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		Description

Chain O'Command is just your average guard, having an average work day. Soon, he will start his next shift where he'll be guarding Princess Celestia's throne room.
Unfortunately, there's something important he forgot to bring, something a guard like him should never forget. Ever.
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Chain O'Command, just your average royal guard in Canterlot, sat at a table in the guards' simple but welcoming mess hall, enjoying the lunch his family had packed for him. It was noon, so the entire room was busy, filled with the smell of food, chatting  and the odd friendly laughter. He wouldn't stay for very long, his next shift in the garden would start in just ten minutes.
Sitting opposite him was Night Shift, a bat-pony, looking quite ragged as he tended to do whenever he had to work extra during these hours.
"You alright there, Shift?" asked Chain O'Command with a mouthful of a tomato sandwich.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. Thanks for asking." He leaned his head forward, clutching it with his legs. "This headache, though."
"Need something?" asked Chain.
Night Shift looked up at him. "Other than better work hours? No. I just need to help out for another thirty minutes and I can finally go home and sleep."
"Good. Good... what are you doing anyway?" asked Chain, taking another bite of his tasty sandwich.
"Just have to do a quick shift in the garden," said Night Shift.
Chain stopped chewing the sandwich, almost like he forgot he had it. "What? No- I have the shift in the- Wait, is today friday?"
"Yeah, so?"
"Crud!" said Chain, putting down his sandwich. "I thought it was thursday! My kids usually- so I- nevermind. I thought I had that shift. But... today I'll have to stand next to Princess Celestia's throne."
The way he spoke wasn't with pride, but slight dread.
Night Shift suddenly seemed to have forgotten his headache and sat up straight, looking a bit worried. "You didn't forget your-"
"I did!" said Chain O'Command, feeling like an idiot. Whatever would happen, he could only blame himself.
Night Shift quickly glanced around the mess hall, looking for a solution. "Can't you just ask if the others-"
"No, we can't have it just lying around. She would get suspicious," said Chain. He thought to himself for a few seconds. "Okay, that's it. At the next meeting I'm going to suggest we have an emergency stash hidden in the broom closet, or something."
"We should-" but before Night Shift could finish whatever he wanted to say, the main door of the hall flung open with a loud bang.
Everyone's eyes were drawn to the entrance where there was a single royal guard standing in the doorway, a bit smaller than his peers. He looked furious, so much that he was literally red.
The young guard, the 'Rookie', as he would be known for a few more days, pointed his wing straight towards all the ponies inside. "You guys are jerks! You could have freaking told me!"
Most ponies, including Chain O'Command and Night Shift, started laughing. They didn't quite mean anything by it, and actually drew him into the room, welcoming him into their fold with smiles and cheer.
"Relax, Rookie, everyone has to go through that at least once. You're one of us, now!" said a random guard, offering him a beverage. He put his leg around the Rookie's neck as he handed him the cool drink, but quickly let go when the pegasus winced. "Sorry."
"That was horrible. I thought I was going to die! You seriously do this with everyone?" asked the Rookie.
"At least once," said Chain O'Command from his seat. "And I forgot the essentials, so I'm probably going to have to do it today!"
A few other guards winced in empathy. "Good luck with that," said one.
The Rookie sat down at the table. Despite having calmed down, he was still bright red... this morning he had been gray. "Didn't expect this when I joined the royal guard."
Night Shift raised his cup to him. "Nopony does."
The Rookie seemed a bit confused. "But... seriously, Princess Celestia gives you sunburn?" he asked.
"Or a nice tan," said a captain. "When ponies say she's as radiant as the sun, most don't know that's literal. Always make sure you've got plenty of sunscreen when you're going stand guard by her."
Chain O'Command spoke up. "Don't look at her for too long. You'll go blind."
"Shouldn't ponies have noticed that by now?" asked the Rookie.
"Princess Celestia is busy, so she usually doesn't stay in one place for long. Thank goodness," said the captain.
"Okay, but shouldn't Princess Celestia have said something?" asked the Rookie. "Why have I never heard about this?"
Night Shift looked at him, smiling. "She doesn't know. We don't talk about it much when she's around. Those that do know don't talk about it."
"What? Why?" asked the Rookie.
Night Shift looked at him. "Dude, Rookie, it's been going on for probably hundreds of years, maybe millennia. Do you want to be the one who suddenly breaks it to her?"
"I- I guess not...," said the Rookie. "But shouldn't she have noticed me getting all red?"
"She thinks it's the sun shining through the large windows," said Night Shift. "I don't know if this is ironic or not, but she apologizes for the sun. She asks if we want curtains, but we all just say it would ruin the look of the throne room."
The Rookie nodded, and then looked puzzled. "Wait, so is this why the children's hospital suddenly cancelled her visit a few months back? There was this big commotion in all the tabloids."
Night Shift nodded. "Yep. When we heard she wanted to visit colts and fillies and read a story to them for several hours, we decided it would be best to talk to the doctors first. Turns out they don't want to give sick children a heavy dose of radiation for an afternoon. She still donated a fortune, even enough for a new playground, but she was still a bit upset about not reading to the kids. She still met them for a short while though, gave them candy and toys. It worked out in the end. The kids didn't mind."
"Yep," said Chain O'Command. "And... now it's my turn. I have to go up there before I'm late. Shift, when you leave for the day, can you visit my family and just tell them 'Bright Sun', they'll know what it means."
"Sure."
"Hey, Chain O'Command, take my sunglasses," said the captain. "They might help, if only a bit."
"Thank you," said Chain.
***

"Good afternoon, Chain O'Command," said Celestia as Chain entered the throne room. She was sitting on her throne, right next to her sister, Princess Luna, going through some seemingly important papers together. On their right side stood another guard, vigilant as always.
Celestia turned to Chain O'Command as he walked up to their left and stood firmly guard. "Is everything alright this fine afternoon?" Always so polite, always so friendly.
"Yes, Princess. Absolutely, Your Highness," said Chain O'Command.
"I like your glasses," said Princess Celestia.
"Thank you... I was just in the sun. With a bit of luck I might get a tan," said Chain.
Celestia turned to Luna. "Hm... should I get a pair of shades, dear sister?"
Luna considered it. "Perhaps. It might suit you. If nothing else, I'm sure it would fit thematically."
"What do you two think?" asked Celestia to the two guards.
"They would no doubt fit you, Your Highness," said the other guard.
"You would still be as radiant as always, Your Highness," said Chain O'Command.
Celestia nodded her head. "Well, back to the matter at hand." She turned to her sister. "Luna, where are you going with these reports, exactly?"
Luna looked at her. "Well, sister, I've given it some thought and looked over the evidence, and I've come to a conclusion. There's a problem, and we need to find a way to solve it.
"And the problem is?" 
"It appears that prolonged exposure to my very being causes my guards to suffer from lycanthropy."
The End


			Author's Notes: 
This feels like something that should have been done before, and it might have, but it was a fun idea that I still wanted to write a short story about.
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