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         In the bedchambers, princess Twilight lay draped over her lover Nightingale. Shadows lingered where the covers ended. Twilight had her back to the candle, so Nightingale only saw the silhouette of her face and her glowing purple eyes. 



“If you were a book, I’d study you,” Nightingale said.



Twilight snorted. 



“No, really. Call me a good noodle, cuz I would go to college and study it. I’d get a PhD in Twilight.”



The covers shuddered as Twilight giggled. “Stop.”



“I’m not just trying to go another round. I need you to know I’m being serious.”



“I know you are.” Twilight’s hoof found hers. They lingered for a moment, interlocked. “We could go another round.”



“I’m tired,” Nightingale lied. “And I need to ask you something.”



“Okay, shoot.” Twilight shifted from her side to her back. An unspoken cue to cuddle. Nightingale obliged.



“Of all your best friends, who was your best best friend?”



The flame on the single candle flickered. The shadows jumped in surprise. 



“You answer first.”



“C’mon.”



Twilight wiggled her hips and giggled. Pure dragonfire. “Really. You first.”



“You’ve got sixteen hundred years on me. Your answer is gonna be way better than mine.”



“No it won’t.”



“Ugh. Fine. You’re my best best friend.”



“Mmm, I knew it.”



“Now you.”



Twilight paused another moment. “The elements of harmony were my first friends, so they were obviously very special to me.”



“But if you had to pick one.”



“I’d pick all of them.”



“That’s six.”



“That’s perceptive.” Twilight smiled. Even in near-darkness it shone. “But we were one in a sense. Connected by harmony. Is that good enough?”



“Sorta.” Nightingale drew her hoof back. “I know you were one. But out of all of them, you did pick one.”



Twilight’s face grew blank. Shadows moved in. “What do you mean?”



“I mean, you picked one. Out of all the elements of harmony, one of them was your lover.”



“I--” The shadows leapt again. Twilight’s eyes went from the curtain to the covers to Nightingale--then right back to the covers. “That’s insulting to my friends’ legacies.”



“Taffy Tavern Tabloid, issue twenty seven, page twelve.” Nightingale recited the reference with practiced ease. “It was a late return at the library from an anthropology student, so I looked through it before I put it back on the shelves. You were caught having an affair with one of the bearers, but when the reporter took a picture of you you panicked and wiped the film. And their mind a little. Which probably wasn’t an accident, was it?”



For too long, the only sound came from the ambient energy playing through the castle. 



Finally, Twilight spoke. “It’s unlike you to believe tabloids.”



“You said I was your first.”



“You are.”



“Twilight--”



“Does it really bother you?”



“A little.”



“Okay, fine. I admit. You’re not my first. I had another love fifteen hundred years ago. It was wonderful, and then she died. I spent the next fifteen hundred years moving on.” She slid closer. Always evading. Always stationary. The night was so many things. What was she now? “Now we’re here. Would you allow me one short moment of happiness every two millenia?”



“Twilight.”



“Would you do that for me?” Twilight paused suddenly, her eyes no longer glowing so much as burning. “I’m serious.”



Nightingale paused. Words came and went. She settled on nothing. 



“It took me fifteen lifetimes to get over it. Then I chose you. Do you understand?”



How to turn a word into a hammer. How to turn a centuries-old lie into a declaration of love. There was always more to learn with Twilight.



“I don’t think I understand,” said Nightingale.



Twilight squeezed her. “I’m glad you don’t have to.”



So many more questions lost to that eyes-closed spinning and spinning, that perfect weightless heavy sensation. Pure dragonfire.



But to have one last nugget of revenge--



Nightingale took the initiative and pinned her to the bed. “When I’m through with you,” she said softly, “it’ll take you ten millenia to get over me.”



Twilight cackled. “You’re dark.” 



But Nightingale knew that was a lie too. She was just a pony. What was she but a single candle’s flame flickering in an endless night? It scared her as much as it thrilled her. 



Just before she couldn’t possibly be pulled away, she leaned over and blew out the candle. The flame flickered. The shadows danced. 



Darkness--real darkness--enveloped them.
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