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Evening Gleam eyed the young woman before her with a mixture of awe and trepidation as best she could through the mask of confusion she was desperately trying to maintain. As frustrating as her opponent could be, Evening couldn’t help but admit that Dusk consistently impressed her. How could anyone possibly make such dangerously accurate accusations with the same calmness and quiet curiosity one might use to enquire about the weather? How could anyone possibly cut so quickly to the heart – the truth – of the matter between mouthfuls of jam on toast? How could anyone so unkempt somehow seem so ethereally beau




“Hey, Twilight? Are you busy?”



Twilight almost sprang up from her beanbag, slamming her laptop shut with just a little more force than was strictly necessary. From the doorway of the unused classroom, Sunset Shimmer eyed her with a mixture of bemusement and fondness, and it took all of Twilight’s concentration to keep her cheeks from flushing.



“N-no!” She stammered, a little forcefully. Biting her lip, she smoothed down her skirt as she rose. “No, I was just writing.”



Sunset smiled and shook her head softly, shutting the door behind her.



“Of course you were,” she said, before her smile morphed into an uncomfortable grimace and the confidence fled from her voice. “Listen… I, uh, could do with some help. If, you know, you have the time.”



“Yes!” Twilight said, before realising that she hadn’t actually been asked a question. “I mean, of course I can help. What do you need?”



Sunset was smiling again – gratefully this time, but Twilight never particularly cared why Sunset smiled (though it made her a little bit giddy every time the reason was her.) “Thanks, Twilight,” she said, unzipping her jacket pocket with one hand as she began to walk over. By the time she had reached Twilight, she had pulled out a small, jet-black thumb drive. “Mind if we take a look at this?”



Twilight nodded and tried to smile back when Sunset gestured for them to share the beanbag. She opened her laptop quickly, her fingers brushing expertly at alt and tab almost as soon as the screen flashed on to keep any incriminating evidence out of Sunset’s sight.



“Alright,” she said, pointedly ignoring the way Sunset was staring, eyebrows raised, at the fanart she’d chosen as a desktop background. “What are we looking at?”



Sunset took the offered laptop and clicked her way through a few folders, before turning the screen to face Twilight, a screenshot filling the display.



Dear Sunset Shimmer,



If you don’t want the attached photos to be sent around the whole school, then send $1,000 to our paypal address: Eeipnvec@capreae.com. You have until 6pm on Thursday.




“Sunset,” Twilight began, slowly, “I can think of a few problems with this, not least of which is that it’s already Thursday. When did you get this email?”



Sunset scratched the back of her head and glanced away. “Two days ago,” she mumbled.



“And you’ve said nothing all that time?” Twilight almost threw her arms up in exasperation; instead, she took a few, short breaths and tried to make eye contact with Sunset. “Sunset, this is blackmail. You should be taking this to the police, not sitting about agonising over it.”



“I wasn’t ‘sitting about’,” Sunset spat, and Twilight instinctively recoiled from her right as Sunset slapped her hand across her mouth. The two girls stared at each other for a moment, and for the briefest of moments Twilight could see her own fear of rejection reflected in Sunset’s eyes.



And then Sunset slowly peeled her hand from her lips, and said, “I’m so, so sorry, Twilight. I didn’t mean to snap. This whole thing just has me on edge, y’know?”



Twilight didn’t quite relax. But she could feel the tension begin to drain from her shoulders, and she forced a smile she wasn’t quite ready for onto her lips. She nodded; she couldn’t quite trust herself to speak.



Neither, it seemed, did Sunset, whose voice rose barely above a whisper. “Besides, I didn’t particularly want anyone to see those photos.”



“What did they catch you doing?” Twilight asked, morbidly curious. It wasn’t until she noticed the dark gold tint of Sunset’s cheeks that she added, “You, uh, don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”



“They didn’t catch me doing anything,” Sunset replied, her eyes glaring at the floor. “They were photos I took. For Flash, back when… y’know…”



“Oh.” Twilight’s cheeks flushed with heat. All of a sudden, Evening Gleam was sending Dusk Shine pictures just like those, and though the young detective was sure it was a trap meant to ensnare and distract her, she couldn’t help but stare, enraptured, at luscious amber skin… 



Not for the first time, Twilight was really, really glad that Sunset’s skin wasn’t brushing up against hers.



“I don’t know what to do, Twilight.” Sunset’s voice was small, and pleading, but it somehow had enough strength to pull Twilight from her thoughts and back to the present. “I’ve tried everything I can to track these people down, and I’ve come up blank at every turn.”



Dusk Shine was a super-sleuth. She could solve any case, no matter how difficult, and she never backed down from a challenge. Her mind raced through the endless possible solutions like a chess grandmaster searching for moves, and she was always a step ahead of the criminals trying to evade her. With enough thought and enough time, Dusk Shine could do anything.



Twilight Sparkle wasn’t Dusk Shine.



But, seeing the fear and desperation in Sunset’s eyes, she could sure as hell try.








“I’m still not entirely convinced the library is gonna help us,” Sunset muttered. They had been sat at one of the wooden desks for almost an hour, now: Twilight’s laptop was open, two browser windows sitting side-by-side and filled with information, as she scrawled endless diagrams and notes onto the pieces of scrap paper that were strewn around the desk. Sunset was absent-mindedly flicking through a copy E-Mail For Dummies in the hope that it might give them some way to get past email aliases. “I know we deal with magic a lot, but this isn’t a Harry Potter novel.”



Twilight raised an eyebrow, but otherwise continued to add arrows to the network of people she was trying to reconstruct on paper. If she could find someone, anyone with a motive…



There was a soft, satisfying thud. Twilight looked up to see Sunset leaning back in her chair, her eyes closed and her book abandoned on her lap. A strand of amaranth hair had come loose and traipsed over Sunset’s shoulder, meandering around and curling in on itself to gently caress her neck. Suddenly self-conscious, Twilight brushed a strand of her own hair back behind her ear as Sunset let out a low groan.



“Sunset? Are you alright?”



“Yeah,” Sunset replied. Her voice sounded heavy with exhaustion. “I’m sorry if I’m distracting you. I just… I’m tired, and scared, and I need to vent, y’know? I’m definitely not in the most efficient mood for research right now.”



“Twilight nodded, and smiled. “I can understand that,” she said. “You’ve got a lot riding on this, after all.”



“Mhmm.” Sunset opened her eyes and looked over at Twilight, a warm smile tugging at her lips, and Twilight’s abdomen was suddenly aflutter with hesperiids. “Thank you for helping, Twilight. Whatever happens… it means a lot.”



“It’s okay, Sunset,” Twilight said. “I’m always happy to help. How’re we doing for time?”



Sunset stretched, and glanced up at the clock on the opposite wall.



“It’s almost three thirty. Have you got anything new?”



Twilight slid her pencil back behind her ear and turned to her laptop, her fingers dancing across the keys. She could feel Sunset’s expectant gaze, but her eyes continued to dart over paragraphs of text in single glances, scouring her searches for…



“Dammit,” she cursed. “I was sure that would be it.”



Behind her, she heard Sunset’s sigh, and the rustle of pages as a book fell open. Frowning, she traced a finger along the network of arrows that covered the page closest to her, meandering through the entire social structure of the school in search of a culprit that Dusk Shine would have spotted instantly. This wasn’t going to be as easy as she had thought.








By the time Rainbow Dash curiously poked her head in through the library door to ask if the two of them were free that evening, Twilight was starting to become more than a little bit frustrated. Sure, she could name people who would want to hurt Sunset – plenty of people, though it pained her to admit it – but there wasn’t anything concrete. It didn’t help that she couldn’t begin to imagine how the anonymous blackmailers had gotten hold of those pictures (Sunset was certain that Flash Sentry had nothing to do with it, though Twilight couldn’t help but be suspicious of the slightly-strange boy.) Rainbow Dash shrugged off Twilight’s excuses that they had a lot of work to do for a research paper as typical egghead thinking, and left the two of them to it.



That had been half an hour ago. It was now five o’clock, and Twilight was beginning to feel the pressure of the imminent deadline.



Sunset, on the other hand, had dozed off on top of a book. Twilight didn’t blame her: with the week she’d had, Sunset certainly deserved a little bit of rest. Besides, she was adorable when she was sleeping.



Twilight wasn’t entirely sure when she had first started crushing on her best friend. She supposed it had been long enough that it was more of a case of ‘becoming best friends with her crush’, anyway – she had at least been attracted to Sunset ever since she met the fiery, brilliant girl at the friendship games. But it wasn’t until that resplendent angel had reached out a hand, and called her name…



Sunset Shimmer had saved her life.



And, crush or no, Twilight Sparkle couldn’t repay her.



Dusk Shine could. Dusk Shine would have found the culprit within an hour; not just that, but she would have found a way to get them to give Sunset the money they’d demanded of her, and do it all entirely within the realm of the law. Dusk Shine would have had everything wrapped up neatly after finding some obscure reference in a book, instead of doodling for hours across a table spread with scrap paper in the vain hope that something might make itself clear to her.



Twilight’s head fell onto the desk with a thud that echoed through the library, as she felt her throat constrict with barely-concealed disappointment. She was upset and frustrated and angry, and she felt absolutely nothing at all. There was a black hole where her heart should be, and it pulled her chest inward into emotional nothingne



“Twilight?”



Sunset’s voice, muffled as it was by a yawn, was like a sudden burst of Hawking Radiation for her heart. The pressure evaporated from her chest, and she smiled into the table, despite herself.



“Sorry I woke you up,” she mumbled. “I’m just hitting dead ends everywhere.”



“It’s okay, Twilight,” Sunset said. “We tried, you know?”



Twilight lifted her head just a little, and slid an arm under her chin to prop herself up. She gazed up at Sunset, concern weighing on her features, and sighed.



“It isn’t okay, though, is it?” Twilight said. “I couldn’t find out who sent that email, and now your pictures are going to be sent to who knows how many people!



“I’ve failed you, Sunset.” Twilight’s voice was small, now, and it felt as if it were hiding away in the back of her throat, like a mouse quivering timidly in its hole as a cat prowled outside. “I’m sorry.”



“Oh, Twilight!” Sunset stood and hurried around the table so smoothly that it seemed almost one motion. Before Twilight could even register what was going on, amber arms were wrapped around her shoulders, and she could feel the pressure of Sunset’s chin resting on top of her head. “Don’t be so silly! You haven’t failed anything. We both tried damn hard to find this, Twilight. You have no idea how happy I am to have a friend as good as you.”



Twilight leaned into Sunset’s embrace, twisted her neck, and buried her head in Sunset’s shoulder. “I just can’t shake the feeling that I’ve let you down. If I’d been faster…”



Twilight frowned as she felt Sunset’s whole body shaking with laughter against her. She pulled back just enough to look up at Sunset, and tilted her head slightly in question.



“I’m sorry, Twilight,” Sunset said, taking deep breaths between chuckles. “You just reminded me so much of how Princess Twilight was panicking back when she couldn’t figure out the right spell to counteract the magic of the sirens…”



And just like that, Twilight Sparkle’s mind started to fill in connections.



The sirens were an old enemy of Sunset Shimmer. The sirens had lost everything specifically because of Sunset Shimmer. The sirens were master manipulators who had always been able to use their powers to get what they wanted from people and were almost certainly both able and willing to blackmail someone and – 



(Almost subconsciously, Twilight’s fingers started to trace over additional connections from an invisible point on the paper, even as Sunset continued to try and explain what was so funny about her reaction.)



– they had had access to Flash Sentry at a time after the photos had been sent to him and it seemed reasonable that they might want to collect blackmail on anyone who might stand out as potential threats and even through human history they had been known for their use of sexuality as a means of control – 



(And Twilight could see as Sunset’s face was beginning to fall, even as she felt her own eyes glazing over, but she couldn’t interrupt her thoughts to tell her friend not to worry because she’d found a motive and now all she needed was proof come on Twilight what do you know?)



– and and and sirens were from Greek mythology and they were said to have bird-like forms though it seems their equestrian counterparts were more fish-like and they had an affinity for music and musical instruments and none of this is relevant andandand the Greek for sirens is Σειρῆνες and some translations place them in Punta del Faro or in Sirenuse or in Capri…



It was a moment she had described a thousand and one times: every observation fell completely into place, and suddenly everything about the case made sense. There was no emotion behind it: no surprise, no elation, no fear; it was simply fact.



“Twilight? Are you okay?”



Twilight took a deep breath and allowed herself the briefest of triumphant smiles.



“It’s the sirens, Sunset,” she said. “Do you know where we can find them?”








Twilight stepped off the motorcycle, and tried to will her legs to stop shaking – which, if anything, made them shake even more. She had thought that wrapping her arms around Sunset and holding her tight would make the ride less terrifying (after all, that’s what always happened in the fanfics she read), but nothing short of burying her face in Sunset’s back and squeezing her eyes shut had prevented her from fainting from fear. Sunset might have been her redeeming angel, but she certainly rode like a demon.



Still, Twilight had to admit that Sunset had good reason to shatter the speed limit, given their deadline and everything that was at stake.



She watched as Sunset stood and stretched, taking off her helmet and shaking out her hair. Then Sunset turned and smiled at her, and stretched out a hand, and Twilight didn’t quite fall over as she stepped forward to grab it. Sunset’s soft palm and calloused fingertips brushing against her skin calmed her legs just enough to walk, and the two of them made their way inside.



“Do you think they still live here?” Twilight asked. They had gotten the address from Vice-principal Luna, who had accepted their explanation that there was an urgent magical crisis without so much as a second thought.



“I doubt they can afford to move out since we defeated them,” Sunset replied. “Still, it’s a bit of a dump.”



The apartment building was, in Twilight’s opinion, just a shade too structurally sound to be condemned. The wallpaper was dusty, and peeling in places, and the paint on the doors was scratched and faded, but nothing seemed actively dangerous. Still, something about the building had Twilight on edge.



“102, 103…” Twilight muttered, her eyes darting from door to door. “They should be just around the corner, if I’m counting right.”



Sunset nodded, and began to walk purposefully down the corridor. Caught off guard, Twilight hurried to catch up, almost jogging to keep pace with Sunset’s larger strides. When they reached apartment 107, Twilight stepped back as Sunset knocked, loudly, three times. After a moment, the door opened just enough to let a mass of blue hair through the gap.



The hair grinned.



“Oh, hi Sunset!” it said, cheerily. “We weren’t expecting you!”



“Sunset? As in Sunset Shimmer?” A muffled, angry voice came from behind the door, and a fuchsia hand grabbed at the mass of hair, pulling what Twilight could only assume was one of the sirens inside with a violent jerk and a high-pitched squeal. Thinking quickly (for once), Twilight shoved her foot forwards into the door’s gap, and winced in anticipation just before it slammed onto her. Smiling gratefully, Sunset pushed the door open and stepped inside.



“Good evening, girls,” she said, calmly, as the brawling sirens before her froze. “I believe you have some things of mine. I’d like them back.”



“Technically, they’re Flash’s photos–” The blue-skinned siren (Sonata? Twilight had tried to remember their names from photographs, but they all looked so very different with dishevelled hair and battered clothes) was cut off when the other (Aria?) grabbed her by the mouth.



“Aria, put Sonata down. We have company.” Even if she hadn’t named her companions, Twilight would have known that voice belonged to Adagio Dazzle without ever having met her. It was deep and dangerous and, despite the loss of their magic, almost melodic. It was a voice that commanded attention and obedience: everything she had heard about the legendary siren fit it perfectly. “Speaking of… good evening, Sunset, Twilight. Would the two of you like to come in?”



Twilight shot Sunset a worried look, but the other girl seemed wholly focused on the sirens before her. After a moment of pause, Sunset nodded slightly to herself, and stepped into the apartment.



“Do make yourselves at home,” Adagio added. Twilight stood awkwardly by a coffee table; Sunset flopped down onto the old, beaten couch and sighed loudly. “And girls, go make yourselves useful. I suspect our guests would like a drink.”



Sonata and Aria traipsed into the kitchen, glaring daggers at each other the whole way. Twilight wasn’t entirely sure how the two of them ever worked together long enough for the sirens’ plans to come remotely close to succeeding.



“Now, Sunset,” Adagio began, perching herself gracefully on the arm of a recliner, “what’s all this nonsense about us having ‘things’ of yours?”



Sunset smiled. “I know you’re the ones behind that email I got. I’m here because I want all the copies of those photographs back, and you’re going to give them to me.”



Adagio shot Sunset a withering look, and raised her eyebrows in disdain.



“Even if we had photos of yours, why would we give them back?” she asked. “You wouldn’t be here in person if you had any proof. Why do you even think we had anything to do with this?”



“Twilight realised it,” Sunset said, before glancing up at Twilight and nodding. Twilight cleared her throat.



“It was all in the email,” Twilight explained. “Your paypal address, that is. One of the places commonly attributed to sirens in mythology is Capri – or Capreae in Latin. And the Greek for sirens is Σειρῆνες and if you take every Greek letter and substitute it for one that looks similar you get Eeipnvec. So really, that paypal address reads ‘Sirens at Capri’… and, uh, that’s how we knew it was you, I guess.”



It had been a pretty good explanation, Twilight thought, but it was lacking a certain punch. Adagio simply shook her head, smiling wryly.



“Twilight, dear, that’s not evidence,” she said, speaking in the same slow, simple voice that one might use to explain something to a particularly badly-behaved toddler. Twilight's face fell as she realised what Adagio had meant. How had she been so stupid? “That’s the kind of thing that anybody might use to try to frame us. Why, if that’s your big revelation for why we should be giving in to your every demand, you’ve got an awful lot to learn about–”



“Or, y’know, we could just show the police this blackmail email in your sent items,” Sunset said. Twilight and Adagio moved as one, twisting their heads to look at the other girl, who was now crouched forwards and idly rubbing her finger in circles on the trackpad of a laptop. After a moment, she looked up at Adagio. “You really shouldn’t leave stuff like this lying around without password protection. Nice desktop background, by the way.”
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Evening Gleam faced down the vicious merfolk with a dangerous glint in her eyes. It felt weird to be standing beside Dusk, truly working with the aloof detective rather than against her, but Evening couldn’t help but feel at home as the two of them brought down evidence upon the blackmailers who had come so close to ruining her life. Dusk really was phenome




“Hey, Twilight? Are you busy?”



Twilight looked up from her laptop and smiled at Sunset Shimmer, who was standing nervously in the doorway. “No, I’m just writing. What’s up?”



Sunset closed the gap between them and wrapped her arms gently around her.



“I wanted to say thanks,” she said, her voice muffled in Twilight’s hair. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”



“You were the one who got the proof,” Twilight replied. “You were brilliant in there, by the way. I was just a distraction, if anything.”



“Without you I would never have figured out that it was the sirens in the first place,” Sunset reminded her. “You were brilliant, too. Thank you.”



And, just like that, Sunset’s lips pressed against the top of Twilight’s head, and Twilight was almost relieved that her mind went totally blank in response. Sunset, it seemed, didn’t notice, and gave Twilight a quick, affectionate nuzzle, and Twilight felt her hair moving back and forth beneath Sunset’s cheek. For a minute, Twilight allowed herself to relax and melt, content, into Sunset’s embrace.



Then, just as Twilight’s shoulders had fully relaxed and her breathing slowed to an almost imperceptible rate, Sunset’s quiet voice dragged her back to the present, filled with warmth and curiosity, teasing gently.



“Twilight, are you writing fanfiction about us?”
      

      
   