
    Chapter 1: Sweetest Bliss

    The foals cheered over Cheerilee despite her attempts to once again gain their attention.
“Now students, don’t forget the essays you’re supposed to bring in on Monday.” However, as much as she tried to speak to them, she was drowned out by students milling around their desks and running for the door. She sighed in frustration as the last runner disappeared to the outside world.
But there was a single student left. The pink filly was making some sort of final notes from the lesson. Cheerilee stepped up to the foal’s desk, asking softly, “So who are you planning to write about, Diamond Tiara?” She looked back to the board, with the last of her notes on Equestria’s ‘Pillars’. If she had known how often the old pony-tales were reality when she was younger, she may have spent more time reading them.
Diamond Tiara looked up from her notes. “I’m thinking about doing my report on Rockhoof.” She lifted her notes for Cheerilee to see. References from books were listed on the side, and the main body was already filled with notes on the stallion.
“Really? I took you more for Mistmane.” Cheerilee commented as she took the notes in her hoof.
“I might have done it... if it weren’t for the crusaders.” Diamond Tiara looked back down to her desk, gathering her things into a small bookbag. She was still somewhat timid, when it came to discussing her past. It was true that she was working to better herself...but it was proving harder than expected.
Cheerilee gave the wealthy filly a gentle smile. For the longest time, she had worried for Diamond Tiara. The filly had been spoiled and conceited, caring only for herself and pushing away everypony around her. She shuddered to think of what could have become of the earth pony, had she not been convinced to turn things around.
“Miss Cheerilee?”
The mare blinked, coming out of her thoughts and looking down at the concerned filly. “Oh, I’m sorry...yes Diamond?”
A nervous smile twitched at the rich pony’s mouth. “I...was wondering...if I could get an interview with Rockhoff for my essay?”
Cheerilee rubbed her chin in thought. “Well, I’m not quite sure I’m the one you need to ask. It’s fine if you do it, but I don’t know how you could interview him. Perhaps you should ask Princess Twilight tomorrow?”
She nodded, smiling. “Yes, that sounds perfect.” Seeing the ticking wall clock out of the corner of her eye, her happiness fades into worry. “Oh no…” she turns back to Cheerilee, excusing herself. “I’m sorry, Mother will be angry if I’m home late.”
The teacher’s gaze softened as she patted the filly’s head. “Off you go then, Diamond, hurry home. And have a lovely evening.”
====== * * * ======

Diamond Tiara smiled as the front door was opened for her, Randolph standing aside to allow her inside. “Good evening, my lady. Your Father and Mother are in the study.” The elderly pony who had been looking on death's door months ago, had his health return, as Diamond had stopped making cruel and unnecessary requests of the stallion. He was no spring chicken, but he has a couple years yet before he visits the Everglade.
She nodded, going upstairs to the mansion’s study. The oak wood door creaked as it swung open. Spoiled Rich was lying across the couch, hind legs crossed and head resting on several throw pillows, staring in boredom at something unseen.
Stepping inside, Diamond silently followed her mother’s gaze to the elegant chess set opposite them. Her father sat facing her, although he was focused on the game in front of him. One which - by the look of the pieces remaining on the board - he appeared to be losing. His queen and king were both at risk, the knight too far to be of any assistance, and the bishop being the only thing that might be of assistance. As Diamond Tiara walked into the room, he moved the bishop into position to block the opponent's bishop from checkmate, and to capture it if it went for the queen.
A tall, muscular unicorn stallion sat in the other chair, his back to her. His coat was a dark brown, his short, styled mane and tail a dirty blonde, the inverse of her father. Her heart raced with joy, recognizing him instantly. “Uncle Polished!” she cried.
Polished Coin turned, blue eyes widening at the sight of her, a grin spreading across his mouth. He stood, walking towards her and embracing the filly. “There she is, my darling little niece!”
Spoiled Rich’s voice was cold and sharp. “Diamond Tiara, why are you home late?”
She flinched from her mother’s tone. “I-I was at school. I had to ask Miss Cheerilee a question about my essay.”
The mare huffed, turning up her muzzle. “I still can’t believe you’re going to waste your time learning about some primitive viking pony who spent most of his days in the dirt.”
Filthy Rich shook his head, abandoning the half-finished chess game to walk towards his daughter. “I think Rockhoof is an amazing choice for you, darling. You know, strength doesn’t just mean being able to kick a boulder…” he places a hoof over Diamond’s heart, “Strength can come from inside you too.”
Polished wrapped a hoof around Diamond’s neck, pulling her close with a laugh. “See, this is why he got the company and not me! He’s so philosophical.”He tapped her across the chest before gesturing his hoof towards his brother.
His hug was a little rough. A tad tighter than usual. But she watched the twin brothers laugh. When they were born there was a dispute over who would run their father’s company, but an event in Canterlot lead to Polished Coin leaving it to his brother. Diamond Tiara had assumed he had become a part of the nobility and idolized him. And since she received help from the crusaders, her adoration for her uncle could only be rivaled by her father.
“Well hopefully Diamond will be as philosophical, if that’s what it takes to run the family business.” Filthy Rich chuckled, taking a moment to look proud towards his daughter. “I was beginning to worry for a while there.”
Polished blinked, he dropped his leg from around Diamond, and his laugh slowed. He coughed before speaking. “Wh-What?”
Filthy continued. “Well...I won’t be here forever, brother. And...when I do go, Diamond will take over from my place.” His voice was sterner than usual in the conversations Diamond had heard between them. “I’ve been taking her to my board meetings recently to familiarize with the environment.” He now wrapped his leg around her. It took her a moment, before realizing that was the same tone he struck when dealing with business.
“That’s lovely! Oh, I wish Canterlot didn’t keep me so busy.” He kicked across the ground, mimicking kicking a can.
Diamond deftly ducked under her father’s hoof, and rushed in to hug her uncle, who gave out a grunt as the wind was knocked out of him. “All that matters is that you’re here now!”
Filthy chuckled, prying the two apart. “Alright alright, come on Diamond, your uncle must be hungry. Randolf, will you check to see if the dinner is prepared?” The elderly pony bowed deeply before walking towards the kitchen.
Polished gave his brother a smirk, “How do you know me so well? Show the way.”
“Are you kidding, your stomach gave you away” Diamond’s father laughed, patting him on the back.
The four ponies made their way from the living room to the dining room and sat themselves down. The beginning of the meal was peaceful. Conversation swayed between events up in Canterlot, business, how Diamond was doing in school, before settling on Diamond’s weekend project.
“So, you’re doing a project on Rockhoof?” Polished had stopped eating for a moment to ponder her choice. “How’s it feel, tackling something so well-known? Have to get your facts straight, you know. There’s no room for error with things like this.”
Diamond gave a short, firm nod. “I know...I’m going to try to see if Twilight can get me a chance to interview him. Get the information straight from the source, and all that.”
“Oh please, I hear he’s over a thousand year’s old. There’s no way he can remember that far back!” Spoiled scoffed.
Diamond looked confusedly at her mother. Deciding not to dispute with her mother she choose her words carefully. “From what I understand, being in limbo meant no time had passed for any of the pillar’s. If he had actually physically aged, I have no doubt you’d be right and he wouldn’t even b-”
“Are you saying that I’m wrong?” 
“N-no mother. I’m just repeating what Cheerilee told us in class.” A bead of sweat fell down her fur.
“Now honey. Let’s hear what’s happened.” Her father broke in.
Diamond took one last look at her mother before proceeding. “Apparently they were displaced out of time, so time hasn’t ravaged their mind’s.They remember everything perfectly as if it happened yesterday. I just want to see if it really happened how all the stories say.”
Polished Coin rubbed his chin, “Stories coming to life certainly is...fascinating.”
Filthy Rich cast his twin brother a cold look. “No...we are not discussing this around Diamond.”
The blonde stallion leaned closer, “Tell me...did those stories ever say anything about shadow-ponies?”
Spoiled Rich stood in an instant, slamming her hoof so hard on the table a plate wobbled. “No! You will not be bringing your business into this house!”
Diamond glanced up at her enraged mother in complete confusion. “Mother…?”
Spoiled didn’t take her eyes from her brother-in-law. “Polished, We had an agreement, and you will uphold your part or you will not be welcome in this house again!”
“Mother, tell me what’s going on!”
Spoiled Rich paused, then let out a slow, calming breath, saying in an even yet forceful voice. “Diamond Tiara…I think it’s time you went to bed.” Her eyes, normally harsh, softened for the first time while looking at her daughter. “It isn’t time yet for you.” She turned to Randolph who stood in a corner of the dining room. “Will you show Diamond to her room.”
Diamond Tiara was looking at her mother, but took a moment to look towards her uncle. His muscles were tensed as if in preparation, but seeing her looking, he relaxed and nodded his head. Slowly she got up from the table and made her way with Randolph out into the hallway and up the stairs. It was still early, but she decided it was better to follow her mother’s directions and promptly went to bed.
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    Chapter 2: Absolute Destruction

    Diamond Tiara jolted upright, awoken by a horrifying scream. Her eyes darted around, all of her muscles tensing at once. The darkness around her only heightened her fear. She debated locking her door and trying to get back to sleep, but with a shake of her head dismissed the idea. It was just another nightmare. She looked out her window. Princess Luna’s moon rose high above the mountain, bathing Canterlot in the distance with a blue glow.
She reached for her side table only to realize she forgot to grab a glass of water. Randolph would have went off to bed by now, so she slowly made her way out from under her covers.
Diamond winced at the loud creak that echoed around her as she opened her door and looked out. Her parents bedroom was shut with the lights off. Probably asleep. The guest room across the hall was the same. Best not disturb any of the adults. She made her way down the staircase, leaving nothing but silence as she took her time through the dim lighting.
As she reached for the kitchen door, a sudden thump from the dining room caught her attention. Straining her ears for a moment, she could hear riffling sounds. Growing concerned, Diamond turned and pushed open that door and peered inside.
There she saw Filthy Rich, his back to her, frantically flipping through pages of a thick book. Her eyebrows furrowed, curiosity and concern plagued her mind. “Father?”
“Diamond,” he turned to her, his eyes wide with terror and hazy from tears. His voice was hushed and panicked, “Diamond, I-I’m sorry. Just… just go back to bed.” He turned back to the book, desperately searching its pages. His eye’s wildly darted across the pages looking for something.
“Father, what’s happening? What’s going on?”
“Diamond, go up to your room and lock your door and the window, and don’t let anyone in.” After hearing nothing in response, he took a moment to turn his head enough to see his daughter glaring at him. His daughter was too stubborn for his own good. As he continued searching the book, he tried explaining in a broken, terrified voice. “Your uncle is not a nobleman. He’s part of an- ”
The door exploded open behind Diamond, sending the filly flying into the table, colliding with one of the legs and sending the strange open book down on top of her. Pain racked her body as thousands of chips from splintered wood imbedded itself into her. She groaned as she pushed off the heavy book, and turned to the shattered door. Diamond froze at the sight that met her.
Polished Coin stood in the ruined doorway, his horn glowing an unusually dark blue. His expression was one of fury, nearing madness even. “You know, I wouldn’t have had to do this if it wasn’t for you, brother.” He sneered as he loomed over Filthy Rich, who had been knocked on top of the ruined table by the force of the blast, unable to move with all the shrapnel that dug into his skin.
Filthy glared at him, “You...you devil,” he hissed.
“Coming from you, that’s rich. You were too much of a coward, and left me to do the fighting. You took over Dad’s side business, you got the cozy summer home, and you’ve been getting all the praise. Meanwhile I get beaten on day by day, I have to face down creatures you’d never want to see, and I have had to protect Equestria. To protect us ALL! But then, oh-h-oh but then! You decide to give it all, the business, the estate, the money, all of it to that brat!” His voice had started off calm, but with every breath his rage grew, and his horn’s glow became darker and darker.
“I…”
Polished reared, cutting his brother short. “Enough! This is unforgivable...and there’s only one way to solve it.” As he stomped forward his horn shot a beam, which landed directly between Filthy Rich’s eyes. While it might have been a direct hit, since he was still stomping down as he cast, it sliced from the eyes down, cutting the stallion in half.
Diamond barely registered her own anguished scream. Her father went limp. He didn’t move, lying in a pool of crimson. She watched his chest, clinging to hope as she waited for it to rise and fall. It was far too still.
Her vision blurred from the stinging tears that streamed down her face. “FATHER!” She could only stare at his corpse, her legs feeling weak and her stomach tightening to the point where she thought she would vomit.  She didn’t even register the sound of hooves coming towards her.
“It seems you’re the last one left…” his horn began to glow again, that same sickly blue light.
Diamond head turned slowly, seeing the lethal spell beginning to charge again. She tried to blink back her tears, and opened her mouth to speak.
But before she could speak, there was a sound like clapping thunder. Then a flash. A spark of unbearable pain. Then...nothing.
Polished went to turn away from the deceased filly, when his eyes caught something. Her blood began...moving. It appeared to be quickly making its way towards the open book nearby, where more had been splattered. He watched, paralyzed with fear, as the blood formed a pentagram on the stained pages.
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Chapter 3: Binding Contract

    Polished Coin panted heavily. The spell he used from the book seemed to take a lot out of a unicorn. It was also turning his horn’s glow a ghastly black. He grinned to himself. Maybe this deed would be enough. He looked down at the back of his hoof and frowned.
Scars ran up the backside of his leg. Scars he was always careful to keep hidden. Hopefully just one more to make.
He looked back up from his reverie. “Now where did I leave that book.” Slowly panning around the room his eyes finally fell upon the dark tome. The dark tome that was now under his niece. The dark tome covered in her blood.
Polished Coin’s eyes widened, his pupil shrinking to pinpricks as he watch the blood puddle shrink. Some of the blood on the cover moved away leaving a pentagram shaped dry spot. Slowly the blood flowed towards the pentagram.
“No. It can’t be.” Suddenly in denial, Polished stomped his hoof in defiance.
Despite this an inky black cloud billowed from the pentagram. The last of the spilled blood was absorbed into the book. It attempted the form of a pony, but its substance made defining detailed features impossible. As the last of the smoke made its way from the book the creature's chest heaved as if taking a deep breathe. Its face seemed featureless at first, but eyelids hidden in the wavering fog open to reveal glowing red eyes.
“Mmm, it’s good to see the world again.” It turned it’s head towards Polished Coin. “It’s such a beautiful place after all.”
It took a moment to look around the room. It took stock of the surroundings. “Judging by the angle, I’d say you killed my new master. I thank you for releasing me, but I cannot have a dead master on my hands. Not yet at least.”
Polished, who had been stunned into silence, became furious. “I’m supposed to be you new master! I’m the one who found your book!” He took a step towards the shadowy pony. “You’re supposed to be mine!” He leapt at the figure only to suddenly find himself pinned to the wall with a black fog surrounding him.
The fog released him. Not willing to take another chance, he ran out the broken door. 
“Coward. Now then. Normally I would need your permission, but desperate times call for desperate measures.” The creature leaned forward and his shadowy form engulfed the little filly.

Diamond’s world was black. She had opened her eyes, but all she could see was black. For a brief moment, she panicked. Had she gone blind?
The memories came rushing back. Waking up to her mother’s scream. Finding her father, who had desperately pleaded with her to go. The door exploding open. Her uncle...shooting her father with some kind of magic. Then turning that same magic on her…
Was she dead, then? Was this what death felt like?
A male scream of agony broke through her thoughts. The darkness slowly cleared away as she sat up with a groan. The sight that met her was that of her uncle, lying unconscious by the remains of the dining room door. Nearby, was the source of the darkness that had first greeted her.
She could only see the creature’s glowing crimson eyes, which narrowed upon seeing her, as if studying her. “I am glad to see you’re awake, Master.”
Diamond stared at the creature for a long moment, unable to take her gaze from those red eyes. Finally, she managed to speak, although her voice was more frightened than she had intended. “Who are you? What are you?”
The darkness seemed to move slightly, then his voice came again. “I am a demon. Your blood spilled onto that book, and summoned me.”
Diamond stepped back, shaking where she stood. Demons were said to be powerful, dangerous creatures. She had assured herself for years that they weren’t real, only stories meant to frighten small fillies. But then again, she didn’t know what to believe anymore as of late.  “Wh-What do you want?”
The demon chuckled, the sound low and chilling. “I want to help. A demon’s sustenance is souls. We need them like ponies need food. So, in return for my service, when it is all over, when your wish has been fulfilled, I shall consume your soul.”
Diamond froze, her eyes widening. This creature had saved her...but it was asking for her soul in return. She knew better than to think giving that up wouldn’t come with consequences.
“Then again,” said the demon, almost casually, “I could just as easily end your miserable existence now, if that is what you desire. After all, what real purpose does your life have anymore? Giving up would be so much easier…”
“SHUT UP!” Diamond screamed, fixing him with an icy glare. “I will not give up! I will never give up! It is my duty and pride as a diamond! I WILL NEVER BREAK, UNDERSTAND ME?”
There was silence for a few moments, the demon seemingly lost for words. His voice seemed to soften somewhat as he asked her, “What is it you desire? Do you wish for joy in a miserable life? Do you wish for vengeance against those who have wronged you?”
She didn’t hesitate. “I will not let my family legacy end with this injustice! This is not what the Rich family shall be known for! My family shall grow a powerful, loved legacy! Whatever that entails!”
A small rumbling growl came from his chest. “Understood.” He slowly took a single step closer. “Once I place the seal, there is no going back. I will ask once more, and once more only...do you accept the contract?”
There was no hesitation. “I do.”
The demon’s looked her over, humming in thought. “Now…” he stopped suddenly, as if an idea had come to him. There was a hint of sadistic glee in his voice as he growled, “How about we put the seal on one of those lovely blue eyes?”
Before she could protest, pain exploded through her head with a blinding whiteness. It was agonizing, like thousands of nails being jabbed into her eye. She barely even heard herself screaming. Her legs gave out from under her, sending her to the floor.
The demon showed no reaction to the filly’s intense pain. He merely stopped once the mark was placed, then watching her as she lay there, panting for breath as her agony slowly vanished.
Diamond’s voice was weak and tired. “N-Now what?”
There was silence for a moment, before the demon suddenly asked. “What is your name?”
She turned back to him, holding her head high. “My name is Diamond Tiara.”
“I see.”
“What about you? I need to call you something.”
“I cannot tell you my name,” explained the demon, “It is forbidden. But, you may name me whatever you wish. Whatever you choose, that shall be my name for as long as I serve you.”
Diamond thought for a moment, rubbing her chin. One name came into her mind. “Maxwell.”
The demon narrowed his eyes, confused. “That seems like an...uncommon name for this world. Why such a strange name?”
The filly looked up at him. “My...previous butler had a simple name. Therefore, you shall have a simple name as well.”
He paused, as if thinking about her choice. If he hated it, or even had an opinion on it at all, his voice didn’t portray it. “It is understood.”
In the silence that followed, Diamond turned to the unmoving body of her father. She walked over to him on shaking legs, tears clouding her vision. She collapsed in a sobbing heap atop the still warm body, nuzzling her cheek against the soft fur. “Daddy…”
“Lady Diamond?”
She turned to the demon at the sound of his voice, glaring at him and demanding with tear-filled eyes. “Save him! Save him like you saved me!”
The demon was silent for a moment before he spoke, his voice quiet and almost regretful. “I cannot, my lady. I was only able to save you, because it was only your blood that spilled onto the book.”
Diamond could barely hear him, too distracted by her grief. She hugged her father’s body, cradling one of his hooves in her hold. Maxwell was silent, merely watching as his new tiny Master mourned.
Eventually, Diamond’s crying died down, the filly falling asleep from sheer exhaustion. The demon looked down, picking her up using his shadows and carrying her to a bedroom.
====== * * * ======

Diamond awoke with a small groan. She found herself staring up at a pale ceiling...she was back in her bedroom. Blinking to adjust to Celestia’s morning light streaming through the window, she sat up slowly, coming face-to-face with the large mirror above her dresser.
She could only see out of one eye. The other, she noticed, had been replaced. She didn’t appear to have a pupil, instead the entire eye was bright blue, a darker blue pentagram covering the light.
“Good morning, Lady Diamond.”
Diamond turned to the doorway. She scrambled back, putting distance between herself and the stranger. It was a slim unicorn stallion, with short charcoal grey fur and a long black mane and tail, both tied back neatly with red string. A silver monocle sat on his right eye, and his flank was bare. No cutie mark.
But his deep red eyes seemed familiar.
Diamond blinked again, leaning closer and squinting to get a better look at him. “Maxwell?”
He gave a slow nod. “I thought it would be best if I take a form more suitable to serving you.”
She only grunted in response, rubbing her head. “Get me some water. I’m thirsty.”
Maxwell couldn’t help but chuckle at the half-asleep pony. A servant to a wealthy young filly, barely even a teenager...this could be interesting. Giving a small bow, he replied with a smirk, “Yes, My Lady.”


  