seen your precious little sun-loving faces." She finished with a harsher tone. 
"What did you do with our-" Rainbow Dash started before she felt her a brick dropped into her gut. All of her senses were suddenly screaming at her to run. Not where, not how, just run. To make it worse, if she was reading herself correctly, it wasn't even because of Nightmare Moon. Applejack noticed her friend almost collapse to the floor, shaking and sweating more than anypony she had ever seen except for Fluttershy. 
"Whoa their Dash, are you ok? What's wrong?" She asked while helping the cyan pegasus right herself, though it did little to stop the shaking. Everypony else, including Nightmare Moon, took notice of Rainbow Dash's current state of panic as well. Twilight also started to feel a pit continuously drop in her stomach once she started sensing a faint magical signature, growing larger by the second. 
"Is their something wrong with her? Surely mine appearance is not that fearsome?" Nightmare Moon questioned, having heard the beginning of Rainbow Dash's unfinished statement earlier. Going by that, the pegasus was not scared of her nearly enough to warrant such an unprecedented response. Nightmare Moon abandoned these questions when she too noticed the growing magical signature, only unlike Twilight, she recognized where, or more alarmingly, what, it was familiar too. Nightmare Moon's eyes slowly widen in fright before turning towards Twilight, seeing that the purple unicorn was also showing signs of growing alarm. Twilight turned to Nightmare Moon as well, and both had a silent connection as they came to the same conclusion. Something was about to arrive. Something big. 
Very quickly, every pony present, be it Unicorn, Pegasus, or even Earth Pony, all started feeling a growing presence. The presence itself did not feel malicious, simply the incalculable size of it was what was putting every creature, including the now very awake Spike, on edge. The only thing to distract them all from their growing fear and unease, despite how counterproductive it would come to be, was from Pinkamena Diane Pie. The pink pony finally stopped shuddering, which everypony and dragon present were shocked to see they forgot she was even doing that, as well as the fact that they were even more unnerved that she stopped. Pinkie slowly caught her breath before speaking to no one in particular, in a very nervous voice. 
"That was oooooonnnnneeeee big doozy," Pinkie said nervously, before every pony in the room froze in utter terror at a sudden sound that decided to force it's way through the physical barriers of the body, and ingrain itself into their very subconscious. Only 6 creatures present recognized the familiarity of this sound and felt it's force significantly more than everypony else. 
Twilight Sparkle, Spike Solaris, Rarity Belle, Pinkie Pie, Rainbow Dash, Applejack, Fluttershy, and even Nightmare Moon, all covered their ears to try and desperately block out the overwhelming sound, Nightmare Moon especially dreading being forced to perform such an action once again, but taking no hesitation to do so. 
Unbeknowst to everypony and dragon in the town hall, they were not even close to the only beings to hear this familiar wail. The horrendous shriek stretched throughout all of Equestria, bringing several other ponies, thestrals, changelings, manticores, a dragon, a single zebra, and a multitude of other creatures either to their knees, or desperately trying to block out the brief but scarring cry. Said cry still wen't even farther, eventually reaching across all of Equus. Scarring the minds of any creature with it's existence, despite it's unnoticeable briefness. It even reached a certain Princess currently trapped on the moon, filling the poor captive with immense dread for the safety for her student and sibling. Especially her sibling. The owner of that horrid shriek clearly did not take kindly to heavily one sided dark or light beings if what she sensed was even close to accurate. Due to that knowledge, her sister's current state would be the equivalent to a target on her flank. She could only hope the creature would be able to calm itself down, and that her corrupted sister did not do anything stupid to incite the glove's wrath. 
Only the select few who have heard the scream in their brief visions would have noticed two facts that made the wail even more terrifying.
1. The vision had somehow censored it. It was far, far worse in the waking world.
2. This scream had a second part to it, and this part sounded much closer to something comprehensible, but the senses of anything that heard it were screaming at them if it was, they did not want to hear it.  
Still, the eldritch scarring wail continued to expand it's reach, to deep below the surface of the planet, forcing it's way through the barriers separating otherworldly layers of Equus, and even far beyond the borders of the very universe it started it's journey in. 
And any being that could be labeled as a being. 
For only a few seconds.
Which was more than long enough for what could barely be called a sound to cement itself into their innermost memories. 
Heard. This.
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			Author's Notes: 
It took so much editing to get the eldritch screams to look nice. I hope I did a good job with this one! As usual, comment any advice or questions you have for me! Also, please tell me if I did a good job on building up suspense. I definitely think I could have done it so much better, so please give me any advice on that.
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