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		Description

Shining galloped along shouting orders, armor now obscuring his white coat. “The attack had begun! They’ve breached the wards!” Further out she could feel the wards her brother placed just beyond the edge of the city. To the north they bowed and cracks formed along their magical surface. She counted down the seconds as the cracks grew larger, trying to steady the quakes in her hooves. 
The northern wards shattered and an army came pouring forth to be met by electrified pegasi and stampeding earth ponies. Yet, the first mark to hit was from the unicorns. Set back from the cavalry they acted as archers firing bolts of pure magic from their horns. It struck down the soldier and more oozed in to take its place. She gathered up more magic and sifted through her arsenal. Her violet eyes pierced the horizon and she gave one last prayer that this would all be worth it in the end.  She bowed her head and raw magic poured forth like a cannon blast at the bottle-necking of bodies pouring through the broken wards. The spell ended and her lungs were already heaving from the sheer exertion.  She could feel the brief pause in the enemy's forces before they poured through once more. 
She braced herself for a long night. “And so it has begun”
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		And so It Begins



And so It begins
The gilded shoes felt odd on her feet; the additional metal wrapping around her hooves made her gait awkward and honestly a tad uncomfortable. 
He looked at her with troubled eyes, “They aren’t meant to be comfortable.” 
He glanced around at the room of empty racks only a stray lance or sword lay along a bench or propped up against the wall. The armory was nearly empty, every soldier at the ready, and many foals, having been drafted, were being trained as they spoke.
“None of this is meant to be comfortable, Twi. If we… if you get through this, promise me one thing” Shining Armor turned his blue eyes, wizened through bloodshed and grief, towards his sister. “Don’t get used to the bloodshed and the death.”
Twilight paused before nodding, placing her muzzle against his neck in comfort. She knew better than to lift her hoof in an embrace, the razor-sharp edge was meant to hurt not heal. She wished it hadn’t come to this, everypony wished it hadn’t come to this. Yet, it had. Before diplomacy is what she would have suggested, fought for. Now? With a Princess and sister-in-law dead she couldn’t help but hope they could fight their way out of this.  She stepped away glancing in the mirror as she passed. Her lavender coat was hard to spot under the light chainmail and gold-gilded bracers.  On her crown, she placed a diadem fitted with sapphires and emeralds. The element of magic would do her no good now since harmony was far from everypony’s mind. Instead, she chose crystals specially shaped to amplify spells and magic. On her breast was the emblem of the sun, a sign that she was chosen by Celestia to fight.
As a general, she had studied hard to learn the ways of battle, scrounging through age-old texts. Yet, few were to be found of recent conflicts given there had been peace for a millenia and the only battles she knew were won by sheer dumb luck and friendship. She trusted Shining to give her well-trained stallions to fight under her. Raising a hoof to watch the light slide down the blade, the mare prayed they would ne’er be dulled by skin or bone. Her main task was to organize the troops and watch the battle from afar and still, she had to be careful. Magic wouldn’t be enough to protect her. They’d shattered Shining’s shield and heart by merely sidestepping the laws of magic.  They could still be defeated by it, but it was not the cure-all as the unicorns, or anypony, once held belief in. 
Twilight Sparkle sighed, taking one last moment to wallow in despair before putting on a front of determination. She now stood at the highest parapet, the crystal heart weakly pulsing behind her. Two small and lithe pegasai mares, their other defining feature hidden under their own sky-iron, stood beside her. They also sported razor-sharp shoes and a similar adornment of sharpened metal to their wings. They were to be her guards. A first line of defense should the enemy try a more direct approach and take her out. She tried to object to the two being spared for her but to be honest, she needed all her focus for the spells she would cast over the battlefield. The first of which she was ready to cast. A simple surveillance spell, allowed her to see the battlefield and take note of all the squadrons on land and in the air. She closed her eyes, focusing her energy. For this spell, she imagined herself a spider and the spell a net, every life a vibration along her web. As the final thread laid itself down, commotion stirred on the battlement below.
Shining galloped along shouting orders, armor now obscuring his white coat. “The attack had begun! They’ve breached the wards!” Further out she could feel the wards her brother placed just beyond the edge of the city. To the north, they bowed, and cracks formed along their magical surface. She counted down the seconds as the cracks grew larger, trying to steady the quakes in her hooves. 
The northern wards shattered and an army came pouring forth to be met by electrified pegasi and stampeding earth ponies. Yet, the first mark to hit was from the unicorns. Set back from the cavalry they acted as archers firing bolts of pure magic from their horns. It struck down the soldier and more oozed in to take its place. She gathered up more magic and sifted through her arsenal. Her violet eyes pierced the horizon and she gave one last prayer that this would all be worth it in the end.  She bowed her head and raw magic poured forth like a cannon blast at the bottle-necking of bodies pouring through the broken wards. The spell ended and her lungs were already heaving from the sheer exertion.  She could feel the brief pause in the enemy's forces before they poured through once more. 
She braced herself for a long night. “And so it has begun”

			Author's Notes: 
This is the scene I pulled the description from. It also gives a memory from before the opening battle as the two siblings are getting ready to go fight.


	
		The Crystal Siege



The Crystal Siege
The horizon was dim despite the harsh glare of the sun above. Dark clouds had stanchioned themselves around the city. The last outpost fell a moon ago and the city was now cut off from the world and weeks had passed since there had been any news of the outside world. The last correspondence came from Prince Blueblood who led the southern forces. A black fog barred their path and neither magic nor pegasai could breach its edges. Soon after, the gloomy nebula had completely ensconced the empire, cutting off the hope of connecting with Canterlot forces. Anypony she has tried to teleport outside the city and behind enemy lines, with the hope of meeting a supply convoy, has been left on the outskirts in pieces. Any scroll sent had burst into blue flames instead of the usual green with no way to know if it reached the sender.
They were under siege and the scant supplies were waning further. There was little land within the city prepared for farming and crops took a while to establish. Despite her best efforts any arcane food she conjured held little weight in the hungry ponies' stomachs. She spent most of her free time when she wasn’t trying to send messages beyond the barrier or reinforce Shining’s shield, taking stock of their dwindling supplies. They’ve had to post a watch on the castle’s larder where the last of their food stores turned into crumbs. 
She stood on the balcony now, overlooking the fairgrounds that surrounded the castle. Some ponies whose house lay closest to the castle had sought refuge in their homes but the masses gathered below the lean-tos and hasty tents crowded together. The ponies themselves milled about gaunt with dull fur and frightened eyes. A couple of guards wondered about handing out oranges. The fresh fruit brightened their spirits only for a moment, stale oatcakes having worn their welcome. 
She dared not tell them where she got those citrine orbs. She feared if they found out that they were now tearing into transmuted flesh, they would turn to panic. Not that it mattered much. The city’s ponds had grown quiet and soon her supplies would run out. She didn’t want to rob them of the hopeful birdsong quite yet and the mice had already vacated with what oats they could carry. Ponies who tried to flee the city became scorched by the green lightening that would spark out of the clouds, left like grotesque cairns at the edges of their prison.
Determination greater than hunger gripped her stomach. She would get them through this but she feared more would be lost to hunger and fear than the enemies' grip if they didn't figure something out soon.

	