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		Description

During a sleepover Sweetie Bell tells a ghost story to her fellow cusaders.
-----
A short ghost story originating from my long story My little Madness: Friendship is Blood Justice.
Lightly inspired by Ghost Whisperer Season 3 Episode 2: Bloody Mary.
No, I do not follow that series, it's just that I've watched that episode at TV years ago and it has stuck to my mind ever since.
*About the cover image*
I have personally asked the artist and have gotten green light in using his work. The artist is http://atoklanzeros.deviantart.com
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- This is a story I prefer to call; The Mist Mare. A white filly said with a spooky voice.
- The Mist Mare? What kinda story's that? An orange filly asked.
- Save the questions to when I'm done, if you would please. Now then, where was I... right, so this story is about the dreaded Mist Mare. The white filly switched off the lights and pulled away the curtains from the window, making the moon shine into the room.
About once a month, during the clear night skies, revealing the full moon, a strange cloud of mist can be seen spreading throughout Ponyville. But that mist is not a creation of the weather ponies. No, this mist is of an evil nature. The thickness of the mist is constantly changing. Most of the time, it is too thick to see anything through it. But every now and then, a faint shadow can be seen in the very center, just as if that shadow was carrying the mist that kept it shrouded.
- Wha's the shadow look like? Or does it even look like sumthin'? A yellow filly asked.
- I am getting to that part now. The white filly said with an annoyed tone.
So, whenever the mist gets thin enough to look through, one can see a pony, a mare to be exact. That mare has a wicked appearance. If a pony were to be follow her, one would see that the Mist Mare leaves behind her a trail of severely blood stained hoof prints dissipating by the sight of sunshine. She is not walking properly either. Neither is she limping, more like slowly stumbling forth in the dark night. A pony once told me that she saw the Mist Mare up close. A twisted pony with a straight mane and tail, stained with blood from herself and her victims. On a quick look, there appears to be long objects jammed in her joints closest to the body, preventing her to walk properly. However, if you look closely you can see that the objects in her joints are knives, thoroughly penetrating her body. If looking at her from the front, you can see a massive wound on her left shoulder, as if someone had used a hacksaw to saw through her collarbone.
- Kn-kn-knives penetratin' her b-body? The yellow filly said with  fear in her voice.
- Pfft... a sawed collarbone? Is that all? The orange filly rolled her eyes.
- But that is not everything. The white filly tried to interrupt. 
If you would listen closely as the Mist Mare is visible, one can hear her talk in a slurry way, saying words like ''Party'', ''Cupcakes'' and ''Death''. If a pony would be foolish enough to approach the Mist Mare, he or she would be doomed to a very painful and agonizing death. Because, if you would lock eyes with the Mist Mare she would do unspeakable things to you, plaguing and tormenting your very soul.
- Wha'd she do? The yellow filly asked with a trembling voice as she hid her head under a pillow.
- SHE WOULD GET YOU! The white filly shouted as she rose up on her hind legs with her front hooves in the air.
At this moment, the bathroom door behind the three fillies quickly slammed open, making steam cascade out into the dark room, shrouding them. In the middle of the steam the faint figure of a mare with straight hair and tail could be seen. A liquid was dripping from all around her body as she tried to talk with something in her mouth, making her words slurry.
- IT'S THE MIST MARE! RUN! The orange filly shouted as she dove under the white fillys bed, making her purple tail dangle and tremble in fear outside of the bed sheets.
- Th-th-the... m-mist... m-m-ma-are... The yellow filly stuttered as she fainted.
- Oh, hi Rarity, already done with your hot shower? The white filly asked as she sat down, looking at the figure in the steam. The figure began spitting.
- Ugh... gross. Oh, Sweetie Bell, I got soap in my eyes and my mouth and we just ran out of water, could you be a darling and hand me a towel, please?
- Coming right up, sis. The white filly said with a smile as she walked into the room behind the white mare for a towel.
- Here you go sis. The white filly reached the towel in her front hoof to the white mare in front of her.
- Thank you Sweetie. The white mare used her magic to wipe of the rest of the soap and most of the water from her coat with the towel.
- Ahh, much better now. Was the ghost story I taught you yesterday to any delight Sweetie Bell? The white filly looked behind her at her two friends, one passed out on the floor and the other one hiding under her bed. After a few moments she looked back at the white mare.
- Yes. I think I got the results I was looking for. The white filly walked up to the unconscious yellow filly on the floor and gave her a nudge, making her wake up in shock.
- NO! Don't take meh, ah'm just a lill' filly The yellow filly looked up and realized she had passed out.
- Oh, t'was only you Rarity, sorreh 'bout that, mah bad.
- Who's who? Is the Mist Mare gone? The orange filly backed out from her hiding beneath the bed. The white mare and filly heartily laughed in choir.
- Calm don't Scootaloo, it was just a story. The white filly smiled at the orange filly. The orange filly flinched as she realized she had been afraid of a silly ghost story.
- Yeah, right, I knew that all along. The orange filly rolled her eyes still with a tint of fear clearly visible.
The white mare interrupted their conversation.
- Well girls, why don't you all go into the kitchen and get something to eat before you go to bed?
The three little fillies all nodded at the same time and walked into the kitchen while talking about the story they just had been terrified by. The white mare however, walked up to the window and glanced up at the moon. It was sparkling brightly, just like the white mares still damp coat. A tear slowly formed in her eye from the memory the moon brought to her mind.
- Not one day has passed without me feeling regret for what I did to you, my friend. The white mare thought to herself
A giant cloud of mist could be seen slowly creeping towards the Carrousel Boutique from the direction of the Sugar Cube corner. The white mare slowly wiped the tear from her eye as she shrugged and used her magic to quickly pull back the curtains, shrouding herself as well as the rest of the room in complete darkness.
THE END
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