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		Description

“Let the fun and games begin,
She is vain and broken in.
Skin is cold and white,
Such a lovely, lonely night...”
This was a Songfic (a fanfiction based around the lyrics of a song) that I came up with while being rather depressed and listening to the featured song (Breakdown by Breaking Benjamin) on repeat.
In no way, shape, or form does this fanfiction mean to imply that I hate Rarity, and there is no real harm intended.
As a secondary disclaimer, I do *not* own the lyrics, rights, or company that owns the lyrics/ rights to the song, that all belongs to Breaking Benjamin and the company that represents them. The only thing I own is the idea for this story, and the way it was brought together, I suppose.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Chapter 1

		

	
		Chapter 1



    It wasn’t like Rarity to not answer her door, especially at this time of day. Spike started to worry, but Twilight promised him that Rarity was fine.
But when she was found, ‘fine’ was one of the last words anypony would use to describe her.
“Breakdown!”
Rarity was found unconscious, beaten, bloody and bruised in an alleyway.
From the air, Rainbow Dash thought she was a dirty lump of pillows or sheets somepony had thrown away.
Then when she saw it was a pony, she thought Rarity was dead.
Rarity was carted to the Hospital barely alive.
“Let the fun and games begin,
She is vain and broken in.
Skin is cold and white,
Such a lovely, lonely night...”
Shadow Walker snuck up to the white pony with the fancy purple mane.
White was the color of purity, safety, and love.
None of which he was familiar with. He knew only lust, danger, and hardship.
Such a vain pony, to be such a color. To think herself so much higher than the others.
That beacon of purity in the dead of night, was just another thing to be conquered. Another thing to besmirch, to make feel impure, unsafe, and unloved.
This was managed in maybe fifteen minutes, but he continued for hours; Until the thing that was once white and pure, was now bloodied, and very much so impure.
And then the shadows beckoned him back into their embrace, to leave the thing to rot.
What a lonely night for that thing indeed...
"Heaven is on the way,
You could feel the hate,
But I guess, you never will...
I'm on a roll again,
And I want an end,
'Cause I feel you creepin' in!”
As much as everyone tried to convince Spike, and themselves, that things would be okay, he knew with resentment, fear, and pure rage that they wouldn’t be.
He knew that Rarity- HIS Rarity- had been forever broken. Things would never- COULD never- go back to the way they were.
So he left the hospital, and walked as far as his legs could take him.
He felt like he was dying.
His very soul cried out;
Rarity! Why Rarity? Why her?
“What I've found,
In this town,
I'm headin' for a breakdown!
What's that sound?
You're so loud!
I'm headin' for a breakdown!"
When he dropped to the ground, on the outskirts of the Everfree Forest, he sobbed uncontrollably. He heard animals moving around, chittering, slithering, and crawling. They were unused to a crying dragon in their territory, that was for sure.
And Spike was unused to all of these... These awful feelings, and awful thoughts that plagued his tiny being.
All at once, everything was so loud.
Too loud for him to handle, almost.
“Drank up all my alcohol,
This is not a free for all.
I'll be there for you,
Till my heart is black an' blue!"
Nopony knew what to do. So they tried to drown their sorrows. Alcohol passed by many lips that night, and many tears were shed until most of Rarity’s friends had passed out, or cried themselves to sleep, or a mixture of both.
But Rarity’s closest friends, the Elements of Harmony, while taking a few drinks, and getting a buzz, never left her side.
Sweetie Bell cried softly, curled up next to her sister.
She was sick of the tears, but her sister needed her.
So with her sister, is where she would stay.
“Heaven is on the way,
You could feel the hate,
But I guess you never will...
I'm on a roll again,
And I want an end,
'Cause I feel you creepin' in!”
Rarity was dying. That much was certain. She had lain comatose for a full two days, and had only gotten worse. Death seemed inevitable, the way is sort of creeped in, closer and closer.        Spike, Twilight, Rainbow Dash, Pinkie Pie, Fluttershy, the entire Apple family- everypony who knew, or knew of, Rarity (The whole of Ponyville) had all seemed to stop... Living. There were scarcely any smiles, even from the resident Party Pony. Ponies seemed to catch themselves if even the ghost of a smile passed their lips.
Especially no smiles came from Sweetie Bell. She had refused to leave her sisters’ side. She barely ate or drank anything.
Princess Celestia herself was coming down later. To give her condolences to the Element of Generosity, and to see if there was anything she could do.
“What I've found,
In this town,
I'm headin' for a breakdown!
What's that sound?
You're so loud!
I'm headin' for a breakdown!"

Rarity could hear her friends. Her sister. The Princesses themselves, when they stopped by. But she could not move.
Her hooves stayed still. She wanted to reach out to somepony. But it was like they were tied down, clamped to the bed.
She wanted to open her eyes and see her friends and sister smile again, but it was as though they were taped shut.
She wanted to speak. Tell them that if only their tears stopped, and that BLASTED laughing went away, she would be fine.
But the laughter stayed. The laughter of that foul, evil stallion who had done this to her. He had taken her innocence. He had beaten her, and held her down and kept her quiet with magic of his own. He had... Done unspeakable things to her.
And she couldn’t tell anypony what he looked like, because he had forced her into this comatose state.
“What I've found,
In this town,
I'm headin' for a breakdown!
What's that sound?
You're so loud!
I'm headin' for a breakdown!"
Then that day came. Spike finally brought himself up to see his love, and when he had gotten there...
She had just passed away.
Spike never even got to say goodbye to the mare he loved.
And so, no one said anything when he screamed in frustration. When his tears made a puddle on the floor. Only Twilight came up to him when he stopped going on a rampage, and brought him into a hug.
These thing happen for a reason, she had choked out.
But Spike saw no reason for Rarity; beautiful, generous, and PERFECT Rarity, to have to have... Suffered like that.
No reason at all.
“A black cloud,
You’re so proud!
I'm headin' for a breakdown!
What's that sound?
You're so loud!
I'm headin' for a breakdown!"
The day they buried Rarity, an enormous black cloud, one unscheduled by the Weather Pegasi, floated above Ponyville. It seemed to cry with them.
But to Spike, it looked like it was mocking them. Mocking their sadness. Mocking Rarity’s very memory.
He shook his fist in the air, and cried up to the cloud.
You think you’re so tough, so PROUD up there?! Why would you let this happen?!
His cries resounded throughout Ponyville. Everypony’s mourning seemed to reach to the heavens themselves.
~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~
Rarity looked down on them from Heaven.
Rarity looked down at the one who did this to her.
Rarity watched over her friends, and ensured that they were welcomed properly into Heaven when their time came.
And Rarity, among countless other mares that Shadow Walker (Who had never been convicted of his crimes in life, and died of old age) had tormented, and killed, witnessed his fall into the deepest layer of Hell itself.
And then, finally, Rarity’s soul at long last knew peace.






AN~ I was trying something new with the colors, and if it bothers many people, I can get rid of the color and have it be normal.
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