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		Description

The Everfree Hive rises high above the landscape, leaving much of the forest in shadow. With her city thriving, and her changelings growing in number Chrysalis aims higher still. Unfortunately for her, Celestia has other plans.
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Chrysalis stood at the edge of her balcony, head held high as she gazed out over her new kingdom. It wasn't much to look at, admittedly, being that it was in the middle of the densest woodland in Equestria. Still, it had come a long way, and now sported over a dozen changeling constructed buildings, including the tower she was standing in.
The central hive was as intimidating as it was tall, though the former queen had made sure not to make it too intimidating. Instead of the enormous pillar of black stone that Chrysalis had first envisioned, the actual thing had far less gargoyles and needless spikes. It also wasn't constructed by the same changeling who had built her last lair, as he had been insistent that it should look like an enormous beehive.
Chrysalis didn't want to look like the villain after all. At least not until her plan had reached fruition that was. After that point all would know she was a villain though it would hardly even matter.
“Good morning my lady,” offered a quiet feminine voice.
“Ahh Cracked Carapace. How are you on this fine morning?” Chrysalis replied without turning around.
“Wonderful my lady. Are you ready for your briefing?” asked the hesitant voice of Cracked Carapace.
“I think we shall do so from the balcony today. I am in a charitable mood and wish to enjoy the moment as it were,” Chrysalis replied.
“Oh um. Absolutely,” the female changeling replied, hastily trotting up next to her queen and looking out over her mistresses’ barony. “Oh my. We are very high up.”
“The view is worth the vertigo is it not?” Chrysalis replied.
As the former queen waited for the drone to respond, she glanced down at the fairly nondescript changeling. She sported the same dull eyes, black chitin and dark blue back as the rest of her drones did. The only minor difference was that she was a little taller, and had far fewer holes in her than she had only a few years earlier. That last observation was true for the majority of Chrysalis’ underlings, especially those who had more important duties and thus earned a greater share of love.
“I suppose,” murmured the drone.
“Tell me. What is going on in the world outside of Equestria,” Chrysalis encouraged, her gaze going to the distant horizon and past the many pony settlements that dotted the landscape.
“Um it's well… not good,” muttered Cracked Carapace. “Gerry Mander’s speaking tour has drawn immense crowds, and a few more authoritarian foreign governments have signalled some support for the oaf.”
Chrysalis scoffed. “That fool will be dead in a matter of months. How he's even survived these past few years is beyond me given how large that bloated sack of beans has gotten.”
“Yes, his survival is something of a mystery,” remarked the drone.
“These governments haven't put into place any anti changeling measures have they?” Chrysalis asked.
“Not yet, but sentiment is growing abroad and there are rumours that there are elements within the northern arctic treaty organization that are pushing for full changeling expulsion,” Cracked Carapace exclaimed.
“Oh C.C. I can call you that right?” Chrysalis asked.
“Actually that's kind of a thing that only this guy I like does and I would appreciate it if-”
“I don't care,” Chrysalis interrupted. “Just like how I don't care about this silly little treaty they have. Those fools wouldn't dare oppose Celestia and risk losing trade with Equestria.”
“Yes but if they solidify ties among member states and work on their self-reliance they may eventually prove to be a problem,” Cracked Carapace added.
“Pfft,” Chrysalis scoffed. “Maybe in fifty years that will be a problem, but by then the entire scenario will be irrelevant as our total victory will be all but assured.”
Cracked Carapace blinked. “What are you talking about my lady?”
“Nothing. Continue,” Chrysalis declared, waving her hoof in a ‘please continue before I smack you’ kind of way.
The drone pulled out a peice of paper and cleared her throat. “Your partnership with Frothy Mug has continued to pay dividends and by now almost his entire company is being run by changelings.”
“Excellent. As soon as we take over his beet burger king empire we will have all the capital we require to expand into other industries,” Chrysalis continued, a crooked grin crossing her face. “Next stop Disneyland, and then the whole of Disneyworld!”
Chrysalis cackled madly, lightning flashing in the distance.
“Haha very funny my lady,” Cracked Carapace remarked.
“I was not speaking in jest. It's called the happiest place in Equestria after all. Imagine all the love we could gather there!” Chrysalis exclaimed.
Cracked Carapace cleared her throat. “Apologies my lady. I should not have doubted you.”
“No you shouldn't. Now please, continue,” Chrysalis encouraged.
“One moment,” replied the drone, who began flipping through her notes.
As she waited for her assistant to find the necessary papers, Chrysalis felt her gaze once more drawn to her tiny barony. The many small buildings that dotted the still heavily forested area stuck out quite a bit, their purpose obvious even at a glance.
There was a large apartment to house all the non-changelings who lived and worked around the hive. There was a grocery store set up to feed all those non-changelings, then there was a movie theatre to entertain those same people. Chrysalis frowned, only now realizing just how much of her growing kingdom was devoted to making things comfortable for ponies.
In fact it looked like an entire district of such structures was cropping up under her nose, with numerous other buildings in the middle of construction. Earth ponies trotted down Chrysalis’ long streets, pegasi flitted through her sky while unicorns aided in construction with their magic. There were hardly any changelings even visible, though Chrysalis knew that was because they were working in the mines, or were clear cutting forest.
Even with her view marred by so many bright colors, Chrysalis couldn't help but smile pridefully. After all, her city may not be beautiful quite yet but Chrysalis saw what others could not. For she saw not the present, but the future.
The circular city would expand beyond its meagre borders, the central hive would grow larger as their population grew. The wedge shaped city blocks extending from the hive would fill with structures made from the stone and wood gathered right in the everfree. All while Chrysalis would continue to dig deep into the earth, expanding her capital into the many caves below.
“Ahh here we are,” Cracked Carapace began, startling Chrysalis from her reverie. “The lumber mill is now working at peak capacity. The quarry isn't quite there yet, but its production has increased by fifteen percent. Work on the outer walls is continuing at the speed you projected, and-”
“Silence,” Chrysalis interrupted. “What is the news from Canterlot? Has Celestia finally set any new laws into motion which would hinder our efforts?”
Cracked Carapace blinked. “Um, no?”
Chrysalis tapped a hoof against the balcony as she stared off into the distance. “What is that mare waiting for?”
“Um, if I may be so bold my lady, but maybe she doesn't intend on stabbing you in the back after all?” Cracked Carapace began, growing bolder by the second. “Furthermore it seems as though Celestia may never turn against you considering she is quite infatuated with you.”
Chrysalis scoffed. “Her feelings are false. Conjured purely to keep me off balance.”
“And that hoof massage she gave you the last time she was here?” Cracked Carapace asked.
“A show of dominance,” Chrysalis declared, subtly turning away from the drone so that her underling wouldn't see her blushing face.
“And that time you went to dinner together?” pressed the assistant.
“A diplomatic meeting, nothing more,” Chrysalis replied.
“What about the time where you two-”
“Enough C.C. We are not dating!” Chrysalis shrieked.
Cracked Carapace held up her hooves in defence. “I never meant to indicate that you were my lady. Please accept my humblest apologies.”
Chrysalis snorted. “Whatever. Just don't mention the hoof thing around others okay? That was supposed to be private.”
“I don't see why you would think that. Your moaning was loud enough that…”
Chrysalis glared at the drone.
“Shutting up now,” Cracked muttered.
Chrysalis cleared her throat. “And what about the steel mill? Is it finally ready?”
“Barring any unforeseen disasters we should be capable of producing the arms and armor you requested within a month’s time,” Cracked Carapace replied. “Though I’m curious as to why you would bother, my lady. The defence forces are already well equipped from donations sent by the royal guard.”
“You don't need to worry about that,” Chrysalis quickly replied.
“Y-yes. My lady,” Cracked Carapace murmured, ducking into a hasty bow.
“And what about the reproductive incentives? Is the order ready to be delivered?” Chrysalis continued.
The drone nodded. “You have but to give the word my lady and the hive shall experience a population boom the likes of which we haven't seen in generations.”
“Excellent, excellent,” Chrysalis whispered to herself, hooves steepled before her. “With our people outfitted, and the ranks of my army swelling with well fed recruits our victory is all but assured.”
“Yes I suppose the monsters of the forest wouldn't stand a chance then,” Cracked Carapace added.
“Bless your naive little heart,” Chrysalis exclaimed, patting the drone atop the head.
“Um, what?” asked the assistant.
“Don't worry about it,” Chrysalis replied, gesturing towards the exit to her royal apartment. “Now then. Let us continue this conversation on the way to the mill. I wish to inspect it myself before it goes into operation.”
“Oh uh, absolutely my lady,” exclaimed the drone.
Together the villain and her foolish underling trotted through the relatively small and sparsely furnished private abode. The former queen was thoroughly unbothered by the state of her humble living space. She had the regular amenities at least, and she didn't much care for the lavish look of Celestia’s home, or that of the nobility. Which were so grand in comparison as to make Chrysalis look downright destitute in comparison.
She definitely, definitely didn't care nor did she need to remind herself of this fact each night she went to sleep.
Chrysalis didn't concern herself with such worries at that moment however, and merely trotted out the door and into the hallway beyond. There stood no guards, as none were necessary, only the occasional maid or builder darkened the hall with their presence. All of whom bowed to the ex queen, giving their ruler the customary greeting before continuing on with their assigned duties.
“Would you like to use the elevator, my lady?” offered Cracked Carapace as the pair reached the end of the hall.
There a door leading to a long winding stairwell that traversed the entire length of the towering hive waited on their left. While on the right there was a vast empty shaft barred by a bronze fence attached to the wall.
“I suppose…” Chrysalis muttered somewhat hesitantly.
“Are you afraid, my lady?” Cracked Carapace asked.
Chrysalis snorted. “You better watch your accusations young lady or your name is going to become a lot more literal. You got that?”
“Yes my lady!” Cracked Carapace quickly replied, bowing low to the ground.
“Good. Now how do we summon this infernal machine?” Chrysalis murmured.
“You press the button, my lady,” Cracked Carapace offered.
“Which one?” Chrysalis replied.
The drone looked from the single button available to Chrysalis and then back again.
“I uh… knew that,” Chrysalis murmured before reaching forward and presing the small red circle. “I was merely testing you.”
“Have you not ridden the elevator yet? Its been here for quite a while at this point,” inquired Chrysalis’ assistant.
“I have not,” Chrysalis reluctantly admitted.
“Oh it's just wonderful, and its operator is so handsome,” whispered Cracked Carapace.
“What now?” Chrysalis muttered.
The sound of a bell ringing loudly gripped the two changeling’s attention and prompted them both to turn towards the elevator. Which was now open, and had within it a smiling white earth pony, his hoof resting on the bronze fence.
“Ahh my lady. How good it is to finally see you,” offered the pony, who removed the tiny red and gold hat that sat atop his head in order to bow low to the ex queen.
“What did I tell you, total hottie?” whispered Cracked Carapace.
Chrysalis blinked, a little dumbfounded by the unicorn’s appearance, or more specifically his enormous moustache. Sticking out from his face by several centimetres, the carefully coiffed bunch of grey hair had been styled to perfection. It was also completely, and utterly ridiculous in Chrysalis’ opinion.
“I think less of you now,” Chrysalis announced to her assistant.
“W-what? But why?” asked the drone.
Chrysalis ignored Cracked Carapace’s confused reaction and stepped inside the steel cage with quick, hesitant steps.
“Ahh C.C, how wonderful to see you. I assume you are not here to spend the afternoon riding the elevator with me?” offered the pony.
“N-no. I’m here on official business,” Cracked Carapace muttered, hastily trotting in after Chrysalis.
“A shame. You seem to be the only one willing to listen all about the wonders of the elevator,” exclaimed the pony in an almost reverent tone. “Now then my lady. Where would you like to go?”
“Level negative five,” Chrysalis replied.
“Most excellent,” he declared, cranking a large lever and hitting several buttons. “Now as this is your first time gracing my carriage with your presence I should warn you that it moves rather quickly. Please do not panic. Just sit back, and enjoy the ride.”
“Oh isn't he dreamy?” whispered Cracked Carapace. “I could listen to him talk about elevators all day.”
Chrysalis sighed and rolled her eyes. “Whatever. Just get on with it already before I… I don't even have the energy to insult you. Just go.”
“As you wish my lady,” exclaimed the pony who threw another lever and caused the entire elevator to shudder into motion. “Next stop-”
Whatever he was about to say was cut off when Chrysalis began to shreik as if someone had set her mane aflame. Not only did she scream like some sort of prepubescent bug monster, but she also began to fly around the tight compartment, bumping into the walls like a moth. Further muddying my otherwise amazing metaphor.
“Ahh my ears!” yelled the pony.
“My lady please restrain yourself!” Cracked Carapace shouted.
But alas, Chrysalis heard neither of them, as she continued to screech and fly around like an enraged bee caught in some poor sap's sleeve.

The elevator door opened to reveal one embarrassed changeling, one confused drone, and one very frazzled pony.
“This is your stop,” offered the earth pony shakily, his hoof struggling to pull the fence open.
“Thank you,” whispered Cracked Carapace.
“Err yes, thank you,” murmured Chrysalis who hastily trotted out of the elevator. “And I would appreciate it if you didn't mention what happened here today.”
“I’m sorry you're going to have to speak up!” yelled the earth pony.
“I said thank you and then I told you not to tell anyone what happened here today!” Chrysalis shouted back.
“Why would I tell everyone about the hat in here?” bellowed the pony.
“Oh forget it,” Chrysalis muttered, turning to the drone. 
Bring this oaf to the healers then make sure he doesn't tell anyone about what happened in that elevator. Chrysalis menatlly commanded.
Don't be embarrassed, my lady. Everyone’s first ride is a little shaky. Cracked Carapace replied with a frown. Though most don't screech loud enough to shatter eardrums and fly around the room like an angry hornet, bumping into-
Thank you Cracked, now could you please just go! Chrysalis commanded.
Yes my lady! Replied the drone before hastily turning back around and reentering the elevator.
Chrysalis put both of them firmly out of her mind, and without waiting a second longer, teleported directly into the steel mill. There she stood amidst the enormous machines and gigantic buckets used to transport the molten metal. Or at least it would anyway, as the mill had   yet to produce anything but headaches and stress for the former queen.
“It's to be expected I suppose,” muttered the changeling. “Noone said building something so massive underground would be easy.”
Glancing about the long catwalks, and numerous levers, dials and exhaust tubes Chrysalis couldn't help but feel a familiar sense of pride stir in her chest. She would soon have the numbers, and the equipment necessary to create an army greater than any Equestria had seen. All while hiding under the noses of the nobility, and Celestia herself.
Why it was enough to make Chrysalis leap into the air, a song already worming its way past her lips.
“Soon everything is going to be perfect. Nothing can get in my way again. Everypony will finally bow down, and say I’m the greatest around. What they don't know is that this was my plan the entire time!” Chrysalis sang, the changeling flitting about the mill.
The former queen caught a pole and swung around its length, her hoof extended outwards. “This time it's going to be perfect. This time nothing will stop my plans. Instead of singing songs the ponies shall be my thralls, and I will hold the world in my hands!”
The queen cackled as she sprung from one bucket to another, singing all the while. “I could care less about Celestia. Of her nasty cake I will no longer partake. Every vow I’ve uttered has been a lie!”
“No matter the weather I will not stand with these fools. Our two kingdoms will never come together,” Chrysalis sneered as she rode one of the enormous buckets until it clanged to rest and she leapt onto a steel walkway. “The truth is I’ve been lying all along!”
The queen conjured forth an ethereal pony with magic, dancing with the illusion as she sang. “Oh this time it's going to be perfect. I’ll achieve the dream I’ve dreamt of since I was small. Everypony I’ll soon control. Every stallion, mare and foal. Who says a girl can't really have it all?”
Chrysalis twisted the pony in her hoof before kicking him from the ledge, leaving the changeling alone, laughing maniacally.
Or at least she had assumed she was alone, as her cackling was interrupted by the sound of clapping hooves. Spinning in place, Chrysalis was shocked to find that Celestia was sitting in a dark corner and was now applauding the changeling.
“Bravo! Encore!” Celestia shouted.
“Do not patronize me!” Chrysalis shouted, horn glowing brightly.
“Oh but I mean every word,” Celestia replied. “Though it is rather derivative don't you think?”
“I don't know what your talking about,” Chrysalis muttered.
“What, couldn't think of another song so you had to rework the one you sang before your failed invasion of Canterlot?” Celestia teased.
Chrysalis hissed angrily. “How are you here? My security forces should have stopped anyone from finding out about my little project.”
“Changelings aren't the only ones with information networks you know,” Celestia replied, reaching over and sipping on some fruity beverage topped with a tiny, rather adorable, umbrella.
“Impossible. Nopony is allowed down here,” Chrysalis retorted.
“Who says it was a pony?” Celestia pointed out.
Chrysalis’s horn flickered as doubt roiled in her heart. “You’re bluffing. My changelings would never betray me.”
“With trust comes love, and haven't you received plenty of love recently?” Celestia asked. “Is it really so hard to believe a few of your changelings might view their neighbors and friends as more than just food?”
Chrysalis’ jaw clenched tight. “Yes.”
Celestia shook her head. “Oh Chrysalis. You are so short sighted. You remind me of myself before I met you.”
“Enough talk. Die!” Chrysalis screeched, launching a beam of magic.
Celestia casually blocked the shot with a quickly conjured shield before throwing her empty cup at her opponent. Startled by the sudden attack, Chrysalis awkwardly caught the glassware before getting blindsided by a stun bolt. The former queen barely even had the chance to react before Celestia was atop her, hoof pressed against the changeling’s chest.
“My organization has penetrated every layer of your hive,” Celestia declared. “A drone doesn't fart in these halls without me knowing about it.”
Chrysalis snorted. “Then by telling me you’ll have doomed them all.”
“Careful now Chrysalis. Such a threat could earn you up to five years in prison,” Celestia exclaimed.
“That was merely a statement of fact and not a threat,” Chrysalis scoffed.
“Well this is,” Celestia declared.
Chrysalis expected to be hit by some kind of spell, or perhaps the alicorn’s strong, yet soft and alluring hooves. She did not expect for the pony’s lips to press against her own, nor would she have guessed that a wave of love would hit her a second later. Buffeted by the raw emotion, Chrysalis could only lay there as she struggled to consume it all.
By then the changeling had built up a slight resistance to Celestia’s powerful emotions, and quickly pushed her away. Chrysalis then hastily wiped her lips before standing on her own four hooves, and glared at Celestia with all the malice she could muster. Which wasn't much given how embarrassed she was, but the changeling tried anyway. Bless her heart.
“Why are you here?” Chrysalis asked.
“Why, I’m here to help you. Isn't it obvious?” Celestia replied without missing a beat.
“Help me do what?” Chrysalis demanded.
“Take over Equestria of course,” Celestia explained as she got down on one knee.
“What are you…” Chrysalis’ words, and fury died before they could even fully manifest.
The alicorn used her magic to retrieve a small black box from under her lawn chair which when opened revealed a ring. Made primarily of gold and with a large emerald set within it, the jewelry was as detailed as it was no doubt expensive.
“Chrysalis. Would you marry me?” Celestia whispered.
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Chrysalis sat hunched over a strange machine that seemed more organic than mechanical, with various parts pulsing and twitching as she operated it. Black belts spun on even blacker wheels while a deep green light emanated from deep within the tangled web of wires and arcane crystals. Chrysalis didn't notice any of this, nor did she even seem to hear the high-pitched keen coming from the engine, all she cared about was the ring.
Made from what looked like solid emerald, the circle was perfectly sized for the base of a fully grown alicorn's horn. It was also perfectly round and had small, winding rivers carved into its surface. These narrow crevices wound around the length of the ring and were just deep enough that they could fit a copper wire.
Chrysalis' horn grew brighter still, and she leaned in close to the machine, the muscles of her jaw tightening as she narrowed her focus. The tiny spinning drill bit and the band held in her magic occupied the entirety of Chrysalis's attention, her attendant all but forgotten. 
Standing silently near the entrance to the small workshop was the only other creature in the room, a tall changeling whose horn was glowing brightly. Devoid of holes, save for a single one in his lower right hoof, the guard could have been mistaken for a golem if it weren't for the steely focus of his gaze. And he needed that laser focus in order to keep the door closed, and his queen undisturbed.
Thankfully Chrysalis didn't have long before her work was complete, and she blew away the small greenish dust that covered her hoof. Like her drone, Chrysalis sported no holes, save for a single one near her front left knee which refused to go away. Not like she minded though, as Chrysalis only cared about the hunger, and its dissipation, rather than the visual effects of her time spent slowly starving to death.
"There, perfect, now for one last thing," Chrysalis muttered to herself.
Reaching over to the only shelf in the closet-sized room, Chrysalis grabbed what looked like a wire ring, and carefully hovered it over its emerald twin. Aligning the pair over one another, Chrysalis used a small bit of force to push them together and a brief spell to ensure they never split. With that done, she grabbed a small, but bright golden stone and set it into the four yellow wires sticking out from the ring she had crafted.
A small bit of magic locked it in place, and a few enchantments ensured that it was far less breakable than it appeared.
"Perfect," Chrysalis murmured to herself. "Guard, what is the status of the wedding?"
"Seventy-nine percent of guests are accounted for. The location is secure, your fiance just arrived and you have twenty-three minutes to reach the venue," he replied.
"How long would it be, if I want to keep Celestia from worrying?" Chrysalis inquired.
He smiled. "Less than five, your majesty."
Chrysalis chuckled. "Still, even if my little sunbeam gets her feathers a little roughled, this will be worth it."
"It's an artifact that will be treasured until the end of time, your majesty," offered the guard.
Chrysalis blinked. "That was very astute of you."
"Thank you, your majesty. I've been reading poetry recently," he squirmed slightly, his jaw clenching. "Not while on the job mind you."
"No matter. If you ever wish to devote yourself to the literary arts, feel free to request a transfer," Chrysalis exclaimed.
"My queen? Are you sure that is wise?" he whispered in a soft, fearful tone.
Chrysalis smiled as she eyed the ring she had just finished. "Equestria, and by extension the hive is in for a time of troubles, but we will not be so pressed for soldiers that we could need a single burgeoning poet."
The guard bowed low. "Thank you, your majesty."
"No thanks needed, if anything you should thank Celestia for teaching me the importance of culture," Chrysalis' smile widened. "Speaking of which. We should get moving. I would hate to spend the first moments of marriage getting scolded for being tardy."
"Don’t worry, we've made sure to keep Twilight Sparkle very busy," offered the guard.
Chrysalis chuckled. "What would I do without my loyal changelings?"
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