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		Description

Fluttershy and Rarity love each other, of that there is no doubt. 
So why did Fluttershy flee from her trying to pull her tightly to her in bed?
Maybe she is more fragile than she appears. 
Rated Teen for the content, see tags. 
Continuity: Homecoming
Proofreading by Ebon  Quill, Heartshine, and Jayman155
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I sat in the dark living room, my knees drawn up to my chest as I stared blankly forward. Tears were running down my cheeks as I tried to get my breathing under control. I don’t know what had triggered the attack this time. I could feel his hands on me again, and what made it worse was that the actual hand that had touched me was one I longed for.
“Fluttershy?” Rarity’s sleepy voice called out to me. “Is everything ok?”
I didn’t answer. I couldn’t. 
”Please, stop. You’re hurting me!”
“Fluttershy?”
I squeezed my eyes shut and put my hands to my ears, trying to block out the memory.
”You have to report this, ‘Shy. This is a serious thing.”
“They won’t believe me. Who would want to do something like that to a girl like me? I’m not worth the effort.”
A hand landed on my shoulder and I shrieked in fear, scurrying to the far end of the couch to escape his hand.
And saw Rarity looking at me in shock, her hand still raised from where she had placed it on my shoulder.
“Fluttershy,” she asked timidly, her eyes tinged with worry. “Whatever is the matter?”
I buried my face in my hands as the tears kept flowing. “I’m so sorry,” I whispered.
She sat at the far end of the couch, not moving closer. Her presence alone helped, but I wasn’t ready to be touched yet.
“Was it the dream again?” she asked. “Those boys from grade school?”
I was shuddering as I raised my head and shook it negatively. “It was something else,” I whispered shakily. “Something later. I’m…I’m not over it. I don’t know if I ever will be.”
She slid slightly closer, reaching out and resting a hand on my arm. I flinched slightly without meaning to, and she drew her hand back as though burned, her face shocked.
“I’m sorry,” I said again. “It’s not you. I just…”
“Start at the begining,” she spoke softly, soothingly. “Tell me what you can.”
I took a deep breath. Only one other person knew about this, and Tree Hugger lived a fairly good distance from here. I used to call her when I had flashes before, but now I had Rarity. I could trust her, right? She deserved to know. But could I make it through the story with as fragile as it made me feel?
“In fifth grade,” I whispered. “I started to blossom, before a good number of the other girls. And being as slender as I am, some of it was more evident than others. It didn’t help that I was already taller, either.”
I shook as a chill ran through me. “I was walking home one day and an older boy came up to me and started talking to me,” I squeezed my eyes shut. “I thought he was nice and we walked together for a while. Then, when I got ready to leave, he asked me for a kiss. I told him that I wasn’t ready for that, and he…wasn’t happy about it.”
Her eyes flashed diamond hard. “Fluttershy,” she said. “He didn’t…”
Without realizing it, my face was in my hands again as I saw the whole scene replay again. “He grabbed me and pulled me in close.” I could feel his hands on my arms. No, they were Rarity’s hands. I was safe.
“I told him to let me go, but he kept trying to get a kiss. He had me by the arms and was bigger than I was, so I couldn’t get away. He forced his tongue into my mouth, and then he felt me through my dress. When he was done, he laughed as I started to cry. Said I was such a weak little mouse, that I didn’t hold any challenge for him. I wasn’t worth the effort to do anything else.”
Slim hands rubbed my shoulders. I don’t know when I had been pulled into her embrace or when I had gripped at her like a lifeline.
“I told a friend what had happened later, and she told me that I should report him,” I whispered. “But I didn’t. I didn’t know if the name he gave me was his real name, or where he lived. And I really didn’t think it was going to be worth the effort, and why should they believe me?”
She didn’t say anything. She just held me. The words just kept tumbling out now, the dam having burst.
“Most of the time I can forget it happened,” I told my closest friend. “Pretend that none of what he did had occurred. But sometimes, something will happen and all of it will flood back. A sound, a sensation, a random thought. It hasn’t happened much since Princess Twilight came to CHS and helped us, and even less since we’ve been together.” I hid my face in her shoulder. “But it’s still there. Lurking. And it was horrible tonight, because it started when you reached out and pulled me closer in bed in your sleep.”
Rarity froze. “I’m…” she whispered. Then her arms held me tighter. “I’m sorry, Fluttershy, I didn’t know.”
I forced my arms to move from the death grip they had formed to a comforting hug. “It’s ok,” I told the fashionista. “You didn’t know, and I didn’t think you would hurt me. It’s just, when I remember…”
She kissed the top of my head.
“I love you, Rarity,” I told her. “A thousand times over. All I want is to be with you, but I always wonder what you could want with somebody like me.”
She took my face and tilted it up. Her eyes held mine in a way that no one’s else had ever done before. She stared at me intensely.
“You are worth every effort I can make,” she breathed. “You are such a kind soul, and you keep me grounded. You are my care bear, and if need be, I will protect you like a mother bear does her cubs.”
When she kissed me, I felt nothing but love, and the tears that flowed then were tears of relief.

On Rarity’s suggestion the next day, I had called the girls to let them know. She had said that they could help with coming to terms with my trauma. The girls sat around us, varying reactions on their faces as I finished a very truncated version of the story I had told Rarity. I trusted them, but it was still hard to talk about, even to my best friends. The most notable responses were anger in Rainbow’s cerise eyes and shame mixed with guilt on Sunset’s face. Aria was frozen in contemplation.
“Shy,” the redhead stuttered. “I’m sorry. Everything I said…”
I took her hand. “You didn’t know,” I said. “And didn’t I forgive you years ago?”
“Still,” she whispered, only to be silenced by Twilight’s hand on her arm. No words were said, but we all knew that they didn’t need them. The Equestrian leaned over and laid her head on the scientist’s shoulder.
“Wait till I find this guy,” Rainbow gritted, her face turning red in her fury. “I’ll feed him his own…” Her words were choked off when Applejack reached over and pulled her down.
“Simmer down,” she said. You could see anger in her eyes too, but held with a firm hand. “Won’t do Fluttershy no good now, getting yourself in trouble for beating up someone even iffen you could find him.”
Pinkie could hardly believe what she had heard, and was facing a crisis that she didn’t know how to deal with. She may be hard to contain sometimes, but she knew enough to know that right now was not the time to mention a party.
Aria sat forward, her eyes hooded and penetrating. 
“So what are you going to do now?” she asked.
I glanced at Rarity, who nodded before speaking.
“I’ve made an appointment with a therapist,” I said. “I’ve been repressing it for so many years that it’s causing problems.” I took Rarity’s hand in mine. “Problems I don’t want to have. I’m going to try and work through it. I can’t ever truly get past it, but maybe I can get to where it doesn’t haunt me the way it does.”
The Siren nodded, satisfied with the answer. I saw Sunset shift in her seat, glancing down.
“Don’t apologize again, Sunset,” I said. “We’ve settled our issue back at the Battle of the Bands.”
“What can we do?” asked Twilight.
“Be there for her,” Rarity answered before I could. “Like we always are.”
I leaned into the shorter girl’s arms, feeling warmth encompass me.
“It’s hard to believe something like this happened to someone we knew,” AJ said. 
Twilight looked down for a moment, fiddling with her glasses as she tucked her phone away.
“According to statistics,” she said quietly. “Every 98 seconds this occurs to someone. But that is based on actual reported incidents.” 
Sunset reached up and put her hand over her wife’s mouth. “Not helping, Twi,” she said.
“No,” I said. “It’s ok. It’s how she copes. I know she doesn’t mean to make light of it.”
“Are you sure you’re ok?” Sunset asked.
“I am right now,” I told her, glancing into Rarity’s eyes. 
“But you might have to be paitient,” I whispered to her.

			Author's Notes: 
Twilight has accurate statistics, and here’s some more. Every six minutes, that victim is a child. Only one inbone thousand offenders will serve time or even be apprehended. 
And less than half of these events are reported. For the very reasons Fluttershy lists, or not being taken seriously by the police. 
Sexual assault has no boundaries on age, gender, or decency. It has affected men, women, children...
And yours truly.
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