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“There you are dear sister.” Celestia chuckled to herself. A tight corset of satiny black leather trimmed with gold hugged the body of the voluptuous goddess-princess as she leaned in the frame of her sisters bed chambers. “And here I was hoping you’d take some time to join me before heading out for your nightly duties.”

Luna sank a bit further into her seat. Before the younger sister sat a large table filled with elaborate plastic figurines. Earth ponies, Pegasi and unicorns all dressed in robes and with various parts of their bodies replaced with technological gadgets and trinkets. A few of them had been at least partially painted. Metallic silvers and coppers shining out from the robes which now sported a semi-metallic swirl of blacks and purples akin to the lunar lady’s own mane. Much of that same paint now rested on the simple grey hoodie and black pajama pants Luna wore, even as she slowly worked the tip of the brush into another set of bionic eyes.


“I was unaware of thine desires, dear sister. Our dearest twilight had introduced me to this most excellent game, and I am eager to finally try it out with my army bedecked in proper livery.” The alicorn’s horn shimmered soflty, scooping up two books and putting them on display for Celestia. the core codex for ‘Ponyhammer 44K’ along with the ‘Marecanicum’ codex.


Celestia rolled her eyes and snorted disdainfully. “And here I was hoping a millennia on the moon would get you into a more mature headspace. It’s bad enough that poor twilight spent so many years deprived of friends due to those silly hobbies. I didn’t imagine she’d drag you into it too.”

Luna wrinkled her nose and set the miniature down. She carefully looked over the set of glued models before her before selecting another one and choosing a larger brush to begin a base coat. “I fail to see why I should consider this new game childish. It is quite riveting after all. It reminds me of the games of strategy we used to play in our youth.”

The contempt in Celestia’s chuckles was impossible to mask. Not that she really tried. The golden light of her own horn shimmering as she willed one of the freshly painted figures to rise. “Well for one thing, it seems like quite a lonely hobby.” She snorted.


“I have spent many years alone, dearest sister. Solitude vexes me none. Especially now that it is my choice.”

“Even with over a dozen hot stallions of the guard who would be more than happy to keep you company at night?” The words oozed from Celestia’s muzzle mere inches from Luna’s ear. Twisting, biting, full of bemused contempt and pity.


Luna winced. The joyful reunion with her sibling hadn’t even gone on for a decade before falling back into old patterns. Her shoulders hunched down as she tried to escape the harsh whisper. “If and when I feel the need to ‘enjoy’ such pleasures, dear sister, I shall. I would remind you that we are no longer children. I have spent this week drafting new proposals to help our subjects. Ones that I gave to you days ago. Twilight has already given me her opinion on them, and we both feel it would do Equestria well to make some simple and rational improvements.”

“Oh yeah, those.” Celestia sighed. “I read them. They were ok, I suppose. You know things have been going very well as they are. I’m not sure why I should bother reading it. We need only fill our roles and enjoy the privileges which come with them. The people can figure the rest out for themselves.”

Luna’s horn shimmered brightly. She tugged at the figure still in her elder sisters telekinetic grasp. A loud snap ringing though the room as the thing split in two.


“Oops! Sorry.” Celestia cooed with not a shred of sincerity. “I suppose my mind was elsewhere. I’m assuming you have yet to meet that rather fetching new guardsman. Grid-iron I think his name was? I was thinking of introducing you but, well.” Celestia chuckled “It does seem like you have your hands full with ‘other’ matters at the moment.”


“It would do you little ill if you were to do likewise, dear sister.” Luna sighed “Though in the meantime I’d ask that you leave me to my ‘frivolities’.”

“You talking about the little war game? Or your proposal?” Celestia chuckled “I swear one of these days I shall take you out clubbing and show you what real fun is. Perhaps then you would help me ‘fix’ my faithful little Twilight. I promise, boys are so much more fun than these dweeby little distractions.”

When the comment got no rise from her sister, Celestia simply shook her head and turned to leave. Though even then it was with a heavy, swinging gait that seemed to flaunt her extroverted sense of superiority in Luna’s face.


Luna slammed the door roughly behind her elder sibling and leaned back in her chair. Her stack of newly purchased gaming books crashing down as the room shook from the impact. Beneath them was a thick brown envelope sealed with Luna’s personal seal. The proposal. The one Celestia had said she read. Though quite clearly she had not.


The dark pony goddess gritted her teeth and glared for the longest time. Her fist balling, snapping another miniature in her growing rage. She reached out to a fresh scroll sheet and conjured a quill into her hand. The words seething from her mouth as she began to write.

Dearest Twilight Sparkle

--------------------


The Castle of the Two Sisters hadn’t really changed much in the time since Twilight had first laid her eyes upon it all those years ago. The place of Nightmare Moon’s return. The former seat of power for the sister Goddess-Princesses in ages past. Now nothing more than a shattered ruin jutting out from the forest like a fractured tooth radiating pain out into all who laid eyes on it.


The note had been hastily scrawled, at least by Luna’s standards. It had also been vague. Transmitted to her with a direct sending spell, asking her to come alone. The fact that the moon princess had feared to even include her loyal dragon Spike told Twilight that something was wrong. Very wrong.


She landed on the outskirts of the castle and huddled into the overly-large leather jacket around her shoulders. Worn as much for its owner’s comforting scent as it was for warmth. Plus, some small spot in the back of her mind thought, it may offer some hasty clue to her friends should her worst fears prove founded.


Each hoof step down the long red carpet was heavy. Tattered fragments of carpet and shattered stone made it all echo out into the still unbroken corners and up into the night air. She made her way to the old throne room. A pit of fear growing ever larger in her stomach.


It was easy to miss Luna at first. The grey hoodie and black jeans the princess wore blended in to the shadows and shattered stone surprisingly well. She stood at the base of the pedestal where she had first returned. Looking up at the celestial sphere that was her purview, that had for so long been her prison.


Twilight paced forwards carefully. She reached out for Luna’s shoulder, then stopped. Opening her mouth to speak before stopping as well and looking down nervously at the ground. Her mane falling into her eyes as she tried to size up just what she should do.


“Thou hast arrived.” Luna muttered gently.


“Wah? I mean, yeah. I mean, yes. I have. I confess I was a bit surprised when you asked me here. But…”

“Be at ease, dearest Twilight. I am not upset with you. You have done me no slight. It does my heart good that you chose to heed my letter.”

The smaller princess nodded and moved carefully to Luna’s side. The chill night air forced her to pull the heavy leather jacket she wore tight around her shoulders. That same air seemingly unable to phase the sullen Luna. “I’m not going to lie, it’s rather unsettling to be back here again. I can’t think of many good memories about this place.”

“I can.” Luna sighed soflty.


“Oh. Right.” Twilight nodded


The wind hooked and spun in heavy gusts down through the shattered palace. Luna pulled down her hood as her mane fluttered freely in the breeze. The moonlight glancing and glimmering from its strands. 


“You seem more prepared than I“ Luna muttered absently.


It took a moment for Twilight to figure out what she meant. The comment only seeming to click as she pulled the jacket tighter around herself. “Oh, uh, Dashie left it over last night. She forgot it when she woke up late. Wonderbolt Reserves training. It’s… kinda nice having something of hers around when she’s off doing that.”

Luna took a deep breath and sighed. The smallest hint of a smile crossing her lips as she stuffed her hands into the front pocket of her hoodie. “You have fought hard for her, Twilight. Hard for all of your friends. Our realm would not remain were it not for your efforts.”

“Well not just mine.” Twilight interjected. “Dashie and AJ, Pinky and Rarity and Fluttershy. Hell I could name dozens if not hundreds of ponies who have all worked to help fix things ever since, well, you know.”

“Since I returned.” Luna noted.


“Since Nightmare Moon returned.” Twilight corrected


“No. T’would be disingenuous to pretend that I am not one and the same as that beast. It’s a burden I shall have to live with. In my rage and frustration I allowed myself to fall. Corruption can’t take root in a heart steeled with harmony.”

Luna pace her way slowly up the platform. She raised her hands and spread her wings. A dark aura beginning to enfold her. Small wisps of raw blackness that bled from her very being up into the shining silver moonlight. She clenched her fist tightly. The baleful oblivion dancing around it before finally dissipating back to her softer magical aura. Frustration and sorrow now etched into her face.


“Did I ever tell you why I fell to that hatred, dearest Twilight?” Luna sighed. “I was convinced that my sister was letting our realm stagnate. She reveled in glory and showmanship. In praise and simplicity for its own sake. Not to mention her ‘dalliances‘. She showed little concern for pushing her subjects, our subjects, towards advancement. In science, in philosophy, in the arcane. The mere fact that she’d taken such time to tutor you and a few others gave me hope that she had indeed learned that lesson in my absence. It made me feel hopeful in an odd way. That even though I had fallen, perhaps it was simply my jealousy at work. My pride. My failing. That the world had moved to where it should be, and could be, under her rule.”

“A-and it hasn’t?” Twilight couldn’t help but shrink back into the heavy leather jacket as she moved up the stairs to join Luna. “I’m not going to lie, I always thought we were doing pretty good for ourselves. Outside the rash of apocalyptic events kicking up over the years I’d say we’ve come a long way since, well…”

“Since I rebelled.” Luna sighed. “It’s ok to say it. What I did was wrong. I let my anger cloud my judgment. But Twilight, the grandeur that was to be Equestria’s destiny. A world of enlightenment. Of the arcane and the scientific ensuring that Ponykind wants for nothing. That was a world I wished to see. A world you should have been born into. A world still hundreds of years off thanks to my sisters vainglory and childish lust. And today-”

Luna sighed and held out the broken model in her hand. The palm trembling. “Today my dearest sister showed that she has not changed in over a millennium. That she was content to allow our subjects to mill about unguided. To allow the conniving and charismatic power over the brilliant. To denounce and obfuscate my teachings and theories until only a handful of followers survived to preserve them.”

“I, uh… do what now?” The words didn’t really register with Twilight. Neither did the broken Ponyhammer figure that seemed to have her so upset. “I can’t lie, the idea of letting intellect and reason take center stage in running things isn’t exactly a bad one, Princess.” Twilight muttered sheepishly. “But ya kinda lost me after that. By a lot.”

Luna curled her hand and pushed it back into the hoodie along with the broken figurine. Her face calming now, even if small wisps of darkness could still be seen sweeping off of her in the wind. “I wish to fix what my sister has neglected. I wish to put it right. To at least grant you and those of your generations what you should have had ages ago. A world free from death. Free from illness. Free from hunger or thirst or suffering at the hands of those without the intellect to do what is best. Sadly there is only one way to do so in such short order. Something only one such as you could facilitate, dearest Twilight.”

“Me?” The purple mare eeped. “B-but why me? I mean this all sounds like a tall order. I mean I guess I’m a princess now, sure. But outside of a power boost I don’t think it’s really done much for me compared too what I was before.”

Luna strode gracefully up to Twilight and cupped her cheek. The dark horse nodding gently and letting out a small sigh. “I know what stirs in your mind, dearest. Though kin you may be to me now, your dreams are still opened to me as they are to everypony. I’ve seen the fantasies. The deep, dark ones you push down. The ones you dismiss as your worst self. The ones I know you feel guilty for feeling. Even more guilty for toying with in your half-awake musings at the writing desk.”

Any comfort the odd caress could give Twilight vanished instantly at this mention, her ears folding back. She could feel the bloom of a blush break her cheeks. Her knees trembling, her eyes widening. She paced back a few steps until the fingertips only barely touched her muzzle. Heart racing a mile a minute. “You can? You have? B-but if you know all about that, then why would you ever want my help?”

The retreat was stopped when Twilight backed into something or someone. She twisted around and yelped at the figure, barely managing to land in Luna’s arms. Looking dead straight into the face of a Shadowbolt. Two Shadowbolts. One thistle-furred with an silver and midnight blue mane, the other silver furred with long amethyst hair. From the shadows behind them emerged others. Dozens. Perhaps fifty in all. Ponies wearing brown druidic robes. Their faces obscured in the cool silver moonlight. She spun again and gazed into Luna’s eyes. Trembling and tear filled. Terror creeping over Twilight’s face as her horn began to shimmer with stirring magic.


“You know I can’t do this. We both know it’s wrong.” Twilight stammered “After everything Celestia has done for me, for us, there’s no way I could turn my back on her now.” She stood up and faced the larger alicorn. The same defensive posture she’d taken all those years ago now returning to Twilight. Tempered with new power and experience. Still quite likely to be nowhere near enough. “What you’re asking me to do is wrong. Ponies have to find their own way in the world. Just because I’m a fucked up little pervert doesn’t mean I’ll let men and women and… and foals… end up like that. Or let Celestia end up like that. Not when she’s helped so many of us. I don’t want to. But if you all push me then…”

Luna reached up and placed a fingertip on the horn. The magic pushed back. Not negated, not canceled. A simple gentle soothing to help calm the alicorn. “They will not harm you.“ She sighed. “As I said, few are those who have worshiped me over my sister these past centuries. Ever dwindling, ever hunted. Yet waiting faithfully for my return. Thy darkest dream may yet yield their salvation. Along with that of your friends, and your beloved.”

“Dashie…” Twilight muttered.


“You will watch her grow old. Will watch her die. Your consort may enjoy a prolonged life if you are willing to risk the spells. Perhaps a century or so. But we both know the inevitable will come. You can save her, and all you must do is build it for us. To help us begin the process of enlightening this world. View not thy depravities as a curse or shame, Princess Twilight. For they are the key to our ascension. Simply say the word, and my followers shall aid you in building the machine.”

“I can’t.” Twilight muttered. “H-how could I betray Celestia like that? Hurt everyone like that.”

“Save them.” Luna corrected “From themselves. My sister most of all. I love my sister, Princess Twilight. As much as any sister can. But she is in need of correction. They all are. You need only indulge yourself, and you shall give them all a gift few have ever dreamed. I promise, it’s for the best.”

The moon princess held out her hand and smiled warmly. Her deep dark eyes set on the smaller pony now. No mask of veiled sincerity. No illusion. No deception. Twilight looked at that smile one more time before letting her eyes slip shut and placing her hand in Luna’s. 


“Celestia forgive me.” Twilight sighed.

