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		Description

Charma, an already unstable unicorn decides that she needs to senselessly abuse other ponies... Why you may ask? I haven't the slightest clue.
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		Chapter one: Charma's spree begins



		A blueish mare trotted outside of her cottage, which she shared with two other ponies. Both pegasi to be exact. But despite the race difference, the mare being a unicorn and not a pegasus the three ponies got along most of the time. But that's aside the point. This mare, respectively named Charma Springs is going out to do what she does best... Murder. Now, as a reader you may see this as foolish, being that there are many stories about certain ponies going mad and eating the flesh of fillies or baking rainbow maned friends into cupcakes, but here is where you're wrong Mr. Reader. This murder is not out of mental illness, revenge or hunger for the tenderized meat of an unsuspecting foal. No. This murder is out of complete free will, which Charma delves greatly in. The idea where a pony can do whatever he or she desires. This idea is held deep in Charma's heart and today she is going to express it, no matter the consequences at hoof. 
She was going to kill at least one pony by sundown and that was final. 

Lets skip back an hour and see where our Charma is at currently
Charma woke up with a jolt, sunshine hitting her messed up brown mane. The mare lay on her couch which she usually sleeps in, cider bottles scattered everywhere. "Uhg... Where Potato Flank and Faded?" Charma mumbled to herself, looking around for her two roommates. Charma then sees a letter in the corner of her good eye which read "Dear Charma: Went out for lunch. Don't forget to stay out of trouble signed, Faded and Potato Flank" Charma then giggled at the stupidity in such a comment. "Looks like I'm going to have to be forgetful today" Charma remarked, laughing at her sad excuse of a joke "Well... I guess it's time to get ready..." Charma remarks to herself before getting up and trudging to the bathroom, which was also littered with empty cider bottles. "Hm... I wonder what happened last night" And with that, vivid memories flash through Charma's mind of other ponies who seem like complete strangers in her mind, voices tauntingly laughing at her, slowly getting louder... And louder... And louder... Until the sound is interrupted by a loud smash dragging her away from the unusual visions. Shaking her head, she realizes the crash was from a lone bottle which she accidentally hit, not knowing where it was being that it was in her blind spot. 
Allow us to pause for a moment while our favorite mare tidies up
Now, what is with this "Blind spot" we just saw remarked? Well... I guess it's the best time of any to tell you in this story, Charma has only one good eye. She is completely blind in one eye. It's a blessing she can see out of the other one. Now, you may be asking "Where did she get this supposed blind eye, Narrator? Huh, can you answer that?!" Well... No. I can't. Due to Charma's lying nature it's damn near impossible to get a straight fact out of her. One moment she enjoys dating mares. The next she is kissing a dead body of a tailor she recently murdered. The only thing we know about this blind eye is that it was an accident. Somedays she says she got it in a fight and slipped and landed on their knife, other times she says she got it in a mining accident and rarely she says she got it in a serious pug racing accident where one pug lost control and crashed directly into her eye, causing severe scarring and retinal detachment but nopony can truly put their hoof on to as of why she is like this. Oh, would you look at that. This mare is all ready to go kill a pony. Now you may enjoy the story uninterrupted my gabbering about what is what. If you excuse me I have a minigolf game to attend. 
Back in reality
Charma then trotted out of the cottage which she resided on the outskirts of Ponyville. The glorious springtime sun shined onto the mare's newly brushed mane and fresh smelling coat, free of rustled fur, almost dying to become stained again. But that would have to wait, for Charma has some chores to do. 
Walking down the dirt road, the mare whistled a tune that was new to her, and that's all that mattered at the moment. Charma then approached the marketplace and went to the pastry section. Charma would usually go to Sugarcube Corner but she felt that today was more of a "Buy stuff from a stand" sort of day. When she approached the stand, she was greeted by another unicorn, a mare to be more exact. 	
"Why hello there, what can I get you this fine day?" The teal mare chimed in a sing song voice.
"I'll have five cinnamon rolls, please" Charma replied.
"Alright, will you need any help with that?" The mare said, pulling out the requested five cinnamon rolls.
"Actually, yes, I will" Charma said, realizing the luck she struck with this mare
"Okay, you lead the way!" The mare happily replied. And with that, the mare was lead by Charma to an abandoned apartment complex, several miles from the market place. "Y-You sure this is the place?" The mare said, voice quivering out of fear of the unknown. 
"Of course it is. Actually, here is my apartment right here" Charma said, motioning to a room that lacked a room number. She then bumped the door with her hoof, revealing a room that seemed to stay still as time did it's job, withering away wallpapers and wood products. "Just set them on that table" The blue mare then motions to the coffee table. 
"Th-That'll be 14 bits" The scared mare said, expecting her pay so she can go home and cry or something. 
"Here is where the problem lies... I'm not actually buying" Charma says, walking closer the the already petrified mare "I'm here for something more fun. Bloodlust, some ponies might say" Charma whispered, already snout to snout with the mare. The mare then illuminates her horn and pushes Charma away, but then fails when Charma counters with a slashing spell, slicing a deep cut into the mare's lower leg. 
"W...Why?" The mare says, bleeding a crimson blood all over the floor 
"Because I can" Charma snarls before doing another slash, cutting the throat of the mare, spraying the deep red all over the room ending with her now lifeless body hitting the dirty and now blood stained floor with a thud. Charma then drags the body with her magic and rests it on the couch which is set in front of a shattered television. "Hm... 8:30? I still have time for a few more ponies" Charma says before taking a bite of a cinnamon roll and sitting next to the recently living pony, still idly cutting the mare's legs up just for the hell of it.

			Author's Notes: 
Kay... I have no idea what I was thinking but... Here is the story so far. Yes there are going to be more chapters... But not in a day's timespan. I want to make this a project where I try to make a slightly (And I mean slightly) Serious story. And that will likely take time. The estimated chapters... Hmm... 3 at most... Or 4.... You never know.
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