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		Description

Rebirth. 
Give gifts. Give Life.
A term only heard a few times in my short life time.  Yet, applies here so nicely. 
Killed before my time, I live a second time! Even stronger than before!
...Even if I am a tiny unicorn.
God, that is sad.

This is the tale of Toby, a boy brutally killed before his time due to an unfortunate accident. In this 'thrilling'  tale Toby comes back to the living. Strangely in a new world, with even stranger inhabitants. To go with this, he has the ability to use unknown magic not even Discord knows the orgin of, a pair of ghostly crimson eyes of the Death reaper himself, and the body of a little filly known as Pumpkin cake.

AU world! I decided to do a different take with a new main character on my original story "Have we been Foal'd?" which I may or may not update soon!
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		Crimson Eyes



Verisimilitude, a fickle definition. I know it as a very funny concept.
At times it's known as a reality, projected as a simple illusion yet fooling the mind and confusing those who attempt to grasp it. However, I won't bother with circumlocution. It's a pointless round about I don't very much care for. I am by no means a sesquipedalian, and prefer words smaller where I don't have to actually process and look for a definition for the word.
No, in short verisimilitude is what I was facing at this moment. My eye lids were tickled as I felt the light beyond them. It was so devastatingly bright I was forced to actually check and see what this bright glowing death was. As I wrenched open my eyes and gazed at the world anew, I flinched back, my pupils doubtlessly shrunk even if I couldn't see it happening. I forced my eyes shut once more, before blinking several times to adjust myself to the bright room. Once my vision was no longer spotted from the assault on my vision I stared, awestruck to find before me stood two giant over-sized horses sporting a multitude of technicolor I'd never seen so accurately in my life.  Of course this whole area was ridiculously which would bring me to a theory that verisimilitude was indeed the answer, and I had been shrunken. 

But that's just a theory.
A game theory.
Ahem.
The point I'm getting at is that I was having a hallucination that I wasn't quite sure was just a false vision. Hallucinations aren't accurate, at least not often. They don't usually match up, for one. However, I could see everything vividly as I did in my every day life. This was highly upsetting, startling,  and sub-optimal.
The two horse in question bared grossly incandescent smiles of both pride and surprisingly -
Love.
This made my internal organs metaphorically churn at the very thought that someone was looking at me with the same eyes that I desired not so long ago. Something I could never quite...reach. Be it because of me pushing my chances with friends and love away to work or chase fame, or simply because I had never been loved. Not even my own parents were fond of me like to two strangers of a different species entirely with large tear filled eyes with looks of something akin to approval in them. I was half afraid I'd need to turn around to check as see if they were watching their child and I happen to be in the way. Which I would have done had I not apparently been tied up with some sort of cloth.
After about a few seconds of staring on their part and mines; their eyes lit up with horror and shock. The mare actually took a step back before she actually spoke.
"W-What's wrong with my baby?"
It crashed upon me like an anvil, apparently I was now a baby and there was something 'wrong' with me. Implying that being a infant wasn't already wrong. It also occurred to me that they were speaking my language. Or maybe I was speaking theirs. Maybe by chance were they creatures that could see souls? If so, I was done for. This wasn't my body clearly, and this is something out of a fantasy or sci-fy book. These were possible as anything else I suppose. 
"There's nothing wrong with her, she's just a little different..." Though these words were said, they clearly were grounded out in fear and lowly whispered. The male horse's, stallion as they call it;  Legs were shivering with something I could misinterpret as terror. He was looking like a dear before the headlights, his eyes wide with obvious hysteria. I did however, notice the slip of 'she' in there. This meant my gender had been transformed as well as my form.
Great.
The day had just begun, and it's outcome was already looking bleak. I simply stared at that, awaiting anything to happen to break this awkward situation. I prayed to whatever gods existed. Of course, they did not heed my call being the nonexistent beings that they are. 
Go figure.
The mare and the stallion both couldn't seem to wrench their eyes from my own. I had captured them in some eye trance that was making them shiver in terror the way one would before a knife being held above their head and they knew their time was up. Or perhaps like their soul was about to be devoured. Yes, an accurate description. Their coat had become several shades lighter than they were before, their pupils shrunken into pinpricks, legs quivering- shaking like a leaf as they gazed at me, tensed up like a statue aside from the shaking. If I didn't know better they'd look like they had seen the devil himself. Strangely, the room looked much darker than it did before. The light bulb began flickering, the room began trembling and the other contents of the room began moving on their own- rocking back on forth and began etching writing onto the walls of the room.
Wait what?
Snapping out of my self induced stupor, the room suddenly turned back to the same way it had been before my hallucinations. Implying this wasn't one.
"Whoa, dude that was freaky." I blurted out to no one inparticular. This grasped the attention of my parents immediately.
Instantly they went from their quivering states to cooing once, they were picking me up and nuzzling me on either side with words of praise.
"Aww, isn't she just adorable?"
"Indeed she is my dear!" 
That's not what you two were saying a second ago. 
"I wonder what she was saying...How are you enjoying seeing for the first time Pumpkin Cake?" The blue coated, pink maned, aptly designed matching eye color, and decidedly round  mare beamed at me- eyes filled with joy.
"Now Cupcake," Begun the chastising of the orange maned, dark yellow coated stallion with green eyes who also decidedly needed some meat to add to his bones. "It's not like she can understand us!...But what curious...crimson...spooky...deathly-" He was 'elbowed' by who I assume to be his wife, who was now to be addressed as 'Cupcake'. This would be a pet name of course, but it was all I had to go on. Crimson red spooky eyes? "-Sorry Cup'. It's just that...it's much worse than being on the receiving end of Fluttershy's stare. With her it's...disapproval. It makes you feel like the worst pony and you want to be forgiven. But with Pumpkin Cake...It felt. I don't know, evil... supernatural. It felt like my soul was being ripped out the longer I watched. I felt like I was dying...I felt like my sanity was tearing itself to shreds...I saw...madness. I was madness..." His shivering picked up once again, but it looked suppressed. Cupcake looked equally as worried but laid a hoof upon the stallion who looked closed to blubbering like a baby. "B-But I guess her eyes are just...a gift maybe. It'll keep away bad ponies right?" He laughed nervously.
"Hun'..."
"We'll be fine," He sighed, and muttered. "I hope...I need something else to think about."
"Well, Pound Cake will be happy to see his new sister when he comes home!"
"Oh, where is Pound Cake anyway?"
"He's with his friends, The Cutie Mark Crusaders and some kids from his class."
"Why do we let him play with those Crusaders again?"
"Well..." Began Cupcake, but I tuned it out. I'd figure more out later, I was uncharacteristically tired at the moment. Oh so very. I closed my eyes, and saw only darkness.
I was still alive. 
Time to make the most of it.

	
		Madness Decent



Not so regrettably I had a sluggish awakening that consisted of much blinking, yawning and lots of eye crust. I could feel the sleep digging into my eyes, yet this was quickly dispelled by the insistent rubbing of my large eyes. Darkness filled my vision, and there was no adult in immediate sight.  Now was a good time to take in my surroundings without being bothered, as well as begin a lay out of the house should I ever need it.
It was the middle of the night, strangely. I didn't think I'd sleep in so late. Or so I guessed due to the shading of the room. However, this could be obsolete. Just as easily it could be perhaps a blind covering the sunlight. However, my internal clock told me me otherwise. Glancing around once more to check for any adult horses lying in wait I arose from the tangled mess of sheets in the tiny baby jail cell known as a cradle. I found myself curious as to wait time it was, luckily there was a chicken clock on the  of the room. A quick inspection let me know it was twelve o'clock on the dot. However, this wasn't enough to dissuade my curiosity alone. It could be in the afternoon and the blinds were covering this fact from myself. Grunting, I sprang up from the sheets and tossed them to the side.
Perplexingly, I now noted that yes. If this room was pitch black I was seeing fine. Yet another quick inspection- a glance around the room- and I found myself staring at a small night light. I allowed a small lopsided grin to grace my face or perhaps muzzle now. Not everything had gone to hell.
Forthwith, let me convey your own wonders and my own. By all means, am I unnerved by the darkness. Darkness in it's essence is something unknown. The fear of a monster in the dark, normally while a concept I would immediately desist in my pursuance was now a high possibility in this world unknown. By awakening here, I have now assuaged any doubts that I am hallucinating.  This is either an upgrade, or downgrade. I had no earthly clue what I had been doing before I got here.
My point being, is here in the dark in a world I know nothing about could be a highly dangerous thing. I could easily be attacked by some unknown entity for setting foot in another world- if the universe worked that way. Hesitantly, I gazed around the room once more.
There were a various assortment of differently manufactured toys scattered about in the immediate area beside the cradle. Though, even with the night light I could not make out what toys they could possibly be- sadly enough. Though, a bunch of toys seemed pretty pointless in itself so I derailed the train of thought expertly. I'd inspect them later, just to be safe...
I turned my head, looking around the room several times to find the door. There, the door was shut and looked to be quite whilom in it's design. Clearly of a aged building. I'd hear it creaking if it opened.
Good. It'd give me time to pretend to be sleep.
My vision glimpsed upward at the slowly ticking rooster and or chicken clock passing the time away. Strangely, in a way if felt...taunting. Like the clock was mocking me.
Peculiar, and unsettling.
The rooster clock's gaze rested on mines. And it took me a moment, a dawning concealed horror created a terrifying shiver down my tiny spine. The rooster was supposed to be innocent in design, I could understand. But it's wide, lidless, bulging bug eyed stare felt like the clock was no longer an inanimate object but a strange unsettling entity staring in my very being. It's jaw was hinged open, as if missing bolts to keep it shut. However, where the mouth was gaping there was the clock itself making it aware that it was but a simple design.  But I had a simple question to ask myself that I wasn't sure I'd like an answer to.
Had that clock's eyes had been looking at me before? 
I think I'd remember seeing something so...evil looking. 
Shaking my head, I slowly wedged my gaze from it's own creepy staring. The sounds of a circus-esque theme I began to hear now. It was highly unsettling.  A music box, it sounded like. Grimacing, I glanced around the room and found the cracked doorway. My head swiveled slowly the opposite direction, turning my gaze back to the other peculiar objects of the room such as the jacks on the ground I could clearly make out. There was a small fan, metallic and rusted in nature causing me to raise a brow. However, this, the florescent night-light along with the lights on the ceiling being on earlier assuming it wasn't from the windows  leading outside gave me a distinct feeling these horse were adequately technologically advanced to some degree. This was acceptable as I had no want to go back to ye' old golden days of no electricity. 
I don't know what it was, a celestial blessing/curse, the ominous feeling of pure abject terror residing deep with my very core that chilled my spine, or maybe even plain luck. I had flinched back in horror as I realized a fact I had grazed over and paid no mind to in my mindless state of the clock incident.
Thatdoorwasclosed!
My head turned so fast I could have gotten whiplash from it, my revulsion , building horror, stress and cold sweated feeling of fear running through my veins rocketed a hundred fold as I felt the freezing icy pit of dread building in my gut all collided to make me a shivering wreck as the fact I had so callously skipped over hit me in full force. If it had been on of the adults that came in I would have heard them, if it had been this 'Pound Cake' they spoke of as a kid he would have been loud and undoubtedly obnoxious clearly heard by myself. 
No, this wasn't the work of one of the members of the house hold.
FOUND YOU
The words themselves briefly flashed in my vision causing me to inhale and back into the cradle.
As soon as my eyes snapped to the door way, I got a glimpse of a quick retreating unknown shadowed figured with crimson ominous glowing eyes ducking away from the door and slamming the door shut with an audible sound where it no doubt slipped into the dark hallways of the house that I currently inhabit.


Idly, I noticed my vision was going hazy. I then realized the reason for this. 
I was hyperventilating! 
Sure enough, I felt the swimming feeling of lightheaded-ness dominating my mind and body.
'Calm down. Calm down. It's not real, it was just like one of those hallucinations from earlier...' 
Finding a comfort in my words, I now realized I had been staring at the doorway for quite awhile. To my immense shame I was curled in fetal position and was a shivering mess without even knowing it. Taking several deep breaths, I calmed myself slowly.
"What is going on?..." I muttered under my breath.
Had that whole thing been real? I don't know, but I need to get my head straight. I carefully wiped my wet tears stained cheeks with a single filly hoof. When had I begun crying? This is freaky, stop the ride I wanna get off. I took more deep breaths, inhaling and exhaling. I was feeling much better. I silently avoided the unnerving gaze of the creepy chicken clock, it was the last thing I needed at the moment. The one creeping feeling had fleeted, but left caution unlike any other in it's trail. I had been wondering about whether or not I should leave the cradle and checking out the rest of the building. 
Pardon my language but, hell no. Forget that. I felt tired once again, I was a new born after all and this much stress was not good for my new little heart. I took the previously discarded thick covering that I had been wrapped in not so long ago and once again wrapped myself in it. Discreetly, and once more to my shame I hid under the blankets and cowered profusely at the thought of that creature coming back. I see why children do it, if I pretend it isn't there and I hide I don't have to face the problem.
Whimpering, I willed myself to sleep.
And I did.
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