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		Description

Roseluck is alone in her store. Alone with the thing she knows isn't really there.
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Roseluck stood still behind the counter, staring at the thing in front of her that she knew was not really there.
The store was quiet. The sign on the door read closed, the lights above hummed quietly, and the plants around her slowly sucked the air out of the room.
“I’ve been thinking,” said the thing that wasn’t there.
Roseluck pursed her lips, staring straight ahead.
There was no other noise in the store. Lily and Daisy were still away. They wouldn’t be back soon. The store was closed, and there were no customers. Only flowers. Flowers in a million different colors with a million different names.
“Hey.” 
Flowers, Roseluck, and the thing that she knew wasn’t there.
“Are you listening?” it asked.
Roseluck looked down at the apron that clung to her body. 
“Look at me,” it instructed.
She refused to.
“Roseluck.”
She exhaled quietly and the plants smothered the sound immediately. Roseluck raised her head and looked past it.

“Celestia’s sake. I didn’t think you of all ponies would sink this far.”
The words cut into her skin like thorns, filled her lungs like water. But the thing wasn’t really there, so Roseluck told herself that she was fine. It couldn’t hurt her as long as she didn’t let it. 
“Are you even listening?” it demanded again. “No, you’re not, are you?”
Roseluck looked at the counter, where a bouquet of flowers lay half-wrapped in plastic. 
“You don’t care. You never have. Only about yourself and what you want. It’s always been that way, hasn’t it?”
There was a note attached to the bouquet. 
High Winds,
Can’t believe it’s about to be our one month anniversary, maybe even more when these flowers find you. Looking forward to when you get home. Love you lots, 
Junebug
Roseluck was happy that Junebug had finally found someone. Maybe now Junebug would stop hanging around the flower shop and using horrible pickup lines on the customers.
“Tell me I’m wrong.”
Then again, Roseluck wished Junebug were here now. She would much rather have Junebug in front of the counter than– 
“TELL ME I’M WRONG!” 
Roseluck flinched. 
“Tell me you care! Tell me you love me!”
She began to feel dizzy. Something crept down her throat and constricted itself around her heart. Roseluck grit her teeth but her breathing quickened, each exhale gobbled up by the flowers surrounding her. 
“What are we then? Was this real? Was any of this real?!”
Roseluck didn’t dare to answer. She glanced up and the thing that wasn’t there began to grow a face. 
“You’re just going to sit there all smug, knowing you played me for an idiot?!”
It contorted and burned with something raw, each passing second cramming more and more guilt down Roseluck’s throat. 
“You know what? Fuck you, Rose. Fuck you!” 
She couldn’t look away. But the more she stared, the more it became there. The more it grew a face. The more it grew angry and the more her body began to shiver. Out of fear. Out of pain.
Roseluck wanted to run. She swallowed hard and planted her hooves on the ground, half-hoping the flora in the store would rise up to protect her. 
They didn’t, and the thing that wasn’t there seemed offended at the very thought. 
“You’re crying. You’re crying.”
She had made it angry. She always did, no matter what she said. It was always angry and it was always angry at her. 
“You’re scared? You’re scared?! What right do you have to be scared? What right do you have to be hurt right now?”
It was mad. It was burning, and it kept growing bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger and
“You didn’t love me. You never did. You’re a real piece of shit, you know that? You’re a leech. You’re a monster. Take your flowers and shove them up your ass, because you’re just like them. Pretending you’re fragile when all you do is leech away at me. You just take and take and take and take and take
bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger and 
“and take and take and take and take and TAKE AND TAKE AND TAKE AND TAKE AND
It roared like a freight train through her mind and ripped her brain into pieces and ripped her heart from her chest, bloody and beating, and tossed it on the ground so it seeped through the floors and 
“Stop,” she whispered. 
“YOU’RE A MONSTER YOU’RE A MONSTER YOU’RE A MONSTER”
“Stop.” 

"I HATE YOU I HATE YOU I HATE YOU I HATE YOU I HATE YOU”
“Stop.” Roseluck steeled her gaze, even as her hooves trembled and her heart threatened to tear its way out of her throat. 
“I hate you.” 
Roseluck stood defiant in its face. “I…” Her voice nearly broke, but she wrested air from the plants and filled her lungs to speak again. “I am not afraid of you.” 
The ghost in her store regarded her with minor amusement.
“You… You have taken… so much from me,” she whispered. “And maybe I’ve taken from you too. But that doesn’t make it even. You are not here.”  
“Everybody knows what you are.”
Roseluck didn’t answer.
“Everybody knows what you are.” 
“No.”
“Everybody knows what you are.”
“You don’t know what I am.” Her words echoed in the cavern that was her store. “You don’t know what I am,” she said again. 
The ghost that wasn’t there began to lose its face.
“You are not here,” Roseluck said. 
The ghost began to fade.
“And you will not tell me what I am.”
When Roseluck blinked again, the thing that wasn’t there once again wasn’t there.
And Roseluck was left alone in her store, with stray thoughts swirling around her head like fireflies. “You are not here.” 
She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
Everybody knows what you are.
Her hooves moving of their own accord, she continued wrapping the bouquet in front of her. 
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