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		Description

Ponyville has been struck by a deadly plague that turns any pony that comes in contact with into zombies! Rarity is one of the few survivors left but she is running low on supplies and patience. With her sister upstairs she decides to end everything, this world of zombies, all of the horrific nightmares when ever she closes her eyes, the constant fight for survival, everything. With a final breath, she prepares to do something no sister should ever have to do. 
This is a one shot story,I am stuck on my freelance story so I wrote this just for fun. It's not my best work but I saw the picture and decided to try an idea of mine. Just a quick read so enjoy it. Now if you excuse me, I am stuck on my Button Mash and Sweetie Belle Love story, and must get back to work trying to continue it, have a good day!
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Good Bye My Dear Sweetie Belle
Rarity took a look outside, bad idea. Dozens of the undead walked aimlessly around her front door. Their rotten flesh peeling away from their bodies and their eyes white and gone with life yet still walked along the roads of Equestria. One day everything was fine with the rays of sun light beaming down from the sky onto Ponyville. Then ponies should up with bite marks, explaining that they were attacked along the roads to the peaceful town, then everything went straight to hell. Ponies being attacked, friends turning against one another, Celestia and Luna disappearing, the guards trying desperately to hold of the hoard but each outpost fell one by one by them. They didn’t need rest, they didn’t feel pain and were no longer the friends they once knew, still wearing their faces like an evil mask. Rarity backed away from the curtain, tears welling up in her eyes. She glanced at her kitchen to see dozens of empty cans, empty boxes of ammunition, a few boxes of explosives she looted from a guard outpost, a small can of gasoline, and a single bottle of water half full. She knew it was only a matter of time before she would die of hunger or thirst. 
She sighed heavily, slowly turning to the couch. Her no longer cared for mane laid in a mess to her sides. Dirt, sweat, and blood was mixed in with her purple mane that draped down to the sides of her head. She stared lifelessly at her trusted pistol with the clip detached. She had fend them off for so long with this weapon. It never failed her as long as she feed it well. She had to kill three of her friends with this very weapon. One bullet was left in the magazine, hollow point. She slid the clip in the gun and pulled it back, hearing the satisfying click that sounded of to let her know that it was now armed and ready for her use. She put it in her holster and walked around the house. 
It felt like years since the virus broke out, although it has only been a few months. It only took a few weeks for the deadly curse to spread all over Equestria. Not even Cloudsdale was spared from it’s wrath. One by one the cities fell by the army of the dead, screams filled the air for days, gun shots faded over time as the survivors were cut down. Twilight was so close to find a cure, but they broke down her door and tore her apart, along with Spike. Rarity shook her head to scatter the memory’s of her having to shoot him when he returned, his scales peeled away in certain sections and his eyes snow white. A single tear dropped to the gun from her eyes. 
“I miss you all so much,” Rarity whispered to herself, gazing upon a picture with her and all of her friends. She looked away from the cheerful picture frame and started walking to the stairs. “I have to do this, or else I will never be able to look at them in the eyes again!” She glanced outside and saw the last of her friends who still walked among the dead, Applejack. She held her gaze at her form. A single bite mark on her back from her brother who she was forced to kill to try to protect Applebloom. She sighed dreadfully and continued walking up the stairs. Applejack kept some of her strength when she ‘died’, making her fearsome. She knew if Applejack saw her, she could tear down the wall to get to her. 
Rarity made her way upstairs slowly and quietly, walking to her room. She cracked the door open to see four blankets over four bodies, stained red. She walked in briefly, grabbing a machete by the side of her bed with her blue aura and levitated it to her side, tying it in place. She closed the door and kept walking down the hallway. Her steps became heavier and heavier until she came to a stop before the last door down the hallway, slowly turning her head to it. Two weeks it has been since this door last opened, two weeks. She knew what had to happen but dreaded every second it took to do it. She took a deep, heavy breath and grabbed the door knob with her blue aura but froze. 
“It must be done Rarity, you must!” With another deep breath she undid all three locks and cracked it open, slowly pushing it open. It creaked loudly as it slowly opened to reveal a dark room with little to no light. In the very back of the room, Rarity could see Sweetie Belle staring out of her window, her back to Rarity. Her mane was a mess like Rarity’s, containing dirt, grime, and blood, just like her fur. Rarity smiled as big and as kind of a smile she could, her eyes watering up already. 
“Sweetie Belle, darling. It’s me, Rarity!” Rarity called over. Sweetie Belle’s ears twitched to the sound of Rarity’s voice. She slowly turned towards her with a snarl. Sweetie belle’s eyes were lost with life, a bite mark on her left arm and her shoulder, saliva dripped from her mouth. Rarity kneeled down and lifted her arms towards her. “Come here, darling. Come to your big sister!” She held her kind gaze towards her with a heart warming smile across her lips. The little zombie filly glared at her, rearing back as if to pounce. “That’s it, Sweetie, come here,” The filly growled at her, jumping off the window sill and charged at her, growling the whole time. Rarity held her position until she was in arms reach. She grabbed her quickly and forced her head past her shoulder, holding her in place. 
“Shhhh, it’s ok. Calm down Sweetie, it’s ok,” The zombified Sweetie Belle snarled and cried out in anger as it fought against Rarity’s embrace but was held firmly, unable to move her head. Rarity stroked the creature’s mane, whispering softly to her. “Please Sweetie, don’t be scared. I’m here now, I’m sorry I left you up here all alone with no one to keep you company, but I am here now,” The dead filly scruggled further, snarling and growling at her, trying to escape her grasp. Rarity nuzzled into her, putting her kindly while keeping her arm locked in place. 
“I need you to help me, Sweetie Belle, I need you to give a message to your friends and mine. Can you do that for me, darling?” Rarity pleaded to the creature. She got growls and snapping sounds in return from it’s jaw trying to bite her, squirming in her arms. “Please be at ease, my dear little sister, it’s all about to end. I just have one last thing that needs to be done, and I can’t do it alone,” The Sweetie Belle imitation continued it’s futile struggle against her, getting close to biting off her ear. 
“I know, my dear, I know. You are hungry, but your hunger is about to come to an end, I promise, just please wait a moment longer,” The Sweetie Belle zombie flailed her arms around to try to loosen her grip, her expression frozen of anger and pain. “Tell your friends that I am sorry I failed them. Tell them that I am happy that they are now in a much better place. When you see my friends, tell them I tried my best to save them, and that I am sorry I let them die,” Tears rolled down her cheeks but her smile held strong. She patted it’s head in sympathy and continued to nuzzle against it’s neck. 
“Tell them that their bodies will never hurt anyone ever again, I promise! Tell them that I miss them so much, ever so much, and that I can not wait to see them again. Tell them I did my very best and that they will be put to rest. They will be able to sleep now, I will make sure of it. When you see Applejack, Spike, Fluttershy, and Twilight, tell them I am sorry for killing them, that I had no choice,” 
Rarity cried more, tears flowing out of her eyes freely. sobbing softly into her undead little sister. “Tell them it’s all over, we can finally get out of this nightmare. Tell them that I’m sorry for everything. I’m sorry I ran, I’m sorry that I let them die, I’m sorry I let your friends die, I’m sorry for hiding and crying while my friends were out there fighting them off, I’m sorry I let Ponyville get over run, I’m so sorry for everything!” She cried harder now, shaking a little bit. She felt the monster she was holding slowly stopping her struggling, although still twitched every now and then. 
“Tell them I will be joining them soon, I have just one last thing to do before I meet you all there,” Rarity levitated the gun out of it’s holster, aiming it at the little zombie’s head. She hesitated, slowly taking the gun off safety. She rubbed the small zombie and kissed her cheek, still holding her still. 
“I’ll be with you shortly, Sweetie Belle. Make sure to save me a place in the afterlife. I love you so dearly. I wish we had more time to spend with you. I never did spend much time with you before all of this happened, and I regret it every single day now. Maybe once we leave this place, we can truly be together,” She held her smile the whole time, gently stroking it’s mane softly with love and care. She closed her eyes and whispered into it’s ear. “I love you,” She gulped down hard, focusing her magic to squeeze the trigger. She felt  the creature stop struggling and actually held onto Rarity. Her eyes opened wide in shock as she felt a gentle embrace from the creature that wore her little sister’s face. “Sweetie-” 
“Rarity’s grip released it slightly and the zombie took the chance and bit into her shoulder. Rarity flinched at the pain, trying hard not to scream. She reformed her smile and patted her head. “It’s ok, Sweetie Belle, I know you don’t mean it. Goodbye, my dear sister,” She closed her eyes, tears raining down from her cheeks. She held her zombie sister and kissed her shoulder, it’s teeth latched into her shoulder. She nuzzled it one last time and gripped her magic around the trigger. BANG!!
Blood splattered onto the wall behind them. The little undead sister’s grip instantly faded and let Rarity go. She gently let go and laid it down on the ground, patting it on the head. ”There you go, sleep well. I shall be with you all shortly. Goodbye, my dear Sweetie Belle,” She kissed it’s head and looked over at her shoulder. It appeared it didn’t bite down too hard, but still bleed pretty badly. She wrapped it up in some cloth and sighed deeply, still shedding some of her tears. She heard the front door being clawed and hit from down stairs. She knew that they would hear the gunshot, ready to break down her door. She walked downstairs, tossing her gun aside. She knew it was no longer useful. She came down and grabbed the can of gasoline with her magic aura and started pouring a small trail of it from the living room to the boxes of explosives.
“To think I managed to save some of them. This will be a good performance indeed. I believe even Rainbow Dash would be impressed. Now hopefully I caught-” There was a loud bang on the door barricade, the wood cracked a little from the impact. Rarity finished up and threw the can over to the explosives. “Looks like she noticed,” With a sigh she turned over to the door, levitating her machete, leveling it and facing it at the door. 
Another loud bang was heard, this time making an opening through the barricade but not big enough for something to get through. A couple windows shattered, a few dark hooves hanging out of them. Rarity pulled out a box of matches and pulled one out, getting ready. “Come on, Applejack. It’s rude to keep a lady waiting!” The door burst open, pieces of wood flew around the room, revealing the zombified Applejack, her eyes were white with a hint of green, teeth red from her kills and patches of blood all over her, mostly around her mouth. 
“Hello, Applejack. Are you ready to go home?” It snarled at her and got ready to charge. Rarity’s eyes watered up one last time, igniting the match. The Applejack zombie launched forward, charging right at Rarity with it’s mouth open. She threw the match to the side, missing the gas trail but the fire was building. She slashed at the attacker but missed, making a small cut across it’s cheek. It hit her at full force, pinning her down on the floor. She came down and bit her shoulder, the same spot her sister bit, making her scream. She tried to push her off but failed to do so, she was too strong. She levitated the machete over the zombie and stabbed it in the back of the head. It was hard but she managed to stick it, making the undead Applejack fall over lifelessly. The other zombies were slowly walking in, coming for Rarity. 
“This. . . . is good bye. . . . Ponyville,” The match caught onto the gas and shot forth to the kitchen, swarming the boxes with fire. Rarity looked over with a small smile and turned back to the hoard. Getting her machete ready she charged at them, shouting out a battle cry. She brought her machete down upon one, decapitating it. When she prepared another swing, the explosives ignited and exploded.
The house blew up, taking everything in it and near it. The explosion was loud and deafening, obliterating everything in a two block radius. The shock wave shook the earth and knocked back any zombies heading towards her house. Once the smoke was cleared, nothing was left of the house. Only a crater remained of the home. In front of the house a picture frame remained, cracked and partially burnt, but was firmly in tact. The picture was that of Sweetie Belle and Rarity, smiling over at the camera. Sweetie Belle was smiling up at her sister with a wide smile, Rarity holding Sweetie Belle with a loving arm. They were now gone from the world of nightmares that use to be their home. They and their friends could now be together, no longer having to worry. Now. . . they were home, now. . . . they finally found piece.
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As I said, this was a one shot thing, first time trying it. I have been stuck on my freelance story that I decided to write a quick one shot story, hoping to stir the gears in my head, so far not so good but I'll get there. I hope it wasn't too bad, I know I know, not my best work but it's just a little thing for now while I try to figure this out, been stuck for a few days now. Not trying to whore myself around, just explaining myself. I hope you guys enjoyed reading this chapter/story as much as I enjoyed writing it. I hope to see you in the future stories ahead! Have a good morning/day/evening. As always, bye bye for now [image: :twilightsmile:]
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