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		Description

Princess Twilight has little to claim as her own dominion. The day belongs to Celestia, the night belongs to Luna, and Cadence has a whole empire all her own. So what's left for Twilight?
...well, there are those few seconds between sunset and moonrise. Maybe, just maybe...
A random idea that came to me in a time of sleep deprivation and panic.
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	Twilight stood on the tallest balcony of her castle. Tonight she was going to do it. No, today. Tonight would be too late. But today was too early. Todusk? She was a princess now, did that give her the right to make new words?
Princess. The word still didn't feel right. She had wings, she'd raised the sun a bunch of times (granted she only meant to raise it once) and she'd blasted a centaurian horror back to Tartarus, but all she got from that was a title and a castle. Granted, the castle was sufficiently...um... (note to self, ask Rainbow to provide an appropriate adjective). Anyway, the castle was great. She was very happy with the castle. Well, other than a bit of nostalgia for Golden Oaks, but last week's book shipment had almost completely restored the collection. That helped a lot.
Where was she? Oh right. Princessness. Big castle, nice title, fancy jewelry, wings, a lot more magic (glee!) and kinds of magic (double glee!) than she'd had as a unicorn, but no real way to apply it. And ponies were starting to notice. Princess of Disaster Relief. Princess Rainbow Friendship Cannon. Princess of Books. Princess of Weekly Crises. Princess the Other One. Princess the Other One Who Isn't Cadence. Princess the Other Other One. Chibi-Princess. Princess Responsible for Multiple Lawsuits Against Journalistic Outlets for Defamation of Character.
It didn't matter. She'd show them. She'd show them all. Princess Twilight Sparkle was going to live up to her title, her heritage, and the faith of her friends. No matter what it took. Even if it meant outshining the sun.
She looked up at the cloudy sky. The pegasi had outdone themselves. Three quarters of the sky, perhaps more, was blanketed in grey and white. The clouds were far enough apart that a pony could still make out the fluffy shapes, but there were so many that nopony was watching the sky. Who would want to watch a sunset or moonrise obscured by so many clouds anyway? They were spectacular on clear days, everypony knew that.
The sky was darkening. Twilight closed her eyes and took in a breath. It would happen soon. It would be...NOW. Her eyes and wings snapped open and her horn lit up like a beacon, blindingly bright. She could see nothing through the aegis of her power, but she did not need to. The sun lay just below the horizon. Its last rays slipped Celestia's grip and entered her domain.
Twilight reached out with her magic and grabbed each and every photon in her greedy clutches. She stroked them like they were her own, her children ready to leave home and play. She gave them her all, every drop of power she could, and shot them east across the sky.
The light of a dying day exploded from the horizon. The rays laughed and raced each other across the sky, only to hit the first cloud. Confused, they bounced around the fluffy obstruction. They painted the white vapors purple and orange with their play, and shot off again, but in so many new directions. What had started as a race was now a swarm, rays of light bounding from the first cloud to every corner of the sky.
And whenever a ray struck another cloud, it happened again. And again. And again. These weakest glimmers of light crossed the sky with an alicorn's grace, neither fading nor dimming as they painted the cloudy canvas in every hue of purple and red. Twilight flew with them, delighting in their play. All of creation unfolded below her, and she directed the glory of her children earthward.
Far below, ponies found their eyes drawn skywards. The land was awash in firelight, the sky burned. From the point of sunset a rippling wave of color and light painted the whole of the sky. Mountainous clouds hung like topaz monoliths. Wisps of vapor sparkled with unseen stars.
Twilight felt the urge to laugh. The light swirled around her, played with her mane as easily as the clouds. Even so, they were nearly spent.
Twilight was unmoved, the glow around her slowly fading. Across the sky she felt new light enter the sky, her sky. She had little time left as she gathered these newcomers in her power. The first light of the night, rising in the east. She called them to her, and they flew against their sunborn sisters.
The purloined moonbeams barreled through the dying light of sun, carving a singular strip of grey-white through the burning sky. The scattered rays of sun faded into the brilliant swath of moonlight, and as the moonbeams passed the skies turned deep blue, their wake tinted a warm pink.
Twilight held out a hoof and caught the moonbeams like a mother cradling her foal. Tired from their journey, they too swiftly winked out, and Twilight stared down at the sky, alone. The sky of purple-blue, a single stripe of pink, solid and bold, standing out and splitting the sky.
Far below, the ponies still stared upwards. Flames that were not flames set Equestria under a warm glow, and now water that was not water had blasted every cloud from the sky. Set among the sparkling lights of the stars was a broad ribbon of pink light, undulating in an unfelt breeze and wrapping the whole of the world like a hearth's warming present.
Her sky. This was her time, this was her message. She was Twilight Sparkle, Alicorn Princess of Equestria. Hers was a name that could be writ on the sky itself. Beware, Equestria, be wary and be glad, for hers is a power beautiful and terrible, she is glory and knowledge and power and she wants to be your friend. So let it be written, stars above as her witnesses.
Then the moon rose, and the pink strip burned and evaporated into less than mist.
Twilight let go of her breath. Night was truly upon Equestria, and Luna had taken the sky. All was well with the world.
At least, until the moon set again.

	