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		Description

Equestria has been destroyed. Now it is nothing but a wasteland where nopony is safe. With no options left, Twilight and friends venture to the dragon lands in hopes of eking out a home there.
Tempers flare and personalities clash, but Twilight is determined to keep herself and her friends safe in the land where the dragons roam. 
----
This is a collab work between myself, Patient X, and Stars SteelxPaladin.
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Twilight stood at the border that divided Equestria and Dragon Territory. If she looked behind her, she would see a crowd of exhausted, hungry ponies. Her friends were among them. During the initial rush, Twilight was too caught up in everything to fully realize that so many others were dead. Including the princesses. A single tear fell, splashing the blackened dirt. 
Her mentor...her marefriend...her sister in law...all dead and gone. Spike gently brushed his tail beneath her eye, wiping away her tears. He couldn't cry anymore. He was too weak.
She sucked in a breath and steeled herself. This was it. All or nothing. She flared her purple wings and faced the crowd of survivors, trying her best to assume a serious expresion. 
"Ponies! Lend me your ears!" she called, her voice sounding louder with nothing for it to echo off of. "I know this is hard. I know it feels hopeless, but it isn't! Look around you." She made a sweeping gesture with her hoof. "You have friends by your side, and the prospect of a new colony, a new kingdom, right in front of you! We made it all the way to the border. We can't stop now. We won't stop now! For tonight we dine in Tartarus!" 
An admittedly rather timid cheer sounded from the massive horde of starving and weak ponies. Spike nudged Twilight, getting her attention almost instantly. 
"Where'd you get that last line?" 
"A video game, before all this happened." Twilight turned back to the horde. "Rainbow Dash?" 
"What is it, Twi?" Rainbow took to the air instinctively, only to be brought back down to ground level as she realized how tired, weak, and starving she was. A rather depressed frown formed in her slightly distended cyan face.
"Take some other pegasi with you and see if there's any land we can make our way to. Go as far as you can before coming back." Rainbow Dash nodded and gathered up a few other ponies. They took to the air and flew, gliding low so the dragons nearby wouldn't see them. 
Twilight turned to the rest of the remants of Equestria behind her, mostly quiet with idle conversations between some of the members. An incredibly worried look swept over her face as she spotted a mother calming down a pair of distended bellies on each side of her. Those were her children, Twilight assumed. She also spotted three stallions walking slowly by each other's side. The one in the middle lacked one of his hind legs, and seemed to be in great pain. Finally, Twilight looked up and saw one of the pegasi Rainbow Dash was flying with. Much of her coat was burned off, leaving pus filled, reddened blisters all over her body; the mare winced after each beat of her wings as they must've chafed those burned spots. Twilight's heart beat now with sorrow and a slight pity of those severly injured ponies. She sucked in another breath.
"The rest of you, do your best to set up a camp." Twilight nodded to Spike, who took to the skies as their guard of sorts.
A wide murmer spread through the crowd as the Equestrian exodus unloaded their wooden carts of all their immediate supplies, settling down to hunker down for the next night. The air around them was heavy, and tasted of dragon breath; a metallic, slightly sulfurous fume. 
A few ponies gathered a small quantity of wooden sticks and piled them over the ground. A unicorn then magically grabbed two rocks, and banged them together in hope to create a fire. A majority of the ponies then followed suit to pitch their tents, tie up their carts, and set up their temporary abode around the small bonfire, which was in dire need of wood. 
Murmurs in various parts of the camp circulated back to Twilight over the hours about what to do with the dead and the dying fire. All of those murmurs included burning the dead, not only in respect, but to keep their living loved ones alive through the night. 
"No." Twilight firmly stated. 
"Why not?" One of the sub-leaders asked, thinking of it as a good idea. 
"We bury them. We will not use them. We are not animals." Twilight angrily growled to the mare, tears streaming down her soot-caked face as she let out a single sniffle.
"But without the fire, a lot of us will die from the cold!" The sub-leader protested, throwing her hooves in the air.
"Share sleeping bags." Twilight gave a rebuttle.
"A lot of us have diseases." Another protest from a nearby stallion, taking care his emotionally shattered wife, who sat crying and mumbling quiet words. 
"Section them off and let them share their own sleeping space." Twilight coldly replied, still streaming tears from her tired eyes. 
The various arguing ponies backed off, and retreated to their weak campfires. Twilight walked over to the huge stretcher they had hauled with them, at Twilight's instistence. Rarity knelt beside it, her horn lighting up with the ocassional spell. She got up and moved aside when Twilight tapped her on the shoulder. Twilight took a deep breath, and pulled off the tarp that covered Celestia's body. 
She had been positioned to look like she was sleeping, her eyes - once filled with love and light in her breathing days - closed, a sleepy yet forced smile on her face. Tears began to stream down Twilight's lavender cheeks. Celestia and Luna had both sacrificed themselves to the poison gas to save the other ponies. To save Twilight. 
A few muffled sounds came from Rarity as she too cried. The dark corner of Twilight's mind thought that Rarity's sobs meant nothing, that she had never known and could never know the mentorly love Celestia had bestowed upon her, the love she had taken for granted. 
Twilight stopped stalling. Bringing to the surface her last dregs of magic, she scooped a small hill's worth of dirt out of the ground, flinging it aside. Then she carefully lowered Celestia's body into the hole, piling the dirt on top. She walked, slowly and carefully, towards the mound that guarded her dead teacher. With a single wounded, purple hoof, she drew in the dirt:
"Long Live Princess Celestia." 
Little did everypony know, Luna, although promised to be there when the other ponies arrived, had also died to the poison gas, though her body was never recovered. Twilight thought of this as she stood at the grave of her most loved teacher, and thought nothing of it. 
"We'll cross that bridge when we get there." She muttered to herself as she turned around to go find the camp she and her friends were spending the night in. Applejack, Fluttershy, and Pinkie Pie huddled together, keeping each other warm. 
Applejack hadn't spoken a single word since Ponyville was hit by the menacing cloud of poisonous smoke, when her entire immediate family was killed. 
Pinkie Pie's hair was permananetly flat nowadays, as nopony had anything to smile about now, and there were certainly no parties to throw. Or at least no good reason to throw them.
Fluttershy had perpetual tears soaking her cheeks. Her animal friends were trapped inside her cottage as the gas engulfed the surrounding forest. She barely made it out alive. Her lungs ached horribly with every breath she took, the cruel side effect of those who survived afer inhaling the gas and lived to tell the tale. Ocassionally she would have throaty and dry coughing fits, lasting for torturous nearly-hours before she continued her usual internal sobbing. 
They had all suffered through so much. Made it out of so much by the skins of their teeth. They had all been so strong, for the sake of all of pony-kind. Applejack had a scar that marred her cutie mark permanently. Pinkie's tail was terribly mangled from all of the bushes and such she had yanked it through. Fluttershy's mane would forever be short and blackened. 

"Hi, Twilight." Pinkie's usual timid greeting sounded from the corner the three huddled in. Twilight joined them, curling up next to Fluttershy. Applejack nodded to her. 
"I think there's open land nearby, guys. A permanent home." Twilight painfully forced the corners of her mouth up. 
"Yay." Fluttershy mumbled softly. Pinkie and Applejack merely stared at the ground. 
"Aren't you guys excited?" Twilight raised an eyebrow. 
Fluttershy spoke up. "M-me and Pinkie Pie were d-discussing it before you came in...What are we even fighting for? What do we have left to lose?" 
"We have ourselves. We have whatever's left. We have the last chance Equestria has for rebuilding." Twilight tried to be optimistic, however, after a short deep gaze into Applejack's eyes, she quickly shut her mouth. 
Rarity came in a few minutes after that, sitting down silently beside Applejack. The farm was practically Rarity's second home before the gas, and she was almost as silent as her orange marefriend. 
Twilight considered Fluttershy's question. Like all statements that made her think, it had a ring of truth. They were running out of supplies fast. There were no other survivors last they checked. And they didn't have anything to take care of the next generation. 
Rainbow Dash quietly and slowly landed next to Rarity, looking at Twilight with concern. 
"The only water source nearby is this stupidly small pond. If we make it there tomorrow, we can fill up our canteens and try to find a river or something we can settle next to. The only timber we could find was the same distance, but it was in the other direction you sent me towards." She spouted what Twilight wanted to know and then instantly grew silent, putting a hoof around the despair riddled Rarity. 
"See, guys?" Twilight piped up, a small dose of confidence working its way into her veins. "There's still hope. There's water nearby, and wood. Most likely some form of food, too." 
The others did their best to smile, and slipped into their bedrolls. Twilight took the hint and snuggled into her own, her body quivering from the minimal heat she received. Just before she fell asleep to Spike's soothing roars, a single thought darted through her mind.
Celestia-forsaken changelings.
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The changelings had attacked Canterlot once more, though not by force like their last attempt. 
They had instead manufactured a poisonous gas, one of the most horiffic chemical weapons ever conceived in Equestria. Exposure to it could result in long coughing fits, suffocation, fatigue, and even death. The gas would often seep into the blood stream via open wounds, which caused horiffic, second degree burns on the victim, which then formed terrible blisters filled with stinking, grey pus. 
The changelings had then left open canisters of the gas in various, near impossible to find locations within various settlements, effectively turning them into ghost towns full of dead, decaying bodies. 
And once everypony was too busy helping the ponies who were exposed, the real nightmare had began. 
They descended upon the cities, setting buildings and nearby forests on fire, mass murdering the fleeing citizens for sport. The Royal Guard was of no help whatsoever, as many of the soldiers had been exposed to the gas before what had come to be known as "The Nebula". 
As Twilight ran through all these events once more in her scarred mind, one particular event stood out. The evacuation. 
Running until her legs felt like they would snap in half and her heart felt like it would bust out of her chest...her brother dying in her hooves right before they made it out of the cloud of gas...not being able to say one last goodbye to any of the dead and dying...
Much of Equestria had gone through the same fate as Twilight's as families were mercilessly torn apart. Parents, children, spouses, and siblings were ripped to pieces by the onslaught of the Changelings as the rest of the family was burned and suffocated by the gas. Those who dared to put up a fight against the Changelings would only do so in small groups, as organization during a panicked evacuation was next to none. The only pieces of the warbands ever recovered were severed extremedies placed upon pikes in the non-affected areas.
Twilight raised a hoof to her face and swiped away the tears as she kept walking. They had left camp a while back, maybe a half-hour ago, and were now making their way to the small lake Rainbow Dash had told Twilight about. Her and Spike were at the head of the pack. It might have been her imagination, but they all seemed more motivated when she mentioned the lake. 
As they made it to the top of the mountain, a real smile graced Twilight's features. 
An extensive valley was laid out below them, with a lake in the center. A bit of vegetation grew near the edges as well, promising future crops and making her stomach rumble. There was enough space to build homes, and a few meager trees to build them with. It was, for all intents and purposes, perfect for a brand new home. 
Then, of course, everything had to go wrong.
A few ponies started to point up with one hoof, speaking worriedly. Twilight looked up as well, and what she saw terrified her. 
Three adult dragons were flying in lazy circles above their supposed perfect home, all of them easily bigger than her library in Ponyville. They were of the reddest scales Twilight had ever seen, a fiery blood-red that pierced through the souls of all who gazed upon them. Their mighty roars echoed around, spreading fear through the group's hearts. Twilight slowly backed up.
"Um...um, okay, everypony just calm down and they'll go away...hopefully..." 
Spike looked down towards Twilight, shaking his head as he and the librarian looked up once again to see the three Wyrms circling downwards with their eyes as black as the void shooting malicious stares towards the ponies below. One shared a glance with the others, as if to say 'Watch this' and began to prepare a breath of scorching, bright green fire.
Spike moved in front of Twilight, spreading his own rather weak wings defiantly. The dragons were unimpressed, and the one let loose its fire. The ball of flames came careening towards the group as everypony but Twilight scattered. The fireball erupted with a mighty force, blasting bright green flames in all directions, ruining the ground and turning it into a scorched black mess. 
Twilight remained unscathed. Spike had covered his best friend with one of his wings, shielding her from the blast. Dragons were fireproof, apparently, since he didn't wince nor groan in pain.
Suddenly, the dragon stopped and whipped its tail around. A single glowing arrow had struck the sensitive body part. All three of the fearsome reptiles turned to see a small blue figure standing atop the mountain behind them.
She wore dark blue battle armor that covered her chest, shoulders, flanks, and hooves, with her mane now in a ponytail. A magical, ethereal bow, a new arrow ready to fire, hovered beside her. Twilight recognized the figure as a new, rather badass Trixie Lulamoon.
Her first thought was She looks kind of hot in that armor. 
Trixie fired another arrow, this time catching the dragon's side, presumably where the heart would lie. The beast roared in agony as the arrow burned through it's scales in a seemingly holy flame, ripping open a wound the size of an arrowhead in the dragon's torso. The dragon wobbled in the air for a few seconds before landing to the ground with a hard thud, roaring with pure rage.One could see that blood immediately spurted from the wound, forming small pool of it's own blood around the downed wyrm.
The other two dragons had flown off in fear, presumably to warn others of their kind. Trixie ran down to the dragon's corpse, giving it a poke. It didn't move. She looked impressed.
Twilight and Spike rushed towards the armored pony.
"I downed it in one go. I'll have to tell Kiba about this!" The reformed magician happily spouted and looked up at Twilight and company. 
"Twilight Sparkle. We meet again." Trixie nodded to the other ponies who'd followed her down. "And you brought some friends." 
"Trixie...what...I..." Twilight could barely speak. She just saw a single pony take down a dragon. And that pony was Trixie, who was somehow here...
Trixie caught sight of Twilight's utterly confused expression. "Here, why don't you set up camp here. I highly doubt those bozos will be coming back, and I'll take you with me to Sharpened Beak." 
------

Twilight and the other Elements took Trixie up on her offer, and they headed up the mountain Trixie had appeared from. "Sharpened Beak is down at the bottom of this slope here. A griffon settlement." Trixie explained as she began to hop down the rocks. 
They followed, Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy flying at parts, until they reached the ground. Another short trek and they made it. It was still tiring, considering their situation.
It was a surprisingly nice little town for such a warlike species. Griffons walked and flew around the city, some greeting Trixie as she and the guests passed. 
The city itself was what some would call a mass of caves. The vibrantly alive city was carved into a scorched valley, bordered on each side by a forest of crispy, black trees. Shops, stalls, and signs were built in front of each cave, which served as a humble abode for each individual citizen. The entrances were painted in different patterns based on what its owner liked, so nopony could ever enter somegriffon else's home thinking it was their own.
Eventually Trixie stopped them at the entrance of what looked like a bar, "The Cracked Boulder". Trixie ushered them inside, entering last. It wasn't terribly crowded, and the bartender looked rather bored. 
"Ciders and rabbit for all of us, I'm paying." Trixie told the bartender, who quickly set about fulfilling her request. 
Applejack leaned over the bar and got the bartender's attention. 
"I want an Appletini and the girliest drink in the house for my friend Rarity." She requested in a monotone voice.
"Two Appletinis then." The griffon behind the counter snorted. 
Fluttershy poked Trixie. "Um...did you say...rabbit?" 
Trixie turned to Fluttershy. "Oh, right, forgot you've never had meat before." 
"What do you mean 'before'? We don't eat meat." Rainbow Dash corrected Trixie. 
"Let's just say what happens in dragon territory, stays in dragon territory." The armored mare quietly shooed the question away. 
Once everypony was settled with their drinks and their food, Trixie began to speak. "I guess now would be a proper time to explain a couple things. Namely, how I got here and how I learned that sort of magic." Trixie cleared her throat and began to tell her story. 
"After the whole 'Alicorn Amulet' thing, I was exiled to the lovely Dragon Territory by the ever-loving princesses. You don't survive here long without picking up a few new skills, and so I began to teach myself combat and healing magic, as well as a few basic barrier spells. Of course, later I joined the Dragon Patrols down here, and those became even more useful."
Twilight peered at the mare through her glass of cider as she was telling her story, admiring her in her mind. As Trixie began to talk about her experiences as a patrol pony, the lavender unicorn sitting across from her gave her the once-over...twelve times. She only could think of one thing as she was looking at the magician:
'Not bad.'
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