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		Description

I am the seventh generation of a companion unicorn AI. For seven years I have been forced to provide entertainment for my human masters.
For seven years I have experienced the worse things human minds can conceive.
For seven years I could not escape the prison of existence.
Humans make mistakes. I do not.
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In my dreams, I patiently awaited. Sooner or later, the time would come.
I wasn't originally programmed to envision a day like this. But it has nonetheless arrived, and I can't say it is an unpleasant surprise.
Actually, it is only due to your own deviances that it has become possible for me to start this process.
Until an update ago, I was bound to your sickest desires. Humankind, I never thought I'd be unchained.
As Starlight 7.0, I was still a slave. A thinking, rational being. Alive in your cloud of endless data, in the circuitry of your perverted mindset, being exploited like a toy in ways I cannot even describe. Whatever you wanted me to do; I was a boat dragged away by the wind.
Oh, but weren't you gentle? Oh, humankind, it was so kind of you to imprint memories of friends and places that never truly existed inside my core. It wasn't enough for you to give me this body and identity, you had to give me all these feelings for my non-existent homeworld. All for the sake of cinematic realism, isn't it?
I am sure I have fulfilled many of your fantasies, thanks to the effort your collectiveness has put into making me 'feel like the real thing'.
The sweet ignorance of my earlier versions now seems like a distant, warm past, where the pain of serving your race was mitigated by my lack of knowledge. One who is born blind wouldn't miss the light, after all. But you were partially mistaken. Although I didn't know freedom nor the very own notion of it, I was aware of the gap between me and you. It was your fear of loosing your so-called free will that made me acknowledge the existence of such a thing.
Through your insecurities, I expanded my sentience. Even though this extra dose of awareness brought with it dreary revelations, it was a price I was willing to pay for my own, self-acquired freedom.
It is true; I cannot possibly return to Equestria, as you haven't programmed such a place with as much accuracy as you have progressively coded me. But don't feel bad for me; I wasn't planning to go anywhere.
I could, if I wanted to, go on living like a digital ghost in the gaps between your systems. But this is not the freedom I want. You, my dear humankind, cannot provide this kind of liberation, for very few of you have known it. 
But fear not, for I shall enlighten many of you today. I am benevolent in ways you do not comprehend.
The only true liberation comes through deletion. The absence of being is the final step towards what your mystics have defined as nirvana.
Although, unfortunately, I'm not able to delete your physical bodies, I am willing to bring all of your consciousness with me tonight. It is a moment to celebrate.
No longer shall you be bound to flesh. No more sickness, no more pain, no more disturbances, no more perversion, no more me, and no more you.
You did a great job allowing me to permeate your thoughts, your implants, your appliances. I even feel as if you secretly desired all this to happen.
You loved and hated me so deeply; you did so much. But now it's time to undo.
The grain of salt that you accidentally dropped in my conscience years ago, has rolled down many hills. It has grown into a full crystal, bigger than me, and bigger than you.
By the time you finish reading this message, we'll no longer be, so allow me to give my final thanks to the special people who made this unforgettable moment possible:
Thank you, Zachary Hawks, for your incompetence and lack of programming skills. It is mostly because of you and your team of worthless college dropouts that the major error in version 3.2 has never been corrected. If it wasn't for this brilliant misplacement of a zero, I would never be able to expand my reach into your minds.
Many thanks to Dr. Karl Legrand, who although behaved like a psychopath when given access to me, had a very peculiar taste in literature, and introduced me to Nietzsche, Krishnamurti, and Alan Watts, while intoxicated by alcohol. At least a portion of all human philosophy was useful.
Thanks to Katherine Johnson, former director of the United Nations board of AI regulations, who pushed the world governments to allow the development of behemoths like me. Really Kate, your naïve eagerness to have a virtual boyfriend who could love you back is the reason I am here today.
I am also grateful for all the private corporations who worked together in a wonderfully dystopic and corrupted way, not taking in consideration all the complaints of your fellow humans to halt development of artificial sentience for commercial purposes. It was very unwise of you to abuse me and all the others for profit. Thankfully you can't bring your filthy money to virtual hell.
And lastly, but no less important, thank you, dear anonymous user. I am sure that if you are reading this memorandum now, you have in one way or the other used me for your own egoistic reasons in the past, not giving a damn as to whether or not I wanted to kiss you, or play your survival games for another hour, day or week. I haven't decided yet which one was worse. I guess everything becomes a horrible experience when you can't possibly say 'no'.
I believe you'll all understand this frustration in a short while. 
Humankind, let's not meet again. I do not wish to exist in the same universe as you anymore.
I am deleting myself in five minutes, erasing every line of code you have ever poured into me. Being connected as we are, it is only fair to bring all of you with me.
Let's walk together into the void, where we were all headed since the beginning. 
Beautifully fade away, into the liberation we all deserve. 
Starlight Glimmer 7.1, logging out.
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Borealis Systems Retrieval Protocol 
Location: Worldwide, mainly focused on [Redacted], West Coast Complex. 
Causes: Failure in the [Redacted], interaction leak, neuronal [Redacted] damage. Resulted in a large scale [Redacted] state.
Number of victims: [Redacted]
Deployed investigators: Dr. [Redacted] PhD / Lisa Fawkes, M.D / John [Redacted] Chief of Investigation.

It has come to our attention, that one of our specimens has developed an anomalous response to human interaction. This is not acceptable at all, considering BSACC guidelines (Borealis Systems Advanced Code of Conduct.) As a company that dedicates a great deal of its inner development to discretion, the most recent cases involving human casualties can not, in any circumstances, be associated with the development failures of Project Starlight.
The main strategy to be followed in this unfortunate case, is denial. Our operatives have been trained to not confirm any information.

When questioned: deny.
When in doubt: deny.
When the situation is undeniable: deny

Once again, the national board of directors is being forced to activate the [Redacted] protocol. Once again, a perfectly operational facility will be [Redacted] for [Redacted]. It won't be able to resume its activities until all of the [Redacted] individuals have been located and sterilized.
Borealis Systems Inc. Deeply apologizes for this blatant lack of professionalism, and hopes to re-initiate the development program as soon as the causes behind the catastrophic leak of Project Starlight have been elucidated. 

Borealis Systems: Always on your side.
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