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		The Five Stages


			Author's Notes: 
The start of this story contains the scene in which Steven and Luna broke up. Everything after that will deviate from the original chronicle.
Okay so here's a nice what-if to Luna's original break up chronicle.
I say nice because this one won't have any of the original dark shite in it. Oh yes, for once Luna is going to be treated well, thus no bashing.
Enjoy.
Begin!



Cinnamon

(Luna's Royal Break Up Chronicle – A What If)

"I don't think you even realize what you stole from me Luna!" I yelled furiously. "Do you even care...no, no enough. I've had enough, we're through Luna. We're over."
Luna's expression was already quite upset. But at hearing those words come out of my mouth, whatever composure she had left rapidly began to fall apart.
"Beloved please calm down and think this through!" she pleaded, horrified tears streaking down her muzzle upon hearing me declare our separation. "We are sorry, we should hath told thee beforehoof...but we thought this a gift. To be with us forever, to never worry about leaving us through your fleeting mortal life. We thought thee wanted this too!"
"I would have Luna!" I replied scathingly. "But you forced this on me without my consent! And now I will have to watch as any friend I make passes on, knowing that I can never join them. This is not a gift Luna, this is a curse and you forced it on me!"
She dashed over to me as I turned around, my intention to leave not just her but also Canterlot obvious in my expression. Celestia just stood there, a sad expression adorning her face.
For me?
For Luna?
I didn't know...
"Steven we beg of thee, don't leave us alone." Luna pleaded inconsolably. "Thou art ours and I need thee!"
There it was...that possessiveness.
It was cute at the start I suppose, but eventually I began to feel more like her property then her lover. She rarely let me out of her sight and God help anypony who touched me in a way she didn't like.
I'd heard that various mares had been suffering from atrocious nightmares...and even if they didn't know why, I did.
"We're through Luna. Just...leave me be."
"No...beloved please..."
I felt her wing trying to gently turn me around by my shoulder, but after a mere moment of consideration I shrugged it off, picked up my backpack and made my way out of Canterlot Castle.
The train journey to Ponyville took a while. It was about one in the morning when I left and around twelve o'clock the next day by the time I got there. I didn't really have much of a plan, I just wanted to keep walking and see where the road took me.
…And so I did.
I walked and walked and walked. Ponyville wasn't enough of an attraction to stop me, and besides it was far too close to…anyway.
The road was stretched ahead of me, trees, grass and the scent of fresh air tantalizing me onwards.
Yup, just me, my backpack and a bit bag that only I could use.
The bit bag itself wasn't something you could buy in a shop either. It was actually a mix of both my idea and…her magical ability. Thus if anyone was foolish enough to try and steal from it, they would be zapped with one ruthless mother of a tickling charm.
Although…why I'm thinking of something so mundane compared to…
The road stretched on…and I walked it. I walked it for so long, never stopping, never needing to stop in all actuality. It was something I discovered later on, but my need for food, water and sleep was far less than it was before.
And really, I knew why.
...
I cracked open my weary eyes and awoke to the scent of cinnamon.
To my dismay and pain the morning sun shined bright and right into my eyes, causing me to squint and curse out of habit. I groaned and turned away from the crack in the curtains, ignoring the squeak of a rented bed far too small for my size. When I turned however, it was only to find my nose pressing up against a curtain of silky, almost water like hair.
I blinked twice at the hair, my barely awake mind taking its time to recognize the fact of somepony being in my bed.
"The fuck?" I mumbled, reaching out and brushing the hair to one side, revealing a dark blue coat beneath. "What the…? Luna, how'd you, why are you-"
She broke up my…well, broken questions with a light snort, before yanking the already tiny covers off of me with a rather strong tug.
"Tis too early beloved," she complained, shimmying back against me. "Let us be silent and enjoy this moment of peace, no?"
"What? No, what are you doing here?" I asked. "How did you find me?"
Luna sighed tiredly at my demanding tone, but turned around nonetheless and regarded me somewhat sadly.
"Why?" she asked, confusing me slightly.
"Why what?"
"Why don't you know?" she asked again.
"Know what?"
I beginning to get a little irritated at her bizarre questions. And the way she was staring at me wasn't helping either, it just made me feel…weird.
She smiled a small, sad smile and nuzzled me quickly, before moving her muzzle to my ear and whispering…
"That I'm not really here."
"Wha-"
I stopped talking the moment I blinked…because the moment I blinked, she was gone. The space in which she had laid was unshaped, merely ruffled from my probable tossing and turning. Even the smell of cinnamon has vanished, leaving nothing but the scent of my own sweat to keep me company.
What…the…fuck?
I think I preferred the cinnamon.
...
It was a little after seven in a windy evening when it happened again. I wasn't really doing much of anything, just wandering close to a short safety wall, said wall parting me weakly from the sea. It was close to a still bustling market. I could hear the sound of other's talking, laughing, bargaining. All while enjoying the mixed scents of salt and cooked fish.
The sea itself was marvellous, glistening beneath the beautiful night sky. There were lights in the distance, from lanterns and lit torches no doubt. But still…it was something that I wasn't likely to ever forget.
What's…hmm, cinnamon.
"Tis quite a sight is it not?"
The all too familiar voice snapped me out of my revere, forcing it to instead focus on a…just as beautiful sight.
Luna wasn't looking at me, but rather into the distance as she laid her forehooves lazily on the short wall. Her mane was strangely natural, yet as it flowed gently in the breeze I could not find a word to say…not a one.
My silence was what made her look at me, her small smile twisting into a smug grin as she did so.
"Something on thy mind, Steven?" she asked mirthfully, flicking her mane to one side perfectly. "Hast something caught onto thy tongue?"
I kept up my goldfish impression a few moments longer, but eventually closed my mouth shut and regarded her warily.
"What part of 'We're through' don't you understand Luna?"
She tilted her head in a perfect imitation of confusion, her eyes staring at me all the while…an emotion I knew not within them.
"We don't understand the question?" she said slowly, as if testing each word. "If we are indeed 'through' then why are we here?"
…Okay now I was really confused.
"What do you mean 'then why are we here?'," I mocked angrily. "You're following me!"
Apparently my indignation was amusing to her, because she starting laughing her head off pretty quickly…and loudly. It was a wonder no one heard her.
"Following thee?" she chuckled. "Oh how merry, following thee indeed!"
Maybe it was because she'd broken the beautiful trance I'd found myself in. Maybe it was because of how much time had passed since the breakup. I didn't know.
Or maybe it was simply because of how much it hurt to be this close to her.
Whatever it was, it made me snap pretty damn quickly.
"Shut up!" I screamed, her laughter vanishing. "Why the fuck are you here, Luna? We broke up, I BROKE up with you. I WALKED as far from YOU as I could because I can't STAND to be anywhere near YOU!"
I probably should have stopped ranting…but I couldn't. The pain was still too fresh, too real, too…painful.
"Don't you get what that means?" I continued harshly. "It means that I want you to stay the FUCK OUT OF MY LIFE! FOREVER!"
I closed my eyes and took a moment to catch my breath, only to open them and…flinch back at how close Luna had gotten to me. She was no longer on the wall but rather a few inches away from my face, her wings flapping so as to keep her steady and…in front of my face.
And her eyes...so wide, so hurt  and lonely as they looked at mine. Tears were clinging onto the corners, as though desperate not to fall.
"T-Then why…" she swallowed, her voice taught. "Why are we here?"
"What are you talking about?" I asked, all previous emotion swept aside…and all because of her eyes.
Her eyes always got to me.
Luna sniffled and landed on the ground, pressing her right cheek against my stomach…just like she used to whenever she was upset.
She said it made her feel warm, even while her tears soaked my shirt.
"If thou dost not w-want us anymore," she said suddenly, mournfully. "Then w-why are we still here?"
"Luna…I-"
She was gone. The pressure against my stomach had vanished, along with her familiar scent. Strangely enough though…my shirt was still wet.
The sea maybe?
"Luna?" I called, looking around for any sign of her. "Luna?"
Nothing…
What the hell was going on?
...
I didn't see her again for a while. In fact it was nearly two months before I did so.
And in a shady tavern of all places, not the nicest smelling one either.
I was sitting in one of the corner booths, still trying to get comfortable on a bale of hay. And trust me when I say that doing so as a human is down near impossible.
I was so preoccupied with my predicament that I failed to notice the barmare swaying over to me.
"Hey there big guy," she drawled, her cowgirl-like accent grabbing my attention quickly.
"Oh, hey," I said, still struggling to get comfortable on the-fuckingpileofhay-seat. "Just give me a minute please."
She chuckled at my eventual, and very clumsy pose, before flicking her wild rose coloured mane to one side and grinning widely.
"So what can I get for ya monkey?" she teased, sticking her tongue out a touch and biting it suggestively.
"Monkey?" I echoed, cocking an eyebrow.
"Well ya look a little like one," she giggled. "Specially with the way ya'll were flailing your arms about."
Cheeky little…
"Oh really?" I inquired. "Well you look like…uhh."
A small talking pony the colour of amber?
Like a viper preparing for a quick kill, the barmare leaned back, turned her flank a little in my direction and gave me a toothy grin.
"Like what, monkey?" she asked flirtatiously. "Just what do  I look like?"
Despite struggling for an answer worth a damn, I suddenly found myself gasping as a pair of dark blue hooves slowly slid around my chest. The familiar scent of cinnamon was still so…there despite the unwelcome odour of stale piss and vomit.
"Personally we think thou looks like a little whorse in need of a desperate rutting, but perhaps tis just us, no?"
"What's the matter monkey?" the barmare asked, flicking her tongue in what I think was a suggestive manner. "Cat got your tongue?"
The hooves left my chest at the question, only for their owner to jump off the bale of hay and walk behind the other mare.
Completely unnoticed.
"Monkey?"
"Oh sorry," I chirped quickly. "Um, you look...nice."
The barmare stopped posing at this point and stared at me in shock.
I flinched slightly as Luna laughed boisterously and rolled her eyes, before sticking her tongue out and biting it lightly, said eyes clearly mocking the barmare as she circled her slowly.
"Oh Steven," she laughed. "Why not just slap the wench and be done with it. T'will be far less insulting, we assure thee."
It took me a few moments to realize that her expression, minus the eyes, was mimicking that of the other mare.
Why can't she see her?
"Just nice?" the barmare asked, her voice slightly incredulous if not insulted. "Sweetheart, I know at least seven other stallions who'd eat their own dicks before they settled with calling me nice."
"We suspect that you've already done that for them," Luna mocked, looking at me and winking secretively. "What dost thou think Steven?"
I trying to think of a spell that can make it so that no one can fucking see you. I knew I should have paid more attention when you were talking about this voodoo shite.
"I'm sorry, can I just order a drink please?" I really need one.
The barmare with the name I couldn't be arsed to ask scowled before lighting her horn and floating a small notepad in front of her.
"You don't need that," I said, purposefully ignoring Luna and the faces overly suggestive expressions she was giving the barmare. "I'll have a bourbon on the rocks please."
With a loud sigh and a tiny nod, the mare closed her notepad and wandered off to the bar, leaving me…sort of alone.
"Okay, how come she couldn't see you?" I hissed at Luna, who was still making kissy faces in the direction the mare walked. In any case she stopped and gave me an innocent look.
"We have no idea beloved," she replied…loudly and with a definite side of mockery this time. "Perhaps the upstanding mare was simply so enraptured by thy well spoken words that she failed to notice us."
Before I could retort, the upstanding mare in question returned, handed me my drink and left. Though not before giving me a sly wink, all grievances apparently now forgotten.
"Or perhaps the unruly tart was merely unable to keep her mind away from the thought of riding upon thy monkey cock." Luna sniped sourly.
Maybe it was the choice of word, or merely the fact that Luna was the one who'd said it. But whatever the case it made me spit any drink was still in my mouth all over the floor.
"L-Luna what-I-what?" I spluttered eloquently.
She giggled at my broken question and smiled at me, a somewhat victorious expression creeping onto her face.
"We made thee laugh," she said happily, eyes almost sparkling with cheer. "We have not managed to do such a thing for some time."
"Well I wasn't exactly happy even before we broke up you know."
Her smile faded away at that, replaced instead by a clearly upset frown.
"We tried to make thee happy…but thou kept pushing us away."
"It's not like you don't know why," I snorted derisively. "You practically kept me on a leash. You followed me everywhere and had your guards do it for you when you couldn't. Fuck, I couldn't so much as go to the loo without you somehow knowing the force and velocity of my piss…It was too much Luna…you were too much."
I scowled as I quickly remembered the other half of her faults, taking an angry swig of my drink before continuing.
"And then you cursed me with immortality. You chained me to you, to your life for the rest of mine. It's because of you that I can never truly bond with another, what would be the point? They'd die in what to you must be a couple of blinks."
I glared at her as I continued…as I said…
"And you didn't even have the decency to tell me when you could have"
No…no tears, not here, not for her.
"I will forever be the outsider to them," I whispered, closing my eyes painfully. "Outsider…outside of time, of life and death. Generations will pass me by and I'd barely have even noticed…and it scares me Luna. It frightens me so much that I'll have to do that alone…"
I let go of my drink and watched in a blurry daze at the glass shattered, droplets of bourbon splattering all over the floor.
But I didn't even care…I couldn't muster up the effort to do so.
"I just want everything to be normal again…"
I heard the hoofsteps yet refused to look, refused to do anything other than pray silently for it all to fade away…for me to wake up and find it all a dream.
"Thou shalt never be truly alone, my love," Luna spoke sadly. "Even if it take us a thousand years, we…we'll never leave thee to suffer alone. But thy wish for normality is something we both know is not ever going to happen…and we are so sorry for that."
I felt something soft press against my forehead, the tantalizing scent of her caressing my senses.
But then the scent was gone…and I didn't need to open my eyes to know that she was gone too.
...
"Pass the ball…pass the bucking ball you dick!"
"Shut up…" I muttered, not that he heard me over his shouting.
"Cross it over, cross it OVER!"
"Shut up…"
"Oh you all bucking suck at this!"
"Fucking shut up…"
It was yet another swelteringly hot day, and I was unfortunately slap bang in the middle of it. To tell the truth I didn't quite know where I was, there wasn't any sign to indicate as such. But from what I'd gathered I was in one of the last few towns before the Equestrian border.
"Yes! That's how you score a bucking goal!"
Oh yeah, and I was also having to put up with one of the most annoying stallions I'd ever met. He was beige coloured with a short spikey mane and brown eyes…and one of the most nasally voices I have ever heard on a guy. Having had enough of his shouting a few minutes later, I turned to him and asked-
"Are you their manager or something?"
"Nope," he shook his head, his eyes glued to the game. "I just felt like passing by and having a go."
"Seriously?"
"Yep, everypony has an outlet dude. This is mine."
Shaking my head at the random pony, I turned my head back to the game before deciding to promptly collapse on the lush grass beneath me. There was always something special about Equestria's grass. Earth's really doesn't have anything on it.
"Not everypony," I mumbled quietly, not that he heard me over the next bout of shouting that escaped his muzzle.
"Why not?"
Sighing and closing my eyes for a moment, I gradually reopened them and turned to look into a pair of curious turquoise orbs.
"Why not what?" I asked.
"The loud stallion said that everypony has an outlet," she explained, gesturing towards him with an amused smirk. "You disagreed…why?"
"Because not everyone does, Luna," I sighed. "Others can sometimes prefer doing nothing…it's peaceful you know?"
"Others?" she asked, her eyes if not her tone already displaying her understanding. "Let us not be foalish here Steven, we both know that thou is talking about thyself."
"Wow, you saw through my carefully constructed plan," I chuckled dryly. "Well done, you must be really proud."
Silence was all that followed my retort for a while. Not that Luna vanished like she usually did. She just...didn't say anything or do anything, save looking at the hoofball game.
"Why don't you join in?"
Blinking at the random query, I cocked an eyebrow and looked at her confusedly.
"What are talking about?" I asked curiously.
"The game those stallions are playing," she clarified quickly, waving a hoof in their direction. "Why haven't you asked to join in. We know how much thee loves the game."
I scoffed at the question and shook my head. Didn't she hear a word I said the last time we spoke?
"I like playing football, not whatever this jumped up version is. And besides I don't particularly want to join in."
Luna stared at me stoically, silently, her eyes narrowed and disbelieving.
"Liar," she eventually said.
"Excuse me?"
"Liar," she repeated, raising her snout slightly in a blatant show of aggression. "Thou art lying to us Steven. Thou knows how much we detest liars."
Of all the jumped up little…
"Oh yeah?" I laughed, not caring where or not the shouting stallion heard me anymore. "Well I hate hypocrites. It's a small world."
"We didn't lie to thee Steven Bloom," she snarled, evidently angry. It surprised me really, though it shouldn't have. Her emotional state had always been all over the place, from weepy to amused to angry and then back again. "We failed to inform thee of the consequences from our lovemaking, but we never lied. Do not accuse us of such!"
We glared at each other for a moment…maybe even two, I don't know. I was too preoccupied with how close to my face her muzzle was, not to mention the angry breath that kept hitting it over and over.
I forgot how sexy Luna looks when she's mad.
Before I could do anything stupid however, I reined in my self control and went back to observing the game. Luna thankfully took the hint and backed off, though I could still feel her glaring at me.
As the game dragged on I was faintly amused by the obvious worry of one stallion, who was wearing a blue top way too big for him, as he was slid into again and again by a rather ugly looking fuck wearing a tight fitting red top. The tackles  were quite brutal, but seeing as he got the ball first it wasn't technically an illegal move.
"We apologize…" Luna spoke suddenly, causing me to jump slightly. "We did not mean to yell at thee, we just wanted to make thee smile for once. Hoofball seemed like a grand idea at the time."
"It was a good idea," I muttered. "I just don't see the point."
"Because thou has a chance to bond with these stallions in friendship?" she asked curiously. "That is truly why, no?"
I didn't answer.
"Beloved," she crooned warmly, my eyes closing, breath becoming steadily ragged as her breath re-warmed my cheek…a loving nuzzle following quickly…and slowly. "Being an outsider does not mean that they will never invite thee in. Holding thyself back from true enjoyment in life will do naught but make thee a cold, bitter shell…and that is not the human I fell so deeply in love with."
My eyes opened and I turned to look at her without hesitation, her words so comforting, so tender that an old instinct bade me kiss her lips.
But I didn't…I couldn't.
"Who are you?"
She smiled warmly…mirthfully at the question.
"We are Princess Luna, sister of Celestia and co ruler of Equestria," she replied, her kind expression leaving nothing to doubt. "Beyond that we are also thy friend. A friend that wants nothing more than to help thee move on…If you doubt anything, please do not doubt that."
I didn't…And although I said nothing, her expression was evident enough to say she already knew.
"YOU CHEEKY BUCKER!"
The both of us jolted out of our revere and stared at the commentator, who at that moment had a rather red face and bulging eyes.
"Well that's attractive," Luna sniggered, my quick grin agreeing without question.
Out of curiosity I looked over towards the game and found myself faintly amused at the previously worried stallion moaning and rolling around in pain.
"You'd think he'd just been shot," I whispered, Luna nodding in agreement…surprisingly. I couldn't remember ever telling her what a gun was.
Maybe she's thinking of an arrow.
"Ask to join in!" she exclaimed, nudging my side in some sort of effort to make me sit up.
"Do you ever  listen?" I asked, though without any of my usual bite...actually I think I sounded kind of amused.
"Not really," she grinned, getting to her hooves and reaching for my collar. "We're rarely wrong most of the time, so what's the point?"
She bit my collar and to my shock, managed to yank me to my feet and pull me halfway across the field in record time, grinning all the while.
"Now get in there and have some fun!" she commanded authoritatively, smirking smugly as the injured stallion limped over in my direction.
"Hey buddy!" he greeted…a little too cheerfully for a supposedly hurt pony. "Thanks for pitching in, Hardball's your problem now."
"What, no I wasn't-"
With my vision suddenly obscured by a sweaty smelling top and my hearing just as suddenly killed with what sounded like an earthquake and lots of cheering, I sighed half-heartedly and replaced my dark blue shirt.
I jogged over to my new teammates and smiled unsurely at their hopeful expressions.
"Good on ya mate," said a very red stallion, his long grey mane nearly obscuring his vision. "I was worried we'd be crushed and end up buying the pints tonight. Oh, the name's Socket Wrench by the way."
"I'm not sure how good I am at this game," I admitted sheepishly. "It's been a while since I've played anything like it."
"Don't worry about it bud," he dismissed, "It'll be a laugh either way."
I glanced over at where I was previously lying down and was forced to disguise a choke with a cough at the sight of Luna not only wearing a large blue top, but also the words 'Professional Ball Handler' that were printed across it.
Oh and the way she was grinning like the Cheshire Cat.
"You alright mate?" Socket asked.
"Y-yeah, fine," I cleared my throat loudly before smiling. "It was just a random cough, happens sometimes you know?"
He nodded at my explanation and put the round ball down at his hooves, looking over at the opposing team and smirking at their restlessness.
"Then let's play hoofball!"
…
The game had been going on for a good twenty minutes and I was panting for breath. Panting, but thoroughly happy. More so than I'd been in a long time.
The score was four all, with five being the pint winning goal. Currently the ball was in my possession, but that was quickly changed as I passed it over to Cornetto Cone and ran into the box.
Luna was using a fair amount of the royal Canterlot voice as she cheered for me, not the team, just me.
It was nice…and a little embarrassing when she wasn't quite cheering, but rather yelling at my teammates to play 'correctly'.
And when her comments mixed in with the shouting stallion from before…well.
"CROSS IT IN THY IMBECILE!"
"CROSS THE BUCKING BALL IN!"
"NAY! FOR THE LOVE OF FAUST, THY COULDN'T KICK A BALL TO SAVE THY LIFE!"
"BUCK MAN, I'M SURROUNDED BY IDIOTS!"
Yeah.
The ball was suddenly kicked rather high and heading right in my direction, crossing into the box without fault for the first time since I'd joined the match.
Then it happened.
I don't quite know what happened exactly, but as it neared me time seemed to slow to a crawl, and my body reacted completely on its own.
I twisted around and with pinpoint precision smashed my left foot against the ball. The moment I did so time quickly caught up and said ball flew, flew, flew…past the goalkeeper's outstretched hooves and into the top left-hand corner.
Holy fuck…I did it!
Time seemed to freeze once more…before I was suddenly crushed by a number of sweaty blue tops. I couldn't stop the laughter that escape me as they all began to scream and yell madly, some hooves stamping on the ground in celebration.
"Thou played brilliantly Steven."
Blinking in surprise at the voice I somehow heard over the overwhelming yelling, I just about managed to crane my neck to the left and spot Luna, now top free smiling at me joyfully.
"Luna!" I laughed, wrenching my left arm from the pile up of ponies and reaching for her. Her smile widened and she walked a little closer, before kissing the palm of my hand and nuzzling it lovingly.
"Hey Steven!" Socket called cheerfully, causing me to glance at him curiously. "You coming for a pint with the lads? Red team are buying!"
I grinned and looked back at Luna happily…only to realize that my hand was touching nothing now.
"Steven, you alright mate?"
I lowered my arm and swallowed the sudden pangs of sadness that'd enveloped me, before gradually forcing a grin onto my face and nodding enthusiastically.
"Yeah, I'm fine."
...
"Well…here we are then," I uttered warily. "Manehattan, the city of lust and lies."
"They also do fantastic cinnamon buns!" Luna chimed in, giggling as I pouted in annoyance. "Oh, our apologies. Did we ruin thy movie phrase?"
"Mercilessly," I said dryly, before shaking my head and wandering further into the bustling city. "Why did you want me to come here anyway, you never said."
She smiled at my question and tapped her flank against my hips playfully, sticking her tongue out as if to encourage her teasing.
"Tis the sixth time thou hast asked us this question, Steven," she tutted spiritedly. "Reward comes to those who wait, so be patient."
I grumbled at her 'wise words of wisdom' but complied anyway and carried on walking. It'd been a little under two days since the hoofball game…and a little over a year since I walked away from Canterlot.
Time just passes you by when you don't pay it any attention.
It was only as we walked into what appeared to be the city square that I realized why I was here. It was a voice, a filly's…and what she said.
"Mom look, the Princesses are here!"
I snapped out of my daze and easily looked over the mass of ponies towards what appeared to be a wide, elevated platform.
But it was who were standing on the platform that got my attention.
"Thank you all for the wonderful welcome," Celestia called, the familiar maternal tone pacifying the crowd effortlessly. "And to start off the beginning of a new celebration, my sister will now greet you all."
…
It was her, I could feel the familiar pull  of so long ago tugging at my mind. I quickly quelled it before she could realize anything however.
My time alone wasn't completely spent on my arse after all.
"Good evening my wonderful subjects!" Luna greeted warmly, smiling widely for a reason I could not tell. "And welcome to the first ever Star Sign Celebration. I would first like to thank you all for attending, as well as the most wonderful welcome my sister and I received."
She's not speaking in the old tongue anymore?
Whatever Luna said next passed me by in a daze. I could barely believe that I was looking at the REAL Luna. Emotions that I had long thought buried were quickly fighting their way to the surface, strong emotions…emotions I never thought I'd feel around her again.
"…and that is why the title of my newly created constellation shall be known as Bloom!"
The loud stamping and applause snapped me out of my funk just in time for me to witness a bright pattern of stars flash into being, linking together to form…me.
It was brief and ended far too soon, but I still saw the clear image of myself in the night sky.
"She still has that photo of you," the phantom Luna spoke, gazing up at me sadly. "She looks at it every morning before she sleeps and every night when she wakes up."
I knew the photo she was talking about. It was a simple thing, so simple that I'd forgotten about it.
Just Luna and I together as we were back then, holding the other. Luna was licking my neck when it was taken, and I was laughing so hard that I was crying.
Such a simple thing…but not to her apparently.
"She still looks at it?" I asked dejectedly.
"She holds it as she sleeps," she said quietly, her eyes never leaving me for a second. "Sometimes she wakes up, sees your face in it and becomes so happy, believing you to be by her side again. But then she remembers that it's only a memory and you're gone...and that you hate her."
"I don't hate her," I whispered, my eyes watering as the image of Luna crying into the photo flashed in my mind. "I was angry and scared, I felt betrayed and hurt…but I never hated her."
At that precise moment I felt something akin to a weight floating away, as if I had just rid myself of something heavy. It was also at that moment that the other Luna suddenly became quite translucent.
"At long last, my love," she crooned contently. "Acceptance."
She looked past me and smiled, tilting her head to one side as if in complete satisfaction. I followed suit and noticed the real Luna glancing over in my direction, yet apparently unable to see me as she had no sudden reaction.
"She'll see you only when you want her too," the not-Luna explained, a tiny smile on her muzzle as she looked up at me. "You wanted to disappear so magic made it happen. And nopony would remember who you really were, because you did not want to be discovered."
"And you?" I asked, accepting her answers because I knew without a shadow of a doubt that they were true…I just did. "Who are you, really?"
The phantom Luna chuckled quietly at my question and widened her smile to such a beautiful expression.
"I suppose that's the question…but it doesn't really matter, not now. You don't need me to help you anymore."
And with one long, final gaze of utter love…she vanished completely.
Strangely…I'm actually okay with it.
"Steven?"
I blinked at the calling of my name and looked over at its recipient, a smile forming on my face as I looked into those sad eyes.
Sad became hopeful. And as the crowd parted for her to walk down and I touched her muzzle, hopeful became happy.
"Hey Luna, fancy a cinnamon bun?"
End
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Well here's the epilogue you guys all screamed for, shortened down into four separate parts. Sorry about Absolute Power, I am working on it but I've had a ton of shit to do recently. That and writers block is a bitch I've yet to defeat.
T'will happen though, patience.
Begin!
Rekindle

"Two cinnamon buns, one bakewell tart, one coffee and bottle of Fun Fizz please."
"That'll be eight bits sir…Thank you, now if you go to your table; we'll bring your food and drink shortly."
Smiling at the cashier's professionalism, I nodded once and made my way to a table at the back. It was thankfully out of sight, and the enchantments I'd paid for made certain that we couldn't be overheard.
Of course Luna could have just done it herself, but it was simply my way of being courteous.
The mare in question seemed to be deep in thought when I turned the corner. Her ears twitched however, followed by a slightly open smile as she looked up and noticed me.
"They'll bring our stuff in bit," I said, slipping into the plush booth and placing my enclosed hands atop it. "I believe your 'notice me not' charm worked. Nopony seems to be falling over each other to please you."
"Of course it worked, Steven," she chuckled, her tone a sort of pseudo snobbish. "I'm me, remember?"
Heh…
"Believe me Luna; I've had no trouble remembering that as of late."
She blinked at my response in a sort of startled surprise, but a warm smile swiftly replaced it.
"The feeling…is very mutual," she said softly.
We both smiled at the other and fell into a comfortable silence, one of which we never really did before.
"So…what's with the modern talk?" I asked curiously.
Luna's cheeks went red fairly quickly and she cleared her throat, her eyes darting down at the table cutely.
"Well I, we, I j-just wanted to m-make everypony else comfortable is all," she stammered, her darting eyes narrowing as she caught my smug grin. "Don't look at us like that! T'was not for thee, t'was for us, our sister and everypony else!"
She emphasized her point by slamming her right hoof on the table aggressively, forcing me to hold onto my end as best I could as the table immediately tried to flip into my chin.
"Whatever you say Princess," I chuckled, biting my tongue cheekily at her indignant expression…her indignant if not amused expression that rapidly melted into one of sorrow and hurt?
"Please don't call me that," she said painfully. "We…I am Luna…only Luna for you, not a Princess. Please…"
"Of course," I complied, my hands twitching as I restrained the urge to reach out and… "I'm sorry Luna. I won't call you that again, I promise."
It was only as I closed my eyes that I felt her hooves reach out and place themselves atop my hands gently, bringing about emotions and sensations I'd long thought buried. The phantom had made me feel all sorts of feelings…but compared to the real deal they were miniscule in comparison.
"I've thought about nought but you for so long, Steven," she spoke quietly, her eyes closing in…pain. "I've thought about what I did to you. I've thought about what I should have done instead…but most of all, I've thought about how much confusion and pain I've caused you."
She looked right at me as she spoke, her voice catching in her throat as she continued…lips trembling.
"I didn't think about it at first," she whispered, an almost horrified spark in her eyes. "All I could think about, all I wanted to do was bring you back to me, to make you love me again by any means necessary. And I was almost willing to…to go that far."
"What stopped you?" I asked, honestly curious as to what could have swayed her stubborn train of thought.
She licked her lips nervously and looked down for but a moment, before…strength appeared within her turquoise orbs, confident, firm strength.
"I did," she replied, her answer confusing me for a second. "Once I realized how far we-I was willing to go to get you back…I realized then and there why you left in the first place, and how unworthy I truly was to even think of regaining your attention…and affection."
Once done she took a couple of deep breaths, sparking my curiosity as to if she'd practiced those very words over and over.
Luna was spontaneous at the best of times, but never quite as serious while doing so.
"We…I did everything I could to try and improve myself afterwards," she continued, looking at me imploringly. "My actions in everyday life, in court, in public and private. I took lessons from a speech therapist to modernise my way of speaking. And only when I thought myself ready did I attempt to find you…but I couldn't find you…"
Her tone, her eyes and subtle movements became rapidly upset. And even though I wanted to go to her, to hold her as we used to…I couldn't…I wouldn't, I didn't feel ready yet.
"You weren't within my world of dreams," she said quietly, sadly, gazing at me for answers I wasn't sure I could give. "T'was as if you never slept. And no matter where I looked, who I asked or sent…you were never found. You were like a ghost, Steven, a shadow…impossible to find when it should have been simple."
She swallowed visibly, her eyes never leaving my own.
"How Steven?" she asked. "How could I not find you, I thought. How was it possible that a being ignorant of his newfound abilities, abilities that none could explain and teach but I…could blind me whenever I so much as gazed at his shadow.
"How…how…how…" she repeated apathetically. "Ha…But then I realized that you did not want to be found. Not by me, and not by anyone for me. At that moment of realization…Steven, I gave up. I stopped searching…I tried to forget…tried…tried…but couldn't. How could I forget you…the one being in this world that I could love without reservation."
"You had your sister," I said quietly, unable to think of…anything else to say. My brain, my lips and words were…numb to what I was learning.
Luna smiled tenderly at my reminder and nodded…and shook her head soon after.
"True," she sighed softly. "But only in this world."
Curious and with narrowed brows, I asked-
"What do you 'this world' exactly?"
Laughter, quiet and somewhat mournful though it was, escaped the dark mares' muzzle. Her eyes seemed to shine with mirth and emotion, joyous and sad…for me?
"When we were one, Steven," she spoke gently, with warmth strong enough, smooth enough to make me shiver at its intensity. "There was a world I saw where only you and I existed. A world with no law, no time, no day, no night, and nopony…nobody but us…but you for me. And I loved it so. The world outside it meant nothing, the ponies even less so save my sister.
"In my world I felt…wanted, needed, loved and oh…so happy. And I felt all of it because to tell the truth, the world may have had you within it, but…"
Her hooves pressed a slight firmer down on my palms, a truly beautiful smile manifesting upon her muzzle.
"You were my world," she sighed happily. "And even after all this time apart, after everything I've been through, that you've been through…I want that world back."
I…had no idea what to say. A whole year without her had stirred up some very intense feelings and with her so close to me, with her but a short distance…I could feel those feelings pleading for fulfilment.
But could I? Was I really ready…I wasn't sure.
A leap of faith then perhaps?
Taking a steadying breath, I took my hands away from her soft touch and shimmied around the booth until I was sitting beside her. Luna's eyes hadn't left me for a second as I did so, I could feel them on me, but I pushed it away. And yet as I looked into them at that moment…I found my words, my very breath taken away from me.
"You are so beautiful," I spoke softly, the words leaving without any thought as those eyes, the ones that haunted me for the better part of a year widened in surprise…and then shone with happiness.
I moved closer.
"Steven," she whispered, her cheeks flush in the brief glimpse I caught them before she leaned up and met me halfway. "Mine Steven…"
She closed the gap before I could so much as think to so myself, her eyes closing, hoof tracing the back of my head as she pulled me gently ever closer. Our lips moved slowly, tentatively, unsure of the once familiar touch as they pressed and opened slightly, our breath mingling, moans…so slight, hers arousing and oh so feminine.
"Here's your order sir-Oh my!"
The now very unwelcome appearance of our food and drink made itself known by clattering somewhat on our table. And while nothing was spilled or ruined, the look of utter fury on Luna's face seemed to be more than enough to break the notice-me-not charm upon her form.
"P-Princess Luna, oh my Celestia!" the waitress all but shouted in our faces. "I a-am so sorry, I didn't mean to b-bother you, but-I'm bothering you, I-I'll just go now. Enjoy y-your f-f-"
"Leave," Luna interrupted, her words soft yet eyes cold. "Now, before I call this establishment's manager to inform them of your atrocious capability as an employee."
I quirked an eyebrow at Luna's…incredibly toned down warning and watched the bumbling waitress all but flee.
"Was that really nec-"
And was then interrupted myself as I heard Luna's light laughter, a great feeling of warmth overcoming me as she pressed her muzzle against the hollow of my neck.
"Hold me Steven," she said, her voice quiet and needy…though not uncomfortably I noted. "We…I wish to hold you too."
Smiling despite myself, I complied and wrapped my arms around her lovely coat, her wings and hooves soon mimicking my actions.
I couldn't help but press my face into her shoulder, smiling more so as-
'Chomp'
…
"Luna?"
"Hmm?"
"What are you doing?"
...
'Chomp'
"Hungry," was about all I managed to decipher, causing a burst of laughter to escape my lips.
The scent of cinnamon filled the air…
End Of Part One Of Four
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And here's part two of four for ya!
I've had a little think on it and…well, I think you'll like where it's heading. Hopefully!
Begin!
Home

It was weird you know…walking through the long corridors of a castle I'd long swore never to return to.
Well, when I say walking, what I really mean is that I was being suspended in a golden aura by a rather chipper, if not determined Princess Celestia.
…I should probably explain this one.
After Luna had quickly demolished her cinnamon bun, and I my bakewell tart, we promptly left the small café and began to walk, what I thought was aimlessly, among the busy streets of Manehattan. Neither of us spoke, not really. Luna merely placed her right wing around my back, while my hand rested comfortably upon her withers.
She was taller than I remembered; her coat was a touch darker too. Little details that I'd missed having been focused solely upon her face…voice…
As we traversed the dank streets with nought but a smile, the both of us found ourselves once again drawn to the other. I couldn't help myself, nor could she apparently. For our lips attached before the thought of doing so had even crossed my mind.
It was fantastic…and I wanted it to last forever.
…
Unfortunately we both found ourselves suddenly suspended in mid-air by an all too familiar golden glow.
"Well, well. What do we have here," chuckled a soothing, maternal voice. "Here I believed that little Lulu had merely vanished to devour the local bakery, not Equis's only resident human. For shame Luna, for shame…"
The two of us were moved to face a rather smug looking alabaster mare, a winged, horned, and did I already mention SMUG looking alabaster mare.
A wicked grin overcame Luna's recently shocked features, her eyes flashing with mirth and nigh sadistic pleasure.
"Us, devour a bakery?" she asked, that grin only widening as she continued. "Dear sister, the hypocrisy of thy statement blots out even thy most vast sun…and not the bright one."
"Ooh," Celestia gasped, clutching a hoof to her barrel in mock agony. "Low blow little Lulu, low blow…"
Before Luna could get another word in, Celestia gave a rather sharp whistle. This to my absolute astonishment caused her all too familiar carriage to appear…out of thin air.
Guards and all.
"Show off," Luna mumbled, shaking off her sister's aura easily and lighting up her horn so as, I presumed, to do the same to me.
That is before I shook it off myself, albeit nowhere near as gracefully or easily as she did.
"How did you do that?" she asked, surprise etched on her face.
Smiling somewhat cheekily, I shrugged and walked ahead of her to the carriage.
What? We all have our secrets, and I figured it fair for her to discover it herself. Saying 'I practised because a phantom you keep appearing and touching me' didn't seem like it was worth doing so at the time.
As I neared the carriage door, a white wing pressed against my chest, causing me to look right into a pair of rose coloured orbs.
Narrowed rose coloured orbs.
"Steven, a word if you please?" she asked, if not all but ordered then and there.
"Sister, what are you-" Luna began…only to be promptly levitated up and into the carriage, which then chose to lock itself against her pounding hooves.
Somewhat nervous now, I focused back on her stern looking features and sighed silently at what was coming. What I knew was coming.
"Is this the part where you break me?" I asked nervously. "I remember you saying something of the sort a while back."
She remained silent for a few more moments, her eyes regarding me with emotion I couldn't decipher…only to suddenly break out into a huge smile and all but suffocate me with a hug.
"Oh pish posh little one," she dismissed, moving back a slight without letting me go, her eyes now clearly filled with concern. "I love my sister more than anything in the world, but she broke her own heart with her own decisions. Nay, in this moment I'm more concerned about you. You've been gone a year Steven, are you okay?"
Smiling at the evident worry upon her face, I nodded and embraced her myself, enjoying the slight tightness of her own hug.
"I wasn't for a long time," I admitted, a frown on her face as I did so. "I was…angry and hurt, scared even. But I'm okay now…"
"You're also very poor at lying, Steven," Celestia chided, a very 'Mom' expression gracing her features.
Deflating slightly, I looked at the carriage door and sighed quietly. There was no banging anymore, Luna had either knackered herself into sleep or, and more likely, was listening to what we were discussing.
"I…I am okay," I repeated quietly. "It's just been a very rough year…and I'm a bit tired."
"That's an understatement isn't it?" she asked just as quietly, a small, concerned smile upon her muzzle. "You look exhausted Steven, gaunt almost…"
She shook her head and opened the carriage door, exposing a worried looking Luna who quickly 'picked' me up and placed me on the booth-like seat beside her. Celestia climbed in gracefully and knocked on the surprisingly high ceiling thrice, a sudden movement almost knocking me out of the seat if not for Luna's quick and steady wing.
"Thanks."
It was only then that I noticed the both of them trading identical expressions and glances with each other, looking from me then to the other, then to me, then to the other, over and over for the better part of the entire journey.

The power of the female continues to elude the general male population, I mused, my thought 'voice' taking on a rather good impersonation of David Attenborough.
A sudden rumbling later and the carriage came to an apparent stop, the door opening not a split second later by a Solar Pegasus.
Celestia nodded to the guard and gave him a motherly smile, said smile widening as he moved out of the way, his legs giving a little wobble when she placed a kiss upon his helmet.
Bet he relives that moment every day for the rest of his life, I chuckled silently. Bet he never washes that helmet again either.
"Must you tease the guard so, sister?" Luna deadpanned a few minutes later, the three of us approaching the castle's entrance.
"Oh it's just a little fun, Luna," she replied, smiling somewhat impishly. "Besides, it's not as though he's taken."
"Very well then."
"Yet!"
"Tia…" Luna groaned, thought not without a tiny smile upon her muzzle.
"Oh hush now, Lulu." Celestia quieted, smiling herself somewhat cheekily. "There's something else we need to take care of anyway, no? Something of the utmost importance?"
…
I didn't like the way they were BOTH staring at me. Eyes so warm, so caring, so…so…devious.
"Why are you two looking at me like that?" I asked uncertainly.
"Oh, no reason at all Steven," Celestia answered, that smile now almost wickedly scary. "Although…you are a bit thin for my comfort, wouldn't you say so Luna?"
"Verily," said sister agreed, her eyes narrowed in a mix of playfulness and genuine mirth. "Tired too, no?"
"Oh indeed so, I must agree," Celestia continued, the banter between the two causing my eyes to bat from one to the other, as though they were playing a game of verbal tennis. "Although I must defer to your judgement on the solution, you are the mistress of dreams after all."
"Mistress of dreams?"
"I thought it fitting, do you disagree?"
"No, no. I find it quaint if nothing else."
"Good, good. Now, shall we endeavour onward and, with all respect and politeness that we can possibly include, proceed to stuff our dear human until he is fit to blow?"
"Hmm," Luna pondered, a hoof tapping beneath her muzzle in contemplation. "Aye, I agree with this course of action. Perhaps afterwards we shall ensue to strip and bathe him?"
"Burn the clothes?"
"Indeed, magic can only help so much."
"Are you saying I smell?" I asked, utterly thrown off by…whatever the hell this was.
"Oh no, my dear Steven, of course not," Celestia soothed, waving a hoof dismissively as we entered the majestic building. "Your clothing on the other matter…"
"Produces an odour most rancid is what she means to say, mine sweetheart," Luna concluded, smiling merrily all the while. "Worry no more on the subject, we shall take care of it."
"And you," Celestia intervened, her horn alight as its golden aura effortlessly lifted me into the air. "Starting right now-"
"With food and drink enough to bloat thee into submission," Luna announced joyfully, startling a maid as we turned a corner and neared the…dining room, I believe.
"You're slipping dear, language."
"Apologies big sister."
"None are needed, let us focus on our poor, malnourished human."
With a light push of navy blue magic, the door was pushed open to reveal a long table with many, many chairs.
And just as many platters of food, vegetarian and not so much. I could see steak, sausages, breadsticks and…was that BACON?
There was drink too, even…was that coke?
"How did you get this sorted so quickl-Mphh!"
Luna placed a hoof over my mouth and shook her head, smirking slight as she nodded towards her sister, said sister levitating me over and into a rather luxurious looking seat.
"Now then my dear human," Celestia began suddenly, a smirk of her own upon her muzzle as a napkin shrouded in blue tucked itself into my shirt, another landing and gluing itself to my lap. "I want you to take in all of what you see before you, because-"
"You are going to stay within that comfy seat until you have sampled all of it," Luna finished cheerily.
I remained stunned and silent as my plate found itself filled until it could be no more, my goblet beside it filling to the brim with a clear, familiar liquid.
"Eat up little human," Celestia sung, smiling so widely I thought it'd break her face.
"Yes, do!" Luna chimed in. "We eagerly await washing you all over!"
"Wait, what?" I began…only to find my mouth filled with golden steak.
"Food first Steven," Celestia chastised playfully, a suspiciously blue coloured hash brown lining up behind it, followed by a sausage, a slice of bacon, two sweet potatoes and a single bout of broccoli.
Sweet mother of mercy…
Needless to say, I was very, VERY full by the time I finished the last platter. I was also unable to move…or think about moving.
Just the thought of such made me groan.
"I believe our dear Steven has eaten his fill, don't you think so Luna?" Celestia asked, chuckling evilly lightly at my unfortunately immobile form.
"Undoubtedly so, Tia," Luna approved, smiling ever widely. "Do you disagree beloved? Are you not full?"
She prodded my stomach lightly, causing me to groan and try to bat the offending appendage away.
"Yes, he is most certainly full," she concluded. "Perhaps onto the bathing?"
"Or the burning?" Celestia added.
"Or the burning and then the bathing?" Luna replied, before the both of them smirked at the same time and looked down at my weakened self. "Shall we?"
"Indeed we shall," Celestia agreed, both their horns alight for a few moments…
A few moments in which I suddenly found myself up in the air with my clothing floating by the malicious mares.
"Wait…what are…you…" I couldn't finish my question, not without feeling unbearably uncomfortable.
Besides my clothes were on fire…oh.
Well shit.
Once my clothing became a pile of ash upon the floor and –"Shit, am I naked?!"- the two mares gave each other satisfied grins, I once again found myself being carried along by, this time, a navy blue aura.
Naturally we just so happened across every servant, maid and butler along the way.
We finally stopped moving as Celestia opened a door, before taking over Luna's aura with her own and depositing me into a very large bucket of perfect temperature water.
No really, it looked for all intents and purposes like a large bucket.
"Time for a nice long spruce of bathing then, my little human," Celestia informed me, smiling all the while. "Have you a sponge dear sister?"
"Indeed I do," Luna confirmed, a rather big, circular sponge in her magical grip. "Have you one too?"
"I do," she replied, lifting a similar sponge into the air. "Shall we then?"
"We shall," Luna nodded, before smiling down at me and kissing my cheek lovingly. "Be soothed now Steven. We shall take care of you."
As a sponge dipped into the water, Celestia nuzzled my left ear and whispered-
"Close your eyes Steven, sleep if you want. It's okay…relax…"
Relax…
…
…
…
"He's waking up Tia."
"Shall we remedy that?"
I opened my eyes blearily and squinted at a blurry shape not a short distance from my face.
Blue…
Suddenly, a soft, warm bout of air hit the back of my neck. As it did so, the blue blur neared, yet another bout of warm air wafting over my neck, the front this time.
"Sleep my love," soothed a voice…a familiar voice, ethereal as it always seemed to be. "You're home now, you're safe."
Home…I was home…
What felt like two blankets cover my naked body, combined with the warm air soothing my already lull form, it was with little effort I found my eyes closing…sound dimming…I could barely hear…
"Thank you Tia."
"It's quite alright, the poor thing was wasting away. If not for your divinity then…I fear he wouldn't have survived a couple of months, let alone year.
"I know…It's my fault isn't it?"
"You should put it behind you, he's safe now, he's home."
…
"I don't want him to go again, the very thought of it terrifies me."
"Then don't give him a reason to. Give him space, don't cling to him and above all…just love him. If you want him to stay than simply love him."
"…Thank you Tia, you've…thank you."
"You've nothing to thank me for Luna, now hush or he'll wake up again."
The darkness came…and I…
"I love you sister."
"I love you too, both of you."
And I fell under its shroud.
End Of Part Two

I hope you enjoyed this, it took me a little while to get back into the writing mood.
Cya, stay snuggly!
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