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		Description

How does a business stay open when it only seems to have one regular customer(two if you count that there are times when she might send her number one assistant instead of going herself) and four or so mares that simply spend an hour or so there to drink tea every other week? Well that's the mystery surrounding Quills and Sofas. A mystery Twilight Sparkle has no intention of unraveling. Her line of questioning involves the highly secretive Mares' club that meets in the establishment every other week, “The Sisterhood of the Couch and Quill.”
The answer is certainly not something she would have ever expected considering the collection of mares belonging to the club. Two were among her closest friends, another was a rather famous musician from Canterlot and the last was a somewhat vision impaired mailmare. What was this strange collection of ponies doing in a secret club?
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

After three years of inquiry, being denied answers from two of her closest friends, and being crowned an alicorn princess, Twilight finally has the opportunity to learn the Sisterhood’s secrets by way of a rather unexpected royal invitation.
Though the Sisterhood will have their hooves busy with more than one new inductee, both of which are likely untrustworthy. Which is odd considering the Sisterhood is an anti-terrorist organization that has existed in secret for nearly fifteen hundred years and tasked by a very young Princess Luna to protect peace and freedom for all citizens at any cost including the use of deception, violence, and outright murder when the need arises. However a little over a thousand years ago Luna might have had more problems than the history books were allowed to reveal. Problems that could harm her more than she realizes.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Inspired slightly by a comment I made on a work by Shadow_Wolf. Check him out he’s got some good stuff.
The cover art is a collection of vectors I found scattered around the internet and a night sky pic. I put them all together into the picture, but let’s get started with giving credit where it’s due
The Derpy vector comes from http://mandydax.deviantart.com/art/Derpy-Vector-Inkscape-Palette-Tutorial-Link-285938116
The Fluttershy Vector cane from http://ihazacheezburgr.deviantart.com/art/Angry-Fluttershy-Vector-260507697
Chrysalis came from http://awesomeluna.deviantart.com/art/Queen-Chrysalis-vector-svg-included-342678929
Pinkie’s art was from http://xigger.deviantart.com/art/Pinkie-Pie-Vector-286203665
Octavia was found here http://kooner-cz.deviantart.com/art/Octavia-Classy-258205887
And the background came from http://www.flickr.com/photos/dominic_kamp/3495695552/
Props to all those involved, spread some of the love their way.
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		Prologue: or, How We Were Broken



	“One, two, three, one, two, three,” a mare’s voice while soft spoken was still enough to easily be heard in the stillness. She moved in otherwise silence, gracefully avoiding all manner of motion detectors. Fortunately the architects had avoided using heat or sound sensors. 
Even in the near pitch black, if one was looking, they would see the outline of an earth pony mare covered head to hoof to hide her identity. Of course she had made sure that no one would interrupt her elegant dance toward her goal. Well it hadn’t just been her who had a hoof in the set up so far as she was elegantly reminded over her ear bud communicator by a sound highly similar to that of somepony blowing a raspberry with their tongue.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

On the other side of the darkened facility another earth pony was at work making minute adjustments to what a layman might think was a pocket watch. True its design was based on that of the complex clockwork of a watch; however its purpose was far less to tell the time of day and more, to tell the bomb to which it was attached to explode.
The earth pony smiled as he straightened himself at the sound of something moving behind him. Well that and the sound of an ill-timed raspberry.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“PHBT!” another earth pony mare sat at a control console inside a rather unusual airship. It was carefully painted black and its highspeed turbines spun almost silently in the dark ready to be throttled to flight speed at a moment’s notice. She was idly spinning in the rotating pilot’s seat bored out of her mind.
“Damn it Divan.” A mare’s voice spoke sharply through the spinning mare’s earbud.
The pony called Divan stopped her spinning only a moment to reply, “Oh hi Cords! I’m so bored, do you want to talk?
“It’s just Cord. And no I don’t want to talk right now. I’m busy and you should be too.” Cord was beside herself trying to think of how in Equestria somepony like Divan got recruited for this kind of mission.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Lying prone on a grassy knoll was a Pegasus mare staring through the telescopic lens of a rifle scope. Even Divan’s raspberry was not enough to disrupt her perfect breathing. Long steady breaths kept her aim stable. It was little more than practice at this point having already dispatched any possible interlopers who remained outside of the vast complex stretching out before her.
It spanned five acres and was complete with training grounds, barracks, motor pool, and mess hall. It was the very picture of a military instillation. Still not one pony on the team would ever say that looks could not be deceiving. After all their friends and loved ones would never suspect that any of them were about to eliminate an entire underground terrorist cell.
“Dog,” a stallion’s voice came through the team’s ear buds along with the sound of a low growl, “Chesterfield, you should still have a line of sight on me. Confirm visual on the canine.”
The sniper spoke with barely a whisper to keep her steady aim as she scanned the area near the Pegasus who had just addressed her. While she was a consummate professional in regards to her mission her voice cracked slightly as she replied, “sighting confirmed Commander, but I didn’t bring any non lethals.”
The stallion’s voice was clearly saddened as he let out a sigh, “I am sorry Chessy, there is no other option.”
“Take the shot. That dog barks and we lose Optics and Cord.” A new female voice crackled to life on the radio. Her tone was agitated by her sniper giving more value to the dog than the five ponies she had already killed not half an hour ago, but she had long since accepted the Pegasus for her unparalleled skill.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Optics  watched as the dog fell without a sound. He said a quiet thank you to the sniper who had just saved both his own and another operative’s lives. He then turned his attention on the mare who had just convinced Chesterfield to fire, “I thought you were going to sit this one out. Shouldn’t you be resting?”
“Of course not. This little filly isn’t due for another week.” Her tone had been indignant but immediately became embarrassed as she uttered a single sentence, “Oops, I’m in trouble Optics.”
“FIBER!” The stallion Optics almost shouted blowing his cover before reigning in his speech to address the crew, “Divan, I need her location now.” “Sector four, northern most structure, third floor.” “Chesterfield, keep our exit clear.” “Yes sir.” “Cord, finish up and get back to the ship.” “Already done and screw that, I’m closer to her than you.” Optics seemed to growl as he began a dead sprint toward his expectant comrade.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

A lone female Pegasus stood surrounded by a well-armed group of earth pony stallions. There were only six and Fiber knew she could have taken them if it weren’t for the filly currently taking residence in her womb. Still she would not simply surrender; after all there was no telling what these criminals would do to her foal in order to get her to talk. However just as the stallions were beginning their attack a window shattered revealing an earth pony mare moving like lightning to meet Fiber’s attackers.
“Cord, how lovely to see you.” Fiber smiled under the mask that hid her face, still if the earth pony mare were not busy killing she would have heard the Pegasus’s motherly kindness in her voice. Which wasn’t such a bad thing considering that Fiber’s tender character was something Cord simply couldn’t stand.
Optics spoke in a less relaxed tone as he entered through the door, "I thought I ordered you back to the ship.” Cord only shrugged as she finished off the last of the guards to find her commander being forced forward by a rather haggard unicorn stallion whose gravelly voice grated on Cord’s sensibilities as an admirer of beautiful sound.
“Yes the nice little family reunion is rather heartwarming. Unfortunately if you don’t disarm the explosives scattered around my facility I’ll have to let you all die in a rather unpleasant way. Of course Doctor, you will have to be the last to die. I personally would find it rather amusing to let you watch your foal being born and then be murdered the moment it laid eyes on you.”
Fiber’s heart skipped a beat at hearing Optics’ old code name. It was a name that hadn’t been used in years. Not since…  Turning to Optics and the stallion behind him her suspicions were confirmed. Yet another villain climbing out of their old dossier to exact an ill-conceived revenge plot. Unfortunately this Unicorn was one of those villains that was just dangerous enough to be a real threat as evidenced by the magical binding holding Optics.
Still Optics only smiled at the mother of his foal as he spoke, “Well that seems all well and good, but I can’t let you hurt anyone anymore.” He paused only a moment to turn his head toward the other mare in the room, “Cord, as much as he wants me to suffer, he won’t hesitate to kill all of us if we resist in a way that will endanger him. So I want you to take Fiber out the window and back to the ship.”
“What! Hell no! We can…!” Fiber’s pleas soon degraded into cursing but stopped when Optics continued.
“If this doesn’t work, tell that dinky little Pegasus that his father loves him.” It was then that Fiber saw the explosive trigger in his hoof. She barely registered being lifted by her middle and being carried toward the window behind her. She saw the explosive flash, the fire, the flash of a teleportation spell, and Optics being overtaken by the expanding flame and she cried out praying to Celestia that he would hear her, “She’s a Unicorn!” Fiber could have sworn she saw optics smile as his face was fully engulfed in the firestorm. The vision in her right eye went black as a miniscule shard of fiery brass melted to glass cut into her eye. Strangely the pain was only momentary and her vision was restored soon after the sting was gone. It was as if it had been little more than dust washed from her eyes by the now flowing tears.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

“Help! We need help right now.” A pink maned Earth pony with a pink coat cried out as she  helped a yellow Pegasus with an equally pink mane rush into the Ponyville General Hospital carrying a second Pegasus toward the front desk. That third mare could easily be seen to have a yellow mane and a grey coat with golden eyes wide open as if they had just seen something mind crushingly heartbreaking.
A nurse known by all three mares as Redheart gasped as she saw Pinkie and Fluttershy holding a shaking Derpy in their arms, “What happened? Where is Mr. Turner?” 
Pinkie Pie was about to speak when she was interrupted by last mare anyone would have expected to interrupt anyone Fluttershy, “She just got news that her husband died in a work accident and she went into labor. “
“She’s not due yet, is she going to be okay?” Pinkies question almost seemed to be ignored as Nurse Redheart almost jumped over her desk to help the two mares get Derpy into a wheelchair. She had to stop the two mares from following as two more nursed began wheeling Derpy to a birthing room. Still she was warm and kind to the two young mares that had helped their friend. Her tone was even more reassuring as she finally replied to Pinkie’s concern, “Don’t worry Pinkie, such a short time before the estimated due date isn’t going to harm Derpy or her foal in any way. Especially since you got her here so quickly.”
Fluttershy gave Pinkie a knowing look as they thought about how long it really had taken them. Still their relief at Redheart’s kind words was enough to have them sitting comfortably in the waiting area when a rather recognizable mare entered the hospital. 
“Octi!” Pinkie cried out before Octavia even had a chance to look around the room for her friends. She let out a heavy sigh at the use of the rather annoying nickname while Fluttershy addressed her.
“Oh hello Octavia. I’m sorry but, Derpy is delivering right now. So we have to wait.”
Octavia only smiled as she began to respond only to be interrupted by nurse redheart addressing the three mares, “Oh Miss Philharmonica, I’m glad you’re here. Mrs. Turner has just asked to see all three of you.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

As the three young Mares entered Derpy’s recovery room they saw her leaning back with a tiny bundleclutched gently to her chest. Despite the smile on her face and the expression of motherly love and joy on her lips, her three friends all saw the echoing sadness in her eye. Just one of them? The other was wrong somehow. While her left eye was focused on the three of them, Derpy’s right eye was staring to the opposite side of the bed.
Pinkie was the first to speak in a rather overly joyful tone, “Hey what’s wrong wi…” Octavia was quick to intercept the rather rude line of questioning with something a little less uncouth.
“Oh she’s beautiful. Did you and.. did you decide on a name?”
Derpy was unfazed as she responded almost immediately, “Dinky, we picked Dinky. As for the eye, it got burned a little in the explosion. Don’t worry about it.”
Oh Derpy. I told you I was joking about that name.
“You could have aimed for my ear you know. Maybe I’ll learn to read lips so you can’t talk about me behind my back.”
The three mares now stood beside her as Fluttershy took the opportunity to speak, “Sweetie, a-are you alright?”
“Would you four just leave me and my Muffin alone?” two thirds of Derpy’s friends immediately looked behind themselves for the fourth pony she was talking about.
As for Pinkie, she was actively staring holes directly through something that only one other pony could see if only halfway. She then employed her greatest skill, despite being an earth pony, Pinkie had the magical ability to transcend reality, to an extent. She always felt as if she were falling when she left Equestria to visit the space between worlds, it was an action that her team had affectionately termed, ‘going outside’ and it carried with it a rather heavy cost in the form of minor brain damage. True the brain damage wouldn’t ever truly harm her as long as she was careful. Still over time she would begin to lose her grasp on her reality.
Are you a ghost?
Pinkie? I should have known if anypony could really find me it would be you.
Don’t count your parasprites before they’re finished eating. You’re fading rather quickly out of my trans-dimensional jurisdiction. Failed time travel seems like the most likely culprit.
Wait you mean she… I’ll disappear?
Not exactly. I think that you’ll still be you, but Derpy and I will only see you out of the corner of our eye for a while, then…
You won’t see me at all.
Right.
Do me a favor. Don’t tell her. I might be able to get back to you all someday, but I don’t want to hurt her if I fail. Also try not to let her break the gift I made for her. It’s in our kitchen in a blue box.
Cross my heart and hope to fly, stick a cupcake in my eye.
“Pinkie.” The extra-dimensional mare was forced back to reality at the sound of her name. Derpy was addressing her and she found that Octavia and Fluttershy had already left. She was about to turn and leave when Derpy stopped her, “I’ve got questions for you young filly. First, that unicorn. Did Turner kill him? I saw the teleportation spell.”
“He’s very dead. Enough of the explosion teleported with him to turn him to ash before he made it to his destination. And the other question? Also if I might ask didn't he have a name?”
“He probably had a name. It's beyond my pay grade to remember every pony we capture and lock up. As for my next question, while you were outside, were you talking to that?” Derpy pointed a hoof toward the spot where she had seen the image of her husband. Pinkie only nodded allowing Derpy a sigh of relief that she wasn’t hallucinating, but that relief was short lived as her next question came to mind, “What is it? What does it want?”
Pinkie smiled with her response, “Just a shadow, Derps. He can’t hurt you and he’ll be gone before you know it.” Though you’ll no doubt begin wishing he would come back. “If you don’t mind me asking, why were you there? We could have handled the mission without you.”
Derpy made a strangely out of character glare at the question, and softened only slightly as she replied, “Sorry Pinkie, that one is beyond your pay grade.”
Pinkie only shook her head and was gone, leaving Derpy alone with her filly peacefully sleeping in her arms and the silent ghost watching over them.
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~“Eight years later”~

Derpy stood still for a moment focusing her eyes on the sign hanging from the familiar store front of Quills and Sofas. It wasn’t like she needed to read it to know where she was, after all working as a local mailmare for eight years had given her an infallible internal map of Ponyville. Focusing on the sign was just another exercise she had been prescribed with for her physical therapy. Though over the past eight years her vision had improved, she still felt that she was little more than a shell of her former self. Then again, even if she had her perfect eyesight back how could a mare go out saving the world when she had a little filly to keep safe? With a quick glance backward she extracted a gold watch from a cushioned pocket in her saddlebag and made note of the time and the small picture of Dinky inside the cover before returning the timepiece to its home and marching forward into the store in front of her.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Pinkie was in her regular good mood as she bounced through the streets of Ponyville. True she had an agenda for today but eight years of frequent inter-dimensional shifting had influenced her mind to the point that she sometimes forgot what day it was. Fortunately her comrades had found that treating their missions or meetings like parties was usually enough to keep Pinkie focused. It worked most of the time except when her new close friends were involved. Still today was a day off for the Elements of Harmony so she was free to absentmindedly skip into a store known only to sell two products that Pinkie herself would very rarely buy; though she had been planning a couch party so she might have to invest in at least one of this store’s products.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Octavia stretched her neck as she stepped off the train carrying her cello case. She had long since purchased a home in Ponyville under the guise of needing a more private refuge to write her music and practice for more significant performances or as Vinyl called them, ‘gigs.’ 
Octavia considered the mare she lived with for a moment; Vinyl Scratch was not as wild as her alter ego, DJ Pon3, made her out to be. It had been Octavia who initiated their relationship several years before and had never given the unicorn any illusions that Octavia had any desire for a meaningful relationship. Still Vinyl obeyed her rules and was allowed to stay in her Canterlot home somewhat like a pet that had been house trained. It also helped that in spite of Vinyl’s initial hesitations and innocence she had still not become boring over the years. Boring was the one thing Octavia would not tolerate from a partner. Well there were other things of course, but those sins should go without mentioning.
Octavia then tightened her cello case across her back and marched into Ponyville following now familiar landmarks toward the aforementioned store that Pinkie and Derpy had already entered. She had business to attend to that didn’t involve the pony that kept her bed warm.
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Fluttershy had grown rather paranoid since the incident eight years ago. It had been the first time she had been forced by a situation to choose between the lives of her comrades and the life of an innocent, or at least the closest thing to an innocent one could find on the battlefield. She hadn’t been an extrovert before, but now with the unfamiliar pangs of guilt still eating at her psyche she really didn’t have any reason for trusting anypony. Certainly Pinkie had helped at first, making sure she knew everypony coming and going in Ponyville. Still there was only so much that such knowledge could help, after all ponies were unpredictable.
At least she mostly knew the motivations of the animals she cared for as penance for her grievous sin. Real help had only come three years previous in the form of a librarian who had somehow united the six Elements in friendship. Fluttershy allowed herself a small smile remembering that Pinkie and herself had been sent along with the other four ponies to assassinate Nightmare Moon if Celestia’s student failed. Of course she was quick to catch herself, she was always being watched and couldn’t afford to show weakness in a situation where her sins could catch up with her.
Paranoid schizophrenia, that’s what the doctors called it. Fortunately Fluttershy knew better, her friends had told her she was just fine and perfectly justified in her fear of… well nearly everything. Sure the friends who told her this were small woodland creatures, but she knew that was just pony society’s intolerance of a rabbit practicing psychology and for that matter, a primate practicing law in the criminal justice system was just unthinkable. Even if he was somewhat bird like. Of course her few pony friends frowned on her in depth conversations with the animals. Fluttershy just brushed that off as their prejudices getting the better of them, at least she didn’t talk to things like mailboxes; a certain mailmare was guilty of that particular crime. Then again there was an old oak tree who theorized that her pony friends were just jealous of her many friends.
Whatever the case may be, Fluttershy had work to do. While others might wonder why she was willing to work with such dangerous individuals, she looked at her situation rationally. Her team had selfish interests to keep her alive. So in addition to being actively protected on missions, they were also a deterrent to keep her would be assassins at bay. So with an odd confidence Fluttershy walked into Quills and Sofas to find Pinkie and Derpy already seated in the store’s private showroom.
“Oh, I’m s-sorry. Am I l-l-late?” Fluttershy stuttered apologetically. Yes apologizing was good; if she apologized for her mistakes her comrades would not betray her to the Religious Coalition of Canines or the Chipmunk Liberation Army.
Derpy gave the motherly smile she was known for as she replied sincerely, “No need to apologize, you’re right on time as always.”
“Yeah it’s really boring.” Pinkie added without consideration for her compatriot’s emotional state.
“Really? I’m sorry.” Oh she didn’t stutter that time, good job. Stuttering was sure to be a way to lose her comrades’ loyalty.
“Damn it!” The familiarly foulmouthed voice of Octavia was instantly heard as she came into view of the three other mares. “How the buck do you always get here before me?”
Derpy was about to reassure the young musician when they were all interrupted by the rather warm voice of the shop’s proprietor, “The order in which you all arrive is of no matter. Now try to be on your best behavior, we have a few guests…”
Suddenly Davenport was interrupted by the melodious tones of a fledgling alicorn, “Hello, I know the letter said I should arrive five min…” Another interruption found Princess Twilight Sparkle staring down a rifle barrel being held by a quivering Fluttershy who despite the expert aim had her eyes clenched shut.
A slightly frightened but far more confused tone suffused the princess’s speech as she continued, “…utes, but I was just so excited that I… Fluttershy?”
The recently mentioned yellow Pegasus opened her eyes in a flash to find her rifle aimed beautifully between a lavender alicorn’s eyes. A high pitched squeak emanated from her throat before she collapsed like a sack of feathers, a feat facilitated by Pinkie quickly moving to catch Fluttershy and ease her into an empty settee.
“You have got to be shitting me.” Octavia exclaimed seeing Celestia’s student standing in their midst. She went on with a far less overtly offensive yet just as hostile tone, “Pinkie, can you erase her memory or something?”
Pinkie shook her head as she finished laying Fluttershy down and spoke while she regained her full upright stance, “I could kill her easily enough, but finding a similar Twilight to replace her will be nearly impossible. I’ve only found three other Twilights that became alicorns and they’re all nearly worthless. One of them hasn’t really ever used her wings until recently and she’s the most useful of the bunch. She has been getting a little better but she would never believe our world is hers and she would probably go crazy like the oatmeal.”
A heavy sigh brought the attention to Derpy who sat glaring at Davenport. Her usually warm hearted voice was now laced with uncharacteristic venom, “I suppose this is one of your guests?” Davenport only nodded allowing Derpy to continue, “Is it really such a good idea to let an agent of Celestia into the fold?”
The sofa salespony maintained his neutral tone as he gave his answer, “She isn’t an agent of Celestia. She was her student, but upon her ascension she has become a fully separate entity completely capable of making her own decisions. Yes we can assume she will be influenced somewhat by her teacher’s lessons; however we can trust her to the point that we will not be betrayed. She has unique skills and for those we can use her.”
Derpy raised an eyebrow but was disrupted as she was about to speak by the aforementioned princess, “You talk like I’m some kind of resource or commodity. Certainly you said that I am separate from Princess Celestia, but…”
It was now Davenport’s turn to interject with a slightly hurried tone, “Please Miss Sparkle, surely you cannot believe that your teacher has never used your skills for her own selfish gain. The truth is that all ponies are simply resources for the future to consume, as it is our actions that influence the tides of fate. Also we will begin running late if we don’t get this over with.”
“Fine do what you want it’s not like I work for her majesty anymore.” 
Derpy’s words confused Twilight to no end; after all she had just been accused of being a spy for Celestia, so… “You serve Princess Luna?”
“Bingo! And the prize goes to Twi!” 
Pinkie’s outburst was mostly ignored allowing a now truly concerned Twilight to continue while moving slowly away from the group of ponies, “but this group, I’ve researched the Sisterhood and you’ve been around for over a thousand years.”
She paused long enough to realize she had just bumped into Octavia who spoke next, “And?”
Twilight jumped at Octavia’s touch and found herself curled in a corner with her horn slowly sparking to life as she threw the wildest accusation a pony could make at the Sisterhood of the Couch and Quill, “You’re Nightmare Moon supporters.”
Octavia spat.
Davenport cursed before turning an admonishing gaze on Octavia for her saliva now dripping off a rather expensive sofa.
Derpy only rolled her left eye, knowing the right one would do the same even without effort.
Pinkie’s smile evaporated into an anger filled glare as her mane seemed to flatten in an instant
Fluttershy, who had chosen that particular moment to regain consciousness, squeaked before fainting again.
Octavia spoke first though she obviously had more important things to do than set Twilight straight, “Oh don’t have a mental breakdown. If it means that much to you I’ll pay for the damn chair.”
Derpy was next with a tone that had all her good humor and lightheartedness drained away, “How did you become an alicorn? Were you not supposed to be Celestia’s greatest achievement in all her years turning unicorns into weapons? Blindly accusing us of working for the Blight… and some ponies say I’m simple”
Twilight tried to reply but finally noticed the now flat maned Pinkie glaring at her. Pinkie’s tone was so dark it seemed to absorb the light of the room around them, “If we supported the Blight do you think we would have helped you kill it? Goat licking gates of Tartarus! If you hadn’t been able to remove her majesty’s infection Fluttershy and I would have killed her and if you, AJ, Rainbow, and or Rarity had managed to survive the malady’s wrath we would have killed you too. Lucky for you, you managed to save our princess.”
Twilight was terrified now seeing four ponies all with varying amounts of disgust directed at her. She swallowed hard before speaking, “but if that’s true, how could you exist for a thousand years without your princess?”
“Because we are not helpless.” Derpy spoke with confidence and continued without missing a beat, “True we follow Luna’s will, but she was wise enough to give the sisterhood a purpose that went beyond simply following individual instructions directly from her.”
Twilight had slowly extracted herself from her fetal position while Derpy spoke and now was filled with even more questions, “And what was… or is your purpose?”
Davenport interrupted this time in a highly impatient tone, “Oh wonderful let’s keep our guests waiting while we have a history lesson.” With the outburst out of the way His tone softened as he went on, “Derpy come with me to see to our guests. Pinkie, you and Octavia should tell Miss Sparkle our story then bring her and Fluttershy to the hanger when you are finished.” 
“No.” Derpy was adamant in her refusal, yet still elaborated on her decision, “I don’t work here anymore. I just come here every other week to spend time with old friends. So why should I come out of retirement?”
Davenport shook his head before resorting to something he had hoped would not be needed, “For the same reason you’ve come out of retirement twenty-four times in the past eight years, we have a lead.”
“Manticore shit. You haven’t had a really solid lead for the past twelve years and I don’t expect any of our regulars or these namby-pamby guests of yours to know where I can find a flower that only grows on a hillside facing a lake and only blooms on the longest Tuesday of the year then wilts in a matter of hours, and if the petals touch the ground they turn to ash along with the rest of the plant until next year. Or is it the elder dragon’s left maxillary central incisor? You know, just because most dragons at that age are less than willing to part with their teeth.” Derpy’s rant ended with an out of breath Pegasus trying hard to stand steady with her heavy pants when Davenport smiled mischievously.
His voice came out with a confidence Derpy had not attached to talk of her list in twelve years, “What if I said both?”
“What if I reiterated? Manticore shit.”
At this Davenport only shrugged as he turned to the door into the basement before replying, “Maybe, but isn’t the possibility enough to at least try? Come on Derpy, just listen to what she has to say and if you don’t like her offer you can just leave.” 
With no more than a tired groan Derpy followed Davenport and with the two gone Octavia turned to Twilight and spoke softly for dramatic effect, “Nearly sixteen hundred years ago.”
“Exact time doesn’t really matter so try not to worry about it. In fact we’ll skip a few things to make this block of exposition less boring.” Pinkie forcefully interjected her mane having just returned to its normal bounciness. All this of course causing a heavy sigh from Octavia before the musician continued in a far flatter tone, similar to that of a history teacher.
“Celestia opened her school for gifted unicorns. She took the best and brightest into her service and made them protectors of the realm. Of course these peacekeepers were only there to look after the day, keeping their mission out in the open and well known in the light. Her majesty Princess Luna saw that there were problems in Equestria that required more covert attention under the blessing of the night sky.”
“What kind of covert attention?” Twilight asked interrupting Octavia again.
However Pinkie was the pony to answer, “Search and destroy, assassination, infiltration of organized crime rings or terrorist cells, ponyhunts, false flag, counter intelligence, foalnapping, and pretty much any other kind of black op you can think of.”
“But why have I never heard of any of this?” Twilight’s questions were beginning to irritate Octavia; of course it didn’t take much after starting to be irritated and finally snapping back.
“Because you dolt, what is the point of covert operations if you tell everypony in Equestria?”
Pinkie again took the lead and now explained with more detail, “Equestria only functions as a peaceful society when nopony knows how much bloodshed is really required to keep it that way. Like when we were dealing with Discord the first time, there were organizations seeking to use the short-lived chaos to gain an advantage over Equestria before attacking us. While me and Fluttershy were with you at the time Octavia and Derpy handled that little despot and his tiny army.”
Octavia tapped Pinkie’s hoof and took over, “When the changelings were attacking Shining Armor and Cadenza’s wedding Davenport and I were interrogating captured changelings with the hope of tracking down their queen. Imagine our surprise when Fluttershy told us that the queen was impersonating Cadenza the whole time.”
Suddenly realizing how off topic they were getting Octavia returned to the lesson in ancient history, “Celestia agreed to Princess Luna’s request but forbade her majesty from recruiting unicorns as they were to be shining examples of light in the world. The public doesn’t want their shining examples getting blood on their hooves.” Octavia finished sarcastically allowing Pinkie to take the next part.
“So Princess Luna recruited the best and brightest Pegasi and Earth ponies and trained them to exist on both sides of pony society. In the light where they had friends and family and parties and cake,” 
“And in the dark, where they war, death, desolation, and other such crimes against nature.” Octavia finished Pinkie’s statement dramatically darkening her tone. She fell silent after that letting Pinkie go on.
“So the Sisterhood was born, which is odd considering Princess Luna also recruited stallions…” Pinkie drifted off for a moment before mentally returning to her story, “So about five hundred years later Princess Luna snapped under the weight of her crimes that her own sister refused to acknowledge in order to keep her royal hooves clean.”
Again Octavia took over, “Her majesty was consumed by anger and bitterness directed at her sister and that was when the Blight seized her mind in its weakened state. Some members of the Sisterhood have voiced theories that it was not only Celestia’s neglect that led to her sister’s fall to the power of the Blight. The most common of these theories is that Princess Luna’s life changed drastically over the span of three years that she was unaccounted for in our histories.”
Pinkie was bouncing with excitement when she spoke her next piece, “Some say she returned with a small alicorn filly that mysteriously vanished as quickly as it appeared.”
Octavia again brought the theme of the story back with a minor rebuke of Pinkie’s statement, “There has never been any proof of that. But back to the real history lesson, after the banishment of Princess Luna…”
Octavia then found herself interrupted by the last pony most would expect, “Celestia c-confronted a group of confused and f-frightened sisters who were t-t-terrified that they would be b-b-b-banished the same as their princess. However Celestia gave them all amnesty and a letter addressed to the S-sisterhood from P-princess Luna.” Fluttershy managed to stutter out a small part of the story before Octavia took over by tapping the nervous mare on the shoulder. Fluttershy did however manage a barely audible, “Sorry,” before Octavia continued.
“The letter told the Sisterhood to continue their work and if Princess Luna could not be cleansed that they were to destroy her. At first it seemed like a plot from Celestia but the more they read the more they saw her majesty’s sadness and defeat in the words. It was probably written and sent to Celestia in the last moments before she fell entirely to the Blight.”
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
“Celestia’s beard, Davenport! How can you be sure this client is on the up and up?” Derpy’s voice echoed through the expansive hanger that housed the Sisterhood’s tactical airship. She expected the reply of the client to try and reassure her but what came was far more forceful than she had anticipated with an echoing quality that could only belong to two ponies, half of which no longer used the royal Canterlot voice.
“WE HOPED THOU WOULD’ST TAKE OUR WORD FOR IT!” It was then that Derpy finally noticed the princess of night standing next to a rather plain looking Earth pony mare who looked as though she would be suffering short term hearing loss at the hooves of the princess at her side.
“No.” again Derpy refused and turned to leave the presence of the Sisterhood’s founder who vanished with a flash only to reappear in front of the now aggravated Derpy.
“HALT!” Luna’s voice echoed again through the vast room. Derpy shook at the escalating reverberations in her bones, and squeezed her eyes shut at the force of the voice pressing against them. Luna realized her error and paused a moment remembering the modern Equestrian ideas of restraint in conversation. She pulled her voice back and spoke in an almost sheepish tone that reminded Derpy a little of Fluttershy, “Please… we apologize for our outburst. Thou need not dread our countenance… please look on us and speak your mind loyal subject.”
“I’m trying to retire so I can live peacefully with my daughter, though I suppose I should thank you for not continuing with that over-the-top shouting.” Despite dreading the repercussions Derpy managed to open her eyes and look up at Luna’s now kindly smiling face momentarily before turning her head to the left preventing eye contact. The princess did not notice and simply spoke warmly to the mare hoping she had not permanently damaged her.
“Thou art quite welcome child.” Derpy winced at the princess’s inability to sense sarcasm but allowed Luna to continue, “Now before we speak of our mission for thy sisters and thyself, we wish to ask about the reward Davenport has requested for thou in particular.”
Derpy smiled, even the princess of night couldn’t fool her. Luna knew exactly what the reward would be used for and was just waiting to see how Derpy would answer. A lie would be messy. The whole truth would be equally messy. A partial truth being the least messy option would have to suffice, “You don’t have to worry; it isn’t anypony you know.”
“Then thou admit thy knowledge of what such a spell would’st kill? Does thou not know what this heavy burden will weigh upon thy young shoulders?”
“I suppose that’s between me and my shoulders, besides I’ve killed before, I’m sure I can get over one more corpse.” Derpy was abrupt in her reply still taking great effort to avoid more eye contact with Luna. She then continued with a question of her own, “Does this mean you are refusing to pay with the ingredients I need?”
“Nay.” Luna’s reply was short but when the princess saw Derpy turn her head and reveal the confusion in her eyes Luna continued, “We simply hope that in the completion of our request, thou would’st become more willing to share thy troubles  and seek help from friends in the stead of such dark magics.” It was then that Luna caught herself staring at the mare’s golden eyes as if they were an ancient portal into a nostalgic past. She turned away to hide the sadness in her own eyes and spoke in a tone that betrayed her still somewhat youthful nature, “we apologize, thy eyes simply reminded us of somepony we once knew.”
“It’s fine, but about your request?” Derpy spoke at the broken eye contact. She cursed herself for letting her eyes be truly seen by Luna but it eased her mind that the princess only saw them as familiar rather than a horrible alternative. After all one thousand years ago, yellow eyes were seen as prophesies foretelling doom and darkness. As such, Derpy had long ago learned to be extra cautious when dealing with the subject of her eyes.
Luna once again regained some of her earlier composure and smiled as she revealed her true desire, “Our Sisterhood has become broken. It is our aspiration that the Sisters be healed of what afflicts them.” Derpy fell silent as she contemplated Luna’s words.
. It seemed the mission wouldn’t be dangerous. So that was a plus.
.. She would receive the last ingredients she needed for her last kill. Another plus.
... She had wanted to make sure her friends would be fine without her before she truly left the Sisterhood. A third point and it was settled.
“Where do you want me to start?”
Luna smiled warmly before speaking, “We will start with a story about a soldier.”
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