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         The unholy half-light of the predawn sky filtered around the edges of the drawn blinds and lightened the ceiling by a shade.  Sunset stared at it, dry eyes bloodshot and burning, and knew she had grievously erred.  The cheer she took from the string of lights wound around the banister that bracketed her loft bed was long gone, replaced with the dread of having to face school on less than two hours of sleep.



It had been days since the Friendship Games, and still, whenever she tried to wind down for the night, she found herself reliving her confrontation with Midnight Sparkle over and over again.  It always came to the same conclusion.



If it hadn’t been for Spike, Midnight Sparkle’s unbridled lust for knowledge would have overpowered Sunset, and all would have been lost.



This was how the thought spiral always began – the notion that blind luck and happenstance had carried Sunset and her friends to victory as much as their own skills and determination.  Was that really something that could be relied upon?  She still understood so little about how magic worked in this world.  She had a reasonable idea of what her friends were capable of, but what of the magic that slowly suffused their world?  What new catastrophes would be dropped on her friends?  How long would she be able to flounder in ignorance before the next doom fell upon them?  What if magic went haywire on the far side of the planet, with her and her friends completely unable to do anything about it?  And around and around her mind went, faster and faster, with no end in sight.



Which was why she once again found herself staring at her ceiling at 5:38am, incapable of sleep.



She sighed in disgust as she closed her eyes and rolled onto her side.  If she could just–
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Sunset jolted awake at the blare of her alarm, then rolled onto her back with a groan.  Bright morning sunshine glowed around the edges of her blinds.  A new day beckoned.



“Shit.”








Sunset took her customary spot at the lunchtime cafeteria table with the gang without a word and began to mechanically eat her salad.  The rest of the crew exchanged glances, which Sunset pretended not to notice.



Rarity spoke first.  “Sunset, dear, please don’t take this the wrong way, but you’re looking rather… out of sorts, this morning.”



Sunset snorted.  “That bad, huh?”



Twilight Sparkle leaned in to try to catch Sunset’s eye, glasses slipping in the process.  “Is everything okay?”  She pushed her glasses back up to the bridge of her nose.



Sunset sighed, then forced a smile.  “Yeah, I’m alright.  Just stayed up too late last night.”  Twilight, sweetheart that she was, didn’t need to hear the source of her exhaustion.



“Up late?”  Rainbow Dash spoke around a mouthful of apple.  “You look like you pulled an all-nighter.”  Her eyes widened.  “Oh shit, did we have a test this afternoon?”



“Aheh.  No, nothing like that,” Sunset said, “I just couldn’t sleep last night, is all.”  She took a sip from her milk carton.  “I’ve always been kind of a night owl.  I guess it’s finally catching up with me.”



“That seems to be happening a lot more often lately,” Applejack said.  “Have ya thought about maybe gettin’ somethin’ to help with that?”



Pinkie Pie made a face.  “No way, man.  Prescription sleep aids are the worst.  Maud and I both went on them a few years back, and neither of us lasted more than a week.”  She pulled a candy bar from her hair and unwrapped it as she spoke.  “Sleepwalking, night terrors, sleep paralysis – not worth it.  Like, at all.”



Rainbow Dash stared at her blankly.  “But, you’re like, the most energetic one out of all of us.”



Pinkie Pie shrugged, then proceeded to hom-nom-nom her candy bar with relish.



Applejack smirked.  “Gee, I can’t imagine why.”



Fluttershy piped up as a giggle went around the table.  “Maybe Sunset doesn’t need to go that far.  I’ve taken an over-the-counter melatonin supplement to help me sleep when I get too stressed out.”



“Oh, that’s right!”  Rarity smiled at Fluttershy.  “You were the one to suggest it to me to help with my seasonal affective disorder!  Still grateful for that, by the by.”



Sunset blinked at them.  “Do you really think that would work?”



“Mmhmm.”  Fluttershy nodded.  “If you’re sleep schedule is all wrong, it will help get it back on track.  Just make sure to take it an hour before you go to bed, and you can spend at least eight hours asleep.”



Rarity nodded as well.  “That last part is important, too.  If you take it too late, or have to wake up early, you’ll feel like hell warmed over.  Eight hours, no less.”



“Hmm.”  Sunset felt a genuine smile tug at her lips.  “Well, I’m willing to try anything at this point.”








The first night went reasonably well – after taking a pill at around ten o’clock, Sunset found herself drowsy enough to turn in some time after midnight, with a minimum of existential dread.  It wasn’t quite the eight hours of sleep promised, but it was certainly better than one.



The second night went even better.  Within an hour of taking the pill, Sunset found herself crawling beneath the covers of her bed.  She allowed herself a small smile as she drifted off.



In the morning, she awoke on her own, feeling quite well-rested.  Sunlight streamed through her window, and it promised to be a gorgeous day.



She turned to see Twilight Sparkle sitting on the side of her bed.  She was wrapped in a fluffy white towel, barely large enough to cover herself with.  Aside from her glasses, she was wearing absolutely nothing else.



“Whoa!”  Sunset sat bolt upright and pressed herself against the wall to her back.  “T-Twilight!  Wha-what are you doing here?”



Twilight reached out and placed her hand over Sunset’s.  “It’s okay,” she said, though a tightness was in her voice.



It was then that Sunset noticed the tears brimming in Twilight’s eyes.  “Twilight?”



“It’s okay,” she said again as she slid closer to Sunset.  As she did, the towel slipped a bit, exposing more of Twilight’s lavender skin.



Sunset, adrenaline replacing the blood in her veins, tried to force coherent words out of her mouth.  “Uh, what?  What’s okay?”



“Everything.”  Twilight sniffed away a tear as another ran down her cheek.  “Everything is okay.”



Everything was not okay.  “Um, Twilight–”



With a sob, Twilight buried her face in Sunset’s shoulder, and the towel slipped further down, revealing a broad expanse of Twilight’s bare back.



“Uh.”  Sunset, hands out to the sides, fought to control many, many conflicting urges.  Eventually she settled on trying to comfort Twilight, so she carefully brought her arms up around to give her a hug.  She kept her hands tightly closed as she embraced–
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Sunset’s eyes flew open.  She found herself staring at her ceiling, barely lightened by the wan light coming from around the blinds.  She was breathing heavily, and trembling as the adrenaline ran its course through her system.



“What.  The fuck.”








As Sunset sat at the cafeteria table, Twilight beamed at her.  “You’re looking well-rested today.”



For the twentieth time, Sunset reminded herself that last night was just a dream.  “Yep!  First full night’s sleep in a long time.”



“That’s excellent, darling!”  Rarity clasped her hands in front of herself.  “I’m so glad to see you doing so much better so soon.”



“Did you have any trouble getting out of bed?” Fluttershy asked. “Grogginess when you first wake up is one of the most common side effects.”



“Ha, nope,” Sunset said as she fought the urge to glance at Twilight, “I was wide awake when I woke up.”



“Good,” Rarity said. “Just remember, there’s no shame in indulging in a little pick-me-up to help get you started if you need it.  I don’t know what I’d do without my morning cup of tea.”



“Hey, there’s no shame in waking up naturally, either,” Rainbow Dash said, mouth stuffed with taco.  “Not all of us snort Pixie Stix to wake up in the morning like Pinkie Pie.”



“Hey!”  Pinkie Pie leveled a candy bar at Rainbow Dash.  “I do NOT snort Pixie Stix!  That’s, like, the most terriblest way to eat them!”



Applejack quirked an eyebrow.  “And how d’you know that?”



Pinkie Pie planted her hands on her hips with a huff.  “I just know, okay?”



“Um,” Sunset looked from Fluttershy to Rarity, “did you two have weird dreams when you first started taking it?”



Rarity’s eyes widened.  “Oh yes!  I remember they were particularly vivid at the start.”



Fluttershy nodded.  “Mmhmm.  Very much so.  They get better after a week or two, though.”



“I see.”  Sunset poked at her spaghetti.  “What did you dream about?”



A silence fell over the table as Rarity bit her lip.  A flush crept up Fluttershy’s neck to redden her cheeks.



Rainbow Dash sat up a little straighter.  “Whoa, hang on.  Were these sexy dreams you two had?”



Rarity cleared her throat.  “A lady does not does not discuss such things.”  The corner of her mouth twitched upwards as a blush tinged the edges of her makeup.



Fluttershy’s blush deepened as she hid behind her hair.



Rainbow Dash looked as though Hearth’s Warming Eve had come early.  “Oh, this is too good.  Rarity I get, but you, Fluttershy?”  She gasped.  “Was it with anyone we know?”



Fluttershy’s leg struck the table with a bang as she stood.  From behind her hair, she said, “I’ll see you all later in class.”  She hurried away, favoring her right knee as she fled.



“Aw, what?  Fluttershy, come back,” Rainbow Dash called after her.  “I didn’t mean it!”  She turned back to the table with a snicker.



Rarity was no longer smiling.  “Really, Rainbow Dash, that was quite unnecessary.”  She left the table and followed after Fluttershy.



“Wh–hey, c’mon,” Rainbow Dash said, “I was only teasing!  I’m sorry!”  She failed to suppress a grin as she turned back to the table.



Applejack clucked her tongue.  “You ain’t sorry at all.”



“I am a little bit!  I didn’t want Fluttershy to actually leave.”  Rainbow Dash took another bite of her taco.  “It’s just fun to tease her about that stuff sometimes.”



Sunset frowned at her.  “Well, she clearly isn’t having fun.”



“Yeah, I’ll stop.  I should talk to her later, she doesn’t usually get that bent out of shape.”  Rainbow Dash looked at the door Fluttershy had left through, then looked back to Sunset with a sly grin.  “What about you though?  Any sexy times in your dreams?”  She waggled her eyebrows.



Sunset made a conscious effort to not look at Twilight, and silently cursed herself for the beginnings of the blush she felt on her face.  “Um, not exactly.”



Twilight reached out her hand.  “Did you want to talk–”



Sunset recoiled as though stung.  “Y’know what, I’d better take off too.  I’ve got some, ah, studying I need to catch up on.”  She forced another smile as she pointed a finger gun at them.  “I’ll see you guys later!”



She didn’t miss Applejack narrowing her eyes at her as she left.








The wind howled through the barren apple orchard as it blew a fresh layer of snow across the ground.  Sunset stood with Applejack at the foot of a handful of graves, the latest victims of the endless winter.  Tears ran down their faces, and froze before they hit the ground.



“It don’t seem right,” Applejack said dully.



Sunset shook her head.  “I wish I’d spent more time with them.”



Applejack’s face hardened.  “Well, now y’can’t.”  She choked back an angry sob.  “An’ I can’t neither.”



Sunset placed a hand on Applejack’s back.  “I’m sorry, Applejack.”



Applejack broke down as she buried her face in Sunset’s shoulder.  “It just hurts so much!”



Sunset’s voice was unsteady as she said, “I know.”



Applejack pulled back.  “Do you?”  The accusatory glare in her eyes was full of rage, hurt, and betrayal, and it bored straight into Sunset’s soul.



A harsh braying echoed on the wind, and the world grew colder.



Sunset shrank back from the heat of Applejack’s gaze.  “I–”
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Sunset woke with a gasp, tears still streaming down her face.  Applejack’s eyes floated before her in her mind’s eye, all pain and sadness, and Sunset helt a hand over her mouth to keep her chin from trembling.  Apparently even consoling a grieving friend was beyond her capacity.



She squeezed the last of the tears from her eyes and wrestled her breathing back into some semblance of normalcy.  “Damn it all to Tartarus,” she swore as she hauled herself out of bed.








Sunset had successfully avoided everyone for the entirety of the school day, and with the weekend ahead, she was sure she could get to grips with herself and face them on Monday.  She donned her jacket and backpack, then shut her locker door to reveal Applejack’s frowning face.



“Gah!”  Sunset looked away, but not in time to avoid seeing Applejack glaring at her in the snow.  She tried to force cheer into her voice as she stared at the floor.  “Oh hey, Applejack!  What’s up?”



“Don’t you ‘what’s up’ me, Sunset Shimmer,” Applejack said, hands on her hips.  “I need ya to level with me – why’ve you been avoiding us all day?”



“Nothing!  I mean, I’ve just been, um.”  Sunset shook her head.  She wasn’t going to sink so low as to lie to Applejack’s face.  “Look, it’s stupid.”



“It can’t be that stupid if it’s got you runnin’ from yer friends.”  Applejack folded her arms across her chest.  “C’mon, what’s the struggle?”



Sunset looked up at Applejack, whose smile clashed violently with the vision in Sunset’s head.  She felt heat build behind her eyes, and she looked away again.  “It’s really stupid.”



Applejack’s stance immediately softened.  After a moment’s pause, she said, “Hey, Granny Smith keeps a pitcher of mulled cider for Applebloom an’ me in the school kitchen for when we’ve gotta stay late for studyin’ an such.  How’s about you tell me what’s got you all worked up over a mug?”



Sunset couldn’t keep a quiver out of her voice as she said, “Okay.”











Applejack stared at Sunset from across the cafeteria table, hands clasped around her now-empty mug.  “Wow.  That’s pretty fucked up, Sunset, not gonna lie.”



“Yeah.”  Sunset sniffed.  “I know.”



Applejack winced.  “I mean, I don’t mean that you said what you did, just that your brain is messin’ with you so much.”



Sunset shook her head as she tried to keep her voice level.  “I still should have come up with something better.”



“Darlin’, there ain’t nothin’ to say at times like that.  Just bein’ there is enough.”



“Yeah.  And I know you wouldn’t– I mean, I know it’s not–”  Sunset rubbed a tear out of her eye with the palm of her hand.  “It just felt so real.”



Applejack leaned in and grabbed Sunset’s hands in her own.  “Hey, Sunset.  Look at me.”



Sunset obeyed, and fought to keep dream-Applejack out of her mind’s eye.



“I’m real.  I’m right here.  And I’m tellin’ you, for real, that you have nothin’ to be sorry for.”  Applejack put a hand on Sunset’s shoulder.  “You’re awesome, you’re one of my best friends, and I love ya dearly.  Okay?”



A fresh hotness of tears began to trickle down Sunset’s cheeks and drowned any words she might say, so she simply nodded.



“Okay.  Now c’mere.”  Applejack stood and pulled Sunset into a hug.



Sunset clung to Applejack’s solid frame as she choked back a sob.  When she trusted herself not to cry anymore, she pulled back with a sniff.  “Thanks, Applejack.”  She dried the rest of her tears on the sleeve of her hoodie.  “Ugh, I feel so stupid for getting all worked up over a dream.”



Applejack chuckled.  “Don’t be gettin’ down on yourself now.  I’ve got a whole brainful o’ issues, just the same as Rainbow, just the same as Rarity, just the same as Fluttershy and Pinkie and Twilight, bless their hearts.”  She gave Sunset a reassuring smile.  “It’s okay to–”



Applejack was interrupted by a chime from her hip.  She checked her phone, then said, “Ah, shoot.  I gotta git, evenin’ chores are gonna be’ a handful.”  She stood and headed towards the door, then turned and waved.  “I’ll see ya later, Sunset.  Feel better!”



Sunset waved back.  “Sure, see ya.”



As soon as Applejack was out of sight, Sunset sighed and rested her head on her arms.  “I’ll talk to all of them tomorrow.”








The sky was the dull red of a sunset during a forest fire.  Sunset’s breath was loud in her ears as she ran, heart racing, eyes wild as she searched for an escape route, or at the very least, a good place to hide.



She ducked down a darkened alleyway.  Halfway through she paused to lean against the wall to catch her breath.  Her limbs were on fire, and she knew she couldn’t keep running for long.



She heard the slap of footsteps approach the end of the alley, and Sunset looked up to see Rainbow Dash careen around the corner.



“Sunset!  She just got another one, we have to–”



A yellow and pink blur descended from on high and slammed Rainbow Dash to the ground.  Fluttershy, belly distended beneath her bloodstained tank top from her feasting thus far, unfurled her gigantic bat wings and screeched at Sunset.



Sunset froze, then looked around for some sort of weapon.  She spotted a pile of half-rotted pallets next to a dumpster across the alley.  She rushed over to try to pull one free–



“Help!”  Rainbow Dash reached out towards her.  “Sunset, help me!”



Before Sunset could react, Fluttershy snapped her head forward and sank her fangs deep into Rainbow Dash’s shoulder.



“Aaaaaagkh–”  In a matter of moments, Rainbow Dash’s body withered, utterly drained of vitality.



Fluttershy cast aside the empty husk and leveled her furious blood-red gaze on Sunset.



Sunset, eyes brimming with tears, managed to tear free a board with a few nails still attached and leveled it at Fluttershy.  “You’re not getting my blood, you monster!”



Fluttershy’s response was to inhale deeply, then let loose a skull-splitting screech that shattered every window in the alleyway.  



Waves of near-hypersonic noise washed over Sunset, and it felt as though her eyes were going to explode in their sockets.  She dropped her weapon as she clutched at the sides of her head and felt blood trickle from her shattered eardrums–



Sunset awoke to find herself still clutching her head.  She sat up and snapped her fingers on either side of her to make sure she hadn’t actually gone deaf.  Satisfied, she sniffed away the last of her unshed tears and grabbed her phone from the nightstand.



She opened up the chat app and sent a message to Fluttershy and Rarity.  



I need to talk to you.








Due to Fluttershy’s work at the animal shelter and Rarity being saddled with babysitting duty, it wasn’t until dinnertime that Sunset was able to meet with them.  Rarity had the idea to check out a new restaurant downtown, the Tasty Treat, and they all met up there just after sundown.



They had gone through half the naan and their dishes had already been served by the time Sunset finished explaining everything to them.



Rarity frowned at her.  “Dear, I know being hard on yourself is kind of your ‘thing’, but this is excessive even by your standards.”



Sunset blinked at her.  “How do you mean?”



Fluttershy spoke as she soaked up some of her curry with naan.  “Well, it’s not as though you can help it, really, but each of your dreams has a common theme of, um, failure.”  She took a bite.  “Mmm, this is really good.  Wanna try some?”



Sunset frowned at them.  “So, that’s it?  I just need to lighten up?”



Rarity and Fluttershy exchanged a glance.  “Not quite that reductive, darling,” said Rarity.  “I just think you shouldn’t put so much stock in silly dreams, that’s all.  Tough it out, as it were.”  She took a bite of Fluttershy’s naan.  “Mmm, this is good.  Have some, Sunset.”



Sunset accepted a piece.  As she chewed, she couldn’t deny the tension easing from her shoulders a bit.  She sighed, then said, “I guess I am getting worked up over nothing.  It’s not like Fluttershy’s going to turn into a bat anytime soon.”  She left unsaid the part where a few weeks ago Princess Twilight had related an anecdote of how Fluttershy’s Equestrian counterpart had done precisely that.



Fluttershy perked up.  “Ooh, I’ve always thought it would be neat to be a bat!  Echolocation is such a neat ability, and, um.” She looked from Sunset to Rarity, then slunk lower in the booth with a bashful grin.  “That’s not really relevant, though.”



Rarity smirked at Fluttershy.  “It’s interesting that Rainbow Dash would be the target of your depredations.”  



“You’re thinking of werewolves.”  Fluttershy flushed.  “Also, shut up.”



Sunset glanced between the two of them, then smirked herself.  “Fluttershy, is there something going on between you and Rainbow–”



Both of the other girls said, “No,” in unison.  Fluttershy slunk lower still as Rarity patted her on the shoulder.



Sunset held up her hands with a laugh, then took a bite of her paneer tikka masala and allowed the unctuous warmth of the spices flood her palate.  She sighed contentedly.  “This was a really good idea, Rarity.”



“Thank you, dear.  And please know, I’m very sorry your experiences with side-effect dreams haven’t been as positive as mine and Fluttershy’s have been.”  Rarity failed to suppress a salacious grin.  “Goodness knows they’ve done me a world of good.”



They all shared a laugh at that, and conversation turned away from the subject of dreams as the meals were consumed.  By the time Sunset returned to her apartment, she was warm through and through, and barely gave taking her dose a second thought.








Sunset walked with Princess Twilight down the street towards CHS, talking about how the past week had gone.  An autumn chill was in the air, and Sunset pulled on the drawstrings of her hoodie to ward it off.



Twilight, wearing a long cloak over her usual clothes, didn’t seem to mind the cold.  “Interesting.  So your friends all supported you, and even pointed out that you had nothing to be sorry for, or worry about.”



“Yep!  Everything is under control,”  Sunset said.  “I’ve just gotta power through these last few days until the pills find an equilibrium with my system, and everything should be great!”



Twilight snorted.  “You think so, huh?”



Sunset’s smile faltered.  “Yeah.  I mean, don’t you think I’m doing okay?”



Twilight stopped at the final turn and gestured down the street.  “You tell me.”



Sunset rounded the corner and stopped cold.  There, where the high school should have been, was a titanic sinkhole a mile wide.  



Twilight turned to Sunset, face an impassive mask.  “Let’s get a closer look, shall we?”



Sunset found herself standing at the edge of the pit, too deep to see the bottom.  The wind howled, blowing detritus into the hole, where it was swallowed and forgotten.  Jagged rocks periodically broke away from the walls of the cliff surround the hole and tumbled down until the noise of their fall could no longer be heard.



Dread pressed in on Sunset like a vise, and she found it difficult to breath.  She felt her guts turn to water as she turned to Twilight.  “What is this?”



“A fathomless depth replacing the familiar form and structure that guided your education for so long,” Twilight said dryly.  “How apt.”



Vertigo spun down from her chest and settled deep in her stomach.  Her guts roiled in consternation, and Sunset clutched at her stomach with a groan.



Twilight turned to her.  “If you need to take care of something, go.  I’ll still be here when you get back.”



Sunset sat bolt upright in bed, disoriented and reeling.  “Holy shit.”



Despite wanting nothing more than to fall right back and let oblivion take her, the noises that came from her guts spurred her to action.  Although her limbs felt lined with lead, she hurried down the stairs of her loft, ducked into the bathroom, and slammed the door behind her.







Sunset resolved to call a priest in the morning to exorcise her bathroom, then crawled wearily back into bed.  She was sweaty, nauseous, and thoroughly exhausted.  All she wanted to do was fall asleep and wake up at some point in the next decade.



Sunset looked at her clock, which read 3:27am.  She groaned as she faceplanted her pillow.  She couldn’t rightly recall ever being so bone-tired.  Darkness took her, and her apartment, then the bed, fell away.



“Ugh!”  Sunset slammed into the cliff face and slid several feet, jagged rocks tearing holes in her pajamas before her scrabbling hands finally found purchase.  Desperately she clung to the bare rocks as frigid winds beckoned her to the bottomless void below.



Princess Twilight appeared at the edge and looked down upon her.  “To think I had such high hopes for how this was going to play out.”



“Twilight!”  Sunset shouted to be heard over the wind.  “What is going on?”



Twilight frowned.  “I’d say that your suffering the consequences of ignoring your problems instead of dealing with them, and operating under the delusion that one good day means everything is magically fine.”



“What are you talking about?  Help me up!”



“I’m afraid I can’t do that, Sunset.  You’re the only one who can get you out of that pit.”  Twilight picked up a stone and chucked it into the void.  “At the rate you’re going, that doesn’t seem likely.”



Sunset narrowed her eyes.  “Princess Twilight would never be so callous.  Who are you?”



Twilight snorted.  “Isn’t it obvious?”  She unclasped her cloak and tossed it aside with a flourish.  Standing where Twilight had been a moment before was Sunset Shimmer herself, wearing the same clothes as the night of the Fall Formal.



“Great,” Sunset said, “I’m gonna die having an existential argument with my evil self.”



“I’m your subconscious, genius,” Sunset said.  “I’m the celebration of each of your victories, and the guilt of each of your defeats.  I’m just taking the opportunity to talk to you directly, now that your mind is marinating in both melatonin and masala.”



“Why the disguise as Twilight, then?”



Subconscious Sunset shrugged.  “I thought you’d actually listen to her.  You’re right, though, I didn’t try very hard.”  She gestured at the pit.  “This was a more direct way to get my point across.”



Sunset was about to retort, but one of her handholds gave way.  With a yelp, she slid several inches before she caught herself again.



She heard a scoff from above.  “Look at yourself!  Base survival instinct is all that’s keeping you attached to that cliff!  You’re better than this, Sunset!”



“I’m barely hanging on!”  True to her words, Sunset felt her handholds crumble beneath her fingers.  She slid another few inches before her foot caught on an outcrop.



“Stop doubting yourself!”  Sunset’s voice shouted from above.  “Yes, the world needs saving, but you don’t need to carry the weight of it on your shoulders!  You already have all you need to get yourself back on solid ground, you just need to believe it!”



Sunset’s heart sank, and she slid another foot.  “Then I’m as good as dead!  I can’t save the world by myself!”



“Sun and stars above,” Sunset shouted, “who said you had to save it by yourself?”



Sunset stared at herself.  “Oh!”



A raspy voice shouted from behind her.  “Well, it’s about fucking time!”



Sunset risked a look over her shoulder.  “Rainbow Dash!”



“The one and only!”  Rainbow Dash hovered behind her, wings beating too fast to be seen.  She looked up to the edge of the cliff and cupped her hands around her mouth.  “Hey!  She’s down here!”



A rope slapped against the cliff next to Sunset.  She looked up to see Applejack hop over the edge and rappel down to be level with her.



“Hey there, sugarcube!  Didja miss us?”



“More than you know,” Sunset said.  It was more than just the wind that made her eyes water.



“Well, strap yourself in, partner!  The rest of the girls are waitin’ for us!”



With careful assistance from Rainbow Dash, Sunset was able to loop the rope around herself and tie herself to Applejack.



“We got her,” Rainbow Dash shouted, “Haul them up!”



Above, a chorus of voices yelled, “Heave!”  With a jerk, the rope pulled taut and slowly pulled Sunset up.  From the safety of Applejack and Rainbow Dash’s arms, the cliff didn’t seem so high.  Soon enough, Sunset rolled over the edge, whereupon she was immediately swarmed by the rest of her friends.



“Are you okay?” Twilight asked.  “We came as fast as we could.”



Fluttershy said, “We were so worried.  Are you hurt?”



“Good heavens, darling,” Rarity tutted as she threw a blanket over Sunset’s shoulders, “let’s get you into some warmer clothes!”



Pinkie Pie shoved a chocolate bar into Sunset’s hands.  “Quick!  Eat this!  It’ll make everything better!”



Sunset laughed.  “Girls, seriously, I’m fine.  Thanks to you, at least.”



The girls all smiled at her, then parted to allow the other Sunset to approach and stand before her.



She smirked as she asked, “Was that really so hard?”



“Well, I didn’t make it easy on myself.”



She snorted.  “Now you’re getting it.”  She gestured to her friends.  “Remember this.  Remember them.  Because of your belief in each other, there’s nothing you can’t do.”



Sunset smiled.  “I know.”



Sunset winked at herself.  “I believe in you, too.”



“Yeah,” Sunset said as she winked back, “I do.”



Sunset hugged herself, and as Sunset melted into Sunset, the world was suffused with a golden glow.









Golden morning sunshine flooded through the window as birds chattered to each other in the tree just outside.  Sunset indulged in a luxurious stretch, took a deep breath, and smiled.



It was going to be a beautiful day.
      

      
   