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		Description

A normal day with the two of us, Dashie and I. It was going swell.
Then, HE showed up.
We don't know why he did it, or who we was. All we know-
It was too late for us.

Constructive criticism is appreciated.
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SERIOUS NOTE: DO NOT READ THE COMMENTS. Spoilers will be had. You've been warned.

Dashie and I are best friends. I live with her, go through the day with her; I’m there for everything she does in her life. I love her, and she loves me. I just hope she knows that she can trust me with anything. Ever since the day I met her, I’ve been the happiest living thing in Equestria. I couldn’t ask for a better friend. I know she can get a bit rough… But she always means well. I know that. Even if she didn't notice her mistakes right away, she's always sure to make up for it. 
Dashie’s been busy lately. Too busy for me; she rarely comes home anymore. I almost never go outside the house; there is absolutely no purpose for me to. Not to mention, I’m extremely shy… One day, I see my rainbow friend enter the house and she tells me “Ya know what? I don’t hang with you like I used to anymore. Tell ya what; I’ll spend all day tomorrow with you.”
Those words of hers put warmth on my heart and a smile on my face. She wasn't the Element of Loyalty for nothing.
***

We didn’t go outside that night. We stayed home, since that would be much more convenient for me. So, to spend quality time, Dashie decided it was a good idea to watch a nice movie that evening.
“How about… Daring Do and the Bandits of the Missing Ship?” I nodded my head.
She sat down next to me, and I slowly edged closer until finally I was resting my head on her warm and soft cyan fur. She puts her hoof around me, gives me a quick kiss, and played the movie. I was never the one for action and adventure, but Dashie over here had her eyes wide open and started stuffing popcorn in her mouth.
This was exactly what I wanted. Spending time with Dashie, just the two us, another step in getting closer to her (as if I wasn't close already). This night was gonna be great, she'd talk to me about her day, we'd relax, read the latest Darning Do books in the bedroom. I love this mare.
About half an hour into the movie, we heard a sound.
*Ding dong*
Somepony’s at the door? Who could that be? We aren’t expecting visitors.
Dashie paused the movie to check on the door. Just by the look on her face, you could tell she was as skeptical as I was. Something wasn't right. I felt it, something wasn't right in any way. I knew that something strange is happening, but I didn't expect the consequences. I don't want her to open the door. I want her to pretend as if no one's home.
She looked through the lens of the door to see who it was. All she saw was a pony in a raincoat; no colors or features.
“Who is it?” She asked.
What proceeded to come out of the mysterious pony’s mouth put a little fright in the two of us.
“Just stopping by to give you a little something…special…”
Judging by the sound of his voice, he wasn't carrying chocolates and flowers. 
“I’m not gonna open this door! Go away!” Said Dash. I was relieved when she turned around to walk back to me. However, things didn't turn out so well. 
“Fine then… I WILL.” 
The mysterious pony rammed himself into the door. Splinters and even Dashie herself were thrown backwards. I simply stood on the end of the steps up to the bedroom, watching as these soon-to-be horrific events unfolded. I could not intervene, as much as I would have wanted to. For I am too small; too weak to put up a fight. It was Dashie’s job to watch over me, to be my caretaker. Now it was the other way around, and I was as useless as ever.
The myserious stranger reached into his raincoat pocket and pulled out what seemed to be a knife of some sort. It was large enough in size. I would imagine he had a sinister smile under that yellow raincoat of his. He edged closer until I caught a full picture of the weapon. An ordinarily house knife, sharpened to the tip. It's stains tell me that it's had it's fair share of victims. And judging by it's size a bit closer, I realized it was...
Large enough to…
Cut through…
The thought sent horror through my body, and all I could do was sit there and hope my wild imagination was just that; a wild imagination.
Rainbow attempted to combat the stranger, unfortunately for her this pony was of no average size. He would put Big Mac to shame. Dashie flew up to the ceiling and darted at her foe, head-smashing into the raincoat pony. He stumbled back and looked at her with angry eyes. When Rainbow regained her balance from the head smash, she dashed at him, slid on the floor and shot herself up to perform an uppercut on the stranger, this time he flipped over and crashed into steps directly in front of the front door. He got up. Rainbow and the stranger stared down.
"Ooh Dashie, it's so good to see the little Rainbow friend that ruined my life."
"Wha- what are you talking about?! I don't even know you!"
"You will. You see, unlike you, Rainbow Dash, I have nothing to lose."
He looked to where his wings would be under the raincoat.
"You, on the other hand, still have your whole life ahead of you." The stranger rose his hoof holding the knife and pointed it at Rainbow.
"Why are you doing this? What did I do to you-"
Rainbow didn't have time to finish before the stranger lunged at her. Rainbow attempted to fly away, but the stranger grabbed her by her leg. A swift slash sent feathers and sounds of pain flying across the home’s lobby. It pained me to see Dashie cringe and tear up like that from the pain. Even if Dashie and I escaped, she would never be able to fly again. Her left wing lay shattered on the floor, along with all of her hopes and dreams of ever becoming a Wonderbolt. I can tell by the look on her face that she wanted quit this world right then and there, but she managed to keep going... for now. When Dashie broke free, she was forced to run upstairs, clutching her aching wound. Crying, at the same thoughts I just mentioned. 
"This was the same pain I felt when I was younger! All because of your STUPID trick! And I'm not done just yet Dash, no! I'm just getting started..."
The stranger walks up the steps to the second floor. I waited on the right path towards the bedroom, and Dashie was on the other side, leading to the bathroom and guest room. He walks up to Dashie's crying eyes.
"Oh, you poor darling. Did I hurt you?"
She looked up at him.
"You... Now I can never join the Wonderbolts- YOU RUINED ME!" Said Dash, yelling through her tears. Dashie lets go of her wound where her wing used to be and bluntly charged the stranger at full speed. The stranger whips his leg around and smacks Dashie right in the face mid-run, causing her to fly to the side and crash into the curtains that were meant to cover the windows around the front door of the cloud house. She tumbled to the floor, got up, but wasn't done. 
"I'm...gonna... DESTROY YOU!" I've never see my Dashie so engulfed with rage.
Once more, she charged the stranger. I knew what would happen, and I tried to stop it. I threw myself at the stallion, it didn't do much but it did enough. He looked down to where I hit him, distracting him so that Rainbow could deliver a full blow to his neck. The stranger gagged a little and crashed into the wall, causing the paintings of Dashie's friends to drop. 
"I've had... enough of this..." said the stranger. He walked up to Dashie and grabber her by her neck, pushing her against the wall. Dashie rolled to the left, and they kept having the brawl against the wall until Dashie pushed the killer into the bathroom. Next thing I heard was the sound of glass breaking and Dashie screaming.
I could only assume the worst. Dashie was struggling, I knew it. I wanted to help her. I can't imagine what's gonna happen. I was eager to see Dashie step outside, victorious.
A cyan hoof stepped just outside the doorway. I was thrilled; my Dashie had done- Oh no...
The hoof tipped over, severed. 
The killer wasn’t done. Dashie wasn’t dead yet. I had a chance. I would gladly have died for her.
“I…love…you-“
Those words were directed at me. I knew she meant them deeply, and I wish I could've said it back.
I don't know what happened in there, but I could hear the killer cackling at his work.
It told me everything I needed to know.
The deed was done. I could hear the sink running.
The stranger stepped outside of the bathroom. I could have looked inside, but I didn’t want to. I was already traumatized enough at the time.
He looks me dead in the eye. I stare back. Then I noticed something; The open cut in his raincoat. His coat was red, with a few stitches on his side where his wing should be. I wonder if he still had his other one.
A boot to my side sent my rolling back. He stepped forward slowly towards me. My mind was racing. If I didn't distract him before, maybe he wouldn't be after me now? I'd put up no fight against him. If he can take Dashie, He can literally step on me and crush me. I kept thinking through these types of thoughts. Then I remembered-
No time for that now, I’m busy being stared down by a ruthless murder.  
When he finally stepped up to me, I attempted to attack. He simply let out a chuckle and lifted me by my tail. He stepped over into the bedroom and threw me to the bed. I, once again, stood there and watched. Watched as he was planning out my death like it was a routine job of his. Which it... probably was.  He had his knife holstered, so I'd imagine Dashie and I weren't going to die the same. 
He opens the window by the bed and let’s all the rain in. I could feel a slight breeze. Then, he looks to me.
“Beautiful day outside… ain’t it…"
I don't speak.
"Reminds me of Fillydelphia Underground. But I don't expect you know anything about that."
I simply stare at him. As usual.
"They taught me to kill. This, my friend... was an act of revenge."
He could be on to something.
"You probably wonder why I did what I did." He looks to me again.
"I ain't telling anyone. Not even ponies I know are gonna die by my hoof. Maybe I got carried away, now that I look at it."
Great story, you sinister bastard.
"At least I enjoyed it...haha."
I want to take your knife and SHOVE IT THROUGH YOUR THROAT.
He stepped up to me once more, and lifted me by my tail again. 
He stepped to the window, and before I knew it, I was dangling outside in the rain.
"A shame I have to kill you now. Hell, what am I saying? You made me bloody stab myself, you parasite. Let's see if you can fly, worm."
Oh no oh no oh no oh no I CAN'T FLY!
I slowly began to slip. My life is flashing before my eyes.
"Don't worry mate, ain't no one gonna miss you. The Father would've been proud of me. Heck, maybe he would've even found a way for me to learn to fly again if the Fillydelphia Underground was still around.
The Father? Wait, give his wings back?                                                                                                                 
I was falling.
Maybe it was true. Maybe no one will miss me. But one thing's for sure.
Everyone's gonna miss Dashie. I attempted to block out thoughts of her friends mourning. Now's not the time for mourning.
I can't help but blame myself, however. 
It was your fault she died.
She stayed home because it was convenient for YOU.
I was falling through the sky, looking up at our once beautiful home. The rainbow’s that once lit our house were gone. The stranger looked out the window at my falling body and waved. I had to stop thinking that it was my fault. Dashie... wouldn't like that. She'd want my final moment's to be happy. I thought back to memories with Dashie. Good things. If I die, I want to die with a smile on my face just like she'd want. My mind clear. 
When we first met… how she didn’t care…
But I ended up being the exact thing she really needed…
When it was my birthday… I was greeted with laughter, cheer, and Rainbow was with me all day…
When Rainbow crashed and almost broke her wing… I was the first one there.
When I finally learned to use my flying gear… how proud and happy she was…
When she came home crying and confessed to me everything… I listened to every word…
Good times… Expect the unexpected. ‘Tis all I can say. I loved her. No, I love her still. 
I guess this… goodbye.
I love you too, Dashie.




And then I felt my shell shatter against the ground.
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