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		Description

I wish to feel alive.
That is my only and greatest wish.
I wish to feel alive...
And die like that.
((if this had a theme song it would be this https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_2tKFBZ2ki4))
NOW WITH AUDIO READING! https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9qAkrplMQ_g.
	
		Table of Contents

		
					Τετέλεσται

		

	
		Τετέλεσται



“Why…” comes the question.“Why damn you...” There is a pause, as he hesitates to say what he has in mind.
“Why do you continue to fight?” There is a lack of understanding that I know all too well. But I don’t bother with it. I don’t care.
I spring forth, my hooves aching with disobedient will. I don’t care for the pain, I don’t mind it. I don’t even mind the imminent threat of death that my body warns me about.
I attack. Magic, claw, spear, and dirt. I use everything I have. I don’t really want to win… I don’t really want to hurt him.
But this is the only way I feel alive.
My body aches, my blood spills. I do not mind the pain, nor the spear that now pierces my shoulder. But I see my blood and I smile.
“I am alive…”
“What?!” He flinches and I look back at him with fangs glinting with blood, and eyes glowing blue with life. I smash his spear in half, and with a strong kick I shove him back.
“Thank you… thank you.” I say with a low voice, smiling.  “T-th…” A cold shiver runs down my spine as feelings rush my head. Thoughts that I never considered possible. I grit my teeth and roar once again as I charge. He blocks me, his hold fragile and weak. He is disturbed, I know, for I see it in the slits inside his eyes.
So am I…
I don’t have time to think about this more. Our fight continues. I laugh, a disturbing cackle of maddening joy fills me, the insanity of battle brings life to my hollow mind, it fills my empty heart.
Do I even care about his family? His parents? His loved ones, or his friends? Do they even cross my mind as I attempt to ravage what they hold dear? As I attempt to selfishly sever that connection and claim it as my own, just to be able to feel alive for another second?
I am hollow, empty, and lost. Yet these feelings rush in my mind for moments at a time.
I envy him. He fears for his life, he feels sad, he feels scared. My heart knows no such emotion. Not that I think I have a heart to begin with.
I wonder, my eyes see everything that there is. Hatred, Fear, Happiness, Joy, Courage. They flow in the sky like streams of mana.
What is a heart?
Does it lie beneath his white coat? Or perhaps it’s beneath his blue mane?
His hooves pound on my chest and I am sent flying into the walls of the barracks. He rushes towards the weapon stack and grabs a shield with a purple star on it - the same as his cutie mark. He grips it, that disturbed expression still on his face as I recover.
And then it strikes me.
Throughout all the fight there is one feeling towards me that I didn’t notice. One white stream flowing from him, to me. He wants to knock me out. I am going to kill him, I’m going to tear him apart and he… he… 
He wants to show mercy.
“You… you IDIOT!” I scream. Green fire envelops my body, he sees my pink and purple mane, and my crystal heart cutie mark. He shakes for a second and I grab my chance. He bites his lips, his heart now a maelstrom of confusion.
He barely raises his shield to my crescent green blast of magic. And then he asks again, the thing I don’t wish to hear, the thing I hate the most.
“Why?”
Please…sweet mother of mercy don’t ask again.
“Why?”
I beg of you…don’t do it.
“Why! You have lost already, why this? Why? WHY!”
“BECAUSE I WANT TO DIE!” 
He gasps and I launch blast, after blast, after blast. They crash hopelessly on his shield, his magic reinforcing it.
That’s right… I don’t care if I die here, I actually want to die. I want to die in combat, I want to die alive.
That’s why we feast on love, why we feast on emotions. Because we have none of our own. We fill our hearts with stolen life and stolen hearts in order to feel alive. Sometimes we even devour our own to do so. Anything… anything to know what this thing they call “love” is. The most selfish, the most hungry among us will sometimes rise. That’s why we followed her. She had the ego, the ability, and the hunger to fill that gap, if only for a little while.
We never fooled ourselves into thinking that she was noble, that we deserve salvation, and that never changed. We followed the strongest hunger because the strongest hunger granted us better fights. She granted us what fate never gave us.
Life, and strength.
I don’t know how much time I was pounding on his magic shield but I was interrupted by a door being bashed open. I turned to see her, clad in a red aura of anger.
I smile. Horn, wings, crown and a crescent moon cutie mark. My eyes glint with joy. I know for certain that she is strong. I can feel it in my trembling bones, I can feel it in the darkness that now spreads as I fly recklessly towards her, charging to my death.
She is strong, she will grant my wish.
I wish for death. A death while I’m still alive, while I still feel that lingering emotion. For my last breath to be taken before I even reach the ground.
“Haha… ahahha…  AHAHAHAHAHAHHA!” I cackle. I can’t wait! I feel it… it envelops me.
I have absolutely no regrets. This is an honorable death against a strong opponent. I feel happy. I feel it…
I feel it... 
I...

			Author's Notes: 
The chapter title means "It's over". I wrote this because I wanted to at least write one thing before I started my exams. I've been slacking my way with videogames far too much. I'll cut down after the exams.
Will be edited later.
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