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		Description

Trapped in a situation they never could have imagined, the cutie mark crusaders must fight fear, doubt, and the shadows that plague them. Set up to the song "Blow me away", will they survive? Or, do the stars have other ideas in mind.
-----------
Rated T for teens: contains scary imagery.  
Going for a more darker tag on this one, also, going to try a different style of writing.
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		Verse 1



	Three young girls walked the dark halls of an unfamiliar house. An endeavor made more difficult by the storm raging outside, its loud thunder shook the foundation sending vibrations through their skin.
Watching them past was a creature darker then the night itself, made from the nightmares of children. Slowly it sang to them in a soft whisper, “they fall in line”.
Apple Bloom, the leader of the three, stopped and listened to the voice holding her shotgun at the ready, she waiting to hear more.
The other two who had been following her stopped as well, taking the moment to look around. Behind them stretched a large barely lit hallway that ended with a descending stair case. 
Sweetie Belle was mentally critiquing the design of the carpet they were currently standing on, red velvet with gold fringe just seem a bit much for a carpet in a house. So unconcerned with the danger they faced, the sniper rifle she was carrying still laid secure on her back. 
Scootaloo on the other hand was griping her battle rifle like her life depended on it, so aware of her surrounding she noticed the cooled air made by the rain outside.
The atmosphere was dead and silent as they waited; the only sound came from the rain endlessly falling outside. The unknown voice did not speak again, all they could notice was the many shadows that adorned the furnishing of the hallway. A bolt of lightening lit up the wooden walkway momentarily banishing the shadows that plagued them, but one was not so easily moved. 
Sweetie Belle, having the only pair of free hands, quickly took out her flashlight, moving it on the odd looking shadow.  
Its edges slowly curved like water into the outline of a figure they didn't recognize, it moved along the walls surface toward a door ahead of them that was cracked open. 
Slowly fading into the dark room it spook to them again, “One at a time” before fading into the dark nothing.
Scootaloo moved the night vision goggles she had, over her eves, with the press of a button her dark surroundings were bathing in an eerie green light. The goggles emitted a soft ‘hmm’ when powered, but stealth was not her focus at the moment. 
Sweetie Belle put away her light and began reading her sniper, standing between her and Scoots was Apple Bloom, pushing the only member of the team with night vision forward. 
Not wanting to look scared in front of her friends she advanced forward, leaning her side against the wall she peaked into the black room.
Inside the room she could see a large book shelf, a coffee table, a sofa, and a throw rug. All the normal things one might expect from a spooky mansion. Then, just behind the door frame, she noticed a black object resting against the wall. Swallowing the saliva she had been holding back, she held her weapon close to her chest. Then, in a rush of adrenaline, she pushed the door open and unloaded her entire clip of ammo into its form.
The sound a metal hit the floor as the coat rack fell, the dark jacket it held smoking in the aftermath. 
Her two crusading friends peeked inside to see what she had shot; their gaze fell to the defeated cloth, breaking into small smirks, they looked to their comrade ready to mock the spooked trigger happy crusader.
Scootaloo lifted her goggles before turning around; the full force of her glare was comparable only to the legendary ‘stare’.  
They back peddled out of the door frame as she walked out, not daring to udder a word. Loud footsteps echo into the hall as an irate Scootaloo stomped out, expelling the empty casing and forcefully exchanging it with a new one.
Down the next hallway the same voiced called out to them, “ready to play” in a taunting tone. Scootaloo was already gritting her teeth in anger at her fear being found out, she was not about to let some shadow show her up and started after it.
Sweetie Belle, having recovered from her near death experience, placed a hand on her friends’ shoulder, before she could rush after it. Scootaloos sun set hair swayed as she turned to face her friend, not looking a bit happier than she had moments ago, but the reassuring smile she saw sweetie Belle wearing melting the edge she had built up. 
Scootaloo relaxed her tense muscles, the battle rifle she carried slowly hung eased in her grip. Apple Bloom moved ahead past the other two, stopping at the corner of the hallway. Sweetie and Scoots fall in line behind her, covering the rear from a surprise attack.
Before leaning out of cover, they all notice the sound of floor boards creaking. All of them had the same idea of what could be making the sound. Apple Bloom Peeked just enough of her face around the edge to see, before her the long hall stretched, darkened but not impossible to navigate through. 
“I can’t see them, anyway- “turning back to speak to them directly, her sentence was cut short by the sound of slamming doors. Looking back out, every door in the hallway had been swung open and black creatures poured out of them.
“No time to lose, we’ve got to move!” Apple Bloom called out over her shotgun fire. 
Sweetie was the first to act, having a long rang type weapon she knew staying back a distance was better, but the overt creep factor kept her close to her friends. Now she couldn't give any support fire and was force to simply run.
Scoots was right behind her with Apple Bloom taking pop shots at their on coming enemy. The barrage of gun fire did seem to slow down the shadows movements, but only long enough for the crusaders to make a foot more distance. 
Scootaloos heartbeat was increasing by the second. Every maneuver pushed her adrenaline fueled body harder, taking out another clip of ammo from her pocket she fumbled it and it fell to the floor. Not thinking, she momentarily stopped to pick it up. 
Apple Bloom saw her friend drop her cartridge and stop to retrieve it. Grabbing her by the shoulder she yanked her back, forcing her to leave it behind.
“Steady your hand!” she shouted while blasting off a shotgun round, splintered wood flew up from its many bullet holes in the walls and floor.
Sweetie Belle had taken position at the top of the stairs; looking back she saw the shadows closing in on her friends. Dropping to a knee she tried to focus her sniper rifle.
As she did the dim lights started to dim even more, somehow blurring the difference between her friends and the shadows, not wanting to cause friendly fire she called out to them “I am losing sight again” in an irritated shout.
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