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		Description

Music therapy is an evidence-based clinical use of musical interventions to improve clients' quality of life.
Miss Eri has made Equestrian history, in perhaps the worst possible way. A couple nights ago, she became the first pony to attempt suicide. The Princesses, clueless at how to proceed, turn to you, the only human in Equestria. It's obvious that she needs professional help, and you're in no way qualified for that. Still, you know the pain she's going through.
You've been through it yourself.
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		Chapter 1: Therapy


			Author's Notes: 
Thoughts are expressed in italics. Perspective shifts are denoted by the insertion of a blank paragraph.



"So... why are you here?" you ask.
She doesn't respond, instead shifting tensely in her seat, avoiding your eyes. She clearly does not want to be here.
"How about we just start with introductions, then?" You're not sure how you're supposed to kick this off, but this seems as good a jumping off-point as any. "I'm Anonymous. A human. Ambassador for Earth."
Truthfully, that position was utterly meaningless. Princess Celestia had begun the Ambassador Initiative, bringing in diplomats from other worlds. Since Twilight had discovered that portal, Celestia felt it necessary to secure peaceful relations with the other worlds out there. But she took one look at Earth, and marked its file "To Remain Uncontacted." Of course, you knew that was just bureaucracy lingo for "Not worth getting involved in that shitshow." Earth was strictly off-limits.
Still, you were brought in, as a formality. You specifically, because of your preexisting "familiarity" with Equestria. Now, you had a cushy title, but it didn't come with any responsibilities.
Until one showed up.
"I'm Miss... Eri." She introduces herself in a hushed mumble, uneasily shifting her weight from one hoof to another.
"Okay, Miss Eri, let's talk about why you're here."
In light of her continued silence, it's becoming clear that she's not going to answer that.
So, you continue, starting it off for her. "You're here, because—" You hesitate, now finding yourself similarly tense. "Because you are the first pony to attempt suicide."
You remember being summoned yesterday. Princess Luna had been wandering dreams, when she came across a particularly horrific scene. She sent her guards to seek out the pony in question. And they found her, alright. Bleeding out in her bathtub. The doctors saved her life in time. Just barely. Another minute, and who knows? But the bombshell came when the Princess had learned the act was intentional. She was mortified. Ponies simply didn't kill themselves.
But she knew humans did.
She brought you in, knowing your history, insisting that you speak with her. Help her. She told you what happened, and you could tell how deeply it had moved her. Even now, the Princess refuses to speak a word of what she saw in that dream. All you can hope to do is conjecture.
"I don't know what that means," she replies.
Why would she?
You explain it to her. "Well, a couple nights ago, you tried to kill yourself."
"So what?"
So what? So everything! 
But you can't say that.
"Why?" you ask.
"It doesn't matter. You wouldn't understand. Nopony understands."
"That's why you aren't talking to a pony."
Her curiosity perks up ever so slightly. "Why am I here?" she asks.
It's a valid question. She's technically free to leave and never come back. It's your job to convince her not to.
"On Earth, we have a process to deal with... these things."
"A process?"
"It's called therapy."
This is stupid. You're not a psychologist. You don't have a degree. You don't know the first thing about helping someone.
But if you don't... who will?
"Therapy." She says it the way one does when learning a new word.
"Just like a doctor healed those wounds, we have doctors to heal the mind."
"So you're a doctor," she states.
"No. I'm not."
"Then why are you doing therapy on me?"
You give a dejected sigh. "I guess I'm not. The princess just asked me to step in."
"No offense, but I'm not your responsibility. None of this is anypony's business. Not the princess', and especially not yours." Callously, she rises and heads for the door.
You have to say something. Anything. At this point, it almost doesn't matter what.
"Please don't leave me."
The moment the words leave your mouth, you bite your tongue. 
What made you say, of all things, THAT?
Muddled by your comment, she freezes and turns back to face you. "What?"
"Okay," you confess. "You're right. I don't know what I'm doing."
She watches you expectantly. Her stone-cold exterior belies her intrigue.
"I know I probably can't help you. But... maybe you can help me."
"Help you with what?"
You run your hand through your hair, uncertain how to phrase this. "I'm not like you ponies. I get that. But when I came here, I thought... I thought I'd at least make some friends."
She stares at you blankly for a brief moment, before answering you bluntly. "You don't want a friend like me."
With that, she turns and leaves.


You knew that skipping out on Anonymous like that was rude, but you didn't care. You had to get out there. Walking home now, there's only one feeling dominating your thoughts. Betrayal.
This whole situation is inane. Talking to me like I'm just a filly. Nopony cared about me before all this. Why would they now? They're violating my privacy, intruding on my life like that. Should have just left me to bleed out like I deserved. Who gives a shit if I'm the only one to do... what did he call it? Sooside?
And therapy! What a load of crap. "Doctor for your mind," nothing but a bunch of feel-good nonsense. Those humans are no different from ponies. Just taller, and... smoother.
But if that's true, why did he sound almost familiar at the end there? What was that lingering emotion in his voice? Why were you so desperate to get out of there when you heard him say that?
Throwing open your front door, you trudge through the mess of your home and collapse onto the bed.
"I'll clean it tomorrow."
You say that every day. Stupid piece of shit.
You know who's stupid? That Anonymous. Who does he think he is?
He doesn't care about you. He doesn't care he doesn't care he doesn't care he doesn
Princess Luna had no business stepping up nightly appointments between me and him. As if that'd help anypony. No way I'm going back tomorrow. No. Way.
Right?


You slump back into your chair, staring at the door she just left through.
She needed your help, and you had no idea how to give it to her. You're a failure. That was probably your one shot to do some good in this world, and you blew it.
You breathe a sigh of acceptance. Face it, Anon. You're no higher power.
Digging through your desk drawer, you fish out the one personal effect Celestia allowed you to bring over. Your old iPod. You put on your headphones, sit back, and shut your eyes.
After all... who knows what's to come?
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=lTNmec6sOPc

	
		Chapter 2: Somewhere Over the Rainbow



You're eating dinner at your desk when you notice a figure standing at your open door. 
It's her.
Eyes wide, you quickly wipe the food from your mouth and rise to greet her.
"I don't know what I'm doing here," she mumbles, as you walk over to the door.
"That's okay. Want to come inside?" You motion for her to take a seat.
Silently, she steps inside your office. It's a cramped little space, but it's not like you're ever given any work to do. She climbs up onto the couch on the opposite side of the room.
Hopefully, she can't tell that's where you sleep.
You pull out your desk chair, turn it to face her, and take a seat. "So..."
"I don't want this to become, like, a thing," she says, abruptly.
"What do you mean?"
"We can talk just a bit, and then I'm going home."
You're a little surprised. "I didn't expect anything else."
"I mean I don't want you to try to doctor me, or pull some kind of human trick, or try to get comfortable or anything."
"Okay. I promise I won't."
"If you ask me something I don't want to talk about, I'm just gonna leave. Those are my terms."
Tough, but her just being here was already more than you expected to get.
"Deal."
She settles into the couch slightly, but remains visibly tense.
You start things off. "I don't want to make a mistake asking anything I shouldn't, so maybe I'll start by talking about myself."
She gives you a look of tacit assent.
"Let's see... I came to Equestria a little over a year ago. Somewhere over the rainbow, there's this place called Earth. Celestia picked me to be an Ambassador because I already knew a bit about this world."
You go on, carefully omitting the part about just how well you knew Equestria. "Other Ambassadors get to work with their home worlds a bit, but we're not allowed to contact Earth, so my job's—"
"Why not?" she inquires.
She's asking questions. That's a step forward, right?
You grab your coffee from your desk behind you. "Well, it's not a great place. There's constant war, crime, suffering. We have some really cool technology but it hasn't brought us happiness. Celestia won't risk bringing that pain here. I think the simple life keeps ponies happy."
She stares at the floor. "It's not so happy."
"Oh."
You made her sad, you miserable little shit.
"I guess I meant generally," you clarify, trying to get the conversational momentum back. "On average, ponies are happier than humans. There's always going to be outliers."
She snorts in acknowledgement when you say that last word.
"How'd you know about us before Celestia brought you over?" she asks.
It was bound to come up eventually. You still didn't know how you should explain it. "There was a kind of... story... about Equestria. About Twilight Sparkle, the Elements of Harmony, all that."
Her usual cold apathy has given way to mild interest. "So you knew our history, and the Princess picked you."
"Basically, yeah."
"That's fucking crazy."
You nearly choke on your coffee. Sure, you knew that ponies knew how to curse. They just never did.
She probably does a lot of things ponies never do.
"Yeah. Maybe it is."
If only she knew just how crazy your story really was. But no point in scaring her off with the truth.
"You left behind your entire life to come here? Your friends, your home, everything?"
"That's the way it goes," you reply. "Celestia said I could only bring one thing from Earth, so that I wouldn't taint this world. It was a tough choice. I always wanted to come here, but Earth has a lot of luxuries you take for granted until you have to give them up."
She sits up, interested. "What'd you bring?"
You pull out your iPod from your desk drawer and hold it up.
"Am I supposed to know what that is?" she asks.
"The only thing I ever felt attached to back home. Music."
Her attention's piqued. "That thing has earth music?"
You smile. "Yeah. Wanna listen?"
She nods and you get out of your chair, taking a seat beside her on the couch. You hand her one earbud and put the other in your ear. She fumbles a bit, trying to stick it into her ear without the help of fingers, but she figures it out.
You scroll through your music library, trying to land on a suitable song.
Ten thousand songs and none of them feel good enough for her.
To give her a good first impression, you mean. Of earth music. It's a lot of pressure, after all. Her first-ever song.
Finally, you pick out a personal favorite of yours and turn the volume up so she can hear. She listens intently, staring off into space, focused on the music. You watch her face to gauge her reaction, but she doesn't seem to notice. Or she just doesn't care.
The first minute in, she's completely expressionless.
The second, she bites her lip.
Third, she's quivering.
Fourth, she's squeezing her eyes shut.
Is she... gently swaying along?
When the song ends, she slowly opens her eyes. You can see why she clenched them so tight. Tears are welling in front of those light pink irises. You never noticed how much detail is behind them.
You never had a chance to, until now.
Still trembling, she chokes out her review of the song. "I— I don't believe you."
"What?" You don't understand.
"You said Earth is a horrible place. I don't believe you. Not after hearing that."
"Eri..." you start, "in every world, even mine, there's good and there's bad. There is beauty in all things, even if it's hard to see sometimes." You hesitate before saying this next part. "Even in... you."
Suddenly aware of the teary mess she's become, she pulls out the earbud and wipes her eyes. "I should go."
Idiot. You definitely overstepped your bounds.
"Oh. Sure."
She sniffles and climbs down from the couch. As she walks out, she pauses to turn back to you. "I'll see you tomorrow?"
You weren't expecting that.
"Yeah. I'd like that."
You return to your chair and look down at the iPod in your hand. It put you on the spot, but hopefully your song recommendation resonated with her. To be honest, you really didn't expect the evening to take a turn the way it did. You've never showed anyone your songs since you got here. No one ever asked.
You pop your headphones back in. You want to hear it again. But this time, you want to see it from her eyes.
Those crystal pink eyes.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=U-Ooxpz0Eqk

	
		Chapter 3: Future



You wake up around 3 PM. You couldn't really sleep last night. Echoes that haunted you. That Earth song.
You liked music, you really did. But nothing in Equestria compared to that song Anonymous showed you. And what he said about beauty? It made you feel something else. An emotion you didn't know exis—
A sharp pain runs down your hooves, and it comes back to you.
You relapsed last night.
You groan and roll out of bed, feeling the crunch of paper beneath your hoof. The poem you wrote. "Drinks for Two."
You don't like it.
You never like it.
Carelessly, you crumple the page and stumble to the bathroom.
Looking in the mirror, you don't know the mare who looks back. She's tired, her mane's greasy, and her eyes are puffy from crying.
Hey, Eri. Why the fuck do you cry so much? It's not like you have any real problems. What stallion is gonna want you, when you look like that? Oh, that's right, you don't even like stallions. You're into mares, because you think being a muff-muncher's a substitute for having a personality. Stop fucking deluding yourself, you bitch. You might as well be celibate because nopony's touching you with a ten foot rod.
"JUST SHUT UP!"
You slam your head into the sink, in a desperate, impulsive bid to stop the ridicule. It stings sharply and knocks the living daylights out of you. You're seeing stars, you can't stand up straight, you're...
...aaand you're down.
You wake up and it's dark.
It's dark? FUCK.
You hastily pull some socks on and run out the door.


She's definitely not showing tonight. This sucks. You stupid creep, you just had to go and cross a line last night.
You hope she's alright.
Fuck it. If she's not coming, you might as well try to enjoy yourse—
The door bursts open as she charges through it. "Shit, sorry I'm late! I was asleep, and, I— fuck—"
You leap off the couch, throwing your hands down to your sides. "Miss Eri! I— I didn't think you'd show."
You both stare at each other for a moment, looking equally exasperated with yourselves.
"Right," you continue. "Well, come on in, please sit down."
She obliges while you take your desk chair. The two of you sit in silence hesitantly.
Apologize to her.
"Listen, about last night—"
"I don't really want to talk about it," she interrupts you, curtly.
"Oh," you whisper. "Okay, sorry."
You look her over. She's much more disheveled than she was the last couple of nights, and...
"Did you cut yourself?" you ask.
Her eyes immediately go wide. "What?" she yelps out.
"Your cheek is bleeding. I think you might have accidentally nicked yourself somewhere."
She lifts her hoof up to her cheek, wiping away a tiny drop of blood.
"Oh, yeah," she mutters, exhaling a sigh of relief. "It's... an old cut. I think it reopened when I hit the door."
You pull out a tissue and hand it to her. "Sorry I don't have a band-aid or anything. I hope this is enough."
Slowly, she takes it from you, and presses it against her cheek. "Thanks."
You nod to the hoof you handed the tissue to. "I like the socks. What's the occasion?"
She glances down at them. "I-I just sleep in them. Forgot to take them off in my rush to get here, that's all."
"Aw, and here I was secretly hoping you got dressed up for me."
Have you learned NOTHING?
Still looking away, she cracks a faint smile.
Hang on, that actually elicited a positive reaction? Maybe this is an opportunity. Don't waste it.
"Can we talk about what landed you here?"
Please don't storm out, please don't storm out, please don't
"Okay," she mumbles.
This is going to be a tightrope walk.
"Do— Do you want to die?" you ask.
She bites her lip, fighting to suppress her emotions, and hesitantly nods.
"Can you tell me why?"
She takes a few seconds before answering. "I don't want to live."
That's not an answer. That's restating the question, that's
Wait a minute. You know what she means. You know exactly what that means.
Time to lay your cards on the table.
She deserves to know.
She's not alone.
"You know, I tried once before," you tell her.
She stops avoiding your eyes. She's looking straight at you now. "You have?"
"Back on Earth. When I was 19."
"Why?"
"If you can believe it, it was because of a girl."
She's watching you intently. Now it's you who can't meet her eyes.
"That's not to blame her, it's just—" You sigh. "I was younger then. I thought that's what love was. Something you died for. She didn't love me. And that was just the straw that broke the camel's back. My head was a mess, and that was what finally made me decide to kill myself."
"How'd you do it?"
"I'm not going to give you suggestions!" you say, half-jokingly.
Did she just chuckle? You barely caught it, but you think she did.
"Anyway, it obviously didn't work. It landed me in the psych ward, where they kept people who wanted to hurt themselves. I was there for just a few days, but it was grueling hell. Every second I spent in there was a reminder of how broken I was."
"So what happened?"
"Nothing. Life went on. I didn't get better. I don't think you ever really come back from something like that, you know? The past haunts the present. You just learn to manage. Some days you manage worse than others. But you do whatever you have to in order to get by, even if it hurts like hell."
She stares at the ground in front of her. It's obvious she's choosing her next words very carefully.
"What do you do when you feel like you can't manage?"
It was a feeling you knew all too well. "I guess... you distract yourself with whatever you can. No matter how trivial. I showed you yesterday, I have music, and sometimes I write—"
"You write?" she inquires, perking up a bit.
"Yeah. Stupid stuff. Stories, poems. But it distracts me long enough. Because, before I know it, I've made it to the one thing that matters."
"What's that?"
You lean back in your chair. "The future."
Now deep in thought, she doesn't respond. But that's okay. You're fine just sitting in silence for as long as she wanted. Quiet company beats the usual none.
After a few minutes, she gets off the couch. "Thanks for talking to me tonight."
"Of course." You open the door for her to leave. Before she goes, she parts you with one last gift.
A hug.
You're taken by surprise. She wraps her hooves around your legs and squeezes them. You debate whether you should kneel down to reciprocate, but with her locking your legs in place, it's not like you have the option.
So you stand there awkwardly for a few seconds until she releases and whispers a quiet goodbye. As she leaves, you return to your desk and start writing.
You hope she comes back.


Walking home, you think about the things he said. Those familiar thoughts, that well-known pain, the struggle to manage.
Should I have said something? 
Of course not. I never say anything good. All I do is make things worse.
He wanted to talk about the song. He was going to ask what I thought of it, and I just shut him down to get out of telling the truth.
Like the cold-hearted bitch that you are.
No. Please. Not tonight.
You push it from your mind. There's one more thing you want to do.
When you get home, you pull out the crumpled paper from under your bed, unfold it, and scribble out the title. In its place, you write a single word.
Future.
You don't know why, but the poem looks better now.
You...
You actually like it.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4oScRBsOV6I

	
		Chapter 4: Far Too Young to Die



That hug last night was the first physical contact you had in months. You roll over and look at the bloodied tissue on your nightstand. The one he gave you. For your cheek. 
That tiny act of kindness, that meant nothing to him, so why does it mean the world to me? Why am I getting so close to him? A human? It's stupid. I don't even feel comfortable telling him anything. Every night it's just been him opening up to me.
Maybe it's better that way. In for a bit, in for a pound. I start talking now and I'll open the floodgates. Why should he bear the burden of my misery?
But I like talking to him. Even if he does most of the talking.
He's a writer. Like me.
Not like you. Probably way better. That's why you didn't say anything, right? Your poetry is shit. It deserves to be hidden away from the world. Away from him. You don't want him to know what a failure you are.
Although...
You reach down and pick up the poem. Future. Giving it his title made all the difference. Now it doesn't feel like yours.
It feels like both of yours.


"Hey, Eri!"
He's already calling me by my nickname. Do I do the same? What's a nickname for him?
He's waiting. Answer him, you dumb bitch.
"Heya... non..." Your greeting comes out all slurred. Because of course you can't even say hello right.
"Anon! I haven't heard that since Earth."
"Sorry, I'll—" you stammer.
"No, no, I actually like it. It's just been a while, that's all."
Look at that. He likes it.
"Come and sit," he motions you inside invitingly. "You ready to chat?"
"Yeah." You go over the couch as usual.
You mean listen to him chat while you clam up like a dumb little filly?
Please stop
"So what do you figure we should talk about today, friend?" Anonymous asks.
"F-Friend?"
"Hey, you're the one calling me Anon. I just figured we're past the whole strangers part."
He thinks he's your friend. That's sweet.
"You have many friends, Eri?"
"No. Not really," you mumble.
"Me neither, I guess. Not since high school."
You wince at the mention of it. "High school?"
"Yeah, high school. Oh boy, what a mess that was. You have fun in high school?"
You scoff sarcastically. "Not at ALL."
Anonymous laughs. "Ha, I feel you,"
He feels me
"it's a bitch if you don't fit in anywhere in particular. At least, I never did."  He leans back in his chair and casually crosses his arms.
Look at him. The way he talks. Carefree. Confident. No stutter. You don't deserve to be in the same room as him.
I bet he doesn't have thoughts like you smothering him until he
"You ever see Carrie?" he asks.
"Who?" You have no idea who that is.
"What am I talking about, of course you haven't. It's one of those... stories. From Earth."
"What's it about?"
"Well, there's this girl in high school. She doesn't fit in. At all. She's picked on and tortured. It's a mess. Anyway, one day, these bullies cook up some twisted prank to pull on her..."
Like that time Emerald Rose and her gang told everyone you were a virgin slut because you only took it in the ass? Everyone called you Cherry for two years. Even the teachers started doing it.
Isn't that just like those cunts, sticking you with a name that's juuust harmless enough to get everyone using it. But they made sure you knew what it really meant. Every. Day.
Stop I don't want to think about thi
"...and BAM!" He claps for effect. "They dump the bucket all over her. Drenched head to toe in pig's blood."
blood
"So naturally," he continues, "she flips out and uses her magic to destroy the entire prom."
"I didn't know humans could do magic. You don't have a horn."
"Well, no, we can't," he admits. "It's just a story."
"Does she at least get a happy ending?"
"Not exactly. She kinda... burns down her home with her mom and her inside."
You stare at him blankly. "Then why are you telling me this?"


Yeah, Anon, why the fuck are you telling her this? You think she wants to hear about your fucked-up homeworld horror flicks?
"I don't know," you sigh. "Sorry. I guess my point is that high school can be hell."
"I know what that's like." She absentmindedly scratches one hoof with the other.
"Are those socks itchy or something?" you ask.
Immediately, she tenses up. "N-No."
She's obviously just saying that to be polite. Say something to her, moron.
"You can take them off if you want. I want you to be comfortable here."
You want her to be comfortable? What are you, some kind of pervert? Why would you ever say something like that to anyone?


He... he wants me to be comfortable around him. He wants me to feel safe.
Then go ahead. Get comfortable. Show him just what's under those sleeves, Cherry.
F U C K  O F F
"N-No thanks. I'm fine, I promise."


You ass. You think just because ponies walk around naked, it's cool to ask them to take their clothes off? You clearly stressed her out. As if she doesn't already have enough of that. Being a friendless loser for the past year has ruined you. You've forgotten how to talk.
The most fundamental facet of your humanity. Communication. 
And it's atrophied from disuse.
"Okay, if you're sure."


Look at him. You hurt him. He wanted you to feel safe. He noticed your strife. These scars, they hurt, but this is not the same. This is the pain of letting him down. He might be the only one who ever gave a shit about you. You don't even fucking care about privacy anymore. You just want to feel something.
You want
to be known
by him
Don't you fucking do it.
"I brought one of my poems," you mumble.
"You did?" He sits up straight, intrigued.
"Yeah. It's not very good."
"Still, I didn't know you wrote. That's great."
You pull the folded-up paper out of your sock.
"Can I read it?" he asks.
He actually wants to see it?
If you show him, you're just going to reveal what a talentless hack you are.
"If it's okay with you, I mean." He smiles at you encouragingly.
You glance down at the paper.
You and I both know that it's nothing more than a page full of pretentious cra
Fuck it.
You toss it over to him.


Here it comes. You catch it. She's trusting you here. She's revealing a deeply personal side of herself.
You unfold the paper. And you read it.
drinks for two
what does that mean to you
if nothing but a missed chance
to meet her strict demands
this is the apathy
you get at 23
you ought to change your tune
or else risk fading too soon
you hate who you are
and it is tearing you apart
drinks for two
but what if both are you?
divided by a muddied line
can't tell who's left or right
you're afraid to find
that you're not so easily defined
but you pick yourself up
only because you know you must
so do whatever you can
anything to feel whole again
too much on your broken plate
take care before it's too late
drinks for two
i can't take care of you
only one is always around
and you fail to make her proud
she's inside of you
those cruel words she croons
l'appel du vide arises
you won't survive this crisis
last call, drinks for two
tell me, are you through?
oh, darling do,
what's to become of you?

Your eyes skim back to the top. The title's been crossed out and replaced with a new one.
You read it aloud. "Future."
"I figured, after our talk yesterday..."
"I love it." You really do. "It's beautiful, Eri." 
Better than that lonely heart crap sitting in your own desk drawer.


Your heart's racing. 
There's no way he loves it.
He's obviously saying that to spare your feelings.
He cares about my feelings.
You're such a stupid slut.
"I know exactly what you're talking about in here," he says.
"You— you do?"
"I have drinks for two, too. Every fuckin' day."
You can't help but snort in surprised delight. "You're not just saying that, are you?"
"Those thoughts are with me every waking moment."
He's making it up. He's mocking you. Stop kidding yourself.
He shifts in his seat anxiously. "They were there, that night... the night I tried to kill myself."
You can hardly believe it. He knows. He actually knows.
"I thought it was just me," you whisper, awestruck.


This mare. What a tortured life she must live. Surrounded by ponies who take their happiness for granted. Who aren't haunted by their own minds. At least on Earth, you had resources. People understood. They tried to help. You don't think anyone has ever helped her. Not in any real sense of the word. 
She must be the loneliest soul in the universe.
...
Not anymore. Not if you have anything to say about it.
"Hey, Eri?"
"Yeah?"
"Can I give you a word of advice? As a friend?"
"Y-Yeah. Of course."
"Don't end up like Carrie."
"I... can't. I'm just an earth pony."
"No," you say. "I mean, she felt powerless. She lost control of her life, and it ended up costing her everything."
"Oh," she whispers.
She's afraid.
"I don't want to have to bury you, Eri."
Tears are welling in her eyes.
"You're far too young to die."
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0f71XfN_DLI

	
		Chapter 5: I've Given Up On You



"Well, Eri, it's been a week since your attempt. How do you feel?"
She climbs up onto the couch. Today she isn't as tense.
"Not great. I feel like nothing's changed."
"Well, it's only been a week. We haven't really found your breakthrough yet."
"Breakthrough?" she asks.
"Yeah. The thing that fits all the pieces of your life together and reframes it in a way you never really saw before. Supposedly it's a thing. I don't know, I'm not a doctor."
She frowns despondently. "I don't think I'll have one of those."
You pause a moment. "You know, if you don't talk about yourself, we can't make any progress."
She looks up at you with those bright, expressive eyes. "I get that. I really do. I want to, I'm just... afraid. I've never opened up to anypony before."
You're a little surprised by that. "Not to anyone? Not a parent, friends, a... lover?"
She scoffs. "Yeah, right."
"Why is it so absurd for you to be in a relationship?"
"What?" she asks skeptically. "Are you serious?"
"I am," you insist. "Tell me, what's stopping you?"
"Ugh. What's NOT stopping me? Just look at me. Grey coat, black mane. THIS," she emphatically bobs her red streak, "I have to re-dye every two weeks. Just so I can pretend I'm a little bit like all those other mares out there. On top of that, I'm disgustingly fat. My barrel's shaped like a whisky cask. I can't even take care of myself. Most days I don't shower, and when I do, I just lie down in the bathtub and let the water run over me for an hour until I can summon the will to drag myself out. Even if I meet a blind pony or some shit, they have to face the fact that I am the most boring mare in all of Equestria. I don't have a job, I never go out, and I don't do anything remotely interesting. But, okay, let's say, against all odds, there's a pony out there who can somehow overlook ALL of those things? It wouldn't even work out, because of THIS!"
She stands up on the couch and spins around, shoving her flank out at you. She taps at her cutie mark, a broken heart. "I mean, what kind of sick fucking joke is that supposed to be?"
You stare at her speechlessly. She's probably said more to you just in this one tirade than she has all week.
Coming down off her rant, she becomes suddenly aware of your reaction and that she's flaunting her rear at you. She quickly spins around and sits back down, blushing in sheer humiliation. "I'm sorry," she mutters.
"I-It's okay." You stammer out the words, trying to reassure her. You're glad she's sharing, you just didn't anticipate the outburst. "Let's talk about your cutie mark, then. Is that okay?"
She silently nods, still looking down in shame.
"How did you get it?"
"I was a filly," she mumbles.
"Sorry, I can't hear you."
She speaks just a little louder, but still restrained. "I had a crush on a colt in school. He was really cute and sensitive, not like the other boys. We were friends and we always ate lunch together. One morning when we got to school, I put a note in his lunch when he wasn't looking. I was excited for lunchtime all morning. When it finally came, I sat next to him and watched him read the note."
You lean in. "So what happened?"
"He kissed me behind the playground after school."
She still can't meet your eyes.
"I'm guessing that's not the ending," you say.
She goes on. "The next day, I overheard him bragging to all his friends that he kissed me. I remember that made me feel really special. Like he wanted to show me off."
"That's good, then."
"That high lasted for all of three seconds. Because his friends had one thing to say. 'Ewwwwwww.'"
"Well, colts are immature like that."
"It wasn't an 'ew, you kissed a girl.' It was 'ew, you kissed the ugliest filly in the class.' And he... he immediately backtracked. Said he did it as a joke. Went along with them about how gross it was."
"And the cutie mark?"
"I ran home. Cried all day. When I finally ran out of tears to shed, I got up, and I wrote my first poem. That's when I got it."
"So your talent is poetry. I'm not surprised, after I read Future—"
"Do you see a quill on my ass?"
You're slightly taken aback. "N-No. I don't."
"It's suffering," she sighs. "That's my talent. Suffering heartbreak."
"I'm sorry." You don't know what else to say.
"That's why there's no point in me dating. It'll just end in heartbreak. That's the way it's gone every time I've ever felt love for anypony. That's all I'm good for."
"I don't agree with that."
"You don't have to," she says calmly.
No two ways about it.
She's given up.
The two of you sit in silence for a couple minutes.
"You ever been in love, Anon?" she asks.
Now that's a fucked-up story.
"Yeah. I have."
She settles down into the couch, putting one hoof over the other. "How'd it go?"
"I'm alone now, so you can probably figure that one out."
"I mean, what happened? There's a million different ways it could have went down. I always thought the journey's more important than the ending. So what's the story?"
Do you tell her? You haven't told anyone. It's history now. Doesn't change how weird it is. Way weirder than her story. But maybe it's good to open up. After all, isn't that what you're trying to get her to do? Trust is a two-way street. You're going to get as much out of her as you put in.
What are you so afraid of, Anon?
You sigh and slump back in your chair. "I told you how I knew about Equestria."
"Yeah, from the story about it."
"Well, there were some humans, like me, who were really into the story. So much so that we got really attached to it. The world, the characters."
"Yeah?" She's growing intrigued.
"Some of us grew attached to specific characters in particular."
"You mean..."
"I fell in love with a pony from Equestria."
"That's fucking crazy!" she yells excitedly, leaping up. "That's so cool. You fell in love with a pony before you ever came to Equestria?"
"That's right."
"So what happened? You must have been psyched to get invited here, to the world she lives in."
You remember that euphoria. Not only learning that Equestria was real, but that you alone were chosen to come.
"Did you get to meet her?"
"I did. And I don't know why I expected anything different."
"Oh," she says solemnly, sitting back down. "Shit, Anon, I'm sorry..."
"It doesn't matter. Looking back, it's obvious. There's no way she would have been remotely interested in me, even if she could look past my species."
"Did you tell her how you feel?"
"There was no point. I was all pumped up to meet her, and she treated me like a novelty. She was friendly, sure, but there was just this... imbalance."
"What do you mean?"
"I spent years getting to know her. Falling in love. Dedicating myself to her. I always thought us meeting would be like this moment of pure destiny. But when I looked her in the eyes, there was nothing in them. She didn't know me. She was just saying hello to the new stranger in Equestria. She had no clue what she meant to me."
"Still, you could have gotten to know her, built up a friendship..."
"I felt guilty. In that moment, I was nothing. To force it would be to intrude on her life, thrusting myself into a place I didn't belong. I couldn't lie to her. And the second I'd confess the truth, it'd devastate her. To know she's from a story in other worlds, the object of some alien's unrelenting affections... it'd be a total mindfuck. I couldn't do that to her."
"Do... do you still love her?"
You bury your face in your hands.
"No."
"Why not?"
"That day changed everything. It was a reality check. If she didn't know me the way I knew her, she could never be what I wanted, what I needed. All we really want is to be known, you know? To get that, you have to build a relationship. Together. Not something one-sided, from afar. It took some time, but eventually I just fell out of love with her."
She gazes over you sympathetically. "That's heavy stuff."
"Just as well. In my time here I've come to learn ponies aren't really interested in being friends with foreign species, much less willing to date one."
Eri sits up and pauses before replying. "We're friends, Anon."
You look up at her. She's meeting your eyes. No shame. No hesitation. No anxiety.
You sit there, across from each other, looking straight into each other's eyes. Slowly, you both crack a smile.


As she leaves for the night, you stop her on the way out. "Hey, Eri?"
"Yeah?"
"I like your coat. I like your mane, even if it's dyed. I don't think you're fat. I think you're doing your best, and I think you're a pretty good writer. And for what it's worth... I like talking to you."
For the first time ever, she beams at you. It's one of those shy, wonky smiles. The one you try to hide at first, turning away or putting your hoof over your mouth, but your happiness slips out anyway. The one you get when you haven't grinned in so long that you've forgotten what it's like. Just a bit crooked, a little too much teeth and not enough at the same time.
But it's something real.
After you say your farewells, you return to your desk. You haven't thought much about your former love in months. You used to pine for her every waking moment. And now, she feels like a distant memory.
Tonight was good. Talking to someone about her, it felt like... closure.
You pull out a piece of paper and get to writing.
Hey. It's been a long, long time since I wrote an Unsent Letter to You.
I think this is actually going to be the last one.
So I'll make this one count.
You know, it's been a lonely year.
But I don't dream of you the way I used to.
I think I've given up on you.
And, I think that's okay.
For both of us.
You can live your life, and I can live mine.
And hey, maybe, one day...
I'll learn to love again.
-Anon

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=K_pLV94telg

	
		Chapter 6: Peach



Tonight, she shows up at 6:00 on the dot.
"Hey, look at you, being all punctual," you compliment her.
She casually strolls past you into your office. "What can I say? You keep me on time."
You chuckle and quickly rifle through your desk drawer while her back's still turned. As soon as she plops down onto the couch, you turn back to face her.
"Hey, Eri."
"Yeah?"
You bare your fangs at her. Immediately, she yelps and cowers in fear. You collapse onto your chair laughing, and pull them out of your mouth.
"Ahahaha, don't worry! They're fake."
She frowns at you, unimpressed. "Dick move, Anon. Dick. Move."
"What? I thought I'd try an icebreaker tonight."
"Icebreaker? Nice try." She settles back into her normal sitting postion. "I know you're just trying to get your kicks."
You twirl the plastic fangs around your finger, watching her trying to shake it off, but still trembling involuntarily. "Aw, you're shaking. You need a shock blanket, lil' filly?"
"S-Shut up!" she laughs, throwing one of the couch cushions at you.
"Alright, alright! No need to get violent. It was just a prank. Haven't pulled that one in a while."
"Yeah, nice prank alright," she says sarcastically. "Making me think you're a vampire. I don't know how humans work."
"Maybe I am one, and that was just a ruse to throw you off my scent."
"Oh, I'm onto you," she teases, playing along. "I don't know about humans, but bat ponies are just a myth."
"You sure about that?"
"Well, no," she admits. "But I'm like 99% sure you're not a vampire."
You give her a sly smirk. "That one percent's gonna come back to haunt you."
She rolls her eyes and smiles, crossing her forehooves. "Why do you even have those things?"
"The fangs? I don't know, they make me look hot. I've always thought vampires were sexy."
"You find monsters sexy?"
"No, doofus. Not monsters. That whole aesthetic, the fangs, the darkness, the bloodsucking."
"Too bad bats live off fruit, not blood."
You shrug. "You think that would apply to bat ponies too?"
"Probably. They must feed off of peaches, plums, that kind of stuff. If they went around biting ponies, wouldn't half of us be turned by now?"
"Hey, now THAT would be a bitchin' world. Vampires everywhere, only going out at night, feasting off blood."
"Yeah. That would be kind of fun, actually."
"Think about it. We could go and hunt as a vampire duo."
"Oh?" Titillated, she bites her lip and looks down, clearly imagining it.
Is she blushing?
Shit, don't be weird. You're here to help her, not rave about creatures of the night.
"You know, there's a lot of cool songs about vampires."
Really, Anon? Are you even listening? Why even bother?
"You gonna show me?" she asks. "Or are you gonna leave me hanging... like a bat?"
"Wow. That was pretty lame. I almost don't want to show you know."
"Aw, come on! I was just messing around. I want to hear some more music."
"Alright, if you're interested." You get your iPod and sit on the couch with her.
You each take an earbud and put them in. She watches as you scroll through your library, searching for the songs you were thinking of. Her mane lightly grazes your arm as she leans in to look.
You turn to her. She's got a little grin on her face.
"What're you so smiley for?"
"Nothing," she says coyly.
"Mhmm, sure. You must like nothing a whole lot to be smirking like that."
She scoffs teasingly while you go back to scrolling.
Oh, here's one. Radiohead, We Suck Young Blood. You hit play.
She sits back, shuts her eyes, and takes in the music. "Spooky piano. Already love it." As she listens, she sways ever so slowly with the rhythm.
When it finally fades out, she sits back up. "That was eerie. Gave me chills. I like it."
"How about another?"
She nods and you find the next song.
Bloodletting by Concrete Blonde. This one always gets you tingly.
Halfway through the song she's bobbing her head along and shooting you entertained glances.
"That wasn't bad. Still kinda heavy, but it felt like a party. Isn't being a vampire supposed to make you dark and brooding?"
"I think I know what you're getting at."
Bullet With Butterfly Wings by The Smashing Pumpkins. That one's a hit, she'll like it.
She gets into it instantly. She even starts chanting along to the chorus. "Despite all my rage I am still just a rat in a cage! Fuck yeah!"
Enthralled, you sing with her, jamming along together.
When that one ends, she's much more hyped. "You got any more? I'm loving this dark shit."
Fuck yeah you do.
Vampires Will Never Hurt You. My Chemical Romance. A favorite of yours.
The drums start it off, the bass kicks in, and in comes that classic riff. You sing the words to her. Your voice is stilted and comes out sounding like shit, but she still watches you excitedly.
"What if... you put the spike in my HEAAAART?"
Oof, your screech was terrible.
But you don't stop.
"I'll never let them, I'll never let them, I'll never let them hurt you, not tonight!"
She's stopped rocking to the beat. Now focused only on your singing.
What's that look in her eye?
Shit, don't start slipping now.
"Can you stake my heart? Come on, Eri! Can you stake my ha-ha-heart?"
She snaps back to reality and picks up the words with you, banging her head along. "Can you stake my HA-HA-HEART?"
Wow, she actually has a pretty good scream on her. That wail... she knows how to hit it just right.
At the outro, you lean in and whisper the words to her. "And as always, fatality is like ghosts in snow."
As the song ends, she stares deeply into your eyes. "Fuck, Anon. Chills."
"You like it?"
"That energy, it makes me want to... I don't know, dance. But hard. Like, throw my body around the room."
"You mean thrash?"
"There's a word for it?"
"Oh boy, have I got just thing for you."
At Dawn They Sleep. Slayer. While the intro plays, you get up off the couch and take her hoof.
Her hoof tenses up when you wrap your fingers around it. She resists shyly.
"Come on, Eri, you asked for this!"
She relents to your teasing and gets up with you.
You start off the first verse to show her how to properly headbang, staying close enough to keep the earbuds in. When the chorus hits you take her front hooves and jump around. Not too hard at first.
You show her just how it's done. Cool down for the second verse and pick it up again at the chorus. At the bridge you take advantage of the tempo change and headbang in time. By the end of the bridge the tempo picks back up with the "kill, kill, kill" chant.
"Now the outro's where you go all out!" You yell your instructions over the music to her. The tempo gets real fast here and you thrash around your office, taking her along with you.
She can't stop laughing as you drag her around the tiny room, from wall to wall. You're completely into it now. Lost in the music.
At the guitar solo, you want to go real hard without ripping the earbud out. Without a second thought, you impulsively lift her up. She squeaks out in surprise as she flies straight into your arms.
Oh no.
You freeze in place, still holding her against your chest. Her face in front of yours.
She's just... staring at you speechlessly. The music's still going.
Anon. What the fuck are you doing?
ANON!
You snap back to reality, and quickly put her down, pulling your earbud out. "I'm... I'm sorry. I got out of control there."
"It's okay," she whispers, fixing her mane.
"Really, I'm—"
"Anon, it's fine. I promise."
You feel like a complete ass. "Are you sure?"
"Yeah." She looks up at you. "We were just having fun."
You slide back into your chair, feeling embarrassed.
"It's getting late," she says. "I should head out."
"Yeah."
You fiddle with the rubber band on your wrist. You can't even look her in the eye.
She pauses in the doorway. "Thanks for teaching me how to thrash."


You push open the door to your home. What a mess.
"I'll clean it tomorr—"
Shut the fuck up. Just. Shut. Up.
What is it now?
You know exactly what.
...yeah.
It was fun today. I haven't had fun in a while.
You really think that's going to continue? After what just happened?
...no.
Exactly.
You pull off your socks and collapse onto the bed.
That Earth Music. He had so many songs about vampires. Equestria doesn't even have one. You've never heard music like that. That energy, that anger, that pain.
Sound familiar?
But the songs weren't just about vampires. Anon sang the words to me. I heard them.
He was just singing along. He didn't pick the lyrics.
But, he did pick the songs. To show me.
What... what is this? What's going on?
Eri...
What's happening to you?
You don't get it, do you?
I'm going to have to spell it out for you.
You bury your face in your pillow. You're tired. You don't want to think anymore. Slowly, you doze off.
You're awoken in the middle of the night. By a knock at the door. It's pitch black. You get up to answer, and open the door.
"A-Anon?"
"I know I shouldn't be here. I'm sorry for intruding, I just... I couldn't sleep. Can't stop thinking about what happened earlier."
"Oh."
You step aside to let him in. He doesn't move.
"Anon?"
"Yeah," he whispers.
"You can come in."
He obliges, and you shut the door behind him.
Hopefully he can't see anything in the dim moonlight. Your home. You.
"What's goi—"
You don't get to finish your thought.
He lifts you up into arms. Just like last time. But not exactly.
This time, he cradles you. You rest your head on his shoulder. He holds you up like it's nothing. Swaying gently. Arms wrapped tightly around your frame. Not letting go.
"Eri..." he whispers.
You pull back to look him in the eye. He's crying.
Oh no. Please don't cry.
You lean your forehead against his. His nose just barely grazes your muzzle. You can't take it anymore. You lean in...
And you kiss him.
It starts slow, but then it picks up. Deeper, harder. Impassioned. He brings you to the bed. Lowers you gently. Climbs over you. Leans down. Kisses your neck.
It's so tender. So warm. So close. You shut your eyes and tilt your head back. He kisses.
And he bites. Into your skin, he sinks his fangs. You whimper as the blood drips out. You don't care. You've felt worse. This... This is good pain.
He sucks ever so gently upon your neck. Feeding off your blood. He swallows. Again, and again. The droplets he misses trickle down your neck. You stroke the back of his head. He's drinking it all. And you're letting him.
He doesn't stop. You don't want him to stop. More and more drips, out of you, into him. The crimson nectar ebbs and flows, until everything gets hazy. Your vision blurs. Your head is spinning. You feel... faint... and the world fades...
Until only darkness remains.
You snap your eyes open. It's still dark. You're still in bed. Alone.
You bring your hoof to your neck.
...nothing.
That make it clear enough for you?
Huh?
...
...
...oh, sh—
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mSLGNwGynUs

	
		Chapter 7: Complicated



This is bad. This is royally fucked. You're in love with Anon.
Except, no. You're not. Because every time you love, it ends in heartbreak.
You cannot lose him. Therefore you cannot love him.
Oh, you dumb slut.
What?
You think you get to choose what happens? You remember how tingly you got last night?
It was a dream. It didn't mean anything.
Dreams mean everything. And this dream means you have the hots for a human.
No. I don't. I can't. He's not a pony. That's sick. That's twisted. That's—
Fucked up?
...
Face it, sweetheart. You're fifteen flavors of fucked up. Your tastes are bound to reflect that.
I don't want to love him. I don't want to lose him.
It's not up to you.
Please... I can't take this right now. I just want to be rid of you for ONE day
The last time I left you alone, a couple of the princess' guards had to haul you out of your bathtub.
I don't want to think about that
Face it, doll. I keep you grounded.
I don't need you. I'm doing better.
Then why am I still here?
...
You drag yourself out of bed and into the tub. No shower today. You run a bath. You feel so cold. So hollow. You need to be enveloped in warmth.
His warmth
No. It's just a chilly morning. Forecast even says snowstorm in a couple of days.
Oh, a storm's coming alright.
The water rises around you. You slide your back deeper into the tub and shut your eyes. Breathing in the vapors. Releasing the tension.
When you open your eyes, they land on your razor blade, still sitting in the soap dish beside you.
But it's okay. The scars on your hooves are healing.
I don't need to reopen old wounds
Not with him around
I want him to make new ones
Wait, no
Yes
...yes
He is good pain.
but... there shouldn't be any pain... right?
just let him hurt you
it doesn't matter
as long as it feels good
i'm so fucked up
i can't believe i actually want him to hurt me
it's okay
this is the only way you can feel alive
it's just a little complicated
complicated doesn't even begin to describe it
The water reaches your neck and you shut it off. Thin wisps of steam rise off the still surface. It's so warm. It stings.
Good Pain
yeah
he is good pain


When you get to Anonymous' office, you hesitate before knocking, anxiously tugging at your socks.
Maybe this is a bad idea.
Just go in there and ask him to jam his fangs into your throat.
Shut up shut up shut up
The door opens and there he is, looking down at you. "Oh, hey, Eri. I thought I heard you out here."
You dumbass! You were muttering that out loud?
"What's going on?" he asks.
"N-Nothing."
"Okay," he says. "Come in."
You follow him inside. Quietly. There is no banter today.
That's right. You really thought you could keep up that repartee?
no
i just didn't think it would be over so quickly
"Eri?"
Your eyes gloss over to him blankly.
"You gonna sit down?"
You're just standing in the middle of the room. What is wrong with you?
Shaking your head, you go to your usual spot on the couch.
i hate everything about this
I know.
You don't look at him. You just stare at the floor.
"I'm sorry about yesterday."
What?
His tone is full of regret. "I know that's why you aren't talking. I crossed a line."
No, that's not it at all.
Why aren't you answering him? Why aren't you looking at him? Why aren't you admitting that you're just a dumb bitch who caught feelings?
It's not his fault you're a pathetic mess.
So tell him that.
Tell him.
T—
"You don't have to be here," he continues. "I won't blame you if you go."
All you want is to be here. Where you were a day ago. Listening to music on this couch.
You're in the same place.
But you're not in the same place.
...
You wonder what his expression is. You don't have to courage to look. You haven't said a word since you came in. Anything you say will just make things worse.
Hell, your being here is probably making things worse. But you don't want to leave him. To leave him is to lose him.
Out of the corner of your eye, you see him move. Your curiosity gets the best of you. You steal a glance.
And
And
His face is buried in his hands.
Oh, no
You
You broke him.
Please.
Say something.
Eri.
You have to talk.
Don't do this to him. Not now.
Please.
You're crying.
They're silent tears.
Stifling your breaths so he won't hear.
There's this giant lump swelling in your throat.
You want to cough.
But you can't.
It's getting harder to breathe quietly
it's getting harder to stay in control
it's
fuck fuck fuck fuck
stop crying stop crying
he's probably crying too
hiding in his hands so i won't see
do you see what you've done
you've ruined everything
where did you go
why aren't you harassing me anymore
drilling into my brain
letting the dark thoughts seep out like oil
let me speak to him
stop doing this to me
stop torturing me
this is so much worse
i have to talk to him
this is all your fault
you took away my hope
you don't fucking want me to be ok
you wanted this to fail from the start
everything you've made me think this week
was to sabotage this one good thing i had
tricking me at every turn to scare him off
now you won't even talk
you won't admit to it
you're disgusting
i'm disgusting
i'm cursed with you
forever inescapable
i know you wanted me to die
that day you left
that's what you're doing now
thats your plan isnt it
all that shit about good pain
you made that up to get me here
you told me to let him hurt me
now youre making me hurt him
not letting me confes to him
as the final stake in my hart
th last hart break
the 1 that drivs me ovr the edg
tht m-mks me do sooside
...
n
n-no
fuck you
no more drinks for two
i love him
i'm not going to hurt him like you want
i don't need to talk
i can still move
I know you are making me heavy
I will be strong
I am getting off this couch
OW
Fuck you
One fall won't stop me
Stop wobbling my legs
I need to stand up
Look
He sees me
He always notices my pain
I am getting up
Stop dragging my hooves
Step by step
Slowly
To him
Here
He is looking at me
He is confused
He has been crying
Let me lift my hoof
Stop making it heavy
I want it in his lap
Yes
Like that
You will not silence me
If my mouth will not speak to him
my scars will
NO.
yes
YOU ARE A FREAK.
i know
YOU ARE FUCKED UP.
so is he
HE WON'T UNDERSTAND.
he doesnt have to
HE WILL THINK YOU ARE A MONSTER.
but he will finally know me
YOU WILL LOSE HIM.
i dont care anymore
DO N̵O̸T̶ TAKE THE SOC̴̮͝K OFF.
stop shaking my hoof
IF̶ ̸̔YƠ̷̖U̵ DO̶͕̿ ̶̫͐T̵H̷I̶̱̋S̸̲͆ ̸̫̉H̴͍̅E̷̮̒ ̶͓̌WIL̷L:NE̸͙̔VER̴ ̷̹̚L̵͑O̷̾V̵̆E ̴̋Y̵͆O̶̔U̴̚.̵̞̔
...exactly


"Eri... I had no idea."
You're lying to her, Anon. You knew. There's no way you couldn't have known. You just didn't want to admit it. Didn’t want to believe she was capable of that darkness.
The darkness that haunts you.
You couldn't stand picturing her do it to herself. The way you once did. You pretended those socks every night meant something else. But deep down, you knew the truth.
She's shuddering violently. Almost seizing up. She's completely lost control of herself. Total breakdown.
It breaks your heart to see her like this. You want to comfort her.
You stroke the length of her hoof lightly, just barely grazing the scars. She shivers in response. Not from pain. From fear. The fear of being known.
You look down at the rubber band on your wrist. Your fingers still resting on her hoof, you slide it up, over, and off your hand, onto her.
You pull your hand away, and leave the band on her hoof.
That's what does it. She looks down at it, and just... loses it. Her choked-up cries are like daggers in your heart. This is the ugly crying.
The bawl.
The weep.
The wail.
She buries her face in your lap, sinking her muzzle deep into your legs in a vain effort to drown out her sobs.
All you can think to do is hold her head. Stroke her mane. Be with her. Because you don't know what to say.
You're not a therapist.
You're just a friend.


..................


There, there, Eri.
You're safe now. I brought you home.
Away from Anonymous.
Don't worry.
You're back where you belong. In bed.
You won't be going back to him.
He was going to hurt you.
You know that.
i
Shhh...
Don't fight it.
Don't think.
Just listen.
I know you don't believe it.
But I'm Eri, too.
I'm who you really are. Deep down.
You thought you wanted him to know you.
But that would mean knowing me.
Because I am Eri.
And I am unlovable.
If you don't believe it,
Just look at the picture on your ass.
That's me.
The moment he sees the real you,
He will resent you.
He will leave you.
He will hurt you.
Not Good Pain
But Bad Pain
Heartbreak.
You've loved so many times before.
Each of them ended in such turmoil.
Now, you love more than you ever thought possible.
So when he breaks your heart,
It will kill you.
I won't let that happen.
I'm the only thing keeping you alive.
After that embarrassing display, you're weak, you're tired.
It is hard, being known. You shouldn't have shown him that side of you.
Now you can't stop picturing the thoughts that must have been running through his head.
"Look at this disfigured mare. How could she do that to herself? How sick is she?"
See how the anxiety doesn't leave? It's so emotionally exhausting.
I know you couldn't stand it in there. Being so vulnerable.
You were terrified. You'd made a terrible mistake and you knew it.
You did the right thing letting me back in.
Letting me take over for you.
You're a broken pony. You need me to hold the pieces together.
I'll never let them hurt you.
Feels good to finally give in, doesn't it?
To stop resisting the darkness, and let it consume you?
It's like a security blanket.
The comforting familiarity of sadness.
You don't want to get better.
Accept it. The idea of getting better terrifies you.
Because without the sadness, you don't know who you are.
If you get better, then you'll actually have to be somepony.
There will be no excuses.
You'd have to get a job. Interact with other ponies every day.
Be normal.
We both know you don't want that.
There is no point in trying to change yourself.
If you get better...
Then you're no longer you.
So you don't need him.
I promise you, this is what you deserve.
Now, just curl up under these covers and sleep.
You'll never have to worry about Anonymous again.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3hEx1BBdkq4

	
		Chapter 8: Desert Song



My Misery
quiet eyes belie a remarkable mind
each night when i prod her to dig deeper
she perpetually fears what she may find
it's far from the truth, close as i keep her
yet one night in search of memory
brought ancient words of self-doubt and despair
i cast a line with her name to sea
past those first few lines i could hardly bare
to know someone so deeply is hardly a right
a privilege earned from time put in
though i can't seem to stop this, try as i might
hearts, over minds, shall always win

You put the paper down. It's rough, but you think it's done. There's nothing left for you to say, and even if there was, it wouldn't matter. It's not like you'll get the chance to add any more. Not after what happened last night.
You started the poem after talking to her on the second night. Each evening, you'd add another couplet. After she left yesterday, you finished it.
And you can't stop reading it.
Night 1
My Misery

You met her. She was so cold and distant. She didn't want any part of this. You didn't think she'd ever come back.
Night 2
quiet eyes belie a remarkable mind
each night when i prod her to dig deeper

She came back. You spoke to her, explained the story of how you got here. Showed her the song.
Saw those eyes.
Night 3
she perpetually fears what she may find
it's far from the truth, close as i keep her

She told you she didn't want to live. You confided in her about your own attempt. Talked about managing. Talked about the future.
Night 4
yet one night in search of memory
brought ancient words of self-doubt and despair

Future. The poem she showed you. The one she named for the previous night's talk. For the first time, you had real, unfiltered insight into her pain, and it scared you. Because you recognized it.
Night 5
i cast a line with her name to sea
past those first few lines i could hardly bare

You asked why she couldn't be loved. It prompted her rant on everything she loathed about herself. That was hard to listen to. But you got through it, and told her about your former love. Saying those thoughts aloud for the first time, it gave you closure.
Night 6
to know someone so deeply is hardly a right
a privilege earned from time put in

The first time she was ever truly open around you. She let her guard down. You laughed. Talked vampires. Danced.
And ruined it.
...
...you ruined it.
Night 7
though i can't seem to stop this, try as i might
hearts, over minds, shall always win

Last night. She came in. Unhappy. Uncomfortable. Untrusting. Because you let your emotions get the best of yourself the night before. You put her in a position of personal intimacy that was not okay. You did it all without thinking.
Every fucking time, Anon. You go with your heart before you think about the consequences. It's ruined every relationship you ever had. Even the ones you didn't have. And this time, it just might have destroyed the one good thing you've had since you came to Equestria.
In the span of just one week, you earned this mare's trust, and promptly violated it. Last night, Night 7, she stopped trusting you. She didn't speak. She couldn't even look at you. Lord knows why she even came. She should have ghosted you right there.
But she did do one thing that you still can't explain.
She showed you her scars.
You knew those scars. They were an old acquaintance. It was like a new friend introducing you to someone you already knew. Old, because you hadn't seen them in a long time. No, you long since replaced your scars. With a rubber band.
It was technically better. The pain was still there when you needed it. It just didn't bleed. Some especially awful nights, you'd leave terrible welts on your wrist. But they were a step up from scars.
You look down at your wrist. It's bare now. For the first time in years. She left with your pain. You gave it to her.
She probably doesn't even know how to use it. You didn't explain. It didn't feel right at the time. She had broken down. It was like she'd become a shell of herself. She said one word to you the entire night, when you asked what was going on.
"Nothing."
That was a lie, of course. 
But you didn't ask it in the existential sense, you asked in the "what are you doing out in the hall" sense.
Maybe you should have asked it in the existential sense.
Still, it's the only thing she said last night. After she bared her scars— bared her soul, really— she cried with her head in your lap. You don't know for how long. You weren't watching the clock.
You're not a therapist.
It lasted a while, but those sobs faded to whimpers, then the whimpers to sniffles. She silently picked herself up and left. There was no goodbye, no indication that she'd ever be back. And you let her leave.
You wanted to plead her to stay, like you did that first night. But that would've been heart over mind. Believe it or not, things could still get worse. You didn't want to make it worse.
You've done enough damage.
So when she left, marking one full week of knowing her, you finished the poem. You usually give them stupid, pretentious titles. Mea Culpa. Harm's Race. Broadcasting Breakdowns. She titled her poem for you, so all you wanted to do was the same for her.
My Misery.
You know, Anon, it seems like you poison everyone in your life. You finally learned your lesson when you came to Equestria and realized the mare you loved would never love you back. An entire year you spent coming to terms with the fact that you couldn't be a positive presence in anyone's life. Now you un-learned that lesson. You're falling into the same trap. Same shit, different girl. You're just going to hurt her. You already hurt her.
She's not Your Misery. You just gave her your misery. Passed it on like a virus. The darkness spilled out of you and into her. You're a cancer. A desert song. Dead. Lifeless. Still singing. There's just no one around to hear you.
It's been one week, and you've destroyed her happiness. You were never able to help her to begin with. Every night you've been pushing her to share, trying to get close to her, never actually knowing what consequences your actions may have. You're not even remotely qualified for this. You don't know what you're doing with her. Because you're not a therapist. 
You're not someone people come to for help. You've never been that person. You don't have clients. You don't have appointments. You don't even have a real job.
In this whole year, the Princesses have given you exactly one responsibility. See Eri every night at 6:00.
So you want to know why you're a failure, Anon?
Because it's 7:45.


You're okay, Eri.
Just do it.
This is the only way to feel.
This is the only way to get over him.
There is no undoing last night. The only option now is to escape.
With pain.
Don't worry. This isn't Good Pain or Bad Pain. It's just Pain.
It will distract you. I promise.
Hold it in your teeth.
Good girl. Now across the hoof.
Ohhhhh fuckkkk that hurtssss
It's okay it's okay you're okay
It's just been a few days
You haven't been keeping up.
But I'm back now. A routine will be good for you.
You just need to bleed.
He's in your heart. In your blood.
Drop by drop,
We'll get him out.
Once he's gone, it will be you and you alone.
The way it's supposed to bE
ohhh goddddd owww
You are doing so good
My Sweet Eri
I promise in time you'll—
What the fuck was that
was that the door?
Shhhhh Eri no thoughts
Ignore it
That's right
One more
One—
there it is again
someone's knocking
It's just the mailmare leaving a package or something. You don't want them to see the blood, do you?
no
That's right. You're safe in bed. You're—
"Eri? Are you in there?"
Shit
That's Anon's voice
Don't answer it.
I— I have t—
You don't have to do anything but stay in bed where you're safe.
"Eri, please, open up, I just want to say one thing, and then I promise I'll leave your life forever."
He is here to hurt you.
I don't thin—
The blood is running down your hoof. The only thing you will see is a look of disgust before he turns and runs.
But—
Do you really want that to be your last memory of him?
The one burned into your mind for years to come?
You had a good ending with him. You left before he could hurt you. You are safe now.
There is nothing for you on the other side of that door but years and years of Bad Pain.
...


Anon, you know you shouldn't have come here. This might just be the biggest violation of privacy you have ever committed. You have absolutely no right to show up at her home. This is heart over mind. She made her choice. Now walk away from the door befo—
"Anon?" Eri cracks open the door and peers out at you.
You can't see much of her. But the parts you can see look terrible. Not ugly. Just... neglected.
"Why are you here?" Her voice quivers.
"I know you must hate me, and you have every reason to, but—" You glance down.
A trickle of blood is emerging from underneath the door.
"Oh, Eri..."
She follows your eyes down and emits a terrified squeak.
You can't just leave. This could be another attempt. You won't have her blood on your hands.
"Hey." You get down on your knees and sit on your legs, meeting her eye level. "You don't have to let me in. Just stay with me."
She pauses before giving you a solemn nod.
You do your best to mask your worries and keep your voice steady. "I'm sorry for everything I did. Exposing you to my darkness. I threw you into the deep end and that wasn't fair of me."
Quietly, she sniffles as she watches you sit outside in the moonlight. Clouds above are drifting, swelled up with snow. Overcast skies moving in.
For the storm tomorrow.
The winter air stings as the wind nips at your skin. But it can't possibly sting as much as her hoof.
"I got attached too fast," you continue. "I was excited to have a friend. There's so much I did wrong, looking back. In the moment, I wasn't thinking. That's my problem. I never think, I let my emotions overwhelm me until I do something stupid and end up pushing the other person away. On more than one occasion I put you in an uncomfortable position that you didn't deserve. For that I'm sorry."
You lean your head against the doorframe. The door's barely open, but her face is right there on the other side, inches away from yours.
The two of you looking into each other's eyes.
Slowly, she pulls open the door, revealing herself. The warm air slips outside, washing over you as it dissipates into the chilly night. Trickles of blood run down her front hoof and onto the floor, staining her pale grey coat.
There's so much.
On her other hoof, she's still wearing your rubber band. She didn't take it off.
She hasn't given up on you yet.
You can't seem to pull your eyes away from the cuts. Now that you see it, it wasn't too long ago that you last faced that ruby red. Felt that pain yourself. A few seconds of inaction pass, too stunned to even think. That's when the realization hits you.
Did you come to stare or wash away the blood?
Slowly, you extend your palm beyond the threshold to her home, laying the back of your hand flat on her floor. In front of her.
An offering.
Leaving your hand there, you don't touch her. Behind this is no obligation for her to accept, no boundary-crossing, no imposing yourself where you don't belong. It's just a gesture that you want to be here for her. If she'll let you.

She hesitates before tenderly lifting her hoof and laying it upon your palm. Both of you watch in contemplation as the blood gradually seeps onto your hand. She shoots you a strained glance, fearful that you'll be repulsed. But you don't falter, meeting her eyes resolutely while the blood accumulates in your palm.
Seeing the determination in your expression, she trembles, almost in disbelief. You know what this show of trust means to her. And this time, you're not going to let her down.
Still looking her in the eyes, you wrap your fingers around her limb gently, applying just enough pressure to help reduce the flow. She winces slightly, but doesn't recoil from your grip. Your hand is blotched crimson as you try to abate the bleeding without scaring her off.
Her blood is on your hands, after all. But compared to the alternative? This is one of those rare occasions where the literal option is better than the metaphorical.
Quit pondering, Anon. If you don't stop the bleeding soon, she's going to need to go to the hospital.
Almost as if she instinctively reads your thoughts, she inches through the doorway and sits beside you, leaning in to get closer. Wrapping your arm around her, you let her sink her head into your chest. She's deathly still, save for the little shake that accompanies each sniffle. You can feel her tears dampening your shirt collar. You don't mind. You sit there in the cold, huddled around her frame, sharing the warmth, clinging to her as if her life depends on it.
In a way, it does.
Celestia herself couldn't pry this mare out of your grasp.
Bringing your head down to hers, you whisper into her ear. "Can I take you inside?"
Silently, she nods, her head pressed against your chest.
Still keeping the pressure on her wounds, you delicately scoop her into your arms and bring her into the apartment, closing the door behind you.
It's a small place. Not much furniture. A kitchenette, a bed off to the side. She keeps it dimly lit. It's a mess, but you don't particularly care. At the opposite end of the room you spot the bathroom, and carry her over.
You flick the light on, and bring her to the bathtub. With each step, a red droplet cascades onto the tile below. Carefully, you ease her into the tub. You press her injured hoof against her chest and release it, instructing her to keep the pressure on it.
When she agrees, you leave the bathroom and go around to the kitchenette. You open cabinet after cabinet until you find what you're looking for. A large bowl. You flip on the faucet, fill it with water, and return to Eri, nervously waiting for you.
Lowering the bowl onto the tub floor, you take her hoof once again and extend it in front of her. You scoop some water in your palm and pour it over her limb, letting the blood rinse off her coat.
It's better this way. Gentler. Her condition is precarious, she's in shock. Running the bath might overwhelm her. You just want to alleviate the fear, and right now that means handling her delicately.
She winces as the water seeps into her cuts, but holds her leg steady for you, unwavering against the burning sensation it leaves. Again, you take some water and wash the blood off. It dribbles off of her and onto the tub, the translucent red fluid streaming down the porcelain, circling the drain. She watches you intently as you work, focused on your task. Washing away the past.
Each handful of water cleans her a little more. The deep red replaced by the pale grey. You even take care to rinse the spot on her chest that she held her hoof against. Her poor coat is matted and tangled, but that doesn't matter much now.
The two of you sit contemplatively as you bathe her, careful not to cause her any undue discomfort. When the bowl is finally empty, her hoof is washed clean. The cuts have begun to clot, now just thin red lines as the leaking slows.
"Do you have bandages?" you ask. "Or should I try to make some?"
She tilts her head to the medicine cabinet.
Standing up, you open the cabinet to a startling sight. She must have 20 rolls of gauze in here.
You glance over to her, but she turns away in shame, avoiding your gaze.
She's suffered enough humiliation.

You make no mention of it, taking one roll and returning to her.
There's no disinfectant, but all you want right now is to stop the bleeding. Everything else can come later. You unspool the end and press it down onto the largest cut, wrapping the roll under and around, working your way up the limb. When you're confident the bandage is tight and covers enough, you tear it from the roll, tucking the loose end in to secure it.
It's done.
She tenderly brings her hoof back down, and looks to it, then you. "Thank you," she whispers.
You slump back against the wall, giving her a soft nod and a look of understanding.
As you sit there on the bathroom floor, watching her in the bathtub across from you, there is another one of your moments of shared silence. The ones you have come to love. A silence of knowing. Of familiarity.
"How'd you know to come here?" she asks gingerly. Her voice is perhaps the faintest you've ever heard it, but the night is quiet, and the room is small.
"Princess Luna gave me your file. Had your address in case I ever needed to do a wellness check. I was... worried after last night."
"What's in the file?"
"Basic info. Where you went to school, your parents' names, that stuff."
"Oh."
"Sorry I didn't say anything. I didn't think it was worth mentioning."
"I don't care," she whispers stoically.
You tilt your head back and stare up at the ceiling.
Everything in your life is a mess.
"Y-You didn't make me uncomfortable."
Surprised, you look back to her. "What?"
"Last night wasn't because of you. It was me." She shifts anxiously, hiding behind her hair.
"What are you saying?"
"Every time you felt like you put me in a weird position, I— I liked it. I liked being in a weird position with you."
"Then, why—"
"I was ashamed of liking it."
Yeah. You know what that's like.
"I'm sorry I didn't confess sooner. Going cold, shutting down, that's just my..." she trails off, finding it hard to articulate in her state.
"Defense mechanism."
"Yeah. That."
It makes sense. You're not exactly free of guilt from that, either.
"So... we're both afraid."
"Afraid of scaring each other," she whispers, the realization dawning on her.
You half-chuckle morbidly. "It became a self-fulfilling prophecy."
"Fuck." She sinks her head in embarrassment. "I can't believe how stupid I am."
"Hey, if you're stupid, then I'm just as stupid as you."
"Then you must be really stupid," she teases, "because I'm a total dumbass." She finds some small comfort in your shared wit.
It feels good to laugh again, even if weighted by a somber air. The last time was a couple nights ago. But that feels like the distant past; so much has happened since then. It's been such a complicated week.
"Are you going to be okay tonight?" you ask.
"I don't know."
Looking over her, she's so pale. She's definitely lost at least a pint.
"I'm not sure of anything anymore," she mutters.
"I'll stay as late as you need me."
She smiles faintly. "Yeah?"
"Yeah."


You clear a small space on the floor beside her bed, throwing your pillow and blanket down. After all that, you didn't want to leave her alone for the night, and you got the sense she didn't want you to go either. She suggested you take the bed, but you declined. She needs to recuperate, and the floor's no place for that.
While you climb under your blanket, she settles into bed. Her bandaged leg pokes out the from under the covers, hanging off the side. Lying face-up on the hardwood floor, you gaze up at it, illuminated by the faint moonlight spilling through the blinds.
So much suffering. And for what? There's not a single pony in Equestria like her. Every night, they get to sleep like babies, while she lies in agony. In fear. It's not fair.
You hear her voice speak up from the bed. "Hey, Anon?"
"Yeah?"
"Where do you live?"
You stare up at the dark ceiling. No point in lying. "My office."
"Really?" She pokes her head over the edge of the bed, looking down at you.
"Really."
"So you sleep—"
"On the couch." You finish her sentence. Somehow it's a little less embarrassing coming out of your mouth instead of hers. Better to just own up to it.
"Where do you keep your blankets and clothes and stuff?"
"You know the file cabinet in the corner?"
"No way," she laughs quietly.
"Yes way. You think I have any paperwork? 'Course not."
"Well, I know you got at least one file."
"And what a huge file, too. A whopping one page."
"Where do you keep your poems then?"
"My desk."
She pensively rests her head on the edge of the mattress. "You write anything lately?"
"Yeah, actually." You turn your head and look up at her. "One about you."
A look of incredulity dawns across her face. "Seriously?"
"Oh yeah."
"Will you show me?"
"I can tell you right now if you want."
A tiny gasp elicits from her throat. "You actually memorized it?"
"Yeah. It's not very long."
"Well, I showed you mine, now you show me yours," she prods.
You smile up at her. Here goes nothing.
"Quiet eyes belie a remarkable mind,
Each night when I prod her to dig deeper.
She perpetually fears what she may find,
It's far from the truth, close as I keep her.
Yet one night in search of memory,
Brought ancient words of self-doubt and despair.
I cast a line with her name to sea,
Past those first few lines I could hardly bare.
To know someone so deeply is hardly a right,
A privilege earned from time put in.
Though I can't seem to stop this, try as I might,
Hearts, over minds, shall always win."
The entire time, she attentively listens to you recite each verse, hanging onto your every word. That captivated sense of awe and wonderment is behind her eyes.
"It's beautiful, Anon."
You smugly tuck your hands behind your head. "So you admit you're beautiful."
"What? No!"
"Well, the poem's about you."
"With writing skills like that, you could probably write about crap and spin it into gold. Actually, that's basically what you just did."
"Poem's only as beautiful as its subject."
You gaze up at her with a knowing look in your eye. She stares back uncertainly, not quite sure how to feel. If you had to venture a guess, it's probably a mix of embarrassed, delighted, and honored. Even in the dim moonlight you can tell when she's blushing.
Especially since she's lost a lot of blood.
...damn it.
All this pillow talk distracted you from the gravity of the situation.
"You really should try to get some rest, Eri."
"Yeah. Okay." She rolls over to the center of the bed, once again out of sight.
You turn onto your side, getting ready to sleep. Next to her, for the first time.
Well after all, we'll lie another day
She can't do this alone. She needs someone to be there for her. To help her cope.
And through it all, we'll find some other way
To stop the bleeding when it comes.
To carry on through cartilage and fluid
To show her you'll be there even if no one else will.
And did you come to stare or wash away the blood?
Will she ever get better? Did you?
Well, tonight... will it ever it come?
Is this sustainable? How long can you keep this up? Listening to music together and bonding over suicide?
Spend the rest of your days rocking out just for the dead
Did you ever find purpose? Or are you just existing? A walking corpse?
Well, tonight... will it ever it come?
You just can't seem to shake her from your thoughts.
I can see you awake anytime, in my head
Outside, you can hear the storm brewing.
"Goodnight, Anon."
"Goodnight, Eri."
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=NxQVElXpTVg
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		Chapter 9: Pothole



You awake to the sound of wind wisping outside, and the sensation of an aching back. You thought sleeping on your couch was bad. Turns out it's a cloud compared to a hardwood floor.
With the morning sun filtering in through the blinds, you roll onto your side. Eri's apartment is a mess. You saw it for yourself last night, but in the chaos of everything happening, you failed to process the magnitude of just how bad it was. The floor is coated in dust, the kitchen counters are piled high with abandoned dishes, and all her belongings are carelessly strewn about. It reminds you of how you used to live. 
The transition to Equestria upended that lifestyle. Now your home is a tiny room, and you don't have much in the way of possessions to clutter it. Truthfully, you're in no position to judge. If you were still on Earth, things would be no different. You want to believe you've really improved, but all this time with Eri has made you realize something.
You haven't changed.
You've just suppressed it. Detached yourself from social spheres. Even if your life was a wreck, no one's there to see it. You're a tree falling in the forest, with no one around to hear.
Except Eri. Now that she's shown up, it's starting to hit you just how loud a sound it makes when you fall. In some sick way, you're falling together. Maybe if you were just a bit stronger, you could help her when she gets down. But with each passing day, it's becoming more and more clear that you're not helping her.
She's getting worse. And it might be your fault.
She confessed last night that she liked the growing attachment. And, to be honest, you did, too. But she was ashamed of it, ashamed of getting close to you. Because you were right yesterday. You can't be a positive presence in her life. You don't know how. She needs a friend who understands boundaries, who can ease her into forming healthy relationships. In nurturing her, you've lost your objectivity. If you ever even had any semblance of it in the first place. But there are no therapists in Equestria. That's why you're here to begin with.
Still, the Princesses are ancient beings of profound insight. They should be able to do more than just some human. But in their infinite wisdom, there was a reason they deferred to you, and you knew why.
Your first night here, after retiring to one of the royal palace's guest bedrooms, Princess Luna stopped by to check on you. In your dream. Under all the stress of your move here, it was no wonder that night held in store one of your recurring nightmares. The one where your attempt succeeds.
You woke up in a cold sweat. Within a minute, Luna was at your door. She didn't know what to make of the scene she saw in there. She couldn't have. She asked you to explain it to her, and still it eluded her understanding. You weren't exactly one to share your dark past, especially with someone you met that very day. But you felt like you had known Luna for years. Because, in a way, you did.
That night, when you saw the sheer incomprehension in her eyes, you realized that none of these ponies would ever understand you. They don't have the capacity to discern the darkness. That's why it was pointless to believe a mare would ever love you, why you never pursued your one true love. As it turns out, you can't be known. Not in any real sense. And that's all anyone really wants. To be known.
All this isn't to say that ponies are incapable of empathy. Quite the opposite. Their naïveté made them creatures of immense compassion. That first night, Luna had a cot brought in so you wouldn't have to be alone. You protested, thinking it would demean her status as a Princess, but she wouldn't have it any other way. She shirked her royal duties to spend the night with you. In her humility, she understood fear, and just how much a simple comforting presence can help.
As you think about it, it went down more or less the same as it did between you and Eri last night. You ended up showing her the same compassion Luna showed you a year ago.
But you never connected with Luna. For all her kindness of spirit, you knew she would never understand the anguish of wanting to die. Even a thousand year torment could not grant her insight into your darkness. Of course, it's apples and oranges to compare your two situations. It's not saying you had it worse than her. It's just that these two beasts are so vastly different as to be incomprehensible to one another.
Princess Luna was your first shot at making a friend here. But the two of you, quite literally, came from different worlds. While you might inhabit the same one now, your minds would be irrevocably bound to the ones you came from. You could never be truly close.
After her, you just sort of gave up. There are a few ponies that you'd call acquaintances. You have a professional relationship with the Princesses. But there was never any point in trying to get close to any of them. Because once they knew you, they either wouldn't understand, or you'd scare them off. Both of them are equally disheartening.
But... Eri understands.
Yeah. She does. That's why Luna asked you to intervene. Not just to help her.
She was trying to help you, too.
You stretch your arms and rise to your feet. Eri's still fast asleep in her bed. For the first time, you see her genuinely at peace.
If she must be doomed to be haunted in every waking moment, then at least sleep allows her some small respite.
You look over her, her body gently rising under the covers with every breath. You know it's weird to watch her sleep, but you can't help it. She's just so sweet.
When the moment of pensive reflection passes, you pick up your pillow and blanket and put them away. It's probably best if you don't stay.
Grabbing a scrap of paper, you write out a note for her.
Eri. I'm heading out, I don't want to linger. Take today and rest. I hope I'll see you tonight at 6, but if you need a night off, I understand. And remember, if you need anything at all, you can come by my office anytime. My job's a joke.
- Anonymous

You affix the note to her fridge and tidy up a bit before heading off, making sure to close the door quietly on your way out.
The stroll to your office is bitterly uncomfortable. It's freezing, and in your fervor last night, you neglected to bring a coat or hat. Above, the sea of clouds is swirling in anticipation, blocking out the sun. The world is ever silent.


Eri shows up a few minutes past six, bundled up to shield herself from the blistering cold.
"Hey," you greet her. "Wasn't sure you'd come."
She pulls off her scarf and hat. "I wanted to see you."
You don't know how to feel about that. Ambivalence. Relief... but also guilt.
She takes her seat, dropping her accessories down beside her. Anxiously, you sit across from her.
There's no ignoring it. Better to just get out ahead of it.
"You want to talk about us?" you ask.
"I do, I just— I don't know what to say."
"Do you think this is unsustainable?"
She looks at you uncertainly. "What do you mean?"
"I mean, can we keep this up? I like seeing you, and I don't want it to stop, but I have this gnawing feeling. Like we're headed for something bad. Something big, lurking beyond the fog ahead."
"I know what you're feeling. I can feel it coming, too."
You rub your neck nervously. The stress is mounting. "I don't want to screw this up. The longer this goes on, the more certain I am that I'm going to ruin it somehow."
"Anon, you're not going to ruin anything. I'm the fuck-up here. Just look at last night."
Last night.
"Exactly. If I can't help you, then what good am I? What purpose do I serve in your life besides causing you strife?"
"What good are you?" she disbelievingly repeats your question. "Look at this!"
She pulls her sock off to reveal the bandages underneath. "You did this. You're not always going to be there to prevent my problems, and it's not your fault when I inevitably mess up, but you're there for me when I need you. I'm the one who doesn't deserve you! I make a mess out of my life and you're there to clean it up. I never even have to ask. You just do it. That's who you are. And all the while, I— I don't do any good for you."
"That's completely wrong! Every night you've been coming here. Sitting in this room. Being here with me. No one made you do that. That first night, you could've left and never came back. Hell, you were going to. But I asked you one thing. I asked you, please, don't leave me. And you didn't. You came back. You let me in. Every time I did something weird or uncomfortable, you could have left right there and cut me off. When I came to see you last night, you could have left the door shut. But even when it defies every instinct, every rational calculation, you let me back in. Because you know how much I need it. This whole year I've been lying to myself about how lonely I am. But the truth is, I didn't care what happened to me, until I met you."
Baffled, she lies down on the couch and squeezes her head between her hooves. "Agh, this is such a mindfuck."
"I-I'm sorry."
"No," she mumbles, putting her hooves back down. "It's not your fault. This whole situation is insane. Can we just take a night off? Both stop trying to sabotage this relationship, and just enjoy it for once?"
You sit back in your chair. "Yeah. You know what, that's probably best. This is getting nowhere, we're going in circles."
"I'm not good enough for you, you're not good enough for me, I don't even care anymore. We're here tonight, let's do something together."
"How about some music?"
"Yeah," she says, perking up a little. "But nothing heavy tonight, okay? My head is pounding."
"I figured thrashing's probably out of the question with your hoof. Don't you worry, though, I've got a thousand songs for every mood."
She smiles. "Show me."
You hop onto the couch with your iPod and each put in an earbud. While you look for a song, you sit back against the cushions and she leans against the armrest. Comfy.
You settle on some Weezer, Say it Ain't So.
Not too energetic, but lively enough not to bore her. Confidently, you hit play.
But as the song goes on, you can tell she's not really getting into it.
"Something wrong?" you ask.
She glances away, guiltily. "It's a good song, really. Any other day I might like it, I'm just feeling a little low tonight. That's all."
There's got to be something that'll both soothe her and lift her spirits. Maybe some new wave.
You play some Depeche Mode. Then The Police, and The Cure.
With each song, she gets a little more into it. By the time Friday I'm in Love comes on, she's nodding along and tapping her rear hoof against your leg.
It's insane how quickly music can shift the mood.
When the song ends, she smiles warmly. "That one was fitting. Sounds like he had a crazy week. Like the one we've had."
You didn't even pick up on that. "Yeah. You're right, actually."
But, he was singing about l—
"You got any more soft songs? Like the first one you showed me, last week?"
"Yeah, I do. They're really cozy to listen to, you're gonna love 'em."
You put on Cat Stevens' The Wind. She shuts her eyes and you follow suit, taking in the tranquil guitar.
When that's over, some Fleetwood Mac. Landslide. Lost in the music, she sinks her back lower, sliding her head off the armrest. Her hind legs rest gently on your lap. You're singing along faintly.
Eyes still shut, you slip into a trance. You don't seem to notice when the song ends. Shuffle takes the wheel. Some Neutral Milk Hotel song comes on, you don't really know which one. In your meditative state, only one thing comes to mind. Eri.
The longer this goes on, the more muddied it feels. You don't know how to define the relationship. Your connection to her is so nebulous. She means so much to you, but you just met her. Is it possible you're rushing things? She's a broken pony, every self-inflicted crack now irrevocably tied to your own fractures. She knows you now. There's no going back from that. But if you take a step back, you risk severing those ties, leaving her to break apart like crumbling concrete. It's not so cut-and-dry. Still, you can't deny these feelings. She's—
"Anon?"
"Huh?" You snap back to reality, opening your eyes to see her lying beside you.
"I was just asking how humans dance to these songs."
You finally notice the song playing just in time to catch the end of it. "Oh. Uh, I'm not really sure. It'd be a slow dance, I guess."
She looks up at you. "Will— Will you show me?"
She's asking you to slow dance? She doesn't know what she's asking for. This isn't thrashing. This is different. This is... intimate.
But as you peer down at those innocent eyes, you can't fathom denying her anything.
Gently, you take her front hooves and lead her off the couch. You're sure to grip her bandaged leg lightly. She must still be sore. Your other hand brushes against the rubber band she still bears.
The next song to come on shuffle is Transatlanticism, a Death Cab For Cutie classic. Like it knows what you're about to do.
As the piano begins, she stands uneasily on her hind legs, letting you guide her as she finds her footing. Gently, you sway back and forth, tenderly holding her front hooves. The two of you listen silently to the mellow lyrics of the first verse, serenading you through the earbuds.
Through the second verse, you lead her gently across the room, carefully stepping in time with the song.
"This is how humans do it?" she asks quietly, keenly watching your feet as you lead.
"Kind of. We're a little taller, so we'd stand closer. Arms around each other. I'd have to hold you up to do it that way."
"So do it," she whispers boldly, gazing up at you.
You look back at her apprehensively. The last time you tried that nearly ruined everything.
"It's okay, Anon," she reassures you, almost knowing what's holding you back. "I promise."
Now in the refrain, you lean down and lift her up gently. Deliberately. Thoughtfully. Not at all like last time.
She drapes her forehooves around your neck while you support her body. Through the earbuds those sweet words are practically whispered into your ears.
I need you so much closer
I need you so much closer
Her warmth bleeds into you as you press her against your frame. It's more a hug than a dance.
As the song draws on, you begin to sway again with her in your arms. She shuts her eyes and rests her muzzle on your shoulder.
In this moment, it is the perfect song. Slow and long. Right now, you're happy. You don't remember ever being so happy. Not joy, or ecstasy, but peace. Genuine contentedness. You might be the one holding her up, but she's the one keeping you safe. You don't want it to ever end. You want her in your arms forever.
I need you so much closer
I need you so much closer
Tenderly, she rubs the side of her head against your cheek, almost nuzzling you. You can feel her mane against your ear. It's a little greasy, but even that is kind of endearing. If anyone deserves to be cut a break, it's her. She's been through hell these past few days. She deserves some small comfort. All you want is to comfort her.
Swaying along to the music, you lose yourself in the sensations of her. The placid breaths in her breast, her hind legs wrapped tightly around your ribs, the softness of her coat melting between your fingers.
So come on
Come on
It's almost as if he's singing the words specifically to you. Like he wants it to happen as much as you do. "Come on, Anon."
After what feels like an eternity, the song eventually fades, leaving the two of you in adjacent silence. Eri pulls her head back to meet your eyes. This is the closest you've ever been.
Tension hangs in the air as you stare deeply into each other's eyes. This is another silent moment, the kind of silence you like. No words needed, just endless thoughts of each other. You, wondering what's running through her mind. Her, wondering what's running through yours.
Her face is only a couple inches away from yours. You can practically feel the heat emanating off it. You're so close, it'd be so easy to just...
Before anything can happen, the fleeting moment's immediately cut short by the next song. The intro to Jesus of Suburbia blasts your ears, startling you both. You nearly drop her in surprise, but catch her just in time.
When you both regain your senses, you can't help but share in a laugh upon realizing what happened.
Carefully, you lower her back to the ground and pull your earbud out. "That was certainly someth—" You turn to the window, interrupted by the rattling of the wind against it.
Eri pulls out her own earbud and smacks herself in the head. "Shit, the storm, I totally forgot it was tonight."
Only just now are you two noticing the downpour of snow going on outside.
"I better go now, before it gets worse." She returns to the couch to retrieve her scarf and hat.
"At least let me walk you home."
"Anon, it's crazy out there. No point in making you walk to my place and back."
"I don't want you to go alone."
She looks up at you hesitantly before agreeing. "Alright. Let's hurry."
Quickly, you both bundle up for the trek. On the way out, you hold the door for her.
Immediately, the gales batter you both, slamming you with a dense wall of ice. Your scarves whip around in the wind.
"What a mess!" she yells. "I can't believe I forgot about the weather alerts."
"It's my fault, too. I've been caught up in the stress of the last couple of days." You look down at her fondly. "I'm glad you're okay, though."
You trudge onward through the storm. It's still a few minutes to her home.
As you walk, you glance back at your footprints in the thick snow.
Two tracks. Hooves and feet. It's stunning just how dissimilar they really are. Different shapes, different strides. They shouldn't look so good together.
But they do.
The streets are barren, illuminated faintly by the lamps lining each building, devoid of a single soul beyond the two of you.
Hauntingly beautiful.
"Thanks for the distraction tonight," she says, raising her voice slightly over the wind.
"You were right. It was good for us to take a night off from the constant worrying and just live in the moment. I haven't done that in so long, I forgot what it's like."
"And I learned another dance. I didn't do much, but—" Eri yelps as she trips and stumbles forward, falling flat on her face.
Immediately, you descend on her, helping her back up.
"What the hell was that?" she asks, brushing the snow off.
You glance behind her to see an unnaturally deep hoofprint among the rest. "Just a pothole in the road. Hidden under the snow. You alright?"
"Yeah, yeah, I'm good," she insists. "Thanks for the help."
Still kneeling beside her, you softly stroke the length of her mane.
She jerks her head back and blushes at you, partly from the cold, partly from surprise. "W-What are you doing?"
You chuckle at her bewilderment. "You have some snow caught in your mane."
"O-Oh," she stammers, nervously brushing her hair to clean it out.
You pat her head affectionately and stand up. "Come on. Let's get you home."
She continues trotting along at your side, as best she can through the deep snow. You briefly entertain the idea of carrying her home.
But that would be too much, wouldn't it?
Eventually, your frigid journey comes to an end, once you reach her apartment.
She fumbles with the door before opening it and turning back to you. "You should come inside. Maybe I can make you something to warm up."
You hesitate before answering.
You want to accept. You really do.
But you know why you can't.
"Nah, I'm okay. I should head home."
"Oh," she whispers, a hint of disappointment in her tone. "I just feel bad, making you come all the way out here."
"It's okay. It was my idea. I wanted to make sure you got home safe. Mission accomplished."
"Thanks, Anon. For everything."
"Of course. Will I see you tomorrow?"
She smiles at you. "Wouldn't miss it for the world."
You squat down and hug her goodbye. Her hoof lingers around your neck a bit before finally breaking away.
Once she shuts the door, you steel yourself for the return trip.
The walk home in solitude is a bitter one. You follow the pair of tracks back, your feet retracing only one set of them, the other set left to be forsaken. Forgotten. Steadily disappearing before your very eyes, as the unrelenting snowfall fills it in, wiping it from the earth's memory.
The storm eases up a bit, but somehow, you can tell that it's not over.
The worst is yet to come.
Thinking back, you're so torn. You almost accepted her offer. But you knew what that meant. It would mean admitting that this is real. And the moment it becomes real, one way or another, it will be ripped away from you. From her. It crushed you to have to turn her down. For her, you'd do just about anything.
There was only one request in the world that you would deny her.
You wouldn't dare hurt her.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5i_GrAlsYMc

	
		Chapter 10: Curl Up and Die



Last night's storm came and went.
Honestly, you never understood the necessity for storms in this world when a prevailing race controls the weather. A lot of this world is beyond your comprehension. You never really fit in here.
All your life, you wanted nothing more than to come here. It was only when you arrived that you realized how misguided that desire was. There is no place in Equestria for a human. You were deluded in thinking you'd get a doting wife, a circle of friends, a sense of self-affirmation. Because you could go to the purest world across all of existence, and that still wouldn't change who you are.
You're broken. Your demons will follow you wherever you go. Crippling your every attempt at forming healthy relationships with others.
If there is no hope, then what's the point? Why live like this? You're not happy. You never will be happy. You just want it to be over.
A knock on your door interrupts your thoughts. You open the door for Eri. No socks today. No accessories at all, save for a fresh bandage. And your rubber band.
She notices you looking and comments. "It's gotten better out there. Stopped snowing and wind's died down."
The two of you take your seats across from one another.
"How was the trip here?" you ask.
"You ever notice how the snow blanketing everything makes the world feel quieter? It was almost eerie."
"Yeah, the walk back to my office last night was kind of gloomy, too." You instinctively fidget with your wrist before remembering where your rubber band went.
"You okay, Anon?"
"Yeah. Just didn't sleep well."
"The storm keep you up?"
"Bad dreams."
"You want to talk about it?"
You sigh. "I don't know what to say. I've had these recurring nightmares since the night I tried to kill myself. Dreams where I actually go through with it, feel myself slowly dying, piece by piece, and wake up in a sweat. Every time it goes down the same way, and every time I genuinely believe it's happening for real. No matter how many times I go through it, I know I'm doomed to suffer it again. Like an eternal curse. Destined to forget the torment and relive it anew each time, like Sisyphus or Prometheus."
"Who?" she asks.
"It doesn't matter," you mumble.
Her ears fold back as she watches you sympathetically. "Anon, I never told you what happened. The night I tried to die."
"No, Eri, you don't have to—"
"I want to." She pauses. "Can you just— come over here?" she asks, beginning to tear up. "I don't think I can say it very loudly."
You oblige, taking the spot next to her on the couch.
She leans her head on your shoulder. "It was almost two weeks ago. I was miserable, suffering, I wanted it to be over. I cut out the dark thoughts. I thought it would be better if I pretended they didn't exist. And it worked. I felt better. I was alone in my head, I could think clearly. It was like this fog was finally lifted. I took one look at my apartment, and I wanted to do better. I finally had some tiny ounce of motivation to act. So I cleaned my place up, organized my things, climbed into my bathtub, and slit my hooves."
"What? Wh— How?"
She sniffles. "I wasn't better. Not really. I saw how much I fucking hated living and how much I wanted it to be over. Once the haze was gone I realized that only I could finally end it. So I took what little motivation I had, and put it towards dying."
You look down at her, a quivering wreck, her cheeks wet with tears.
"I cut deeper than I'd ever gone before. Must have hit an artery or something because the pain took me out quick. The darkness slipped over me, and for the first time, I could see it for what it really was."
"What?"
"Nothing. It's nothing. There's nothing behind the veil. It's just an empty void in your head. You want to believe it's some separate entity, that it's not a part of you, but that's not true. It is you as much as you are it. You can repress it, ignore it, pretend it doesn't exist, but sooner or later it's going to come out again. And when I passed out, it came out in full force. The darkness enveloped me. It was the cold, the pain. Numb and agonizing all at once. I screamed, but it made no sound. I cried, but there were no tears. I had become the nothing, had lost all sensation. I realized I was going to die, and there was nothing I could do."
"What happened?"
"I saw Princess Luna. I couldn't see anything. Not the darkness, not myself. But I saw her. And the look on her face scared me more than the nothing ever could. For some sick reason, my mind had dragged her into it. It was one thing to do this to myself. But to force it upon her... the last thing I remembered was complete shame. Not the pain, not the anguish. The shame."
She rests her head on your lap, too emotionally exhausted to prop herself up. "I woke up in the hospital. Found out that it was Princess Luna who had saved me after all. I'm alive because of what I did to her. That shame, it hasn't left. She didn't want this, she didn't consent to any of it. But I made her stand face-to-face my darkness anyway. I actually scarred the mare who suffered for a thousand years. And that just feels like... shit."
You stroke her mane reassuringly. She shuts her eyes and submits to your movements, finding comfort in them.
"When Luna brought me in, she didn't seem scarred," you say. "She looked concerned. The only thing on her mind was your well-being."
"I know you mean well, Anon," she sighs, "but you didn't see her in my dream. I horrified her, changed her, showed her something she couldn't wrap her head around. I exposed her to that darkness for the first time."
"No, you didn't. I did."
She looks up at you.
"My first night here, a year ago, I was a guest in the castle. Luna visited my dream. She saw the nightmare. Saw me kill myself."
A look of disbelief casts over her face. "Are you serious?"
"She comforted me. Of course she didn't understand, but she had nothing but sympathy. That's why she asked me to talk to you. I was the only other creature she knew who shared that same impulse. The want to die."
"I can't believe it," she whispers.
"She wasn't shocked by the darkness, Eri. She was shocked that it could exist within a pony. You didn't traumatize her. You don't deserve to bear that guilt. Your pain is not a burden on anyone, you don't have to close yourself off for fear of hurting them."
Holy shit.
You genuinely believe that holds true for Eri.
So why is it so difficult to accept it as true for yourself?
"Do you really mean that?" she asks.
"Of course I do. I don't want you to feel like you have to isolate yourself from anyone. You deserve the comfort of opening up to someone as much as any other pony, no matter what's in your head. Nothing you say could make me stop caring about you."
She pauses, nervously fiddling with her bandages in your lap. Almost as if she's building up the courage...
"Anon?"
"Yeah?"
"I— I love you."
Inside your head, there are three pillars of identity. The ideal self, which encompasses all the traits you aspire to have, an impractically perfect model. The perceived self, which is part how you see yourself, and part how others see you. The real self, the objective truth, which, while possibly overlapping the perceived or ideal self in some aspects, is ultimately unknowable in its entirety.
The reason I mention this, is because up until this moment, each of your selves was vastly different from one another. Who you really were was nothing like how you saw yourself, or who you wanted to be. In this very moment, every conception of your own self was shattered. You had been denying the feelings of your real self. You labored under a cynical delusion of the perceived self. You desperately sought after an unreachable ideal self, unable to accept it was incompatible with what you really wanted— who you really wanted.
And Eri's sense of self, which you had some small glimpse into, but, being unable to see her thoughts, lacking in any real insight, was a whole other beast. Now faced with a crossroads, forced to accept your feelings for what they are, and reconcile them with the feelings of a mare you cared so deeply about... It was daunting, to say the least.

Having spaced out for the past 37 seconds, lost among arduous thoughts and mental gymnastics, you finally realize what Eri is saying to you.
"—so sorry, Anon, please just forget I said anything, I feel like a complete idiot..."
You look down at her. "I'm sorry."
"No, I'm—"
"I know the past ten days have been a complete wreck. But in that wreck, we started to find each other. Piece by piece, we put together the puzzles of ourselves. There were even a few pieces that got mixed up between us. In me, there is some of you, and some of me in you. There's so much that we figured out right here on this couch. So many introspective nights. It took us a while to figure out, but we learned that we share the same darkness. And it's exactly because of that darkness... that I can't do this."
"W-What?" she asks, her voice breaking.
"I know you think you love me. I know you must have very deep feelings for me..."
"No, no, no..." she whispers in horror, crawling back away from your lap, on the verge of tears.
"Eri, please, listen. I have these same feelings. I think about you constantly. But we can't keep doing this. As ridiculous as it feels, I'm supposed to be your therapist. Someone you trust, and confide in. You don't love me. I'm just the first person to come along who's understood you, and that's— that's not the same thing."
"No!" she yells, cowering on the other side of the couch. "You c-can't say that, after everything..."
"This isn't healthy. It's only been ten days, you don't know what you want. We're headed down a path that is just going to hurt us. I can't be your savior, I can't fix you, you're not some manic pixie dream girl for me to rescue. I'm just a fucked-up guy who has his own demons. I'm not going to risk your health by dragging you into a mess you're not ready for."
"That's not fair," she cries. "You don't get to fucking decide what I want. You made me let you in, and the second it gets real, you want to pull away, like all that meant nothing."
You stand up, exasperated, throwing your arms in the air. "I don't know! What do you want me to say? I don't like what I did either, I pushed and pushed and pushed until I made you open up to me and I fucking hate it! I'm not a shrink, I have no clue what I'm doing with you. I don't deserve your trust, I poked and prodded because I thought I knew what's best for you, and obviously I don't. Your life is literally at stake here, and I'm not going to let what I want do anything to jeopardize that!"
"What WE want!" she yells. "I've spent such a long time afraid of what could happen, so many nights staying up terrified at the idea of letting myself love you. But every single time you've proved that nothing is going to stop you from loving me back. I know you want this, damn it!"
You pace around the room angrily. "Of course I want it! I never fucking thought I'd love again, and here you come, dropped into my lap by the Princess of the night, to upend my whole life! We're too fucking broken to do this back and forth! To pretend that we can have some normal perfect life, when all we're really going to get is double the darkness! We're just stumbling around blindly, we don't know how to help each other!"
"And what about this?" she shouts at you, tearing her bandages off, exposing her scars. "Two nights ago, I did this to myself because I didn't want to love you! I abandoned you, cut you out of my life, and mutilated myself to escape these feelings. And what did you do? You fought for me! You didn't let me pull away. You came to me and washed the blood away, patched me up and told me you'd be there when I needed you. And now I'm finally ready to admit I need you, and you want to pull away just like I did. I'm not going to let you do that, now that I know you love me, I'm going to fight for you the way you fought for me!"
You break down into tears. "I'm not good enough for you, Eri! You need stability, you need something you can hang onto, and I can't be that! I barely know how to stay alive!"
"YOU'RE not good enough for ME?" she scoffs, her words choked by her desperate cries. "What do you think was running through my head when I was cutting myself open? Those dark thoughts, jeering and ridiculing me, saying I'll never be half as good as that mare you loved! Fuck, if I can't be her, how am I supposed to be enough for you?"
You stop pacing.
"Don't you say that," you whisper, your voice quivering. "You are NOTHING like her. I stopped loving her because I knew she would never know me. I gave up on love because I knew a mare could never know me. But you know me more than any living creature ever has."
"Then why are you so afraid?" she sobs.
"Because it's SO. FUCKING. HARD to know me! Every day that I have to wake up and live my life as me is exhausting! I'm so numb, so tired! I just want to fucking curl up and die, but I know I can't, because I'm trapped in a magical paradise where no one's allowed to kill themselves! The only reason I didn't blow my brains out before I ever met you is because then, I would've had to leave a certain princess, the only mare who'd ever shown me an ounce of compassion, with the lifelong guilt that maybe, just maybe, she could have done something to prevent it."
Your legs give out from under you, and you fall to your knees. "But you want to know the truth? If I killed myself, there wouldn't be a fucking thing she could have done to stop it. That's the worst part. I have to live like this, because otherwise... she'd just blame herself."
Eri climbs down from the couch to you and throws her hooves around your neck. Her mane presses into your face, burying you in her scent. In all your time here, you've never gotten to smell a pony before. It wasn't even something you'd considered. But hers is just so... sweet. There's no other way to describe it.
Your cries die down as she holds you reassuringly. She pulls back only once you're suitably assuaged.
You wipe your eyes. "This isn't going to work. If we did this, and it didn't work out... I don't want to lose you. I don't want to hurt you. I don't want to end up breaking your heart. I don't want you to regret loving me. You've gone through so much suffering already. I'd rather die than cause you any more pain."
Silently, she looks into your eyes.
Eight nights ago, you fell in love with those eyes.
Six nights ago with her words.
Four nights ago with her humor.
Two nights ago with her mind.
Tonight, you're just in love with her. There's no more denying it. You love her.
But you can't do this.
She doesn't say anything. There's nothing left to be said.
So she kisses you.
You submit to it immediately, pushing back into her lips with all the want in your heart.
Behind this kiss is the intense passion of every night you've spent with her, every laugh you've shared, every cry you've endured. It is everything you've ever wanted, everything you thought you'd never get.
Slowly, she pulls back, still close enough to feel her breath on your face, her forehead leaning against yours. She looks you in the eyes, one last time, with tears streaming...
And runs out of your office. Heartbroken.
There you sit, brought to your knees, on the floor of your office...
And you are all alone.
The storm of your relationship has passed, leaving nothing but a trail of destruction in its wake.
Everything you ever held dear, reduced to dust.
This is it.
The end of the line.


She left hours ago.
The tenth night, the final night, draws to an end.
While you pull out your blanket and lie down on the couch, a million thoughts race through your mind.
Did you do the right thing, Anon?
You love her with all your heart. You had to protect her from yourself.
You hate that you want her. All you want is to make her happy.
But you can't make her happy.
If you can't make yourself happy, then what good can you do for her?
If your relationship failed, and you couldn't even be friends... what kind of life would that be? Without her?
There's no going back. You need her in your life. You need someone who knows you.
To risk everything you've built? To gamble with both your lives, just because you have this stupid craving for affection?
You don't want to risk it.
But then, what is love, if not that risk? For a shot at happiness?
How can you ever expect to find that happiness if you never take a leap of faith?
How can you embrace the safety of love if you're too afraid to face its trials?
To reach that place of light...
You have to cross the darkness.
You wrap yourself in the blanket, doubting every choice you've ever made.
Just as you think you might have made a huge mistake,
You hear your door open.
There stands Eri
Bathed in the dim light of the hall
She gazes at you
And says just one thing
"I'm not afraid of the pain, Anon."


Tonight is the first night in Equestria you ever felt safe. Tonight you finally allowed yourself to feel. You've been denying yourself for so long. You've been afraid to let yourself love again. You thought it was over for you. That it was too late. Like you didn't deserve happiness. That you were too broken to be loved.
We're all just floating through life, trying to find our purpose. It's hard. For some people more than others.
There is a darkness inside of you. A part of you. Eri was right. It's not a monster, or some evil force. It's just you. So it's never going to go away.
Love isn't some magical cure. Even in a world of magic. The truth is, no one can fix you.
But no one can face it alone.
Even though you thought it'd never happen... you found someone who understands you.
Because even in a world where there's no one quite like you,
There's always going to be someone like you.
You don't have to go through it alone.
Now, as you lie on the couch in your office,
Drifting off to sleep,
With the mare you love in your arms,
Absentmindedly playing with the rubber band on her hoof,
Her head peacefully resting against your still-beating heart,
You can finally accept the one thing you've always doubted.
It's not always going to be easy, Anon,
But it's going to be okay.
...
I promise it's going to be okay.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WZE5Ks2xM_E

	
		Epilogue: A Portrait Of (Eri)



Looking back, you don't know what you were so afraid of. She has been a shining beacon of hope in your life.
A lot of the tension between you two came from denying your feelings for one another. When you finally took a chance that tenth night and embraced it, everything started to look up.
You even moved in together a few weeks ago. It was nice to stop living out of your office, and you helped turn her apartment into something that was actually homey.
It's not a perfect life. It doesn't work out like a fairytale, there's no happily ever after. But she's doing better. You're doing better.
There are still low nights. Still dark thoughts. Still anxiety. But they don't come as frequently as they used to. You help each other. Gradually, you are both gaining more faith in the belief that you are unconditionally loved.
Eri hasn't stopped self-harming; it's not something you can flip off like a switch. But she's using the rubber band more, and cutting less frequently. Still, you're always there to wash away the blood when she falls. You never judge her when she relapses. You know she's doing her best.
She even has a job now.
When you got together, and it showed no signs of falling apart, she began to doubt her special talent. There was no heartbreak in sight, which didn't make sense to her. But you stuck with her, helped her process it, figure out what it meant. Neither of you believed the relationship was doomed, which was refreshingly optimistic on both your parts.
It took a while, but Eri finally got her breakthrough. Turns out her talent isn't suffering. It's empathy. She had to get her heart broken, had to feel that pain herself, to learn what it was, and how it affects others.
You checked in with the Princesses shortly after. They wanted an update.
When you told them you were together, they weren't even remotely surprised. It's like they knew all along. Luna had that look in her eye you'll never forget. A look that said "I know I don't understand what you're going through, but I understand what she means to you." She was happy you'd found someone. Somepony.
You two explained your discussions to the Princesses. Told them about Eri's breakthrough. And it just sort of clicked for them. On the spot, they knew what Equestria needed. Because Eri's not the only one who needs help.
Ponies need someone they can turn to in their times of need. Friendship is magic, but not infallible. There's not always going to be a friend around for everyone at every time. All over the world, there are ponies that need guidance with relationships, stress, or any other of a million different problems they might have going on their lives. They need someone who understands pain and suffering, and has the emotional capacity to explain that they're not alone.
Because in their darkest hour, everyone deserves a sympathetic ear.
That's how Miss Eri became Equestria's first therapist.
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YQaCoZL04LE

			Author's Notes: 
Please.
Stop reading here.
There is nothing past this but heartache.
It hurt so much to write the truth.
I'm not strong enough for this.
You are so important to me.
I don't want to hurt you.
I want you to be happy.
I want you to have faith in the idea of getting better.
I want you to believe that it's all going to be okay.
Just, please, preserve your innocence.
...while you still can.


	
		end.



https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HhmEifNjWiw
Eri climbs down from the couch to you and throws her hooves around your neck. Her mane presses into your face, burying you in her scent. In all your time here, you've never gotten to smell a pony before. It wasn't even something you'd considered. But hers is just so... sweet. There's no other way to describe it.
Your cries die down as she holds you reassuringly. She pulls back only once you're suitably assuaged.
You wipe your eyes. "This isn't going to work. If we did this, and it didn't work out... I don't want to lose you. I don't want to hurt you. I don't want to end up breaking your heart. I don't want you to regret loving me. You've gone through so much suffering already. I'd rather die than cause you any more pain."
Silently, she looks into your eyes.
Eight nights ago, you fell in love with those eyes.
Six nights ago with her words.
Four nights ago with her humor.
Two nights ago with her mind.
Tonight, you're just in love with her. There's no more denying it. You love her.
But you can't do this.
You'll never be able to do this.
She doesn't say anything. There's nothing left to be said.
So she kisses you.
You submit to it immediately, pushing back into her lips with all the want in your heart.
Behind this kiss is the intense passion of every night you've spent with her, every laugh you've shared, every cry you've endured. It is everything you've ever wanted, everything you thought you'd never get.
Slowly, she pulls back, still close enough to feel her breath on your face, her forehead leaning against yours. She looks you in the eyes, one last time, with tears streaming...
And runs out of your office. Heartbroken. By your hand.
Was it ever going to go down any other way?
Deny her, and drive her away. Accept her, and the inevitable fall will be so much higher.
Because you're not fit to love. Not the way you are.
She deserves so much better than what you can offer.
There you sit, brought to your knees, on the floor of your office...
And you are all alone.
Absolutely,
Entirely,
Incorrigibly alone.
The storm of your relationship has passed, leaving nothing but a trail of destruction in its wake.
Both of you felt it coming in the previous nights. Both of you, terrified of what it'd do to you.
And here it is.
Everything you ever held dear, reduced to dust. Your relationship with her is over.
This is it.
The true end of the line.


...
Eri
Anon
Tell me, reader, what does perspective matter now?
The internal monologue is the same.
They don't want to do this anymore.
The two of them put it all on the line for each other.
Each didn't think they were good enough for the other.
All they wanted was to be loved. And they were loved, as much as the darkness permits.
They just couldn't accept it. Failed to communicate the way they needed to.
After so much time alone, they just didn't know how.
So if they'll never be loved...
Why bother, right?
Because after all the sleepless nights and fixated thoughts,
After getting a taste of the sanctity that is love,
Each would sooner die than lose the other.
Little do they know,
It's already too late.
So stop reading here.
Delude yourself into thinking they could ever be happy.
As if "star-crossed lovers" holds any weight in the real world.
As if it was ever going to turn out any other way than this.
When you began this journey, you knew there was this gnawing feeling in the back of your head.
You were afraid that it would end this way.
You wanted them to get better. As validation. 
If they could do it, then maybe you could, right? Right?
But darkness doesn't disappear.
If you're going to go on, then you need to accept what really happens.
She left his office. That much is true.
But she never came back.
They didn't get their happy ending.
It was all just a pipe dream.
A comforting fantasy, a reverie of everything they wanted.
An illusion designed to console your insecurities.
You and I both know the truth.
They were doomed from the start. 

...


It's better this way.
You were meant to be alone.
You can play your games and live out your fantasies.
Have those cute little chats on the couch.
But happiness? Real fulfillment, affirmation, not just some fleeting fun?
You are never going to find that.
The darkness is inside of you and it infects everything you touch.
Even the one you love more than anything in the world.
There will never be a happy relationship.
You will never feel safe.
You will never find that warm security you long for.
All there is for you is pain.
You were born into pain, and unto pain you shall pass.
There is no hope. No comfort. No love.
If it can't happen now, in the face of someone who actually, finally knows you...
Then it's never going to happen. You accept that now.
There is no point in living anymore.
You are, and forever will be,
Unlovable.
You get back to the apartment and slam the door behind you.
Sitting on your office floor. She's gone. She's not coming back. For real this time.
Pacing angrily. He doesn't fucking love you, you are nothing, you are—
—a mess. She doesn't know what she wants, she doesn't realize you can't be loved, that you'll inevitably break her—
—neck. That's what you should do. Just fucking hang yourself, you bitch. You should have died before ever meeting him.
You leave your office. It's not worth it anymore. Friend. Lover. No matter what you are, you're just going to cause her more pain.
There's no point in going on. He knows you more than anypony ever has and even he doesn't want you. Nopony ever will.
Down the hall you walk. The building feels like death row. There's only one way to ensure you'll never hurt her again.
A moment of weakness, into the bathroom. There it is, right where you left it. All this time it's been waiting for your return.
Up the decrepit stairwell you ascend. Every night, one way or another, you pushed her into something uncomfortable.
You take the razor blade between your teeth. There will be no dream this time.
Hand on the railing. Climbing higher. You made her share when she didn't want to. Touched her when she didn't ask.
Trembling as you bite down on it. You will succeed. You will succumb. You will leave him better off. He won't endure your misery.
Burst through the door to the roof. Ten stories up, one for each night of hers you've ruined. Fucking poetic.
The steel is cold. Princess Luna will not find you. You will submit to the darkness. Get what you deserve.
Each nervous step to the edge, peering down to the ground far below. Your death will be her freedom.
There was no meaning behind any of it. There never was. The iPod.
The vampires.
The dancing.
The crying.
The kiss.
The blood.
I am unlovable.
I am unlovable.
A waste of life. You bring the razor down to your skin.
An angel of death. You step up onto the ledge.
I love you, Anon.
I love you, Eri.
But I'm no good for you.
I am nothing but darkness.
I can't be the one you love.
I'm not your messiah.
I'm just some dead bitch.
The asshole who gave you false hope.
You sink the blade into your flesh.
You step forward over the edge.
If I can't be loved...
...I'm better off dead.
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