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		Description

The despicable woes of being a youth. I despise suffering through them day in and day out, but I fear that I must, but only with the help of my trusted friend Smarty Pants and my BBBFF. Unfortunately, I only find one of them to be reliable, as my BBBFF constantly is wooed by that insufferably chipper foalsitter that my life-givers dump me with constantly. 
Well, at least I have you, Mr. Secret Diary. 
Written for the Twilight Sparkle's Secret Shipfic Folder Bad Fanfic Contest. Based on the card Best Foalsitter Cadance
If you like this story, consider checking these guys out and maybe getting a copy of this (awesome) game of your own at the above link, or supporting them further here!
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		BBBFF and the Foalsitter



Dear Diary Vol. V,
Like your previous four brethren, I wish to fill you with my super secret thoughts that will remain hidden from the world until time itself has passed away, and all has fallen into darkness and despair. So, if you're reading this and you aren't me or Smarty Pants, hooves or horn auras off, buster!
Now then, to business. I feel that it is important of me to note that I find life around my house quite frustrating most of the time (for more information on that, see Vols 3 and 4) as my life-givers constantly neglect to give me much attention. They always have parties to go to or social work gatherings to make sure that we "move up in the world," whatever that means. Well, Diary Vol. V, I sure showed them when I became Princess Celestia's personal student! Now it was I who didn't have time for them! I found that I could not really relish this simple victory of mine, as they responded by getting me a foalsitter when they weren't home instead of just leaving me in the care of BBBFF.
And what a foalsitter. 
I know she has a name, but for the life of me, Diary Vol. V, I cannot remember what it is. A tragic failing in my opinion, as she has foalsat me over thirty times now. I'm pretty sure it starts with a C. Maybe a K. In either case, tonight was one of the nights that she foalsat me, but unlike most nights, BBBFF was here with us. Most nights he's off playing adult army, but tonight he said he was "on leave." 
So BBBFF and I had already been left alone by the life-givers when the foalsitter showed up. BBBFF bounced towards the door like he was made of helium, or some other equally light gas, and opened it for her. I walked up behind him and was symbolically blasted by the foalsitter's obscenely chipper aura. I dutifully did that little dance she taught me the first night she foalsat me, remembering with no lack of unease the consequences of not humoring her in that area, and stuck my tongue out when she pecked BBBFF on the cheek. 
Seriously, Diary Vol. V. Kissing is so disgusting! I have no idea why BBBFF grinned like a mindless neanderpony and pecked her back. Despicable, uncivilized behavior. That's what that was. 
With the unpleasantries out of the way, we retired to the sitting room, and the foalsitter gifted me with a little toy Celestia. I admit that I found some delight in the gift. I do have an admiration for Princess Celestia. Strictly professional, mind you, but I admire her. She's a wonderful teacher. Better than my mean old teacher and her stupid multiplication tables! Princess Celestia teaches me how to do amazing magic! My old teacher forced me to multiply by fives!
But I digress. 
Despite my liking for the gift, I put double the joy into the thanks than I felt (see note about "humoring her" above) and began pretending that Princess Celestia was teaching Smarty Pants about the sun. Even with my provided distraction, I did not miss the looks that BBBFF and the foalsitter were exchanging. Yuck. I could almost feel the cooties flying through the air like lightning bolts. 
That's when it got worse. In hindsight, Diary Vol. V, I shouldn't have had my new Celestia give Smarty Pants that lecture. Either that or I should have picked a lengthier topic. Maybe then I could have avoided the visual and auditory horrors to come. With me distracted in their minds, the foalsitter and BBBFF told me that they'd be right back. I thought nothing of it at the time, and had Celestia just keep telling Smarty Pants that the sun was really, really, REALLY hot while they went upstairs. I thought that they'd just give each other the icky googly eyes for a few minutes in private, then they'd come back down and feed me like the life-givers were supposed to. 
That didn't turn out to be the case, sadly enough. 
I waited for a good... well, I don't know how long it was. Long enough that Celestia ran out of ways to tell Smarty Pants that the sun was big and hot. With those facts settled for Smarty Pants once and for all, I began to get rather bored and hungry. I knew where BBBFF and the foalsitter went off to, so I climbed the stairs to go to BBBFF's room. In a drastic oversight on his part, BBBFF left his door open a crack, allowing me to nose it open a little bit more without alerting them to my presence. 
I should mention that I've now observed the foalsitter and BBBFF attempting to ingest one another's tongues. If this is adulthood, it's really gross! The noises and what their hooves were doing too was just... ug! My fragile, impressionable filly mind was becoming more warped by the second just looking at the animalistic scene before me!
But somehow it got worse! BBBFF whispered in the foalsitter's ear that I was still downstairs and that once I got started on a lecture I could go for hours, a slight exaggeration, so they had some time. What they moved on to... well, I don't want to even describe it, but suffice to say, I don't ever want to jump on BBBFF's bed ever again! The fun of that is gone now! Thanks, BBBFF and foalsitter; you've collectively crushed one of my cherished foalhood memories now and forever! I hope you're pleased!
I don't know when I managed to tear my eyes away from the Hoofcraftian scene before me, but my head hung low and my ears were flat as I trudged down the stairs, a much more worldly filly than when I had walked up. I think I have a new spell in mind for Princess Celestia to teach me when we have our lesson next week, Diary Vol. V: a spell to erase memories. 
In due time, BBBFF and the foalsitter came back down and fed me detestable lies about their activities in the same voracious quantities as they would soon be feeding me those disgusting green beans that my female life-giver forces me to consume as petty revenge for turning her into a potted plant the day I got my cutie mark. At least, I'm pretty sure that's why she makes me eat them. 
As I nibbled on my stringy green torture, I looked suspiciously between BBBFF and the foalsitter. They were still grinning at each other, both thinking that they had gotten away with their reprehensible act, but they failed to be careful in the slightest. I vowed to make them pay for what they had subjected me to, and I still do, Diary Vol. V. Green beans are out as revenge, since they seem to like them, figures, but I'll get them back. 
Someday. I just gotta think of how. Maybe I can ask Princess Celestia about all of this and see what she thinks. She knows the foalsitter, I think. She'd know what to do. 
Whatever. The life-givers are back, and I'm supposed to be in bed. We'll talk more tomorrow, Diary Vol. V.
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